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OPEN TO INFLUENCE

Frances Roding



Was she consigned to a life of a spinster?

Rosemary Stewart loved her orphaned nephew, Kit,leswere her
own son. When Kit's uncle, Nicholas Powers, staisdntention to
challenge Rosemary's legal guardianship, she wazedstely afraid
she might lose to the powerful English millionaire.

So she agreed to sign the outrageous contract lEhpyoposed,
believing it was the only way she could ensure ki&tvould have all
the love and caring a young child needed.

But she hadn't considered that she would evertemyeing away her
rights to a life--and love--of her own.



CHAPTER ONE

ROSEMARY glanced nervously at her watch, absently smoothaud
the soft curls of honey-gold hair that fell over lshoulder, then
looked down at the dark- haired little boy crouchion the floor,
deeply absorbed in his game.

In another ten minutes Lesley would be here, aeccshld leave Kit
safely with the nanny that her nephew shared wyh dther small
children. Normally Lesley didn't work on a Saturdagday, though,
she had made an exception.

The doorbell jangled, and even though she had bk&pacting it,
Rosemary tensed, her eyes widening slightly besbeewent to let
the other girl in.

'Hi . . . hope I'm not late, the traffic was appagll' Lesley commented
cheerfully, as she smiled at Kit and took off heatc There are times
when | wonder why | live in London, and busy Saaysl are
definitely one of them!

‘I'm sorry to take up one of your free days, Lesl®gsemary
apologised.

That's OK. From your message | gather it's somgtltoh an
emergency?' Lesley glanced curiously at the fairedagirl bending
to find an all-important piece of plastic that Kad mislaid. The other
two families she nannied for comprised career-ndnehethers and
fathers climbing up corporate ladders who couldyhbs slotted into
a definite pigeonhole, but Rosemary and Kit wefedint.

For a start, there was about them both a terriblaeerability; an
awareness of past unhappiness and a closenesseti@ed to share
which sometimes reminded her of two defenceleddrem clinging
together. Although, like herself, Rosemary was &r learly to



mid-twenties, she had an innocence, an unawarémn@ssometimes
made Lesley want to urge her to be less givingraocke guarded.

'‘An emergency . .. Yes, it is rather.' Now for finst time Lesley did
see a rather worried look in Rosemary's eyes.gting to see Kit's
uncle,' she confided quietly.

‘Kit's uncle?' Lesley frowned and stared at hart IBhought you and
Kit were all alone in the world. I'm sure Marciddane that Kit's
parents were your only family . . ."

'‘Well, yes . .. Look, come into the kitchen atidiake us both a cup
of coffee. I've got a few minutes before my taxias.'

With the kitchen door open both girls could keepega on Kit, who,
oblivious to their conversation, was still playihgppily with his
toys.

'He's such a good little soul," Rosemary sighed.

‘Yes, he's lucky to have you, Rosemary. Many céiidof his age
who've lost their parents as he lost his can becamedifficult and
withdrawn, all the more so because it's so hardxfgain to them
what's happened. But Kit has adjusted very wedinkis to you.'

'‘Well, | suppose it helped that | lived with AdamdaBelle, so | was
already part of his family,’ Rosemary said modestigr eyes
darkening slightly.

Even now, eighteen months later, she had not realtye to terms
with the finality of her brother's and sister-inwla deaths.

They had been so happy when they set out for ther&i Adam had
been taking Belle to Paris for the weekend—a spegedding
anniversary present—to the city where they had first. Only the
plane had crashed and everyone on board had H&h ki



'You were telling me about Kit's uncle,' Lesleympied her, seeing
the unhappiness clouding her eyes.

'Yes . .. Belle's twin brother . . .
'You've never mentioned him before.'

'‘No, he and Belle were estranged; she left homewaent to Paris,
and it was there that she met Adam. | know sheewmter brother
after Kit was born, but she never received anwyrépl

'‘Mmm. | wonder why he's got in touch with you nokesley looked
sharply at Rosemary's pale face. "Yae Kit's legal guardian, aren't
you, Rosemary?' A sudden suspicion seizing her.

'‘Oh yes. Because of the problems Adam and | hadh whe parents
died, he and Belle made sure of that.’

'‘Oh well, perhaps he's had a change of heart amiswa family
reconciliation. Where does he live?'

'In France, | believe." Rosemary saw the expressiohesley's face
and her own relaxed a little. 'I'm to meet himreg New Piccadilly
Hotel; apparently he has a suite there.'

Lesley gave a soundless whistle. 'Wow! He sounkis & very
wealthy man.’

'l believe he's a millionaire,’ Rosemary told hwrdiessly.

Unlike Lesley, she was not impressed or awed bkiiogviedge; she
had learned from Belle that love and caring werarfare important
than money. Belle had told her before she died shat had been
happier in her few years with Adam than at any otinee in her life,
and Rosemary believed her.



‘And you've no idea why he wants to see you?' lygslessed.
'‘None at all.'

Rosemary's voice was slightly cool. She liked Lgsiery much, but
it was not her way to confide freely in others, amd her innate
honesty and openness made it difficult for her éodeliberately
evasive. She didn't know why Nicholas Powers watdeske her, it
was true, but surely it could only be because of &mnd that alone
was more than enough to make frissons of alarnfeardrun up and
down her spine.

'So who is he, then, this mysterious uncle of Rigyone | might
know?' joked Lesley.

‘Nicholas Powers,"” Rosemary told her tonelesshichiag as the
other girl's eyes rounded.

‘The Nicholas Powers—the oil millionaire; the one whans that
fabulous valley in the French Alps? 1 was readingdicle about
him only the other day. Is it true that after rashier's death Powers
Oil went bankrupt? It said in this article that Nodas Powers built it
all up again, virtually from nothing. And to thirtkat he's little Kit's
uncle!" Lesley glanced speculatively at the darkeduh little boy
playing happily on the floor and added quietly, IBl®t married, you
know, and a man like that's bound to want an reeifotlow him;
family will be very important to him.’

Mercifully the taxi arrived before Rosemary hadatswer. Bending
to kiss Kit, she hurried to the front door, wishsige had not confided
in Lesley. All that the other girl had said hadyrdinforced her own
negative fears and doubts. Why had Nicholas Pogetsn touch
with her now—eighteen months after his sister'stdea

She had already been to see Adam'’s solicitor aheuetter, but the
kindly old man who had handled their affairs whiegitt parents died



and then later when Adam himself died had shakehéad and said
that he could see nothing to worry about. It wae that the crisp,
concise wording of the letter made it seem ratheld,cbut
businessmen on the whole tended to be like thahaukeassured
Rosemary.

Nicholas Powers was probably just suffering from atack of

remorse and simply wanted to assure himself thasister's child
was being cared for properly. After all, he coutdreely want to care
for Kit himself; the lifestyle of a bachelor millaire could hardly be
adapted to cope with the routine and needs ofyasraall child.

Rosemary had allowed herself to be convinced tkatfdars were
groundless, but now, as the taxi sped away from $meall
Wandsworth house towards the centre of the cigyv&s not so sure.

Tosh place, this new hotel,' the cab driver rendwkea friendly
fashion. 'Got a very fancy health club there, thaye—swimming
pool, gym, the lot.’

Rosemary gave him a rather absent-minded smiler&hembered
reading somewhere about the fabulous sums of mitva¢yhad been
spent in refurbishing the old hotel, but since didenot frequent such
luxurious places, she had scarcely paid it mucbnatn. Looking

after Kit kept her slim and supple enough and untite recently she
had had to cope with a full-time job as well, botmshe had given
that up. She had had to. Her mouth twisted inleerdiitter smile. She
was twenty-four years old and until six months bgd never been in
love. It seemed ironic that when she had been eweige of falling

in love, it had been with a married man—her bossless. She had
fought against her feelings, of course, but her oature was such
that she couldn't stay in her job. Rosemary's wdsan aggressive
personality, but she possessed a certain deep stre@igth beneath
her gentle exterior, and to her it was almost asgrto allow herself



to love a man who she knew was committed to sometseeas it
would have been to have tried to take him away fnesrwife.

She had been left with only one way out: she hattbaesign. And

soon she would have to start looking for anothbr jbwas true that
she had some money, some savings put on one sidéhen there
was of course the compensation money Kit had redefvtom the

airline, but that was carefully invested for hisuiwe, and Rosemary
was determined not to touch a penny of it.

'Here we are then, miss.'

A liveried doorman came to open the door for hed &ying to
subdue her feeling of trepidation, she went in ulgfothe revolving
door and across the marble- tiled foyer to theptoe desk.

A neatly uniformed girl told her that Mr Powers wasgpecting her
and that someone would show her up to his suite.

The suite was on the fifth floor. Rosemary followes guide down
what seemed like miles of blue and terracotta d¢angeuntil he
stopped at last outside one of the doors.

Inserting a special key, he opened it for her,sd: 'Mr Powers will
be with you shortly, miss,' then he stepped bac#icating that
Rosemary was to precede him into the room beyond.

It had been recently redecorated—as part of thel'sogeneral
refurbishment, Rosemary supposed —and in keepitiy the blue
and terracotta scheme in the corridor, the wallseva®vered in a
softly speckled pale peach paper, with a darkeingpoborder just
below the plaster cornice.

A luxuriously thick blue and terracotta carpet aeethe floor; a
coal-effect fire burned in the marble fireplacelk$ipholstered
furniture in a deep French blue defied Rosemanyati@ to sit on it



and crease its immaculate surface, and even thmlcasshions in
terracotta and peach heaped on the sofa lookedbaglt they had
been carefully arranged in just that way.

The bookcases either side of the fireplace, thk ded the table and
chairs were all either antiques or excellent repatidns. Did hotels
have antiques? Surely not—and yet there was songe#tbout this

furniture, about the patina and the style . . .ulepely Rosemary ran
a finger along the silky wood of one of the boolk=ast felt warm

and rich to her touch, and yet the™ overall effeicthe room was
repressive and overawing. Even the paintings omwtdewhispered

wealth. Rosemary loved beautiful things, but tliem, despite its
fire, despite its warmly vivid colours, was colddaaustere, or was
she simply allowing the image of Nicholas Powersciwlshe had

gained from Belle to colour her reactions?

Belle had rarely spoken about her brother. Roserkaeyv that she
loved him; she had that sort of instinct about pedipat sometimes
enabled her to see below the surface; and shefteadsensed Belle's
love and pain. It had been after Kit's birth thatl®& had confided to
her about her own childhood and about her brother.

‘Nicholas is obsessed with money,' she had saie. Wil never
believe that love is far more important than weaklille will never
forgive me for running away from home and marryfam, | know
that. My mother and her family have destroyed wiateompassion
and understanding he might once have had. Niclimasn't believe
in love; and he'll never know what it's like to loeed, because he
won't let himself be loved. For Nicholas the ondality is what he
can reach out and touch. Love is an emotion hetwdmit exists. He
once told me that he'll never marry; that no wonvdhbe allowed to
do to him what our mother did to our father. | feelsorry for him,’
she had said.



Just thinking of her sister-in-law and the happgdi the four of them
had shared before the accident was enough to faimgmp of
emotion to Rosemary's throat, and just as thoughknasv of her
psychological disadvantage, it was at that momest,she was
battling against the pain of her memories, thatibias Powers chose
to walk into the room.

Physically he was everything she had ever imaginach Belle's

descriptions and more: tall—taller even than Adavhp had just
topped six foot. Broad, too, with a powerful pair shoulders;

forbidding and yet also in some strange way cormggliwith the

strongly carved features that Belle had once desdrio her, telling
her rather wryly that Nicholas was considered aviwack to the wild
gypsy strain that had entered the family many ybafsre when one
of their ancestors had married a gypsy girl.

However, he did not look gypsyish to Rosemary;¢h&as nothing
raffish or wild about his expensively tailored ¢tles and closed, hard
face. Instead he reminded her somehow of some efatitient
Egyptian tomb paintings, perhaps because of his ptEim
immobility, perhaps simply because of the arrogaateness of his
cold expression.

Only his eyes reminded her of her sister-in-laneyltvere the same
incredible mixture of green and blue, but wher@aBelle that deep
aqua colour had been warm and loving, in her twother it was

freezingly cold, like ice over the incredible deptif water in which

the blue of the sky was mixed with the green ofwlaer and then
frozen.

'Miss Stewart.'

Unlike Belle's, his English was not accented, ne¢newith an
American accent, she noted. Its crisp authorityeduow reduced her
very much to the state of lowly supplicant, and thhas something



she most definitely did not like. Her body stiffeina proud defiance
even though inwardly she was tremulous with dread.

'l have ordered afternoon tea for you; it shoulchbee soon. Please
come and sit down.’

Rosemary walked on wobbly legs over to one of thecsvered
armchairs, and subsided into its softness, notittiaghe preferred to
take one of the harder dining chairs, almost asghde disdained
the soft comfort of the armchair.

His dry, "You like the apartment?' made her redhs¢ she had been
staring for rather a long time, and collecting edyshe shrugged.

'l don't think | should like to live in a hotel,seems very impersonal,’
she responded stubbornly, refusing to be overawdukbluxurious
surroundings.

‘They have an excellent health club here; that\s vise it. | travel a
good deal to many of the world's major cities, oihd be impractical
to own and maintain homes in all of them. | do hav®me, though .

‘Yes, in the French Alps, the Val des Neiges .'.Rosemary
interrupted impulsively.

His eyes narrowed slightly.

'‘How do you know about that?' His voice was shasghough he
resented her knowledge.

'‘Belle told me, of course. She said it was a badytlace, but very
remote, and cut off from the rest of the worldhe tvinter.’

'‘Not nowadays . . . with a helicopter it is possitad fly in and out of
the valley almost all the year round. What elseRktle tell you?'



‘About the valley, or about you?' Rosemary askeevatly.
'‘Both.'

There was an inflexibility about his voice that wad her that he
meant to discoveall that Belle had told her. Taking a deep breat
she said lightly, 'Well, she told me that by somuarlgof ancient
French Law, the valley, its chateau and its lanal#elretained the
legal written status of a principality, even thoughthe very early
part of this century the then owner ceded all lghts as absolute
ruler of the principality and accepted the sovergigand protection
of the French Government." She paused, and whemdde no
comment went on, 'l know that your father bougkt\uhlley from the
Government and that the people who live there ang mdependent
and proud. Belle told me that there's a legendtti®tre descended
from a gypsy tribe who lost their way and were preghin the valley
one winter. She said the legend goes on that wiesgdring came
and the people saw how beautiful the valley wag tleeided to stay.
She told me that up until quite recently many & titd people spoke
a strange language that's said to be derived therRbmany and that
several renowned anthropologists have made statliks valley and
its people, and have confirmed that there's prglsdnine truth in the
legend.’

'Full marks, Miss Stewart," Nicholas Powers brakesarcastically.
'‘Go to the top of the class. Now what did my sist#ryou about me?"

What would he say if she told him that Belle hdd tee was cold and
proud, unable to love anyone, solitary and alond,taat in spite of
everything she had felt deeply sorry for him? Heulda't like it,
Rosemary guessed intuitively.

'‘Can't you remember? Shall | start you off? Susély must have told
you about our parents? About our mother—the mother left us,
abandoned us?'



Rosemary bent her head and bit her lip. Of cousdeBad told her.

'Yes;' she admitted huskily, 'Belle told me aboert h. . about your
mother.’

'‘And about her brothers,' he pressed inexorabbguaher family.
Did she tell you about them too? Did she?'

He was treating her as though she was a criminadeRary thought
indignantly.

‘Yes, she did. She told me everything. How yourhmaptleft your

father and went back to her family in Texas. Sletnae all about the
divorce, and how your father was forced to hand dle rights of
some of his oil fields to your mother, and how simel her family
managed to get the American courts to transfertittee of the

American and Middle Eastern oil fields to her.’

'‘Go on,' he demanded harshly when she suddenlgrédilt "You
haven't finished, have you?'

For some reason she felt as though she were qofiltye most

intrusive and horridly avid sort of gloating oveonseone else's
misfortune, whereas nothing could have been fuffiioen the truth.

All her sympathy had been with Nicholas, Belle dhdir father,

when Belle told her the sad little story. She did know why their

mother had left their father, but she could seleeinrejection of her
children and her husband a bitterness that hadrshowhe way she
had destroyed everything her husband had worked for

'‘Go on, let's hear it all." His face contorted fhyie'God knows |
should be used to hearing it by now; the Pressgigte it with great
relish at every conceivable opportunity.'



‘After the court proceedings all your father haf 'eas the Val des
Neiges and some North Sea QOil leases--' Rosemideydd, willed to
speak by the fierce concentration of his attention.

‘And the only reason my mother left him with thegzs because the
leases were worthless, and because the propertg caaer the
French courts and not the American,' he put inaacally.

‘Your father . . . your father had a stroke andidiet long afterwards,
leaving you and Belle to be brought up by frienfiyaur father.'
Rosemary swallowed and said huskily, ‘Do youdaes your mother

'‘We've never spoken to one another since the dayvalked out of

the Chateau,' he told her bitingly, 'and | for biage no desire for that
state of affairs to change. She miscalculated vehenleft my father

with the North Sea oil leases; | inherited themmfrbim, and they

enabled me to build up Powers Oil again, and yoy Imessure that no
woman will ever be allowed to take it away from rieedestroy me

the way she destroyed my father.’

Rosemary felt her heart miss a beat. Belle had thetl Nicholas
would never marry, and now she knew why. She swgmbaswas
logical that a teenager who had seen his fathetradesl by his
mother would react like that, but he wasn't a tgenany more, he
was a man, an extremely hard and bitter man, betysalso a very
physically sensual one, if the gossip columns weltee believed?

A discreet knock on the door heralded the arrifah avaiter with
their afternoon tea, but Rosemary was too nervamsgywrought to
eat. She still didn't know why Nicholas Powers sadhmoned her
here to his London apartment, but every instinet gbssessed told
her to be on her guard. And he had hardly beerndoriing or
friendly—calling her Miss Stewart when they werdauwally related!



She poured herself a cup of tea, and then, wheeayeisrows lifted,

poured one for him. Fortunately the teapot wasnetof those with a
spout that insisted on dribbling. As she handed thiencup she was
careful to avoid coming into any sort of physicahtact with him.

Despite the warmth of the room she had the ideah®avould be

cold to touch.

Was he going to tell her why he had summoned her lilee this, or
was he playing a waiting game, waiting for hergk him?

"You didn't bring the child with you.'
Rosemary put down her teacup.

‘You didn't ask me to," she told him evenly. She #ze look in his
eyes and added defensively, 'He's being propekbntaare of, I've
left him with . . ."

'‘Miss Lyons, the nanny whom you share with two ofamilies. Yes,
| know.' His eyes narrowed as he saw her expres¥on see, Miss
Stewart? It isn't a pleasant sensation to discthadrone's life is an
open book to others, is it?"

‘How did you know about Lesley?' she asked ungeytaHe had no
Belle, after all, to tell him all about her life.

For the first time she saw him smile, if the huness way his mouth
curled could be called a smile. He had nice taéthiygh, even and
white, and one of the front ones was slightly cleighp

She warmed to that tiny little flaw; somehow it rmddm seem more
human—more vulnerable, if such a word could everubed in
describing such a self- contained and impervious.r8he was just
comforting herself with this thought when he bldsteat comfort
away from her, his voice as cold and humourledssasmile, as he
informed her brutally, 'l know virtually everythingere isto know



about you, Miss Stewart; | know all about the mutlegoendence you
and my nephew seem to have on one another. Quharaned little

circle, so I've been told—touching, in fact, if oaowed one's
emotions to be touched by such juvenile devotianu ¥ling together
like a pair of lost children.’

'Kit is a child," Rosemary reminded him, hating him far thay he
was sneering at her.

'‘But you aren't, are you? Oh yes, | know all alymut; about the way
you live, the sort of person you are. You seetterlast few months
I've been getting regular reports on you.'

Reports? At first she didn't understand, not bezahe was stupid,
but simply because what he was saying was so tiéer way of

life. When it did finally dawn on her what he meastie looked at
him in shocked pallor, her eyes hauntingly viofetie small oval of
her face.

The look of shock and pain in those eyes might masked the heart
of a less hard man, but Nicholas Powers simplyedtat her with
remote satisfaction. He had got the upper hand @ned . . . that
was exactly what he wanted.

‘You mean you've paid people to spy on me?' Roserasked
huskily.

'In essence, yes.' He seemed more amused thaneshafthough
"spying"” is rather an emotive way to describe thatively simple
task of collating information about the way youeliv

Shock gave way to anger as she surveyed the coloteaess of his
face.

'‘And what have you managed to learn from this mfmfon you've
had "collated"? Belle told us that you lived likb@mit in the remote



towers of your own private kingdom.' Her soft moathled slightly
as she attempted to mimic his derisive smile.ppsse the only way
for people like you to experience life is to litesecond-hand, so to
speak; but if | may say so, you. ..

'You may say whatever you wish, Miss Stewart,' tieirc brutally,

'but | must warn you that if you continue in thidiculous vein for
much longer | shall have to inform my legal advssttrat | consider
you mentally as well as financially incapable obkong after my
sister's child." His mouth curled cruelly as hekled down into her
stricken face. 'And for your information,' he addedtly, 'your "life",

as you are pleased to call it, is so uninteredtuatyanyone trying to
live it at second-hand, including myself, must $udee of boredom.

"You should be glad that | want to take the chffdyour hands, Miss
Stewart. That way you will be able to live a farmmoormal life than
you do at present. There can't be many Europearewaevho are still
virgins at the age of twenty-four. And you area¥,l had supposed,
so plain that you couldn't attract a man.'

Rosemary could hardly believe what she was hea8hg.stood up
on shaking legs, feeling herself trembling witheand panic, totally
swept away by events which she no longer seemetthaenleast
capable of controlling.

‘Just because | don't have a boyfriend it doeseamthat I'm still a
virgin!' she raged furiously, taking issue on thadt important aspect
of his speech first.

'‘No?' One dark eyebrow rose, the ice-green eyegyisty her
emotionlessly. 'If you mean to imply that you prefeur own sex, it
Is really foolish of you to tell me so. The couds not look at all
generously at women of your ... er . . . persuasiboria Vanderbilt's
mother lost control of her daughter and the Vanitteftwrtune for
little more than a suggestion that...’



'l mean no such thing! Why did you want to see mewhat do you
want from me?'

He looked pleased by her panic and fear.

'‘Why, Miss Stewart, I'm surprised at you,' he makkardonically,
looking her up and down in such a way that the etaflher petite
five-foot-odd frame trembled with outrage. 'l wakityou were quite
intelligent. | should have thought it was obviousatvl want. | want
my nephew ... | want Kit.'

Rosemary staggered slightly and then sank back dmet settee, as
her legs refused to support her any longer.

'You wantKit!" she whispered disbelievingly.0u want KitlJust like
that. He isn't a . . . thing ... a possession, hetdhild, a living,
breathing, feeling human being!" she cried as &ge and pain found
expression in her voice.

'‘And he is also my nephew and heir,' Nicholas Pewad her icily,
leaning towards her, his hands braced either didlercon the settee,
so that she felt as though she were imprisoned.

When her anger was hot, his was cold, like dedtle, thought,
shivering in shocked reaction to her own unusu#hunst of temper.
She willed herself to look into the dark face abbgeown, trying not
to flinch back from the freezing look in his eyes.

'Really, you know," he told her softly, 'the mordidten to your
hysterical outbursts, the more convinced | am tloat are unfit to
have charge of the boy.'

Rosemary jolted upright.

Tm his legal guardian,' she whispered huskily. "Yam't do that.
Adam and Belle . . . ' She swallowed nervouslythet continued as



bravely as she could. 'Belle didn't want her ctoltée brought up the
way she was.’

'With every material comfort?"

'‘Without love,' Rosemary told him, watching his rtiothin, and his
eyes harden. 'Anyway, legally . . ."

'Oh, in the eyes of the British courts you may Iseguardian, but do
you think even they would uphold your claim wheaytlknow he is
my heir? Do you realise what that entails, whatggas he could be
in, what sort of education he will require in ordertake my place?
What can you give him, Miss Stewart, compared waitthat | have?'
Nicholas demanded arrogantly.

Rosemary didn't hesitate.

'l can give him love,' she told him fiercely. 'lncgive him something
you know nothing about. Something Belle wantedhiion ... | won't
let you take him away from me!'

He levered himself away from her abruptly, his nhocudrving into a
cynical sneer.

‘Do you honestly think you can stop me? | have nallewed anyone
or anything to stop me getting what | want, Misevrt.'

Rosemary could believe it, but she wasn't goinigtdim browbeat
her—not when Kit's whole future was at stake.

‘Do you honestly think | would let you take Kit away frome to be
brought up in a . . . in a succession of hotelesuiNo matter how
luxurious they might be, they're not the right @arment for a child.
They need a settled background, a proper home.'

'l quite agree.’



For a moment she was too stunned to respond, anthahght there
was just a fugitive gleam of amusement in his elgefore his
expression hardened again and he continued crigptywould be
brought up in Val des Neiges . . ."'

‘A remote mountain valley that's cut off from tlestrof the world by
snow for nearly a third of the year? And who woliv@ there with
him? Who would care for him and love him? If youwsee desperate
for an heir, why don't you marry and have a chilgaur own?' she
cried bitterly. 'Leave Kit and me alone. We're happ we are!'

'‘But do you think he will be equally happy when drews up and
realises what you've given up on his behalf?' Hédd at her and
said abruptly, "You ask me why | don't marry andehehildren of my
own. I'll tell you why, but not now . . . not toddyshould like to see
Kit for myself. | want you to bring him to see m&morrow,

preferably ... I intend to spend most of the mognmthe gym here.
We could have lunch in the Club's restaurant.’

Rosemary wanted to protest that over lunch in attusike health
club was not the ideal place to get to know a itktee-year-old, but
she said nothing. It occurred to her that for vem sake it might be as
well if Nicholas Powers were to be faced with tleality of what
looking after an exuberant toddler could mean.

‘Very well,' she agreed, 'I'll bring Kit to see ymmmorrow.'

‘Very wise of you," was his only comment as he wdlwith her to the
door.

His manners were immaculate, she noted wryly, lreitmhan himself
was as cold and remote as the peaks of the Hinsmlaya



Of course Lesley was eager to hear about everytlaing started
cross-questioning her almost the moment she stappéd door.

'He wants to take Kit?' she frowned, and looked rigdly at
Rosemary.

'He can't, of course,' Rosemary was quick to adsere'Legally I'm
Kit's guardian.'

'In this country, yes, but | wouldn't be too samguabout your legal
position if | were you, Rosemary. Men like Nicholaewers have
ways of getting their own way. He could even abdunt,’ Lesley
warned her.

'‘No. No, he wouldn't do that.' Quite how she knevg&tnary wasn't
sure; she only knew by some strange sixth sens@athe@bout the
man that Nicholas Powers would never allow himselstoop to

anything underhand. No, he had struck her as awithntoo much

pride for that.



CHAPTER TWO

'‘BUT, ROSEMARY, | don't want to go out.want to say here and play
with you!

It was hard for Rosemary to steel her heart ag#imesappeal in the
winsomely pleading eyes looking into hers, espbcialhen she
herself was dreading the coming confrontation Wittholas Powers.

She had hardly slept at all, but that didn't shoviaér piquant face,
apart perhaps from a slight intensifying of the nanbbility
shadowing her eyes.

She wasn't going to let Nicholas Powers browbeatrte giving Kit
up to him. She was Kit's legal guardian, and neftaauld change
that. Or could it? she wondered uneasily, as sladt dath Kit's
little-boy crossness with the ease of long practiterhaps Nicholas
Powers had been right when she said that his pamgemoney would
have more influence with a court than Belle andrAdawishes?

With gentle coaxing and teasing smiles she managedean Kit
away from his crossness and into his outdoor c&timereadiness for
the arrival of their taxi. Some toys, judicioustyosen by Kit himself,
were ready in his favourite brightly coloured caribag.

Not normally a vain girl, Rosemary couldn't resie temptation to
take another hurried glance into the mirror. Did klok neat and tidy
enough to impress Nicholas Powers with her firmnasd her
determination not to relinquish Kit? Her blonderhaiormally left
free to curl down on to her shoulders, was caughhwa neat French
plait. She frowned anxiously as she caught sighthef shadows
lingering in her eyes. She looked so pale, sofrail, she admitted
unwillingly, but she did have a very fair skin, asde had never
replaced all the weight she had lost when Belle Addm died.
Unwillingly she remembered their solicitor, Mr Brostone,



commenting unhappily at the time of their deathst $he looked
barely more than a child herself.

But she wasn't a child; hardly, at twenty-four, ayet she knew
already that in many ways she was no match for dashPowers;
they had lived such different lives. How could hederstand her
feelings for Kit—a man who was openly derisive @ottemptuous
of human love in every shape and form?

Shivering slightly, she pulled her navy wool coaeoher skirt and
blouse. Her clothes were plain but good, gearati¢ovorking life

she had lived prior to giving up her job. Rosen&wd clothes; she
often dawdled outside exclusive shop windows gaauhgiringly at

the models, wondering wistfully what it would bkdito be able to
spend so much money on herself without any burdguit.

Adam had often teased her that she was too sensitithe needs of
others; too soft-hearted and vulnerable to othepless pain, and she
knew that for her it would be impossible to speadrsich on herself
without thinking guiltily of all those who had sittle—people who
could not even feed themselves, never mind buyeot

The taxi driver arrived, and Kit's crossness gaag i@ excitement as
he clambered inside.

Because it was Sunday, central London was less, amsy they
arrived outside the hotel several minutes early.

No degree of familiarity with such an imposing foymuld surely
ever mute its effect, Rosemary reflected, as shaddw for the
reception desk, with Kit clinging shyly to her hand

This tone she wasn't directed to the lifts, b fight of stairs that led
down to the sports complex.



'‘Mr Powers is expecting you,' the receptionist tadd. if you just tell
the girl on duty in the Complex she'll show youhe reading room.’

A set of double doors led into a foyer with a madostairway leading
down to the left, and another up to the right,ni@tractive restaurant
area overlooking the swimming pool.

Rosemary stared when she saw it, the receptianiihg at Kit's cry
of excitement.

It was truly one of the most beautiful swimming [goBosemary had
ever seen. No doubt it was quite modest to a mahabiolas Powers'
high standards, but she had never seen anythig siuxurious in
all her life. Tiled, in dark blue, its classicalegie and Greek columns
made her stand and stare almost open- mouthed.

‘Mr Powers is still in the gym at the moment,' djid told her,
consulting a list in front of her. '"However, he Vitdre long. If you'd
like to go through into the reading room, he'lhjgiou there shortly.’

She indicated the flight of stairs leading downthe left, and
thanking her, Rosemary took Kit firmly by the hand.

The reading room took her breath away completélserhinded her
of a library of a beautiful Georgian stately home.

Several groups of comfortable terracotta-coveretirsrand settees
were grouped round low tables, the rich terracattd blue carpet
muting the sound of people's feet. A variety otynies decorated the
terracotta walls and behind the wrought iron rgilon the galleried
landing she could see bookcase after bookcaseffutllumes.

Even Kit was awed by his surroundings, sitting wenimtgly at her
side on one of the settees, and gazing round wigelly rounded
eyes.



Above them, three allegorical paintings decoratesl ¢eiling, and
Rosemary stared at them in bemusement, until Ktovering
himself a little, tugged on her sleeve.

‘That little boy over there is drinking fruit jui¢ée informed her in a
loud whisper.

There were several family groups in the room, anddfary noted
that the children all seemed uniformly polite aneliioehaved. One
small tot actually seemed to be reading $umday Timesand she
blinked slightly, wondering if she was seeing tlinghecking a
quick grin when she realised that it was being rgaside down.

Fortunately Kit wasn't a demanding or greedy claltj she was able
to distract him quite easily from his desire farifijuice. She wasn't
sure how long Nicholas Powers' few minutes woulddmeshe got
one of Kit's favourite books out of the carrier gl settled him
down with it.

Looking down into his serious little face, she sekudden upsurge of
pride and love. Tears stung her eyes. How on eaxild she bear to
part with him? A quiver of fear ran though her, mmagkher body
shake. What on earth was she thinking? She wasng go have to
part with him. Nicholas Powers had no rights whé&ié was
concerned, none at all—had he?

His sudden appearance at the top of the marbls gispas she was
thinking about him caused her to stare at him ld@neone

transfixed, a tiny frightened mouse caught and hrettle sights of a
predatory eagle.

As he walked towards her she was reminded of a irfgunt
leopard—all sleek muscles and dangerous prowlhkiiswas damp,
his skin bronzed.



Kit, sensing her fear, slid one small hand intoshand stared
belligerently at him, his bottom lip pouted slightl

'So this is Belle's child." He was inspecting Kst taough he were
checking something he was thinking of buying, fotgmtial faults,
Rosemary thought bitterly. 'He looks like her.'

'He looks like you,' she contradicted flatly, holgliher breath as she
realised what she had said. But it was true. Whiht determined
scowl Kit did look remarkably like his uncle.

‘Say hello to your Uncle Nicholas, Kit,' she insted woodenly. She
could feel the rebellious tension holding Kit st#t her side, and
knew guiltily that he had picked it up from her.

‘Won't!'

As Nicholas moved forward, Kit turned and buried head against
Rosemary, refusing to look at him.

''ve booked us a table for lunch. They'll be refatyus now.'

As he stepped back so that Rosemary and Kit caeicege him, he
murmured sardonically to Rosemary, ‘Nice try, huvon't do any
good, you know. He might cling to your side nowt thildren of that
age soon forget.'

‘How would you know?' Rosemary resented the impboathat she
had deliberately encouraged Kit to reject him. "Ymn't know the
first thing about children!

'‘Don't 1? Aren't you forgetting something? | wascerone myself,
you know.'

Lunch was even more of an ordeal than she had madgKit, who
normally enjoyed his food with healthy relish, refd to eat



anything, alternatively clinging to her side andmdading to go
home. Really, if she had deliberately coached hencduldn't have
put on a better show of a clinging, dependent child

She blamed Nicholas for Kit's reaction to him. Héntt have the
slightest idea how to talk to a small child, sheutht bitterly,
watching his mouth tighten as once again Kit rafuae ice-cream
and instead clung tearfully to Rosemary.

'l don't like it here!" His voice was distinctly Wwbly, and disastrously
clear. 'l want to go home, Rosemary.'

‘You put him up to this, didn't you?' Nicholas demed of her,
thin-lipped with anger. 'You deliberately . . .

'‘No, | did not,' she interrupted, angry herself ntit is three years
old, Mr Powers,' she told him bitingly. 'He's stittle more than a

baby, and although he isn't old enough to undelstahe can sense
the atmosphere between us. Like all children, lesdt like anything

that's unfamiliar. Why are you doing this to usRé dourst out

emotionally. "You say that Kit is your heir, butwybave children of

your own.'

