


FORCE OF FEELING

Penny Jordan



A searing passion left her scarred

And since that devastating experience, when Cantadrbeen like a

newly opened flower crushed by a cruel hand, sheclesed out that
side of her nature.

Now she was being forced to reopen it. Her liteeggnt, the
frighteningly sensual Guy French, declared heohistl novels well
written -- but flat and lifeless. He demanded stié@ gassion.

So she took herself off to a remote cottage in Waberhaps
inspiration would come. And then she discovered &wnch would
be there to see that it did...



CHAPTER ONE

As sHE stepped out into the busy London street and flagipvn a

passing taxi, Campion glanced irritably at her Wwatshe was going
to be late for lunch, but luckily she knew that ugould wait for

her.

How relaxing it must be to be the adored wife ofwaalthy
businessman, with all the time in the world at srtSposal and no
pressures besetting one at all, other than the teembk beautiful
and give good dinner parties. And then she chidedetf for being
unfair. Lucy was not just a beautiful woman, shes\&a intelligent
one as well. It was having to deal with Guy Fretiet had made her
feel like this. She had never liked the man, anémwher agent had
first gone into partnership with him, she had wdrher then that she
wanted nothing to do with him.

Helena had been openly astonished.

'‘But, Campion, my dear, he's the best in the basihehe had told
her. 'The deals he gets for his authors . . .’

'He's not my type, Helena. | don't like the marg &wlon't like his
methods of business.' Nor his morals, she had Wdatadd, but she
had kept that bit back. Now, having confronted Faice to face, she
realised that she had been quite right to pro&et.didn't like him.

Nor had she liked what he had had to say aboutdw@manuscript.

She scowled ferociously to herself, causing thedaxer to grimace
slightly as he caught sight of her expression srear-view mirror.

She could have been very attractive; she had a gody, tall with
long legs—he had noticed those as she'd got ist@dd—and full,
high breasts, even though she had chosen to dexgelhin what
looked like several layers of the same drab, b&agec, which did



nothing for her pale English skin, nor for her fhair. And fancy
wearing it like that! She had it scraped back tighmto a large
French pleat, a style which privately he thoughtwry little for any
woman. If she had chosen to wear it in one of tla@yrattractive
styles favoured by the new Duchess of York, now ...

He stopped outside a smart Kensington restauramgdering what
on earth this unmade-up, rather tired-looking womaas doing
lunching in such an 'in' place. She paid the md &pped him well.
She had nice hands, he noticed, with long, tapdmggers, but her
nails were cut short and unpolished.

But, oddly enough, he noticed as she walked away fiim that she
was wearing perfume. Strange, that ... In his egpee, most women
only wore perfume for a man.

Perhaps she was some sort of odd 'Kiss-o-gramagid ,underneath
those drab clothes . . . Whistling to himself adetdnis imagination
run riot, he drove off.

Campion, with no idea of what was going on insidelMad, walked
angrily into the restaurant. The perfume the sgie$iad sprayed all
over her as she had rushed through Harvey Nicharlgee in the

morning still clung to her skin. Normally she didiKe anything the
slightest bit scented, but this was rather pleasadtfashioned and
faintly evocative of a summer garden, heavy withghent of roses.

For once she was oblivious to the amused glaneesdlected as she
wove her way through the crowded tables full ofeottliners. They
were women, in the main, smartly dressed and mpgdaluof them
paying more attention to their fellow lunchers thathe skimpy food
on their plates. After all, that was what they werally paying for, to
see and be seen.



At last Campion spotted Lucy. She was sitting &lde for two, in
what Campion suspected was the best part of theurast.

She was dressed in blue, a soft, pretty, lavenider that suited her
fair skin and dark hair and, as always when she lsaywCampion
was struck anew by her friend's loveliness.

They had been at school together, and then at nstyebut no one

had been surprised when Lucy had married almosenintely upon

leaving Oxford. The man she had married had onee her boss, but
not for long.

'Sorry I'm late,"” Campion apologised, as she saindand took the
menu proffered by the waiter.

'Problems?' Lucy asked sympathetically.

Campion made a face. 'Is it so obvious? Helend'sveth, and I'm
having to deal with Guy French,' she frowned, avwlaat there was a
good deal that she was keeping back.

Lucy plainly felt it too, because she pressed ighnd?’

‘And he's querying several points in my new bosle been working
to a deadlineonitasitis. ..

Lucy knew all about the book in question. Campiad lbeen a
successful writer of historical fiction in a modes&ty for almost three
years, but some time previously, with the encouraage of Helena,
and backed by a large publishing firm, she hadeafjte attempt to
produce something a little more commercial than useral skilful
and very factual blend of historical fact and beti

At first, she had been thrilled with the commissiltirwould give her
something to get her teeth into, something withuambroader scope
than her usual books, but that had been beforeestised what the



publishers truly wanted of her. Now she was locked a contract
that demanded that the manuscript be finished aod,sand the
changes Guy French was demanding . . .

She was not that naive, no matter what he mighkirand she had
been well aware that she was expected to providertain sexual

content to her book. Previously her books had dealte with the

historical than the personal aspect of her chargldiges, but this

time . . . This time her heroine, the Lady Lynseyrderes, as a very
rich ward of court, and therefore a valuable pawrihe hands of
Henry the Eighth, would be expected by her reatted® more than

simply acquiesce to the marriage arranged for r¢tdmry.

And the problem was that she knew in her hearteairts that Guy
was right.

He wanted her to be more explicit in her descrigtiof the morals
and manners of the times—much, much more exphi@thad even
pointed out to her that the publishers had alreagcted her first
manuscript on the grounds that the heroine was®pid and unreal
to hold their readers' interest. And now she wasing out of time,
and Helena would not be back at work for anotheslezmonth, a full
week after her final manuscript was due on heriphbts' desk.

If she tried to cancel the contract now, the piliglis would be legally
free to sue her and, although she did not think tiheuld do that, it
would be a very black mark against her.

Where had it all gone wrong? She had been sodtirilith the
original commission, and now . . .

‘What does Guy suggest you do?' Lucy pressed her.

'He wants me to have a secretary.' She scowled,agmshe had done
in the taxi.



'‘Well, what's wrong with that?' Lucy asked her,miaat a loss to
understand her reluctance. 'lI've thought for same that you could
do with one. You type your own manuscripts, anthitst be very
time-consuming . . .’

It was, but that was the way she preferred it. @m@ion, writing was
a very personal thing indeed, so personal thabaresoccasions she
could almost feel thashewas the character she was writing abou
and on those occasions she didn't want to have@wsredse with her,
watching her, monitoring her reactions. It wouldkeder feel so
vulnerable, so . . . She gave a little shiver, égr¥s unknowingly
registering her fear.

She had lovely eyes, Lucy thought, watching hermassionately:
neither green nor blue, but something in betweeith &/ little care
and thought, she could have been a very beautdualan. They were
the same age—twenty-six—and yet at a first glanae@on could
have been mistaken for someone easily ten yeaes.dldcy itched
to take charge of her—to make her throw away heedusly drab
clothes, to do her face, and to get her to havéaiemproperly styled.

Her husband, an acute and very shrewd man, hadcshét the first
time she introduced him to Campion, 'What happéodter? She's
like a plant that's been blighted by frost."'

‘A man,' Lucy had told him carefully. Because, afi the story was
Campion's and not her own, and she knew how muctrieed hated
talking about Craig.

'l don'twanta secretary!" Campion exploded now. 'l just warlbé
left alone to get on with my work."'

‘Well, tell Guy that,' Lucy suggested reasonably.

'l have, and he won't listen. He's insisting thault have someone to
work for me. It's almost as though he thinks | nagmoler, someone



to keep me at work. And then there's this tour ogmp,' she added
angrily.

"Tour?"

'‘Oh, you remember. | told you about it. A small joeity tour for that

book | did about Cornwall. Guy seems to think tiidtcan have a
secretary, | can somehow manage to dictate hugekshaf the new
book in between signing sessions, and she canptfesamably type
them up while I'm signing.'

Lucy sighed and reached out across the table te kmt hand.
‘Campion, be honest, if Helena had suggested &md, not Guy,
would you feel quite so strongly?'

Campion frowned and then admitted huskily, 'l d&now. There's
something about him that rubs me up the wrong Wegl as edgy as
a cat walking on too hot sand whenever he comesmea . .' She
rubbed tiredly at her eyes. 'l don't like him," slgeled childishly, 'but
| don't know why | react so strongly to him.'

| do, Lucy thought achingly, and it's called sexasahreness, but she
knew that there was no way she could say that top@an.

Instead, she asked carefully, 'So what do you thterdo?'

'‘Whatcanl| do?' Campion asked her bitterly, revealing howcimshe
resented what was happening to her. 'l have tolggawith what
Guy's saying. | don't have any option. Do you kndvat he told me?’
She took a deep breath, fighting for self-contokhe leaned across
the table, her eyes flashing fiercely, 'He actuatlynitted thahewas
the one who advised the publishers to reject nsy firaft. He had the
utter gall to tell me that he thought it wasn't thgrof me—that he
had seen more emotion in the writings of a seven-gkekh He told
me my book was flat and boring, and that my characiespecially
Lynsey, had about as much reality as cardboarawist: Suddenly



the fight left her and her eyes dulled. 'And thestahing is that |
know lie's right. Oh, God, Lucy, why on earth dieMer take on this
commission?'

'‘Because it's giving you an opportunity to streycurself,’ Lucy
reminded her gently. "You wanted to do it, Campishe told her.

Opposite her, Campion groaned. 'Don't remind meudt have been
mad! | can't do it, Lucy. | know that | can't.’

'‘Have you told Guy this?'

Immediately her eyes darkened with anger. 'Throveetfyon his
mercy? Never!

‘Then what are you going to do?'

'‘Get back to work—not here in London. Helena hasall cottage
she lets her writers use. I'm going to go therethat way, Guy won't
be able to force me to have a secretary,’ she achittishly. 'I'm
going tonight. It's in Pembroke.'

'‘Wales,"at this time of the year?' Lucy shuddered. 'Wafready into
November . .. Which reminds me, have you any plan€hristmas?
Howard and | will be going to Dorset as usual, ah@¢ourse we'd
love you to join us.'

Lucy had inherited, from her grandfather, a vemelg small manor
house in Dorset, and she and Howard spent everngt@lais there,
and as much time as they could during the restefear.

'Please do,' she coaxed. 'I'm going to need ydprthes year. | think
I'm pregnant.’

Shortly after their marriage Lucy had suffered ayveaumatic
miscarriage, and since then Howard had flatly mdfuso even



consider the idea of them trying for another cHildt now it seemed
he had relented.

'‘Dr Harrison has finally persuaded Howard that whappened
before won't happen again, and I'm giving youarning here and
now that I'm going to ask you to be godmother.’

Just after three, they left the restaurant, Lucydoshopping and
Campion to go back to her flat to pack for her tajWales.

She had been to Helena's cottage several timesebdfat never to
work, only as a visitor. She had never before ne@ede solitude it
offered. Writing had always come so easily to heriting still did,

it was theemotionsof her characters she was having problems witl

She packed carefully and frugally: a couple ofpairjeans, seldom
worn these days, but they would still fit her, gieof bulky sweaters,
and a set of thermal underwear, just in case. Saties, her portable
typewriter, just in case the generator broke dowd the electric
machine Helena had installed at the cottage diebrk.

She would need Wellingtons, she reminded herdedf;vgould have
to buy some before she left. And food, which mesainip to her local
supermarket. Plenty of typing paper, her notes—shevas endless,
and all the time she was getting ready her contiersavith Guy

French kept going round and round in her mind.

He had the reputation of having a very acid tongpuéhe had never
used it on her. And yet, this morning, he had eiffutorn her apart
with what he had said; all of it in that calm, eykemgical voice of his,
which stated his assembled facts as though they meontrovertible
truths. And the worst of it was that they very mbly were. Her
heroinedid lack emotional depth. Campion sat down wearily tc
tired to hide from the truth any longer. She haddea what she was
going to do about Lynsey.



When she had tried to deflect Guy, by reminding tinat her heroine

was a young girl of sixteen, he had calmly countérnesaying that in

that age girls of sixteen were often wives and mland that, since
she herself had described her heroine as beintesi@nd passionate,
couldn't she see that it just wasn't in charactenér to calmly accept
King Henry's edict that she marry a man she hag@mssen before,
especially not when, according to his notes, shikaieady hinted

that Lynsey considered herself to be in love weh ¢ousin?

'Wouldn't she at least have tried to see FrancisipkTof it—a
beautiful young girl of sixteen, rich and wilfulpedemned by the
King's will to marry a man to whom he owes a fayvoarman
moreover who has the reputation of procuring fat tlame king
women with whom he amuses himself behind his wifatk. Surely
she would be angry and disgusted at such a proposedage?
Surely she would be desperate enough to make att@shpt to stop
it? Allowing herself to be compromised by anoth@mwould be one
way. And surely she would choose that man to bedesin, the boy
whom she thinks she loves?'

It all made sense, but for some reason Campiorcgugt not breathe
life into her heroine. She just could not even raliytvisualise

Lynsey doing what Guy suggested, even though ske kmhat he

was saying was perfectly true.

She had told him as much, adding defiantly thaftliaishers could
sue her if they wished, but she was not going gk a word of her
manuscript.

He had looked at her then, his grey eyes focusmiger and turning
smokily dark.

For a moment she had actually expected him to gdtam behind
his desk and seize hold of her and shake her. ¢l sask, even for a
man of his height and build, because she was wel fove foot eight



and, despite her fragile frame, no lightweight eittBut instead he
had controlled himself and said icily, 'Quittingar@pion? You
surprise-me. What is it you're so afraid of?'

‘Nothing. I'm not afraid of anything,’ she had fjuat him, and
somehow, before she knew where she was, he h&eédriver into
committing herself to the re-writes.

And now she had to do them. Bwgrway, and not his—and without
a secretary.

All this burning of adrenalin had left her feelimgldly tired. She
looked at her watch. An hour's sleep before shiewetild do her
good. Sleep was something that often evaded hemgdthie night,
and she had to take brief catnaps during the daneser she could.

She went into her bedroom and closed the curtains.

Her flat was as drab as her clothes, furnished Ijnamnbeiges and
browns, colours bordering on nothingness.

She undressed, wrapped herself in a towelling aoloday on her bed
but, irritatingly, exhausted though she was, sleepld not come.
Instead a multitude of jumbled images flashed reguiya across her
brain.

Guy French, tall, and dark-haired; a man she hadirather women
describe admiringly as sexually devastating. Peshlapt not to her,
never to her . . .

Her mind switched to Lucy. How long had they knoovie another?
They had started at boarding- school together, twalls pigtailed

girls in brand new uniforms, both wanting despdyate cry and

neither feeling they should.



They had been friends a long time. Lucy's new eiolfriends, those
she had made through Howard, looked askance atiGanmpobably
wondering what she and pretty, glamorous Lucy hatcbmmon.

She wondered if Lucy had told Howard abouther. Riobh they had
that sort of relationship, and Howard was the kifithan who invited
one's trust. How lucky Lucy had been in her magidgow wise to
wait a little while and not to allow herself to be&ept off her feet in
the first rapture of physical desire,steehad been . . .

As she had been . . . How impossible that seemed Now, she
could no more imagine the deep frozen heart of hemsg melted
than she could imagine flying to the moon. Bothevenpossible.

Once, a long time ago, things had been differem¢ Isad been
different.

Once, she had known what it felt like to have hole body surge
with joy at a man's touch, almost at the soundi®fvbice, but that
had been before . ..

She gave a deep sigh and opened her eyes, bud rovgse, for some
reason, the past was crowding in on her today.

For some reason? She knew the reason well endugdd ibeen the
look in Guy's eyes when he had asked her in that,esalm voice of
his if she actually knew what it was like to feet@ion. She had felt
as though her very soul had been raked with redrtmad, but she had
kept her expression cool and unrevealing. Let ikt what he

liked, just as long as he never guessed the truth.

The truth. Her mouth twisted bitterly. How melodiain that
sounded now! And what was it, really?

She closed her eyes again and tried to focus m&eotration on her
book, on Lynsey, but it was virtually impossibleuy® dark face



surfaced through the barriers of her will, and taaother male face,
equally dark-haired, equally good- looking, but ygen shallower . .
. weaker, she recognised.

She had been nineteen when she'd met Craig, aather maive
nineteen at that. Her girls’' school had been sieelfshe was an only
child, with wealthy parents who spent a good dé¢hair time out of
the country, and consequently she had spent \deytime with them
until she left school. And in that long, hot sumrhefore she started
at Oxford she had felt uncomfortable with thememland alone, and
had wished that she had given in to Lucy's plesctept an invitation
from her parents to spend the summer with themhé& South of
France.

Instead she had mooned about at home, sensingiertg inability
to understand her, feeling unacceptable to hef s, with whom
she seemed to have little in common. And then slenet Craig.

He had come to the house to see her father abowttbing, she
couldn't remember what. Her parents had been ausl@ had been
sunbathing in the garden. She had been flatterd¢ldeogdmiring way
he had looked at her bikini-clad body. He had remardn that and
she had offered him a drink.

One drink had turned into two, and in the end ttedpeent most of the
afternoon in the garden with her.

Even then she had sensed a restlessness abouw lymarning—a
desperation almost, but she had put it down tesme malaise she
suffered herself, too naive to recognise then thasic differences.

He had asked her out, to a local tennis-club dakidirst her parents
had been pleased that she was making friendshancher father had
cautioned her against getting too involved.



She had known by then about Craig's backgroundutaibe father
who drank and the mother who struggled to bring hap five
children. She had also learned about Craig's béss at not being
able to take up the free scholarship he had worause of lack of
money. Her father had told her bluntly that Craaglta chip on his
shoulder, but she had refused to listen to hinthigy/time, she was in
love.

Or so she thought.

Her mouth twisted bitterly. She ought to have hsi to her father,
but she had thought she knew better. She had ththagtCraig loved
her, when in reality what he had loved was hermatevealth and
social standing.

As the summer had deepened, so had her feelinghiatiknown
exactly how to arouse her, how to make her acheyaath for the
final act of possession. Even now, remembering flesh remained
cold and unmoving, her mind unable to really corhprel how she
could have felt that way; but she had.

They had made love for the first time in an idylietting: a small,
enclosed glade in a local wood, a privately owraee] in actual fact,
but within absentee landlord. Ostensibly, they gade on a picnic.
Craig had brought a blanket, plaid and soft, anglt mew. Where had
he got the money from to buy it? she wondered r©ertainly not

from the job he had told her he had, working fyaal accountant as
a trainee.

He had made love to her with need and passiom, sine had thought,
but there had been none of the rapture she hadinetgn the
ultimate act of possession, and she had ratheketisthe heavy
sensation of him lying over her afterwards. She pade home
feeling faintly disappointed, until she remembergds at school
saying that the first time was not always very good



It had been Craig who had first brought up the ectbpf marriage.

What if she were to be pregnant? he had askeditheould have

happened. And because she was genuinely afraidhexadise in her
innocence she thought that, since they had beesrdpthey must
love one another, and because she was lonely ape@ddely in need
of someone of her own, she had listened.

No, she had done more than listen. She had manmedQuietly and
secretly, one month after he had first made loveeio Her parents
were away at the time.

The newly-weds had been waiting for them when tie¢yrned.

Campion struggled to sit up, her throat suddemjittvith tension,
her breathing shallow.

She would never forget the scene that followedGrarg's fury when
he realised that her father was not preparedheresettle a large sum
of money on her, or to support them.

To see him change in front of her eyes, from soreesire thought
loved her to someone who had married her purely samgly for
financial gain, had been too much of a shock fortbgake in. She
had tried to plead with him, to remind him that mw&thout money
they still had one another, and he had turned othlee, his face livid
with rage.

'For Christ's sake!" he had said. ‘Do you thinkulsichave married
you if it hadn't been for who you are?’

'You—you said you loved me,’ she had stammeredplento
understand his abrupt change of character.

‘And you fell for it, didn't you, you stupid littleitch!" he had snarled
at her. 'Like taking candy from a baby—only it sedhmat your daddy
Isn't going to play along. Well, I'd better get smng out of this,



otherwise the whole village is going to hear abdoav easily | got
little Miss Goody-two- shoes here into bed, Mr Robgrhe had
challenged her father.

She had cried out then, but he had turned on herexpression
vicious, quite definitely not good- looking any more

'l should have made sure that you were pregnaoti@dh't 1?'

And he had gone on to make such derogatory rensvksit her
sexuality that she hadn't been able to take ithallinsults he was
hurling at her—not then.

The marriage had been annulled—her father had wedmat, but
somehow Campion had felt as though she were endasee. She
had gone on to Oxford, but she had gone there ageldaperson.
Lucy noticed it and asked her what was wrong, dredled broken
down and confided in her friend. That had beenl#isé time she
cried. The shock of what had happened wore offtlieithumiliation
remained. Whenever a man approached her, she Hozeff, and
gradually she got the reputation of being withdraawd sexually
frigid. She hadn't cared. She was never going toalenan get
emotionally or physically close to her ever ag&naig had held up
for her such an image of herself that it had dgstiototally her
awakening sexuality. Whenever she remembered hoocently and
joyously she had abandoned herself to him, her skawled with
self-loathing; gradually, she withdrew further andlfer into herself.

Then her parents were killed in an outbreak of ihibs$ in Beirut
when they were there on business. She had solttise and bought
herself her small flat. The rest of the money shd donated to
various charities.



No man would ever again be tempted to make lovetdecause he
thought she could be his ticket to rich living.

Over the years, Lucy had tried to coax her to cbatmdress more
attractively, to meet other men, but she had alwelysed. What was
the point? She didn't want a man in her life in eagacity, and what
man would wanher?

As Craig had already told her, her only attractiay in her father's
wealth; he had wanted her for that alone. Making k@ her had been
a necessity, a means to an end, and he had Ieknosy in no
uncertain terms just how lacking in pleasure he fadd their
coming together.

She actually flinched now as she remembered hidtsadHer father
had tried to stop him, she remembered tiredly. Aafterwards, her
parents had both tried to offer her some comfonieylhad never
criticised or condemned her; she had done thdtdoself. They had
tried to reach her, but the gap between them was@ep. They had
never been a close family, and now she was too dndtbitter to
accept their pity, and so she had buried her pamyadeep down
inside herself where no one could see it.

Why couldn't she use those memories of how Craighmade her feel
to flesh out the character of Lynsey?

She knew why. it was because they had been sq $alsangerously
deceptive, and as for the physical pleasure ofg&réovemaking . . .
There had been none in his possession, and shgedrinom the
memory of it, knowing that here again the lack badn hers.

She flinched again as she recalled Guy French'sviasls to her this
morning.



'‘Perhaps you'd have been better off casting yoroife as a nun,
Campion,' he had drawled mockingly. 'Because insaéat that's the
way you want her to live.'

She had left the office while she still had somesuee of control.

She had been tempted to tear up her manuscrignhdf his eyes; in

fact, when she thought about it now, she was segriby the

violence of her reaction. She shivered slightly gatlup. She wasn't
going to sleep, so there was no point in lying hreking about

things that could not be changed.

It was almost six o'clock, and she still had td@the supermarket. It
was a long drive to Pembroke... She almost decidedelay her

departure until the morping but, if she did, Guyereh would

probably be on the telephone, telling her he heshdly found her a
secretary. He was that kind of man. No, she ne¢oddave now,

while there was still time.

While there was still time . . . She frowned dditit her own mental
choice of words. It was almost as though she wghténed of the
man; almost as though, in some way, she found lmeatening. She
shrugged the thought aside. Guy French was a kahlg;had never
liked him and she never would.

The media considered him to be the glamour boy wiliphing,
although at thirty-five he hardly qualified for tkeyrm 'boy', she told
herself scathingly. He represented everything nredeshe detested:
good looks, charm, and that appallingly apparewt sexuality that
other women seemed to find so attractive, and wisith found
physically repellant.

She had seen his eyes narrow slightly this moramdne came to
greet her, and she had instinctively stepped back him. He hadn't
touched her, letting his hand fall to his side, $he had still flushed
darkly, all too conscious of his amusement anderopt.



No doubt to a man like him she was just a joke:hgspally
unattractive woman with whom he was forced to teahuse it was
part of his job. She had seen too many men lobleaaind then look
away to be under any illusions. She wasn't like ykupretty,
confident. Craig had destroyed for her for ever belef she might
once have had that she had any claim to feminiratige Ugly,
sexless—that was how he had described her in that, daunting
voice of his, and that was how she saw herself handshe believed
others saw her as well.

But there were other things in life that broughggsure, apart from
love. She had found that pleasure in her wet&d found . . . Until
Guy French had started tearing her novel apart, vaitidl it her
self-confidence.

That was what really hurt, she admitted—knowing tieawas right
when he described her characters as unanimateditmaut depth.
But she had been commissioned to write a histonoakel with a
factual background, not a love story dressed ygenod costume.

She could, of course, always back down and adnfaatteshe could
tell Guy French to inform the publishers that steswacking out of
the contract. They wouldn't sue her she felt sncevath withdrawal
would stop Guy from hounding her. There were otheoks she
could write . . . Moodily, she stared out of thendaw. Her flat was
one of several in a small, anonymous, purpose- bioitk, with
nothing to distinguish it from its fellows. Onces, @enagers, she anc
Lucy had talked of the lives they would lead asl@dof the homes
they would have. She remembered quite sharpiyntellucy that she
would fill hers with fresh flowers, full of colownd scent.

Fresh flowers! It had been years since she haddtagiht any . . . the
wreath for her parents' funeral.



Impatient with herself, Campion went to get hertcaad her car
keys, and then headed for her local supermarket.



CHAPTER TWO

SHE must have been mad to have attempted this lormggguso late
in the evening, Campion admitted bitterly as slagest out into the
dark night.

Somehow, out here in the middle of Wales, the dzs&rseemed so
much more intense than it had in London. Almo&tlitas though it

was pressing in on her, surrounding her. She shiveespite the

warmth inside the car, wondering why it was shaukhbe so much

more aware of the fact that it was late Novembed, the weather wet
and cold and very inhospitable, than she had béwmmwhe had first
left.

Perhaps because when she'd left her mind had h#lenf fGuy
French, and how angry he would be when he fount gha had
escaped.

So he thought he could force her to complete tlok by taking on a
secretary, did he? Scornfully she grimaced to lfekll, he would
soon learn his mistake!

She came to a crossroads and slowed down to checg&ignpost,
sighing faintly as she realised that it, like sonynathers she had
driven past, had been a victim of the Welsh languafby.

Luckily, she had had the foresight to buy a map ¢ave both the
Welsh and the English names for the many tiny g@dotted about
the Pembroke.

At night, the terrain might seem inhospitable lastshe remembered
from short summer weekends she had spent hereHeitna, the
coastline was one of the most beautiful she had ®&n, with mile
upon mile of unspoiled countryside, and narrow, ding roads,
between deep banks of hedges that were vaguelynisz@nt of
Cornwall and Dorset at their very best.



Helena's cottage was rather remote, several mieg/ drom the

nearest village, in fact, down a narrow, unmadeagdr She had
been left it by a distant relative, and had somécko Welsh blood.
She had spent childhood holidays in the area, adbleen able to
supply Campion with many interesting facts abaut it

The Welsh scornfully referred to Pembroke as bamge English
than England itself, and certainly a successiokmalish monarchs
had been very generous to friends and foes alikenwhcame to
handing out these once rich Welsh lands.

Sir Philip Sidney, the famous Elizabethan poet swidier, had been
Earl of Pembroke, and there had been others; semehgre as a
reward, some as a punishment.

Her imagination suddenly took fire, and she fouadskIf wondering
what it would have been like to have been dismisséhis far part of
the country, especially for a young girl, more usethe elegance of
court living. A girl like Lynsey, for instance.

Within seconds, Campion was totally involved in fhlet she was
weaving inside her head. She reached automaticaltite small tape
recorder she always carried with her, the wordifig almost too
quickly as she fought to keep pace with her thasight

Why was it that she found it so incredibly easy axgiting to
iImagine the emotions of her young heroine in tbistext, but, when
it came to making her fall in love and having ausdxelationship,
her brain just froze?

Impatient with herself, she pressed harder on teelarator. Nearly
there now, surely. She glanced at the dashboaak.cone in the
morning, but she didn't feel tired; at least, natntally tired. Her
brain had gone into overdrive, and she was itchorgjt down at her
typewriter and work. It would mean altering sevetapters she had



already done, but that wouldn't be any problem,ianauld add an
extra dimension to her book.

Angrily, she dismissed the sudden memory she h&ugitelling her

that her manuscript lacked a very important dimamsiVhat was she
trying to do? Prove to him that she could makebthek work without

the sexual content he deemed so necessary? Ahdisold, she told
herself mutinously. But, deep down inside hershf knew it was
not just the lack of sexuality to her heroine, that lack of emotional
responsiveness to the men around her that madeotiie seem so
flat. Campion was not a fool, some of the most émnally and

mentally stimulating books ever written—books tltaught the

imagination and held it fast, books that conveyedality of realism

and involvement that no one could deny—did so withany

reference description of physical lovemaking betwdle main

characters. But what they had, and what her maipasacked, was
that special, vibrant awareness of the charadexsiality. A vibrant

awareness which she herself had never experientaet, than that
one briefly painful episode with Craig.

