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TOO SHORT A
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"You can't cling to the past forever, Sara!"

Why wouldn't Jonas Chesney just leave her alonehat memories?
Why was this arrogant new neighbor so determinethttoide on
Sara's emotions - and arouse her passion? Afteidmae’'s sudden
death more than a year before, Sara had resolwed teefall in love
again. But she'd reckoned without the strong-willedas Chesney!
To her own surprise, Sara found herself respontbnigis kisses -

responding with a fervor so intense it overshadovadd her
memories.



CHAPTER ONE

THE moment she stepped inside the front door, Sareld@asaw the
change in her brother. Gone was the morose, witftrdraan she had
left behind two weeks ago, and in his place watter brother she
remembered from her teenage years.

'‘Managed to tame the wild beast, did you?' he teasdne rolled his
wheelchair forwards to relieve her of her suitcase.

'‘Just about.’

The wild beast in question was the very advanc
computer-cum-word processor which her brother batigurchased,
and which she, as his secretary-cum- assistant,spadt the last
fortnight learning to operate. In addition to itaskic functions, the
machine was so advanced that it could be lockedtin® information
banks of other computers on a worldwide scale, émabling Sam to
keep himself completely up to date with the ecomoworld. Before
the devastating accident which had robbed Sameotfise of his legs
and killed both Sam's wife, Holly, and Sara's ovamde, Rick, Sam
had been part of the frenetic world of currencylidga with a
brilliant future ahead of him.

Now that was gone, along with so much else; Sam viraisally
confined to his wheelchair, able to walk only a @oor so steps
unaided, his health far too uncertain to permit binwork in the
gruellingly demanding world of currency dealing,exd young men
could be burned out by the time they were thirtyahle to keep up
with the ferocious pressure of the work. Sam nowked from home,
writing for various economics magazines, and wagkam the book
he was trying to write—a blend of fact and fictizassed on the world
he had once known.



Getting the computer had been Sara's idea—a ldash attempt to
rouse her brother from the miasma of depressionitha engulfed
him since Holly's death, but it was obvious to Sesdne ushered her
into the sitting-room of his London house that stimmg had
happened during her absence to restore her braahsomething
approaching his old self.

‘Where's Carly?' she asked him as she sat down.

All of them had been affected by the tragedy of tihe shocking
deaths and Sam's physical disability, but suredygérson to suffer
the most damage must be her little niece? In ood skiening Carly's
small world had been virtually destroyed. Her mothad been
killed, and her father so badly injured that foysldghe doctors had
despaired of being able to save him.

Perhaps it was no wonder that she and Carly shwaid grown so
close in those early weeks after the accident. iBaljy Carly had
clung to her, but emotionally she had been thea@rbng to the little
girl, Sara acknowledged. Without the responsibibfyCarly, she
doubted if she could have found the will to surviiese dreadful
early days.

Even now, over eighteen months later, they weleesthed sharply
on her memory: the laughter when Holly set off wiie two men to
drive them to the station to catch the train fonBadge—Rick, her
fiance, had been at university with Sam, and it 8asn who had
introduced them. Sam and Rick were attending a oemputer
course together, and she and Rick had been spetidngeekend
with her brother and his family. She and Rick haeérbgoing to be
married, six weeks after the course ended.

They had met and fallen in love over a long penbdime, but she
was still at the ecstatic disbelieving stage, gjitldy and delirious
with the pleasure of being in love and loved iuret



And then in one short, horror-filled afternoon kérole world was
overturned.

She hadn't worried when Holly didn't come rushirgcko Her

sister-in-law had said that she might take advantaighaving a
resident babysitter to do some shopping, so wheknlbck came on
the door and she opened it to a white-faced pcolicestable the very
last thing in her mind was that there had beencardant.

At first she had been too shocked to take very muociThe first

numbing discovery that Holly, lovely, laughing Hollwvhom her

brother adored, and Rick, dear, wonderful Rick, vaad made her
whole world come alive, were both dead, was so insaly

unbelievable that it blotted anything else out.

Scooping up Carly, she had gone numbly into theealar, and from
there to the hospital, leaving Carly in the careaafalmly smiling
nurse while she was ushered into a room wherevedeged doctor
tried to explain to her why it was impossible fer o see her brother.

After that there had been a week of disbelief, brokharply by
unbearable bursts of pain; Holly's and Rick's faterthe shock and
despair on the faces of their families. She and &acdhonly one
another; their father had died from a heart atteoc&n Sara was in her
mid-teens, and their mother had slowly faded awgr ghat, dying
when Sara was nineteen.

Sara had had a good job as a secretary, whicheshpléinned to give
up when she and Rick married. In the circumstareasjng a little
earlier had presented no problems. During those &arly weeks
there had been a lot for her to cope with. Visitsnf Sam's
employers, Sara's keen perception showing herltbaeath their
concerned enquiries was an implacable determinaditet her know
that there could be no place in the company foraa mith Sam's



disabilities—a man who would virtually be confine a
wheelchair—if he was lucky.

There had been no immediate financial problem— Ishé her
savings to draw on to keep herself and Carly; is wat of the
guestion for her to approach Sam concerning madeywvas far too
ill to be worried by anything like that.

Even when it was clear that he would survive, thetars were very
reluctant to let him come home. He had had to sgend in a

rehabilitation centre, learning how to deal witks fack of mobility,

and from-there his doctors had wanted him to go ahome until
they deemed him well enough to leave, but Sararssted that she
was perfectly capable of looking after him; indeskde had fought
untiringly to get him home.

After the funeral, Holly's parents had offereddke Carly, but they
were an older couple who, much as they loved tpeinddaughter,
lived a life far too quiet and retired for a livdiye-year-old, and so,
without making any deliberate decision, Sara haahdo herself
slipping into the role of surrogate mother to Carlgnd

nurse-cum-companion to Sam. If nothing else, itegher some
reason to keep on living.

Over the last six months Sam had commented on &evecasions
that she should get out more, make new friends. idew friends, he
meant, but that part of her life had gone for eWnere she had once
been warmed by her love for Rick, she now felt eetibad, really.
She had no desire to replace him. A psychologistidvoo doubt put
her lack of interest in men down to the fact thas svas afraid ...
afraid of loving and losing again, but logic, no ttea how well
founded, was no opponent for feelings. She haddidiek and she
had lost him, and she could never again be thalgérlhad once been.
Everything about her now was muted and slightlyhdiawn. She



had become a woman who preferred the cool proteatiothe
shadows to the heat of the sun.

As she sat down in an armchair opposite her brptmar eye was
caught by a letter lying on the coffee table. As shad the letter
heading and recognised the name of her brothditges, her body
tensed.

Ever since the accident, a long legal battle haa lg@ing on between
Sam's solicitors and those acting for the man wad taused the
accident.

Even now, Sara could not think about Wayne Housei#yout her
stomach cramping with agony and bitterness flootliegheart.

The first time he approached her she hadn't knotvm e was. The
police had simply told her that the driver of tlaegle, powerful car
which had smashed into Holly's small Citroen hadnbdrinking
before the accident.

Wayne Houseley was fairly well known as an entrepue, and
certainly Sara had seen his name in the papers. [&ambeen
convinced that he was driving the car, and it va#esriconfirmed that
he and his wife had been on their way home fronmnaHheon party,
but when the police reached the scene of the augid®¥ayne
Houseley had informed them that his wife had beenng) the car.

There had been no witnesses to the accident, ga®&am, who of
course could not be considered impartial .. . dtitbagh Sara was
sure that the police believed her brother, legatkyaking it looked as
though Wayne Houseley was going to get off anygésrother than
that of careless driving levelled at his wife.

Sam's insurance company and solicitors had assiven that
financially this would not make any difference—tlouseleys
would still have to pay considerable damages, aagn4 Houseley



had been properly insured—but it was the man'sganbability to

avoid any responsibility for what he had done thatle Sara bitter.
She was convinced that her brother had been rigkhvhe said he
saw Wayne Houseley in the driver's seat of thesl®§IW and not
his wife, and it seemed to Sara that Wayne Housgbey/typical of

that breed of men who considered that their weatith the power it
brought them set them above the law.

It was wrong that Wayne Houseley should not be shad, wrong
that his wife should be forced into accepting thenie, but then of
course his wife had not been drinking ...

'‘Houseley wants to settle the damages out of ¢@amy now told her,
seeing her frown. 'Jenkins thinks | should accept.’

He watched as Sara's mouth tightened, saddeneg wisat the last
eighteen months had done to his sister. Sara ayalbeen a pretty
girl, and now she was a beautiful woman, but one wdrried with
her a haunting aura of pain. The blue eyes, thae @lanced with
laughter and happiness were clouded and withdraamgark auburn
hair seemed to have lost some of its gloss and.dgbwe was thinner,
he recognised guiltily. He had been so wrappednupis own pain
that he hadn't always realised that his tragedydega Sara's, too.

'I've asked Mrs Morris to look after Carly for th&ernoon,' he told
her, answering her earlier question. 'l wantedateeha talk with you.'

He paused, and Sara had the impression that hmteasely excited
about something. His thin face had a colour shenoadeen in it for
months, his eyes—the same shade of blue as her enapping with
the fierce enthusiasm that had once been suchegrah part of him,
but which had been lost since the accident.



'‘Look at this.' He picked up a glossy magazine fo@hind his chair.
It was open at the property advertisement sectind,a brilliant red
circle was drawn round one of the ads. Sara residwtly.

'For sale—part-Tudor cottage badly in need of syhgte
renovation in accordance with Grade One Listed diugs
requirements, plus one acre of land and privatdaye.'

‘It sounds idyllic,' commented Sara idly, 'but ity much off the
beaten track, isn't it?' The address given waspartaiof Dorset that
Sara knew to be rather remote. As children sheSard had lived
some twenty miles away from the village mentionaag both of
them knew the area reasonably well.

She looked up and saw the expression in her bistages, her own
opening wide as she breathed unbelievingly, 'Saoy gren't
thinking of buying it, are you?'

‘Not thinking of it," he agreed with a grin. 'I'eéready decided.' He
saw her face and added hastily, 'Look, before yan ebjecting, let
me tell you what I've got in mind. | rang the agemp last week and
arranged to go down and see the place. | took Rbiderts with
me—you remember, he's an old friend of mine froorm@adge
who's now with one of the big London estate agdmsnted him to
check the place over for me, and he was quite isggick Basically
it's pretty sound, although very, very run downt Best of all, it's got
enough outbuildings for us to convert them into raugd floor
self-contained unit for me," he grimaced faintlyn'sick of sleeping
In the sitting- room, and a traditional bungalovesio't really appeal,
so ...

'‘But Sam, it's miles from anywhere ... totally ot ... and all that
land--'



'It's what | want, Sara,' he interrupted, lookingectly at her. 'Holly
was the one who liked London, and it was alwayshencards that
we'd leave one day.

There's nothing to keep me here now. | can workgasasily from
Croft End as | can from here—more easily once #& computer's
installed. And think of the benefits for Carly—aifar you. You

always did have a yen for a cottage with rosesdadhba door.'

He was teasing her, Sara knew, but there was a graiuth in what
he said. Their father's job had been one which ssta¢ed almost
constant moves, and as a child she had longecdurisy, for what
she had seen as the comfort and protection of dl siflage
atmosphere.

‘But all that land . .." she protested again.

‘Not just the land," Sam told her with a grin. '@nétey, two cats and a
dog go with it.' He laughed when he saw her exjprasidt's quite a
story. Apparently the property was owned by a nadeeentric old
lady, and she specified to her solicitors thathtbese was only to be
sold to someone who could take on the respongsilofiher animals.
Apparently she also specified that it was not tosoé to her
next-door neighbour—the chap whose land runs adfaoehers is
Croft End's equivalent of the local squire—ownsltrgest house in
the neighbourhood, that sort of thing. He also oamd runs a highly
profitable nursery garden, apparently, selling nyawholesale, and
he very much wanted the paddock attached to thagmto extend
his operation.

'l don't know the full story, but according to tbstate agents there
was some sort of quarrel between him and Miss Bétish led to her
specifying that on no account was he to be allotedaly either the
cottage or the land. Apparently the proceeds flugrstile are to go to
an animal charity. Anyway, no one else seems tmieeested—the



property isn't cheap, and the alterations wonditheer, because of the
building being listed, but with the money I'll gigom this place |
should be able to afford it. There's a huge gardemplete with
vegetable plot and fruit bushes; you always diccyapourself as
something of a back- to-nature freak, as | remehibaill be good
for Carly, all that fresh country air ...'

He wanted to go, almost desperately, Sara recatjpise deep twist
of pain. This was the first time since Holly's dettat she had seen
Sam enthusiastic about anything. He wanted her htares his
enthusiasm, she knew, but as yet she was too sedpri . too
shocked by his news to know what she felt.

Only one thing was certain. Wherever Sam choser¢o $he would
be going with him. He and Carly were her only resfw living now.

The three of them were a small, very close-knitiliamnit, and if

Sam wanted to bury himself in a remote Dorset gdlan what
sounded like a wreck of a house, then, like it of; she would be
going with him.

Taking a deep breath, she summoned a shaky swigdl, 1 hope it
has electricity,' she warned him. 'Otherwise tleay expensive piece
of equipment you've just ordered will be no usalkt

He gave a deep laugh and reached forward to rungplbair. 'Yes it
has, my little pessimist, and not only that, b@ré's also an ancient
generator in the garage. | don't know if it wothst if not | can amuse
myself by taking it to bits and then putting it kadogether again.'

‘Yes, minus several parts,' agreed Sara with a ggmembering the
variety of dismembered radios and televisions tieat filled their
garage at home when they were children. Invari&algn would be
left with several 'parts’ over, and yet, incredjlilg had nearly always
managed to make the things work.



'l know this has come as a shock to you,' he aagtlg, covering one
of her hands with his own, 'but | feel in my botiet I'm making the
right decision, Sara. | want you to come with umj know that. . . but
if you feel you can't, then Carly and | will stb.’

'I'm coming with you." She forced herself to soligtit-hearted and
cheerful as she added, 'When do we actually gabtee in?'

‘Not for a couple of months yet. I've put Phil imacge of organising
the essential work that needs to be done. The pfyopetually
becomes ours at the end of the month, and Phibreci|l be another
couple of months after that before we can moveDacor and
furnishing I'm leaving up to you. Phil is goingdome round later in
the week with the plans of how it's going to loakd that should give
you an idea of what we're going to need.'

'‘Can't | go down and see it before then?'
Sam shook his head.

'I'd rather you didn't,’ he told her with a fainting 'lIt looks so
ramshackle that if you saw it in its present syat¢d probably refuse
point blank to move.'

'But what about these animals?"

‘All being taken care of until we actually move irhe two cats are
apparently half wild; the dog's boarded out anddbekey is being
fed twice daily by a neighbour.’

All in all, she had had an extremely eventful hoomeimg, Sara
thought later as she curled up under her quilt.

Carly was asleep in the bedroom next door, whiks Sara, slept in
what had once been the spare bedroom. No one abtepss the
landing in the bedroom that had been Sam's and/klofam slept



downstairs in what had been the dining-room, ipecglly adapted
bed. Although he could do most things for himsal, legs were too
weak to allow him to climb the stairs. The accideatl not caused
any paralysis, but the many operations involvethenrebuilding of
his legs had meant that Sam would always haver@eed disability,
although in time he should be able to walk, evdreihad to resort to
his wheelchair occasionally.

As she sank slowly into sleep, picture-book imagésined from her
childhood mingled with her dreams. A Tudor cottagthe depths of
the country. What could be more in keeping with thecret
adolescent dreams she had once woven for hersed&hi3 that had
been upstaged by Rick's emergence into her lifeyhich were now
resurfacing, offering her comfort and somethingliog to.

But what about their neighbour-to-be? The local Mhe 'squire’
whom the old lady had specifically refused to alkmAbuy her home
and land?

Every paradise had to have its serpent, Sara remairterself
drowsily, mentally picturing a heavy, brash malethwa ruddy
complexion and a manner very like Wayne Housel® he bully
his wife the way Wayne Houseley had bullied his@bRbly, she
thought bitterly. Men of that stamp liked bullyimgpmen.

Before Sara finally let sleep claim her, she sumedonp Rick's
beloved image, a ritual she had performed everktrasmce he had
been killed. As always, she felt the enormity ofatvshe had lost
consume her, her dry eyes burning more painfulantif she had
shed tears.

If only she and Rick had been given more timeonify she had his
child to comfort her as Sam had Carly. If onlyrhe saddest words in
any language, surely?



CHAPTER TWO

‘Wow! It's terrific, isn't it, Aunt Sara? Just likieat jigsaw Gran sent
me for Christmas?' Carly demanded enthusiastieall$ara emerged
from the driver's seat of the car to stand alorey$idr. The rutted

track which had led from the main road to the froihthe house had
jolted Sara's small car roughly from side to saieg she grimaced
slightly, wondering how long her ancient Mini's passion would

last if it was constantly exposed to the rigourshef cart track. Little

wonder that Sam had not seen fit to mention itradphis eulogy on

the delights of their new home!

Carly was quite right, though: the white plastemrkvand black
beams of the cottage, and the lavish display dagetgarden flowers
in the beds bordering the road, made an ideal q@qiostcard scene.
A narrow brick path led towards the open front ddloe bright May
sunshine bouncing off the diamond-paned windows.

Sam had travelled down to their new home the ptsviday with
Phil, leaving Sara and Carly behind to finish clegrup the house
and to check that the furniture removers did tjodarproperly.

The furniture van had not yet arrived, and Sarpetted that its
driver would be none too pleased with their cathkrof a road. Still,

she certainly could not Carp at the setting: lustd$, broken up by
green clumps of woodland spread all around ouhoeetsides of the
cottage. On the fourth was what Sara guessed nauistebpaddock,
complete with the donkey, which had just caughtyGaeye. On the
far side of the paddock was a high brick wall, preably the

boundary of their land and the beginning of thdbbging to their

one neighbour.

Sara had driven through the village before turmifigor the cottage.
It was only a mile or so away, but it seemed a figt the nearest
neighbour had to be such an unpleasant sort obpeidentally



shrugging the thought aside, she pushed open tlad gate and
ushered Carly up the brick path ahead of her.

Sam was waiting to welcome them inside, and he aasally

standing free of his wheelchair, Sara noticed wdtlight, and

beaming at both of them as he stood back to let thet past him and
into the small square hall.

The soft cream walls and exposed beams made Samutmwith
pleasure. The stone floor underfoot was worn anighed by time.
As yet the hall was unfurnished, but in her mire)e Sara saw the
floor covered by the Persian rug Holly had bougbtftrst Christmas
she and Sam were married.

A narrow staircase twisted upwards, light pourmg ithe hall from a
casement window with a seat just big enough folyGarperch on.

'‘Come into the sitting-room. Luckily everything'sém finished on
schedule. Phil told me the builders were workirtg &very night last
week to get it all done. | must say they've dosagerb job. Just wait
until you see the kitchen—complete with Aga, | migtdd.'

When consulted about what she would like in thehiah, Sara had
opted for the traditional fuel- burning cooker, knog that it could
be relied upon to provide both heat and somewhereobk food
should there ever be any problems with their a@@ttrsupply. The
cottage was too remote to have been supplied veith gnd despite
Sam's claim that he could get the generator worl8aga felt that she
would prefer not to have to depend on it. Dorses matorious for its
heavy snow-falls, and the last thing she wantedtwé&® snowed up
In a remote cottage without any form of warmth @ams to cook by.

'When the builders started work, they discovereslftreplace,’ said
Sam. 'It was bricked up and hidden behind somégstasard.’



He stood to one side so that Sara could admirdatige traditional
fireplace that had been uncovered. As with the bad walls in this
room had been painted a soft cream, the starkrifset by the dark
beams.

The sitting-room was surprisingly large, with wingoat either end.
The rear windows overlooked the gardens, and Sanaered over to
look out, catching her breath in a gasp of pleaasrghe did so.

Beyond the overgrown brick-paved patio area stegtchan
emerald-green lawn bordered by a wilderness ofttoadl cottage
garden plants. A lattice trellis, broken in plagsl smothered in
roses and clematis, separated the lawn from whattSkl her was
the vegetable garden and a small orchard.

‘You can explore it all later," he told her firmgrinning at her. '‘Come
and have a look at the rest of the house.’

Thanks to Phil's careful planning, the downstairshe house had
been extended to incorporate what had once beatlayncollection
of outbuildings. These now comprised a comfortab
sitting-room-cum-study for Sam, a good-sized bexroand his own
specially organised bathroom.

The extension ran at right angles to the main mgldand opening
the French windows of his sitting-room, Sam told that he wanted
to extend the paved area of the garden so that diddwhave
somewhere to sit and work during the summer months.

In addition to the sitting-room, the main part loé thouse also had a
very small study, a dining-room and a well-propmrad kitchen.
Upstairs there were three bedrooms and a bathr@me. of the
bedrooms had obviously been decorated with Cartyind, but the
two others had plain cream walls—so that she coltmbse her own
decor, Sam told her when she rejoined him dowrsstair



it's perfect, Sam," she told him, laughing whendased,

'In spite of the cart-track outside? Apparently gy who owns the
property next door wanted to have it made up ptgpeuat Miss Betts
wouldn't agree. She liked her privacy and mainthithat the state of
the lane prevented her from getting unwanted visitaJonas
Chesney, who owns and runs the nursery, wantetbtdte made up
because his buyers find it difficult to use—espicim winter. It
runs right into the back of his property.'

‘And considering himself the local squire, he walitldvant the hoi
polloi turning up at higrontdoor, of course,’ put in Sara nastily.

Sam raised his eyebrows slightly. 'l don't thirk & matter of that. It
seems that the greenhouses and his office aretoedsat used to be
the stable block, and that's where this lane léad§he house itself
and the main gardens are open to the public cedtaia of the week.
| haven't seen it myself, but apparently it's a&lgplace—beautifully
maintained, which can't be cheap. Derek Middletdiss Betts's
solicitor, had nothing but praise for the man.t tpe impression that
he thought Miss Betts had behaved very unreasomabvbrds him. It
seems that at one time the family owned all thd Enound here, but
Jonas Chesney's uncle had to sell off most of méet death duties.
Middleton told me that Jonas has done wonders thighplace. It
seems he gave up a very promising career abrazmhte home when
his uncle died, and he's made a real successsofitinsery business.
He wanted the land to extend into, it seems."

‘Mmm ... | don't suppose he's going to be overjmieaut getting us

for neighbours,' said Sara aggressively. 'l expe@ hoped to get the
place at a knock-down price when Miss Betts dienldNubt it came

as quite a shock to him to discover the contentseowill.’

'‘What's got into you?' Sam looked distinctly pudzli&nyone would
think you'd actually met the man and taken a vibtisiike to him.’



'l know his type,' Sara said shortly.

Sam frowned, his mouth relaxing a little as he saftly, 'Sara, |
know what you're thinking, but from what I've heah# isn't the
same type as Wayne Houseley at all. Far from ies& scrupulous
man could easily have found some way round MisssBewill, you
know, and this morning when | arrived | found heeaht over a basket
of eggs and some milk and bread. | think you're ingakan
unnecessary ogre out of the man. Don't forget d@lsg to be our
closest neighbour,' he added warningly, his voigbténing as he
commented, 'and one whose help we'll probably begrateful for if
that jungle out there is as bad as it looks! | fibangoldfish pond on
the far side of the lawn. We'll have to get sommegho cover it—a net
or something. | don't want to run the risk of Cddling in. Speaking
of my daughter, where is she?' he asked.

‘Talking to the donkey," Sara told him. She glan@aohd and asked,
‘Where are the cats and the dog?'

'‘Being looked after by our neighbour, apparentlg.dffered to take
charge of them after Miss Betts's funeral. Mmnthat sounds like
the furniture van. I'll leave you to deal with theBy the way, I've
invited Phil to join us for dinner tonight, if thewokay with you?

Sara nodded her head briefly. Whatever her prigtatédts might be
about the wisdom of their move, she could alreagdg @n

improvement in Sam. He spoke and moved with a ngueater sense
of purpose—a resurgence of the old Sam she hadckd&s much
during the last eighteen months. It had been feiginig at times to
realise how much both he and Carly depended orahdryet she had
needed their dependence simply to give her a reasgm on living.

Rick's death had devastated her. Always a fairlgtagirl, she had
become totally withdrawn, unable to cope with theetty of the loss.
Rick had been outward-going and extrovert, anchsloddoved him to



the extent that he had filled her whole world, legMJittle room for

anyone else. Even now there were times when shie sgarcely
comprehend that all that vitality had been wipetl @he dreamed
some nights that he had come back to her, thabslyehad to reach
out to touch him. Waking up after those dreams agamy.

There had been several occasions recently whern&dnold her that
she ought to go out more, to rebuild her life. ihal fanother man, he
meant, but Sara did not want another man. She ar@smt with her

life as it was. She had Sam and Carly to love anoMe her in return,
and that was all she wanted from life. She didattto love again, if
the truth were known. She didn't want the painoeiilg someone
only to risk losing them. No . .. she was perfebtyppy as she was.

She'd already met Phil on several occasions. Heleasant enough
and she quite liked him, but if Sam had any matdtingain mind ...

The sound of the removal van stopping outside gaédeal her into
action. She hurried to the front door, glad of anuse to dismiss
thoughts that she thought of as too introspectdlee didn't like
delving deep into her emotions any more. It wasgamful. There
had been so much pain in her life that now she &atbst no
tolerance of it at all. It was as though she wasmotionally scarred
that she couldn't bear anything touching the wodratdea.

As she instructed the removal men she glanced stoegards the
paddock, checking on Carly. It was an automatictrea these days,
a reassurance to herself that the little girl weds.dHow she had hated
it when Carly first started school, but she hadgtaunerself to let go,
not to pass on to her niece her own fears. Cajlyyed school, and
Sam had already spoken to the headmistress ofntladl sillage
school she would be attending from the end of timnser holidays.
In view of her age it had been decided that theas mo point in her
starting at her new school until then, when sheltvao so with



children of her own age, since the country schoolnbt start its
pupils at four as had the London one she had pushjattended.

She had the whole summer in which to enjoy the @mpof her
brother and her niece, to put down roots and kmntflourish in the
rich country earth. As she glanced at Carly, hieméibn was caught
by the brick boundary wall, the sight of it remingiher of their
neighbour.

Sam didn't want her to be antagonistic towards lsime, knew that,
but even without knowing the man she didn't likenhillogical, she
knew, but it was there.

‘Just one more story,' begged Carly, snugglindné&urdown into her
small bed.

Where on earth did children get their energy frddaPa wondered
fatalistically as she complied with her small nisceequest. There
was Carly, all bright and bouncy, while she couéddly keep her
eyes open.

The removal men were long gone; the furnitureraflilace. Sam was
In his study with Phil discussing his plans for th&re. Both men
had insisted on helping her with the washing upradtinner, and
although she had found Phil pleasant enough sheébéed glad to
excuse herself on the pretext of needing to puyGarbed.

Now all she wanted to do was to go to bed herkdiad been a long
day and she was tired out. The cottage was mugeridhan Sam's
London house, and soon she would have to get dowouying
furniture and carpets.

She had been so busy that she hadn't even haddimlore the
garden, a treat she had been promising hersetfagll Sara had a
thing about gardens. She had always loved themaaradchild had



longed for one of her own, but her parents had miexed anywhere
long enough for her to watch the seeds she had goovn

The garden was to be her province; Sam had prorhesetthat. In her
mind's eye she could already see a productive éditcyarden, and
kitchen shelves filled with bottled fruits and jank&ck had teased
her about her dream of becoming a busy country; Wigefuture lay
in the city, and Sara had willingly abandoned han agirlhood
dreams to share it with him. But the garden sumicumnthe cottage
was something that would give her life a new puepe®mething of
her own that she could cherish and nurture. Sheéaddhat—needed
it, she acknowledged, as she gently pulled thersoup round her
sleeping niece.

In her own room she stood for a long time looking into the dark

silence. No cars ... no traffic sounds . . . nahitt was bliss.

Tomorrow she would get up early and explore thelgiar Suddenly
she felt almost childishly excited, full of antiaefpon she had not felt
in a long, long time.

A flash of orange beneath the green of the lily gaaght her eye and
Sara bent to look a little closer, childishly déligd to see the fish. It
was only half past six, and she had been awake &wve.