‘No!'

The harsh denial made Kit blink and move away fthenprotection
of Rosemary's body to stare at him.

'We can't discuss this down here," he continuachiarsh voice. 'We'll
go up to my suite.'

She wasn't given any opportunity to refuse. Shekandere hustled
up to the fifth floor so quickly she could barebtch her breath.

'‘Now," said Nicholas once they were inside, 'we s&rdown and
talk.'



It took her several minutes to settle Kit with bsoks and toys, and
she could sense Nicholas Powers' tension as hd &wlaind her
watching her as she sat on the floor, coaxing &iplkay with his

building blocks.

‘You don't look more than a dozen years older tieis yourself,' he
muttered when she eventually stood up. 'You caalty want to be
burdened with the responsibility of a young chilbw much will it
cost me to get sole charge of him, Rosemary?'

It took her several seconds to realise what heimvplying, but once
she had grasped his meaning, she went white anddémi red, her
fingers curling into small fists of rage, as sharatl at him in utter
contempt.

'‘Nothing, if | thought you genuinely loved him,'eslsaid at last.
Curiously a dull tide of colour seemed to seep mgben his skin, and
then as though something in her look made himudaebmfortable,
he moved away from her and said sardonically, Yaetrying to tell

me that money means nothing to you at all?'

'Of course it means something, but | don't happehibk that it's the
be-all and end-all of life. There are other thing®nsider far more
important.’

‘A rather romantic and foolish view of life, | sHduhave thought.
Money is necessary if one is to live.'

'‘Money is necessary if one is to exist,' Rosemaryected him flatly.

'Living requires other things besides money, ahddpen to believe
that those other things are far more importantlielbe that money
causes more misery than pleasure . . ."'

'‘Easy to say when you don't have any," he mocBed.if you were
suddenly to inherit ... a million pounds, say I'm. sure you'd change
your tune fast enough.’



‘The only use I'd have for a million pounds wouddtb give it away to
charity.'

He turned and looked at her as though he couldh&\J his ears.

'You really mean it, don't you?' He shook his héddu're living in a
dream world, little girl—real life just isn't likdhat.'

Because people like you won't let it be,.' Rosemestorted
passionately. 'Do you honestly think I'd let yoket&it away from
me, to be brought up in a world where the only ingat thing is
money? Beyond anything else in my life my firstydig to Kit.
Nothing is more important to me than that. Can gay the same
thing? How much time will you be able to spare hidov often will
he see you, or will he be relegated to a worldasfmes and private
boarding schools?'

‘You say that now, but one day you'll grow boredhweing Kit's
surrogate mother—you'll want a husband and childfeyour own.
It's not natural for a young woman of your agee totally without
any contact with the opposite sex.’

'For contact with the opposite sex, | suppose yeamsex itself,’
Rosemary retorted, marvelling a little at her owamkness. 'I'm not
the sort of woman who wants or needs that kind loysal
relationship, Mr Powers.'

'‘No, you're the sort of woman who wants her sed@ssed up with

words like "love" and "forever",' he agreed.

The way he was sneering made Rosemary itch torhjtihut then she
remembered what his own childhood had been, andesiyl her
anger died away, to be replaced by a feeling cdnise pity. Of
course, he didn't believe in love, for that wouldam that he would
have to acknowledge to himself that his mother hatdloved him;
she could quite easily see how for a man of hidepri would be



preferable to believe that love did not exist atheln to admit that his
own mother had felt no love for him at all.

'‘No, I'm the sort of woman who believes that re#iliment in sexual

terms can be experienced only when there is I@W'responded
calmly. 'I'm not naive, Mr Powers. | know that sakattraction can
be a very powerful thing, but you see I'm far tastidious to settle
for anything less than the very best, and as fdinasoncerned sex
without love is second-rate.’

'‘My advice to you is to wait until you've experiedcwhat you're
talking about before making such rash statements.'

The cool contempt in his voice stung, and Rosenfamd herself
retaliating before she had time to register whatwshs saying.

'l have experienced love, so | know exactly what talking about
when | say that for me sex, without it, is simpbt morth having.'

'l see . .. You have experienced love, you say,obuiously your
partner didn't share your experience, did he? \Wappened? Did he
discover after he had you that it wasn't the emadioa lifetime after
all? You're very gullible if you fell for that olduse.’

For a moment she was too shocked to speak.

'How dare you suggest such a thing! It wasn't tikat at all,’ she
hissed, conscious of Kit's presence only a few yaday. '‘As a
matter of fact, the man | loved is married. | watker him . . . and
once | realised how | felt about him | gave up ral.jThere was
never any question of an affair ... of anythingelikhat in our
relationship at all. He was happily married andd bthe misfortune to
love him. There was nothing more to it than that.'



'‘Perhaps you'd find his marriage less of a sturgbblock if you
behave sensibly and accept the money I'm preparedyt you for
legally handing over my sister's child to me."'

Rosemary stared at him in a mixture of astonishnact disgust.
This was the second time he had made such a sigggdsadn't she
made herself plain enough already? Did he reallyebtly think he

could buy Kit from her? The sympathy she had feftHim before

was wiped out by the powerful surge of anger thaept her.

Everything that she had wanted to say seemed tocked up deep
inside her throat. For almost a full minute shenfibit impossible to
articulate, and when at last she could speak, trdswxcame rushing
out in a furious whispered burst of incredulousdieef.

'I've already told you that there's nothing .othng on this earth that
could make me give up Kit, especially to a man {ike, who thinks
of everything in terms of money. What does it takget it through to
you that | love Kit? Do you really think for one ment that | would
ever contemplate trying to buy John's love, or tizaiuld love him if
he was the sort of man who could be bought? Can'tunderstand
that | love the man he is, and that his love ferwife and children,
and his loyalty to her, are part of what makes kordear? Money
might be the most important thing in your life, Mowers, but | can
tell you now that it's the least important thingmme!'

All at once the anger drained out of her. Turninguafrom him, she
said huskily, 'No, | don't suppose you can undadstaat, can you,
any more than you can understand how much | lote'Belle once
told me that she didn't want her son destroyedhénviay you were
destroyed . . .'

Something seemed to flicker in his eyes, somettiaage of emotion
that touched her too-tender heart, and she imnedgiatished the
words unsaid, but it was too late.



'‘Go on,' he commanded harshly.

She bit her lip and murmured hesitantly, 'Belleadied the thought of
Kit ever falling into the hands of your mother @rtamily. She once
said something to me about Kit being your only hBist you could
marry and have children of your own.’

'l shall never marry.’

The harsh words shocked through her and she stahaah, her violet
eyes dark with pain and lack of understanding.

*You could still have a child,’ she pointed out.

'You mean pay a woman to have my child for me? Nek@voman
greedy enough to do that would soon realise theflisno be reaped
by being the mother of my son, and no matter howmymagal
documents | got her to sign, as long as she likedetwould always
be the chance that she could do to my child whatmather did to
me.'

He said it so emotionlessly that Rosemary was awghyherself for
her own sudden shift of feeling. It was ridiculaimst she should
suddenly ache with compassion for this man, andusbtridiculous
but also dangerous.

‘There is, of course, an alternative,' he said alyawaiting for his
words to sink in as he looked at her. 'An avenueharse not yet
explored, a compromise, if you like.'

He paused, and Rosemary looked at him. A compr@ibées man?
This hard unyielding iceberg of a man was offerihgr a

compromise? She shifted her weight from one fodhéoother, glad
that Kit was too deeply involved in his game tcalnare of what was
going on. 'What sort of compromise?' she askealsat |



"You could always come with me to France and biKitgip yourself.

I'm prepared to admit that there's a bond betweenayd the child
which it might prove difficult to sever, and in $ucircumstances |
am prepared to make the best of things by allowmgto retain your
self-appointed position as his surrogate mothetr,under my roof.
Have you thought that just as | could legally t&lteaway from you,

so could my mother?' he demanded roughly.

She hadn't thought about it until that moment, Imotw the
implications of what he was saying made her pale.

'‘But why should she want to?' she asked feebly.

His derisive look withered her. 'Why? Because, Migswart, Kit is
my heir, and as my heir, mynly heir, he would be an extremely
powerful pawn in my mother's hands.'

‘She wouldn't do anything like that. She wouldskiet Kit away from
me ... ' But deep down in her heart Rosemary kriet $he was
wrong. It was impossible to understand how any woeauld treat
her own child the way Susan Powers had treateddrerThere was
no way Rosemary could ever allow Kit to go to higrgimother.

'‘Well?' The curt demand cut through her painfulutjtits. ‘Do you
agree that such a compromise would benefit us both?

He was watching her, Rosemary realised, and, mddtyp the
tension in the room came from him and not from ltegave her a
heady feeling of power to realise that for somesoeashe had the
edge over him. Hevanted her to agree to his compromise; ha
probably wanted her to agree to it all along the,lishe realised on a
flash of insight. After all, it would be much easfer him if she went
to France to take care of Kit; there would be n&ward court case,
no publicity . . . no danger of her arraigning le#fravith his mother's
family against him.



'l would have to speak to my solicitor about ¢ seplied cautiously,
feeling her way. There would have to be certaimal@govisos.'

'‘Such as a generous income as recompense forcthédh once you
come to live in the valley, you will be virtuallypommitting yourself
to a life of spinster- hood. What price do you patyour continual
single- minded devotion to my nephew, Miss Stewant2 million

dollars, two million?'

There is no price!" Rosemary told him furiouslim'nhot for sale, Mr
Powers, and neither is my love for Kit. The legabjyisos | was
talking about related to my rights as Kit's legahglian and aunt. For
all I know your views of bringing up children maifdr widely from
mine. I'm against Kit going to boarding school, iimstance; at least
not until he's old enough to cope with such a sibad

'l see your point, and yet | confess to a certanownt of concern,
Miss Stewart. You said "“children" and not "chil@urely a rather
Freudian slip?'

Rosemary felt her face flame with temper and exasip®. "You
seem to be obsessed with my potential sex lifePbvers. | assure
you that I'm as unlikely to marry as you are yolfiyssdthough for
very different reasons. And certainly | have neition of having a
child or children.'

‘Yes, it is rather amusing in some ways, isn'tAt#hin smile curled
his mouth without reaching his eyes. "You will nwrry because you
believe in love, and | will not marry because Irdi believe in it.'

'‘No, you won't marry because you're obsessed Wvtbelief that at
some stage your wife will betray you, as your mothetrayed you;
that she'll steal your wealth from you in the saway that your
mother did.'



Shocked by her tactlessness, Rosemary turned awammyhim. What
on earth had got into her? She wondered if herghtbess comments
had hurt him. She reached a brief upward glance.

He was watching her with cynical amusement. 'Tlastlteen said to
me too often by too many women for it to have affigot on me. I'm
a realist, and you are a romantic.'

‘You're romantic enough to want an heir to folloauy Rosemary
pointed out defensively.

'l need an heir. | need someone who 1 can trusaritrol the empire
I've built up when | can no longerdo so ..."

Since he couldn't possibly be more than thirty-fiResemary was a
little surprised by his vehemence. Surely men abless and

determined as Nicholas Powers didn't even startkiting about

handing over the reins of control until they weraam much older
than the man standing in front of her.

'Kit is three,' she protested, instead of voicieg thoughts, it will be
nearly twenty years before he ..."

in twenty years' time | shall more than likely bempletely deaf.’
There was a small silence, during which Rosemanyglio to
assimilate what he was saying without betrayingsheick.

'Yes . . . one of fate's more amusing twists, ish'Especially since
the damage was apparently caused when | was yotimgeKit is
now. | had an ear infection as a child. My mothenstdered me a
nuisance; she never wanted me, apparently. So wbeed in pain
from an ear infection, she shut me in the nursedyfarbade the staff
to go anywhere near me. By the time my father dised what was
going on, it was too late to do anything aboutdamage.



'For a long time the problem has been in remisdianlast year | was
involved in a collision in my car, which seems & re-activated it.
At the moment the deterioration is slow, but unpdpe. On present
estimates the specialists .advise me that | wollvst grow less and
less able to hear properly and that within twer@grg | shall be stone
deaf. Imagine that, Miss Stewart. | shall be apleet as an infant,
totally at the mercy of those around me, at leasanas the business
world is concerned, so you can see why it's so rtapbfor me to
have an heir | can trust. My father built up Pow@rsfrom nothing,
and | had to stand by and watch it all destroyezhgefully and
deliberately. | swore then | would re-build it, athas time it will not
be torn down.’

Rosemary looked away from him, but apparently motldy enough.
'l do not want or need your pity!" he rasped acaiby.

He was practically snarling the words at her, l@s/wage betraying
more than his clipped sentences ever could. Heawaan in torment,
Rosemary recognised; a man who had everything ehdopnversely
a man who had nothing.

‘No, but youdowant and need my co-operation,' she said calfily. '
need to talk to my solicitor, but providing he aggel'm willing to
bring Kit up as your heir, and to live with himyour chateau.’

‘You're very obliging.' Rosemary didn't like thentgal way he spoke.
'Of course | shall make sure that financially yo# @ecompensed for

Once again she could feel her self-control strgnilfve already told
you | don't want your money—any of it!"

The house had been in her and Adam's name and itnweer mind
that she could possibly let it, and that the incomeould bring in
would give her a small measure of independence Narholas.



She would have to accept that he provided a roef ber head and
paid for the food she ate, of course, but thatallashe would accept
from him, she thought fiercely. She would make Isie that there
were some women who did not want his money.

She was certainly not going to allow Kit to be aybtiup to share his
uncle's obsession with money, or his contempt atteribess for the
female sex. Kit would never have to learn as NiabdPowers had
that there was no such thing as freely given lgiewould have all

the love, all the security, all the caring she wasable of giving him.

No wonder Belle had turned away from the life shd Bhared with
her brother, and looked instead for a much simgkgstence with a
man who loved her for herself alone.

How many times had she heard Belle say that thpiesipyears of
her life had been those she had shared with AdaraR? &short span
of time, Rosemary thought, grieving afresh for eother and
sister-in- law, but at least Belle, unlike her beat had known and
shared human love.

Could any amount of money really compensate fotdheliness she
sensed was burned soul-deep into Nicholas Poweref the years
she had seen his name coupled in the press witbftaay number of
beautiful women, but there was something aboutthahhad struck
her almost the moment she saw him, and that had lieeessential
aloneness.

Physically he was a very attractive and masculiag,rut there was
a coldness about him, a remoteness that suggésidukt preferred to
keep people at a distance.

He deliberately chose as the women in his life éhobo were most
easily impressed by his wealth, and then desplsea for the very
characteristics he had chosen them for, Rosemagsgd shrewdly.



Could it be that secretly he was afraid to loveaidf to commit
himself to a relationship which might ultimatelyusa him the same
pain as his mother's defection? She shrugged tugkh away.

'S0, it is agreed that you and the child will comth me to France.’

'‘Provided our solicitor agrees," Rosemary remintéied firmly,
standing up and going over to gather up Kit's toys.

As the little boy hugged her affectionately, sheulda't help
contrasting his open, sunny face with the shuttereithdrawn
expression of the man watching them, and she madslfia vow
then that she would never allow Kit to be corruppedpoilt by the
power of his uncle's wealth.

If Kit had to be brought up in Nicholas Powers' leprBelle would

want her to be there to take care of him, and soldvAdam. She
owed it to them to be there, but stubbornly shested giving in to

him, feeling a small sense of satisfaction in kmaythat her caution
was irritating him. He was too used to people bamgmpressed by
his wealth that they fell over themselves to do wWisawanted. Well,
she wasn't going to be like that.



CHAPTER THREE

OF courseon Monday morning when Lesley called to collect, Ki
and take him with her to the home of one of heeotWo charges, she
was all agog to hear what had happened.

Carefully Rosemary explained what Nicholas Poweus $uggested.

‘Mmm ... if you ask me, he planned to take botlaaf to France all
along,' Lesley pronounced. 'Think about it, Rosgmar having your
agreement makes life one hell of a lot easier for. h know these
millionaire types, any kind of publicity is a comspt anathema to
them, and you could have made a hell of a stirtkerpress for him. |
bet he just threatened to take Kit away from yofrighten you.'

That thought had struck Rosemary too, but for soswson a
perverse sort of loyalty prevented her from saysog just as that
same ridiculous loyalty stopped her from telling freend about the
real reason Nicholas Powers wanted Kit. She hasesehow much
he had loathed and resented telling her about h@oaching
deafness, and for some reason had felt compellegioit to herself,

Kit already had his coat on and was eager to jwrother boy and the
little girl who were Lesley's other charges. Joaath father worked
at home, and despite the fact that she herselhawdsnger working,
Rosemary had felt it worthwhile to continue witte tarrangement,
feeling that the male influence of Jonathan's fatimeKit's life was
something that he needed. She was all too awdrevofew men Kit
came into contact with. How much would the two aftivlas Powers
once they were living in his home? Precious littRosemary
suspected; Belle had told her that her brotheretled all over the
world on business, and spent very little time ahBo

'He's using you, Rosemary,' Lesley cut into heugfids now. 'Where
else would he get anyone so devoted and carirak&odharge of Kit?



You've given up your whole life for him since hiarpnts died. No
nanny or hired help would do that.’

'‘But | love him," Rosemary protested, shaken bydyes comments.

‘Exactly, and you can bet that that's what Nich&lawers is banking
on,' her friend said darkly.

To Rosemary's consternation before she could niekinbe to get in
touch with her solicitor, he telephoned her. It eaas a shock to
discover that Nicholas had already had a draftraehtirawn up and
that moreover it was already in the hands of hkcisw.

Stumbling over the words, Rosemary explained to hihat had
happened.

'l think you'd better come and see me this aftemyidw told her.

Rosemary arrived a little late for her appointmevitjch made her
feel even more flustered and on edge.

It came as something of a surprise to her when kbowBstone
advised her that he was pleased that she was beisgnsible. Her
heart sank when he went on to say that had shelatkedo fight
Nicholas Powers for legal guardianship of Kit, shight well have
lost.

'‘But his parents wanted me . . . ' she began.

‘Yes, yes, | know that, but the courts have to takehings into
consideration, Rosemary, and there's no getting dwan the fact
that Nicholas Powers is in a far better positiopriavide for the boy
than you are. Now, let's go through this contrsicall we?'

She had half expected her solicitor to be shoclethd nature of the
contract, but although he glanced at her once igetaver the top of



his bifocals as he read slowly through it, he madeomment until
he had placed the document down on his desk. @Qatydid he purse
his lips and study her over his steepled fingertips

‘You realise what this contract means, don't yde?'asked her,
frowning a little. 'lt stipulates that for as loag Kit is a minor you
will have sole care of him, just so long as youeagto reside under
Nicholas Powers' roof and with the proviso that gounot enter into
any emotional or legal commitments with a membethefopposite
sex.'

He pursed his lips again, still frowning. 'l warduyto think very
carefully about this, Rosemary, because once ygruisishould you
fall in love and want to marry—or indeed should yarcide at any
time that you don't want to reside under Nicholas/&'s' roof, he'll
be within his legal rights in taking Kit away froyou. You're only
twenty-four and, if | may say so, you are a veryaative young
woman. It's not totally outside the bounds of pasty that some
young man will want to marry you and that you'llnv@hildren of
yourown. ..’

'‘No . .. No ... I shall never marry, and | shalar, ever give Kit up,’
Rosemary broke in passionately. 'l know what I'nmda.. | have

thought about it. If there was any other waysame way that | could
be sure that the courts would uphold my rights #'s §uardian . . . '

Her voice tailed away as she saw the dubious |odker solicitor's
eyes.

'l can't give you that assurance, Rosemary. NichBlawers has a
good deal more influence than you. | understant hleawants to

make Kit his heir, and legally that puts him on mmdicmer ground

than you. Are you sure this is what you want?' $ieed her gently.
‘This contract is very explicit. Here,' he handetbiher, 'read it for
yourself.'



Rosemary did so, her eyes skimming the typed pageisthen going
back to the beginning to read them more slowly.

It was just as Mr Brownstone said. There in blacll @hite, if she
signed it, was her solemn commitment to Kit; hewwvmot to enter
into any kind of permanent physical or emotionahoatment for the
duration of Kit's minority, her promise to live ¥al des Neiges, or
any other of his homes that Nicholas Powers shealspbecify.

There was only one clause she could object totleatdwas the one
stipulating that she would be paid a sum of mon@yroensurate
with her position and her relationship to Kit, la¢ toeginning of each
month.

'l won't take any money from him," she told henctr curtly. 'l
intend to let out my house, and the money that frgen that will be
sufficient for my needs.’

He looked as though he wanted to argue with het, peuhaps
something in the stubborn set of her mouth detdnnex for instead
he sighed a little, and said: "Well, if that's yeush, although | must
confess . . .

'It is my wish," Rosemary told him firmly.

She felt drained and shaky, shocked as much bspbed with which
Nicholas had acted as by the cripplingly harsheaindf the contract.

But what alternative did she have? Her solicital hmade it plain that
if it came to a court battle she might not win, doav could she take
even the slightest chance of losing Kit? He meanmhsch to her . . .
everything.

As he watched the expressions race over her viidlesiace, the man
seated opposite her suppressed another sigh. Sheowary young .
. . too young to be dedicating herself to bringupgysomeone else's



child in a life that would be almost as narrow aodfined as that of
the most devout nun, but he could see that notengpuld say would
make her change her mind, and not for the firsetimhis business
life, he marvelled at the power of maternal love.

'l have to stay with Kit,’ Rosemary told him as st@od up. 'And |
don't want him growing up thinking that | had tofmd to do so. |
want him to always have the security of knowing tHave him.’

‘Mm, well, | can see your point,' he admitted, &sally in view of
the circumstances. | must confess that what | kdwNicholas
Powers doesn't incline me to think there'd be nmaom in his life for
a small child. When he isn't flying from one cormérthe world to
another, checking up on his oil wells, he seemspiend his time
squiring around a vast selection of ornamental gdadies.'

Mr Brownstone was rather old-fashioned, but Rosgrkaew what
he was getting at. Nicholas was notorious for fiigirs—or rather
for their brevity. Belle had once confided to Heattshe didn't think
he'd ever dated anyone for more than a monthglitiest as though
he's determined not to give himself a chance tdaagkhow them as
people,’ she had said. 'All he wants them for &rtbxpertise and
willingness in bed.'

Rosemary had been shocked by her statement, bythawmng met
the man and listened to him, she could well belihat Belle had
been right.

She shrugged the thought aside; his sex life wa® afterest to her
and in that respect his deafness might almost lienafit. It would,
no doubt, stop him from having to listen to any anted avowals of
love, she reflected acidly.

His contempt when he had described her as a tweuntyyear-old
virgin had hurt her, but it hadn't changed her @eWwor her, love



would be an intrinsic and essential part of sexe jBht wasn't the sort
of person who could ever go to bed with someonelsifior the sake

of experimentation. What one never had one nevegdisand she
certainly didn't have any desire to emulate NickoRowers'

bed-hopping habits. Maybe she was rather odd imgbeninterested
in sex for sex's sake and in being faintly apprstivenof the total

commitment that loving a man entailed, but it waet hatural inner
reticence that made it relatively easy for her eonmit herself to

Nicholas's contract.

She could even take the detached view and sedyewdmst Nicholas
wanted to tie her to it. As he had coldly pointed @ her, there was
no guarantee, if she did marry, that her husbarghtmot try to
manipulate Kit, and through him, eventually Poweris

In many ways she pitied Nicholas more for his obseswith Powers
Oil than she did for his encroaching deafness.tihbaght made her
smile, all the more so because she knew quiteitefithat Nicholas
himself would not share her amusement. Did he swile properly,
she wondered, did he ever laugh? She couldn't meagiBelle had
been right when she described him as a man corhpleiout real
emotion and human instincts.

'‘But why are we going away, and why aren't Tara aodathan
coming with us?'

Patiently, and for the umpteenth time, Rosemary tweamefully
through her edited explanation.

She had waited until everything was legally sighetbre telling Kit
anything about what was going to happen, and naw enly a few
days to go before they left for Val des Neiges,little boy was still



pressing her to explain to him why he couldn't thisetwo friends to
France with him.

'‘We're going to live with your uncle, and Tara aatathan have to
stay with their mummies and daddies,' Rosemaryagxgd.

'‘But why? | want to stay here!’

'l know you do, poppet, but your uncle wants ugdcand live with
him.'

'‘Doesn't he have a little boy of his own?"
'‘No.'

Fortunately Kit seemed happy with this explanat®atting ready to
leave had been a frantic upheaval. She hadn'seekdit first just how
much planning would be involved, and luckily shel leamembered
In time what Belle had said about the valley benrtually cut off
from civilisation for a good three months of thagerhey were well
into autumn now, and luckily the shops were stoakedvith winter
clothes, so she had had to go and dig deeply mtsrall savings to
equip Kit and herself for the harshness of an Adpiinter.

Typically, once the legal details were attendedstee had heard
absolutely nothing from Nicholas. Quite what shé bhaen expecting
she didn't know, perhaps not the kind of chattynghoalls she and
Adam once used to share when they were apartt farikled that he
had made no attempt at least to warn her of whatrsght expect. It
would have served him right if she and Kit had adrip at the valley
with nothing more than late summer clothes.

All she did know was that they would be flying td~eench airport
and that they would be transferred to the valleyélycopter.



As she surveyed the piles of clothes and toys stralvover her
bedroom, she wondered how on earth she was goibg teady in
time. As fast as she packed away Kit's toys, heackgd them.
Luckily Lesley was free to take care of him for@ilSaturday, which
should give her enough breathing space to get rieadigeir Sunday
morning flight.

One purchase she hadn't been able to resist makihgr own behalf
had been a slim-fitting racing ski- suit. Adam Hzekn a keen skier
and he had taught Rosemary to share his love ofpgbd. Several
skiing holidays in Scotland had given her a certamount of skill,
and once in the shop she hadn't been able to anttist tempting
mental picture of herself sweeping elegantly dovenaw-clad slope
in her new outfit while Nicholas Powers watched suarprised
admiration.

Now, as she packed the ski-suit, she derided liefgeher folly.
Nothing would ever surprise Nicholas, and he waddainly never
find anything to admire in her. Just for a momshg wondered what
his reaction to her would have been if she had lasesophisticated
and beautiful as the women he dated. Would he bege attracted to
her? If he had been, no doubt he would have rglylésrced himself
to ignore her. There was no way he would allowstightest intimacy
to develop between them. Perhaps, after all, it pysisas well she
wasn't stunningly lovely, Rosemary decided wryly.

The suitcases were nearly packed. All that now neetawas Kit's
toys. As she stood up, she pushed her hair backesfface, then
frowned as she heard the front door bell.

Kit and Lesley were back early . . . too early,llyedaliredly she
hurried downstairs to let them in.

The day had been overcast and wet, and now asesfitedawnstairs
she switched on the hall light. Its illumination gmasised the



shadows beneath her eyes and the vulnerable hobbewsath her
cheekbones.

She had nothing on her feet and her face was freake-up, her hair
curling wildly round her face. She pushed it bagtoanatically with
one hand, opening the door with the other, unawatbe fact that
her raised arm was drawing the soft wool of hercbleicked shirt taut
against her breast, revealing its soft fullness.

Before she had opened the door properly, the masideutook it
from her, moving quickly.

You took your time. It's pouring out there!'

She had a brief glimpse of a car parked outsidéntiuse before he
closed the door. He was wearing soft casual trguaed a toning
leather jacket over a checked shirt.

‘Nicholas!'

Rosemary was barely aware of speaking his namest8pped back
from him automatically, breathing in the smell afrr and cold air
mingled with leather and a scent that her body geised as
belonging to the man rather than the elementsstiidbed her. There
was something dangerously intimate about recogmigiman by his
scent, almost as though he had somehow insinuateskH into her

memory in a much more intimate way than she hadesa

'‘What . . . what are you doing here?' It was a#l sbuld think of to
say, her heart suddenly plunging downwards as sit@ered if he
had perhaps come to tell her that he had changeohind; that she
was not to go to France after all.

'‘What's wrong, were you expecting someone else’ W in bed
waiting for him? |Is that what took you so long fmea the door?'



Rosemary gaped at him, hardly able to believe &es. éf it had been
anyone other than Nicholas speaking in those wsindsvould have
thought they were teasing her.

T was not in bed," she told him indignantly whem $lad got her
voice back. 'As a matter of fact | was upstairkpay;, and as you've
pointed out, I'm hardly likely to be entertainingpaer, am 1?'

Her temper made her heart thud, and her eyes dankemormally
pale skin was flushed with anger, her breasts gisind falling
quickly beneath the thin shirt.

‘Then why come downstairs only half dressed?’

He looked down at her bare feet, and she immegtiateled her toes
into the carpet, and then, shockingly, he slowlytgised her from
head to foot, his glance lingering trespassinghy deliberately, she
felt sure, on the full curves of her breasts.

Appallingly she felt her nipples swell and hardeier skin burned
with embarrassment, but she had to show him sheateedfraid. She
made herself look at him. There was an odd, unfamibok in his
eyes. They seemed darker, greener, and somehoasnmld. His
face was slightly flushed as well, just along heekbones.

For what seemed to be a lifetime there was silandethen he added
tauntingly, 'And you aren't wearing a bra.’

If only she could deny it, but it would be a lie.

'‘Odd, that,’ he drawled. '‘Out of character, | wohblre thought.
You're surprisingly voluptuous for such a smallatuee; nothing like
small enough to go braless without it being noticéte moved
slightly, and Rosemary had a sickening fear thatvas actually
going to touch her, that his hands were actualipgdo . . . She
stepped back and swallowed hard, and it was onrnvghe realised



he had simply been putting his hands in the poobktss trousers
that she was able to identify the curious achingsagon disrupting
her body.

It shocked and completely disillusioned her. Sheldi@t possibly
have wanted him to touch her; she must have beaginmg things.
This foolishness had to stop. Her mouth compresSéé. wasn't
going to allow him to think that she made a habbipmvocatively
dispensing with her underwear—even if it was in pheacy of her
own home.

Keeping her voice low and as controlled as shed;osihe said
quietly, 'For your information, | am not wearindpiaa because, quite
simply, it's in the washing machine. | want to ledlie house empty
and ready for the people who are renting it whiéerevaway. A friend
has offered to store some things for me. The restyoclothes are
packed, and I'm washing the last few dirty things.'

' see..."'

His attention was on her hips now, and Rosematytfelheat course
through her body. It was anger she was experienshngtold herself
weakly, that was all.

Did he really think she had nothing on under hang? She could feel
her heart thudding as she fought to control heHowv would he like
it if . . . She swallowed hard at the thought of beer finding the
nerve to subject him to the same sort of physisaéssment he had
just made her endure, and turned her back on hiwad disturbing to
find that she was still acutely aware of him behived. She could
almost feel the heat coming off his body.

She moved automatically into the sitting-room. Tine she had left
on to keep the room warm was its only illuminatiamd a



disturbingly intimate one, but as Rosemary reaaletb switch on
the light Nicholas stopped her, by putting his handier arm.

This was the closest she had been to him, and ak@amwazed to see
that close up his eyes were not a band of solourpbut a deep vivid
green, speckled with a softer blue.

'‘Don't put the light on." Without asking her persni® he sank down
on to her settee, still loosely holding her armthihk I've got a
migraine coming on. Could you get me a glass otveat

His eyes had closed, twin fans of thick dark las$iesdowing his
skin. It gave her an odd sensation of pain and essipn to look
down on him like this. She almost wanted to readrand smooth the
thick dark hair off his forehead in the same commigr way she
soothed Kit's baby ailments.

She had never suffered from migraine, but her fdtlad, and so she
left Nicholas where he was while she went to tliehlan to fetch his
water.

When she came back he was lying back against theesexactly
where she had left him, and for a moment she thidugllvas actually
asleep.

Hot colour still burned against his cheekbones, sireltouched one
with her fingertips. His skin felt smooth and hamd it was not a bit
like touching Kit. She looked at his mouth and fedtr body quiver.
His eyes opened and for a moment he was lookiaggbtrat . her.

'l've brought you the water."'

She half expected him to make some sarcastic comateut her
touching him, but instead he sat up and extractschall phial of
tablets from his jacket pocket.



'It's something to do with my ear,' he explainEfyihg tends to bring
these headaches on.'

‘Are you here on business?' Rosemary asked hinoaslyi 'Is there
someone | should get in touch with?'

‘Yes and no.' His eyes closed as he swallowedatiiets and leaned
back against the settee. 'My business has alresetydompleted, and
as for the someone you should get in touch witk,hfouth twisted
wryly, 'l doubt that I'd be much use to her tonight

He looked up at her just in time to catch the surigeolour heating
her skin.

‘Virginal in mind as well as in body," he mockeddon't suppose
you've even seen a man naked, have you?'

‘You're talking to me as though | was closer torteen than
twenty-four!" Rosemary protested. 'And there's aedhfor it. Your
love-life is your affair, Nicholas, and my lack @fe is mine. | don't
know why you're trying to embarrass me like this.'

'‘Don't you?' His lashes dropped over eyes sudddambrous and
dark, as his medication started to take effect.

‘Well then, let's just put it down to frustratiahall we?'

Whoever he was supposed to be with tonight wasomgcto him!
Rosemary thought savagely as she walked backhet&itchen. She
wasn't used to men talking to her the way he hadl jtadisconcerted
her. Even more disturbing was the fact that somedtewhad become
aware of him in a way that she most definitely wnlod like.

The first time she had met him she had supposedblé be a cold
lover, intent only on his own physical gratificatiaonow, shockingly,
she was not so sure she was right. There had loeegtising in his



eyes when he looked at her that told her he knéwhate was to
know about giving a woman pleasure. She mistrustied she
reminded herself. What was he trying to do—forcetbdreak their
contract before it came into force?

She made herself stay in the kitchen for almost &alhour, and
when she came out she saw that he was quite adfifgst asleep.
The heat had left his skin, now leaving him untregitpale. She
touched his hand and found that despite the fieefelt very cold.
Frowning slightly, she went upstairs and took thétaff her own

bed.

She had just finished tucking it round him whenleég&nd Kit came
back. Motioning to both of them to be quiet, shbaned them into
the dining-kitchen.

'‘Now who's the sleeping prince?' Lesley exclainsgdhusiastically.
‘You're a dark horse, Rosemary. He's really somgthi

'He's also Kit's uncle," Rosemary told her driliyjrgg her a warning
look. 'Apparently flying tends to bring on a migraiattack.'

'Oh dear! You'll have to let him sleep it off, thevly mother gets
them and she swears that's the only real cure.'

'Is he really my uncle?' Kit demanded in a loudspler when Lesley
had gone. Rosemary had removed their small porteidsision
from the sitting-room to the kitchen so that heldoavatch it without
disturbing Nicholas, is he the one we're goingwue With?'

