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LAW OF
ATTRACTION

Penny Jordan



Judge and jury

With both her professional and personal life intsagness, Charlotte
realized she was lucky to land a position withghestigious law firm
of Jefferson & Horwich - even as a junior partneut Baniel
Jefferson was like salt in a wound. He was evenglshe'd dreamed
of being - acclaimed, honored. And very much in desna

Next to him Charlotte felt like a failure, and Dahdidn't help her
confidence, commandeering her as his assistanwanching her
closely. Her raw edge of resentment and anger lk@pattraction to
this very sexy man at bay...until Daniel voiced sty clear
objections to the distance.



CHAPTER ONE

CHARLOTTE paused outside the block of offices, studyingdlague
which read 'Jefferson & Horwich, Solicitors'.

Her knees were trembling slightly and the skirhef dark blue wool
suit, which if anything had seemed rather prim antdon, suddenly
felt uncomfortably short.

She tugged at it a little self-consciously as slamged around the
busy market square.

It was only just gone eight in the morning, butés market day and
the stallholders were already hard at work pregafan their day's
trading.

Perhaps she ought to have bought herself a neyseuiething mote
suitable for a very junior, albeit qualified sotam, just starting work
in a new practice, but the trouble was that neuwhel® were a luxury
she simply could not afford at the moment.

‘Jefferson & Horwich'. She read the name again.

Well, Richard Horwich she had already met. He maerviewed her
for the job. A comfortable middle-aged family mahavepitomised
everyone's mental image of a solicitor with a couptactice.

But as for the Jefferson...
Charlotte took a deep breath.

Face it, she told herself bitterly. You would ratte working for
almost anyone than Daniel Jefferson. The new golugre of the
legal profession, the man who had single-handedlgH@lmost, if
you excluded the odd barrister or so, and the dall@omplement of
legal staff—championed the cause of the downtrodatethis case



the victims of the negligent and callous refusalaofarge drugs
company to accept that the side-effects of theigdmad caused
detrimental physical symptoms in some of those lesoescribed it,
never mind doing anything about it, and had wontli@m not only
recognition of the drugs company's negligence,dbstd one of the
largest sums in compensation ever awarded by siBaourt.

As she stood staring at the polished brass narmage ph the front of
the elegant Georgian building she couldn't helptresting her
circumstances with those of Daniel Jefferson.

She too was a qualified solicitor. She too had omad her own
premises with her name alongside the door, and@hdiad once
championed the cause of those who sometimes semsdo need
legal advice and who nearly always could leastrdffio But there the
resemblance between them ended.

Where Daniel Jefferson was successful, feted, iatatdino doubt
with people wanting him to act for them, especiallyce the Vitalle
case had made the headlingsewas now forced to,seek work as al
employee... forced to start again right at the fafothe ladder, her
home, her business and even her fiance gone, svegllop by the
recession which was slowly strangling and destpyso many
businesses.

Perhaps she ought, as her parents and her frieqpditetling her, to
feel grateful that she had been able to get anqttemwith such
relative ease instead of still being so full of angnd resentment
about all that she had lost.

But shewasangry and she was resentful. She had worked sb h:
First just when she was studying, and then in ingrjbb as the only
female newly qualified solicitor in the large Lomdpractice where
she had been lucky enough to be employed.



She had even learned to bite on her tongue antbmetaliate when
the men she worked with tried to demote and degnadegiving her
the dullest and most routine jobs, and even on iofgriating
occasion actually asking her to make coffee forése of them. Yes,
she had worked hard then, and always with one igoalind. Her
own practice... and before she was thirty.

She had been over the moon when by what had sderbedhe most
amazingly fortuitous stroke of good luck she andd@e her fiance,
had happened to come across a small local singtegogractice-for
sale.

It had been just about the time that people wer@imgoout of

London in swarms, extolling the virtues of counligng, and, as
Bevan had told her, she would have been a fodbradve jumped on
the bandwagon.

She had bought the practice with a mortgage thee cfizvhich had
made her wince. And she had also bought hersethal £legant
town house several streets away.

After all, as she and Bevan had agreed, once tleeg married the
town house would be large enough for them both tiaed later they
could sell it ,at a decent profit and buy sometharger.

Their part of the world was an up-and-coming aredn \pitoperty
prices going through the roof, as Charlotte hadalisred when she
was gazumped both on the house and on the buskwrtsnately she
had been able to borrow enough to outbid the wbeldrazumpers,
but that had left her with no cash at all and gdasverdraft as well as
her huge mortgage.

Shehadbeen a little afraid then, but Bevan had laughdtea What
was wrong with her? he had demanded. She wasakihgtthe same
kind of risk that men had to take all the time. aW/Fs it with you



women?' he had challenged her. '"You want equatitytaen when
you get it..

He had shrugged without finishing his sentence,sbethad known
what he was implying.

Bevan was inclined to be irritable and quick to malkdgements. He
lived a very high-powered existence as a dealer wgrik the City.

Charlotte had met him through a colleague andsttshe had been a
little put off by his manner, but he had pursued s®edeterminedly
that she had not been able to help being flattered.

Their engagement was an unofficial, casual arraegémmore a
declaration of an intent to marry once they hadhhbamthieved a
certain status in their lifestyles than a formatdinal.

Charlotte knew that her parents, especially hehemtwere a little
perplexed with this arrangement. An engagementieio mother,
meant a diamond ring and a date fixed for the wegldi

Charlotte had had neither the ring nor the datelferwedding, and
now she had no fiance either.

Broodingly she looked at the immaculately painteithyg black door.
Once she opened it and went in she would be walkmg a
completely new life. Taking a retrograde step &tage in her career
she had thought she had left behind her years ago.

She was thirty-two years old. Too old to be goiagkbto the bottom
of the heap. But then, it was her own fa8lewas the one who was
responsible for her failure. She knew that.

'You failed because you took on too many charisesd Bevan had
told her brutally when she had broken down in teasrshe had told
him the news that her accountant had told herstiatould no longer



go on. That she must cease business and that wWahé&icky—very
lucky—she might just.. .just be able to sell bottogerties for
sufficient to clear the outstanding mortgages.

Wasthat it?Wasit because she had perhaps unwisely taken on-
many cases which, while worthwhile, she had alwa®vn would
never pay their way? Or was it because she wadsingb a good
enough solicitor, that she had not worked hard ghpthat she did
not have the drive... the skill... the ability ttract the kind of clients
she had so desperately needed to build up herflcagh The kind of
clients that the Daniel Jeffersons of this worlémsed to have in
abundance, she reflected miserably.

And why not? When you had been feted by every heaight
national paper there was, when every serious magazad run
articles on you, and every pseudo-current-affaneagm@mamme had
promoted and praised you, you would be inundaté¢d people who
wanted to give you their business.

As the old saying had it, nothing succeeded lilkezsss.

Which was why, in the middle of the worst recesdimndecades,
Jefferson & Horwich were taking on new staff... @thivas why she
was here, standing numbly on the doorstep of thmemises,
knowing that she ought to be grateful to whateveeak of

compassion it had been which had persuaded RidHardich to

take her on.

She was grateful, of course. But she was also abgnsed, hurt and
most of all bitterly aware of the way in which Hailure contrasted
with Daniel Jefferson's success.

And he was only thirty-seven, five years older tshe was herself,
unmarried, good-looking—at least if the Press pby@phs of him
were to be believed. She hadn't seen him on t&eviShe had been



too busy trying to clear up the financial mess Wwhi@d once been
her business, bargaining with the building soceatg the bank for
more time, until she had managed to find buyersh@rproperties.
Her properties... their properties more like. Thanlodgess they
were now off her hands and both her mortgages depaileast she
no longer had that problem to keep her awake &it.nig

-NO ... but she also had no home of her own, aerdutiwelcome
knowledge that she was having to go back to thenbetwy and start
all over again. She grimaced bitterly to hersel. ddubt she would
look wonderful in her expensive, silly designertsgiovelling to the
partners, and being asked to make tea by the joledts.

Stop it. Stop it, she warned herself. Stop feediogy for yourself.

She took a deep breath and pushed open the ddundBeer, in the
square, she heard a man wolf-whistle, probablyoates passing
young girl who had nothing more to worry her thahick of her
admirers she was going to go out with next, shectfd dejectedly.

As she disappeared inside the building, the man kadw whistled
turned and grinned at his companion.

‘Very tasty, Mr Jefferson. | don't think I've sébat one before. New,
Is she?"

'It looks like it,' Daniel Jefferson agreed non-coittally as he
waited for the stallholder to weigh out the chdesé&ad been buying.

He was going to see old Tom Smith this afternoaomTwas still
worrying about what would happen to his cottage faisdit of land
when he died. He had no direct heirs, only seudisshnt relatives on
his wife's side, and he was concerned becausemteavio make sure
that young Larry Barker, the local teenager who badn so good
about doing his shopping for him and calling rodadyive him a
hand with his garden, should not go unrewardedifdris kindness.



Tom was very partial to their creamy local chease, so Daniel had
stopped to buy him some.

So Charlotte French had actually turned up, ha@ steeshad had his
doubts when Richard had told him he had offeredHme=job.

He had read her CV, of course, and he was stilsa how well if at
all she would settle down with them. That suit Bhd been wearing,
for onething.. .personally he didn't mind how a veonor a man for
that matter chose to dress, but unfortunately sointieeir clients did

not hold the same views.

Despite all the publicity of the Vitalle court caiee majority of their
business came from the same rather conservativetraddional

segment of the population it always had come fribiwas just that
now they had a lot more of it, and extremely sls@itted, South
Molton Street suits would not be the type of thihgy would expect
from a woman solicitor. At least not if they weoetdke her seriously.

He sighed a little as he crossed the square. Hev Knem her
gualifications just how intelligent she was, but...

A pretty, smiling receptionist welcomed Charlottkem she walked
in. She obviously remembered her from her interveewl offered
immediately to show her where she would be workind where the
cloakroom was.

'Oh, but is it all right for you to leave the fraesk?' Charlotte asked
her uncertainly.

The girl smiled back at her.



'Oh, yes, Mr Horwich said | was to show you whewa'gt be working
when you arrived, I'm Ginny, by the way," she idtroed herself,
stepping out from behind her desk.

"That's Mr Horwich's room on the left,’ she toldatbtte, indicating
one of the several closed doors off the corridemd'this one is Mr
Jefferson's.’

Charlotte gave it a brief antagonistic glance. Bh@ no doubt at all
which of the partners had the most expensively mopd and
luxurious office space.

'‘And this is your office," Ginny told her, stoppiag unexpectedly at a
door immediately down the corridor from Daniel &efbn's that
Charlotte almost bumped into her.

Her office. That puzzled her a little, since she hadrbexpecting to
be sharing an office with several other junior@ars from the way
the work had been described to her. It must jusGimay's way of
describing things, she decided as Ginny openeddbefor her, but
as soon as she walked into the room she immediagebgnised that
it was equipped for only one person.

She hesitated uncertainly and looked at Ginny.

‘Are you sure...? | mean, | don't think...I thougidtbe sharing an
office with other people.'

'Oh." Ginny looked confused. 'Well, Mr Horwich s&dshow you in
here. Oh, and he said to tell you that he wouldgin this morning,
but that Mr Jefferson would explain everything tuy

Charlotte's heart sank. She glanced round theisingly spacious
and very comfortably furnished office with its wima overlooking
the town square, and suddenly her earlier angeresher, leaving
her feeling frighteningly vulnerable and nervous.



'I'd better get back to the main desk,' Ginny tad. 'Mitzi brings the
coffee round at about ten- thirty, but if you wamntdrink in the

meantime there's a machine in the staff-room. $hat'on the top
floor. Mr Jefferson had it all kitted out so tha¢ wan eat our lunch
there if we want. There's a snooker table up thedea small kitchen.
Last year we made up two snooker teams. Men vevsusen, and

the women won.' She gave a small giggle, and thenwharlotte
didn't respond she flushed and said uncertainlgll;W you're sure

there's nothing you need...’

Charlotte smiled automatically and shook her head¢ching as the
door closed behind her.

No, there was nothing she needed. If you discoutted own
business, her own home, her self- respect, hee phdr future and
her fiance.

Idly she noticed the way she had put Bevan last stee always
known that he would turn out to have feet of clapat when it came
to it he would not want to stand by her.. .thahhd only wanted her
while she was successful, while she enhanced hrs iavage of
himself? Had heverloved her as he had claimed to do? And, ev
worse, had she really ever loved him—the way h#refaand her
mother loved one another, for instance?

She moved over to the window and stood looking damta the

square; a man was approaching the office door. de tall and
broad-shouldered, his thick dark brown hair gligtin the sunshine,
and he moved energetically, lithely.

He was wearing an extremely conservative dark slue She could

see the crisp white edge of his cuff beneath #eve of his jacket. It
was the kind of suit worn by a professional man.asnountant ... a
solicitor... Her heart gave a small fierce bounchapaused on the



step and then looked up towards her window, alrasesthough he
was aware of her scrutiny.

She recognised him immediately, of course, evenghahe only
photographs she had seen of him had been grainyednith the flesh
she was much more physically aware of the streafjthaleness, of
his bone-structure, the strength and the poweimof h

The suit he was wearing might be that of a tradélacconservative
man, but the body beneath it was unequivocally hcargd male.

She took a hasty step back into the room, her flasking as she
pushed angry fingers into her hair, flipping it badf her face.

Her hair was the only thing she had refused to ghamhen Bevan
had insisted on helping her to update herselfal straight and thick,
with the glossy sheen of good health, its darka@dur completely
natural, although people sometimes refused to\melte She wore it
in a shoulder-length bob, its silky richness inkgtg contrast to her
pale skin and blue-green eyes.

Bevan had wanted her to have expensive coursesbéd treatment
to tan her skin, complaining that being so pale wdashionable and
unattractive, but she had always refused, pointingto him the
dangers that pale-skinned people like herself esedfefrom
over-exposure to either natural or artificial tamgnrays.

Perhaps she should have seen the warning signsutiserecognised
that Bevan wanted her for the image he believedcshid project
rather than for the person she actually was. She deatainly
discovered very quickly that, once the image, trepgings of
success, had gone, Bevan had gone as well.

All right, so maybe once she had recovered fromstiwck she had
found that her pride was more hurt than her héart,even so... It



would be a long time before she trusted a membéheinale sex
romantically again.

What galled her the most was that Bevan had besorth to pursue
her, showering her with flowers, flattering her lwibutrageous
compliments. And at the same time trying to chamhge, she
reminded herself wryly.

Her parents and her sister believed she was lodtt@ithout him and
she knew that they were right. Like the practicer house, her
expensive car, Bevan was a luxury she could nodoatjord.

At least the only debt she had outstanding now Wwas bank
overdraft. Theonly. Her mouth twisted a little, worry shadowing he
face, her full lips tightening as she fought totcohher feelings.

She had resisted fiercely at first when her pareatsinsisted on her
living at home rent free; to have to return homedite in the first
place at her age was galling, almost humiliatiregpdte the fact that
she loved and got on well with her family, but,they had gently
pointed out, she had a large overdraft to repayitamds silly to have
to spend money on rented accommodation while batekdst rates
were so high.

Even the small second-hand car she was now usiritavel the
fifteen or so miles to this, her new job, had beeovided by her
father. Tears pricked her eyes briefly as she reveeed how
ashamed and miserable she had felt when he had git@ her. It
wasn't that she particularly regretted losing thight red BMW
sports model she had previously been driving. intpaf fact she had
come to find it too ostentatious and had felt dgutemcomfortable
driving it. No, what hurt was knowing that she Haded; that she
was as dependent on her parents as she had bestudent; perhaps
even more so.



Not that either they or Sarah, her elder sisted, d@ne anything to
suggest that they felt anything but sympathy far, bat sometimes
even sympathy was hard to bear.

She felt so guilty, she recognised, and so asha8tezlhad allowed
herself to be carried away by Bevan's grand schentlesut thinking
them through properly. She had behaved foolishlyd a
over-confidently and she had no one to blame forphnesent plight
but herself.

But what hurt most of all was that anyone knowingatvhad

happened to her must surely suspect her of beinfggmionally

incompetent in some way, and, even at the same dsnghe was
fiercely grateful to Richard Horwich for giving htis job, she was
almost resentful in some ways of what she suspewntesd have been
a charitable impulse on his patrt.

With so many newly qualified solicitors looking f@bs, what had
made him take orher, someone who had already shown ho
inefficient she was?

Her father had told her that she was too hard oseffethat she had
simply, like others, ridden the crest of a finahei@ave which had
retreated, leaving her high and dry. Maybe, but exatryone had
been caught out by the roller-coaster of the shaepim the property
market and its subsequent downturn.

Look at Daniel Jefferson, for instance. Her heamnksa little. She just
hoped that she wouldn't have to come into too noocitact with him.

It was perhaps illogical of her to feel so... sdagonistic towards
him, so resentful almost, and it was also unlike bat her normal
good humour seemed to have become eroded oversth&x months
or so. She felt raw and vulnerable, unable to &tengelf repeatedly
going over and over what had happened, wishinghadeseen what
was coming and protected not just herself but tluddeer clients to



whom she had given her services free of chargestisYes, it was a
great pity she had not had the foresight that Daeiiferson seemed
to exhibit to such spectacular effect. He obvioushfike her, had an
eye for a successful cause, she decided moodily.

Look at the way he had taken on the huge Vitallegbmmerate and
achieved such a spectacular success...

She heard a door opening and the sound of someoviegrabout in
the adjacent office, and quickly sat down at hen aesk. Daniel
Jefferson had obviously arrived to start on hisslasprk.

What would it be today? she wondered bitterly. Sdngh-profile
court case that would win him further acclaim; tpeeparation
perhaps for a television interview? She had reamhaof the papers
how impressed the Press had been by the way hédratled his
interviewers. Some people were like that, courgaglicity, thriving
on it. She remembered the small humiliating piéwelsad seen in the
local paper describing the closing-downheir practice, pointing her
out as one of the victims of the recession.

She had to put the past behind her, her fathertdlddher gently,
adding that there was no disgrace in having triedl failed; that he
would rather she'd had the courage to do that@admit her failure
than had opted for the safety of a job in somedlaayporation.

But Charlotte couldn't help remembering how proad rarents had
been of her when she had first qualified. Somehow she felt she
had no right to their pride, and that she certaidg no right to the
respect and trust of her colleagues.

While she was lost in these unhappy thoughts Heeadoor opened.
She tensed, blinking away the tears that had beeatening and
struggling to stand up, cursing as she did so trarght, too short
skirt.



'‘Qh, Mr Horwich --' she began, and then stoppedabse it wasn't
Richard Horwich who was standing there, Richardwicm whom
she had naturally expected—forgetting Ginny's Wordker state of
confusion—to seek her out to tell her exactly wheat duties were
going to be. It was Daniel Jefferson.



CHAPTERTWO

'I'M SORRY," Charlotte began to apologise, cursing herselfniot
looking at him properly before addressing him by wrong name.

‘That's all right," Daniel Jefferson told her easiie was smiling at
her, she noticed, a nice warm smile which for soeason increased
her resentment of him, and her discomfort with &krs

'I'm sorry | wasn't here when you arrived. | wataged on the way
this morning, but Ginny will have shown you wheregthing is.

I've arranged with Margaret Lewis, who's in chaojeour trainee
solicitors, to come down from upstairs at half-gastto take you up
to the nursery to introduce you to them.'