Unable to deny herself the treat of exploring thedgn any longer,
she had sneaked downstairs in her cotton nightdnedsbare feet,
forgetting that the lawn would be damp with dew.

The sky was a bowl of pale blue edged with lemoemnhhe sun was
starting to climb; the garden was so still and péac

The fish rose to the surface, searching for fodsl,round eyes
observing her with calm indifference. Sam was regbut one thing:
they would need to cover the pool with somethinghtke it safe for
Carly.



She had resented Sam's decision to uproot thempluthat she had
seen the house and the garden, she knew that gathirdd drag her
away from it. Smiling wryly at herself, she stood and moved
backwards, the breath leaving her lungs as sheoo&an into

something solid and warm.

'‘Careful!"

Calloused brown fingers circled her wrist, the $hofcthe unfamiliar
male voice behind her sending ripples of sensajigxering down
her spine. She wrenched her wrist free and swungd,0anger
sparkling in her eyes.

He was standing so close to her that she hadt tieetilhead quite a
long way to look up into his face.

And what a face! she acknowledged on another washaxk. Lean
and tanned, and so totally masculine that she deeldhe tendrils of
antipathy curling through her stomach. Whoever las,vgéhe didn't
like this man; he was far too male and sure of BlIm8eneath the
lazy mockery, the grey eyes were regarding herway that made
her skin prickle. He was looking at her the way annhooks at a
woman he finds sexually desirable. She was shodigdthe

discovery. It affronted her that he should dareti at her like that.
Her throat felt tight with anger. Didn't he knovatthe had no right to
look at her that way? She belonged to Rick—Rickopwilas dead,
and who could never again look at a woman withrdagihis eyes.

A searing, penetrating pain engulfed her, makingstemble back
from the concern she saw unexpectedly darkeningy@s. His hand
came out and she dashed it away, trembling withdnd dislike.

'What is it?"'

His voice was low and urgent, his fingers curlimgprisoningly
round her wrist as she tried to jerk away.



Tension seized her as she suddenly realised haenaldility. Her
cotton nightdress did nothing to conceal her badgnfhim; she had
forgotten how inappropriately dressed she was.cdlmur seared her
pale skin as she looked up into his face, demardibg set free, and
saw the way he was studying her body. No one, ven ®ick, had
ever looked at her with such open sexuality. Sheédcalmost smell
the maleness of him, she recognised on a wavevolsien.

'Who are you? What are you doing here?' she derdanhdskily,

dragging her eyes away from his jeans-clad figlitee jeans were
old and worn, the check shirt open over his chadtralled up to
reveal powerful forearms roughened by dark hairs.

'I'm your neighbour," he told her easily, confoungdher. 'l saw you
standing by the pool as | walked down the lane, latidbught I'd
come and introduce myself.'

He was laughing at her now, and Sara felt her Bkim. She hadn't
realized she was so highly visible. Anyone couldehaalked down
the lane and seen her standing there.

Almost as though he knew what she was thinkingadged softly,
‘Don't worry about it. The lane only goes as famggroperty and no
one other than me uses it at this time of the nmgrhi

' wasn't worried.'

His intimation galled her, all the more so becausdénad guessed so
accurately at her thoughts. That was another imimushat she
resented. He had no right to read her mind soye&itk had been
the only man she permitted to do that. It was albng that this
arrogant, over-confident man should be alive aralthg while Rick
... A sob of resentment rose in her throat. Shefélatike this before,
but only in the first weeks after Rick's deathogilcally resenting that
other young men should be alive while he was deadtthat feeling



had faded in time. It disturbed her that this maoud be the means
of resurrecting it, and she glared up at him, ngllhim to release her
and go away.

‘Not exactly friendly, are you?' he murmured wrylyatching the
emotions chase one another across her face. 'lavovidy?'

'‘Perhaps because | don't like you,' retorted Sarspishly.

The dark eyebrows rose. His hair was almost blackwvary thick. It
was also too long, she thought disparagingly.

'‘Really? But you don't know me, do you?'
His good-humoured amusement increased her serniseisdge.

'l don't want to know you,' she told him througlittgd teeth, 'and if
you would kindly release my arm ...

'In a moment.'

He wasn't amused now. In fact, there was a disfidcsturbing glint
In his eyes, a warning that his temper was notgEstas equable as
she had first supposed.

He moved towards her, crowding her against the poothat she
could not escape, the fingers of his free handinigifightly along her
arm. She shivered beneath the light caress, watdhseyes darken
with sexual awareness as his head bent towards her.

He was going to kiss her, she recognised disbelydyi hardly able
to understand what was happening. But it was hapgeHlis parted
lips were touching hers, coaxing and very, veryegigmced.



She wanted to reject him and pull away, but frigiigly, her body
wouldn't respond to her will. And worse, it didpesd to the sexual
expertise it was being subjected to.

Her lips seemed to melt and flower against the cidh male
warmth of his, rivers of heat flooding through keins as his arms
went round her to draw against his body.

She could feel the hard jut of his hips through tiieness of her
nightdress, and the powerful movements of his clhgsiinst her
breasts as he breathed deeply.

His hands moulded the contours of her back, restiagentarily on
her waist and then moving lower as he made a ssmlhd of
satisfaction against her mouth.

Rick was the only man with whom she had experiepesgion, with
whom she had wanted to taste all the heady delgtitdfilment, but

he had been snatched away from her before the& lkad been
consummated, and incredibly, shockingly, her bodw rseemed
intent on relieving all the frustrations of thandd with the man who
now held her in his arms.

She heard him mutter something against her mouthisageasing

caress turned into a passionate assault, and theaided his head to
look down into her bemused and vulnerable eyexrsdark with a

desire that her body recognised and welcomed evé&eramind and

heart repudiated it.

'‘Well, well. It seems both of us got more than veeglained for," he
told her frankly, his voice rough and slightly uresdy.

Too shocked to make any response, Sara could ¢elg at him,
watching in dumb disbelief as he raised one haoch fner body to
stroke a calloused fingertip along her moist mottis. other hand



still held her against him, and as he traced thkneuof her lips he
moved against her, making her intimately awarei®fhousal.

It stunned her, both that he could be so easilysa® and that he
should make no effort to conceal it. She had béeght to tell Sam
that she would not like him, she thought feveristiyvas obvious.
The casual attitude to sex which his behaviourayett was, to her,
thoroughly contemptible.

As she opened her mouth to tell him what she thobaglhim, his
hand slid down her body, caressing first her thiaad then the
smooth curve of her shoulder, pushing aside thes wieck of her
nightdress to expose the rounded gleam of her arm.

His mouth touched the pale flesh his hand hadrpwstaled and the
words of denial were choked in her throat as helylbgquivered in
response.

His hand moved to her breast, sliding aside thdtarrier to reveal
its pink-tipped fullness to his gaze.

A dark flush of colour flooded his face, his boéyse as his fingers
cupped the flesh that had previously only knownkRiaaress.
Mentally she was filled with a sickening sense efildment, but
physically . . . Sara caught her breath on a ghaprgled shock and
excitement as the dark head bent towards her baedsshe felt the
warm mouth take the place of his caressing fingere.shudder that
went through her made her whole body sag weaklyaglaim, every
nerve ending concentrating on the intense physpieasure aroused
by the heated movement of his tongue and mouthnsigdier
sensitive flesh.

‘No...No...pleasedon't. ..

The sobbed words were torn from her throat, teaesvgasn't aware
of shedding lying damply on her skin.



The look in his eyes as he reluctantly releasedbneast, only to
cover the still moist nipple with the caressingthafehis palm, made
her shiver violently.

'l want you.' He said it harshly, as though in samag he found the
words as shocking as she did, the look in his eyggesting that he
was as shocked by the violent passion that hadestgetween them
as she was herself, but she knew that that couldenso. After all he
was the one who had initiated what had happened.

'l want you.' He repeated the words in a slurretteady voice, a
blank, almost dazed look in his eyes as he prdssdubdy into hers,
his hips moving restlessly against her.

'l want you!'

He said it more softly this time, bending his motaWwards her own,
but the brief respite from the sorcery of his tohell been enough to
bring Sara back to sanity. She was appalled by wined
happened—that she had actually allowed this hatedul intimacies
which before had been permitted to Rick alone—amhdarder to
accept was the fact that part of her at least kcadhty enjoyed and
wanted the heat of his mouth against her skin. iRsige was truthful,
wasn't there still a nagging ache deep insiderheztiellious response
to the frantic movement of his aroused body agdiasbwn?

Shocked by this self-admission, she stepped bamk finim, an
expression of disgust curling her mouth.

His eyes focused on her face, the pupils almostkbend very
brilliant. He looked like someone coming out of muglinduced
stupor, she thought bitterly as she watched shodkr@cognition of
what he had done vie for prominence in his expo@ssi

'l. . ."He shook his head as though trying to digand Sara knew that
whatever he was going to say, she didn't want &o ite



Logically she knew quite well that when he hadtfkissed her he

hadn't meant it to be anything other than a ligkdsted caress, a
display of male superiority over the female, butavdver his

explanation was going to be for the passionaterela$iat had

exploded between them, she didn't want to heldoidoubt he would

find some way of blaming her for what had happersée, thought

bitterly as she pushed past him, ignoring his hugiyand that she
stay as she fled in the direction of the house.

He didn't follow her, and although she told herd®dt she was glad, a
tiny part of her felt something else. Not disappmant, Sara assured
herself vehemently as she hurried back to her lo@dro

From her window she had an excellent view of thelga and the
fishpond, but she didn't take advantage of it.dadtshe sank down
on her bed, covering her face with her hands, éegly a feeling of
self- disgust so strong that she actually felt pfally sick with it.

What on earth could have possessed her? The maeseeped
everything she detested; he was in the same mal®#Vayne
Housely—an arrogant bully, who thought himself layfl all he
surveyed and above the law.

And yet, in his arms . . .

She shuddered deeplyhat had been physical frustration, that wa
all. She had grieved so deeply emotionally for Rilck&t she had
forgotten that her body must be grieving for hinwesl.

Until she met Rick she hadn't considered hersetighly sexed
person. She had found it depressingly easy totréjeclumsy sexual
overtures of her teenage peers. But with Rickdtlheen different. He
had been six years older than her, for one thimgahother, he had
been very sexually experienced. He had not triedish her into a
physical relationship she wasn't ready for, butthg time they



became engaged she would have gone willingly todgdhim had
he wished it.

It had been lack of opportunity rather than thé lacdesire that had
preserved her virginity, and she suspected thabbey, resentful of
the pleasure Rick had promised it, which it hachtheen denied, had
decide to make its displeasure felt.

Uncovering her face, she stood up and, ruthlessgigihg off her
nightdress, studied herself in the mirror.

She was slender for her height, apart form herdtseahich were
lushly full—more full than usual at this momentyealy, her nipples
stiff and aching a little, a sensation which wamifear to her from her
days with Rick.

That was all it was, she assured herself guiltilgr body missed
Rick's passionate caresses and that was why itrésgmbnded so
eagerly to... to someone else.

A deep wave of colour surged up over her skin aremembered
just how eager that response had been, but shét lvaeém alone in
that almost frenetic flood of desire. He had beeppgd by it too.
Instinctively she sensed that he wasn't a man whoally gave way
so easily to physical desire. He was the sort oh mo would
always want to be in control, she thought intuigty®oth of himself
and of the situation he was in. She hadn't beetak&s, surely, in the
shock and surprise she had seen in his eyes? Qirduangply been her
over-passionate response that had caused hisorgastie wondered
uneasily, her skin suddenly feeling extremely hot.

Snatching up clean underwear, jeans and a tophwhied into the
bathroom.



It was half past seven. Carly would be waking upnsé&am would
want his breakfast. All she could do was put thedient behind her
and forget about it.

But that was easier said than done, when her flestinued to tingle
disturbingly despite her attempts to ignore it.

It was galling in the extreme to have to admit telaé had been
aroused to such an extent by a man who was a ctengtl@nger,
even if that desire had been caused originallydnody's physical
loss of Rick.

Up until now she hadn't given any thoughts to thespcal aspect of
her loss, or to the fact that she intended to sple@dest of her life
without a lover, and now, suddenly, all her bitesss and resentment
was focused on Jonas Chesney.

What right did he have to be alive when Rick wasdde. to touch her
and arouse her in a way that Rick no longer codld®b tore from
her throat as she pulled on her clothes. She Imtedoathed him . ..
and if she ever saw him again . . . But she woalke tcare that she
didn't, she decided grimly. He was not goipg to geibther
opportunity to catch her off guard as he had dbarerhorning. No
doubt he was already gloating over his conquesteof she decided
bitterly, conveniently forgetting that not ten mies before, she had
been acknowledging that he was as stunned by veldethéppened as
she was herself.

No doubt it was a favourite hobby of his, to gomducollecting
female scalps. With those undeniably good lookd, that healthily
muscled masculine body . . . Swiftly she checked theughts,
resenting the admissions her body had forced ugon3o he was
good looking—so what? That didn't alter the factttbhe detested
and loathed him.



Perhaps she had been wrong about him, a traitdrowes voice
whispered. Perhaps he wasn't another Wayne Houstéyall?

What did it matter? her mind demanded bitterly. whes alive and
Rick was dead, and she resented and hated hirhdbalone.



CHAPTER THREE

SARA was in the sitting-room later that morning, croetidown on
all fours trying to measure the floor for new caspahen she heard a
vehicle draw up outside.

Frowning, she turned round to glance out of thedwm, her body
freezing with shock and dislike as she recognisedrian clambering
easily out of the rather battered Land Rover.

Luckily, Sam was in the front garden chatting witarly, and would
unwittingly delay their visitor.

No doubt it was the same spirit of curiosity thatli[prompted him to
clamber over their hedge this morning which hadighd him round

now, thought Sara nastily as she hurried into ttef&n, snatching up
her handbag and car keys as she did so.

It wasn't as though she was doing something she'th@ednned to do
anyway, she reassured herself as she slipped thatoagear and
slowly drove out into the lane. She had alreadytroead to Sam this
morning that she needed to stock up the kitchebaamls. He had
supplied the information that the village boastaty @ne very small
all-purpose shop, and that her best bet would belriee into
Dorchester itself.

The town was a good twenty miles away—plenty farugi for their
visitor to have taken himself off long before sheturned, Sara
thought, pleased by the adroit way in which shedwarded meeting
him. Common sense told her she couldn't go on awpibdim for
ever, but if he thought that what had happenedrtasing meant
that she would welcome further sexual advances tiom he was
very quickly going to be disabused of that idea& gbacided grimly,
gritting her teeth as her car bumped uncomfortaohyn the rutted
road that was dry after several weeks without amy. r



The sun had risen enough to be hot now, and orechahgained the
main road she paused to roll back the roof of hiexi.Mo her left lay

the village through which she had driven the presiday—and to
her right? She frowned slightly, noting the masdegks and

red-bricked wall. Beyond them lay Jonas Chesneusé. What was
it like? That was something she was not likelyigzdver, nor should
want to, she told herself firmly as she turneddaein the opposite
direction.

That life in the country proceeded at a somewlatet pace than it
did in London was brought home to her as she didiheapping. Even
in the large supermarket, the girls on the tillk¢ione to chat to those
who were obviously their regular customers. Once diad
accustomed herself to it, it was rather pleasafiested Sara as she
loaded her purchases back into her trolley and ledaeout to the
car.

She was in no hurry to rush back, so she spensardédy half-hour
wandering round Dorchester, buying some magazing$aoks for
Sam and herself and a story-book tape for Carlyals well after
lunchtime when she eventually set off back stiflmey pangs of guilt
as she left the carpet shop with a book of santplgdsed under her
arm.

There was still some salad and cold meat in tlogéi Sam would
have been able to knock up a meal for himself aadyCand she
would make it up to them tonight. For a treat shd hought some
fresh salmon—too much, really, but what they diéat, she could
always freeze for a later date.

It was much hotter as she drove back through thatcp lanes; the

hedgerows were green with spring leaf, and raggbohrand ladies'

lace mingled patches of deep pink and white bydhdside. She had
the road to herself, and with the top rolled bankl #he windows

down she could actually hear the birdsong.



As she headed back home, her earlier tension ;lifleel could even
mock herself a little for her slightly ridiculoudight from Jonas

Chesney. What could the man do to her, after dllthat panic over

a kiss. It had been so long since any man haddissethat she had
quite naturally over-emphasised the effect he leatidm her.

By the time she turned off the main road into tinted lane she was
feeling pleasantly relaxed and calm, a feeling Whitsappeared as
she swung round a bend and had to brake hard temréerself

colliding with the Land Rover slewed arrogantly egs..the road,
preventing her from getting past.

Although she wasn't yet sufficiently familiar wikier new habitat to
recognise one Land Rover from another, she guessaddiately to

whom this one belonged. With her heart pumping ahething

approaching twice its normal rate, she got outesfdar and hurried
angrily towards the Land Rover. How dared he leiavbere like

that? Had he no thought for others ... no consimera No doubt
while the cottage had been empty he had got usednsidering the
road his private property.

The resentment and anger that had fuelled her ienzat exploded
into furious disgust as she rounded the Land Ramdrthen came to
an abrupt stop, almost unable to belive what shesgaing.

Jonas was half kneeling, half crouching on theside of the vehicle,

the wriggling body of a small boy face down across hard thigh.

Momentarily too shocked to do or say anything, Seaa freed from

her temporary stunned paralysis as one calloused descended on
the boy's jean-clad rear end.

Sara didn't stop to think or to check her words, lh@rified, 'Stop
that at once!' causing the hand to pause in mid-air



As Jonas turned a grim and unrepentant face towesrdshe child
took advantage of his momentary lack of concemmnato wriggle
free and dart off into the trees at the side ofrtasl.

Swearing briefly, Jonas stood up and, fearing kigatvas going to
pursue the child, Sara grabbed hold of his foreengyes snapping
with anger and disgust.

‘Don't you dare go after him, you bully!" she sidcely. 'l ought to
report you to the police for what you were justrdpi

'‘Go ahead,' she was told bitingly, the grey eyesgantly disdainful
where they should have been guilty. 'I'm sure Smrg&kowson
would be most grateful to you.'

The sarcasm in his voice grated on her nerve ead®@gring up at
him, Sara suddenly became aware of the fact thafitgers were
still clenched round his arm. His skin felt warndairm, the dark
hairs sensually rough against her palm. She had niwest

extraordinary desire to let her fingertips strokeng his skin.

Releasing him as though his flesh burned, she steback from him
with flushed cheeks.

'‘Why were you hitting that child?' she demandedatiessly,
hearing the weak unsteadiness in her voice, arghtiag him for
causing it.

His mouth curled disdainfully as he drawled, 'Fyréor trespassing
on my land . . ." He watched as the indignant qolbauned her skin,
and then stopped the impulsive protest tremblinghen lips by
adding, 'but most importantly for this..."

He kneeled down again, his lean hands partinghio&ly luscious
grass with a gentleness that was oddly in contcatite determined
way he had been punishing the boy.



Puzzled and apprehensive, Sam looked down, heastotensing as
she saw the small cluster of eggs lying on thesgras

'‘Robbing birds' nests isn't something we approveoohd here,' he
told her grimly. 'That young lad just happens t&keegeant Rowson's
nephew. His parents have recently been divorcedl tlzen Sergeant
and his wife are looking after the boy for a whie's been city born
and bred, and naturally he's having some trouljlesadg. This isn't

the first time I've caught him doing this. Lastéiinwarned him what
the punishment would be. | wasn't doing it for pheasure of it, you

know,' he told her with a grimace of disgust. 'Bhe boy needs to
know that rules have to be obeyed.

'l can understand that,' agreed Sara stiffly. \Rut're not related to
him; why not leave it to his uncle to punish him?'

'‘Because by the time I'd found and told the Sergaad he had got
round to dealing with him, the boy would probabBva forgotten
what he was being punished for. | don't believrturing kids with

the threat of punishment to come,' Jonas saidgbtirwhatever you
might choose to think. Besides, punishment on ¢keaes of the crime
Is invariably more effective. The first time | cdudnim stealing eggs
| explained to him just exactly what he was doiagg | had hoped
that would be enough. Obviously it wasn't.'

He saw her face and smiled sardonically. 'Thatmlbssit you at all,
does it?' he mocked. 'You'd much rather see mbheasiltain of the
piece, the sort of man who enjoys inflicting phgsipain.' He
grimaced slightly and came towards her, sayindysofthought this
morning that | detected a certain amount of anitgdswards me,
cerebrally, at least. Well you know what they shgwt giving a dog a
bad name, don't you?'

She was in his arms before she could move, hen boai dazed to
comprehend what had happened. She shuddered lagntiupped



her jaw, tilting her face up to meet the hard pressf his mouth, her
body knowing that he was going to kiss her befae rhind could
assimilate the knowledge.

Shockingly, her pulses quivered frantically at flst touch of his
mouth.

He was kissing her in anger, Sara recognised, rgakan take the
place of the boy she had unwittingiy helped to pecaut something
was going wrong, because although his mouth wasundthard, it
wasn't anger but passion that fuelled its aggresseamands on her
own, and, horrifyingly, she was responding to itthdick moan was
stifled in her throat as his teeth bit sharply itite fullness of her
lower lip, tugging on it so that his tongue couti¢h the inner
softness of her mouth. He pushed past her firndged teeth as she
was forced to draw breath, unleashing a dark neberi that couldn't
be controlled by reason.

Helplessly, Sara clung to him, shocked to disctivatr her arms were
round his neck, her fingers clutching at his hiaet body pressed
intimately along the length of his.

The kiss went on and on, her lips clinging hotlyhis, her tongue
powerless to resist the erotic sucking motion thatv it into the heat
of his mouth.

A terrible weakness made her tremble against lensbund he made
deep in his throat as he tugged her shirt out pfdsns and slid his
hands against the bare skin of her back distamtbching her
consciousness.

His heart slammed erratically against his ribs, utsteady beat
driving into her own body, his legs parting so thatcould cradle her
against the aroused heat of his thighs as he Idaaeldagainst the
bulk of the Land Rover.



His mouth left hers to explore the pale column ef throat, his
fingers deftly unfastening the buttons of her shirt

She knew she ought to stop him, but the effect & laving on her
was too overwhelming, the shock of what was happeto her so
immense that she couldn't bring herself to beliéweas real. This
couldn't really be her, standing in plain sightnjone who happened
to walk past, allowing a man she neither liked really knew to
practically tear the clothes from her body with dred while the
other gripped her hip and crushed her possessagalyst the pulsing
force of his body!

While Sara's brain fought to comprehend what wagéaing to her,
her treacherous body was awash with the eroticspteaof Jonas's
hand against her breast as it slid inside her ahgttcupped her silk-
covered fullness.

She gasped and shivered at the sensations his aooebked, feeling
her nipples tighten and thrust against the fraitiea.of her bra. Her
head fell back beneath the pressure of Jonas'swroalter throat, hot
and demanding as it found her fluttering pulse.

His own shirt was half unbuttoned, and somehowHhasrds were
inside it, feverishly stroking the moist heat o$ lskin. His mouth

seemed to burn where it touched her, moving hatigcgathe line of

her open shirt. A shudder of physical need convuls® stomach as
his thumb probed roughly at the edge of her bra. bdely's fierce

ache to experience the sensation of his mouth sigaer breast
obliterated everything else.

When his impatient fingers finally freed the tardusal of her nipple,
exposing it to the hungry demand of his mouth, Seasn't sure
which of them made the hoarse cry of satisfactiwt teached her
shocked ears.



Her brain, trying to come to terms with what waggening, logged
with shocked disbelief that the compulsive way ihickh Jonas's
mouth tugged on the swollen softness of her brgastnot the sort of
caress one would expect from a mere acquaintansehips moved
rhythmically against hers, drowning out her briefment of lucidity,

and as his hands moved impatiently down her bodiditg her

fiercely against him, she experienced a shatterimgense desire for
much more than the frantic movement of his bodyresgdners. She
wanted him inside her, she acknowledged shakilg Banted him
deep within her with a primitive urgency she hagareexperienced
with Rick.

Rick!

Reality splintered through her fog of physical desmaking her
wrench away from Jonas's hands and mouth with ekslocry of
outrage.

She could hear the harsh unsteadiness of his brgath she fumbled
with her shirt buttons, her face brilliantly flugshas the enormity of
what she had been doing engulfed her. Totally untmblook at him,
she hurried back to her car on dreadfully unstéagly, disgusted and
humiliated by her incomprehensible response to him.

She heard him call out to her, and panicked intaiig round and cry
out to him, 'Keep away from me, do you hear? Jaspkaway from
me!'

She got into her car without waiting for his resgenreversing it
awkwardly and driving away. She didn't stop unkieshad driven
through the village, drawing up then in a lay-by atopping the car,
burying her head against the steering wheel asfghght for

self-control. It was a good fifteen minutes befstee could bring
herself to turn round and drive home.



This time there was no sign of the Land Rover ia dhive. Sam
greeted her with a warm smile when she went ingidaing into the
kitchen to help her unpack the food. She felt sogy and tense that
she felt sure he must comment on it, but, to Hexfrée said nothing.

He was putting the salmon in the fridge when hewrstéd her by
saying, 'Good, we can have this for dinner tonigi. invited Jonas
and Vanessa to join us, by the way.'

'Vanessa?'

‘Yes. She's Jonas's sister—well stepsister relattyet her the first
time | came down here. You'll like her ...’

Sara wasn't listening. Jonas was coming to didlogras was coming
here. She couldn't stand it. She shuddered, remrérgd®w he had
touched her. How on earth could she face him?

How on earth could she not? her pride demanded.h8t¢o face

him, to let him see that what had happened betwleem meant
absolutely nothing to her. Her almost frantic res®to him was the
response she had ached to give Rick in the longthmaosince his
death; it had nothing to do with Jonas as a perSbe. closed her
eyes, her skin suffused with hot colour as she nelpeeed the way he
had touched her . . . the way she had responded.

His passion had been born of anger, hers . . . kimseen born of
anger too. Anger and loss. It had been no morepalshan had his
physical desire for her. Somehow telling hersedtt tmade her feel
better about the whole thing. It hadn't been Jdmasbody had
responded to it, it had been Rick. That was thec&gxplanation.
Theonly explanation, she told herself firmly.

It amazed her that she was still able to do suchdane things as
prepare food and talk to Sam about the rival meritshe carpet
samples she had brought home while ninety perafdmr brain was



struggling to blot out completely what had happepeadier in the
afternoon.

She tried to tell herself that Jonas had simplynbesng on her the
same tactics he had no doubt employed successfulligumerous
other women, but something refused to let her wbeli¢his
comfortable fallacy. Oddly enough, it would haveeibemore
comforting to persuade herself that Jonas haddiasd touched her
with a casual expertise that was wholly clinicatl aziven over to
nothing more than gaining another female conqgibesther intuitive
feminine intelligence stubbornly refused to let helieve such a
reassuring piece of fiction. There had been somegtabout the way
he held her; something about the almost computsieel she had felt
in him that frightened her much more than mere gkeaamination.
While logic struggled to deny it, she was consciotig primitive
thread of fear woven from a deeply instinctive éklihat Jonas
wanted much more from her than she was preparatlerto give.

She had seen and registered the stunned shock gyés when he
kissed her this afternoon. He had been as caudlguaid by the
passion exploding between them as she had herself.

Telling herself she was being too imaginative, glent into the
garden to look for Carly.

The brick patio just outside the French windows wasrgrown and
neglected, and she bent absently to pluck out sointbe weeds.
They came away easily, a satisfying sensation shatwanted to
prolong.

A tiny pink flowering plant ran rampant over sonfelee bricks, and

she hesitated as she looked at it. Weed or floBaeg?ought to have
bought herself a gardening book this morning. Stekefhlly intended

to, but she had forgotten.



As silkily as a serpent, the thought slid into mend that Jonas would
know. Dismissing it, she got up and hurried acrosthe paddock
where Carly was talking to the donkey. A placidogeatured child,
Carly made no demur when she was told that shedawaue to go to
bed early as her father was expecting guests. Sansaw her bath
and preparations for bed, while Sara got on wi¢hrtieal.

The mahogany table and chairs which had initialiohged to their
parents and which Sam and Holly had inherited Idakehome in the
beamed dining- room. Sara had managed to uneartbldaiace
tablecloth, dulled from its original white to a sofeam that matched
the walls, which she remembered as belonging tayrardmother,
and the delicate lace-edged linen set off the isawel china Sam and
Holly had been given as wedding presents very well.