‘Yes, and yes again. Come on, finish your milk, @uah | think it will
be time for your bath. Early bedtime tonight, youngn—we have to
be up early in the morning, and | still have tokpalt your toys.'



Ten o'clock. Rosemary eased herself up, wincinghes knees
protested. She had spent the last two hours packvay all Kit's

toys, in the special boxes she had bought. Theydnoei carried on
the plane as excess baggage, and she only hopedubgld be room
for them in the taxi. The fact that Nicholas coalford to buy his
nephew an entire toyshop hadn't influenced heisdwcio take them
with her. Kit was a well adjusted and happy litilgy, but he would
need the familiarity of his own things around hinte they were at
the chateau.

Ten o'clock, and there had been no sound at ath ftbe man
downstairs. She had expected him to wake up lorgrdehis.

Should she wake him or let him go on sleeping? f&tewanted an
early night herself.

Tiredly she went downstairs and let herself int® sfiting-room. He
had moved in his sleep and was now lying down, utidequilt. His
breathing suggested that he was still deeply askeeg Rosemary
hadn't the heart to wake him. Amazingly, if shekled hard enough
she could detect a resemblance to Kit in thosenlfaetures, softened
now by sleep. He really had the most incrediblgkland long lashes
for a man. What a waste! She was lucky that irespither being so
fair- haired, her own lashes were reasonably dark.

A cup of coffee and a sandwich nibbled in the latchiook the edge
off her tiredness, but by the time she had finistued washed up her
unexpected guest was still asleep. There was rptige for it: she

would simply have to leave him—and she would algeehto leave

her ..quilt, she thought wryly. Luckily she had sogpare blankets in
the drawer beneath her bed, and after a quickdbegtlcurled up under
them.

Whether it was because she didn't have her quittobr Rosemary
didn't know, but she woke up early, and knew shelevaot be able
to get back to sleep.



There was no sound at all from downstairs, and thevat was
parched with thirst. A quick glance out of her womdshowed that
Nicholas's car was still there, which meant thanlist still be asleep.
It couldn't be very comfortable for him, scrunchgaon her small
settee . . . Still, it had been his choice.

Following her normal morning routine, she showexed washed her
hair. It was naturally curly, and when she waswitking, she simply
left it to dry. Her dressing-gown was packed, analas too early to
change into the clothes she intended to wear &oflitjht. Instead she
pulled on an ancient rugby shirt of Adam's that aten wore round
the house. It came halfway down her thighs and gistyobmade her
look like an outsize bee, she acknowledged wryly.

On her way downstairs she looked in on Kit. He lyagy fast asleep
in his bed, his dark hair fluffed out on the pillo@verwhelmed by a
sudden surge of love, she bent to kiss him. Hedd@o sweet and
babyish still when he was asleep.

There was no sound from the sitting-room, so sloedad it, going
straight into the kitchen.

She was almost too thirsty to wait for the coffeefilter, but she

enjoyed this first early morning drink too muchhtave instant. The
clock on the wall told her that it was still earlyret even seven yet.
She normally enjoyed a brief lie-in on Sundays. daynwas her
special day, when she read the papers and genkxadg about until
lunchtime. Sunday afternoons, she normally tookdkiit, usually to

the park when the weather was fine.

She was just pouring the coffee into a mug wherhslaed the papers
come through the front door. Bliss—she could tdkent upstairs
with her and have a quiet half- hour before Kit walp. He was at
that stage of being deeply interested in the pdindéeord, and
demanded continuously that Rosemary allowed himrdad it



himself. He had astounded one of their neighbowrssipeedily
'reading' through his favourite book of fairy taleden she looked
after him one evening when Rosemary had had to wp umntil
Rosemary had been obliged to disillusion her bynteher that Kit
knew the stories off by heart.

Even so, there was no denying that he was a clgvitt. Deeply
engrossed in her own thoughts, she trudged inthdileand picked
up the papers. Balancing her cup in one hand altihigathe papers
in the other, she headed for the stairs.

When the sitting-room door suddenly opened and dashcame out
wearing nothing but the most minuscule pair offgrishe could no
more contain her stunned shock than she could Hawa. Her

tongue seemed to have stuck to the roof of her mdwr ability to
breathe suddenly dangerously impeded.

He had been right to mock her for her ignoranceeorng the male
body. When she had involuntarily imagined him wathhbis clothes,
she had fallen ridiculously short of reality.

For a start, there was much more of him. Innocestis had pictured
an adult version of Kit, forgetting all the diffeteways in which a
man's body might develop.

Adam had been tall, but fairly slender; he hadatelg not possessed
the sort of muscles that roped the hardness of dlasts body.
Muscles were something Rosemary had always asedciatth
wrestlers, when she thought about them at all:racsainappealing
male bulk that she found slightly distasteful. Bugse muscles . . .
She blinked and wondered absently when he manadeultthe time
to get that all-over tan—at least, she presumedstall-over. Feeling
like someone who had just been deprived of oxygetob long, she
dragged air into her lungs and tried not to stare.



Fine silky hairs covered his chest and arrowed dpast his navel in
a thin line that . . .

Abruptly Rosemary tore her gaze away from his bdlggn turned a
brilliant shade of bright pink when she realisedt the was watching
her every bit as closely as she had been studymglhwardly she

cringed as she waited for him to make a bitinghgastic comment,
but to her surprise instead he suddenly frownedpastied his hand
through his hair, disturbing its dark sleeknedsfsiither.

'l heard a noise and came to investigate . . began.

'It was probably the paper boy.' Rosemary knewvsae gabbling,
but seeing him like this was having a peculiaraften her normally
calm nervous system.

She was being silly really; after all, she had sadam similarly
garbed often enough, and men at the beach . .thBuwas different,
something inside her insisted; this was somehowenmmmate . . .
more . . . dangerous.

‘How are you feeling?' she asked him. 'Has yourame . . .

‘Gone, thank God.' He glanced over his shouldertivé room behind
him. 'Did you try to rouse me? These tablets hawery heavy
sedative effectand . . .

‘No, | thought it was best to let you sleep.’

‘Thanks.' He grimaced faintly and looked at her ratigoffee. 'Any
chance of some of that for me?’

He was different like this; more human . . . moppraachable, and
oddly that made her feel far more flustered thanchidness did.

'It's in the kitchen. I'll get you some."



To get to the kitchen, she had to step past hiohsae found herself
automatically breathing in so that she wouldn't eamo contact
with his body. He stepped back immediately he sedlj filching the

papers from her with a look in his eyes that remddher

overwhelmingly of Kit at his most mischievous. Hares widened
and she caught her breath.

'‘What's wrong?' asked Nicholas.
'‘Nothing. It's just that you looked so much like.Ki

Instantly his face hardened. 'Don't start confudimg two of us,
Rosemary,’ he warned her. 'I'm not Kit, and | dored your
mothering.’

lllogically, his words hurt her. Why was it thategy time she sensed
something warm and human in him and reached awstigond to it,
he slapped her down? Why was it? Surely you knawatiswer to
that, she mocked herself as she poured him a mupfidée. He
slapped her down because he didn't want her getrsg to him. He
didn't want anyone getting close to him. She krieat, tso why bother
to try? Why indeed?

The problem was that behind his cold aloofness stwm@sed a
loneliness that she just couldn't help but resptmdit was an
essential part of her personality that she cout@m to change.



CHAPTER FOUR
'‘How MuUcCH longer now, Rosemary?’

They had been in the air for less than an hour Rosemary glanced
across at Nicholas, who was busy studying somerpape far Kit

had been very well behaved, but now he was growesgess. The
comfort of the private jet was an unfamiliar luxaryd one which had
taken Rosemary completely off guard. She had eggdeittat they
would travel on a scheduled flight, albeit in tistfclass cabin, and
her face burned a little as she remembered Niclkotasdonically
amused reaction to her surprise when he had cgsunafitioned that
he always travelled in his own jet.

She was hesitant to interrupt him, and she spakeraesitantly as
she asked him how long the flight was likely ta.las

'‘We should be in Paris soon,' he informed her,iluplat his watch.
'‘Paris?' Rosemary frowned.

‘Yes . .. Didn't | say? We shall stop over thereaf couple of days. |
have some business to attend to, and of courseyaueed to equip
yourself and Kit for the rigours of our valley wams. Pierre, my
assistant, had arranged an account for you witlPams bank. Since
your position in my household will be that of aatele rather than an
employee, there'll be certain occasions when |renite business
colleagues when you will be expected to join usl maturally you'l
need to be suitably dressed. The wives of my Framainess
colleagues are gowned mainly by the important tashiouses, and
you'll have to follow their example.’

Rosemary looked shocked. 'But | can't afford tremsé of prices!'

His mouth compressed and he looked hard at her.



'‘Don't be so impossibly naive, Rosemary,' he skilys 'Of course, |
shall be paying for them. A car and a chauffeul el placed at your
disposal, and Pierre will have made appointmentsyfm. My
apartment on the Avenue Foch is convenient fortlad more
exclusive shopping areas, so you shouldn't havepeosiylems.'

For a few seconds Rosemary couldn't speak. Didonedily think
she would allow him to buy her clothes; to dregssupdike a doll just
so that she could be paraded in front of his bgsimssociates?

‘Thank you, but no, thank you,' she said coldly nveke had found
her voice. 'I'm sorry if my clothes aren't good @gio for you,
Nicholas, but they're good enough for me, and wimatre I'm proud
of the fact that | paid for them with money | eadmayself!' Her eyes
flashed warning signals at him across the tabled'As far as the
valley is concerned, I've already bought suitald¢hes for Kit and
myself.’

Just before his eyes narrowed she thought she taudlash of
startled surprise in them, but it was quickly goms,expression the
one of cynical boredom she was growing so usedémg.

'Stop protesting, Rosemary. It's very admirablgaf, I'm sure, but
hardly relevant. I'm sure your clothes are perjeatlequate for the
life you led in London, but the life you'll livedm now on will be
vastly different.’

'I'm not coming to France to play hostess at yaonel parties,
Nicholas. I'm coming to look after Kit.'

'Yes, but | have no desire to have it gossiped @stommy
acquaintances that | keep you chained to the sataal like some
Victorian Cinderella. The French have very strit#as about family
life and the way it should be lived, and they'litaely expect to see
you at my dinner table.'



Maybe they would, but if she had to comply with haas's wishes
she was at least going to be wearing her own ddothaid for by
herself. But she wasn't going to argue with himudhbb Instead she
concentrated on amusing Kit.

So this was Paris; thoroughly bemused by the spg@dvhich they
had been whisked first through Customs and theyutir the streets
in their opulent chauffeur- driven car, Rosemaayes round-eyed at
her surroundings as they stopped outside a vagpaebgue building.

'‘My apartment is on the top floor," Nicholas tokt ht's serviced by a
private lift for which Pierre has a key.'

Rosemary had already met Nicholas's personal assiste had met
them at the airport, and had politely acknowledgedemary and Kit
before turning to have a hurried murmured convemsatvith
Nicholas. He had sat in the front of the car with thauffeur, and
now he gave Rosemary a charming smile before bgndiinvn to
speak to Kit.

He was younger than Nicholas, somewhere aboutwerage, and
was obviously much more at home with children. Kiho had

steadfastly refused to have anything to do withhNlias, responded
quite easily to Pierre.

Rosemary wasn't sure, but she thought she cauglther grim look

invading Nicholas's eyes as he glanced down as Kick head.
Didn't he realise that Kit was hostile towards Hetause he could
sense his own reserve?

Sighing faintly, she followed Nicholas inside thaiilding. A
uniformed concierge came out to inspect them, amivarmly as he
recognised Nicholas.



Rosemary's own French was too poor to allow hefiollow their
conversation, but it struck her that Nicholas wastore at ease and
pleasant towards the. man than she would have ®gemnd that, far
from freezing him off, he was actually smiling baakhim.

In the lift Kit clung tightly to her hand, and Rasary saw that his
earlier excitement had been replaced by a freifetimess. Like all
children he preferred the familiar, and she couldtdme him for
being bewildered and overawed by their strangeosadings.

It was Nicholas who unlocked the door to his aparttmwhile Pierre
stood to one side to allow Rosemary and Kit to @dechim.

A tall dark-haired woman in her mid-forties, veogyrhally dressed in
a severe black dress, stood in the elegant hall$lag.gave Nicholas
a brief smile, and Rosemary and Kit a rather wifdok. Plainly she

wasn't used to children, Rosemary guessed.

The building which housed the apartment was obous
eighteenth-century, and had probably once beenobrike grand
hotels owned by the French nobility, Rosemary suspecidc:
hallway was painted a cool green with the plastekvpacked out in
white. Its only furniture was a pair of gilded tablwith marble tops
either side of the room, surmounted by enormouwediimirrors.

Impressive though it was, Rosemary found the hald cand
unwelcoming. Even the arrangement of all- whitevées looked
icily formal.

'‘Madame Brun, my housekeeper, will show you to yomoms,’
Nicholas informed her. 'l shall be engaged on lmssmatters for the
rest of the day, but Pierre will be at your dispaseuld you wish to
go out.' He turned to his assistant and asked dmething in French,
nodding in approval when the young man respond@drre has
made appointments for you with several couturierstis afternoon



and tomorrow morning. He will accompany you thefe;ourse, and
it's been arranged that Madame Brun's niece wWi# zharge of Kit
while you're out.'

Rosemary could feel the anger building up inside ke wanted to
protest that she was not a doll to do his biddarg] that she would
prefer to meet Madame Brun's niece for herselfrieetimsting to her
charge, but she knew that she was too tired andi®esimow to deal
effectively with Nicholas's particularly effectileeand of icy hauteur,
so instead she simply gritted her teeth and sulbrelgdollowed the
housekeeper.

She and Kit had been given adjoining rooms withathtoom in
between.

Steeling herself against the housekeeper's disaplpr®osemary
carefully asked her if it would be possible for Kothave something
to eat.

‘Something light, perhaps,' she suggested, 'anatiteel. . and a glass
of milk.'

Not sure whether or not she had made herself utodel,sshe waited
until the housekeeper had retreated before exaginer
surroundings.

Her bedroom was decorated in soft tones of old, qoisking out the
faded colour in the carpet on the floor. She toddhe cover on the
large double bed experimentally, not at all sugatiwhen she felt the
special softness of silk beneath her fingertips.

The curtains no doubt were equally luxurious, dr@l@ossed over to
the window to look down into the street below.

'‘Rosemary, | don't like it here. | want to go home!



Kit's plaintive complaint brought her attention kdo the room and
she smiled encouragingly at the little boy, knegeblown so that they
were on the same level.

'We won't be staying here for long, Kit,' she cahken.
‘And then we'll be going home.’

‘To a new home,"' she compromised. 'But you'll iikepromise.' She
bent down to ruffle the dark hair and he snuggle@gainst her. The
door opened and she looked over his head to séeldgstanding on
the threshold frowning down at her.

‘Madame Brun said that you'd requested somethiegttd

'For Kit," Rosemary told him patiently. 'He nornydflas his lunch at
this time, and then a nap. I'd prefer to stick i@ routine until he's
adjusted to his new life.'

'In France children eat with their parents.’

'‘But you said you'd be tied up for the rest of tay,” Rosemary
pointed out to him, 'and besides, Kit is hungry fow

As Nicholas came into the room, Kit backed nervpuaway,
clinging hard to Rosemary's skirt. She saw thef lflash of temper
ignite dark sparks in Nicholas's eyes as he saitl/clYou've spoiled
the boy, made him far too dependent on you.'

'He's still only a baby,' Rosemary protested devehs ‘and he's not
used to you.'

She saw Nicholas frown again, and although theensthing in his
face that betrayed any emotion at all she suddeahdered how he
must feel to have his sister's child turn away frbim, and was
overwhelmed by a feeling of deep compassion.



Bending down, she cuddled Kit reassuringly and pdried to him.
'‘Why don't you show Uncle Nicholas the new car weidht last
week?'

His new car was Kit's pride and joy, and as Rosgrhad suspected
he was not proof against a chance to show it off. gdabbed it
eagerly from her hand, and forgot his earlier f@aNicholas as he
displayed his new toy.

Just as Kit reached him, Nicholas looked at her tive little boy's
head, a strange look in his eyes that she coutdn'$late.

'I'll arrange for Madame Brun to provide somethiagthe child to
eat,' and then he was gone, leaving Kit staringr &ftm in puzzled
disappointment.

Why had he done that? Why had he rejected Kittliled? And then
she knew; it was becausbehad coaxed Kit into approaching him
and that had hurt his pride.

So he did have some chinks in his armour afteiRatliculously, her
heart ached for him. He was so alone; so cut offifall the normal
human joys and pains. Kit tugged impatiently on lshirt.
'‘Rosemary, he didn't want to play with my car ..."

'‘No, dear—I expect he was too busy.'

'Like Jonathan's father,' Kit agreed wisely. 'Hrisy too.'

''ve arranged appointments for you at four of thain couture
houses.'

Rosemary was sitting in the back of the car withriei, smiling
politely and trying not to let her resentment shéwter all, it was not



his fault, but the person who was at fault was enmmntly otherwise
engaged.

Did Nicholas really expect her to allow him to blgr clothes? Did
he really think she had so little pride or indepamze?

Her quarrel wasn't with Pierre, she reminded herbel was only
doing his job and it would be unfair of her to take her ire on him.
No, the best thing would be for her to simply gorng with the
arrangements, but to quietly and calmly refuseup dnything.

'Of course there will not be enough time for clathe be made for
you, but all the houses carry a small amount afkstso you should
be able to take some things with you to Val degb®i

Although Rosemary longed to question him about\akey, she
judged it wiser to keep her questions to herséié ®ould be there
soon enough, after all.

She frowned. Madame Brun's niece had proved farflasnidable
than the housekeeper and she had felt quite hdppyt eaving Kit
with her, but she did not want to leave him for koiag.

The limousine glided to a halt, and the chauffeatraut to open the
door. Rosemary's eyes widened as she saw the naanded outside
the discreet entrance. Never in a thousand yeads sha ever
envisaged herself shopping here!

The model-perfect receptionist who took their nartfesoughly
unnerved her, her clothes immediately making hearawf her own
chain-store skirt and top.

‘A vendeusavill be with you in a moment,' she told them inrfeet
although slightly accented English. 'If you wileplse have a seat.’



Rosemary had barely sat down when she was swégt tieet again
by the entrance of the chicly dressed woman, witleréect chignon

of dark hair and the most immaculate make-up Roselmad ever

seen in her life. They were escorted through ansalod seated on
flimsily delicate blondewood gilded chairs, whilesaccession of
models paraded in front of them. Each outfit wascdbed by the

vendeusen careful detail, and she explained to Rosemasay she

had picked out only those items which were readigilable, and

also suitable for her petite size.

'l was informed that you require both day and evgmiresses.'

Although she longed to tell her that she didn'tune anything
Rosemary kept her thoughts firmly to herself, stegherself against
the temptation of the beautiful clothes being shoovher.

It was positively wicked to even think of spendsgmuch money on
mere raiment when so many people were starvingiadteherself

stalwartly, while yet another part of her mind raded her that
without women rich enough to buy such clothes #@gbe who made
and sold them would be without work.

‘This in particular would suit you, especially witbur colouring.'

Rosemary blinked as she saw the apparition floabmgrds her on
what appeared to be a mist of lavender and greisgvichiffon.

The dress clung and moved ethereally, so light gelatate that it
almost floated, layer after layer of the finesk sihiffon in a shifting
range of muted colours, the tiny bodice supportgd fiagile
diamante-studded shoestring straps.

‘You must try that one," Pierre urged with a Frenah's eye for
colour and design, and somehow by the end of trewisigy,

Rosemary found that she had agreed to try fourragpautfits
including the lavender chiffon.



All of them suited her, but the lavender chiffonsigpecial; it was the
sort of dress every woman dreamed of owning, skecadedged as
she studied herself in the mirror, wondering atwlay the chiffon
hugged and moulded her breasts and how it emphladise
slenderness of her waist.

Reluctantly she took it off, sighing faintly. Sheutdn't have it, of
course. It would be way, way beyond what she weukl pay for her
clothes. The other dresses, the grey satin shegthites brilliantly
beaded fitted jacket, and the two daytime outfasl Isuited her as
well, but when therendeusdold her so, she simply smiled gravely
and allowed herself to be led back to the salonravii@erre was
waiting.

'l should prefer to visit the other houses befaming to a decision,'
she told him, forestalling his questions. She heddkd that this was
the easiest and pleasantest way of dealing witkithation until she
could confront Nicholas and tell him that she flagfused to allow
him to furnish her with a new wardrobe.

'‘We only have time to visit one more today, andshall see the other
two in the morning.'

She couldn't wait that long to confront NicholassBmary decided.
She would tell him this evening that she had nenton of allowing
him to manoeuvre her in this way.

The clothes they were shown in the second salotinowh
Impressive, were not, to Rosemary's mind, as muc¢hrie with her
own tastes as the others had been, and this teneePnade no demur
when she left the salon without coming to any denis

It was five o'clock when they got back to the amerit, and she went
straight to Kit's room to check up on the littleybo



As she opened the door she could hear the higbhqutsound of
Kit's baby voice mingling excitedly with the masoel tones of
Nicholas, and she stopped abruptly on the opestibid.

Kit was sitting on the floor, playing with his tqyand Nicholas . . .
Nicholas was sitting there with him, his dark hdaaht towards the
little boy's as he explained something technicd| &osemary would
have thought, far too sophisticated for the lititey to understand,
nevertheless Kit was listening to him.

As she watched them, both sorrow and pleasure ¢éoubkr heart.
Sorrow for Adam and Belle who could not see their growing up,
and pleasure that Nicholas Powers had been aldastoaside his
loneliness and reach out to his nephew.

Suddenly Kit saw her, and getting up ran towards theging his
arms round her legs.

‘Uncle Nicholas and me have been playing carghineunced.
Rosemary smiled at him, ruffling his hair teasing8o | saw!"
Nicholas too stood up, but he was frowning.

‘You're back earlier than | expected,' he observed.

'Kit, why don't you put your toys away while | tai& your uncle?’
suggested Rosemary.

Obediently the little boy trotted off and startedgather up the cars.
‘What is it you want to say to me?' asked Nicholas.

'l can't allow you to buy my clothes for me," sh&lthim huskily,
wishing he wouldn't stand quite so close to hemurherved her
somehow.



‘We've already been through this—your clothes he.began.

‘Are my concern, and not yours. If you're so aftaight embarrass
you in front of your friends, then it's best ifdrt meet them. In fact
| think I'd prefer it that way."'

He seemed about to argue with her, and then insieadid suavely,
'‘How many houses did you visit this afternoon?’

‘Two," Rosemary told him shortly. 'And I've alreadyd Pierre that
I'm not visiting any more. Some of those clothest @most as much
as I'd earn in six months! | won't let you sperat timount of money
onme ..."

Nicholas heard the distress and sincerity in hécevand frowned.
She was something totally outside his experiertus;woman who
was in so many ways almost a child, and yet whoemaidtegrity and
a determination that he was reluctantly forced donawledge and
admire. Nevertheless he intended to have his own wa

He looked at her, and Rosemary, not understantmgeiason for his
smile, felt a thrill of nervous emaotion run throulgér.

‘Very well, if that's how you feel.'

As he walked past her out into the corridor, staest after him,
hardly able to believe he had given in so easily.



CHAPTER FIVE

As THE Lear jet broke through the clouds and levelled Risemary
settled herself comfortably in her seat. Their sktay in Paris was
over and now she and Kit were on their way to theiw home.

First they were flying to Nice, and then they wolld taken by
helicopter on to the valley. She glanced acrossahle at Nicholas.
He was deeply engrossed in-studying some papeaisstanrecalled
how surprised Pierre had been to learn that Nicholas actually
accompanying them to the valley.

'He seems to avoid flying whenever he can thess,dag had told
Rosemary afterwards, ‘and as he has business geetiRaris later
in the month, | shouldn't have thought he wouldehgeone with you. |
could have quite easily deputised for him, and ulddhave enjoyed
doing so,' he had added, giving Rosemary a flatjesmile, but she
was oblivious to his admiration, worrying instedmbat the effects of
the flight on Nicholas.

As though he sensed her regard he looked up aHiseface seemed
oddly pale, and she could see that his eyes wawgosgled with pain.
It seemed inconceivable that he should have pusdlinthrough the
agony of flying simply to accompany Kit and herdelthe chateau;
inconceivable, and surely completely out of chamackhe had not
thought him the type of man who would put himselt for anyone.

And yet here he was . . .

He moved his head and she saw him touch his earpatantly she
felt remorse. Ridiculously, she wanted to reachamat comfort him.
He wasn't a child like Kit, she reminded herselfe £ouldn't take
away his pain with a cuddle and a kiss.



Kit, who had been sitting quite happily in his oweat, suddenly
scrambled on to her lap and complained sleepilyn ‘tired,
Rosemary.'

With the ease of the very young, he was asleep slmgtantly,
cuddling into her body, burying his face againsthreasts. He was a
littte boy who needed to maintain physical contaéiways
affectionate and demonstrative, Rosemary had néned to
discourage him from wanting to be kissed and cudlat now, for
some reason, she felt acutely conscious of thehegressed himself
against her body, his small hand curling into thefVier blouse.

Unwillingly she glanced across at Nicholas and shat he was
watching them with a brooding expression in hisseye

Before he could speak, she burst out defensividy/s'still only a
baby!

‘Maybe, but he's going to grow up to be a man.'

His voice was harsh, but whether from pain or fidisapproval she
didn't know. She felt herself beginning to tremhklegugh, as she
tried to decipher the meaning behind his words. li@ddnean that he
wasn't going to allow her to baby Kit? She was whetteed that the
little boy wasn't going to be forced to grow updrefhe was ready.
He wasstill only a baby, after all. Instinctively hernas tightened
round him, her eyes glowing with protective deteration as she
stared back at Nicholas.

She was tired herself; the strain of the shock ichblas's eruption
into her life and all that had followed it was tadiits toll, and slowly

her own eyelids dropped and she slept, unawarethtiite other side
of the table Nicholas was watching her, his facéwath a mixture of

strain and anger.



This wasn't what he had intended. It was illogesiwell as almost
inconceivable that he should feel desire for tlesder blonde girl,
who was still almost entirely a child. It was alsgonvenient. His
mouth tightened. He knew any amount of women whoewsoth

willing and more than able to alleviate his phykesire, so why
was he allowing himself to get so wound up oves tne?

Irritated with himself, he shifted in his seat. Thain in his ear
intensified and he felt an inward flare of panie Was going deaf. A
now familiar sense of helplessness boiled ovedakim. He closed
his eyes and tried to relax. Whatever else happdnsdanother and
her family must not be allowed to get their handsRowers Oil.

Whatever had to be sacrificed . . . whatever hdzktdone to prevent
that would be done. He felt the plane start to dnagh his body tensed
in anticipation of physical agony. It seemed togetse every time,
or was it simply his ability to cope that deterte@? Sometimes he
even thought that deafness would be preferablee@ain, but that
feeling never lasted long.

It was ironic that it had been his mother who hadsed the damage
to his hearing. If she had not hit out at him imper and then shut
him in the nursery ... if she had paid heed toitiant cries, the

doctors could have diagnosed the virus before & twa late, but she
had not cared enough to find out why her baby ¢rsb@ had only

wanted to silence him. His eyes opened and he gthacross at

where Kit lay in Rosemary's arms, his head pillovegginst her

breast, his small hands clinging to her.

Suddenly, shockingly, he ached to share his neghzildw, to know
the exquisite comfort and protection of being heddKit was being
held, but even as the desire formed he crushdthére wasn't any
room for that sort of weakness in his life; theexer had been and
there never would be. As for wanting Rosemary . . .



He looked at her again and mentally compared h#r the women
who had shared his bed. What on earth had mad&iminhe desired
her? He was suffering from frustration, that wds @hce he had
installed them at the chateau he would go to Plsllesique would be
very pleased to see him; she found her diplomatbdm
excruciatingly boring. Yes . . . Monique . . .

Pain seared through his head and he clamped His tegether
against it, wanting to cry out against the physagbny destroying
him, and yet schooled from babyhood not to betraiyn jpr fear to
anyone.

Rosemary opened her eyes, waking up abruptly, sedfiby the
feeling that someone had called out to her. Kiptslen, and her
puzzled eyes lifted, then widened as she instialtiveached out to
touch Nicholas's braced arm.

He recoiled from her almost violently, his face dering into a
bone-crunching mask of rejection, and her desireewh out and
comfort him faded into a sick despair for her ownlishness as she
hurriedly withdrew to her own side of the table. €@furse he didn't
need or want her sympathy. Of course he resenteskelegng him in
pain, and yet for all his hard coldness, she wds Wgth an
overwhelming sense of his aloneness; of his delteatetermination
not to allow anyone to reach out and touch hinny lauman way at
all, either physical, emotional or mental. OnlylwKit had she seen
him relaxed. She sighed and closed her eyes agatrbecause she
was tired, but because she sensed it was whattedvdf she could
give him nothing else, at least she could give lhisrprivacy.

From the unexpected comfort of the helicopter, Rwsg looked
down on the lower slopes of the Alps. They weranigai height all
the time, and Kit, who had been rendered speechilgisslelight at



the sight of the machine, now sat on her lap wishnlese pressed to
the window.

Nicholas was talking with the pilot, Jacques; theyav talking

together in French. Beneath them the. jagged pkille Alps soared
upwards; Rosemary could see the snowline, and sersihof

excitement quivered through her. Tempted by healene knew
what impulse, she had paid a visit to their lotaglry one day while
Kit was out. It had taken the librarian a long titné¢rack down what
she wanted, but eventually she had come up witlegong.

'‘Most of these tiny principalities died out at theginning of the
nineteenth century, especially the German one%' lsad told
Rosemary. 'We don't have an awful lot on it, I'ma@f. Apparently
the valley was a gift from Catherine de Medici te®f her courtiers.'

Several history books and a detailed travel guidde® French Alps

had changed hands, and Rosemary had taken themtboeszl. The

travel guide did little more than acknowledge VasdNeiges'

existence, and from what Rosemary had been alplelge from the

map it was very high up in the Alps indeed. Thadgudescribed it as
an anachronism, explaining that the entire vallegs wrivately

owned and could only be reached by helicopter oa Isyngle road
pass. It had added that the valley had once bearaiy the Comtes
de Blanchard but that it had passed out of thelyesrhands shortly
after the first world war.

From what Rosemary could judge, the valley covemdething just

over eighty square miles. It had its own river argiall lake, and on
a high plateau looking down on the pass into theeyatood the

chateau, with a small village at its feet.

The history books had been a little more forthcagnis the librarian
had explained, the valley had initially been a §ifim Catherine de
Medici, the Italian Queen of France, to one of ¢murtiers, Guy de



Blanchard. No one knew exactly what he had dorato such a gift,
but there were hints that he had aided the Quedermost secret
and subtle plots.

Catherine de Medici: now that had been a womanetoelokoned
with. The Black Spider, they had once called hedaa dumpling of
an ltalian from a family notorious for its skill thi poison and its
greed for power, married to one of the most chaatsnkings France
had ever had.

But Henri Il had not wanted his dull Italian wifdow could he? He
had the most beautiful woman in the world as hstress; the fabled
Diane de Poitiers.

It was rumoured that the Queen in her jealousy lnadl a secret
spyhole made in the King's private apartments st $he could
watch while he lay with his mistress. It was alamoured that she
dealt in black magic and sorcery, and whatevertthth, it was

known that she often consulted the fabled astronpoN®stradamus.
It was he who predicted the blight that would @llher children; her
eldest son married to Mary, Queen of Scots and tleax so soon
afterwards. It had also been during her reigngbanhany Huguenots
had been massacred. They had been violent timedsywho knew

what Guy de Blanchard had done to win the Queatsuf.

Had he been grateful to her, or had he perhapategsbeing sent so
far away from court? Perhaps the valley had non lzegift after all,
but rather a means of imprisoning an unruly povesker without
iron bars. It was the sort of subtlety for whichtl@&ine had been
justly famous.

For all their beauty, there was something broodihgut the Alps,
something ancient and unfathomable. They were gb how that
Rosemary could look down on the snow-covered pebdkghe

distance they rose even higher, and she caughbreath as the



helicopter suddenly soared over a high ridge, thand she couldn't
release it as she stared in awed delight at therpara below her.

A long, deep valley curved through the mountaingfirely
surrounded by them, and on its most westerly bayngarched high
on a snow-covered plateau, soared the gilded tonkethe most
fairytale building Rosemary had ever seen. Thengetun flushed
the walls a soft pink, and tinged the snowy towersnatch. To
Rosemary's bemused eyes it seemed as though tihe e@miteau
floated ethereally between snow and sky, on a letaokpink-tinged
cloud. It was the most beautiful sight she had eeen, so painfully
lovely that her eyes stung with tears. It was hk¢hing she had ever
known in her life, or dreamed of knowing; a childieeam of a
fairytale castle, all tall slender towers and gfalceurves. Where she
had anticipated grim granite, crouching grey agédims starkness of
towering mountains, there was a creation as deliaat fragile as a
spider's web.

How on earth had anyone managed to create somethibgautiful
in this out-of-the-way place? The stone alone stae pale, creamy
stone she recognised from the great chateaux otdire, must
surely have taken years to bring here.

The helicopter was dropping, and she could seethatthe steeply
shaped roofs of the towers were not gilded, butetgeeflected the
brilliance of the late afternoon sun. She could ase a miniature
lake to one side of the chateau, its walls disappgéeneath the blue
water.

They hovered over what she saw was an outer walbviBthem was
an empty courtyard, surely far too small a spacéhfem to land in?
She could see the lead-paned windows glinting ensin. A dog
barked, the sound briefly audible above the noigbair descent.



Kit woke up, his eyes rounding in excitement. Hoeerto be that age
and know no fear! Rosemary sighed, her stomach lesi$ensing,
and then to her relief they were down.

The pilot helped them out, and assured Rosematyhka luggage
would be attended to. Nicholas was already standmthe ground.
He had his head turned away from them, but whemmbeged,
Rosemary felt her chest contract in sympathy assaethe blind
glitter of pain in his eyes.

His ears ... Of course, if the plane affected thidnm,helicopter must
have been sheer torture.

Without being aware of it she must have made somallsnove
towards him, because all of a sudden he tenseavhipped round,
glaring at her. His stance, the look on his fabe, hardness of his
mouth, all screamed fierce resentment, and autoailgtshe stepped
back, sensing that she had somehow violated somgttem law.

'If you will come this way, Madame Hubert, the hekseper, will
attend to you.' The pilot was waiting for themdmjhim. 'Monsieur
Powers offers his apologies, but he has work tb do.