‘The nursery?"
He smiled again.

'Sorry. That's what we call the room where the gptminees we
have here work. Partially because they are trairae®k partially
because they're housed on the top floor in whatva¢rone time,
when this was a private house, the actual nurseries

He stopped speaking and looked assessingly atCierlotte was

immediately self-consciously aware of the almosishrLondonness
of her appearance, and only just managed to tegiging at the hem
of her skirt. Was it her imagination or did a snsaflile really curl the

corners of his mouth as he glanced at her? Shel deal her skin

beginning to burn.

It was all very well for him, she decided bittenlyith his expensive
hand-tailored suit; she doubted that he had evem be hard up that
he couldn't afford to buy himself clothes, evenictstore clothes,
never mind the kind of things he was wearing righw. Well, let him
deride her if he liked; she didn't care. Only shew that she did. Just



as she cared thae was the one who was standing here instructit
her rather than Richard Horwich... just as she ddlhat she had
apparently been isolated from the rest of the stadif put in an office
adjacent to his own.

Why? Was it because despite the apparent warmihaofsmile he
had really not wanted her here on the staff? Hagdrbaps even
objected to his partner's hiring someone like haifailure... a person
who had not made the same resounding success oétesr that he
had so patently made of his?

Had she been put here in this solitary office anmstructions so that
he could monitor her work... so that he could kaegheck on her,
because he did not trust her professionally? Shpested that she
had.

Her pride, already lacerated by what she had eddstang bitterly
under this fresh assault.

‘Do you think you'll be comfortable in here?' hé&exk her now. 'l
know you're used to working on your own, so hoggfybu won't
find the isolation too much of a bugbear. Of coursgmally the
communicating door will be open.' He nodded to ardeet into the
wall, which Charlotte belatedly realised must cartries office with
hers.

Her bitterness and her resentment nearly chokeddhne listened to
him. Did he really think he actually neededwatchher while she
worked?

She could feel her fingers curling into her palimst nails digging
into her hands as she fought the temptation tdbedlwhat he could
do with his job. She must not, could not, give wayhat temptation.
She tried to concentrate on that awful burdensoveedoaft, on the
kindness and generosity of her parents. She wasnatposition



where she could afford to turn her back on a j@my.job...no matter
how much she might detest its provider.

Not thathe had actually given her the job. She could justgime it
now, she decided bitterly. She could just visualidgat must have
happened when Richard Horwich had announced thbateffered
the job to her.

Richard would have had to show him her CV, of ceuasd it was all
there... she had held nothing back, feeling thabild be dishonest
to do so.

During the interview Richard had questioned heywosely about
the failure of her practice, and she had answenedftankly and
honestly.

She could well imagine how angry a man like Dadedferson must
have been- when he had learned she had been off@ckchad
accepted the job.

He was speaking to her again and she forced hdosetincentrate,
her face an icy mask of remoteness as she listertad.

'I've prepared a list of the cases | most urgemlyd your help with. |
thought it might help if you spend a few days faanising yourself
with the files. They cover quite a wide spreadhofigs.

'l don't know whether or not Richard explaineaiiyou, but this was
originally a small country practice. No one hers baer specialised
in one patrticular field. We prefer to deal with wéger comes our
way—rather like GPs. It's my belief anyway thataod spread of
work makes for a far more interesting work-load] arhere we feel
that something is beyond our scope we either te&eclient on, or, if
we feel we can do so, we take it on with the protmst the client can
seek other advice if he or she feels that we adeirig a good job for



them. It may be old-fashioned but it suits us, Bvel found I'm not
too keen on specialising in one particular field.'

Charlotte could feel her face burning. Did he haveemind her of

her own folly in concentrating on all that convegmg? She wanted
to tell him that she had had no alternative; thattsad simply not had
the time to expand her field of operations. . wah the property

market so active and then with all the work sheta&dn on without

any payment because she had felt the cause to ewinde.

Bevan had been furious with her about that. Thelyargued about it
constantly, but she had pointed out to him thaaghertime and that
she had the right to give it freely if she wishAdd even if she had
not made any money she had had the gratificatitn@iving that she
had been able to help people who otherwise would Head no
chance at all of getting justice. Going to law was expensive
business, and not everyone was eligible for leghl a

‘This is a new departure for me,' Daniel Jeffera@s saying. 'lI've
never worked in such close collaboration with areyafse before,
apart from when | was newly qualified, when | watker my father.
He's retired now, of course.

'However, | have to admit with the work-load | hatehe moment |
do need a qualified assistant.’

An assistantShehad been employed as Daniel Jefferson's assist:
Charlotte bit the inside of her mouth to prevemrt sharp protest she
could feel bubbling in her throat erupting vocalMothing had been
said to her about working exclusively for Danigifdeson when she
was offered the job. On the contrary, she had asduhat she would
be one of a team-of junior qualified solicitors Wiog for the practice
in much the same way as qualified solicitors workadthe legal
departments of large companies. They would, sharhadined, do
all the dirty work while Daniel Jefferson creamdtitbe-glory.



To discover that she was going to be working exeélg for him and
under his direct control had come as a very unplgashock.

The temptation to challenge him to reveal the trintbtead of

cloaking it with pseudo-flattery, and to admit thfar from believing

she could be of any real help to him, his real psepin having her
installed here in the office next to his own wasawese he simply did
not trust her almost overwhelmed her.

It galled her more than she could bear to admretdise what had
happened. If only she could afford to give in te ttemands of her
pride, to tell him that she had changed her mirttithat she no longer
wanted his job and to walk out of here with herchiald high.

But she couldn't. She had no option but to gritteeth and give him
a frosty little smile.

Shewas, after all, a mere employee... dr@vas the mighty Daniel
Jefferson, and if he dictated that she was to spendvorking life
making coffee and posting letters there was darheha could do
about it.

All at once the misery and the frustration of tastlfew humiliating
months boiled up inside her in a fierce surge obteon directed at
the man standing opposite her.

It was all right for him. He, no doubt, had never p foot wrong,
never made a mistake, and he had certainly neviéersd the
humiliation of losing almost everything... caregnome... lover...

Not that she and Bevan had actually been lovdtsiphysical sense,
oddly enough. After his passionate and ferventypucs her he had
become so engrossed in reorganising her careehanithage that
somehow there had never seemed to be any timbdor to actually
become lovers. Whenever they went out, it had adwasen witha
crowd of Bevan's friends, high-profile men and waonfeom the



same world he himself inhabited, who talked cooflyourn-out and
'yuppie flu' and who seemed to take the view thadiig time to
develop personal relationships was somehow sontethat did not
fit into their plans for their lives.

Charlotte had gone along with it because ... becBaesan had swept
her off her feet, she admitted miserably.

She heard Daniel Jefferson asking if there washamytshe needed.

If there was anything she needed... Yes, she ndeeleself-respect
back, she thought bitterly. She needed to salvephee, to feel that
people believed in her, that they trusted her moémnal ability. She
needed all those things and more, but she wasanog ¢go get them
from this man.

She gave him another cold, tight smile.

'‘No, there's nothing | need," she told him cargfulbhe fully
understood what he had said to her. If he woul@ duer the list of
files he wanted her to study...

She was damned if she was going to ask him whefiaddhe files,
she reflected ten minutes later.

The list had apparently been on his desk and whdrall opened the
communicating door so that he could go and coltestte had been
surprised to discover that his office was not abishe had imagined.
The furniture was slightly old- fashioned, comfdita easy chairs
either side of a fireplace, a heavy partners' daskont of the
window and, most incongruously, a large wooden toghildren's
toys in one corner.

'l find them useful when I'm dealing with divorcases,' he told her,
seeing her look at them. 'Very often if I'm actiiog the woman she
brings her children with her. It helps to distréem.’



What she hadn't seen in his office, though, haa la@g evidence of
any filing cabinets.

Perhaps she could ask this Margaret Lewis whennstteher, or
perhaps she could ask Ginny the receptionist.

The communicating door was still open. Charlottegled to close it,
to shut herself off from the man working in theajnt room, the
man who trusted her so little that he had had laeeg here under his
visual jurisdiction, but even such a small choiselasing a door was
not hers to make, she fumed bitterly. She was aplame now,
dependent on the whims and the commands of others.

At half-past ten she heard a knock on her outécetfoor. When she
got up to answer it the woman standing outsid@dhtced herself as
Margaret Lewis.

She was in her fifties, tall with thick strong haimd a warm smile.

If she shared Daniel Jefferson's lack of faith imaflotte's

professional competence she certainly wasn't hetyay and as she
accompanied her up the stairs Charlotte felt hetssdin to relax

slightly, for the first time that morning.

'‘We're quite a small, close-knit unit here," Maggdold her as they
went upstairs. 'l like to think that it comes frahe firm's originally
being started by a woman.'

‘A woman!'
Charlotte paused on the stairs to stare at her.

Margaret smiled.



'Yes. Lydia Jefferson started up in practice hest gfter she had
gualified, when she was unable to get work with asyablished
practice. A very adventurous step for a woman aséhdays.'

‘Lydia Jefferson?' Charlotte questioned. 'Thenrahst have been...
Was she related to Daniel Jefferson in some way?"

'His great-aunt,' Margaret confirmed. 'She had lbered for several
years when | first came to work as an office juniout she still took a
very strong interest in the practice. In fact itswshe who first
encouraged me to take my own articles and to qu&He and Daniel
were very close. When he was quite small, stijuator school, she
used to bring him down here with her sometimes.

'She had very strong views on women's rights tdrobtheir own
lives and she was vehement in her support of tdengiog. Daniel is
very like her in that. Much more so than his fatheino, although
kind, was much more the traditional stereotype leé tountry
solicitor.

Daniel was a brilliant student and many people gfbuhe should
have opted to become a barrister, but he was aldetgsmined that
he wanted to .work here, continuing the traditistablished by his
aunt.'

‘But surely now with all the publicity surrounditize Vitalle case he
must at least be tempted to take advantage otibsess and perhaps
move the practice to London?"

Margaret shook her head.

'‘Oh, no, Daniel would never do that,' she told Giter calmly. She
said it so positively and with such faith and affil@e that Charlotte
felt her resentment against Daniel Jefferson stegelliously inside
her. It was all right for him. He had had everythimanded to him on
a plate. All he had had to do was to qualify arehtto step into the



comfortable world waiting for him. A world labourefdr by a
woman...

A woman who had succeeded as she had not, andsatmigreater
odds, Charlotte reminded herself miserably as thaghed the top of
the stairs and Margaret Lewis opened a door ofatiaing.

Inside the large sunny room eight people sat dtsdesrking. The
room buzzed with the hum of computers and eleatrequipment.
All along one of the shorter walls were racks coniay the familiar
packages of papers and legal briefs tied with piotkon.

It was obvious immediately that the people in tlo®m were
extremely busy and yet the atmosphere was ondeoded happiness,
a young woman leaning over the shoulder of a malkague,
teasing him about something as she helped himanghery.

There was, Charlotte recognised, a bright-eyed tyuand an
enthusiasm about the occupants of this room thdbhsav much they
enjoyed their work, and there was also an alertabssit them, an
eagerness that she recognised as the kind of eadhupossessed by
those who were the best of their peer group.

Without knowing any of them, she immediately kndvattthese
trainees were all of them high achievers, quicktieliilgent,
hard-working, much as she had once been herselftHeyt had
something she recognised that she had never readly they were
free of the anxiety that had plagued her almoshftoe moment she
had set up her own practice.

If they knew about her professional history theyaveertainly not
showing it, as Margaret introduced them to hertheg reacted with
what appeared to be genuine warmth.

One or two of the boys eyed her short skirt apptealy, but no one
displayed any antagonism or unpleasantness towards



'‘Bless 'em,' Margaret commented after she hadcdkbeeoffice door
and was standing on the landing with Charlotte.eylile a
hard-working lot, but inclined to get a little higipirited at times.
Daniel believes in giving them as much responsybiis they can
handle without overburdening them, and | must adtsita recipe
they seem to thrive on. What we prefer to do essign someone to a
specific case, so that he or she can see the whogethrough rather
than merely acting as a clearing house for the rmn@dackground
work.

'When you come to start work on Daniel's files {fduid inside the
cover the name of the trainee assigned to that aaseany work you
want doing you can either instruct the trainee eomed direct or, if
you prefer, you can route your instructions throogh

'l realise that for the next few days, until yondiyour feet, you're
going to be tied to your desk and the files, buteoypou're properly
settled in it might be nice to have lunch togethes day.'

‘Yes, I'd like that," Charlotte told her with genaienthusiasm. 'There
Is one thing you could help me with," she addedhe exactly do |
find the files?'

Margaret smiled at her.
'‘Come with me.'

As she headed back downstairs she told Charlaodtievthen Lydia
Jefferson had first decided to set up her own m@ashe had bought
this house with a small legacy, and thanks in tlannto Daniel's
Insistence it had stayed much as it was rather lblegmg converted
into a modern soulless @mnment behind a classic facade
'‘However, as we've expanded we've grown progrdgssiert of
space, and the files or at least Daniel's filesnawe housed in what
originally was a large walk-in airing- cupboard.



'Here they are,' she told Charlotte as they stoppdtie next landing.
She opened a door into a small oblong room, itdswaded with
shelves filled with files.

'‘Dead files are stored in the basement. Theserdyecorrent cases.

'‘We operate a simple system. They are kept her@phabetical

order, and if you find that one is missing chanaes either that
Daniel has it out or that one of the trainees ésdhlprit. | have tried

to institute a system whereby everyone logs tles fihey take out, but
I'm afraid so far it's proving a little difficulotimplement.

'If there's anything you want to know, or any hgho need, just give
me a ring, or pop up and see me. I'm on extensidn' 2he told
Charlotte.

Thanking her, Charlotte headed back to her owrceffiAt least
Margaret wasn't antagonistic towards her, but perhaps wed
because as yet she did not know the truth about her

As she stepped into her office Charlotte heard &auaill out to her.
'‘Could you come into my office for a moment, plea&Searlotte?’
Reluctantly she did so.

He was seated behind his desk, and while she stolmdnt of him,
seething with resentment and misery, she was fbirdware of the
contrast between them.

He looked up, smiling at her; a smile he had nabtlaised to good
effect for the television screens, she reflectedlgoSurely his teeth
were too white...too perfect...but then she nottbadl one of his front
ones was slightly chipped. Oddly that cheered Ipea little. So Mr
Perfect wasn't entirely perfect after all.



- "-"Here's an addition to the list of the files likke you to familiarise
yourself with," he told her. In order to take tis¢ from him she had to
step closer to his desk, so close that she cahnglfidint clean scent of
his skin. He wasn't wearing aftershave; that waise qdefinitely
merely soap she could smell. She scowled. Oneeahiihgs she had
never wholly cared for about Bevan was his addictio a
particularly strong male cologne. Nothing she hadrbable to say to
him had ever convinced him that she found it méetarn-off than a
turn-on.

'‘Help yourself to a cup of coffee,' she heard Dameiéing her, ‘and
then pull up a chair. I'll give you a brief resuaieeach of these cases
and then I'd like you to read through the files @ik me your
professional opinion of the strengths and weakrsesteach case.'

Fortunately she had her back to him as he spok@dnéurned at his
first words to see where she was supposed to geofiee from. A
coffee filter jug and heater stood discreetly te siue of the toy box,
complete with china mugs and everything else, arsha focused on
it she felt her backbone stiffen. What a mammoth g man had,
she fumed as she poured herself some coffee. Wamhe/ trying to
do—test her... as though she were a child sittisgadling test? And
then swiftly on the heels of this angry thought eaanother and more
disturbing one. What if itvassome kind of test? If she failed it... if
her judgements on his cases did not exactly caeneith his, would
he use that as further means of her incompetendesaak her
dismissal?

She shivered a little as she added milk to hereepfdh mental image
of her most recent bank statement reminding h&owf important it
was that she kept this job. The salary was exdeldam it was close
enough for her to be able to live at home. And radten how much
such dependence on her parents hurt her prides We&s no getting
away from the fact that until she had cleared dhratdraft she simply



could not afford to pay rent and she most certaiolyid not afford a
mortgage.

The bank had been very understanding; they hadeoffeer extra
time to repay the overdraft, but her pride had giblat that. She
wanted it reduced and repaid as quickly as possMrid besides, as
her father had pointed out, there was the burdé¢heolheavy interest
payments.

Schooling her features into icy blankness, sheetirround and
walked back to the desk.

As she sat down she was briefly and uncomfortalvgre of the way
her skirt rode up along her thighs, but when shieedaa brief glance
at Daniel Jefferson he was looking at some papelssodesk, and he
didn't lift his head until she was sitting down.

As she listened to him describing each of the casdbke list she was
reluctantly forced to admit that either he had adymemory for
facile detail or he was deeply and genuinely inedlwith every case
that he took on.

She preferred to think it was the former; it waeaall the kind of
showmanship she would have expected from someode stamuch
of by the media, but honesty compelled her to dcteqat it was
probably the latter. But then, being a good sdicitlid not
necessarily make him a good human being, she kel grimly.

At five to one, even though they were only halfwiagough the list,
he stopped and told her, 'l think that's enouglof@ session. | have a
business appointment this lunchtime and | doubt tHabe back
before three, so | think it might be as well if {gé& the rest of the list
until tomorrow.

'l don't know if you've made any arrangementsdach, but if not we
do have a staff-room upstairs.’



‘Yes, thank you. Ginny has already told me that."'

As she spoke, her voice curt and crisp, Charlotes \eriefly

conscious of the thoughtful look he gave her. Tiomense irritation

she could feel herself flushing slightly, and simew that had her
mother been present she would have chided heefaattitude.

She had brought some sandwiches for her lunchtdvine was well
known to her, small but busy with a very pleasdétlelpark by the
river, and she had planned originally to have luthare.

However, it was a cool day with a grey sky andisie to admit that
she would probably be more comfortable in the stadimn.

She was touched when she walked back into hereaffi¢éind Ginny
waiting there for her.

'It can sometimes be awkward when you're new," giald her with
a friendly smile. 'So | thought I'd come and segorfi wanted to go
upstairs for lunch.’

‘Thank you. I've brought some sandwiches with neabse | wasn't
sure. | had planned to eat them by the river, tastrather cold.’

As they walked out into the corridor a woman washicq the other
way.

She was taller, much taller than Charlotte, who bea®ly five foot
three, with glossy black hair cut and permed imardhtic style that
suggested she made frequent visits to a hairdiesstar make-up
too was immaculate, if rather overdone for Chaglsttaste. She was
wearing a suit which Charlotte recognised as ##ssn's Chanel and
there was a large and very ostentatious diamorgl am her ring
hand.



She gave the two women a cold sharp glance andcdgitb Ginny,
‘The reception desk is unattended. I'm sure Dampgl't be pleased
about that." And then she looked at Charlotte,dyess hardening a
little as her glance lingered just a little too doon Charlotte's suit.
Her mouth compressed and, although she said not@Gimaylotte was
left very much aware of what she thought of hereapance.

As soon as she had disappeared into Daniel's d&iicey whispered,
‘That's Mrs Patricia Winter§heMrs Patricia Winters... widow of the
late Paul Winters." She grinned as Charlotte lookgdtified. 'He
was a local man—a property millionaire. She marhed when he
was sixty- odd and she was twenty-three. Now he'd ded rumour
has it that she's looking for a second husbandlsatdhis time she's
going for the jackpot. Looks as well as wealthe $biled her eyes.

