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AFTER THE LOVING

Carole Mortimer



Raff Gallagher was a man who always got what hetedanSix

months ago he had wanted Bryna and they had belaveaes. But

Raff made it quite clear that he wasn't lookingdommitment of any
kind and when Bryna discovered that she was expgbis baby she
thought that it would mean an end to the affairt KRaff insisted on
marrying her. Was it just for the sake of their arrbchild? Or was it
possible that he could grow to love Bryna as muchhe loved him?



CHAPTER ONE

'‘CONGRATULATIONS, Bryna,' Frank Stapleton beamed at her. 'By n
calculations you're just nine weeks pregnant.’

The fingers that had been rebuttoning her blouser athe
examination began to shake. Pregnant? My God, lehwgght, that
possibility hadn't even occurred to her when shd hwmade the
appointment to see the man who had been her deesorsince she
came to London eight years adgfvegnant?She couldn't be!

'I'll give you an initial prescription for the uduatamins,' her doctor
continued briskly. 'I'm sure you can be relied uporbe sensible
during these early weeks—good diet, a healthy amofiaxercise,
are very important at this stage. You—'

‘Are you sure?' Her voice broke with the tensiandiagnosis had put
her under. 'l meant,' she hurried on at his frogrook, 'l always
thought— well, | wouldn't want to—to tell anyoneless I'm one
hundred per cent sure." She hoped she didn't lookseond—as
anxious as she felt to have him tell her he coulztBxtompletelysure
that his diagnosis was the right one. At any otimee in her life she
would have been overjoyed with the news, and slkesvidfrank was
aware of that, but sheouldn'tbe pregnanhow.

Frank gave her a reassuring smile. 'Believe men&ryhere's no
doubt. It's amazing how many women ask me the shimg when |
tell them the good news,' he teased. 'Even thobgii're usually
pretty certain of what my diagnosis will be beftitey come here.'

The last was said cajolingly, but slhadn't known, hadn't even
guessed that the results of the tests the doctbtakan the previous
week would reveal that this was the reason her Ihadydecided to
play tricks on her. All the experts claimed thatogiomal tension



could cause the same result, and God knows shé&dwm through
enough of that recently!

‘Now as soon as you can | want you to get alongss®da good
obstetrician,' her doctor advised. 'l can give ¥{fo&i name of one if
you would prefer --'

‘There's no rush, is there?' She was still too ntonthink about
things like that.

'l shouldn't leave it too long, Bryna,' the doctariled, moving to sit
on the edge of his desk. 'You and the baby wildrtée best of care
during the next seven months.'

Pregnant. It still didn't seem real to her. It il be happening to
hernow!

She studiously finished buttoning her blouse sd tha doctor
shouldn't see that he was more pleased by the thewshe was, and
picked up her bag ready to leave once she wasdudigsed, a blush
darkening her cheeks as the doctor raised surpbiseds. She gave
him a quick smile. 'Unlike those other ladies whme to you, | have
to admit to being a little—surprised,' she revealedkily. "You must
realise why.' She looked at him dazedly.

'Of course | do,' he patted her hand. 'And as ssoyou're feeling a
little less shocked | want you to give me a calltlsat we can talk
about that. The only thing you need to know nowhest you're in
excellent health and I'm sure you're going to reaperfectly normal
pregnancy.'

Nothing had been normal in her life the last few weeks| har
pregnancy could only make things worse. Its exctesready did
that.



‘Thank you.' She swallowed hard. 'l am a littleethzshe admitted
tremulously. 'I—I'll call you later today," she atishakily, clutching
her bag in front of her. As if a few hours werergpto make any
difference to the shock she had just received!

Frank nodded, smiling warmly. 'I'm sure you're kiags to tell
someone your good news.'

By 'someone' she knew he meant the baby's fathet.that was
where the problem lay.

‘Yes,' she gave a tight smile. 'Well, thank youd ah

'‘Don't thank me, Bryna,' he gave her a teasingesthihad nothing to
do with this miracle, you and the baby's father aggau this all on
your own!'

The trembling hadn't stopped by the time she hdkedahrough the
reception area and waiting- room, across the cdq, palocked her
car door, and sat inside, her head resting onté®egisg-wheel.

Pregnant! Years ago she had dreamt about thisofl&pnowing her
child was growing inside her.

Then her parents had broken the news that, owiram temergency
operation during puberty, she would probably ndesable to have a
child of her own.

It had been a bitter blow, days of crying, weekgwafsing fate for

doing this to her, months of self- recrimination ske tried

desperately to convince herself she was still a amomwiorth loving,

years of telling herself she could still live alflife, her years as a
model doing a lot for her self-esteem. And now, sbaw, when she
had only fleetingly glimpsed the happiness sheabalve, she found
she was pregnant. With Raff's child.



Raff. He was the last person she could tell abloatlife they had
created between them.

She put her hand protectively on her stomach. Higil.c
Dear God, how she wanted it!

But she would lose Raff if she had the baby.

She was losing him anyway.

The last thought came unbidden, but she knew ithetuth even as
she tried to deny it. Each day Raff faded a littiere away from her,

until eventually he would tell her it was over beem them. She was
only surprised he hadn't already done, so; shéasaéeld much longer

than his affairs usually did.

It still surprised her to realise she was the raggrof Raff Gallagher,
a man who wielded much power in the City, both ntarnly and
personality-wise. The first moment she had seendmienhad known
he was a power to be reckoned with. But she céythadn't expected
to become his mistress within a matter of days!

He wouldn't want this child she carried, she hadmabt of that. Raff

had made it clear from the first that he was ofigfer no more than
any of the other women he had had in his life te ten years:
passion and consideration, and the truth when Henuer felt either

of them for her any more.

How could she tell the man who had made it cleaotfiered no
commitment that they had made the biggest commitmieall, that
of forming another life from their desire for eaatimer? Once again
she acknowledged that she couldn't tell him. Wigatie her only a
matter of weeks with him before the child physigdlegan to show
on her slender figure.



Why bother to count in weeks when she knew Raficcend it in
days? Maybe even today.

‘So will you talk to Daddy about it?'

Bryna blinked at the pretty girl who sat opposiég at the restaurant
table. Lunch had been the last thing she hadikeltfter leaving the
doctor's surgery, but she had promised to havenlwnth Kate, and
somehow she had managed to drive herself to thaurasit. How,
she didn't know, not recalling the drive here htmalt she had already
been seated at the table when Kate had breezedhmtmom five
minutes ago, her hair a mass of glossy black cuisy eyes
gleaming with determination.

It was that gleam of determination that warned Brghe had better
be more on her guard and pay closer attention tat Wlate was
saying; this young lady could be deviously charmariigen she chose
to be! And lack of attention when Kate's eyes vggeaming like this
could have dire results. This young lady could berg bit as
manipulative as her father when she was set onigeof action.

‘Talk to him about what?' Bryna prompted guardedistening
intently now.

Irritation flickered in the dark grey depths. 'Wkahe matter with
you today, Bryna? You haven't heard a word I've saice | arrived!

Bryna gave a half-smile as Kate displayed anotharacteristic of
her father: impatience with anyone who didn't pamplete attention
to what concerned them at any given moment. Ifitther it was part
of his strength of character, in this eighteen-adrgirl it appeared
merely petulant. But she didn't doubt Kate wouldelsery inch the
matriarch in her later years.



‘Sorry. I—I've had a busy morning,' she dismissét & shrug.

'Hm," Kate gave her a censorious look. 'Well, ikeé lyou to talk to
Daddy on my behalf about the idea of my sharinigiawith Brenda
next term.’

Bryna's brow cleared at the explanation. 'l thougti'd already
discussed it with your father and he'd said ncg' s#turned drily,
knowing all about the conversation between fatherdaughter, also
knowing the outcome would be inevitable.

'‘Not a definite no-more-discussion-on-the- subjaot’ Kate sat
forward eagerly. 'I'm sure that if you told him ythink it's a good
idea he might be more—open-minded.’

Bryna wasn't sure she did think it was a good id®h, she
understood Kate's wish to leave the home she hackdiwith her
family the last eighteen years, but she wasn'geatteer sure Kate was
up to setting up home on her own just yet, espgcreth Brenda
Sanders.

Kate had become friends with the other girl whea Bhd started
college the previous term, but Brenda seemed te halifferent boy
in tow each time they met, and the one time Bryawhlieen to the flat
Kate proposed sharing it had been very untidy, aittleepy-eyed,
completely naked young man emerging from Brendadsdom. That
way of life might be Brenda's choice, but for akrhoutward

sophistication she was sure Kate was still very maie innocent.
And her father would like her to remain that wdittee while longer!

'l don't think my opinion, favourable or otherwiseould make the
slightest difference to his decision,' she told ybanger girl coolly,

sipping her mineral water, having realised justime before she
ordered her drink from the waiter that she shouldgally drink

alcohol in her condition.



'Oh, but I'm sure -- Oh," Kate broke off as regigadawned. "You
aren't saying that your affair with Daddy is almosgér?'

Candour, cruelly blunt or otherwise, was sometmegher of the
Gallagher children lacked, neither Paul at tweatyhis young sister
Kate. It was something Bryna had been made awatfgedirst time

Raff had introduced her to his two children frons kery young
marriage and they had asked why she and Raff djdsit live

together and have an open affair, assuring theftrthlest were both
adult enough to accept the situation.

They might well be, but neither she nor Raff hashted that close a
relationship, she because she liked having her bame and

independence, Raff because he never became timaatatwith the

women he was involved with, and both of them weapgdy to

continue as they were. Or they had been.

'l don't believe it,' Kate dismissed before sheld¢@nswer her. 'You
and Daddy have been together for over six months tiat's at least
three months longer than any of the others!

Tact and diplomacy seemed to be traits the Gallaginilrenhadn't
received when virtues were being given out!

Bryna was well aware of the fact that her affaitrmiRaff had lasted
twice as long as they usually did, just as sheldlesh aware of his
increasing irritability the last month or so, knogiit was only a
matter of time now before he ended things betwkemt

Until today, until an hour ago, she had been guatieir each extra
day she had lasted than his other women; now she lshewvould
have no choice but to end things herself if he ‘tidimit soon.

‘All the more reason for him to feel enough is eglgushe gave a
tight smile.



'l don't believe it,' his daughter scoffed. 'Paudl & have been laying
bets on how soon he would marry you!'

Bryna gave the younger girl a pitying look. "Yowsld both know
better than that.'

Grey eyes, so much like her father's it was unngiooked Bryna
over speculatively. 'l somehow never expected tbenan to turn
Daddydown when he finally decided to take the plungdraba

She turned away. 'One has to be asked in ordevecagefusal.’

‘You're so beautiful, Daddy is sure to ask you sabe younger girl
said with certainty.

As if beauty had anything to do with it! Oh, shesweell aware of her
own looks, she had to be in the profession shechagen to enter on
leaving school eight years ago. She knew how wezlldng mane of
white-blonde straight hair and wide, dark-lashemble¢-coloured
eyes photographed, not to mention the slenderherfgher body.

Her looks had been her stock-in-trade for six yeamnsl could have
continued to do so for many years after that, imat years ago she
had decided to open her own modelling agency, wherdooks and
appearance were still very important, but she ngéo had to watch
everything she ate, or look anxiously in the migach morning as
she searched for those tell-tale lines on hertfamewvould tell her the
choice was no longer hers to make.

It had been a successful move, both financially pedonally, and
she had also met Raff through the agency. But vilaidbeauty might
have attracted his attention initially, it certgimlasn't enough to hold
his interest for any length of time; there had benmany beautiful
women before her for her to ever believe that.



'l don't think so, Kate,' she dismissed as gerstigtee could, liking the
young girl for all her brashness. How could sheliketthe daughter
who looked so much like the man she loved!

No ties, no commitment, they had said at the sfatteir affair, and

Bryna had meant to keep to those rules. But itdesh impossible for
her not to fall in loye with Raff, although she Hallen care not to let
him even guess at the emotion, knowing it woulcipitate the end

of their relationship. She had broken all the ruteg Raff had kept to
every one of them, and she had no illusions why.

Would the child she carried look like him as KatddThey were
both tall, so the child was sure to inherit thatttfrom one of them,
but Raff was so dark against her blondeness, artiydhat would be
the more dominant of the two. How strange to lobkex child and
see Raff in every glance!

'‘Bryna? Bryna!' Kate repeated impatiently at herosd lapse into
unattentiveness. 'Are you sure? | mean --'

'I'm sure. And | accept it,' she huskily assures ybung girl. '‘Now
let's order lunch, shall we?' she added briskly tlzes waiter
approached their table. 'It hasn't happened yek,usil it does we
can enjoy each other's company.'

She was well aware that when her affair with Ratfed he wouldn't
be the only one to leave her life, that, fond aslsld become of Kate
and Paul, they-could hardly keep up a friendshith wne of their
father's ex-mistresses!

Kate gave her a frowning look once they had ord#érenl meal. "You
don't seem exactly heartbroken.’

Bryna gave rueful grimace. 'Would it do any gootistreamed and
shouted?'



‘Well . . . no," Kate admitted moodily. 'But it rhigmakeyou feel
better.’

'‘Believe me, it wouldn't,’ Bryna drawled.

'You're always so cool and controlled,’ the githuked. 'Don't you
care for Daddy at all?'

Her heart felt heavy at the irony of that. 'l dahibk you really want
me to answer that --'

'‘But | do," Kate insisted earnestly. 'Daddy tells that | shouldn't
even think about going to bed with someone unlgssabsolutely
sure I'm in love with them, and yet Daddy isn'tlave with the
women he goes to bed with.’

Bryna picked uninterestedly at the prawns she Haaken as her
appetiser. 'lt doesn't seem very fair, does it®'atknowledged, her
cheeks pale beneath their light dusting of blusher.

'He told me there's a certain type of woman a manldvnever
contemplate marrying,' Kate added with a bitchingassual for her.

Bryna swallowed hard, recognising the accusationamoat it was.
Except that she knew Raff didn't mean her. He leghler first and
only lover.

After her parents had told her she could never l@agkild she had
deliberately set out to attract men to the senssway of her body,
always drawing back before any physical commitmiead been
made, believing they would realise she wasn't aptet® woman if
they ever made love to her. By the time she redlisat wasn't true
she had earned herself the reputation of beingnclaloof. And the
ice hadn't begun to melt until she met Raff. Ihiael been surprised to
find her virginity intact he had never said so.



The bitchy comment hadn't been worthy of Kate, vlagh forthright
manner and lack of guile. Bryna guessed that thevgs fond of her
too, and would miss her when the time came.

'He was right," she told the younger girl.

Only six years separated them in age, and yegateen Bryna had
already been mature beyond her years, scarred ayskie believed
to be her inadequacy. God, how she wished she ahack the life
growing within her with someone! Preferably Raff.

But that was out of the question. Her parents,.tB&ée didn't doubt
for a moment that they would be overjoyed by thes)evhether she
had a husband or not; as Bryna was an only chdyg btlad given up
any idea of ever becoming grandparents. Maybe adstef
telephoning them she would go up to Scotland aivérekend and tell
them in person; the look on their faces might bethvdhe long
journey!

'I'm sorry, Bryna.' Kate gave a self-disgusted sigher intention to
wound. 'You aren't what Daddy meant at all." Sto&gd up her fork
to eat her salmon. 'I'm disappointed, that's ahg¢ grimaced. 'l
thought you would make a great stepmother.’

Raff had lost his wife, and Kate and Paul theirlmotover ten years
ago, but Raff gave the impression that the marrlagéad entered
into at only eighteen had ceased to be a completess years before
that. But both parents were devoted to the childasal while their
marriage didn't exactly sparkle it hadn't been eapant either.

Paul and Kate obviously had very warm memaoriesheirtmother,
and it warmed Bryna to know that Kate, at leastidnave had no
objection to her taking that place in her fathbfés If the situation
had ever arisen. Which it never would.



‘Thank you,' she accepted briskly. '‘Now, as a éjevould you hurry
up and eat your lunch; | have to get back to w&@he smiled brightly
in the face of Kate's pain at the deliberate sishie; couldn't allow
Kate to live under the misapprehension that thevaldvever be a
happy-ever-after between Raff and herself. Rafftat/-nine years
old, with a grown-up family, and the thought of hmayto go through
night-time feeds, teething, crawling, walking, tieerible-twos, and
so on and so on, with another child, would throverethe self-
confidently arrogant Raff Gallagher into a panicthirew her into a

panic!

Who would have guessed when she had walked irgstaurant very
similar to this one six short months ago that #nsild happen?

She had been meeting Courtney Stevens, to discessse of six of
her models to promote a new line he was introdutngs chain of
fashion stores throughout Europe and America femtimter. He had
proved every bit as charming as the advertisingh@gehe was
working with had told her he was.

Or warned her. She and Janet Parker had workethtdsefore, and
when the cynical Janet described a man as 'charinings like any
other woman saying he was lethally attractive!

Courtney Stevens—or Court, as he had insisted @héim as they
introduced themselves—was a blond giant of a mah avidevilish
charm glinting in deep blue eyes that were guaeahte seduce even
the most hardened of women. Bryna was charmed alftms the
first moment, almost forgetting what she was thHfereas he deftly
centred the conversation on her rather than theéssshe had come
here to discuss.

'We have to decide what models you would like te,'ushe had
finally laughingly protested.



'‘Well, we're going to use the family pile," he dissed drily. 'For
some reason my father bought himself a manor housent and left
it to me in his will; I've never had reason to itsentil now. So as it
means the crew will have to stay overnight downehéow about
making one of the models a tall violet-eyed silkernde?' He looked
at her expectantly.

She couldn't possibly feel insulted by the intimatyhe suggestion,
and she laughed huskily. 'l no longer work as aehoty/self.’

'‘Couldn’t you make this the exception?' His largachcovered her
much slenderer one.

Her eyes glowed. 'I'm afraid not.'

'‘No?' He looked as if she had dealt him a wounbiow. 'Then how
about joining me for—'

‘Would you like to introduce us, Court?' interrupseharshly rasping
voice.

Court frowned his irritation up at the other man.
"Not now, Raff,' he protested.
'‘Exactly now,' the other man drawled.

'‘Bryna, Raff Gallagher. Raff, Bryna Fairchild,’ GCbunade the
introductions in a disgruntled voice. 'A friend mine," he told the
other man pointedly.

'I'm glad to meet you, Miss Fairchild." The man,onantil that

moment had only been a dark blue tailored suit,celudd see out of
the corner of her eye, and a rasping voice, lowaregelf into the
chair beside her.



For some reason just the sound of his voice asuhéncon their
conversation had made her reluctant to look attdefore, and as she
glanced at him now she knew the reason why; it ilkasthe moon
eclipsing the sun. Court was the sun, open andmpkcated, and
Raff Gallagher was the moon, dark with secretiveatlie he allowed
no one to enter.

She told herself she was being imaginative, andpyating grey
eyes seemed to look into her very soul and sethalwas Bryna
Fairchild.

Raff couldn't be called handsome, his features wererugged for
that, and yet he had something else that was ewea affective, a
compelling quality that overshadowed and obliteta¢®ery other
man but him.

He appeared to be the same age as Court, in bithidies, and yet
the years had left their mark in the cynical twasthis mouth, the
hardness of his eyes, and the grey wings of har each temple.

And from the moment she looked at him Court Stevsmased to be
anything but an attractively pleasant client.

‘Mr Gallagher,' she greeted him coolly.

'‘Please call me Raff,’ he invited gruffly. 'l haseery intention of
calling you Bryna.'

Whether she liked it or not! she acknowledged rief®f course she
realised who he was now; anyone who was in busiardshadn't
heard of Raff Gallagher was either a fool or doonaefhil. And she
hoped she was neither of those things. This manWi@as, anything
he touched, from property to industry, turning tidg

'Raff, why don't you get lost?' Court invited iafily. 'Bryna and |
have some business to discuss. Not that sort aidsss you fool,' he



admonished as the other man raised disbelievinggi Bryna's
direction. 'Bryna runs the Fairchild Agency.'

The dark brow cleared. 'lI've heard of it,’” Raffvded, turning to
Bryna. 'l apologise for the assumption | made nast.'

Being a model, Bryna had received her fair sharénsiilts over
erroneous assumptions of what her profession dgteatailed, but
never before had a man presuntlealt about her without knowing a
thing about her!

She turned to Court Stevens with frosty eyesallyalo have to go,'
she snapped. 'Perhaps you could give me a callwandould get
together to discuss this another time." She wabaimyg walking
away from a contract that could mean even biggeggfor her
agency if Court Stevens was pleased with the whogly did for him
this time, but she wasn't going to stay around laadnsulted by a
man who acted as if he owned half of London— armdbaiply did!

‘Now look what you've done!" Court turned accusygs on the other
man. 'Will you just get out of here?'

It was testament to how deep the friendship wasdmt the two men
that Raff Gallagher didn't take exception to the/Waurt had been
trying to get rid of him ever since he had intetagpthem. But at that
moment Bryna was too angry to care how close tloenten were, as
she stood up to leave.

'Please stay, Miss Fairchild,’ Raff Gallagher desthvds he stood up,
the formality deliberate, she was sure. 'And ple&sept my apology
for interrupting the two of you. Game of golf tommw, Court?’

'OK," Court sighed unenthusiastically. 'But youstarting with a
handicap.'



'‘Don't | always,' the other man mocked. 'Miss Hald;' he nodded
dismissively before strolling across the restaut@jain two men at a
table who had obviously been waiting for him.

'He always wins, too,' muttered Court. 'Sit downyria. Please,' he
persuaded.

She did so slowly, pointedly turning her chair lsattshe didn't have
to look at Raff Gallagher.

‘We became friends in our first week of boardingost after he
bowled me out at cricket and | hit him with my &t bat in the
changing room,' Court sighed. 'l broke his nose."'

Bryna had noticed that slight bump on the hawkhkse, laughing
softly now as she envisaged the two little boysigtpat each other
across a cricket bat, both taking their aggresatdrmeing away from
home out on the other. 'Stranger meetings havedjost as strong
a friendship, I'm sure,' she teased.

Court smiled, his eyes brimming with laughterw#tsn't the fight that
caused the friendship," he assured her. 'Whahdidias the fact that
Raff told everyone he'd fallen over and hit hisend$ he hadn't |
would have been expelled in my first week of school

Two little boys who had bonded a lifetime friengshthrough
resentment and pain. Maybe Raff Gallagher did haeene
redeeming qualities after all. One just had tod®gp to find them!

She made a point of not looking his way as sheGamdt got down to

the serious business of discussing the models. fwless, she was
aware of the exact moment Raff Gallagher stoodwgpproach their
table before leaving.



Grey eyes delved into her soul a second time. ['\Wet again, Miss
Fairchild," he murmured as he bent over the hanubkdifted to his
mouth, his lips cool and yet moist.

'‘Give me a chance, Raff!' Court complained.

His friend chuckled huskily. 'The choice will beyBa's," he said
softly, meeting her gaze once again with compelimegnsity before
taking his leave.

'It's a no contest,' groaned Court resignedhalitays is.'

'l can assure you Mr Gallagher holds no interestnie,” Bryna
dismissed primly.

When she got back to her office a box containismgle red rose lay
on her desk. There was no card with it, but sheggebthat it wasn't
from Court; he was the type of man who would signname with a

flourish to the accompanying card if he found a \manattractive

enough to send her flowers.

Half an hour later two more roses arrived, halfrar after that
another three, then another three, and anothee,thuatil by
four-thirty she had the round dozen.

Her secretary/receptionist, Gilly, was agog to knehwo had sent
them. When the man himself arrived at five o'cloekther woman
was in any doubt as to who the sender had been.n\{Redf
courteously invited Bryna out to dinner she hadatitessly
accepted, her earlier antagonism forgotten; shenbadr met anyone
quite like this man before.

She still hadn't met anyone like him, and even wiewas long gone
from her life, she knew she would never meet anyieehim again.



CHAPTER TWO

'KATE tells me the two of you had lunch together todBRgff said
enquiringly as he sat down opposite her.

Bryna met his gaze guardedly, her heart skippsgsual beat as she
looked at him, still affected, even after six mantf knowing him
intimately, by that compelling power that surrouddem. Tonight,
dressed in black evening suit and snowy white diereppeared even
more devastating than usual.

‘That's right, we did," she confirmed coolly, wondg where the
conversation was leading to.

Raff gave an inclination of his head, his mouthsted into a rueful
smile. 'She seems slightly annoyed with you.'

She and Kate had parted a little stiffly outside tkstaurant, the
younger girl seeming to blame Bryna for the faat ther father hadn't
fallen in love with her!

Bryna shrugged. 'She hoped | would talk to you &beu moving in
with Brenda next term,' she told him truthfully.

His eyes became suddenly flinty. 'And what did yeluher?'

She maintained her calm poise in the face of hvsools displeasure.
‘What do you think | told her?' she drawled.

Raff relaxed slightly, his long length stretched comfortably in the
armchair. 'l think you agree with me, that yourdylas notthe choice
of flatmate | want for Kate.'

And what Raff wanted he invariably got, Bryna hadrfd these last
months. She was a prime example of that, in thelfaasng been able
to freeze off even the most ardent of men, andlgetand Raff had



been lovers within days of their meeting. And faonfi feeling
inadequate as she had always imagined she wouddhat felt
complete for the first time in her life! It had lvethe same every time
they made love.

'‘Perhaps not Brenda," she agreed. 'But | think iKatketermined to
get a place of her own, and she is over eighteen --

'l think | know what's best for my children, Bryhde bit out
cuttingly, standing up abruptly. 'We should be gomow,' he added
curtly. 'At the moment we're politely late, anyeiaand we may as
well not bother!

Despite the fact that the dig about their lateness aimed at her she
wanted to say 'then let's not bother!" She wanebet in his arms
tonight, close to him in the only way he allowed/amoman to be
close to him. She had long ago ceased to be updbelbway he cut
her out of showing any interest in his childrercgvaties; it was far
from the first time he had done so. To her it dyved to emphasise
the transient role she played in his life.

And because of the child she herself carried iniele she didn't
suggest they miss the party, but slipped her antogihe coat he held
out for her, the suede soft and supple againgiday. T'm sure Court
won't mind our tardiness,' she shrugged lightly.

She wished he would smile, because it completalysfiormed his
face when he did, alleviating some of the harshriesding warmth
to eyes the colour of slate, the harshness of lbistimsoftening as
deep grooves were etched into the leanness ohhieks.

Instead he nodded tersely. ‘After all these yeansriChas come to
expect my rudeness,' he said drily. 'l wouldn't iandisappoint
him!'



The two men were still the unlikeliest couple tavdndound such an
enduring friendship that Bryna had ever met, Rafh hard where
Court was gentle, Raff blunt to the point of rudeswhere Court was
always kind. Bryna had even wondered, when loviadf Rurt too
badly, why it couldn't have been Court she felowe with that day.
But she hadn't, and so the two of them had becademds instead.

‘What did the doctor say?'

Her smile faded as she looked up at Raff with Is@reyes. 'Sorry?'
she frowned, her hands shaking slightly as she In@lccoat around
her as they braved the icy-cold early December svtodjo out to the
waiting Jaguar, the sudden chill not leaving helybeven as Raff
turned on the ignition and the burst of warm diedi the interior.

‘You told me last night that the doctor was gomtgtl you the results
of your tests today,’ he explained raspingly. 'Yadid keep the
appointment, didn't you?' The lights on the dashbdlminated his
frown.

‘Yes, of course.' Bryna huddled down into the cadfaher coat, the
chill seeming to have permeated her bones.

She inwardly bemoaned the fact that the intimadheif relationship
told Raff without words exactly when her body haded her. She
had assured him that it occasionally happenedyadh he had been
aware that it never had in their previous four rhsrtbgether. When
it happened again he had been the one to urge kkensult a doctor.