Work? How could he work when he was in that sorpaiin? But

Rosemary didn't argue. Instead, she picked Kitngpteudged across
the courtyard in the opposite direction from thes dyicholas had
taken.

Madame Hubert was a small, rather severe-lookinghag in her
late fifties, but apart from that she bore no rasamce at all to
Rosemary's mental imaginings of a housekeeperirhi@aculately
styled grey hair immediately made Rosemary acutelyscious of
her own untidy long tresses. They had left in sachush that
morning, there simply had not been time to pin lin@r back in its
normal neat chignon. The dress Madame was wearasgoack, but



it was so beautifully and elegantly tailored thasBmary could only
assume that Nicholas must pay his staff extremal; \t bore the
same exclusive air as those she had been shola @diture houses.

If she had been asked to assess Madame Hubegt'mrdie simply
by judging her appearance, she would have instgaigsed that she
was the wife of an extremely well-to-do businessanmEhere was
certainly nothing about her that suggested sheatedearn her own
living. Her manner towards Rosemary was cool atlderaremote,
but not enough to be considered offensive. It Was $light touch of
.hauteur in Madame's manner that made her feelosgbmusly
inferior and ill at ease, Rosemary reflected, as Fnenchwoman
greeted her in precise careful English. One thiityperturb her,
however. Madame Hubert did not look to her like aman who
would welcome a three-year-old running about. Segging a faint
sigh, she followed her into what could only be diésxl as a baronial
hall.

It was huge, almost overwhelmingly so, and lookargund her
Rosemary tried to quell a sense of awe. The ceiliag painted in the
style made fashionable by the Italians and lateptetl by France.
Well-endowed nymphs and veil-draped females seetoede

engaged in garlanding a robed and bearded enthronaie.

Rosemary knew that many of these paintings weegatical and
that the painters had delighted in hiding cluethtr patrons' titles
and honours, often by pictorial references to waEiGreek myths.

The motto and the arms carved into the stonewarkeathe fireplace
must surely belong to the de Blanchard family, dhd faded,
embroidered banners, some quartered with the blidsance, must
too surely have originated from the same source.

At some time a parquet floor had been put down, Rodemary
surveyed its glossy finish with dismay, alreadyi@péating the havoc
small rubber-soled boots might wreak on it. Sutk beautiful silk



rugs scattered on the polished wood must havedmepnzed by their
original owners that no foot had ever been allowetbuch them.
They must have been bought to adorn cold stoneswialim hotter
Persian or Indian climates.

'If you will please come this way.'

Madame Hubert, it seemed, was not in the least aledhe
magnificence of her surroundings and firmly guidedsemary
towards a massive double staircase.

Kit had fallen fast asleep in her arms, so Rosemay able to give
her full attention to the soaring spectacle of gh@rcase. It was
incredible that something so delicate and fragileking could have
been carved out of what was in reality a massiselid edifice.

The satin warm gleam of the wood was impossibleesist, and
Rosemary found herself reaching out to caresshé Banted to
linger and study the delicacy of the carvings. €was a bunch of
grapes almost real enough to eat, there a peaehhdd this work of
art been created here in this valley almost abloedree- line? Where
had it come from? Was it cedar from the Lebanonsame rare
hardwood from the Americas?

The stair treads were covered in a deep-pile datlcarpet—so deep
that it completely muffled their footsteps. At thest floor landing
Madame Hubert paused.

'On this floor is the ballroom and its ante-roorike Napoleonic
Comte de Blanchard, who was responsible for itsigdeswas
attached to the court of the Tsar Nicholas befbee dutbreak of
hostilities, and it is fashioned after the styléhad Imperial Ballroom.
Tomorrow perhaps when you are rested | will show poer the
chateau. On this floor also are two ante-roomiénsame style.’



At the second floor landing Madame stopped, theok tohe
right-hand corridor.

This is the family wing of the chateau,' she infethRosemary. The
other corridor leads to the guest wing, and thi gtearters are on the
top floor.'

'‘Does Nicholas ... Mr Powers employ a large staff?'

‘Not on a permanent basis. There is Louis Brunchaiffeur, who is
in Paris at the moment; Louis' wife takes carenefRaris apartment.
Then there is Pierre, his personal assistant, anqués, the pilot
whom you have already met. Until recently Monsiomwers flew
the helicopter himself, but since some months lpastas chosen not
to.'

Because of the pain he experienced when flying Rasg guessed.
How galling it must be to a man of Nicholas's terapgent—a man
who she judged loathed and abhorred relying on ramytor
anything—to have to admit that there already wemesthings he
could no longer do for himself.

How would she feel, she wondered, faced with thewkedge that
she was suffering from a disease which would sloavig painfully
deprive her of one of her five senses? Despitpldesant warmth all
around her she suddenly shivered. It was bad endougher to
contemplate such a disability, but for Nicholasowhusted no one,
who she guessed had struggled since his teenske hmaself an
island, totally self-sufficient, it must be the ma@ppalling mental
ordeal. And yet when he had spoken to her aboheithad sounded
controlled, and almost indifferent; as though heeaalking about
someone other than himself. Perhaps that was tlgena@y he could
cope with it, Rosemary thought intuitively.



Madame Hubert paused outside a heavy, polished @moddor and
opened it, moving aside so that Rosemary couldegleeter into the
room. At first sight it was overwhelmingly largeyrsly it had more
floor space than all the rooms in her London hgmsetogether?
Then she realised that it was hexagon-shaped.

This must be one of the towers?'

Madame Hubert inclined her immaculately coiffuregéatt in
agreement.

‘Originally this was three rooms, but Monsieur Psa@mmissioned
the English interior designer David Hicks to remicalethe rooms in
the family wing three years ago.

This door," she touched a door, so cleverly padetighe same rich
wallpapers as the walls that until then Rosemanhanoticed it,
‘opens on to a short corridor, into your bathroom dressing-room.
This door," she moved across the room, 'leads yoto personal
sitting-room and connects with the child's roomefghare nurseries
on the top floor, but Monsieur Powers said thattfe present you
would want the child close at hand. The matterisfrboms and the
staff that will need to be hired are things that ba discussed at a
later date. When Monsieur Powers is not in residdnicave three
girls in from the village to assist me, and we takepart-time staff
for those times when Monsieur Powers wishes tamtenhere. | will
leave you to settle in,' she added. 'Jacques wiiblup the bags. |
shall send someone up with a tray of tea—and perlaapight
omelette? Monsieur Powers does not dine until dighty. And the
child, he will want something to eat?'

'Oh, just a glass of milk and perhaps a lightlyldobiegg for now,’
Rosemary told her, feeling thoroughly bemused ashttusekeeper
gave her a polite smile and left her to take inrtfagnificence of her
surroundings.



Kit had grown heavy in her arms and she lookedsfnewhere to
put him, blenching a little at the thought of angarctually sitting in
the elegantly upholstered chairs scattered rouaddbm. The only
place she had ever seen chairs like these hadibemoffee-table
books or stately homes, and she touched the riak blocade
covering of one of them admiringly, before goingepv¥o put Kit
down on her bed.

That bed! She had purposely not looked at it orftar &er initial
shock of delight, because she hadn't wanted toayetn the
housekeeper her awed disbelief.

It was a massive four-poster, taking up one ergaetion of the
hexagonal walls. This was no modern creation maefurills of
material and flimsy posts. For a start it was alnegght feet high and
the head of the bed comprised a massive thicknEskar oak,
liberally carved with a variety of arms, embellidh®y all manner of
fantastic animals. The same expensive brocade ¢ Used for the
bedhangings, which were lined with what looked ltkeck white
satin. The cover on the bed matched but had bge#imaed in a rich,
faintly medieval design in a subtle blending ofksiand lilacs.

The carpet defied description. It was obviouslyicare Aubusson,
Rosemary thought, or perhaps Savonnerie. Carefudjging down

the appliqued cover, she put Kit down on the bdtk $heets and
pillowcases were the finest linen and smelled Kaiof lavender.

Totally bemused by her surroundings, she wandenaaidthe room,
looking, touching, feeling hopelessly overwhelmeg $&uch a

careless display, not just of wealth, but alsahefd$ubtle indications
of the sort of wealth that went hand in hand wimaong all that was
the very best.

A quick glance at Kit showed her that he was faktep and likely to
remain that way until she woke him, so she opehegbainelled door
into the corridor.



She found the dressing-room first. It was linechvehough mirrored
wardrobes to hold a department store's worth aheky and there
were cupboards and drawers for everything—shoes, lgéoves,
everything.

Feeling as though she had strayed by mistake anHmlywood film
set, Rosemary opened the bathroom door, then stamed
open-mouthed amazement at the incredible and yatiakéxpected
richness of the gold- veined black marble, andeiifiect created by
discreetly placed mirrors and lights.

It should have looked almost vulgar, but somehadidi't. Instead, it
hinted at a voluptuous luxury that made Rosemaelttaally out of
place. This was a setting for a woman of sensyalityo knew her
own worth and revelled in her sexuality. It was traefinitely not the
right setting for the Rosemarys of this world.

The bath was enormous, carved out of the same enadarning the
walls. The fittings were gold, the floor matchirngtwalls; there was
even, ridiculously, and yet somehow appropriatah\pglack velvet
chaise-longue with gold-coloured clawed feet andlkx headrest.
Stifling a giggle that was pure hysteria, Rosentasd to imagine
Kit sailing his plastic boats in this sybaritic gptiour. The mental
effect was reassuringly ridiculous. She simply doaobt imagine
herself using this room. Quietly closing the daw she stepped back
into the corridor, she leaned against it and cldsceyes. She didn't
put it past Nicholas to have given her this suiédibérately as a
mocking reinforcement of his contempt of her sexgabrance. She
wasn't that ignorant—that huge bath, the whole and® of the room
were dedicated to the worship of the sensual; imatelinducement
towards the erotic, that somehow made it only resgsfor her to
close her eyes to imagine it peopled with lovers.

Mind you, she thought prosaically, as she walkedkb& her
bedroom, that marble floor would be pretty cold dr@ld on bare



flesh. The thought made her grin, and helped hehrow off her
sense of being diminished by the magnificence osbeoundings.

Kit was still asleep, so she went to stand by thelaw. The padded
window seat would be a good place to curl up oald day. She had
an excellent view of the small artificial lake ahe cluster of fir trees
beyond. No doubt somewhere there would be formaleges of the

type beloved by the French—parterre gardens, these vealled,

weren't they? It occurred to her as she went tegtigate her
sitting-room and Kit's bedroom that if she wasstarh anything about
the chateau and its furnishings, she was likelgpend most of her
spare time reading up on antiques.

The sitting-room had obviously been decorated tocimaher
bedroom. The small lady's writing desk and the beepshioned
sofa were two things she fell for immediately. Téeas also a run of
mahogany bookcases flanking the fireplace, aneeepof furniture
which looked like a free-standing cupboard, but clihishe
discovered held a television and video set.

She had enjoyed the luxury of a video at homejtastduck her that if
she could find a postal service she could occupyesof her spare
time, viewing the latest films, and that she calkb use the video to
start to teach Kit. He was very advanced for hig, and she was
anxious that he didn't fall behind, now that he mitagoing to be
attending his play-school classes. She would hafed out if there
were other children of his age in the village. #smne thing for her to
do without adult company, but she didn't want Kit grow up
segregated from his peers.

The bedroom he had been given was very much aceepfi hers,
probably because it shared the same sitting-roaint didn't have a
four-poster bed, and Rosemary quickly strippedt# expensive
satin cover from the bed and made a mental nat@kdo Nicholas
about making the room more suitable for a chil&ibs age.



If the nurseries were on the upper floor, it migatas well if both she
and Kit had rooms up there, she reflected as shehlaek to her own
room. Certainly these were beautiful, but they waoe the sort of
rooms a child could easily relax in.

She reached her room just as Jacques arrived eviia of their cases,
closely followed by a girl in a maid's uniform wlieg a large

trolley. Obviously somewhere there must be a IRpsemary

reflected, indicating to the girl that she couldeshthe trolley into

the sitting-room.

Kit, at first inclined to be grumpy at being wokegm, soon cheered up
when he saw his favourite supper of boiled egg. ¢¥em omelette
was delicious, but Rosemary was in a ferment dddltest Kit should
spill food on to the priceless carpet.

After she had bathed him, she read to him for &alhour, until he
fell asleep.

It was only half past six, but she was tired héyrdal too-tired to
contemplate fencing with Nicholas over the fullrf@lity of dinner,
and she still had to unpack.

Tiredly she walked back to her own room and surgéiie cases and
boxes. The boxes of Kit's toys could wait until tomow. He would
enjoy 'helping' her to unpack them, but their absth. . She came to
an abrupt halt as her eyes registered the presdrioar unfamiliar
boxes, their black shiny exteriors lavishly printeith gold lettering.

Slowly she linked the upside-down letters togethdtush of angry
heat staining her skin as she realised what they.wéo wonder
Nicholas had accepted her refusal to allow himup fber some new
clothes so readily!

She picked up the first box with shaking fingersl amfastened it.
The grey silk chiffon dress lay there underneatela of tissue



paper. She opened the next box, already half patiog what she
would find, and wasn't surprised to see one ofithedresses she hac
tentatively admired.

The last two boxes revealed other outfits she ikad |and her mouth
compressed bitterly, as tears gathered in her é{@s.could he do
this to her? Didn't he realise how much it hurtfvéde? Of course he
realised, she thought angrily. He must do. Dasthiegears away, she
almost ran out into the corridor. Nicholas's roommsveff the same
corridor as the suite shared by Kit and herself psssumably it
shouldn't be too difficult to find. Caution warnkdr to wait and talk
to him when she was in a more rational frame ofdnbut she didn't
feel like being cautious. She wanted to tell hiractk what he could
do with his patronising disregard for her feelingsgd she wanted to
tell him right now.

She found his room on her third attempt. Ratheitdnatty she walked
inside. Nicholas wasn't there . . . which meansiidg that he must
still be downstairs working in his study.

Compressing her mouth, she went downstairs andckeaidariskly on
the study door, turning the handle and openingfibile he could deny
her admittance.

He was sitting behind a huge partners' desk, hegl kebent over
some papers, and he frowned as she walked in. tHdikearded his
jacket and his thin silk shirt clung to his chest.

Forcing herself not to quail beneath the inimicaK in his eyes,
Rosemary stood in front of him.

'I've just started unpacking Kit's and my things.’

His mouth compressed still further, and he gaveah&yok which
suggested that he was impatient of her intrusion.



‘Yes? Do you need someone to help you? If so, Maddubert . . .

'l don't need any help. | just want to know whatsth clothes from
Dior are doing with my things.'

'‘Can't you guess?' His voice was exceedingly drghould have
thought it was self-evident.'

‘But | told you | didn'twant . . .

'I'm not interested in what you may or may not wa&tdsemary,' he
cut across her words incisively. "You were behavikeg a child, and
like a child you're going to have to learn that yaun't always have
your own way. I've already explained to you why yoeed those
clothes.' He looked at her chain store clothessokely and said,
'Surely it can't have escaped your notice that ewghousekeeper is
better dressed than you.' His eyes blazed suddsriig leaned across
the desk and demanded furiously, ‘Do you reallgkhid allow you
to make me a source of gossip among my business@tgnces by
appearing dressed like that?'

'‘And I've already told you that | won't accept atyirRosemary was
very close to tears.

'I'm not prepared to argue with you over it. When pppear in front
of my friends . . ."

'I'm not going to appear in front of them. I'm hevdook after Kit.'

‘You're here as my nephew's aunt.' His face tigdtteas he stood up
and moved away from the desk. 'l don't know whaterse pleasure
you get from defying me like this, Rosemary. Anj@twoman in
your shoes would be down on her knees thanking.rme .



‘Maybe the kind of women you know would, but I'vevar allowed
anyone to buy my clothes for me and I'm not gomgtart now. I'd
rather burn those things upstairs than wear them!'

‘Why, you . . . ' He moved towards her, then subjdstopped, one
hand going to his face. A baffled, vulnerable laakkened his eyes,
and then right in front of her he made a small soohpain and

collapsed.

Mercifully, he hadn't seemed to catch his heacherdesk as he fell,
Rosemary thought as she bent over him, their quangotten in the
flood of anxiety that swept over her.

There was something almost shocking about the wdsyhsprawled
on the carpet. She reached out to touch him, fgé&he rapid pulse of
the blood moving in his veins as she touched mpte.

He moaned and moved his head, opening his eyesdimately they
fixed on hers, the pupils dilated with pain, this dark with bitter
rage, and even though she knew it was the wromg tta do, she
reached out to touch him, comfortingly. His arnt fedrd and warm
beneath the thin covering of his shirt, his forehdeaded with
perspiration. Immediately he jerked back from hetally ignoring
her hesitant plea not to move as he struggledttame

Even he couldn't ignore the fact that moving haarehd every last
reserve of his strength. He had to lean againsidkk, his face white
with strain and physical pain.

By some alchemy she couldn't begin to understandefRary knew
with an awareness that went soul-deep that beribaticontrolled
hardness of his self-imposed control, he was asnisiggly
vulnerable and terrified as Kit was when he woke fugm a
nightmare. Only Nicholas's nightmare was somethmgould never
wake up from, and as intuitively as she knew whatias enduring,



Rosemary also knew that he knew it too, and heresesnting and
rejecting her knowledge with every atom of mentakrgy he
possessed.

She could almost feel the strain of his mental eotration on
shutting her out. The hard planes and angles débesstood out, and
his eyes, all ice-green now, denied her with anaagility that tore
at her tender heart.

'‘Get out!" She could almost feel the words lacengehroat and she
knew that he would never, never forgive her foiirsgpéim like this,
afraid and alone. How many times had he collap&edthis before,
driven beyond the limits of physical endurance bg pain that
tormented him?

‘You ought to sit down . . . ' She moved to touth, o direct him
back to the chair as she might have done Kit, hegith compressing
deep in her chest as she saw the way he recodedHter touch.

She doubted that any other human being had evarabesved to see
him like this, and she wondered how on earth she gaang to be
able to build up a secure background for Kit, i fdce of the almost
violent hostility she could feel emanating from arecle.

'l said get out!'

He moved away from the desk and came towards herstit was
unfastened at the throat and her attention was mitamly caught by
the raw maleness of his exposed flesh. Her tongoked her lips,
wetting their taut dryness. A peculiar sensatioiledothrough her
lower body, so devastating that for a moment sbeight she was
going to faint.

The moment she felt the hard bite of his hands @p flesh she
panicked, hardly knowing why she was strugglingreak free, only
knowing that she must. She could hear the harblouted drag of



Nicholas's breathing and almost feel the violenipathy he felt
towards her.

'‘Let me go!" Panic lent her strength and she diéallise until she
pulled free of him and bumped into a chair thabhhd been pushing
her towards the open door. As she felt herselinfalshe clutched
desperately at Nicholas, causing both of them terlmalance. She
heard the air explode out of his lungs as he itfibor, his body
cushioning the impact of her own fall.

For a second she could do nothing but lie sprawledop of him,
trying to catch her breath and steady her quivdrmQgs.

‘Just what the hell do you think you're playing at?

‘Your hearing's come back,' she said without tmgkwithout even
knowing how she knew, and winced beneath the nesciitriol in
his eyes.

‘What are you,' he snarled, 'a bloody witch?’

Pain unravelled inside her. Didn't he realise #iat wanted this . . .
this knowingas little as he did?

She struggled to get up and gasped when he stdygpeshivering as
she saw the rage in his eyes.

This wasn't the cool controlled man she had thowsig was
beginning to know, and she sensed that she wasgsaeaide of him
that was normally kept strictly under control. Shed to move, but
his arms tightened round her, his mouth curling oruel smile as he
witnessed her helpless struggles.

The shocking intimacy of his body pressed agaiass as he rolled
her beneath him froze her into immobility; one hanigped her hip,
the other tangled in her hair, tugging it painfully



Tears of shock and reaction weren't very far a@ag wasn't used to
this sort of masculine anger. She tried to calnsdiéby breathing
deeply, sensing that he wanted her to panic, thavdnted to break
her and make her as vulnerable to him as he hadtbdeer, but the
pressure of his body made it impossible for hespand her lungs.
Again she started to panic, but her frantic attenptthrow off his
weight stilled abruptly when she felt the unmistakahardening of
his body.

Disgust and despair coursed through her, makingfdedralmost
physically sick. Her struggles had aroused him aedwas not
bothering to hide it. He was punishing her in thestnbasic and
humiliating way it was possible for a man to huat# a woman.

‘Shocked, are you, little virgin? Perhaps you sthdod. It's too long

since | last had a woman. Not that you qualifytfat title, but then as
they say, beggars can't be choosers, and if mydsaftops me from
hearing a woman's cries of pleasure it also stagfom hearing her
cries of pain.'

This couldn't be happening. He didn't mean whatvae saying; he
was just trying to frighten her. Instinctively skaew it, but that
didn't stop panic tearing her apart inside as Nahdowered his
mouth to hers.

She tried to evade him, but his fingers tightenadfplly on her hair,
forcing her to remain still.

A whisper away from her lips he stopped, and sheafmost faint
with relief, her heart jolting painfully into hehroat when he didn't
let her go, but demanded instead, 'Open your mouth.

Violet eyes glared into green defiantly, widenimdyovhen they saw
the shockingly savage glitter of satisfaction baway the ice.

'You aren't going to help? Well, that's fine by me!



The sharp impact of his teeth in her lip made mgrocit, the sound
instantly smothered by the triumphant heat of hagitin. As she felt
her whole world fall apart she wondered franticallyy it was that
the rough movement of his tongue against her fésluld provoke
such an upsurge of violent emotion. It seemed aalreight down
into her toes and had an effect on other partseobbdy that made
her wonder if she had ever really known hersetilat

The kiss was a punishment, a savage reinforcenfeNiocholas's

verbal and mental rejection of her, but it madedure in a way that
loving, kind John had never done. She could alrfesdt her body
softening to accommodate itself to the hardned¢idiolas, and her
teeth ached from the self-control it took not tep@nd to his kiss.
Was that what he wanted? To humiliate her by fgr@anresponse
from her? She didn't think he would normally gcstech lengths to
punish one insignificant woman, and her instinckmewledge of his
private fears and agonies had made him savageivatheed to hurt
her. She knew that.

His mouth still punished hers, but it was more btleupunishment
now, and as he moved against her she suddenly rhamhreerving
ache to know what it would feel like to have hisdhasilky-haired
skin rubbing against her unfettered breasts.

Perhaps he too could read minds, she thoughtdéedlytseconds later
as he rolled on to his side, taking her with hggding her blouse off
one shoulder and freeing it from one arm beforddftly released the
catch on her bra.

Instinct and upbringing screamed at her to proféss was not love;
it was not even desire. It was rage, frustratiot eontempt; it was
also the most overwhelming experience she had leagy and the
sensation that shot through her body as Nicholppeu her breast,
and for timeless, soundless seconds stared doiycast a spell over
her she didn't think she would ever be able tolkbrea



When he eventually brought his gaze to her faceshedsaw beyond
the tight mask of rage; when she realised thagmgdnorance she had
totally underestimated the depth of his sexual tfati®n, fear
replaced bemusement. Nicholas had gone beyondhpogiker. He
wanted her now as a woman—any woman. His hand edrdiler
breast, smoothing the delicate puckered flesh ohipple. Her body,
always acutely sensitive, reacted predictably dredfslt the tension
of his harshly indrawn breath as his heart suddaalymered into
her ribs. 'Oh yes, | like that ... | like it veryueh.'

He sounded almost drunk, his voice hoarse andyahirred, and it
was impossible not to shiver in physical respons&thout the

hardness brought on by his mother's treachery dintha had

followed it he would have been an intensely pasg®man, a man
perhaps who liked and enjoyed the company of wormstead of

merely allowing himself to enjoy their bodies.

His head dipped, his back arching fiercely, as tesged her back
against the floor. Rosemary closed her eyes todulbthe reality of
what was happening and shuddered as she felt thmtlvaf his
breath against her tender flesh.

His tongue touched, teased, circled, tormented,ewhis hand

cupped the softness of her breast, making escapessible. It

seemed unbelievable that she could have reachedadkee of

twenty-four without realising such sensations &dsShe was being
driven mad by a need to arch up against his maathold his head
against her breast and give way to the storm cfag@m threatening
to explode inside her.

But shehadto resist; she couldn't let Nicholas make lovedo. She
couldn't letanyonemake love to her. It was written into her contrac

The contract! She tensed, ignoring the muffled slooifrustration
and desire that Nicholas made against her skin,wi@le body



shivering with shock and fear as she struggledytd fgainst the fear
seeping through her that Nicholas might be deltieérdrying to get
her to break the terms of their contract. He wasrg subtle man, she
already knew that. Could he have changed his mioaditawanting
her to take charge of Kit? Was he only making ltveer so that he
would have a legal means of sending her away?

She froze tensely in his arms, pushing him away.
'‘What is it?"
Rosemary swallowed nervously as she looked at him.

... we . . . we cant make love, Nicholass Ilth my
contract—remember?"'

He had been frowning at her, but now he looked aswathat it was
impossible for her to see what he was thinking.

He stood up slowly, turning his back to her as s$heriedly
straightened her clothes. Without looking at hesaie coolly, "You
were rather late in remembering about it, weremt?y

Physically she had still not recovered from herttelnmg awareness
of him. She felt weak and defenceless. Dragging tétéered
remnants of her pride around her, she said shaKiby won't get rid
of me as easily as that, Nicholas. | came herake tare of Kit and
that's exactly what | intend to do.’

There was a look in his eyes she found hard tandefThere was
bitterness there, and anger too, but somehow shékdeeling that
there was something else there as well; sometlmregpeemeral and
elusive that when she looked for it again it hadego

She wasn't totally naive. She knew that the deshe= had sensed
within him had not been for her personally, but Isadply been a



male need for a female. She would have to be omgi@d against
him from now on, though. When he had insisted amrfggthat clause
inserted in the contract specifying that she masemo emotional or
sexual commitments, it hadn't occurred to her thate was the
slightest likelihood of her being in default of tltandition.

Now it seemed that she had all unknowingly hanaetlicholas a
very powerful weapon that he might be able to ugerest her if he
ever decided that he no longer wanted her to teop#iit's life. She

wasn't as indifferent to him as a man as she otglie—as she
needed to be!

She hated harbouring so much distrust of someomwewals going to
play such a large role in Kit's life, but what attative did she really
have? She faced him as calmly as she could andjsaitly, '| came

to tell you that | won't be having dinner with ytanight. | thought |

might have an early night; the journey tired me.’

And then she went out, closing the door behind her.

Once she had gone Nicholas dropped in the chaichwhiad
inadvertently been the cause of the whole thirgghkad buried in his
hands.

God, he had almost ... He shook his head, tryinglispel the

tormenting mental images that were still half imahsing his brain;

to say nothing of what they were doing to his bdtat had started
out as anger had been transformed to somethingsel§sst that he
was still aching with the effect of it. Physicalstte simply did not
affect him like that.

There had never been a time when he had not befatihecapable
of controlling his needs . . . never. He neverraa/e way to the
physical side of his nature the way he had doné& Wibsemary
tonight. It had been her impassivity that had dareer refusal to be



aroused by him. It had almost driven him mad. Sitkethsted like no
other woman he had ever known. She was . . .

‘Nol'

The tortured sound seemed to echo round the roencodld feel the
sweat breaking out on his forehead. She kamvnthat he was in
pain.How! How had she known? She had looked at him, andst.w
as though she had looked into his soul and witmesde his
insecurities, all his fears. He could have swom eten knew about
the night he had cried himself to sleep when hisheroleft. He had
almost wanted to kill her for that.

He toyed with the idea of sending her away, novoleeft was too
late, but he couldn't take the risk of losing Kit,was that simply an
excuse? His mouth compressed, and he reachecefaléphone. All
women were the same, and all of them were bothrelqi#e and
interchangeable.

He remembered then, abruptly, what she had saidmo She had
thought he might be making love to her to testduirerence to their
contract. She had given him the perfect excusgdtiing rid of her
but he knew that he wouldn't do it, couldn't do it...



CHAPTER SIX
'NICHOLAS has left?'

Somehow Rosemary wasn't surprised, even thougkretve that he
had originally intended to stay several days atdhateau before
returning to Paris.

Madame Hubert nodded in confirmation of her eadtatement. 'He
left early this morning,' she told Rosemary. 'Jagflew him out. He
left instructions that you were to make whateveam@gements you
wished for the little boy. For this morning | hawelered some fruit
juice and cereal for his breakfast.'

‘Yes . . . yes, thank you. That will be fine.'

Rosemary was still feeling numbed by the incredibktraordinary

mental link that seemed to exist between Nichotas lzerself. She
had known without Madame telling her that he hdg hkeaad known

the moment she opened her eyes this morning thatalsa't in the

chateau. She shivered slightly, her eyes suddeniynted and dark.
She didn't want this intense rapport any more traudid, but there
didn't seem to be anything she could do aboutet.fkagile nervous
system wasn't strong enough to endure the painbétetness of

Nicholas's anguish. He was the last man on eaghvsimted to share
this sort of rapport with. Intuitively she had algaknown that she
had within herself this gift or curse for sharirge tthoughts and
feelings of her loved ones, but she had neveitfgdt strongly before;
and she certainly didn't love Nicholas Powers.

She shivered again. He was a man she ought logtcadlislike and
even despise; his attitude towards other people ewaspletely
opposite to her own, and yet every time his colds&®cked her into
resentment, she was reminded of all that he hddredfas a child, of
the mental anguish he had endured, and somethargee to reach



out and comfort him. He was so very alone . . . iamiade not the
slightest bit of difference that he had chosena@lone.

By the time Kit had finished his breakfast, it hstdrted to snow.
Totally entranced, the little boy begged to bewa#id to go outside
and play, but Rosemary shook her head. She waatgd/¢ Kit a

little more time to adjust to the new climate. Atsf he seemed
inclined to take her refusal badly, but as alwaiss dunny nature
allowed her to coax him into accepting her decisim approving

smile crossed Madame Hubert's face as she watched.

'l see you know how and when to be firm,"” she contet to
Rosemary as she poured her a cup of coffee.

'l believe a certain amount of discipline is neeegsbut | don't
believe in confrontations or head-on clashes,' Rasg told her. 'Kit
Is a very intelligent child, and just reaching tstage where it's
possible to reason with him. You did say that yoauld show me
over the chateau today, and that will, I'm surstrdct him from
wanting to go out.’

She had come to a decision the previous day, atdwhs that if Kit
was going to live in the chateau then somehow shddrhave to find
a way of both making the place his home and atstmme time
teaching him to treat its contents with reverenue care.

'l wanted to talk to you about the possibility ofimhhaving a
playroom somewhere—a room he can paint in, and hidesmall
bike without causing any damage,' she told the dfr@oman.

'Yes. Nicholas had mentioned something of theteame. There is a
room in the basement near to the swimming pool¢clvhiicholas had
set aside to be turned into a squash court, bkdbsuggested insteac
that it would make a good playroom for the chiléghill show it to
you later.’



The knowledge that Nicholas had actually thougltualand cared
enough to make such arrangements made Rosemargat o
suspiciously tight, and she bent her fair head ¢ires dark one so
that Madame Hubert would not see her betrayingtear

‘Come on, Kit, we're going to have a grand touswfnew home.’

Smiling obligingly, Kit let her take his hand inrseas they followed
the housekeeper.

As she and Kit walked from room to room, Rosemamyldn't help
reflecting what a shame it was that the chateau seasmpty of
human beings; the beautiful rooms with their argidurniture and
rich decor called out for people to breathe lifd amrmth into them.
As Kit stood transfixed beneath a huge oil paintsige said as much
to Madame Hubert, flushing uncomfortably the momidet words
left her lips.

‘You are right," Madame agreed, sighing faintly Nicholas's father's
time there was always a good deal of entertairti@gwas a charming
man; always a littldriste perhaps, but charming none the less.
myself am getting too old to care for such a lgvlgee. | am not as
young as | was.'" She acknowledged Rosemary's qulankce of
disbelief with a thin smile. 'During the winter, lesuffer from
rheumatism. The chateau needs a younger womasw's €ae look
she gave Rosemary was very meaningful. Was Madaggesting
that she expectedher to take charge? Rosemary swallowe
nervously. What didsheknow about looking after a place such a
this, filled with priceless antiques and art treasu . .

'It is not so daunting a task as it seems,' Madatdeher, as though
she had read her mind. 'l have kept records ofyéveag ... | have
names and addresses of places where things caepbeed and
cleaned. You will see . ..



Before Rosemary could make any comment, she addsklyb
‘Come, | shall show you the State Apartments.'

Rosemary had already seen the magnificent drawnmogpm,
furnished in blues and golds, which she had foutightyy
intimidating but which the housekeeper had assbezdvas a room
that Kit was free to play in, but, elegant thoulgattroom had been, it
simply could not compare with the dining-room andmecting salon
that she was now being shown, and Madame Huberipudly with
forethought, paused before a small table holdingraate chinoiserie
box, which she opened with a small key to revesidm a theatre
complete with masked figures.

‘This is a music box," she told Rosemary, windipghe mechanism.

The box was exactly the right height for Kit to pe#o, completely
enthralled by the dancing figures and the liltingsna, it was one of
Nicholas's favourite things when he was a child-yidue very much
alike in looks. It will play for fifteen minutes—tm enough for me to
show you these rooms.’

Cautioning Kit that he must not touch, Rosemargédrto follow the
housekeeper.

‘This is the Tapestry Room,' Madame told her, stath one side to
allow her to precede her into the room, it wasglesil in the first half
of the eighteenth century to accommodate a sebbk(B tapestries,
Les Amours des Dieux.'

The loves of the gods. Looking at the faded but beautiful
tapestries hanging on each of the four walls, Rasgntould
understand why they were so described.

‘The chairs are Louis Quinze. You will see thatytleave been
embroidered to match the tapestries. They were eebbly the bride
of the then Comte during the first year of her nage.'



The chairs were breathtakingly beautiful, but Rasgneouldn't help
wondering where the Comte had been, and who witiieviis bride
was diligently stitching these chair covers. Peshgipe hadn't cared
whether her husband took a mistress or not. Mariaghose days
was usually a business arrangement.

‘The carpet?' she asked tentatively, bending tketthe silky fibres.

'‘Aubusson—a special design to match the plasterk vam the
ceiling." Automatically, Rosemary looked up at tmmate rococo
ceiling.

The music box ran down and Kit came over to pushgll hand in

hers and gaze solemnly up at the ceiling. Rosepiakgd him up so

that he could look at the tapestries, watchingdyss widen as he
stared at them.

After several minutes of silence, he asked cunguRlosemary, why
aren't those people wearing any clothes?'

How on earth did one explain the intricacies of artd its
interpretations to a three-year-old? She thoughtsshwv the corner of
Madame Hubert's mouth twitch slightly.