She had been rather dubious about using them, atirvg to hurt

Sam by reminding him of Holly, but when she haddewvely started

to get out their everyday crockery he had frowned @asked why she
wasn't using the Royal Doulton. She had to adnait the rich dark
green and gold pattern looked lovely against théetdoth; she only
hoped that the meal lived up to the elegance opkaies. It was just
as well she had brought the salmon, otherwisewweyd have been
reduced to giving their guests beefburgers andisala

Her mother had been an inventive cook, and shephased on her
love of cooking to Sara. She had made a speciakdaun the salmon
and a souffle topping, adapting the ordinancesiaivelle cuisine
cooking to provide a meal that would both look #ete good.

‘That looks lovely,’” Sam told her, wheeling his ichato the
dining-room while she was putting the finishing¢bas to the table.
Flowers from the garden had provided an attractemrepiece, and
Sara stood back to study her handiwork, frownifigla critically.



‘You're a real old-fashioned girl at heart, argali?' Sam teased her
with brotherly affection, waving his hand in theedition of the table.
‘You've inherited our mother's gift for homemakisgra.' His. eyes
held hers as he added sombrely, 'At the momenteydiuing in a
vacuum, but one day | hope you're going to findeennwho can give
you a home and children of your own.'

'l have a home here with you," Sara reminded hnsetg. 'l don't
want another one.'

She looked away from him as she spoke, biting feras she
recognised the bitter resentment in her voice.

'l can't replace Rick,' she told Sam huskily, ‘andl don't want to.'

'‘He wouldn't want you to spend the rest of youe kflone, Sara.
You're only twenty-five . . .’

‘You're only thirty," she said coolly.

‘Yes, | know. But, unlike you, | haven't cut mysefif from the rest of
the opposite sex because of what happened to Holly.

Stunned by his statement, Sara looked at him hiticlsed eyes. She
had thought that Sam felt as she did ... that luédaoever ever feel

for someone else what he had felt for Holly, anak,thike her, he

wanted nothing more than their fraternal relatignsdnd the love

they both shared for Carly.

‘You mean you would marry again?' Her voice whisdepast dry
lips, her eyes huge with shock and disbelief.

'If | found the right woman, yes, | would. I'm remonk," he told her
hardily, ‘and Holly wouldn't want me to live as omean't replace
what | shared with her, and nor would | want ta, that doesn't mean
that | can't love someone else—in a different widg.'frowned and



glanced at his watch. 'Jonas and Vanessa will keeswon. I'll finish
off in here; you go upstairs and get changed."'

Get changed? Sara stared down at her jeans and
uncomprehendingly, her eyes swivelling unwillingdyher brother's
lean body. Sam had changed into a white shirt apdiaof black
trousers. Suddenly she felt terribly alone, as gioin some way he
had abandoned her. Blinking away stinging tears,vgént upstairs
and opened her wardrobe doors. What on earth sistnddchange
into? She stared blankly at her clothes. It hadleeghteen months
since she bought anything new. The last semi-fodneds she had
bought had been chosen with Rick in mind. She loaglbt it to go to
his firm's annual 'do’, but he had been killed befbtook place.

Her fingers felt stiff and clumsy as they toucheel $oft silk, jumping
away from the disturbing contact with the sensahtit. When she
had bought this dress she had been a very differemtan from the
one she was now. It was a wrap-over style, stydishunmistakably
sexy—the sort of dress a woman bought to wear foaa.

Shuddering, she pushed it out of sight, draggihg®hanger a plain
black linen dress. The same dress she had woRidkis funeral, she
recognised numbly, letting it fall to the floor.

She could remember buying it in minute detail, bptuntil this

moment she had almost forgotten she had got mult surely be
some macabre hitherto unrecognised tendency towaeag®chism
that compelled her to put it on. She wasn't goimdidten to that
distressingly uncompromising inner voice that sdid was wearing
it for protection against Jonas, that she was wgaick's funeral
black like a suit of armour. Zipping up the dreske studied her
reflection with detached interest. Black had alwayged her, but
since she had lost weight it made her look almittereal. She found
a pair of court shoes at the-bottom of her wardmntg slipped them



on, quickly applying fresh make-up. For some reasseemed that
Sam wanted her to dress up.

She couldn't escape the suspicion that he wasgttgindo a little
discreet matchmaking, hence the pep talk earlieutaputting the
past behind her. But she didmant to forget Rick, she thought
fiercely; she had loved him. Had loved? Still loysdrely? Of course
she did. Rick had been her whole life. All that theen left since his
death was the shell of the woman she had once Béd@rHot colour
crawled over her skin as she remembered the wasiga with which
she had responded to Jonas's touch. Shudderinghushedown her
lipstick and went into Carly's room to check on littée girl.

She was fast asleep, lying on her side, with ona&lsstarfish hand
under her pink cheek. Her face softening, Sara teekiss the small
forehead.



CHAPTER FOUR

‘THAT was the most delicious meal! You must let me halh the
washing up.'

Vanessa Chesney was nothing like her brother.eRatid blonde, she
exuded an air of willingness to please that hathimy made Sara
feel protective towards her. It amazed her thabanan of her own

age could remain so open and vulnerable to hurie¥sa had all the
engaging warmth and genuineness of a small child like a small

child she seemed almost achingly anxious to galeropeople's
approval.

Once they were away from the men in the kitchehitla of her
anxiety seemed to drop from her, but Sara was lsfillwith the
impression that Vanessa considered herself in seayanferior.

‘You're a marvellous cook,' she praised Sara aswstehed her

prepare the cooker. 'I'm afraid I'm worse than esselJonas is the
domesticated one. | think he only puts up with mead a misplaced

sense of duty--' she grimaced ruefully. 'Not tretlier lets me see it.
| doubt if there are many women lucky enough t@ble to depend

on their brother to provide a roof over their headd a job. Oh, and
that reminds me, we've still got Miss Betts's @atd the dog. Jonas
said to tell you that you can come and pick themvbpnever you're

ready.’

‘Jonas has been looking after her animals?’
Vanessa seemed perplexed by her shock.

'‘Oh, yes. And he's been feeding Fred—the donkbg.fade a face.
'He used to keep an eye on Miss Betts before stub-ebut very

discreetly, of course. It seems such a shame i tiiat she and
Uncle Henry could have been so happy togethera$t jwst her pride
that kept them apart. They were engaged,' shehdahgd Sara, 'but



they had a quarrel—I don't know what it was abbdgubt if anyone
does, and she broke off the engagement. Sinceenetththem
married anyone else, Jonas and | can only suppaeseléep down
they still loved one another. Poor Jonas: thethasy he wanted was
to inherit Uncle Henry's house. You should havendbe state it was
in! Some of the rooms were damp, it needed rewitite lot. It had
been terribly neglected. The parents thought heldveell. We call
them 'the parents' because we both have one,lstidated with a
shy smile. 'Jonas's father married my mother wherad ten and
Jonas was fifteen. It was very difficult at first fall of us. My parents
were divorced and | bitterly resented anyone ekag my father's
place, and Jonas had lost his mother in a partlgukeorrific air
disaster. Sam ... your brother, has told me abwmutviie and your
fiance, so | know you'll understand when | say tiath Jonas and |
hated the thought of someone else taking the mhtee parent we
had lost. When you add to that the guilt one néfufeels when one
discovers the hated stepparent is really a raticerperson, you can
imagine the difficult time we gave our natural peasefor the first
years of their marriage.' Vanessa smiled. 'Howewerall managed
to weather the storm; | think it'sa sign of dawnmaturity to be able
to accept that one can love a step-parent withemtdisloyal to the
blood parent whose place they're taking. Jonaseter at adapting
than me. He was also very good to me. When he wweddnada after
finishing agricultural college, | was devastatethe Tparents never
really expected him to come back. He landed a abpoyver there,
managing a huge farm for a large corporation, ahdnwe heard
that he'd inherited the house here we all expdutedo put it up for
sale.

it hasn't been any sinecure for him, making it gag/s built up the
nursery business from nothing, and the profits la&esa on that plus
the money he invested from the sale of the remgifarm land just
about keeps his head above water, although hehsdymever be a
wealthy man. When | ask him why he dosen't sefldys that he feels
he can't—that he feels Uncle Henry didn't leaveptioperty to him to



sell but to preserve. Of course the house is lgvahg Jonas has
managed to pick up some beautiful antiques fovariessa paused to
draw breath and flushed a little. 'I'm sorry if Itattling on; I'm too
inclined to chatter on like a magpie when I'm newiszd had quite a
bad stammer when my mother married Peter, but Besavgentle and
patient with me. Jonas's father is a botanist atdralist,’ she added
informatively. 'He and-my mother live in a remotettage in the
Fens. | suppose it's from his father that Jonasritdd his love of the
land, although he has a far more dynamic persgntan Peter. |
take charge of the office work, although Jonas sees the financial
side of things. Do you think you're going to likehg down here?’

There was just enough wistfulness in her voice &kenSara reply
honestly. 'I'm loving it already,' she told hertwé quick smile. 'And
so is Carly.'

‘Carly. I'm looking forward to meeting her. Sam aaoher, doesn't
he? Is she very like her mother?'

‘No ... not really. If anything, she looks moreeliBam. She has his
personality, too," Sara said thoughtfully. 'l coblihg her over with
me when | come to collect the animals if you like?'

'‘Oh yes, please do.'

The coffee was ready, and, deftly putting it on teady-prepared
tray, Sara headed for the kitchen door, pausinégeWwranessa opened
it for her.

In their absence the two men had moved into thimgitoom, and
seemed to be deeply engrossed in a discussion akbokikt when
they walked in. Jonas got up immediately, comintpie the heavy
tray from her. His fingers grazed hers briefly, th@mentary
sensation of skin against skin shocking through her



Sara deliberately hung back to pour the coffee pikee herself

outside the general conversation. She didn't veatatlk to Jonas. She
didn't want him in her home, or in her life; shelh@dwanted to hear
what Vanessa had told her about him. She prefdoagtain her

initial, totally erroneous belief that he was a nsre could quite
easily despise. It was as though she dared nokelself admit she
could have been wrong in any way about him, becaug@ng so she
would in some way make herself vulnerable. But kat¥

It was a question her mind balked against answering

As she handed round the coffee cups, she noti@dvidmessa and
Sam were sitting close together on the settee, d&ndistening
earnestly while Sam expounded at length about br&.w

‘Stop boring the poor girl,’ Sara scolded her ots she gave him
his coffee. 'I'm sure she's not the slightestitdriested in economics.’

'‘Oh, I am!'
As Sara looked at her in surprise, Vanessa fluginédit her lip.

'‘What my sister is too modest to tell you," drawlhas lazily,

getting up from his chair and coming across to fbem, 'is that she
got a very creditable First herself in Economits. dfraid her talents
aren't used to their fullest extent working for nfs he spoke, he
leaned over and ruffled Vanessa's blonde hair @dfeately, in much

the same way as Sam was wont to caress her, Sagniged.

Sam himself was eyeing Vanessa in much the sarnedga miser
discovering a hidden source of gold. His eyesdiand he put down
his coffee untouched.

'l think we'd better leave them to it," Jonas mueduagainst Sara's
ear, as she stepped back from them. 'Unless o$eguu're the type



of sister who doesn't want her brother involvechveihy female bar
herself?

'‘Don't be ridiculous.' Sara knew she sounded térgehis comment
made her feel angry. She had never, been the esdighbit jealous of
Sam's relationship with Holly, but it was stranggdginful to
recognise that, unlike her, he seemed ready tthpytast behind him
and start living again. There had been a very defglint of male
approval in the way he looked at Vanessa.

'‘Good. Let's leave them to it then, shall we?'
His fingers curled round her arm, making her flinch

‘You shouldn't wear black; it doesn't suit you,'tblel her carelessly
as he drew her inexorably towards the open Frenctow. 'It's too
funereal.'

Sara felt the colour drain from her skin, and diieesed in the light
breeze from the open door.

'‘Sam says you're very keen to start work in thdegarWalk round it
with me and tell me what you plan to do.’

As on the previous two occasions when she had met3ara found
herself struggling against the formidable male powkhis will.
Jonas frightened her in a way that had nothingaonth his far
greater physical strengh; it was a fear that spfemmg the terrible
vulnerability she sensed within herself towards.hind yet what
was she frightened of? The potent sexual chemitay existed
between them? Of betraying the love she felt fakRiy... By what?
Falling in love with Jonas? There was no way tloald ever happen;
she didn't even like him—Iloathed him, in fact.

'I'd rather stay here, if you don't mind?’



They were both talking too quietly to be overhelaydthe absorbed
couple on the settee, but nevertheless Jonas dwarrglightly away
from them as his mouth curled in a brief smile,theth white against
his tanned skin as he murmured, 'l don't mind enlé¢fast, but | rather
think those two over there might.'Puzzled, Saraggd over to where
Vanessa and Sam were sitting.

if your brother wants to be alone with my sister dan hardly invite,
her to walk round the garden with him, can he?'

Sara felt her skin colour up hotly beneath the iagpktriticism that
she was lacking in tact and intuition. For a moniestruck her that if
Sam were genuinely interested in Vanessa and a goerm
relationship developed from that interest, her difenwould change
dramatically. If Sam married again, she could hagth on living
with him.

Engrossed in her painful thoughts, she was manedutrough the
door and out on to the patio before she realisest wias happening.

As she tugged her arm away from his grip, her teegpsed by her
flimsy sandals, were caught painfully by the flakieadge of one of
the bricks. She lost her balance slightly and wanade stumbled if
Jonas hadn't caught her.

The moment his arms went round her she froze. & appening
again. The moment he touched her she could fealvhiets of fire
building up inside her.

'l don't know what it is about you," he teased iagfdaer ear, 'but every
time | get you in my arms . .

‘Let go of me ..." Her voice was husky and impassilp her mind
revolting against the thought that her body daredfdel such
inappropriate desire.



'‘How long has it been since the accident?’

The question caught her off guard, and she hadereplefore she
could stop herself.

'Eighteen months?' Jonas released her, standifkgadatie from her
so that he could look into her face. 'And you'i# stourning him,
aren't you?"'

His voice was unexpectedly gentle, filling her wétimeed to lash out
at him. She didn't want his sympathy.

'I'll always mourn him," she told him bitingly.

She heard him sigh, his face tightening slightly $tepped back
from her and crouched down on the patio, examirive flaking
bricks.

‘This will have to come up before the winter, othiee it will
deteriorate even further.'

'‘Come up?' Sara was shocked. 'No ... | want itagp. $t's lovely.’

'It's crumbling away and it's dangerous. What wdalde happened if
that had been Sam who stumbled just then?'

The logical force of his argument couldn't be ddnie

'‘Nothing lasts for ever,’ he told her curtly, andré& had the
impression he wasn't merely talking about the lsritkhe was trying
to tell her that she couldn't spend the rest ofliiemourning for
Rick, he was wrong. She could, and she fully inéshtd do so.

A sharp tap on the window startled her and sheetiinound to
discover Vanessa beckoning them inside.



'l think we've trespassed on your hospitality lemwpugh for one
evening,' she said warmly to Sara as she and Jaadked back in. 'l
can't tell you how much | enjoyed the meal. Alletarof you must
come and eat with us next time, although | cardhpse anything
very exciting.'

It struck Sara quite forcibly that her discussiathvéam had totally
eased away nearly all of Vanessa's earlier unogytand she looked
thoughtfully across at her brother, who was smibifigctionately at
their blonde visitor.

A sound from upstairs made Sara frown. 'That's yCashe
pronounced. 'She isn't completely used to her nevosgndings yet,
and she tends to wake up during the night. I'ig@and check on her.’

'I'd like to come with you, if | may. That's if arange face won't
frighten her?'

'‘When it's as pretty as yours?' Sam teased. "Wadhtainly wouldn't
be frightened by waking up to it.'

The words held a subtle sexuality that made Varefsaskin flush.

Automatically Sara glanced across the room to Jomas responded
to her by lifting his eyebrows, his mouth curlidgbtly as though to
say, 'l told you so.'

‘No ... come on up.’

Carly was sitting up in bed rubbing her eyes, tar turling untidily
round her head. She beamed a delighted smile ateSashe opened
the door, her eyes rounding slightly as she sawe¥sm

‘My teddy fell off the bed, and | think he's hurs hhead," she
announced, speaking to Sara but looking at Vanessa.



Trying to sound severe, Sara teased, 'Fell offfinktyou mean a
certain little girl kicked him off in her sleep dogou?'

Carly giggled and smiled at Vanessa.

'You've got very pretty hair,’ she told her franklis the same colour
as my mummy's was, isn't it, Sara?'

Saja was never quite sure how much Carly remembsaréer life
before the accident, but she and Sam made it &aoralw her to talk
as freely about her mother as she wished, withocd@waging her to
do so in any way that was morbid.

‘Very similar,’ she said honestly now, 'althoughn¥ssa's is more
silvery than your mummy's.’

'It looks like angel hair. | wish mine was that@a.'
‘She's learning early,' Sara laughed, rufflingriece's curly locks.
‘Would you like to read me a story?'

The invitation, offered to Vanessa very much with air of royalty
bestowing a favour on a humble suitor, made Sarie sbut she still
said firmly, 'Vanessa is just going home, and sfo@gired to read to
you now." She saw Carly's face start to crumple affdred

palliatively, 'She has invited us to go to her ret@morrow though.
She's been looking after the cats and dog for us.'

Once again the childish eyes rounded. Vanessa, hétb been
clutching the retrieved teddy, leaned over the &ed tucked it in
alongside Carly.

As she straightened up, Carly leaned forwards ave ¢per a noisy
kiss. She was always an affectionate child; Sadagmaouraged her
to be demonstrative. She and Sam had been bropghy parents



who loved them very much but who were physicallhea remote,
and they had both agreed that they didn't want foatCarly.
Watching the delighted pleasure in Vanessa's eyeha willingly
complied with Carly's request to be tucked in by, I$ara was glad
that the little girl had taken to her, and yetrs same time she was
conscious of feeling very much alone, aware thatastd Sam were
no longer attuned to one another in the way thay thad been
following the accident.

On her way downstairs, Vanessa made firm arrangenfen the
following afternoon. Jonas was waiting in the Hatl his sister, and
they left almost immediately.

‘Nice couple, aren't they?' commented Sam as Ipeddler to wash
the coffee cups, adding teasingly, 'Not a bit ia ¥Mayne Houseley
mould at all, is he?

'l like Vanessa, but he isn't my type," Sara shmrtyy, feeling the
need to expand on her statement when Sam raisesyéisows a
little and frowned. 'He's too sure of himself, SamToo ...’

‘Male?' he supplied rather drily, shocking her vithpercipience. He
put down the cloth he was using to dry the cupscamae over to her,
taking hold of her hands in his and turning therero¥or several
seconds he seemed lost in contemplation of hergydat when he
lifted his head his expression was extremely grave.

‘Perhaps now isn't the time to say so, Sara, luwbrried about you.
Life dealt you a terrible blow when Rick was kiled know

that—but you can't mourn him for ever, my love. Yaust learn to
love and let go. You're hanging on to your grief..fostering it
almost. You've become almost compulsive abouttiirned in on
yourself too much. You've built your life round Gaand me, and
that's not right... not for a girl of your age. Yshould get out more.'



'Find someone else?' Sara's voice was brittle.cBmat her hands
away from him, she turned her back and demandachersh voice.
'Is that what you're planning on doing, Sam? Figdiomeone else to
take Holly's place ... or have you already foundhe

Tears pricked her eyes as she threw down her aluthfled to her
room. What was the matter with her? she asked lhiessshe curled
up in the chair in front of her window. She had misarrelled bitterly
with her brother, something that had never happdreddre, and
why? Because she was fighting like a cornered areaterrified of
the way she could feel her life changing around &ed illogically
she blamed those changes on Jonas.

Downstairs she had said things to Sam that shenlbadght to
say—and had thought worse. She had deliberately ta make him
feel guilty, to insinuate that he had no rightded someone else, that
he was betraying Holly in doing so. And that wasng.

Uncurling herself from her chair, she went tiredigwnstairs and
knocked on Sam's door.

When he opened it she saw the unhappiness in bs end went
straight into his arms.

‘Sam, I'm so sorry,' she choked into his shoultléion't know what
got into me; please forgive me.’

'You didn't say anything to me that | haven't gaichyself since | met
Vanessa,” he told her quietly, making no pretende not
understanding. 'l know what you're thinking, Sdhae thought it
myself, but it's taken meeting Vanessa for me étise what you and
| were doing. We've lost two people we love verartie—nothing
can change that—but neither of them would wanbwspend the rest
of our lives refusing to accept and share love wgibmeone else
because of that. In their place, would you? Wouwld lgonestly want



Rick to spend his life alone grieving for you ietpositions had been
reversed?’

Would she? Perhaps not, but that didn't changedimnfelt. Unlike
Sam, she didn'twant to love anyone else. Love meant pair
uncertainty.

'It's serious between you and Vanessa, then?'siteel &im without
answering.

‘It could be. | haven't known her long, after Blle only met her four
times before tonight. She showed me round the gottae first time
then | came down.'

‘And she was the one you fell in love with, not tdtage as you told
me,' Sara tried to tease.

'l should have talked to you about her beforejtbuas all so sudden,
and she's so shy and insecure that | don't wanstoher.' He made a
wry face. 'After all, even if something does depelb@etween us, she
won't be getting any bargain, will she?' He glanaeldis wheelchair
and said quietly, 'l know I'm making good progrdss, I'll probably
never be entirely free of that...'

'If she loves you that won't make any differen&ata assured him
swiftly.

‘Ah yes . . if she loves me . ..

‘You didn't tell me that she and her brother werking after Miss
Betts's animals, or about Miss Betts's relationghtp their uncle.’

'Mmm? No, | didn't, did I1?' There was a faintlynipal gleam in his
eyes. 'You seemed so dead set against Jonas gde@eshame to tell
you the truth. It was the first spark of emoti@hdéen in you since the



funeral. You're taking Carly round tomorrow wheruygo to collect
the animals, then?'

‘Yes ... if you don't mind?'
'Of course not.' He stretched and winced slightly.

‘That reminds me, I've got a hospital appointmemdmng. I'd better
check when itis.' Since his discharge from ho§dtam had to go for
regular physiotherapy sessions, and these had erew transferred
from the London hospital he had previously attenmea more local
one. 'Vanessa offered to run me there and backiar@yyou were
otherwise occupied, by the way.' He grinned sligbliamefacedly at
her. 'l told her it could be quite awkward for yoww that you've got
Carly at home from school. She's bound to get bbagjing around
the hospital waiting for me.’

It was unreasonable of her to feel this jealously slight resentment
against Sam, Sara told herself later as she pparded. That it
sprang from fear she already knew; she liked Vanassl in other
circumstances would have been pleased about treioredhip

developing between them, but now she felt betrayetivery much
alone.

As always when she closed her eyes she conjur&uckfs image, or
at least she tried to do. Disturbingly, on thisaston his beloved
features refused to form, and instead all she ceadlwas Jonas's
arrogantly handsome face and mocking grey eyes.

She always looked forward to this part of the dHys secret
communion with Rick when she allowed herself theaplre of
denying to herself that he was dead, but now mngekthat even that
had been taken from her.

Cursing Jonas, she turned her face into her pitom prayed for
sleep.



‘Well, what sort of dog is it?'Tm not sure,’ Sana ther niece as they
walked hand in hand down the gravel drive that tedtheir
neighbour's house.

Following Vanessa's instructions, she had drivengthe main road,
until she got to the impressive wrought-iron géatest marked the
entrance to the house. They had been left opengridnes!| drive
curving away through massed rhododendron bushesp@timen
trees set in immaculate lawns, and opening ouhatfront of the
house. Sara had parked her car next to a pale gstate car which
she guessed must belong to Vanessa.

From the front the house looked every bit as ingvesas she had
been told, although perhaps impressive wasn'tigfing word, for it
conveyed a cold hauteur the house did not posdeather it
presented a warm, welcoming facade to the vissinggestive of a
house that had known the happiness and warmth 0§ generations
of busy family life.

The red brick was softened with age, ivy clingimg the walls.
Elegantly proportioned white-painted sash windoeekéd out over
the drive and grounds.

As she turned her head, Sara caught the glimnmsroight on water.

The door opened as she stood absorbing the scemayanessa
came running down the steps to welcome them.

'‘Right on time,' she greeted them, pushing dowretttbusiastic Old
English sheepdog puppy who had jumped up at Skimaas's dog,’
she told Sara with a smile. 'Mum bought him for akror his
birthday to replace the old dog he lost last year.'



‘Where's our dog?' Carly asked Vanessa importameigching down
to pat the puppy's curly head.

‘He's in the kitchen at the moment. Why don't yome in and say
hello to him?'

Nodding eagerly, Carly let Vanessa take her handgamnde her up
the steps.

'l had planned for us to have tea first,' Vanegsdogised to Sara as
they headed straight for the kitchen, 'but somethells me that
Carly wouldn't think that a good idea.’

As they walked through it, Sara noted the lovelgpartions of the
hallway, with its airy wrought-iron staircase andarbiie steps.
Several portraits graced the walls, family onesaSaispected; her
suspicions were confirmed when Vanessa commentaehing a
thick, richly polished mahogany door, 'The house Ibeen in Jonas's
family for a long time, but gradually over the yg#ne family has had
to sell off more and more land, so all that's hefiv is the house and
its grounds. That's why Jonas wanted to buy thel@adoff Miss
Betts. He could use it to expand the business.cbktage was once
part of the estate, and it was sold to Miss Befialents by Jonas's
great-grandfather.’

Vanessa stopped to let Carly and Sara precedatioehie kitchen. A
solid-looking Aga filled a brick alcove and the dtien units had
wooden doors, the wood looking heavy and old. Agdar
refectory-style table filled the centre of the floo

'‘Unless we're entertaining, we normally eat in hesaid Vanessa.
‘Jonas needs a proper meal at lunch- time, buébermas time to sit
down and eat properly, never mind getting changedye tend to eat
here in the kitchen. Fortunately he's having aobia lull at the
moment. Obviously our season runs ahead of thdemstaand we



should have a pretty quiet time from now until lstenmer when we
have to start making up the orders for autumn pignMind you,
with so much container-grown stuff these days, Sosalways kept
busy. It's a very competitive and demanding businasd if we can't
satisfy a customer's requirements, they'll pretignsgo somewhere
else.

‘Jonas should be in in about an hour," she addednormally has
something to eat about five, and then goes ouhdgaio some more
work. We have to take advantage of the light evghinhile we can.
I'll get him to show you round if you like. Sam &¢aiou were very
keen to get to grips with the garden at the cottage

Fortunately, before Sara was forced to reply, Csphtted the golden
retriever basking in front of the Aga.

'Is that our dog?' she asked Vanessa eagerly.

‘Yes, that's Simon,' confirmed Vanessa, reachingaupush the
tumbled curls off Carly's excited face. If Carlydh#&o have a
stepmother she'd be hard put to find one who ctmyd her more
then Vanessa, Sara reflected, watching the ematiay over the
other woman's face.

‘She's so lovely,' Vanessa said huskily as Canyofaand crouched
down beside the dog, patting the golden head aswhorg nonsense
in the fluffy ear. 'The cats are in the conserwgt@®he added. 'We
have a small goldfish pond in there, and theyvendi under the
illusion that one day they're going to catch tlosun tea.'

Watching her ten minutes later as she took a glhesange juice to
Carly, Sara was again struck by the intensity obton the little girl
seemed to arouse in Vanessa.

'You obviously love children very much," she comteenwhen
Vanessa came back to pour their tea.



The blue eyes became shadowed, her mouth trendligigly. 'Yes
... | do," she agreed huskily. She seemed as thslughvas about to
burst into tears, and Sara felt slightly uncomfoléa Had she said
something to upset Vanessa? She had already ckhlse sensitive
the other woman was, and she hated to think shehbadher,
however inadvertently.

'I'm sorry about this," Vanessa managed. 'I'm womally so ... so
emotional. It's just that. . . Well, | may as wlll you. When | was
eighteen | was pregnant. | wasn't married. My Y. lover was,

though. He was someone I'd met through school—r dlten me. |

behaved stupidly, but at eighteen She shrugged. Kiow how it is,

you think you know it all. Of course I'd kept theationship secret
from the parents. Jonas was working in Canadeedirtte, and when
| told him about the baby my lover insisted thdtad to have an
abortion. | didn't want to . .. but | was too schte confide in my
mother. | had no close friends to talk to. It waieady arranged that |
would go to Cambridge if my A-level grades were d@mough. |

allowed him to persuade me. Unfortunately somethvegt wrong,

and | was very ill.'