'I'm anaemic, that's all,’ she evaded. 'lt can haed effect. The
doctor has given me some vitamins,' she addedtitlyth

Raff gave her a probing look. "You do look a lipigle," he conceded.

She looked pale because she was still sufferingp fitee shock of
knowing she was pregnant; even the call to hempstelling them



she would be home for the weekend hadn't madedine $he carried
seem more real to her. She was sure there woultside signs of it
soon enough, but at the moment, with her bodysstillender, and no
ill- effects such as morning sickness to cope vstie couldn't help
guestioning the accuracy of the doctor's diagnosis.

Except that she felt different emotionally, filledth a tranquillity
and inner peace she had thought never to know.rN&tmstinct had
previously only been an expression to her, but sba/knew exactly
what it was, the completely unselfish love for afam being you just
knew was inside you despite there being no visible sigh its
existence.

‘Warmer now?' Raff cut in on her musings. 'You sesnhttle
distracted this evening,' he frowned as she rajsedtioning brows.
‘You shivered earlier, | wondered if you were warnmew,"' he
explained.

'Fine,' she gave him a dreamy smile. 'Isn't iveelp evening?'

'It's been raining most of the day and they foreske®t for tonight,’
he drawled derisively.

Bryna blushed self-consciously. 'l happen to lik®f she defended,
her golden bubble firmly burst.

'And sleet?' Raff arched dark brows.

She realised it was ridiculous to expect Raff Gdikx to act like a
giddy lover, but sometimes she wished he wasnteca controlled
and cynical all the time. It would be nice to soimets relax with him
completely and show him how much she cared.

But it was impossible with a man as armoured agaims softer
feelings as Raff was, and she knew it was onlycthiel she carried
inside her that made her hunger for that closeness



'‘No," she conceded ruefully. 'But maybe this badther is an
indication that we're going to have a white Chrasrthis year.'

‘And then you wouldn't be able to get to your pta'emouse for the
holiday,' he rasped.

'No." She was tempted to tell him she wouldn't gathdt too much as
she was going home this weekend anyway, but onvlasi to a party
didn't seem the appropriate time to tell him that.

'Of course you're welcome to spend Christmas wathf @nything
goes wrong with your plans,' he invited smoothly.

If he had issued that invitation a few weeks agowbuld have been
tempted to accept no matter how out of place shatféhe time, but
he hadn't suggested it before, neither had he shamwnsign of

displeasure that they wouldn't be spending thedhglitogether. 'l

don't think so, thank you,' she refused lighthyri€tmas is a time for
families, isn't it?'

His jaw tightened. 'Yes, | suppose so.'

The drive from Raff's house to Court's apartmerd avahort one, and
Bryna was relieved to escape the suddenly icy gthvere that had
developed in the car after her refusal. She diah@tv what Raff was

so annoyed about—his invitation had lacked wartatbay the least!

And it was also a little late in coming, when hesknshe had made
her plans weeks ago.

‘My favourite lady! Court greeted her warmly a®i@s they were
admitted to his apartment, kissing her lightly ba lips as he took her
coat himself. 'l thought you were never going tolgee,' he grinned
at her. 'lt's Raff's fault you're late, of course -

'Of course,' the other man drawled coolly.



'Only because you knew the sole reason | arrarfyedparty at all
was so that | could ask Bryna to dance and holdrhery arms for a
while!" Court challenged firmly. 'Bryna?’

'I'd love to dance,' she accepted laughingly. Thwnde of Court's
apartment was completely cleared of furniture, zedcor so couples
moving sensuously together in there to the souraroimantic love
song.

"You look lovely tonight.' Court looked down at regrpreciatively.

Raff had told her the same thing earlier aboutpthgle dress that
made her eyes appear the same colour, but somelmwt'sC
compliment seemed less perfunctory. Or maybe tdorsigh was just
looking for faults in her relationship with Rafhe pity of it was it
was so easy to find them!

Court looked at her searchingly. 'There's a sogl@iv to you ... Oh
God, | haven't stepped in with my size tens, h&véé groaned as a
blush darkened her cheeks.

'‘Raff and | came straight here, if that's what yoean,' she told him.
'I'm afraid it wasmy fault we got here late; | arrived late at Raff's
Because of the telephone call to her parents, ldththem
concerned—if delighted!—at her sudden need to gomehdor the
weekend. It had taken her some time to convincen ttieat nothing
had gone drastically wrong in her life to warrdre visit.

Court shook his head. 'I'm surprised Raff hashtyou you work too
hard.’

'He has,' she smiled. 'But as he wouldn't tolers&ference in his
business neither will I!'



His friend chuckled softly. 'No wonder he finds ysmfascinating; all
his other women were quite willing to forgo thewmplans to pander
to his whims!'

'l sometimes wonder if you two love or hate eadtedt she mocked.

'‘Love, of course,’ Court drawled. 'Although if l@okould Kill I'd be
dead now!" he groaned as he glanced over Brynatdddr. ‘Unless
it's you he's upset at? Maybe he really didn't ik@r being late
earlier.'

He hadn't seemed too worried at the time, but fioenway he was
glaring at the two of them now something had upsat Perhaps he
was still annoyed about Christmas?

He stood beside the bar in the adjoining diningenmp a drink
remaining untouched in his hand as Rosemary Clatdrer best to
attract him to her fiery-haired beauty. For all tiegice Raff took of
her she might not have been wearing the most lotvgown Bryna
had ever seen, or been wearing that look of opeitation on her
beautiful face. Raff's gaze was fixed on Court &ngna as they
moved slowly to the music.

Maybe he really was angry about her refusal to @@hristmas with
him and Kate and Paul, but with Christmas only tweeks away he
had left the invitation late enough!

She smiled at Court. 'No, | think it's you he'srgngith," she teased
him.

‘Well, | did beat him at golf today . . .I"

‘You didn't!" she laughed disbelievingly; Court Heeen trying to win
a round of golf against Raff ever since she hadnumnthe two of
them.



'l did,’ Court grinned triumphantly. 'Of course mgd didn't seem to
be altogether on the game,’ he admitted with sa@hetance. 'But
who's to say | haven't always lost in the past beeaf pressures of
work?'

'l didn't think Raff had any pressures of work ndsryna frowned.
Raff had employed a very capable assistant fourtimsoago, and
while she might not like Stuart Hillier very mucand found his
smooth charm more than a little overpowering, stexnkhe was good
at his job, and that he had taken over a lot ofptessure of the
solitary reign over his business empire that Raffl Ipreviously
refused to relinquish. Everything had seemed tgdieg so smoothly
in that direction the last four months.

Court shrugged. 'How should | know how well it rI9sn't going? He
never discusses business with me. Maybe it wagsihbss worrying
him at all, but he certainly had something on hilsdn

Her, and the fact that, despite their agreementihan the affair was
over for one, or both, of them, they would admétthonestly, Raff
seemed to be having trouble breaking the newsrtdveeybe he did
care for her in his own distant way and didn't wanhurt her. He
might even have guessed at some of the love sherfélim. But she
was soon going to have to decide if she walked dveag him with
some of her pride intact, or if she waited the stiore until he ended
things once and for all.

‘Hey, have | said something | shouldn't?' Courivited down at her
concernedly.

Bryna shook off her mood of depression, knowinghael only

confirmed for her what she already knew, smilinghuty to dispel

his concern. 'Shall we go and join him before Rasgnalls out of

her dress completely?' she suggested drily as tlecngame to an
end.



Court groaned. 'I'm afraid she had herself linecasimext in line to
share his bed before he met you.'

And like a vulture the other woman was now circlingiting for the
affair to end, trying to give it a helping handstie could! And she
was certainly going all out to do that at the motmen

From the first Bryna had found the world of cynmisitchiness, and
self that Raff inhabited a little overwhelming, hadtigh she was
hardened to a certain degree herself from her yamra top-class
model. But almost every woman she met clearly &t Bnd Raff,
know that they wanted him too, only the fact that dhowed no
Interest in returning their attraction giving hendort during the last
months.

Until now. Raff had ceased to look bored by Rosertidrater, in fact
as Court and Bryna moved to join the other coupléeld the other
woman on to the dance floor, seeming to enjoy thg her body
instantly melded to every contour of his.

'‘She can only cause trouble if you let her,” Camdke quietly at
Bryna's side, also watching the other couple wétrowed eyes.

Bryna turned to him with a grateful smile. 'Thendn't let her.'
He raised blond brows. 'Is it as easy to dismigh&s"

Easy? Shéatedthe way the other woman moved against Raff wi
deliberate seductiveness, but what could she databwhen Raff
was enjoying it? She wasn't a fool, to make a sedoeit what was,
for all the sensuousness of movement, just a dateeknew that
would be the surest way to drive Raff away from. Hée hated
scenes—he had once told her his wife had causedladdefore the
two of them decided to live together but go thejparate ways, to
have their own lovers.



‘No, it isn't easy,' she gave Court a tight srmiléhy don't we go
through and help ourselves to some of that loveppsr you've laid
out in the other room?' It was almost ten o'clactt she hadn't eaten
anything since lunchtime. So much for the doctoosfidence that
she would maintain a healthy diet!

'Is everything okay between you and Raff?' Coueddyer curiously
as she nibbled uninterestedly on a sandwich.

Her eyes were overbright as she looked up at hifine"Queen is
dead. Long live the Queen.™ She looked pointedlyRasemary
Chater as she said the latter, too numb to evemdsoitier.

Court looked much older when the boyish humour idedédnis face.
‘Are you sure?'

Her heart was breaking, the tears threatening soacke down her
cheeks—and she was incongruously trying to work loaw she
could bite into the cold chicken leg she held im hand, without
choking on it! 'Have you ever known him to behake thatin front
of me before?' She felt sick as she watched Ratlauagainst the
other woman's silky throat.

'Hell!"" muttered Court furiously as he followed rstricken gaze. 'I'll
go and break them up --'

'‘No." Her hand on his arm stopped him. '"Would yleage just get my
coat and call a taxi to take me home?'

'I'll take you-—'

‘This is your party, Court,’ she reminded him hlyskio longer able
to look at Raff with the other woman. "The hostudta't walk out on
his guests.' She tried to sound teasing, but todisgnay she just
sounded forlorn.



Court's mouth tightened. 'None of this lot caresualihat, half of
them wouldn't even know I'd gone!'

'I'd really rather go on my own, thank you,' shieised as gently as
she could, sure that if she didn't get out of ls&x@ she was going to
make an absolute fool of herself.

Court looked as if he were about to argue agaihth®ipleading in
her eyes silenced him. Bryna kept her face avdrtad the couple
dancing as she and Court moved through to the resgiraall to
collect her coat.

Raff had done to her what they had always agreaddntt happen,
publicly humiliated her by turning to another wonvaimen the two of
them had arrived here together.

Court put his hands warmly on her shoulders asangedo stand in
front of her after helping her on with her coat.ybu ever need a
shoulder to cry on . . ." he told her affectionatel

'l know | can call you,' she gave him a wan smieu --'

‘Where do you think you're going?' rasped a hamsicevBryna
recognised only too well.

She took a second to regain control before turnondgace Raff,
blinking a little uncertainly as she saw the fulsiaing in the depths
of his eyes. 'l was just about to leave --'

Cool grey eyes turned to Court. "You too?' Rafiohit coldly.

Court met the challenge in his friend's gaze udfingly. 'l wanted
to go with her, but Bryna insisted | stay here.'

Raff's mouth twisted. 'Running out on me, Bryna&?tdunted.



'‘Good God, man, what did you expect her to do?'rCexploded.
‘Tap you on the shoulder while you were making lmvBosemary to
tell you she was leaving!

'l wasn't making love to her, damn it,” Raff groumat, his hands
clenched into fists at his sides.

‘Then you were doing a good job of acting as if yase!" his friend
accused heatedly.

Grey eyes flickered coldly. 'Bryna?'

She swallowed hard, not enjoying being the bonemitention
between the two friends. 'l really think it would best if | left --'

‘Then I'm coming with you,' rasped Raff.

'—and you stayed,' she finished dully. "There'pamt in our both
ruining our evening. "The night is still young,"daall that,' she added
brittlely.

Raff strode purposefully across to grasp her artmsrhand. 'l said
I'm coming with you!'

‘Maybe she doesn't want to go with you?' Courthaid caustically.
His mouth tightened. 'She came with me, she'lldeaih me.'

Bryna frowned up at him. Why was he doing this? I@o'ti he see
this was a perfect way out for him, why drag oudittlparting any
longer than they had to? But she could see bynhexibility of his
jaw that he was determined to leave with her.



‘Thank you, Court,’' she squeezed his arm reassyriRgff will take
me home.'

'I'll call you tomorrow,' Raff told the other managjngly.

'‘Make sure that you do, and that it's nice andye@therwise I'll be
the one to call you,' Court warned in a controllecte.

The heating system in the Jaguar was blasting ougin, and yet
Bryna still felt cold. Why was Raff continuing withis? Unless he
was going to tell her now that they were finishé®?if she didn't
already know that!

He accompanied her up to her apartment, neitheherh having
spoken a word since they left Court's home, Rafffgession harshly
forbidding each time she had dared a glance idinestion.

She turned to him once she had unlocked her dobdon't think
there's any point in your coming in --'

'‘Of course I'm coming in, Bryna,' his voice was Kilyssoft, as he
pushed the door open for her to precede him insiakeclosed the
door firmly behind him.

Bryna felt nervous in his company, as if this werer first date and
they were only a couple of inexperienced teenagees, hands
shaking slightly as she faced him across the loutrygessemary will
be waiting for you ---'

'‘No one is waiting for me," he told her gruffly iselessly crossing the
lounge to stand in front of her. 'It's you | waBtyna.'

Her eyes were wide with disbelief. ‘No—you can'tme-'

'l need your fire and passion tonight, Bryna,' heaged as his head
lowered to hers.



'But earlier --'

'l was angry,' he dismissed. 'But I'm not angry amgye. Now | just
want to feel your silken legs wrapped about me evhidury myself in
you!'

Their lovemaking was always different, sometimesce, sometimes
gentle, sometimes so slow it drove the two of thesane, other
times fiercely out of control. And tonight she kn&aff wanted it to

be the latter, for both of them to be mindlessst la their passion for
each other. And she wasn't sure, after what hapemegul earlier, that
she could give him the response he seemed to need.

She swallowed hard. 'Raff, | don't know if | camlan't --'

'Of course you can.' He melded his body against, Imeoving against
her provocatively.

Yes, she could, because this would be their fate®be couldn't go
through the pain he had made her endure earlien,agad so they
would have this one last night together and thewsbuld tell him it
was over between them.

‘All right, Raff,' her arms curved up about his kexs she relaxed
against him, 'make love to me.'

Asking Raff to make love to her was like standinghe way of a
tidal wave, knowing it would knock her completefyloer feet, cloud
her brain until she couldn't think or feel anythimgf him!

He was a man who rarely, if ever, lost control, @ridok her breath
away when he began to throw off their clothes ay #tood together
in her lounge. Usually they both had a leisurelgvedr, either apart
or together, and then they would go to bed togetBlee had never
known this wildness from him before.



But if he felt differently about their lovemakingrtight so did she, the
child inside her, and the knowledge that this wdaddheir last time
together, making her own responses as wild as his.

He had a magnificent body, strong and lithe, witlh an ounce of
superfluous flesh anywhere. And as he strippedhaflast of his
clothing Bryna was able to see he was already aribysed.

His hands entangled in her hair as he kissed heplgeand she
squirmed with delight as one of those hands mowedp the fullness
of one of her breasts. She had wondered at theased sensitivity of
her breasts in recent weeks, but now she knew erg making
ready for her baby, and as Raff's dark head mowachdo allow him
to capture one aching nipple into the moist cawdrhis mouth she
felt as if her child already suckled there.

But the flicking of his tongue and the sharp stipis teeth were not
the movements of a child nourishing, and her lagskled weakly
beneath her, drawing the two of them down on tactrpeted floor.

‘Don't move,' Raff instructed gruffly as she wobale caressed him.

What followed was the most erotic and tortuous e@epee of her

entire life. Raff kissed her from the top of heati¢o the soles of her
feet, discovering pleasure spots that took hemagad again to the
edge of the sensual abyss he refused to let her, @hivays drawing

her back before she could attain release.

Finally she could stand no more, moving above litake thenboth
over the edge as she moved her body in rhythm ighher nipples
knowing the tug of his teeth as she bent above him.

The explosion inside her was greater than anytsimg had ever
known before, and for a brief moment she felt bieeds enshroud
her, still feeling dizzy as Raff stood up to cangr through to her
bedroom.



That was for us,' he murmured as he gently laidlbem between the
covers. 'Now this is for you.'

She had barely recovered from the previous onstaugbn she felt
him intent on arousing her a second time.

He was trying to drive her insane, she decided tamgiater, her body
writhing and sweat- dampened as she silently beggado release
her from the tortuous frenzy he remorselessly diwreto.

He poised above her, his expression fieddew do you believe |
want you?' he rasped.

'Yes,' she almost sobbed. 'But pleaskease,Raff,’ she let out a
shuddering breath of need.

She-had been made for him, she decided for whatthdze the
hundredth time, knowing even as the silken lendttim thrust
inside her that he would fit perfectly, that he ays had.

And then she couldn't think at all, her hips arghto meet his
throbbing rhythm, groaning her own shuddering 1sdeat the exact
moment she felt his warmth inside her.

As partings went, it had to be one of the most -sbalktering on
record!

Raff was already in the bathroom showering andislgavhen Bryna
woke the next morning, falling back against thdopis with a
relieved groan as she realised it was Saturdayhandlight wasn't
scheduled until later that morning.

Last night had been frightening in its intensitgfRaking her once
more before he allowed her to sleep, and her egliyf that of the



almost unconscious, and this morning her body abtoed the force
of those fierce caresses.

Last night they had been closer than ever before Bayna dreaded
having to tell Raff she thought it best if theylicsee each other any
more. But what real choice did she have?

He was smiling when he came out of the bathrooeshiy shaved,
wearing only the black trousers to his suit, altffothey were a little
creased from where they had been left forgottetherlounge floor
all night. His chest was bare and golden, the Harnkthere sprinkled
even more liberally with grey than at his temples.

He sat on the side of the bed, smoothing backdeegold tangle of
hair. 'l thought you were going to sleep all dag,teased indulgently.

She longed to turn her face into that hand, to ehdisses over his
palm, to tell him how much she loved him, of hidla¢hhat she
carried inside her. Instead she drew back from RAim. going up to
Scotland today to stay the rest of the weekendmitiparents.' It was
an effort to keep her gaze on a level with him whendarkened
angrily. 'l think we should take that time to adcépat it's over
between us,' she added in a rush of emotion.

Raff drew in a harsh breath, his hand dropping batks side. 'What
do you mean, it's over?' he rasped abruptly.

Bryna sighed. 'We've both known it for weeks, Rali, why fool
ourselves any longer?'

He stood up forcefully, grey eyes blazing. 'Whehydiu decide this?'
he demanded.

She shrugged, sitting up against the pillows. 'teaised for some
time --'



'I meant, when did you decide to visit your parehtte ground out. 'l
telephoned them yesterday afternoon and made téueg@ments --'

'So you knew when we met to go out last night@ddwsed.
She blinked. 'Yes. But --'

‘Then what was last night all about?' His voicesrasgrily.
Bryna swallowed hard. 'Goodbye?'

'‘Good—7?' His face darkened thunderously as he grhhbld of her
arms and pulled her up to him so that her faceam@isinches away
from him. 'Look at me and tell me you don't want amy more,' he
ordered harshly.

For the sake of her pride she had to do it; shevigitee would never
be able to face their child if she allowed theifatienship to
deteriorate to the stage where they were no loageal but she was
just someone Raff came to when he wanted a willoghan in his
arms. She met his gaze steadily. 'l no longer waunf she lied.

‘Damn you!" he grated forcefully, releasing hersaddenly she fell
back on the pillows, watching numbly as he pulledhis clothes.
'‘Damn you," he said again before slamming out @fgbartment.

With a shuddering sob Bryna's body began to heaxacking waves
of agony.



CHAPTER THREE

'‘ARE you sure, darling?' her mother choked through tears of
happiness. 'The doctors seemed so sure --'

'Mine is just as sure I'm pregnant,’ Bryna told laeighingly. Her

parents' reaction to her news, the one she haccexp&om them,

had been pure joy! At last she had been able ltadaleone, and the
happiness of sharing her child with them was a#l kad thought it
would be.

'It's just so incredible!" Her father hugged hears in his own deep
blue eyes. He was tall and muscular, with hair ted grey now but
that had once been the same colour as Bryna's.

'l know,' she laughed again. 'Yesterday | was tstdlshocked by the
news to be able to take it in myself, but befoleft this morning |
called my doctor and asked him if he could be alist} certain |
was pregnant. | mean, he knows my medical histeryell as | do!
But he's almost certain the doctors told you theass always the
possibility | could conceive, even if that posstigilwas a remote
one.' She looked at them questioningly.

Her mother frowned thoughtfully. 'They seemed pretnvinced
you wouldn't’

‘Well, he also said that they know more nowadaga they did then,
and that perhaps they really did believe | couldoriceive. But they
were wrong,' she told them happily. 'Because myatadso told me
| should start thinking of names!

'‘Oh, darling!" Her mother was crying in earnest nemall and dark,
with a plump figure Bryna's father had always nmamed was
cuddly!



Bryna had only arrived half an hour earlier, bué $tad been too
excited to contain her news until after they hddeaten. She came
home to see her parents regularly in the home ati&kinown all her
life. Her father owned and ran a ski-school in tlogely part of
north-east Scotland.

'‘No more tears,' she instructed briskly, her fdogving. ‘Let's have
dinner before it spoils.'

'We should have some wine to celebrate,’ her fattemided,
hesitating suddenly. ‘Can you drink wine?' he askeausly.

'‘One glass occasionally,' she nodded, smiling. 'Atlink this is
definitely an "occasion"!'

By the time they were halfway through the meal fegher was
discussing which schools her unborn child shoulehalt Bryna just
smiled at him indulgently, knowing how much he wagoying
himself in his role of grandfather.

'‘Really, James,' her mother admonished lightlyatTill be for
Bryna and Mr Gallagher to decide.’

A shadow darkened Bryna's eyes to purple. 'Rafflard no longer
together,' she announced flatly.

She had told her parents all about Raff and thehgaplayed in her
life after their first week together, never havikgpt secrets from
them, and knowing they respected the fact thatvst®eold enough to
make her own decisions—and her own mistakes, i ivee

Her father frowned. 'I'm not old-fashioned enoughbtlieve, or
imply, that the two of you should get married bessawou're
pregnant, but surely he'll want to take some istarehis own child?'

it's my child, Dad --'



‘You haven't told him," he reproved gently, ishatta little selfish,
lass?'

She blushed. 'He already has two children, why Ishbe want
mine?'

'‘Because --'

‘Now, James, this isn't the night for an argumdras;' mother cut in
determinedly. 'I'm sure Bryna knows what she's gloin

‘But, Mary --'

'‘Not tonight, James!" her mother bit out, her brosyes flashing
warningly. She might be small and cuddly, but wiies occasion
warranted it she had a fiery temper that even tsb&énd was in awe
of!

Bryna gave a rueful smile, as her father, almostéviner mother's
size, subsided into silence.

She hadn't meant to cause any friction betweemparnts, but she
didn't want to talk of Raff this weekend, not wistre had managed to
avoid thinking of him since setting out for Scotlathis morning.

It was a pleasant evening for all of them, makitamg," laughingly

suggesting the most outrageous names they coulk ¢fi A boy's

name was already decided in her mind—Rafferty Jamksr its

father and grandfather, but a girl's name wadla hiarder to decide
upon. Maybe because she was already convincedashedcRaff's

son.

Once she was alone in the single bed in the roathid remained
hers, even though she had left so long ago, iinvpsssible to banish
Raff from her mind any longer, and she allowed thars of
desolation to fall unheeded down her heated cheeks.



Was he with Rosemary, or someone like her, tonfghting put from
his mind and his life the woman who had dared tbteeir affair?

God, how she would love his child, she vowed protely.

Home to her would always be Scotland, Bryna redltbe next day
as she trudged through the thick snow with heefatit the ski-lodge,
greeting several of the ski-instructors by namehay entered the
building, most of them having been with her fatfugryears.

She had skied almost from the time she could waiki, she longed
now to join the skiers on the white slopes. Butwbeldn't selfishly
risk her child no matter how she ached for thedose being on skis
gave her, having a feeling very much like flyingemtthe skis moved
beneath her and the wind whipped through her Admost like
making love to Raff. Almost . . .

'l hope you aren't even thinking about it,' raspebldly harsh voice
from behind her.

Bryna turned so suddenly the ground tipped onxits and the image
of Raff moved in and out of her focus until therasronly darkness.

When she returned to consciousness she found shé/mg on the
leather couch in her father's office.

Only her stricken gaze moved, her breath catcmragpained gasp as
she saw the man standing with his back to the r®he stared out of
the window at the mountains. He was dressed m@@atlg than she
had ever seen him before, in a thick black sweatdrfitted denims,
and yet she would know that thick dark hair anyweh#ne powerful
width of his shoulders, tapered waist, and stromngjis.



Raff really was here, and not a figment of her &mted imagination
after all!

She moved to sit up, and the movement attractefisRetfiention; his
narrowed grey eyes levelled on her. Bryna deterdiyneithstood
that censorious gaze. '‘My father?' she prompteapaigr

Raff's mouth twisted. 'He had to organise somersitructors,' he
dismissed. 'Once we'd established that you'd mefahyted he
seemed quite happy to leave you in my care.'

No doubt her father saw this as the ideal oppadruor her to tell
Raff about their baby! But she wasn't going to t&K& ou introduced
yourselves?' She swung her legs to the floor,ngittip properly
against the back of the sofa.

Raff turned to her fully, his hands thrust into éienims' pockets. 'It's
the usual practice when one man finds another nwdiniy his
unconscious daughter in his arms!' he scorned.

A blush darkened her cheeks. 'What are you doing?heshe
snapped, still feeling slightly light-headed.

''ve thought over what you said yesterday,' hd twér. 'And I've
decided | don'tvantto accept that it's over between the two of us.’

Bryna frowned warily at the silky softness of hemé. 'l told you, |
don't want you any more.'

'So you did," he nodded. '‘But | believe our childl want me," he
added harshly.

Bryna paled. 'What on earth are you talking abo8t®® stood up
agitatedly. '"What child?'

His eyes were steely. 'The one you're carrying.chiid.’



She regained enough control to be able to giveoanid laugh,
although his announcement had badly shaken rdan't know what
you're talking about——

'l called your doctor, Bryna,' Raff interrupted thpf'He confirmed
my suspicions.'

'l don't believe you,' she shook her head. 'A dodtesn't break a
patient's confidence, no matter what the provondtio

‘And I'm sure yours wouldn't have done so this tilnke hadn't
thought | was already aware of the fact that I'rmgdo be a father
again,' Raff ground out. 'l telephoned him and dske if he thought
your pregnancy was going well; he was only too papmssure me it
was,' he added hardly.

Bryna breathed hard in her agitation. 'What onhearade you call
him and ask him such a question in the first place?

His eyes narrowed. "You seem to have forgotten'trebeen a father
twice before, that | know the signs.’

'‘What signs?' she challenged.

He shrugged. 'Your extreme tiredness, a suddeiandio the smell
of fish. The fact that --'

‘Why didn't you ask me?' A deep blush darkenedcheeks. 'Why
call my doctor?'

'l just did ask you,' he rasped. 'You know the asrswgot!" he
scowled. 'l waited for you to tell me, Bryna, bastead you came up
here!'