'‘Er ...l don't really know, Kit.'

He heaved a heavy sigh and commented with an alvarsd-weary
air of resignation, 'l suppose I'll have to ask lgridicholas.’

Rosemary's eyebrows lifted slightly, a faint tow¢ipique drawing a
slight frowning line across her forehead. Since nvimad Uncle
Nicholas become the fount of all knowledge? Uplumdw, Kit had

relied totally on her. Up until now . . . She chddeerself gently for
her thoughts. Of course it was only right and prdpat Kit should
look to Nicholas as a source of wisdom and inforomatHow often
had she herself worried about the lack of an adale in Kit's life?



But how far would Nicholas influence the little BbyShe was
determined that Kit would grow up free of the comtaating
resentment and bitterness that had spoiled Nicsdiés She shook
herself free of her thoughts, remembering that Magl&lubert was
waiting to continue her tour.

Through here is the dining-room.’

Rosemary felt proud that there was no need fotdesmarn Kit not to
touch things. If only Adam and Belle could see iow, how proud
they would be! A large lump lodged in her throashe looked down
at the dark head and the small face, gazing womglgrround the
room.

He was such a good little boy, so loving and irgeft. She would
lay down her life rather than let anyone hurt hifears suddenly
clouded her vision as she thought of another latdg, one who had
perhaps once looked like Kit; who might even hacaetl life with the

same curiosity and faith until it had been so dyud#stroyed, turning
faith to mistrust, love to hate, and hope to disibnment. Something
about the sad little mental image she had justuedjup made her
ache to be able to turn to that unhappy little Bog take him in her
arms. She was washed with a fiercely protectiveenaifeeling and

consumed by a passionate wish that things mighe baen different
.. . that she might have been there to protedi®as and help him.

'‘Look, Rosemary! Everything's all shiny, like atrSbmas!’

Kit, his eyes blazing with excitement, turned tg titn her arm as he
gazed in awe round the chandelier-lit room, whieeréflected light
glinted off crystal and silver.

Crimson silk covered the walls, creating an impes®f intimacy
and warmth, not an easy task in a room that ehslty a dining table
at which Rosemary judged a hundred people woulddaged with



ease. Not so much as a fingermark disturbed theshpalf the
mahogany table; every single chair was placed attgxthe same
angle to the table, like a row of soldiers on parashe thought
absently. A pair of ornate silver- gilt candlestick huge salt and an
enormous chafing dish of some description adorhedideboard.

Like the walls, the carpet was crimson with a mtidt Rosemary
thought she recognised, but couldn't put a namentd Madame
Hubert told her it was the device of Powers Oil.

This carpet was especially woven for Monsieur P&id. loved
beautiful things.'

Beautiful things? But had he loved his son? Hadbl&s ever known
any kind of human love? The ache deep down insateglew, and
she hugged Kit closely to her side, as though someshe could
reach out and hug away the coldness of that attlerdoy's misery.
What on earth was the matter with her? She mupttbioking, like

this. Nicholas was the very last person who wouldntvher

compassion. She tried to concentrate on her suwinogs.

'‘Looking after the chateau is more in the naturieenfig a curator of a
museum filled with precious articles than . . . lwdleing a
housekeeper,’ she commented to Madame Hubert.

The older woman smiled. 'You have a very intuitivand,
Mademoiselle. Before | came to work here, | dideed hold just
such a post, albeit in my old family home. It was what do you say
. . . taken over by the state when my father died, because | had
some knowledge of its history | was allowed to stay It was not a
happy position for me to be in, and when Monsieaulffered me
thisjob ...

‘Were you . . . were you in love with him?' Roseynaouldn't
understand what had made her blurt out such anrtimeet question.



Her face burned scarlet with mortification, butasgely Madame
Hubert seemed not to take offence.

‘A little, perhaps, yes. | certainly admired him..This room is only
used for special occasions. Nicholas has nevertainted in here at
all. The Sevres china, the crystal and the silviéicgtlery are locked
away downstairs. They are far too valuable to h@pwpen display.’

Sensing that Madame was not going to allow anyh&rrpersonal
discussion between them, Rosemary agreed thatlidvwerhaps be
as well if the Sevres and the treasure vaults bstaws were left for
another day.

It only struck her, as the housekeeper led the wayhe main

staircase, pausing to wait for her to catch up, e Frenchwoman
was behaving almost as though she, Rosemary, veemiktress, as
though the chateau and its treasures were goinget@f some

personal importance to her, the hauteur Rosemahgbiased earlier
gone.

This time, Madame Hubert paused at the top of ittt flight of
stairs. 'First | shall show you the Long Galleryie?hhouses many
portraits of members of the de Blanchard familywadl as those
collected by Nicholas and his father. In times gbge it was the
custom of the ladies of the house to use the gdlberexercise during
the winter months when they were unable to go detsi

The gallery had windows that overlooked the villaged the
mountains. The portraits of the de Blanchard fanghowed a
recurring darkness of hair and eyes "that almostemtpossible for
Nicholas to be one of their number, but it wasront of the portrait
of Paul Powers that Rosemary paused the longest.

Nicholas was not like his father, which meant tpassibly he took
after his mother. Her eyes went automatically ® lkank space on



the wall next to the portrait of Paul. It was hgrdurprising that
portrait had been removed, but by whom, Nicholasi®father?

As they retraced their steps back to the stairsgddviee Hubert
directed Rosemary to an impressive set of doubdesdo

‘The ballroom," she told her, pushing them open.

Rosemary had thought she was beyond being funtmgresssed, but
she had been wrong. The de Blanchard who had gddieRetersburg
and returned with a vision of the famous Imperiall®om must
have had extraordinary determination as well asniteld sources of
wealth.

How on earth he had expected to fill such an enagspace in such
a remote corner of the world, Rosemary had no ideathat didn't
stop her catching her breath in awe as she stareat the soaring
columns of porphyry and jade inlaid with gold |le&he floor, white
marble tiles interspersed with small ones in blactorm a diamond
pattern, seemed to stretch for ever, the walls \waneted white and
were embellished with gold-painted rococo plastekw®n each
wall hung a pair of giltwood rococo mirrors thatesthed almost
from the cornice down to matching gilded tableshwitarble tops.
The fireplace in white marble was surmounted bytlaogiltwood
mirror, and there was a raised minstrels' galletii@opposite end of
the room, presumably for the musicians, which weeched by a
double flight of stairs.

Jade velvet curtains flanked the windows, and themfs only
furniture was a collection of silk-covered giltwoobairs and half a
dozen matching sofas, pushed back against the.walls

It didn't take more than the slightest degree @igmation to see this
ballroom peopled with men in the startlingly ricmiforms of



Napoleon's armies, and women in those daringlysfimmuslins that
Josephine had made so famous.

Rosemary couldn't even begin to think of the workust have taken
to get just the marble here. She said as muchMadhme Hubert
grimaced. 'Gilles de Blanchard managed to get tea omder his
command over the Alps in one piece, so | supposer dhat,

transporting marble wasn't too difficult. He peadhin the retreat
from Moscow, killed by the Russian winter.'

Rosemary gave a faint sigh of sadness for the ldegd Comte,
watching Kit, who was twisting his back as he slaup at the
columns. He was beginning to look tired, as thesspd through a set
of double doors into the same smaller ante-roora.#tked him up
and he cuddled up against her, burrowing againstamel as always
she was filled with love for him.

‘It would be in these rooms that the men would magds and the
servants lay out supper.'

Rosemary sighed again, her imagination peoplingrdoens with
misty figures from the past.

'l think it's time Kit had a nap. Is it still snowg?"
Madame Hubert walked over to one of the windowsraodbled.

'l was wondering about going into the village. Alnere any children
there of Kit's age?'

Madame pursed her lips. 'Yes, two or three. Yoliwalint playmates
for him. It is not good for a child to go withoutem. | shall speak
with Helene; she has a married sister with youniglen. Something
can be arranged.’



‘And the room you mentioned downstairs?' It haduoed to
Rosemary that she might be able to set up a sihaglyjmup, and that,
if so, this room in the basement might make an leeateplace for it.

‘Near to the swimming pool? You will need furnitdoe it—I could
arrange for some catalogues to be sent from R&osld you like to
go down and see it now? There is, in addition ® gbol, a fully
equipped gymnasium and a sauna. The flight ofssédithe far end of
the corridor leads to them.’

'l think we've done enough exploring for today,'sBmary smiled,
looking down into Kit's sleeping face. 'Perhapsdomow.'

Walking round the chateau had left her more exleauttan she had
felt after a full day at work. A faint tug of nofy& touched her as she
realised how far she had come from the girl who lbeeh happy and
content to live her life within the ordered confnef her job and
looking after Kit.

It was true that she missed the rapport she hayedjwith John, but
it was a very gentle sadness; not the sharp agoeaynsght have
expected to feel if, for instance, she had beetegdrom Kit.

Had she really loved John as much as she had thooighad he

really been someone she felt she could lean onesoento help her
share the bewildering and often frightening burdrisding herself

alone in the world with the added responsibilityaafery young child
to care for?

A faint frisson of unease touched her as she loak®dh into Kit's
face. When she had signed the contract with Nighotahad been
with the image of her feelings for John at the fianet of her mind.
What if in time she should come to care for somaare different,
more intense way? What if someone should comehiatdife whom
she could literally not bear to be apart from?



Where had those challenging thoughts come from?wsiredered
uncomfortably. When she had signed the contract lete been
perfectly happy, supremely confident in fact thHa svould have no
trouble at all in adhering to all its conditionsydayet just now,
holding Kit in her arms, it had come to her thagyttwould never
know the joy of holding the man she loved; or dcctf that love, and
although she loved Kit as much as though he werechitl, there
was still a small cold lump of pain that ached desjde her.

She was allowing herself to be made unhappy byigistances that
she could not change, she warned herself, ana, afte¢here were
several plus points to her new life.

She was with Kit, and both of them were financiagcure. Both of
them liked their new home. She had expected to fiedself
overawed and even faintly repelled by the richrésise chateau, but
instead she felt touched by its emptiness, in nthelrsame way that
Nicholas touched her with his aloneness. She knetinctively that
she could come to love her new home ... and her metative?
Something inside her shied abruptly away from sacthought,
almost as though someone had touched an intensklgrable spot
she had not previously known existed.

The days passed curiously quickly, Kit adapted kim$o his
surroundings with remarkable ease, and already es®dm know
most of the staff by name. He was even picking mattering of
French words, Rosemary recognised with a small panghe heard
him chattering away to the girl who had broughtbrisakfast.

Today she was taking him down to the village. il baen arranged
that she would visit Helene's sister so that Kiildomeet her two
children plus several others.

It had snowed again during the night, and oncenegjaw lay thickly
on the inner courtyard. The temperature had drogsedell, but



now, thanks to the carefully monitored periodsmetRosemary had
allowed Kit outside each day, she now felt thatwees properly
acclimatised to their new environment.

They set off for the village after breakfast, degksn the ski-suits
Rosemary had bought in London. The clothes Nichb&as bought
for her, which she had sworn never to wear, and Il every
intention of rejecting, had somehow found their wiayo her

wardrobe. She didn't want to wear them, but her ediwhe chateau
had shown her how impossible it would be for henwear her

chain-store clothes, if Nicholas was to entert&ime could always, of
course, refuse to join his guests . . . but theseveepart of the world
in which Kit would grow up, and she owed it to hionmake herself
as at home in that world as she possibly could.

The black and white jungle print of her blousonkgtcover the
tight-fitting black salopettes turned her into akstg silhouette
against the brilliance of the snow, while Kit lookadorably cuddly
in his vivid blue and red outfit with its matchihgt and gloves.

Nero, the dog they had heard barking when theydimsved, elected
to go with them. The St Bernard apparently belongeithe chateau
rather than to any particular person, and he aridhKd already
become fast friends.

It wasn't a long walk to the village, and with Hebés instructions
Rosemary soon found her sister's house.

Luckily Marie spoke good English. She had beencaesary in Paris
for a while before coming home to marry her childéieweetheart,
she told Rosemary, when the latter commented onlihguistic
ability.

‘Alain could have gone to the Sorbonne and takerehgineering
degree had he wanted to, but he decided he woefdrgo live here.



Monsieur Nicholas, like his father, helps any ofas wish to gain
further education—he found me my Paris job, buddws not push us
to leave the valley.'

‘Do many of the younger people stay?' asked Rosemar

She was curious about what would keep them in stoged a place.
Personally she loved it, but she could quite easly that teenagers
especially might yearn for wider horizons.

‘Some. There are those who think that the valleyishbe developed
as a tourist area, as so much of the Alps has la@ehoften they do
leave. But Nicholas is adamant that the valley stdly as itis . . . and
most of us agree with him. After all, we do not &w stay here if we
do not wish. When they are older the children gayate school, so
they are not totally cut off from the outside worlarie paused. 'Kit
Is very like his mother,' she said thoughtfully.

'You knew Belle?"

Marie nodded. 'Yes. Nicholas was very angry whenrshrried your
brother.'

'‘He had no reason to be, they were very happy hegeéRosemary
turned away, unable to forget how Nicholas hadctepk all the
overtures that had been made to him. He wanteddwt but only as
his heir, only as a pawn in the dangerous gamedsephaying with
his mother.

'Yes, but Nicholas could not know that, could he?"

Rosemary wanted to say that he could have madéaahte find out,

but she didn't want to say anything that might leadpeculation
among the villagers. She gathered from what Maaie $aid that it
was their general understanding that the breachdest Belle and



Nicholas had somehow been healed, and she hadsire ttebetray
exactly what had brought her and Kit to Val desgési

It amazed her that she should feel so protectiveatds a man
common sense told her she ought to dislike. Butditie't dislike
him. Pain quivered through her, as she foughtamttink about how
she did feel about it. Not yet . . . she didn't tanthink about that
yet. She didn't want to remember how she had rieltis arms, and
most of all she didn't want to examine the reagonker instinctive
need to respond to him. Thank God she had stoppestlh from
betraying that at least! It had been a close-rungth . . another
moment, another handful of seconds even . . . 8heered, and
Marie frowned anxiously.

‘Are you cold? You will not be used to our low tesmgtures. Another
week or so and we shall be completely cut off herwinter. Once the
storms come not even Nick's helicopter can getnith aut of the

valley." She chuckled suddenly. "You will see, ttog next few days
the village will be practically deserted as evesyomakes last-minute
trips through the pass, stocking up for winter @distmas. My two

children want new bicycles . . .

'‘But they won't be able to ride them until sprifpsemary protested.

Marie raised her eyebrows. 'Oh you'd be surpridédk lets the
children use the Long Gallery to ride in. He leaieere himself,
apparently.' She saw Rosemary's expression andasfily 'Yes, he
can be kind, although he hates anyone to knoweth@éxve to pretend
we don't notice, but then none of us forget what d@ne to him as a
child. When someone has had to endure somethiagHa, it is easy
to ... what do you say . . . make allowancegHem.'

Kit was sleepy when Rosemary took him back, needstis over his
supper he was full of the afternoon. Rosemary akelrt to eating her
meal with Madame Hubert, and in the evenings Ktvaith them too.



He caused more than one brief smile to lightenhibesekeeper's
severe features as he prattled on about his day.

Rosemary had already discussed with her the pbgsibi buying
videos to both educate and entertain Kit, and Madauomprised her
by announcing that she had rung Power Oil's Pdfisedo discuss
the matter with Nicholas. 'Of course | did not dpéa Nicholas
himself, but | did speak to Pierre, who has assaredhat he will put
the matter in hand. It seems that Nicholas is &y st Paris for a
month." She frowned, and quite unaccountably Roseriedt her
heart sink as she realised that the valley coultl beesnowed in by
then, and that in all probability she would not Begholas again until
the spring. She should have been glad, insteadfale. . .
disappointed . . . more than that; so much morestiadidn't want to
think about it.

'He does not normally stay away so long at thig torfyear," Madame
Hubert explained.

‘Surely he doesn't usually spend all winter invhiey?' Rosemary
protested. 'What about the business?'

'Oh, he can keep himself up to date with that gedtsily from here.
His office has all the latest computer equipmert @mmunications
systems.’

Equipment that would be invaluable to a man wholcowt hear.

Would he end up a Howard Hughes type figure, stgithimself

away from the world, allowing no one to see him3é&toary shivered
suddenly without knowing why.

'l wonder if Uncle Nick will bring Nero a Christmawesent," Kit
piped up speculatively.



Rosemary told him she did not know. She was scouysubbout
talking to Kit about Nicholas, wanting a good redaship to build up
between them.

She had been surprised to learn that Nicholas paltgopresented
every child in the valley with a Christmas presémnit, she supposed
she should not have been; it was, after all, ippkegwith his role,

and anyway he probably didn't choose them himshig thought
disagreeably.

Kit too had obviously heard about these presentd, Rosemary
wasn't deceived for one moment. If instead of 'Nere read 'Kit'
one would be closer to understanding the question.

'He might, if he comes back in time," was all shewaed herself to
say, but the knowledge that the valley was sodretout off from the
outside world reminded her that she had some @masshopping to
do.

She broached the subject to Madame Hubert aftews# in bed. 'l
will have a catalogue sent from Paris,' the house&etold her. 'You
must choose what you want and Pierre will have ygligrg flown
down.’

She was living in a very rarefied atmosphere ingdedsemary
reflected, as she prepared for bed, and she veasa'if it was one she
entirely liked. She would miss the fun of scourithg shops and
balancing her budget as she planned Kit's Chrissugsises. This
year he would probably have a plethora of expentiys, but she
knew she would possibly have far less fun in chogpghem than she
had in the days when she had to think about evemyy

Some time during the night she woke up abruptiyywvamed that
some unfamiliar sound had woken her, but totallghle to discern
what it might have been in the still silence.



Yawning, she buried her head back in her pillone 8tust have been
imagining things.

She woke up early and lazily contemplated the pieaf a
pre-breakfast swim. She could be back before Kikevap. Her
swimsuit and towelling robe were both ancient,imubne was going
to see her.

She swam half a dozen lengths briskly and thendtbazily on her

back before getting out and heading for the sh@amdrthe changing
room. It wasn't until she had stripped off her wgeit that she
remembered that she had left her robe by the Sbe went out to get
it without giving her damp nudity a second thoudditer all, she had
the place to herself. Only she hadn't; and she damen abrupt
shocked standstill as she saw Nicholas heavingdtinosit of the

pool. Like her he was completely nude, and her gdaskittered

wildly over his lean brown body.

He looked ... He looked as no mere man surely hagh# to look,
and she swallowed hard, her body quivering shardly.looked
pagan, and dangerous, and just looking at him,rabrepthe way the
individual beads of moisture gathered and coaleagaghst his skin,
made her ache to reach out and touch him. The sif@edeing him so
intimately obliterated all reason and she movedheut even
knowing that she did so, her eyes mesmerised b¥irtbdrickle of
water that ran down the centre of his chest, falhgvthe dark line of
hair. Her lungs refused to help her breathe, hestclelt constricted,
her body ached. Confused, she tore her attenti@ay &om him and
looked down at her own naked flesh as though it vedally
unfamiliar.

Reaction caught up with her and she trembled irtlshoot unlike
that experienced when one has narrowly missed someense
danger.



‘Rosemary!

The harsh, condemnatory way he spoke her name hexderinge
with the onset of crippling embarrassment. Instuaty she stepped
back from him, her breasts aching in an odd unfamiay.

‘What the hell do you think you're doing?"

‘... lwas swimming ... my...myrobe . She was stuttering like
a small child and she saw him frown as he suddesmlght sight of
her robe. He bent down and picked it up, throwtrarross to her.

'For God's sake put it on!'

She trembled in sick self-disgust as she heardditewhiplash of ice
In his voice. What on earth was happening to her?

‘Nicky darling, so here you are!

Rosemary froze in the act of putting on her robthatsound of the
husky female voice. It was like thick cream; shes\abmost purring
with pleasure. She stepped into view, and Roser@iyher heart
plunge as she looked at her.

Soignee and elegant, she was everything that Rogdmeself was
not, and she shivered as she saw the way Niclmdked at her.

'‘When | woke up and you weren't there, | guessaddybe down
here. Honestly, darling, | promise you | know a mbetter way for
you to get your early morning exercise!'

Rosemary felt the heat surge over her skin, heraemagsment
excruciating and consuming. She felt Nicholas faotterisive glance
at her, then he was moving away and the other waaarher for the
first time.



She frowned, her voice suddenly far less pleassasha demanded,
‘Who is this?'

'‘My nephew's aunt,' Nicholas said smoothly. 'l tgdth about her.’

'Oh yes, of course . . . ' Hard eyes flicked comteimusly over

Rosemary's robe-clad body. 'But what is she doiogndhere?

Shouldn't she be with the child?' The way she wag&ihg at her

made Rosemary feel she thought she knew very wajl she was

here, and her skin burned afresh. She wanted tegtrthat she was
wrong, that she had had no idea that Nicholas woelbere, but her
pride wouldn't let her. 'Darling, you're all wet!

Rosemary froze as one long scarlet-tipped fingacetl teasingly
down over Nicholas's chest, longing to avert heseand yet totally
unable to stop herself watching as the eleganeficgught an errant
drop of moisture and conveyed it to a passiondtglynouth.

'l think your little English nursemaid is embarmegsNicholas,' the
rich purr taunted. 'Perhaps you'd better send aek to the nursery
where she belongs.'

Rosemary didn't wait to be dismissed. Instead,fshdack to the
changing-room on trembling legs, trying to qued fieeling of sick
misery clawing at her stomach.

‘Uncle Nicholas has come home and he's brought stinee people
with him!" Kit told her excitedly an hour later aviereakfast.

Rosemary guessed that he had had the informatomttie girl who
brought up their breakfast trays, but she madeamantent, merely
giving him a rather tight smile. She still achedid® from the
humiliation inflicted on her beside the swimmingopo



They were half-way through breakfast when the dugmened and
Nicholas came in. Rosemary found herself avoidiisgelges, as she
tried to control the dizzy seesawing of her stomaciscles.

Almost as though he sensed her tension, Kit predsed to her side,
clinging on to her skirt, for all his excited chattabout Nicholas,
suddenly babyishly shy.

Rosemary wanted to urge him to go to his unclepbktdre she could
speak, Nicholas said harshly, 'l thought | warnexl ynot to
mollycoddle the boy; he clings to you too much.’

'He doesn't know you very well yet, Rosemary [stae
protectively.

'‘No, and he never will, while you persist in enlonmg both him and
yourself in romantic isolation from the rest of twerld.’

His accusation hurt her, the more so because it coaspletely
unjustified, and yet beneath the anger she sehsdaltter resentment
of the small child who had been excluded from hadhrar's heart and
she was caught between anger and compassion.

'l want you and Kit to join us for lunch todaysltiigh time he started
mingling with other people.' He was gone beforeahdd object.



CHAPTER SEVEN

LATER in the morning when Rosemary saw Madame Hubeg, t
housekeeper told her that Nicholas had arrivedhénetarly hours of
the morning.

'It is not like him to arrive without any warning-he Frenchwoman
frowned slightly. 'He has brought some guests tittl, as well as his
personal assistant, Madame la Comtesse du Gord Mamgieur
Andre Flaubert. The Comtesse is married to a diptoMer husband
Is at present abroad.'

Nothing else was said, but from the repressive tbhaéhousekeeper
used when speaking about the Comtesse, Rosemangdgéne
impression that she did not care for her.

She herself felt slightly sick at the thought dofifey Nicholas and his
mistress over the dinner table—because she wastisatr¢hat was
what the Comtesse was. There had been no mistdlahgossessive
ring in her voice, nor those chiding words thatrégtd the fact that
they had spent the night together.

She shivered violently. What was the matter witm?h8he had
known that Nicholas did not live the life of a t&elte. It was one thing
to know of his affairs; but it was quite anotheb#forced to witness
the reality of them. She had hated the way the Essathad looked at
Nicholas; hated and deeply resented it. Pain fddm®ugh her body
burning her with acid fire. With a soft moan ofrtarshe tried to
control her stampeding thoughts. She had no rggtadl like this. No
right . . . and surely no reason?

By lunchtime she had managed to calm herself doltthea although

it took all her self-control to withstand the lookblistering contempt
Nicholas gave her when she walked into the dinoayr dressed Iin
one of her neat chain-store blouse and skirt sutShe held her head



proudly, her eyes meeting his. Perhaps she waasno¢autiful or as
well dressed as his mistress, whose clinging jedsegs shrieked
haute couture, but for all her outward beauty, imlyathe Comtesse
was ugly and greedy. Surely she must be, to beiedatw one man
while indulging openly in an affair with another.

Rosemary knew that many people would consider rewssboth
naive and unrealistic, but she could see nothirgwbdman suffering
a haunting love for one man while legally tied toother in the
Comtesse's hard blue eyes. On the contrary, shaeese® delight in
flaunting her relationship with Nicholas, and Rosgyncouldn't help
drawing fastidiously away as the two of them caavestrds her.

She saw from the way Nicholas's mouth tightenet libahad seen
her reaction, but she refused to be quelled biadiné look in his eyes.

At her side Kit clung warmly to her hand, as thowggmnsing her
tension.

'So this is your nephew, Nicky . . . Why, he looksy like you.' The

Comtesse's glance flicked derisively over Rosermdayt prettiness.
'l can see nothing of you in hitmademoiselleCome, you shall sit at
the table with me,' the Comtesse instructed Kacheng out to take
his free hand.

Rosemary felt him shrink away from the Frenchworaad saw the
cold rage snap in her eyes.

'He's far too clinging for such a big boy,' shaltdlicholas, loudly
enough for Kit to hear.

Rosemary ached to point out that all small childnesre naturally
reticent with strangers, and that far from beingghg, Kit was
really quite adventurous, but she could senseittteebboy's distress,
and did not want to add to it.



'l want to sit wiv you, Rosemary," Kit mutteredidornly, holding on
to her hand and glowering across at the Comtesse.

Rosemary bit her lip. Kit was normally so sunnympered and
well-behaved. She had never known him take sudhstant dislike
to anyone before.

'Kit will sit next to me, so that he can tell me atthe's been doing
while I've been away.'

Across the space that divided them, Nicholas'sgosen eyes warned
her not to defy him. Kit had started to pout slighbut Rosemary
managed to check him, bending down to remind hiensoft whisper
that he had wanted to tell his uncle about the gaheehad been
playing with the St Bernard.

Over lunch, Rosemary was introduced to the fourémimer of the
quartet. To her astonishment, Andre Flaubert iristamade it
obvious that he found her attractive, flirting wither with a
light-hearted insouciance she found it impossilaeta respond to.

By contrast Nicholas seemed harshly withdrawn,yiagl only in
monosyllables to the Comtesse's conversation.

Andre, fair-haired and even-tempered, remindedrhgome ways of
Adam, and she found him easy to talk to. Long leefibrey had
finished their main course, she was laughing at jbkes and
responding to his teasing comments.

Just once she looked at Nicholas, and instantlypleasure died, to
be replaced by a deep aching pain. He was listeoirkt's chatter

and there was such a look of aloneness in his tegeshe ached to
reach out and touch him, to take the bleakness fimeyes and
replace it with warmth . . . with love.



In that instant, blindingly, totally she knew, ahdr whole world
seemed to turn over slowly, leaving her heart iabé of beating
and her body raw with pain.

She loved him.

She drew breath into her lungs, surprised by howmiuhurt. When

had it happened? The first time she saw him? Ne)ysnoot . . . Love

wasn't like that; it was ... It was looking at Notais and aching to
give him all the love in her heart, and knowinght did that it would
be rejected. He didn't want love, she acknowledgedentedly; he

preferred the shallow physical satisfaction heatharith women like

the Comtesse.

She had thought that she loved John, but she hadt'teally. She
had just convinced herself that she did becausaddvm was safe;
he was out of reach. Perhaps some part of herlinagsknown that
for her it would be like this. It was something stieln't want;

something she couldn't control, or even equate autrything she
knew about herself, but none the less, it was tltne couldn't look
at Nicholas; she couldn't look at anyone. She plisinay her plate,
the food barely touched, unaware of the quick frotenching

Andre's face as he watched her.

The same quiet dignity that had enabled her to wottethe death of
her brother and sister-in-law helped her now. I$ wae thing for her
to realise that she had fallen ridiculously andéiesgsly in love with
Nicholas; it was quite another for anyone else dalise it. She
intended to make sure that no one ever did. Edpediicholas
himself. If he knew, he would destroy her; he waakk her love and
use it against her as cruelly as his mother had beelove for her
against him. She shivered suddenly, unaware hoe e face had
gone, how huge her eyes in her small face.



Andre touched her arm and she jumped, turning Biitml look at
him. "You are not feeling well?'

Without turning her head she knew that Nicholas watehing them;
she felt her heart pound and ache with pain aslsivered under the
burden of this almost telepathic knowledge shedisxuit him. 'l . . .
it's nothing . . . I'mfine . ..

'I'm going to learn to ski, aren't I, Rosemary?'i{ped up, helping to
diffuse her tension. She smiled shakily at him, smporised, if
Uncle Nicholas agrees, Kit.'

‘Can you ski?' Andre asked Rosematry.
‘A little, although | haven't had any practice itoag time.'

‘Well, that can easily be rectified,' he assuredvi¢h a laughing
glance. 'For a time during my university days | wagployed as an
instructor. | should be delighted.’

‘The mountains round here are not nursery schopkesl|' Nicholas
suddenly cut in harshly. 'Rosemary skis with no anél | have
ascertained for myself that she is capable.'

Rosemary felt herself colour under the whiplashisfcriticism, and
even Andre frowned.

'‘Rosemary does not strike me as a girl who woukt-@stimate her
abilities, Nicholas, and | assure you that | amyweell qualified to
assess them.'

'Oh yes, very well qualified,” the Comtesse purradckingly.
'‘Perhaps someone ought to warn your little relatae Andre is as
skilled in the art of seduction as he is in skiiligloes not seem to me
as though she has had a great deal of experiencarything.’



Rosemary quailed beneath the deliberate cruelthenComtesse's
voice and face. She felt as though her pride wamtstripped bare.

She was only too glad to escape from the luncle tablthe pretext of
putting Kit down for his nap. In point of fact semcoming to the
chateau, Kit had slept less and less during the Maymally in the

afternoon they went out into the courtyard and @thwith the dog,
but today Rosemary preferred to keep to their rogorthat she could
avoid any contact with Nicholas and his guests.

What she didn't expect was for him to walk in wisitee and Kit were
busily engaged in constructing a castle from Kitlsks.

The moment the little boy saw him, he lost intefiastheir game,
instead hurtling himself towards Nicholas and gngphim tightly
round his knees.

Rosemary knew that it was through her own genteawours that
Kit was so readily accepting his uncle. She hadstakingly talked

to Kit about him, and encouraged him to accept dleeh as a close
member of his family. 'Hey, | thought you were gieg!' The rather
awkward way in which Nicholas swung Kit up into hisns made her
ache with tenderness. Nicholas was so new toiall trso very wary
and unsure, and yet when he looked at Kit she ceeddsomething
more than mere acceptance in his eyes. Her heawpdul crazily. If

Nicholas could feel something for Kit, then . . .

He didn't stay with them for very long, and addeelsao remark to
her directly, but ever sensitive to him, Rosemagsed a tension
within him that she couldn't totally understande3tad hoped to
avoid joining Nicholas and his guests for dinnewt during the

afternoon Andre had insisted that she join themmisslinner partner,
and she had not known how to refuse.



Now, as she walked into the dining-room and sawntiadevolent
glitter in Monique du Gord's eyes, she wished #hat had.

The other woman was wearing an off-the-shouldektedcdress;

diamonds glittered at her throat and ears. Sheeld@wery inch the
soignee chic Frenchwoman, and Rosemary knew thiag¢nrsimple

woollen dress and the pearl ear-rings that AdamBailé had given
her one Christmas, she couldn't hope to competethidbshe wanted
to; her instincts told her that beneath the surigleenor Monique

possessed nothing that she would envy.

But she possessed Nicholas. Rosemary knew thaf thagt be
lovers, but she refused to let herself dwell o thaught. She could
not bear to contemplate the two of them together.

Despite Andre's light-hearted conversation, aataRosemary was
concerned, dinner was an ordeal. Every time sHeetbap, Monique

seemed to be touching Nicholas, and her own bodgdouwith a

feverish heat that was reflected in the hauntirapsigf her eyes.

They had barely retired to the drawing-room to kiriheir coffee
when Monique turned to Nicholas and said throatilyy going to
bed, darling. You won't be long, will you?'

A curiously heavy silence followed her remark. Roaey willed
herself not to look at Nicholas, but she couldalpht. The ice-green
eyes burned into hers, and she literally shook watction. Did he
know . .. had he guessed . .. ? No, no, surdlykibh a superhuman
effort she managed to drag her glance away.

'‘Well, Nick, you've had your orders. | shouldn'egehe lady waiting
too long, if | were you,' teased Andre. 'She isrdctly renowned for
the evenness of her temper.’

Nicholas got up and walked across to the sidebmapdur himself a
drink. While he had his back to them, Andre whigplesot to voceo



Rosemary, 'Monique isn't exactly the most subtkare in the
world, is she, but | can see why she feels the testhke her claim.
You possess an alarming blend of innocence andcgeducherie.
Every time | look at your mouth it seems to trembled a man would
have to be a saint not to want to know if it fesdssoft as it looks.' He
laughed softly at her flushed confusion. ‘No wondNeholas is so
possessive towards you!'

Nicholas possessive? Rosemary opened her moudinrecthim, but
he forestalled her.

‘Come skiing with me in the morning.'

Nervously Rosemary glanced across at Nicholasts bbiack. He was
pouring himself another drink; she frowned wornedl|

'‘But . .. "' she began.

'‘But what? Surely you don't really let Nicholas tag law down and
tell you what you can and can't do? You're not idclRosemary,
you're a woman . . . and a delightfully desirabie 0.’

He was right. Why should Nicholas forbid her tosing? She was
experienced enough to know the limit of her owrllskA sense of
recklessness came over her; a need to show Nidaltise could not
continually dictate to her.

‘All right, | . . . I'll come with you. When . .".

‘Early in the morning. I'm always at my best fitbing in the
morning.'

The sexual undertones to his words made Rosemasly.fl

'You and the rest of the male sex, Andre.'



The harsh unexpectedness of Nicholas's voice bdtenanade her
jump, but before she could speak, Andre said laflgsemary has
agreed to come skiing with me in the morning, NiakoShe is not a
child, you know,' he told him. 'And | promise ydat she will be in
safe hands.'

It seemed as though Nicholas was about to fortiddgo, and once
again Rosemary gritted her teeth together, deteunnot to let him
bully her, but instead he said suavely, 'Yimay take her skiing,
Andre, but don't be deceived by that soft exterRosemary is a
woman who does not need a man, and besides, hieactowith me

precludes her from entering into any sort of mamhan

relationship.'