She was so deeply immersed in her private thoubhatsshe almost
missed the turn-off for the cottage. Braking qugcldhe turned into
the unmade-up lane.

Surely it had not been as pitted with pot-holes |#® time she'd
driven down it? Her body lurched against the rasing seat-belt as
she tried to avoid the worst of the holes. Muddyewvaplashed up
over her car as she drove straight into one of treerd she cursed
mildly.

Although Helena was in Greece, recuperating frose\aere bout of
pleurisy, her housekeeper had been quite happyppolys Campion
with the keys for the cottage. Campion knew Mahetegwell, and
the small, dour Scotswoman had warned her thatdttage was not
really equipped for winter living.



Campion hadn't been put off, and anyway she waulsn'staying
there very long. She had to be back in Londonmoath for the book
tour, which was a week or so before Christmas,thad she would
be spending Christmas with Lucy and Howard. Ifaisvanything like
their usual Christmas house-parties, it would beegy sybaritic
experience indeed. Howard liked his home comfortee—inore
luxurious, the better.

The car's headlights picked out the low, ramblifgpe of the
cottage, and thankfully she eased her aching lethefaccelerator.

Now she really was tired. It would be bliss to igéd a really hot bath
and then just drop into bed, but she suspectetutuey of a bath
would have to wait for another day. If she remeralierorrectly, the
house was equipped with an immersion heater, bubuid take too
long to heat water tonight.

Thank goodness she had had the sense to packoa$emnecessities
into one bag. She could take that in with her nang the rest of the
unpacking could wait until the morning.

Carefully easing her aching body out from behing thheel,
Campion found the bag, and a carton of typing papecking the
car, she made her way to the cottage.

The lock on the door must have been oiled recebdgause the key
turned easily in it, and the door yawned open sfoivn accord,
making a creaking sound that made the hair ondadp prickle, until
she remembered that Helena had often laughed &lbewnd other
small idiosyncrasies that the cottage possessed.

It was very old, and had once been part of a |dogal estate,
probably a small farmhouse. Helena's great-graedpsihad lived
here all their married lives, and then Helena hdmbiited it from a
great-aunt when she had died.



The kitchen was stone-flagged and consequently eetgl. She
shivered as she walked into it, reaching for tgktlswitch and then
remembering that it was on the far side of the rodhe cottage's
wiring was rather haphazard, with light switchesd asockets
sometimes placed where one would not have expéetatd them.

She started to cross the kitchen, and then frotieedlgghts suddenly
shapped on.

For a moment, the brilliance of the unexpectedtliimded her; and
then shock followed hard on the heels of her inggionishment.

'‘What took you so long?' a cool male voice drawledchalantly. 'l
thought you'd be here hours ago.’

Campion blinked and stared at the man leaning agthe wall; and
then she blinked again, trying to clear her vision.

Guy French, here? Impossible! She must be imagithimgys. But
no—for one thing, this morning he had been weaairsgit—a very
dark wool suitwith a crisp,white shirt and a neatly striped tie—anc
now he was wearing a disreputable pair of jeansanréry thick
jumper over a checked woslhirt. He was evewearing Wellingtons.
She goggled slightly as she noticed this. No, she mvost definitely
not imagining things! Had her mind been playingksi with her, and
superimposed Guy's image against the homely bagkdroof
Helena's cottage kitchen, she was sure it wouldhae¢ also seen fit
to dress him in anything other than the immacidates and shirts she
always saw him wearing.

'‘Guy.'

Furiously, she realised that he actually had thdaeaity to laugh at
her. How dared he? And anyway, what was he doinghe



The grin that curled his mobile mouth brought haclkbto reality.
Staring stonily at him, she said as cuttingly as sbuld, 'l suppose
this must be your idea of a joke, Guy, but quitnkly | don't think
it's funny. | don't understand what you're doingehéut, since you
are here, you'll understand, I'm sure, when ly@li that I'm leaving.'

'Not so fast!'

She-had never dreamt he could move so quicklythairhe could be
strong. She gulped as he barred her way to the lopptacing his
body in front of it, and gripping her arms with bdtis hands.

'‘Let go of me!" She jerked back from him instinety, her whole
body tensing against his touch, her lips drawn lhamk her teeth in a
feral snarl, her eyes spitting furious green sparks

He looked at her, and seemed about to say sometmagCampion
tensed against a further sarcastic retort. Buthdo surprise, he
complied with her demand, gently pushing her baskfhim.

‘This is no joke," he told her calmly. 'Far fromlimeant what | said
about your manuscript, Campion. It's got to besfied, and you need
help to get it finished on time, you know that. Rung away down
here won't solve anything.'

'I'm not running away.'

How dared he suggest that? She longed to tell amniftit wasn't for
his relentless bullying she wouldn't be here at all

‘Then what are you doing here?'
'If you must know, I've come here to work...'

'‘Really? A sudden decision, | take it, since yaindisee fit to inform
me of it this morning . . .’



'‘Perhaps with good reason,' Campion told him nastdding bitterly,
‘What business of yours is it where | do my workly@

'Since I'm your agent, for the moment, | shouldisayas very much
my business,' he responded mildly. 'You won't s@wgthing by
running away, you know.'

This was the second time he had made that accasattdough
gritted teeth, Campion told him curtly, 'l am nahning away. I've
come here to work. Alone . . ."' She waved the tygaper at him.
'See . . . I've even done some dictating on thedwayn here, and if
you don't mind, I'd now like to get it typed up.". .

‘Dictating . . . Something along the lines we dssad, | hope . . .'
Campion refused to answer him.
‘All, | see . . . Just as well I'm here, then,tigf’

A tiny sensation of something alien and rathermalag skittered
down her spine, and Campion turned to look at him.

'‘Why are you here, Guy?' she asked him slowly. 'And howyaid
know that I'd decided to come here?'

‘Simple—Mabel told me."'
‘Mabel?' Campion stared at him.

'Yes. | went round this afternoon to collect Helenaost and go
through it for her, and Mabel told me that you'@meound for the
cottage keys. Luckily, she had a second set.'

He was dangling them from the tip of one stronggléinger, and a
feeling of weakness and disbelief filled Campiosias stared at him.



‘And so you decided to come down here yourselbut why?'

‘Do you remember any of what | said to you this mmay?' he asked
her softly.

Did she remember? How could she forget?

‘Yes. Her terse answer made him smile slightly, anddioe mad
moment she had to stop herself from respondingabdtrange little
smile.

‘Then you'll remember that | told you I'd given theblishersmy
word that your manuscript would be on their desk oretim.’

‘Yes,' she agreed woodenly, remembering, too stiathad told him
it was impossible. That was when they had had drgument about
her having a secretary.

'l even offered you the services of a secretatyelp you,' he added
gently.

Campion's chest swelled with indignation and fury.

'l don't wanta secretary!" she told him through bared teetori't
work that way. | don't need any help with this boGkiy.'

'Oh, yes, you do," he told her unequivocably. Bui're right, you
don't need a secretary; at least, not the kind limagind.’

He was looking at her in a way that made dangerassgrace from
one nerve-ending to another, and a tiny pricklevedraness of him
touched her skin. He was standing too close to had she
instinctively took a step back from him. He smilgden he saw her
betraying movement, but there was no humour irsimise.



‘Tell me something," he encouraged softly. "Youpimes, Campion,
do they have much of you in them? Or to put it haptvay—do you
imagine yourself to be them when you're writing?'

A hot wave of colour scalded her skin before shdd:bold it back.
‘No,' she told him forcefully. 'No, | don't. Why gou ask?'

‘All in good time.' He looked at his watch. 'It@igg on for two, and I,
for one, am tired. | think we'll both be in a betbame of mind to
discuss things in the morning. I've taken the senabbedroom.
Women always seem to need more room.’

The smaller bedroom? Campion gaped at him.

‘You're . . . you're not staying here?'

His eyebrows rose. 'Of course | am! Where else evbbk staying?'
‘But—you can't.’

‘Can't?' He smiled grimly at her.

‘All right, so you can stay," Campion amended, Ibutnot staying
with you." She headed for the door, determined dtkwver him to
get it open, if she had to. But she was broughintabrupt halt as he
virtually swung her off her feet, and deposited é@wn on the floor
again with such force that her teeth actually edittl

'‘Now, let's get one thing straight,' he told hefaggely, all pretence of
calm good humour stripped from him now. 'l've giveypword, both
professionally and personally, that your manusanfitbe delivered
on time. I've laid myself out on the line for youdayour damn book,
Campion, and no matter what it takes, yoagoing to deliver . . .’

No matter what it takes . . .



His eyes seemed to bore into her skull, and shedf@he was too
petrified to even open her mouth. All she could\@s to stare at him
with mesmerised astonishment.

'It's been one hell of a long day already, neetllessmplicated by
your unwarranted feminine tantrum and melodraméight. All
right, so you're having problems with the book,he¢h-know that . .

Suddenly, Campion got her senses back. Gatherirsglhep to her
full height, she raised her head and said andkity,not staying here
listening to any more of this . . .'

'Oh, yes, you are . . . You're staying here uhig damn book is
finished, and to my satisfaction. We're both stgyirere until it's
finished,"' he added.

'You . .. you can't make me do that . . .’

'‘No. No, | can't, but if you walk out of here no@ampion, that's the
end as far as I'm \ concerned, and you might a$ twedw that

manuscript on the fire. Is that what you want? [Ba yant to quit?
To give up? To admit that you simply haven't goawihtakes to . . .’

She went white, and swayed where she stood, helevidaaly filled

with pain. His words came so close to the insultded at her by
Craig. So very close that she denied them instialsti and only
realised as the pain subsided exactly what shetauhitted herself
to.

She had committed herself to staying here andhiimgs her book.
And Guy was making it plain that he had every itimnof staying
here with her.

Suddenly, she was too exhausted to argue the @oynfurther, and
besides, her pride would not allow her to back doww. He had



virtually told her that he didn't think she was ahle of bringing her
characters to life, and suddenly it was very, wemyortant to her that
she prove him wrong. She would finish the book, ahén she had
done it it would be so real, so alive, that . hatt. . . Muzzily, she
touched her head. What was happening to her? 8mefeeak, so
drained . ..

‘You're tired. Why don't you go to bed? You camfigith me all you
like in the morning.’

Why did the terse words have such an edge of rqu? She
flinched back from it instinctively, giving Guy @ngle baleful glance
as she picked up her bag and headed for the stairs.

‘Admit it, Campion, coming here was a form of ruimmaway. A cry
for help, if you like.'

The quiet words froze her on the stairs. She tuorediim like an
angry tigress, the cool aura of remoteness shaa@gnprojected for
once gone.

'If | was running away from anything, it was yosalie told him
furiously. 'You and your interference in my lifeShe stopped
abruptly, conscious of an odd tension in the smaaim. It made her
skin tighten slightly, and she was intensely awafethe man
watching her. "You're the last person I'd cry auior help, Guy,' she
added recklessly. "The very last.’

'l see. Very well then, you must stay or go as ptmase, Campion,
but remember one thing, if you leave here . . .

"'l be admitting that you're right and that | @aimish the book," she
flung at him. 'Oh, I'm not going, Guy. I'm stayirapd I'm going to
make you take back every insult you've made abgutvork. You
wait and see.'



A strange look crossed his face, a combination ednwmess and
triumph, and it made her feel as though somehowhsltestepped
into a cleverly baited trap. But how could that l&#® wouldn't stay
on at the cottage for very long, she assured Hiaselhe made her
way to the larger of the two bedrooms. He was @ cikature;
someone who fed off the bright lights and excitemdre city
generated; he would be bored out of his mind withivery short
space of time, and then he would go and she caetldg with her
work in peace. Until then, she would just have goore him. It
shouldn't be that difficult; she had managed wediugh for the last
ten months. Determinedly, she ignored the smadlesthat reminded
her that during those months she had had Heleaattas a buffer
between Guy and herself.

She stalked angrily round the small room, wishimgthe hundredth
time that her agent had not seen fit to go intoneaship with such an
irritating man.

She knew that her opinion was a minority one. Eveeyelse seemed
to think that Helena was very fortunate indeedawihg as her senior
partner a man whose reputation in the literary dvoneant that he
had authors clamouring for him to represent them.

Well, shewould never clamour for his services, Campion ¢idu
fiercely, and a sudden dark tide of colour washedpale skin as she
realised the significance of tltwuble entendreonjured up by her
thoughts. Guy had no permanent relationship iditeisbut that did
not mean that he lacked feminine companionship.fiéan it! Her
mouth tightened as she recalled the seemingly ssdli@e of
beautiful women who Helena had told her flockeduatbhim.

Well, they were welcome to him, and she just wishedvould take
himself off back to them.



It was unfortunate that Mabel had so unwittinglidtbim what she
was planning to do. She ground her teeth as sheméered his
accusation that she was running away. From himhasthreat of a
secretary, yes; from her work, no—never—she lovadnork.

She froze as she heard footsteps on the stairthanda brief rap on
her door. Guy opened it before she could protesting his head
around the small gap.

‘Anything you want bringing in from your car? | &t that small
carry-all isn't the only luggage you've brought withu? Water's hot,
by the way, if you want a bath.'

Did he really think she was incapable of carryirg bwn suitcase
upstairs if she wanted to?

His pseudo-concern made her feel angry. Did héyrdahk she was
stupid enough to believe he was the slightestdsiterned about her
comfort? All he wanted from her was a successfubkboShe
frowned, confused by the contradictions in her emmotions. She
was tired and on edge, and he was the last pergbnmiom she
wanted to share such confined quarters as the ,smiadbte cottage,
but she had told him she was going to stay, andvalsa't going to be
the one to back down.

'If | wanted my case, I'd go and get it," she talch rudely. '‘And |
don't want a bath. What | want to do is to go ta,bshe added
pointedly.

She saw his eyebrows lift, but there was nothingsad in the way
he was looking at her. Rather it was a combinatifoweariness and
pity that darkened his eyes.

Pity. She felt her own eyes grow sore and dry asdygoed back and
closed the door. Her throat felt raw and her h&sgtned to be beating
too fast. How dared he pity her. How dared hehe hdressed with



rapid, almost ungainly movements, checking thathhd actually
gone back downstairs before she used the bathroom.

A 'brief wash, her teeth cleaned, and she was ibaoér bedroom. As
she unpinned her hair, she rubbed the tensionlpgckgainst her
scalp. Her hair was thick and softly curly. Shelug get it" cut into
a short, manageable style, she thought as shedaruishrhe men's
pyjamas she had bought especially for the cottagye yust as warm
as she had hoped, but somehow she couldn't dettvas all Guy's
fault, she decided bitterly, as the adrenalin cadd to pump and her
body refused to relax into sleep.

If only Helena had not falleniill . . . or, eventtee, if only her agent
had never agreed to go into partnership with hithéfirst place . . .

But something made her acknowledge that the fautigld still
remain with her book, and that they could not he #& Guy's door.
What was she going to do? How was she going to rhaké&eroine
come alive? She forced herself to try and thinkualber, to imagine
what her feelings would have been. Was Guy righgaying that,
once she knew of the marriage Henry had arrangdtefp she would
have tried to overset it? Perhaps. It worried hat he seemed to have
a better perception of her character's' probalilevaeur than she had
herself.

At last she fell asleep, but her dreams were ausaadf jumble of
iImages and thoughts. In one, she saw her heromfeocting Henry

and telling him that she would not marry the marisfchoice; she
saw her run through the corridors of his palacelevi@ardinal

Wolsey looked on disapprovingly, and the other tets turned

diplomatically away. She heard her throw the cingéeat Henry that
she would get herself with child by the first mahoacrossed her
path, rather than marry the man of his choice.sameLynsey run out
into the gardens, crying out her cousin's namédasaw him sitting
with a group of young men, and then she saw thie sfeadow of the



man who seemed to come from nowhere to impede dtbway to
her cousin, snatching her up at the last momergnwhe would have
run into him full tilt. As he swung her round totgwer on her feet, the
sunlight fell across his face, striking a blaze@burs from the sword
hilt at his side. He was more soberly dressed tharcourtiers she
was used to, and she struggled to break free;remCampion saw
his face.

She screamed a denial, her whole body shakindpeasasme abruptly
awake. Her bedroom was in complete darkness, kecsi still and

unnerving after the constant hum of London traffice was cold, and
yet she felt breathless, as though she had beamguriThe flesh on

her arms burned as though someone had grippeddit 8ae looked

down at herself, confused to see the pyjama jacketre she had
expected to see rich satin and expensive lacethamrda hot flush

seared her skin. In her dream, she had been Lyasdyhe man who
had swept her off her feet had been Guy FrenchsBivered as she
remembered her impulsive words to King Henry, drahtshook her
head in irritation. Her words . . . What was theterawith her? She
had become involved with her characters before,niever to this

extent, surely?

And as for dreaming about Guy French . . . Welht thas just her
mind's way of dealing with the anger and resentrabatfelt against
him, she rationalised. That was all.

So' why the odd sensation in the pit of her storddbtny the shaky,
quivering feeling of unease that tightened her skid made her feel
acutely vulnerable? These were feelings that anrasgonable
teenager might experience, but hardly applicablke goown woman
of twenty-six. And besides . . . besides, she watsim the least
attracted to Guy—far from it.



Attracted to him? She froze, staring into the daga) her body tense
and still. Where had that thought come from? Sheldéred slightly,
trying to hold at bay the sick, nervy feeling inwraglher senses.

She must be sickening for something, she told Hertbese odd
feelings she kept having, this feeling of vulnelighithey were so
unlike anything she was used to feeling. It wasabse she was upse
about her book. Yes, that was the answer; she wsat mbout her
book, and Guy French was exacerbating the situdfiamly he had
not decided to come down here, she wished cravBhly didn't want
him here. He unnerved and unsettled her. She wairtetb go away
and leave her in peace, and most of all she wdmetb stop looking
at her with that infuriating blend of sadness aoishgassion.



CHAPTER THREE

INEVITABLY , perhaps, after her disturbed night, Campion depts
When she eventually woke up, it was to the sounteafvy rain
outside, whipped against the windows by a buffetumad.

Her bedroom was gloriously warm, and she wriggledt toes
blissfully, the comfort of the room and its contr&s the weather
outside taking her back to her childhood. She sladgdeeper into
the bed and closed her eyes.

'l thought you came here to work.'

The drawling male voice destroyed her pleasure naade her sit up
in bed with a frown.

Guy was standing beside the bed, holding a trag.deticious aroma
of freshly made coffee tantalised her senses. Twasctoast as well,
crisply golden and melting with butter.

'l hope you've brought some sensible clothes witlu,'y Guy

remarked as he settled the tray on the small dhessitie the bed.
'Helena isn't exactly geared up for anything othan brief summer
living here.'

'‘How can you say that?' Campion demanded. 'Theehisusentrally
heated. It's beautifully warm in here. If you'rending it
uncomfortable in any way, perhaps you ought toagklio London.'

He gave her a wry look.

'‘No way. And for your information, the cottage sntrally heated
only because | drove down to the village this mogrand begged and
borrowed a couple of bags of boiler fuel. Luckllye managed to get
a supplier to deliver some more this afternoon.' dienaced in



disgust. 'Trust a woman to have a solid fuel hgadystem installed,
and then forget to order any fuel for it.’

Campion bit her lip and glanced involuntarily ate thvindow.
Outside, rain pelted against the glass. If Guy hdoken here, she
would have woken up to a cold, damp atmospheresamghow she
doubted that she would have had the self-confidémoearch down
to the village and acquire the necessary fuel. Bs@rshe couldn't
bring herself to say anything, other than a gruggiNo one asked
you to come here.’

There was a long, unnerving silence, during whialy Gooked
steadily at her, before saying in a quietly everceo'Didn't they? |
rather thought I'd heard a cry for help.’

Colour stung her face as Campion glared at himh&tesaid nearly
the same thing last night, and if he thought foe aroment that she
had actually expected him to follow her down here .

‘Not from me, you didn't,’ she told him angrily.ybu must know, |
came here to getwayfrom you . . .'

'Really?’' How dangerous his voice sounded whaok on that silky
guality! Dangerous was not a word she would eveelapplied to
Guy before; in fact, she had rather disparaginghsaered him to be
something of a lightweight. But somehow, down h&lene with
him, seeing him dressed in rugged jeans and caburdd, she was
beginning to view him in a different light. He shdhave looked odd
out of his immaculate suits and shirts, but he ‘tlitimfact, he looked
very much at home in them.

'‘Odd. | distinctively remember you telling me yaanee here to work



‘To work, and to get away from your interferencehwthat work,’
Campion countered aggressively after a minute pdAse if you
wouldn't mind, | would like to get up and get orttwthat work.'

The dark eyebrows rose, and she could have swera thas almost
something vaguely reminiscent of a courtly but megkoow in the
way he moved his arm.

'‘Be my guest,' he offered, picking a piece of tadfthe plate, and
leaning back against the wall, ignoring her.

There was just no way she was going to get outeaf Wwith him
standing there, eating her toast, Campion decidet\g

She had no doubt that he was simply amusing hirasékr expense,
pretending not to know how much she detested dencgd into such
intimacy with him.

She moved angrily, her hair swirling into tousladls. Out of the
corner of her eye, she saw Guy tense, and théeyteurprise, he said
abruptly, 'I'd better go and check on the boiler.’

He'd gone without even finishing his toast, shéised a few seconds
later, as she stared at the door he had closethatie

An odd feeling crept over her, a sense of loss,luoed with a far
more familiar feeling of acute self-disgust. Untlez bedclothes, her
body started to shake and she closed her eye$ytiglying to ward
off her own thoughts.

She knew quite well what had brought that look ty'G eyes, why he
had been so anxious to get out of the room. Hddwakd at her and
had been repulsed by her, just as Craig had beexeay man who
looked at her must be, she admitted bleakly.



What was the point in letting herself be hurt 8/ 8urely, by now,
she was used to the truth? Surely she had taugdalht accept that
men found her undesirable, that it was revulsidherathan arousal
they experienced when they looked at her?

Craig had made it clear enough all those years Hg®only way he
had been able to make love to her, he had saidhbé&ewl by closing
his eyes and pretending she was someone else vaenditeen . . .
Even then it had only been the thought of her garerealth that had
enabled him to go through with it.

Even now, those words still had the power to wolskeid to scour her
soul and destroy her self- confidence. It was naeiag herself she
was a successful writer, that she had a good dfillirfg life, that
many, many people would envy her; all she had towds to
remember Craig's words, to recall how Guy had lpsked at her,
and she was that same sick, shaking teenager \elgesdrad been so
cruelly opened to exactly how unattractive shealbtwvas.

Was it any wonder she couldn't give her heroinectivdidence to go
out and choose her own lover, that she couldrshftaut the sensual,
physical side of Lynsey's nature? There, she haaiteadl it. She
swallowed hard. She had admitted that Guy was,reyid that she
couldn't finish the book.

Panic filled her as she fought to deny her own gidst It wasn't true.
Shewouldfinish it . . . There must be another way, and \sbeld
find it.

Suddenly she remembered her dream. In her dreaenhath felt
Lynsey's emotions: her anger, her desperation, rasentment
towards the man who had stopped her from going@t@dusin. If she
could just hold on to those memories ... If sheldgust get them
down on paper . .. Suddenly her doubts were subdhez mind busy



trying to work out how best she could use the agemened up to her
by her dream.

She washed and dressed hurriedly, pulling out ofblag her clean
underwear, and then frowning. No clean bra . e ®@hst have left it
in her flat on the bed, and the rest of her undarwes in the case in
the boot of her car. She eyed the one she had Wweanng the

previous day with distaste.

On the bed were the jeans, sweater and shirt skeplaaning to

wear. The shirt was fine wool, and the sweater anyaulky one. If

Guy hadn't been here, she wouldn't even have tebigbout not
wearing a bra. What difference did his being heakef? Surely she
wasn't afraid that the sight of her braless butkilyicovered body
was going to send him into a fury of lust?

No, of course she wasn't, but what if he shouldceaind think that
perhaps she . . . She licked her top lip nervol&ie had learned to
be so careful about not conveying the wrong impoessabout not
allowing men to think that she was at all interdstethem. She didn't
want the humiliation of being rejected a seconctiand so she had
learned-that it was best to cultivate an appeartratemade it plain
that she didn't consider herself to be a sexualamom

She was wasting time when she ought to be worldhg,reminded
herself. Guy was hardly likely to notice that sheswt wearing one,
not particularly important article of underweardasven if he did . . .
Even if he did, the thought of a woman like henmato imagine she
might physically attract him was so ludicrous thatould never even
cross his mind.

Having reassured herself, she dressed quicklytterdpinned up her
hair.



The scent of frying bacon greeted her as she waitedhe kitchen.
Guy was standing in front of the cooker, deftly mauvring an array
of pans.

He must have sharp ears, she acknowledged asrtegltand smiled
at her.

‘Just in time. How do you like your eggs?'
'l don't," Campion told him shortly.
His eyebrows rose in the way that was becoming famyliar.

'‘Nonsense! You need a decent breakfast insidefymuire going to
work." His eyes narrowed slightly, and she realisedvas looking at
her hair. She itched to raise her hand to ensateittvas all tidily

tucked away, and had to fight not to make the getgagesture.

'‘What happened to the curls?' he asked softly mhgoit her in such a
way that she could feel her skin start to burn.

Ignoring him, she turned towards the door thatihed the cottage's
sitting-room. Off it was the small study that hadce been an
outhouse, and which Helena had had converted intryaefficient

workroom for those of her writers who took advaetagf her

standing offer to use the cottage as a bolt hole.

‘Where are you going?’

‘To work. That's what | came up here for— remembgh@ asked
dangerously.

‘Not before you've had something to eat.’

Campion found that she was literally grinding hessth.



It was all too tempting to make some childish riposuch as 'Make
me,"' but she had the uncomfortable feeling thatvbald take the
greatest delight in doing exactly that, and soteiad, she walked
across the floor and sat down reluctantly at théeta

‘That's better. Even brain cells need feedingand. stimulating,' he
added softly.

Campion stared at him, her breath suddenly tragpegd in her lungs.
A most curious sensation invaded her, a feelingi@dkness edged
with excitement. And then she tore her gaze awag,the feeling

subsided.

'For someone who didn't want any breakfast, yomamaged to
demolish a surprising amount of food."'

She should have expected a taunt like that, Camuloh herself

bitterly as she drank the last of her coffee. Todwen surprise, she
had been hungry. It was a luxury to have her brealfespared for
her—to have any meal prepared for her, come td tbiirit.

'l have a perfectly normal appetite,’ she told frigidly. 'Unlike the
women you date, I'm not obsessed by my Weight,' athded
scathingly.

It was a shot in the dark, but she suspected fitbthat she had been
told that the glamorous women he normally datedewerdly the
types to sit down to a full cooked breakfast. Aamin cocktail and a
glass of Perrier was probably their style.

'‘No, you're not obsessed by youeight' Guy agreed steadily, but the
look in his eyes made her feel acutely uncomfoetaBlhe felt as
though he had looked right into her mind and sbers there that

she would much rather he had not seen.



She offered to do the washing up, as much to estape his
too-close scrutiny as anything else. He had dischtlde sweater he'd
had on earlier, and she could see the fine, dark karling in the
open neckline of his shirt. She swallowed nervausiyndering why
she was reacting so stupidly.

"Il wash up. You'll want to bring in the restydgur things.' For some
reason, his remark annoyed her.

'‘Oh, I'll do that later," she told him carelessBight now, | want to
start work.' She turned her back on him and opé&medoor.

The small study had a radiator and was blissfullyru: She was just
about to close the door and get to work when Guaysnly appeared
in the doorway, and casually reached down to ungilagnachine.

Campion stared at him, her eyes revealing herdzhffhger.
'‘What on earth are you doing? | want to start work.'

'‘Not yet," he told her calmly. 'First, we have makyse properly where
you're going wrong.'

For a moment, she was lost for words. She took ep deeath,
holding on to her anger with difficulty, and saltrdugh clenched
teeth, 'l thought you'd already done that.’

‘Yes, | have, but you don't seem to agree. Soyéegfou so much as
put another word on paper, | think we should baltlear on exactly
what alterations are required.’

We?It washerbook, her work, her characters. Campion felt raady
explode, so great was the resentment building sigdenher, but she
had taught herself long ago to control her feeliagg to keep them
hidden from others, and so all she could do wagare at him and

curl her fingers tightly into her palms.



'Like a cup of coffee before we start?"

'‘No, thanks, | think I've already got enough adlienaumping round
my veins right now," Campion told him freezingly.

‘Well, if you'll bear with me for a second, I'll ke myself one, and
then we can settle down to work.'