‘Why on earth would you be interested in any pragpaf mine?'
Her agitation deepened.



Raff's eyes narrowed. "Why wouldn't 1?'

Her head went back in challenge. 'Maybe this bahi yours!" She
didn't care that she was admitting her pregnancyasking the
question; it was useless continuing to deny it whendoctor had
already assured him of its existence. It hadn'nes&urred to her
that because Raff had been through two pregnantiesis wife he
would know and recognise her own symptoms!

He relaxed slightly. 'l know that it is, Bryna,' teéd her quietly.

She gave a pained frown, swallowing hard. 'Whatydo intend
doing about it?'

‘What doyouintend doing about it?' he returned, silkily- soft

‘Me?' She gave him a startled look, anger darkemangexpression as
his meaning became clear. 'How dare you thinklthat

‘Bryna!' Her father burst into the room, looking loer anxiously.
‘Thank God you're all right!'

She gave him a reassuring smile as she squeezadisontrolling
her burning anger towards Raff with effort. 'I'mdi' she assured
him.

'She's just been working too hard,’ Raff cut in sthly, his brows
arching slightly as her father gave him a questigriook. 'I'll take
her for a walk out in the fresh air.'

‘Bryna?'

‘Maybe that would be a good idea, Dad.' She gaweathright smile,
her heart skipping a beat as Raff helped her om ket thick anorak
before taking his own leather jacket off the batker father's chair.
'It's a little warm in here,’ she excused lightly.



'I'll drive her back to the house afterwards.' Rafine dared either of
them to dispute his right to do that.

Bryna gave her father's arm another squeeze asdked at her
uncertainly. 'I'll see you lunch- time.'

'He knows, doesn't he,' Raff stated as they wadltdtie foot of the
panoramic mountains, dozens of skiers already esltipes.

She gave him a brief glance before again watchangdoting. 'They
both do," she nodded.

His eyes were steely. 'And yet your mother wastp@nough to me

when | called at the house, and your father dekeim too concerned
either. I'd want to kill any man who got Kate praghwhen they

weren't married!'

'‘My parents love me too,' she defended resentflliyey just know
I'm mature enough to handle this on my own.’

‘You haven't told me how you feel about "this"

yet,' Raff prompted drily. 'Although it's obviousi your reaction
earlier, and the fact that you've told your parghist you don't intend
having an abortion.’

'‘No, | don't,’ she snapped. 'Look, Raff, why shouldell you
anything?' She stopped to glare at him. 'l mearit\Wbaid yesterday;
it's over between us.’

His hands moved to tightly grip her arms. 'Ourcalkibesn't think so.’

'Raff, you already have two children, you don't chemine,' she
reasoned watrily.



‘Do you want this child?' He shook her none too tlgeris
expression fierce.

'Yes!' she shouted at him, tears glistening indaekened eyes.
‘Well, so do I," he told her softly.

'‘But why?' She wrenched away from him. 'You canehekildren
with any woman, whereas | --'

'Yes?' he prompted harshly as she broke off alyruptl

She breathed deeply to calm herself. "This babying --'

'‘Ours,' he corrected abruptly. 'A sister or a beofor Kate and Paul.

She had never thought of it from quite that angéfe., she had
imagined her child looking like the attractive pdout never thought
that her child would have them as a sister anchbrot

But as she did realise it she also recognisedéiliatr of them was
old enough to be the parent of her baby. Raffldn'twant another
baby around him at this stage in his life, justkege and Paul
wouldn't; he just didn't like to be thwarted.

‘That changes nothing," she dismissed. 'And | wodukdop either of
them seeing the baby if they wanted to.'

'‘And what about me?' snapped Raff. 'When wouldtItgesee my
child—once a month, two weeks in the summer, andrrate
Christmases if I'm lucky?' His disgust with thatamgement was
obvious!

'‘Our lawyers could work something out——



‘They won't "work anything out" because no matteatother plans
you may have made you're going to marry me!'

Raff could be arrogant, domineering, even downrigireasonable,
but Bryna had never seen him actually lose his &ngmough to
shout before; his anger was usually cold and ctettoBut he was
shouting now, and Bryna flinched in surprise. '@ yeally want to
start another marriage with a child born only simmhs after the
wedding day?' she reasoned gently.

On one of the warm summer evenings they had spgather in her
bed Raff had told her that the reason he and Joadymarried so
young was because Josey was already pregnant autraPthe time.
They were in love, had taken risks, and they had fm it with a
teenage marriage that could have succeeded debpiteand yet
somehow hadn't. She was sure Raff couldn't wagpeat of that.

His mouth twisted. 'It seems I'm destined to getwies that way,'
he derided. 'God, Bryna, there's no comparison!diseissed
impatiently.

'I'm thirty-nine now, not eighteen. And you aredigma child either!"
She shook her head slowly, 'l don't want to maay.y

'‘Because you no longer want me physically?' His eyere narrowed
to steely slits.

She looked at him unflinchingly. 'That's right.'

A nerve pulsed in his cheek. 'That's easily settla@n't touch you in
a physical way again.'

Bryna looked at him as if he had gone insane tgfibre her eyes,
but she could tell by his set expression that hanmnevery word he
said. 'Easily settled? Could he really stand tlzem@ decide in that



calm way that he no longer desired her eitherzdénsed that he
could. And wasn't it what she had suspected i tieéationship the
last month or so? But for the sake of their ch#datas determined to
marry her, no matter what he had to do to getdvagtee. And much
as her parents loved her and would want to help dwerd any of
them defy one of the richest men in England, pdgshe world?
Where could she go that he wouldn't find her!

'l can't give you an answer now, Raff,’ she tola liemulously. 'l
need time to think.'

He looked pointedly at the flatness of her stomett would soon
swell with his child. "Time is something we dorévie too much of,'
he rasped.

Her eyes flashed. 'A few days isn't going to makat tmuch
difference!’

‘All right,' he gave an abrupt inclination of hisad. 'You have a few
days.'

And after that he would make the decision for herseemed to be
telling her without actually saying the words!

Bryna, of all people, knew how charming Raff coblel when he
chose to be, and over lunch with her parents hdedato be very
much, talking freely about their life together ioridon, answering
questions about Kate and Paul.

She knew her parents respected the fact that iheadecision what
the future held for her and her unborn child, iRaff solicitously
saw to her every need during the meal she coulditsm both
shooting her questioning looks as to wétyehad decided she and
Raff were 'no longer together'; it was obvious frRaff's behaviour
that it hadn't been his decision to end things! Aed parents knew



that she loved him, that she would never have bedomlover if she
hadn't been in love with him from the first.

Their first evening together Raff had deliberate$t out to seduce
her, with an expensive dinner eaten by candleligithantic music
playing softly in the background, with a slate-efradf sitting across
from her. She hadn't wanted to be seduced, haddfdus
domineering attitude of earlier disquietening, eveshe couldn't
help but be attracted to him.

She had expected him to take her home by car fhmmnwdstaurant,
instead he had suggested picking his car up latenalking through
the park to her home. Her scepticism with this idemed to

enchantment as she realised that no mugger inghismind would

argue with Raff, and that the scent of early sumfiogrers was even
more heady than the wine they had consumed durgigrmeal.

The biggest surprise of the evening had come wleerefused her
invitation to come into her apartment for coffeed anstead gave her
a lingering goodnight kiss on her doorstep befaleng his leave.

That single kiss had been enough to tell her sleenaae attracted to
him than to any other man she had ever known.

When Court telephoned her the next day and inviezdut to dinner
with him that evening it wasn't too difficult tofuse him, knowing
she was keeping her evening free just in case d@dléfd. She knew
she was behaving like a teenager waiting for a fcath her first

boyfriend, but she couldn't help herself!

He didn't call, and she spent the evening washmalgdaying her hair
instead, cursing herself for turning down an iriota from such a
nice man as Court Stevens on the offchance that dike Raff
Gallagher might deign to call.



She was still angry with herself the next day, heod one of
snapping irritation. How could she have been sdildelas to have
been taken in by a man like Raff Gallagher! He paved his point,
that they had indeed 'met again’, and that likéhallother women in
his life she hadn't been able to resist him!

'Wishing that pencil were my neck?' drawled a goabnfident
voice.

Bryna looked up at Raff Gallagher with a start as $tood

unannounced in the doorway to her office; she wdde a word

with Gilly about this oversight laterafter she had evicted Raff
Gallagher from her office!

'l didn't think you were the violent type,' he edsdark brows as he
strolled fully into the room, closing the door $pthehind him.

She glanced down at the broken pencil in her hamitls some
surprise; she hadn't even realised she had snappedo. 'I'm not.'
She dropped the two halves of the pencil into thdobside her desk.
'l don't believe we have an appointment, Mr Gal&agiShe looked at
him with cool enquiry.

He bent his long length into the chair oppositesh&o you have any
coffee? I'm in need of waking up.'

Bryna's eyes flashed angrily. 'Then maybe you shbaVe stayed in
bed longer!" How dared he come here demandingiskéngn coffee
after spending the night with one of his women!

He leant his head back in the chair, closing hesdyriefly. 'l haven't
been to bed --'

‘Mr Gallagher --'



'l must be getting old,"' he drawled ruefully, sgtgening in his chair,
just that few seconds' relaxation with his eyese&tbseeming to have
revived him a little. 'A couple of years ago | wdilave been able to
take flying to the States, working through theireemg—our
night—and then flying back to England when my bass was
finished, without any ill-effects.' He shook hisade 'Now | just feel
exhausted.'

'‘Well, of course you do,' scolded Bryna, havintel®d in horror as
he related his gruelling schedule of the last tyotr hours; no

wonder he hadn't called her, he hadn't had time&l gtme knew how
shattering jet-lag could be too. "You'll kill yoets working that

hard!" She stood up to pour him a cup of coffeenftbe percolator
across the room.

He drank the strong black brew gratefully. 'l catidjive Court the

opportunity to move in on the woman | so badly wiantmyself,' he

said softly, watching her over the rim of his cugphe drank some
more coffee. 'Now could 1?' He looked at her warmly

A sophisticated lady, used to any amount of maén&on during her
years as a model, and she blushed! 'Maybe youdhawk taken the
time to telephone me before you left so that | kyew felt that way,'
she snapped.

His eyes narrowed. '‘Does that mean I'm too laté Gourt has called
you?'

Was this man ever too late, had any woman eveeddnm? Could
she? 'l think you should go home to bed now, and --'

'‘Come with me," he invited huskily, his tirednessnpletely gone
now.

Bryna swallowed hard at the directness of his aggro'And if you
still want to see me again you can call me lagke' finished firmly,



resisting with effort the temptation she had tdgme with him right
now. If he asked again she might not have residtetljnstead he
stood up to leave. Til call you later," he told Haoatily. She faced
him across the room; she hadn't returned to herostand her desk
after pouring him his coffee. 'Fine," she acknogtstl nervously.
Nervous? The woman who had been called icy andardiat
Incredible!

'‘Bryna,’ Raff murmured huskily before taking herhis arms and
kissing her lingeringly on the mouth. 'I'll defiely call you later,' he
told her ruefully as he straightened reluctanfiynd next time | have
to go away on business unexpectedly I'll make soadl and let you
know,' he promised softly.

Next time? Bryna pondered over the statement afirradon. He
seemed to be implying that their relationship wamg to be a
lengthy rather than short one, and knowing about Wwhat she did
she knew that any lengthy relationship she had Raff Gallagher
would have to be a physical one. And before shelsawagain she
would have to decide if that were what she wantigd kam.

If the romantic dinner and the moonlit stroll thgbuthe park had
come as a surprise to her two days ago when amabgeuch a
cynical man as Raff Gallagher, then spending tle@ieg at his home
with his two children came as even more of one!

Raff had telephoned just before she was due t@lrawoffice for the
day, something she was relieved about becauseigdhé tthink he
knew her home telephone number and so she haccbatamplating
sitting at her desk waiting for him to call. Evérit itook all night!

When he had invited her out to dinner but advised to dress
casually she still hadn't been alarmed. The suspicad only begun
when they turned into the long driveway to his hbme



Raff gave a derisive smile at her accusing loakidh't manage to get
to bed this afternoon,' he drawled. 'And the thaougfhsitting in a
restaurant and possibly falling asleep in the compaf the most
beautiful woman I've ever met is not somethindishg'

Her mouth quirked at his self-derision. 'Your regiigin would be
shot to pieces!" she acknowledged.

He raised dark brows. 'Don't believe everything yoear—or
read—about me,' he said drily, opening her car fladner.

She turned from admiring the Georgian-style hoitsated in Royal
Berkshire to smile at him. "You mean you don't klichampagne for
breakfast and wear silk pyjamas?' she mocked otieedrticles she
had once read about him, although the thoughteolatter against the
velvet hardness of his skin sent a shiver of pleadawn her spine.

‘No,' he grinned.
‘No to which one?' Bryna raised blonde brows cuslyu

‘No, | don't drink champagne for breakfast, andirdgn't wear any
sort of pyjamas. But I'm willing to reconsider first if you'll join me
one morning,"' he added huskily.

A bliish darkened her cheeks. 'Did you say somgthivout dinner . .
2

‘Coward!" he taunted as he clasped her arm lighthys hand as they
entered his home.

The presence in the lounge of the pretty dark-€ldagirl and a young
man as tall and dark as Raff, if not quite as miascuhat he
introduced as his children, Paul and Kate, insyaiatbk her aback.
She had thought Raff had brought her to his honmettie sole
purpose of trying to seduce her into his bed, angha glanced at him



she could tell by his expression that he had knexactly what she
had thought.

The fact that Kate and Paul obviously intended dpgnthe evening
at home with their father, no matter who he hadwitm, threw
Bryna into a state of nervous tension.

'Relax," Raff advised softly as he sat down belseteon the sofa after
handing her the glass of sherry she had asketgrchildren don't
bite!"

They didn't bite, but they were so forthright thegy made her more
uncomfortable than ever with the bluntness of thagstions.

At twenty Paul was very like Raff must have beethat age, and he
saw no reason to hide the fact that he found hetttesctive as he
presumed his father did!

Kate was more interested in discussing fashionk har, and she
grabbed on to the subject gratefully. Neverthelsiss,felt exhausted
by the time Paul left to return to his flat in to@nd Kate went up to
her room to listen to a new cassette she had babghtay.

'‘What did you think of them?' Raff arched mockingws as she
relaxed for what had to be the first time that ewgn

Bryna took her time answering, formulating her ammmnow that the
pressure was off her. His children—although thgesaprecluded
them actually being thatl—were both friendly and theout
affectation, and it was a reflection on their fativaith all the wealth
he had at his disposal and the fact that he had ds@gle parent for
the last ten years, that they had turned out @asand uncomplicated
as they were. It was obvious that he loved them warch, and that
the protective emotion was more than returned.



But she had found Kate's candour a little unnervamg Paul had
flirted with her endlessly.

Raff gave a brief laugh at her continued sileriEleey don't usually
have the effect of leaving people speechless!'ssarad her. 'Over
the years I've been told that they're brash, nndgjsitive, and spoilt
brats.'

'l don't agree with that,’ she instantly protestkdte is just brutally
honest, and Paul is—well, he's --'

'I'll talk to him tomorrow about his behaviour towda you tonight,’
rasped Raff, his mouth tight.

'‘Oh no," she protested again. 'He was only— ohly --

‘Trying to steal the woman | want." Raff drew hetasfminedly into
his arms. 'No one, least of all my twenty-year-agdn, takes
something | want away from me," he told her arrdigamefore his
head bent to hers.

Looking at him now, as he chatted amiably with parents, Bryna
couldn't help wondering what she thought she wasgdtyying to

refuse him something he wanted as badly as he sketmeant her
child!



CHAPTER FOUR
"YOU'RE very quiet.’

Bryna opened her eyes to look across the luxuthefpersonalised
jet Raff had insisted she join him on during hetume flight to
London. 'I'm just tired," she shook her head.

She wasn't just physically tired, but mentally t@iie had been
fighting a battle with herself all day, talking kelf in and out of
agreeing to marry Raff as he wanted her to do. Silehad no

solution to the question he demanded she answar soo

‘Just relax, Bryna,' he rasped. 'No one is goindotoe you into
anything.’

He never had forced her, and she had no doubbéhdiin't intend to
start now. He had nevaeededo use force with her, just as he hadn
that night they made love after she had remainedgn for the
twenty-four years of her life.

It had seemed strange spending the evening witthiidren on only

their second date, but neither they nor Raff haingel bothered by
the fact, and so she had told herself she didrét&igher. Despite her
protests that she could get a taxi home, becaubsadhéo be feeling
exhausted by now, Raff had insisted on drivinghimme himself.

She turned to him as he parked the car outsidageetment building.
'l won't invite you in because --'

'Invite me in, Bryna,' he urged huskily.

'—you're tired, and --' she broke off as she redlishat he had said.
‘You want to come in?' She blinked her surprise.

'‘More than anything,' he nodded, his expressianint



‘But you're tired, and --'
'‘Bryna, I'm wide awake, and | want you to invite ime

What could she say to a forceful request like ti&i@ shrugged her
shoulders. 'All right,’ she agreed a little dazediythat's what you
want ...'

It is," he said somewhat grimly, following herarthe building.

Bryna eyed him warily across the width of the & it ascended to
her floor, aware that the moment of truth had copmeker than she
had thought it would, the evening spent with hiddecbn having
lulled her into a false sense of security wherartben physical
relationship was concerned.

Raff was broodingly silent, filled with a tensiohlds own, and she
knew by just looking at him that he would nevertlsefor the
basically platonic relationships she had sharef thi¢ other men she
had dated over the years. As they entered herrmapartshe knew
now was the time to make up her mind what she wiaiinten him.

'‘What are you thinking about?'

Raff's harsh voice cut in on her memories, and agegn she opened
her eyes to look across the width of the planarat What do you
think?' she scorned irritably.

He gave an impatient sigh. 'l thought you weresteg until 1 saw
your eyes moving under your lids!" he bit out. "Wdother to fight it,
Bryna; you know you'll have to agree in the end.'

'Is that really the sort of marriage you want?' #éwed. "Two people
who don't love each other tied together becausa ohild they
accidentally created! Didn't the failure of yousstimarriage tell you
anything about that sort of arrangement?' she sdorn



‘My first marriage didn't fail,"” he snapped. 'Josewd | were too
young, too idealistic about our feelings, to suevall the pressures
we had put on us. But we did respect each other.'

‘But it wasn't enough, was it?' Bryna reasonedefioitty .

‘This time it will have to be,' he grated. 'Youlktak if your pregnancy
were my fault,’ he snapped. 'We may have creatgdctiild, Bryna,
but | don't believe it wamy"accident™.’

She felt her cheeks pale. 'l wondered when you avgat around to
blaming me --'

'I'm not blaming you for anything," he gave a wesigh. '‘But you did
tell me you would take care of birth control. I{jpsesumed that you
had.'

As she had presumed nature had done for her yefoseeb She had
seen no reason for either of them to use birthrobnthen there was
no possibility of her becoming pregnant, althougé kadn't chosen
to tell Raff that. 'l thought | had," she told hgruffly, not quite able
to meet his gaze.

He shrugged. 'Then you did what you could, and apgened
anyway.' He pushed away his seat-belt, crossingdbe to come
down on his haunches in front of her. 'Bryna, wddeen lovers for
six months, we aren't strangers who stumbled iatbtbgether, with
your pregnancy the result of that night. Would naaye to me really
be so terrible?' he encouraged, gently holdinghaeds within his
own.

She looked at him searchingly, wishing she coultlebe that a
marriage of necessity to him wouldn't be the niglrershe thought it
would be. Maybe if they were strangersauldhave worked, at least
then she wouldn't hunger for his love the way staxdw. But to live
in the same house with him, be married to him, lamawv she was



only the mother of his child, would be purgatorytdito be married
to him and have him make love to her out of dutyilddoe pure hell!
She couldn't win whatever she did, not now thaf Raéw about her
child.

Her head went back proudly. 'I've already told jfwat the only way
there wouldbea marriage is if we led separate lives.'

His expression darkened as he released her harsdsaighten and
drop into the seat beside her. 'l beliégaid separate beds, Bryna,' h
rasped. 'l have no intention of entering anotherriaige where we
each have our own sexual partners.’

The colour came and then went in her cheeks. WMaan't what |
meant at all,’ she gasped, the thought of him igavier in the
evenings to go to another woman making her feeAid yet he was
a sensual man; what else could she expect him tandthe
circumstances? 'l—I suppose | could learn to livinthe fact that
you—you have other women --'

'l couldn't accept your having other men," he gratéyou marry me
you'll occupy no one's bed but your own! And if’eefind out you've
broken that agreement our marriage will be at ash @md I'll do
everything in my power to get custody of my child.'

Bryna was very pale, not doubting for a moment betneant what
he said—or his ability to carry it out. It was oflgcause she was sc
aware of the power he wielded that she was eversidernng
agreeing to his proposal.

His eyes were narrowed grey slits. 'You can camywvorking, you
can hire a nanny to care for the child, you cawbat you damn well
please, but you won't give any other man what yenydne!'



He was like a child refusing to let anyone else piéh his toy even
though he didn't want it himself! Because that alashe would be if
she married him, a beautiful ornament for his home.

‘Can't you see that it wouldn't work, Raff?' shedmreasoning with
him.

'l would make sure that it did work," he told henogantly.

She sighed. 'I'm a person, Raff, with feelings gf @wn, not some
business deal you're putting together!

'I'm well aware of the fact that you have feelihgs,bit out. ‘Which is
why | offered you a normal marriage.'

So that she could be a charity case, with Raff nwkierfunctory
love to her so that she didn't need to go to othen! God, she
couldn't exist that way. 'The pregnancy is my peahbl Raff, why
don't you just let me handle it?' she urged forgefu

‘The child,' he harshly emphasised the word, 'semiAnd | want it.'

Again she acknowledged that Raff was never denmgdhang he

wanted badly enough. She was like a caged birdgrio escape the
bars, even though those bars were made out of 4dMut. of people

would say she was being ridiculous by wanting tcapse, but then
those people didn't love the man who had the kdlzg¢adoor of the
golden cage. Besides, she didn't need his moneywyah financially

secure herself, although she had nothing like trealtiv Raff

controlled.

‘How do you think Kate and Paul are going to réac¢his cuckoo in
their nest?' she demanded.

His expression darkened. 'This child will be as mutne as they
are,' he rasped. 'So they'd better learn to adtept



Bryna had run out of arguments for the moment, kngwhat the
only real one she had was that she loved Raff andidn't love her.
She had no doubts about his ability to be a goada@nng father to
her child, she knew that with her inexperiencénmrble he had more
reason to doubt her capabilities as a mother!

She closed her eyes. 'All right, Raff,' she sighidtimarry you. On
the condition that | have my own bedroom, and yoat never enter
it,’ she added the last quickly as she saw theeld&zriumph in his
eyes, making them appear almost silver.

He nodded calmly, looking nothing at all like a maho had just
fought a major battle and won. Maybe because thadenever been
any doubt in his mind that he would be the victagreed,' he bit out.
‘But | meant it about there being no other menva&hed her with
narrowed eyes. 'If you want to make love then ctmae!'

Heat burnt her cheeks. 'That won't be necessagytotd him coldly.
She would rather suffer the agony of unfulfilmeott the rest of her
life than beg him to make love to her!

Raff's mouth twisted angrily. 'You don't think yibiéver be that
desperate, hmm?'

'‘No!' she snapped defensively, her eyes flashieglgieurple.

He shrugged. 'The offer is there if you want it. Wever did get
around to drinking champagne together for breakfast taunted.
'‘But | don't suppose it really matters,' he diseisdurning away.

It was strange that he should remind her of thghtnwhen it had
already been so much on her mind today.

The minute her apartment door had closed behind that night she
had known that she wanted him as he so obvioushtegiaher. And
yet her inexperience made her shy, the uncertahystill harboured



about being able to satisfy any man. Physicallyywatdly, she was
sure she was the same as other women, but Rath weas who had
made love to a lot of women over the years; woedd able to tell
that she lacked something inside her that madmteea real woman?
There was only one way to find out, she decidekintaa deep
breath.

'I've been imagining doing this all evening,' heagred as his hands
threaded through the softness of her hair to crdueback of her
head as he bent to claim her lips.

That single kiss of the night before hadn't prepder for the sensual
onslaught of the second drugging kiss, Raff's bmdyed into hers,
holding her against him only by his hands entangidter hair.

Not that she wanted to move away from him, strgiigainst him for
closer contact as the pleasure of his touch washedher in waves,
her lips parting beneath the pressure of his, ngptogether moistly.

Every other thought but Raff and what he was daaniger went out
of her head, and she arched her throat as hicdipssed her there
with insistent passion, their breaths a ragged irafipe silence.

'Is it all right for you tonight, Bryna?' he predsagently.
She gave him a startled look. 'All right? But --'

Colour suffused her cheeks as his meaning becaaetd her. 'Yes,
[—I'm fine,' she assured him awkwardly.

‘Can we spend the night here?' His gaze was iateriter flushed
face. 'l would have invited you to Stay on at tloeige with me, but
with Kate there--'

'l understand,’ she cut in hastily. God, was this way it was
done—a mutual desire, and they just spent the nigbether?



Probably it was, she was just such a novice wheante to these
relationships, and if she hadn't already reali$edsas falling in love

with Raff she wouldn't even be contemplating entgiinto one of

them now. And she didn't want Raff to think she wa®mplete fool,

it will be much more convenient if we spend thehigere,' she said
lightly, throwing her clutch- bag down into a chawondering what it

had still been doing in her hand in the first pldoelatedly realising
she could have hit Raff around the head with thay kissed. Well,

from now on she was going to appear a little mophssticated! 'The
bathroom is through there," she pointed to the-ros®ured door.

‘Maybe you would like to use it first,’ she invifecbngratulating

herself on how blase she sounded as she evasplglyim she didn't

intend sharing it with him.

‘Bryna --'

'l have to remove my make-up and all those othengytm-bed
things, anyway,' she added brightly. 'But maydw®oldd just tell you,'
she continued haltingly as he just stood thereitgplat her. 'That
my—experience won't be anywhere near as extensiy®a own,
and | --'

His hard kiss silenced her. 'l don't want to tddkat our pasts or the
other lovers we've known," he said harshly. 'Ferrioment there's
only this," his kiss was lingeringly thorough. "Wan talk later,' he
promised. 'When | don't need you quite as badly é&s now,' he

added self-derisively.

Fool! Bryna berated herself agitatedly. Of coursedidn't want to
discuss the extent of her experience—or lack ohibw- Just as she
didn't want to know about the other women he hadl ihahis life.
‘Take your time in the bathroom' she invited aldypthaking a
hurried escape to her bedroom.



God, she hoped Raff didn't realise jhstvinexperienced she was by
her fumbling display of so-called sophistication!

If he had he certainly didn't show it, sitting bagainst the pillows in
her three-quarter-size bed when she emerged frefatinroom after
her own shower, the sheet draped across his theylesiling that he
was completely naked beneath its flimsy coveringd Asshe was
buttoned up from neck to ankle in a towelling roBak also felt like
a gauche teenager without her make-up, while heagethto look
more devastating than ever, less awe-inspiring thighdark swathe
of his hair falling over his forehead, but just @gerwhelmingly
attractive.

She suddenly felt more shy than ever, wondering wi@ was doing
contemplating making love with this stranger tha¢ elieved she
was falling in love with.

And then Raff threw back the sheet to get out efited, magnificent
in his golden nakedness, and Bryna was too benhyskin to notice
as he deftly unbuttoned her robe before lettiriglito the floor.

Her lack of experience didn't seem to matter ay #issed and
caressed each other; she reacted to him instihgtkiowing a fierce
longing to touch him in the same way he was toughier.