Rosemary stared at him in shocked disbelief, hlmucestorming up
under his skin. She felt Andre touch her arm amgiiled. How could
Nicholas have humiliated her like that? A fiercegsuof temper
burned through her and she stood up and faced Afginéng down
her embarrassment. '‘Nicholas is wrong, Andre,ssiiek huskily. 'I'm
perfectly at liberty to see whomever | wish. My tract with him
states only that | can't enter intgparmanentelationship. He wants
to safeguard Kit's security,’” she explained quiclkdgnsing the
Frenchman's astonishment. 'And as for my not ngédiman," she
gave Nicholas a brief bitter look, 'perhaps it'stjthat | haven't yet
met the man who can teach me to need him."' Hertitad firmly as
she looked at Nicholas again.

if there are people who want to despise and hutaihi@e because of
my lack of sexual experience, then | can't stopithast as they can't
stop me for despising them for preferring the sivatless of physical
satisfaction to the richness of emotional commitien

Rosemary was shaking when she finished speakin¢Neblas had
a tight white line around his mouth. She knew #ta angered him,
but she no longer cared.



‘Spoken with all the true sincerity of an emotioadblescent,’ he
jeered unkindly. 'l was wrong about you, Rosemhtiyought there'd
been no men in your life by your choice, now | kniogiter. No man
of any sense would involve himself with a womare Iyfou.'

He turned on his heel and left the room abruptigtying Rosemary to
face Andre alone.

'I...I'msorry about that . . . ' she began.

'I'm not—it was extremely illuminating.’ When slo®ked confused,

he said softly, 'I've known Nicholas for nearlydiyears, and | have
never ever seen him react like that before—espgmal to a mere

female. You must have really got under his skin!'

'He resents the fact that he needs me . . . foffar.Kit," Rosemary
explained. 'He ... he ... ' Reaction was startnget in and she was
shivering violently, her teeth chattering.

'Hey, come on! Sit down and relax. He was wrong,) ¥oow,

Rosemary. You're extraordinarily desirable. Thege'©iauntingly
innocent air about you that makes a man like mstiprethe wisdom
of my own way of life." Andre smiled at her and rihgeeing her
embarrassment changed the subject. "You will cdtiegswith me

tomorrow, won't you?'

She nodded.
'‘Have you got some skis?'

‘Yes, | bought two pairs in London, traditional snand some of the
modern short ones.’

'‘Excellent. Despite what Nicholas said, | seenetaember there are
some fairly gentle slopes here that we can testowuon. Don't
worry about what Nicholas said to you. He lost tasper . . .



Monigue sometimes pushes him too hard; if she'scamful she'll
lose him, and she won't like that. Her husbandathing like as
wealthy as Nicholas, and with Nick as her lover Bhe the best of
both worlds; her husband's title and her lover'si@yo Now go and
get some sleep.'

He leaned forward and touched his mouth gentlets, twithdrawing
almost instantly with a whimsical smile curling hisouth.
'Incredible,' he murmured softly. "Your mouth fdéis the petals of a
newly unfurled rose.’

From anyone other than a Frenchman, the complinventd have

been ridiculous, Rosemary thought sleepily halhaar later as she
slid into bed. Andre would be a tender and giviomgk, but it wasn't
Andre she wanted, it was Nicholas.

It was destroying her, this awesome mingling of #omal love and
physical desire, but she had no idea of how shklc@uherself of it.
She looked down the years, seeing herself condemanad endless
lifetime of loving Nicholas, and there were teansher face when she
slid into sleep.

It was gone twelve o'clock when Nicholas finallyntepstairs. After
leaving Rosemary and Andre he had gone to his studyhe hadn't
been able to work. He hesitated on the landingy thigh a faint
grimace headed for Monique's room.

She was sitting up in bed reading.

There you are.' She closed the book with a snaprat by the glitter
in her eyes. 'l was beginning to wonder what hgzpbaed to you.'
Needle-sharp pale blue eyes studied him. Theiriraffad been
waning for a while, but Monique didn't want to tpb; he had no
illusions as to why. She liked spending his momdgnique, like all

the women who shared his bed, had been chosen pactuse of her



known determination to remain married to her adstoc husband.
There was no trace of emotion in Nicholas's eydseastudied her.
Emotion had never played any part in their relatiop.

She patted the bed. 'Come and sit down, Nicky. Maven't been
yourself recently, darling. | think you need a goo
holiday—Barbados perhaps.' He hadn't acceptednkigation to sit
down, and now she narrowed her eyes, her voiceshangl to acidity
as she added, 'Or one of the Virgin Islands .ut tleen no, perhaps
that would not be so appropriate.’

Nicholas knew what Monique wanted him to say; hdw wanted
him to react. His own recent total lack of physidasire for her was
something he had studied with detached exhaustion.

'‘No, | think perhaps a monastery and the celibgenould be more
suited to you at the moment, darling, don't you?tNat I'm blaming
you, of course . . . we all have our problemss lat so unusual for a
man of your age.' She pursed her lips and viewedwiith a thin
smile. 'A good rest . . . Unless of course perhaps*

She looked speculatively at him and got out of béel. nightgown
was silk and lace, a creation at once provocatnedemure.

‘Unless what, Monique?' he asked flatly. 'I'm tiredit's been a long
day. I think I'll say goodnight.'

Venom flashed in the blue eyes.

‘You're not even going to kiss me, are you? Itsmyp fault, you
know.'

‘You're right," he agreed flatly, it isn't.’

And it wasn't . . . that was the trouble. As heselib Monique's door
behind him and headed for his own room, Nicholéd bomself he



was a fool. He should have stayed in Paris .adtlheen easier there.
That was what he had intended to do, but somehdtwvas hardly
Monique's fault that she no longer aroused him.

His mind flashed backwards and he felt again theclsholting
through his body as he saw Rosemary walking towhnaisin the
pool room. He had stood where he was, trying totrobrhis
breathing; trying to control the need crying ougsidside him. He'd
wanted to take her there and then, savagely, pgigeBs stamping
himself into her consciousness with a primitive chéleat shattered
his self-control. And tonight . . . today, watchiAgdre flirt with her.
His body shuddered. If Andre touched her . ..

Outside Rosemary's door he paused and then teAsdde would

have to go. Tonight he had come closer to losingrobthan at any
other time in his life, he had physically wantedd&stroy Andre, he
had been so searingly, furiously jealous. He didveint Andre

teaching Rosemary anything ... not skiing, not .He swallowed
hard, fighting back the sensation scalding him. vénslould have to
go, and so would he. He had been a fool to comk; lblaere was no
point in it. Even if everything else had been déf&; even if he had
been able to allow himself to make a place in iesfor her, how

could he when in maybe five, definitely ten yeéime he would be
reduced to the status of being helplessly deperarehnér? She would
treat him the way she did Kit, with care and conspas and that
wasn't what he wanted from her.

No, he would have to go back to Paris. If he dite'tcould quite
easily lose his sanity, and he would certainly kbseprotection of his
mental and emotional solitude.

Whom was he kidding? he derided himself sardonicétiey were
already long gone, replaced by an aching needottiaerated every
other feeling he had ever known.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE skI-suIT looked every bit as good on her now as it had done
the shop. Giving her reflection a last frowningpastion, Rosemary
opened her bedroom door.

She had arranged to meet Andre in the breakfasta.r@Vould he be
there, or would Nicholas's behaviour make him haesond
thoughts?

Her mouth compressed a little as she walked dowastawasn't like
her to react so challengingly to anything, but glasn't going to
allow Nicholas to rule her life.

'So you have not forgotten our date, and very emai@g you look
too!'

She gave Andre a perfunctory smile, noting how mhishski outfit
became him. His fair head was bare, gleaming wdgotd-beneath the
crystal chandelier.

‘Shall we go in to breakfast? | don't think anyefs®e is up yet. How
much skiing have you actually done?'

Answering his question, Rosemary preceded him itbe
breakfast-room coming to an abrupt halt as Nichod&ge from his
chair to pull one out for her.

Like them he was dressed for skiing, but unlike #g] his suit was
purely functional, a plain black, closely followirtge lines of his
body. It was the sort of suit normally worn for sdeskiing and made
Rosemary miserably aware of her own small skill.

Unable to resist the seat he was offering hersahdown reluctantly,
concentrating on pouring herself a cup of coffee.



'l hope you don't mind if | join the party. An earhorning ski is the
perfect way to wake up the system.’

A look was exchanged between the two men thatestiRary's teeth
on edge. If the atmosphere hadn't been so temsmiltl almost have
been ridiculous. She felt like a bone thrown daagsly between two
aggressive dogs.

'‘Will Monique be joining us?'

The look Nicholas gave Andre was sardonic in th&eexe. 'l
shouldn't think so.'

Over breakfast, Andre questioned Nicholas abouv#iley and the
skiing facilities it offered, and at length he stadRosemary, 'l think
for today we will stick to the lower slopes, whilgbu get your
ski-legs back.' He smiled at Nicholas, 'l believe will find our slow
progress rather dullmon ami,so we shall leave you to seek othe
pastures. Unlike Rosemary, you are not a begimmmer] am sure not
in need of any teaching from me.'

As Rosemary averted her face from Andre's, shessamething hot
and angry glitter in Nicholas's eyes, and her stdmbaurched
uncomfortably. She hated quarrels of any kind, am& was
beginning to regret that she had ever agreed t¢ Aregre. It would
have been far more sensible of her to have singagted Nicholas's
ruling, no matter how much she secretly resente&thi found it hard
to believe that Nicholas genuinely feared thatwgbeld desert Kit for
Andre, and even harder to believe that he thougiarédwould want
her to. No, there must be some other quarrel betee two men.
Instantly her mind flashed to Monique. Monique aAmdre
obviously knew one another well. Could Nicholas dnaupplanted
the Frenchman in the Comtesse's life? Was thasadliece of the
antipathy she sensed between them?



'‘As you say, the nursery slopes are not for mehdlas sounded
almost bored, but if his voice cloaked his reallifggs, his eyes
betrayed them. As she forced herself to drink lodiee, Rosemary
longed to escape from his company.

At last Rosemary and Andre were free to go. Nichstayed behind,
stating that he had a telephone call to make.

It had snowed again during the night and the poywdey texture of
the snowfall was just right for skiing. Andre tobkr to a gentle,
deserted slope just outside the village, and clygfut her through
her paces, watching her with the narrow-eyed canagon of a
professional.

'You have a very neat style,' he complimented twren he was

satisfied that her first two neat downward desckatsnot been mere
flukes. 'Also your coordination is very good, bgehse that you have
a certain timidity, which makes you less fluid. Yiowust learn to trust

in your own abilities.'

He demonstrated what he meant with half a dozed fhovements,
encouraging Rosemary to copy them.

'l think you would do better with something a étthore adventurous
than this baby slope,' he said after a while, gtapover his shoulder
to study the ground. Lifting one pole, he pointegroto a sharper,
longer incline shadowed by a plantation of youmg. flOver there, |

think.'

Rosemary looked at him doubtfully and he laugh&€dnie,cherie,
you have a saying, do you not, "Nothing venturghimg win!" |
promise you there is no need for you to be afdasthall not let any
harm come to you. Trust me.'

And the way he looked at her told Rosemary that&®asking her to
entrust more to him than the mere development ofkieng skills.



He was a very attractive, personable man, but reenet... He was
not Nicholas. The thought struck her, making h&selher eyes
against a sudden wash of pain. What masochistietenes had bred
this need in her? A solid lump of misery seemetbtm round her

heart, encasing it in a ball of ice. She didn't wanbe here with

Andre; nice kind Andre, who would flirt with her énease her, and
make love to her with charm and skill if she lanhhNo, she wanted
to ... Abruptly she stifled the desire rising ot painful inside her,
refusing to allow it life . . .

Turning to Andre, she gave him a smile. 'l certatnlist you to teach
me to ski,' she told him teasingly.

He took her mittened hand and raised it to his, lipgling a bare
half-inch of flesh at her wrist. His mouth felt batold and warm, his
eyes gleaming with an awareness as old as man asuimaured
softly, 'For the present | shall have to be convath that, but | will
teach you to trust me in more ways than thet,cherie] promise it.’

He was a skilled flirt, Rosemary acknowledged, asdiopped her
hand and carefully led her across the valley fland up past the
small stand of firs to the top of the ridge.

Patiently he demonstrated to her the way in whielwanted her to
negotiate the slope, not just once but three timgdaining carefully
to her on each occasion just what he wanted ha&o.to

It sounded easy, and the slope, although steeprrtbiose she was
used to, was not menacing. In fact, she was quuting forward to
its challenge; Andre had the skill of imparting tidance.

She had almost reached the bottom, and was jugratmating

herself on having skirted the firs successfully,ewha splodge of
black against the pristine whiteness of the snayglgher eye. It was
Nicholas and she watched him in open-mouthed adiomra



observing his skill. Her concentration broke, haftabce deserting
her, so that she slithered hopelessly over the %ifaling in an

inelegant tumble of arms and legs into the softgmtoon of a thick
white drift.

Almost instantly Nicholas changed direction, swinggiacross the
valley, and heading towards them. Andre, who mastHhaunched
himself down the slope the moment he realised wiagthappening,
reached her within seconds, dropping down on histizes beside
her, quickly and expertly running his hands over bedy. They

didn't linger, his touch was entirely clinical, hisehead pleated in a
concerned frown as he asked her if she was all. righ

She soon reassured him. She had come down witima@,dout the
thick snow had cushioned her. She felt slightlycifeal, but that was
all. She struggled to sit up, but Andre restrained

‘No, lie still for a moment.' He lifted his handdaremoved his glove,
laughing down at her as he brushed the snow offfdee. There was
a sound somewhere behind her like an angry hisbutghe bulk of

Andre's body blotted out everything else. She sansdif reflected in

his eyes; saw their blueness and his head benddevar, and she
knew he was going to kiss her. She lifted her arhrold him off, then

tensed with shock as she heard Nicholas say savag#iat the hell's
going on?'

Andre scrambled to his feet, his colour high, weetihrough anger
or embarrassment Rosemary didn't know. Hard hauliisdpher out
of the snow, and she knew even without having &hse face, just
from the heat invading her skin that they belongedicholas.

‘The chopper's leaving in half an hour—Monique wadatgo back to
Paris. I've had your bags packed.'



He was speaking to Andre and not to her, but Roseomauld see the
other man's surprise.

'‘But we have only just arrived!'
Nicholas shrugged. "You know Monique.'

Andre's mouth compressed. 'Yes." He turned to Rasemhis

expression rueful, it seems that we no sooner thaatwe must part,
ma belle.You must persuade Nicholas to bring you to Paam sure
that you and the child would be much more comfdetabere than
here ...’

‘They might be more comfortable, but they wouldcbeasiderably
less safe,’ Nicholas rapped. 'My nephew will onglsaan extremely
wealthy young man and bait for any kidnapper.'

His words were colder than the touch of the snoares§ Rosemary's
skin. Why hadn't she realised how vulnerable Kivneas? Because
she wasn't used to thinking of wealth in the tetimst Nicholas
thought of it. Suddenly she couldn't wait to getkbto the chateau.
Unknowingly her eyes were haunted with fear andeipgnsion. She
felt someone touch her and was surprised to re#tiae it was
Nicholas.

'He is quite safe. Nothing can hurt him here.'

His reassurance was the last thing she had expeuntddshe turned
away from it, hating herself for her own weakngdsst for a moment
it had been as though they were completely alonthaugh he really
had shared and understood her anguish.

'l must get back.'



She wasn't aware of Andre looking at her, alredoylsad retreated
completely from him, the one thought in her mind Hdesire to get
back to Kit and assure herself of his safety.

She was with Kit when she heard the helicopter @fkeShe had
gone straight to him when they got back to the ednat and she
tensed for a moment, picturing Nicholas's dark .fatmv long would

he be gone this time? All winter? She shiveredykng that for her

sanity's sake it would be better if she never lbagke him again.

She was still wearing her ski-suit, and she bund#liedhto his ready
for their daily walk to the village.

Just before lunch they started to walk back in camignable silence.

Kit enjoyed the company of other children, and Rose was
beginning to suspect that he might have an eataftyuages. He
certainly seemed to be picking up the odd wordrenEh with what
to her seemed to be a remarkable facility.

They were just trudging across the courtyard, wiinenmain door
opened, and Nicholas emerged looking furiously angr

The shock of seeing him there when she had belienvedvell on his
way to Paris held Rosemary rigid with shock.

‘Where the hell have you been?'

It took several seconds to answer him, and wherdghde seemed
less than impressed, his forehead creased in afdeep, his eyes
that deep slate grey that she was beginning ta lwas indicative of
tense anger.

She was beginning to be aware of him in ways thatdsdn't like; to
be so acutely tuned to his moods that she autoatigtitnched.



Kit, not sharing the shock which had kept her rdate the spot,
slipped his hand from hers and ran towards the dpen, pausing
briefly to regale Nicholas with a mixed-up talehod morning before
going inside in search of Madame Hubert and hisHun

'‘Don't you have the slightest atom of sense? Dyt listen to a
word | said this morning?' Nicholas demanded fusipu

‘You said that here Kit was safe--' Rosemary began.
'From being kidnapped, but there are other dangjek at that sky!

Dutifully, Rosemary looked upwards, and paled a&sssw the heavy
clouds piled up against the peaks. Although sha'hadticed it until

now, the temperature had dropped, and there wasddnalmost

menacing quality to the stillness of the day. Eanshe stared
skywards, the first frozen flakes of snow begariatf soft, pretty

flurries.

She watched them, her expression rapt with pleakardips parting.
She had never outgrown the magic of snow, not exen that she
was old enough to know its dangers.

Absently she was aware of Nicholas crossing thetgard, although
she didn't realise why until his fingers gripped Wweist, his mouth a
hard, bitter line as he looked down at her.

‘What is it you are thinking?' he asked.
'l thought you'd go back to Paris—with the others."

'‘No doubt you would have preferred that Andre hadnbthe one to
remain behind, then you could have taken him to Yeal, instead of
making love to him in the snow.'



There was something almost fiendish about him a®dieed down
into her pale face, and Rosemary felt the firsttffiisson of fear as
she looked into his eyes and saw how they glittevitd anger and
desire.

'You have a contract with me that precludes yomfieaving this
valley," Nicholas added.

‘My contract precludes me from leaviigt, Rosemary contradicted
him flatly. 'Why don't you go back to Paris, Nicas] and leave Kit
and me alone?'

'‘What are you hoping for? That Andre will come Baéle won't,' he
told her with quiet savagery. '‘Andre only choose&sn&n who can
support him financially in the style to which hiee&scome accustomed.
He thought you were a rich woman, now he knowsebelttold him
you had nothing to offer him or any other man—aitirgancially or
physically.’

Afterwards, Rosemary never knew quite why she higldifm, but as
the sound of the blow died on the crisp air, she #ze almost
murderous look of fury in Nicholas's eyes and shi@gked.

Oh God, she had to get away; not just from Nichddasfrom herself
as well. Since she had come to the chateau shelibedvered a
Rosemary she had never known existed before; somélcholas

had made her question things about herself sheptedously not

even guessed existed. She reacted instinctivelgpetate to get
away, not just from him but from her own contradigtfeelings as
well, hearing Nicholas call out her name in a hatsice as she fled
from the courtyard and into the snow.

At first she ran with no thought of where she wasg, impelled
only by the frantic urgency of her need to escae.much had
happened to her; she was experiencing so many uidafaelings.



She hardly recognised herself in this new, emotiBwsemary. She
loved Kit desperately, but already she was begmror question
whether she could go on, whether she could renmaisuch close
contact with Nicholas. He unsettled and disturbed His touch, his
kiss had made her realise how little she had dgtkabwn of sexual
desire and its strengths and weaknesses. She tiaghthshe loved
John, but it had been a gentle, diffident sortoeel Contract or no
contract, she had to get away from Nicholas, amdvesis going to
take Kit with her.

Her thoughts whirled as fast as the falling sn@kirig her past the
slopes she had skied with Andre and upwards, wahke grappled
with the taxing problem of how she and Kit couldve the valley.
And once they had left where could they go? NicheVauld follow
them; he would try to take Kit away from her! THemative was to
leave Kit behind—Nicholas would let her go thent Bauld she do
that? Kit loved her and trusted her. If she dedehien would he
become another Nicholas, suspicious of her sexwisigoa cold,
remote face to the world, while he hid his childddwrts away from
it? She stopped abruptly as the cold clutched §hatfer chest, and
then realised how high she had climbed. Too higk, saw as she
stopped to look behind her, and realised that shudn't see any
familiar landmarks in the ever-thickening, falliagow.

Andre, and Nicholas's belief that she had wantedRtenchman as
her lover, suddenly seemed totally unimportant.

The fierce need to escape from Nicholas which hracd her here

had gone, and now she was chillingly aware of tegdr she was in.
She stumbled abruptly, the breath knocked out ofiinegs by the

impact of her fall. Now, unlike this morning, theosv was not soft
and welcoming. Instead it was edged with ice, angdf&r colder than
she had anticipated. She stopped thinking abouhéed to escape
from Nicholas and the emotions he aroused withip &ed started

instead to worry about her isolation and danger.



She was completely lost now. She swayed sickljhadmked round
desperately for some familiar landmark. Snow whirteund her,
devilishly, blotting out the landscape, bewilderiagd bedevilling
her. She was lost . . . lost in what was becomergqusly close to a
blizzard.

She strained her eyes, hoping to see the pathaghedme up in the
first heat of her anger, knowing now in a new swféesar that she
must find the way back. The ever-falling snow segn® clear
momentarily. She thought she saw the path, and dh@agerly,
crying out as the ground slid away beneath hershadfelt herself
falling.

Something hit her back sharply, causing her tooatywith pain, and
then she felt the softness of snow all arounditeecpld embrace that
of an icy lover. A long time seemed to go by. Nuyntthe registered
the fact that the inertia that gripped her waselugle to death, but
nothing could stir her from exhausted lethargy. [Bhber eyes close.

She was warm, deliciously so; she could hear th&ading crackle

of logs and smell the scent of pine, both of thagh remembered
almost poignantly from childhood. She felt someoma/e and called
out a familiar name, bewildered by the thinneskesfvoice and the
pain of her chapped lips.

A shadow blocked out the light and warmth of thee,fsure hands
touching her skin. The fear that had woken heridelds What was
there to be afraid of? She was safe, and for naiwtias enough.

She woke again later, bewildered by snatches ofangnof Adam
touching her and comforting her—but Adam was d&iee moved
within the soft comfort of the warmth that surroeddher, her eyes
abruptly focusing on the familiar shape and colafuner ski- suit.



Her ski-suit. Memory returned, shocking and corresiShe*had
fallen ... She shivered. She had thought she wiag godie, out there
on the cold mountainside, buried by the ferocityhef falling snow,
her body aching with cold and shock.

She could remember that with appalling clarity; sbald remember
waking up to the comforting crackle of logs, thegdure of warmth
and security; she could also remember firm handppstg the
discomfort of her wet clothes from her skin. Shaldoemember the
sure comfort of knowing her brother's protectiveec8ut her brother
was dead.

She tried to focus on the outline of her ski sthilershe gathered her
scattered thoughts. She could still smell the soEthie pine logs, and
now that she looked she could see that the watlsnar her were
constructed of them, and also that she was lyinfgoint of the fire
wrapped in . . . she tested the fabric of her wirsggowith curious
fingers. Yes, a quilted sleeping bag with a thildeéy lining. She
moved her head, and every pulse in her body stoppstie absorbed
the shock of meeting flat green eyes.

'Nicholas.'

She blinked, trying to dispel the spectre she hdlkgsgly conjured
up, but it refused to go away. On the contraryw#s moving,
unfurling from the depths of a wooden chair to camwards her.
Cool fingers touched her forehead, hard lips fognuords she
struggled to understand with a nightmare senseadity.

‘You're all right, Rosemary. You fell and stunnexuigself. | found
you and brought you here.' He paused, followingtaetic search of
her eyes as she stared round the small rooma 'tilgh plateau hut
used by the goat-herders during the summer molntickily for us it
wasn't far from where you fell.'



Now it was all coming back, and Rosemary shiveraavalsively,
cringing back from the long cool fingers touchirey Bkin.

'How did you find me?' she asked faintly.
The hard mouth compressed.

'Instinct.’ Dark lashes suddenly shielded the ygsethe taut profile
moving out of her vision as Nicholas turned hischézhe had an odd
feeling that he didn't want her to look at him &mme reason, 'l
guessed you might head for the place where Andidban teaching
you to ski. | found your trail from there.'

‘But what are we doing here? The chateau . . .

He looked back at her and smiled mirthlessly. 'Véa'tcget back
there—not until the blizzard dies. You were luckwatt you fell so

close to this place. As it was . . . ' His skindenly turned grey, and
Rosemary wondered if the cold affected his damagedhe looked
so intensely in pain.

'‘We'll have to stay here until the blizzard stdpwld Marie that I'd
try to head for here. We must hope the blizzard val over by the
time Jacques gets back from Paris. With any ludklieeable to pick
us up in the chopper late tomorrow or possiblyyetré following
day.

That was a stupid and irrational thing you did nmag away," he went
on severely, 'What did you hope to achieve? Youtrkosw | will
not allow you to go to Andre.'

Was that what he thought? Rosemary shivered agmairsauggled
deeper into the sleeping bag, hot colour suddeatyrsng her face as
she realised that within it she was completely dake



Nicholas had obviously misread the reason for hedden surge of
colour, because his face hardened angrily.

'‘Does he really mean so much to you on so shaatguoaintance, or
IS it simply that you are so desperate for a man.th. ' He broke off,
smiling cruelly at her. 'Forget him, Rosemary, fassure you, he
will soon forget you. Andre is not the faithful &p

She wanted to tell him that he was wrong, but leadrached and she
didn't feel up to any sort of explanations.

'I'm hungry,' she said flatly.

Nicholas got up. He was still wearing his ski-sad it stretched
tautly against his body as he moved. Her mouth wenas she tried
to drag her gaze away from him.

"'l heat up a tin of soup. Luckily we always |leathese high plateau
huts stocked with food. Which do you prefer—tea&affee? There's
only dried milk, of course.’

'Oh, coffee, please.' The very thought made hertimeater.

She watched as Nicholas filled a kettle and poh ia small gas stove;
his movements deft and sure, and totally at odtiste man she had
thought him to be. She hadn't expected that hedvoeilable to fend
for himself like this. She had visualised him alwaurrounded by
people, paid to make his life easier, but of courseuldn't always

have been like that. Those years after his fatliEath must have
been hard ones.

He made the coffee and brought her a mug of it. Siteup

automatically, her skin burning a brilliant scarst she forgot about
her nudity and the sleeping bag fell away to rewbal rounded

softness of her breasts.



Her gaze flew to Nicholas, the breath locking intheoat as she saw
that he was making no attempt to look away. Inskeagias staring at
her breasts with a fixed concentration that ignakdhe rules that

governed conventional behaviour. By rights he sthdwdve looked

away, should have pretended he hadn't noticedinstgad he was
looking at her body with a peculiar fixed tension.

Outside the cocoon of warmth of her sleeping ba&gatin was cold

enough to draw her nipples into rigid points. Stdslered suddenly
and like someone coming out of a deep trance, Nashdragged his
gaze away from her body.

'For God's sake, cover yourself up!'

The harshness in his voice scraped Rosemary'digenserves raw,
her fingers suddenly numb as she dragged the slpé&aig up over
her naked breasts, her skin drained of its shodadur as she
absorbed the rigid rejection in his face and elgdaurt that the sight
of her had disgusted him to such an extent thaddked almost ill,
but there was no mistaking his reactions.

‘My clothes . . . ' she began.
‘They're still wet. The snow had soaked right tigtothem.’

His own ski-suit must be damp as well, althouglh&en't been lying

in the stuff like she had. Even so, she wasn'tggmrsuggest that he
took it off. Her face flamed suddenly as she washemted by a

mental image of his naked body. How could he thshke wanted

Andre when . . . She took a deep breath and wrappedhand round
her mug of coffee.

It was going to be a long, long night and she caully pray that the
blizzard did not last beyond another day.



She watched in silence as Nicholas returned tetibve to heat up
their soup. This time when he handed her a mugt@bie care to
make sure that she remained within the protectioneosleeping bag.

With another man, she might have been afraid hddwioy to take
advantage of their situation, but with Nicholas .. She laughed
mirthlessly to herself.

She might as well admit it, there was nothing sla@ted more than
for Nicholas to make love to her; unless it washion to love her. So
much for her desire to escape from him! She shiéensely,
knowing how little chance there was of him cariagtier in the way
she wanted him to. And to think she had been ordhge of trying to
make plans for leaving the chateau, for buildingsame sort of life
for herself away from him! Her mind acknowledgeé thisdom of
her need to leave before it was too late, but howdcshe?

'‘Rosemary, you're not going to pass out on me agegnyou?'

How rough his voice sounded, almost as thoughing&at was sore or
something.

'What-Mime is it?' she asked him drowsily, fightingt to betray her
feelings to him.

‘Barely seven o'clock. It took me a couple of haoréind you, and
then another hour to get you back here, once edlad that nothing
was broken. You were unconscious for quite some-tiwauffering

from hypothermia, | suspect.'

Seven o' clock. Kit? What on earth must he be thgfkHe would be
So upset that she hadn't been there to put hirado b

She struggled to sit up, and whispered Kit's name.



'‘Don't worry, he knows I'm looking for you. Madarhkeibert will
make sure that he's all right.’

'l shouldn't have run off like that . . . ' she aeg
She saw his face compress.

‘We have to talk." He frowned and moved as thoughwvas feeling
uncomfortable in some way. In another man, Rosemmagyt have
interpreted his movements as betraying uncertamiyNicholas was
never uncertain of anything.

'‘Why did you run away, Rosemary? Was it becausknalire? Are
you having second thoughts about the terms of auiract? You told
me before you signed it that you had only everdiomee man and that
since he could not return your feelings you weréeqgaontent to
devote your life to Kit.'

Instantly panic seized Rosemary. He wanted hezdwed the valley;
he wanted an excuse to send her away! In that mosherknew that
she simply couldn't go.

Curling her fingers into small fists, she cried dwiskily: ‘Nothing
has changed. Kit still means more to me than anwlse in the
world, and there's no way you can make me leavé him

She thought she saw a faint shadow cross Nichdéss but it was
gone before she could be sure.

‘And you're sure you're quite content to live herhe valley with Kit
as your only male companion?’

‘Yes . ..yes, I'msure.’

What was she saying? Only hours ago she had besperd¢ely
guestioning whether she could even remain anoténgrahd yet the



moment she thought Nicholas was threatening to kenédway she
was almost pleading with him to allow her to stay.

And not only because of her love for Kit, much tashamed her to
admit it. No. It was not her love for her nephewattivas making her
ache so desperately inside, that was making hertwating and beg
to be allowed to stay.

'‘And this man . . . this man you loved in London?"

Rosemary stared at Nicholas, puzzled by his inms&t®n returning
to a subject she had thought of as closed.

if he was suddenly free to marry you, would yountiaant to change
your mind—to be free?’

Free? Free to marry John? She realised that martoagphn was the
last thing she wanted.

Averting her face from him, she said quietly,tid's late. I've changed
too much. | couldn't marry John now. I'm not thd ge knew any
longer.'

She said these words more to herself than to Nashshocked by the
bitter harshness of his voice as he demandedIpjttBo you really
feel that my touch has defiled you so much thatvbald no longer
want you?'

Tears stung her eyes at the cruelty in his voibe. t8rned her head
slightly away from him so that he wouldn't see them

'You are content to live here in the valley, theme you?' he
reiterated, in a calmer tone, when she made n@nssp



'l like the valley." Rosemary strove to match hmlifference,
knowing that in saying that at least she was nagtyshe did like the
valley.

'‘And the chateau . . . ' he pressed.
'It's much more of a home than I'd imagined.'
Was that really a faint smile that had tugged stnhouth?

'So much so that you ran from it almost into th@saof death?' He
wasn't smiling now, and she shivered, hearing tudity in the
words.

'You made me angry,' she explained. 'Andre isgusend.’

'‘No, Andre is a man who wanted to become your loliercorrected
her acidly.

‘And if he had been my lover, | would have brokiea terms of my
contract—at least, according to the way you intrpr

'Is that the only reason he wasn't?"

They were coming close to quarrelling again. Rosgmmauld see the
brooding bitterness in his eyes and she forcecelarst to react to
his acid barbs.

If it wasn't for the disturbing effect that Nicheldad on her she
would be content in the valley. She liked its pepphd she loved the
chateau. She hadn't really missed London or tashé had led there;
there were times now when she found it difficuleteen conjure up
John's features.

Now that the panic engendered by her urgent désiescape from
Nicholas had subsided, she knew that the last gtiegeally wanted



was to leave. And even if she did want to, how da@lle? She had a
responsibility to Kit that must always outweigh h@wn personal
feelings.

She looked at Nicholas and said quietly, 'l caatve Kit—you know
that. All right, so you can give him every mateaalvantage, but he
needs more than that. He needs love.'

‘And you don't?'

He was looking at her in a rather odd way. Why Wwagjuestioning
her so intently? Did he want her to leave? Wa®bkihg for a way to
get rid of her? The thought made her go cold wetr fbut she hid it
from him, shaking her head and meeting his eye$ witave

resoluteness.

'‘Not as much as Kit.' She shivered suddenly, awafreher

near-nudity, and asked huskily, 'Are my thingsybt?' She was tired
of having to lie almost flat beneath the protecto@ver of the
sleeping bag, and besides ... she glanced wisthwigrds the clumsy
wooden door that Nicholas had told her led to théshprimitive

bathroom.

"Your ski-suit isn't,' Nicholas told her, inspe¢tithe padded fabric,
'but your underwear seems to be OK.'

In spite of herself Rosemary went rosy pink as aeded her her
silky briefs and bra. They had been a birthdaygmetom Belle and
Adam just before they died and until now had remaianworn. The
delicate satin with its appliqued lace had alwagsnsed frivolous
somehow, but . this morning as she hurried to gatly she had
dressed in the first things that came to hand.

Now, all too uncomfortably aware of the delicacytud satin, so pale
against the tanned darkness of Nicholas's handwshed she had
donned something more practical, and looked longiagthe pink



thermal undies she had been wearing over her léaefs as an
extra layer of warmth.

‘They're not dry yet,"' Nicholas told her, followihgr glance.

'‘But | can't walk around in just these!" She caugét bottom lip
between her teeth as she saw the look that flaretiybto life in his
eyes.

‘Perhaps not.’