'‘Poor Daniel. They're saying upstairs in the nyrfieat it's a pity that
solicitors aren't protected from their clients hretsame way that
doctors are from their patients.’

'‘Maybe he doesnitantto be protected,’ Charlotte suggested. In fact
seemed to her that Patricia Winters would be thalichate for a man
like Daniel Jefferson.

'Oh, no, he couldn't possibly want to marry hershheuch too nice,’
Ginny protested.

What was the man running here, a practice or lig? Charlotte
wondered sourly. Welkhecertainly wasn't going to join. Everyone
else might think he was wonderful, ®itecertainly did not.

'‘Mrs Winters is a client, then?' she commentedhasasad Ginny went
upstairs.

'‘Mm, although since her husband died she seemgdd Daniel's
advice far more than Paul Winters ever did whewag alive.'



As she glanced out of the window Charlotte sawttherte was a large
Rolls-Royce parked outside. A chauffeur was opetiregdoor and
Patricia Winters was stepping inside it. Daniel wtanding beside
her. Sothatwas his business appointment. Nice work if you gan
it, Charlotte reflected acidly.

Wherever they were going, she doubted that theyldvba eating
sandwiches, unless they were the smoked salmoceaate variety,
combined with a bottle of champagne and consumétkiprivacy of
Mrs Winters's undoubtedly luxurious and very glaous bedroom.

Abruptly Charlotte frowned, her face flushing atldéit as she
recognised with some distaste the direction otth@ughts. Whatever
she might think of Daniel Jefferson, she had ndtrig allow her
imaginationthat particular kind of inventive licence.



CHAPTER THREE

ONE of the files she had been instructed to study doficourse have
to come under 'A', Charlotte reflected wryly as sjlanced up

towards the topmost shelf, several feet above kadhbut as she
chewed on her bottom lip and wondered how on esini was

supposed to get to the file she suddenly saw #pelatiders carefully
stowed away in a corner.

They were the lightweight aluminium kind and easytfer to pick up
and carry and open out. Anxious to collect thesfdad start work on
reading them, she hurried up the steps, cursingrural breath as she
recognised the folly of doing so in high heels aredraight skirt. She
had never particularly liked heights and she redlia little queasily
that in order to reach the file she wanted she gasg to have to
stand on the topmost step and that she would hatheng to hold on
to other than the shelf itself.

Her mind filled with the horrendous mental visidntloe metal rack,
steps, files and all toppling over completely as clang to it, causing
her to balance herself as carefully as she couidowt relying on it
for support.

As she looked quickly along the rack for the fileeswanted she
realised that she had positioned the ladders togeclo the AM's
rather than the 'AN' section that she needed.

Trust her. Now she couldn't even do a simple jod tiollecting a few
files efficiently. Irritated with herself and fruated with impatience,
she leaned over as far as she could, cursing ureddsreath as she
felt her skirt pull tightly against her legs, impegl her. The file was
tantalisingly close. If she could just stretch oatfew more
centimetres she would be able to reach it with@wirg to go to all
the bother of climbing down the steps, repositigrillem and then
climbing up them again.



She held her breath, stretching her body as fashascould as she
reached for the file.

'What the...?'

The shock of hearing Daniel Jefferson's sharp exal@n made her
turn defensively to face him, but she had forgotten precarious
position on the ladders, and as she turned shéhéett rock beneath
her with the unsteadiness of her own movementsshadcknew that
she was going to fall.

Only she didn't; instead of finding herself in gnaminious heap on
the floor at Daniel Jefferson's feet, she foundséléin the equally

ignominious position of being held against his badye reached out
and grabbed her before she could fall.

Several equally unpalatable facts hit her at timeestime: firstly that
she had made a complete and absolute fool of henselno doubt
further confirmed his belief that she was not timellof employee he
wanted; secondly that as she fell she must hal@ddisd some of the
files and that they and their contents were nowgyn a puddle of
papers and tape on the floor while the ladderse@anrunkenly
against the shelves; and, thirdly, and most unalalatof all, Daniel

was holding her so that her breasts were virtuailya level with his
eyes and, even worse, she was horribly aware oflehgth of

dark-tight-covered thigh she was now exposing.

'It's OK, I've got you,"' she heard him telling has, if she needed
telling. She had a perfectly good set of sensestlaag were fast
relaying to her that not only had he 'got herha$ad put it, but that
for some extraordinary reason her body actuallyneekto rather like
the sensation of his solid male warmth against it.

Impossible. She didn't evdike the man, much less... She closed h
eyes against the attack of vertigo that hit heDasiel started to



lower her to the ground, instinctively grabbing dobf his
jacket-covered arms to combat her dizziness.

‘Are you sure you're OK?' she heard him askingakdrer feet finally
touched the floor. "That could have been quitesiynaccident. What
on earth were you doing, anyway?'

Now that he had released her and stepped backHesmso that he
could look at her, Charlotte pushed the feelingslsd experienced
when he had held her to the back of her mind. Quatarally, as well

as shock, she was now also suffering from embamass and

temper.

'l should have thought that was obvious,' she latd, ignoring the
first part of his question. 'l was trying to reachile.'

She flushed as he looked from her to the laddarsirig against the
shelves.

‘Mm... but surely not on those? Why didn't you tieother ladders?
We had them specially designed for the top shélves.

The other ladders. Charlotte swallowed, and felt her faeen# as
Daniel walked past her and then closed the dotrdadoom, so that
she could see in the wall space alongside the dopair of tall

aluminium ladders.

'‘As you can see, these have a guide rail on theegifecally to
prevent the kind of accident you so nearly susthine

As she swallowed her humiliation and fury Charlat#ed to tell
him that if he hadn't startled her she would not have fallentlodf
ladders in the first place.



‘After all, this is a solicitors' practice,' heddher wryly. 'Don't you
think we're well aware of the dangers of litigatishould our
employees damage themselves in the execution iofwbek?'

The room was so small and he was so tall, so.igsthht suddenly
there didn't seem to be enough air. Charlotte fotlnad she was
having difficulty in breathing somehow. She was savhat Daniel

was watching her... that he was, in fact, shegedlafter one quick
startled look at him, looking at her mouth.

Immediately she was filled with an irresistible dee touch her lips
with her tongue-tip. Why, she asked herself sayagelsee if they're
still there? Of course they are, and what you'ragless one of the
oldest and most provocative come-ons there is. Kihe of trick

some third-rate film director might pull. Maybe daoyt she still
couldn't stop herself from doing it, a quick reflastion, instinctive
and unstoppable.

She must be going crazy, she decided light- hegdidhust be the
lack of air in the room, the shock of her near-deot. She swayed
slightly on her feet and heard Daniel asking hetimgAre you sure
you're OK?"'

She parted her lips to speak and then froze asade mmsmall, almost
inaudible sound. When she looked at him his eyere vee dark
glittering grey. He must have some special mesmauieers, she
thought dizzily as she tried to look away and cowdtl No wonder he
was the darling of the media. He probably mesmeériss TV
audiences in the same way that he was mesmerising h

Angry with herself for her weakness, she closeddyes and turned
her head away, taking a deep calming breath.

When she opened her eyes again she felt no betiegt least she
was no longer looking directly at him.



'I'm fine," she told him shortly, and then, as Bkaded for the door,
she found the will-power to say grittily, "What ypyou managed to
catch me. If you hadn't done and I'd fallen on yojuring you,you
could have sued me.'

To her surprise he laughed, and then surpriseckVem further by
telling her, 'Lydia would havevedyou.'

She had her hand on the door-handle when he stdpgredaking

hold of her so gently but so powerfully that shaldamnly stare up at
him. She gave him a suspicious angry look, her teasesisting him
as she glared at him.

'l don't know what you think you're doing.'

He was still smiling at her, but now his smile &l a little and his
voice was crisply cool as he told her, 'l think yought want
to—er—adjust your skirt before you leave.'

With that he stepped past her and opened the @iouly closing it
and leaving her shut in the small room, her facéreras she glanced
down and saw the ruched, untidy state of her sknd, the length of
thigh it exposed.

She was perilously close to angry tears as sheddaite fabric back
down, and then set about tidying up the mess ofidbe

Damn him. Damn him. It was all his fault... if hadm't startled her...

It was a further half an hour or so before shedall@cted the rest of
the files. When she went back to her office herth&nk as she saw
that the communicating door to Daniel's office wasen.

He was on the telephone when she went in, andeawalked to her
own desk she saw a packet of sandwiches open on his



He had finished his call and replaced the recetuenjng towards her
as he asked, 'You got the rest of the files witlamytproblems, then?'

Her stiff, 'Yes, thank you,' should have madeaimpkhat any kind of
conversation with him was the last thing she wanbetl he seemed
unaware of her coldness, adding, 'I'm just tryingshatch some
lunch. | didn't get time for anything to eat eatlie

As Charlotte turned her back on him her face burmath
indignation. Did he really think she was remotaljerested in the
way he and his... his client had spent their luncbrf She was
tempted to make some derisory comment, but shendsdiherself
just in time that she was a mere employee, andwese grip on her
job was tenuous in the extreme.

She spent the rest of the afternoon reading thrthghrst of the files
and she was relieved when at half-past three Daloséd the door
between them, saying that he had a client interview

‘Later, once you've acquainted yourself with theteots of the files,
| shall of course expect you to sit in on any rat@vnterviews.'

To sir in onhis interviews, but not to conduct any of her owr
Charlotte thought balefully once the door was dosAnother
indication of how little he trusted her professibjuagement.

At four o'clock her office door opened and Richei@wich came in.

'I'm sorry | wasn't here to welcome you this mogpihe told her with
a fatherly smile. 'Unfortunately | was in counmIsure you're settling
In very well, though.'

‘Yes... Yes, thank you. I...I didn't realise | wadbdde working solely
for Mr Jefferson.’



Richard raised his eyebrows a little at her fortival but Charlotte
noticed that he looked a little uncomfortable astdid her, 'Yes,
well...l...that is... With his increased work-loade both felt that
Daniel needed his own qualified assistant.'

It was just as she had suspected, Charlotte decideddecision to
make her Daniel Jefferson's assistant had only lbeken once
Daniel had seen her CV and decided that she wate et trusted to
work on her own.

She wanted to protest that she wagualified solicitor, not a child
needing constant supervision, but she struggleduiapress the
bitterness and resentment churning inside her,ndimg herself of
how much she needed to keep this job.

Richard had barely been gone for ten minutes wioemesne else
knocked on Charlotte's door.

The girl who came in was pretty and very pregn&hie smiled at
Charlotte and introduced herself.

'I'm Anne, Daniel's secretary, and yours of coutsikad a clinic
appointment this morning.' She patted her stomadrgamaced. 'I'll
be glad when he or she eventually decides to adrizan tell you.'

'Is it.. .is it your first baby?' Charlotte askesr h
A little to her surprise, Anne shook her head.

'‘No, we already have a four-year-old, Jeremy. Petgrhusband,
works from home. He's a computer analyst and h&swviveelance.
When Jeremy was born | had planned to stay at hwitie him
full-time, but with Peter there as well... Well temes | found it rather
claustrophobic, and with this one | definitely imteto come back
after my maternity leave is up. It's not so muahrioney, although |
must admit | enjoy that aspect of it... Not thatelPesn't generous, but



it's nice to have some financial independenceitiddhe contact with
other people | missed the most, but | must say wWaking for
someone like Daniel makes it a whole lot easier.s Heery
understanding, very concerned about his employees.’

'l suppose he has to be, doesn't he?' Charlotteneoted, and then
bit her lip as she realised that her slightly amdment was causing
Anne to look rather doubtfully at her.

‘Well, he has to consider his media image, dodw?t she added
rather lamely. 'When people are in the public ligiel..'

'Oh, no, Daniel isn'that kind of person,' Anne told her firmly. 'No,
it's just the kind of man he is. He believes tregifhy people work far
better than those who are unhappy, and | thinkrighs.'

Charlotte forced herself to smile, although she griing her teeth
together when Anne left the room.

What was it about the man that sent everyone inth saptures of
praise about him? He must have mesmerised thenwall; she
certainly wasn't going to join his adoring fan clahe reaffirmed
savagely as she picked up another file. He migheigde everyone
else, but he certainly wasn't going to deceive her.

The file she was reading involved a particularlyicate and difficult
case, and Charlotte was so engrossed in what sheeading that
five o'clock came and went without her being avane.

In fact she wasn't really aware of any kind of ax&ous activity at all
until the communicating door opened and Daniel edlknto her
room.

'Still working?' He stood beside her and glancedrdat the file she
was reading.



‘Mm... that's a complex one, isn't it? I'm not shosv it's going to
work out. There is a valid claim for compensatiout, how far that is
going to be affected by some element of contrilyuteagligence is
hard to define. It's just gone six," he told hentlye 'and we don't
work London hours here.’

‘You'restill here," Charlotte pointed out. Could she dthing right?
In point of fact she hadn't even realised what timeas.

'l had some things | wanted to catch up on.' Heseduand Charlotte
looked up at him. For one brief unguarded momeasy tltooked

directly at one another and she was suddenly aamplsttonscious of
a breathless tightness in her chest, a feeling ofzyd
light-headedness.

'l know it can't be easy for you,' Daniel said dyiélt's obvious from
your CV...'

Suddenly the breathlessness was gone and Chawiagt®nce again
acutely aware of the differences in their positions

‘That I'm a failure,’ she supplied bitingly for hifiyes. | am well

aware of that, but you needn't worry that the tairthat failure might

affect you. After all, you're taking enough stepsrtake sure that it
won't, aren't you?"

She closed the file as she spoke, standing up andgscurtly, 'It's
time | left.’

She was halfway towards the door when he spok&a@diarlotte, |
think perhaps we should talk --'

She turned to face him, unaware of the pain dankgher eyes.



‘Do you?' she challenged. 'Well, | don't. All | wasto do my job.
Nothing else. The past... my past has nothing twitto you or with
anyone else.’

‘No... no, of course not.'

His mouth had hardened slightly, she noticed. He aking at her
rather bleakly, and in other circumstances she tmadfnost have
thought she had disappointed him in some way.

She was still seethingly angry three-quarters ohaur later when
she stopped her car in the drive to her parentsdd/Nhy on earth
did she have to work for someone like him? Somesmneso perfect,
at least according to everyone else, that his piofe physically set
her teeth on edge. Was there nothing the man haxddewie wrong...
no mistake he had ever made... no fault to be feutidhim?

But then, it was easy for him, He had stepped rigid a
well-established practice, taking his -place athikmd by virtue of
birth rather than merit. And then to win the Vialkcase so
dramatically...

As she walked towards the house her consciencdedigat her,
reminding her of how hard he must have worked enctse, and of
how many other practices had turned down the vti@fore they
had actually gone to him.

It was luck, that was all. Just luck, she told kHrsrossly, but she
knew that she was being unfair. Well, why not? Hes Wweing equally
unfair to her. More so... It was all very well foim. He had no idea
what it was like to fail... and to have to carre thurden of that
failure.



‘Well, how did it go?' Her mother pounced as shéedinto the
kitchen.

Charlotte shook her head. '‘Don't ask.'
'‘Why, what's wrong?' her mother demanded anxiously.

Quickly Charlotte told her, concluding, 'He obvibudoesn't trust
me and that's why he's insisting on keeping me uhideeye. On
creating this job for me... because I'm sure thathat he's done. He
obviously took one look at my CV and decided th&es no way |
could be trusted to deal with cases on my own.ppesge it's only
what | deserve --'

'‘Oh, no, Charlotte, I'm sure you're wrong," her motprotested. ‘It
sounds to me as though he must think very highijjoafto want you
working for him personally.'

Charlotte gave her mother a derisive look.

'‘How canhe think highly of me? He's seen my CV. No, heiobsly
resents the fact that Richard Horwich has giverthmgob and he's
determined to let me know that he doesn't trust Hees probably
afraid that | might contaminate his precious pctvith my failure
if I'm left to do anything by myself.'

'Oh, Charlotte," her mother protested, 'what's Bapg to you? You
never used to be like this. You sound so... semitt

Charlotte bit down hard on her bottom lip. 'I'mrgpMa... It's just --'

'It's all right," her mother told her, patting leend, 'l do understand.
Oh, by the way, it's just the two of us for suptmemght. Your father
Is eating at the golf club—oh, and Sarah is commgd later.’

'I'd better go upstairs and change my suit.’'



Damned thing, why on earth had she ever been pdua buy it? It
and all the rest of the expensive designer outféaging in her
wardrobe, Charlotte fumed as she changed into jeadsa pretty,
loose jumper.

She dared not tell her mother how uncomfortable ishé felt,
otherwise she knew what would happen. Her motheddvmsist on
buying her some new clothes and she wasn't goiatidev her to do
that. She owed her parents enough as it was.

Her father had had a good job, but he was retiozd and while they
were reasonably comfortably off they were not waffl by any
means, and, besides, she simply did not want tddpendent on
them.

But shewas dependent on them... just as she was dependent
Daniel Jefferson... or rather on his job.

She had brought two of the files home with her simel had intended
to spend the evening studying them. She was goimgave to him
that she was competent at her job if it was thiethasg she ever did.

Not that she was likely to get much work done ifebawas going to
come round.

She grinned ruefully to herself. She had alwaysogotvell with her

older sister, despite the difference in their kyéss. Sarah was
happily and comfortably married with two childremd, as she had
often said to Charlotte, while she was in the foate position of

having a husband who could both afford and wasdwappy for her
to stay at home with their children, she intendedd so.

She liked being domesticated. She enjoyed makingwe jam, and
working in her small vegetable garden; she likeehsiing time with
her children, watching them grow and develop. Shes valso



involved with their school, giving up several daymonth when she
accompanied some of the classes on a variety obsolitings.

Sarah might not consider herself to be 'workingt, ®harlotte knew
that in fact she worked very hard indeed and thatvgas extremely
adaptable and intelligent.

Sarah had been one of the few people she hadHhelicsuld be
completely honest with regarding how she had fetiua the failure
of her business, and as she helped her motheepay their supper
she suspected that Sarah had timed her visit datddg to coincide
with her first day at work.

Sarah arrived about an hour after supper when Gitevas upstairs
in her bedroom, with the contents of her wardrdbmas on her bed,
as she tried to find something she could wear fankwhat would be
more comfortable and less eye-catching than todants

She heard her sister coming up the stairs and dplesebedroom
door.

'‘What on earth are you doing?' her sister demandeshe surveyed
the clothes on the bed.

‘Trying to find something suitable to wear for wpr&harlotte told
her.

She sounded so dispirited that Sarah immediatelyrfed, clearing a
space on the bed so that she could sit down.

'‘What is it, Char? What's really wrong?' she adiexd'ls it Bevan?'
Charlotte shook her head.

'‘No, | realised weeks ago that | never really loea. | was just
flattered by him, if you like. | feel so angry withyself for being



taken in by him... For letting him have so much sayy life. I've
learned my lesson, though. From now on any de@sidake about
my life will be made by me and only me. | feel solty, Sarah,' she
added in a quieter tone. 'l've let Mum and Dad dcamal --'

'Hey, come on. No one thinks that but you. You'e¢himg to feel
guilty about, Char. Look, They has to go away fooaple of days on
business. Why don't | park the kids with the pas@md you and | can
have a night out on the town? Well, an Italian asywl here's a new
place opened recently, and it's supposed to begooy.