They made love slowly, tantalisingly, with Bryna ldvifor his
possession when he finally parted her thighs toaerimtween them,
all thoughts of inadequacy pushed to the back ofrhied as she felt
that brief pain followed by the most wonderful faglof completion
she had ever known, meeting the fierce thrustsiothighs as he
drove them both to, and over, the edge of fulfiltmen

Bryna had never felt so free, as if she was coralyieteightless as
she flew on a soft, downy cloud of hazy pleasure.



But as she looked up at Raff as he still lay joiteetier some of the
happiness faded from her eyes, knowing that forihimad just been
another sexual encounter. T did try to warn youd'nit of a novice at
this type of thing.' She couldn't quite meet hiseganly inches away
from her own. '‘Novice?' he echoed gruffly. 'It vmagre than that, you
were --'

‘Very clever to choose someone as skilful as yourfyp first lover,’
she cut in lightly. '"And admittedly | may not beyexperienced, but
I'm sure we both know the rules well enough --'

‘What rules?' he echoed softly, suddenly still@kbked down at her
watchfully.

She smiled, still not quite meeting his gaze. 'Nes,t no
commitments, we can just enjoy each other!

'Of course,' he agreed flatly, moving away fromtoeie at her side.

Bryna looked at him searchingly. Had she been astyh could she
have been mistaken about the pleasure he had flvand their
lovemaking ? She was discussing the two of thenmnigaan affair,
and he hadn't even given any indication that hetedhto see her
again!

‘Unless tonight was all you wanted --'

‘It wasn't,’ Raff cut in harshly. 'l have a hun@mryou that won't be
satisfied with just one night!" He kissed her fedycas he began
making love to her a second time.

And so they had had their affair, but although rtHevemaking
always gave her that feeling of completion, asaffRvere the other
half of herself, it had never been quite as emaligrfulfilling as it
had that first night; the last month or so it haénen made her feel
close to Raff any more.



And now she had given up even the little she dicehto become his
wife.



CHAPTER FIVE

CHRISTMAS Eve sounded a romantic day for a wedding, and tl
wedding had had it all—the breathless bride ingwwn of flowing
white chiffon and lace, attended by four beautifidlesmaids, one of
them the groom's daughter from his previous maegide other three
all close friends of the bride, the groom himselbKking very
handsome and distinguished in his grey morning- sui

The church had been packed with guests, the biadagiven away by
her proud father, the vows were exchanged withtgoiensity. The
wedding of Bryna Fairchild to Raff Gallagher hadkded nothing.

Unless you looked beneath the fairy-tale veneer r@adised the
reason the bride was so breathless was becausestitetng had all
been arranged within a matter of two weeks rathan the months
such a lavishly perfect occasion would normallyetéd organise.

Raff had done all the organising, of course, frasisting she wear a
white gown, despite her protest that she reallykhnt, to asking her

to choose several other bridesmaids to attend fter she had told

him Kate would be enough, to inviting so many gsi¢stthe church,

and the ballroom of this prestigious hotel for tlveedding reception,

that after greeting them at the door as they atrsiee doubted she
would see most of the guests again tonight!

Everyone agreed that it had been a beautiful wegddind now
reception, that the bride looked beautiful if dlditpale—but then
what woman wouldn't have been a little pale whea Bhd just
become the wife of that magnificently rich and hsomde
creature?—she had heard one of her female guestsunhitchily to
her companion.

Raff hadn't been about to deny or confirm the rurm@oing around
during the two weeks before their wedding that ris@son for the



haste was the expected arrival of the 'third Ghkadeir', as one
newspaper had put it. But before too many weeks pasked
everyone was going to know that was the reasobrlde had looked
so pale!

Raff had insisted on telling Kate and Paul abow Haby and
marriage as soon as they got back from Scotlatiakimough Bryna
hadn't even been able to guess what their reastarnd be to either
piece of news she was pleasantly surprised by Kate'eserved
pleasure, although Paul seemed to feel slightlyaerabsed at the
thought of having another sister, or perhaps brothiehis age. But
neither of them had openly rejected the baby, winas more than
Bryna could have hoped for in the circumstances.

Paul had been his father's best man, of coursé, @ourt waving
away Raff's explanations as to why he had chosesdn over him,
with the laughing comment that he had already desrbest man
once and that had been enough, only wiling to fdbe

embarrassment of the speech he had had to givetladteeremony
once in his life. He had chosen to give Bryna agcatulatory kiss
instead.

'‘Would you care to dance, Mrs Gallagher?’

Hearing herself called that gave her a slight poiigl her smile was a
little shaky as she turned to a teasing Court.

His expression darkened with concern as he saw dtmined she
looked. ‘Maybe you should sit down instead and ddét you
something to eat; you look as if you're about totfa

'It's this headdress and veil,' she sighed, edsengscalp where the
weight of the diamond tiara held her vell in plaRaff had given her
the tiara as part of her wedding present, the majcearrings and
necklace being locked away in the family safe fer.lhe tiara



demanded that she have her long hair styled bemedtit she had

Insisted that it not be twisted and curled into smstyle that would

just feel tortuous by the end of the day. But thmes phat secured the
tiara in place dug into her flesh instead.

‘Take it off," Court suggested. 'There's no reagsby you shouldn't
now. I'll help you,' he smiled, his actions matchims words as he
searched for the hidden pins.

'‘No," she put a hand up to stop him, looking anslp@about the
crowded room in case Raff was watching her. Hedstiross the
room talking with Penny and Janine, two of her ésithaids, and
their partners for the evening. But he was loolgtrgight at her, his
eyes cold and condemning. 'Raff wouldn't likeshé told Court a
little desperately.

'‘Don't be silly," he frowned down at her. 'Raff'isine one who's
uncomfortable.’

'‘Please don't worry about it,' she assured himkuid he bride can't
walk around without her veil!"

'l don't see why you can't now,' Court dismisskkgou --'

‘Why don't we have that dance?' and forget abautddmned veil!
Raff had been determined thabthing should go wrong with the
wedding, and she knew he included her own behawmoilnat.

‘But --'

‘Don't you want to dance with the bride?' she wadéaybe you're
frightened that some of the confetti will give yideas yourself?' she
taunted.



'‘Not me,' he grinned as he swept her deftly araeddance floor.
'I'm what's known as a "crusty old bachelor'—antdained to stay
that way!" he added firmly.

Bryna gave him a scathing glance. 'In that caseeleay fourth
bridesmaid alone!'

'l happen to find Alyson a very stimulating conaisnalist,’ he
returned in a reproachful voice.

'Of course you do,' Bryna laughed softly. ‘'That'sywou suggested
the two of you book into a room here for the niglsthe arched
mocking brows.

'l was only trying to be helpful by offering an eahbative to the
journey to her home late at night,' he defended.

Bryna chuckled. 'She only lives half a mile away!'

‘That's right, mock my generosity!" Court soundedifashe had
offended him, but the twinkle in his eyes beliec tamotion.
'‘Women,"' he muttered. "They can't keep anythirthemselves!

She smiled at him. 'If it's any consolation, Alyseas almost tempted
to accept!

‘That's the story of my life," he bemoaned withghs'Women are
alwaysalmosttempted.'

'‘From what Raff has told me about you it isn't glsvalmost!" she
reproved.

Court gave a self-satisfied grin. 'We "crusty olaclhelors" need
companionship occasionally, you know.'



Bryna shook her head. 'No wonder you and Raff ah sggood
friends.’

He sobered. 'Raff hasn't looked at another womacesihe two of
you started seeing each other. Well—except Roserteayother
week,' he amended awkwardly. 'And that doesn'lyrealint.’

'It doesn't?' she frowned, wondering if he knew stbrimg she didn't,
because as far as she was concerned that nighsretirted very
much.

'‘Well, he should never have let it go that farcotirse, but he did
have that business deal on his mind, and --'

'Is that what he told you?' she scorned disbelgyirShe had never
actually asked Raff what excuse he had given tdriead for his
behaviour that night, and Raff hadn't offered tbher, but now she
knew he had told a deliberate lie. Why not judttted truth, that he
was tired of her and looking for a way out?

Over the last two weeks he had consulted her ofirtepoints of the
wedding, overridden her where he didn't agree \ugh opinion,

making her wonder why he had bothered to consulirhée first

place. And he had kept to his promise that he woutduch her in a
physical way again.

As an example of what their married life was goiagoe like she
learnt just how miserable she was going to beabu testament to
how well Raff could keep his promise his behavitiad been
unimpeachable!

Court frowned. "You mean it isn't what really happa?'

She looked up at him searchingly. 'Court, Rafftditlyou that we're
only getting married because of the baby?'



'‘What baby?' He looked perplexed, his brows disappg beneath
his hair-line at the same time as his gaze lowdigaklievingly to the
high- waisted gown she wore, the swelling of thdybdarely
perceptible beneath its Regency-style lines. "“¥opiregnant?' He
frowned his disbelief.

Now it was Bryna's turn to look puzzled. "You mdeedf didn't tell
you? She had thought that he would at least tigdtdst friend with
their secret.

‘You mean youare pregnant?' Court stopped dancing to stare dowr
her, tightly gripping her arms.

'Ye$,' she confirmed simply, tears glistening in éges.

‘There have been rumours, because of the sudderafesise
wedding,' he said slowly, still looking dazed. 'BRdff never gave a
hint—My God, | never guessed!" His face darkenedrign 'The
stupid --'

‘It wasn't Raff's fault,' she cut in quickly. 'lafraid | was in charge of
that, and I—goofed.’

‘And from the look of you he's obviously been makyour life hell
because of it,' he scowled, scouring the roomHerather man. 'How
could he do this to you? Ke --'

'‘Court, please!" She put a hand of entreaty omnhiscle-tensed arm,
conscious that they were attracting consideraltlention as they
stood in the middle of the ballroom while the otkeuples danced
around them. 'Let's go somewhere and talk,' sheueaged. 'l ---'

‘Stuart has been longing to dance with you, BryAdiarsh-faced
Raff appeared at her side, his assistant firmljom. "You seem to
have, concluded your dance with my wife, Court,tdid the other
man firmly.



Court looked set to argue that point, but Brynadexdsthe scene that
would ensue if he did by moving lightly into Stustitlier's arms.

As she moved instinctively to the music she waglgaronscious of
her dancing partner as she watched Raff and Caatel the
dance-floor to go into a room together off the mei@a where all the
guests were gathered.

‘Your parents seem to be having a good time.' SHilier's abrupt
statement brought her attention back to him, aljhoshe couldn't
stop feeling anxious about what was transpiringvbet the two
friends behind that closed door.

She glanced across the room to where her mothefadiner were

once again dancing together, returning to the tdi#g shared with
Raff's more elderly parents during the short rgsgariods between
dancing. They had always enjoyed dancing toge#imer as her father
had laughingly teased, what better occasion to eldinan at their
only child's wedding?

Having met Raff, and liked him, they were pleadegltsad decided to
marry him, and she hadn't had the heart to teththew much this
marriage distressed her. They only wanted her toappy, and they
believed Raff could make her that; they could hawedea of the
bargain she had made with her new husband.

‘Yes,' she turned back to Stuart Hillier. 'l hopau'ye enjoying
yourself too." She looked at him enquiringly.

'Of course,' he returned stiltedly.

His manner was unfriendly to say the least, andraftonths of
finding him overly familiar, if anything, she could help wondering
if he had been warned off by Raff's attitude towa@burt a few
minutes ago. She hoped so.



She didn't know why she disliked this man, iie vehsays polite,
sometimes too much so, and yet for some reasciehmeasy in his
presence. He was reasonably tall, although natlleasteither Raff or
Court, with dark hair and deep brown eyes that khbave been
warm but somehow weren't. He made Bryna feel uncdaifle
every time she was with him.

'‘Good,' she gave him a bright smile as the musite@nturning to
walk away, only to have him clasp her arm. 'Yek@'tsirned to him
enquiringly.

'‘Raff asked me to—look after you, until he returi&yart told her
challengingly.

‘Indeed ?' She gave him a look of haughty disdaidon't believe |
need "looking after" at my own wedding, thank you!'

'Nevertheless --'

‘Mr Hillier," she cut in icily, 'at this momenttiend talking to one of
my cousins, and | certainly don't need your comgargo that!

How dared Raff tell his assistant to watch over deif she were a
child who could step out of line and embarrass ihileft alone! He
had never acted in that autocratic way with heoigefnever given
the impression she wasn't to be trusted if lefhenown. Maybe he
expected her to get up on a table and announdktbe® guests that
they were to be parents in just over six monthgtiThatwas going
to be obvious soon enough anyway, and she certavwolyldn't
embarrasser parents by even thinking about doing such a thing!

She was chatting absently with her cousin and iaecé when she
saw Court leave the room he and Raff had entewgether, quickly
excusing herself to cross the room towards himermlpxed frown
marring her brow as he turned to leave the receptom without a
second glance, his expression thunderous.



Bryna hurried after him. 'Court——
'‘Don't!’

The pain of having her wrist cruelly grasped wasaihing to the
ache in her chest as she looked up into Raff'dycbidous face. He
actually looked as if he hated her in that mométe! had never
seemed so much a stranger.

She wrenched her gaze away from his cold one, mgolkawards the
door. 'But Court --'

'‘Had to leave unexpectedly,’ Raff bit out in hanegbly.

Bryna turned back to him slowly, frowning her bedeitment. "You
asked your best friend to leave our wedding," sl disbelievingly.

‘No,' Raff grated softly. 'He chose to leave.’

Bryna faced him accusingly. '‘Because you made hhg'realised
disgustedly. 'What on earth do you think you'rendot'

'l think I'm trying to avoid causing a scene, duyou're intent on
one --!" He nodded in the direction of the roomané Court had so
recently vacated. 'Let's go in there," he instaidietween gritted
teeth.

Bryna went willingly. She had been woken by her meotat seven
o'clock this morning, been hustled and bustled aladumorning
dealing with all the last-minute details, been neaito a man who
was now a stranger to her, and for the last fourdehe had tried to
put a happy face on that marriage in front of tHamilies and
friends. It felt good to at last have a respitarfrthat, although she
wished it could have been in happier circumstances.



The room turned out to be a small lounge, evenadlsfine burned in
the grate; the room was obviously provided for peegho found the
festivity in the ballroom a bit much. Bryna wishslde had known
about it earlier; four hours eatrlier!

She. turned to Raff. 'Why are you being so arrdgamireasonable?'
she demanded.

He looked at her coldly. 'l consider my behavioammeasonable,' he
snapped. You'rethe one who insisted on making an exhibition ¢
yourself!'

Her cheeks coloured at the accusation. 'l was dalycing with
Court --'

'Forgive me, but when | interrupted you certainlgren't dancing,'
rasped Raff, thrusting his long capable handshigdrouser pockets.
‘The two of you were drawing attention to yoursehoy that mere
fact alone, and minutes earlier dozens of our guesthessed the
way he caressed your hair --'

'He wasn't caressing my hair,' she defended hegatetd was trying
to take off my veil!

Grey eyes narrowed. 'Why?'

'‘Because he's kind." Tears glistened in her viaeteured eyes.
‘Because the veil was making by head, ache!

'If it makes your head ache why didn't you justogmit yourself?' he
challenged.

Because she had known it would displease him! Myd,Gshe
thought, in the space of just two weeks she hadrhbemne of those
women she despised, in awe of her husband instéatheo



independent woman she had always been, fearingisapproval to
the slightest move she made.

She was a successful businesswoman, for goodrass' with a
mind and will of her own, not some simpering sinipteafraid of her
own shadow. Consideration for the feelings of atheas one thing,
but in Raff's case she had taken it too far!

'l thought | was supposed to keep up appearanses,told him
caustically, deftly removing the pins from her haironce feeling the
pressure ease.

‘But | think four hours is enough for any bridetieSput the tiara and
veil down on a small table in front of her, shakivey hair just to feel
its freedom. 'Now | intend enjoying what's left ofy wedding
reception, you can act as watchdog if you want $ble turned to
leave.

‘What's that supposed to mean?' he grated halsklgnouth tight.

Bryna spun around. 'Do you think I'm a fool, Ra#fiie scorned. 'l
know you've been watching my every move since éegito marry
you. Why, | have no idea, but | think even you trast | wouldn't do
anything stupid at my own wedding!

His mouth was taut and unremorseful. 'You've alyezmdised quite a
lot of talk by your behaviour earlier with Court --

'‘What behaviour?' she demanded impatiently. 'l afdpced with
him!'

‘And told him about the baby," Raff bit out accigbmn

'He's your best friend, | would have thought yowisddhave already
told him!" she retaliated, her eyes blazing degpiple.



'‘Why should | have done?' he challenged.
She frowned. 'Because—well, because --'
'It's none of his damned business,' Raff told lodatlg.

Bryna gave a weary sigh, her head starting to p@gain. 'Look, |
don't want anything I've done to be the causeictidn between you
and Court—'

'‘Don't you?' he scorned. 'l thought all women likeeh to fight over
them.'

Whatever Court had had to say to Raff about hegramecy, it had
obviously caused a rift between the two men. "Yioal Gourt have no
reason to argue because of me,’ she dismissed i@mibat 'It's
ridiculous, and | don't like it --'

‘That's just too bad,' her husband snapped. 'Bedawsve a feeling
it's something you're going to have to get used to!

'‘But why?' Bryna reasoned intensely. '‘Court is yyset with you at
the moment for not confiding in him about the bablg'll come
around --'

‘But | won't,’ Raff warned softly. '‘Now we'll rejpiour guests
together,' he instructed coldly. 'l think it's tirtieey started to leave
anyway; you need to get some rest.’

She was surprised he had noticed how fatigued sise amly having
seemed concerned with keeping up appearances nowil But
maybe that was it, a new bride should be glowintl witality and
love for her husband, not just look exhausted!



Luckily some of the guests had decided it was tiorethem to
depart; if they hadn't she felt sure Raff would dnasomehow
persuaded them it was time to go—politely, of celrs

Ordinarily, as the bride and groom, they could haseaped hours
ago, but as it was Christmas the next day theydeadied not to go
away on a honeymoon but to spend the holiday pexidde house
with their families. As she should have been spandihristmas with
her parents Raff had invited them to spend Christavdah them

instead, and Raff's parents would be joining thérfoathe day too.

As honeymoons went it had to be one of the strahdled that she

had any wish to be alone anywhere with Raff ingfnange mood he
had been in since she first agreed to marry him.

It was gone midnight by the time the last of theegs left, Paul
taking his girl-friend home before returning to theuse later, Kate
being driven home by Roger Delaney, a rather pteagaung man
she was at college with whom she had decided titeiat the last
minute. Raff's parents had chosen to stay at floane in London and
drive down to join them for the festivities tomonroso that only left
Raff, Bryna, and her parents to drive home together

She awoke as Raff carried her up the long stairmaber room; she
must have fallen asleep almost as soon as she fut car, because
she certainly remembered nothing of the journey.

Raff glanced down at her as he sensed she was a\WWake parents
said to say goodnight,’ he told her.

Flatly, uncompromisingly, totally unapproachab¥ou can put me
down now.' She twisted in his arms.

His arms tensed as his grip tightened. 'We're dlth@se now,' he
dismissed abruptly.



Despite the fact that they had been married todaygap between
them was widening by the minute, and if they weyebe even
tolerably happy in this marriage it couldn't beoaléd to continue.
'‘Raff, | didn't realise you hadn't told Court abdbe baby," she
explained regretfully. ‘And when | did --'

'You told him anyway.' He pushed open the bedroowor avith his
foot.

'He's your best friend --'

‘And the baby you're carrying is ours, and anythimglo with it,
anythingat all, should be decided by us jointly!'

'‘But --This is your bedroom,' she realised in alaime austere green
and cream decor was nothing at all like the waracheof her own
bedroom further down the hallway. She knew exatthyat her
bedroom should look like, having moved all her gsininto it
yesterday. She was also familiar with Raff's bedrdabrough the
bathroom that connected their two rooms, the heegadr having
given her a detailed tour of the house after slkleungpacked. And the
room he had brought her to was definitely his!

Raff slowly lowered her to the floor, their bodrasving against each
other before Bryna moved abruptly away.

‘I'm well aware of whose room this is." He pulled he undone,
leaving it dangling about his throat as he unbwtbthe stiff collar of
his white shirt. 'It's been a long day, Bryna,shel wearily. 'Use the
bathroom and let's get to bed.' He sat down osithe of the bed to
take off his shoes.

The action drew her attention to the king-size bechad only ever
previously occupied alone. None of his women hagl stayed the
night in his home. Raff refused to expose his cando that; all their
previous nights together had been spent at hetrapat.



Bryna moistened suddenly dry lips. 'You said we Mobave
separate rooms --'

‘We have separate rooms." He stood up forcefullycaatinue
undressing.

‘But --'

'‘Bryna, we have guests in the house,' he bit autytdMy son and
daughter too. What do you think they'll make of si@eping apart on
our supposed honeymoon?'

She blinked, i wouldn't have thought you cared wdther people
thought.' He never had in the past!

His eyes glittered angrily. 'Your parents believaywanted this
marriage, and when they leave in three days' tintor't want
anything we've said or done to have disturbed thearce of mind.
My children's feelings are also important to me, they will also be
gone in three days. And until they are we will €dis room and this
bed if nothing else, at least give an outward irepi@n of normality.
If any of them find out the truth later on we calithem that it's more
comfortable for you, and the baby, if you sleepnalb he added

grimly.

Bryna had also dreaded the idea of her parentsirepher marriage
to Raff had been a matter of compulsion rather ttfaice. But she
now understood Raff's sudden change of mind abai Koving
into Brenda's flat with her; if his daughter stayeelte she would
realise how estranged her father and Bryna readhew

'‘Raff, don't make a decision about Kate's futuag ylou'll later regret.
I'm sure we can work something out if you --'

'Kate is eighteen, and it's time she realised thareshole harsh world
out there," he dismissed.



Bryna shook her head, knowing that wasn't the waydally felt.
‘You'll regret it if anything happens to her.'

His brows rose. 'What could happen to her?"

She looked down pointedly at her own body. 'l wageo a
sophisticated innocent, remember?' she reminded him

His expression darkened and he looked at her cohllg you saying
I'm forcing my daughter out of her home and riskivey becoming
pregnant?’ he rasped.

'‘No, of course not! | was only—- Oh! She closed éy#s as a wave
of dizziness washed over her, and would have fafl€taff's arms
hadn't closed about her. 'I'm sorry," she shook bac hair, blinking
up at him dazedly.

‘You're exhausted!' His expression was grim ashkex down on the
bed, turning her slightly away from him to begirdomg the row of
pearl buttons down her spine. 'Don't argue,' henadias she gave a
murmur of protest. 'l told you | wouldn't touch yand | won't. This
Is just helping an overtired woman, who's elevemrksepregnant,
into bed where she belongs!

She wanted to protest that she didn't 'belongfigngarticular bed, but
she didn't have the strength to argue, not wheri wa$ already
slipping the gown from her shoulders. She wasited to fight him,
and sat docilely while he sponged the weariness fh@r body,
returning again and again to the bathroom to moiste sponge,
until he was satisfied that every part of her fefreshed. She
wondered at this thoughtfulness from the man whibideeen so coldly
aloof from her all day, but she was too weary tegjion it. She didn't
even object as he gently sponged the perspiratmmn the valley
between her breasts, although she did murmur agiras he moved
towards her thighs.



‘All right." He straightened, moving to take hegmigown from the
chair where he had draped it, a thoughtful maidritalaid it out on
the bed for her earlier, indication that the séefbected them to share
this room tonight too, at least.

Raff dropped the floaty creation of the white ngghwn over her head
before settling her back on the pillows and pulling bedclothes up
to under her chin as she sighed her comfort.

Bryna had never felt so tired, and she saw Ratf'gaments through
a haze, her lids refusing to obey her commandhiemtto open. But
she did know that he removed his own clothes witlsparing her a
second glance, going through to the adjoining loatt, the sound of
the water being run telling her he intended takimgshower she had
longed for.

She fell asleep to the sound of the water fallmthe shower.
And she awoke to the caress of Raff's hand ondudy.b

At first she thought it was a dream; she was taltto wake up for
anything! But her body knew its master, and sheirned to
consciousness with the sure knowledge that Rafftouching her.

She was turned on her side in the bed, but shel ¢eel the warmth
of Raff's body inches away from her back and lkgew he would be
completely naked, that he always slept that wayd Ais arm rested
against her hip as one of his hands trailed overstmmach, and
lower.

It was exquisite torture to let him continue, aed iywould cause her
even more pain to make him stop. But finally it wlas former she
feared the most, deciding physical discomfort weefgrable to the
mental anguish if she let him continue.



She moved abruptly away from him, her eyes accustiotn the
darkness as she turned to face him. 'Raff, you isexm-'

His eyes glittered silver. 'And | kept my promidee. rasped.
Her eyes widened. 'But --'

'l wasn't touching you, Bryna,' he denied harshfglt your hands on
my body,' she protested, willing herself to be uaatbby the bronze
smoothness of his naked chest as he leant up @t beside her,
knowing she was failing as her hands longed tohtdum, her body
still aroused by his caresses.

'l was touching my child," he bit out harshly. 'Wiade no agreement
about my not doing that!

Bryna stared at him disbelievingly. It was trues tand hadn't
strayed anywhere but over the slight curving oflfaty that was his
child. But even so --

'‘Did we?' he demanded forcefully. No, there hachbe®mention of
him not touching his child; it was her misfortuhat.she happened to
be carrying the child at the moment!

She felt the awakening of sensual pleasure shkran at his touch
shrivel and die.

'‘Get used to the idea, Bryna.' He lay flat agathstpillows beside
her. 'l intend to be as close to this child as ltarate and Paul, and
I'll touch it any time | damn well please!" The silog of his eyes and
the evenness of his breathing told her that asSdnre was concerned
the discussion was at an end, whether she chalispote his claim
or not.

How could she dispute what was, after all, histfigh



What father didn't long to touch his unborn chiidiis mother's
womb, to know the wonder of that life before it wamsn?

The six months left of her pregnancy promised ta tiging hell for
Bryna.



CHAPTER SIX

CHRISTMAS had always been a time of joy and laughter in Biyn
family, with a visit to church on Christmas mornjng happy
closeness as they all prepared the lunch togesitetng around a
glowing fire together after they had eaten the dumys meal,
occasionally dozing in front of its warmth as tleed and peace of
the day washed over them.

Never having spent Christmas with Raff and his kaimefore, Bryna
was a little uncertain about what to expect, algoshe soon realised
that even Raff became caught up in the festivityhefday, the two of
them being rudely awakened by an exuberant Katenbt seven
o'clock in the morning.

‘Time to get up,' she announced cheerfully, weahegnightgown
and robe, looking very young with her face freenatke-up and her
hair a tumble of glossy black curls.

The transition of shielding their affair from Rafthildren to having
one of them burst in on them the day after theiddugg was a
difficult one for Bryna, and she looked awkwardly Raff as she
burrowed under the bedclothes.

Raff looked younger with his hair falling darklyrass his forehead,
blinking sleepily, a dark growth of beard on theniness of his chin.
‘Shouldn't you have knocked, young --'

'l did," his daughter told him happily, perchedtiba end of their bed.
‘You didn't answer.'

'‘Obviously because we were still asleep,’ he dwigoving to sit
back against the headboard. 'And if we hadn't b&eeping we
certainlywouldn't have welcomed the interruption,’ he tadnte



Embarrassed colour darkened Kate's cheeks aswiteigh. 'Really,
Daddy, you shouldn't make too many of those sodemhands on a
woman in early pregnancy,' she told him reprovingly

He scowled as she neatly turned the tables on'Hiow the hell do
you know that?'