Did nothing ever faze him? Campion wondered "Hittevatching
him walk away. Was that smooth, laconic manner newvkled by
irritation or anger? He projected an image of beotglly in control
of his life, and now he was trying to take contoblhers, and she
didn't like it.

She was still fuming when he came back, carryiaggaming mug of
coffee.

'l thought you said it was a secretary | needetisameone to stand
over me and monitor every single word | write," stemanded,
glowering at him.

The study was only small, and she hated the sensatihaving him
so close to her. The desk was pushed into a candrshe had a wall
to one side of her and Guy to the other. She cemell the scent of
his skin, tangy with the soap he had used to wdghhair still held
the fresh coldness of the-outdoors and looked $yiglamp.

'‘My suggestion that you take on a secretary wagplgimmade to

relieve you of the pressure of trying to finish beok on time. | must
admit that then | envisaged that you would submitryewrites to me
in the normal way; when | learned from Mabel thaii'd decided to
disappear, | realised that slightly more drasti@asoees were called
for.'

'l did not decide to disappear,’” Campion contradicacidly. 'lI've
already told you | came here to work, and | cathdowork far better



without you hanging over my shoulder. I'd get therations finished
much faster if you would leave me alone and go badlondon.’

‘Would you?' His eyebrows lifted. 'Let's see, shaP' He opened a
briefcase he had put down beside the desk, andatett a copy of
her manuscript.

'Right... Chapter four, when Lynsey first realifiest her feelings for
her cousin have become those of a woman and nsg¢ thioa child.

You say she loves him, but there is no real sehs@y awareness
from the reader's point of view of her own sexwalityou like, she's

like a robot reading the words off an autocue. V8@t do you plan to
do to make the reader aware of Lynsey's burgeamorganhood?’

Campion felt her skin start to burn with a mixtwé rage and
confusion. Panic hit her. She tried desperatebldbout Guy and the
emotions that were filling the small room, cloggihgr thought
processes, and instead imagine that she was hainéera

headstrong, spoilt girl of sixteen, who was jusgibring to realise
the power of her femininity, but somehow, no maktew much she
tried to concentrate, no sense of any awarendssig in touch with
Lynsey's feelings would come. She might have begmg to

imagine the feelings of an alien being from anotilanet!

Frantically, she tried to think back, to remembewlshe had felt at
that age, but she had been shy and different.rfatadty, she realised
that she had created as her heroine the kind i®vgman she had
once ached to be, and that, for once, not even plosrerful
imagination was strong enough to give her an insigo how that
girl might have felt.

'‘Come on, Campion. The girl's in love, as much whthidea of being
in love as with anything else. She's seen how dwsio reacts to her.
What would she do?'



'‘Why should shedo anything?' Campion countered huskily. 'She
only sixteen . . . She would wait for Francis t@aach her.'

'‘No, she's not that kind; he's the weaker of the, tyou say so
yourself later in the book. Think, Campion, sheer indulged all
her life; she's self- confident, fearless, and nadstll curious ... |
suggest that she would try to engineer a meetitwydsn herself and
Francis where they could be alone and she couldh&gsnew-found
power.'

‘No!" The sharp revulsion in her own voice startied, and Campion
avoided looking at Guy.

'‘No? Why not?' he asked her quietly.

She felt like a butterfly pinned down for inspeati®he desperately
wanted to escape, to be left alone. She hatedrthisiless probing,

this constant pushing at her to produce somethiat.t That she was
incapable of producing? Despair stabbed through $fee couldn't

tell him that. She had her pride, after all. Themast be a way . . .
While she was still trying to sort out her confusieolughts, she heard
Guy saying softly, ‘Campion, I've read all your kemver the last
few weeks. There's an odd lack of sexuality inocalthem, do you

know that?'

Odd? Her body stiffened, sensing danger, her hitig)ldefiantly as

she met the look in his eyes and forced herseltootinge beneath
it.

'‘Why should | be considered odd just because kdpatter my work
with lurid passages of pseudo- pornography?’

His eyebrows rose. 'Is that how you see sex? Asqgoaphic? You
surprise me. The written woodnbe pornographic, | agree, but it car
also be very, very sensual.'



'It isn't my job to write that kind of thing,' sipeotested sharply.

'‘No, but itis your job to flesh out the character of a young \wom
whom you seem to be dooming to a course of behathad's totally
out of keeping with the personality you've given, laed thus making
her totally unbelievable in the mind of the reader.

'l could change her character.’

As she looked at him, Champion was unaware of éspekation in
her voice and eyes. All she saw was a sudden a&altl/tonexpected
softening in the grey eyes that held her gaze.l&ad his hand from

her manuscript, and instinctively she flinched, kbdmediately,

that slight softening was gone, and tiny sparken&ekto ignite in the
depths of his eyes, as though he was very, vergyandeed. But he
still continued to smile, and she decided that stust have been
wrong. When men got angry they lost control, saidl @dd things that
were hurtful in the extreme, as she knew to het. cos

‘Tell me, Campion, why do you find it so hard teegyour characters
any sexuality? Your men, for instance. I've notiteat, even when
you're sticking to historical fact, you manageoid the human side
of their natures completely. Why?'

She was frightened now. He was probing too closkitgs that hurt.
Things that she had always thought were her seenetshers alone.
Helena had never talked to her like this. All rigkt sometimes she
had laughed and teased her, sometimes she had geadk
suggestions which necessitated some small altesatio her work,
but she had never, ever done anything like this.

Suddenly, her anger left her, and in its place camécy thrust of
fear. Why was Guy doing this to her? What was yiagrto get her to
admit? That she was inadequate as a woman? Hecrskuted as she
realised how much she might have unwittingly betthgbout herself



in her writing. Was this why she had so fiercelgisted the idea of
having a secretary? Had she known, without act@aknowledging
it, that she was vulnerable? Had she been afraidhait someone
working closely with her might discover about her?

Panic built up inside her, coiling and burning,lseg some means of
escape.

Guy was sitting far too close to her. She feltpiegh hemmed in. She
stared desperately at the wall, as though she smueehow conjure
up a gap in it through which she could escapethmre was none.
She turned to face him, her eyes darkening as aWetlse calm,
waiting quality in his composed silence.

'‘What is this? The Inquisition?’

To her relief, he didn't laugh at her. Instead aBked seriously, 'Is
that how you see me, Campion? As an inquisitoraa oapable of
great cruelty; a man who enjoys inflicting pain athers; a man so
zealous in his pursuit of what he believes in bies prepared to go to
any lengths to secure those beliefs?"

Of course she didn't. It had been stupid of hehtwose that particular
smile.

'I'm just trying to help you, that's all.’
'l don't need your help . . '

'l think you do,' retorted Guy quietly. 'Shall lltgou what | see when
| look at you, Campion?'

Now, when she wasn't prepared for it, he did rematrand touch her,
his hand cupping the side of her face firmly. Hansurt, and she
shook with shock and fear. She could feel the h@ads of his
fingertips against her skin. She was shaking ltikeeone in the grip



of an intense fever, and there was nothing shedabulabout it—not
a single thing.

She could see the irises of his eyes—clear, canl. ¢iis eyes were
thickly and darkly lashed, his jaw dark where haveul.

Campion opened her mouth to cry out to him to kst d¢po, but no
sound emerged. Panic flooded her. She wanted tamyscream.
She wanted to tear his hand from her skin. Sheadantshe wanted
to turn and run, and go on running until she cduld somewhere to
hide, both from him and from herself.

What was he doing this for?

‘Your skin feels like silk velvet.! He smiled atrhand tiny lines
fanned out from around his eyes.

Campion felt as though she were disintegratinghaagh she was
being torn apart by the pain of what was happertiogv could he do
this to her? Did he think she was blind, that sha't couldn't see for
herself the differences between them? Did he hynesagine she
was stupid enough to believe that he could actUaily anything

physically attractive about her?

'Stop it! Stop it! Don't touch me!'

At last she had found her voice, even if the walidscome out high
and strained. She jerked back, her eyes wild withtens that made
Guy release her immediately.

‘You don't have to waste your time complimenting ey,' she told
him harshly. 'l know exactly what kind of womannha

‘Do you?' Unexpectedly, his own voice was far fitemormal, even
tone. 'l wonder.'



She couldn't stand it any longer; the atmosphertensmall room
was far too fraught and tense for her to even thlmbut working.

She got up clumsily, almost flattening herself agathe wall in her
desire to avoid touching him.

'I'm going out for a walk.'
'You'll get soaked.'
'l don't care.'

If he suggested going with her, she would probgoigh him down
the first hillside they came to. She had to getyafsam him. To her
relief, he stepped easily to one side to allowtbéeave.

Her outdoor coat and her Wellingtons were stithia car. She found
them and pulled them on, ignoring the rain peltiogvn on her.

Out here she could breathe, she could relax, arsd ofi@ll she could
forget how she had felt when Guy French touched her

Campion had walked in Pembroke before on visité Wigiena. For
mile upon glorious mile, the headland and cliffdobged to the
National Trust, and their paths were open to walkbut that had
been in summer, and she had gone less than a hle she realised
how very cold and wet it actually was.

The cottage and the village were only a couple désrfrom the

coast, but she would be a fool to try and walkehteday, Campion
acknowledged. The wind seemed to have trebledrocefeince she
had come out, and already she was almost bentelander the force
of it. It had whipped back her hood and tormenteahsls of her hair
free from her French pleat to plaster them wetlpss her skin. Her



hands were icy cold, and she discovered that hdmgtensseemed
to leak. Even so, despite all her discomfort, stedgored to be here
outside rather than cooped up in the cottage with. G

What had he been trying to do? Surely he must kmow aware she
was that a man like him would never find her ativ@® So why
touch her. . . why make that stupid remark about dkn? She
shivered, and not because of the cold or the daametpating her
coat.

The sensation she had experienced when he toudreskim had
been so electrifying, so shocking, that she wdksttaken by the
memory of it.

Her "whole body had seemed to leap to meet hightoaied for one
horrendous moment she had actually wondered whatutd be like
to experience his hand against her naked skin.

She had never known anything like it before. Nagrewith Craig. It
was all Guy's fault; all his probing and diggingdhanleashed an
awareness in her of ail that was missing from lfer For one
incredible moment in the study, she had actuallyntb herself
envying and resenting her own heroine, jealouslshimg that she
was Lynsey, free to explore and enjoy her sengualit

She must be going crazy, she told herself. It Wwesdamn book. She
should never have agreed to take it on. Butlegbagreed, and her
pride would not let her give up now. She had tesfint . . .

Suddenly, she was overwhelmed by a frantic neegetoback to

work. She turned blindly and started to almostlvank. The sooner
the alterations were done, the sooner she wouiekbe&o escape from
Guy. She would even let him tell her what to writethat got the

work done faster . . .



A sudden gust of wind caught her, winding her withforce. She
staggered and slipped on the treacherously mudtly, pending
uncomfortably, but not too painfully, on the webgnd.

When she got up, she saw with despair that herwasatcovered in
mud and soaking wet. She shivered. The wind hadldped an icy
edge that cut through her jeans and top.

By the time she got back to the cottage, her teetie chattering and
her hands turning blue.

Guy was in the kitchen when she staggered inirglisomething in a
pan. The rich smell of hot soup filled the roong &@ampion couldn't
help despairingly contrasting the calm efficiendytlas man, who
seemed to have a deftly sure touch in all he didy \Wwer own

apparently doomed attempts to show him that she evdsely

self-sufficient.

Shecouldn't even go out for a sharalk without inviting disaster,
she reflected bitterly as she struggled to tudhefiwellingtons.

'Here, letme . . .

Of course, the damn things would have to slideeaffily the moment
he touched them.

She, .stiffened as she looked down at his dark hedte kneeled to
help her. Why was it that there was something almaferable
about the sight of the nape of his neck? His skas faintly brown,
his muscles moving easily as he helped her ouéobbots.

She felt oddly lethargic; unable to move. She ttedt warmth of his
hand on her skin, and the ripples of heat thatespoait from the place
where he touched her.

‘Are you all right?'



Humiliation filled her, and she struggled to stegghkfrom him. How
had he known about that peculiar sensation of pteashe had just
experienced? And then she realised he was lookingeamuddy
coat.

'l fell over, that's all," she told him shortlyhd& path was muddy.’

'‘Why don't you go up and have a shower, and thercamehave
lunch?'

The thought of warm water on her cold, wet skin veasblissful to
be ignored.

It took far longer than she had anticipated to regnloer wet jeans.
They clung stubbornly to her legs, resisting all agempts to tug
them off, but at last she managed to remove themletheath, her
skin was red and chafed from the irritation of biaesh cloth.

She had to take down her hair as well, but onlijsed when she was
in the bathroom that she had forgotten her shoapy €0 she had to
use some of Guy's shampoo, and waste even more time

When she stepped out of the shower, she discogbeetiad left her
fresh underwear on the bed. What was happeningit® 8he was
normally so organised.

Still wrapped in the damp towel, her hair curlingtly on to her
shoulders, she stepped irritably out of the batfmraand walked
straight into Guy.

His hands steadied her, holding on to the bareddner upper arms.
‘Are you OK?'

'Of course | am.'



‘You've been up here so long, | thought your falsbhave been more
serious than you were letting on.’

She was carrying her wet briefs and top in one hand her toilet
bag in the other. It wasn't very warm on the lagdand already she
was starting to shiver.

'l've already told you I'm perfectly all right, arfd/ou don't mind I'd
like to go and get dressed.’

When Guy didn't release her immediately, she pledy from him,
and then gave a sharp cry of dismay as she feltomesl starting to
slide away from her body.

She dropped everything she was carrying immediakely even so
Guy moved faster, catching the towel just as thshed down to
reveal the full curves of her breasts.

‘Whoops...'

Deftly, he caught up the ends and secured them firany above
her breasts, and she, for some reason, simply steoel and let him.

She was having difficulty in breathing, and henibiseemed to have
stopped functioning at precisely that second when lsad felt the

brief touch of Guy's fingers against the swell ef breasts as he
reached for the towel. Her body turned and therefrber mind blank

of everything bar the feeling his touch had engesiie

Sickly, she acknowledged the truth. When Guy hadhed her, she
had actually been physically aroused.

Oh, God, what was happening to her? She must kpedgcanged in
some way. She had to be to feel like that. How @¢@hie be stupid
enough to desire a man whom she knew could never yeant her?



Dimly, she was aware of Guy bending to pick uptthrgs she had
dropped, and gently handing them to her. She fatosehim, her
eyes unknowingly dark with pain and shock.

He touched her arm and she flinched.
‘Are you sure you're all right?'

All right? How could she be all right, when she figde this, when her
whole body was still tormented with the most a¢btast of need she
had ever felt?

The sound of his voice brought her back to reafttyecouldn'tlet
him see what was happening to her. She had todggnhst whatever
madness it was that possessed herhaldéo stop herself feeling like
this. If only he could go away and leave her ingeea. . but she
couldn't run away. Not a second time . . .

The betraying words hung in her mind, as thougly there written
there in the fire. A second time . .. Her mouth tveéry, and she
forced herself to swallow to relieve some of thasten invading her
throat.

Wasthat why she had come here, then? Because of @Gncli?
Because she had known subconsciously that she twascally
attracted to him?

They were questions she couldn't bear to answerelluas only one
way she could escape from her torment, she ackadgete only one
way she could stop herself from going mad thinlabgut her folly,

and that was to lose herself in her work.

'l don't want any lunch,' she told himarshly, 'l want to get back to
work. I... | had an idea while | was out . . .’



It wasn't true, but shaad had an idea the previous night, and st
could work on that. Anything to get away from him.



CHAPTER FOUR

CAmMPION dressed quickly in the first things that camedad a thin
jumper and an old pleated skirt. She didn't wanwaste time doing
her hair. She went downstairs with it still hangingdamp tendrils
around her face.

Her breasts felt slightly sore and tender, an uilf@ansensation that
was extremely disturbing.

She saw Guy look at her as she went downstairshéuhade no
attempt to stop her going straight into the study.

In the sitting-room there was a mirror over theepiace, and
Campion flushed with mortification as she cauglghsiof her
reflection there, and saw the way her nipples thagainst the
combined covering of her bra and sweater.

Work, that was the answer, she thought feverigtiggging her gaze
away and hurrying into the study. What was it Gay Isaid to her
this morning about Lynsey wanting to experimentwiiie power of
her womanhood?

She found the pages they had discussed, and resdahickly. Her
description of Lynsey's burgeoning feeling for beusin was flat and
uninteresting. She closed her eyes, leaning bal&richair. She saw
Lynsey studying herself in the mirror in her rooagmiring the
curves of her flesh, perhaps touching the higm fautline of her
breasts, and wondering what it would be like ifrféia . . . King
Henry's court had been a licentious one; a ginvgrg up there could
not remain unaware of the reality of sexual commnni

Campion shivered; her body felt so tightly coilddtt the tension
made her ache. What had seemed impossible to blesww seemed
easy; the words flowed from her, so quickly, shel@warely capture



them. She typed until her wrists ached, and thamredtin surprise at
the number of pages she had done.

Almost as though he had been waiting for the tyjgewto stop
clattering, Guy walked in. He reached out to pipktlie pages, but
she stopped him.

'‘No! | haven't read them myself yet,' she told hoanscious of how
strained and fierce her denial had been.

She didn't want him reading what she had writterl she had read it
herself, until she had made sure there was nothirigo betray her .

But why should there be? Why should that momenéany totally
ridiculous surge of desire she had experiencedugtsGouch have
any bearing on what she had just written? It wgsossible.

'‘What were you doing? Standing outside the dooitjivgafor me to
finish?' she demanded, desperately trying to fimég to get back to
normal.

'‘No. You just happened to stop as | came in tovdskt you fancied
having for dinner. We can eat out, if you like.'

'‘No. At least. . . Look, why don't you go out. fiX myself something
later. I'm not hungry at the moment.'

‘Still trying to get rid of me?"'

Her face flamed, and one of the pages she wasinggich slid out of
her reach.

Guy retrieved it for her.



‘Small, firm breasts, mmm . . . I'm glad you likiksem to unripened
apples, because personally | much prefer a wonhaxalg when it's
fully developed and mature.’

Just briefly, his glance slid downwards, and Camgedt as though
she would choke from shock and disbelief as itdnegl briefly on the
telltale curves of her own breasts.

Like a current of electricity, she felt her physicasponse to his
glance. She turned away abruptly, not daring t& ktchim.

'Lynsey is sixteen,' she reminded him acidly, '@metefore hardly
likely to be mature.’

Without looking at him, she knew that he was srmilin

‘She's very real to you, isn't she? You know, shatie thing that
never fails to fascinate me about writers—goodewsitthat is. They
become so passionately involved with their charagctiney put so
much of themselves into them, | suppose. How mucioa is in
Lynsey, Campion?'

How deftly he had slipped that question beneatighard!

‘Very little," she told him icily. 'How could thekee anything of me in
Lynsey? As you yourself pointed out, she is a b&dut
self-confident woman.'

‘Are you trying to tell me you consider yourself e lacking in
self-confidence, Campion?'

She couldn't believe the cruelty of the softly sprokvords. How
dared he make fun of her like this? How dared leakpo her in that
soft, almost teasing voice, implying . . . implyingpat?

I'm tired, Guy.'



'You need some food inside you. You'll soon feéidveThere's some
soup left.’

Why on earth couldn't he see that she wanted hieeiee her alone?

She moved her head, and felt the unaccustomedessfosf her hair
against her face.

'It suits you like that.'

Campion froze immediately. How dared he torment liier this,
pretending that he actually found her physicaltyaative, when they
both knew that no man, never mind one like him,Jdqossible do
that?

'l ..." The words of denial stuck in her thrdaér chest felt tight and
sore. She saw Guy reach out towards her, and @ohblack from any
physical contact with him.

'‘What's wrong?' Every time | compliment you, yoaateas though I'd
insulted you.'

It was the pain inside her that made her cry oat@l, 'What am |
supposed to do? Fall at your feet in gratitude?'

She tried to push past him, and cried out as hghtauwold of her
wrists, dragging her towards him.

Was it only this morning that she had envied hiethac self-control?
Well, it had gone now. Grey sparks flamed in thptlde of his eyes,
and she could see the rapid rise and fall of hestths he breathed
harshly. 'Nothing so dramatic, just a smile wouddsuifficient. The
reaction any--'

'‘Any normal woman would make?' Campion finishedHion. 'Is that
what you were going to say?"



She had stopped trying to pull away from him. Hegiobsly had no
intention of letting her go, and every time she gobtis grip hurt her
wrists.

'‘No, as a matter of fact, it wasn't. What is it abgou, Campion?
Why do you go to such lengths to deny your sexyalltve been
watching you, and shall | tell you what | see?"'

He didn't need to, Campion already knew. If thegenan her mirror
every morning wasn't enough, she still had Crangslts burned into
her soul to remind her.

'l see a woman who for some reason is so desperatenceal her
sexuality that she doesn't even realise what $le¢aying by going
to such extremes. By your very desire to appeanaeyou make
yourself stand out, do you know that?'

'That's not true!’
'Yes, it is.'

He looked at her broodingly, and the pressure ®ghp eased. His
thumbs started stroking lightly against the deécatside of her
wrists. Her pulse stopped, and then thudded hdlgtiche felt as
though her blood was draining from every part af hedy, to throb
frantically beneath his touch.

‘You're such a very beautiful woman, and yet ydughe . . .’
'Stop it! Stop it . . .

Somehow she managed to wrench herself from his lggipsenses in
agonised turmoil as she raced past him and ups$talrsr room.

How could he do this to her? What was the point#edy beautiful
woman! Did he think she wadind? Her throat was tight with tears



of anger she refused to shed. She waited tensgbgceng him to
come bursting into her room with every breath shakt but the
seconds and then the minutes went past in sil@ia®, shockingly,
she heard the slam of the kitchen door.

She ran to the window and watched as Guy climbtdhis car.
He was leaving. Thank God for that!

And yet she had no sense of relief, no lesseninigeofension coiling
inside her. Instead she felt empty, aching, uresgttl

She went back downstairs, but she couldn't worlsklgave way to
Stygian dark. She made herself a cup of coffeeveartiered round
the kitchen. How empty the cottage seemed without &and yet she
had wanted him to go. Hadn't she?

Just for a moment, she tried to imagine what mingivie happened if
he had stayed, if she had really been beautifaédsad cruelly called
her...

Her body quivered, tiny flames heating her skint kend shook and
she put her coffee down, hugging her arms tightbyiad herself, as
though to reject the sensations she was expergncin

How long had she felt like this and not known itBwHlong had she
ached like this and not known why? She was behaiikey an
adolescent, or the archetypal frustrated spinsker taunted herself.

Guy French had no interest in her other than astarwShe had no
idea why he was pretending to find her attractive;idea at all.
Somehow, she would have thought he was far toafass to lower
himself to such contemptible behaviour.

She couldn't eat, she couldn't work. She mighte$sgo to bed and
try to catch up on last night's missed sleep.



It only occurred to her once she was in bed thiih Guy gone, there
was nothing to stop her returning to London heydmit, with Guy
gone, what was the point? The book still had tdimiehed, and she
was more determined than ever now to prove thatshblg finish it.

She slept for two hours, and then woke up abrufeBling cold and
hungry.

There was no point in dressing again, so she wanhstairs as she
was in her pyjamas. The kitchen felt cold, andaswnly when she
walked into it that she realised she had forgattestoke the boiler.
Luckily, it was still alight, but by the time shadhfinished feeding it
and coaxing it back to life she was filthy.

Since coming to the cottage she seemed to havedvasire energy
getting clean than at any other time in her life!

This time she had a bath and not a shower, luxogiah the heat of
the water against her chilly skin. She was jusualbm step out when
the lights flickered and then went out.

For a moment, she was too surprised to move. Irdaonthe lights
never went out. She got out of the bath and grbeeavay toward the
towel rail, stubbing her toe against something haadd
uncomfortable on the way.

Outside she could hear the fierce sound of the wirshunded much
louder than it had done earlier. Strong enoughatoage the power
lines?

There was always the generator in the outhouseshmithadn't the
faintest idea how to get it going. She had broagiorch with her, but
it was still in the car. She had also brought saamedles. Had Guy
brought them in when he had brought in the otheg#? If so, where
had he put them?



Of course, he would go and leave her on her owade this . . .

She only realised the incongruity of her thoughdsshe headed
downstairs clad only in a pair of briefs, her pygatap and a pair of
pale pink socks—all she had been able to find end&rkness of the
bathroom.

She had to feel her way downstairs, almost missiuogof the stairs,
and bumping her head on the lintel at the bottomh@r relief, she
saw that the kitchen was vaguely illuminated by ¢hew of the
boiler. Thank goodness she had woken up in timattiend to it
before the power failure!

The kitchen had very few cupboards, and none ahtielded the
requisite candles, which meant that she would bage outside and
get the torch from her car.

Where were heWellingtons? She remembered how they had leake
and flinched from the thought of putting them, but her shoes were
upstairs, and there wa® guarantee that she would find them in th
darkness.

It would have to béhe Wellingtons.

She opened the back door and cried out in shockoasething
whipped cruelly against her face, striking her vaithatching fingers.

Her mind and body were thrown into immediate pahic.modern

city dweller lived in ignorance of the violence tre streets, and
Campion reacted instinctively, tearing at the ctegviingers on her
face, only to realise that her assailant was ngthiare than a springy
branch torn down from somewhere by the wind!

Even so, it took several minutes for her heartesume its normal
steady beat, and then, very slowly, her eyes aocust themselves
to the darkness, and she realised that there weay/dhin light from



the cloud-covered moon, and she could just abouermakthe shape
of the buildings and her car.

It was bitterly cold though, and the temperaturestraurely have
dropped. As she stepped out of the shelter of disdy icy pellets of
rain stung her face. No, not rain, she realisetihbud. She reached
her car and tugged on the door. Nothing happened.

Frustrated, she stared at it and then realised Glgt must have
locked it when he removed her things. Trust a neatiot something
like that. Where were her keys? She could havel arigh misery.
What chance did she have of finding them in thak tiause?

There was nothing else for it, she would have tback and wait for
the electricity to come back on.

As she stumbled through the doorway, she refldutedgalling and
infuriating it was to be held at the mercy of thengents in this way,
and then she found herself thinking that Lynsey tnase felt the
same way at being at the mercy of the King. Guy ngist—she
would have rebelled, would have tried to take charfgher own life.
By trying to persuade her cousin to seduce her?

Out of nowhere came a mental image of her dreaatathman who
had stepped across Lynsey's path. A tiny fluttexxaitement started
up inside her. Guy had brought her portable madhninend it was in
the study; if she could find it, she could bringntio the kitchen.

Suddenly, she was itching to work. She didn't egd to type, and
she certainly didn't need electricity to think.

Half an hour later, she was hard at work, the pawéeforgotten.

She had stripped off her wet socks, and her loage begs were
resting on the bar of the table. The boiler keptkitchen pleasantly



warm, and she ceased to be conscious of time aumeyundings as
the words flew from the typewriter.

At last it was done, and Lynsey had discoveredttimman who had
stood so fatefully between herself and Francis m@ase other than
Dickon, Earl of Dartington, the man whom Henry rdetided she
was to marry. To whom Henry had sold her in magjag fact.

Almost too exhausted to move, Campion stood upparstied away
her typewriter. She ought to go upstairs. Sheafelhough she could
sleep for a week, but she was just too tired toerand, besides, it
was warm here in the kitchen. She curled up irctieer besides the
fire, her body relaxing almost immediately intoeed sleep.

So deep, in fact, that she didn't hear the clickhefrestored lights,
nor the car arriving outside, nor the opening efltack door.

Guy shook the sleet from his head and grimacedilyeble seemed
to have been driving round for a lifetime, tryirggdecide what to
do—to go back to London or to stay. Perhaps heldhmave gone
back, but in the end he couldn't. Too much hundpisrbeing here,
and he still wasn't sure if his decision was tHat fool or a coward.

He started to cross the kitchen, and then frowredhe saw the
typewriter on the table.

He walked over and touched the pages, turning themand starting
to read, slowly at first and then more quickly, @y&s narrowing as
he pulled out a chair and sat down, no longer skimgrthrough the
typed pages, but reading them properly.

A small sound behind him broke his concentratioa.ttrned in his
chair, his eyes widening as he saw Campion.



She was curled up in her sleep, almost like a Igitl with her hair
tousled softly round her face, but she was no chikl reminded
himself.

And then she moved in her sleep, and the illusias destroyed as
the fabric of her pyjama jacket pulled across herabts. Heat
crawled slowly through his skin, and he cursedelitt under his
breath.

What the hell was the matter with him? He frowned atarted to
turn deliberately away, but Campion moved aganefahting slightly
in her sleep as though her body was cramped. Shedng long legs
and, as she stretched, her pyjama jacket rode awealing their
slender, pale- skinned length.

He had had enough of this, Guy decided tormentétiywalked over
to the chair, and with one swift movement pickedup

Her eyes opened and she stared into his face, addskepily,
'‘Dickon, what are you doing here?'