'‘Come on,' she coaxed as Charlotte started to fradvwmll do us both
good.'

She picked up a dress off the bed and eyed it liyefu

‘Mm. | wish | was more your size. Is this reallypposed to be a
dress?' she added. 'It looks more like a bandage.'

'It's an Alaia,' Charlotte told her wryly.

'Is it?" Sarah grinned at her. 'Well, it's certaiséxy... Wear it when
we go out for dinner and then | can bask in thiecé#d glow of the
attention you'll get from the waiters. ltalians ¢oa nicely shaped
female behind.’

She laughed at Charlotte's expression.
'‘What about it? Shall we go out?'
'Oh, all right.’

'‘Great, I'll book the table. Anyway, tell me allcaib your new job. Is
Daniel Jefferson as sexy in the flesh as he look3$\6? Now what
have | said?' she asked as she saw the look Cieanlas giving her.



'Hey, come on. What's wrong?' she asked more gastihe saw the
genuine misery in Charlotte's eyes.

'l thought | was going to be working independentlyo be treated as
a qualified solicitor. Now I find that I'm workinfigr Daniel Jefferson
as his personal assistant. He doesafitme there, Sarah. He doesn'
trust me.'

'Has he said so?' Sarah questioned.
Charlotte shook her head.
'He doesn'heedto, it's obvious.'

‘Don't you think you might just be jumping to camgibns a little bit
there?' Sarah counselled her. 'Let's face it, lyaue been feeling
rather down lately, looking at things through Iélsan rose-tinted
glasses.'

'It isn't that, Sarah." She got up off the bed atadted pacing her
room. 'Everything he says... everything he doest geems to
reinforce the differences between us. He makesemesb aware of
my failure. It's so galling knowing that he doestrust my
professional capabilities. If | didn't need thib go desperately --'

'‘Char, don't you think you could be reacting justlitde bit
over-sensitively?' Sarah asked her gently. 'l knowng feeling a bit
raw and sore and --'

'‘And what? Because of that, I'm not reacting towwbederful Daniel
Jefferson the way everyone else does—it's becdu®atthat I'm
not filled with awe and delight at the thought lofawing myself at
his feet in worshipful adoration? Oh, the wholeuaiton is
Impossible, Sarah. Virtually the entire staff, frommat | can see,
seem to spend all their time singing his praisesiakes me feel so
angry. He's had everything just handed to him pfate. He's never



come anywhere near experiencing what I've expeztbrand yet he
still feels that he has the right to judge me.cdademn me...'

'‘Char, don't you think that perhaps... well, tlyau are a little
over-prejudiced againsim...?"

Charlotte stared at her, her expression reflectirgg pain of her
sister's apparent betrayal. 'What do you mean?' Isbgan
defensively, but she could see exactly what Saidimdan from the
look in her eyes.

She could feel her throat clogging with angry tears

'Oh, | see. You think it's because he's successfdlI'm a failure.
You think I'm jealous of him.'

'‘No.. .no, of course not,' Sarah assured her. Yauttenot a failure.

No, | just mean that because you've been so ugsdrything that's
happened your judgements, your reactions, arejligte off-centre

at the moment. And Char...' she added '.. .be hoymsare bound to

feel just the smallest bit resentful of him, argot? You wouldn't be
human if you didn't. There's nothing wrong in thatt it's so unlike
you to allow yourself to be so prejudiced againsyame. You've

always been the one who's striven to see the p#rson's point of
view. And if, as you say, the rest of the stafeltkim...'

'l have to be in the wrong. Is that it? It's the Watreats me, Sarah.
He doesn't trust me. He doesn't want me there.’

'‘But youarethere, aren't you?' Sarah reminded her. 'And ngivee,
he's bound to see that he's wrong. You are suréiésthe one who
doubts your professional ability, Char?"

‘What do you mean?'



Sarah stood up. 'When Sam first had his bike hefiet and he was
afraid to get back on it. Every time he walked paste kicked it
because it had hurt him. He blamed the bike forfddisrather than
admit that he was afraid to get back on it in deséell off again.'

'‘Are you saying that | only have the reasoning pswef a
three-year-old?' Charlotte asked her grimly.

'‘No. I'm just reminding you that yaare only human.'
‘Unlike Daniel Jefferson. He's perfect... Everysags so.'
Sarah gave her a brief look. 'So you don't like,hhen.'
‘Like him? | hate him," Charlotte said decisively.

Sarah raised her eyebrows as she opened the bedommBe very
careful,’ she warned her with sisterly candouru"koow what they
say about hatred...'

'What?' Charlotte demanded.
"That it's akin to love.'

Sarah was laughing as she went downstairs, buti@@eafollowed
her with a very heavy heart.

She knew her sister. Sarah possessed a gentlen&ince and she
hated hurting anyone. Her comments about her owssilple
prejudice, about her jealousy, had hurt, and atthoQharlotte tried
to push them to the back of her mind they refuseldet submerged,
resurfacing throughout the evening, making her temlomfortable
and on edge.

"Was it true? Was her antagonism towards Danietdbas more than
her resentment at his obvious lack of faith in &&sshe, as Sarah



had so gently suggested, actually jealous of hij@alous of his
success?

It was an extremely unpalatable thought.

She had planned to have an early night, but bytithe Sarah had
gone and her father had returned to regale them avghot-by-shot
description of his golf match it was gone ten @kland Charlotte
still hadn't even opened the files she had brobghte with her. She
was determined that, while she worked for him, Bbawas not going
to have any excuse for criticising her work. Sheidshow him that,
although economically she might be a failure, aslecitor she was
just as capable and skilled as he was himself.

She worked until a sleepy glance at the clock reeuirher that it was
almost one in the morning. Her back ached frormgith the chair at
the kitchen table.

She closed the file she had been reading. It wathancomplex case
and one she was rather surprised Daniel had tgkehhere was no
money in it, from what she could see, and certanuyprestige, and
the amount of work which had so far gone into itdatweighed any
return in financial terms to the practice.

If she hadn't known better she might almost havievs that Daniel
had taken the case on out of kindness.

She frowned as she closed the file. Was she migjgdhgm? Was she
to add that to the already too long list of helirigis?

She got up and walked restlessly over to the surkjng on the tap
and pouring herself a glass of cold water.

He was a high-profile, successful achiever, witmedia image to
maintain. He was not the kind of person who gave twacharitable



impulses. She had met enough men like him to ki@t The men
with whom Bevan had mixed.

But what if shevaswrong? As Sarah had so gently pointed out to he
everyone else who worked for him liked and admivia.

She could feel the panic starting to bubble omihouside her. She
didn't want to be wrong, she admitted. St@nted sheneededto
cling to her image of him. Shreeededher dislike of him. She needed
it to protect herself...

She put down the glass, her hand trembling slighfly protect
herself from what?

She had a momentary and very disturbing mental entddnis eyes
darkening as he watched her, the tension in hery =baarply

increasing. Her mouth had gone dry. She discovédratishe was
touching her lips with her tongue as she had dorks filing-room.

Distress burned a hot path through her body.

It was gone one o'clock in the morning. She had dra@éxtremely
traumatic day and now she was allowing her imagnato create
monsters which simply did not exist.

It was time she went to bed.



CHAPTER FOUR
'CHARLOTTE, have you got a moment, please?’

Charlotte put down the file she had been readiryveent through
into Daniel's office.

He smiled at her as he invited her to sit down, dyiss crinkling
slightly, his smile revealing the small chip on tasth.

Wasshe wrong about him®/asSarah right to suggest that she we
being over-sensitive, over-prejudiced? She knew moxeh her sister
loved her. Sarah had never been the type of péodomdestructively
critical and it was true that, the more contact bhd with other
members of the staff, the more she was forceddograse the very
high esteem in which all of them held Daniel; themas well as the
women.

Anne was also in the room and she too smiled atlGita as she
walked in. She had obviously been taking dictatiamgd now she
picked up her pad and removed her coffee-cup.

'l have to go out and see a client this afternétenwants to make a
new will. He's bedridden and can't come into thieefI'd like you to
come with me.'

‘Not John Balfour?' Anne commented with a wry smile
‘Yes, I'm afraid so,' Daniel agreed.

‘That makes the fifth time he's changed his willthie last eight
months."'

'He gets lonely," Daniel told her. 'None of his fignives close
enough to visit him, and, while physically he'syerell looked after,
he misses the stimulation of having someone tottalk



‘Someone to argue with, you mean," Anne deridead, X he's that
lonely, there are all sorts of local organisatioviso would gladly
visit him.'

'He's very proud, Anne,' Daniel told her gentlye #besn't want what
he thinks of as "charity" of any kind. This way, bstying that he
wants to change his will, or by complaining thatidn't follow his
last set of instructions correctly, his pride ived because my visit is
for business purposes.’

‘Yes, and you'll extend it for at least double tbegth of time it
should have taken and you'll charge him next thingt' Anne said,
smiling at him. 'Sometimes | think you should halkieen a
psychologist and not a solicitor.'

'It costs nothing to be aware of people's vulnditeds and needs.
After all, we all need one another's help at ometor another in our
lives.'

Charlotte digested his comment in silence. Priyaséle could not
imagine this man ever needing anything from anydnd, she
couldn't deny the genuine conviction she could nears voice.

She tried to imagine Bevan or any of his 'frierttishg what Daniel
was doing, but her imagination simply could noetthn that far. In
Bevan's life, everything was profit-related. Inchgl her, and once
their relationship had begun to show a loss...

She didn't regret losing Bevan, but it still himat she had ever beer
idiotic enough to be taken in by him.

‘You'll like John," Daniel told Charlotte, addingyptically, with a
look that suddenly made her tinglingly aware of hesvy male he
was, how very physically compelling... evesliewas the last person
to allow herself to be impressed by his kind of enaknsuality,
'You're both fighters.'



A fighter! Her! How could he think so? She wastadl bitterly aware
of how cravenly she had given up at the very bis$tacle she had
had to confront. .But what option had she had®@dflzad persisted in
staying in business she would have risked betrayarglients' trust.
She had owed it tthemto admit her failure and to advise them t
seek the counsel of other more sensible and finypcaware
solicitors.

Perhaps she could have kept on going for another M@nths,
deceiving her clients by pretending that all wasngowell. The
insurance cover she had had would have indemnifieth against
any financial losses they might have suffered,thete had been no
way they could have been insured against the losse that would
have occurred, and she had not felt able to tale kKimd of risk.
Bevan had derided her for that. He took risks eweéay, huge
financial risks involving millions of pounds. Thats what life was
all about, and the element of danger it involvedpdy heightened
one's sense of satisfaction when one pulled oéaec deal.

She was not like that, though. She was too cautious

'I'm afraid it will mean your missing part of yolunch-hour,"' Daniel
was saying now.

'It doesn't matter.' Charlotte was aware of hot atid defensive she
sounded. Anne had left the room now and she wadisigin front of
Daniel's desk, clutching the file she was holdisgtl@ough it was
some form of protection... of armour almost, bunhaur against
what?

There was a file on Daniel's desk, and she looké&dautomatically
tensing as she recognised Patricia Winters's name.

When he realised she was looking at it Daniel mokisdarm as
though to cover it, and Charlotte was filled wittiegsh surge of angry



defensiveness. Why did he feel it was necessacpnaeal the file
from her? What possible harm could she do, simplipbking at it?

'How are you getting on with the files?' he asked h

Immediately she tensed. 'I'm halfway through theshg told him
sharply.

His eyebrows lifted thoughtfully. 'Are you? You niube an
extremely fast reader.' " Charlotte felt her faeetgo burn. What was
he implying? That she had merely skipped througimttwithout
giving them enough attention? No doubt if she oddl him that she
had only read the first two of them he would haearked not on
her thoroughness but on her slowness.

No...no matter how much kindness he might dispiayards others,
he most definitely did not like her.

But then, why should he? she asked herself as shelvack to her
own office. After all, he had obviously not wanteer; he obviously
saw her as a burden, a responsibility. Every timasdw her he was
probably cursing himself for allowing Richard toterview and
employ her.

Perhaps, in his shoes, she would feel exactlydahesvay. After all,
an employee who could not be trusted to do herwdim had to be
supervised all the time, was hardly an asset.

Bitter tears burned the back of her eyes as shdosat at her own
desk. She blinked them fiercely away.

'‘We'll leave in half an hour," Daniel had said. $leked up the large
shoulder-bag which doubled as her documents cadeclaecked
inside it to make sure she had a notepad and decolipens. She had
no idea why Daniel wanted her to accompany him—aiobb
because he didn't trust her in the office on hen,oshe reflected



acidly. Why, she might actually answer the phond speak to a
client...

'‘Ready?’

The sound of Daniel's voice startled her. She h&eard him get up
and come through into her office. She had beeemngoossed in what
she was reading.

Of course, he would have to come and stand rigsitibéher, making
her feel acutely self-conscious, so much so thagnwshe pushed
back her chair, instead of getting up in one smoelbgant
movement, she did so in a series of flustered, amtoated jerks,
almost knocking the file off her desk and then ging her jacket.

'Here, let me.'

She tensed as Daniel retrieved her jacket befagecshld reach it,
holding it out to her so that she had no optiontbalow him to help
her on with it.

The sun shining into her office highlighted thentiess of her silk
shirt, turning it almost transparent. Beneath & gfas wearing a plain
but equally thin silk bra, and as she glanced datmerself she was
suddenly acutely conscious of what little the tlwmtlayers of silk
did to disguise the darkness of the aureolae shfirmounting her
breasts.

Sexual provocativeness wasn't a part of her naack never had
been. She was vaguely aware that a certain typeaof found her
small but very feminine type of build attractivayttlshe had never
tried to accentuate her body's desirability, degngach behaviour
undignified and unnecessary—and yet now she wadesiyl very

uncomfortably conscious that, to a man's eyedjrieaess of her bra



-arid her blouse might seem to be some sort oféeon), some sort of
deliberate ploy to draw attention to her body.

As she felt the warmth of Daniel's hands through jaeket she
quickly shrugged herself into it, pulling away fromm as she
mumbled an unsteady, 'Thank you.'

'You're welcome,' he told her, and as she turneddshe saw that he
was regarding her with a thoughtful gravity.

Had he seen the sudden swelling tension of herdespphich she
herself had been so sharply aware of? She pragdh¢hhad not. It
was not merely humiliating that her body shouldéneaacted in such
a way, it was also incomprehensible. She had ndttha least
difficulty in the past in working with male colleags. She had never
considered herself to be the kind of woman who wphagsically
vulnerable to the proximity of an attractive man.

And Danielwasattractive, not even she could deny that. Therge w
something about him, a combination of extreme nedemallied to an
unexpected warmth of personality, that was stroogiypelling.

No wonder Patricia Winters was supposed to wantdsrer second
husband.Would they marry? They would certainly make a ver
striking high-profile couple.

Reminding herself that his personal relationshipsrewnot her
concern, she picked up her bag, glad that thedsefhward swing of
her hair concealed her expression from him.

She felt both guilt and discomfort at her bodyect®n to him, mixed
with apprehension and anger that he might haveessted it.

'‘My car's parked outside,' he told her as they a@lihrough the
reception area.



As he opened the door for her the only car whichriditte could see
was an extremely old-fashioned but immaculatelysh@d Jaguar
saloon with a maroon body.

"This was my great-aunt Lydia's car,' he told heh@sinlocked the
door. 'She left it to me. | don't drive it all thene, but John and Lydia
were good friends, and he will be able to seeoitnfhis window.'

Charlotte said nothing.

The car had leather seats, the leather worn acentan places. The
anger and resentment she had initially felt onseay his mistrust of
her was rapidly being replaced by a sense of foraisery, as though
she was being excluded from an enviable magics;iesi onlooker to
a party she would never be asked to join. He hadwszh compassion
for everyone else; why, then, couldn't he have slmmber?

She gritted her teeth. She didwanthis compassion, she reminde
herself. And she certainly didn't need it.

He drove carefully and well, as she might have etquk and as she
watched the easy controlled way in which he charggsd she was
abruptly reminded of a London girlfriend's commérdt you could
tell a lot about the way a man would make love fribra way he
handled his car.

Bevan had driven his Porsche far too fast, crumcthe gears, racing
the engine, driving up far too close behind otheveis and then
weaving in and out of the traffic, impatient andonsiderate of other
road users. Just the opposite from Daniel, in fatip had slowed
down to allow a young mother to cross the road.

The home where John Balfour lived was a few milatside the
town. As they drove up, Charlotte saw several gldazople either
walking or sitting in the garden, well wrapped wgaimst the wind,
and once they were inside the building through penodoor she



could see into a large comfortable lounge, whersespeople were
playing cards while others chatted or watched tsien.

‘John has a wheelchair and he could join the othées wished, but
he's the stubborn type and he can't see how musdsyre and
companionship his stubbornness is depriving hirn of.

'‘Perhaps h@refershis own company,’ Charlotte suggested, drive
for some reason to defend him.

'‘Perhaps,' Daniel agreed as they walked up thes stai

But then, if he did prefer his own company he watildeed to send
for Daniel so often on the pretext of wanting taiege his will, would

he? Charlotte reasoned inwardly. She darted albo&fat Daniel but

there was nothing in his face to suggest that ldeevan thought of
pointing this out to her. She frowned a little.His place, she would
certainly have done so.

But then, she wasotin his place, was she? she told herself. And
she had been no doubt she too could have affordedet

magnanimous...to allow her poor failure of an aasisto think she

had scored a victory.

Suddenly she was as resentful of him for that maigméy as she
would have been had he pointed out the weakndssriargument.

At the top of the stairs the landing ran in bothediions, and, as
Charlotte turned instinctively to her right, Danieiched her lightly
on her arm.

'It's this way," he told her, indicating the ldfand passage.

Immediately she turned round and then discoveradl she was
standing far too close to him. He didn't make attgrapt to move,
and she looked up at him, giving him an impatiergrging glance.



'l've just realised how tiny you are," he told heranswer to her
unspoken question.

Immediately she was furiously indignant.
She had always hated people referring to her [ableight.
'I'm five-foot-three,' she told him fiercely.

She watched as his eyes crinkled as though heryiag to suppress
his amusement.

No doubt he preferred tall women. Patricia Wintesas tall, she
remembered.

'l suppose that's why you wear those ridiculougsho

Charlotte curled her fingers into her palms, heeseylashing
messages of anger and resentment.

‘There is nothing ridiculous about my shoes," siek him coldly. In

point of fact, they were a pair of extremely exgiea Charles
Jourdan court shoes, the only pair she was evelylio own for a
very long time. And if her shoes were not ridicidpwell, the same
could certainly not be said for-her suit, she fd miserably as,
without waiting to see if Daniel was following hehe set off down
the corridor.

Why, oh, why had she thrown out all her old cloth@hey might
have been dull, but they would certainly have daemore suited to
her new role in life than what she was having tamew.

Take the outfit she was wearing today. She hadaltsed until she
had seen the brief lift of her mother's eyebrows thorning at
breakfast just how dramatic the effect was of hertsneat skirt worn
with its matching long-line lean-fitting jacket. Tlebric was a soft



matt black wool crepe and the jacket was linedlkn $eamed with
her cream silk shirt it was supposed to look cyispisinesslike, but
her mother had commented drily that she was ragtegt that her
father had retired before such fashions had reatiedhigh-street
bank of which he had been manager.