Kate gave him a derisive look before giving Brynaoaspiratorial
smile. 'Maybe now that he's actually goinghavea baby in the
house he'll realise I'm not one any more,' she ewetith a cheeky
grin. 'Now do hurry up and come downstairs, Daddyant to open
my presents.' She abandoned her air of sophisticati the thought
of the gifts waiting under the tree for them allytying downstairs to
wait for them—and probably to prod and poke ab@utdwn parcels
until they arrived!

Bryna gave an indulgent smile, feeling closer téf Ben she had for
weeks as he returned the smile.

'In one breath she tells me how grown up she id,iarthe next
moment she looked eight years old again,' he shokead ruefully.

'‘We all like to open presents,' she smiled, thegdiat of the night
before completely erased after a good night's si8bp wished the
same could be said of the memory of Raff's hanessamng her body.

‘Do we?' he frowned. T seem to recall you insistdain't give you
any presents during the last six months,' he atldeshly.

‘That was because | was your mistress, and not volg;' she
reasoned.

‘You weren't my mistress,' he rasped. "That impliegendency of
some kind, and we both continued to live our owedi We were
lovers. And | certainly wouldn't have objected @uyhad boughine



presents. In fact, | would have welcomed the kndg#ethat you
thought of me at other times than when we weresthtbgether.'

The shadow in their depths made her eyes purpddf, 'Blease let's
not argue --'

'‘No,' he grated, shifting in the bed so that hetexer her. 'Happy
Christmas, Mrs Gallagher.’

'‘Happy Christmas,' she barely had time to murmdorkehis lips
merged with hers.

After days of knowing only his cold remoteness Blossomed to the
sensual search of his lips like a flower openingh®sun, wrapping
her arms about his neck to draw him down to heyrmeng his
passion with a fierce longing of her own.

'‘Dad, are you --Don't you know you should treat aman with

extreme gentleness during the early months of @megy?' a
concerned Paul burst out, his cheeks colouring witbhddy hue as
both Raff and Bryna turned to look at him in swspri'Well, you

should," he muttered uncomfortably, wearing a i@l his rumpled
pyjamas, his dark hair tousled. 'l read it someehedne added
resentfully.

Raff gave a strangled groan as he rolled over orisoback,
glowering at his son. i was only kissing Bryna, nwking love to
her," he bit out irritably. "What chance do | hafedoing that when
you and Kate keep bursting in here unannounced?’

Paul shifted uncomfortably. 'l did knock, but --'

‘We didn't hear you,' his father acknowledged wedkVe are on our
honeymoon, Paul.’



'l know, and I'm sorry,' he sighed. 'But if you ¢aome downstairs
soon Kate's going to open everyone's presents!

Bryna laughed softly once her stepson had gone Hawkistairs.
‘Why do | get the impression that for all their Bigpication the rest of
the year Kate and Paul become children again as@tas?' she said
drily.

'‘Probably because they do.' Raff threw back thelbdtes to get out
of bed, strolling unselfconsciously across the rdonget his dark
bathrobe. 'And Paul isn't joking about Kate operafighe presents;
one year Josey and | only just got downstairs nmetto stop her
opening Paul's things; she'd already opened hehnaristand mine
besides her own! | think we'd better join them riefore .they come
to blows!

Bryna had seen Raff naked dozens of times thesbashonths, had
even shared in that nakedness, but in the lighiheaf arrangement
she felt a little embarrassed about the longinghstakto just look and
look at him, knowing she was only torturing herseith what could

never be.

She turned away abruptly. 'Actually, | think it'g@od sign that Paul
Is taking an interest in the welfare of the baby.’

'You've noticed he's been less than enthusiasie® sounded
troubled.

Bryna gave him a reassuring smile. 'Put yoursehisplace, Raff,
and see how you feel!

'Hm," he grimaced ruefully. 'l suppose it is awkavéor him.'

As she watched Kate and Paul dive into their ptssander the
ten-foot tree that they had all decorated togetiner previous
weekend it was difficult to imagine there would toech of an age



gap between her child and them! They were as eaticsover the

small gifts she and Raff had chosen for them tagedis they were
over the gold watches they also received, and wexg obviously

truly touched by the thoughtfulness that had gatethe purchase of
the books they received from their new grandparents

Her parents had taken to their new role with guatal had already
decided that Kate and Paul would be as much thairdghildren as
the new baby would be, and Bryna had been deligiatéetlp them

choose gifts for both them and Raff, knowing howchmine would

love the silk tie of pale grey.

She deliberately kept to the background as shehedtthe rapport
between her new family and her parents, relievgaie words that
they were all getting along so well together, givanstart of surprise
when Kate dropped a pile of parcels in her lap. Ik completely
forgotten her own presents.

Her parents had bought her a range of her favopat&ume, from
bath-oil to body lotion, and she smiled at themteftdly. Kate had
bought her some books on pregnancy and childlarttd,the two of
them shared a smile of understanding. Paul lookkttleasheepish
about his gift, and she understood why as the ratmge box
revealed a maternity nightgown.

'‘Kate helped me pick it out for you,' he put inakly as his father
looked at him with raised brows.

His sister grinned. 'What he means is that hersenn to buy it and
approved it afterwards!' she mocked.

Paul shot her a glowering look. 'Well, | wantedjiee her the books,
but you insisted that was your gift, and --'



'l love both my presents, thank you.' Bryna kisgesin both on the
cheek, knowing by the mischievous twinkle in Kaeygs that she
was enjoying teasing her brother about their exquesibling.

‘And now mine.' Raff placed a small parcel in tlépof her hand.

She frowned up at him. 'But you've already givensmenuch, the
necklace and --'

‘They were wedding presents,’ he cut in arrogar@gsides, you
bought me a Christmas present,’ he reminded hapthjor

And she knew that he genuinely liked the sculpgire had given
him. It was by a relatively unknown English sculpt¢ho they had
both agreed would one day be very much in demantbrtlinately,
as with all the greats, it would probably be aftisrdeath.

Her fingers shook slightly as she unwrapped thegdathe small box
revealing an even smaller box inside, and Brynpedser stunned
delight as she flipped open the lid to reveal g.riviot an engagement
ring, as she had suspected once she saw the srelwdx, but a thin
gold band topped by seven diamonds. An eternity. @he looked up
at Raff questioningly, but his expression reveafexhe of his
thoughts.

'It's lovely, Daddy!" Kate was the one to enthuse.

It was lovely, and like the wedding band Raff hddcpd on her
finger only yesterday, it was a perfect fit.

Bryna still looked up at him uncertainly, not urstanding the
significance of the gift, it's beautiful, Raff, tiiayou.’

He nodded abruptly. 'I'm glad you like it. Now Iggiest we all get
dressed and have some breakfast before my panmevis and we
have to leave for church.'



Because she preferred it, and because she knepalents felt the
same way, Bryna had asked Raff if she and her mothédn't do the
catering for at least Christmas Day, knowing thadekeeper had a
sister in Kent she would like to spend the day w&hrprisingly he
had agreed to her suggestion, and the cosy fantiyosphere
increased as the four men talked in the loungeenth# four women
prepared the meal in laughing camaraderie.

The day passed very much as it would have doner gidrents' home,
a late lunch of turkey and all the trimmingbgbeing the one to doze
off in front of the fire, Raff insisting he and thehildren would
prepare the supper while the rest of them sat dameh chatted
together. Bryna had been unsure howRaff's paremitdweact to the
marriage, especially once they knew there was @ tabhe way, but
they couldn't have been nicer.

Only one thing happened to mar the perfection efday.

They had finished supper and were clearing awaynwitege gave a
sudden frown. 'In all the excitement I've only juesstlised that Uncle
Court didn't join us for the day.'

Anger, cold and biting, flickered in Raff's eyeddre it was quickly
masked. 'He had other commitments,' he shrugged.

Kate wasn't satisfied with that answer. 'But he agisv spends
Christmas Day with us.'

'‘And after twenty years don't you think he's eaditto a change?' her
father demanded.

‘But --'

'Kate, we aren't his only friends," Raff cut ins hone brooking no
further argument.



The subject was dropped, sulkily by Kate, deteraliyney Raff, and
yet Bryna knew that, in some way she didn't conghfetinderstand,
she was the one who had caused the friction bettheemwo men that
now meant Court no longer even felt welcome infifed's home.

She felt guilty without really knowing what she hddne. It didn't
seem possible that Raff could be so angry justusscahe had told
Court about the baby, neither could she accept ithabd been
because she had danced with Court at the weddiregh&d danced
with him dozens of times before at parties, andf Rad never
objected then. He was behaving unreasonably; shehmped he
soon realised that!

Nevertheless, the incident ruined the rest of gaefdr her slightly,
and she couldn't help wondering if Kate had coretetter father's
remarriage with Court's absence today, and resdmaedor it. The
girl gave no indication she felt that way, but Bayoouldn't help
feeling uncomfortable about the situation. Shedefhewhat uplifted
by Raff's mother before she left later that night.

'l can't tell you when we've enjoyed a Christmagend&she kissed
Bryna on the cheek; she was a tall woman, as imgass her son,
until you saw her eyes, warm blue eyes that snaiteshe talked.

Raff had inherited his grey eyes from his tall atidl-handsome
father, although in the older man they had mellowad warmed.
'‘We had a lovely time, my dear.' He kissed her too.

Michael Gallagher had been a force to be reckongdhamself until
his retirement from the business world, and asasitehed father and
son shake hands Bryna couldn't help thinking wHatmidable pair
they must have once made.

Raff looked so handsome today, casually dressedgiey shirt and
black fitted trousers, the gold band that perfeotitched her own



glinting on his left hand, the watch she had boummt as a wedding
gift strapped to his wrist.

Last night she had been too tired to care about ®leeping
arrangements, but tonight, despite feeling weahng was all too
aware of them, as she picked up her nightgown tthgmugh to the
adjoining bathroom.

No one had guessed at the strain between Raffensélhtoday, she
felt sure, and she knew that was mainly due to Radf the way he
had cared for her in a way that didn't smotherWé&s it only because
he was concerned about the health of his childliohe genuinely
care about her welfare? The answer to that questas all too

obvious— and painful.

She had turned on her side and was pretending &slbep when he
came back from the bathroom and climbed into besideeher,

turning to face her as he had the previous nighthand moving to
rest possessively on the baby.

The heat began between her thighs and radiatechadgywthe warm
ache making her tremble.

‘Are you cold?' Raff questioned gruffly.

Cold—she was on fire! The trembling increased, hezathing
becoming ragged, the instructions her brain passdter body to
calm down were completely ignored. Hawould she calm down
when she wanted him so much!

‘Do you want me, Bryna?' he huskily voiced her pdilonging.

To say yes would be to completely abandon her ptalaccept the
charitable lovemaking he offered. And she coulda'that.



'I'm sure you're perfectly well aware from your sfirwife's
pregnancies that women often feel highly—emotiomiairing
pregnancy,' she dismissed curtly, remaining rigidimed away from
him. "

'Highly sexed, you mean,' he amended bluntlyld you, Bryna, you
only have to ask.'

She closed her eyes in pain, gritting her teetimieffort to resist the
Impulse she had to turn into his arms ahehdfor his lovemaking.
T'm really not in the mood, Raff,' she lied, thb@eas intense as ever
'‘Did you ask Court not to come here today?' sheqlyrchanged the
subject, hoping talking about Court would help toeget the ache.

The hand that had been moving rhythmically acrass diomach
stopped for a moment, before continuing more detexdty. 'No, it
was his own decision," Raff returned harshly.

'‘Because of yesterday?'
‘Among other things,' he bit out.
'‘What other things?' she queried tensely, blinkmipe darkness.

'l don't want to talk about this just now.' His damas removed as he
turned to lie on his back.

With that intoxicating hand removed she felt aldeurn and face
him. Raff was making no effort to go to sleep,dyss clearly open as
he stared up at the ceiling. 'lt's important to Raif,' she began.

'l know that," he scorned, his eyes glittering dangsly in the
darkness.



Bryna's cheeks were flushed. 'Kate and Paul wadémne me if they
think | had anything to do with your argument wi@tourt," she
snapped.

His mouth twisted. 'I'm sure Kate's and Paul's iopinis very
important to you.' he sneered.

'Of course it is,' she defended heatedly. 'Als@n'dlike to be the
cause of a rift between you and Court when theieason to be.’

'‘No reason?' Raff loomed up out of the darknesseamoved to a
sitting position, anger in every taut line of haly, the politeness of
the day obviously over. 'You flaunted your affaittwCourt atour
wedding and you simply expected me to accept ibuatmetaliation?'
He sounded incredulous—and furious.

The ringing in her ears made her head spin. AWéhl Court—? Raff
couldn't be serious!

But as he viciously flicked the switch on the bddsiamp, the cold
fury in his face unmistakable, she knew that he peagectly serious.
But why? She had never given him cause to think suthing 'Raff,
how could | have been having an affair with Coutiew | was
already having an affair with you?' she reasondukinilderment.

His mouth thinned. 'l admit, being unfaithful tolaver is a little
unique?'

'And untrue,’ she claimed incredulously. 'What antle made you
think such a thing? | --'

'l didn't justthinkit, Bryna,' he rasped. 'l have proof.'

She became suddenly still, wondering if she cowdspply have
fallen asleep without realising it and this wasaatlightmare. But as



she pinched herself and felt the pain she knewnstsewide awake,
that this was all very real. 'What proof?' she dskazedly.

'You were seen having lunches together, cosy titleers for two --'
'l told you about them,' she defended.
'‘Not all of them," he grated.

'‘Most of them." Guilty colour darkened her cheditsr decision not
to discuss her business with Raff in an effort tkenhim realise how
he shut her out was backfiring in a way she couden have
envisaged! 'They were business meetings.'

"Your contract with Court ended weeks ago,' Ragfrdssed coldly.

'l was trying to interest him in using several of models again,’' she
told him heatedly.

'Of course you were,' Raff said with obvious saagin.

‘But | was! I—have you spoken to Court about anthid?' she asked
exasperatedly.

'‘Of course,' he nodded abruptly. 'He denies thattwo of you are
having an affair.’

‘There you are- --'

'‘But of course he would," Raff insisted unrelenyngBut you're
married to me now, expecting my child, and | dbave to pretend
ignorance any more.'

'If you really believe that we had an affair behyalir back how do
you know this isn't his child?' Bryna challengedirttand confused by
the unexpectedness of his attack.



‘That's the one thing | can be sure of.' He lockielder coldly as he
climbed out of the bed. 'You see, Court is stérile!

Bryna knew she must have paled, but the irony afrCotragedy
after years of believing herself incapable of éhearing a child made
it too unbearable to contemplate his torment.

But it didn't diminish the fact that as far as Rats concerned the
only thing he could be sure of was the paternitiefchild!

It also explained his threats to force her into nage with him.
Maybe he had thought, knowing of Court's sterilityat the other
man would be more than glad to marry her himsetedme knew she
carried a child. She realised now that it was piobbalso the reason
he hadn't told Court about the baby.

Oh, now she understood what he had meant thahdagatland when
he had told her he 'didn't care what other plaeshstd made, she was
marrying him'! He couldn't take the risk that Cowuld welcome
her pregnancy with open arms.

My God, she thought, was the affair he believedtbenave been
having with Court the reason he had been actingofily towards
her the last couple of months, the reason he hewl ¥@unreasonable
and hurt her by flirting with Rosemary the night ©burt's party,
before making love to her so exquisitely?

If that were so, did it also mean that he hadrédtof her at all but had
believed she was being unfaithful to him?

She looked at him with wide eyes as that last thbagcurred to her,

realising for the first time that he was in theqass of dressing, black
trousers already fitted to his narrow hips and |legxream shirt

unbuttoned down his chest. 'Where are you goingé" asked in

dismay; he couldn't walk out on her now, not withdiscussing this

further!



'‘Out,’ he rasped.
‘But --'

'‘Don't worry, Bryna, I'll be back before mornindie bit out
derisively. 'And I'll think of a good excuse foryto move back into
your own bedroom tomorrow night!'

'Raff, we have to talk --'

it's too late for that," he grated, thrusting Histanto the waist of his
trousers, it was too late the moment you decidedkie Court as your
next lover!'

'‘But | didn't --'

‘Was he as experienced as me, Bryna?' he demarmdlg. CAs
"skilled"? Of course he was,' he answered disglystd&lt no other
man, not even one | once called friend, is goingriog up a child
that | know is mine!'

'‘Raff!' Bryna cried out as he reached the doorff/Rasn't true,’ she
pleaded. 'None of it's true!

'l told you, you were seen together,' he raspedecaptuously. '‘And
even if you hadn't been, do you think | can't telen a woman
changes towards me in bed? My God, I've had one wifo
preferred another man to me, so | should knowsdwened.

She drew in a ragged breath, if | did change it @rdg because --'
'Yes?' he prompted harshly.

'‘Becauseg/ouchanged,' she accused, standing up agitatedlyye®h
you did," she insisted at his sceptical expressiadhought you were
getting tired of me. | thought --'



"You would line up another lover for when our affaias over,' he
finished disgustedly. 'What's the matter, Brynaywnihat you've

discovered the "joys of sex" can't you do withaufor even the

length of time it would have taken you to find ngplacement once
our affair was over?’

'Stop twisting things to suit your own warped aetios,' she cried.
‘You've got it all wrong,' she insisted emotionall@ourt isn't, and
never will be, my lover!

‘The past | can't do anything about, but you'rbtrapout the future,’
Raff told her grimly. 'No other man is going to kmgour body but

me in future. And now that | know how much you likemake love |

don't expect I'll have to wait long before you cdmegging me to take
you!'

Bryna stared at the door he had closed forcefudhyjirtd him without
actually slamming it and waking up the rest of ltleeisehold.

Did he really believe all that he had accused ffeQs course he did,
he wouldn't be acting this way if he didn't!

Court and her? How could he have come to such smnewus
conclusion? She and Court were friends, yes, andt@loted with
her endlessly, but surely no more than he did exgry other female
he came into contact with.

Proof, Raff had said, but surely he couldn't coanfew meals
together where they discussed business as thatfitdiHehe knew he
did, and it seemed there was nothing she couldiahange his
mind.

No wonder his cold indifference had actually seemeetlirn to hate
since he had found out about the baby and he haddder into
marriage!



Only now he was making no secret of that hate—her¢ason for it.



CHAPTER SEVEN

BRYNA was glad when the holiday period was over andceh&l get
back to work, away from the oppression of livinghwiRaff.

As promised, he had let her move back into her badroom, but he
had arrogantly offered no explanation to anyone whight be
curious about this abrupt estrangement betweerahdsénd wife.

Her parents had gone back to Scotland, Paul hathezt to his flat,
and she had helped Kate move in with Brenda h&tiling misgivings
about the advisability of the latter. But Raff maidebvious he didn't
wish to discuss his daughter, or anything else) twr.

They were living like complete strangers only teaysl after their
wedding, not bothering to make polite conversaéieen over dinner
now. In fact, the strain at the dinner table haehbso intense that the
last two evenings Bryna had asked for a tray irbleeroom. As far as
she was aware Raff hadn't even noticed her absence!

'‘Get me Mr Stevens on the telephone, Gilly," skhg@sted as soon as
she walked into her office on her first day backvatk.

She leafed listlessly through the mail Gilly haill & the desk for her
attention as she waited for the call to come thinoughe had been
longing to speak to Court, to see what he madeadfRridiculous
accusations, ever since Raff had hurled them abléshe knew that
if she had called him from the house and Raff foantdabout it—!
Well, there was enough friction between them alyead

She snatched up the receiver as soon as the telepang. '‘Court?’
she said breathlessly.

‘Bryna?' He sounded surprised to hear from her.



Which wasn't surprising if Raff had launched theneaccusations at
him that he had at her! 'Court, we have to tal' ®ld him without
prevarication.

‘My God, he didn't upset you with his fantasiegonr condition, did
he?' he returned disgustedly.

'l can't seem to convince him they are fantas®s’ confirmed
shakily, feeling like crying after the last daystefsion.

'‘Bryna, he—he hasn't hurt you, has he?' Court ddethn
concernedly.

'‘No, of course not,' she protested the suggesRaiff. was a very
physical man, who could display displeasure adyeasi he could
give pleasure, but she was sure he would nevewriotence on a
woman. 'l just need to talk to someone who undedstiow | feel.’

‘Thank God for that," said Court with obvious reli©kay, Bryna,
how about lunch?'

They made the arrangement to meet at the restabedote Bryna
rang off to get caught up in the rush of the dé&g lsad plenty to do
after the long Christmas and New Year break. She glad of the
hectic pace of the morning, she had felt as iflihad plummeted
completely out of control since the night Raff hactused her of
having an affair with Court. With any luck she ababntinue to work
until the day the baby was born!

Court gave her a searching look when she joineddbitheir table. 'l
know you're supposed to tell a pregnant woman haavant she
looks, but you don't look at all well, Bryna,' rewned as they both
sat down.

She knew the truth of that; she rarely slept artieheomplete lack of
appetite, knowing that both things showed in hekllsstre hair and



shadowed eyes. Her pregnancy was becoming veryeadlie as she
lost weight and the baby inside her grew, the ladress she wore
doing little to hide that fact.

'It's Raff and this stupid idea he has that wedradffair,' she sighed,
shaking her head when the waiter enquired if sheldvidke a drink,
her fingers moving nervously against the tablecloth

‘When did he tell you about that?' All the laughtad been erased
from Court's face and eyes, his own strain vergemi.

She shrugged. 'When we got to bed after spendinist@ias Day
with our families. He --'

‘Trust Raff to at least take his damned weddinghtnigefore
alienating you!" he said disgustedly.

'‘But he didn't! | mean, we didn't," she amendet wiblush. 'We have
this agreement, you see --'

'‘What sort of an agreement can a newly married leobave that
involves them not making love on their wedding tRjiCourt looked
dumbfounded.

Bryna signed. 'The sort of agreement where thefatlants complete
rights to his as yet unborn child.'

‘And that's the only reason he married you?' Caedlised
incredulously.

Her gaze lowered to the snowy white tableclotheabyg realising
that she had badly creased the crisp linen witlctimstant pleatings
of her restless fingers. 'The only reason,' shérmoad huskily.

Court leant back in his chair with an angry sigfod would have
been better off fighting him for custody in court!'



'l think that's the reason Raff married me so gyiekd then didn't
tell me what he believed about the two of us untilas safely his
wife," she told him dully.

‘The damned fool," said Court angrily. "Why on leasthe throwing
your relationship away?'

Bryna shook her head. 'He says he has proof,hikdimo of us were
seen dining together.’

'‘Business meetings," he claimed instantly.
'l told him that, but --'

'He didn't believe you," Court bit out. 'Telling mleout his suspicions
at the wedding was one thing, but | had no idead®going to make
you unhappy with them too. | would have come to ltbese even
though | wasn't welcome, if I'd known.’

Her mouth twisted ruefully. 'He would have throwsuyout, literally.
But Kate asked after you——

''ve seen her,"' he nodded grimly.

'You have?' Bryna looked at him in surprise; Katd bome home for
dinner three nights ago— the last time Bryna hatereawith
Raff—and she had given no indication that she eah $rer Uncle
Court.

He shrugged. 'She telephoned me and we had dingether last
night. Don't look so worried, Bryna,' he drawldgiaff may not want
to know me any more, but I've known those kids @oglthat
sometimes | feel as if they're mine!'



Knowing what she did about him she could understaow he felt
about the children of his best friend. "They'reyvand of you too,’
she nodded.

He gave an indulgent smile. 'Kate is enjoying siea4 flat.'

'Raff doesn't approve,' Bryna frowned. 'He onlyeagito let her go
so that she shouldn't realise we were living in shene house but
apart.’

‘The fool!" rasped Court. 'What the hell is the teratvith him?' he
added angrily.

'l don't know," she said shakily, it all seems éone back to the fact
that for some reason he believes the two of ubarang an affair.'

'If | didn't know better | would say he was jealp@ourt frowned.

'Impossible!" Bryna gave a scathing laugh, if irevet for the baby |
would be out of his life and forgotten by now!

'Hm," murmured Court, it was because of Kate and &t he and
Josey stayed together as long as they did.’

'Yes,' she acknowledged dully. 'Now he intendsu®rto have the
same unemotional marriage.'

'It doesn't sound to me as if he wants you to @Kever,' Court
derided.

She looked at him searchingly. "You know aboutréiationship he
and Josey had?'

‘That they both had lovers?' he nodded. 'l thirdrgane knew except
Kate and Paul. | can't believe that Raff would Isefor that
half-marriage again.'



It isn't a question of settling for anything," doéd him heavily. 'He
wants his child. And so do I!"

Court looked at her closely. 'You love him, do@t§ Of course you
do,' he said self-derisively. ‘Why else would ya@avé married him?'
His hand covered hers comfortingly.

Bryna shook her head. '‘Believe me, Court, if | ag choice | wouid
never have become his wife. But he more or lessatened to take
my child away from me if | didn't agree.’

You—'

'‘Hello, darling,' greeted a smoothly controlled ceyi and Bryna's
stricken gaze raised to meet the coldly furious @nger husband. 'l
told you | would try to get here, didn't I?' he addightly.

Bryna knew that the last was added for their aumiethat he didn't
want anyone to realise his wife was having luncthanother man
without his knowledge.

Oh God, she thought, how much of her conversatitim @Gourt had
Raff overhead! Certainly the part about her haviogchoice but to
marry him, if the angry glitter of his eyes was #myg to go by, but
he didn't look as if he had also heard Court cktmawas in love with
him, Raff.

Court sat back in his chair as he released her,hataked and in
control. 'Why don't you join us?' he invited pdite

‘Unfortunately I'm with some business associatBsff bit out.
'‘Otherwise, believe me, nothing else would givegreater pleasure
than to join the two of you and listen to some nufrthis fascinating
conversation!'



Bryna swallowed hard. Headoverheard the part of the conversatio
where she had expressed regret at having to manryAmd he didn't
look in the mood to be convinced that it wasthgingto marry him
that bothered her, not actually having him as hsbhand.

'Don't cause a scene, Raff --'

'‘Believe me, I'm very much in control,' he glarédh& other man. 'If
| wanted to cause a scene | would have punchednythe face and
taken back my wife as soon as | came into the uesstd and saw the
two of you together!

Court's mouth twisted derisively. 'l thought | veagposed to be the
one with the temper?'

Raff looked at him coldly. ‘We all know that's mkild Bryna is
carrying,' he rasped. 'And I've warned her what khalppen if she
sees you again!'

She paled at the veiled threat. 'It's only lunchff R'

‘My wife of ten days lunching with my supposed b&gnd!" he
scorned, his hands clenched at his sides, althfargheir audience
his expression remained pleasant enough. ‘Mosi@eaauld say the
honeymoon bed hadn't had time to cool"

‘The way | heard it it didn't even get lukewarmbutt challenged, his
own anger evident now, then he turned to give Biamapologetic
look as she gasped. 'I'm sorry, Bryna, but --'

‘That can easily be remedied,' Raff bit out betwelenched teeth.
‘Starting tonight!'

'Raff, you can't mean that!" She looked up at hiith Wwaunted eyes,
sure that to have him make love to her out of amgerld be worse
than the charity she had been imagining it would be



'Oh, can't I?" he challenged, looking at her wigdst. "Why don't
we wait and see what | can or can't do!

Bryna watched him as he strode across the restalirarjoin the

people he had obviously arrived with, three mendstie't recognise,
and Stuart Hillier; she wondered what they hadnaltle of his abrupt
departure seconds ago.

'l can't believe it,;" Court said dazedly. 'I've eegeen him like this
before.’

She had never seamyoneas angry as Raff had been a few minute
ago. It had been worse than the night nine daysvagse than all the
days since; he had been totally out of control.