He got up and walked over to the door, picking uwaderproof

backpack that Rosemary hadn't noticed before. 'fAmrere, you can
wear this.' The shirt he threw her was obviously ofhis own, it was
faintly scented by his soap and skin. He must Hlmeen wearing it,
and had obviously pushed it into the pack as dtedl@ought.

‘That's why it took me so long to find you,' he kaxped, 'l couldn't set
out until I had made some preparations. We mighe tead to spend
the night outside, totally exposed to the eleménts.

Rosemary looked at him blankly. She understood wieatwas
saying, but to bring a shirt? He must have reatimerd, because he
grimaced suddenly. 'There was a small space keit Bfiad packed in
the survival igloo and the sleeping bag, so | thitesvshirt in. In such
cold conditions, every extra layer of clothing meanbetter chance
of staying alive.'

His voice was unexpectedly harsh, as though somdiewas in
intense pain.

‘What else is in there?' Rosemary asked.

She was talking simply for the sake of it, mouthpwntless words
while her mind tried to evade the picture he hast painted. She
didn't need much imagination to know what it woblze been like



to spend the night on the exposed mountainsidekeihad lived that
long.

'Flares, which we don't need, food, drink . . e'$thirugged. 'The most
basic necessities, nothing more. You were luckiyba fell so close
to this place.'

‘And your pilot will know where to find us?'

‘Jacques knows the area well, and | told Marielthhatuld try to head
for here if the blizzard persisted. Besides, thereowhere else on
this mountainside that is flat enough for Jacquesbting the
helicopter down. Don't worry," he told her sardatiic 'you will not
have to endure more of my company than is necessary

Rosemary was trying to struggle into her underwbaneath the
protection of the sleeping bag, and as he looketeatNicholas
smiled mockingly, 'Such modesty is surely unneagssaw?'

He was referring to the fact that he had alreaéy sdl there was to
see of her body when he stripped her wet clothidsenf but that had
been different.

She had managed to struggle into her underwearsl@mdcrambled
out of the sleeping bag, and stood up on distirgtilgky legs as she
pulled on his shirt. The soft wool felt good agaiher skin, the

sleeves so long that she had to fold them backaltwmes. The tails

covered her to mid-thigh, but even though she hattbbed it up

almost to her throat, when Nicholas looked at ltexas as though
she was wearing something deliberately and almostearably

provocative.

'l ...l wantto use the bathroom.' Even her #@eemed unnaturally
husky and soft.

'Go ahead. I'll make us both a hot drink."



He stepped back from her as she walked unsteanlihartls the
clumsy door. It was only when she closed it behned that she
realised she had been holding her breath.

Nicholas hadn't lied; the bathroom, such as it wass exceedingly
primitive; however, it was better than nothing, evat was freezing
cold.

There was no running water, of course, but Nichbkd obviously
filled a bucket with snow, which had now meltedd ahe was able to
use this to wash her sticky face and hands.

She didn't linger, being all too eager to get acthe warmth of the
fire. What a blessing the hut was well suppliedhwibgs! A

precaution that the villagers took each winter, hdias told her,
when she commented on it.

‘We don't get many people using the hut duringsti@vs, but when
you live in a climate such as this you learn ndgdake chances.'

Rosemary was kneeling down in front of the firelijsteng the

warmth and the cosiness of the goatskin rug. Stieelbup at him as
he came towards her with two mugs of coffee. He qné down

within reach of her, and retained the other himdelfering himself
to the floor, a couple of feet away from her.

He looked tired, and she suddenly realised that hddn't even
thanked him.

'‘Nicholas----' she began. He looked at her, )s@nd mouth hard. 'l
can't tell you how grateful lam . . ,.

‘Then don't,’ he told her brusquely. 'l don't wyodir gratitude.' He
winced suddenly, the sound of his agonised indrareath plainly
audible above the crackle of the logs. The mug pkedpfrom his



fingers, spilling its contents over the floor, lisdy folding up on
itself in an agony of pain as he clamped one hariisthead.

Her resentment and fear completely forgotten, Resgmeapt to her
feet, crouching next to him as she went instintyit@ take him in her
arms.

Even in extremis, he managed to retain enough @otur stiffen
against her enfolding arms, but his resistance'dakt long, a sob of
pain tore at the closed muscles of his throat, Rosemary felt her
own body clench in sympathy. As though he wereskatje and not a
fully grown man, she rocked him in her arms, sawhiand
murmuring soft words of comfort against his darkdhe

He didn't have the energy left from fighting hisrpto fight her and
his head dropped heavily against her breast, bathing shallow and
expelled from his lungs with a force that betrayad physical

torment.

How long they sat like that, her body wrapped tively round his,

her hands soothing and caressing away his paingriRoy didn't

know. With every heartbeat, her mind and body tegesl and shared
his pain; his resentment of the inner enemy who dextroyed his
self-control, and his fear, and then she felt hniamda deep breath
into his lungs, and he drew away from her.

Numbly she looked at him, seeing the faint sheeswafat on his skin
and the bitter bleakness of his eyes. His skin d@svn tightly
against the bones of his face, and when he suddaemghed his fist
down against the floor, she didn't even flinch.

‘Nicholas . . . ' Her voice, low and troubled, sedrto unleash a fierce
-anger. She saw it flash coldly in his eyes as bead away from her.

'I'm not a child like Kit," he told her. 'l don'ead your mothering!'



He stood up and she looked up at him, pain stalalogg her nerve
endings. Out of her love, she had given him in fodasure all her
caring and compassion, and now he was rejectinguig—her. He
didn't want her mothering, he had said; and theh@sgh compelled
by some guiding hand to look at him, she lookedand saw that
behind the anger darkening his eyes was a deeapeend. Her breath
caught and rattled in her throat, and as thoughwmbrels had come
from someone else, she heard herself saying sdttign what is it
you do want, Nicholas?'

Time hung suspended, like vapourised breath imithéie looked at

her and she looked back, suddenly feeling stroagéisurer than she
had ever done in her whole life. She waited, wgllmm to reach out

to her,to ..."

She heard him drag air into his lungs.

‘Nothing. | want nothing from you,"' he told her $fdy. He had turned
away from her, leaving her to face his rejectioonal A numbing
sense of failure engulfed her. She couldn't undedstvhat had made
her act so rashly, what had prompted her to pushike that. What
couldhe want from her? What he wanted from her sexoble from
women like Monique.

A bitterness she hadn't known herself capable eling washed
through her.

He turned suddenly and looked at her and she ée#tefif flinch. An
unfamiliar expression touched his face; a combamabf pain or
regret, or so it seemed.

She saw his chest expand as he breathed in slasviipugh trying to
control some urge, and then less harshly than tiep@ken before he
said quietly, 'l don't want your pity, Rosemarythe pity of a woman
for a flawed man.'



She wanted to deny what he was saying, to tellthahit wasn't pity
but love that had moved her to comfort him, but sbaw she
managed to control the impulse.

The long hours before they could be rescued sedtolt in front of
her, and as though he too was sharing her thoublithplas said
suddenly, Tell me about your brother . . . abouteBe

It was the first time he had ever raised the supg@r expressed any
interest in his sister and her husband and tHeitdigether, and for a
moment she could only stare at him wide-eyed.

'‘What would you like to know?' she asked.

Nicholas sat down before the fire and said: 'Conuesit down where
it's warm.'

Obediently she did so, but taking care to make sheewasn't too
close to him. Even with a distance between thenwatsestill acutely
aware of him, of the scent of his skin, and themthrof his body. She
shuddered finely, averting her face so that hedioukee into her
eyes.

‘Tell me how they met.'

She sensed that he was simply encouraging hetkidotgpass the
time, but surely it meant something that he wasallst letting her
talk about Belle? Hitherto she had sensed thagubgect was strictly
out of bounds.

in Paris,' she told him, hunching her arms arousidkmees. 'Adam
went there on business, and Belle was working ¢afa there.' She
saw from the brief twist of his mouth what he thbugf his sister
earning her living in such a way. They fell in laalenost immediately
and were married straight away. It was only afteytwere married
that Belle told Adam about herself,' she told hoftlg. 'Before then



all she told him was that her parents were deadthatdshe was
estranged from her brother. They were very happyetteer,

Nicholas. When | think of how unfair it was thaéthlives should be
snatched away from them like that, | remind mysélthat. Adam

and | had shared the house since our parents'-déaiffered to

move out, but neither of them would hear of it, #meh when Kit was
born ... It was then that Belle wanted to healrtfidetween the two
of you, having a child of her own.’

'l got her letter, but | thought her husband hathmr up to it." He
smiled mirthlessly when he saw Rosemary's expres&izh, come
on, you aren't that innocent! It does happen.'

'‘But Adam wasn't like that! He loved her. | saw nthéogether,

Nicholas,' said Rosemary when he remained sildmew Adam, he
was my brother, he virtually brought me up after parents died. He
was a very caring, loving person, and Belle andwéate his life.

Neither he or | could understand how you couldateelle's attempt
to heal the rift between the two of you.'

'‘No, | don't suppose you could.' Nicholas's voies warsh again, and
she looked at him, wondering if the pain had sthagain, but it was
pain of a different kind that she saw in his eyedound it very
difficult to understand how Belle could reject mhéook care of her,
though we were the same age, as a brother should.'

'By leaving her in boarding school, and restrictireg life so much
that she felt she had to break free!'

'l worried about her,” he came back bitterly. 'Gamws | turned
France upside down looking for her when she ranyafn@m the
valley.'

'‘She went to America,' Rosemary told him, and ertlip as she saw
the look in his eyes. 'Not to see her . . . youth®eo She went to



Boston to work as a nanny, and then she moved toalekance. She
loved you very much, Nicholas.' She had hesitabeditit, but it was
the truth. When he made no response she contiresstantly, 'After

Kit was born, you were never far from her thougBtse once told me
that having a child of her own made it all the mionpossible for her
to understand your mother's cruelty.’

Suddenly the events of the day caught up with hdrshe smothered
a yawn.

'Feeling tired?' he asked. 'Get into your sleepiag. I'll build up the
fire.'

Drowsily, she listened to his movements round thalsroom; just
the knowledge that he was there with her gave trength and
comfort. She closed her eyes, knowing that the Ity marked a
milestone in their relationship. For the first timleey had really
talked to one another. They had taken their fiegps on the road to
friendship. But friendship wasn't what she wanteaif him, she
thought miserably. She wanted his love.

She was dreaming that she was lost and alone @mguty world of
cruel whiteness, pain bit at her legs and she stuvn the grip of
intense cold. She knew that somehow she had torkegmg, but the
weight of her body dragged her down. She criedrober sleep, and
then came abruptly awake to discover that Nichalas kneeling
beside her, looking down at her. The faint glownfrthe banked
down fire wasn't enough to illuminate his featurdest her senses
instinctively recognised him.

‘Are you all right?' he asked urgently.
She knew without seeing him that he was frowning.

'l was having a nightmare about being trapped & ghow.' She
shivered. 'l feel so cold, and my legs hurt.'



‘Cramp.’

He moved and she shivered again, realising thatnstsecold. He
paused, then moved back to her, sliding down the@&zher sleeping
bag and briefly touching her arm.

'You're frozen!

He made it sound like an accusation, and she sitghetly, stifling
the impulse to tell him that she had always fedt told intensely.
Whenever she stopped moving her body seemed uttabtaintain
its own heat, and in the winter she always hadaleeha hot water
bottle to cuddle up to.

'‘Get up for a minute.'

She wriggled out of the sleeping bag, gasping patim as the cramp
attacked her calf muscles.

'It's all right. Lie still.’

She didn't have much option, Rosemary thought yaai$ pain
closed round her muscles like a vice; a vice tbatctonly be prised
free by the warmth and skill of Nicholas's fingees, he firmly
massaged her skin.

As the last twinges of pain died slowly away, sfted her head to
thank him. His palm felt warm against her calf, higers lightly
stroking her ankle. A different kind of heat shaotough her, another
sort of tension invading her body. Her mouth hadegydry and she
swallowed convulsively.

Nicholas turned his head and she stared back ath@mtongue-tip
touching her dry lips. He made a sound in his thimath frightening
and exciting, and then she was being dragged istarms, his mouth
plundering hers with skill and savagery.



She ought to have been frightened out of her Wmisshe wasn't, and
when his hands slid into her hair, imprisoning beneath his kiss,
she was filled with a wild, glittering excitemetiat ran through her
veins like fire.

Without thought of any past or future, she abanddmerself to the
delirious pleasure of his kiss with an instinctk@uptuousness. His
arms tightened around her, crushing her breastssidas chest. She
moaned softly in her throat and felt his musclasstact in answering
acknowledgment. His mouth parted hers, his tongwading the

inner sweetness of her mouth.

The pleasure was so intense she thought that site faint from it,
and then, just as abruptly as he had caught holdegf Nicholas
released her. He was breathing hard, his chestgriand falling
unevenly.

'I'm sorry about that.' His voice was harsh, andkxears pricked her
eyes.

'l suppose you forgot that | wasn't Monique!" sheetwv at him
childishly.

He turned into the firelight and she saw his madighten.
'‘Go back to sleep, Rosemary.'

Long after she had curled into a small ball indidesleeping bag, he
continued to sit motionless before the fire. Justey he allowed
himself to look into her sleeping, vulnerable face.

He shouldn't have touched her. He should have altedr himself
better, but from the moment he had found her, lythgre
semi-conscious in the snow, he had been rippedt dparthe
knowledge of how easily he might have lost helhald been his fault
that she had run headlong into danger.



He had been responsible for her flight; he had gdadier
unmercifully because he hadn't been able to ertlerthought of her
with Andre.

Monique hadn't wanted to go back to Paris at allfar from it. She
had been furious when he announced that she anck Avete going
back, and even more furious when she realised wrheir
relationship had ended in a scene of such bitt@maay that it still
left a bad taste in his mouth. Their liaison hadenédeen anything
other than physical, and he wondered now that kleelwvar wanted
even to touch her, never mind had desired her.

The strain of the day was getting to him, and hmugd his teeth
impotently, unable to stop himself from rememberikgom the
moment he had stripped the clothes from Rosemeam}ied body, he
had fought against touching her, against wantingtie had thought
that by simply talking to her, he could avert tlamger, but somehow
it had only enhanced it. She had a way of getting to talk about
himself that no one else possessed.

He shuddered suddenly, remembering how she had &etd
comforted him when the pain struck; and how mucl&e wanted
her to go on holding him, but for a vastly differe@ason. He had told
himself that he would never give in to his needHer, but he had,
and now he knew that for as long as he lived heldvbe tormented
by the memory of what if felt like to have her irs larms; of the
honey sweetness of her mouth; of the innocent jdyeopassion. He
could have taken her there and then tonight; hesbased it, but how
she would have hated both him and herself latez.d&dn't love him,
and his pride wouldn't allow him to let her givesedf to him out of

pity.

His pride. His pride was the only thing that wagpging him from
breaking apart in front of her. It had hurt whes mother deserted



him and he had sworn then that no other human leindd ever get
close enough to him to do so again.

Desolation gripped him. He wanted her, ached forHeved her. He
retained just enough of his armour-plating to beically amused by
the irony of it.



CHAPTER NINE

BREAKFAST had been a silent meal. There was an air of anstr
between them now that had obliterated all her éhotiopes that they
might have forged a new understanding, Rosemanygthioas she
watched Nicholas.

He was standing by the window staring out of iichdlas . . . ' she
began.

The blizzard seems to have stopped,' he told hiowi looking at
her. 'Jacques shouldn't be very long. We might &l§ put this fire
out.’

She watched him as he worked, loving the fluid eooyn of his
movements, aching to reach out and touch him. fdust moment
yesterday he had been hers; just for a momentathd&dld him and
known that he needed her. But now that moment was.g

Both of them retreated into silence as they wdibedhe helicopter.
Rosemary had dressed this morning in her dry cothiécholas's
shirt was carefully folded along with the sleepiogg and tucked
back into the nylon pack. At the first familiar smlof the helicopter,
Nicholas went outside. Rosemary didn't follow hisiie knew he
didn't want her company. She saw the way he angktiead and
knew that he was still in pain, but there was nontpan her

mentioning it; she knew that too.

She stifled the pain she could feel breaking if®ihside her as the
helicopter hovered loudly overhead, and waitedtftw land before
going outside to join the men.

Kit had listened round-eyed to the story of how khd got lost and
been rescued, and Rosemary had used the opportanstgrn him
against duplicating her foolishness. They had bk for several
hours now, but she hadn't seen Nicholas. He happeared with



Jacques as soon as they touched down inside theacheourtyard,
while Madame Hubert had hustled her upstairs tatimefort of a hot
bath. She had also warned Rosemary that the dbatbbeen sent
for. '"He will want to check that you have come w marm," she
responded when Rosemary demurred, claiming thavabgerfectly
all right.

Shewas all right, but what about Nicholas? She haahmsised the
way his hand had pressed against his ear whertab&yoff, and his
face had been taut with pain when they put dowmagde wanted
to ask if he was all right, but feared that to dewwuld be an intrusion
into his privacy that he wouldn't want.

"You were fortunate that you fell so close to thg'Madame Hubert
told her, when she brought up Rosemary's lunch tray

It seemed that as far as the staff were concetheg,believed that
she had unwittingly strayed too far from the chataad that although
Nicholas had seen her, he had been too far anealltber back. Only
the two of them knew the truth.

The doctor arrived after lunch, a small, dapper mvéh twinkling
blue eyes and a very calm manner. Rosemary's [gotesre
good-humouredly ignored, as he went about his exaimoin.

‘Well, young lady, you don't appear to have comarty harm, but |
suggest that you spend the rest of today in beds&things are
always a shock to the system, and our bodies lm@hedwn ways of
making their protests felt. A sensible rest nowl wiobably save
several days in bed later on, once the shock catghevith you.'

'l don't feel like sleep,’ Rosemary protested, gamg when he
suggested that he could leave her a mild sleepihg p

‘Very well then, | recommend a glass of hot milkhnjust a dash of
brandy. That should do the trick.’



Rosemary wanted to ask him if he had seen Nichbilashe was too
afraid of betraying herself to those knowing eyhat was the point
of torturing herself unnecessarily? She alreadykhne did not want
her.

As the doctor had predicted, the brandy-laced nltkthe trick, and

it was dark when she eventually woke up. She had deeaming that
she was back in the hut, still with Nicholas, ahd moved restlessly
in the soft comfort of her bed when she realisexivgas alone.

She reached out for her watch, astounded to distbatit was gone
nine o'clock. She must have slept all afternoontaltithe evening!
She got up and hurried into Kit's bedroom.

The little boy was fast asleep, curled up in theldie of his bed.
Already he was slowly becoming independent of Wwarch was only
right and natural, and yet tonight, knowing thatyoadded to her
sense of lonely isolation. She still felt quiteegdg, but she knew if
she went back to bed now she would probably wake tige middle
of the night and remain awake all night.

Instead she showered and dressed, then made hedomaystairs,
heading for Madame Hubert's private sitting-room.

It was rather a shock to discover that it was emptgause Madame,
as she had discovered, ran the chateau to arstrigte, and normally
at this time of the evening sat down to watch #tevision news and
have a cup of coffee.

Frowning slightly, Rosemary went down to the kitche A
red-cheeked, very young girl, whom she vaguelygaised, cast her
a scared look as she walked in.

'l was looking for Madame Hubert," Rosemary exm@dinsmiling at
her, as she tried to put her at her ease, beferesstised that the girl
might not speak English.



'‘Madame Huberipu est-elle?she demanded hesitantly, wondering
the girl would be able to understand her very bsshoolgirl French.

After a few seconds' bewilderment, the girl's frogleared, but the
flood of French that followed was totally incompeeisible to
Rosemary. Out of it, the only things she couldglate were Madame
Hubert's and Nicholas's names.

Was the girl trying to tell her that Madame wadwhlicholas? It was
possible, although she would have thought it uhfikenless of
course Nicholas was planning to return immediatelyParis and
wanted to give the housekeeper some last-minuteici®ns.

The girl waited, then broke into another spaterefieh, which again
Rosemary could not understand. The kitchen doomexgbeand
Jacques came in. The girl's face cleared, and aidessmething
quickly to him. Jacques in turn frowned.

'Helene tells me that you wanted to see Madame tublee is at the
moment with Nicholas in his room. Since he Ilapsedo i
unconsciousness, it has been necessary for soneaitewith him
all the time. The doctor does not want him to bevedbuntil the
specialist has had a chance to examine him. | atrajwout to depart
for Paris to collect him. Whynademoiselle. ." He caught her, just
as Rosemary swayed forward, helping her into onehef hard
kitchen chairs.

Nicholas was unconscious! They were sending forsfteialist! It
must be his ear . . . that last helicopter journeyShe had known he
was in pain. She stood up shakily, ignoring theceomed faces of her
two companions. Nicholas—she must go to him. Shetedato be
with him. She opened the kitchen door and hurrggstairs.



If Madame Hubert was surprised to see her, shi idremely well.
For the first time, Rosemary saw the housekeemirlg less than
Immaculate and in control.

'‘Nicholas . . . ' Rosemary gasped.

'He is unconscious at the moment, although occaljohe does
come round slightly. He is in so much pain, butdbetor cannot give
him anything for it, not until he has seen the sgdest. He fears that
his condition has been aggravated by the cold.'

So indirectly she was the one responsible for retertbration,
Rosemary thought achingly, remembering his ski-digdre and
bare head.

'He was in pain while we were in the helicoptehe gold the
Frenchwoman.

'Yes ... He came upstairs and passed out. Jacoued him lying on

the floor. It is feared that he might have knockexlhead as he fell
and thus caused more damage.' Madame Hubert l@bkasemary.
‘Do you feel well enough to sit with him for a waf#

Well enough? She wanted to refuse, but knew shiel cani without

explaining to the housekeeper what a torment itldvba for her to sit
with him, trying to control her love for him. MadantHubert looked
exhausted. She was not after all a young womansajguelling her
fear of self-betrayal, she chided gently, '"You stidwave woken me
before.'

‘The doctor said not to.' Madame got up stifflyrdy to God that he
will be all right. Already there has been so muahappiness in his
life. These headaches—I have known for a while treatsuffered
from them, but until tonight | had no idea . . She looked at
Rosemary. 'You knew?'



'‘About his hearing? Yes . . . yes. He told me wihercame to see me
in London."'

'He needs someone of his own to love and caraefof h

Maybe it was what he needed, but knowing his vialasut human
emotions and needs, Rosemary doubted that he vewdd allow
anyone close enough to him to do so. The thougberhar ache with
pain—for him and for herself.

‘You go and rest. I'll stay with him.’

Madame Hubert was giving her an odd look, almosthasigh in
some way Rosemary had disappointed her.

‘How long do you suppose it will be before the salest arrives?’ she
asked fretfully as Madame walkedtiredly towardsdber.

'It could be some time. Nicholas has other commissine wishes
Jacques to undertake while he is in Paris. He methemgive him his
instructions during one of his periods of lucidity.

Rosemary smiled perfunctorily, too concerned albbalholas to pay
much attention.

She endured an agonising half-hour during which hbligs
continually tossed and turned, trying to throwtb# bedclothes, his
skin burning hot to her touch. Occasionally he neakwith pain, and
although she tried to do everything she could teeve the hot
dryness of his lips, it seemed that he simply gnetter and hotter.

She had been sitting with him for close on an hehen the door
opened and the valley doctor came in. He examinekd\as briefly,

his manner totally without the jocularity Rosemagd seen in him
earlier. Then gravely he turned to her.



'He is worse, isn't he?' Rosemary asked anxiously.

'He is in the grip of a fever, yes. | suspect that source of the
infection is the same blockage which is pressinghisnbrain and
affecting his hearing, but | am not an expert estihmatters.’

'How long will it be before the specialist getsdfeWhy couldn't he
leave immediately, why did there have to be thitayl® she
demanded.

The doctor frowned at her, 'But surely you mustwnbe answer to
that yourselfmademoisell® There is, after all, the licence to obtail
and the legal documents to be drawn up. One cdrelptbut think
that at such a time, such legal niceties such @#ierments and wills
could be left aside, but of course | can also skg Micholas is so
anxious to have everything safeguarded should should he not
survive.'

Rosemary felt as though it was impossible to besath huge,
galvanic pain gripped her body.

What was he saying? That Nicholas might die?
'He can't die!' she protested frantically.

'‘Every man is mortal,' the doctor chided her geriByt certainly |
agree that when that man is Nicholas Powers, h@snemmnething to
cling on tomademoiselleyr rather should | say someone. His life he
not been an easy one. There is nothing more | oaorchim at the
moment," he finished. 'l shall leave you to havaesdme alone with
him before the ceremony.'

The ceremony? What on earth was he talking about?



Beneath the covers Nicholas moved restlessly. Airéas tan looked
more yellow than golden, already pain had etchedpsbrooves into
his face.

Rosemary leaned over him, smoothing his hair béickis hot face,
hardly daring to touch him in case she unwittincgyised him more
pain.

Shockingly, his eyes suddenly opened, the pupilsaot and over
large, as he tried to focus on her face.

'Rosemary , . . ' His voice was slurred and huskyhaugh he was
having trouble pronouncing her name. 'Give me yband.'

Incredulously, Rosemary slid her cool fingers ittte heat of his.
'Has Jacques got back yet?' he whispered.

‘No, but you're not to worry, the specialist wi# bere soon.' Tears
stung her eyes. 'Nicholas, this is all my faultyets hadn't come out
afterme ..."'

‘Too late to worry about that now . . . more impattthings ... to
discuss.'

Every word seemed to drain him of even more endfigyshould be
sleeping, resting, not trying to talk.

She made to withdraw her hand from his, and wagsrised by the
strength in his fingers as they tightened aroumdhbad. He lifted his
head from the pillow and frowned at her.

'‘No, lie still, you mustn't move.' She prayed thatwouldn't see how
terrified she was for him.

'l want you to marry me.'



At first she thought he was rambling, but when ishiged a shocked
white face to his she saw that he was looking et tfuite calmly.

‘Don't argue with me, Rosemary. | haven't got amg to waste.' He
looked exhausted, pain drawing unfamiliar linesho face. 'You
mustmarry me. If | die my mother and her family willfon Powers
Oil like a flock of scavengers.'

Oh God, did he really think he might die?

'You mustn't talk like that . . . You aren't goitmydie,' she told him
urgently.

This time she was too late to stop him turninghi@ad to look at her
with cynical mockery.

'‘Don't treat me like an imbecile, Rosemary! If ywon't already know
what the chances are of my surviving surgery, tiseiggest you have
a talk with Monsieur Boudin when he arrives. I'nt asking you to

do this for my sake, but for Kit's.'

'‘But surely . . . ' she began.

‘You are Kit's guardian,’ he overruled sharplycan trust you,
Rosemary. Kit needs you ... he is my heir. You nmestry me.'

She saw that his eyes were glittering hotly andttiafeverish flush
on his skin was deepening. He moved his head andedisharply
with pain.

‘Nicholas, this is absurd! We can't be marriedljystthat.' Rosemary
was playing for time, knowing that it would be dangus to allow
him to grow more disturbed. "There are formalitiefie soothed,
laws..."



‘Jacques is seeing to all that. He is bringing wlicisor back with
him, and a special licence. You will not sufferaiagh marrying me,
Rosemary. | intend to make you a generous settleimen

'‘Pay me off, you mean!'

She fought down her pain and anger, but she caudtp herself
from saying bitterly, 'Aren't you forgetting someity, Nicholas? You
might just survive, and then . . .

And then you'll be stuck with a wife you no longe&nt, she had been
about to say, but he had obviously guessed hegtiitsyand he cut
across her impassioned words and said tiredly, those
circumstances, the marriage will be annulled, R@sgnand you will
of course be adequately remunerated for youhelp.'

What he was saying was ridiculous, and she wasihait to tell him
so when the door opened and Madame Hubert came in.

‘Jacques is back,' she announced. 'The specmlstre and would
like to see Nicholas alone.'

' mean it, Rosemary,' Nicholas warned her as ®&pmoed away from
the bed. "Yowvill marry me.'

Downstairs in the small salon, Rosemary was inttedu to
Nicholas's lawyer, Philippe Robart.

'‘Everything is in hand for the ceremonyademoisellePhilippe
Robart told her. 'We have obtained special disgemwsdor the
marriage to take place here in the chateau, amdidve that Pierre
has gone now to summon the pastor from the villayeholas will
have told you of the financial arrangements he imake. | have here
the documents for you to sign once the marriagddian place—if
you would care to inspect them.'



A Dblur of print swam before Rosemary's tired eydsw could
Nicholas do this to her? Did he think she had nelirigs, no
emotions? Was she just a commodity to be usedrerdiscarded
when she was no longer necessary?

'You will see that Monsieur Powers is making youeay generous
settlement in the event of . . . of either his Heatthe annulment of
the marriage. You will know that even if he doesviie surgery,

there will always remain the risk that he coulceldss hearing, and |
know that in those circumstances he has no wigfetgou to this

marriage.'

She wanted to scream at them that she had noionesft marrying
Nicholas, but then she remembered Kit, and how niigctvould be
at risk if she refused. There would be court battleng-drawn-out
custody hearings ... the sort of sordid legal wiagg that would be
splashed across papers worldwide, and what woatdlthto the little
boy in her charge? As Nicholas's wife, she wouldirb@ secure
position to ensure that the Powers empire evegtpased into Kit's
hands. As Kit's fraternal aunt, she would be abléa nothing.

Madame Hubert came into the salon, accompanied tayl,aspare
man with greying hair, and piercing pale blue eywbom she
introduced as Monsieur Gilles Boudin, the spedialis

'‘Ah, Mademoiselle Stewart ... | would ask you tokeall haste to
conclude the formalities of the marriage. Monsiéawers is in great
pain, but refuses to accept any drugs until youraar and wife.'

'l can't marry him!'

The words were wrung out of her, anguish minglirighviner own
agony of mind. How could she marry Nicholas likis tknowing that
all they were doing was legalising a financial agament; a means



of preserving all that he had worked for? Perhaghdas did not
even want to survive . . . perhaps . ..

‘You can't mean this." Monsieur Boudin was lookadner severely.
‘Surely you must know what it would do to him ifuyavere to refuse
now? He is to undergo major surgery, and it is Wedwn that one of
the key factors in a patient's ability to recowehis own desire to do
so. If you refuse to marry Monsieur Powers nowgdemoiselle|
cannot speak for his chances of survival. Alreaglyhas left matters
critically late. | warned him several months agatthe must undergo
this operation, but he refused to listen to meckened that he had
too much still to do.’

Rosemary swallowed the tight ball of fear that lethed round her
heart.

‘And if | do marry him, what . . . what are his obas then?'

'Of survival, quite good." He pursed his lips anddsed her
thoughtfully. 'Perhaps as high as seventy- five qant, but how
much his hearing will be impaired, | cannot sayd kg trouble been
located and treated when he was a child . . . bfdgrtunately ... it
seems that Monsieur Powers, for all his finanaigdcess, is not so
fortunate with the women in his life,’ he concludstffly, his
expression telling her what he thought lay behiadrafusal to marry
Nicholas.

Looking round at the disapproving, shuttered mate$, Rosemary
wanted to cry that they were wrong, that she wasrefsing to
marry Nicholas out of greed or fear, but out ofdov

'‘Which is it, you most feamademoiselle the specialist asked her
cruelly, 'his death? Or his survival, with his hegrnmpaired?'

Both, but she feared neither as much as she dréaded the reality
of having their marriage annulled should Nicholasrée it.



If she did marry him she would have to look on st a business
arrangement and nothing more. She knew that hétdalre her,
didn't want her.

'‘Well, mademoisellejme is running out. What have you decided?’
... Iwill marry him.'

There was a long collective sigh, then all threa started to talk at
once, making crisp arrangements. She was no maredlpawn in a
deadly chess game they were playing, Rosemary bi@apingly as
she listened to them.

They all went upstairs together, and at first weba went into his
room she thought Nicholas was asleep, but the mbrsée

approached the bed, he said huskily, 'Roseman, iacredibly, held
out his hand to her.

‘How . . . how did you know it was me?' she whisper

She saw him smile.

‘Your perfume.’

She frowned as she looked down at him. 'But | deedr any.’

'‘No. Nevertheless | recognised the scent of youroses and fresh
air.'

The others had now approached the bed, and Rosdmagyback
slightly while Nicholas conferred with his lawydrhe door opened
and Pierre came in with the pastor.

It was too late to turn back now, Rosemary thogiyplessly, carried
along by the tide of events.



There were documents to sign, and then a simpleceein English.
Nicholas slid a beautiful gold ring on to her fingk was a little on
the large side for her, but she doubted that shdduoe wearing it
long enough to necessitate having it altered. Allydhere seemed to
be a reassuring alertness about him that madesbbemiore hopeful
about his chances of surviving the operation.

Nicholas didn't kiss her, in the circumstances aswt appropriate,
but it still hurt that he could marry her like thishen surely he must
have guessed how she felt about him. She turnetesar to look at
him, her pulses racing in fear when she saw hised@yes and still
form.

Instinctively she turned to look at Monsieur Boudin

'He is in great pain,' he told her shortly. 'Heusefd to allow me to
give him anything for it until after the marriagadtaken place. Now,
if you will excuse me..."

Everyone but Rosemary moved obediently towarddtoe, while
she lingered, aching to reach out and touch thelymag in the bed,
but knowing that it wasn't her touch he wanted.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw the specfaliatneedle with a
pale fluid. She wasn't wanted. She might as wallée She turned to
go, and was arrested with shock as Nicholas sugdgréned his
eyes. It was too late for her to look away. Sheal et gaze, too
mesmerised to look away, until the thick lashegppgeal, shielding
his expression from her.

‘Stay faith me. Don't go.'

What was he saying? He couldn't realise who she Waseyes
opened again, the pupils hugely enlarged.



‘Take hold of his hanadnadame ordered the doctor, 'There are time
when all of us need the reassurance of contact antdther human
being. He is in great pain.'

Numbly Rosemary reached out and took Nicholas'sl Heetween
both of hers. She felt the tiny shudder that ramough him, and
prayed desperately for his safety and recoveryhasv&atched the
specialist inject the pain-killing drug into hisine

‘There." Monsieur Boudin rubbed the tanned fleskkly. "We'll
leave him for half an hour to give the drug a cleatactake effect and
then he will be flown direct to hospital. You wdbme with us, of
course.’

'‘But Kit . . . ' Rosemary started to protest, Iat $pecialist overruled
her, frowning sharply.

‘Surely the child will be safe enough here with ldiaxé Hubert. You
do not seem to understand, Madame Powers. Youlahdsb. . ' he
seemed to stress the word, or so it seemed to Rogsrtoo sensitive
ears, 'is about to undergo a most serious operdtienvill need you
at his side.’