And then her eyes closed again and her face tuntedtis shoulder.
He could feel the warmth of her breath againsiskis, and he was
breathing harshly by the time he reached her badrdte put her
down on the bed and then started to pull the cawegs her. A strand
of her hair had curled round one of the buttonkisflacket, and he
swore softly as he was forced to unravel it.

His hand shook, and he had to grit his teeth amceftdimself to
concentrate. The buttons of her jacket gaped amdild see the soft
swell of her breasts. At last he was free, and theghtened up
tensely.

Back downstairs, he picked up the pages he hadishéd reading.
Dickon, she had called him. Of course, she woukt bam as the



villain. And then he read on, and stopped, a slowescurling his
mouth.

'So that was the way it was going to be, was it?nMm. . Very
clever.'

When he had finished reading, he stacked the paggtty together
and found a piece of paper and a pen.

‘Excellent, | like it," he scribbled on it, and ghé paper down on top
of the manuscript.

When he went to bed, he took the stairs two atna tnd whistled
softly under his breath. Perhaps he had not magetbng decision,
after all. Perhaps . ..

He wondered if Campion would remember what shedaadito him
when she woke up. Somehow, he doubted it. He smadgin and
opened his bedroom door.



CHAPTER FIVE

How had she got up here? Campion wondered muzzgja opened
her eyes. The last thing she remembered was cawiia the chair
beside the fire.

She looked up and saw that the bedroom light was\all, at least
the power had come back on. And then she remembdrgdhe had
worked until she was so exhausted that she coedgpsl

Guy had gone.

A horrible empty feeling made her stomach cavedudil, followed
by a fierce flash of anger. She shouldn't be fgdike that. What was
the matter with her? She should be glad that hegoag. But she
wasn't. She shivered under the bedclothes anddcleseeyes again,
trying to fight the feeling of panic rising up idsi her.

She didn't want to feel like this; there was namaa her life for this
ridiculous, adolescent sort of emotion. What hagdpleaed to her
will-power, to the years she had spent teachingdiiehow to stop
herself from wanting . . .

From wanting what? Guy French in her life? In hens... in her
bed?

No!

The word was a silent protest that screamed p&mninside her.
What was she trying to do to herself? Guy Frencdm'tiwant her.
How could he? All right, so he had passed her apleowf

compliments. So what? That didn't mean that shedader-react . .
. like a woman who had deliberately repressed &euaity for years
and was now unable to repress it any longer.



Just thinking about him was enough to make her kdodye. To
make her breasts ache and her body contract she®ply was
trembling as she flung back the covers and gobbhed.

Suddenly, she found it all too easy to understayrsey's rebellious
emotions. If nothing else, Guy French was havingegy definite

effect on her work, she acknowledged grimly as st@wvered and
then dressed.

The kitchen was blissfully warm. How on earth h&e toiler
managed to stay in? And surely she hadn't brougtitat bucket of
fuel last night?

Shaking her head at her own inability to remembag filled the
kettle. Outside, the wind seemed to have droppedtiaa rain had
gone.

She was alone here as she loaiginally intended, but, instead of
feeling triumph at having driven Guy away, she wasnsely aware
of her loneliness.

Why had she never acknowledged this feeling beftiré2d been
there, only she had buried it so deeply that slterever allowed
herself to recognise it'. It was frightening howahishe could miss
Guy after such a very short space of time.

As she waited for the kettle to boil, her memorgrtgd to play
unwanted tricks on her. As a teenager, she hadtfg a husband
and family of her own. With this mythical familyhs would
experience the love and security she had nevemiigit her own
parents. But didn't all teenage girls go througlt gtage? she deridec
herself angrily. She had been lucky, she had deealvvery early on
in life how empty and meaningless marriage could be

Lucky? To have had her hopes and dreams destroyedislly, and
with them all her burgeoning sexuality?



Stop it. Stop it! she warned herself fiercely. Tharas no point in
going over and over the past. It had happenedythata fact of life.
She was what she was: a moderately intelligent waorteo had been
lucky enough to find she had a talent for writimgl ain doing so, had
discovered a means of escape from the grim realiter loneliness.

The kettle boiled and switched itself off. Campohdn't notice. She
was staring blankly at the wall. Shhasn'tlonely, she was solitary; it
was a different thing. She had friends, very goahtls . . .

So good, that none of them, apart from Lucy, kndwoud her

past—about Craig. She shivered involuntarily. Ajht, so she didn't
discuss Craig with anyone, but why should shea# awver, finished.
And she had come to terms with what had happenad yeo.

Had she? Then why did she feel like crying ousfameone to tell her
that Craig was wrong, that she was desirable? Vithgltk feel that
her life was empty? Why did she ache for—for Gugrieh?

She shuddered and gripped the worktop. What orh eaals she
trying to do to herself? Guy would never want . . .

'‘Good, you're just putting the kettle on. I'm re&alya drink.'

Campion stared at the open doorway, and Guy, agyjthehe had
never seem him before in her life. All the colowaided from her
skin, leaving it so pale that he frowned and irdiuely took a step
towards her.

‘Campion, are you all right?'
He was going to touch her and she couldn't letdorthat. Not now .

. . Frantically, she backed away from him and $aiskily, 'You're
back.'



‘Yes, don't you remember? | came back last nighting spent the
evening driving round in circles, trying to workf ofiy temper.'

Last night. He had come back last night. She haglid memory of
her own surprise at waking up in bed this mornwgen she had
known she had fallen asleep in the chair. She fotayget hold of
another elusive and very worrying memory, butigstd from her.

‘Miss me, did you?'

He was smiling at her, and her whole body burneith wain and
resentment. How dared he pretend that he careghevelt, one way
or the other? How dared he treat her in this médiatious manner,
when they both knew he couldn't possibly find hemotely
attractive? It was an insult to her intelligendevés . . . She fought to
get a grip on herself, to stop herself from betrgyio him what she
was feeling.

'‘As a matter of fact, | was too busy working to $nysu,' she told him
coolly.

'Yes, so | noticed. | read what you'd done. Diglall see the note |
left for you?'

He'd read her work, before she'd checked it h&3éie same hollow
feeling she'd experienced earlier came back, hstttme it was
stronger, more painful.

'It's coming along nicely,' Guy continued, appdseablivious to her
tension. 'Will she take him in the end?'

'‘Will who take whom?' Campion asked him, confused.

‘Lynsey. Will she take Dickon? The King's choice.’



Campion had the uncomfortable feeling that there mare to the
casual question than she could see.

'l don't know. | haven't decided yet.'

Guy was giving her an odd look, a mixture of exagpen and . . .
tenderness. Tenderness? She looked away from hienw8s letting
her imagination go too far.

‘Your Dickon's a very strong character," Guy to&t.HPerhaps he
won't give Lynsey much choice. Unlike me, he se¢onkave an
overwhelming passion for small, high breasts . .

He was alluding to the passage she had writterribesy Dickon's
awareness of her heroine, but, as he spoke, Gulookisg ather ...
at her body, Campion realised on a sudden flusinger. He was
looking at her breasts, surely hardly noticeablaelagh her thick
clothes. What was more, he was looking at her aggin there was
nothing he wanted more than to strip those clofitues her body and
to take her breasts into his hands and ...

What was she doing to herself? Her mind seemed\e Hevised its
own cruel form of torment for her. Sftfe knew thhere was no
possibility of Guy looking at her with such yeamidesire, and, if he
was doing to, it could only be to taunt her ..otock her.

On a-fiercely protective surve of rage, she retbdangerously, 'Yes,
| think everyone knows what you have a passion for.

For a moment, Guy looked almost unsure of himgdédftd colour
stung the high planes of his cheekbones, and therptly he was
smiling at her, his smile loaded with mockery aralioe.

‘Do they? What?'



Now, when it was too late, she wished she hadehs® quick to
challenge him. Instead of responding, she shrupgedhoulders and
turned her attention back to the kettle.

'If you're making breakfast, I'll have bacon, eggd toast. But First |
need a shower. I've just been out to check oneghemtor. If we have
another power cut like last night's we'll need it.’

So he was staying. The relief that filled her disamiliated her. She
had to turn away from him so that he wouldn't $e&e her eyes. She
wanted to tell him that he could make his own bfastkout, after all,
yesterday he had made hers.

He was a very confusing man, she acknowledged ahtupstairs.
Before, if she had given any thought to the mattbe would have
considered him to be the type of man who expetteavbman in his
life to be subservient to him, to put him firstawerything and to wait
on him hand and foot. And yet, already he had destnated to her
how wrong those preconceived ideas of hers weré&addackled the
household chores willingly, cheerfully and veryyalshore ably than
she had herself, she acknowledged fifteen minuwaésr,l as she
battled with the Rayburn's hotplates, so differéoim her own

modern gas cooker.

Guy came down as she was staring miserably atahgealing and
hard eggs she had just tried to cook.

She didn't hear him come in, and the unexpectedhweif his hand
on her shoulder as he leaned over to look int@#memade her jump.
She turned quickly and saw him frown as his fingevestigated the
narrowness of her bones beneath the thick paddihgralothes.

'You don't look after yourself properly,’ he studnr®er by saying.
‘You're too thin.'



'I'm not thin, I'm slender," she snapped at hinot'Bll men like
women with curves like—like Marilyn Monroe.'

As she spoke, she had a vivid mental picture ofntbman she had
seen waiting for him in reception the last time $lagl visited the
offices. She had been a stunningly curvaceous beynieer figure
encased in a clinging jersey outfit.

Her words had been purely defensive, and so shewvpased to see
the anger flash suddenly and dangerously into Gygs. His grip on
her shoulder tightened, and irrationally she betmaifieel acutely

vulnerable and frail. He wasn't a heavy man, bwaetall and broad
and, from the pressure those fingers were exeringyy fit man.

'‘What are you trying to say to me, Campion?' heasktingly. 'That
| don't have the intelligence to respect a womamwieat she is? Do
you really think I'm the kind of man who looks f&arbie doll

measurements in a woman and nothing else? Or ylon'tredit me
with the sensitivity to see your insult for whatwias? For your
information, | like women—all kinds of women; bubet | find most
attractive and exciting about them is their perfibes.'

He was lying to her. She had seen the women hd.date
He was looking away from her now and into the pan.

‘Mind you," he added with a grin, 'it does helphéy can cook . . .
Whatis this?"

He prodded her cast-iron eggs with the fork, anch@an glared up
at him.

'‘Mm ... not exactly easy-over, are they?'

To her horror, instead of snapping back at him, glamfelt tears
begin to sting her eyes.



It was years since she had cried, aeons ago e n&hrer gave way to
feminine emotion, and yet here she was, ready tetbnto tears
simply because a man criticised her cooking.

Even as she derided herself for her weakness,céin@waledged that
it wasn't really the eggs; they were simply theaghon which her
emotions had focused.

What she wanted to cry for was the destructionesfilomanliness,
for the fates that had been so cruel in formingdsea woman who
ached and yearned to form a loving bond with a stencould want
and respect, and yet whose outward physical appearmade it
Impossible.

Through a blur of tears, she saw Guy move away fiemHer body
felt cold, as though it had enjoyed the warmthefproximity of his.
She was humiliating herself, dissolving into taargont of him like

this. He would be embarrassed and uncomfortable. Allgays were
when women cried.

She remembered how her mother had cautioned heo gote in to
her tears after Craig had told her what he reallyfér her. It would
upset her father, her mother had told her. Memdtdike tears. Tears
were a weapon that women used to get their own avaywhich men
quite rightly resented.

Campion had turned her head away the moment stitbddbetraying
prickle at the back of her eyes, but she couldret @anything. The
kitchen was a watery blur. All her concentratingntvato trying to

control her emotions.

'Hey, it's all right. Come and sit down.'

She froze as she felt Guy's hands on her shoulglensly propelling
her to the table and pushing her down into a chair.



‘Come on, have a good howl, and then you'll fedkbé

A soft white handkerchief was pressed expertly regjdier face, and
it took her several seconds to overcome her shodkake hold of it
for herself.

‘I never cry.'

What on earth had she said that for?

‘Then you should. Women who don't cry throw thihgs.
She put down the handkerchief and stared at him.
'It's a way of releasing tension.'

Guy was sitting on the edge of the table, lookihfex. There was
such a tender look in his eyes that she blinked tla@n blinked again
when it didn't disappear.

'‘Why is it you're so desperately afraid of showengption. Campion?
You're going through a very stressful time," heeatldquietly when
she made no response. 'There's no reason for yfmet@ashamed
because . .

'‘Because | can't fry eggs,' she interrupted sayagel

To her fury, he laughed. 'Ah, well, that's anotsasry. Using a
Rayburn takes a bit of know-how . . . Want me tovglyou?'

She didn't want him to show her anything. She wéhim to leave
her alone and free her from the dangerous spdilsointimacy. He
was reacting to her in a way that was totally unlianto her; treating
her . . . treating her as a woman, she recognigioavquick start.

'‘Who taught you?' she asked coldly. 'One of youmesx?'



He didn't like that, and no wonder. She saw thddemess fade from
his eyes, to be replaced with a cool sternnessmiaate her quail
slightly.

'‘No, as a matter of fact, my mother taught mesdid quietly.
‘Your mother?’

'Yes. | was her eldest child. My father died whemals twelve, and
Ma had to go out to work. She taught me to cookthst | could
prepare a meal for the-others when we got home $arool.’

"The others?"

He smiled then, and it was a smile she couldn'tivhaterpret; she
saw that it held love and resignation, and othieigthas well, and she
was pierced with a pain that was compounded ofdoslsenvy and a
terrible, aching unhappiness that she knew notimrer life would
ever totally dim.

She loved him . . . She loved this intelligent, wddal man who had
women falling over themselves to attract his aitentShe loved him,
and part of her twisted in mortal agony that sheldde so foolish
and so vulnerable.

It hadn't happened overnight. It had to have beeretfor some time,
growing slowly and dangerously. This time togethethe cottage
had acted like a forcing house, making her recegmbat was
happening to her.

Before, she had been able to ignore the insidicosvth of her
feelings, pretending that her awareness of himngpfeom dislike
and resentment; here, at the cottage, there wasarrger behind
which she could hide from the truth. She loved him.

'‘My sisters and brother," he told her softly.



She turned away quickly so that he wouldn't seeehgey. She had
hated being an only child; had longed for the camgaship that
came from being part of a family. Perhaps she hash ¢éurned to
Craig out of that need.

'You have sisters and a brother?"

'l certainly do. Alison and Meg are twins; thetheee years younger
than me, and lan is the baby of the family. He joatistarted school
when Pa was killed. It was a wrench for Ma to lelavme and go back
to work. She lost the baby she was carrying wheratner died.’

'‘What—what happened to him?' Campion asked, baeigre of
saying the words.

It amazed her that he could talk to her like tBise never discussed
her private past life with anyone.

'He was killed by a hit-and-run driver two daysdrefChristmas.’
Champion turned an appalled face towards him.
'‘Christmag How dreadful . .

'l can see what you're thinking, and you're wroingfold her quietly.
'Of course, we never forgot, but Ma never allowbkd spirit of
Christmas to be damaged for us by Pa's death. Werg two
separate things, and she treated them as sucistibdees.’

'Where—where does she live?'

'In Dorset, close to the girls. They're both marnew, with families.
lan is working in Canada . . . What about you?'abked, deftly
removing the eggs from the pan he had put dowmenable.

‘Me?'



‘Yes, you. Do you have a large family . . . brothesisters?'

'‘No." Her voice sounded oddly harsh and she tod&egp, steadying
breath, and said less forcefully, 'No, | was aryarie. My parents
died some time ago.’

‘An only one. You must have been very lonely.’
She wanted to deny it, but the words clogged heath

'‘Come on,' he added, smiling at her. 'Here begmyeir first lesson
in the correct use of a Rayburn cooker.'

Bemused, Campion allowed him to lead her back ® gtove.
Silently, she watched his easy movements, andnésteas he
instructed her.

'‘Ma brought us all up to be self-sufficient. We hade. My father
was insured, but that only paid for the house.'

This time, the eggs were cooked perfectly, but Gampouldn't eat
hers.

In the space of a few minutes, her whole world hached
upside-down. How could she have dared to love Glox? could she
have been so stupid?

Guy made the coffee, and watched her as she sagness, staring
Into space.

‘Something's wrong,' he said quietly. 'Want to &ut it?"'
To talk about it? What on earth could she say?

I've just discovered that | love you?



'It's nothing. | was just thinking about the book.'

She saw the shadow cross his face, and for a mohsem@imost
looked rebuffed, as though she had somehow hurt him

Wishful thinking, she told herself as she got uxaardly. 'I'd better
go and make a start.’

He didn't follow her, and she should have felt easvithout his
presence, but the words just wouldn't flow. Sheasat stared at the
typewriter, without seeing anything.

‘Mental block?’

She hadn't heard him come in.

..

He picked up the manuscript.

'‘She's a lot like you, isn't she? Remote . . .alon'

'‘Like me?'Campion shook, as she said bitterly, 'No, shelsmg like
me. For one thing, she's beautiful, while I . . .’

‘While you do everything you can to deny that y@@mwoman,' Guy
interrupted calmly. 'But yoare a woman, Campion.’

What was he trying to do to her? Didn't he redtiee frighteningly
vulnerable she was? Why was he looking at her tikat, as
though—as though--?

'‘Oh; | know you do everything you can to deny yfmamnity. Scrape
back your hair, disguise your body . . .'



'‘What am | suppose to do?' she demanded, sudaesmhglcontrol of
her feelings. 'Deck myself out in make-up and atigiiclothes, in the
hope that a man might come along who's deceivedimking that
I'm actually desirable? Don't you think | have mprigle than to . . .’

'‘What the hell are you talking about?' Guy intetegiflatly. "You are
desirable.’

What was he trying to do to her?

'‘No. No, I'm not." She saw the way he looked at bhad laughed
harshly. 'Don't you think that | wish | was? | knoke truth, Guy. |
had it pointed out to me and underlined quite pyawhen | was
nineteen.'

'‘How?'

She stared at him, shocked into silence by histauesiow had they
got to this point? How had she been stupid enoadgetray so much
to him?

She looked round the small room, seeking an escape.

‘You tell me that you aren't desirable. Well, l'eflibhg you that you
are. Would you like me to show you just how muctvant you,

Campion? When | carried you up to bed last nigktahted to stay
with you. The reason | walked out last night wasduse | couldn't
trust myself to stay. | look at you and | achedodh you, to make
love to you.'

'‘No! No, | won't listen. You're lying to me. Craig-
'Craig,' he pounced, watching her. 'Who's Craig?'

She was shivering with a mixture of shock and pair,he made no
attempt to touch her, to comfort her.



'‘My—my ex-husband . .

She had surprised him now. She saw it in his facehe way he
suddenly went very still, his gaze sharpening aardéning slightly.

'You've been married . . .
Suddenly, she picked up his thoughts.

'‘What did you think? That | was still virginal amgexperienced?' she
asked bitterly. 'At my age? Yes, I've been marriedlas married
when | was nineteen.’

‘And when did you and your husband part?’

She thought about lying to him, but dismissed tbheon and said
tiredly, 'A week after we were married. He didndarw me. He just
wanted my parents' money, and once he realisedttivauldn't be
forthcoming he couldn't wait to get rid of me.

'You'd been lovers . . .

'Yes. Before we were married, we—he made love tohheetold me
he thought | might be pregnant. | believed him, aodve ran away
and got married.' She shrugged. 'l was very youngery naive.'

'‘And because of this—this man, you really beliethattyou're
undesirable? Because one man--' he began incresylol don't
believe I'm hearing this!

'‘No, Craig made me see the truth, that's all. list pot the kind of
woman that men desire." She wasn't going to retheainsults and
taunts that Craig had thrown at her; words thatsid never forget,
wounds that would never heal.

'l don't want to talk about it any more. I've gairwto do.'



'‘Because obneman, you're going to shut the rest of the maleosgx
of your life, is that it? Because you're afraid'. .

He was going to touch her. Campion could sensad,suddenly she
was panic-stricken. If he did . . .

She stood up abruptly, pushing past him, ignorimg &s he called
out her name. She had to get away. She had to bheroown. Her
mind and emotions were in such turmoil.

He caught up with her in the kitchen.
'I'm going for a walk. | want to be on my own.’

Perhaps something in her face warned him not tchtdwer, because
he stepped back slightly.

‘All right, if that's what you want, but you're wig, you know,
Campion. And he was wrong, too . . .’

As she pulled on her boots, she turned on himgekpression fierce
and proud.

'I'm not a fool, Guy, not any more. | realise tfilating comes as
naturally to you as breathing, but that doesn'gulise the truth.
Physically, men find me repellant. | know that, amedamount of you
pretending it isn't true is going to change thihgs.

He looked angry now, really angry. He came up toamel grabbed
hold of her arm so that she almost fell over. hdtvely, she clung
on to him, and then wished she hadn't as her sensge
overwhelmed by the nearness of him. She startesha&e, but he
seemed unaware of her vulnerability. His grip ondren tightened as
he looked down into her face.



'Do you know what | think?' he said softly. 'l thigou're a coward,
Campion. | think you're afraid. Afraid of livingfraid of loving,
afraid of . . . And so you've shut yourself awakibd a wall of pride
and resentment. So you made a mistake, an erjodgément . . .
Don't you think weall make those mistakes at one time or anothe
But the rest of us have the guts to pick ourselyeand go on with
life. It isn't desirability you lack," he addeddrsgust. 'It's guts.'

'Really!" The smile she gave him felt as thouglvas pasted on her
face. 'Haven't you left something out?'

She watched as he frowned.

'You haven't told me yet that I'm frigid,' she addwstterly. 'Thatis
what you were going to say next, isn't it?'

Before he could say anything, she pulled out ofjnésp and opened
the back door.

This was the second time she had run from himthke Her heart
thudded painfully in her chest, although she knathout looking
over her shoulder that he wasn't following her.

Oh, God, what had she done? What had she said?hathyt she
kept quiet? Why had she allowed him to needleiterbetraying so
much?

How could she ever face him again? She startedivers

She couldn't go back. He was an intelligent manekiie had time to
think over what she had said, what was there tp &in from
guessing how she really felt?

She stumbled on, sliding on the muddy path, turnnsginctively
towards the coast.



The cliffs on the headland were steep, and the Homa variety of

sea birds. The wind coming off the sea was stilegstrong. She had
walked blindly while she was angry, but now herearigad gone and
reaction was setting in. She couldn't go back & dbttage. How
could she face Guy?

She sat down on the wet grass and stared out td\4gahad he said
that he desired her? Probably out of some misguattedpt to flatter

her. He couldn't have realised the avalanche oftiemdis words

would release, and he was probably feeling as riealttas she was
herself. She ought to go back and make her peabehim, but she

couldn't.

She got up, shivering in the cold wind. A bird sxieed mockingly
overhead, and as she looked up it seemed to dvards her. She
ducked instinctively, and cried out as she felskHrslipping.

She fell heavily, but, instead of solid ground lkaheher, she felt the
earth moving, sliding, taking her with it as it keoaway.

She knew that she screamed, but the sound waarntastg the wild
cries of the sea birds disturbed by the small anile.

Quite a large piece of the cliff had fallen awagdahe had fallen
with it. Below her she could see the foam-cappedesaabove her
was the clifftop. She was perched on less thandquare feet of rock
and earth that was somehow wedged between a rot&sop six feet
below the top of the cliff.

Six feet, that was all, but it might just as wedlie been sixty. There
was no way she could clamber up that almost véntick-face and

back to safety. In fact, she dared not even m@vsfied in case she
destroyed her fragile security.

It had started to rain again, and surely the wiad harsher, buffeting
against the cliff-face.



Gulls cried and swooped, and far out to sea sh&l sme the grey
outline of a boat. She dared not look down. She dlagys had a
thing about water combined with height. If she ledkshe would be
drawn downwards, she knew it. She shivered, h&ejat protection
against the wind and rain. And then, incrediblye dteard Guy's
voice.

He was calling her name, his voice harsh.

Less than ten minutes ago she had felt she coukt feece him again,
and yet now she would have given anything to getngprun towards
him.

It was several seconds before she could call olirtg and then
several more before she could hear his voice aGémser this time.

'I'm here, Guy. There was a landslide, the cliff Be careful!" She
stopped as she saw him looking down at her.

It must be the cold that was making him look s@égras though at
any second he feared his control might shatter.

'l think you'll have to go to the village to getihé

He looked away from her, and she thought he saieetung, but she
couldn't quite hear.

He disappeared completely then and, even thoughkrshve he had to
leave her to get help, she felt more abandonedgharmad felt when
her parents died, more alone than at any otheritirer life.

Her ankle had gone numb and she moved instinctivielysing
abruptly as she felt her perch begin to tilt.

She had a momentary and unwanted view of the foeksv her, and
the sea frothing angrily around the rocks, throwiumyshowers of



grey- white spume. The tide was coming in. It catildeach her up
here of course.

She shivered and bit down hard on her bottom lipatWas the point
in crying now? It was her own folly that had brougler here. Her
own crazy stupidity . . .

‘Campion!'

She stared up at Guy. He hadn't left her, afteHalwas leaning over
the edge of the cliff. He must be lying flat on tgeound, she
recognised.

''m going to pass my jeans down to you. | want y@unold on to
them as tightly as you can. I'm going to use theipuil you back up
the cliff.'

Her mouth went dry. She wanted to refuse; what &g suggesting
was madness! He was a very fit man, but she wégmaveight, and

what he was suggesting could mean them both plumghdbwn on

to those viciously sharp rocks and that icy-cold. se

‘Stand up slowly and carefully.’

Incredibly, she found she was doing as he toldamel, even more
incredibly, beneath her fear she felt a calmneserse of trust so
new to her that she paused for a moment to manvet. &ear
obviouslyybred strange emotions. Very strange emotions.

‘Now, get hold of my jeans. Hold the fabric tightiyrap it round your
wrists. Yes, that's it.'

Panic flared inside her, but she fought it down.

‘Now, | want you to put your feet as flat as youn @gainst the
cliff-face . .



He wanted her tevhat? She felt sick at the thought of what he wa
suggesting. She couldn't do it. If she even trébe, would fall.

‘You've got to do it, Campion.'

Was that desperation she heard in his voice? Sikedoup at him,
and then gasped as she felt her small island afrigedilt a little
further.

‘Now! You've got to do it now.'

She heard the skitter of rocks as they fell awayebéh her, and
perhaps it was that that gave her the courage t@pay perhaps it
was the sheer strength of Guy's voice, she ditiotwk but suddenly
she was stepping off her perch, placing her fedteabad told her,
leaning out slightly, gripping the denim fabric litier arms ached,
as Guy slowly pulled her up the cliff-face.

All she could do to help him was to gain a littidra leverage by
using her feet. Her fear for herself vanished lasylg, inch by inch,

he pulled her to safety, and all she could think Weat, if she didn't
do all she could to help him, she could fall, aalcetGuy himself with
her. And then, unbelievably, her eyes were on al keith the top of
the cliff.

'Hold on,' Guy instructed her tersely.

It was bliss to feel the cold, wet grass againstsken as Guy pulled
her the last few feet to safety, before grabbindd haf her and
dragging them both well back from the cliff edge.

‘You saved my lifel'

He was kneeling on the ground beside her, breathanghly as his
body reacted to the strain.



She wanted to reach out to him and hold him, idtal that he was
right and that she was a coward, but even as skedrghe saw his
face close up and an icy coldness filled her. Isoeen right, after
all. She hadn't missed that brief but unmistakaite’ement away
from her just then. He had lied to her. He dide'sice her, and she
was a fool for ever letting herself think he might.

She started to stand up. Her whole body threatemédckle under
the efforts, but she was too proud to let Guy see $he felt. He had
just shown her how he felt about the thought of any

physical contact between them.

'‘Come on, let's get back to the cottage. It's gaangtart pouring
down.'

They should have looked idiotic. A woman almostsfgeed in mud

all down her front, and a man wearing a thick slaiteavy sweater,
briefs and socks, but Campion didn't care how tbelged. Guy had

saved her life, but for . . . Reaction startedetors. She was shivering
. . . She looked instinctively at Guy, but he tarreavay, his face
bleak.



CHAPTER SIX

'‘WE could both do with a bath,” Guy announced, grimacing
self-disgust once they were safely inside the kiiche

He hadn't said a word during the cold, wet walkikd@acthe cottage.
How had he known where to find her? Campion wordier® she
stood and shivered. How had he known she even ddedp?

‘You go first,' she offered awkwardly.
'l can manage down here.’

Again that harsh tone. Her muscles tensed as sbgnised that he
was avoiding looking directly at her. Why? Was éichuse of their
discussion earlier, or because of the way shedwthed out towards
him. Had it suddenly struck him that she might tdke words
seriously, that she might think he was actuallyaated to her? Did he
really think she was so stupid?

‘Upstairs, Campion. Unless, of course, you getik tlut of watching
men strip off.’

Her skin burned. He couldn't have thought of a nwteel way to
taunt her.