Her eyes avoided Sara's, but it didn't take muagimation to sense
how desperately unhappy she must have been. Shraitterly
appalled that any responsible adult could inveagieadolescent into
such a damaging situation. No doubt her lover reghlanxious for
Vanessa to have an abortion, especially since remaried, no
doubt with children by his wife. She felt towardslas she had done
towards Wayne Houseley, only in this instance ek disgust and
revulsion was, if anything, even stronger.

‘The parents had to be told, of course. They wesevellous—so
supportive and understanding. Jonas came home layand

when he found out what had happened ..She shudddesgdanted to
confront my lover with what he had done, but hiiéa managed to
dissuade him by pointing out to him that innocesdge would also



have to suffer— his wife and two sons. I've wislsedmany times
since then that I'd had my child. Sometimes | dandive myself for
giving in so weakly. The man concerned means ngttorme now,
but a child Sara thought she understood, now, #easan for
Vanessa's shyness and insecurity. It must be iitdyedmaging to
have your child and your love rejected by your tove

'I've told Sam aboutit. ..

Deep in thought, Sara took several seconds toteegisanessa’'s
comment. When she did she said softly, 'I'm surertterstood how
you must have felt, Vanessa.'

Sara knew her brother well enough to know he wdaddthe last
person to condemn any woman for something so cdeipleeyond
her control.

‘Yes . .. Yes, he did. | really like him, Sardnésadded shyly. 'And
Carly... I've always wanted a little girl.'

Sensing that Vanessa was trying to gauge whetherelationship
with Sam was going to elicit her disapproval, Said her firmly,

'‘And he really likes you. I'm glad he's found somet... to help him
to build a new life, Vanessa. It's what he needkitis what Holly
would have wanted for him.'

It was only as she said the words that Sara relhssv true they
were. Holly wouldn't have wanted her husband angdier to spend
the rest of their lives in mourning for her. JustRack wouldn't have
wanted her . .. Frantically she tried to dismiss t@ughts. She
wanted to go on mourning Rick. She needed . .. dided

She was glad of the diversion created by Carly, sdnoe up to ask
when she could see the cats.



Lifting the little girl on to her knee, she promisker that they would
go and see them just as soon as she had drun&aher t



CHAPTER FIVE

IT was only when she came to leave that Sara realised
iImpossibility of bundling one extremely large dptys two cats and
a small child, into her very small car. Gazing lhedgly at Simon's
bulk and Carly's mutinous face at her suggestian ttrey leave the
dog behind until another day, she was relieved Wraressa came to
her rescue.

'‘Look, why don't | run Simon, the cats and Carlglba my estate
car?' she suggested.

A faint tinge of colour warmed her skin, and Saraegsed
sympathetically that she would be glad of the egctzsssee Sam
again. 'Fine,' she thanked her. 'I'll follow youny car.’

Vanessa bit her lip. 'Oh, I'd forgotten—I've gotigportant message
to give Jonas. One of his buyers wants to comesaadhim tomorrow
morning at ten, and | think he had planned to he®ara, would you

mind staying behind until he comes in? He won'idog, only about

half an hour. It would be a good opportunity fomhio show you

round the greenhouses as well.'

Sara wanted to refuse, but Vanessa was so sengitilee least

nuance of criticism that if she did so, she migintk that Sara didn't
trust her to take care of Carly, or, worse stilgttshe disapproved of
her relationship with Sam.

'OK, I'll stay and give Jonas his message,' sheealyradding with a
faint grimace in Carly's direction, 'you might t8m, though, that a
certain young lady ought to have a bath and ax badtime tonight.’

‘Il tell him," Vanessa promised, ushering herrgea into her car.
Sara was pleased to see that she put Carly in dbk, lzarefully

fastening the seat belt around her. At her sidaep8iperched regally
on the seat, the two cats in their baskets in #doi.b



As she drove past her, Vanessa rolled down herommdnd called
cheerfully, 'Thanks, Sara; Jonas shouldn't be long.

*

He wasn't. She had been waiting in the kitcherldss than fifteen
minutes when she heard the Land Rover draw upd®utsi

As he strode into the kitchen, he checked, eyebliivsy in mute
qguery as he saw her.

'l couldn't get Simon and the cats and Carly injocar, so Vanessa
has run them back,' she told him curtly. 'Vanesk®a me to stay
behind to give you a message.’

‘Can it wait until I've had a shower?' he askenigcing faintly. 'I'm
filthy.'

He didn't look it, but as he turned round she dapiatches of sweat
down the back of his shirt, and she saw there sm@ars of mud on
his arms, below his rolled up sleeves.

'I've spent most of the afternoon digging out whathope is going to
be a breeding pond for koi carp. It's a side-linethinking of going

into in a small way.' He flexed his back and griedhagain. 'God, I'm
going to be stiff tomorrow!'He tensed his torsolexgtively and then
relaxed it. Sara had been watching him out of th@er of her eye,
and she felt the alien heat prickle over her sher,muscles locking
against the treacherous sensation.

Jonas was watching her, his eyes narrowing in nngcki
comprehension as he drawled flippantly, i don'tjpage there's any
point in inviting you to come up and scrub my baskhere?’

'‘None at all,’ Sara replied crisply, resenting kb lazy amusement
in his eyes and her own colourful blush.



'‘Give me ten minutes and I'll be down,' was Jor@s'sng comment
as he headed for the hall, throwing over his srendd he opened the
door, 'oh, and | wouldn't mind a cup of coffeeniéte's any going?'

Telling herself that it was only because she hdHing else to do that
she was complying with his request, Sara set abwking some
fresh coffee.

True to his word, Jonas was back downstairs withim minutes
almost to the second. He came into the kitchemgbrg with him a
clean smell of soap. His hair clung damply to healg, his bare
forearms and exposed throat gleaming like polistatuh.

Deliberately keeping the width of the table betwdabam, Sara
poured his coffee and gave him his message.

'I'll get back now,' she concluded curtly, tryingf to notice the clean
neatness of his hands and nails, only the odd reafibus and his
strong tan betraying the fact that he worked outsloo

'‘Why the rush?' His tone was laconic. 'Sam wilpbdectly safe with
Vanessa, or is that why you're so keen to get b&aukdon't you
approve?’

She didn't pretend not to understand, her skirhiihgs with angry
colour as she vehemently denied his suggestion.

'So it doesn't worry you that a . . . relationsbquid well develop
between my sister and your brother?’

‘Not at all; why should it?"

'No reason, but | must admit to being rather sagati You're so
determined to keep on living in the past yourdaditti thought you
could well resent Sam's decision to go on living.'



It was a cruel thing to say, but there was no tegr@pology in the
grey eyes as they locked on hers. In fact, he sgéémbke regarding
her with a fierce banked- down anger that madephéses jolt and
her defence system spring to the alert.

‘Why is it you're so eager to put me in the wrong?'

It was a silly question to have asked, and whenssiaethe derisory
glint in his eyes, Sara wished it unsaid.

'‘Perhaps because it stops me from being equallreéaglo this . . .’
He put down his coffee mug and moved so quickly there wasn't
time to avoid him.

The hard pressure of his body against hers foreeddrck against the
table until she could feel the edge of it agairestiback.

She raised her hands to his chest to push him gyt was like

trying to move solid rock, as he slowly made hehdrackwards. The
hands she had raised to fend him off locked rousddxck to stop her
from overbalancing completely. As though he sers®d much her
mind was fighting against him, despite the fact th@had subdued
her body, the pressure of his mouth on hers betragger as well as
desire.

She didn't want to respond to him, but the fiereathof his kiss
aroused a treacherous response inside her. Histteggied urgently
at her bottom lip, his tongue taking full advantag&er sharp cry of
protest, the smothered sound of satisfaction heenaghinst her
mouth dangerously erotic.

She disliked him; she hated him almost and loatiedphysical
effect he had on her, but none of those thingsdcobliterate the fact
that he aroused her. In his arms she experienceceal and
responsiveness she had not even felt with Rick.



Her fingernails curled into his back as she foutlpa treacherous
thought, wanting to deny it, but knowing it was tate. Irrationally,

the knowledge that he could arouse her made hentrésm even
more. Her feelings towards him seemed to mirrors¢hof Eve

towards the serpent who tempted her and was tlsisimental in

destroying her innocent paradise.

Jonas groaned as her nails raked against his slad-back, and it
gave her a savage sense of satisfaction to thatkstte had hurt him,
until she saw the hectic flush of colour staining $kin and felt his
body's immediate arousal. His hands held her Imggtisoning her
against the swollen pressure of his thighs.

Rick had never touched her like this, had nevaahldy imposed his
sexuality upon her in the way that Jonas was ddihg.behaviour
towards her had always been gentle and restramedjsses tender
rather than demanding.

Sara drank in air greedily as Jonas released hathmber breasts
rising and falling hurriedly. The darkness in Jdmagyes as his hands
moved up over her back, pressing the rounded wanirtler breasts
into his chest, almost strangled her breath inlivegs. The harsh,
almost tormented sound he made in his throat wacksigly painful.
She found herself caught in wholly unexpected aeny dangerous
cross-currents, her body telling her one thing ehiler mind
screamed another, and then miraculously Jonas &keasmg her,
freeing her from the dark spell of his physical daamce.

'Have dinner with me tonight?'

His voice was slurred, dark coins of colour stthising the high
cheekbones, his eyes almost black with arousal.

Automatically she eased herself away from him, gespt the pain
stabbing through her back.



'No..."
She saw his mouth tighten and could almost sessieustration.

'If you won't come for my sake, then how about mgkie sacrifice
for your brother's?' he suggested tightly.

'Sam?'

The expression of hostility and bitterness in hygsewould have
frightened her if she hadn't been so angry with. him

'Is it so unbelievable that he might want Vanesshiftnself? Think
about it; the way he is at the moment he can hamilye her out.
They haven't had much opportunity to be alone togetyou guard
him like a mother hen with one chick.’

His use of the word 'guard' and the sardonic esprasn his eyes
galled her. Her mouth compressing, Sara was juzitab refuse for
a second time when she remembered what Sam hatbdsed about
Vanessa. Jonas was right, Sarauld welcome an opportunity to
have Vanessa to himself, and it was hardly fairesfto deny it to him
simply because Jonas had been the one to pount ib dver.

'l can't go out to dinner dressed like this!" shenfed out to him.

He shrugged powerful shoulders. 'So you need tbayoe and get
changed. I'll pick you up in an hour.'

She didn't want to go out to dinner with him, busuddenly struck
her that he was giving her the ideal opportunityetbhim how little
she welcomed his advances. At least in the civitisaof a restaurant,
surrounded by other people, she would safely be w@biell him that
she wanted him to leave her alone.

'All right.



She watched as he grimaced, his voice rough aslthdnér, 'Don't
overtax yourself in showing enthusiasm, will youddAdon't try
backing out,’ he added softly as he walked with toeher car.
'‘Because I'm perfectly capable of making sure yothgough with it.'

Sara didn't doubt it.

Vanessa showed a remarkable lack of surprise wihemisnounced
that she was dining with Jonas, and it struck hat perhaps the
whole thing had been arranged between brother asters
beforehand. It seemed unlike Vanessa to involvediiein anything

in the slightest way underhand, but if she wasowelwith Sam,
wasn't it only natural that she should want to cmaat any
opportunity to be alone with him? Strangely, thet that Jonas might
genuinely be taking her out merely to facilitates hsister's
relationship with her brother was not the relieshbuld have been.

To punish herself for her weakness, she delibgratednged into the
dress she had bought for Rick's annual office ldbad never been
worn because Rick had been killed before the dimarce took
place, and now, as she removed it from its protectirapping, Sara
shuddered slightly, suddenly realising that forftret time, when she
thought about Rick, his mental image had not autimaddy formed
in her mind. In fact, when she tried to conjurenhigofamiliar features
they stubbornly refused to appear, and she rushmgzhmic to her
dressing table to snatch up his photograph.

The sight of his familiar smile eased her tensibiolding the
photograph in front of her, she felt her breathease and her
heartbeat slow down.

Knowing that if she wasn't ready on time Jonas peafectly capable
of coming upstairs to discover why, she showeread @manged in
almost record time. She was just putting the fitmaiches to her
make-up when she heard a car outside.



‘Jonas is here,' Vanessa called up to her.
'I'm coming down now.'

Pulling a brush through her hair, she snatchedeufpag and hurried
to the door. A glimpse of herself in her full-lenghirror threw back

a reflection that was startlingly unfamiliar. Itchbeen so long since
she had even thought of dressing up that the eididgrself made her
check and stare.

She had always been a slim girl, but not all oflegght she had lost
in the first few weeks after the accident had besgrained, and the
dress, which had fitted snugly when she had bougivas now just
loose enough to hint at a delicate fragility. Tbed sleeves ended in
tight cuffs which seemed to emphasise the narrosvoéfier wrist
bones. The bodice of the dress was cut high othheat at the front,
dipping very low at the back to expose her skire $itky-fine fabric
hugged her waist, flaring out gently over her hifise neckline and
low back were etched in a deep band of satin thikevrist bands and
at the back of her neck the dress fastened inrsanzental satin bow.

Its misty lilac colour seemed to emphasise thecdeyi of her skin,
turning her eyes from blue to amethyst, and impgra deeper lustre
to her hair.

It was a dress that a woman bought with a man rergh in mind,
and that she should be wearing it tonight for Jaraknot Rick, tore
at her heart with sharp knives of anguish—all theremintense
because she recognised that one treacherous paet did want to
dress for Jonas, no matter how much her heart amdi Might resent
it.

Vanessa was waiting for her at the bottom of tleeérsst her face
lighting up in an appreciative expression whenshe her.

‘Jonas, just wait until you see this!" she calletigaily to her brother.



A choking panicky feeling closed up Sara's thr@aslae recognised
that Vanessa was openly hinting that Jonas wouldl lier sexually
desirable. It was on the tip of her tongue to ameeuthat she had
changed her mind, but as Jonas appeared in thevagpdo the
sitting-room and studied her with a steel-greytglnhis eyes, Sara
knew that any attempt on her part to extricatediefiiom their date
would meet with very severe resistance.

It was for Sam's sake that she was doing thisteshended herself as
she allowed Jonas to hand her into his car.

To see a Rolls-Royce outside the door, even ieradh old one, was
not what she had expected, and it was Vanessaoshectly reading
her surprise, laughed and said bubblingly, 'It bg&d to Jonas's
uncle, and it had done such a small mileage andb&and so carefully
looked after that it seemed a waste to ger rid. dttiink it suits him,
although Jonas prefers his Land Rover.'

'It does have its advantages,' drawled Jonasrumpt@ng his sister.

‘Yes, it's got seats that recline—unlike the Lamvé®,' Vanessa
teased, and even though Sara knew her remark leaddiected at
Jonas rather than herself, she could not helpkierg®ing hot with

betraying colour as Jonas helped her into the lonarcar.

As he closed her door, the rich smell of the leatijgholstery
engulfed her, and she could not resist strokingpreciative finger
along the burr-walnut panelling.

Even with her eyes averted, she was aware of e exoment Jonas
slid into the driver's seat. His door closed witdudl thunk, and he
switched on the engine.

There was a moment's delay while he fastened atdsdt, and then,
just when she expected him todrive away, he toldcbelly, "You
mustn't take Vanessa's remark too much to heargrhise you I'm



way, way past the stage where | attempt to make towny dates on
the front seat of a parked car. These days | ptefeicomfort and
privacy of a large double bed.'

The images so unexpectedly conjured up by his exwords were
so disturbing that Sara had to take refuge frommthoy staring

fixedly out of her window. If she looked at Jonaswhe would see
quite plainly that in her mind's eye she had seahdouble bed and
that, moreover, the slim female body entwined Wwithon it had quite
unmistakably been her own.

The intensity of her arousal frightened her, malkgogseflesh shiver
over her skin. What was happening to her? Shetdichmit this to
happen. She didnitantto feel this way about him ... about any mar
She had already lost one man she had loved; shenttdaear to lose
another, and the only way to prevent that from leappy was not to
let herself fall in love again.

Fall in love? That was impossible. She could néakin love again;
she loved Rick. The familiarity of her thought patts was
reassuringly soothing, and helped her to dismiestliden surge of
desire Jonas's comments had aroused. Even so,ekhbitferly
resentful that he seemed to have this almost &ighg ability to
bring such a strong surge of sexuality out in liemade her feel
unsure of herself, and dangerously vulnerable almaan she disliked
so strongly as a human being should have such anpdveffect on
her physically. It was disturbing to realise thiaé svas not fully in
control of her own responses, that part of heradd so wilfully
blind to the strictures of her mind.

‘That's a very attractive dress you're wearingnadambserved. 'It has
a touchable quality that seems to be missing frogoaed many

modern fashions. Almost, dare | say it, a qualitysensuousness
that's very appealing to my sex. I'm flattered §ftat chose to wear it
for me.’



His last comment was delivered in a tone so saftlaw that Sara
barely caught the words. When she did she froz&fuamed to glare
glacially at him.

'l didn't choose to weatr it for you,' she told Hortingly, 'l had to wear
it because it happens to be the only evening dnesy wardrobe.'

That wasn't strictly true, but in her intensely ¢imoal state she
wasn't prepared to recognise her own lie, her #gshing angry
warning signs as his attention shifted momentdrdyn the road to
her face.

Sensing that he didn't believe her, she added,hidtypu must know,
| brought this dress to wear for . . . for my fianonly he was killed
before...'

She broke off, conscious that her throat was sk thith tears that to
continue talking would be to subject herself to thdignity of
breaking down completely in front of her tormentor.

Without knowing why, she sensed that to be heldanas's arms
while she sobbed out her misery and guilt agaiisssimoulder would

shift the axis of their relationship completelygdahat was something
she didn't want. She wanted to resent and dislike $he recognised
numbly. She didn't want to admit that he might heliaracteristics
that she could find attractive—and why? Becausenstgefrightened

of what that admission might mean.

Engrossed in her own thought, she was consciotsnofswearing
and the car swerving sharply. As her seat belttedato his
momentary sharp pressure on the brakes, she bk into her flesh.

At first she thought he had braked to avoid a lorggerhaps a rabbit,
but when she saw the look of bitter fury on hisefas he turned
towards her, his knuckles almost white as he gdpihe steering
wheel, Sara realised that she was responsiblééarabrupt halt.



As his hands left the steering wheel and grippedsheulders, her
seat belt prevented her from cringing away from.hitis eyes had
the metallic gleam of someone pushed beyond tingis| the tension
whitening the skin round his mouth and nose, makiegshiver in
sick apprehension.

'If I thought for one moment that you were tryimgsubstitute me for
your dead lover, I'd ..."

‘Substituteyou for Rick?' Sara felt her own anger rise to mest hi
only hers was an anger that was spiked with fear. &f him and fear
of herself, combined with a sure knowledge that wfas running
headlong into the very situation she had been hated to avoid.

She let her anger against herself as well as agamsinderscore her
words with scorn.

‘You could never take Rick's place,' she told heatkdly, '"You're not
half the man he is. You never could be. You . .hai\do you think

you're doing?' she demanded thickly as he sudderdjarted the car
and turned it round, with impatient jerky movementsving back to

the crossroads at a speed every instinct told Berdangerous.

It struck her as they reached the crossroads ¢hatust be intending
to take her home, but instead of turning off, hptken going until

they came to the gates of his house. Only therhdidglow down,

turning the heavy car into the drive.

'‘What do you think you're doing?' demanded Sarpainic. ‘We're
supposed to be going out to dinner.. . to . . .'

'I'm going to do something | should have done s fime | met
you,' Jonas told her grimly, bringing the car tsualden standstill
outside the front door. 'I'm going to show you oacel for all that
your fiance is dead, and that you and | are vergmalive. You can't
cling to the past for ever, Sara. It's time youoggused the



truth—that your precious Rick is dead ... that &ue gever ever again
hold you in his arms .. . that no matter how muah snight claim you
still love him, memories are no substitute for pheasure of a warm
living body in bed beside you ... a man's handgar skin, giving
you pleasure.’

He caught her wrist as she lifted her open harstriloe him, his grip
bruising her fragile bones.

'I'm glad you did that," he told her thickly, higes glittering beneath
black narrowed lashes. 'Ilt makes it much easiem®to do this.'

The hard pressure of his lips on hers was shockimgimate, his
tongue thrusting into her mouth in a fierce rhytthvat made shivers
of erotic sensation slide down her spine.

It must be her anger that was intensifying the agms so much, she
thought dazedly, fighting against matching hisdus assault with
her nails and teeth in a response that had notbidg with making

him stop what he was doing to her.

His hands were on her bare back, she realisethumsbs probing the
satin band where it touched the outer curves oflreasts. She
shivered as his thumbs eased beneath the fabuichitg her bare
skin, and then, shockingly, his hands weren't anblaek any more,
but were pressing against the chiffon-covered &dof her breasts.

What was it about this man that so completely dgstit her
self-control? she wondered hazily as she felt hgples peak and
thrust tautly against the heat of his palms. The W& fingers
tightened on the outer swell of her breasts, Himp@ressing against
the diamond-hard nipples, told her that he wasvaseof her arousal
as she was herself. The knowledge should havehgeitiating, but,
shockingly, it was not.



Indeed, it was almost as though her anger had spark a chain of
reaction that was leading to some sort of osmdss completely
changed her feelings for him, from dislike to desir

Lost in the sensations evoked by his mouth and iasitke felt it a
shock to be abruptly released. His fingers, cudedrply into her
arms as he held her at arm's length.

As she tensed against the derisory comment shectedgoéim to
make, it was doubly shocking to her to hear himrgayhickly, 'I
don't know what it is about you that makes me li&elthis, Sara; |
only know that you're the only woman I've ever mibb arouses me
to such a frenzy.' He leaned forward and touchadhlaé-parted
mouth with fingers that visibly trembled.

‘We have to talk," he told her, 'but not out heet's go inside.’

As though she had suddenly lost the ability to madependently of
him, she let him guide her out of the car and theodarkened house.
Without taking his hand from her arm, he switchedlee hall lights
and then opened the door into what appeared to be
library-cum-study.

Still shocked by the raw emotion she had heardsrvbice, Sara let
him lead her across to a large leather chesterfidlediently sinking
down on to it, and watching with wide, bewilderege® as he sat
down beside her.

His movements were edged with a tension that esa aggressive
and assured man she might have thought nervousnstgke thought
of any woman making Jonas nervous, least of all a&s so

ridiculous that she instantly dismissed it.

Now that she was out of his arms and removed fioenpowerful
spell he seemed to throw over her senses, sha felhewal of her



earlier hostility and resentment. The passion hiaal flared between
them in the car was something she preferred toigism

'l almost wanted to kill you when you told me yoaulght that dress
for him, do you know that?'

The words were delivered so flatly, it took her es@b seconds to
realise it was not a joke.

Hard, flat patches of colour burned his cheekbormes, mouth
compressed so tightly that she could see the flezaéof the pulse in
his throat.

'l want you, Sara,' he continued in the same ffiatd tone. 'l wanted
you from the first moment | saw you, but more thaat, I'm falling in
love with you.'

It took several seconds for his words to sink ilnéwWthey had, Sara
could only stare at him in incredulous disbelie¢ vad fallen in love
with her! Impossible! She opened her mouth to tell him sd,\&as
surprised by the ferocity of the anger and featr shddenly engulfed
her. How dared he claim to love her? Rick had ldvedand she had
loved him, but Rick had never treated her the vaaas did. Rick had
revered and respected her .. . had never touchrad heious desire
and anger. Rick had . .. Rick .. . A sob of purguash lodged in her
throat, a sense of fear and betrayal flooding besas. How dared
this man claim to love her; how dared he try tousedher away from
her precious memories? She didn't want his love. @tn't want
anyone'dove. Unadmitted, buried deep in her subconsciwas,the
knowledge that to open oneself to love was to apeeself to pain.
She had travelled down that road once in herdifie; wasn't going to
travel down it again.

With a bitterness that was directed as much aghmrself as it was
against him, she stared at him in incredulity aadl,s'Are you



actually trying to tell me you think you've fallémlove with me on
the strength of a couple of meetings?’

If she hadn't been so angry she might have beenezhad the way he
flushed so darkly.

‘Improbable, | know." His voice was harsh and fgiself-derisory,

his grimace wry. 'But true none the less. I'm noirapressionable
boy, Sara; | admit that falling in love with you svet exactly
something | anticipated—if | gave it any thoughtalitl'd begun to
assume that it was simply something that wasntiggto happen to
me. And to be honest, | didn't regret it. I've s&&m much of what
'love' can do to relish the thought of it in my ovVife, but fate, it

seems, had other ideas. The feelings | have forayeun't easy to
explain or define, but | know myself well enoughktwow that they
are genuine.' He leaned forward and cupped herbdiore she could
move out of the way, holding her so that she wasefib to meet his
eyes.

‘And you feel something for me, too,' he finishedtly.

Fear kicked painfully in her stomach. 'l don'tohtt feel anything for
you,' she lied frantically, trying to pull free bim, but his hand slid
round to the back of her neck, holding her immabile

'l love Rick ..."' she protested. 'l always have baldvays will.'

‘You love a dead man,' said Jonas bitingly, ‘A mgm8ara, a man
who can't hold you in his arms any more . . . car@ke your body
tremble with wanting . . .’

'Stop it! Stop it; | don't want to hear any more!’

'Why?' he demanded fiercely. '‘Because it's true@récclinging to
your dead lover because you're afraid to let ydliesel any emotion.



You don't love him, not the way | define love. Yireutlinging to a
safe image, because you're too afraid to faceethenorld.’

‘No. .. no. .. you're wrong.' She almost soblbedwords, her throat
tight with panic and pain.

'No? Then what's your explanation for this . .is tleeling there is

between us—and don't bother trying to deny thatetise something
e

She felt herself flush beneath the burning glittehis eyes, not cold
but hot, and bitterly angry.

'Sex,' she told him defensively through a raw thrass just sex.'

She knew instantly she had made a bad mistake.il& smisted his
mouth, the glitter in his eyes intensifying as leatthis head towards
her, his fingers sliding into her hair to cup armtess her head, his
mouth moving silkily over hers, generating a helicl forced her to
suppress a moan of arousal in her throat.

His hand left her arm and slid to her breast, titensity of her
physical response to him shocking and shamingto he

It seemed an aeon of time before he let her gdipisiingering on the
swollen contours of hers, caressing and tastingai#ra slow and
deliberate languor that she found nearly as damngéro
overwhelming as his earlier ardour.

For the first time in her life she was aware ofititensity of a man's
desire and the urgency of his arousal. Just ond,wast a look, in
fact, would be enough to take her from his studpé&antimacy of the
bed he had mentioned to her earlier, and, shamitiggdye was still a
small part of her that wantonly ached for thatnmatcy, that yearned
to know the satin smoothness of his naked skinetbgc play of his



hands on her body, his mouth. . . She shudderéehiip and opened
her eyes to see the hot glitter of triumph in his.

'So it's just sex, is it?"

She had to destroy that masculine triumph, to humt the way he
was hurting her by trying to make her forget Rick.

'Yes,' she told him fiercely, 'that's all it iseéklessly she threw back
her head and stared into his eyes. 'I'll go tovaédyou, if that's what
you want, Jonas, but | don't love you.'

For a moment she held her breath, stupefied bg\wamrecklessness.
She watched as his eyes hardened, his mouth cosimgyesith open
cruelty.

'So you'll go to bed with me, will you? Why? Sottliau can relieve
the frustration of loving a dead man? Oh no, Saefold her with
soft venom. 'There's no way I'm playing that garBerry to
disappoint you," he added, subjecting her to anltingly sexual
inspection that told her he was both aware of amdaved by her
arousal. 'I'm afraid you're just going to have tory)’ he taunted her.
'I'll take you home now," he added coolly. 'Thirfknee tonight when
you're all alone in your cold little bed.’

Sara's emotions were too close to the surfacddw any degree of
self-control. Shaking with a mixture of longing ahdtred, she said
thickly, 'My bed isn't cold, and | won't be alodenas. Rick lives on
in my mind and my heart, even if he isn't with mehe flesh.’