‘That's nothing,' her father had chuckled. "Youustidhave seen the
skirts they wore in the sixties. We had to replatehe filing cabinets

because every time the girls reached into the tapvers of the

existing ones you could see their --'

‘That's enough, George,' had been her mother'sdammal of these
reminiscences.

The corridor floor was covered in an oilcloth- tygmvering, no doubt
for ease of cleaning, and when she heard Dangtsteps slowing
down behind her Charlotte hesitated and then turoeald.

He had stopped outside one of the doors and waskkigpon it. As
she went back to join him he was opening the door.

'Hello, John,' she heard him saying. 'lI've broyght an extra visitor
today.'

He was stepping back so that she could precedehinthe room. It
was a comfortable size, with a fireplace, and & eiective gas fire
burning in the grate.

Either side of the fire were a pair of armchairsg éhe bed, which
was against one of the walls, had a wheelchaidkeasi

The man seated in it was white-haired, his faciérg with age, the
knuckles on his hands twisted with arthritis.

'Hmm... Well, she's pretty enough, at any ratefinJd@alfour
commented drily as he studied Charlotte. 'The nielivignd, is she?'



Although she was embarrassed by his assumption statwas
Daniel's girlfriend, Charlotte was not offended Hog manner. She
had had to deal with enough male clients of hisegeion over the
years to accept that they were not being deliblgraféensive, and
indeed that they often thought they were beingetatg and gallant.

'‘No, Charlotte is my new assistant, John. Shq\sadified solicitor.’
‘A solicitor, is she? Mmm... Well, she don't lookich like Lydia.’'

From the way he said it, Charlotte guessed thaiaC3efferson was
the yardstick against which he must measure anybeeof her sex
who followed the same profession.

‘Not physically, no, but thei@re certain similarities," Daniel told him,
much to Charlotte's surprise.

'‘Charlotte has had to miss out on her lunch to coene with me, so |
suggest that you ring that bell of yours and otdera cup of tea.’

John Balfour grumbled that it was his room andDatiel's and that
he was perfectly capable of ordering tea for thépwathout having
to be told to do so.

'l should make you take it off what you'll be chaggme for making
out my new will,’ he complained as he rang the betlide the bed,
but Charlotte could see that beneath his blustewd® pleased to
have the excuse to prolong their visit.

Daniel was certainly in no hurry to get down toibess. He talked
easily to John Balfour about some new plans fearialg the centre of
the town, refusing to be drawn into an argumentrwiine old man
told him that the planners were ruining the plam@mnplaining that
they were making it unfit for anyone to live in.



'l see you're still driving Lydia's car,' he comrezhas he glanced out
of the window. 'She was a fine woman, your great-ahat a patch
on her, your father. And as for you... Not gettiog big for your
boots, are you, now that you've had all this fusslienof you in the
papers?’

'l hope not, John," was Daniel's equable reply.

When a young girl came in, pushing a trolley witht anly a pot of
tea but also a plate of sandwiches and some cakeeDmmediately
got up to help her, and Charlotte noticed the viaygirl flushed and
then smiled at him.

‘Thank God you didn't let her pour the tea. Sha\tkhhad it all over
the place,’” John commented once she had gone, herd he
demanded sharply, 'Not still seeing the Wintersowidare you?'
betraying the fact that he had not really beliethed she, Charlotte,
was Daniel's girlfriend at all.

'‘Paul Winters was a client of mine,' Daniel tolchras he poured the
tea.

‘The woman is a bloodsucker. She got her claws avell truly into
old Paul. | hear she got everything and that Goxdas left right out
in the cold.'

‘Gordon was only Paul's stepson,' Daniel said kyuiete has no legal
claim on the estate.’

'No, but he was as close to Paul as a son woulel l@en—closer. He
did everything for him before she came along. A wamof
twenty-three marrying a man of his age...'

'It does happen.'

‘Yes, and we all know why.'



Daniel's mouth tensed, and Charlotte darted aroasxjlance at John
Balfour. He was obviously the kind of person whogad stirring up
trouble and inviting confrontation, but he must wndow little
Daniel would relish hearing him criticise Patricgspecially in front
of a third party. Especially in front of her.

‘This house seems very old,' she broke in quickpiding looking
directly at Daniel as she tried to redirect the vareation, not
knowing why she should feel this need to changestifxgect. She had
always disliked arguments, she told herself uncotalbdy. It had
nothing to do with any kind of desire to protectizh from the older
man's critical probing. After all, why shoustiewant to protechim?

'It must have a fascinating history.'
The look John Balfour gave her was extremely saodon
'l wouldn't know. I'm eighty-three, not eight- huadr

'Stop baiting her, John," Daniel told him. "You tnquite well what
Charlotte meant. Yes, it does have an interestistgty,' he told her
with a smile. 'As a matter of fact, it used to ImgJdo my aunt.'

‘Until she gave it to the town to be used as a hfmmthe infirm and
needy,' John Balfour butted in.

'‘My great-aunt left the house to the town, it's tiuet unfortunately

they couldn't afford to maintain it, so they salda the charitable
trust that now runs it. It was originally Lydia'anents' home. When
she first started up in practice she quarrelledh \wégr parents, who
were opposed to what she was doing. She bougtdwrehouse with

a legacy from her godmother. My grandfather predsee his

parents and so eventually the house came dowirrito he

'‘She said that she had been banned from enteduogiitg her father's
lifetime and she had no intentions of enterindtérehis death. It was



let out on a lease for a long time, and then, a&a 3aid, she willed it
to the town when she died.

'She must have been a very remarkable woman, dtearl
commented.

'Yes, she was,' Daniel agreed, and there was adadness in his
eyes as though he still missed her. 'She was arthrbpist in the true
sense of the word and --'

'She was as stubborn as a mule,” John Balfour rumted.
‘Stubbornest woman | ever met.’

Daniel laughed. 'Well, yes, she could be that d§'vine agreed. 'A
trait which you and she both shared, eh, John?'

The older man grimaced, but he didn't deny Dangeltgtle charge.

It took almost two hours to sort out the very mirabranges he
apparently wanted made in his will, and while seehed Charlotte
marvelled not just at Daniel's patience with hinh &lgo at his tact.

When they had finished Charlotte stood up and vehtkeer to the
door. As she started to open it she heard Johro@aHaying to
Daniel, 'Are you sure she's a solicitor? You'd médwave seen Lydia
wearing a skirt like that.'

Charlotte could feel her skin starting to burn. Hegers gripped the
door-handle until her knuckles were white. She da turn round.

'It's the fashion, John,' Daniel told him, but Gbte could tell from
the sound of his voice that he was smiling.

Charlotte could barely bring herself to look at 2hmas they went
downstairs, keeping her face averted from himdggiation causing
her heart to thump uncomfortably. She could fed #haming



mixture of despair and weakness she had suffed 80 much
lately bringing tears to the back" of her throdted never used to be
emotional like this. She had always been proudheftay she could
control herself. And yet now that control, thatiekln herself, had
gone, leaving her feeling over-sensitive and tootenal.

When Daniel stopped to have a few words with thedie matron
she darted ahead of him, quickly removing a tigsam her bag and
blowing her nose firmly.

She was tucking the tissue out of sight when heheg her side.

'‘What's wrong?' he asked her, a brief frown tougliis forehead as
she looked away from him.

‘You weren't upset by what John said about youhely were you?
You needn't be. In his way, | suspect that he wasadly trying to pay
you a compliment.'

‘And of course if | don't want people to make thesg of comments
| could always wear longer skirts... is that itRa@otte challenged.

They were outside now and she felt sufficientlcamtrol of herself
to turn to face Daniel as they stood on the grdvekeway.

'‘Well, for your information, haveto wear these things. | don't have
any other choice. | can't afford to replace thetmatk what happens
to people like me whose businesses fail. Not tloatd/know about
anything like that, or about any kind of failurepuld you?' she
demanded, her emotions finally getting the bettdren self-control.
‘Do you think | like people staring at me, wondgrmhy on earth I'm
wearing something so obviously unsuitable for ny?jo

'‘Charlotte..." Daniel had taken hold of her arne stalised, and he
was pulling her gently but firmly towards him, b&amgltowards her,
his voice soothing and calm. 'My dear girl, thesenothing wrong



with your clothes. In actual fact, and as a merkenpud course, | think
that you... that they look extremely attractive.'

As she stared at him he gave her a brief, almadbgptically boyish
grin.

'Please don't take this the wrong way, but tiesemething about the
sight of a woman wearing an attractively shorttskir

‘That isexactlywhat | mean," Charlotte hissed at him, withoutrigt
him finish. Thatkind of male chauvinism. You men are all the sam
You all think that women dress with one goal in chiwell, for your
information, | dress to please myself and not.attcact men.’

Even as she spoke Charlotte knew that it was®t 8he had bought
these clothes at Bevan's insistence, because dheamied to please
him.

She felt her throat clog with tears of misery aelf-sontempt.

'I'm sorry," she heard Daniel saying. He wasstilting on to her, but
now the pressure of his fingers on her arm seeméave changed,
become caressing rather than restrictive.

She derided herself for the self-delusion of hesgmation, pulling
so abruptly away from him that he let her go.

He caught up with her just as she reached the car.

‘Charlotte, is it true?' he asked her quietly. 'Can you really n
afford --?'

Charlotte had endured enough. Why, oh, why hadafibeved her
temper to trap her into making that kind of adnus8i

'l don't want to discuss it,' she told him shortly.



As he unlocked the car door she thought she hésrddying grimly,
‘Again... Is there anything else you don't wandigzuss?'

But she decided that it was far wiser to ignoregisstion than to risk
further self-betrayal by answering it.



CHAPTERFIVE
‘You haven't forgotten about tonight, have you?'

Charlotte grimaced into the receiver as she listetee Sarah's
guestion. 'No, | haven't. Dinner tonight at thatvritalian place.’

‘That's right. I'll be round about seven-thirtydadon't forget you're
wearing the bandage.’

Charlotte groaned and then laughed.
‘Charlotte, do you have the Higham file?'

She covered the receiver as she picked the filefuper desk and
then handed it to Daniel.

'‘Look, | must go. See you tonight," she told hestesi and then
quickly replaced the receiver.

She had felt miserably uncomfortable with Daniekregince her
outburst outside the home. What on earth had pesddger to make
that idiotic statement about not being able to rdffto replace her
clothes? The last thing she wanted was his pity, y@t she had
practically invited it.

If it weren't for Daniel she could have settled doguite happily in
her new job—very happily, in fact—but all the tinshe was
conscious of his lack of trust in her. It was likaving something
rubbing against her skin, making her feel soreiaridble.

She was having lunch with Ginny and she was glagtout into the
sunshine with her when one o'clock finally arrived.

They had lunch in a small wine-bar several strestaya and
Charlotte watched with wry amusement as the yolsgs from the



bank opposite ogled Ginny, until she realised gfa was being
surveyed by just as appraising, but rather morerekst looks by the
man sitting on his own several tables away. Igmprimm, she
concentrated on her lunch.

Ginny was chattering happily about her plans ferweekend.

'‘Poor Mr Jefferson,' she giggled. '‘Mrs Winters rdhig morning.
She's coming in to see him this afternoon.’

'‘Perhaps he wants to see her,' Charlotte responded.

'‘Not a chance," Ginny assured her. 'She's notypis. tI'll bet he
wouldn't want to see her at all if it weren't fer -

She broke off and flushed guiltily, and Charlottasnimmediately

aware that Ginny had thought better of whatevesas she had been
about to say. She didn't press her to continudelle was something
about Daniel's relationship with Patricia Wintehatt she wasn't
permitted to know then that was fine by her.

Ginny did not mention either Daniel or Patriciaiagaut Charlotte's
pleasure in her lunch had gone, and as they wélieki to the office
together she wondered why it was she found thegtitonf a personal
relationship between Daniel and Patricia Wintersigeetting. After
all, why should she be in the least concerned abaniel's private
life?

When she walked back into her office the commumgadloor was
half open. She could hear voices from Daniel'seféind she was just
about to close the door when she heard her own .n&he
immediately stood still, knowing that she shouldlkvaway, but
unable to stop herself from listening.



'‘But why is she your personal assistant, Daniel@ p@fer to work
alone. I've heard you say so, and yet suddenlywgdaken on this...
this... woman—and why a woman... why not a man?'

Charlotte held her breath; her nails were diggmg the palms of her
hands. She could feel the tension in all her mgsateshe waited for
Daniel's reply.

'l wasn't responsible for hiring her, Patriciaé dfeard him saying.
'‘Richard interviewed her. He... we both felt tHa¢ work-load had
become too heavy for us to give enough time tocbents.'

'Yes, but she igour assistant. She is working directly for you, ol
your cases,' Patricia Winters persisted.

It seemed to Charlotte as she stood listeningitlveds a long time
before Daniel answered.

'Yes,' he agreed eventually. 'l felt that it wobh&lwise initially if she
was to work in collaboration with me rather thadependently.’

J You mean she isn't up to the job. So why did &idttake her on? It
Isn't as though shetbatattractive,' Patricia said dismissively.

'‘She's extremely well qualified," Daniel responded.

'Yes,' Patricia agreed jeeringly. 'So well quatifiat you have to
supervise her work. Well, I'll tell you this, Dahiel don't want her
involved in my affairs.’

Their voices faded slightly and Charlotte guesdeat they were
walking towards Daniel's office door.

She waited until she heard it open and she wastsayewere both
safely outside in the corridor before closing tbenmunicating door



and then leaning against it while her body shooth whagrin and
rage.

So she had been right all along. Hien't trust her, and those brief
moments, those small conversations over the lastifg/s, when she
had wondered if Sarah was right and if she hadvakbherself to
misjudge the situation, had merely been self-detusi

She hated him... hated him... but nothing like ashmas she hated
herself. She ached to go into his office and tell Wwhat he could do
with his job, but how could she?

Although she was loath to admit it to herself, hder anger ran a
contrary and extremely dangerous emotion that calose to a
feeling of rejection, of hurt almost—the kind of etion a woman felt
when a man to whom she was attracted didn't want he

What waswrongwith her? she asked herself crossly. Of course s
wasn't attracted to him. How could she be whenksigsv what he
thought of her?

Her pride would not allow her to be attracted tman who plainly
thought so little of her.

And yet she couldn't help remembering a little danly the
compassion and kindness she had seen him displpgdple like
John Balfour. But then, the John Balfours of thisrie had not
proved themselves to be inept and incompetent.

She would much rather he were honest with her adsté cloaking
his feelings with smiles and a pseudo-friendly manmecause
sometimes when they were working together, whelobleed at her
and smiled at her, she forget her antagonism asghtment of him
and instead found herself being drawn to him, atmasting to bask
in the warmth of his approval and admiration. Blattkind of
weakness was something she wasn't going to giteeany more.



She had virtually heard him admit her own suspid¥hat more
evidence did she need?

She was glad when it was eventually time for hde&ve for home.
As she got into her car she told herself that i$ wdiculous to feel
S0.. .s0 hurt by one man's opinion of her, espgcvahen it only
reinforced what she herself had already felt.

This afternoon after Patricia Winters had gone lshe wanted to
march into his office and confront him. To tell hthmat she herself
was fully aware of her failure and that she hadhaed for him to
underline it for her.

What was it she really wanted from him? she askeniself tiredly a
couple of hours later as she got ready for heriagesut with Sarah.

His understanding... his compassion... his kindneks approval
and professional admiration.. Why? Whkould his opinion have
become so important to her and in such a shorespitme?

She pushed the question away, almost afraid ofraotihg it.

‘You're very quiet,’ Sarah commented half an hatarlas they drove
towards the town. 'Is everything OK?'

'Yes, yes, fine,' Charlotte told her listlesslyt blae could tell that her
sister wasn't deceived.

'You aren't wearing the bandage,' Sarah accused her
'‘No,' Charlotte agreed.

She had found another dress she had thought miablsua plain

matt black jersey shift with a loose unstructurkdpe that was both
elegant and flattering, and best of all was juat little bit longer than

most of her other things.



‘Mm.. .well, I must admit, | do like what you'vetgon,' Sarah told
her.

Sarah, who had eaten at the new ltalian restalefiote, directed
Charlotte through the town, and Charlotte parked prece of waste
ground opposite the restaurant.

It was rather more luxurious inside than she hageeted, a
full-blown restaurant, in fact, rather than a msiraple trattoria.

They were shown first to the bar, and handed mémssudy while
they ordered their aperitifs.

Most of the other diners were couples, with the sddnkling of
what looked like businessmen.

Once they had given their order they were showmsimmmediately
to their table.

'‘Not quite what | had expected,' Charlotte comneener sister as
she sat down.

Sarah pulled a face at her. 'Tony brought me haredr wedding
anniversary treat, and | thought you'd enjoy iknbw how much
you've always loved Italian food.'

They had just been served with their first coureemvSarah suddenly
leaned across the table and said softly, ‘Domitriomnd now, but I'm
sure that your boss has just come in.’

'‘My boss?' Charlotte almost dropped her fork. "Yonean Daniel
Jefferson?'

"The very same. At least, it looks like him. Thera' woman with
him. Tall... and a bit hard- looking. Dark hair.éire sitting down at
a table in the alcove. | think you can look now.’



Charlotte told herself that she wasn't going tdJdbat she wasn't in
the least interested whether or not it was Dabigl she couldn't stop
herself from taking a quick glance into the alcdver heart started to
thump unsteadily as she saw that Daniel was loa&iragght back at
her.

She turned round quickly, and then to her constemahe heard
Sarah saying, 'l think he must have seen youokdas though he's
coming over.'

This time she didn't turn round, but she still krnin exact moment
when Daniel reached their table. She could feelithehairs at the
back of her neck prickling slightly with tension t®ugh her body
had developed some special extra sense which rseagrhis

presence.

‘Charlotte, | thought it was you.'

Grimly Charlotte introduced him to her sister, @ni her teeth as
Sarah openly flirted a little with him, telling hithat she had seen
him on television.

''d ask you to join us,' he told them both, 'batrlia wants to discuss
some business matters with me.'

Charlotte couldn't help it. She gave him a cynaiabelieving look
that made him frown slightly as though he was abmutsay
something but had thought better of it.

'Whew!" Sarah commented when he had gone. 'thatiswhat | call
a man. | can almost feel the steam coming out oéarg. Talk about
sexy. | didn't think much of his partner, thouglhneSvas glaring
daggers at you while he was over hétemight think they're having
a business meeting, but | doubt that's what sin&ghiyou only have
to look at the dress she's wearing. If the neckivas any lower it
would be indecent.



She frowned and stopped speaking as she saw ththaia@harlotte
was playing with her food. 'Char, what is it, weatrong?"

‘Nothing," Charlotte told her, but they both knele svas lying.
Charlotte felt miserably guilty. She knew that $ahad wanted to
give her a treat to cheer her up, and here she lvedsyving like a
sulky child.

'I'm sorry, Sarah,' she apologised to her sistecjrig her mouth into
a smile. 'lt's just...well, he knew | was comingéeonight. He
walked into my office while we were on the phonehydid he have
to bring her here? It's almost as though...'

'‘As though what?' Sarah questioned her, her expressiddenly
softening as she leaned across the table and tolokdf one of
Charlotte's hands.

‘Do you know what | think?' she told her gently.think you're
beginning to fall in love with him.’

Immediately Charlotte snatched her hand away. thentidiculous.
| barely know him.’