All-the way back she had avoided looking at hisypdauit now she
couldn't help it. She could feel the heat burnipguader her skin as
he turned his back on her and deliberately staiwecemove his
sweater and shirt. Her mouth went dry. She achée table to reach
out and touch him, to see if his skin felt as wand male as it
looked. And then she realised that Guy was turningd.

With a small, choked cry, she fled upstairs.



She had a bath, washed her hair, dried it as estsuld with a

towel, grimacing at the tangle of curls that humg@ her shoulders.
Pulling on her bathrobe, she gathered up her vaghes and headed
back to her bedroom.

As she walked in, she saw that Guy was standingstback to her,
staring out of the window. Like her, he was dresised towelling
robe. His legs beneath its short hem were barebemain. Her own
toes curled protestingly into the carpet. She tidant to see him
like this. It made it all so much harder.

He turned round abruptly and stared at her, antincively she
tugged at her robe and wished that she had beenaatb something
more sensible with her hair.

‘We have to talk...'
Of course. She ought to have expected that.

‘There's nothing to talk about, Guy,' she said Wyedlou needn't
worry. | didn't take what you said seriously.’

A muscle twitched in his jaw.

'Like hell! You took it seriously enough to walktaef here and damn
well nearly kill yourself.'

Kill herself? Did he actually think . . .?

‘That was an accident. | walked out in a tempadnhit, but you don't
think | actually . . .’

Guy pushed his hand into his hair. He looked tired.

'‘No, no, of course not. But you must see that wé& ga on like this. |
think it would be best if | left . . .'



Oh, God! But wasn't it what she had been expectitay2he sake of
her pride, if nothing else, she mustn't let him Bew she felt; she
mustn't let him guess at the pain exploding inkiele She opened her
mouth to make a cool, composed response and thear horror, she
heard herself crying out bitterly, 'Do you realyrik I'm so much of a
fool that | believed you, Guy? Did you honestlynthi had deluded
myself into believing that you wanted me? You'rétesafe, you
know. | never had any intention of asking you tover that you
weren't lying.'

'‘What . . '

He was looking at her rather strangely, with aealght grimness
round his mouth, and a glimmer of something inlthek of his eyes
that made her stomach kick dangerously.

‘Just what in hell are you talking about? You maylme a fool, but
you certainly have the lowest self- esteem of anynan I've ever
met.’

The softness in his voice unnerved her. He hagkturaund and was
watching her, and she had the curious sensatibring trapped and
defenceless.

'I'd hardly call it low self-esteem to realise tlaat attractive, virile
man is extremely unlikely to be consumed with de$ir me,' she
said proudly, determined not to let him see howmihe admission
hurt.

‘Then what would you call it?" Guy demanded, withtaking his
eyes off her face.

'Reality,’ she told him firmly. 'You said you wegeing to leave . . .'
She wanted him to go quickly, before she broke dewd begged
him to stay. If she did that . . . She tried todbhe, and felt her whole
body quiver with pain.



She turned her back on him, and so it was a slwofget his hands on
her arms, dragging her round to face him. He waathmg hard, as
though he had been running. And he looked angngusly angry.
Her heart kicked in her chest, and she shiveregdibra frisson of
sexual need.

‘That was before,' he told her cryptically. 'Go@ngpion, I've never
known a woman like you. Have you really no idea tyloau are, what
you'redoingto me? All this time ... At first | thought--' H#ook his
head and continued after a pause. 'There has ® Wway to get
through to you.'

Still holding on to her, he looked round the rodefore she could
protest, Campion found herself dragged in fronammfold-fashioned
Victorian pier- glass which threw back to her théitl-length
reflections. He dwarfed her in height and in brbadte made her
look small and frail. With her hair tumbling arouner shoulders, she
looked different, even to herself.

'‘Look at yourself," he commanded her huskily, dinag¢he robe from
her body, exposing her nudity, not just to his gdmné also to her
own. Before she could react, before she could atyiro protest, he
was shrugging off his own robe.

'‘Look at us,' he demanded softly. 'And look at wiwat do tome.'

He stood without touching her, watching the colotawl up under
her skin as she hurriedly looked away from the opemusal of his
body.

‘Thisis reality,' he told her. 'This is the way you raake react, the
way you make me feel. You say you're undesirabtewhom? A

man without grace or intelligence, who once hum yadly? Have
you any idea how insulting | find it to be classath him? Have you
any idea of how angry you make me when you teltimaéyou aren't



desirable? Have you any idea of how much you mai&eache and
long to take hold of you and show you just how vggou are? |
want you, Campion, and | think you want me, too."'

He was turning away from the mirror and towards her
'‘No! No, | ...

‘Yes.' His voice, thick and oddly muffled, made Qéon's mind spin.

She felt his mouth touch her skin, not teasinglligittly as she had
expected, but hungrily, fiercely, like a man out adntrol. She

shuddered beneath its pressure, her throat ardanl, her body
absorbing the heat of his. She could feel the Gsrtbhud of his heart,
and her own started to race in time to it. She radaas his mouth
savaged her throat. This was nothing like how sk imagined it

might be. She had visualised him as a controlledn elistant lover,

but there was nothing in the least controlled statit about the way
he was touching her. He shuddered against her aaded her name
against her skin. Somehow or other, her arms ligdetned around
him. Her breasts were pressed against his chestarte moved, it
created a delicious friction against their tenceal(s.

His hands moved over her, shaping her body, makergache to
touch him in turn. His mouth had reached her jasvlmow. She
turned her head, her eyes Wide and dark with alousa

'Kiss me. Kiss me, Guy . ..

She wasn't aware of saying the words, only of #neerish need
building inside her.

He lifted his head, his hands cupping her faceskirs flushed with
dark colour.

'Oh, my God, yes. This is how I've wanted to sae ydis is how I've
wanted tp make you feel." His lips touched hersl sime trembled.



She felt Guy's body tense, then his head liftednaga that she was
denied the contact she craved. She opened theslegdsad closed in
anticipation of the pleasure of having his moutthers.

He was staring down at her.
'‘Open your mouth, so that | can kiss you properly .

In a dream, she obeyed his command. It was nottkaghe kisses

she had experienced with Craig. Kisses which,efwhs honest, had
not really moved her at all. With Guy, it was dr#at. Her whole

body seemed to melt beneath the heat of his touch.

She felt him lift her, and marvelled absently & &iirength; she felt
the coolness of the bedclothes against her nake#, l@nd the
warmth of Guy's weight as he took her back intoalms.

He kissed her again, lingeringly this time, as tffloshe was a rare
delight that had to be savoured, and she resposaigperly, hungrily

to his touch, barely aware of the way she was sargghe naked

length of his spine until he groaned against heutmounable to

control the fierce thrusting movement of his body.

'l wanted to do this slowly, to make it special fau, but you're
making it impossible for me to think of anythingtbhow much |
want you.'

Campion shivered, the words arousing her almoshash as his

touch. This was a dream, it had to be, and she lgerself up to the
pleasure of it voluptuously, arching her body siumlp to Guy's

touch, feeling pleasure and power flow throughdsehe responded
to her allure.

‘You're beautiful, even more beautiful that I'd gmeed.' His hand
cupped her breast, and Campion tensed for a moasehé looked



down at her, to where his hand lay against thengake of her own
flesh.

‘Beautiful,’ he repeated huskily, and Campion gasgsehe bent his
head and took her nipple into his mouth.

She had never experienced a sensation like it. whesle body
convulsed on a wave of feeling so strong thataforoment, it almost
frightened her.

A woman's instinct she had not known she possasdeder that
Guy was dangerously close to losing control. Shechied him
tentatively, stroking the narrow curve of his hiplahe flat plane of
his belly. She felt the harsh rasp of hair aganestfingertips. It was
an electrifying sensation. Instinctively, her finge drifted

downwards, and then stilled as she realised jusat gie was doing.

'‘My God! What is it you're trying to do to me?'

She froze as she heard the harsh, almost angusbetk. Guy
moved, looking down at her. He looked angry, anel dhivered, all
her old uncertainties sweeping back. She had hortsomehow,
done something he didn't like. She felt confuseatiignorant. It was
ridiculous at her age to know so little about nsdguality. Craig had
never encouraged her to touch him.

'I—I didn't mean to hurtyou . . .'
Tears weren't far away, but she fought them back.

'Hurt me?' She could feel Guy's tension. He mutteredetiuny
under his breath, and she felt her skin almost hwith
embarrassment. Then suddenly the tension seenteavi® him, and
his hands were moving over her body, stroking baressing her,
catching her up in a tide of sensation that allolwedto do nothing
other than feel.



She felt the arousing stroke of Guy's fingers agjaner inner thigh,
and she held her breath, aching with an unfamiigsion, an
unknown need. She wanted . . . She gasped in pradelsis hand
moved away and then touched her again. She coeldchie mouth
moving softly against her shoulder, but neithersaéion was what
she wanted. She wanted . . . Her body startedakesiher throat tight
with the effort of controlling the soft moans ofatkeshe was having to
suppress. She moved, trying to tell Guy withoutdgowhat it was
she wanted, but he seemed oblivious to her need.

Then, so suddenly that it was almost shocking, dleased her,
bracing his hands flat against the bed on eitltgr sf her as he said
quietly, 'You weren'hurting me, Campion; at least, not the way yol
meant.Thatwas what you were doing to me—what | was just goir
to you.'

She stared up at him, not knowing what to say,,thad humiliation
overwhelmed her. What kind of woman was she thatdstin't even
know, that she had to be shown . . . She madeyasband of
self-disgust and tried to turn away, but Guy woultkt'her.

He took her back in his arms and stroked her seaskin until she
was pleading with him in breathless, husky whisgersend her
torment, reaching out for him, touching him, solgoim a mixture of
triumph and release as he cried out her name aallyfiet go of the
control he had used to keep them both in check.

She tensed briefly as he entered her, but therenavgmin, no fear;
only a wonderful feeling of tightness, of reliefdathen of dazzling
joy as she became aware of her body's instincegpanse to his
powerful thrusts.

What began as the smallest trickle of sensatiolt bpiso quickly
that its climax took her by surprise: a fierce staf sensation that
made Guy cry out her name as he lost himself caelglevithin her.



She felt the release of his body within her owtt,ifand rejoiced in it
with a primitive sense of power she had not knowisted. Her body
ached, but it was a pleasurable ache, a trium@wm®. She felt Guy
leave her, and her flesh grew chilled, but he waply pulling the
bedclothes back over them, his body cushioning, veasming it,
cherishing it.

She drifted off to sleep on that thought.

When Campion woke up it was dark, and she was cmtighly
disorientated that for a moment she could baretyereberwho she
was, let alone where. Guy lay sleeping beside 8ke turned her
head to look at him. Her insides quivered and rdeled then surged
with quickening desire.

She quelled the sensation, disconcerted by hersewmality, but the
tiny, burgeoning ache refused to go away. Was libis Lynsey
would have felt? Or would she have been angry \nehself for
allowing herself to feel like this for a man whoiredfelt she hated?
She would not have expected to find such pleasuter marriage
bed, and she would resent its discovery and theepdwgave Dickon
over her.

Silently, Campion got out of bed and found her raen minutes
later she was downstairs, typing furiously, logtémn work. So lost, in
fact, that she didn't even hear Guy coming dowrsstamself.

He asked wryly, half an hour later, 'Can | intetfip
She almost jumped in shock.

'If this is the effect making love with me has ayuyl can see we're
going to have to do it more often.'



He was teasing her, she knew, and she was gratefblm for
lightening what could have been a very difficultmment.

'‘Why did you sneak out of bed like that?'

She looked at him. 'l thought you were asleepdh'tiwant to disturb
you.'

The way he looked at her made her blush, and lgh&lwhen he
saw it.

'l don't suppose | can tempt you away from thaeiyypter for long
enough to show you exactly how much yamudisturb me, can I?'

For one crazy moment, she actually contemplatetihgetip. What
on earth had he done to her?

'l ... | really ought to finish this.’

‘Yes, | know."' He bent down and, to her shock,fsliehis lips move
against her neck. A pulse point started to thuetbnhis mouth. She
badly wanted to turn to him and let him know howass making her
feel, but she was still too unsure of herself| $tb new to such
sensations to feel entirely comfortable with them.

'l ... | suppose we ought to be thinking about sbimg to eat . . .'
'Right now, what | want to eat is you.'

The words shivered across her skin, conjuring uggies that made
her feel weak and dizzy. Unlike her, Guy had dreésaad when he
looked at her she felt acutely conscious of hertguseneath her
robe, but she had been so anxious to get to hemyter that she
hadn't even thought about getting dressed.



'You frightened me to death this afternoon. Do sealise that? If I'd
lostyou . . .'

The anguish in his voice shocked her. She turnethéed to look at
him, and something elusive and haunting in his es@sshed, as
though he didn't want her to see his feelings.

'l tell you what, I'll make dinner, but first yoave to pay a forfeit.'
'‘What? Promise to wash up?'
‘That wasn'juitewhat | had in mind.’

The way he looked at her as he drew her to hemfieele her insides
turn over. As he bent his head to kiss her, hisdhslid inside her
robe. The sensation of his fingers against hersbraad then her
nipple made her moan softly beneath his kiss. imistahis touch

hardened, demanded, and just as instantly shermésgdo it, aching
to feel the hard strength of his body against &enjng to experience
again that delicate rapture she had never knowgiezki

She wanted to cling to him when he realeased hér ibstead,
reluctantly she opened her eyes and looked uprat hi

‘This isn't going to get the dinner cooked, ish&'said ruefully. "You
have a very undermining effect on my self-contray'ye a very
dangerous woman.'

A dangerous woman. She smiled to herself when Hegbae. If she
was a dangerous woman, then what did that make him?

From somewhere or other, Guy had found candles-y-main white
kitchen ones, but he it them with a flourish, vinyrtof the most
expensive and intimate restaurant and, as shewsat oh the chair he



pulled out for her, Campion marvelled at the velisabf this man
whom she had originally dismissed as a lightwedtauvinist.

He had cooked a chicken casserole, and its su¢dudgmance filled
the room, but it was the sight of the wine bottietlve table that made
her eyebrows lift in silent interrogation.

'l had to go down to the village. Champagne wowdehbeen more
appropriate, but the off- licence doesn't stock it.'

He grinned at her and she smiled back. The offnbeewas a tiny
row of shelves in the cluttered general store ted the only retail
outlet the village possessed, besides the chensistp and the
launderette.

'| feel | should have made more of an effort tosdrap.’ Campion
touched her hair awkwardly. She wasn't used to fineding of
wanting to please someone, of almost needing tths¢slow, warm
smile that began at the back of Guy's eyes anddpmetil his whole
face was illuminated by it.

'l like you just the way you are.’

Incredibly, she could almost believe he meantnit] she gave a soft
gurgle of amusement.

Once, long, long ago, she had tried to dress taspla man. Her face
clouded as she remembered.

'‘Don't think about him,"” Guy demanded tersely. dhel | are two
different men, Campion, and | don't like it whemnuy@mpare us.'

' wasn't.'

‘There's been no one since, has there?' he questedoruptly, as
though he already knew the answer.



'‘No." She looked away from him. 'l must seem veawe, very
inexperienced.' She pulled a face. 'Attractive wvegy young woman,
perhaps, but not so attractive in someone my age.'

She bit her lip and winced as he took hold of Heuptly.
" Will you stop doing that?'

She stared at him, hurt by the rough anger in tisev
‘Doing what?'

'‘Running yourself down," he told her curtly. 'Expace doesn't
guarantee physical pleasure.'

'l didn't even know how . . . how to touch you.riBce flamed as she
looked briefly at him. 'That was what was missingnf my book,
wasn't it?' she asked, suddenly illuminatingly a@rwhat had been
behind his criticisms. 'Knowledge . . . experiencé

‘Sort of, but it was the emotional impact | waskiog for, not the
physical." His hand touched her face, and instastily quivered in
response. Immediately, his eyes darkened and deathostopped in
her throat. 'Keep on looking at me like that, arelivbe eating this
chicken for breakfast," Guy told her ruefully.

It broke the tension. She laughed and watchednd¢phim as the
smile broke out across his face.

How could she have not known before now that stieddiim? She
shivered, suddenly aware of how fleeting this pmesitime with him
might be. He had said nothing of love, nothing efrpanence,
nothing of anything more than the fact that he wdriter.

'‘Come on, let's eat.'



He made her sit down, while he served the mealtlaal filled her
wineglass.

Over dinner they talked, their conversation covggarwide diversity
of subjects. He was entertaining to talk to, argkeaerous listener,
Campion discovered, as the wine relaxed her andosthéim about
the loneliness of her childhood and the horror @i@€s deceit.

'l envy you coming from such a large family,’ sbafessed. ‘Do you
see much of them?'

'‘Not as much as I'd like. | normally spend Chrigméth Ma, but this
year she's going to Canada. lan has just got edgagd of course he
wants her to meet his fiancee and her family.’

'So you're the only one who's not married?’
Her face burned as she realised what she hadgast s

'‘By accident, rather that choice.' The look he desstewas direct and
firm. 'l was engaged briefly when | was twenty-twat she changed
her mind when she realised how long it would beoteefve could

marry. | couldn't leave Ma to cope on her own.was still at school

at the time, and the girls just about to start arsity. Don't look like

that. It wouldn't have worked anyway . . .’

She couldn't tell him that the tears shimmeringpeén eyes were for
own stupidity in so nearly denying herself thisgioes time with
him. He was such a very special man, and she whamatvelling
that he could actually want her. Beautiful, he batled her, and he
had touched her body with slow reverence, as thdwgtid indeed
find it worthy of such worship.

‘No pudding, I'm afraid.'



'l couldn't eat another morsel,' she told him, iamgs true. She ached
to be back in his arms, wanted only the voluptubesdy delight of

feeling his skin against her own. Perhaps it waswme that had

brought on this feeling of wantonness, or perhapsd always bee
there, buried deep inside her, waiting for his totecrelease it.

'Coffee?"

'Please.’ She had to get herself under control.@git not want to
make love to her again so soon ...

'l thought we might go over the work | did this afteon . . .' Her
voice shook slightly, and she wondered if he caldtect how she
was really feeling.

'Fine. Coffee in the sitting-room, then?'
'l ought to make it. You made dinner.’
‘You can make breakfast in the morning, instead.'

Her heart missed a beat, and she found that shéntolook at him.
Breakfast. Would he spend the night with her? Wiad.. her body
went hot with desire, while her mind shrank frora thtensity of her
feelings. Instead of easing her need for him, tlexiemaking only
seemed to have increased it.

When he came in with the coffee, her head was et the newly
typed pages, but she wasn't reading them.

She passed them over to him, and watched as limwat He read
them quickly and thoroughly, pausing every now agdin to re-read
a few lines. Tension invaded her. What if it waany good? What if
the re-writes were every bit as unsatisfactory exsimtial attempt?
She had found this afternoon that she was no |asiglerto judge her



own work; all she could do was to pass on to Lyrssyown feelings
and experiences.

‘That's good," he said quietly when he had finisti¢olw | really feel
that Lynsey is alive. | like the way she react®tokon, the way she
fights against her physical desire for him andstt@edeny it. It makes
an interesting point of conflict. You get very inved with your
characters, don't you?' he asked softly.

For no reason at all, her throat had gone dry.
'‘Well, yes. | suppose | do. But what makes yousse/

‘The other night, when you fell asleep in the chairen | picked you
up and carried you upstairs, you called me Dickon.'

All at once she remembered that elusive, naggingesef unease.
Her face burned and she wanted desperately todaaly from him.

'‘Don't be embarrassed. | like knowing that our foaking inspired
you to write like this. In fact, | find it very arsing to know that |
gave you so much pleasure.dld give you pleasure, didn't I,
Campion?' he murmured. "You certainly pleasuredSuenuch that |
wanted to experience that pleasure again.'

'‘Now?' Campion quavered, unable to believe that tihg, husky
whisper of sound came from her own throat. What dvabout this
man that could reduce her to this mass of quivedegirous flesh?

She wasn't aware of standing up, of moving atimlfact, but she
must have done, because she was in his arms arithihds were
going under her sweater to find her breasts. Shanet as he
touched them, her nipples instantly responsive.



He undressed her quickly, almost desperately,mbogpoff his own
clothes with swift economy of movement. They mawlelin front of
the fire.

Guy's mouth touched her everywhere, teaching herthimgs about
her sexuality, arousing her to the point wherelsteav nothing other
than her overwhelming need for him.

She reached out to touch him in turn, but he stopyee gently, and as
he moved over her in the firelight she realisedrdason for his visit
to the village.

He saw her glance and said quietly, 'lIt seemedssdfeidn't think
you'd be . . . protected in any way.'

‘No. No, I'm not.'

She ought to have felt relieved and pleased, aaddgh of course,
but a tiny part of her registered the fact thatlioe't want there to be
any risk of her conceiving his child, and thereftirat he didn't want
their relationship to be anything other than treorgi

She had expected that this time the intensity ®plossession would
have lessened, but it was just as fierce, justiasiituous.

As she lay awake in the aftermath of their lovemgkishe prayed
that, when the time came, she would be able toimetgo with grace
and dignity, and that she would never embarrassamdhumiliate
herself by revealing how much she loved him.



CHAPTER SEVEN

CamPION woke up briefly when Guy carried her to bed.
‘Can | stay with you, or would you prefer to sledmne?’
‘Stay.'

She said the word drowsily, smiling as she feltsbo& brush of his
mouth against her skin. She liked the warmth ofifigahim in bed
beside her, the sensation of his arm resting ogeibbdy, his hand
cupping her breast, his legs enmeshed with her dWwis. was-real
intimacy—~but it would not be hers for ever, she iredad herself.

She woke up early, feeling gloriously, singinglival Guy was still
asleep, and she crept out of bed and went dowssteihe study.

Barely six o'clock, it was still dark outside, kaiie had woken up
itching to work, and not even the chill of the uatesl study could
stop her.

The words flowed, unrolling in vivid, quicksilvemagery in her
mind. It had been a long time since she had beeastovated by her
work; a long, long time, she realised with hindsjghnce she had
taken such a keen pleasure in what she was donwg she had felt
this sureness that her characters were real arel ali

Lynsey, with her dark curls and quick temper, hede and her
stubborn belief that only she had the right to ireer life; and
Dickon, subtle, clever, enigmatic Dickon, who masKas real
feelings with his cool courtier's smile.

She had to stop when her wrists began to achewasdshocked to
discover that it was gone eight.



This morning, shavouldmake the breakfast and, what was more, tf
time, she wouldn't ruin the eggs, but first . . .

When she went upstairs, Guy was still asleep. Bhled as she ran
her fingertips along her unshaven jaw, feeling thsp of stubble
against her skin. She bent her head and kissdgtbehis nose, and
then, giving in to an irresistible impulse, shecé@ the shape of his
mouth with her fingertip. Such a very tender, ocgricompassionate
mouth. Like the man himself.

Absorbed in her thoughts, she didn't notice hisey@en until Guy
murmured, 'Mmm ... nice.' He bit teasingly at hagér, capturing
her wrist and turning his mouth into her open palm.

She shuddered at the sensation that rioted thrtveghand then
closed her eyes as he proceeded to lick delicateher fingers. He
found the pulse beating frantically inside her wasd stroked it. A
thousand wild jolts of pleasure burst through haaking her cry out
softly.

This need, this passion, this overwhelming upsurgé
sensuality—why had she never known them before?

Because she had never known Guy, she told herssiéadily.

He was gradually eroding the years of lonelines$ mrstrust; the
doubts and the fears whose seeds Craig had plasitted her.

'‘Guy, let me go," she-protested huskily. 'l was g@ing to make
breakfast.’

'l don't want breakfast. | want you,' he told hezily, and then he
started to suck slowly on her fingers, and hesstaace dissolved in a
haze of blissful need.



'‘Why do you keep on wearing so many clothes?' Thedsvwere
muffled against her skin as his fingers burrowedagh her sweater
and shirt to find her breasts.

Her breath caught in her throat. In his eyes, shadcsee the same
need she knew he could see in hers.

She was trembling when he finished undressing Her.skin was

warm from the bed, and she inhaled the scent gfeiedily, biting

teasingly at it until he stopped her by taking psssgon of her mouth
with his own.

They made love quickly, fiercely, as though fortbof-them their
time together was precious and threatened.

Afterwards, lying dazed and satiated in his ainnph®ria prompted
Campion to ask unsteadily, 'Is it always like this?

Guy turned to look at her.
'‘Only with you.'

He was lying; he had to be. Flattering her becaus@s his natural
Instinct not to hurt. She had learned that muchuabion already, but
even so she couldn't help treasuring the wordsgihngghem to her,
wondering if he knew how precious they were to anao who had
passed most of her adult life thinking herself s¢iyudeficient. And
now here was this man, this very special, wonderfan, telling her
that she was wrong, that the pleasure they shaasdimique and rare.

She could have loved him for that alone, she adnhitter, watching
him as they ate their breakfast.

But she had loved him before she had really knowm lshe had
loved him when she had been able to expect notinomg him but
contempt and disinterest.



And now?

Now her love had strengthened, grown, and alreadyriental vow
to herself never to tell him how she felt was pngvhard to keep.

She wantedto tell him; she wanted to exult in her new-foun
knowledge about herself, but she knew it would lbeng of her to
give him that burden.

She was not a fool; she was not the first womaauy's life, and she
would not be the last. She must accept that what #hared was
transitory, and not shadow the present with hensfea the future—a
future she would have to live without Guy.

‘You're frowning. What's wrong?' Guy put down hisffee-cup
abruptly, and caught her pale face in his handhirigrit so that she
had to meet his eyes.

'l ... I was just thinking about my book.’

She moistened her lips as he continued to regarditie that same
steady look. She suspected that he knew she wasdilbut he didn't
press her. However, a tiny shadow remained at &élo& bf his eyes
and, when he released her, she felt as though ahelibappointed
him in some way.

After breakfast, she went back to work.

Guy" Seemed to know instinctively when to and whetito interrupt
her. He let her work until lunch time, and thensted that she leave
the typewriter, even though she protested thatsiméed to carry on.

‘You've done enough. If you don't rest, you'll ex¢tayourself.’

Irritation at being dragged away from her work made snappy.



'‘What's wrong?' she demanded. 'Don't you trust inseppose you
want to check what I've done to make sure it'sy’serough, before |
do any more.'

She knew that taunt was unjustified, even as sidetsédut she was
not prepared for Guy's reaction.

Instead of retaliating, he simply said quietly, "Weiscuss it after
lunch.’

She wanted to tell him that she didn't want anglhytout somehow or
other she found herself sitting down and eatingd,ibwas only as she
did so that she realised how tense she had been.With the tension
seeping out of her, she regretted her earlier ostpband said so,
feeling slightly shame-faced.

'‘Don't apologise. The very fact that you're so disw in the book
tells me all | need to know about how it's goingy ¥®u know the
thing that worried me most of all about it before?’

She shook her head, pouring them both a cup oéeoff

'It was the fact that you were so detached fromryaharacters,
especially Lynsey. It was almost as though you—féltdon't
know—distaste for her.’

Distaste. Campion frowned, and tried to judge heigimal
manuscript honestly. Not distaste, but dislikehpes . . . resentment
because, in Lynsey, she had created a woman sstie @&suld never
be herself.

'‘When it came to the historical background, théualaeporting, they
were all so good that | knew there had to be atvayake your actual
characters come alive to match the rest of youkyamd | promised
myself that I'd find that way.'



Later, those words were to haunt her, but wherhslaed them they
rang no warning bells.

'‘How do you think you'll feel about being a sucéglssommercial
author?'

‘Successful as in "best-selling"?' Campion teasett.b
'Oh, definitely.’
'I'm not sure . . .

‘Well, if | were you, I'd start thinking about iecause from what I've
read of the rewrites, this boakgoing to be successful.’

She ought to have felt elated, but instead allstideel was a deep
awareness of inner despair because Guy had medttbeefuture,

but only in abstract terms; he had said nothingeoto hint that he
felt that they would be sharing that future.

They were only here for another two weeks, and #ienwas due to
start on her small tour. After that, it was Chrian

Christmas . . .

'‘How about going out for a drive this afternoon?lyGuggested.
'‘Pembroke is a particularly historic area . . .’

A historic area it might well be, but it was alsoadd, wet November
afternoon, with mist hanging low over the lands¢aped rain
dripping miserably from the bare branches of threllgay trees that
grew on the sites of the once powerful castles,sehemains Guy
insisted she should see.



Even so, it was possible to imagine what they rhase been, and it
was most probably the weather that caused heat ldnem with an
awareness of melancholy and pain.

They stopped in Haverfordwest to buy food, and @Gsysted on
dragging her into a local bookshop, where they fotwo copies of
her last book.

They bought paperbacks and magazines, and Guyiesisted on
buying a complicated and enormous jigsaw puzzle.

'‘We always used to get one of these for Christrhas6ld her when
she teased him about it in the car on the way backippose Ma
thought it was a good way of keeping us occupiethduhe school
holidays. She always seemed to choose one with dbtgees,
reflected in water . . .’

‘Yes, | know the kind you mean.’

‘The twins used to lose patience with them.’

Campion glanced at him, and saw the way his faftersed.
'‘What about you?'