For a moment she thought he might actually strise 8he could see
his muscles tense under his savage attempt at@etifel, and as he
threw open the door and strode out into the hdahavit a word to her,
she almost wished hdéad hit her. On a wave of sickening
self-knowledge, she recognised that part of herdeablly, even if it
was only for a second, wanted his physical abudeenfbecause in



hitting her, in giving way to the emotions she hadeliberately
aroused in him, he would have given her a genweasan to resent
and despise him. As it was, as he drove her homaniicy cold
silence, the person she despised was herself.

Luckily Vanessa and Sam were too engrossed in owogher to
express anything more than concern at her excustestie had
returned early because of a headache. It was ohgnvisara was
alone in bed that she was able to examine in metaildthe
improbability of Jonas actually being in love witter, and the
intensity of her own fear that he should be. Fpaausg from an inner
admission of one's own vulnerability; she knew .tisdite shivered. If
she was vulnerable to Jonas, it was only sexu@#yually he could
arouse her, but that didn't mean she loved himamited his love. She
didn't.

It seemed incredible that she could have arousdtdeep feelings in
him in such a short space of time. She and Rickfabeh in love
slowly and gradually, gently almost. And yet shewnJonas hadn't
been lying to her. The truth had been there inelgiss, his feelings
laid bare for her to read. For the first time usk her how hard it
must have been for a man of his stamp to openlytddsfeelings for
her. Or had it simply never struck him that theygimi not be
reciprocated? It would be typical of his arrogarfeara told herself,
finding release for her guilt in the thought.



CHAPTER SIX

FORthree days they saw nothing of either Jonas oe¥sa, and Sara
told herself that she was glad that Jonas had eétadaccept the fact
that she just wasn't interested in him.

A spell of thundery weather kept her out of thedgar, but there was
still plenty to do inside the house. However, Saaa not so sure now
that she should be the one to choose its new daednwvhen she was
alone with Sam one afternoon, she decided to taessubject with
him.

'‘We haven't seen much of Vanessa lately,’ she comee and
watched him scowl.

'l told her to stay away.' He looked up in timectdch the shock in
Sara's eyes, and moved restlessly in his chas ntt use, Sara,' he
told her. 'What can | possibly offer a woman? Myslavill never be
as they were; I'm going to have to spend a corsldeamount of my
life in this chair; I've got a six-year-old daugh#ad all the emotional
baggage that comes from having a committed relstiipn If
Vanessa was less sensitive, less easily hurt ...’

'‘She wouldn't be the woman you love," Sara saidtiyuiAnd you do
love her, don't you, Sam?"

‘Too much to tie her down to the sort of life shieal’e with me.
Financially I'm comfortably off, | know, but | camffer her anything
that compares with what Jonas gives her.’

‘No, but you can give her something she wants faremShe loves
you,' Sara told him. 'If | wasn't sure that youddvher I'd agree with
what you're doing, but you do love her. And ifitie you're worrying
about, then don't,’ she added crisply. 'l can sworg my secretarial
training up to date and get a job...'



‘You'll always have a home with me, Sara," Sanriapted roughly.

'‘And Vanessa knows that. If | could be sure thatwhsn't acting out
of some misguided sense of pity .. ." he burseaudtionally, his face
muscles tense and compressed. 'She offered to dmaen to

Dorchester for my hospital check up tomorrow, btdaldl her you'd

take me ..."

Hesitating only for a moment, Sara said coolly,eiftyou'd better
telephone her and tell her that you've changed yond, because |
can't. I've got a date of my own that | can't breamorrow
afternoon.’

'‘With Jonas?' her brother grinned teasingly at'Aéa, | thought you
weren't as immune as you've been claiming! Vanegkhe over the
moon; she's convinced that you're the ideal girlHon. She says
she's never seen him get in such a state over amaw before.'

She had made up her fictitious date on the spuhefmoment,
determined to give Vanessa an opportunity to carevibam that her
feelings were genuine, but she was appalled that<$euld leap to
the conclusion that her supposed date must belwiibs.

However, her brother was frowning again, his movaeas he
levered himself out of his chair and walked halygngver to the
French windows, jerky with tension and frustratibrean't just ring
her up like that and tell her I've changed my mihe, protested.
'‘Besides,' he added roughly, 'whatever she mayay mot feel for
me, everything I've already said holds good. Shghimihink she
cares for me now, but she knows nothing aboutdiviith the reality
of a man who's half crippled.’

'‘Maybe not, but what makes you feel you have thetiio deny her
the chance to discover if slean live with that reality?' asked Sara
coolly. 'You're not being fair to her, Sam," shie toer brother. 'If the
situation was reversed, would you still love her?'



His immediate, 'Of course," made him grimace fgiathd look at
Sara with lifted eyebrows. 'Okay, | get your messdsgara, but the
point is ..

‘The point is that you're letting your pride bligdu to the fact that
you could be hurting Vanessa more by rejectingthan you ever
could by marrying her—I take it it is marriage tham your mind, and
not...'

'For God's sake, of course it is!" exploded Sanghbu 'Just what do
you take me for, Sara? She's already had enougknioadts from life

without me adding another. She isn't secure enoughbrself to feel
happy in a relationship she couldn't feel was pasng'

'‘No, she isn't,’ Sara agreed. 'Go and telephoneShaen,' she begged
her brother. 'Tell her you've changed your mind @rad you'd like
her to pick you up after all. Let her make her odetisions about
whether or not she can adapt to your way of lifeer'imake them
for her.'

Holding her breath she watched as her brothersan dnd reached
for the telephone. He knew the number off by hesdn#, recognised,
watching him punch in the numbers. Vanessa mus &aswered the
phone; Sam's voice was distinctly husky as helsaishame. Quietly
moving out of earshot, Sara left him to it.

That he hadn't been entirely successful was obvibesnext day
when Vanessa drew up outside in her car.

She looked pale, her mouth tight with pain anditensand although
she longed to reassure her, Sara felt she coulthtestere further.
Carly came rushing down from her room to greetrthasitor,
flinging herself enthusiastically into her arms.

‘Vanessa's got some teddies just like mine,' shéd=m to her aunt.
'‘And she's going to let me see them ..



'‘Not today though, I'm afraid." Vanessa smiled waflfoday I'm
taking your daddy to the hospital.’

Watching from the sidelines, Sara saw that Vanessie no attempt
to help Sam into the car, refraining from doing taimg that would

have brought her in physical contact with him, ared despite

Vanessa's aloofness, she was aware of how muatthike girl was

suffering.

All women who loved were open to the same painptlher sex
sharing a deep in-bred awareness of just how detwagit could be,
Sara thought. It was an awareness that was seldentioned or
talked about, but It was there. She had loved @mceknown that
pain when tragedy wrenched Rick away from her. fad was why
she was determined never to fall in love again.

Determined? She stopped with one foot on the stawgsn't by an
effort of will that she couldn't fall in love, it & because she still
loved Rick. Wasn't it?

When Sam and Vanessa returned from the hospitét, dfothem
seemed in much happier spirits. Sam asked Saheifveuld mind
babysitting Carly for him so that he could take ¥ssa out to dinner.

Observing their happiness as they drove away tegstwveral hours
later, Sara told herself that it wasn't envy thaiden her own heart
heavy with pain. How could she envy Sam and Vanebsé she had
sworn she could never experience again?

It was late when they got back, and over suppea Sauldn't help
noticing how often they exchanged brief glances amtthes. As
soon as she decently could she excused hersdlinditthat she was
feeling tired.

In fact, she had never felt less like sleep. She mayed up by a
restless nervy energy that she couldn't seem feldift seemed a



long time before she finally heard Vanessa leasd Manessa and
her brother been making love?

A shudder of sensation gripped her body, her ftaattempts to
summon the protection of Rick's familiar featuraaguished by their
refusal to form. Instead it was Jonas who filled treughts and
senses, his mental image tormenting her until skefarced to bury
her head beneath her pillows in an attempt to pissimtrusive image
away.

As the week wore on, Sara found that her mood ofaus tension
didn't abate. Whenever she tried to calm hersethimking of Rick,
Jonas's strong features came between her and meorras of her
dead love. lllogically, it was Jonas she blamedHer inability to
remember Rick in exact detail. She was alterndtely between the
feeling that she never wanted to see him agairttam@urning need
to do so, so that she could demand that he stapitay her.

On the Friday evening she babysat for Carly on@nagllowing
Vanessa and Sam to go out together.

The thundery weather, which had grown oppressinaedher to bed
early with the beginnings of a bad headache. Thiets she took
beforehand ensured that she fell asleep almost thatedy, but the
physical intensity of her dreams woke her abrupithhin an hour of
going to bed.

Her dream had been so real that it was minutes stite had come
awake before she realised that she was alone imerbed, that
Jonas was not beside her. Jonas... Even thouglwahealone her
body burned, her skin scorched with heat.

Her dream had been so real that even now she doaldly
comprehend that Jonas wasn't there with her, tlattduch against
her skin had not been his but merely part of heanir.



With returning consciousness came the awarenelssvofimuch her
body ached. Pressing her hands to her breastdekheir hard
arousal, her throat suddenly thickening with unbhgdears.

Her headache was even worse than it had been béfpmunding
mirroring the heavy thud of her pulses. With a temted cry she got
out of bed and pulled on her wrap, going over todpen casement
window.

Outside the night air was hot and still with thesien that presages a
thunderstorm. After the thunder would come theefetif rain to
freshen the air and release the tension. But theeemed to be no
escape for her own tension.

This hectic, almost frantic desire to abandon hetsahe physical
act of sex was unfamiliar to her. And yet surely shust have
experienced this same driving need with Rick? Aftérthey hadn't
been lovers .. . and she had loved him. The fadtghe was young
and still a virgin had made him very protective @adder towards
her, never permitting them to get in a situaticet tffered too much
temptation.

Perhaps it was because she was older that shéhigltourning
need—or perhaps it was fuelled by the fact thak Rias now lost to
her for ever.

As she looked out of her window, she saw a lightogan one of
Jonas's greenhouses, and instinctively she withétaaw sight, even
though she knew it would be impossible for anyooes¢e her.
Vanessa had said earlier in the week that Jonasawayg seeing
customers, but now he must be back.

An unwelcome quiver of sensation tormented her ,skaising
goosebumps and making her shiver. Why had she @wckabout
Jonas—and in such an explicitly sexual way?



Feeling her skin burn once more, she stumbled badker bed,
telling herself that it must have been somethingdawith the drug
she had taken for her headache.

Overnight it rained, the crash of thunder wakingaSariefly in the
early hours. When she finally woke it was with timstinctive
sensation of having overslept. Quickly showering dressing, she
went downstairs, checking on the threshold of tiehkn when she
saw Vanessa deep in conversation with Sam.

‘Morning, sleepyhead,’ Sam teased, grinning at Wéant some
coffee?'

‘At least a gallon,' Sara confirmed wryly. 'Did ybave a good time
last night?’

She turned round just in time to see the look hethier and Vanessa
exchanged, and was instantly pierced by the mésgichl and
painful jealousy.

'You could say so,' Sam drawled, fighting to kdepdxcitement out
of his voice and not succeeding at all. 'We're gadd he added
proudly, lifting Vanessa's hand to his mouth ireatgre so tender and
loving that Sara felt her throat almost close up.

'l hope you don't expect me to be surprised,’ sheaged to say,
going forward to hug Vanessa and then kiss hehbrot

Oddly enough, it was not the fact that in commgtinimself to
Vanessa Sam was putting the past behind him thderhar throat
raw and tight, but the knowledge that she and hathbr were now
on opposite sides of the line that divided those Wwad love in their
lives and those who did not.

She wasn't jealous, she told herself as she watttgetender look
Sam and Vanessa exchanged. How could she be?aliftéishe had



wanted another emotional relationship she couleehwd one with
Jonas. ..

Although it had been the last thing she had intdridesay she heard
herself commenting brightly to Vanessa, 'l see Samaack. The
lights were on in one of the greenhouses last night

'Yes, he came back just before Sam and | wentl'outhoping the
news of our engagement will put him in a better chtt@n he's been
in these last few days. Something's obviously batgehim, but |
don't know what. It isn't like Jonas to be bad-ternsg. He's had his
problems with the business, but I've never seenwitin his temper
on as short a fuse as it's on at the moment.’

'It sounds to me as though he needs a woman ifdhisaughed Sam.

'‘Umm.' Vanessa looked rather grave. 'The parens haen hoping
for a long time that he'll marry. My mother worrigmat his mother's
death had such a traumatic effect on him that h@&twet himself risk
a deep emotional attachment. | can say this to bbgfou without
being disloyal, because you've both experiencedséime kind of
loss. Jonas hates anyone to think he's anythisgties completely
invincible, but at heart he's a tremendous romanhtimow when |
was pregnant he told me that there was no wayéwed leave any
woman to bear his child alone. Of course that wasestime ago, but
he's always had a very over-developed sense ofome#plity
towards others. Perhaps now that I'm off his hdre@might start to
think seriously about looking for a wife. He neestsneone he can
share the burden of the house with—and despitee#sity, in many
ways it iIs a burden. It simply eats money on maatee and
upkeep.'

'‘Obviously what he needs is a very rich wife," gag Sara lightly,
but Vanessa frowned, her expression very earnesshas said
seriously,



'Oh no, Sara, Jonas would never marry just fomiorel gain. He's
very old-fashioned and proud inthat way, you kne&ry much in the
same mould as his father.’

‘You mean he wants an obedient little homebodywife, who'll let
him walk all over her?'

Sara could tell by the indignant colour in Vanessheeks that she
wasn't pleased.

'l thought you and Jonas liked one another," sitk sdfly, 'but it
seems | was wrong. Please forgive me, | shouldvetbored you
with my personal family concerns, Sara.' With anahilly smile she
turned to Sam. 'lI'd better get back now, darling.ybu still want to
break the news to Carly at lunchtime as we plammed'

it's all arranged,’ Sam told her firmly. 'I've beoka table at The Bull,

and I've told Carly it's a very special occasiosuspect she already
has a pretty good idea of what's going to happka.&8ked me last
night if | thought that God might send her the mmummy she's been
praying for soon.'

After he had watched Vanessa drive away Sam tusaekl from the
window and said judicially, "You were a bit hardJomas there, Sara.’

'I'm sorry if | upset Vanessa.' Her voice was tesg] but in reality
she felt extremely guilty. Vanessa's quiet reactmher comments
had made her feel very uncomfortable and bad-madner

'She's a very fond sister,’ was Sam's only comnadtitpugh he
added, 'and you should know what that means. | sagtthough,
that, like her, | thought you and he were gettingpoetty well.'

'You mean you thought there might be another romarewing,'
snapped Sara. 'That would be nice and tidy, wauithBut I'm not
like you, Sam—I can't bring myself to forget thespand start afresh.’



'‘Now just a minute.' Looking very angry, Sam hobkiewards her,
gripping her arm. if you're trying to insinuate thaecause I'm
marrying Vanessa, Holly and my life with her wile lcompletely
forgotten, you couldn't be more wrong. Vanessal and both agreed
that we want Carly to grow up feeling that she tak freely about
her mother. Holly was a very important part of rifg before | met
Vanessa, and she will always have a place in mit.hEae fact that
I'm marrying Vanessa doesn't mean I'm trying toenopt the past. |
love Vanessa in a very different way than | loveallyd She and |
were young together; neither of us had experietfeegain that both
Vanessa and | have experienced. It will be a differelationship—a
different relationship, Sara, not a better or a worse omaplg a
different one. You know, you're clinging so hardhe past that I'm
beginning to wonder why you're so frightened toitlgfo. This isn't
the life Rick would have wanted for you ...'

'‘How do you know what Rick would have wanted for?me
It shocked her to hear herself practically scregntive words.

'l know because he was my friend a damn sight Iotigen he was
your fiance," Sam returned, equally incensed. 'taé& back and
watched while you've put him on a pedestal, Saral'tm telling you
now that the Rick you seem to have enshrined im g@mories bears
precious little resemblance to the Rick | knew; vaas a living,
breathing human being, not a demigod.’

'Stop it; | don't want to listen to any more!' Cang her ears, Sara ran
out of the room, not stopping until she had readhedsanctuary of
her own bedroom.

As she sank down on the bed, she chided herselfeioadolescent
behaviour. It was all Jonas's fault, she thougtmémtedly. Until he
came into her life she had been quite contentpamd...



Now she ached with an unsatisfied sexual needtthatented her
mentally nearly as much as it did physically. Itesed
incomprehensible that she should be subject to fitaise tug of
physical desire, a desire so strong that it madguinepy and short-
tempered, that it tricked her into quarrelling wBam and upsetting
Vanessa. With a low moan she buried her head ihdweds. Perhaps
the only way she was going to get rid of it wasstmcumb to it.
Shocked by what she was being forced to admit, gslteup and
walked over to the window.

Carly was playing outside in the garden with thg.d@hen Sam and
Vanessa married there would be no place here for3te would
have to find somewhere else to live . . . and somans of supporting
herself.

Soon Vanessa would be returning to pick Sam anty @prfor their
luncheon date. She glanced at her watch. Thergleaty of time to
get Carly washed and ready; like Sam, she did ntitipate any
problems with the little girl accepting Vanessahas stepmother.
Already she had shown how much she liked VanesghVanessa
herself was not the type to differentiate betweenstepdaughter and
any other children she and Sam might have.

She would go downstairs and bring Carly in to getrieady, but first
she had to make her peace with Sam.

Squaring her shoulders, she went down to his g#iom. It was
easier than she had expected. He was as eagerk® upatheir
quarrel as she was.

'I'm sorry if | upset you,' he apologised grufflgut since I've met
Vanessa I've begun to realise what you're doingotarself, Sara.
You're turning yourself into a nun, living life gn&t third-hand. That
isn't what Rick would have wanted for you. | kndwat...'



Maybe it's what | want for myself," responded Saghtly, but he
refused to be mollified.

'If it is you're motivated purely by cowardice,’ twd her bluntly.
‘You won't let yourself make a commitment to anotihen because
you're afraid. Don't think | don't realise that, trat | don't
sympathise, but try to see what you're doing taseifi'

'‘We could argue about this for the rest of ourdjv8am, and still
remain on opposite sides of the fence. You've ahgear way of life
and you must leave me to choose mine. I'll go adtget Carly and
get her ready. You deserve to be happy,' she toidjbietly, 'and I'm
sorry if | seemed churlish. | know that marryingriéasa doesn't
mean you've forgotten Holly.'

‘No, it doesn't, any more than you marrying someeise would
mean that you've forgotten Rick.'

He saw the shuttered look close her face and sigD&dy, from now
on we'll consider the subject taboo, but therens final thing | want
to add, Sara. Vanessa and | are both agreed thditalavays have a
home here.’

He might say that now, but Sara knew that thereldvoome a time
when her brother would want his wife and family honself.
However, there was no point in discussing it now.

‘When do you plan to get married?' she asked idstea

'‘As soon as possible. Neither of us see any powvkiting. Of course
there could be a problem in that Jonas will havénich someone to
take over Vanessa's job. | don't suppose you'd/fgiving it a try?'

'‘No way,' Sara told him firmly. Work for Jonas? Sheiddered at the
very thought!



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE thunder which she had expected would clear theaan't been
totally effective, and a slumberous stillness petee the
atmosphere when Sara walked round the garderedditer on.

She was leaning over the fence, talking to the dgnkhen she heard
Vanessa's car. Its doors slammed and then she teavilash of
sunlight bouncing off the glass as Sam opened taech window,
Vanessa coming out after him.

She was hidden from them by one of the overgrovadedendron
bushes that someone had planted to screen the gadidon the
garden, but it was obvious that she had waitedtla oo long to
answer Sam's call, Sara realised in dismay astesppex] away from
the fence and saw her brother take Vanessa irrinis. a

There was nothing tentative or hesitant about thg they kissed,
and the sight of them lost to everything but thdiind need for one
another invoked such a terrible tearing agony griglation inside
her that she was half-way down the garden befoeerashlised that
she was running.

It was an indication of how engrossed they werednh other that
neither Vanessa nor Sam seemed to have heard isgrfinght. She

could hardly go back now, she thought numbly—asti@at without

embarrassing both herself and Vanessa. She had censidered

herself prudish, but there was something partibulatimate about

the kiss she had unwittingly observed, and alllsteav was that she
wouldn't have wanted anyone else to witness hairigsand being
kissed so passionately.

At the bottom of the garden where it touched thendlary fence of
Jonas's land was a heavy wooden gate. Biting ineBéira turned the
handle and stepped through it.



Beyond the rough grass that edged the fence lagralevery large

polythene growing tunnels. Edging her way betwé&ent, Sara went
in search of a path that would lead her back tadlad that ran past
the cottage. That way, she could get back withathiee Sam or

Vanessa being aware that they had been observedeyfasked

where she had been she could always tell thenshieghad gone for a
walk.

Deeply engrossed in her thoughts, she was unawdomas's cat-like
progress towards her until she almost cannonechinto The shock
of seeing him, on top of the turmoil she had alyeexperienced,
thoroughly shocked her, the colour draining outef face as she
stepped back warily.

‘Careful; the path is a bit rocky here.'

The sensation of Jonas's fingers on her arm detunbr. The sleeves
of his checked shirt were rolled up to the elborgsealing the lean
muscularity of his arms. He had nice arms, she ghbabsently,
neither too brawny nor lacking in muscle.

The trickle of sensation curling down her spinslasfought back the
impulse to touch his skin with her fingers threw hempletely off
balance, and she tugged away from Jonas's restydiand more out
of fear of her own emotions than resentment ofdushing her.

As she stepped back her heel missed the cinder, path she
overbalanced wildly, falling heavily on her leftkd@. The pain that
shot through it was so excruciating that she cduldold back a
shocked cry.

The next moment Jonas was down on his knees i &foher, his
fingers running capably and gently over her rapgiigelling flesh.

'You haven't broken it. It's just a sprain.’



Looking down on him while he kneeled at her feeswae oddest
sensation; something akin to tenderness wellednsigle her. She
almost reached out to touch the soft thicknessioflark hair, but
fortunately common sense stopped her.

'l have to carry you up to the house," he sdidat ankle will need
bathing, and you can't put any weight on it.’

She was in his arms before she could find the briaprotest, the
sudden insecurity of finding herself above the gbumaking her
cling instinctively to him, her hands locking bethinis neck.

This close, she could smell the scent of his skirsoft sheen of
perspiration dampened his throat, and where hegefs rested
against his back, his shirt stuck to his skin.

One arm supported her beneath her knees, the ma$iarg against
her midriff just below the curve of her breast.

Outside the back door, Jonas balanced her agamshigh as he
pushed open the door. The ripples of quicksilveat libat darted
through her as she felt his muscles compactingirbfle reminder of
his masculinity infuriated her, all the more sodese she knew quite
well that there was nothing in the least provo@ativhis movements,
and that he was simply reacting instinctively taiaor crisis. A crisis
which he would have handled in exactly the same wiagtever her
sex.

'I'll take you upstairs so that | can have a lobkaur ankle,' he told
her as he carried her through the kitchen, nudtdiiegloor open with
his shoulder. His movements brought his fingers animore intimate
contact with her breast, and the sudden ache af the# shocked
through her made her catch her breath.



'‘What's wrong? Did | jolt you? It won't be long novwant to make
sure that the skin isn't broken; those cinderskealethal if they get
embedded.'

‘Then why use them?' Sara asked him tartly, gladoafething to
cling on to to distract her from the effect of thiatimacy.

'‘Mainly because they happen to be cheap. Luckilgar@t get many
people wandering along them in high heels,' he ddaedonically.
'Since | can't imagine that you were looking for, mbat exactly was
if you were looking for?’

As he shouldered open one of the bedroom doors, [#&her lip in
vexation. She could hardly tell him the truth.

'l was just curious to see what lay on the otheée sif our fence,' she
lied.

The room looked like a guest room, the bedspreedineg smooth
and the furniture highly polished.

'l brought you in here because this room has its lbathroom," Jonas
told her, dropping her carelessly on to the bddydu hang on a
minute, I'll go into my own bathroom and bring backne iodine and
a bandage.' He paused and eyed her sardonicalljoUS, were you?
Strange,' he scoffed mockingly. 'Curiosity—abougteimg—would
be the very last thing I'd expect from you.'

Sara knew that he was deliberately taunting het the taunt stung,
but she kept her eyes averted, trying not to wascke dropped down
on his haunches beside her, carefully taking het B®tween his
hands.

'Mmm ... the skin doesn't seem to be grazed, bt get it cleaned
up and then take another look. Don't go away, raeiéd mockingly,
getting up and heading for the door.



He was only gone for ten minutes at the most,twéas long enough
for Sara to have edged her way restlessly off @ land to have
started moving in an awkward crab-like motion todgathe door.

It opened inward just as she reached it, the dbhegdeft Jonas's lips
making her flinch.

'‘What is it about you?' he demanded irefully. 'Jukere in hell's
name did you think you were going?'

‘To find a telephone. Sam and Vanessa will be wongevhere |
am.'

'Stop worrying; they know. | rang the cottage wiieas in my room

and told Sam what had happened. I'll run you bheket later when
we get that ankle strapped up. I'm afraid thisasg to hurt," he

warned her, depositing the tray he was carryintherbedside chest.
It contained a bowl of water, some iodine and c¢ottool, a bandage
and a nearly full bottle of brandy! 'It will helpke the edge off the
shock and the physical pain,’ said Jonas, seeingol& at the

brandy. 'Here, drink this.'

The glass he poured her seemed far too generowastesaly touched
spirits, not liking the taste, and she grimacethadierce heat of the
brandy bit into her throat.

‘Don't sip it, drink it,’ Jonas directed, watchingr grimly. Already

she could feel her head beginning to spin, a reerititht as yet today
she had had nothing to eat, and yet, sensing thsthe proved

obdurate he would force the stuff down her thr&atra reluctantly

drained the glass.

'‘Good girl." Jonas crouched down beside her agamhand holding
her ankle while the other explored it gently. Asdwched the tender
area where it was swollen, Sara winced. 'Thesesjaa® going to



have to come off. If you can stand the loss | sagdecut them
free—that will be the least painful method of remmgvthem.’

The jeans in question were the cropped type thahed above the
ankle, snugly hugging the shape of her teg, anththeght of tugging
them off over her tender skin made Sara grimace.

She watched in silence as Jonas wielded the ssigsarbusinesslike
fashion, cutting up the outside seam to her wamtbdnderneath her
jeans she was wearing a pair of minuscule cottoefsrand her
shocked, protesting attempt to cover herself withdenim as Jonas
casually pushed the fabric aside and proceeded)tiodr ruined jeans
off her uninjured leg made him pause and stare at |
uncomprehendingly.

'‘What the devil's the matter?’ he demanded grirhig, mouth
suddenly relaxing into an unforgivably amused cuasehe told her
softly, 'l haveseen a woman's body before, you know.'

'‘But not mine,' Sara snapped back shortly. It uleseher seeing him
in this distant, almost cool mood. When he pickedup outside she
had steeled herself against further passionateamidns of his

feelings for her, but instead he was treating Isethaugh she were
almost a complete stranger.

For some reason her ire seemed to increase hissamus his smile
deepened, and Sara fought against acknowledgingatioactive he
looked with that teasing glint in his eyes, hisis& as he leaned ovel
the bed towards her, subtly emphasising the smoaitiness of his
body.

What on earth was the matter with her? Sara chigeself. There
was no reason at all for her to be aware of him thks; he was not
aware of her in the same way; he was not distublydter proximity,
or by the sensation of her breath against his akihe leaned across



her to tug away the disputed jeans. Whereas sh&he swallowed
numbly, trying to deny the effect he was having her, but the
sensation curling hotly through her stomach refusegb away. She
wanted to reach out and touch him, to breathedrsthell of his skin,
to...

In fact she was so deeply caught up in her bagiénat the effect he
was having on her senses that when he drawledy sttihdically

different, is it, or is it simply that no mere humanale can be
permitted to look upon the body once possessedabyt Richard?'
initially the import of his sarcastic comment wasiast lost on her.
And then abruptly she realised what he had samtlhan skin burned
with an anger that was heightened by her own kndgdeof just how
ambivalent her feelings towards him actually were.

It was obviously true that it was possible to feelsire without
love—without even liking, she thought bitterly, waering wryly
what he would say if he knew that her reluctancead with her
jeans sprang from her own awareness of her vuliigyaiowards
him. No doubt he would be extremely amused, eslia@éer the
way she had rejected him.