‘Since when did time have anything to do with itell in love with
Tony within seconds of meeting him. When he rewemst® my car |
was so furious, and then when he got out of hisndrcame over to
apologise to me | took one look at him and suddémlguldn't have
cared if he'd wrecked my car completely.’

‘That was different,’ Charlotte told her sister miseyaldlony shared
your feelings.'

'‘Ah ha, so youdo admit that you feel something for him?' Sara
pounced, and then immediately apologised as sheCGawlotte's
expression.



'l don't know what | feel any more," Charlotte tblelr wretchedly. 'l
only know | wish I'd never met him. Sarah... he sidetrust me,
never mind anything else. He thinks I'm a failund &e's right. | --'

'It didn't look to me like he thought you were duee when he came
over to talk to us just now," Sarah interruptedvassy.

‘To talk tous.' Charlotte grimacedYouwere the one he was talking
to, not me.'

'‘Mm, butyouwere the one he was watching.'
'‘Look, | don't want to talk about it. Can we pleakange the subject?'

'If that's what you want. What would you like tdktabout? Dad has
very high hopes of taking the best rose prize anlttal show this
summer,' she told Charlotte with a straight fa@ersonally | think he
could have a lot of competition. Old Mr Thorneydret—'

‘All right, all right," Charlotte interrupted hébut it's pointless talking
about Daniel, Sarah. It's useless, a hopeless'rBégsgave her sister
a wistful smile. 'l know you mean well, but talkiagout it won't do
any good. The best thing for me to do is to stapkihg about him,
not keep focusing my mind on him.'

For the rest of the meal they chatted in a comiibetdamiliar way
about family matters, Sarah's children, and them childhood, but
Charlotte had little appetite for the marvellousodp pushing it
around her plate, much to the distress of theitexali

From the moment she had seen Daniel with Patritiszhe had
wanted to do was disappear, but pride kept heheit table. She
wasn't going to let him see just how much of aeafhe had on her.

Even so, she was relieved when Sarah finished inal €up of
cappucinoand announced that it was probably time they left.



Outside it had gone rather cool, and Charlotte glad they didn't
have very far to walk to the car, since she hdatotight a coat with
her.

She unlocked the doors and they both got in, baénshe turned the
key in the ignition after a few uncertain couglg éngine refused to
fire.

'‘What is it? What's wrong?' Sarah asked her anlious

'l don't know," Charlotte admitted, and then asghaced briefly at
the indicator panels her heart sank.

'I've run out of petrol,’ she told her sister halip.

'‘What? Oh, no! The nearest all-night service stasahe one on the
bypass, and that's a two- mile walk.'

‘Yes, | know. Look, you stay here," Charlotte todt. 'I'll go and --'

*You'll do no such thing. A woman walking along aimroad on her
own at this time of night just isn't safe. We coaldiays ring Mum
and Dad.'

Charlotte shook her head. 'lIt would take them longget here than
it would for us to walk to the garage and back.'

Charlotte started to get out of the car, shiveasghe cold wind cut
straight through her dress.

She didn't even have a petrol can in the boot. iCeadds were
something she had stopped using from the momenhatieclosed
down her business, but fortunately she did havelheque-book and
her cheque card.



Of all the things to happen. Normally she was stiguus about
keeping her tank well filled with petrol, but shadchworked late
several evenings and the local garage had beesdclasd somehow
or other she had had so many other things on had that she had
completely forgotten how low on petrol she actualbs.

There were several cars parked with hers on théewgound,
presumably belonging to the other diners, and astsimed round
Charlotte froze.

Two people were crossing the road and headindghowiste ground.
She recognised them immediately. Patricia Wintexs walking very
close to Daniel, her hand holding his arm as sb&esfgo him.

At first Charlotte thought that he hadn't seen e, suddenly he
stopped and, disengaging himself from Patriciafs game across to
them.

'Is everything all right?' he asked.

Charlotte's immediate instinctive response was énydwhat had
happened, but Sarah was too quick for her, telagiel wryly, 'We
seem to have run out of petrol.’

'It's all right. | was just about to walk to thengee station to get
some,' Charlotte said quickly, immediately awar¢hef way Daniel
was frowning as he focused on her.

'You can't do that," he told her firmly. 'It's f@o dangerous. Look,
why don't | give you both a lift? It would seem tbensible thing to
do. | think your car will be quite safe here, Cb#d, if you lock it

up.’

‘There's no need for that,” Charlotte started {9 bat once again
Sarah overruled her, smiling at Daniel as she waidnly, "Thank
you. That's very kind of you.'



With both Daniel and Sarah standing there watchieg Charlotte
had no option but to lock the car and walk with [@&mcross to
where he was parked.

He wasn't driving his great-aunt's car this timg,dsmall Mercedes
saloon.

Charlotte could see from the look on Patricia Whsite face how
furious she was.

'‘How on earth could anyone be stupid enough tooutrof petrol?’
she demanded when Daniel explained what had hagpene

'‘Quite easily,' Daniel told her mildly. 'I've dortenyself. Look, let's
get in the car, it's cold out here,' he added, akahg it, and moving
slightly towards Charlotte as he opened the damrthat his body
protected hers from the cold wind.

He hadn't done it deliberately, of course, he haxply been opening
the car door, but nevertheless for those few secorten she was
mercifully protected from the cold she felt bathada warmth as
treacherously emotional as it was physical.

Daniel was asking Sarah exactly where they wantepiadng off, and
when she told him he said, 'I'll drop you off fjrdten, Patricia, since
your place is closer.’

In the darkness of the rear seat of the Mercedm®hSeached for
Charlotte's hand and gave it a brief squeeze, &adldite could tell
from the angry set of Patricia Winters's head #inet was far from
pleased by Daniel's suggestion.

As Charlotte had expected, Patricia's house wasragty large, its
facade floodlit by security lights as they drove up



'l hope you at least intend to see me to the dsbe,'told Daniel in
extremely acid tones as he stopped the car.

'Of course,' he agreed cordially, and while Ch#glahd Sarah waited
he paused to have several seconds' conversatibrheitbefore she
disappeared inside.

'‘Well, there's someone who isn't at all pleasedth® way the
evening's turned out," Sarah commented to Chardsttihey waited
for Daniel to rejoin them.

It was only another few miles to Charlotte's pasehbuse, but to
Charlotte the journey seemed to last forever. $eodered when the
Mercedes finally stopped in her parents' drive tsia¢ had been
tightening her muscles so much that they actudliysigally ached.

It was left to Sarah to thank Daniel for his kindseCharlotte could
barely bring herself to look at him, never mind thmyg else. What a
complete idiot he must think her, despite his comnadout anyone
being able to run out of petrol. It was such aisttipng to have done,
but what frightened her most of all was how mudhidwed the way
her concentration had lapsed. What if she madendasi mistake
with her work? What if she forgot or overlooked wsihing
important?

She gave a tense shudder, causing Daniel to tedlimst roughly,
‘You're cold. You should have a coat. Oh, and dawoitry about
getting into work on time in the morning if youdelayed with your
car.'

‘You didn't even thank him," Sarah rebuked Chalaotildly once
they were inside, 'and he was so kind.'

Charlotte gave her a wan smile.



'‘And what's all this about his not liking or trusjiyou?' she added. 'It
seemed to me that he was extremely concerned gtougoing to all
that trouble. It was obvious that Patricia Winteesn't at all pleased
to have their evening cut short by our presence.’

'He's just that kind of man," Charlotte told hestléssly. 'lt means
nothing.'

Sarah's eyebrows rose.

'‘Really? When you shivered | thought for a momentdas actually
going to take off his jacket and wrap it round you.

Charlotte flushed and moved uncomfortably from éoet to the
other. 'Don't be silly. You always did have an overd
imagination.'

'You think so? | think you're wallowing so deepln our
self-inflicted sea of self-pity that you don't wdatsee the truth.’

'So he was polite,’ Charlotte responded angrityw8at? As I've just
told you, that's the kind of man he is.’

'If you say so,' Sarah told her, but Charlotte dade that she wasn't
convinced.

'Pity I was with you," Sarah mused. 'Otherwisedddahave had you
all to himself, and then --'

‘Sarah, pleas®on't...'

The anguish in Charlotte's voice caused Sarahdp ahd look
gravely at her sister. 'I'm sorry. | didn't meakou are in love with
him, aren't you?'



'‘No. No, of course I'm not,' Charlotte denied, tng words sounded
unsure and unconvincing even to her own ears.

Long after she should have been asleep she wasdwake, trying to
come to terms with the intensity of her own emation

How could she have fallen in love with Daniel? lsvmpossible,
idiotic... inevitable.

She buried her face in her pillow, trying to stifftee sharp moan of
protest that rose in her.

Shecouldn'tlove him. Shemustnot love him. But as she lay there
her eyes hot and dry with the tears she refusebléd, she knew that
she did.



CHAPTER SIX

DANIEL didn't trust her judgement, Charlotte knew thatl get as the
days passed she began to wonder if Sarah had iggéramd if she
had allowed the doubts and lack of self-confiddmoeight on by the
failure of her practice to affect her, becauseaasmgly Daniel was
asking her opinion on various aspects of his casekjding her in
interviews with his clients both at the office antlen he had to go
out on client visits. He had even praised herferwork she had done
on constructing a case for one of those clienfigygeher that she had
picked up on a very important aspect of the casewhad eluded
him.

It became a familiar thing to Charlotte to have standing beside
her desk, his hands resting either side of heheretige of it as he
leaned forward to see what she was doing, and,eningrally she
had seen his presence as watchful distrust, sheeva®eginning to
view it more in the light of a genuine acceptantctne validity of the
points she was making.

One afternoon, when she had been enthusiasticadigridhing to him

a little-known precedent which she felt sure woutdrggthen a case
that had previously seemed very uncertain, he bddenly reached
out and very gently tucked her hair behind her gaying softly, 'So

much passion. | almost wish ...

Exactly what he had wished he had never told heaulrse Anne had
come hurrying into his office to tell him that aierit had
unexpectedly turned up in Reception, and Danieldtgidoeen with
him when Charlotte had eventually left for home.

‘You're looking a lot more cheerful,’ Sarah comraedn@at the
weekend. She had come round with the children,wére outside in
the garden ostensibly helping their grandfather,ileviSarah,
Charlotte and their mother prepared lunch.



'It wouldn't have anything to do with a certain sh,sexy solicitor we
both know, would it?'

Charlotte laughed but refused to be drawn. Herrfgelwere still too
new and tender to be discussed with anyone eldebasides, Daniel
had neither said nor done anything to indicate shathad the same
effect on him as he did on her. That was if yocalisted the way he
sometimes smiled at her and the tenderness inngerg the other
afternoon when they had brushed against her skin.

Dreamily Charlotte wondered why it was that thétegt touch from
one man could have a far more devastating effech avoman's
senses than the most intense display of passiondrmther.

Daniel had aroused her more quickly, more intensetygl certainly
far more unexpectedly with that one small toucmthad Bevan's
most passionate kisses.

She squirmed a little uncomfortably at the directiof her own
thoughts. It was useless to try to deny to herHadt she was
beginning to spend far too much time daydreamingutlvhat it
might be like if Daniel were to kiss her with pagsand desire when
just the touch of his fingers had such an eleetifiect on her.

She could still recall the sharp spine-tingling stio® she had felt,
the shock of knowing that her whole body was regcto him, and
reacting not just with pleasure, but intense demssrevell, the kind of
desire in fact that she could never remember eapeing before.

Whenhehad touched her her whole body had been filled wiheed,
a yearning almost that had made her instinctivelsp against him,
virtually nestling her head against his shouldée fushed a little as
she recalled how potentially betraying her behawoust have been,
but Daniel had not been in any hurry to withdrawanirher, and the



look in his eyes when they were interrupted hadoeen one that had
suggested that he had welcomed that interruption.

It was a happy weekend, with Charlotte feeling nretaxed and at
ease with herself and the rest of the world thanhsld felt in a long
time. It was only when her mother commented aftatching her

play with Sarah's children that it had been a lomg since she had
heard her laughing that she appreciated the bsghthad cast on
other people's lives as well as her own.

'I'm sorry, Ma,' she apologised. 'l haven't beendhsiest person to
get along with lately, have 1?'

‘You've had good reason for feeling unhappy,' hether told her
gently.

On Monday morning, when she drove to work, Chaglatas not
only feeling happily content, she was actually ingkforward to
being at work as well. And not just because shemnveasfinding her
feet and enjoying the actual work. Even the clothlegh had caused
her such irritated despair no longer seemed ggiteud of place as
they had done, and when, after she had parked dreard was
walking to the office, a workman whistled at hasstead of resenting
it she turned round and gave him a brief grin, adus notice that he
actually blushed while his workmates teased him.

'‘My goodness, you're chirpy this morning," Anne amented when
she saw her.

'Did you have a good weekend?' Charlotte asked her.

Anne groaned. 'No. Junior here is kicking as thaugjb got four legs
and not two, and my husband complained that | kaptawake all
last night. It was almost a relief to get in to Wwehmis morning.'



Charlotte smiled sympathetically. Anne did lookedir and her
pregnancy was well advanced now.

'l wish some of this good humour would rub off og,hshe added. 'l
saw Daniel a few minutes ago and he was full ofdle of spring as
well... Is it something the two of you put in yoroffee?' she asked

wryly.

Anne drank tea because of the baby, and Charkigghed dutifully
but ducked her head a little so that her hair swangard against her
face, hiding the colour she could feel warmingsien.

Daniel had a busy morning with several appointmeartsl then just
before lunch he came into Charlotte's office tbitef that one of his
cases had unexpectedly been brought forward ahtiehaould be in
court for the rest of the day.

She had been checking on something when he hagdvadkand as
she looked at him the way he studied her made lhgh Klightly.
There was a fluttery feeling inside her stomacle &t slightly
light-headed, dizzy almost, and at the same timbagpy that she
could feel her mouth starting to curl into a wammils.

'l had hoped we might have lunch together todaasiiél told her, and
then as her heart started to leap with excitemeiatded, "There are a
couple of cases | wanted to discuss with you waghttials coming up
soon and we never seem to get time here.' He glaamickis watch.
‘Unfortunately there just isn't going to be time.'

Charlotte nodded, unable to trust herself to speak.

‘You are happy here, aren't you, Charlotte?' he asked |
unexpectedly.

She nodded again.



'‘Good. Because | shouldn't want to lose you.'
Charlotte looked at him, her expression unguaradelvalnerable.

‘You're a very valuable asset to the firm,' he tedwhile her colour
came and went. She was too stunned by the extreoydi
unexpectedness of his praise” to think of anythingpy.

For a long time after he had gone, she could dbimgtother than
sink down into her chair and stare blindly at thalwvhile his words
echoed and re-echoed through her mind.

He didn't want to lose her. He thought her a vdkiabset. Her chest
grew tight with the bubbles of euphoria building upside it.
Suddenly she felt as though there was nothing shkl ot do, no
goal she could not achieve. She daydreamed thrinegdifternoon on
a crest of dazed happiness, only to realise atdaasf four that she
had achieved virtually nothing all afternoon.

Some asset you are, she told herself as she forreaktention back
to her work, pausing only to telephone her motinertall her that she
was going to be working late.

She barely noticed the others leaving as she ctmated on the work
in front of her, but every now and again her hamdlhd falter as she
wrote her notes, and she would start staring ipéecs, thinking about
Daniel.. .remembering what he had said.

At half-past seven she flexed her tense fingers\aedt to make
herself a cup of coffee. Another half an hour sti@de it through.

She sat down at her desk, frowning as she studieat she had
written. It was a complex case and one that requargreat deal of
research. There wasn't a lot more she could doewesing. She
sipped her coffee and sat back in her chair, agteswtile curling her
mouth.



She closed her eyes, remembering how often receémtiyrad sat like
this with Daniel standing behind her.

‘Charlotte, you're working late.'

Her eyes flew open as Daniel walked into the radnopping his case
on the floor and removing his coat, which he thoawto a chair.

As he loosened his tie slightly he told her, 'Thsoim case has beer
put back. The one before it proved more troublestitae expected.
That's a whole afternoon hanging around the coWhat is it you're
working on?' he asked her, coming to stand behendthe way she
had just been secretly remembering.

She could feel the heat singing down her spineeagtdod there, her
body deliciously—shockingly, really—aware of hindathe pleasure
that knowing he was so close to her gave her.

He grimaced when he saw the name on the file. &ffie0 doubt
about it that there was gross negligence on thiegbdine employer,
but | can't see how we're going to prove it. Thenmarked alone,
there were no witnesses, and the employers claahtlib had a
history of not using the guards properly so thatwes in fact
responsible for his own injuries.’

‘Mm, | know,"' she agreed. 'Our client claims thatvas standing
working practice to use the machines without thesrds.’

‘Yes, but we can't prove that.'

'He mentions in his statement that this practiak been in use for a
very long time, that the man he took over from hadned him about
it.

'Yes, but he has since died and so we can't usabimwitness,' he
said wryly.



'‘No, but if he sustained any injuries at work tlveyuld be on his
medical records... If his death only occurred yamcently, those
records should still be available.'

‘That's rather a lot of ifs," Daniel told her, 'lyou're right. Itis worth
investigating.'

'l think so," Charlotte told him excitedly. 'Becaugwe can prove --'
She stopped suddenly.

Daniel was looking at her in a way that made hggdball about her
work.

Her eyes grew wide and dark as his glance driftedss her face, his
glance holding hers for several heartbeats of bafere his attention
focused on her mouth.

She could feel her heart racing, a frantic fastitthat made her feel
breathless and giddy. 'I've been thinking about gbwafternoon...
about this," he told her simply, and then he loddnes head and
started to kiss her gently, caressing her mouth kng, and then when
she had made no effort to repulse him he drewlbesdysto her feet,
one hand warm and firm against her spine, whilefitigers of the
other pushed gently into her hair, easing it be€Cker face.

‘Your hair feels like silk,' he whispered againet mouth. 'Do you
know that?'

He kissed her again, more deeply this time.

'‘Hold me, Charlotte,' he begged her. 'Put your amsind me and
hold me...'



She obeyed him without even thinking about hesitatmaking a
small female sound of pleasure in her throat asémsual contact of
his body against her own.

He was stroking her back now, moulding her agdiimstas he kissed
her. She was starting to tremble, to shiver with ititensity of her
body's arousal.

Suddenly they weren't kissing gently any longerd &harlotte
opened her mouth, wanting the intimate thrust eftbhgue against
her own, clinging to him, her nails digging intarhas he responded
to her invitation.

She could feel him moving back from her, and wasm'e what he
was doing until she opened her eyes and realisat tb was
shrugging off his jacket, letting it fall to theofir while he held on to
her and kept on kissing her with increasing passion

The sensation of his body against hers with ordyshirt and her silk
blouse and bra between them sent her nerve-enuhitegga delirium.
He urged her closely against him, whispering tothat he wanted to
feel her hands on his skin, that he wanted to tdwach. to taste her.
He kissed her throat and the small exposed V shfkg the opening
of her shirt, and all the time she clung to hingpe@nding to him
almost feverishly, achingly aware of how much stregkd for the
touch of his hands on her bate skin...how mucHafged to be able
to" touch him in the same way.

He kissed her mouth again, biting gently and tless gently at her
bottom lip while she trembled and whimpered witlsicke

Much more of this and she would be begging hinetaave both her
clothes and his own, something that Bevan had rencersed her to
do even once in their relationship.