'l thought you said he wasn't violent.' Court lodkeoubled.

'He isn't—he hasn't been,' she amended, knowingvas no longer
true. 'Oh, Court, what am | going to do?' she tried

‘Don't go back.' He clasped her hands. 'l haveaeedpedroom at my
flat. We could --'

'l couldn't stay with you,' she shook her heade ffood Raff is in, he
would Kill us both!

He frowned darkly. 'Which is exactly why | don'irtk..you should
go back to him!

She shook her head. 'He wouldn't hurt me,' sheneldishakily.
‘That wasn't the impression | got just now," Caait drily.

Or her! Raff had looked as if he would like to druer with his bare
hands! 'He'll have got over his anger by the timedmes home,' she



said with more confidence than she felt. 'And thaexil be able to
talk.'

Court still looked worried. 'If you're sure youwk all right ...?'

'Of course | will," she dismissed lightly, all thme conscious of the
man across the restaurant as he pointedly ignageard Court in
preference of charming his dining companions. Ameldidn't doubt
that he was aware of her every move! 'l don't thithkother with
lunch after all—'

‘You and the baby have to eat,' Court told herlfirrdust ignore him,
as he's ignoring you.' He signalled the waiterame and take their
order.

It was hard to ignore someone when their disappgpvibrations

could be felt across the crowded room, but someBigima managed
to eat a small amount of the meal under Court'slgaht coaxing.

The five men were still sitting at their table whedre and Court stood
up to leave a short time later, and she deliberdtept her face

averted, although she sensed Court's movement gavgea terse
inclination of his head in parting.

She was trembling once they got outside. 'I'm so/s@u've had to
be involved in this ridiculous situation,' she t@durt shakily. 'l just
can't seem to make Raff see sense.’

'Hm," he looked thoughtful. 'l still wouldn't rulaut jealousy. You
know, he --'

'l would," she scorned firmly. '‘Jealous men dawklat a woman with
hate in their eyes!'

'‘Maybe not," he acknowledged slowly. 'But if hel$geothing for you
why does he still doubt you when you claim our nmegt have all
been because of business?' he reasoned.



'‘Because | didn't tell him about them at the tirsle¢ sighed. 'l hadn't
been discussing my business with him for some tivie see, he
always shut me out when it came to his businessrgffand so |
thought if | stopped telling him about mine he wbrgalise how shut
out he makesnefeel, and then perhaps open up to me a little' s
explained with a grimace.

'Oh, my God.' Court closed his eyes. 'l recogniseown advice
there!' He looked at her apologetically.

‘Yes,' she acknowledged ruefully. She and this haahbecome good
friends during her relationship with Raff, and $iael often confided
in him, realising that he knew Raff much bettentshe did, than she
ever would.

'I'll learn to keep my opinions to myself in futyree groaned.

She squeezed his arm reassuringly. ‘It was vergdsadvice," she
consoled him. 'Unfortunately, | think the man ireqtion has to be in
love with you and sensitive to your feelings fotoitwork!"

Court gave a grimace of regret. 'lf you need soraedortalk to again,
just call me.'

Bryna had a feeling that was going to come sodraar she wished!

Raff didn't come home for dinner, and he didnépélone to say he
would be late either, leaving her to wonder wherevas and who he
was with—and some of her conclusions were upsettmgay the
least.

She kept remembering how angry he had been toesegith Court
earlier, remembered clearly the reckless glintignsilver eyes. And
she knew he was with another woman. Probably thliengs— and

waiting!—Rosemary Chater.



The looks the other woman had shot at her duriegmédding had
been positively venomous. How she must be gloatow!

Bryna spent the evening alternating between angdr despair,
waiting downstairs in the lounge for Raff to conmerie.

When he hadn't arrived shortly after eleven shédédecshe might as
well go to bed; it didn't look as if he were comimgme at all tonight!

She had only been in her room a couple of minutesrvwshe heard
the front door open and then slam shut, the sofindnming feet on

the stairs. Indignation and apprehension shoneemelges as she
turned to the door as it was flung open, her dgegsng at the front
where she had just unbuttoned it.

There was a dark flush to Raff's cheeks as he gloked the door,
the reckless glitter still evident in his eyes. '@dod, I'm just in time
for the floor-show,' he bit out contemptuously,neg back against
the door to watch her with narrowed eyes, his dolted across his
chest.

Bryna pulled the edges of her unbuttoned dresshegaf you want
to see a show go to a striptease club!" she snapped

He shook his head. 'The thought of watching sommavol don't
know throw off her clothes in front of a room fuf people does
nothing for me! Where did you spend the afternota?suddenly
rasped in a lightning change of mood.

She blinked at the attack. 'At my office,' she iegphrudgingly; what
right did he have to question her?—he was the one mad been
missing all evening!

'l called there several times, but you weren't éiehe grated
accusingly.



Her head went back in challenge. 'l was unavaildbbd's hardly the
same thing.' She had known of each of his callshaadtold Gilly to

tell him she was too busy to talk to him. Gilly hembked at her
strangely at the request, but Bryna had offereeiptanations for her
behaviour. If she had even tried she would probd&ialye broken
down and cried. And once she started she wouldrétoe to stop.

She had no intention of breaking down; she intergtedg on with

her life with or without Raff's love. She had swed the trauma of
believing herself infertile, and now that she carRaff's child she
could surely survive not being loved in return loph

But not if he continued to treat her with contengptgd demanded his
rights in her bed!

‘Unavailable to me only, I'm sure,’ he bit out, mmgvaway from the
door to come towards her, the intent in his eyasistakable. "You
couldn't wait to get to your lover to tell him what fiasco our
marriage is, could you?' he grated.

‘That isn't the way it happened,’ she gasped pnogds 'I| met
Court --'

‘To discuss business?' Raff quoted the past exaediad given
him.

Colour darkened her cheeks. 'No. Not this times'added quickly as
his eyes glittered silver. 'But in the past, yshe insisted firmly.
‘Today |I—I just needed someone to talk to!

‘And what better choice than your lover?' he tadint&/hat a pity
neither he nor your secretary are here to tell meérg unavailable
now!'



Bryna didn't fear his lovemaking, she knew thatbteld never hurt a
woman in that way, but what she did fear was thatvgould respond
to him— and that he would know she did!

She picked up her nightgown. ‘A bathroom door ddllas well,’ she
told him at the same time as she opened the dabthan closed and
locked it behind her, hastily moving to lock théet doors before
leaning back against the wall, trembling in herrappnsion, well
aware that if he wanted to he could break the ffilosks on any of
the doors with one forceful kick.

Complete silence followed her escape, and she mtwéae door,
listening intently.

'‘We have all the nights of the rest of our livegyr,' Raff murmured
suddenly against the closed door.

He made it sound like a prison sentence!



CHAPTER EIGHT

DesPITE his threat, and her fear of it, Raff seemed toichBryna
more than ever during the next few weeks, alwaysigdeft for the
office before she got down in the mornings, racgying home for
dinner, and when he did he asked for a tray istidy. The only time
they had actually spent together had been hertoitlite obstetrician.

Raff was adamant that he be involved in all aspafdter pregnancy,
asking the doctor more questions than she did, sdriieem making
her blush.

When shg was sixteen weeks along in her pregnancy he @ubsisi
coming along to the hospital with her while she hadscan, and the
two of them watched in fascination as they sawrnlowements of
their baby in her womb, every tiny part of it longiperfectly formed.

After they had shared such a moving experienceatitagonism
between them seemed completely unworthy of thesiaea

'I watched your face earlier,’ Raff spoke gruffly the drive home.
*You want this child very much, don't you?'

Some of her happy glow evaporated as she gave &imara look. 'Of
course | do!'

‘There's no need to be on the defensive,' he sigha@sn't being
nasty.'

Bryna turned to stare out of the window beside blanking back the
tears. She had been plagued with none of the ngpsickness that
such a lot of women complained of, she felt inextely good health,
but she was so emotional that she cried at thatskg thing; a sad
programme on the television, a beautiful love stargtching small
children with their parents in the park.



'As you looked at our baby your face glowed witldey Raff told her
huskily.

'It's a miracle,’ she told him with more feelingathhe could ever
understand. If they had been closer perhaps shiel\waue been able
to tell him of that operation in her youth and ylears of emptiness
afterwards, and he would have understood the woskerfelt at

actually seeing the tiny baby inside her body. ety were further

apart now than they had ever been.

'‘Bryna, is it too late for us?’

She turned to him frowningly, seeing the regrdtiseyes before his
attention returned to the road in front of themhat/do you mean?’
she asked suspiciously.

'‘We're married, in another twenty-four weeks welNe a child of our
own; don't you think we should try to make this rrege work?' he
prompted huskily.

She wanted nothing else but for their marriageddnbut she didn't
see how that was possible when he believed sh&avaisg an affair
with another man. '‘And Court?' she probed frowrningl

His mouth tightened. 'l can't change the way | &selut you and him,
but | realise you're making an effort, that you émat’seen him since
that day in the restaurant.’

She hadn't; she had felt it best not to aggravaesttuation any
further—but how did Raff know that? "You've spokerCourt?' she
said eagerly, willing the two men to be friendsiaga

'‘No,' he rasped harshly.

‘Then how did you—Raff, no!" she cried as she shbek head,
feeling suddenly sick. "You haven't had me follo®ed



His head went back arrogantly. 'How else was | egpg to find out
what my wife has been doing with her life lately?’

‘You could have asked me,' she groaned, hatinththeght of some
faceless person following her every movement.plehiee's entitled to
boredom money,' she added disgustedly. 'Becaushivgta woman

leave home for work, and then seeing her come hagan and

staying in for the evening, must be the most boasgignment he's
ever had!

‘Bryna- --'

'Don't touch me,' she avoided his hand as he rdamlicfor her. 'Just
take me back to my office, | have some work to do.’

He frowned. 'It's after five --'

'So I'll take a leaf out of my husband's book andrk late",' she
shapped tauntingly, sure that working was the tlaisig he did on
those evenings he arrived home late, even thoughdrhalways
telephone now and give that excuse. 'l hope yomsareed your latest
lover that you're having her followed!" She and €btad been 'seen’,
he had said; he hadn't told her it was by a prafeatsnooper!

'l don't have a lover," he bit out grimly. 'And d"“only had you
watched since that day at the restaurant.'

'‘Why?' she groaned. 'Couldn't you trust me? Couydni --'

'‘Bryna, as soon as you got back to work you ramrg' Raff grated.
'‘What was | supposed to think?'

She shook her head sadly. 'l don't think you'venlse®ng much of
that at all lately!



He breathed raggedly. ‘Bryna, I've been throughroagiage where
my wife took a lover --'

‘You told me you both had lovers,' she protestedcattcusation.

‘At first we did,' he conceded. 'And then | becaiok of the lies—to
the women involved, not to Josey. Oh, | still wémtbed with a
woman when | felt the need, but it was always dhéone time, and
always with a woman who expected nothing else froem Josey's
answer was somewhat different,' he added grimhe Bund herself
one lover and stayed with him, all the time refgsianything

permanent with him because of the children.'

‘How unhappy you must both have been,’ Bryna sigh#te waste of
it all.

He nodded. 'Which is why | don't want it to hapgain with you.
We were happy together once, Bryna, we could benadee added
encouragingly.

'‘With you having me followed and personally avoglime every
chance you get!' she scorned.

'l've been working late because | had no reasa@ortee home,' Raff
told her quietly. 'But we could start again, tortigh

‘And your "employee"?' she bit out tautly.

He sighed. Til get rid of him. Bryna,' he clasped hand with his as
it rested on her thigh, 'let's try!'

She was tempted, oh, so tempted; she still lovedihispite of the

bitterness of their marriage. And maybe if theylddoecome close
she could convince him that there never had begthiauig between

Court and herself. It still distressed her thatshs the cause of the
rift in the friendship.



'I'd like to --'
‘Then let's do it!" he encouraged firmly.

She looked at him searchingly. 'And what happeesnéxt time |
have to see Court? | do want to do further businé#s him, you
know.'

Raff's jaw clenched. 'l suppose I'll just havedarh to live with that.
As long as you can assure me nothing is going twds you except
business I'll believe you.'

'You haven't believed me so far,’” Bryna remindech hvearily,
wondering if this sort of truce between them cowddlly work, but
like him, doubting their marriage could surviveitgvas for much
longer.

‘My trust has taken a pounding the last few montiat's all,’ he
sighed. 'We'll learn to cope with that.'

His trustin her had been damaged. Not his love for henisoneed of
her, only his trust. It wasn't much of a foundatfonmarriage. But
what else did they have?

T can't sleep with you, Raff,' she looked at hinblurkingly. "You
see, although you doubt me when | say Court hag @rdr been a
dear friend to me, | know the truth, and your latKaith in mehas
badly shaken my trust you!'

He gave an abrupt inclination of his head. 'l uatéerd your reasons
for choosing to keep your own room, but maybe fnetieven that
physical closeness will come back again. For thenemd, we're

starting again from the beginning, like strangers.'

'l think our son or daughter might have somethngay about that!



Raff returned her teasing smile, the two of therarisly a brief

moment of camaraderie. And as he smiled Bryna sedlihow

strained he had looked until that moment, the leasrof his body
and the lines about his eyes revealing that hejugiss unhappy as
she.

'Well, almostlike strangers,' he mocked. 'Have | told you howcim
being pregnant suits you?' he added huskily.

They both knew he hadn't, that he had rarely sptakéer at all since
her pregnancy began to show. Her blush of pleasurghe
compliment added a glow to her cheeks, and a spalier eyes.

She wasn't to know, as she smiled at him shyly,Riaé#f's trust in her
would be tested sooner than she would have wished!

Their relationship didn't change overnight; theraswstill a strain
between them that couldn't be banished no matter hach they
talked andlaughed and spent time together. Andditks ot of those
things during the next few weeks, often managiniytech together
as well as being together in the evenings.

They were closer to being friends now than they badr been,
having become lovers so quickly in the first plalcat they hadn't
really taken the time to get to know each othemad as they
probably should have done. Now they had time toadier the things
they had in common, and surprisingly enough theyndbothat was
quite a lot. Raff even began to discuss his wortk Wwer, something
she had thought he would never do.

And yet that underlying strain persisted betwe@mth



It was physical rather than mental, Bryna eithethdriawing or
trembling almost uncontrollably if Raff should tduber, and she
could feel his tension if she should accidentallych him in any way.

They wanted each other.

They had gone back to the beginning, started abgaohformed a sort
of friendship, and now they wanted each other sityaawas starting
to affect that very friendship they had striven for

Bryna was more confused than ever; she had nontieee it would
all end.

But she was grateful that the two of them wereast friends enough
to be able to accept Kate's invitation to dinnethie certainty that
they wouldn't cause any friction by their presefddes young girl had

given them a formal invitation to what she calledr tbelated

moving-dinner-party, and Raff had accepted jusoasally.

'l just hope she's learnt to cook since the time strved up rice
pudding and potatoes!" he said ruefully on theadaver to the flat.
‘Together!

Bryna laughed softly at the disgusting concoctlbiow old was she
then?'

‘Nine," he grimaced. 'She was trying to act thetlélimother" after
Josey died, and Paul and | ate it because we didmt to hurt her
feelings.'

Bryna smiled. '‘Well, I think she has more of anaid®w; she was
very helpful when we all cooked the Christmas ditine

'Let's hope so," her father drawled. 'You look lgwenight, Bryna.'
He laced the fingers of her right hand with his.



So did he! He had always been handsome to herthlzutast few

weeks he had become even more so, so that shdaalyo look at

him to feel her heart beat faster and her moutldigo And in an

evening suit Raff could only be described as dewasf! She knew
she was suffering from frustration, that Raff colive been wearing
patched denims and she would still have wanted iirinshe couldn't
help the way he made her feel breathless justaio &b him.

And his compliment about her own appearance wag welcome.

At nineteen weeks her pregnancy was almost haltwegugh, and

her waistline had expanded to match that. None esf riormal

clothing fitted her any more, and although the mmatg wardrobe

Raff had insisted on buying her was very attracsive still didn't feel

exactly glamorous in the flowing blue dress, and sBeded Raff's
compliment as a bolster to her flagging self- cerfice about the
way she looked to him and others.

Especially when she saw the dress Brenda was vgtarime tall
redhead was very attractive, but even so the lawbtack dress
seemed to be a little old for her eighteen years.

Kate gave her father and Bryna an apologetic grenaacshe moved
to pour them a drink. 'l only got it in for the @sion,' she hastened tc
explain at her father's raised brows.

'l hope so," he murmured before turning to hemfé&e. 'You 're
looking very sophisticated tonight, Brenda,' hel taér smoothly.

Bryna watched ruefully as the young girl took thaiteness as an
invitation to flirt with him, knowing by the embassed flush to
Kate's cheeks that she could cheerfully have sliedrtge other girl.

'l help you out in the kitchen," Bryna offerecetrgly, not at all
perturbed about Brenda's obvious behaviour; the thihg she knew



she could be sure of was that Raff wasn't intedasta college friend
of his daughter!

‘She's incredible!" muttered Kate as she bangedtabdhe kitchen
putting the finishing touches to the meal. 'l askeat to behave
tonight, and she promised she would, and withieva $econds of
Daddy's arrival she's throwing herself all over him

Bryna laughed softly at Kate's obvious disgust widr friend. 'l
shouldn't worry about it, your father is only plagiwith her.'

'‘Weall know that,' grumbled Kate, her pretty facesflad with anger.
'‘But Brenda doesn't know how to take no for an amnsw

Obviously the last weeks of sharing a flat with titeer girl had
opened Kate's eyes to Brenda's selfish nature.'$Hbe flat-sharing
going?' Bryna enquired casually.

'Oh, you know," Kate turned away, shrugging. 'Wé¢ ge okay
together.’

Quite a turn-about from thinking Brenda was the tmesnderful
friend in the world, but Bryna wisely kept her tightis to herself. She
felt sure Kate felt badly enough about her fathendp proved right
about the other girl without adding salt to the wou

By the time they returned to the lounge Paul asdjhl-friend, Lynn,
had arrived with Kate's friend Roger and anothemgoman known
to them all as Flip, who appeared to be Brenddés fda the evening,
although he certainly wasn't the same young mamdityad seen
emerge from Brenda's bedroom that day!

Bryna was sure Raff felt as out of place with th&geyoungsters as
she was starting to!



The doorbell rang again shortly before eight, aadeljumped up to
answer it. 'Just so that you two wouldn't feelfagu'd been asked
along to act as chaperons,' she told them teadagtye going to the
door.

Bryna's sense of foreboding had warned her whdateearrival was

even before Court came into the room at Kate's. sidhe looked

pleadingly at Raff, knowing by the way he tenseat tte was ready to
demand that the other man leave—or he would.

Then he turned slightly and met her pleading gamd,some of the
coldness left him as he followed her gaze to Katetsted face. His
daughter wanted both him and the other man hecefareither of
them to leave would upset Kate. Raff relaxed slyghithough his
eyes remained dangerously narrowed.

'‘Look who's here!" Kate laughed her pleasure atlést arrival. ‘Poor
Uncle Court's date had a migraine and couldn't ¢ostee added
sympathetically, her arm looped through his.

‘And you couldn't come up with a replacement eveugh it was
short notice?' mocked Raff, the hardness of his éging of his
intention to wound. '"You do disappoint me, Coum,'drawled.

Court met his gaze challengingly. 'l thought thahwall the beautiful
ladies here you gentlemen wouldn't mind sharing!

Bryna winced at the barb. Court was angry at Raélsaviour and he
had a right to be, but the situation was rapidlyading out of

control. Surprisingly it was Kate who smoothed thense

atmosphere.

"You can sit next to me, Uncle Court,’ she told hghtly.

He gave her a wolfish grin. 'In that case you'ddregtop calling me
Uncle!'



Roger put his arm possessively about Kate's shiaul@&he only said
you couldsit next to her," he smiled.

Kate blushed at his obvious claim to her, glana@ndgwardly at her
father.

Bryna looked at Raff too, relieved to see thateheas humour in his
eyes now. Knowing how possessh@&was of Kate she had feared hi
reaction to another man showing such proprietorglts. But she
should have known he didn't disapprove of the pletasRoger
Delaney. Tall and dark, with warm blue eyes, thenger man was
studying to become a history teacher, and Raffaisty like him.

Bryna watched Raff now as he crossed the roomrtsite, stiffening
a little as his arm curved possessively about her waist to rest his
hand against their child.

‘You should have found a replacement, Court,’' levid. 'None of
us is willing to share.' He looked at the other rahallengingly.

'Flip doesn't mind.' Brenda gave Court a glowingeas she pressed
against him.

Flip didn't have to mind, it soon became obvious. Whs a quiet
young man, obviously dazzled by the vivacity of diede, and it soon
became apparent to all but him that Brenda had ioriyed him so
thatshewouldn't be the one without a partner for the awgnNow
that Court had arrived alone she more or less ehqgoor Flip,
monopolising a bemused Court during the meal.

Bryna did her best to include Flip in the convamsatfeeling the
need to keep talking herself when, for the most, fReff remained
broodingly silent.

She knew he was angry about Court's presence berghat for
Kate's sake he was making an effort not to actusaly anything in



case he forgot this was supposed to be a happgioocand insulted
Court as he obviously longed to do. She only hajped he didn't
think she had known of Court's presence here tonlgrtause she
hadn't; she would never have willingly placed hErse this
tension-filled situation. The doctor was pleasethviier pregnancy
so far, although her blood- pressure's habit oftflating up and
down did cause him some concern. And she was soight couldn't
be doing much to ease that situation!

The pity of it was that she and Raff had come s&réen the first cold
weeks of their marriage. There was true friendsiepveen them
now, a sharing, something they had never had betre didn't want
to lose all that now just because they had beearetbto endure an
evening of Court's company.

‘I'm sorry.'

She looked at Court questioningly as he joinedoimethe sofa during
the brief time Raff left her to get her a glas®Enge juice, looking
around quickly to see if Raff were watching themnwnbler panicked
gazed clashed with his unreadable one as he stwodsathe room,
and hers softened pleadingly.

Court sighed. 'l should never have come here tonigle was
shaking his head as Bryna turned back to him. $nitagoing to
because | knew you and Raff would be here too,Kaie was so
insistent.'

Bryna gave him a sympathetic smile, knowing thaanfy damage
were to be done to her newfound relationship witdff ® would

already have happened; and she couldn't do a #bogt it. 'How
have you been?'

'Fine," Court nodded. 'And you are obviously blomgni

'Yes,' she gave a self-conscious laugh.



He looked at her searchingly. 'How are you red@lyna?' he asked
quietly. 'lI've been worried about you since that gathe restaurant,
but you didn't call me again ...I' He shrugged.

‘There was no need,' she dismissed the apprehesistonad known
that night as she waited for Raff, still believing would never have
physically harmed her.

'So you and Raff are okay now?' Court probed.

She gave a rueful shrug. 'About as okay as weglt be, | think," she
nodded.

He looked at her searchingly. 'And are you happy?’

Yes, she was happy. Not in an ecstatic way, but rieg
understanding she and Raff had come to in receaksvbad filled
her with an inner tranquillity, an acceptance ti@tvas giving her as
much of himself as he was able, even if it wadrétlbve she still
craved from him.

She looked across the room at him anxiously noghasealised how
long it was taking him to come back with her drihk; was deep in
conversation with Roger Delaney, seemingly unawénhe two of
them seated together on the sofa. And yet dedpatéBryna knew he
was very much aware of them.

‘Yes,' she assured Court unhesitatingly.

‘Hm. In that case, are you going to mind if | talkout Raff's
suspicions concerning the two of us?' Court lookedied.

Some of the warmth left her eyes, but she shookéad, 'If you have
anything new to tell me I'd be glad to hear it.’



Court frowned. 'Well, the idea came to me whena bam with Raff
In the restaurant that day. | did notice him a ¢ewb times while we
were out together, and a few digs from him would——

'From who?' she demanded impatiently.

'Raff's assistant. What's his name—?—Hlillier,” aBmembered. 'A
couple of times when we were out together | notitied at the same
restaurant. | thought it was a coincidence, but gousay Raff had
accused us of beingeentogether, and | suppose Hillier could hav
been the one spying on us.'

‘Why on earth would he do that?' Bryna asked distiegly.

'l don't know,' Court shook his head. 'But he'sahly one | can think
of who actually saw us together.’

Stuart Hillier? She had never liked the man, beneso ...!

Unless Raff had asked the other man to follow " had had her
followed once, so why not then? He had denied lggker followed
then, of course, but surely it was too much ofia@dence to be one.

‘You think he told Raff about us?' she said weakhgwing by the
compassion in Court's eyes that he had also guedssdhe couldn't
put into words, that Raff haaskedhis assitant to spy on them!

'‘Don't you?' he said gently.

‘Yes.' She turned away, blinking back the teaestiinst and genuine
liking she and Raff had built up in recent weeksgnabling as she
knew it had been built on a lie. God, she felvitien she thought now
of the times she had ached to ask Raff to make mha&iriage a real
one!



'I'm sorry, Bryna,' Court clasped her hand in hisist thought it was
something you should know.'

She was glad she did; she had wanted Raff so badiye drive over
here that she had been going to make the first rawards a normal
marriage when they got home. Oh, what a fool skidean these last
few weeks! Raff didn't want a friendship with hieg had just taken
the doctor's advice that a ‘happy and contentethenohade for an
uncomplicated pregnancy' so seriously he had ba@éngato forget
their differences until at least her pregnancy wasr. And then
what? Would they go back to the coldness, thefedihce?

'‘Here you are, Bryna.' Raff appeared back at ok with her drink
after deliberately leaving her alone with Court $élt sure; he had
been testing her. 'Darling, you're very pale,' theéed frowningly.

Darling. And the concermhll false!'l think I'd like to go home now, if
you don't mind,' she said bluntly.

He looked at the other man with narrowed eyescdDfse,' he agreed
automatically. 'I'll tell Kate we're leaving.'

'l may be wrong, Bryna,' Court encouraged once tnee alone. 'As
you said, why would Hillier want to do somethinkdithat?'

They both knew why, because Raff regkedhim to!

Bryna didn't remember saying her goodbyes and thamKate, but
she supposed she must have done, as she receisgdmge looks at
their departure.

The easy camaraderie that had existed betweenlfhenseRaff on
the drive over to Kate's flat was noticeably lagkion the journey
back to their home; Bryna was lost in a sea of mjsand Raff's
thoughts were grim, if his expression was anythango by.



'‘Kate does seem to have more idea of what to sgraelinner party
now.' Raff's abrupt comment suddenly broke thensde

The avocado with prawns, followed by chicken int@lwine sauce,
and then a delicious array of sweets, had beenergoyable. 'It was
very nice,' Bryna replied curtly.

‘What did you think of Roger Delaney?’
'He seems very nice,' she shrugged.
‘Yes,' he acknowledged tersely.

Bryna waited tensely for the question concerning deversation
with Court.

But it never came, Raff once again lapsing intersie.

Bryna went straight up the stairs to her room amsas they got
home, leaving Raff to lock up. She sensed his beaygaze on her
as she walked up the stairs, her back ramrod-ktragyshe refused to
turn around and meet that puzzled gaze.

She wasn't in the least surprised at his entrancket bedroom
minutes later after the briefest of knocks; she pembably been
expecting it as she sat in her bedroom chair,vgélring her coat.

‘Let me help you.' Raff stood her up to removecibat and unzip her
dress, turning her back to face him to slide thesslidown her body.
Bryna offered him no resistance, and he lookedeasharchingly as
he removed her silky underwear. 'What did Courttsaypset you?'
he finally rasped the question she had been waditing

She stood naked before him, and it didn't seematbam that intense
awareness of him that had been with her in reces¢ks had



completely gone in the face of his deceit. 'NotHirsipe claimed
flatly.