But as she had told him then, it was merely a deattraction she felt
for him; the fascination of the moth for the flarabe thought angrily,
that part of the human nature that is relentledsiyvn towards that
which it knows will do it the least good.

The touch of Jonas's fingers against her skin atefily cleaned and
then bandaged her swollen ankle was cool and alinlkde hadn't
even so much as glanced at her body, never mimtediany of the
uncontrolled passion she had sensed in him the hghold her he
was falling in love with her.

A combination of shock and alcohol, plus lack adpwas making
her feel distinctly drowsy. Her head suddenly setode too heavy



for her neck, and found its way automatically orthie softness of a
down pillow. She was aware of her ankle being sedaand of
missing the human warmth of another's touch agaiesskin. She
tried to protest, but the words became a thickptefigible blur on

her tongue. She was conscious of movement witl@rdbm, of the
light gently being shut out, and then there wasingt but a deep,
dark pit of welcoming sleep.

She climbed reluctantly out of it some time latamscious of being
forced to part from a dream that had been intendelsurable. In it,
she had not been lying alone, she thought drowsiigjeone else had
been with her, holding her, touching her. .. Rak¢ourse ... No, not
Rick. Rick had been in her dream but he had beemitamt, a barrier
which stood between her and the man whose armsostiesperately
wanted around her. The man.... What man? Jonas!

Like tiny ripples quickly growing on the stillnes$ a millpond, the

shock spread outwards through her body, until she eonfused by
what was reality and what was not. Her head feltzyuher thoughts
disordered and vague. Her ankle ached, but noyb@lde room was
unfamiliar to her, the curtains making it dark ahathing unfamiliar

objects in deep shadows.

Gradually reality crept back. She had been drearalmgut Jonas,
dreaming that Jonas was making love to her, but Riek had come
between them, and Jonas had gone away from hersl@ltzlered
deeply, caught up in a fierce spiral of physicaside She tried
desperately to cling to the fading image of Riakt, ike a talisman
that had lost its power, his features no longer thadability to blot
Jonas out of her mind.

Instead, Jonas's were the features that formedwitgr skull, his the
touch she remembered against her skin. Jonas’s toumpossible,
and yet there was no denying the very real achp ohsa&de her, the



almost gnawing need she had to be kissed and edrbgshis mouth
and hands.

Beneath the bedspread she moved restlessly, ttgirgcape from
what her body was telling her, her hand accidgntaditching the
heavy lamp beside the bed and sending it crashitigetfloor.

Luckily it was unharmed, but Sara was still cromchon the floor,
looking at it, when the bedroom door was thrustnoped Jonas
strode in.

'I'm sorry ... | woke up and knocked the lamp dver.

How constrained and tense she sounded! She darémbkat Jonas
in case he should somehow divine her state of mind.

'l've no idea what time it is,' she said jerkilggping her back to him,
trying to fill the thick silence with something .. anything that would
stop her from turning round and throwing herseib inis arms. What
on earth was wrong with her? She didn't love hirehe didn't even
like him. But she wanted him. Oh God, how she wantan!
Crouching here on the floor, she only had to cleseeyes to feel the
satin- smooth glide of his skin against her owntéaste the hot
savagery of his kiss, to . . .

'Ifisn't that late. You've been asleep for an hango, that's all. By the
way,' he added casually, 'Sam rang and suggestesiymd the night
here." When she made no comment he added drdgrd say that's
more for his sake than yours. He and Vanessa dmt'tmany
opportunities to be alone.'

"You know they're getting married?'

She kept her voice low so that he wouldn't hearp#@c in it. She
was to stay the night. Oh God, how on earth wagsive to endure
it? She barely recognised herself in the woman helte suddenly



become, a woman who ached so much for the physissession of
the man standing behind her that it took a conaésdreffort of will
not to stand up and beg him to make love to her.

‘Yes.' His voice was clipped, giving her no indicatof his feelings
on the subject, although his curt, 'What will youwhen they do?'
reminded her that she couldn't rely on having a¢aiith her brother
for ever, no matter what he might say.

Turning round and standing up slowly, like an oktgon, she said
carefully, 'I'm not sure. Go back to London, | sog@. I'll have a
better chance of finding a job there.’

He swore so unexpectedly and graphically that slaged where she
stood, grabbing hold of the bed as she inadveytenti her weight on
her bad ankle.

It all happened so quickly, Jonas's arms comingdder to support
her, that she wasn't sure if he had cursed first,ale had stumbled.

‘You shouldn't be out of bed,' he told her harshly.

A tremor of intense excitement ran liquid heat tlgio her veins, the
pleasure of having him so close to her so intomgathat it blinded
her to everything else. In a voice she barely resagl as her own,
she whispered provocatively, 'Then you'll just hewg@ut me back,
won't you.'

She felt the tension grip his muscles in the sagcersd as it hit her
what she was doing. And then the panic that clut@téer stomach
was gone as she remembered what he had said afowanting
merely sex from her. It must surely be her overgbdrimagination
that told her that the intensely passionate lookis eyes meant
anything, but when he slid his hands slowly downdae arms, and
asked huskily, '‘Does that mean what I think it ne®ashe wondered
if she hadn't been extremely foolish after all.



It bemused her that she, who had managed to stagrsble and
controlled in Rick's arms, should feel this irréibie urge to abandon
common sense completely whenever Jonas touchedhérwhen
he touched her the way he was doing now, the mstredting of his
fingertips against the quiveringly sensitive fleshher inner arms,
she felt as though she would rather die than hatdtop what he was
doing to her.

'l want you to make love to me.'

She could hardly credit that she had actually gsdvords, until she
felt the sudden slam of Jonas's heart againstlssits fierce kick
registered by her own muscles.

‘Do youknowwhat you're saying to me? No, don't bother answeri
that,' he said thickly as he dragged her into hmssaand held her
there.

As she felt the heat coming off his body, realitiruded sharply into
her dream world and she tensed,

saying huskily, 'l thought you didn't want this.aftyou didn't want
sex from me ...

is that what | said?' He held her slightly awaynirtdiim, looking

down into her eyes with a faintly brooding expreaswhile his hands
cupped her face, his fingers stroking behind hes ead down her
throat.

His mouth hovered close to hers, and, shaminglsg lsaew that she
wanted its heat and possession, to the extentstimatwas quite
wantonly urging her body forward, and parting hes.|

She heard him groan as his mouth closed over Hieessound
intensely exciting. One of them was shaking, or ivasth of them?



'‘Perhaps you're right after all,’ he muttered, ngkhis mouth
momentarily from hers. 'Perhapssfust sex. You'll have to overlook
my foolish romantic yearnings; they obviously biadme to reality.’

Was that bitterness or contempt that ran throughvbice like a
thread of steel?

'‘Whatever it is between us, | know that you findstirresistible as |
do, don't you?"

His teeth were taking tiny little bites at her lowg, his tongue
stroking and touching, its erotic movements drivingr into a
delirium of desire.

‘Yes ... Yes ...' She heard the hoarse moan agthbthhad been made
by someone else, but at least he had acknowledgedhat it was

simply sex between them; that made it easier fortth@ndure the
fierce need that burned inside her. Wanting hina ipurely sexual

way was not a betrayal of Rick.

'‘And sex is all you want from me, isn't it?'Thegtaress of his voice
momentarily broke through her arousal. Blinking Nyaait him as she
focused on the grey heat of his eyes, she sai@anhbt, i don't want
anything from you."'

The sound he made deep in his throat made herrshiemuscles
clenching, as his hands slid up under her tee;sinidovering her
breasts, his hands cupping them as he rubbed hmsbth slowly
against her hard nipples.

‘Liar," he whispered rawly against her ear. '"Yountwthis." Her

response to the deliberate intimacy of his thunglasnest her sensitive
skin made him laugh softly. 'And this ..." His moubund hers,

touching and teasing her parted lips, until wignaall moan of need
she flung her arms round him and dragged his heath @o that she
could fasten her mouth on his.



For a few seconds he stayed passive beneath legisteassault, and
then, momentarily lifting his mouth from hers, hettered thickly,
‘And so, God help me, do IV

She couldn't stop her body vibrating with a shudidgrleasure when
he started to kiss her, his mouth fiercely demagpdirat she held
nothing back, warning that if she didn't give hihe tresponse he
sought he would take it anyway.

It was nothing like the tender kisses she had shargh Rick;
nothing like them at all, and to her shame sheddahat beneath the
pressure of Jonas's mouth she felt more a womarstie had felt at
any other time irj her life.

They kissed with a famished need that a minutectiethpart of her
brain registered with awe. It was alien to her peadity to react like

this. She had always enjoyed Rick's gentle loventgkout she had
never felt any urge to take it beyond the limitsse¢ on it; she had
been content to let Rick set the pace, but nowkeke that if Jonas
were to stop touching her she would use everyfldgminine power

she had to make him want her.

Just then she felt him move away from her, his threg harshly
unsteady against her ear as he levered himsethtpri

Before she could speak he said thickly, 'Too maothes.' And in the
semi-light filtering through the closed curtaing&watched him tug
off his shirt and jeans.

His body was every bit as masculine as she hadimmadgher fingers
trembling slightly as she touched the sharp riddesospine. His skin
felt hot, his muscles clenching as her hand slihdoto his hip. He
was wearing a pair of white briefs which he alsgged off and
dropped on the floor before coming back to her.



It seemed ridiculous that she had reached the godshdage of
twenty-five without ever seeing the male body somately before.
She had seen Rick in his swimming things, of cquos®& minimal

though they had been, it wasn't the same. There ssasething
primitive, and even a little threatening, aboutstreng, clean line of
Jonas's body as he turned back towards her and caaght

momentarily in the half light.

A dark ribbon of hair curled down the centre of tusso, spreading
and thickening where it reached the top of hishibiddis arousal was
S0 obvious that Sara automatically averted her,dgesng her skin

flush with heat. But the heat wasn't caused by erabsment. She
ached to reach out and touch him, to reassurelhgraehe was real,
that his desire for her was real, and not just @aticoation of her

earlier dream.

'‘Don't look at me like that." His voice was raw amsteady, causing
her to tense and look up into his face.

Had she done something wrong? "Why not?'

Her own voice was huskily unfamiliar, sharing tleagion she had
heard in his.

'‘Because it makes me ache to feel your hands agmayjnskin,' Jonas
groaned into her ear as he leaned forwards tohteken his arms.

She was still wearing her tee-shirt, and she tdistestinctively
within his embrace, wanting to be rid of it, wagtito be rid of
anything that came between their two skins.

‘You want to take this off?' His voice was hot dnidk, making her
shiver in hectic excitement, the erotically rougdpnasion of his body
hair against her midriff as he leaned into her mgkiner gasp in
pleasure.



As he had done before he slid his hands up undeteeeS$hirt,
cupping her breasts. Her nipples were already &addtaut, pushing
eagerly against the soft cotton, and when he hertdad and started
to tease the twin spirals through the fabric of tes-shirt Sara
thought she would go mad with the frenzy of pleasaside her.

Held captive by the superior weight of his bodye sbuld only move
her head protestingly from side to side and plucgatiently at her
tee-shirt as she tried to convey her need to hesvabuth against her
body without anything between them.

But Jonas seemed to be enjoying teasing her, kgepn his
deliberate torment until the cotton clung to heinskh damp
transparency. She had never experienced anythiagpso in all her
life, and she shuddered protestingly beneath v shress of his
tongue.

The skin on his hands was slightly rough, and wiitet@uched her
breasts beneath her tee-shirt, the delicate frictenl her growing
desire for something more than his light caress.

Just when she felt she could not bear it any lgng@mas moved
swiftly, dragging her tee-shirt over her head dmdjing it on to the
floor, his mouth finding the hot pink crest of om@ple and tugging
on it fiercely with a smothered groan of satisfacti

As though an electric current passed through hay bom that point
of contact Sara found herself arching franticafjgiast him, her head
thrown back, the muscles in her throat cordinghesraked her nails
over his back.

She wanted him desperately Sara acknowledgedplkgriiathed in a
heat that matched his own, as she moved instingthveneath him

and felt the shudder of need rip through his mssagehis hands slid
to her hips, lifting her slightly, supporting hearessing her.



Her thighs parted instinctively to accommodate Huer, legs lifting
eagerly to wrap round him as she welcomed thedirsioth thrust of
his body against and then within her own.

Despite the fact that he was her first lover theas no pain, just the
merest pang of discomfort, but she thought he woatdotice.

But despite the intensity of his arousal and degiee did notice,
checking slightly, his mouth leaving her throath@&s eyes narrowed
on hers, asking the question she could see foronnys lips.

Instinctively Sara placed her fingers against h@uth, letting her
body tell him how much it welcomed and wanted hhmr eyes
widening with shock and excitement as she felt imave inside her.

Her fingertips still rested against his mouth. Hgs parted, his
tongue touching the soft pink pads, his teeth nigoielicately before
he sucked her fingers into the moist heat of higtlndhis movements
mirroring the erotic responsiveness of her bodyisgossession.

Heat bathed her body, her skin breaking out in astm&how of
perspiration. His mouth released her fingers, ¢ngtie touching the
hollow of her throat, absorbing the tiny bead oéangathering there.

The urgency which gripped and drove her now wastigthing she.
had ever experienced before, the compulsion sd tvashe could
barely comprehend the magnitude of it. Nothing erad but the
need to satisfy the urgent rhythm of his body,.to .

As her senses started to explode in concentricrspaspleasure she
cried out unintelligibly, shuddering as she felnds tense, his
breathing ragged and hoarse, the sound of her oarmis lips almost
unfamiliar to her as he reached his own physidabse.

Drowsily she decided it must be shock and weaktiestsmade her
cuddle up instinctively into the warmth of Jonabsdy as he



carefully eased himself away from her, and gerttigked her tired
limbs.

She heard him say her name and tried to open ksr byt they felt as
though lead weights were attached to them. She gawearticulate
murmur, but was too exhausted to stay awake.

As she slid fathoms deep into sleep she was vaguedye of the dull
throb of her ankle—something she had totally fargotwhile Jonas
was making love to her—and of the delicious warafthis body, its
protective bulk curled around her.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SHE woke up slowly, warm with languorous pleashedf reluctant
to leave sleep behind and yet knowing that somgthetter awaited
her.

The name that murmured past her lips as she reached touch the
man beside her belonged to the past, and she knewt the intensity
of the physical pleasure she had experienced witaslhad been so
overpowering that she was still half in shock. ésieasier, and much,
much safer, to pretend that it was Rick who hadenade to her and
not Jonas.

She had thought Jonas was asleep and that theraomaise other
than herself to hear her self- indulgent lie, th& tmoment Rick's
name was whispered past her lips she knew she veagyw

Strong fingers bit into her arms as Jonas turnest,qwshing her
back against the bed and holding her there, ond hamentarily
leaving her arm to snap on the bedside lamp.

'So that's it, is it? You were using me as a siaridie said hoarsely.
'‘Damn you, Sara—but | should have guessed, shoulirn¥ou'd
never have given your precious virginity to me, Vdoyou?'

He was barely speaking above a whisper, but shefrgduseningly
aware of his anger. His mouth, the mouth that hsskkl and caressed
her skin to such a pitch that it still tingled $lity, was now curled in
a vicious snarl of rage, his eyes as cold and emaptya winter
landscape.

She sensed that he was using his anger to madidiveshe had
struck to his pride, but instead of pleasing hiéshee could feel was a
vast aching well of emptiness, because she hagraténded he was
Rick when he was making love to her. She had knexactly who
was holding her in his arms, touching her ... Igvirer. A terrible



tearing pain threatened to wrench her body apatesuth hit her.
Despite everything she had taught herself, degflitbe barriers she
had built up against him, despite the fact thaivhe now looking at
her as though he would like nothing better thachioke her to death,
she had fallen in love with Jonas.

For a second her shock was so intense that shghhslue was going
to black out, her first panicky thought being tivahatever else
happened Jonas must not discover how she fele tidh ... Not so
very long ago he had told her he was on the verdallong in love
with her and she had rejected him; she wasn't gamirggve him the
opportunity to reject her in the same way.

And if he didn't reject her ... if he did genuin&ye her ... It made no
difference, she reminded herself. After Rick's Hesdie had made her
decision never to leave herself vulnerable to teng of loving and
losing someone ever again, and she intended totstihat decision.

Yes, it was better that Jonas continued to thirklskd pretended he
was Rick, she told herself stoically, gritting lheeth as she felt him
shake her as thoughhe wanted to shake the dammoimnts wut of her.

'‘What sort of man was he, anyway?' he demandeflyhistarting
down at her in bitter dislike. 'Why did he neverk@&dove to you,
Sara? Wasn't he capable of...’

The sound of her open palm hitting his face startteem both; Sara
felt the reverberation of the blow shudder throbghbody, her eyes
closing against the blazing anger she saw in Jonas.

'‘Don't you dare say a word against Rick!" she heaedself
stammering wildly. 'He loved me and he respected\We weren't
lovers because there wasn't time ...'

She knew that the anguish in her voice was as rarctvhat she
considered her own betrayal of Rick's memory infigwWonas as it



was for what Jonas was saying. She knew now wéhettperience
that Jonas had given her, with the knowledge ofithensity of
physical love that Jonas had shown her, that Riggtave seen her
more as a cherished child than an adult woman. Raabh't that just
been what Sam had been trying so gently to teldbheng these past
weeks?

With an anguished moan of pain, she tried to wrdred of Jonas's
grip and bury her face in the pillow, but he wouidet her; his voice
was thick with atiger as his fingers tightened mbter arms. 'Oh, no,
you don't ..1'm not your precious Rick, content to behave like
bloodless hero out of a children's story boldi a flesh and blood
man, Sara, withair the failings and needs that the words imply. S
you thought it was Rick who was making love to ydig, you?' he
demanded with a soft venom that was somehow magbténing
than his earlier anger. 'Well, then, this timel&tter make sure you
know exactly who it is you're holding in your arrhgdn't | ? Hadn't
I?" he reiterated gratingly, giving her a littleagk.

Sara couldn't think past his ominous 'this timéd e mean to make
love to her again, then? A tiny shock of fear tenker spine, a
betraying tingle of excitement heating her blood.

He moved—not quickly, but with a slow deliberatitvat held all the
frightening grace and beautiful menace of a panth®ring in on its

prey.

While her heart and pulses leapt with somethingwias not entirely
fear, her body registered the satin heat of Joagsimst it, the hard
length of his leg pinning her to the bed, the slmsplent movement
of his hand as it slid from her arm to her wristl &mom there to her
waist and her hip, finally coming to rest on theivgung
vulnerability of her stomach.



'‘Now,' he demanded softly. 'Tell me that you knomowam. Say my
name.'

The soft words rippled against her ear, as inno@nta wave
caressing the beach, but waves could be dangdreasherous, and
Sara felt her body tremble in apprehension as dbgeised the
willpower cloaked by the gentle whisper.

She found she was swallowing, her throat tight wethves, tight and
dry, far too dry for her to say anything.

‘Say it. Say my name.’

He wasn't even watching her now; instead his attergeemed to
have strayed to her body, his voice deceptivelyhtligand
expressionless. His hand moved, making the nerdimgs under her
skin pulse and flutter.

Drawn against her will to watch what he was doiBgra saw his
hand stroke from her stomach up to her breast.

Hot colour sprang into her cheeks as she saw tlyehea nipples
hardened in exultant anticipation of his touch.

"Your body wants me, doesn't it, Satd@ never possessed it, neve
taught it the pleasure of which it was capable. Yamtme.'

She had intended to deny it, to fight him evenhit the way, so
whose was this voice that ached and cracked wiiithg?

'Yes. .. Yes ...

His hand had reached her breast now, sliding walmlyeath it,
cupping it so that she could feel the faint calesiagainst her more
tender skin. He moved, dipping his head, and heolavibody



quivered in anticipation of the sensation of hisuthoagainst her
breast.

Little shock waves of mingled arousal and frustnatiexploded
through her as he murmured, a breath away frorskiey'Yeswhaq
Sara?'

Like Shylock, he wanted to extract every last ousiceetribution, to
wring from her payment in full for letting him thHinshe had
pretended he was Rick.

Andithe longer she withheld his victory from him, themmhe would
make her pay. Every second that ticked past acanteckst on Ihe
debt, and she shivered again. Not in desire this,tbut in despair,
sensing the abyss opening up in front of her. Tmigthat it was
Jonas who aroused her body, who made her achergrmlt for

fulfilment, was to lay herself open to unimaginapkan, but if she
refused, if she pretended she was not in the défestted by the warm
pressure of his hand against her breast, or bgribraise implied by
the proximity of his mouth and its moist heat, thenwould go on
and on, until she was forced to concede.

Surely it was better to give in now, while sheldthd some last
remnants of self-control, when she could get awéi @wdmitting

merely that sexually she found him desirable? # slithheld that
admission, who knew what she might be driven toygb him in the
intense paroxysm of pleasure she knew all too keetiould drive her
to?

And yet one part of her wanted that from him, wdrten to make
slow and languorous love to her until both of themalted in the
fierce heat of culmination, until neither of themwhthe willpower to
resist the force they had built together.



Sanity urged the former course. Swallowing agatihetdryness in
her throat, she whispered huskily, 'Yes, Jonas.'

She went limp with relief as his hand left her Isteand yet part of
her ached for him to go on touching her. He movealting his weight
off her body, but as she made to scramble awagrims came round
her, securing her against him, taking her with agine moved so that
she lay sprawled on top of him, chest to chestblento even take a
breath without becoming excruciatingly aware of him

'What are you doing? You got what you wanted.'

Panic made her voice high and tremulous, the deepdsof the
laughter rocking his chest making her tense, hes jdening on his
face.

'I'm not as easily satisfied as your precious Ritle told her
mockingly. 'That was just a small foretaste of wihatint from you,
my lovely.’

She saw then that he had just been playing withthat nothing less
than her total subjugation would satisfy the bldwe $iad struck his
ego, and she began to fight against his imprisoaings, gasping out
In panic as she felt them tighten round her, diegly constraining
her, every frantic movement of her body servingydolenforce on
her the masculinity of his.

He waited until she was breathing in harsh solexbaustion before
saying softly, 'Now we'll begin. Say after me, InWgou, Jonas.'

The words stuck in her throat, held prisoner timeteso much by fear
but by the awful realisation of how true they we3be did want him;
shamingly, shockingly so.



Logic and sanity were ignored now. Something memaigve ruled
her senses. Her mouth locking in a hard line ofaleshe turned her
head away.

‘Cat got your tongue, has it? Maybe this will help.

He moved, and she had to tense every muscle agaessiow
exploration of his mouth as it caressed her thitapressure subtly
increasing until he reached the pulse at its bEse.sensation of his
mouth closing over it and sucking her skin in athiny that quickly
matched the frantic throbbing of her vein made dg@mweak with
longing, but she still refused to give in.

‘Well, if that didn't appeal to you, perhaps yagordfer this ...'

Not appeal to her? Sara shuddered as his mouthdefthroat. He
knew exactly what he was doing to her; she hadapett herself
physically even if she had remained silent verbally

His hands gripped her waist, lifting her slightitill fighting for
breath, she looked down at him, suppressing a singrpf denial as
she saw his tongue stroke teasingly against hetenip

Over and over again he repeated the light caressph one breast
and then on the other, until she was shivering itmixture of

arousal and anguish. She raised her hands to muselhaway from

him and instead found that she was curling herefiagnto his skin,

scarring its surface with her nails as her spimded in involuntary
ecstasy, her breasts swollen and eager for theohba mouth.

When he stopped touching her she shivered conelysiunable to
stop herself looking down at her body. Her nippglesbbed deeply
pink; her skin was flushed and still faintly maisim his tongue.

'Say it.



The words whispered invitingly against her skingntenting and
tantalising her as she watched the movement omlbisth and then
heard herself saying as though she had no willeofdwn, 'l want
you, Jonas.’

‘And this, you want this. Tell me, Sara.'

His mouth closed over her breast, gentle at fissh@ caressed her
swollen nipple and then more demanding as he &ltshuddering
response.

'‘God, yes . .. Yes . .. Barely aware of speakdaga arched her back,
inviting him to do with her whatever he wished.

His mouth found the valley between her breaststaasged the tiny
bead of sweat forming there, his hands slidingetdiips and then her
thighs, moving her so that she straddled him. Kis &It hot against

her own, burning into her.

'And this. You want this?'

His voice wasn't as cool or as steady now, but $%ach all but

forgotten what had first precipitated his touch. aifhhis fingers

stroked softly against her body, seeking and thetirfg the intimate

feminine core of her, she cried out in pleasur@sging eagerly
against his caress, finding relief from the framéinsion building up

inside her by burying her mouth against his shauldier tongue

tasted the salt tang of his sweat, and found dy&g the maleness of
him, her hands eagerly caressing his skin as s tp stifle her

whimpers of pleasure against his throat.

'Say it. Say that it's me you want.’

Say it? Didn't he know? Couldn't he tell?



'l want you. | want you, Jonas.' The words, onceg seemed to pour
out of her as though they had previously been daimmerds that

had no meaning save that they formed a litany tthldthim of her

pleasure and her desire, his name interspersedhaiteharp high

cries of need.

The world exploded in a spasm of pleasure thatliggeame from
her throat; her body was reluctant to lose comettt his as he gently
rolled her over on to her back.

As he leaned over her, she reached up and touchéack, her eyes
closed, her fingers drifting down his throat. Hisnswas slick with
sweat, like her own. He had given her so much pleasut he ...

Her hand slid down his body.
'‘No!'

The harsh denial in his voice as he captured hgefs shocked her
into opening her eyes. His face was flushed, hesdyrilliant with
arousal. He wanted her, didn't he?

She glanced at his body covertly, and felt hisdnsgtighten around
her own.

'Not yet." His voice was thick and unsteady. "Time there's going to
be no misunderstanding, Sara. This time there'lhdeoom in your
mind for anyone but me. You've thrown your preci&isk in my
face once too often, and | intend to make sureytbatwon't be able
to spend any more nights bringing him back to life your
imagination. From now on, whenever you try to inmeghe's making
love to you, you are going to have the reality of lmvemaking to
compete with.' His voice had become harsh agathsha was sorely
tempted to tell him the truth. Instead she saidigigy, 'Jonas, I'm
tired..." and wished she hadn't as she saw thergiit his eyes and
heard him say silkily,



'‘Oh, no, you're not, but you will be, | promise ybat.'

And then as she closed her eyes against thatigigtmok she felt his
mouth moving delicately against her skin, caressggslight swell
of her stomach.

Shocked by the ripple of sensation coiling throbgh she struggled
to move away, kicking out at him.

His fingers curled round her ankle, constraining aad then, like the
movements in some perfectly choreographed balkefifgertips and
mouth moving in perfect synchronisation, they tHmee slowly
together from opposing directions to the swollearhef her body
where her womanhood awaited the gentle caress dihigiers and the
sensual stroke of his tongue against and into baeyed warmth
with eager anticipation even while her mind and benscience
screamed out in shocked rejection of what he waggdo her.

She tried to squirm away from him, to deny the sklmawlding waves

of pleasure gathering inside her, but somewherevhiedeserted her
and instead she heard herself crying out his naméhusky

supplication until he gently released her, takiagihto his arms and
letting her feel how much caressing her had arobsed

‘You've told me how much you want me, Sara," hetened thickly
against her mouth. 'Now show me.'

And as though she had spent all her life in prepardor this very

moment, Sara lifted herself against him, strokiegtands down his
back, pressing her open lips against his throatrarzdling his skin

until she heard him groan in pleasure.

Beneath her palms his buttocks felt hard and I&we arched up
against him, her hands trembling as they soughhips Moving to
accommodate her, he shuddered violently the first she touched
him intimately, his responsiveness to her touchockihg some



primitive force within her that wouldn't let hersteuntil she had
guided and absorbed his body within her own.

'‘Love me, Jonas. Please love me.'

She was barely aware of moaning the words agaiastkin, or of

repeating them over and over again until he siléribem with his

mouth, his body re-establishing its mastery overdwn as it set the
pace for their lovemaking. He took her to a clintlat made her cry
out in astonishment and pleasure, her lips whiegdnis name over
and over again until the sound was drowned outibyharsh cry of
release, the heat of him deep within her so unb&apignant that
for a moment she felt she wanted to cry.



CHAPTER NINE

WHERE on earth was she? The angle of the light comimgsacthe
bed was unfamiliar, and so was the curious leth#ngy filled her
body. And then, shatteringly, she remembered.ngitlip with a cry,
Sara snatched up the bedclothes as she rememiatedhe was
naked, but she needn't have bothered; she was etiyphlone.