'l often felt like giving up, but something alwaysade me, keep on
until it was finished. Pride, | suppose. I've neliked admitting
defeat.'

Why did she had the feeling that she had just geem a warning? A
warning about what? Had she been younger, ledigetd, had Guy
been a different type of man, she supposed shet imiyle wondered
If he had deliberately set out to seduce her becahs represented
some sort of challenge, but Guy wasn't that typmaih; he did not
possess that particular shallowness of nature. \Meeg lovers, and if



anything she was grateful to him for breaking ddwen barriers and
showing her how very much of a woman she actuadly.w

While he had been buying some wine, she had noticedall shop
tucked away almost out of sight, and she had gatieation impulse.

Her purchases were tucked away underneath the hibelshad
bought, and she was still not sure what had promnper to make
them, or how Guy would react.

‘Tonight we're going to celebrate,’ Guy told hd&his time, I've
bought champagne.’

They had also bought fresh salmon and other lugu@ealy insisting
he would how Campion how to cook them.

It was dark when they got back, the cottage lighiitenmering
welcomingly as they turned into the yard.

It took Campion several minutes to analyse theat@rsinside her as
she got out of the car and, when she did, teansmshred in her eyes.

What she had experienced was a sense of coming, lobimeing in a
place that was special, of being webmeonavho was special, she
recognised, as Guy placed his arm round her showdd they
walked together to the door.

Unlike her father, Guy was a very physically affecate man, a man
whose compassion and caring in no way detracted fiis intense
maleness, but rather added an extra dimension3bé felt safe with
him, Campion realised; safe, cherished and pralecte

Perhaps it was silly of her to feel those thindteraall, she was a
modern woman: self-supporting, capable and in&tiigwho did not
need to look for security of any kind in a man.



Perhaps some instincts could never be entirely $b&t mused as she
walked into the kitchen; a woman's dependence marawent back
to those first cave- dwellers, where woman was, ioe of her
ability to bear children, unable to hunt and femidHferself as freely as
a man.

She was so deep in thought that Guy had to spdadrtwvice before
she realised what he had said.

‘The book again?' he asked.

'Sort of . . ." It was true that her thoughts rextiier on to wonder how
Lynsey would have dealt with this ancient institizat still ran so
strongly beneath the surface of the female psyche.

'l see. So you're going to desert me again, ar@'you

He was only teasing her, but Campion didn't like tleed she could
feel within herself to please him, and so she ezhdefensively, her
body tautening slightly as she said, 'That was wheame here
for—to work, and | seem to remember that you wieedne . . .’

Guy put down the parcels he was carrying and cavee t her,
taking hold of her hands, and keeping them loogatlyin the grasp
of his own.

'Hey, hold on, | was only teasing! Of course yousthwiork, if that's
what you want to do. As a matter of fact, it wogtve me an
opportunity to do a little work of my own.’

He picked up the carrier containing the paperb#okg had bought,
and fished out a handful.

These were the ones he had chosen, and Campiomosatihat they
were all by the same author.



'He's thinking of changing agent, and it may bé bedl come to us.
His style isn't quite up to our standard, but thay be the fault of his
present publishers. We shall have to see. | danit to stop you from
working, Campion, | just want to make sure that glon't overdo
things. You go at things almost obsessively, yoavknWhen you
work, you don't eat, you don't relax . . .'

Obsessive—was that how he saw her? She shivegidlgliwas he
trying subtly to warn her that she mustn't dir&ett driving obsession
into their relationship? If so, there was no nestd: already knew the
truth. After all, he had made her no promises, oms; no whispers
of love, even in their most passionate moments . .

He was putting the books back into the bag andexnlgidhe frowned,
'‘What's this?"

'It's nothing,' she told him hurriedly, reaching ¢@ snatch it from
him. 'Just something | bought.’

Guy looked at her for a moment, plainly aware af dgitation, and

then he handed the carrier to her with a smallesrihe reached for
it, but in her tension let it slide from her grags. it fell towards the

floor, Guy caught hold of it, but its tissue- wragpsontents were
already revealed as they tumbled out of the package

All her old uncertainties, her fears and her inagdetes swept back
as Campion stood, unable to move, unable to lookyainom the

delicate satin garments the tissue paper had exleHdler face still

burned hot with mortification. If only Guy would ysaomething,

instead of just looking at her in that steady way.

It seemed an aeon of time before he did.

'‘Come with me,' he told her quietly, and then, rigkher hand, he
drew her upstairs to the room they shared.



As he had done once before, he stood her in frbtiteopier-glass,
and then, while she tried not to tremble, he sloumfastened the
buttons of her blouse and then peeled it from kar. Her skirt

followed, and then her underwear, until she wasedalshivering

slightly, more from tension than cold.

‘These --' His hands touched her breasts lightlg¢then moved down
over her body. '—you, are so beautiful, so perfiett you need no
adornment, no gilding for me to take pleasure endight of you, but,
manlike, | can't help the way | feel, knowing tizgati wanted to add to
such perfection for my benefit.

‘Nothing could feel better than the silk of youmskothing could be
more sensuous than the way your body responds ttouth.' He
turned her to face him and said with a wry smithat did you think
| was going to say?'

She was really shaking now, as she clutched therwmgr to her. It
had been an impulse buy, a desperate yearningdbrate her new
sensuality, and yet the moment she was out of tiop she had
experienced fear, panic almost, and she had aleciged that the
underwear would remain unworn. To another womaaretmight be
nothing provocative about it; it was perfectly detceand very
respectable pure satin underwear, designed fomaawavho liked to
feel as feminine under her clothes as she did adtwébut it was so
different from the utilitarian underwear she ordilyawore that she
felt self-conscious and awkward.

'l ... | thought you might . . . laugh at me . . .’
She had made him angry. She could sense that wvetlyegquality of

his silence. His body was taut, as tense as hey lownn a different
way.



‘Campion, Campion, yostill don't trust me, do you?' he said harshh

'‘Part of you still thinks I'm going to turn into @her Craig, doesn't
it?'

What could she say? Because, in a way, it was tmnig,it was not
that she didn't trust him. More that she didn'stroerself. Their
relationship was still so new to her, the realify om actually
wanting her so ... so almost unbelievable, thatvgh® afraid to take
anything for granted. She was like a child, givemwch-longed-for
gift and terrified that it might be snatched aweynfi her again, she
recognised wryly.

‘Surely you know by now that | want yoW.ou,' he emphasised
fiercely. "You, whether you come dressed in cottwrsilk and lace.'

‘But you prefer me to wear my hair down,' she relachhim.

'For purely selfish reasons. | love the way it$aghen | touch it, and
when it's all screwed up | can't do that. Trust @&mnpion,' he urged
her. 'Trust me not to be like Craig. | can't obéite the past, but I'm
not part of it. This is the present.’

He released her slowly.

'‘Right now, there's nothing | want more than tcetgku to bed and
show you how | feel about you, but that isn't theveer, and making
love shouldn't be used in that way. | want youit@ gne your trust
freely . . . when your mind's clear. I'll go dowmdastart dinner."'

Campion dressed in a daze, and it was only wheigehe@ownstairs
that she realised that she was wearing her newwede. When she
moved, she was conscious of the brush of the agaimst her skin. It
was a pleasurable sensation, not unlike . . . nbkeithe touch of
Guy's hands, she admitted self-consciously.



The days passed. Her book grew; it had been alraostely
rewritten, so great had become her absorptionarddvelopment of
Lynsey's feelings for her husband.

Guy helped her enormously: reading, approving, $iomes pointing
out areas of improvement.

She had put on weight, just a few pounds, enoughkoften the
angularity of her body. When she looked at heiiselie mirror, she
saw a different Campion, a Campion whose face awly beflected
the way she felt. She moved with a new confidehee,body now
something in which she took pleasure.

She had even learned to laugh a little at hersethething which was
a totally new experience.

She had expected as their time together grew thgs@esire for her
would mellow, but instead it seemed to grow motense.

Although he was always careful not to hurt her, somes when he
made love to her she felt as though he was rea¢birgpmething he
felt was beyond his grasp. Secretly, she begarotopthat she was
not satisfying him, that there was something lagkin her that
caused the ferocity of his passion. And she wasitgecure to
discuss it with him.

Sometimes she would see him looking at her as tindwey was
waiting for something. Sometimes when they made Envd he made
her cry out with joy and need she felt as thoughvhas waiting for
more, but what more could there be?

Not once had he mentioned seeing her when thegnegtdo London;
and so, as their last week together sped by, shmelfshe was slowly
distancing herself from him, preparing herself fog time when he
would no longer be part of her life.



They still made love; but emotionally she was oagain erecting her
barriers.

If he sensed it, he said nothing. If he did setske could only be
relieved that she was behaving in such an adulheraishe decided.
After all, he was the man; if he wanted to puttheiationship on a
more serious footing, he only had to say. It measpainfully obvious

how she felt about him.

The night before they left they were going outdarner to a small
restaurant outside Haverfordwest.

Personally, Campion would rather they had stayddeatottage, but
she suspected that Guy was afraid that if theysdelmight become
too emotional, and that this was his way of malsage that did not
happen.

The restaurant was popular and busy. Campion haghbderself a
new dress, surprised to find a very expensive Qaatiin
Haverfordwest that stocked designer clothes.

The dress was silk jersey, fluid swathes of fakiet moulded her
body discreetly, in a pattern designed to suggeskteskin.

With it, she wore high-heeled shoes and sheerssdkkings, and
even with her heels she was still shorter than Guy.

Since she did not have a coat with her suitable/éaring over it, she
was glad that Guy was able to park right outside.

They were offered drinks at the bar; Guy orderedngbagne
cocktails, but she only sipped at hers. She wasigitbup and tense,
wishing with all her heart that she and Guy weomal This was not
how she wanted to celebrate their las night togethe



Their last night. Guy looked at her and she trechblée started to
speak, but was interrupted by the waiter informihgm that their
table was ready.

As they walked to it, Campion was surprised to hee recipient of
several admiring male glances. Men lookinget . . .

She did not realise that the lustre to her skia,dbnfidence in her
walk, the air she now carried of being a desirali@ desired woman
were just as obvious as her old inferiorities hadeobeen.

When they sat down, Guy was frowning. He lookedrarapbout
something and Campion felt her heart flutter. Ti®le evening was
a mistake, and now Guy was annoyed.

She reached across the table and touched his handyes anxious
and concerned.

'‘Guy, what is it? What's wrong?'
He threw down his napkin and said harshly, 'Lettsayit of here.’

And, before Campion could object, they were outsidée car park,
and Guy was bundling her into the car.

Neither of them spoke on the drive back, Campiatabse she was
half afraid to, in case something she said spadiethe anger she
could sense from Guy's tension, and Guy becauseémed to be
engrossed in his driving, and whatever it was tlaatled him to leave
the restaurant so precipitously.

Not until they were inside the kitchen did Campspeak. They were
leaving first thing in the morning, and so she & had spent the
afternoon making sure that they were leaving etamgt spick and
span.



'l suppose I'd better make us something to eag' slggested,
mentally reviewing the contents of the fridge. Thegd thrown
everything out other than bacon, eggs and breatthéar breakfast.

'l don't want anything to eat,' Guy told her teysel

It was so unlike him to be like this. He was onetlo¢ most
even-tempered people she had ever met, capablger, atnvas true,
but also capable of controlling it, of allowing resif to see the
justice of someone else's point of view.

Impulsively she reached out to touch him, and askedhe had done
in the restaurant, 'Guy, what is it? What--'

‘What is it? It'shis,damn you! he told her violently, dragging her int
his arms and taking her mouth fiercely, the pressafr his kiss
bruising her lips, hurting almost. She must havelena sound of
protest, because suddenly he released her, cupeirfgce with both
his hands and resting his hot forehead against hers

‘God, I'm sorry . ..

She only just heard his muffled apology. 'l wantietbke you out ...
toend ... He shook his head, and when he spg&ia his voice was
raw and husky, 'But all | could think of was how ¢hu wanted to
make love to you, and how much | hated not beirg t@itouch you.'

Campion shivered, so closely did his words matatolen feelings.

'l was so damn jealous. All those other men lookahgou. God,
you're making me react like a Victorian . . .’

Guy, jealous? It made her heart melt with tendeyr@esl love. She
turned her head and kissed him, feeling the hamb#mess of his
jaw against her lips. She touched his throat wehtbhngue-tip and
felt him swallow, his hands tightening on her ar®ke unfastened



the buttons of his shirt, slowly dragging her opeouth against his
skin, thrilling to the increased thud of his hearid the rapid
harshness of his breathing.

They made love as they had done once before, mt fob the
sitting-room fire, Campion uncaring that her nevegdr lay in a
crumpled heap where Guy had thrown it.

It was late when they went to bed, as though nedghéhem wanted
to waste a single second of their time togetherQuy had still said
nothing about seeing her in London, about needargrhhis life . . .
about wanting her.

He had talked about her forthcoming tour, he h&ea@ser what she
intended doing over Christmas, but he had madeauggestion that

they spend any time together. This silence, smuaaly at odds with

the intensity of his love-making, saddened her shethad to accept
it. Guy was as he was. He had given her joy andspie; he had

given her back her belief in herself; it- woulddbeer greed to ask for
anything more.

She woke up early, tense and aching, still cauglm @ dream where
she had seen Guy walk away from her. She reachdunip wanting
the comfort of his nearness, touching his skin wibisessive fierce
need.

He woke up, murmuring soft, approving noises ofaplee at her
touch. His hand stroked her breast, finding theaaly erect nipple.
His mouth caressed her skin, and she shudderdeadayre as she felt
the light grate of his teeth against the sensitnest.

Her body pulsed with need to be filled by him. Hreused strength
of him pressing against her increased that need,she moved
against him erotically. She knew now those thitngd gave him the



most pleasure but, when she reached out instimgtivecaress him,
he stopped her.

'‘No. No, we can't...' His mouth left her breastiatter harshly in her
ear, 'You won't be protected. | could make you pagg.'

Make her pregnant. Betrayingly, her body thrillddttee prospect.
Guy's child. She could almost feel the spasm cdqules contracting
her womb at the thought of conceiving his child.

Madness! she toid herself. What she was contemplatias
madness—folly—crass self- indulgence, but she teddhm again,
and felt the shudder that jarred his body as kd to control his need.

He moved and she moved with him, possessed by ghlya
feminine power that overwhelmed all his protesemtly seducing
him to the point where he cried out his great rteduer and entered
her fiercely, each thrust of his body within heesgitening both her
pleasure and her instinctive awareness that thiddae the last time
they shared this very special intimacy.

It was over too quickly, leaving her both drained aeplete. Guy lay
on his back at her side, breathing heavily, makiognove to touch
her.



CHAPTER EIGHT

CORNWALL in December. Not the best time to visit this parthe
world, Campion reflected grimly— not for the firsStne—as she
stared out of her hotel bedroom window.

Almost a week since they had left Wales, and nwoed from Guy.
But what had she expected? That he would somehsswwgr in her
absence that he couldn't live without her? Har8lge had been a
temporary obsession, like one of the jigsaw puzhleshad felt
compelled to solve; once the picture lay clear keefom, he could go
back to his normal way of life. She closed her eyesnguish,
remembering. To Guy, she had represented a challtmat was all.
He had meant to make sure she finished her boakif amaking her
fall in love with him was what it took . . . Welie was a professional,
and he had certainly managed to make her injecegeia emotion
into the story.

That last day they had had together, he had dalidgrtalked about
her future in terms that made it clear he intendeplay no part in it,

mentioning her forthcoming tour, but sidesteppimy aention of

Christmas, giving her no indication of where he lddee or how he
would be spending his time. There had been no meofihim seeing
her again. In fact, his conversation with her alibig tour had been
purely practical: questions about where she woaldtaying and for
how long, and in which shops her signing sessioersewbeing

undertaken. Questions, surely, that any concergexdtanught ask an
author, but hardly those of a lover.

In fact, the only person who had seemed concerbedtaier was

Lucy, who had been in touch to confirm their Chmias arrangement
before the tour started. Campion had promisedrieeagarly, so that
she could help her friend prepare for the onslawghéxpected

guests.



Campion shivered. Lucy had noticed the change inrhmediately,
commenting on her unconfined hair and searchindguoerclosely. 'It
must be a man,' she had said at last. 'Do | knav?hi

'‘No,' Campion lied, not denying the first charge.
'‘Am | going to?' Lucy asked in a more gentle voice.

Campion knew what she was really saying. She mahagey smile,
hoping it successfully masked her inner pain. Mo afraid not,' she
said as lightly as she could. 'lt wasn't that sbrelationship.’

‘Married?' Lucy guessed, plainly rather disconckrte

'‘No." Campion drew a deep breath. 'l decided Ktddraig spoil
enough of my life. The—the man | was with—made ewise that
I'd been alone too long, that's all.’

It sounded plausible enough, and perhaps her taneed Lucy not
to press any harder. Lucy smiled and said lighilell, whoever he
IS, he's certainly transformed you. I'm going taénto keep an eye on
Howard while you're around from now on, that'sdaore.'

Yes, Guy had transformed her, inwardly as well aswardly.
Campion levered herself away from the window. Ttuar was
giving her too much time to think, to remember. 8f#s reduced to
poring over the past, looking for significant détdhat she'd missed
in the joy of Guy's company. And suddenly the memair Craig,
whose very existence she had forgotten until sledeetan excuse to
give Lucy, began to nag like a toothache. Craigdwade from a poor
family, just like Guy, and had got rid of all theates of his past. He
had seemed charming, attentive, caring . . . jkstGuy. And Craig
had never seen her as a person, only as a mean®twl. If he hadn't
wanted something Campion could give him, he wowdden have
come near her. Craig hadn't got what he wantedt tuas beginning
to look as though Guy had.



She would be better off working, she thought witdden savagery,
turning her talent of invention into a new book.yGiad promised to
let her know what the publishers thought of hemgjeal manuscript,
but as yet she had heard nothing. He would haw®mtact her at
some point, she thought wryly, or else she woulbbking for a new
agent.

All she could do was to try to live each day at@et and to hope that
somehow the pain would ease. Already she had hestveight she
had gained; already her face had a fragile qualityulnerability
about it, a yearning, lost loneliness that peopl snd wondered
about, but dared not question for fear of trespassi

Tonight, she was having dinner with the owner tdcal bookshop;
tomorrow, there was a radio interview and a sigragagsion. Once,
the publicity might have unnerved her—now it wagay of filling in
time before she heard from Guy French.

She looked at the dress she had hung up, readgdo. W was the
dress she had brought for Guy, the dress she had avotheir last

night together ... A quiver of emotion darted tlgbuher, and she
fought to keep it at bay. She had known there wbelgain, but she
had never imagined it could be like this. When @tead left her she
had been hurt, but much of it, she now recognibad, been shock
and the spiteful destruction of her self-confidence . Craig's

retaliation for not getting his way. But this pawas different in

guality. So intense, so overwhelming, that nothelsge mattered . . .
nothing.

It amazed Campion that she could feel so unhappy,yat at the
same time look so—so blooming. Her skin glowed, trear shone,
and she couldn't help but be aware of the intedeastel approving
looks that men now gave her.



She had Guy to thank for that, for the almost Vsipatina of
womanliness that now clung so alluringly to here $tadn't gone
back to wearing her hair up; instead, she had hadmmed to
accentuate its thick curl, and she had even staxgerimenting
cautiously with make-up. She used some now, wongevhat it was
that Antony Polroon, the bookshop owner, wantediscuss with
her.

He was a thin, dark man in his mid-thirties, wirgaslightly intense,
and very Cornish.

Normally, he was the kind of man she would havadaae on sight,
but her new-found confidence had helped her tchgeeas a fellow
human being, and not another man who was bounahiernn her as
unworthy of his attention.

They were dining at the hotel. Campion arrived detains several
minutes late and found him waiting there for her.

His admiring glance told her that he approved ofdress, and she
tried desperately not to remember another ma®staih focusing on
it, another man removing it from her body and csirgsher until...

She realised that Antony was watching her curiously

'I'm sorry . . . This tour has been something dtrain, and I'm
beginning to feel it. What was it you just said?'

'‘Nothing important. Only that you're a very beautfoman,' he told
her wryly.

A very beautiful woman. Two men had told her thatvnFunny how
meaningless the words were. She didn't want congplisy adulation,
attention; she wanted Guy. She wanted his presanker side, his
smile, his warmth in bed, she wanted his love.



‘Shall we go into dinner?' Antony suggested.

He was-an entertaining companion and, in other wgistances,
Campion would probably have enjoyed the eveningt Ass . . .

As it was the ache of missing Guy had become aigdiysain inside
her, a pain so intense, in fact, that half-way tiglothe main course
she had to excuse herself and rush to the ladicekroom.

When she came back, looking slightly green and \agrglogetic,
Antony got to his feet.

'I'm sorry. Will you excuse me? | must have pickeda bug of some
kind. I'm afraid we're going to have to call itayd

"'l see you to your room.'

Campion demurred, but Antony insisted and, if slas Wwonest, she
was feeling slightly dizzy, as well as very queasy.

Too many hours spent travelling, too many new facesimply too
much heartache over Guy.

Riding in the lift increased her feeling of nausmag she was glad to
lean on Antony when it rocked to a standstill aedhielped her out.
She had never fainted in her life, but now she desperately afraid
that she was about to do so.

Her room wasn't very far from the lift, and she ded weakly when
Anthony asked if she had her key.

'It's here in my bag,' she told him, passing thalsevening purse
over to him. While he opened it and removed the, ls&ye leaned
weakly against the wall.



She felt terrible, even worse than she had dongeaewhen she had
had 'flu.

She heard the sound of the lift doors closinge@rsed to fill her head
like a dull roar.

Antony opened the door of her room and held it opé&h his foot
while he supported the sagging weight of her bodyis arms.

‘Would you like me to find a doctor?'

Even to take those few steps that would get hedenser room was
an appalling effort. She shook her head, unablsptak. Several
yards away from them, down the corridor, the lIdbdopened.

'I'll be all right in a few minutes . . ." All sheanted was to be left
alone. She felt terrible, but if she said as muté suspected that
Antony would insist on informing the hotel, andnibey would fuss,

when all that was really wrong with her was thag¢ stas missing

Guy. Missinghim? She almost laughed aloud. Without him, Her Ii
was an empty desert, a wasteland, a landscapeesicand ravished
and left for dead.

‘Come on. You should be in bed.'

As Antony helped her inside, she was dimly constiotia man
walking down the corridor.

‘That's odd," Antony commented as he closed the lolloind them.
'‘He must have got the wrong floor or somethinggHlteas far as your
door and then he turned back. Looked furious alsountething as
well.'

Campion's head was pounding, her mouth felt drysanat, and the
last thing she was interested in was her fellowstpie



‘Are you sure you'll be all right?' Antony press&tu . . .'
'I'll be fine. I'm sorry | spoiled our evening.'

"Il ring you in the morning.' Antony walked bat# the door and
opened it.

In the morning she was leaving for Falmouth, butn@@n didn't

have the energy to tell him so. She heard, the datk locked as he
left, and she didn't even have the strength toumpelressed, but
instead fell asleep as she was.

She woke up in the early hours, stiff and cold, hescles cramped.
She undressed and had a bath before crawling gdo $he could
never remember feeling so exhausted. Her stomdchdiow and
empty, and she tried to remember when she haddash before last
night.

She was appalled to discover that her last progal imad been the
breakfast she had shared with Guy. She had onkggiat food since
then. No wonder she was feeling ill.

She was woken by the alarm call she had bookedgaidp feeling

lethargic and drained. She ordered a room-servieakifast, but
when it arrived she could only pick at it, her stmim rebelling at the
sight of food. She packed her case and rang dowa fmrter, and
then went down stairs to meet the publishers' agemy was

accompanying her on the tour, as previously arrdnge

Kyla Harris was a plump, efficient girl in her migkenties, with a
mass of dark curls and a warm smile.

‘Are you all right?' she frowned when she saw Camipipale face.

'l think I've picked up a bug.’



'‘Oh dear, and just before Christmas as well.’

Campion realised that Kyla was looking anxiouslyhat, probably
dreading hearing her say that she wanted to cameabur, but what
was the point? She could be sick just as easily ineCornwall as she
could in London, she told herself sardonically.

'Oh, by the way," Kyla asked, when their cases ws&e/ed in the
back of her car, 'someone was looking for yougtt. Did he find
you?'

‘Someone?' Campion felt her heart leap. 'Who?'

Kyla shrugged. 'l don't know. One of the girls eception said that
someone came in, asking for us. She gave him yammmumber.
Local press, | expect . . .

'‘Oh, yes,' Campion agreed dully. 'Press, of course.

For a moment, she had been stupid enough to hapdnéh visitor
might have been Guy.

If Guy wanted to speak to her, he was hardly likelgome rushing
down to Cornwall. He knew where she was. All he ttado was to
lift the telephone . . .

In Falmouth, she did a radio interview and thergaisg session. By
five o'clock in the afternoon she was exhaustea @ay left and then
back home; and she still had all her Christmas gimgpto do.

Lucy and Howard always made a big event of Christmath lavish
presents, and she always liked to repay their gsitgwith carefully
chosen gifts.



A display in a shop window caught her eye as sliekyla made
their way back to the car, and she stopped to glahd.

An old-fashioned polished crib was hung with hand-enappliqued
quilts and matching bolsters, some brightly coldurethers
delicately pastel.

One in particular caught her eye; she knew thaylwauld love it,
but might it not be tempting fate to buy it for Her a Christmas
present, especially in view of her past problems?

She could buy it and keep it until the baby wasbshe told herself
and, asking Kyla to wait, she went inside.

When they reached their hotel, she apologised ta,lynd asked her
if she would mind if she ate in her room.

'‘No, you go ahead. You look washed out. Are yoe $ou want to go
on?'

‘There's only one more day,' Campion reminded her.

One more day, and then it would be a week sincéhabldast heard
from Guy. A week. She shivered, huddling deeper Irdr coat.

The tour was over, successfully, so Kyla said. Swmeor other,
Campion had smiled and talked her way through &ession of
interviews and chat shows. Somehow, she had managéegh books
and answer questions, and now at last it was over.

Like her relationship with Guy, she thought, as&ghw her safely
on to the London train.



Her bloom had gone; it had been a brief flowerindeied, before
shrivelling in the forest of loneliness and paitynkey's story had
carried her away into fantasy, making her belidwat she could be
what she was not—a woman for loving. Now she hddde the rest
of her life without Guy, because she couldn't hedwear the words of
rejection on his lips, as they had once been omgGreejection had
crippled her; Guy's, she knew, could kill her. Betb go back to the
old, cold life and never see him again. Try to rimlé the hurt.
Perhaps one day she'd be able to put it into a,bslod& thought
hollowly.

The journey seemed to take forever. London was aottiwet, and
when she let herself into her flat all she wantedd was to fall into
bed.

The phone woke her, and for one crazy moment shegtit it must
be Guy. She picked up the receiver, her hand sgakin

‘Campion, are you all right?'
The incisive tones of her agent's voice made hairt lakeop.
'Helena, I'm fine," she lied. "What about you?'

'‘Oh, I've been giving the all clear now, and I'mng to get back to
work. In fact, lamback. That's why I'm ringing you. How did the tou
go?

'‘Quite well.'

There was a small silence, as though somethingriediourless tone
had reached the other woman.

‘Well, I've got some good news for you. The puldrshare thrilled
with your last manuscript. Guy's left me a notesgwyhat they want



to get it into production as quickly as possible Campion, are you
there?'

She was gripping the receiver so hard, her bongs hu
‘Yes ... yes ... | am. Guy's away, then, is he?'

Oh, God, what was she doing to herself? If he whhés to know his
movements, he would have told her himself. Waswiat love did
to you, reducing you to begging for scraps of infation, destroying
all your pride and integrity?

'Yes. He hasn't had a proper break this year, arsitidenly decided
that he wanted to get away. He's gone to visisister, apparently.
Look, when can we meet? The publishers are keelydorto do
something else for them. A family saga this tirerhaps—historical
again, of course--'

She had wronged Guy, Campion thought numbly. Hgeabe was
nothing so personal as a snub, nothing to do wighg kind of petty
revenge. She had simply been put back into herepiogrspective as
a very small part of a successful man's life; dgmsional challenge
that had had some importance for as long as thé&agibd, but now
just one more name on his agency's list, anothiegwrhose work he
had an interest in selling.

Work ... the universal panacea. Campion closegVes.

'l seem to have picked up some sort of bug, Hel€aa.we leave it
until after Christmas?"

She could tell from the small silence that Helerzes wurprised, and
no wonder. In the past, she had allowed nothingtesfere with her
work.



'‘Well, yes, of course. You'll be spending Christmath Lucy and
Howard as usual, | expect?'

'Yes.'
‘Well, | had hoped to tempt you out to a celebratonch . . .’

A celebratory lunch. Campion's stomach heavedshedelt guilty at
her lack of enthusiasm.