Nicholasneedherl She didn't have the energy to correct Monsie
Boudin. It was ironic that all these men seemedh&wve the
impression that Nicholas actually wanted to masmy;, that she, for
some reason, was holding back from such a commitr&ée hadn't
missed the looks they had exchanged when the teimthe
settlement had been explained to her. Whether Nishsurvived or
not, she would be an extremely wealthy woman.

If Nicholas lived, and she prayed that he would, Bad no intention
of accepting any financial recompense for agretrgn annulment.
She would give him his freedom for nothing, or vitathat he was
subtly trying to reinforce the fact that their mage was simply a



business arrangement? If so, it was unnecessathyh®really think
she was so stupid or so venal that she could loegbiilike a . . . like
a woman he had bought for a night's pleasure?

The flight to Paris was something she would re-livker nightmares
for years to come. Nicholas was unconscious througthe trip, but
the specialist had underlined how important it \ireet he be kept
absolutely still, and Rosemary had remained atidiethroughout the
whole journey. Every time she tried to remove harchfrom his, he
started to move restlessly on the stretcher, argpitde cramped,
numbed fingers, and an aching back, she had ssytdtayed where
she was.

The flight seemed to last for ever, every changHicholas's pulse
and breathing monitored and checked by Monsieur dBou
Rosemary didn't need to question him to interpret @rave
expression and quick frowns. Nicholas's conditioasvgradually
deteriorating. She knew it without the necessityfords; she could
sense it with that awareness of a woman for the wlanm she
deeply loved.

'He has a very strong constitution, but | suspeat he has stopped
trying to fight," Monsieur Boudin told her brusgueafter her sharp
cry of fear had drawn him to Nicholas's side.

She had suddenly felt a betraying unsteadinessipulse beating in
his wrist, and the doctor's comment confirmed kar that Nicholas's
condition was quickly deteriorating.

‘Talk to him,madame the doctor urged him. ‘Make him fight to sta
with us.'

'‘But he's unconscious,' Rosemary protested. 'Hetwon'

'‘Who are we to say what he can and can't absorib?ax@®his wife.
Help him to find the will to survive.’



What on earth was she supposed to say? She wasdogiletely and
absolutely. Hesitantly she started to talk to Nlakocabout Powers
Oil, reminding him of how he had fought to estdblise company, of
how vulnerable and alone Kit would be without hand, incredibly,

by the time the helicopter eventually touched dawnthe private

landing pad of the exclusive Paris hospital hisspliad started to
steady.

Feeling strangely bereft, Rosemary stood to one asthospital staff
took over and Nicholas disappeared. A smartly umémx nurse told
her that a private room had been put at her disposa

'‘Monsieur Robart thought that you would wish to agmhere with
your husband, rather than go to his Paris apartment

It was just as well that she had Nicholas's saolicib lean on,

Rosemary thought tiredly. She had not given a sitighught as to
where she was to stay. She even found that PhiRgart had asked
Madame Hubert to pack a case for her, and it wasisuggestion
that she agreed to snatch a few hours' sleep, witholas's

condition was stabilised prior to his operation.

She hadn't expected to sleep at all, but she didhddy exhausted by
the trauma of the last thirty-six hours. She awdkeling totally
disorientated, wondering where on earth she wats, ewerything
came flooding back.

She glanced at the shiny new ring on her fingenridd! She was
actually married to Nicholas. He had apparentlyegistrict orders
that no information concerning his illness waseabtg the ears of the
press, or anyone else.

'You must seemadame Philippe Robart had explained carefully t
her, 'if news of this got out, some of the sharéérd would lose faith
in the future of the organisation. The value of BmsvOIl shares



would drop, wiping millions of pounds off the conmyés assets. No,
we must await the outcome of the operation beforgy a
announcement can be made to the press.'

A uniformed maid brought her a breakfast tray tilsae felt
completely unable to touch, although she did maadge sips of the
hot reviving coffee.

A message that Monsieur Boudin wanted to see hesoas as
possible made her stomach nerves tense in anzietlyafter a brief
telephone conversation with Kit to reassure hint Hehadn't been
completely deserted, she followed one of the nurs#dse specialist's
private rooms.

'Please sit down,' he invited her gravely, cargfptburing her a cup
of coffee. "You will be pleased to know that youshand's condition
Is now stabilised, pouring her a cup of coffee.uYwall be pleased to
know that your husband's condition is now staliljsend that we are
to perform the operation this morning. 'l am natesiow much you
know of what is actually involved," he added.

'He has told me that owing to a neglected infechiersuffered as a
child, his hearing will gradually become more anarenimpaired.'

‘Yes, that is quite correct, but there is also la@ofproblem. The
original infection was never dealt with properlyndahad only
subsided. Now the infection is threatening to agsé& major part of
the internal nerve and bone. It has also builtrnip & pocket that is
causing pressure on the brain itself, in much th@esway as a
tumour or a blood clot can cause pressure. Thelgmolbve have
therefore is twofold, in that first we must remabe source of the
pressure—a delicate and dangerous operation atb#dst of
times—and then we must assess how much damaged&asibne to
the surrounding tissue. If the auditory nerve heentbadly damaged
. .. ' the doctor shrugged meaningfully, ‘until egerate we can be



certain of very little. The disease can possiblyabested, certainly
the pressure can be removed, and if your husbandves the

operation—as | sincerely trust that he will—then strall be able to
assess more clearly what his future will be.’

‘He told me that he was likely to go completelyfdesaid Rosemary.

‘Yes, there is that possibility, because the imd@cts one that can
always recur. However, there is a new drug theywanking on in
America which shows promising signs of being aloleatrest this
condition. The trials on it ate nearing the finalges . . . depending on
how much of the auditory nerve we have to remaveay be that
with the aid of this drug, your husband will be ealbb retain full
hearing in one ear, if only partial hearing in dtker.

'‘No doubt you will want to see him before he ga&® isurgery.'
Monsieur Boudin stood up and walked away.

Looking at Nicholas as he lay in the immaculate pitas bed,
Rosemary thought it was almost impossible to belibe was so
seriously ill. A night's rest had wiped the lindstrain from his face.
His skin looked tanned, his hair dark and vigoragainst the white
pillow. She wanted to reach out and touch him,srehad to curl her
fingers into her palms and press them rigidly inév sides to stop
herself.

*You will find he is very drowsy from the medicatiove have given
him. | shall leave you with him for ten minutesnh sure he will find
it reassuring to know that you are here.'

The doctor withdrew, and Rosemary was alone with. lHe moved
his head restlessly on the pillow, and she succdrtdthe irresistible
need to reach out and soothe him. Immediately @nehed him, his
movements stilled, his breath coming on a long .sigls eyes
opened, cloudy and vague as they focused on her.



‘You came . . . ' he whispered.

Did he really know who she was, or was he confudieg with
Monique?

His eyes closed, his head turning away. '"You'ragto be all right,
Nicholas,' she told him huskily. 'I'll be here,rntking about you.'

She touched his arm tentatively, surprised bydmsion.

'Stay with me . . . ' He moved restlessly agdmt'aime . . . Je t'aime

Somehow Rosemary managed to swallow the lump oflpdging in
her throat. Who had he mistaken her for—his moti@n@ of his
women? Bending close to him, she whispered achiniglgve you
too, Nicholas.'

His eyes didn't open, but he fumbled for her hdaslfouch hot and
biting.

She wanted to take him in her arms and cradle hioteptively
against her, to prevent him from ever being huairagShe wasn't the
one he wanted. Where was his family ... his motten@ was hard
and bitter who could blame him? Certainly not her.

'‘Don't leave me.' His skin was growing flushed, Rodemary stifled
her anguish. A nurse came in and gave him a quafegsional look.

it is time for you to leave now, Madame Powersavénto give him
his injection.’

Nicholas was still holding on to her hand, althougé eyes were
closed.

'‘Could | just stay until . . . ' Rosemary begged.



The nurse looked at her compassionately.

‘Very well,' she agreed.

As she watched the drug taking effect, Rosemaryearas she had
never prayed in her life before. Please God, let$urvive ... let him

not be reduced to being reliant on others ... liretfind the love and
happiness he deserves.



CHAPTER TEN

How MucH longer? Rosemary paced restlessly up and down
room. It had been over two hours already, andrsiilivord. Mousieur
Boudin had promised to let her know the momentojeration was
over.

The telephone beside the bed shrilled and she @esdtowards it,
but it was only Madame Hubert ringing to ask ifrihevas yet any
news.

‘Nothing,' Rosemary told her dully. 'I've heardmiog at all yet.'

It was another half-hour before the door opened Rtwhsieur
Boudin came in. He looked very tired, and Rosentagymbled
inwardly with dread as she watched him.

'‘No ... it is all right,' he told her quickly whéme saw the fear in her
eyes. 'The operation was a success and your husbanow in
recovery. The infection was severe, and very danggty placed.’

‘And his hearing . . . ?'

The doctor sighed. 'As | feared, there has beeriderable damage
to the nerve. | regret to say that there will alsvdye a degree of
impairment to his hearing in the left ear. Howevdrave every hope
that with this new drug it can be controlled anat time situation will
not become any worse. The infection built up sakjyiand was so
widespread that we had to remove a part of theenenprevent it
spreading any further. | suspect that when youb&ng comes round
he will be very angry and resentful. He is not axméno can accept
any incapacity easily, but with luck he will retgaerfect hearing in
his right ear. Like many men of his calibre andspeality, he will
probably feel himself to be less worthwhile as espe because of his
disability. Strangely, for a man who is so sucadsdie seems to
suffer from an inner fear that he is in some walywaorthwhile as a



human being. It will be your task to reassure himtbat point,
madameand it will not be an easy one, | fear. He wiledeyou now,
although | doubt that he will ever admit it," hermed her.

Rosemary couldn't endure any more. Turning her lasealy from
him, she said huskily, 'l think you're forgettingetterms of our
marriage, Monsieur Boudin. Once he realises thas m®t going to
die, I know that my . . . that Nicholas will demath@t | comply with
the terms of our marriage and give him an annulrhent

The specialist stared at her, frowning. 'But, MaddPowers, surely
not! It was my understanding that the clause caricgr the
annulment was there purely for your benefit, s¢ yoa would not be
tied to him. This is why | have been at such gpeas to explain to
you how very insignificant the eventual disabilisylikely to be, so
that you will understand that you will not be madito a man who is
in any real way incapacitated. | can, of courselenstand Monsieur
Powers' pride in not wishing to tie you to him, bassure you he has
allowed himself to fear that the disability will lbar greater than |
believe it is. You must surely know how much heéswyou,
madame.’

Rosemary went white and then scarlet. 'No," sliehioh shaking her
head. 'No, he doesn't love me."

'l assure youmnadamethat you are quite wrong. | myself heard hir
say with my own ears how much he loves you . t cbme, you must
sit down. | can see that | have shocked you. Eweh gromise you
that what | have said is the truth. You will fingat your husband's
lawyer knows it also.

'l think that between us we have done you a grngadgtice,' he added,
'I must admit that | found it hard to reconcile teader concern you
showed your husband, and your anxiety for him, wita mental



image | had of a woman who would only marry a mé&o voved her
for financial gain.’

'l can't believe that he loves me,” Rosemary wheshebarely
listening to what he was saying, 'l .. ."

'‘Both myself and Monsieur Robart heard him say feeply he
cares for you. His one wish when he knew he must fae operation
was that your future be safeguarded."

She hardly dared to let herself believe what she lvearing, but the
specialist was not a cruel man, he would hardlyhil that Nicholas
loved her if he did not believe it to be the truth.

'‘Perhaps you misunderstood. | think he could harstaken me for

'‘No, madame,"Monsieur Boudin shook his head firmly. 'l promist
you there was no mistake.'

'But he wanted that clause on annulment . . .

‘And he will fight to enforce it on you,' the spalcst agreed bluntly.
'He is a very proud man, as | have already samllodked shrewdly
at Rosemary. 'You probably understand better thahyl he should
have this belief that it is impossible for anyomeldve him for
himself. It will be your task to convince him otése, if, as |
suspect, you also love him.'

do...butlcan'tbelieve. ..’

‘Cannot, or will not? Are you sure that you are sedretly afraid of
what loving him might entail?"

Was she? 'No! When can | see him?' she asked.



For the first time since entering the room, thecsist allowed
himself to smile.

‘Just as soon as you wish. He has not yet comedrénom the
anaesthetic, but if you wish to sit with him ...°

If she wished? But first she must telephone theezhaand inform
Madame Hubert of the outcome of the operation.

‘How long will it be before he can return home® akked.

'‘Not long. We do not keep our patients bedfasttéor long these
days. Perhaps at the end of the week.'

'‘And the pain he had when flying'

'‘No, that will not trouble him now.'

To anyone else the afternoon might have seemedatp dlicholas
remained deeply asleep, as Rosemary sat at hisdbedss body
completely still beneath the covers, but she waertitan content to
simply sit and look at him. He loved her! She coudaldly take it in,
constantly swinging between a delirious excitemamd then the
crush of fear that the specialist had somehow bastaken.

Nicholas moved, and opened his eyes, focusing tmezily on her
face. Without thinking about it, Rosemary took hand in her own
and bent over to kiss him. Beneath her thumb dhaitepulse race.

‘You're going to be all right, Nicholas,’ she tolim softly.
‘Everything's going to be all right.’

It was easy to assure herself of the truth of #tatement while
Nicholas was an invalid, and confined to bed, lasohe recovered,



once he resumed the reins of control . . . Shendiddelude herself
that he would simply allow their marriage to stamithout a fight,
especially if the specialist was right in suggestimat Nicholas was
too proud to admit to her that he loved her. Nolddwe feared that,
like his mother, she too could desert him.

She stayed with him until the specialist returredxamine him and
prescribe a painkilling drug which would make hileep.

Another phone call to the chateau reassured Kit sha had not
forgotten about him, and then Rosemary herself wehed.

The next day followed much the same routine. Nigb@gain spent
most of the day asleep. Whenever he awoke, he seiemeediately

to look for her, but he was still very weak, andsBmary was
determined not to place too much importance on dpparent

dependence on her.

The third day brought him awake for longer peri@gl he was
intensely irritable. Only Rosemary seemed to h&eeright touch;
only she seemed able to smooth his pillows anchedas temper. He
seemed edgy and tense, and she learned from Moredin that
Nicholas had subjected him to close questioninthersubject of his
illness and its prognosis.

Rosemary had just left his room and was headingdoown, when a
flurried nurse came hurrying towards her.

'‘Madame Powers, there is a lady here to see yalnama. A Madame
Susan Powers. She says that she is his mother.’

Alarm and caution warred inside her breast as Rasgefallowed the
nurse to the elegantly furnished visitors' room.



The woman standing there was both imperious andtibala It was
from her that Nicholas got his eyes, Rosemary aekidighting
against the fierce anger burning inside her.

It struck her, as she studied the coldly closea faéicat this was a
woman who would allow nothing to stand in the wdywhat she
wanted. And Nicholas was convinced that she waRtegers Oil.

Trying hard not to let her feelings show, Rosemaajked towards
her and extended her hand.

'l believe you wish to see Nicholas,' she saiah. dfraid . . . '

'‘Not only do | want to see him, | also intend t@ $em.' The soft
Texas drawl was at odds with the hard determinatioher face.
‘Nicholas is my son. I'm his closest relative. Vé&o idea who you
are, or what you're doing here.’

Her dismissive glance swept over Rosemary's pake &d simple
clothes.

'I'm Nicholas's wife.'

The simple statement had a very satisfactory etiadhe icy green
eyes, and just for a moment the other woman's ceorpalipped.

‘His wife? But . . . | knew nothing of this . . .’

'‘No, but then you and. Nicholas are hardly veryseloare you?'
Rosemary said quietly. 'We haven't been marrieg harg, and I'm
afraid | can't allow you to see him at the moment.’

'You can't allow . . . ' Anger tightened the immaculatake-up,
revealing lines that Rosemary had not at firstasati "WWhen Nicholas
hears . ..



'l know all about your relationship with your s@md | can't believe
it's maternal concern that brings you here attihms. After all, you
didn't even bother to attend your daughter's fundic you?"'

‘What do you know about that?'
‘She was married to my brother," Rosemary saidycurt

There was a moment's pause while this informatiaa assimilated,
then the other woman drawled cuttingly: '‘Ah, noseé why Nicholas
has married you! A very advantageous match fronr ymint of
view, of course, but the marriage won't last. Yeobviously a much
more intelligent woman than | realised . . .. iigeint enough perhaps
to realise that | would be prepared to make it wartile to, shall we
say, end your marriage.'

For a moment Rosemary was too stunned to respond.

'You can't want to remain married to him," Susawéte continued.
‘Not now. And just think of what you could do wahmillion dollars!'

A hundred different angry replies buzzed rounddnliread, but in the
end Rosemary simply said quietly, 'l love him, dinat's something
that can't be bought."'

You love him now,' the other woman sneered, 'blityau still love
him when he's stone deaf?'

'l would love him no matter what his physical dig#ibs," Rosemary
returned shakily, 'but he's not going to be deaf.'

She had the pleasure of seeing the other woman dasiknctly
disconcerted. 'Oh, but my information was that She broke off and
stared at Rosemary, it seems that Nicholas hasamateuvred me!'



'He's asleep at the moment ... but once he knowseybere, I'm sure
he'll want to see you," Rosemary told her. Whatster might think
about this woman, she was still Nicholas's mother.

‘You really think so? You're naively sentimental; dear. | came to
Paris for one thing and one alone.’

'‘Powers Oil," Rosemary said under her breath.

The other woman smiled grimly. ‘Quite right, butanid seems that
I'm not to get it.'

'‘But why?' Rosemary protested. 'Why do you want to destroy
him? It can't be for money. Your family . . .

'‘Money!" Susan Powers threw back her head and &aligitterly.
'‘No, it's not for money . . . Shall | tell you whyghe smiled unkindly.
'‘Perhaps | should, and then you can tell youhusband. Nicholas is
not my child.' She smiled grimly as she caught R@sg's soft gasp
of shock. 'After we'd became engaged, but beforeveu® married,
my husband fell in love with my cousin, and shehvitm. Lucille
lived with us . . . she was very much the poortiata | hated her even
then. Paul came to me and asked to be releasedfroengagement,
but | refused. He told me that he and Lucille hadrblovers, and |
told him that if he didn't marry me | would make ttietails of their
affair public. | was not going to stand aside archomiliated by my
fiance ditching me to marry my cousin. For Lucdlsake he agreed
to go through with the wedding, but he told me lwild never live
with me as my husband. He loved Lucille. She hhdat condition
which meant that she was not to be subjected tcsargs. In those
days it was still considered shocking for an unredrgirl to have an
open affair with a man.

‘A month before we were due to be married, Pauhdoaut that
Lucille was pregnant. Once again he begged meisdréedom, and



once again | refused. For Lucille's sake he mameg and Lucille
was sent away to a special place for girls like Wwao'd gotten
themselves pregnant.

'‘She died three days after her twins were borwak then that Paul
told me that unless | accepted her children as wy, dhve would

personally tell the newspapers what I'd done amwd llebforced him

Into marriage. We'd been living abroad, travellthgough Europe,
and it wasn't too difficult to pretend that theldhen were mine.’

She broke off and smiled cruelly at Rosemary's evfate. ‘Now do
you understand why | feel the way | do about myn"8bshe asked
mockingly.

'‘Does Nicholas know . . . ' Rosemary began.

‘That I'm not his mother? No. It was amusing whemfas a child to
watch his pathetic attempts to get my attentioar'¢allousness made
Rosemary want to hit her.

'‘Now you know why I'd like to destroy Powers Oil..why | had to
destroy everything that my husband had built uprtderied me, yes,
but he never let me forget that he didn't want iHeenever accepted
me as his wife.'

‘And you hated Belle too?' Rosemary queried flatly.
'She, as a girl, was insignificant. It was Nichold® was Paul's heir.’

It was a view that Rosemary considered archaic, daspite her
revulsion, she was touched with pity for this bittesentful woman.
It was obvious that she had spent her whole i@drto destroy first
Paul and then his son, and to Rosemary it all séesmeh a waste.



Did this woman ever wish that she had let Paul ganarry, his
Lucille when he had first asked? It was not a qoarsthe felt she
could ask her.

‘It seems that this time Nicholas has won . . hetd will be other
occasions!" And she swept out before Rosemary caxed think of
detaining her.

For Rosemary it was a long and restless night,enslile tried to
weigh the truth against what Nicholas actually dnedd.

In the end she suspected that he would suffeflessknowing that

Susan was not actually his mother than from thelsbblearning the

truth. Her rejection of him would be easier to uistend and accept,
surely, once he knew that it was not the rejeatiba mother for her
child, but that of a woman for the child of heralivPerhaps in her
own twisted way she had once loved Paul, who ctaild Probably

even she herself no longer knew the truth.

At the end of the week, as Monsieur Boudin had ged) Nicholas
was allowed to leave the clinic and return to thateau.

The journey was accomplished speedily and for tlstnpart in
silence, with Nicholas asleep for most of the time.

No difficult nursing was required, and Rosemary badertaken to
ensure that he took the drugs that had been poeskcri

*You will find him a difficult patient, | am surelMonsieur Boudin
told her as she took her leave of him, 'but rememibat | said about
that touchy pride."'

Of course Madame Hubert and Kit were both anxiougréet them,
and it was some time before Nicholas was instatienis own bed.



He protested that he was not an invalid and hadteation of being

treated as such, but Rosemary was insistent, ard slie went up to
check on him a little later she found that she baen right, for he
was deeply asleep.

During the days since Susan Powers' visit she &actised for a way
to introduce the subject and tell him the truthd @rseemed that for
once fate was disposed to assist her.

While she was sitting with him later that eveniigpdame Hubert
mentioned with concern that she had received ahelge call from
Texas.

They seemed to know that you were in hospital, telee Nicholas
worriedly. 'l did not know what to say . . . | Wi¢o deny it.’

Do you know anything about this?' Nicholas lookddarply at
Rosemary, and quietly asking Madame Hubert if sloalev mind
leaving them alone for a few minutes, she proceéalésll him about
her interview.

'So you see she's not your mother, and it wasslérysy that led her
first to destroy your father and then to try totd®gsyou.'

He looked so remote and withdrawn that Rosemargdéi@ that she
had done the wrong thing. Perhaps she should hadensthing.
Perhaps the shock . .

'l shouldn't have told you . . . ' she began wdiyie

'‘No." Nicholas lifted his head and looked dire@tyher. 'You cannot
know how many times as a child | fantasised abast guch a
possibility. To know now that she was not my motisemore of a
relief than a shock. What | cannot understand ig mig father ..."



'‘Perhaps he found it too painful,’ Rosemary suggegently. He
must have loved your real mother very much.’

'l suppose she'd come to Paris to crow over myarigfe, although |
would like to know how she learned about it." Heswa@oking at her
in an odd way, Rosemary realised, and heat seateskin. Did he
think she ... ?

'‘She learned nothing from me,' she told him figrc&o you really
think . . .

'‘No, no—you're the last person who would do sometlike that. |
might have wronged you in the past, Rosemary,Haitdoesn't mean
that | am not fully aware now of your loyalty anoly ... compassion.
| had meant to apologise for those things, and.for

'‘Marrying me,' she supplied bleakly, knowing whaswoming.

'We have to talk. There is the matter of the aneualnJust as soon as
| am able to leave this bed | shall send for Robhad he shall set
things in motion.'

Gritting her teeth, Rosemary said curtly, 'No.'
'‘No?' Nicholas looked at her. ‘What do you mean?"'

'l mean that I'm no longer in agreement with ourrrage being
annulled.’'

For a moment he looked almost shocked, then hestbakvay from
her. For a long time there was silence, and Rosehed her breath.
What was he going to say? Was he going to adntibthdid love her,
that he wanted her?

When he did eventually speak, all her hopes warasted. His voice
was like ice as he said grimly, 'The annulment saasething that we



were both agreed upon. Why are you now saying ybat have
changed your mind? Is the settlement | have matenough? Is that
it, Rosemary? Are you hoping you can pressuriséntoegiving you
more money?'

The cruelty of it, after his admission that he krfeawvcould trust her,
totally robbed her of any ability to defend herself

How could he say that to her? Didn't he know? Rosemary looked
at him and saw that his eyes were glittering witleece rejection.

Unable to endure any more, she got up out of hair @nd left the
room.

Two days of heavy, almost continuous snow madatossible for
Nicholas to send for his solicitor. Every day nowdeemed a little
stronger and a little more remote. He had evemtédxespending an
hour or more working in his office, something whi&osemary
suspected Monsieur Boudin would not approve of shetdidn't feel
brave enough to tell Nicholas so.

They had been back at the chateau for almost a wkek the strain
of Nicholas's illness and the uncertainty of hesippon finally caught
up with her. She woke up one morning feeling tgtatiable to move,
and simply lay in bed until Madame Hubert camedokl for her,

expressing concern when she saw her wan face.

'It's tiredness, nothing more,’ Rosemary assured B it was a
tiredness that didn't seem to go away, and atdmstn Kit was safely
tucked up in bed, she decided that she too wowd ha early night.

A long soak in a hot bath seemed like a good ideeause no matter
how tired she was, nothing seemed to relax the kigot of tension
that gripped her body.



The heat of the water did have a mildly soporifiee on her, but.
nothing seemed to be able to reach inside her asel the perpetual
ache of loving Nicholas and fearing more with evéay that passed
that Monsieur Boudin had been wrong and that hendidove her
after all.

Wrapping a towel round her body, she opened thea dodher
bedroom—then stood stock still staring in shoclNaholas got up
out of the chair in which he had been seated.

He looked pale and strained, she realised sickéyskin drawn far
too tight over his bones. She wanted to go uprodnd stroke away
the lines of care tensing his face. She wanted . .

'For God's sake get some clothes on, will you!

The harsh sound of his voice jarred across heretenerve-endings
like a knife sawing at overstrung wire, and sheshkrback from it.

‘Nicholas . . . ' she began.

He ignored the aching pleading in her voice andd&rover to the
window, with his back to her.

‘Madame Hubert said you weren't feeling well?' d&id soldly.

Misery coalesced inside her. So this was simplyty d@isit. 'I'm
tired, that's all. I . . . all of us were very wied about you . . .’

He swung round then, his face tight with anger.a¥\ére you trying
to say, Rosemary? Thatitis your . . . concermferthat has put those
dark circles under your eyes, and made you loseustih weight that
you look almost frighteningly frail!"

She paused on the edge of denying what he wasgsaynd then her
body sagged, pride defeated by love.



'And if | am?"

She forced herself to meet his eyes, her hearingiover inside her
breast when he was the first one to look away.

'l don't know what you think you're trying to dopsemary. I've
already told you that . . . ' He broke off, hisaggrowing harsh. 'We
both know that there is no future in our marriagjleat we have
nothing . . ."

She couldn't bear to listen to any more, and tuanedy from him,
desperately trying to control the tears threateminfiood down her
face.

Although she was aware that he had stopped speakirg was
fighting too hard to control her misery to hear mmve, and when
his hands descended on her shoulders, swingingpied so that he
could look down into her tear-wet eyes, she coull¢ stare back at
him in dazed pain.

‘You're crying!

His voice was rough with pain. He reached out andhed the pads
of his fingertips to her face, his eyes darkeniriidp nemorse.

'Rosemary, Rosemary, you're far too tender-healtetd) can't let
you tie yourself to me.'

'Hold me, Nicholas,' she wept.

She wasn't sure where the words came from, althdighhusky
pleading voice whispering them was undeniably hen.oShe felt
him tense, then frown down into her eyes as hedtitter face up so
that he could look at her.

'‘Rosemary . . ."



She buried her head against his shoulder, herrBngeling into the
fabric of his shirt.

‘Nicholas, if our marriage must be set aside, idgree to the
annulment, will you . . . ' She looked up at himg &ouched a nervous
tongue to her lips. Her body was quivering withigtore of pain and
desire. 'Will you make love to me first?"

She saw the shock register in his eyes and thbis inody.

‘What? What the hell do you think you're saying® bice was
rough, but her senses relayed to her the malearotibis body, and
her heartbeat quickened.

'l love you, Nicholas, and I . . . | want you tokmdove to me. Let me
at least have that memory." She felt no shame abtdmnly an

intense feeling of feminine strength, and there avasw maturity in

the way she met the look of incredulity darkenimgédyes.

'You love me!' He sounded almost dazed, she resednHe groaned
suddenly deep in his throat, his teeth clenchinghasgh against
intense pain.

'Rosemary . . . Rosemary, you don't know what gosaying!" His
fingers bit into her flesh as though he was abmpush her away, and
instinctively she pressed closer to him.

There was a moment of sharp realisation betweem tag their
bodies clung together, and then his mouth was osy hed she was
kissing him with all the pent- up love and pasdionding her body.
She felt him tense and then shudder as he wrerfubedouth from
hers. His heart was beating against her like agslé@mmer.

'Rosemary, Rosemary!' He muttered her name adaaénshouth like
an incantation and then he was kissing her agaém, tips clinging
together while they fought for breath.



Her body loved the sensation of his hands oniigssang, touching ...
She shuddered as he cupped her breasts, pressswf leagerly
against him.

She felt his harsh indrawn breath.

'‘God, what is it you do to me? You make me losdrobiotally and
absolutely; you make me want you in ways . . .’

He broke off to stare down at her, and she felthisedy excitement
race through her right down to her toes.

'Show me . . . Show me how | make you feel, Nicholahe
whispered huskily.

She heard him give a groan of mingled resignatiwh reed as he
drew her back into his arms, spreading her handmsigthe warm
flesh of his chest, mutely inciting her caresses.gKin felt warm and
faintly damp. The sensation of the hair-rougheried beneath her
palms excited her and she shuddered tensely.

Her innocent responsiveness made Nicholas frown.

'‘We can't do this. | have nothing to offer you, &osry. Nothing's
changed. In ten years' time | could still be corngdedeaf.’

‘That won't stop me loving you.'

Instantly he went completely still, his fingerstEsng in her hair,
tilting her head back so that he could look into dyees.

She made no attempt to conceal her expression liom proudly
letting him see what she felt.



'You can't love me—not after the way I've treated,ythe things I've
said . . . and even if you do, | can't allow youhmow yourself away
on..'

'On the man | love.'

She had managed to silence him, and she knewdahsély just from
looking at him that, incredibly, the doctor had eght. There was
no way Nicholas could disguise the way he was lopkit her; the
love and pain mingling in the darkened green e$®& wanted to
reach out and cradle him against her, but she de¢hagethis was the
time for her to be strong. Her heart was torn \athe for him as she
witnessed his silent struggle with himself.

'l love you so much . . . ' He sounded as thoughhrbat was full of
broken glass, every word torture. 'But | can'ylai do this.'

Rosemary held her breath. This was it. She haldramtin her final
card. If she lost now . . .

‘You mean your pride won't let you,' she said god0r is it that you
don't trust me, Nicholas? Do you think I'd leaves ybhe way your
mother did?'He went white, but before he could kps&lae continued,
'If you tell me honestly now that you don't love,nii agree to the
annulment, and | promise you I'll never ask youdgrenny. You'l

have kept your pride intact; you'll never have trmy if I'm staying

with you out of pity, if | might leave you. You'lbe secure and
inviolate, just as you've always wanted to be.’

‘Stop it!'

The pain in his voice tore at her tender heart. \8éated to tell him
that she took every word back, that she would stdali him on

whatever terms he cared to set, but she knew shidrco She must
force him to make the choice—all or nothing, beeatfishe did not
he would always wonder why she had stayed. Thedeblen so



much betrayal in his life, so much pain. He wag l& child who
needed to be shown that there were no limits te'sovoundaries, no
conditions attached to the way she felt about him.

Nicholas sank down into a chair, dropping his hesalhis hands, his
breath rasping through his throat as he foughsédfrcontrol.

Seconds passed while Rosemary prayed harder tleahash ever
prayed before in her life, and then finally he ledkat her, and she
saw with humility and compassion that his eyes wdamp with
tears, 'l can't do it,' he said tensely, 'l cat'yybu go.' She flew across
the room, to kneel at his side and take him intodnms, feeling the
dampness of his tears against her skin.

'l just pray that there won't come a day when yate Ime for this ...
'‘Never!" She smiled up at him. 'l love you so much.

Nicholas made a savage sound of despair deep thrbigt and then
covered her mouth with his own, kissing her witmated violence

and urgency that swept back all the barriers. Agjdier mouth he
muttered thickly, 'l tried to keep you at a distayto stop myself from
loving you. | dragged Monique here from Paris, Ingpthat | could

forget you in her arms . . . ' He felt her suddamsion and laughed
sardonically, 'It was worse than useless—I coulmitnuch as touch
her. You'd destroyed my desire for any other wonvani'd made me
see how empty and unsatisfying my relationship& wibmen had

been.’

'l was very jealous of her," Rosemary confessed.
‘There was never any neé¢dvas jealous of Andre.’

She smiled faintly. 'That night when we were in g, | wanted you
to make love to me.'



She felt the sudden surge of his body against\Wwaramd quivered in
response.

You'll never know what it cost me to keep you obfitmy arms. |
wanted you so badly, | ached with it. Perhaps sabcously when |
Insisted you marry me, | knew that | could neveértau go. Are you
really sure that this is what you want, Rosemary?’

'‘More sure than I've ever been of anything elsayrife.'

‘What would you have done if I'd insisted on goingpugh with the
annulment—walked out on me?’

She shook her head. 'How could I? There's stillahd the
contract.' She grinned suddenly. 'I've just redhsby marrying you,
I've broken it!

He laughed. 'So you have. | think | can persuadecturts to take a
lean view of your misdemeanour. What would you halome,
though?'

Rosemary hesitated for a moment and then flusheghtlsl 'l . . . |
knew that you . . . that you wanted me.' She dargthnce into his
eyes and what she saw there reassured her. 'And . .

‘Nicholas silenced her by laughing again, befoth&ang her close
to him. 'l never imagined my shy little virgin walukven think of
seducing me!'

Her body burned beneath the look he gave her,adthehe protested
indignantly, "You're laughing at me!'

'‘Not really. Love me, Rosemary,’ he murmured agdwes mouth.
'Rosemary for remembrance—how appropriate. | shioand known
from the start how dangerous you were. And nowoatslate.'



'‘Much too late,' she assured him firmly. 'I've goti now, and I'm
never going to let you go.'

The face that she had once thought harsh and thrgdsoftened
miraculously, the green-blue eyes wondering cledraert.

'You know something, Rosemary Powers?' he teaddg. sbthink
you've just won your first takeover bid!

‘My first and my last." She snuggled up against, l@ind complained
huskily, 'Are we going to spend all evening talkthg

One dark eyebrow rose.

‘Do you really need an answer to that?' His handgewch over her
body, his mouth silencing the words that rose tolips; everything
but the two of them faded into insignificance. HelHought a long
battle against loving her, and he was now discagdhat it was one
he didn't mind losing at all.