Raff's mouth tightened. 'He must have said somegthiau were all
right until he spoke to you!'

‘Was 1?' she said dully.
'Yes, damn it!" He clasped her upper arms. 'Briguk at me!'

She raised lids that suddenly seemed too heaviodked the same
as he always did, arrogantly handsome, totallyommand. And for
the first time since she had met him he left héd.co

'‘Bryna!' his voice deepened in desperation as émeé to look into
her eyes and see the complete vacuum of her emotiomant you,
Bryna,' he shook her slightly. 'l want you!

'I'm not stopping you taking me,' she told him derastedly.

'‘God!" he groaned, his frown pained. 'Bryna?' Heokhher again,
giving a low groan as he bent his head to claimlipsr as if by
compulsion.

Emotionally he hadn't been able to reach her, dtha kiss went on
and on, and his hands roamed almost desperatelytlm/aakedness
of her body, she felt her defences begin to crézlgrumble, and
finally to be completely forgotten.

She was disgusted with her weakness even as shedglia his

lovemaking. It had been so long since she had krntberecstasy of
his touch, and her body cried out for the fulfilrhérknew only this

man could give her.

She thought she would collapse completely as shehie hand
against the swelling of her body that was theild;tieeling the baby



stir in answer to its father's touch. The baby knasvshe did, that
they were possessions of this man, to do with ascwed. And if he
chose to make love to her she couldn't stop him;kstew that she
wanted him too.

His body was hard and yet warmly inviting as he etbabove her as
they lay on the bed, his clothes long ago throwihw floor, and
Bryna groaned her pleasure as they became onén@iodr hips to
meet his, needing to drive the demons of doubt filenmind even as
she needed Raff's fierce thrusts inside her.

The weeks without each other took their toll onrtbhentrol, and their
pleasure was over almost before it had begun, @witndat was more
Intense than anything Bryna had ever known befshe. revelled in
Raff's release as he trembled above and within her.

Finally he found the strength to lie beside heerasareful of their
child. 'Now tell me what Court said to upset yduwg' prompted
huskily.

She had known, despite their lovemaking, that tresstjon had only
been postponed, not forgotten, and now that sonasune of sanity
had been returned to her she looked at him stedtligs Stuart
Hillier the one who told you | had been meeting €@u

Raff frowned. '"What difference does it make whal twie?'
‘It matters to me,' she bit out. 'Was it him?' Sateup.

'‘Oh, my God!" Dizziness swept over her as she ldakethe bed
between them, a dark red staining the cream sh@etbleeding,
Raff,' she looked at him with panicked eyes. 'bsing our baby!



CHAPTER NINE

‘THE doctor says about a week's rest here,' Raff tetdyhimly. 'And
then you can probably come home. Also to rest, dadeled
determinedly.

Bryna voiced no complaint as she lay in the hokpea. She knew
she would stay here for the whole of the next tyamte weeks as
long as it meant her baby could be born healthysarfel at the end of
it.

Raff had lost no time when he saw the truth of distressed cry,
dressing hurriedly before wrapping her in a bla&etarry her down
to the car and drive her to the hospital.

They had been here almost two hours now, whileltiotors stopped
the flow of blood and established whether or n& kBhd gone into
premature labour. She hadn't, and the bleedingalsadstopped, for
Now.

Raff had been beside her the whole time, and iethergency staff at
this prestigious hospital had found anything stearapout his
carrying his naked, obviously pregnant, wife inthlem they hadn't
shown it, but had worked quietly and calmly to makee that she
didn't lose her child.

And all the time that they had Bryna had known tiefbre she made
her horrific discovery she had seen the truth iff Rayes; Stuart
Hillier had been the one to tell him she was mee@Gourt behind his
back.

'I'm sorry.’
She looked up at Raff in surprise, startled byashguish in his voice.

He looked pained, under severe strain; the lastifiews had taken
their toll on him too. 'It's over now,' she disneiddistantly.



'‘God, | hope so!' He clasped her hand in his, loglstrangely unreal
dressed as he was in the evening clothes he habegtaip off the

floor to pull on before bringing her here. 'l shobuever have made
love to you.'

For different reasons Bryna agreed with him. MaKmge with him
had shown her that no matter how much he hurtheeloved him too
much to ever say no to him. She had never belibeeskelf to have
masochistic tendencies, but surely loving Raffha tnindless way
that she did had to be that!

'It wasn't that—the doctor said so." She blushedhasrecalled the
embarrassingly intimate questions the young ddwiorasked her; it
seemed that when you had a baby privacy becamegdhthe past!
'It's my blood-pressure,’ she reminded Raff.

Raff shook his head. ‘It was seeing Court agaihdiaait --'

‘It was knowing you would take the lies of a mam ymarely know
over the truth of your wife!' she cut in on his gngirade with one of
her own, her eyes deeply purple.

Raff's jaw clenched. 'l don't think we should argbeut this now --'

'l don't think we should argue about it all,' shedut caustically.
‘You've already made your decision about who'sigethe truth, and
| know you're wrong. Stalemate. Now | believe theetdr said |
should rest ..." she added pointedly.

Raff's cheeks became flushed at her dismissahlyf you would let
me explain --'

'l don't have to do anything but rest now, remerpb8he looked at
him coldly.



He sighed his defeat. 'Bryna, |—I care for you.alything had
happened to you --'

‘You mean the baby,' she corrected harshly. 'Bot dworry, Raff, |
probably want this baby more than you'do.' Becdius@s probably
the only child she would ever have. Conceiving baén difficult
enough, but now that she was pregnant her bodyssetimed to be
rebelling.

His eyes darkened. 'l doubt if that's possibles'vmice was husky.
'‘Get some sleep now.' He bent to kiss her browyidgaback quickly
as she flinched. 'l want the baby to be all rigi#,rasped. 'But God,
how | wish you'd never become pregnant!

Bryna's chin went back defensively. 'Believe médithought there'd
been a possibility thatdouldconceive | wouldn't have chosen you a
the father!" As soon as she had made the heatéeinstat she
regretted it, sure that Raff would twist her wormlsome way so that
he could think even more badly of her. She had nmeant to tell
him that she had believed herself barren, butémpéer had got the
better of her.

Raff became suddenly still. 'What do you mean?'
'It doesn't matter --'
'‘What do you mean!'

She swallowed hard, meeting his gaze unflinchinglyhad an
operation in my teens that made the doctors telpamgnts at the time
that | would never have a child,' she dismissedleasly. 'l didn't use
any form of birth control during our affair, Ralffecause | didn't think
| could become pregnant!’

He drew back to drop down into the chair drawn egide her bed. 'l
thought perhaps you didn't like children, that liaetually living



together, they were too much of a commitment. enguessed ...' He
looked at her sharply. 'And instead it was Courbwias sterile.'

‘Yes, what a pair we would have made,' she ackrageile bitterly.
is that why --?'

‘What?' she probed warily as he broke off abrujtiy jaw tight, his
mouth thinned. 'Why what, Raff?' she pressured.

He drew in a ragged breath. 'Why you chose medhgtand not
Court.'

She could feel herself pale. 'l didn't choose yauw chose me,' she
choked out hardly. 'And | was hardly likely to haagked Court if he
was capable of fathering a child before decidingtiar or not to go
out with him, justin casethe doctors were wrong after all and | coul
conceive!'

'‘No, of course not," Raff accepted self-disgustetlydon't know
what's the matter with me. | --'

'l do,' she scorned. 'You're determined to thirk worst of me, to
believe | had some ulterior motive for going outhwyou at all, for
marrying you. Well, maybe this will help,' she spag, i nevewould

have married you if | hadn't been frightened yowlddake my baby
from me!' She was breathing hard in her agitatipexing up at him.

A nerve pulsed in his cheek. 'l --'

'I'm sorry, Mr Gallagher," a pretty nurse murmusaaoothly as she
entered the private room. 'But Mrs Gallagher shda@desting now.
You too,' she encouraged gently, it's two o'clecthe morning! And
from my experience, fathers-to-be need as muchasetiie mother!
She frowned when her teasing didn't even arougefalrsmile. 'The
danger is over now, Mr and Mrs Gallagher,' she cotell softly.



The danger was over, but so was her marriage; Bxgieay now it

should never have begun, that instead of taking siahad believed
was the only way, she should have fought Raff mrcé&she wanted
to tell him so now, but as the nurse continueddeeh pointedly in

her room she knew it would have to wait until arotiime, when

they were alone.

But they never were alone. She didn't think it ila®ugh Raff's
design, but each time he visited her he had eKlaée or Paul with
him, the two of them very concerned about her d&edwelfare of
their brother or sister. The scare had succeeddatimging them
closer to their sibling, at least.

She had plenty of other visitors too. Her worriedgnts came down
from Scotland, several of the models and friends \sbrked with
popped in for a few minutes, Gilly, and once Caurived just before
the regular visiting time, obviously so that he @doavoid running
into Raff.

'For you, because they remind me of your eyes.pttea posy of
violets on the bed.

Bryna stroked the delicate petals, blinking upiat tearfully. 'Thank
you.'

'Hey, | came here to cheer you up, not make yolildeg/pulled up a
chair and sat down, grinning amiably. 'What's tadflike?'

‘The food?' she laughed. She couldn't help it!

'I've always been told it's one of the first quarssi you should ask a
person in hospital,’” Court explained. 'lI've hedrndt tthe food is
atrocious in these places. | could have somethigesent in --'

‘The food is fine,' chuckled Bryna. 'How did yowknwhere | was?'
she asked curiously.



‘Kate,' he supplied ruefully. 'She told me aboetsbare you all had.
How are you feeling now?"

There had been no more bleeding, her blood- predsad steadied,
and the doctor seemed very pleased with her. 'l avhittle scared
when it happened,’ she admitted 'But everythingisdee now.'

He suddenly looked older, his expression straitheduldn't bear it if
anything I'd said or done had caused you to losd#by.'

'You haven't, and | didn't,’ she reassured himwkng exactly why
he would be so upset if he should be the causaraf koming to her
child. Poor Court! 'Court, when—when the baby isnblowould like

you to be its godfather.’

His brows rose. 'And what would Raff have to sagudtihat?’

‘Nothing," her mouth firmed, '‘because it will bene®f his business.

His brows rose at the vehemence in her voice. Woleéft him?' he
sounded puzzled.

'l --Not yet,' she moistened dry lips. 'l haverthhe opportunity to
tell him yet, but I—I will. And | want you to be ¢hbaby's godfather.

Court looked at her searchingly, his eyes dark patim. 'He told you,
didn't he," he said flatly.

She had blundered and hurt him, and that was samge#ine had
never meant to do. 'Court—-'

'It's all right." He stood up, his face strangekpressionless now.
'‘Knowing what Raff believes about us, and the exis¢ of your
pregnancy, | can imagine under what circumstanedsld you.' He
drew a ragged breath. 'l have to go now-——



'‘Oh, Court, no!" she pleaded with him, reaching ¢ait him
imploringly. 'I'm so sorry. The last thing | wantéal do was hurt
you——

‘You haven't,' he told her abruptly. 'l came tertewith my sterility
years ago,' he added bitterly. 'Most women woultddgpy to adopt a
baby just to have you as their husband --'

‘Most women!" he scorned. 'l think you're overeating the majority
of your sex, Bryna.'

She swallowed hard. 'And so you've decided notaayrat all,' she
guessed, having made much the same decision hensedf she
accepted how her own infertility made her feel.

'l didn't make the decision,' Court rasped. 'lt wele for me.’

'‘But, Court, there are lots of women nowadays whio'tceven want
children --'

‘Selfish, egotistical women who don't want to rinair figure or their
careers,' he cut in disgustedly. 'l don't want f& ke that.’

She shook her head. 'They aren't all like that,esofrihem——

'‘Am | interrupting anything?' Alyson stood hesitgmb the doorway,

her eyes lighting up with pleasure as she lookatieatman she had
found so fascinating at Bryna's wedding, glowiniggautiful as she
came into the room, her black-haired, green-eyedityenaking her
very photogenic. 'You didn't call me after the wedd she flirted

with Court.

Some of the tension left his body as he smiledullyefit Bryna
before grinning wickedly at Alyson. "Tonight?’

'Lovely," Alyson gave him an enticing smile.



He nodded, his expression sobering as he turnBdyta. 'Take care
of yourself and the baby.'

‘You aren't leaving?' she realised in dismay; stdlyhad so much to
say to each other.

His mouth twisted derisively. 'l think I'd betteo dpefore Raff gets
here.’

'Oh, but --'
‘Goodbye, Bryna.' He bent to kiss her cheek. 'Bmpha
It sounded like a final parting! '‘Court, you --'

He turned briefly at the door. 'l really do havegm,' he told her
gruffly. 'Don't worry about me, Bryna,' he drawkesishe still looked
upset. 'l get by.' He looked pointedly at Alysoridoe leaving.

Bryna sat back wearily. The last thing she had a@itd do was hurt
Court. Between the two of them she and Raff had Gourt very
much.

'Did | interrupt something?' Alyson looked concerneglas sat next
to the bed, placing the magazines she had broughther on the
bedside table.

Bryna shook off her mood of despondency with anrgfEmiling at
her friend. 'No, of course not,' she dismissedtlygh

'Only Court seemed a little upset,' Alyson stithvimed. 'Not at all
like the charming rake | was so attracted to ar yeedding.'

Bryna gave a disbelieving laugh. "You think hetake, but you still
asked him to call you!



'Of course,' her friend grimaced. 'He'll be a walearelief after that
self-opinionated creepdid get a call from,' she grimaced.

She and Alyson had begun their modelling careegsther eight
years ago, and unluckily for Alyson, there seenaehlatve been a lot
of 'creeps' during that time.

Bryna shook her head. 'You always did choose tlomgvmen.'

‘You could have warned me," Alyson complained. fifhavouldn't
have had to endure that disaster of a date withi him

‘How could | have prevented that?' mocked Bryna.

‘Well, 1 know he only works for your husband, bauymust have
realised by now what a creep he is!" Alyson saith feeling.

Bryna had stiffened just at the mention of Raft, &siAlyson's words
became clear she felt herself pale. 'Stuart Hilballed you?' she
gasped.

'Yes.' Alyson wrinkled her lovely nose tellingly.

He wouldn't, Raffvouldn't. . .! 'He didn't give any indication at the
wedding that he was attracted to you.' Bryna sally.d

‘That's what | thought,’ her friend grimaced. 'Hiall came
completely out of the blue. In fact, | had trouplacing him at first.
Then | realised he was the one who was attractgduo-'

'‘Oh, 1 don't think so,' Bryna protested instantly.

‘Well, he certainly couldn't take his eyes off yaAlyson shrugged.
‘But after all, it was me he called. And he's gaiteactive ... If only
he weren't such a bore.' She wrinkled her nosaagai



'He talked about himself a lot?' prompted Brynd,wanting to hear
how Stuart Hillier had watched her constantly atwedding.

'He talked abouRaffa lot," Alyson grimaced. 'l find your husband a
attractive as the rest of the female populatidre' Eghed. 'But his
your husband, and while I'm on a date with anothan I'd prefer to
talk about something a little more— personal.’

Bryna wasn't sure if she was breathing any moned e, did Stuart
talk about me too?'

Her friend frowned. 'A couple of times,' she regligoughtfully.
'‘Nothing detrimental,’ she hastened to add. 'l diwtihave allowed
that. He mainly asked questions | thought he hadgiu to. | told
him to ask Raff if he was that interested in youd ghat seemed to
shut him up!

Because he didn't need to ask Raff anything whemdsethe one that
had prompted Stuart to ask Alyson the questiotisarfirst place!

Raff had gone too far this time. Challenging hethviiis nonsensical
accusations was one thing, alienating his beshdriegas another
thing he was going to have to live with, but pedsng her friends to
talk about her was something else entirely.

It couldn't go on.

She forced herself to give Alyson a bright smBelieve me, Court is
much nicer than Stuart Hillier.'

Alyson gave a smile of anticipation. 'l certainiype so!'

The two of them were still chatting together wheaffRirrived a few
minutes later. And for once he was alone. Brynan'tlifty to stop
Alyson leaving when she excused herself a few remuater,
although she did thank her for the magazines anfiniding the time



to come and see her, knowing how busy her friensl mraning the
agency in her absence.

Raff placed the books and box of chocolates hebnadght next to
the magazines. 'lt was nice of her to come,' hekIgghtly.

Bryna looked at him coldly. He was thinner, his ek hollow, his
eyes lacking their usual brightness; she only wdsheere his guilty
conscience making him look that way. But she knewasn't. Raff
didn't have a conscience to feel guilty with.

'Yes,' she bit out.

‘Kate and Paul will be along later; they went tg gau a present.' He
stood awkwardly beside the bed, making no effoditalown as her
other visitors had done.

‘There's really no need for them to buy me somgtauery time they
come to see me,' she shook her head.

‘This one is a welcome home present.' Raff's eyaged his
satisfaction. 'l've just seen the doctor, he sad gan come home
tomorrow!

She knew all about her proposed discharge frormadiseital; she had
discussed it with the doctor herself when he haited her this
morning. 'Yes,' she confirmed unenthusiastically.

Raff frowned at her tone. 'You don't sound verapé about it.'

'‘Being discharged means that the danger to the isatner, and I'm
very pleased about that," she insisted evenly.

‘Then what's wrong?' He looked at her searchingly.



Bryna drew in a deep breath, knowing this wasningao be
pleasant, but determined to go through with mh ot coming home,’
she told him flatly.

Raff looked taken aback. 'But the doctor said yioatre well enough
to leave, that there's been no more bleeding-that

'l know exactly what the doctor said,' she cuirmlify. 'When | said |
wasn't coming home, | meant §wur home." She met his gaze
challengingly as his head went back in protest.

'It's our home, damn you,' he finally bit out gratingly. dhwhere else
would you go?'

She shrugged. 'Back to Scotland, to my parents——
‘You aren't well enough to travel," he rasped.

She knew that, but she had hoped Raff wouldn't. sbloild have
known better! But she hadn't really had time takhall her plans
through yet. All she did know was that she hadetioegvay from Raff.

‘Then perhaps my mother could continue to stayspe &nd we could
get a flat --'

'You know your father is having difficulty coping Bome without
your mother, that it's a busy time of year for thidRaff dismissed.
'‘Besides, you don't have a flat any more.’

Her cheeks flushed in her agitation. 'l could @ms --'
‘You aren't strong enough to shop for furnishings,bit out grimly.

‘Then I'll rent a furnished one,' she told him aeagely. '‘But | am not
living with you!" she glared at him, breathing hard



'‘Calm down," he instructed authoritatively. 'Do yewant your
blood-pressure to shoot up again?"

'‘No," she conceded tightly. '‘But our marriage igrp\Raff. | want
nothing more to do with you.'

A nerve pulsed in his jaw, fury glittering in higes. 'Do you have to
move out for that?' he demanded finally.

Puzzlement darkened her eyes as she looked atugstigningly.

He gave an impatient shrug. 'We managed to livettwy all right the
last time we ignored each other's existence!'

Bryna shook her head. 'I'm not sure I'll be ablddahat this time,’
she snapped.

‘Why not?' he rasped.
‘Because | don't trust you,' she scorned.

Raff's mouth tightened. 'I'm hardly likely to rihe life of my child
by upsetting you again!'

‘We married because of the baby, we agreed thatvibeuall it was,
but you broke your promise almost as soon as we wearried,' she
reminded him tautly. 'l can't trust you,' she re¢pddlatly.

‘You can!' he grated. 'l give you my word | worgtie near you or try
to touch you again. | just want to take care of.\iat me take care of
you,' his voice gentled.

She didn't want to do it, she wanted to get asfiaay from him and
his continuous spying on her, but she knew shernewveld. "You
said you would stay away from me!' She looked iet Wwith narrowed
eyes.



'l will," he agreed heavily. 'But | have staff aethouse who can look
after you, make sure that you don't overdo thidgsl you know it
would only worry your parents if you asked your hwtto stay on
any longer than she already has.’

Her parents had both come down as soon as they &newad been
admitted to hospital, but her father had had torreto Scotland after
a couple of days. Having convinced both her parthatsboth she and
the baby were fine now, she knew it would only uplsem if she left

Raff now.

'l don't even want to see you, Raff,' she told bataly. 'And once the
baby is born I'm finding a place of my own.’

His mouth tightened over the last, but he said ingthnodding
acceptance of her conditions.



CHAPTER TEN

SHE had only been back in the house a few days whea &maived
with her suitcase in her hand.

Bryna put down the book she was reading to lookausty at her
stepdaughter as she dropped the suitcase downeocitotr to run
sobbing across the lounge. Bryna opened her armtheogirl,

murmuring words of soothing comfort as she strakedylossy black
curls while waiting for the tears to stop.

Kate finally gave a last shuddering sob and movadkbout of
Bryna's arms. She looked so young and vulnerableBtyna's heart
went out to her.

'‘What happened?' she prompted gently.

Kate shook her head, wiping away the tears withfimgertips. 'l
shouldn't be worrying you in your condition --'

‘My "condition" at the moment is that of being y@tand-in mother,'
chided Bryna. 'l care about you, Kate.'

'| care about you, too,' the girl gave a wateryfisnind | do think of
you as my mother, but Paul and | decided you'regtamg to have us
call you Mum. We thought you could be our big siststead.’

Bryna wasn't upset that Kate and Paul had decidatielatter; the
fact that her stepchildren had discussed the pbgsiif calling her
‘Mum' and only vetoed it because of her age fihed with a warm
glow. 'Big sisters are for confiding in,' she enamed softly.

Kate grimaced. 'lt's Brenda!' she said with feeling



Bryna had an idea that it might be, in fact she svaprised Kate had
lasted the two months that she had with the otinefgo you want to
tell me about it?' she prompted lightly.

Kate stood up restlessly. 'Why not?' she said digglly. 'l thought
she was my friend,' her eyes blazed darkly greyt e isn't,’ she
scorned. 'She doesn't know the meaning of the fwienadship!

The presence of the suitcase, and Kate's obviageramplied that
the disagreement between the two girls was seriDig Brenda do
something you disapprove of?' Bryna probed.

'Oh, | could accept her untidiness, her selfishnegsn the men she
occasionally had staying overnight with her.! Khteshed as she
revealed the latter. '‘But | can't, an@dn't,accept her trying to seduce
Roger!

It was worse than Bryna had expected, knowing hasimiKate liked
Roger; her affection for him had been obvious andhcasions he
had accompanied Kate to see her over the lastaygn d

'‘Did she succeed?' Bryna asked reluctantly.

'Of course not!' Kate defended indignantly. 'Rogett interested in
her, he lo— well, it's me he likes,' she amendedHihgly. 'He's as
disgusted by her behaviour as | am."

Bryna could imagine that he was, but she hadlielguestion had to
be asked. She was glad, for Kate's sake, that Ragférction was as
deep as her own for him. 'What exactly happenédfrewned.

'l was late getting out of my class this evening] &oger thought |
must have already left, and went straight to the fiwalked in just as
Brenda was trying to kiss him while he tried tdtitper off!' Her eyes
glittered angrily with remembered outrage. 'l watthithem as he
succeeded, wiping the touch of her lips from hisithavith the back



of his hand while he told her to stay away from hihat he wasn't
interested. Of course, as soon as Brenda saw melainged that
Roger had attacked her, but $eerthem! | packed my case and left
I'll get the rest of my things later. | just hadget away from there.’
She shuddered.

‘And where is Roger now?"

Kate looked uncomfortable. 'He wanted to come hamie me, but
|—I told him I'd see him later. | think | shouldda Daddy alone,' she
added with obvious reluctance for the idea.

Bryna's mouth firmed as she guessed the reasdfaters reluctance
was that she dreaded the idea of her father sdyioig you so'.

Raff had kept completely to his word this time,rgfiag his evenings
In his study, not even bothering to say hello towken he arrived

home at night. And she liked it that way; she caolildave even borne
a distant politeness from him, feeling about hinslas did now. But

she was as unsure as Kate about the way he woaidt tiee Kate's

news, and she didn't think the girl should face hione!

They both gave a startled jolt as the front doos slammed closed,
Kate turning pleadingly to Bryna. 'That will be himow," she
grimaced. 'l think I've changed my mind about sg&iim alone!'

Bryna gave a rueful smile. 'Don't worry, I'm nofrggpanywhere.'

They were sitting together on the sofa as Raffdgtqeast the lounge
door on the way to his study as he usually did. Jdrae pattern had
been followed on the last three evenings, and Bhathknown that
he wouldn't vary his routine. Usually he didn't e\ggance into the
room he knew she occupied, but tonight he frowmetthen stopped,
turning slowly, his eyes widening as he saw Kattengi with Bryna,
Kate's suitcase standing between them and him.



Bryna looked from father to daughter, Raff's expi@s questioning,
Kate looking as if she might begin to cry agairat&has decided to
come back home for a while,' she informed Rafftligh

His eyes narrowed, and then he relaxed slighthpllstg into the
room, dropping his briefcase down into a chairatiwill be nice,' he
murmured. 'How long can you stay, darling?' He pdunimself a
drink as the two women shook their heads at hesr off

'l—er—I --' Kate looked helplessly at Bryna.

She gave the girl a reassuring smile. 'The trutiReff, Kate has
decided she'd like to move back with us and hegpkae company
until the baby isborn. Isn't that nice of her?"

‘Very,' he drawled. 'I'm sure Bryna appreciatesryndness, Kate,'
he told his daughter warmly.

Kate blushed at the unmerited praise. 'l—I thitikdke my things
upstairs and change for dinner.' She gave Brymatafgl hug before
hurrying from the room.

Raff sighed as the door closed behind her, suddenking weary.
'‘What really happened?’

Bryna sat tensely on the edge of the sofa nowttieatwo of them

were alone. This was the first time thay had spd&gather since the
morning Raff had driven her home from the hospita, first time

she had really looked at him in that time too.dfffad looked ill three
days ago he looked ten time worse now, his facentgduis eyes
bruised and sunken, the looseness of his suihgebif his loss of
weight.

‘Bryna?' he frowned as he received no answer.



She drew in a ragged breath, dismissing any feglaiggompassion
for him that might have reared their silly head.isTiman was
invincible, he needed no one's pity, least of alish'Brenda flirted
with one man too many,' she drawled. 'Roger," siptaged at his
puzzled look.

'‘Oh," he rasped.

'I'm sure Kate intends telling you about it, asrsae she calms down
a little,)’ she said distantly. 'At the moment shgist very
disillusioned.'

‘About Roger?'

‘About Brenda,' she corrected drily. '‘Roger veryly repulsed the
over-confident Miss Sanders.'

‘Thank God for that,' grimaced Raff, standing cltséhe fireplace,
the warmth the fire emitted not seeming to bother. il get the
feeling Kate is in love with him.’

Bryna didn't miss the half-question in his tonethihk you would
have to ask Kate about that,' she evaded.

He nodded abruptly. "Thank you for—well, for beimgre when she
needed someone to talk to.'

She looked at him searchingly. 'Why shouldn't |'kste finally
answered him. 'l like both your children, | alwdgsve.'

'It's just their father you can't stand to haveryea!' Raff swallowed
some of the whisky in his glass. "You do realise Kate's being here
will have to change all that?'

'What do you mean?' she asked warily, her hanasioésl.



He shrugged. 'We can hardly continue to act asgra with Kate
back in the house.’

The last three days of peace and sanity fadedeasash the truth of
his words. The last thing she wanted to do wastufeste any further,
by letting her see the deterioration of her fatherarriage to Bryna,
when she had already suffered such a blow to st tn people
being what they seemed to be. But neither couldgstiend this was
a happy marriage.