''d love to,' she lied, 'but this tour has left raéher behind. I'll have a
think about another book over Christmas and gébuch with you
after the New Year,"' she added as a conciliatosjuge.

When she hung up, she sat and hugged her armsdaheuself, as
though by so doing she could contain the fiery agm@f her pain.

Surely Guy could have given the good news himg@if#&as this his
way of underlining the fact that their relationskps over, that she
was now in his past and that that was where heasadmer to stay?
Was that how these things were done? He wasn‘hlandiman, far
from it, and she did not have the experience tgguaow a man was
likely to react when he wanted to end an emotionallvement.

Emotional? For her, perhaps, but for him?

Don't think about it. Don't brood, she chastenaddlié All she really
wanted to do was to pull the bedcovers round hdy lamd lie there
and mourn, but she couldn't do that. She had tbeiway of going on
with her life without him, of finding a purpose—eaason for going
on.

In the meantime, she had promised Lucy her helg,stve had also
virtually promised Helena a new book.---



She dialled the number of Lucy's London home. Harskekeeper
answered and then put her through to Lucy.

‘This is ridiculous! Neither Mrs Timmins nor Howanadll let me lift a
finger. | keep telling them that pregnancy is ae¢ealy natural state.
How did the tour go?'

'Fine. Do you still want my help with your Christenpreparations?'

‘Yes, please. I've had the most wonderful idedhf@drawing-room. |
think this year we'll go all traditional. Real branches, a huge tree,
Victorian decorations . . .'

Campion did her best to sound enthusiastic.

Lucy wanted to leave for Dorset on Tuesday, steehel, and before
then she had heaps of shopping to do.

'‘Howard is insisting that | take Paul and the Rafteerever | go. Isn't
it ridiculous? He won't so much as let me carry qagcel,’ she
complained.

They agreed to meet mid-morning. She found shd &asily, Lucy
told her, and often had to have a rest in the radian.

'‘And you should see me! I'm huge . . . enormousand only four
months . . '

As she hung up, Campion found that her eyes wangisty with
tears. Lucy was so lucky. A husband she loved,chikl to look
forward to . . .

Stop feeling so sorry for yourself, she deridedm@ared with
millions of women, she was lucky. Maybe, but standifeel it.



Despite her claim that she was taking things easgy managed to
fit in an exhausting amount of shopping. Or wasimply that,
because she herself could not get into the spir€loristmas,she
found it exhausting? Campion wondered late onerredten, after
Paul, the chauffeur, had dropped her off.

'Heavens!" Lucy had exclaimed in concern when tfeglly left
Harrods. 'You look ready to drop, and Campion, iglaosing far too
much weight. Are you sure you're all right?'

All right? Physically, there could be nothing mustong with her;
but emotionally . . . that was a different story.

Somehow or other, she had managed to fit her ovapmshg in
between helping Lucy. She had seen the nurseryglp@anned for
the new baby, and had heard all about the one lgesigned for the
Dorset house, and she had listened as attentisedfzgeacould, but all
the time it was as though her real attention wasetl inwards,
waiting to hear a voice she suspected she wouldg never hear
again.

She had to accept it. Guy wastgoing to get in touch with her.
It was over Finito. Finished.

But that didn't stop her from thinking about himprh wondering
where he was, what he was doing, who he was whlether he ever
spared a thought for her.

Why should he? His self-imposed task to ensuresimatinished her
book on time and successfully was over. If he Hidk about her, it
could only be to congratulate himself on having@ekd his aim, she
thought bitterly. No doubt now all his time anceation was given to
another writer's problems.



She remembered how, on first seeing him, she hé&omatically

pictured him in expensive, exclusive surroundingrjng and dining

high-powered publishing executives, while he soutid best
possible deal for his clients. She had seen hinsmsoth and
sophisticated, as the kind of man it would be insgae to trust. She
had seen him as being without depth, all plaussidace charm
hiding instincts as rapacious as those of a slaaman whose loyalty
to his writers only went as far as their last ssstd book; but she
had been wrong, as he had proved to her.

But she wasn't wrong about his lack of desire to pursue the
relationship. Over and over again she had reflestedverything he

had said to her, on every nuance of every word.eNewce had he

mentioned them having a future together, and sogpsrit had been
naive of her to hope that he would want to gebuch with her. Face

it, she told herself brutally, you aren't the finsiman he's made love
to. And yet there had been times when he had taulceewhen she

had felt so sure that he was experiencing exabity dJame deep
intensity of feeling as she was herself.

Wishful thinking, she told herself acidly. Foolidhydreams that had
nothing to do with reality.

Tuesday dawned, icy cold with grey clouds. Snow feescast, Lucy
told her excitedly when she joined her in the car.

A dull inertia possessed Campion, an inability toashything other
than simply be. She felt like an animal wantingpdately to go into
liberation. She felt . . . she felt as though th&es no meaning, no
purpose in her life any more.

‘Tell me about the new book," Lucy commanded, oRaal had
stowed Campion's cases in the boot of the Roll$h Wwer own



parcels. 'l bumped into Helena the other day. Sienaving about it.
She says it's the best thing you've ever done. @hdvith Guy
French's help, so | understand.’

Campion's mouth went dry. She knew that her velgnse was
causing Lucy to look at her speculatively, butslasn't ready to talk
about Guy yet, not even to her best friend.

She turned her head away.

'‘Oh, Campion—it's Guy, isn't it? You're in love whim. I'm sorry.'
Lucy's hand touched hers. 'l didn't mean to pry.'

How easily she had betrayed herself. So easily, sheely Guy
himself must have known how she felt about him. btayhat
knowledge had contributed towards his decisionmsee her again.
He didn't want the burden of her emotional hungehfm.

Stop thinking about him, she told herself. It waldtany good.

'l felt the baby move this morning. It was the meginderful
sensation. Howard's like a dog with two tails!'

'‘Everything's OK, then?' Campion roused herseltighdo ask.

‘Yes, thank God. | couldn't have borne to lose thedy. The

specialist thinks | should be safe now, althouglwamed me to take
things easy . . .' She laughed, a clear, trillmgrsl that stirred envy in
Campion's normally unenvious heart. 'l don't getimopportunity to

be anything else. Howard and Mrs Timmins betweemthave me
wrapped-in cotton wool.'

Lucy's housekeeper had left for the house ahedldenf, and when
the Rolls turned in between the stone gate-postsdbuld see smoke
curling from the house's many chimneys, and ligiitemering in
the windows.



'‘Mmm—you know what I'm looking forward to now? SowkeMrs
T's home-made scones, dripping with butter, andge hhot fire . . .'
groaned Lucy.

Lucy's grandfather had removed all the originagdlaces, bricking
them up in the bedrooms, but, although he had liedtaentral
heating, Howard had scoured architectural salvagetd for period
replacements, and Campion had to admit that iblead worth while.

All the guest rooms had their own fires, and Lu@swortunate in
having a devoted and extremely well-paid staff wheptkthem
cleaned and lit.

It was one of the pleasures of Christmas with Hoveard Lucy to go
up to one's room and bask in front of the luxurg ofal fire. A luxury
indeed, ,when combined with the discreet centratihg the house
also boasted.

The house had once been the hub of a small coestaye. Virtually
all the land had been sold off in the past, altlioidgward had bought
back a few fields.

Howard was a traditionalist, and one of the tradsihe had revived,
and which Campion suspected he thoroughly enjoyed, playing

Father Christmas for the local children at a partych they always
gave the Sunday before Christmas.

As Mrs Timmins opened the door to welcome thenCieanpion saw
that a huge fir tree was already in place in thi Iducking and
fussing, Mrs Timmins hurried them into the sittirmgpm. This room
was particularly Lucy's own. A half- finished tapgsshe enjoyed
working on when she stayed at the house stooddsiole of the fire.

The colour scheme of soft peaches with touches loé bvas
essentially feminine and light. Lucy had a gift fil@cor, Campion



acknowledged, admiring the carefully chosen anscred the bowls
of winter greenery which highlighted their soft she

This house, for all its elegance, was very muchdyand it was easy
to picture children sitting in this room, playing.

'‘George says we're going to have snow tonight, ™rsnins warned
them.

George lived in the village and looked after thedgas; he was also
famous for his weather predictions.

' know, isn't it exciting!'

Mrs Timmins gave Lucy an indulgent look, which cbed to a slight
frown as Campion took off her coat.

'‘Why, miss, youhavelost weight,' she exclaimed disapprovingly
'‘What have you been doing with yourself?"

Mrs Timmins, herself a comfortably padded womehenfifties, had
strong ideas about diets and what she termed 'fealtiyg'.

'‘Be warned, she'll do her best to feed you up wolére here,' Lucy
prophesied when the older woman left the room. Ualy, she's
right, Campion. You are too thin.'

The sympathetic look that accompanied the words hel that her
old friend suspected the reason for her rapid vdags.

‘You look tired as well. Would you prefer to goasgyht up to your
room? Howard won't be back in time for dinner, bais hoping we
could get most of the decorating done tomorrowthsd means an
early start . . .'

'l amtired," Campion admitted. 'In fact, | feel tirdtithe time."



‘Well, I can sympathise, that's exactly how | te# first weeks | was
pregnant. | think Howard thought I'd got sleepirgkisess!

Pregnant. Campion stood up jerkily. Oh, God, no¢ Sauldn't be,
coud she? Guy had always been so careful. Apart the first time
and the last.

‘Campion, are you all right?'

'Fine. | think I will go and lie down, if you domind.'

Pregnant. Of course she couldn't be. Campion laphemed, staring
up at the pleated silk ceiling of the four-postehe would know,
surely? There would be unmistakable signs.

Like being sick and feeling tired, a traitorouscsiwhispered.

No, she was panicking over nothing. It was trué¢ bies body cycles
were normally very reliable, but there had been acthsions when
she had experienced the odd hiccup, the odd mE=sead, and this
time . . . Well, she had put it down to the facattlshe was so
emotionally upset.

One missed period, a little nausea, oppressivdness. What did
they add up to, after all?

Nothing . ..
Guy's child.

She closed her eyes and swallowed. That franticedehe had
experienced to conceive his child had been a manemadness.
She was not of the valiant breed of women ableippsrt and rear a
child on her own.



Financially, yes, she could do it, but there wereotind, to her mind,
more important considerations. She and her childulavobe
completely alone. She had no family, no supponvask to help her
to teach her child the reality of family life, tkand of life she would
want her child to have. And she did not have tlsemees within
herself to be both mother and father. Oh, God, wiaat she going to
do?

Don't panic. You could be wrong.

Could be? She must pray that shas. How soon could one tell
positively? If she had conceived on that last night

It was pointless doing anything yet. She could waitil after
Christmas. Until she was back in London.

Guy's child.

When Lucy looked in on her half an hour later, &hend her fully
dressed and fast asleep, a small smile curlingnioerth.

Lucy sighed and didn't wake her, and then thougtitily of the
telephone call she had just made.

Never interfere in other people's lives was Hovgardotto. Lucy
would just have to hope that on this occasion hew@ng.

'If you could just move the star a little to thé,|®aul. There, how do
you think that looks?' Lucy appealed'to Campionhay both stood
back to admire the tree.

‘Wonderful," Campion told her, and it was true.



Dark, glossy greenery, rich red candles, and tlaekégp of-crystal
candle-holders were reflected in the Venetian mimbove the
fireplace.

In the window, the tree gleamed and sparkled, ¢desatin bows she
and Lucy had spent most of the afternoon makingnsiering
against the branches. Baubles painted with Viatos@enes hung on
red loops, and the tree lights were tiny darts lote/fire illuminating
the whole scene.

‘Well, we should just about be ready in time fag thildren's party,
and then it's Christmas Eve, and everyone elsebeidrriving.'

The last thing Campion really wanted was to be platnoisy house
party, but what was the alternative? A Christmansplone, moping
in her flat, with Lucy offended because she wgeimiing them.

She refused to allow herself to think about theags; about snow
piled high outside the windows, and a fire burniwgrmly in the

sitting-room grate. They couldn't have had a tike this one, of
course, but there could have been a small one;rakecb with

old-fashioned candles in case the electricity wafht They could

have hung stockings from the mantelpiece, andutkey could have
cooked slowly and succulently in the Rayburn.

It took the prick of salt tears behind her eyetd$ring her back to
reality. What was she doing to herself? Guy hacgnewce indicated
that they should spent Christmas together, anekirnbart of hearts
Campion had not expected him to; he would have coments with
his own family, she was sure, but they could pesheve met, have
shared one day together . . . Stop it! she warmeesklf fiercely. All
she was doing was adding to her own torment. Thetone she and
Guy had discussed Christmas, she remembered teiimghe would
be staying with Lucy, as she had done for the fast years,
explaining to him how far their friendship went kaklowever, if he



had even indicated that he wanted to see her, s khat Lucy
would have generously accepted her excuses andiaigen her to
be with the man she loved.

But that was only fantasy. Guy dmbtwant her.

‘Howard, what do you think?' Lucy asked as her andlwalked into
the room.

Watching them together as he walked over and sidim round his
wife's waist, Campion was appallingly aware of bemn inner pain
and loneliness.

‘Wonderful," Howard responded, but he was lookinguey and not
at the tree.

He bent his head to kiss her, and Lucy gave hiayyd push. ‘Not
in front of Campion! You'll embarrass her.'

'‘What time are the kids due to arrive?' Howard dskeleasing her
reluctantly.

‘About three. Campion and | have got all the pressemapped and
named. Your Father Christmas outfit is upstairsingifor you. By

the way, we've got one or two extras this yearghleours' children,’
she added in an offhand manner, but, oddly, Campiad the

impression that for some reason her friend wasauesrv

‘Time to go and get ready,' she added, smilingaahi@on. 'l hope
you've brought something childproof with you.'

Experience of previous Christmas parties meantghathad, and as
Campion donned the tartan dress, with its neatewdallar and silky
bow, she reflected that it was just as well it washable, because by
the end of the afternoon it would probably be cedan smears from
sticky fingers.



The weather forecast had been right, and they Hathtariming of
snow, with more promised.

The first batch of children arrived well wrappedam pink-cheeked.

It was a rule that no presents were handed oul em¢ryone had
arrived and, to keep the younger children occupietil they did,
Paul had been deputised to organise games.

The doorbell was jut chiming for the umpteenth tivieen one small
boy fell over and started to howl.

'Oh, dear!" Torn between rushing to his aid andchopethe door in
the absence of Mrs Timmins, who was setting outtdae Lucy
looked helplessly from Campion to the small, speaixfigure on the
floor.

'I'll deal with the tears, you deal with the do@ampion suggested.

Despite her lack of contact with young childrere Blad always had a
surprising affinity with them. She picked up th#léi boy and carried
him through into Lucy's sitting-room, where his hswgradually
decreased to muffled sobs and then silence. Hewagy, Campion
learned, because someone had taken his car.

Promising to restore it to him, Campion dried hiesand distracted
him by asking him what he wanted from Father Chrést.

The list that was enthusiastically delivered wasndelisingly
technical. What had happened to train sets andcesRaCampion
wondered, feeling a stab of sympathy for the parewo were
expected to produce this cornucopia.

'‘Shall we go back and see what everyone else ing@dbishe
suggested, satisfied that the tears were forgotten.



He wanted to be carried, and she willingly obligeening the door
and then coming to an appalled halt.

Across the width of the hall, with his back to halking to Lucy,
stood Guy.

Campion's heart leaped like a landed salmon. Shie ectually feel
the physical jerk of it lifting in her body. Herras tightened round
her wriggling burden.

Oh, God, what wa&uydoing here? Did he know that she was her
She suspected not. Oh, how could Lucy have dosetdhiner? She
put the little boy down, intent on escape beforg Guned his head
and saw her. She couldn't endure the humiliatiomexting him like
this, or knowing that her friend had probably ewrgired his
appearance, without suspecting that she was thyelasr person he
would want to see.

She fled into the kitchen, and from there upstaisgg the stairs that
had been used exclusively by the servants.

Two women were standing on the landing. One of the® vaguely
familiar, for some reason, the other was elegadtsaimgneewith a
cool, languid accent.

'‘Poor Guy, he really didn't want to come, did h&®hder why?'

Campion stood transfixed. Neither of the womenasatiher standing
near the top of the staircaste. There was a notestfaint in the
brunette's voice as she responded quietly, 'l theik just tired. He's
been very busy at work recently.'

'Oh, yes, | know all about that!" Amused malice @dtrippled from
the blonde's tongue.



'Hart's were amazed at the changes he managed toatjd&roberts
woman to make in her manuscript. Very prim and prape original
work was, not at all what Adam Hart wanted. | hetrat he was
ready to break the contract, but Guy promised Hiat he'd find a
way to get her to toe the line. Rumour has it lleaspent three weeks
shacked up with her somewhere, helping her witrattezations.'

Campion felt sick. The acid, knowing way the blondeman was
taking about her—about the time she had spent@ityr—made her
feel soiled, used.

‘That's just gossip, Sandra,’ the brunette saigpshaand | shouldn't
repeat it in front of Guy if | were you.'

'‘Poor Guy! | don't suppose kieeswant it known that he had to take
the woman to bed to get her to change her manusgvipat's she
like? Have you met her?' she asked idly.

'‘No, | haven't—and | think we should go downstaiosv.'

The brunette's tone was distinctly unfriendly no8he walked
towards the stairs, and the blonde followed heayileg Campion
alone and shaking.

What she had heard confirmed every worst fearudiol those she
had forced herself to suppress. Guy had made tkiertnot because
he wanted her, not because he desired her, evpassing . .. but
because of her book. Oh, God, why hadn't she feitbwwer own
Instincts? They had told her clearly enough thahan like Guy
French could never have found her attractive, hatlsead chosen to
ignore them. She had chosen to go and make a fibarself.

She buried her burning face in her hands. The thioo§ people
discussing her relationship with Guy the way sheé just heard it
being discussed made her stomach heave.



She only just made it to her bedroom.

She was re-applying her make-up when Lucy knockddnatked in,
looking concerned.

'So you're here.'

'Yes. | wasn't feeling very well. Lucy, would yound if | don't come
down? | ..." To her chagrin, tears flooded harsey

‘Campion, what is it?'

Instantly Lucy was at her side, her arms going dobar, her face
concerned.

'l don't know. I'm just not feeling well. Perhapsught to go back to
London ... | don't want to spoil your Christmas.'

‘You're not going anywhere, especially if you areréll. First thing
tomorrow, I'm going to get Dr Jamieson to come hade a look at
you. ..

'‘No. No, that won't be necessary. Perhaps | witheaown.'

'l shouldn't have invited Guy, should 1?' Lucy squdetly, guessing
what was wrong. 'His sister Meg is one of our nealrs. She's
married to Tait Drummond, so | knew you wouldn'tagnise the
name, and | thought it might be a good way of ggtthe two of you
together . . .

Guy's sister ... the brunette who had looked salitain

'l shouldn't have interfered.' Lucy looked upset.



You meant well. Has he gone?"

'Yes.' Lucy crossed her fingers behind her baakoKi. if you don't
feel well, why don't you go and sit in the librdoy a while until the
kids have gone? I'll get Mrs Timmins to bring yaum®thing to eat.’

Campion looked wryly at her. The library was herdiarite room in
the house, a wonderful, book-lined retreat.

‘All right. I'll follow you down.'

Campion was half-way across the hall when she hieiandcall her
name. Lucy had lied to her, after all.

She wanted to run, but how could she, with fouredozhildren
milling around, and their mothers looking on witharested eyes? He
touched her arm and her skin burned. She couldattto look at him.
Where was the blonde? Where was his sister?

'So youare here.'

'‘Lucy is my friend," she told him without turningthhead. 'l always
spend Christmas with them. Remember, | told you?'

'Yes, yes you did, didn't you? You don't look wéle added abruptly.

'I'm just a little tired. Excuse me, would you? .l.! She started to
move away and winced as his fingers gripped her arm

'‘My God, is that all you can say to me? Campian,.l

How could he do this to her? She could have crngdbthe agony he
was inflicting. Why was he continuing with this ¢aral display of
concern? Of caring? Obviously, he didn't know wiksade had



overheard. Perhaps he was already looking ahedrtoext book.
She literally shook with rage and anguish at theugit of his
duplicity.

'Please let me go, Guy,' she said, as evenly asslie
'l want to talk to you.'

He really was a good actor, she marvelled. He sedirmlmost
distraught, even a little frantic, and the lookiis eyes ... If she hadn't
known better, she could almost have mistaken itaforanguish to
match her own.

'‘What about?' she asked politely, and as distaaglyshe might a
stranger. 'l really must go, Guy. | promised Lucyhelp her with the
food.'

'| take it you're not here alone?’

Not here alone? There was an odd glitter in his elies mouth was
tight and hard.

‘That's right. I'm not," she lied, hating him, amating herself for
allowing herself to be so easily manipulated. Qfrse she must tell
him what he wanted to hear. She must allow himrezgmd that he
had not hurt and discarded her, that she had quigkll easily
replaced him in her life as he would do her. Shetrhitt from his
shoulders any burden of guilt or blame.

She spun away from him as he released her, noingada see him
claimed by the blonde she could see approachiny ing of the
corner of her eye.

She saw them leave, though.



The brunette, with three small children, and thente, linking her
arm through Guy's.



CHAPTER NINE
'I'M AFRAID there could be one or two complications.’
Campion stared at the specialist.

'‘What kind of complications?' she croaked, her lieles stomach
heaving.

It had been like this ever since Christmas, and,nmwva bleak,
freezing cold January day, she had just receivey wdefinite
confirmation that she was pregnant.

‘A vitamin deficiency—nothing that can't be puthigbut-I'm afraid
your pregnancy won't be easy. Of course," he loal@®an at his
immaculate desk and then back at her, 'you cowil@ya go for a
termination.'

It took several seconds for the words to sink tghgubut, when they
did, she was horrified.

Abort Guy's baby? Never!
'No! No, | don't want to do that."

'‘No, | can see that. Well, if you're sensible,'daeised and looked
hard at her, 'if you eat and rest properly ... Qirse, we'll have to
monitor your progress. The baby's due in August.January now.
You're going to have to take things very quietly fbe next six

weeks.' Unspoken, but there none the less, wdhrtdat of a possible
miscarriage.

Campion listened as he talked about tests and wisaiout her mind
was only half on what he was saying.



She had known before, of course, that she was anegbut she had
not known until now how much she wanted her clfiide would do
anything,anythingto protect its fragile hold on life.

‘You work as a writer. Writers forget to eat, thmcome absorbed in
what they're doing. It might be a good idea if ywopped work for
the next six weeks. Do you live alone?'

Campion nodded.

'‘Mmm ... Do you have any family? A friend you coslay with?'
So he didn't trust her to obey him on her own.

'‘No family. Some friends, but . . '

Tactfully, he had said nothing about her baby'sdgtother than to
ask for medical details, which she hadn't been @bdeipply.

T shall be perfectly all right on my own," she tdian brightly,
preparing to leave.

But would she? Her flat depressed her. A Londanafss no place in
which to bring up a child. A child needed a homepr@per home.

So . .. she could work just as easily outside loon&he could find
herself a small house somewhere.

The specialist had given her several informatioeeshto read. She
made herself a cup of coffee—decaffeinated now,tler baby's
sake—and sat down to read them.

The "ting on the doorbell surprised her. She wasxgtecting any
visitors. She went to answer it, surprised to sgeyloutside.



Her friend, now well into her pregnancy, really wak®oming.
Campion felt drained and lifeless in comparison.

'l came up to London to do some shopping. | haveatd from you
for ages, and so | decided--' She broke off anekdtat the leaflets.
'‘Campion, what on earth's all this stuff? My Godiu¥fe pregnant,
aren't you?"

Common sense warned her to deny it, but her midd'tdseem to
work very quickly these days.

Lucy sat down and stared at her. 'lt's Guy's, i&hYou're having his
child. Oh, Campion, why didn't you tell me?'

Ridiculously, Campion was crying. She seemed toecigt these
days—hormones, she supposed.

'‘Does he know? Have you told him? Will you tell Rim

'No, no and no again,' she sniffed. 'lt was andseti more my fault
than Guy's.' She blushed when she saw the way Wasylooking at
her. 'l want this baby, Lucy,' she added quietty, really knowing
what impelled her to say the words out loud.

Lucy wasn't listening to her. She had picked up afethe
information sheets, and she was reading it wittoarh.

‘Something's wrong, isn't it?' she demanded. "équot well . . '

Campion measured her chances of deceiving herdaaded that
they were too slim.

‘A vitamin deficiency. The specialist says | shobkl all right, but
I've got to give up work for six weeks, and then\What on earth are
you doing?' she demanded, as Lucy got up and went her



bedroom. She followed her and watched as she opepddards and
drawers.

'‘Lucy!" she protested.

‘You're coming home with me right now. No, donguwe! I'm not
leaving you here on your own.' She turned to her, dxpression
unusually fierce.

'I've lost one child, Campion. | wouldn't want angoto have that
experience, least of all you. Come home with me'llWe company
for one another.'

'l ... | can't! What will Howard say?"

'He'll be delighted. He's got to spend some timthen States. He'll
feel much happier about leaving me if he knows ge¢ you for

company, and we can talk babies all day long ifeedlike it. Mrs T

will be in her element with two of us to boss ardlin

She oughtn't to give in so weakly, but the temptatwas too much to
resist.

'‘Why won't you tell Guy?' Lucy asked her when thvegre both
sitting in the Rolls. Paul had expressed no sw@tdeing informed
that Campion was going home with them.

'He wouldn't want to know."

'Oh, God, that insecurity complex of yours! Heanted you,
Campion. He madveto you.'

'‘No, he didn't wanme,'Campion told her quietly, slowly repeating
what she had overheard.



'l don't believe it,' Lucy said flatly. 'Guy woufgver do anything like
that.'

'‘But he did," Campion told her gently. 'l don't wemtalk about it. It's
over, finished . . ." She leaned back againstaather upholstery and
closed her eyes.

Seeing her exhaustion and frail hold on her selftrod,. Lucy fell
silent. Now wasn't the time, and Campion hadn'sthength. Perhaps
later . . .

Campion told Helena that she was taking a sablbatiod that she
would be in touch with her later in the year. Sls® &old her that she
had decided against entering into another conivdlctAdam Hart.

There were other publishers, and for now she hadgnmoney to
take care of both herself and her child comfortdbtysome time to
come. Gradually, she was finding that she was bawpmore and
more self-absorbed, and more and more wrapped tpricoming
child.

In March, she had a check-up. The specialist waaseld with her
progress, and cautiously optimistic that the dangad been
overcome.

At the end of the month, when the daffodils werdding and a cold,
clean wind swept the sky, sending the clouds sagdtlke a busy
broom, Howard came home for a brief stay.

Things were not going well with the American sidents business.
He was in partnership with two Americans, and he w@nsidering
closing down that side of his operation.

On Saturday, Campion went out for a walk so thay ttould have
some time together. She wasn't looking forwardetogdventual return
to London, and she was now seriously consideringnigua small



house in the locality. Lucy lived in a very pleaspart of the world,
as yet unspoiled by any rush of London commutesmedne a long
time ago had planted the park surrounding the heude a vast
profusion of bulbs, and Campion paused to admismnttas she
strolled towards the gates.

Her ultimate destination was the village, almostike away, where
she had promised Lucy that she would buy breadydmsie she also
wanted to call on the local estate agent.

The road from the house to the village was relgtigeiet, the odd
car sped past her, one even slowed down and aglamhesed up she
had a fleeting impression of a dark haired womad aaveral
children crammed inside the large estate car.

She was tired when she reached the village. Itsuggsrisingly hard
work, struggling against the buffeting wind.

She sat down on a wooden seat to get her breajffoup of teenagers
on bicycles were chatting outside the newsagentofan emerged
with three children in tow, and Campion stiffenedsae recognised
Guy's sister . . . Meg Drummond, she remembered.

This was a meeting she could not blame Lucy for.

She ducked her head instinctively, even thouglialmas she knew,
the other woman had no idea who she was—nor swahjd want to

speak to her if she did. But when she looked baftker what she
judged was a suitable interval, she was horrifeedde the woman
walking determinedly towards her.

'l have to talk to you,' she announced without pitdanT know who
you are. Guy pointed you out to me at the childrearty. | can't. . .

She gasped as Campion stood up hurriedly, heraatehing in the
breeze and blowing open to reveal the betrayindl ivber body.



'‘Guy was right!" She drew away from Campion, asitjiinoshe were in
some way contaminated. 'l didn't think he could B&e sounded
almost dazed. 'l ... he told me not to interfere. $4id you were
involved with someone else." She looked at Campi@wollen

stomach and then away again, and demanded fielidelyou realise
what you've done to him?'

Campion stared at her. "WHate done tohim?'

‘Yes,' the other woman said bitterly. 'We usedetsé him and tell
him that he'd never fall in love; that he was teti-sufficient. Oh,
God, how I wish that we'd been right!'

None of what she was hearing made sense. Campioedtio walk
away, and gasped as cramp attacked her musclesoSlda't move.
An intense feeling of panic and fear rushed throogh and the sky
seemed to fall down towards her. She blinked uddieand in the
distance heard a woman say huskily, 'Tom! Quicky amd get
Daddy.' And then the whole world turned black, ahd was sucked
down into warm darkness.