She felt his hand against her breast, his thumbingbsoftly against
the silk that separated her from his touch. Heplep already hard,
pulsed with fierce desire. Already she could alnfest what it would

be like if he kissed them, suckled at them... Sheldered wildly,

clinging to him.

Outside in the street a car backfired, and instabdth of them
tensed. Charlotte opened her eyes and found thmaeD@as looking
into them.

He lifted his hand from her breast, to smooth thislied hair from her
face, his fingertips blessedly cool against herdhkat.

‘This isn't really the time or the place, is it@'daid thickly.

He was still holding her, and she could feel higgptal arousal. The
knowledge that he wanted her made her own body auld ache, but
when he started to ease himself gently away fromshe made no
move to stop him.

His hands cupped her face, framing it as he benbdad and kissed
first one corner of her mouth and then the othaul,then with a small

groan he touched his tongue-tip to her top Up aad ghowly parted

it from her bottom one, his mouth just a breathyaftam hers.

'If | start kissing you again now I'm never goingde able to stop,' he
told her huskily. 'I've got a meeting this eventhgt | just can't get
out of. Have dinner with me tomorrow night, Chaeot

She nodded, not trusting herself to speak. He #ibse gently, and
then again fiercely, pulling her abruptly againsh lso that she could
feel the intimacy of his arousal before releasiagdnd standing back
from her.

'| daren't stay here any longer with you,' he tutd.



'l was just about to leave.' Her voice was jerkgl Anosky. Charlotte
dared not look at him. She was too afraid thahé did she would
start pleading with him to stay, to finish what In&d started. The
intensity of her own desire confused her. She e mnfelt like this

before. Never experienced such need, such immedihdeyshock of
it left her feeling bemused, unable to functiongady.

'I'll see you to your car,' Daniel told her, butlasy walked across the
empty square together they kept their distance fmom another, as
though they were both afraid that if they got témse they would be
overwhelmed by the same explosive need which hgdlfEd them
in the office.

As she drove home Charlotte tried to analyse |dlgicghat had
happened, but it was impossible. Tomorrow night wlas having
dinner with him... She shivered as she remembersaddhe had felt
when he had touched her.. .when he had kissed Ifisomething so
small as a kiss could affect her like that, whas waing to happen to
her if he made love to her...?

'l shan't be in for supper tonight,' Charlotte todéadt mother as casually
as she could over breakfast. 'I'm having dinnen.witvith Daniel.'

She tried hard to say his name with cool indiffeegnas though
having dinner with him were something of little iorpance, but she
knew that her mother wasn't deceived. Her voicekaa a little and
became betrayingly husky, and she knew that bereathliscreet
covering of make-up she was flushing as guiltiaahoolgirl.

But tactfully her mother made no comment other tioaask her if she
was coming home to change first or if they werengadut straight
from the office...



Charlotte told her that she wasn't sure. She hdpetdshe would be
able to come home first. She would have liked tgehbad the
opportunity to change into something other tharofiieze suits— the
black dress she had worn to have dinner with Speahaps—and it
would be nice to be able to wash her hair as vesltl to shower,
perhaps using that ridiculously expensive bodyolotivhich Sarah
and Tony had given her for Christmas.

She trembled a little, well aware of the dangenmaths her thoughts
were taking.

When was the last time she had thought about prepéor a date
with so much awareness of where it might lead? Whaghshesver
prepared for a date knowing that already she wagimng the man
concerned as a lover?

In her university days there had been a fellowestigvith whom she
had believed herself in love, and they had beeari\but she had not
felt with him one-tenth of the intensity she had exgnced in
Daniel's arms last night. And yet the heady sexxgpleriences of
one's youth—one's first sexual experiences—she head
somewhere were the yardstick with which to meastiner sexual
experiences for the rest of one's life.

Her body trembled again. She had never looked fi@i@ sharing
the intimate experience of sex with a man with sacimalmost
wanton mental pleasure, nor had she ever imagieesgl doing so.

Last night she had lain awake, her mind filled &ydrish imaginings
of the touch of Daniel's hands, his mouth... ofdbent and the taste
of his body, of all the ways she wanted to love himd be loved by
him, and that had been a totally new experiencédor

She and Bevan had discussed, calmly and logi¢calyimpossibility
of fitting a sexual relationship into their busyds, and had just as



easily and calmly decided to shelve it until thieursy schedules
permitted them to take time off together to develugt side of their
relationship.

'‘We'll hire a French chateau and spend every eganaking love in
front of a huge log fire,' Bevan had told her draoadly, and yet her
pulse-rate hadn't lifted one single beat at thegesade had drawn for
her, while merely remembering the way Daniel hawkéa at her,
never mind touched her, set off such a fierce swfy@hysical
responsiveness inside her that she had to compmessnuscles
against it.

It was a bewildering, exhilarating sensation, tiscovery that she
was so totally physically, mentally and emotionalgsponsive to
Daniel.

And he must feel something for her, otherwise hald/aot have said
the things he had said... done the things he had.do

Her heart sang as she drove to work, and even kthslug knew that
Daniel would be in court for most of the day heatestill gave a
giddy skip of excitement and elation as she steppedhe building.

Tonight she would be with him. Tonight... But it svhours away...
As she walked into her office she looked regrejfalt the closed
communicating door, and then, on an impulse shédaoot resist,
she opened it and walked through into Daniel'ceffi

His desk was clear and empty. She touched it, rigmihe
leather-covered blotter with her fingertip and tk&oking the top of
his chair.

She closed her eyes and breathed deeply, certairbémeath the
smell of leather and polished wood she could jasticthe faint scent
of Daniel's soap, and then, as she opened hershedgerided herself
for being over-imaginative, but her eyes still gemwvith warmth and



her lips were parted in a soft reminiscent smilsresremembered the
warm male scent of his skin when he had kisse@ahdrthe way he
had buried his mouth in her neck and whisperedeindar that he
loved the silky feel of her hair.

A tiny convulsive shiver raced through her. Thacaffdoor opened
and she swung round, anticipation shining in h&seyput it wasn't
Daniel who was standing there, it was Patricia \@mt'Oh,' she said
curtly. 'Where's Daniel?' she demanded peremptorily

Charlotte felt herself flush with irritation at head manners, but she
reminded herself that the woman was a client amtlasapleasantly
as she could, 'He's in court today. Can | help you?

The look Patricia gave her was as derogatory asheasrawled, 'l
hardly think so," and then she was sweeping otih@fbffice in the
same arrogant way in which she had swept in, lgavehind her the
heavy scent of Poison.

An apt choice of perfume for her, Charlotte decidettlly after she
had opened the windows to get rid of the smell.

Had she and Daniel ever been lovers, or was it singdyAnne and
Ginny had implied, that she had been chasing heekiag to put
their business relationship on a more intimateifg®

As she went back to her own office she chewedatistdly on her
bottom lip. Everything she had learned about Dasimte she had
worked for him told her that he was simply not kited of man to do
anything about which he was not completely sincere.

Far from being the publicity-hungry media-mad persba had first
imagined, he had an integrity that even she had berced to
acknowledge.



She had recognised that integrity even while slueshifl been filled
with bitter resentment against him, forced to ackiedge it even as
she had railed against his crushing judgement obwea failure.

But now she had overcome that resentment, becaulsachbegun to
show that he must have changed his mind about Herwas

beginning to trust her, professionally. He had etwd her that he
valued her as a colleague.

And he had also told her that he wanted her asmamoHer stomach
lurched and she breathed in deeply. From the winslosvcould see
Patricia crossing the road. When she reached tier pavement a
man walking along it stopped to talk to her. He wal and
grey-haired and it was obvious from the expreseioiPatricia’s face
that he had said something flattering to her. Thalked off together,
the man listening attentively to whatever it waattRatricia was
saying to him.

Charlotte turned her attention back to her desk. [@kt thing she felt
like was work. What you need, my girl, is some -skdicipline, she
told herself severely. You're not here to sit dawdning about
Daniel.

But that was exactly what siasdoing, she realised guiltily an hour
later when her attention drifted away from her wiankthe third time
to dwell dreamily on the way Daniel had touched last night, the
way he had held her... the way he had kissed lfeshe just closed
her eyes for a second she could almost recaptarsetinsation of his
body against hers, his mouth...

She jumped guiltily as her telephone rang, pickipghe receiver.
‘Charlotte...'

She tensed as she heard Daniel's voice.



'‘Look, | haven't got much time. | just wanted t@ck that it was still
on for this evening. It doesn't look as thoughdomg to get back to
the office, so | wondered if | could pick you upaysaround
seven-thirty. I've booked a table at a new placat'shrecently
opened.’

‘Yes, seven-thirty will be fine," Charlotte managedroak as he told
her that he had to go and said a brief goodbye.

Fortunately the rest of the day was so busy thatgin't have time to
indulge in any further daydreaming, but then aé foiclock, just as
she was about to leave, Richard came into hereoffi@ask her if she
was settling in all right and if she was happy.

She told him that she was, relieved when he saithi couldn't stop
to chat because his wife had organised a dinndy path some

friends, and it was only as she drove home thatategnised that,
had Richard asked her the same question durindirsemweek of

working at the practice, she would have given hinegy different

answer indeed.

Perhaps Sarahad been right...perhaps shead been too full of
self-pity, too ready to leap to the wrong conclustefperhaps it was
after all natural in the circumstances that inyiat least Daniel
should want to keep an eye on her, if only for phatection of his
clients, she admitted fair-mindedly.

Perhaps she had been over-sensitive in feeling Heatwas
condemning her, contrasting his success with hiewréa

But she was still a little uncomfortably aware gt difference
between them. She might no longer resent himjfatie was honest,
she did slightly envy him. Not so much his success hisability to
succeed, the skills which had made it possiblehfor to succeed,
skills which she evidently did not possess.



Stop it, she warned herself as she drove. Domttsgtailing things by
dwelling on what's past.

It was a command which she repeated to herselhapiepared for
their dinner date.

She had had her shower, carefully and to her miather
self-indulgently smoothing her skin with scented ydation. She
found it rather hard to meet her own eyes in theanwhen she slid
on the silk underwear which had been an impulsegmteto herself
and which so far she had never worn. There wasngparticularly
provocative about the very simple bra and brief thett was if you
discounted the way the silk felt and the way inguo her skin.

Similarly the black dress was nowhere near as adlwaexy as the
Alaia number, but she felt far more comfortabletjrand that gave
her a confidence she knew she would not have hddsha been
wearing the other dress.

She was upstairs when she heard his car pullinguigide. She
looked quickly in the mirror, checking her appeaarWould he be
as aware as she was of the heightened tensiom#uak her skin glow
and her pupils seem much larger than usual?

She looked at her mouth. Was she wearing too mpstidk? Would
he look at her and know that when she had beewiagghe soft pink
colour she had been remembering what it had fadt to have his
mouth moving on hers? And that she had been aatiogphow she
would feel when he kissed her again?

She heard him ringing the doorbell, and her mogjoéng to answer
it, and knew it was time for her to go downstairs.

She had, of course, to introduce him to her payéoth of whom, she
could tell, liked him immediately.



He was driving the Jaguar, and as he opened tlsempgar door for
her she felt the happiness which had been bubliside her all day
start to fizz into dizzy expectation.

'l haven't eaten at this new place before,' heheldas he started the
car, 'but I've heard very good reports of it.'

'How far is it?' Charlotte asked him.

He told her, explaining that it had originally besm old farmhouse
close to the river which had now been renovatedcanderted into a
restaurant.

'We handled the conveyancing when the place wak aold there
were several complications with the change of uspli@ation;
however, it was granted in the end.

‘Carl trained with the Roux brothers. That's hownhet Elise, his
wife. They make a good team.’

To reach the restaurant they had to drive off taemoad and down a
narrow gravel lane.

The forecourt was well illuminated with securitghits, and the same
lights discreetly floodlit the front of the buildin

It was very old, long and low, with small mullion@dndows, and

Charlotte could just make out the outlines of lavand paths to the
sides of the building which, Daniel told her, lemdh to the river, and
a stone terrace at the rear of the farmhouse whashused for lunch
parties in the summer.

As they walked towards the building Daniel slipgesl hand under
her elbow to guide her across the gravel car park.



Immediately and instinctively Charlotte moved clogehim. It was
as though her body was automatically seeking themtva and
comfort of his, theintimacy of his, she reflected. Their footstep:s
slowed a little as though both of them were silerthjoying their
physical intimacy, and then a car drew up behirdrtiand Charlotte
moved slightly away, quickening her walking padatke.

As they reached the building she acknowledged dliaghe really
wanted this evening was simply to be with Danled if he turned to
her now and took her in his arms and whispereceto'bet's forget
about the meal,’' she wouldn't have raised oneesmigkction. On the
contrary.

She blinked a little as Daniel opened the door thedsilence was
broken by the hum of voices from inside.

She was glad to see that the renovations and ttee dad been kept
very simple.

Someone, she recognised, had gone to a greatfdeallale to create
an atmosphere of authenticity, allied to discreetlenn comforts.

The building was obviously centrally heated, b thdiators were
hidden discreetly out of sight, the exposed beaatsleen cleaned
and limed, and the plaster infills between them Ib@eh washed in a
soft pinky earthy colour which Charlotte suspectes a recreation
of the original kind of wash that would have besedion a building
of this age.

The stone-flagged floors were covered in rich, wgrmled rugs and
the furniture was thankfully not of the dark oalpeatry-covered
pseudo-Tudor type so beloved of a certain type bf pu

'‘What do you think?' Daniel asked her as they wentthe bar area.



'l like it," Charlotte told him. She smiled at has she spoke, and ther
her smile faded as she saw the way he was loolaok &t her. At her
eyes and then her mouth, making her feel as thiweglrskin had
become so sensitised that he had actually phygitwalched it.

Charlotte supposed later that they must have addgrieks but she
couldn't remember doing so— what she did know wes she
certainly did not give the extensive and imagimatmenu anything
like the concentration it deserved.

By the time she and Daniel were shown to theiretable couldn't
have cared less what she ate.

Their conversation, outwardly mundane, for her wasely a cloak
for what she was feeling, Charlotte acknowledgesheswatched as
Daniel spoke to her.

How was it that she had never realised before ¢lrah the most
simple ordinary things about another human beingdcbave such a
profound and erotic effect on one's senses?

Just the way Daniel moved his hands, for instandeist the way he
smiled, the way he looked at her, the way his éyeked into hers,
the way he sat, the way he moved—everything abouaffected her
so powerfully that she could have sat for hourglip absorbed in
watching him.

As she listened to him she realised what a powesftdct his
great-aunt had had on his life, almost envying loertlie love he
obviously had for her.

'It must be wonderful to have that kind of self- tdaence,' Charlotte
told him when he was describing to her how his gaemt, after

being refused a partnership by any local prachee€, decided to set
up on her own.



'Oh, | don't think it was so much that she had-sefffidence. | think
it was more a grim necessity. You see, she knetnftblae didn't find

some way to practise and to become totally indepeinttom her

parents she would be sucked back into the lifeshdg had planned
for her.'

'‘Mm. It seems incredible these days to think ofanan, an adult
woman, being so circumscribed.’

‘Yes,' he agreed. 'We tend to forget how greafityHas changed for
people this century, how many things we take fanggd now that
had never even been imagined at the time of the¢ World War. |
hope you've left room for some pudding,' he adtidte sweet trolley
here is supposed to be something very special.’

Charlotte smiled at him. All she wanted now wadéoalone with
him, to be held in his arms. To be touched, kiss&te could feel the
heat building inside her body, the need which wastantly

recognisable even though she had never experiahagith such

intensity before.

She closed her eyes, trying to control her feeliagd instantly had a
mental image of the two of them together, moonlgvering their
entwined naked bodies, both of them lost to thesipastheir desire
had created.

Immediately she opened her eyes, her face hotbtaén trying to
grapple with the extraordinary intensity of her nakimaginings.

'l don't think | want any pudding,’ she told himskily. 'Just.. .just
coffee.’

As she looked at him, she wondered if he could lpuessed what
was going through her mind, if he wanted her whth $ame intensity
with which she wanted him.



So this was what loving someone did to you. Exttaary that she
had never guessed she could feel like this; theaBevhom she had
guite happily planned to marry eventually, had meaene anywhere
near making her feel like this.

She sipped her coffee, watching Daniel butteringpiscuit. His
fingers were long and lean, his movements deft. i@heembered
how she had felt when his thumb had rubbed slowlgirest her
breast. Her cqffee-cup rattled in its saucer agahlaced it.

Daniel looked up at her, his eyes darkening, th@lgudilating.

He pushed his plate away, the biscuit untouchedheasold her
huskily, 'l don't know about you, but I think itlsne we left.'

Charlotte discovered that, although this was thenemd she had been
waiting for all evening, she suddenly felt extreynakrvous, and
almost shy.

She nodded, unable to speak, sitting tensely inchair as Daniel
stood up.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THEY had been driving for ten minutes or so before (Otiarrealised
that Daniel seemed to be taking her straight home.

Confusion battled with disappointment and the senseutely sharp
rejection. Had she completely misread the situ&tibrdn't hewant
her after all? Had tonight simply been a way ofspas an empty
evening?

The car slowed down and she turned to look at hafore she
realised that they were approaching a crossroaagd too late to
look away again; Daniel was looking back at her.

'l suppose you know how little | want this eventogend,' he told her
huskily. 'How much | want... you..."

Charlotte held her breath, too proud to ask him wimg wanted her
so much he was taking her home.

‘Don't worry. I'm not going to spoil things betweley rushing you
into bed before we've had a chance to get to know another
properly.. .much as I'd like to.’

Him rushher. She wondered what he would say if she told him hc
much she wanted him, but she knew she wasn't goinghe didn't
have that kind of courage, that kind of self-coafide.

The road was dark, empty of other traffic, the lesddark shapes
lining the roadside, the car's headlights picking the hedges and
trees and the countryside beyond them.

Neither of them spoke. Charlotte couldn't. She teasaware of the
electric tension and disappointment that filled. Hdalf of her was
astounded that she could feel such intense désa®ther half was a
little afraid, a little resentful thagheshould be so caught up in sucl



intense emotional and physical needs while Dadlietpite saying
that he wanted her, despite implying that he sh&edfeelings,
remained so clearly in control.

And then, completely without warning, she heard hiake a sharp
sound and the car started to brake. By the timehsldeturned her
head to give him a startled look of interrogatiba tar had stopped
and he was turning to her, saying thickly, 'lIt'sgood... | can't...’

And then she was in his arms and he was holdingkissing her as
she had dreamed of him doing all day.

As he pulled her against him she could feel they freeat coming off
his body and the tension in his muscles when hehtd her face,
tracing its contours. His hand trembled slightlyl @s he kissed her,
despite his attempt to be restrained and to holtk,bhis initial
guestioning hesitation quickly gave way to a hungayming of her
mouth that left her in no doubt about his desirehfer.

'‘God, | want you.. .1 want you so much,' he toldbetween kisses,
his hands stroking down over her back, holdinghues, pulling her
so close to him that she could feel the rapid-hredtof his heartbeat.

Her own hands were under his jacket, pressedffas@against his
chest and then sliding round to his back as shestl against him.

When his hand cupped her breast she made a soitl ®byleasure
against his mouth, her nails tensing against hig ldéexing like the
pleasured weaving of a cat's paws.