Hardly daring to believe the previous night hadualty happened,
she glanced fearfully at the pillow next to her oBure enough, it
still held the indentation of another head.

Jonas. Where was he? There was no sound from tjoeiad
bathroom. She glanced at her watch, appalled was how late
she had slept; Jonas must be outside working. TGakfor that. At
least that meant she would be able to leave witleodiuring the
humiliation of having to see him again. In facte stecided as she
gathered up her clothes and locked herself in tihrbom, she
intended to make sure she never had to see him.a¢gi mind was a
mass of seething feverish thought as she triedakenplans. She
would tell Sam that she needed to spend some timeondon
looking for accommodation and a job; he would pttdut she
would convince him, and 'Vanessa was there to¢ake of Carly. It
wouldn't be long before he and Vanessa marriedwidgling .. . She
would have to attend the wedding and Jonas woulthéee. She
winced as she put her full weight on her achindegrghe would have
to overcome that hurdle later. For now she musaputuch distance
between herself and Jonas as she could.

On her way through the bedroom she caught sighe¢oflushed face
and hurriedly averted her eyes. She even lookeerdrit—more
alive .. . more feminine somehow.

She was just reaching for the door handle whearnrietd and the door
opened inwards. Confronted by the reality of thexmwao had been



her lover, she blushed a warmer pink, all the menmtages she had
been trying to blot out from the moment she had emokip now

surging into her mind. She almost cringed as sheenebered how
Jonas had made her say his name and plead favieiséking. In the
cold light of day she ought to have been wondehog on earth it
had ever happened, but even that refuge was de¢oider. By

admitting her real feelings towards him she wasddralso to admit
that if he were to touch her now, to take her gdrms . ..

But he did no such thing. Instead he folded hissaower his chest
and stood in front of the door glaring at her inuB@tompromising
fashion while he demanded curtly, '‘Just where #ledo you think

you're going?'

'‘Home,' she told him coolly. 'Sam will be expecting.’

'‘Sam will be expecting you when | drive you bacteafunch.' He
glanced at his watch. 'It's now only eleven o'cld@&fore you leave
here, you and | have some talking to do.'Fear @awhrough her.
Had he guessed the truth? Was he going to conffremtvith it, to
make her admit it as last night he had made her . .

'Sara!' His voice was rough with anger, and somgthelse.
Compassion? She looked at him and saw the grinofdgs mouth.
No, she must have imagined it.

'For God's sake stop looking at me like that! I'at going to hurt
you.'

The harshness of his expression was unconvincing.
'I'd never use force against a woman.'

'No?' Somehow she managed to keep her voice lightlay. "What
about last night?' She was amazed to see the mamédmat stinging
his skin. "You forced me to . ..’



‘To admit that you wanted us to make love? Thainwdlse sort of
force | was talking about, and you know it. Saoa,&od's sake why
do you fight me like this? You wanted me, | wanyed.'

‘No . .. No, | didn't want you. | wanted Rick," drexl huskily. 'l told
you that last night but you wouldn't accept it] &gt you believe you
were right, and | let myself believe it was Rickavheld me in his
arms. The fact that he and | had never actually beeers made it
easier somehow. There were no comparisons | coakie mYou
might have possessed me physically, Jonas"," butiths all it was;
emotionally, mentally, in all the ways that coutityas Rick who was
my lover.'

She said it fiercely, trying to convince herselinasch as she tried to
convince him, only she knew too much to be abladeept the lie.

Jonas, obviously, did not. All the colour drainednfi his face; his

eyes when they focused on her were a blank, opgrgyehis body so

tense that her throat suddenly ached with her teeeetall her cruel

words. But what good would it do?

‘You were right,’ said Jonas flatly, confirming akr own private
thoughts. 'lIt was just sex between us after alatEhwhat | came up
here to tell you. | realised last night that thenvem | thought you
were just doesn't exist. Still," his mouth curléidily, ‘it has to be
admitted that it was very good sex. I've never &datrgin before. It
was quite an experience; all that pent-up frustratiPerhaps we
ought to repeat it some time?'

His crudeness stunned her. It was the very lastgtlshe had
expected, but she saw as she stepped past himkahwaugh the
door that, despite his cool voice and rigid stamoeardly he was
ragingly angry. She could see it in his eyes.



She had been right not to let him guess the talth,decided shakily
as she hobbled to the top of the stairs. He wowalde henjoyed
tormenting her with it.

In the event, none of her plans for making suredsth@ot need to see
him again could be put into effect. The day afteras return to the
cottage, Vanessa went down with a 'flu bug whiclkenaimpossible
for her to take charge of Carly, and in fact Savantl she was
spending a good deal of her time at Jonas's hous&ng her
sister-in-law to-be.

Jonas, she noticed, kept well out of sight wheneher was in the
house, and in the third week of her convalesceneme¥sa
complained that she was worried that Jonas wasimgfér too hard.

'He's out almost from dawn to dusk,' she told Saraiedly, ‘and |

know it's taking its toll on him, because he's mgThe one thing
you could always rely on Jonas for was his senskuafour, but
when | started to tell him about how you almost pah out of your
skin when Peter drove the Land Rover into the flaedother day, he
almost bit my head off.'

‘You should be worrying about Sam now, not yourtheg' Sara
advised, wanting to get off such a potentially dangs subject.

‘Mmm. | do wish Jonas would settle down and getri@ar He needs
a wife, and he'd make such a good father. He l&igss you know.
You should have seen him with Carly the other ddenvSam
brought her round. Do you know, that's the finstetil can remember
him taking any time off since I've been ill, anavituld have to be the
day you weren't here, too. At one time | really édphat you and he .
.. Sara. . . what on earth's wrong?' Vanessa agskatkdly, as Sara
suddenly went pale and clutched on to the backcbia for support.



She had got up quickly, unable to bear listeninyanmessa talking
about Jonas any longer, and had suddenly felt tirbaéhint.

'It's nothing. I'm fine now,' she assured Vanesssha sat down.

'Oh, | hope you're not going to go down with thiis, 'not with the
wedding only a month away.'

Sara smile wanly; she was pretty sure she waantirgj with 'flu. For
the past four mornings in succession she had ba#a sick on
waking, and she was well enough acquainted witloler system to
suspect she had met that fate at one time suppodee the worst
possible one that could befall an unmarried wonlarshe was
pregnant there was no way she could have the bdyy.could she?
She had no home, no job . . . The complicationsirayiif she
continued with the pregnancy were so potentiallpvoduted and
damaging. Jonas was going to be Sam'’s brotheminHaw on earth
could she have his illegitimate child?

These were the logical and reasoned argumentsegitenkell to the
forefront of her mind the next day as she drove Ddrchester. In her
handbag was a piece of paper bearing the name ddréss of a
charitable organisation that counselled girls im pesition and, if
necessary, helped them to arrange a terminatiomimation? She
shivered tensely, knowing that not even in her dhwaughts did she
want to admit what she was doing. She was goiragremge for her
baby to be aborted, its short life ended almostieet had begun.

Nausea clawed at the pit of her stomach as she toiestem the
flood-tide of her thoughts. Her heart revolted agathe idea, but she
was trying not to listen to her heart. She had sakfast night, all the
last few nights, in fact, telling herself that gnestn't be emotional
and illogical, that she must bear in mind that tecision wouldn't
just affect herself, that she could hardly go aamg have her baby in
complete secrecy like a heroine in a novelette. $@uld have to



know, and being Sam he would want to hear the ramiee father.
And, knowing her, he would also know that she haictaken him as
a lover light- heartedly. No ... No, terminationsatae only way.

But when she had parked the car, she found hestéqast dragging as
she made her way to the small, cluttered officeotgihg to the
organisation. Oh God, she thoughtan't. . .

The counsellor who saw her was brisk but understgndnot

attempting to put pressure on her in any way, lamhmetently

outlining the alternatives to her. There were qoastSara had to
answer, notes that had to be made, and even wigemahaged to
announce her decision without wavering, the colmssliggested
firmly, 'We normally advise people to take two lree days to think
over their decision; after all, at this stage itidl reversible .. . You
wouldn't believe the number of girls who find thahce the
iImmediate anxiety of doing something about theggmancy has
gone, they have second thoughts. | can't tell peunumber of girls
we get coming in here to show off their babies—sgivho originally

were most adamant that they wanted an abortion.'

Forcing her mouth to curl into a polite smile, Skefa

The street in which the office was housed was @,ldiusy one

cluttered with shoppers on a Thursday afternoonShua reached the
end of it without realising how she had done son&wow she found
her way back to her car and drove home to theg®etta

Mercifully it was empty. Vanessa, she learned |dted taken Sam
and Carly to Essex to introduce them to her mathdrJonas's father.

They came back late, so full of high spirits andttdr that none of
them noticed how withdrawn she was.

The discovery of her pregnancy caused a delay irpla@s to find
herself a flat and a job in London just as sooslescould, and just



over a week after her initial interview with heruosellor, as she
stood shakily in her bathroom, still slightly wefilem the effect of
her morning sickness, Sara reflected that it wsisgs well that Sam's
bedroom was downstairs. If it hadn't been for ttiedre was no way
she could have kept her condition a secret fronbraher. As it was,
he had started worrying about her pallor and ldc&ppetite, and she
had also noticed that he had taken to watchingteertly. She had
practically made up her mind what she was goindaoTwo days
ago she had had another meeting with her counsethar, after
talking with her, had quietly made an appointmenttfer at a small
private clinic. She was to attend there this magnand because her
pregnancy was still at a relatively non-advancedethere would be
no necessity for her to stay overnight. Delibeyatéhra had forced
herself to ignore what was happening. She tolddifeshe must
pretend it was all part of some horrible nightmdhat was the only
way she could endure what she had to do. Even hew,hand
hovered protectively over her stomach, her headltieg against her
decision. But what real alternative did she have?

She had told Sam she was going into Dorchesterotosame
shopping. Now, when she went downstairs to tell i@ was about
to leave, he frowned at her, catching hold of hestvand tugging her
towards him when she would have turned away.

‘You don't look well, Sara,' he said gently. 'Sdm&d's wrong. What
Is it? Surely you can tell me? Is it because Vamessl | are getting
married? Because you think I'm betraying Holly'swmoey?'

He saw the answer in her eyes even before she dhewnkead
vigorously. Admitting her love for Jonas had fordeer to admit
other things she had been reluctant to see. Sarbdadright when
he said that Holly would not have wanted him andyGa mourn her
for the rest of their lives.

'It's Jonas, isn't it?' he said quietly. 'No, ddeny it, Sara.’



'You haven't said ...'

'l haven't said a word to anyone,' he reassuredirngy. '‘And nor
will I do so. Is it because of him that you wantdave and go back to
London? Why? He seemed attracted to you.'

‘Attraction isn't love,’ she broke in hastily. lagitoo painful to talk to
Sam like this. Listening to him brought home to lhew impossible it

was for her to continue with her pregnancy. If ditk there was no
way Sam would not immediately guess the identitythef baby's

father. If the situation wasn't so tragic it migiost be farcical; put
them in period costumes and they could all be achorone of

Congreve's witty plays on morals and manners.

‘Strange how things work out,” Sam mused. 'You cdown here
determined to believe Jonas the villain of the @jethe cruel
landowner intent on hounding Miss Betts; you wesavinced that
you'd never love anyone but Rick, and ...

‘And I've been proved wrong on both counts. Fanfrmunding Miss
Betts, Jonas was actually very kind to her. | krtbat, Sam, and |
also know | was wrong about Rick. My love for hinasva young
girl's love, while Jonas... | can't talk aboutshg told him painfully,’ |
have togoout; I . ..

'‘Don't run away from your feelings, Sara," Sam icaugid her gently.
*You know, you could be wrong. Jonas . ..'

‘Jonas doesn't love me,' she interrupted, tryirggdp her mouth from
trembling as, with a sense of well and truly havingnt her boats
behind her, she added huskily, ‘physically he migaht me, Sam,
but that's all there is to it. | know because hé e so himself.'

She couldn't bear to see the pity she knew woulh ber brother's
eyes, and, tugging her wrist free of his grip, lsheied out to her car.



She was in no state to drive, but luckily she Ha&l ¢ountry road
almost entirely to herself until she got nearerDrchester. The
clinic was housed in a new building, recently camded but
designed to fit in with the architecture of thet@sthe town. She had
to park five minutes' walk away from it, but as shew closer to the
building she found her footsteps dragging. Outsite delayed even
longer, fumbling in her handbag for her appointmeatd and
holding it in her hand while she took a deep steappreath. What
on earth was she delaying for? Her decision haghdiyr been made;
there was, after all, no other choice. Surely a#c with Sam only
this morning had confirmed that? And yet still $lesitated, drawing
a curious stare from a couple of nurses who emefged the
building. A cold sweat gripped her body; beads@&fpiration lined
her forehead, and her palms were clammy and chiled wanted to
walk up the steps, but somehow her legs would®y ¢ier, and then
suddenly, as she stared at the closed door, Savatkat she couldn't
go through with it.

The relief that followed the admission made hell te giddy as
though she had drunk a full glass of wine. Shelitedtlaughing and
crying at the same time, and so shaky that it veagrmal seconds
before she could turn away from the clinic and wddkvn the street.

The appointment card still clutched tightly in Hend, she wasn't
even aware that she was crying until her surrogsdinecame so
blurred that she realised something was wrong.

She put a shaking hand up to her face, unawatgeaturious stares
of passers-by as she looked unseeingly at her fiaggrs. Someone
jostled her as they hurried past, and she collidediptly with a
lamp-post.

'Sara!'



The shock of hearing her name spoken by the lastonaearth she
wanted to see, the hard warmth of his fingers ondmn as he
steadied her, had the opposite effect from thanhithéed.

The world swung wildly out of focus as Jonas moekx$er to her,
shielding her from the buffeting bodies and curieyss, a harshly
grim look about his mouth as he said her name again

But she was beyond hearing it, beyond doing angtlotiner than
sinking gratefully into the darkness waiting forhe

When she came round she was lying down in the bhd&nas's car.
He was leaning against the open door, watchinggherly. In his
hand ... her eyes darted helplessly back to his éacshe saw the
small, betraying appointment card.

'It was mine, wasn't it?' he demanded harshly.chfid and you...'

Something in her face must have given her awayauss he
suddenly tensed and then drew in a rasping breithaw effort that
made his shirt stretch across his chest. Leanitogihe car he placed
his hand on her stomach, and said thickly, "Youehdwone it yet,
have you ... Have you?'

She shook her head, the tears clogging her thmeekting it almost
impossible for her to do more than say in a chokdusper, 'l
couldn't... | meant to, but | couldn't go througithwt," and then she
was crying in earnest, terrible, racking sobs tbeat at her body.

Something in his face seemed to relax a littldyaalgh his voice was
still harsh as he said, 'No, and you're not gomd tntend to make
damn sure of that.'

'‘But | can't have it..." She was beyond reason rtbe,effect of
shock upon shock such that she could barely corepcethat it was
actually Jonas she was talking to and not some dignof her



Imagination sent to play Devil's advocate. 'Evehgb away | can't
keep it a secret. Sam will want to know who thedais. | couldn't lie
to him, and anyway he would probably guess. Howdbhave your
child, when Sam's marrying your sister, and..."'

'Quite easily," Jonas told her curtly, interruptirey muddled flow of
words. 'We'll get married.'

It stemmed her tears and made her struggle tp sbuhat she could
look at him.

'‘But we can't!’

'‘Why not? Because you're still in love with youeg@ous Rick?' His
mouth twisted. 'Maybe, but you're carryinty child. A child | don't
intend to let you abort, and that if you're hongstl don't want to
abort, otherwise you wouldn't be here now.’

It was so true that she could think of no respasteer than to bite
painfully on her lower lip.

'‘But you don't want to marry me,' she said at last.

He shrugged, '‘Maybe not, but I'd prefer marrying yo standing by
while you destroy our child, and | agree with yolm the
circumstances it isn't on that you could bringatalione. Even if that
was what | wanted, and it isn't. I've always beadiggthat both parents
are equally responsible for the conception of ddchand so are
equally responsible for its upbringing and canee ho intention or
desire to play the role of part-time father.’

‘But we can't marry, just like that,' protestedeSaeakly. Even to her
own ears her protest sounded weak and almost feahlded, but the
shock of seeing him, the total unexpectednesssqgitoiposal, seemed
to have robbed her of the ability to reason prgpéMlith his words,
with his assumption of control, he was taking frioen the burden of



having to worry, and it struck her as ironic tha¢ swho had always
prided herself so much on her independence, shmukb willing to
let herself be dictated to. Sitting here in thekbatchis car while he
frowned down at her with curt impatience was surilg least
lover-like of situations, and yet in a way she fadippier than she
could ever remember feeling in her life. Stentedto marry him, she
acknowledged wryly. No doubt when she felt strongfee would
regret giving in to his coercion, and even now sasheeds of
common sense and logic warned her that nothinghkeattbreak
could come from the sort of marriage Jonas woulctha mind. To
marry a man without having his love, when she lovaeh so
desperately, was surely the deepest folly knowwdmankind. And
yet others had done it before her, and she wowe & child to
love. Even if she hadn't loved him she would hagerbgrateful to
him for providing her with the opportunity to kebpr baby. But if
she didn't love him it would all be so much eassre thought
bitterly. If she didn't love him she wouldn't bedsssperately afraid of
betraying herself to him, of . ..

You can stop thinking about it,' his curt voic&ther grittily. "There
Isn't a choice, Sara, and believe me | don't interidt you out of my
sight until you're safely married to me. I'm notrgpto take the risk
ofyou ...

‘We can't get married just like that," Sara presignoring the last
part of his speech. 'What will Sam and Vanessa s/

'What can they say?' he half jeered. 'Especiallgrnwiiney find out
about the baby. Okay, so they might be surprisetitiey're hardly
going to be shocked.'

It isn't that. I'm not concerned about them knayabout the baby.
At least...' She bit her lip and looked away from hilihSam thinks
I'm marrying you because I'm pregnant...'



She was unprepared for the look of anger thatdldsitross his face.

'‘He won't know, because you're not going to saywaosr that will
give him that impression,' he told her bitinglys'far as Vanessa and
Sam are concerned, we're quite desperately inMaeone another,
and I'm so frightened of losing you that | intenchtarry you just as
soon as it can be arranged. In fact, | don't thueKkl bother telling
them; we'll just present them witHait accompli.”

There were a hundred protests she ought to have,rhatisomehow
they all remained unvoiced. It was rather shockngiscover how
much she had changed, how much she craved theitgeand
protection that Jonas gave her. Somehow it wagrt@sgive in and
let him take control than it was to protest.

'I'd like to chain you to my side from now until wet married,’ he
told her after they had visited the registrar ardd up the details of
the wedding, 'but since that's impossible I'm gamgsk you to give
me your word . . .'

‘That | won't destroy your child?' she finishedlglyafor him. It was
unnerving to realise how jealous she felt alreadyen unborn child,
secure in its father's love in a way that she neweatd be. 'l want to
keep my baby, Jonas,' she told him fiercely, 'aexhbse of that...’

‘You'll marry me. I'm not under any illusions tlyatuu'd marry me for
any other reason," he interrupted sardonicallyt iBtlne baby turns
out to be a boy, | promise you one thing; he igaihg to be called
Rick.'

Sara turned away, not wanting him to see the palrer eyes.

Having insisted that she was in no fit conditiomtive herself home,
Jonas bundled her into his car, silencing her ptstay saying that he
would get his garage to pick hers up and drivadkifor her later in

the day.



Outside the cottage he cautioned her abruptly vamenwould have
opened the door and left him the moment he stopsedar.

'‘Remember, by the end of the week we'll be martfegbu want to
convince Sam and Vanessa that it's a love matchl ya@ave to do
your bit too. I'll come in with you.'

‘But my car. Sam...'

‘We'll tell him you've got engine trouble and that/ing bumped into
you in town | offered to bring you home. | alsonthiwe should have
dinner together tonight. Oh, it's all right," he@a®d her sardonically,
seeing her face, 'l won't inflict my presence om yor any longer

than necessary. We can eat at the house. I'veogw paperwork to
do, so | suggest you bring a book with you or sdinet else to

occupy your time. If we're going to be at all cororng about this
marriage we have to create at least an illusiantohacy.'

She knew that he was right, but that didn't makani§ easier to
endure the sensation of his fingers against her a&ithey walked
towards the cottage with his arm draped casuatlysscher shoulder.

She could see the questioning surprise in Sam's ey®n they
walked in, as well she might, she thought wrylyneenbering their
earlier conversation.

Even so, Sam managed to hide his surprise as htedheasily to
Jonas, although he did glance rather curiouslyaga's purposefully
averted face when Jonas announced that they weraghdinner
together.

Sam wasn't given an opportunity to question handdt as though he
did, in reality, not intend to let her out of higl#t, Jonas insisted on
taking her back to the house with him, claimingtthmaview of
Vanessa's defection to Sam, he needed Sara'srhalptering the
plants in the greenhouses.



There was nothing she could do to protest effelgstivienere was no
excuse she could give for not going with him.

They were married less than a week later. ThaheeiSam nor
Vanessa evinced the shock she had expected wiie antinerving,

and Sara was thankful that Jonas did not sharawareness of the
reason behind the amused and knowledgeable sniiteskich Sam

greeted his announcement.

They had gone straight from the register officéhe cottage, and
Sara now sat in silence as she listened to Jonglsieixg that,
because of pressure of business, they were nag goibe able to go
on honeymoon.

'‘Why on earth was there all the rush, then?' Vanessnanded,
grimacing faintly at her stepbrother. 'Poor Sah&, didn't even have
time to look for a wedding dress, not to mentiorathe parents will
say.'

‘They already know. | rang them the day Sara aedepty proposal
and told them. As to the rush- well, apart fromabgious reason,' he
gave Sara a long, contemplative look that madeskier colour and
Vanessa exclaim, 'For heaven's sake, Jonas, yonbrarrassing Sara
to death, not to mention what you're doing to me!'

‘And me," Sam interrupted with a grin. 'Suddenhylele fortnight
seems far too long to wait to get you all to mysé#n,' he teased his
bride-to-be.

'There is another reason.'

The seriousness of his tone alerted Sara to whatérded to do. In
a fever of panic she reached out towards him, buimply captured
her hand in his, caressing the backs of her finigeaia almost absent-
minded way.



'Sara is carrying my child.' Before anyone coulkenany comment
he went on calmly, 'We had intended to wait to make
announcement until after your wedding, but in tineurnstances . . .’
He let his voice trail away and then turned to Skitang her fingers
to his mouth and lightly kissing them. Her responas totally out of
proportion to the brevity of his caress. 'We batcided it was better
to be completely open about the situation. Afteryalu'd know soon
enough anyway, and | must admit | can't preterimetanything other
than delighted at the thought of becoming a father.

Of course Sam insisted that they must all haveirgkdand it was

some time before Jonas exclaimed that they wouwld twleave. Sara
had already packed a suitcase in anticipation,veimeh she came
downstairs with it she found Sam waiting for hetret bottom of the
stairs.

‘Jonas has gone with Vanessa to pick Carly up fitayschool,' he
announced. 'They won't be very long. How long haaeknown you
were pregnant?' he asked quietly.

Sara's silence betrayed her.

You didn't have to marry him, you know, Sara; yould have come
to me.

'l love him,' she responded truthfully. 'And theghe only way | could
keep the baby.'

She saw Sam's face and said huskily, 'Yes, | kndwatwou're
thinking, Sam, but how could | have told you? Thstfthing you'd
have asked me would have been the name of the fathe't you see
how embarrassing it would have been? Me pregnantydoy

brother-in-law. | was going to have an abortiohg sdded, feeling
that having told him so much he might as well hkarest. 'l couldn't
go through with it in the end, and when Jonas fooumtdand insisted



we get married it seemed the right thing to do. edough, loving
him made it that much harder.’

'‘Does he know how you feel?"

She shook her head. 'No . .. nor will he do. Likeaid before, he
doesn't love me, he just...' She broke off as shedthe car. 'Please
don't repeat any of this to Vanessa, Sam," shedoelygr brother. 'l
didn't want you to know, and there's no reason..."

'‘No, I won't tell her. You didn't expect him to sayything to us about
the baby, did you?'

Sara shook her head.

‘Well, we would have had to know sooner or laterplas right about
that, and if you hadn't told me how you felt befaed, after his
performance today I'd have been totally convindet the pair of
you were deeply in love. Are you sure that ...'

He broke off as Sara shook her head desperatehessa, Carly and
Jonas were already coming up the path towards tlagah, Sam,
correctly interpreting her gesture, adroitly chahtfee subject before
they were close enough to hear.

Sara’'s initial relief that she wasn't going to héed upon to endure
the torment of a honeymoon alone with Jonas wasipdgr

terminated when they reached the house and heycaotiounced
that he would take her case up to his room. 'Fergie, | should have
saidour room,"' he amended wryly.

Sara couldn't move. She stood at the bottom otilues too shocked
to edit her thoughts as she blurted out, 'Do yoamwee'll be sharing
a bedroom?"



One dark eyebrow lifted satirically. 'It is the tws, and bearing in
mind the fact that we're supposed to be wildlyowel, Vanessa would
be rather surprised, to say the least, if we dedifiom it. Of course |
suppose we could always improvise—suggest to larwie enjoy

the romantic folly of creeping secretly from bedroto bedroom in

the small hours of the night," he added with fiaecasm.

‘All right, you've made your point. But | don't watie share a room
with you.'

‘No ... | can see that,' he agreed suavely, andrtioeked dulcetly,
‘as | remember it, you said you didn't want to mbekes with me
either...'

‘You know the reason for that.' She was so frahat he might guess
the truth that her voice was unusually sharp vétision. 'l told you, |
pretended you were Rick.'

'‘Good heavens, not quarrelling already, are you?'

Neither of them had heard Vanessa come in, anthslgbed at their

expressions. 'lt's all right; I'm not staying. Shas suggested that |
use your room tonight, Sara, so that you can havkem honeymoon

at least. I've just come back to collect a fewdsirAre you taking her
somewhere special tonight, Jonas?"'

He recovered far faster than she could, smilingsasister with a lazy
mockery that made shivers of unwanted pleasuredawin Sara's
spine.

‘Yes,' he agreed softly. 'In fact | was just takiregy there when you
interrupted.’

Vanessa's eyes widened and then she laughedot'sure which of
us it is you're trying to shock, me or Sara,' shra@ained, her eyes
drawn from Sara's flushed face to the flight ofrsteeading up to the



bedrooms. 'Take her into the drawing-room and geea glass of
champagne instead,' she suggested with a grirartiipe I'll be gone
in ten minutes.'

In fact it was fifteen minutes before Sara hearddssa's small car
drive away, and for every one of them she hadrsatgrimly tense
silence, refusing the drink Jonas offered and galiim more than
she had ever thought it possible to hate a mamlsbdoved.

She waited until the car had disappeared befoeenating to speak
her anger, which was so intense that she couldybget the words
out.

'How dare you humiliate me like that?' she demariuterly. 'How
could you humiliate me in front of Vanessa by irdtng...'

‘That | couldn't wait to take you to bed?'

He was watching her face like a cat at a mousekbkesaw, and she
was fearfully conscious that the room was filledrman anger that
didn't emanate only from her.

‘Since when has that been humiliation?' he demabhtiedly. ‘Most
brides would consider it perfectly normal, not &y $lattering, that
their new husbands were so eager to make loveetn,tbut since
we're talking of humiliation, | could point out you that | find it less
than pleasant to be constantly reminded that i yges my child
was fathered by a ghost. You're very quick tortetlyou won't share
my bed, Sara, but as | remember it you didn't meadh persuasion
the last time.'

What he said was all too sickeningly true, and ®&ached at what
he must think of her. In his eyes she must figuréetter than a cheat
and a fraud, a woman who claimed to love another, tmat who was
willing to accept his embraces instead.



'I'mtired, Jonas,' she protested huskily and nouthfully, unwilling
to pursue her own thoughts to their conclusion aaddenly
exhausted by the antipathy between them that leptdrves in such
a constant state of tension.

‘"You look it," he replied. 'I'll take you upstaasd show you the room,
then I'm afraid 111 have to leave you for a whiléé look he gave
her was mockingly derisory. 'The greenhouses va#dhwatering.'
He glanced at his watch as he opened the dooefdblprecede him,
and even that simple economic movement, that lyiefipse of
tanned sinewy skin, was enough to make her pulseser.