When she came round, she was sitting on the bénotan held her
wrist, measuring her pulse. Meg Drummond sat bdssiewatching
her with anxious, guilty eyes, and three identjgals of grey eyes
stared curiously at her.

'See? She isn't dead, after all. | told you she \yare tallest said
scornfully to his siblings.

‘Tom, please! I'm so sorry ... I didn't. . .
‘What my wife is trying to tell you," the man's geiinterrupted

pleasantly, 'is that she wants to apologise formeulsive outburst.
How do you feel?'



'Fine, I'm fine," Campion lied mechanically. Shenteal them all to
go away. She wanted to be left alone in peace,owitlthese
reminders of Guy pressing in all around her. Hoke lhim his
nephews were ... or was the smallest one a gin@ tdetell with that
short hair and those jeans. She felt muzzy and wteakthought of
the walk back to the house made her quail.

'‘Mmm . . The man's voice was professionally non+oatal. He had
to be a doctor.

'‘How far advanced is your pregnancy?'
'Four months.' She said it without thinking.
'Four months?' Guy's sister stared at her.

'‘But--' she broke off and said hurriedly to herlbargd. Tait, | think
we should give her a lift home. She isn't in angtate to walk.'

'Yes, | agree.' He released Campion's wrist antedroalmly at her.
'‘My wife will stay with you while | get the car. @ee on, kids.'

Her fascinated audience were obviously reluctalgawee but, as they
did so, she heard the eldest one saying with reéte’ll get loads
fatter than that before she has the baby. You ghoave seen Mum
when she was having you . . .'

She was alone with Guy's sister. How on earth hedhappened?
She had come out for a quiet walk, that was all.

'It's Guy's baby, isn't it?'
'l thought we'd already established that," Campend curtly.

The other woman frowned and then demanded, 'Whertiayou told
him?'



Campion stared at her.

‘According to you, he already knows. Guy was riglot) said,' she
reminded her.

'Right?' Meg looked confused, and then her mou#mned in a round
‘oh' of enlightenment. 'No, you misunderstood may Goesn't know
you'repregnantHe thinks ... he thinks you're involved with someo
else. And so did I, until | heard you say you wieng months gone.’

‘Someoneelse?'Campion struggled to sit up, and then sank back
to the bench, as she realised she was still to& teesupport herself

properly.

'‘How could he think that?' she began, and themédsremembering
their brief verbal exchange at the party.

‘Tait's here with the car. We can talk later. I'arlyret, by the way,
Guy's sister.

'Yes, | know. One of the twins.'
'Yes.'

Somehow or other, room was made for Campion ircé#neShe was
feeling dizzy again, and it was a relief to leankband close her eyes.

It wasn't far back to the house, and with a bitiok she might be able
to make it to her room without either Mrs TimminsLaicy guessing
what had happened.

She opened her eyes. The drive seemed to be takiagg time.
Alarm jolted through her as she stared at her uiiamsurroundings.

She gripped the back of the front passenger seatlangaret turned
round.



‘We're taking you home with us,' she said quicklyseems best . . .’
Best? For whom? She didn't want to go home witinthe
'Please, I'd rather...’

Margaret had turned up the radio, and either wasvétre or didn't
want to be aware of her protest. This was kidnagmgon told
herself. She could sue them—and then her stomaothdd
protestingly as the car hit a dip in the road. ,Ts®ting her expression
in his driving mirror, increased his speed slightly

The car turned into the drive of a modern, wellltbbouse and
stopped.

‘Straight upstairs, | think, Meg,' Campion heard $aying calmly to
his wife, as he helped her out of the car.

She caught the look of mingled panic and guilt trassed the other
woman's face, and her husband's quick, negativieesbiahis head,
and fear clutched at her...'

Her baby—she was going to lose her baby! She naw kaid it out
loud, because Tait told her soothingly, 'Nothing tbe kind!
Four-month babies aren't that easy to lose, arit ifot the French
blood in its veins..."

Nevertheless, he was quick to examine her oncevabeipstairs and,
in her anxiety for her unborn child, Campion wascéal to tell him
about her specialist's fears.

'‘Don't worry. You're going to be fine. I'll ring yo friends and let
them know--'

‘That you—I've been kidnapped,' she supplied lytter



‘Yes. I'm sorry about that, but you see . . .

But Campion wasn't listening. She had drifted of§teep, exhausted
by the events of the afternoon.

Downstairs, Meg asked her husband anxiously, #geing to be all
right? If anything happens, I'll never forgive miyse

‘You shouldn't have interfered, Meg—»but yes, | knghe'll be OK;'
he told her, relenting when he saw her worried.face

'When | think of how angry | was! You see, | thotighe'd just turned
her back on Guy, and that the baby . . .

'‘Guy's a grown man, Meg. You can't run his lifeion. He wouldn't
thank you for interfering. You know that.'

'‘But it's so obvious that she loves him, and hekshi—he thinks she's
involved with someone else!’

Tait had come to the same conclusion but, unlikerhpetuous wife,
he did not believe in interfering in the lives ahers.

'I'd better go and ring her friends.’

When she came back, half an hour later, Meg logkedsed and
rather bemused.

'You'll never guess what happened!" she told hioouldn't believe it
myself at first . . .'

'It must be far-fetched, then,' her husband agdeid

‘Yes, very unfortunate indeed.’



Meg was disappointed. She had expected more aicéioa than that.
‘Well, we're going to have to do something. You nse that.'

'‘No, Meg," Tait told her firmly, adding, 'What | dee is that we have
a young woman upstairs, who's four months pregaactwho is not
at all well. Any shocks at this time . . .' He sher face fall, and said
gently, 'l know you mean well, Meg, but have yoought? Guy
might not be as thrilled to discover that he's gdim be a father as
you seem to think.'

Campion, standing in the passage outside the kitco®r, heard
every word. Odd that she should feel such pain wagar all, they
did nothing other than confirm everything she Hazlght herself.

‘You mean, | mustn't tell him," Meg said wistfully.

'l don't think it would be very wise, or very fatp you? If, as you
say, he's already left for the States . . . He'ltiere for close on two
months, and then we're all flying out to Canadatierwedding.'

'‘But he ought to know,' she protested stubbornly.

'‘Meg," he took hold of both her hands in his owayé you thought
that there's nothing to stop Guy from getting imcdto with Campion if
he wishes to do so?'

'He thinks she's involved with someone else.’
There was a tiny silence, and Campion felt herthsaind.

'l know what you're trying to tell me, Tait," sheand Meg saying
shakily at last, 'but you're wrong, | know you'reong. It's all
Sandra's fault . . . I've never liked her.’

'l thought she was your best friend," Tait respondidy.



‘That was before! Tait, what are we going to doualizampion?’

‘Nothing. There's nothing weando,' he told her firmly. '‘Both she anc
Guy are adults, Meg. We can't interfere.’

Very quietly, Campion went back to her room.

So, now she knew. Like her, Guy's brother-in- lakdved that Guy
was glad to be free of their relationship, and that wouldn't
welcome the news that she was carrying his child.



CHAPTER TEN

IT wAs two days before Campion was allowed to go badkuty's.
Two days, during which Meg haunted her bedroonalreg her with
tales of her childhood, and Guy's care and devoSbe learned how
he had sacrificed his own education, how he hadtifool and gone
to work at eighteen. How he was the most perfegthoother that
ever existed.

Meg even brought her twin sister to see her. Alis@s a slightly
softer version of Meg, but very obviously just &valted to Guy.

Neither of them seemed able to understand why @l oot believe
that Guy would be overjoyed to learn that he wadsetwome a father.

'He's always adored children, hasn't he, Allie?gMacouraged her
twin.

‘Always," Alison responded loyally and promptly.

But it wasn't until the afternoon she was due tavéethat Meg
brought up the subject of the Christmas party.

‘Your friend told me what you'd overheard,' shel saicomfortably.
T know how it must have sounded, but you mustrytgrgy attention
to Sandra. She's been after Guy for years. Slagisdally jealous of
you. She probably made it all up.’

'l don't think so," Campion said quietly, and thel in her eyes made
Meg bite her lip and look down at the floor, and tioe first time in
her life curse her beloved elder brother.

April was cold and wet. Campion found a small haieseent, not far
from Lucy. It was old and tiny, only two downstansoms, and a



kitchen and two bedrooms, but it had a lovely gardgh a small
orchard, and already she could see the pram uratartiee apple
trees while she sat typing beside it.

Mrs Timmins insisted on giving the house what sftened a good
‘going over' before Campion was allowed to move in.

Lucy's very superior interior designer was alst¢eckin, even though
Campion protested at the expense. She had herartdlds future to
think about now, and she was determined that hiey beuld have
all the security she could give it, both emotiomadl financial.

'You want the baby's room to be just right, doonti.y Lucy coaxed,
and somehow or other Campion found herself giviag.w

Her word processor was installed, and she starteldl an the sequel
to her novel about Lynsey, her anxiety over herylsalsecurity
encouraging her, and yet she found that, far fitdming a chore, she
was enjoying her task. Her research into the backgt for the first
book had equipped her with enough information &tsiriting the
second without any delay, and she found, as the plassed, that she
was creating for Lynsey and her children an alnbgtic lifestyle,
filled with warmth and love . . . the kind of lifg#e she longed to be
able to give her own child. There was only oneeddhce. Lynsey's
first child's arrival was an event longed for bythbparents.

Guy was still in America, so Meg had told her aslg on one of her
visits. Campion was beginning to suspect that Mag mothering
her; certainly never a week went by without herrphg or calling in
person and, oddly, Campion discovered that she'tdidsent the
other woman's concern. In fact, it gave her argetif warmth ... of
being almost a part of Guy's family. It was a feglishe fought
against giving in to, warning herself that it woldd much more
sensible for her to tell Meg that she didn't waeté to be any contact
between them, but how could she, when Meg wasdiemseans of



hearing about Guy? And Campion was constantly gréednews
about him, willing Meg to tell her more than thesgal snippets she
threw into their conversations. Guy was well Guy was working
hard . . . Guy wasn't planning to return for someet. . .

She knew she was only storing up trouble for hér¥éhat would
happen when the baby arrived? She could hardlyiraentthe
association then.

May was warm, buds unfurled on the apple trees @achpion
succumbed to an unaccustomed feeling of contentmantil she
went to London for her check-up.

'‘Mmm," her specialist had said doubtfully, and 'mhagain.

'Is anything wrong?' Campion asked in panic whenvgas dressed.
She had been so careful, so proud of herselfiftkisg to his regime,
and if she were to lose Guy's baby now . . .

'‘Well, not exactly. I'll have to do some furthestte'

'‘What is it? What's wrong?' Campion demanded arskyou
‘Nothing's wrong,' he assured her. 'I'm just ggttmo heartbeats.’
‘Two?' Campion stared at him. 'You mean . . .'

'l think you're having twins.'

‘Twins!" Lucy shrieked when she told her. 'My Ggoly don't believe
In doing things by halves, do you? Of course, theyin the family,



don't they? Meg and her sister Alison--' She broKecontritely as
she saw Campion's face.

Afterwards, Campion realised that it must have Hasry who told
Meg Drummond, but at the time she had no ideaMteaf had found
out, let alone that she was in a fever of frustrati

Campion was bound to have girls, Meg's busy miedored. Two
girls ... her nieces ... she was never going tallmaved to know if
Campion continued to refuse to get in touch witly GAnd yet she
loved him, Meg was sure. She couldn't resist tgllabout him; she
stayed near the Drummond house, when it would naage more
sense to shun any contact with Guy's relatilfeshe hated him .. .
Well, from what Meg had heard, it seemed she hadyaeason to do
so. What on earth had possessed Guy to leavertraagie, without
putting up any sort of fight?

But, remembering the look on her brother's facenviee last saw
him, Meg didn't pursue that particular thought. Gagn't looked like
that for many years, thank God, But how long didnfean to stay
away? Guy had never been a good letter writer,damishg the brief
telephone calls they had received since his defeahteihad been curt
and abrupt, not his normal self at all. Becausekwmor the script
wasn't going well, or because he was missing Canfpio

Meg knew that he and his author were renting a d\@msne way
outside Hollywood but, knowing her brother, she lded that he
would be joining in the glamorous Californian lifge. He was more
likely to be working obsessively, smothering anyngae might feel
in the sheer volume of work, just as Campion wasking away at
her new book, hiding away in her latest story whesal life seemed
unbearable. The latest information, that Guy wadn& home for
some time, worried Meg. But she couldn't do evenglby herself.
She needed someone to help her.



She considered asking Tait, and then discardedd#s when one
got down to basics, men had no imagination. Theyght in straight
lines, logically and single-mindedly. Women werefehént, and
something definitely had to be done.

Guy received the telegram at the end of a long Huodtywood day

which he had spent alternately arguing with thea'sl director and
placating Julien Forbes, whose book was being asdtle basis for
the film.

Julien was objecting to various changes the diragémted to make,
and, while Guy had every sympathy with him, he Wwaginning to
wish he had never agreed to help. Agents \pergsona non gratan
any film set, and if he hadn't been desperate toaggy from
England, and if Julien hadn't been so insistent,woelld have
recommended someone else for the job.

He knew damn well what was bugging him, Guy ackmeolgéd
derisively: a certain woman whose image he justccoat get out of
his mind, whose body he ached to have beside himght when he
went to bed, whose conversation he missed damn&agnpion.
What was she doing? Who was she with . . . the saarewho had
been sharing her room in Cornwall?

When the telegram came, he thought for a momenstiehad sent
it. She'd decide that her freedom was worth leas thhat they had
enjoyed together, and she'd sent for him to conmeto . .

He took the telegram from the messenger and readsitmple
message.

‘Come home immediately. We need you,' it read, iamés signed
'‘Meg and Alison'.



He headed straight for the phone.

Alison had joined the Drummonds for their eveningainfor the

second evening in succession; Meg had insiste@rtawin that she
needed some moral support in case Guy arrived.oAgleall to his
house had elicited the fact that he was on histv&ngland, but they
had not been able to discover when to expect hiawurdlly enough,
Tait was aware of his wife's and his sister-in-laefsion; the air was
practically humming with it.

Both of them literally jumped in their seats whae toorbell rang,
and Meg went pea-green when Tait got up and sdrdlyga'Stay
here, I'll answer it.'

He was looking anything but calm when he walked ithe
dining-room five minutes later, an exhausted, unsha@uy at his
side.

As she looked at her brother, Meg felt a pang ofaiese. He looked
dreadful—pale and tired, but, more than that, atrhasinted.

They had almost finished their meal, and after loo& at his wife's
guilty face, Tait said succinctly, 'Right, kids,totde waited until the
door had closed behind them before saying, 'Altriddeg. What's
going on?'

Meg looked appealingly at Alison, but her twin abohly shake her
head. She had gone as pale as Guy, and, lookhay atricken face,
Meg knew that there was only one person who wasydoi be able to
go through with their plan, and that was herself.

She cleared her throat, alarmed to discover tledbtvk in Guy's eyes
made her feel about five years old.



There was only one way she was going to be alde this ... It was
too late for tact or diplomacy. She took a deepattireand Tait
warned her, 'Meg, you've brought Guy rushing half~aaross the
world in the belief that the family's suffered sokmed of tragedy. |
think you owe it to him to tell him why, don't you?

Meg discovered for the first time in her life thelte was actually
frightened of her brother. Gone was the indulgetioe,tenderness
she had always known, and in its place was a liandelding anger.

'‘Guy, it's Campion . . . Campion Roberts.' She gilipervously. 'She
... she's having a baby . .

Just for a fraction of time she saw the shock argliesh in his eyes,
and then it was gone, leaving them flat and cold.

'‘And you've brought me God knows how many thousaiheks to tell
me that a woman | haven't seen in months is pregWéry, for God's
sake?"

He didn't know! He really didn't know, Meqg realiseshd if it hadn't
been for that illuminating moment of betrayal wistre had seen the
truth in his eyes, she couldn't have gone on.

Underneath the table, she groped for Alison's hamdl holding it
tightly, she said huskily, "'The baby . . . babiesyurs.’

There was an electric, humming silence, which beoke by saying
dazedly, 'Meg . . .'

But no one was listening to him. Guy stood up andpgd Meg's
arm, bruising it without realising what he was dpihis face white
and strained beneath the Hollywood tan, and twa'dsybble.

'Say that again,' he demanded thickly.



Meg lifted her head and looked into his eyes, leartbeat slowing
back to normal. It was going to be all right She had been right. He
did care.

‘Campion is carrying your child . . . children,esamended, with a
brief smile. 'She's having twins.'

She reached out and touched him then, her eyearsbftleading.

'‘Guy, she loves you so much. What happened betyaen. . Every

time | see her, she asks me about you, even thbugh see she's
trying desperately not to. Those poor little babiesOur nieces!' she
added. 'We had to make you come home, you musthsgge she

persisted when he made no reply. He looked, in éesdthough he had
stopped listening to her, an arrested expressitichashe had no
difficulty in recognising at all, lightening his es.

'‘Couldn’t you have chosen a less drastic methad&sked drily, but
the anger had gone from his face and body, and && even
beginning to smile slightly.

'‘Such as what? Meg demanded rallyingly. ‘Come ho@arpion is
pregnant?' She shook her head and clung to hisdemmanding, 'Oh,
Guy, you do love her, don't you? | was so suremjiaat, and | wanted
desperately to tell her. She looked so forlorn, sounhappy, but |
dared not, just in case | was wrong. And then,rdfer fall--' she
added artlessly, ignoring the warning look her lamsbgave her.

‘Her fall' Whatfall?' Guy demanded. 'Is she all right? Is she...'

'‘Guy, she's fine,' Tait told him calmly. 'She fakhtrather badly some
time ago, but since then she's been fine. At Iphstsically.'

'‘She misses you dreadfully," Meg intervened.



‘That's enough, Meg." Tait told her crisply. 'l dahink Campion
would be too happy if she knew you were betrayiagdonfidences
like this . . .'

She turned from her husband to her brother and ni@éat Guy, what
are you going to do?'

‘That, my dear wife, is none of your business,t ad her firmly.

Campion couldn't remember such a perfect day. Tiheshone, the
air was balmy, bees hummed in the long grass skeogdazy to cut.
The house was hers and, despite ail her protelseés,laved its
pastel-washed walls and soft chintzes. And the mur&he smiled
and patted the mound of her stomach. Two and an@ié months,
and shecould quite easily spend them all hereaimtbhard, lazing in
the sun.

Nature had given her a gift she had not expectest, and above her
two unborn children. She had given her peacesanctuary from her
heartache, a breathing space in which normal emotivere

suspended to allow her to concentrate solely omtwe lives she
carried.

Above her, high in the sky, a plane droned. Sheetlder eyes, lulled
to sleep by the sound. She slept a lot these dasign of depression,

an inner voice nagged, but she didn't listen t8hee stretched out the
blanket and sighed softly.

It was the shadow coming between her and the waohitie sun that
woke her. She looked up and saw the shape of atmasun dazzled
her eyes, and she struggled clumsily into a sifhiogjtion.



‘Guy . ..
'Why in God's name didn't you tell me?'

No preamble, no skirting round the subiject, justt therce, angry
guestion.

It threw her off guard, making it impossible forrhe pretend she
didn't know what he meant.

He was dressed in a suit, and he looked hot andmfioctable, but
his skin was tanned. A legacy from his stay in 8tates? As he
looked at her, he tugged at his tie and releasetbih buttons of his
shirt.

A familiar sensation curled through her body. Deafedy she looked
away from him. She didn't want to feel like thizsyant him, to love
him . ..

‘How did you know?'

'‘Meg," he told her tautly, his nostrils flaringgsltly as he bit out,
'‘God, can youmaginehow | felt, learning that you were carrying my
. .. children, right out of the blue, when | though.'

'It must have been a shock," Campion agreed cdslig.was feeling
slightly dizzy, probably because she had been Iyintpe sun. She
tried to stand up, and winced as she felt the antsneedles attack
her ankle.

'‘What's wrong?' Guy demanded sharply, droppinght® dround
beside her. One hand touched her shoulder, the b#rgfoot. She
could smell the hot male scent of him, and it mhde catch her
breath, bringing back memories of what it had Heéento be able to
touch him, to caress him.



‘Campion!" His voice was roughly urgent, forcing teelook into her
eyes. They were dark and strained. 'Why . . . widy'dlyou say
something?'

His hand moved from her foot to her stomach, splaacross its

swollen bulge. She was only wearing a thin cottass, and the heat
from his skin was so intimate that she might haaennaked. She felt
the twins move, and in other circumstances she tnalyhost have

laughed at the expression on his face as one af theked hard

against his palm. Dark red patches of colour butmgtl up on his

cheekbones. He released her immediately, and igtaketdr quell her

instinctive feeling of rejection.

‘What was there to say?' she said in answer tguestion. '"You'd
made it plain that our relationship was over.'

'l ... 1 what? What the hell are you talking about?oVed you. |
thought I'd made that more than clear.' He shoslhbad, as though
he couldn't grasp what she was saying. 'l loved lgat] didn't want
to trap you into a commitment given in a haze aus¢ecstasy.' She
saw him grimace. 'l wanted to give you time imetto experiment a
little, to find yourself, to explore your sexualitytold myself that, if
you did love me, | had nothing to lose, and tHatou didn't, trying to
tie you to me wouldn't work anyway. | didn't waaottteat you like
Craig did.'

'You loved me?' Campion couldn't believe it. "Yeuying! You took
me to bed, as part of your job as my agent.’

'So that you would re-write the book? How dare yelieve that,
after what we had together? How could you credithsarrant
nonsense with any shred of reality?'

He had taken hold of her and was practically sttakier. He was
furious with her, Campion recognised.



'When we got back from Wales, you walked away froenwithout a
word," she challenged bitterly. 'All that week | svaway, | kept
hoping you'd ring me."

'l did better than that. | went to see you. I'dreni all evening to get
there. God, I'd missed you _ so much! | couldréty shway any
longer. | had to tell you how | felt, whether yoens ready to hear it
or not. | got the number of your room from recepptio

'l suppose | was pretty arrogant. | was sure yagltome me with
open arms, so sure that | didn't say a word toafmut my plans to
visit you on tour. | simply turned up, because htea to surprise you
.. . wanted to see pleasure in your eyes whenoaked at me. Only
it didn't work out that way, did it?'

She stared at him, stunned by the bitterness indice.

'l went upstairs . . . you were just going insideiyroom. There was a
man with you--'

‘A man?' Suddenly, she remembered. 'It ywas,' she said huskily.
‘The man we thought had got the wrong floor. | itasall—Antony
was helping me to my room. | barely knew him!'

His jaw tensed. ‘At Christmas, when | tried to talkou, you told me
there was someone else.'

'l lied. I'd just heard . . .’

‘Yes, | know what you'd just heard,' he interrupdely. 'Meg and
Alison have been filling me in. It seemed that tdéin't want to lose
you any more than | did. God, | could shake youl yaur teeth
rattle! How could you think . . .?' He shook hisatlesuddenly,
looking suddenly unutterably weary and vulneraGlampion caught
hold of his sleeve.



'l was so insecure, Guy. What we had was so newpracious, |
couldn't. ..

‘Trust me?' he asked bitterly.
'‘No. Trustmyselfmy judgement. I'd been wrong once--'

‘Yes, when you were nineteen ... a child.' He tbokl of her face,
and she saw the muscle clench in his jaw as hetbakher. 'l knew
from the first | loved you, but what | didn't bang&or was how much
that love was going to disrupt my life. | thoughtduld pretend that
my work was still important when | couldn't see yeach day. |
thought | had the strength to go away and stay amean | realised
you didn't want me. | even thought | had the sttieng let you make
your own choices instead of putting pressure on gatihere | am . .
. ready to beg.

'I've spent weeks in Hollywood, just wanting to gatthe next plane
home and take you in my arms. Have you any idea W been
through these last few months, or how I felt whensister blurted
out that you were carrying my child . . . childreh® amended
huskily. "Why didn't you tell me?"

'‘Because | was frightened,’ she told him simphdidn't see how
someone like you could possibly want me, and | afesid of being
hurt again.'

He didn't answer her in words, but the expressidnd eyes made her
look away.

‘Tait says you haven't been well." He was searchargface as he
spoke. 'You fainted.'

‘It wasn't important,’ she reassured him. 'I'nright now.’

‘How all right? Well enough to get married?'



‘Married?' She felt her pulse jerk under his fisg@here they circled
her wrist.

'‘We're a little old-fashioned about these thingsiynfamily,’ he told
her drily. 'Meg tells me she's never going to spgeake again if | do
her out of her nieces.'

‘Nieces?' Campion's eyebrows rose.

'‘Oh, Meg has a thing about little girls. She's e¢noed that she and
Tait will only produce boys, and she seems to gktriShe's equally
convinced that you and | are going to produce gihlis time round,
atleast. ..

‘And is that why you want to marry me? Because ht@esn't want to
be deprived of her nieces?'

'‘No, itisn't," he told her softly. 'It's becaus#oh't want to be deprived
of the woman | love, or the children she's goingit@ me," he added,
putting his hand on her stomach.

Pleasure quivered through her, and as though shegaken it out
aloud he muttered thickly, 'Campion! God, how Inissed you.'

And then he was kissing her, fiercely, hungrilyttitey her see how
wrong she had been, and how much, how very muchdieeed her.

It was a long time before he released her.

''ve come straight here from the airport,' he todal as they walked
into the house. 'Do you suppose | could beg a bethé night?'

‘There's only mine . . '

They stopped walking, and she quivered as he deswolwvards him.



'‘And it's not very big,’ she tried to say, butmmisuth was muffling the
words, and anyway she didn't think she cared hogelar small the
bed was, just as long as they could share it.

'‘Should we be doing this?' Guy asked with sensoatentment
several hours later.

The evening sun poured in through the open windghding their
bodies, his dark and lean, hers pale and swolléntihve burden of the
new life she carried.

'l don't see why not." Campion wriggled closer tm,hher breath
catching as his hand lazily caressed her breassjts® now in the
later stages of her pregnancy.

There had been a brief moment when she had felhmfoetably
aware of her pregnancy and her clumsiness, but Kkagd/ soon
dispelled it, telling her and showing her how erdtie found her
changed shape.

His mouth replaced his fingers and she sighed rapsly as he
tugged gently on her nipple.

His hand lay splayed across her belly, and whemeleased her,
abruptly lifting his head from her breast, she ldkat him in
concern, until he made her gurgle with laughtesdoying in awe, 'My
God, we've got an audience. One of them kicked me!'

‘Serves you right for poaching on their preserv@armpion teased
him.



They were married at the end of the mouth, with '&uayother still

looking rather surprised to discover that her dldes was soon to
make her a grandmother. They were going to lookafdrouse in
Dorset, but not until after the babies were borntillthen, they

would live in Campion's small cottage.

'l know why you don't want to move,’ Campion teadath
mischievously, after the wedding was over and these alone. They
had elected not to go away. Why should they? They &ll the
privacy they needed right here at the cottage. '"éagetting to like
this small bed.’

'‘Mmm—and it's getting smaller by the day,’ Guy ctamed. It
wasn't even designed for two, never mind fouf . . .

The twins arrived safely at the end of August. Giigryed with
Campion throughout the birth.

'I'd better go and ring Meg,' he told her wrylyamgting down into the
small bundles nestled in his wife's arms.

His brother-in-law answered the phone.

‘Twin girls, | knew it!" Meg crowed when Tait repked the receiver.
‘Two adorable little girls. | can see them now,sdel in pink.'

'‘Er—no—mnot girls.'
‘Not girls?' Meg glanced sharply at him. 'You mean-

'‘Boys,' Tait told her gravely. "Twin boys. But doworry, Guy said
he'd do his best for girls next time.' He grinnedia wife. "You know
what | think?'



'‘No, and | don't want to, either," Meg said crossly

'‘Mmm—pity. My aunt Jane had three boys, you knowg then on
the fourth attempt—bingo!'

‘A girl?' Meg breathed, perking up.

‘Triplets,' Tait told her solemnly, ducking as Mibagew a cushion at
him.

‘Well, you never know ... It might work. Worth hagia try . . .’

‘Tait Drummond' she warned him direfully. 'If wevieaanother boy . .

In the hospital, Campion waited for Guy to rejoer.h
‘Told Meg the bad news?' she asked with a smile.

'‘Not Meg! I'm not that brave. | spoke to Tait ireslé He caught hold
of her hand. 'Happy?'

‘Blissfully,’ Campion assured him. '‘More than | evmagined
possible. 'She frowned, and then said thoughtfulyy ... as my
agent, what would you think about me writing a ®da my book,
telling the story of Dickon and Lynsey's children?’

'l think that's a very good idea . . . But as yousband, | don't give a
damn. | love you, Mrs French,’” he murmured agalrest mouth.
'Have | told you that?'

'Yes, but you can tell me again—I'll never getdiof hearing you say
it,’” Campion whispered back.