'I'm willing to start taking my meals with you agai it will help,’ she
accepted stiffly.

His mouth tightened. "You would do that for Kate bat for me?'
‘You aren't vulnerable the way she is,' Bryna sedpp

'I'm not?' he rasped self-derisively. "'Then why lagtinging on to a
wife who's just waiting for the time she can leave to be with the

man she really loves?' His eyes were narrowed.

Bryna gasped. 'Not Court again!" she sighed heryangpatience. 'l
haven't seen him since --' she broke off as sHesedahow recently
shehadseen him, a visit Raff knew nothing about.

'Four days ago,' Raff put in, softly contradictthgt belief. 'l saw him
come into your room that night,’ he explained at $tartled look.
‘That was why | came in late,' he added grimly.

‘You told me you'd been to see the doctor --'
'I'd seen him earlier,' he bit out.

'If you knew Court was in my room with me why didyou --?'



'‘Walk in on the pair of you?' he finished bitterlyhad no wish to see
the two of you together. It was enough that yod tole you were
leaving me when | did get in to see you!'

‘But that had nothing to do with my having seen §othat was
because --'

'‘Aren't you going to change, Daddy?' Kate bouncackhknto the
room, her usual exuberance almost restored. '‘eddloger from
upstairs and invited him over for dinner; he'll bere in a few
minutes.'

Raff gave one last regretful glance at Bryna befmeling at his
daughter. 'And when can | expect him to ask fordayghter's hand
in marriage?' he teased her.

Kate blushed. 'We've already decided that we agmitig to get
married for a couple of years,' she told him awldkar

'l suppose | should be grateful you bothered iantel even that,' her
father said drily.

She grinned. 'I'm determined to wait until the bedyld enough to be
either pageboy or bridesmaid!

The laughter left Raff's eyes, although the snaheained on his lips.
‘That may not be for some time,' he said drily.

Bryna knew from his expression that he doubted @hthe baby
would still be here then. But although she mighvehaccepted
banishment from his children's lives as well aswhen their affair
ended she had no intention of doing that now thatled been his
wife and was having Kate's and Paul's brotherstesi

Kate shrugged, unaware of the tension of the adWts have time.
Do hurry up, Daddy," she encouraged impatientiy. Hungry!



'You always were,' he shook his head ruefully. 'Mayf | tell Roger
how much you're going to cost to keep in food lokiinge his mind
about marrying you!' he teased before going usstair

Kate moved to hug Bryna a second time. 'Thank yowmach for
coming to my rescue like that earlier.'

‘Your father guessed | wasn't telling the truthe grimaced.
'l knew he would," Kate nodded. 'I'll talk to hirbaaut it later.’

For all that Bryna and Raff didn't exchange morantla couple of
words it was a pleasantly light-hearted meal, Reger Raff getting
on just as well as they had in the past; Bryna suase that when the
time did come that Kate would have no difficultyaditin convincing

her father of Roger's worth.

They returned to the lounge for coffee, Bryna pagiriglad to have
something to do with her hands; the meal was adtsaher even if it
had passed without incident.

'I'm so glad you and Uncle Court have resolved yditferences,'
Kate told her father happily. 'Whatever they wesbg added. 'You
needn't look so surprised, Daddy, I'm well awarg¢heffact that the
two of you haven't been the best of friends lately.

That had to be an understatement, and Bryna logkestioningly at
Raff; he hadn't given the impression earlier thatahd Court were
friends again.

He frowned at Kate. 'l didn't doubt your astutenessnerely
wondered what had given you the impression ourfedhces had
been resolved",' he grated.

Kate's pleasure wavered a little. "You mean thexgh'd?'



'‘No. Look, Kate,' he continued soothingly as hgregsion revealed
her dismay. 'Arguments happen occasionally. We t clne
happily-ever-after all the time --'

'l know that," she dismissed scornfully. 'l justught—hoped --'

'l don't know why you thought that," he frowneddven't seen Court
for a couple of weeks——

‘No, but Stuart has,' Kate cut in. 'And the onlys@n | could think of
for him being with Uncle Court was if the two ofiywvere setting up
a business deal.’

Raff's eyes were narrowed. 'When did Stuart seet€dwe enquired
quietly.

Kate shrugged. 'l saw them together a couple oksvago.'

Bryna had become very still. Court and Stuart etifti What possible
reason could the two men have to meet if not orf'Rlaéhalf? The
only answer she could find to that made her pale.

'l don't—Bryna?' Raff looked at her with conceraming down on
his haunches beside her chair as he grasped h#grdydold hands
in his. 'Darling, what is it?'

He sounded so concerned for her. Could it be tHe® she trusted
and believed the wrong man?

'‘Bryna?' Raff sounded desperate now. 'Kate, calbtictor --

'No,' she managed to choke out. 'l—I think I'd likeyo and lie down
for a while.' She looked at Raff with darkly purgges. 'Would you
please help me up the stairs?’



Pleasure blazed in his eyes before it was quickbudt under
control. 'Of course.' He stood up to swing hernip his arms.

She didn't protest, not altogether sure her legsldveupport her
weight if she had tried to stand up on her owm Jlist tired,' she
assured Kate and Roger wryly as they watched heoasly.

Raff gave them what could only be described as lishiagrin. 'It's

really just her way of dragging me off to bed te@daer wicked way
with me!" he teased, instantly easing their tensionish she would
realise I'm not going to argue!

His teasing had eased the atmosphere of worryouwtn his
expression became grim again as he carried Bryra ter room,
placing her down carefully on the bed. 'What hagpetown there?'
he asked gently.

She closed her eyes a moment, breathing deeplgino lzer racing
thoughts. She had to be wrong. But did she waliete-didn't she
want all those horrific accusations that were draglabout in her
head to be true so that she was free to love Rafh@ She knew, no
matter how painful it would be if what she suspdatere true, that
sheso muchwanted it to be right.

'‘Raff, who told you about my having an affair wi@ourt?' She
looked at him unblinkingly.

‘Bryna --'

'‘Raff, please answer, this is very important to fawire of our
marriage.' She grasped his arm encouragingly.

‘The future of . . .?' Suddenly he looked as vhkr as he had
claimed to be earlier. 'Bryna, don't play game$wie!"



'I'm not,' she shook her head, still feeling But | think someone has
been playing a game with us, a sickeningly destregame!’

'‘What are you talking about?' he groaned his irepag.
'‘Raff, did you ask Stuart Hillier to spy on me?"

Anger darkened his face. 'Of course not,' he raspiéddmit he was
the first one to mention seeing you and Court fogetout | certainly
never asked him tspyon you!'

‘Then who did?' she probed quietly.
'‘No one did," Raff dismissed impatiently. "You --'
‘Then why did he?' she persisted.

'He didn't! He saw you in a couple of restaurangether and just
happened to mention it to me --'

'‘Raff, how many restaurants are there in Londdm®reasoned.

He gave a perplexed frown. 'l don't know, hundrpasbably," he
shrugged.

‘Then how is it that I've been seen so regularthh Wiourt indifferent
restaurants, by both you and Stuart Hillier?'

‘Coincidence, | suppose --'
‘That's exactly what he said,' she recalled flatly.
'He?' Raff looked totally confused. "You mean S®lar

'No—Court.'



Kate said she had seen Court with Stuart Hillieoaple of weeks

ago, and yet when Bryna had spoken to Court tes dgg he had
trouble remembering the other man's name! She btng else to

go on but the coincidence of the restaurants, teetimg Kate had
witnessed, and Court's memory lapse about the otaeis name, and
yet suddenly she knew. Skeew!

'‘But that sort of coincidence doesn't occur inaeelas big as London
unless schedules are known and shared,' she siglwent had been
trying to drive a wedge in our relationship almsisice it began,' she
told Raff dully. 'It has to be him. | thought it &/gou, but—but now |
know it's Court." She swallowed hard, the pain isilldsionment
almost too much to bear. She had genuinely likedrCand he had
tried to destroy her, had almost succeeded in@est her child.

Raff sat on the edge of the bed, frowning darkgw do you know?'

She blinked back the tears. 'For now will you pastept it if | tell you
| doknow?'

‘Darling Bryna, don't you know | would accept iyydu told me black
was white and white was black?'

That was it. The day she had first met Court arehbetroduced to
Raff she had believed Court was the light one, tileesun, and Raff
was the dark secretive one, like the moon. Shegbad on thinking
of them in that way even after she fell in lovehwRaff, and all the
time she had had the two men the wrong way aroRaff, was her
sunlight, Court was the dark destructive one.

'He saw exactly what | thought,' she realised aingligi 'And that |
loved you anyway. And he used that love against me!

"You—Ilove—me?'



It was a strangulated plea that it be the truthl, stre looked at Raff
with all her love shining in her eyes for him.d'always loved you. |
fell in love with you that first night we went otadgether, and it's
continued that way. | would never have agreed @ lzen affair with

you if | hadn't loved you,' she added ruefully.

He grasped her arms. 'And | never would have seftleone if I'd
known how you felt!" he groaned.

Bryna looked up at him uncertainly. "What do youant2 The affair
was your idea --'

He shook his head. 'Yours.'
'But --'

‘We made love, and | was about to tell you how muoklied you and
wanted to marry you when you started talking albowt clever you'd
been to choose someone as skilled as me as ysulofrer, how we
both knew the rules—no ties, no commitment, howweeild just
enjoy each other,' he remembered bitterly. 'Fofiteetime since my
youthful love for Josey I'd been about to bare royl sand tell a
woman how much | loved her, and before | couldtsfteme she was
only interested in my body! Talk about a reverdaihe roles!" The
pain he had known could still be heard in his voice

'l thought it was what you wanted,' she pleadedi®understanding.

'l don't usually take a woman home to meet my céilcbn a second
date,' he groaned. 'l fell in love with you almipstantly, couldn't get
you of my mind, and that day | returned from myibass trip to
America and you greeted me like a spitting tigreksew | had to
have you for my wife, that | always wanted you @there when |
came home. But | had other commitments in my &fed | thought it
best if you met Kate and Paul so that you knew wihaise



commitments were, if by some miracle | could pedeugou to marry
me.'

'l didn't know how you felt about me, Raff,' sheisgzed his hands in
her own. 'But he did. And he

used our uncertainty of each other against us.’
'‘But why?'
'l don't know,' she sighed. 'l wish | did.’

'‘Bryna, do you really love me?' Raff still didndiok as if he really
believed her.

'So very much,' she said with feeling.

‘Then you must have been going through the samd hale,' he
groaned, his eyes dark with pain. '‘Bryna, | love.yblove you so
much!’

'‘Raff, make love to me,' she urged throatily.
He blinked. 'Now?'
'‘Don't you want to?' she teased huskily.

He gave her a look that told her just how mucht 1Bion't want to
hurt you or the baby. We've had one scare --'

‘That had nothing to do with our making love," sdssured him
quickly.

'You almost fainted downstairs just now," he rermachdher
concernedly.



'‘Both | and the baby would like to be reacquaidtwéth the man we
love!" Her eyes shone, no more shadows on herf@vam.

'If we have a daughter and she looked at me theyaaylo I'll never
be able to deny her anything!" he groaned as hedbrs face in her
hair.

Bryna cradled his head lovingly, for the first tirkeowing herself
loved in return by this magnificent man. 'I'll makere it's a boy so
that your authority won't be threatened,' she tkase

He didn't seem to care very much about that asduerslow love to
her, touching every inch of her, his hands posgesagainst their
child as he

suckled against her, driving them both towardsetihge of fulfilment.

When finally the silken shaft of him was encaseside her they were
both so highly aroused that they just lay togeteithe waves of
pleasure washed all the past pain away.

Raff lay damply against her breasts. 'Perhapsag'svell you're
already pregnant, otherwise | have a feeling yowld/de after
tonight!'

Bryna knew exactly what he meant. The first timeythad ever made
love had been so earth- shatteringly perfect, lihbagh they had
always found pleasure in each other's arms it lra@mbeen quite
that perfect again. Tonight, just now, it had sepded perfection,
had been a vow to how much they loved each othed. ghe now
knew why the first time and just now had been $tedint from all
the others; on neither occasion had they triedde their love from
each other. This time nothing would spoil that.

'l love you, Raff,' she told him softly. 'I'm protol be carrying your
child.'



'‘No more proud than | am,' his lips moved agaiestrhoistly. 'God,
we've said some vicious things to each other ieféort to hide our
love.' His arms tightened. 'l felt as if you'd tteid a knife inside me
the night | had to rush you to hospital and you tamle you would
never have hady child if you'd realised you could ever have ha
one!'

'‘Because Court had just told me enough at Katesediparty to
convince me you had asked Stuart Hillier to spynatt And because
you'd already told mgouwished | weren't pregnant either!

'‘Because of you,' groaned Raff, trembling slighlythought you
were going to die and be taken from me now.' H&g@aup her left
hand, kissing the eternity ring that sat so corafut next to her
wedding ring. 'l could see you were puzzled whgave you this," he
told her huskily. 'But it means exactly what itgposed to; I'll love
you for eternity. And | can take anything but lasiyou!

You'll never lose me,' Bryna promised ferventBdthough | can't
guarantee that we will ever have another childé sidded
uncertainly. 'This one is still a miracle to me.’

'l love the baby because we made it togetherpdilecld down at her
with dark eyes. 'But it isn't something | plannétier.'

She frowned. 'Are you sure you want another cinifthe house?’

'‘Sure?' he dismissed lightly. 'I'm looking forwdadit. When Josey
and | had Kate and Paul | was very young, beliet/a@s a woman's
place to take care of the babies while | went oud earned the
money. | intend being involved in every aspecthis baby!

'‘Oh, Raff, | didn't realise, not even once, that yoved me,"' she
groaned. 'You said you were only marrying me ferblaby --'



'‘Because using the baby was the only way to makeysw would
marry me,' he corrected. 'At first you seemed hagmugh with the
affair you asked for, and then you started to dnftay from me. |
took on Stuart Hillier in the first place in an @&ff to delegate my
work and spend more time with you, showing you hwowch |
needed you --'

'You only seemed to need me in bed, cruelly cutaue of any
interest in your work or Kate and Paul --'

'‘Because | believed the commitment to my work arydgmown-up
family were part of the reason you only wanted ffairawith me,' he
shook his head. 'Kate and Paul seemed like a remofchow much
older and more experienced | was than you, anddsd my best to
keep the three of you apart. | didn't always sugcleet after that first
night when you seemed so lost in their companythady tried.’

‘It was only that it seemed a little—strange, megegour children. |
wanted to share them as the months passed,” Bryna sigbed
impatience with the misunderstandings that had &egh apart for
so long. 'Your refusal to do so seemed a way bfigene you wanted
me in bed but in no other part of your life. An@theven that began
to pall, be less intense. When you agreed so setaliiny condition
that we wouldn't sleep together during our marridgsieved you no
longer wanted me.'

Raff gave a self-derisive groan. 'l only agreedaoee | had no
intention of being married to you and yet livingagp But the only
way | could get you to marry me at all was by usdtagckmail, and to
have told you then that | intended it to be a normarriage would
have frightened you away. | stayed away from yail after we were
married, but | never intended to live like that floe rest of our lives.'

‘You told me those nights that you only wanteddtach the baby!'



‘And you,' he smiled. 'l never intended to let ypu' He gave a
pained frown. 'Until it seemed you preferred Cdartme. You told
me you were leaving me after he visited you in agpand |

thought --'

‘Alyson visited me too that night,' she frownechéS3old me she'd
been out with Stuart Hillier and he'd asked a fotjuestions about
me, and | thought it was because of --'

‘Me," Raff realised grimly. 'l didn't put him up i so it must have
been Court.’

'‘Raff, we have to talk about Court,’ Bryna told lgoetly. 'But first

of all we have to understand that we love eachrpthat Court can
never use our uncertainty of each other to huagasn. | don't know
why he wanted to hurt us, but | do think a littleybcapable of
attacking another little boy with a cricket bat dmeaking his nose
can't have just lost that temper because he's nadalt. He may be
able to control it better, but not to lose it coetply.

‘Court told you about that episode when we wesehbol together?'
Raff frowned.

‘The first day we met,' she nodded. 'Oh, it's obsibe's a controlled
man now, but that vindictiveness must still be belbat surface
pleasantness. We have to be sure of our love tdr ether before we
challenge him on it, have no doubts, otherwisd ktll be able to

find a way to drive us apart.'

'‘Darling Bryna, | swear to you | will never doulawy or your love
again,' he looked down at her with dark eyes. dswnly because |
loved you so much and it didn't seem to be retuthatl I've been
acting like a madman since we got married, throwangaccusations
while still secretly hoping we could start againdamake our
marriage work. That day | saw you lunching with @aand made



that threat to you about forcing our marriage t@lveal one | was so
disgusted with myself by the time | got back to affice that | felt
too sickened to come home- at all that night. adezl coming home
to find that you'd left me, acted like an idiot agevhen | found that
you hadn't.'

She could see that Court had been able to withess weakness
about each other all the time, and that he had tegdo hurt them.
But she didn't doubt Raff's love now; she knew #iahis cruelty

since they were married had been because hiswaatireaking and
he just didn't know what to do to hold on to hee.Wbuld never have
reasonto doubt her love for him again.

‘Call Court and ask him to come over,' she said&ihus
‘Now?' Raff's eyes widened.

‘It isn't that late, and this can't wait any longghne insisted dully. 'We
have to knowvhy, Raff.'

He had barely had time to get out of bed and palhis trousers
before a knock sounded on the bedroom door.

Kate stood outside, her amused gaze going fronfialtieer's tousled
appearance to Bryna's blushing cheeks. 'And | thbygu were
joking downstairs,' she mocked. 'l came to say gaid, but that
seems a little --'

'Kate!" her father warned.

‘See you both in the morning. Or afternoon,' shaeddcheekily. 'l
guess the honeymoon isn't over!

Raff gave a rueful smile as he closed the doorraeher. 'She isn't
going to let us forget this in a hurry!



Bryna laughed softly, her eyes glowing with pleasas she watched
the ripple of muscles across his shoulders as éwsdd. 'She'll have
to get used to it.'

His eyes softened caressingly. 'God, | hope so!
‘You can be sure of it,' she promised huskily.

'l never told you, but | felt so damned gratefatthwas the first man
to make love to you,' long fingers caressed heekhéwas going to
tell you, but --'

'l started talking about rules and no commitmesiié realised
ruefully. 'l thought it was what you wanted!

‘You were still a virgin because you were afraidren't you?' he said
huskily. 'Afraid you were incomplete in some way?'

‘Yes,' she nodded with remembered sadness. '€ddilsay | saved
myself for you, but the truth is-—'

‘The truth is that was exactly what you did,' hasted firmly. T'm
sure | wasn't the first man to want to make lovedo, and yet it was
meyou trusted to make you feel you were a completman.'

'l loved you," she said simply. 'l needed you.'

'‘We'll always need each other, Bryna. | promise iyothning else will
drive us apart!" he vowed fiercely.

When Raff telephoned Court the other man had josstrg although
he was obviously alone, but he agreed to come siv&ight away.

Bryna and Raff were seated together on the sofan\iline doorbell
rang a short time later. Raff went to answer thaer dhamself, having



dismissed the staff for the night, and Kate obviphsving gone to
bed and to sleep too.

Court was still wearing the evening suit he hadialsly worn to go
out in. He gave Bryna a friendly nod, refusing Raifivitation for
him to sit down. He turned to the other man. 'Scatwvas so
important it couldn't wait until morning?"

'Did you have a pleasant evening?' Raff enquiredialby, handing
him a glass of brandy.

Court gave a puzzled frown. 'Very nice, thank yde'answered
distractedly. 'What-—'

'‘See anyone we know while you were out, my asdidtaninstance?’
Raff added, silky-soft.

Court's eyes widened. 'Hillier?' he queried. 'Whgudd | have seen
him?’

‘Well, you look as if you've probably eaten oustbvening, and with
the coincidental meetings that have gone on ahuestts lately |
wondered if the two of you might have met.' Rafiriged dark brows,
his eyes icy.

Court glanced at Bryna's stony expression, and tfaehk to Raff's
accusing one, giving a choked cry as he droppedndowo an

armchair. 'l never meant it to go this far,' heagyed, his face buried
in his hands.

Bryna looked at Raff in stunned disbelief; the tastg either of them
had expected had been an instant confession framt.Go fact, she
was sure that secretly they had both hoped theynhade some
terrible mistake. But that was impossible now, a@wine of the
coldness drained out of Bryna as she saw how brGloemt was.



'‘Why, Court?' Raff prompted gruffly, and Bryna washto go to him
and comfort him because of the pain she knew heswisring. But
she sat completely still, having the feeling thesveomething the two
men had to settle between them. The time to cori¥aft would be
after Court had gone.

'‘Because | loved her and she wouldn't leave yowar3 fell
unashamedly down Court's cheeks. 'l was okay ttogwed with,
even to love a little, but she wouldn't leaxau!’

Bryna gasped. 'l never went to bed with you --'

'‘Not you," Court shook his head. 'Josey!" he erpldibitterly. 'We
were lovers for five years before she died, andoalgh | pleaded
with her,beggedher, to leave Raff, she never would.'

Bryna could plainly see what a shock this revetatias to Raff. Of
course he had always known there was someonerelkesey's life,
but not Court!

'l couldn't give her the children she wanted if &f¢ you,' Court
continued harshly. 'And she knew you would nevehés take Kate
and Paul away from you. | waited ten years for tmlove someone
the way | loved Josey,' his eyes glittered as haeedl at Raff. 'And
when Bryna did come along you were too damned antig tell her
how you felt.’

Raff drew in a ragged breath. 'And you used thautd me.’

'It was what | wanted—I wanted you to know howilt,flving Josey
but unable to have her,' Court rasped. 'Unfortupd&eyna got hurt
too, and | didn't plan on that happening, | rediilike her. When she
almost lost the baby | knew | had to stop. | caowdger hurt an unborn
child, never hurt any child!

'And Hillier?' Raff frowned. 'Where does he commiall this?"



Court's mouth twisted. 'l should get rid of him,fRahe can be
bought!

'l loved you like a brother, Court,’ Raff groanes jpain.

'l loved you the same way,' the other man noddiad.as soon as |
saw Josey | fell in love with her. Remember thstfilme we saw her,
Raff?' he smiled. 'lt was at a party given by mgepés. | thought she
was the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen. Butosiiye saw you,'

he added flatly.

'l had no idea you felt that way about her ...ffRRhook his head.

'‘Why should you?' Court gave a self-derisive snif@u couldn't
help the fact that women always preferred you. Aitt the others it
never mattered,' he added grimly. 'l thought yalatronship with
her would run its usual course and then | coulg lhelr pick up the
pieces, only she became pregnant before that hagpand | had to
resign myself to just being a friend to you alltBwe marriage never
worked, did it, Raff, and after a couple of yea ywere both
looking around for other people. | hung aroundiulutsey eventually
turned to me. But | couldn't give her the childedre so desperately
wanted!

‘Maybe if the two of you had come to me, talkedni® about taking
Kate and Paul --'

'‘What?' challenged Court. 'You would have let ugehtnhem?' he
scorned.

Raff drew in a ragged breath. 'Maybe,' he breakiusiily.
‘You would never have agreed——

'l might have done,' Raff protested. ‘It would haeen hard for me,
but I knew how much Josey loved them, and thatigoed them too.’



Court looked at him angrily. "You can't bring yoeilf4o hate me even
now, can you?' he choked.

'l could try, if you really want me to," Raff toldm raggedly.
'l nearly drove you and Bryna apart, nearly kijedir baby!

Raff nodded. 'And if you'd succeeded in doing eithifehose things
maybe | could hate you. But I've loved you as @H®otoo long to
hate you for what might have been.'

Bryna loved Raff more in that moment than ever teefas she went
to his side to clutch his hand tightly. They hathbsuffered because
of Court, but Raff had suffered much more than sfejld probably
always suffer for the loss of a man he had feltlese to.

Court stood up in controlled movements. 'Sinceniie see Bryna in
hospital I've spent the time moving my head offa@&lew York,' he
told them tautly. 'l intended telling you what dildne before | left, but
as soon as my move has been completed I'll be doitige States
myself. Unless you have other plans for me?' Heddeenquiringly
at Raff.

Raff s arm moved about Bryna's waist as he drewlbse to his side.
‘You've done nothing illegal. And even if you haddubt | would
want to do anything about it.'

Court sighed. 'Then I'll say goodbye; | doubt weiktet again.' He
looked regretfully at Bryna. 'l really am sorry yalmost lost the
baby.'

'l know you are,' she nodded.

As soon as the front door had closed behind hirm8ifelt Raff sag
weakly against her, turning towards him as he solbé&er arms.



'If you don't stop picking him up every time hemach as squeaks
he's going to be thoroughly spoilt!" Bryna scoldsdshe walked into
the nursery.

Raff turned guiltily, the tiny baby held securamfis arms. 'l thought
he was choking.'

Bryna firmly took the baby away from him and putnhiback in his
crib, ignoring the indignant wails that followedeth as she pulled
Raff from the room. 'Correction,’ she said sterrije's already
spoilt!’

James Rafferty Gallagher—the reversal of the twgt iames Bryna
had originally chosen had come about because Rdftiecided they
couldn't have two Raffertys in the house—was alnsesen weeks
old, but he had known from the day Bryna brougim hiome five
weeks ago thalhe was going to be master in this house. With h
thickly curling dark hair and purple eyes he chatroe sight!

'He was crying --'

'He's been changed, fed, cuddled, and now he neetksep. He just
doesn't think he does,' she added firmly as Raffitwe protest.

'‘Honestly, | sometimes wish that new assistantafry wasn't so
good at his job that you don't feel the need tamputore than the odd
day or so at your office!’

But they both knew she wished nothing of the it and Raff were
together almost continuously, and they loved itffRaew assistant
really was very good, and after taking over agairndg) the latter part
of Bryna's pregnancy, Alyson was running the agesmcy smoothly
too. . 'Between yowKate and Paul, | hardly ever get to hold Jam
myself," Bryna complained, knowing she was realBaped by the
acceptance oéll the family of the baby that could have been ¢



intrusion. But Kate and Paul were always here ®Jsmes, and on
the odd occasion when Bryna and Raff went outlferavening they
usually argued over which one of them was goingaitme over and
babysit. Kate had moved during the summer to shaflat with
another girl from college, and fortunately it sedrtebe working out
this time.

Both Kate and Paul had been upset by their 'uhole'ge to America,
and Bryna knew that Raff often thought of Court 8ot from pieces
of information Raff received Court seemed to bendaivell in the
States, and now that their own happiness was sdl@veng they
wished him well. Maybe one day he would even findk@aman he
could love as much as he had Josey.

'Stop trying to find reasons to pick an argumerthwie and tell me
what the doctor said this morning,' Raff encouratpedatily.

After the way he had been storming frustratedlyualtioe house the
last couple of months she had been deeply disaggabat his lack of
interest earlier in her visit to the doctor for Ipast-natal check-up.
Looking at him now, his eagerness barely contaiskd,realised he
had been trying to be tactful, not wanting to puesder.

She gave him a seductive smile. 'As soon as yauissasleep [I'll tell
you,' she ran caressing fingers down his cheeKabhessoftened with
love for her.

He listened in the direction of the nursery, givimgr a triumphant
look as silence greeted them. 'Who said he wadt3ple drawled
pointedly.

She laughed softly, moving into his arms. 'Whodtexd he be put
back in his crib?’

‘You planned this," Raff groaned. 'Oh God, Bryrae hmissed your
closeness, missed being a part of you!'



You'll always be a part of me,' she looked at towingly. 'l love
you.'

'l love you too!

They told each other of their feelings all the tinwwv, not just after
the loving but before and during too. It would aywde that way for
them now.