His bedroom was larger than the one she had oatuhigng her

overnight stay, its decor in keeping with the efeggof the room, the
furniture antique and the colour scheme quite alsip chosen to
blend in with the lovely faded Aubusson carpetlonftoor. The bed
was huge and very high, complete with solid mahgdap and tail

boards. In a smaller room it would have lookedcutbus, but in here
it looked exactly right.

The sheets were linen and monogrammed. Sara toutttesd
reverently. 'They belonged to my great- grandmgttienas told her.
‘They were part of her trousseau, apparently. MystLyons to make
up the bed with them this morning. They seemecerattore bridal
than the easy-care ones Vanessa seems to favour.'

For some reason his words hurt—perhaps becausértbeght home
to her all that she would never have. In that omef laction she had
seen an agonising glimpse of the lover Jonas wbeld he really

was in love. She had had another the day he retittvitell her what
he was beginning to feel for her, but she had e=dgty destroyed
those feelings like a small child destroying a leagor toy in a fit of

rebellious pique, and now it was too late. Sheesied, and instantly
he frowned.



‘You're cold. Go downstairs and I'll light the firethe sitting-room
before | go out. Mrs Lyons has left us somethingad ...'

Like a wooden doll, Sara let him guide her back dstairs. She had
entered this marriage willingly; she could hardlgnmplain now

because Jonas didn't love her.



CHAPTER TEN

AFTERthe first week of their marriage, Sara told hdrgelt she had
lived through the worst and she could scarcelyaggtmore unhappy.
She had learned painfully what it was like to slgeihe same bed as
a man who seemed completely unaware of her presesog equally
undesirous of it, while she ... For the first caupf nights she told
herself her restlessness came from the fact tleatvsts not used to
sharing a bed with someone else, but by the etiteafieek she knew
she was wrong. The reason she was sleeping so, biagliyeason she
kept on waking through the night, was that pahefstill hoped that
one time she would wake and find herself in Joras's.

Why on earth even one part of her should be undgr an illusion
Sara had no idea. Since their marriage, Jonas ladeé mhmore than
plain that he did not want her.

Now they had been married for two weeks, and todayessa and
Sam were to be married.

Jonas's father and Vanessa's mother were both témdathe

ceremony, and then they were all coming back Itetleet house for a
celebratory meal. Sara had spent the past fewadamgéully checking

with Mrs Lyons that everything would go well. Jonaas someone
she had barely seen; he was up early in the moimagin late at
night—often after she was in bed and asleep. Hegmancy was
making her feel very tired, although as yet it dad show.

She had bought a new outfit for the wedding. A peamoured suit
in a slub-effect straw silk. The skirt, althoughhagiht, was a size
larger than she normally wore and slightly tucketha waist, which
meant it discreetly concealed the very small sekler stomach. It
had a matching sleeveless top, but it was the jablk had caught
Sara's eye.



Loosely styled, it had long batwing sleeves endmigght cuffs. The
shoulders were cleverly padded, the jacket fallidigom
stitched-down pleats in an attractive unstructdiastiion, the bottom
slightly curved like a man's shirt-tail. She hadrfd a hat in a deeper
shade of peach edged with white, which luckily ni¢hat she could
use her existing white shoes and handbag.

The wedding was to take place in the small locakch. Jonas was
going to be Sam's best man, while Vanessa, puoeheiase Carly,
had decided to have the little girl as her onedsdaid.

Sara was just putting the finishing touches to dggearance when
she heard a car draw up outside. Jonas was alogadwgt the cottage.
Because of the circumstances, he was to drive Saxinand Carly to
the church, while she would take Vanessa.

She looked out of the window and saw an unfamdaar

‘The parents,' Vanessa breathed behind her. 'Batighe. That will
be Ma, of course. Oliver is hopeless about timee ave a small
chuckle. 'Come on, we'd better go and let them in.'

For a bride-to-be, Vanessa was amazingly calm, ncadmer than
Sara herself had been, but then Vanessa was ngayman who she
knew beyond any doubt loved her, Sara acknowledysdrably.

She had been dreading meeting Jonas's parenisgfeate that they
must think that her pregnancy had forced Jonasmatoying her.

But if those were their feelings they certainlyrdtdetray them when
Vanessa opened the door to them and urged thedeinsi

Oliver Chesney was amazingly like his son; oldercoifirse, and
rather stooped, his hair silver and not black. élies weren't like
Jonas's. They were a faded blue, and very kinghrifewhat vague.
He acknowledged Vanessa with a smile and shookshamamly



with Sara—she was to learn later that he was nid¢raonstrative
man—and then almost straight away started to cornarethe ducks
he had noticed swimming on the village pond.

‘Unusual that, to see them here at this time ddf.y€hey should be in
Iceland. Of course, we did have some bad springsgahich could
have blown them of course.'

‘Oliver, we've come to see Vanessa getting marnetpirdwatch,’
his wife reminded him with patient firmness.

'Of course. Of course ..." The blue eyes focusedl @ smiled
charmingly at Sara. 'Forgive me, Sara, | do tengetorather carried
away with my hobby at times, I'm afraid, as Vanedssady knows.'

‘Too true,' groaned Vanessa ruefully. 'While all sghoolfriends
were holidaying in Spain and Greece, we were clyasfinafter birds
or plants, invariably somewhere cold and wet."'

‘You're exaggerating, darling,' her mother protési®hat about that
lovely holiday we had in Switzerland?'

‘You mean the one when Oliver got stuck half-wayaumountain
trying to photograph a rare flower?'

Her mother laughed, and then turned to Sara. 'ideireg very rude,
reminiscing like this, Sara. I'm sorry we couldméake it to your
wedding, but Oliver was just putting the final tbes to his latest
book, and his publishers were screaming out for it.

Vanessa had already told her that in retiremenaslerfather had
turned to writing about his favourite subjects, dvadl already had
two books published.

'‘What time are we due at the church?' Jennifer @hessked,
automatically taking charge.



When Vanessa told her, she said calmly, 'Good]¢hats us time to
have a cup of coffee. No, Oliver, you are not toagw and lose
yourself in the garden,” she checked her husbaeding him

wandering in the direction of the French windowariéssa, you go
and make us all a drink while | get acquainted waly new

daughter-in-law.'

'We weren't totally surprised by Jonas's news," aheounced.
'Vanessa had already told us about you, and hihigdJonas was
showing a far more than neighbourly interest in.ylomust say that
I'm delighted that he's finally fallen in love andrried. Both of us
have been worried about him for some time," shee@ddlancing
affectionately across at her husband who waslatiking wistfully
out into the garden. 'As Oliver would be the fose to admit, he isn't
the best person in the world at personal relatipssiie was brought
up by a bachelor uncle and went through the tiaddi public school
system, so when Jonas's mother died, poor Oliwkrtdieally have
the faintest idea of how to comfort or bring up $as.

‘Jonas was at a particularly vulnerable age whelodtehis mother,
and naturally he wasn't able to turn to me. | visesintruder who had
taken his mother's place. We've talked about desiand he says that
the hardest thing was not coming to terms withféloethat his father
had found a second wife, but that he himself algtudded me. He
said that made him feel doubly guilty, as thoughvieee in some way
betraying the memory of his mother. Those are g&gng emotions
for a boy of fourteen to try to handle, and althowyerything has
resolved itself now, they have left scars. I'veicemt how very
withdrawn he's always been with his girl-friends-dahere have
been plenty of them,' she added drily. 'He's a aétractive man, but
| could sense that he was always holding sometbag, and | must
confess I'd begun to worry that he'd never let kifrfall in love.’

As Vanessa came in with the coffee, Jennifer Cheshanged the
subject to ask her daughter about her wedding dreasd Sara



tactfully suggested that she stay and keep heertathlaw company
while Jennifer went upstairs to help Vanessa gedye

The silence that fell after they had gone was motimcomfortable
one. In fact, Oliver Chesney was one of the mosifukand placid
people Sara had ever been with. He had a sweettaambout him
that Sara couldn't help contrasting with Jonas'edader exterior.

And yet Jonas had known pain and loss, just asiatiderself. Had,
if she was to believe Jennifer, experienced feslimdpout his
relationship with his stepmother that were veryseldo her own
emotional turmoil when she initially met him.

Surely, in the circumstances, he would understérghe tried to
explain to him exactly why she had so determinatiyng to her
memories of Rick? But why should she explain? WVes the point?

The point was that within a very short space oktishe and Jonas
would be the parents of a child—a child who haadghatrto expect
love and security from them. The love she senseid thild already
had—from Jonas as well as herself—but the secuBgifig honest
with Jonas would not change his lack of love for, Hit surely it
might at least open the way to a better understgnoetween them?
To a relationship at least founded on somethingersofid than their
present precariously vulnerable foundations.

But did she have the courage to do it? Could shgaly find the
words to admit to him that she had clung so desplgrdo the
protection of Rick because she had been frightbgdter response to
him; that she had hated and resented him becavsdgxaally she
had known even then how much she could love him?

She must tell him, Sara decided an hour later asseh her car in
motion. She would have to wait until after the wiedchow, but once
it was over and they were alone ... Now that thesiten had been



made, she felt curiously better, as though a terblirden had slid
from her shoulders.

Vanessa had chosen a very simple wedding dresspriutwhich

suited her slender figure perfectly. The way Saakéal at his bride
as they left the church together made Sara's thache with

suppressed longing for Jonas to look at her withdender love.
What a foolish, impossible dream, she recognisiétiealater as she
studied his cool, slightly forbidding features. &ydhe seemed to
have retreated even further away from her than. ever

The meal after the wedding was a very evident |scara watched
Jonas and his father chatting with a tiny acheeimhieart. They got on
very well together, and she couldn't help wondehogy Jonas would
react to his own child. They hadn't even discusisedbaby since their
marriage. In fact they hadn't even discussed amythi all. Did Jonas
now resent the fact that he had married her? It &bl all, been by
his own choice.

Because she was carrying his child, because heéh&asort of man
who took his responsibilities seriously. A man whould show the
degree of concern for an old woman who was noiveldhat he had
shown for Miss Betts would never be able to tusidack on his own
child.

Now, when it was too late, Sara wondered if she ledlonas
persuade her into marriage too easily, but if siekriefused ...

‘Are you feeling all right?'

Lost in her own unhappy thoughts, she hadn't seercdme over to
her. The light pressure of his hand on her showdddrthe concern in
his voice both combined to bring her perilouslyseldo tears.

‘Just a bit tired,’ she told him, not untruthfultywas bliss—heaven,
in fact—to be the recipient of his concern.



'‘Why don't you go upstairs and rest for a while@' duggested.
‘Everyone will be leaving pretty soon.’

Nodding her head, Sara made her excuses to evegmhevent
upstairs. Undressing down to her underwear, sheofayhe bed,
drifting in and out of a restless sleep, finallykivey when she heard
goodbyes being called and car doors slamming.

Several minutes later Jonas came upstairs.

'l have to go and check up on the greenhousestlghbut I'd
thought I'd come up and see if you wanted a cuggafor anything
first.'

Sara shook her head. Her throat felt dry, and sh® ag tense as a
finely coiled spring, but she might never get apagunity like this
again.

'l don't want anything to drink, Jonas," she taleh Inuskily, 'but |
would like to talk to you.'

He approached the bed warily, sitting down on thgeeof it, almost
as far away from her as he could possibly getnstieed wryly.

Slowly, haltingly, she started to explain to hire thauma of her inner
battle against herself almost from the moment they,

He listened to her in silence, his face grave amdadable, and then
said emotionlessly, 'l can understand what youagng, Sara—I|
went through much the same thing when my fathearaed—but
what | don't understand is how any of this reldtesne. | already
knew how you felt about Rick. | knew you couldretalb the thought
of putting someone else in his place . . .

He had missed the point completely, or perhapshstomn't put it
clearly enough, Sara thought desperately, anxietyimy her tongue



clumsy and her throat tight as she shook her headad frantically,
'‘No ... no, you don't understand. What I'm tryiadell you, Jonas, is
that | love you.'

Instantly his face became a mask of rejection. éteug and walked
over to the window, standing with his back to hem.icy wave of
humiliation overwhelmed her as Sara stared atmsdad back.

‘What is it exactly that you hope to achieve byirtglme this now,

Sara?' He had turned to face her, his face hasdeyes a cold
implacable grey. 'Oh, | can guess,' he suggestéty.stSexual

frustration plays the very devil with one's prirlefa doesn't it?' He
stood watching her with his hands in his pockeits stance relaxed
and yet at the same time curiously tense and watcihere was no
need to go to these lengths, you know,' he mockedA simple and
far more direct request for physical satisfactioould have done
equally well. In fact, | thought we'd already agtdbat sex was all
there was or could be between us.'

His words were like blows, beating her to the gdhucausing her
such unimaginable pain that she couldn't stay awddire them. She
had to escape.

She got off the bed and ran to the door, but bedbeereached it she
tripped on a tuck in the Aubusson carpet. As skeHer balance she
saw a blur as Jonas moved, but it was too lateshacheard herself
cry out as she caught the side of her head ondipe ef the door.

The smell struck her first, vaguely familiar and $ome reason very
frightening. The smell was associated with sometlsime wanted to
escape from, something she had to prevent. She ttsienove and
found that she was somehow constrained. Someonéaldisag her
down, or so it seemed. Panic built up inside hershe knew what it



was she feared. The smell she recognised wasatlianx clean—a
hospital smell. She wanted to cry out that shedmahged her mind,
that she wanted to keep her baby, but somehow tdswvouldn't
form. She struggled to open her eyes and thendkbsen quickly as
the sharp brightness struck them.

'It's all right, Mrs Chesney. You're perfectly safd nurse was
leaning over her, smiling warmly. "You had a ndatl but you're all
right now.'

‘A fall ... her heartbeat steadied slightly. So Bhdn't come in to
get rid of her baby. Her baby. Her hand touched $temach
protectively. A fall, the nurse had said. Sudderdyi came back. She
lifted her aching head off the pillow to call ootthe nurse, but she
had gone.

She was in a private room, Sara recognised, statirije massed
flowers and the television set. The door openedsialooked up
eagerly, anticipating the return of the nurse, ibutasn't she who
stood there, it was Jonas.

He looked grey and ill, a different man almost, &l clutched at
her again. She tried to sit up, but the effort vemsmuch for her.

‘My baby?'

How weak and hesitant her voice sounded, wheneahad though
she had all but screamed the words at him!

Watching Jonas, Sara saw his expression lightenenirately and
knew that whatever it was that had brought thatvdrguality to his
face, it had not been a miscarriage.

'He or she is fine," he told her with a small smile fact you're both
fine, luckily. Dr Heathers was very worried whenuybirst came
in—that was some crack you gave your head—but dpart mild



concussion it seems you're OK. You'll have a nasi{ection of
bruises for a while, and possibly even a black'eye.

'l thought when | woke up that I'd come in for thigortion.' Sara
spoke slowly, saying the words more for her owrefiethan for his.
'l wanted to tell them that I'd changed my mind, lbzouldn't speak.'
She shivered, her eyes unknowingly agonised. ' tearible . . .
awful . . .'

She was stunned when Jonas came across to thendbeschtaon the
edge of it, facing her, taking her in his arms.

He was wearing one of his soft woollen checkedshand the fabric
felt good against her face. Through it she couldlshis skin and she
wanted to bury her head against him and go on Hireatn the
essence of him for the rest of her life. She cdaéd his heartbeat,
surely highly accelerated. One of his hands strdtexdhair. It must
be a dream, she thought hazily, and hadn't reatbechad said the
words out loud until he released her rather abyugotid said curtly,
‘Doctor Heathers says you're well enough to go hdwneof course if
you'd prefer to stay in for another day or so.'

‘Another day? How long have | been here?’

‘Two days," Jonas told her. He had his back tahdrhis voice was
muffled. The words sounded almost anguished, tloatldc not
possibly be—witness the way he had released heusikly just
now.

'l should never have spoken to you the way | ¢id.5aid it under his
breath, swinging round abruptly. The expressioramjuish in his
eyes shocked her. For a moment hope, golden waimipe, floated
through her, and then she was dashed back dovaalityrwhen he
went on rawly, '"You could have so easily lost thbyg and...'



'‘And then you'd have married me for nothing," singpsed bitterly
for him.

She watched him frown, but the anger she antiapatesn't there. If
anything his expression was rather abstracted askesl her slowly,
‘Why did you tell me you loved me?’

Why? Why had she? 'l thought it might help to getrmarriage on a
better footing.'

‘A conciliatory lie, in other words?'

A lie? He was still watching her, and Sara felt heart leap and
lodge in her throat. Without knowing it, he was igy her an
opportunity to retract, to pretend she had newathyreneant what she
had said, or was he simply offering her a way dat twould
embarrass neither of them; was this his way ointglher that he
didn't want her love, either now or at any timehe future? For a
second she toyed with the idea of telling him #ieg hadn't lied, that
she did love him, but what good would it do? Widr mind growing
clearer with every passing second, she could aletsily remember
the anger and contempt with which he had greetecdmission of
love.

Even so, she couldn't bring herself to actuallytieh yet another lie.
Instead she shrugged and, avoiding his eyes, sdlelstly, if you
like.'

The silence stretched on for so long that she wa@ed at last to look
at him. He was frowning slightly, sharp groovesain scoring his
skin. She wanted to go up to him and take him mahms to tell him
how much she loved him.

The door opened and a nurse came in.



‘All ready to get dressed, are we?' she demandgttlyr of Sara,
starting to shoo Jonas out. '‘Doctor will be in&wé a few words with
you before you leave.' Taking Jonas with her, €fieSara to get
dressed.

Jonas seemed very preoccupied on the drive badketchouse.

Despite her protests, he insisted on carryingite@de the house and
depositing her carefully on a settee in the sittiogm, saying that

Mrs Lyons had been in and left them something to"€here was a
card from Vanessa and Sam this morning.'

The newly married couple and Carly were still oméygmoon, and

Sara tried to will her tensed muscles to relaxoasas disappeared in
the direction of the kitchen. He seemed differara way she couldn't
quite put her finger on; gentler somehow.

He wasn't gone long, coming back with a loadedtraléey. Sara
stared at the mounds of sandwiches and scones.

‘Mrs Lyons believes in ladies in your interestirmgndition eating for
two," he told her with a grin.

‘There's enough there to feed two hundred!" ex@di®ara wryly. In

point of fact she wasn't hungry at all; sittingdnéstening to his lazy
drawl, having this brief glimpse of the relationstiney might have

had had things been different, was suddenly faptboful. She felt

as though her throat was raw with the threat aktdder head ached
and so did her heart. When she put down her sahdwitouched,

she saw Jonas frown.

‘Are you feeling all right?’

He was at her side instantly, watching her, liftmg fingers to her
face and touching the still tender flesh of hergEmpushing back
her hair as his fingertips caressed her skin intvgha could only
assume must be an automatic reflex action. Whatbkeerigin of the



caress, it was playing havoc with her self-cont&le wanted him to
go on; she wanted him to stop. She made a smaidsofuprotest in
her throat, her eyes meeting his for an unguardedngl. Amazingly,
he was smiling at her, a warm, teasing smile thetl lso much
promise that for a moment her heart seemed tobstapng.

Dropping down beside her so that their heads vesrel | he took her
wrists in a light grip and said huskily, 'Sara, goa& sure you were
lying when you said you loved me?'

His question was so unexpected that she simplgdg&trhim, while a
betraying tide of colour swept up under her skin.

His grip on her wrists tightened; the warmth of hreath brushed
against her skin as he muttered, more it seemieidnself than to her,
'Silly question." And then his mouth was touchingrdy moving
against it with a heady languor that made her boreds clinging and
caressing, moving so gradually from possessiorassipn that Sara
was barely aware of how the transition took place.

Somewhere on the outer periphery of her mind wadabt that this
time she had quite definitely burned her boatsrxkheer; there was
no way now that Jonas would ever believe she didlowe him.
Having come to that realisation, it seemed futdeetren think of
trying to resist him; it would have been impossihtgway.

She felt his fingers thread through her hair, hjdner head so that
she couldn't avoid the drowning ravishment of gs k

Shamingly, when at last he released her mouth, lipsr clung
protestingly to his. His tongue touched them liglathd then he was
releasing her and pushing her firmly back intodest.

Standing up, he studied her for several seconde whe cursed the
hot betraying colour scorching her skin, dreadirgigver he might
be about to say.



It was every bit as bad as she had anticipated.
‘You do love me, don't you?' he said at last.

What was the point of denying it? '"Yes. Probabipadt right from
the first time we met, but | didn't want to adnitliwas frightened,
you see Frightened of loving someone again andddsiem the way
| lost Rick.'

‘Yes, | know.'
"You must find all this quite amusing.'

Heavens, how on earth was she going to endureEwesf? her voice
was betraying her, shaking over the words.

‘Must 1?' His hands cupped her face, tilting itlsat she was obliged
to look at him. 'Do | look as though I'm amused?'

She looked at him, and trembled at what she sdisiayes, unable to
believe the hungry, aching way he was looking at Ad&en he
groaned and said her name huskily, half laughibgat God, Sara,
what you've put me through!'

She was in his arms, and he was kissing her wiitihelpassion and
need she had dreamed of, pushing her blouse dbtafiay so that
his mouth could caress her throat and shoulder. sBhared and
gasped in pleasure as his hand found her breast.

‘Do | feel as though I'm amused?' he demandedingulier hard
against him so that she could feel his aroushkdvé you, you crazy,
blind idiot; I think I fell in love with you the mment | saw you! And
all you could do was keep on telling me about Rick.

He kissed her again, and she moved wantonly agaimstenjoying
his smothered indrawn breath.



'‘Enough,’ he told her thickly, releasing her angdhmg her gently
away. 'Explanations first, love-making later.'

‘Mmm. | think I'd rather have the lovemaking firssara protested
happily, but she let him settle her comfortablyitéeshim on the
settee and put her head contentedly on his shoulder

'l can't tell you what it did to me when you rart ofithe bedroom like
that. | tried to warn you about the carpet, bwias too late ..." She
looked up at him, catching the anguish in his voice

'I should never have said what | did to you, bwiak half out of my
mind with rage and jealousy. First you tell me ylmn't love me and
never will, then when | make love to you you tele ijou were
pretending | was another man. You'll never know Inawch that hurt
me. After the way you'd responded to me in my arinsyas

convinced you must feel something for me. | susgzketl that talk
about only loving Rick and just wanting me for sexs a protective
wall you were hiding behind, but when you told noei'd pretended |
was Rick, | knew it didn't matter a bit whethehdtight you loved me
or not, if youwouldn't let yourself believe it. That's why itroa as

such a kick in the teeth when you calmly annourtbadl you loved
me. All | could think was that you'd decided to @o playing your
little game of pretending | was Rick. You couldzver have him, so |
was the next best thing...’

'It wasn't like that at all,' protested Sara softNthough | can follow
your reasoning.’

‘It was such an abrupt about-face. Right up until marriage you
kept on saying you loved Rick, and then suddenly...'

'‘Not quite as suddenly as all that,” admitted Jauskily, i knew |
loved you the night we made love ..."' She saw bwkihg at her and
added softly, '‘Before we made love, in actual faat,it was such a



shock; | was so terrified you would find out hovielt ... and so
nearly demented by my own fear of loving anyonat thied to you
and told you I'd pretended you were Rick. You sgen though you'd
said to me that you were beginning to fall in lovigh me, | didn't
want you to love me. | was frightened of loving lm#ing loved
because | felt it would only lead to pain.'

'‘We've both made mistakes. | tried to rush you ioting me before
you were really ready. | was scared to death afitgpgou even then.’
Jonas looked sombrely at her.

'‘When | realised you and Rick had never been lovegave me the
kind of primitive pleasure I'd always taught mydelidespise. That's
why | overreacted so much when you told me youkdgmded Ivas
Rick. I'd been congratulating myself because | ¢idwyou'd cared
enough about me to take me as your first lover,nnheaeality you
weren't making love with me at all—or at least ‘thathat | thought.’

‘Even before you made love to me | knew you arousedn a way
that Rick never had,' Sara said. 'And knowing tmdy increased my
fear. | didn'twantto feel like that about you, because...'

'‘Because you were frightened of losing me as ystiRick," Jonas
finished softly for her. 'Life doesn't come withyaguarantees, Sara,
but whatever the future might hold, at least weehiéns now."'

'Yes.' She shivered suddenly, wondering what wbakk happened
if she had gone through with the abortion and gorieondon. When
she voiced her thoughts, Jonas looked at her gravel

‘It wouldn't have altered my feelings for you,' tudd her softly.
‘Somehow I'd have found you, persuaded you thatcpaldn't live
without me, although | must admit | felt the go@sltinally decided
to smile on me the day | found you in Dorchester.dorry about the
baby,"” he added soberly, 'l should have been marefud, but



somehow at the time ... It hadn't occurred to nem tinat you and
Rick had never been lovers.'

‘We were rather reckless,' Sara agreed, 'but Itrsaroy to be having
your child, Jonas.' She shivered with pleasurbeatay he looked at
her.

‘You've no idea how I felt when | saw you fallfldshed through my
mind that you might lose the baby because of mglgruand | knew

that you wanted it. | lashed out at you in a fuegéuse you'd hurt me.
| told myself you couldn't possibly mean it wheruysaid you loved

me. | thought you were lying to me. It was onlyelatvhen I'd had

time to calm down, when I'd spent hours sittingair bedside and
praying that you were going to be all right, thegalised that you just
might possibly have meant it. You can imagine hbat imade me

feel," he added wryly.

‘What convinced you?'

‘The way you avoided looking at me when | askediyahat you'd
said was true. That—and of course this," he murchaodtly, taking
her in his arms and touching his mouth almost tegygito hers.

Sara was reluctant to let him go, her eyes darkesiightly as he
stood up.

'‘Come on.' He tugged her to her feet, the gleamsieyes belying his
cool drawl.

'‘Where are we going?' She was envisaging beinglropie helping

him with the evening watering, but then he laughed said softly,

'‘Dr Heathers said it might be a good idea if yowenme spend your
first couple of days at home in bed. | fully intetadmake sure that
you do.'



'It's four o'clock in the afternoon!" Sara exclatmbut it was only a
half-nearted protest, quickly changing to a smatiesound of
pleasure when he silenced it with a teasingly pcatige kiss. Her
arms slid round his neck, her fingers burrowing ihts hair, and
when he released her mouth she buried her facensighim,
breathing in the scent of him appreciatively.

When she opened her eyes he was looking at heramitbpenly
fierce hunger. Her fingers curled into the openknaichis shirt, her
breathing suddenly accelerating.

‘Jonas!’

Her voice held all her pent-up desire and lovéhfor, and she felt his
response in the sudden tensing of his muscleshatids cupped her
face and he looked down into it as though he wamansing each

individual feature, his voice raw and husky as lu¢tened, 'l love you

more than | imagined | could ever love another huinaing, Sara.
Finding the words to tell you how much is too ditfit and time-

consuming. That's why I'm going to show you instead

Without a word she gave him her hand and walkel iin towards
the stairs. She had been lucky, far more lucky Srenprivately felt
she deserved.

At the top of the stairs Jonas paused and turnetbHace him, his
expression grave as he said softly, "You knowinktif we have a son
I'd like to call him Rick after all. Partially asraminder and partially
as a thank you.'

Very shakily Sara told him, 'l think I'd like th&am told me not so
long ago that | loved Rick the way a girl doesfirst love, but that it

wasn't a woman's love for a man. | wouldn't adivett the time, but
he was right. He also told me that Rick would néware wanted me
to mourn him for the rest of my life. He was riglitout that as well.



I'll remember him in the way that a girl always daemember her
first adolescent love, and in time | think I'll @véearn not to feel
guilty because | never did and never could love thienway | love
you.'

‘Thank you.' Only the huskiness of Jonas's voiteped how much
her words meant to him, but the touch of his fisgegainst her skin
conveyed a need of a different kind, one that chlrse to abandon
all thoughts-of the past and urge him with mutehploring eyes to
fulfil the promise implicit in his touch.

When he picked her up and carried her towardsedeshe knew that
there would never be anyone who could mean to heat @onas did,
and as he laid her gently on the bed and leaned dokiss her, she
prayed that she would never be called upon to lfeegvithout him.
‘Love me,' she murmured the words against his 'lips going to!"