She felt him shudder beneath that tiny reflex rasppnot knowing
whether it was that which caused him to groan laenenand mutter
how much he needed her, how much he desired hitre soft feel of
her breast within his hand. But when his thumb-tgdyed her nipple,
stroking its excited hardness, it was her turn p aut, to twist
passionately against him, her movement sharply kdtedy the



realisation that they were still in the car andt ttiee contact she
wanted with him was impossible within its confingzhce.

As he felt her tension Daniel opened his eyes. lds still holding

her, but more gently now, rueful realisation intbbts face and his
voice as he kissed her softly and apologisedsdmy. | promise you
| don't normally behave like this.’

He touched her mouth with his fingertip, tracing softly swollen
shape, his concentration on her compulsive, hurigsypwn mouth
suddenly softer, fuller, so that she ached to mmténgue- tip along
his bottom lip to probe the slight parting of hisuth and to taste the
mysterious maleness that lay beyond.

'It's your fault, you know,' he told her. 'Eversng | look at you...' He
was looking at her now, and she was starting tatife inwardly and
outwardly.

'If only | didn't have quite so much on my platetta# moment,' he
groaned, holding her, rocking her gently as he sgokher. 'That's
everyone's complaint these days, isn't it? Thakthest isn't enough
time.'

'Is it the court case?' Charlotte asked him.

He shook his head. 'No.' He paused, looking away fner, his body
suddenly tensing slightly. 'No," he told her sorhpegain. 'There's
something ... a problem which I'm not sure I'm goio be able to
resolve. A promise | made an old friend. One |tdgnore and yet at
the same time...'

‘Do you...? Would it help to talk to me about €karlotte ventured.

Immediately he seemed to withdraw from her, botloteonally and
physically, so that she was left feeling as thoslgé had trespassec
on to forbidden ground. When she looked at him las Yooking



straight ahead, his mouth compressed. It was, Gartealised
helplessly, as though he had suddenly removed Hitagally from

her, shutting her out. As though, she acknowledqgedfully, he did
not want to trust her with his confidences.

'I'm sorry, Charlotte,’ she heard him apologisi#gd then he swore
under his breath and said angrily, 'Hell, thistigiiat | intended at
all. There's nothing... nothing | want more rigbtanthan to take you
home with me and make love to you.'

Charlotte was already moving back into her seat, h&nds
automatically smoothing her clothes and her haitenhe tried to
suppress the feeling of rejection and misery cragvinauseously
through her.

How had it happened? How had all their loving iraay been
destroyed so quickly and easily? And by what? A fgords... a
sentence or so.

She could feel the hot burn of bitter tears stiggime backs of her
eyes. She blinked them away, deriding herself ésntulnerability.

All right, so he had a problem he couldn't disowgh her. That did
not mean that...

That what? That he didn't want her? Oh, no, shevkhat. She knew
he wanted her physically at least, Bhewanted, needed more from
him than that. She loved him wholly and unresenveaihd she
wanted him to love her unreservedly in return, simel wanted him to
trust her as well; to wipe out the destructive wasiof the last few
months, to heal them with the balm of his profasaiaespect and
faith in her.

'I'd better get you home.'

He sounded tired, drained.



'l've got a meeting in chambers tomorrow at nine.'

‘To discuss this secret business you can't disgilssne?' she asked
him, her voice suddenly sharp and sore.

She could feel him looking at her, but she refusddok back at him.

'‘No, it's not about that,' he told her. His voicesvineavy and dull. She
had a brief impulse to turn to him and to reachtoutim, to pretend
that the last five minutes had simply never hapgdete go back to
when she was still held in his arms, but he wasaaly setting the car
in motion and all the joy and happiness had gorebthe evening
for her.

When he stopped the car in her parents' drive bealted for a few
seconds before moving, and then said huskily, domry if I've
spoiled things but...'

As she reached for the door-handle Charlotte toid rittlely, 'It's
quite all right. 1 do understand that some thingsehto remain
confidential between solicitor and client.'

She knew she had to get away before she made detenipol of
herself and told him how much it hurt her that tiléabviously didn't
trust her. With her head still averted from him sdeed tersely,
‘After all, with my track record, I'm lucky to haagob at all, aren't I,
never mind --'

She gasped with shock at the speed with which &ehesl for her,
dragging her against his body, looking at her vatich a fierce
intensity that her heart started to pound with lesk speed.

It isn't like that. It isn't like that at all," hrauttered to her as he helc
her, and then as he looked at her he added rawbgd you so much.’



When he kissed her she knew she should object, enakand, point
out to him that they could not have any kind of thamhile
relationship without mutual trust, but as her senssponded to the
command of his mouth they blocked out the messiagesher brain,
drawing her down into a sensual cocoon where ngtexisted other
than the way he made her feel.

She had allowed herself to get upset about notlsing,told herself
sleepily later, curled up in bed, reliving the etgeof the evening.

She was being over-sensitive again, looking foblams which did
not exist. After all, hadn't Daniel told her how chuhe valued her?
And tonight he had certainly shown her how muchvaated her.

He might not have said anything about love, butreltenot expected
that. And, after all, neither had she. Both of thveene mature enough
to be wary of using such words too easily, knowiog/ quickly they
could become devalued and tarnished.

No, what she needed from him now, before he spbkave to her,
was to hear him tell her that he had been wrongtdher; to hear him
tell her that she need feel no guilt for her fakiand that in no way
did it reflect on her abilities.

Her mouth twisted a little. No doubt his great- duydia would have
despised her for such a weakness.

In the morning Charlotte told herself firmly thateshad to put the
past behind her, and she drove to work clingingliirto the memory
of Daniel telling her how much he valued her, ratiian allowing

herself to dwell on the doubts she had sufferegbtbeious evening.



Since she knew that Daniel had a meeting in chasrfiyst thing, she
was not surprised by his absence.

Anne, hurrying into her office with the post, tdidr briefly, '‘Oh, by
the way, Daniel won't be in until later.’

‘Yes, | know,' she responded automatically, pickipghe post, only
aware of the way Anne was looking at her when gvesed her
surprise from her stiliness.

Anne said nothing, but Charlotte had seen the bioek of
speculation in her eyes, and without knowing whe should feel it
necessary she told her hurriedly, 'He... Daniefjnane at home last
night to tell me he had a meeting in chambersrttasning.’

‘Ah. | wondered how you knew, because the cletkeédarrister only
rang me late yesterday to warn me that the meéiatghad to be
brought forward because Mr Oliver was due in court.

There was no real reason why Anne should not kihaetvshe had had
dinner with Daniel last night, Charlotte remindextgelf later, but the
discovery of her feelings for him, the completergeround in their
relationship, was still so new that she wantedug i to herself, to

keep it as her own special secret, to be exploret emjoyed in

complete privacy.

Because she perhaps still didn't believe it wagéaing herself...
Because maybe she still did not entirely believe...

Believe what? That Danievantedher? she demanded quickly o
herself, firmly refusing to dwell on her other ddsib firmly
suppressing them, reminding herself that only thisning she had
promised herself that she would think positivehgttshe would look
forward to the future instead of dwelling on thetpa



Charlotte worked hard all morning, congratulatingrdelf on
recalling a very obscure precedent that was reteteanne of their
cases.

She had just come downstairs from the practicesllsmference
library where she had been checking up on it wheneAcame into
her office, her normally placid face creased int@agry scowl.

‘Something wrong?' Charlotte asked her.
'It's that woman.'
‘What woman?'

‘That Winters woman," Anne told her explosivelywént to get
myself a cup of tea and when | got back | foundgrewling round
Daniel's office. Ginny had tried to tell her that\Wwasn't in. Honestly,
| don't know why Daniel puts up with her.'

'‘Well, she is a client,” Charlotte pointed out nyiJdout inside she
could feel her stomach muscles clenching a little.

‘You mean sh&vas.Probate on her late husband's estate was grar
weeks ago, but she still keeps ..coming in hereaeling to see
Daniel. And she never even attempts to make a pigg@intment.
Of course, we all know what she's after, but whadtries me is why
Daniel lets her get away with it.

' mean, | know she's rich, and | suppose shelsaewell, if you like
human predators, but | thought Daniel had moretddtnow we've
all joked about the way she's been chasing himypuintil recently |
never thought there was actually anything seriaut'i

'‘And now you do?' Charlotte asked her calmly, winkr heart
thumped inside her chest with leaden dread.



Anne shrugged.

‘Well, what else are we supposed to think? As | Bayl Winters's
will was simple enough. She got everything. That wabit of a

shock, though. Paul had a stepson from his firstiage, and he and
Gordon were very close until she came along. He tav@r running

the business when Paul retired and | think evergxmpected that he
would leave control of it to Gordon, instead of efhhe never even
got a mention in the will.

"There was some gossip that he and Paul had aetjwaren Paul
married Patricia. Men. They just don't seem capabgeeing what's
under their noses, do they? Especially when it come sexily
packaged as Patricia.

'‘Anyway, | managed to get rid of her. | told heattit was unlikely
that Daniel would be back today.

'Is anything wrong?' she asked Charlotte.

'‘What? No, no,"' Charlotte lied brittlely. 'l wassjuvondering why
Daniel took on this case.'

'Oh, which one is that?'

‘The Calvin case,' Charlotte told her, fighting keep her voice
steady.

Anne's comments had shocked and upset her. SuselieDwvould

not be behaving with her in the way that he waseifwas already
romantically involved with someone else? And wély,if Anne was

right and the estate had been wound up, did hantento allow

Patricia Winters to monopolise so much of his time?



‘The Calvin case?' Anne looked at the file on leskd'Oh, yes, that's
the one where our client is suing his employersfurallowing him
parity with their female employees when it comemaiernity leave.'

‘Yes,' Charlotte agreed, her smile and her vogig &s she added, 't
will be an interesting test case. But | can't seevimning it.'

'‘No," Anne agreed. 'But then, it's typical of Dancetake on a case
like that.'

'‘More media coverage and publicity," Charlotte ssged drily.

Anne gave her an uncertain look, and then shookhbkad. 'Daniel
isn't like that,' she told her positively. 'He'smamterested in winning
justice than in making money. You wouldn't belighe number of
cases he takes on which are outside the legaleguirements and
which he knows he'll never be properly paid fort Be always says
that establishing someone's right to justice isemomportant than a
large fee. Of course, it helps that we do get aolothealthily
profitable business.’

‘Yes,' Charlotte agreed. 'Philanthropy does havetinanced.’

Why was it that she was being subjected to thistzat see-sawing
of emotion, one moment seeing Daniel as deviowssirbe motives

hidden, the next being forced to recognise his ity and his

concern for his fellow man... and woman...? Espotane woman,

she reflected darkly, at least if Anne's chattyfimmces had been
anything to goby.

When Anne had gone she pushed aside her work d@nggo stare
out of the window.

Think this through logically, she told herself. Alght, so maybe
Daniel was flattered by Patricia Winters's inter@saybe he might
even have encouraged it—after all, he kiewbefore you came on



the scene. It doesnt mean that because he migld had a
relationship with her he still involved with her.

But he had been taking her out to dinner the rsgletand Sarah had
gone out together, she reminded herself, and hedbadribed her
then as a client, when, if Anne was to be believkdir solicitor-
client relationship was over.

He could quite easily be acting for her in someepttapacity, she
reminded herself. If she was so concerned, alhskded to do was to
ask him.

And yet she knew that she couldn't. Her confidemas not such that
she had the courage to question him about hisquevrelationships.
They hadn't known one another long enough—theiaticeiship
wasn't sufficiently well established.

What relationship? she asked herself fiercely. Maybewas just
amusing himself with her; maybe...

Stop being stupid, she warned herself. He simpi}t that kind of
man.

She comforted herself with that knowledge as shd®an, but then
an inner voice asked her cynically if she was sheeknew him well
enough to make that kind of statement.

Why did she have to torment herself with these tkfulshe asked
herself angrily as she went back to her work. Wlyldn't she simply
accept things at face value? Why did she feelrthiging sense of
uncertainty and unease?

Halfway through the afternoon Daniel returned. Gitte could hear
him dictating to Anne when she came downstairs fileenursery'.



She heard him thank Anne, and then the door opesitige other girl
left. She wanted to get up and go through to hikefto assure
herself that she had not dreamed what had happgmstecden them
last night, but suddenly she felt too self- congsjdoo shy almost to
do so.

‘Busy?’

The warm sound of his voice made her tense as hedvanto her
office. He came and stood beside her, not leanwey ber as he
usually did. She looked up at him, her throat sntidéense, her
mouth dry.

This was it. He was going to tell her that lasththitpad been a
mistake, that --

'Did | tell you last night how much | enjoyed beiagth you?' he
asked her softly.

She couldn't help it; she knew her relief, her laggs must be
visible to him on her face. 'Did.. .did the coudse go well?' she
asked him huskily, unable to make any other respons

‘We "won."' He paused for a moment and then addgly vir suppose
you're right. The office isn't the place to discpsssonal matters.'

When she looked up he was smiling at her, and site ahmad
impulse to tell him how she felt about him, to talin how confused
and hurt she felt, but instead she heard hersgihgahakily, 'lI've
been doing some research on the Fielding casd,taimk I've found
the precedent that may help us.'

'You have? Great. Come on through to my office lamdg the file
with you. We'll have a look at it.'



His desk was much larger than hers and while stiehed he pulled
a chair up next to his own, waving her into it.

As she sat down she saw that there was a file®@déBk in front of
her. At first she thought it was the papers fordhse he had just beer
in court on, and then she recognised Patricia \Wslst@ame on it.

'‘Mrs Winters was in earlier looking for you,' sreamented, hoping
that her voice wouldn't betray her feelings.

'Yes, Anne told me.'

Daniel's voice had suddenly become terse and shatghe ignored
the warning it held, impelled to plunge on. 'Shensg to come here a
lot. Is there some problem with her late husbaestate?'

She held her breath as she waited for him to régliyheart thumping
heavily as she acknowledged her own duplicity \aiick feeling of
self- contemptWhywas she trying to trap him like this? Why didn’
she simply ask him outright what she wanted to Khow

For a moment she thought he wasn't going to réy@ywyas silent for
so long, or was it simply in her imagination ths silence seemed to
stretch like taut wire? Was he actually watchingdsesharply as she
felt, as though he could see inside her head,agthheknewwhat
she was trying to do? Could he even perhlapew that she was
perfectly well aware that the estate had been woynalready?

She was beginning to tell herself that she wasoh dad that any
minute now he was going to challenge her with ldidity, when he
said brusquely, 'You could say that." And then,she stared in
shocked disbelief from his face to the file, hectesd across her and
picked it up, opening one of the drawers in hikdpstting the file in
it and then locking it, his actions as brutal asih he had physically
struck her.



Charlotte couldn't believe it. It had all happersedquickly, the lie
falling so patly from his lips. And he had liedher. Why on earth
hadn't he said something else? If he had to debeikevhy couldn't
he have chosen something more plausible—why cdudidriave told
her that he was acting on some other matter fardratWinters?
Why choose the one he that could so easily be drogéto be true?

As she sat there, numb with pain and disbeliet, wias conscious of
him speaking to her, but she was too distraugléke in anything
that he was saying.

He had lied to her, coldly and deliberately. Andy®&Why? Because
there was no client relationship with Patricia Vinstand because he
didn't want her to know the truth.

Somehow or other she must have managed to appéaraal
normal, her responses the right ones, despiteutmeotl she was
suffering inside.

It was only when she got up to go back to her ofiteoand he
reached out to stop her, his hand on her arm himatontrol almost
broke as she fought not to jerk away from him, toaell him not to
touch her.

'l've got a dinner engagement this evening,' leehiel. 'But | thought
this weekend --'

'‘No.' Her denial was sharp and immediate, causimgtd frown and
look narrowly at her.

‘Charlotte, is something wrong? Last night... dffended you, took
things too fast...'

She could feel herself starting to tremble. He slednso sincere, so
full of concern for her. If she had to stay herechmlonger she would
be screaming her anguish at him, telling him howclmhe was



hurting her, telling him that her feelings for hwere such that she
wanted him exclusively, that she did not, could Im®someone with
whom he indulged in a covert and undoubtedly taféir.

Hot tears of longing and shame were already stinber eyes. She
had to get away from him before she lost controhgletely. She felt
sick with despair and misery, but somehow she meshégretain just
enough control to deny sharply, 'No. No, it's naghlike that.'

She had turned and was walking quickly away from khen he
caught up with her.

'‘Charlotte, this weekend --'

'l can't. I...I've made other plans,’ she lied Belyr. She couldn't bear
to look at him in case he saw the misery in heseye

His hand dropped away from her arm, his own voam and remote
now as he said quietly, 'Yes. | see. Well, perlaaqher time, then.’

Only pausing to drop her file on her desk, Chagldiblted for the
sanctuary of the ladies', relieved to find thatrtb@m was empty.

She stayed there until the trembling had stopped,the sickness
churning through her stomach had subsided.

And then, as she checked her reflection in theamigshe couldn't
help contrasting it with the way she had looked thorning.

It wasn'tall Daniel's fault, she told herself wearily. By hawnro
iImpulsive actions she had allowed him to think gta was willing...
that she wanted...

But that had been when she had believed. When atidbdlieved
what? That she was the only woman in his lifeat there could be
something special between them.



What a complete fool she had been.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT wAS no good, she could not take the coward's way dith@and in
her notice, Charlotte told herself drearily aftewaekend spent
compulsively going over and over what had happer@e had
received a bank statement on Saturday morning talnaldi stunned
her to discover that the high level of intereseésatad meant that for
all her efforts she had barely managed to reduae peesonal
borrowing at all.

There was no way she could morally or financiallyegup her job.
She would just have to grit her teeth and get dh Wi

On Monday morning when she went to work she wasfaeed and
hollow-eyed.

So much fresh stress on top of that which she addy previously
suffered was making her feel jumpy and on edgenberes and her
emotions raw with pain.

But for once it seemed luck was with her. Daniad had to go to
London, where he was acting in conjunction withtheosolicitor.

'‘One of the new clients we picked up following theblicity on the
Vitalle case,’ Richard told her when he came imtiodifice. 'Are you
all right?' he asked her. 'Not working you too haued we?'

Charlotte shook her head. She had lunch with Matgavho was
complaining about the problems she was having thighinursery'.

'Honestly, sometimes you'd think theyere still children and not
young adults.'

'‘Perhaps being relegated to the "nursery" doesadtly help—qgive a
dog a bad name and all that," Charlotte suggested.



'‘Mm, you could be right. Or maybe I'm just gettialyl. When's
Daniel back, by the way?'

'l don't know," Charlotte told her brusquely, amert wished she
hadn't been quite so sharp as she saw the way kafgavned.

She couldn't sleep, she could barely eat and agththat weren't
enough her body was behaving as thosigéwas its enemy and not
Daniel.

She woke up in the night with the taste of hisdgsstill on her lips,
aching with wanting him while she tried helplesslyemind herself
of all the reasons she had for not doing so.

It wasn't so bad during the day. At least thencshe#d exercise some
kind of control over her thoughts and her body bynty reminding
herself of Patricia Winters, but at night she hadsuach defences. In
her sleep her senses overruled reality and tortheednstead with
dreams that were a collection of memories and wish&rlocked
with love and desire.

Was it really any wonder that others were begintthgomment on
how strained and tired she looked? The trouble thhas no matter
how much she told herself that she should do semcshld not stop
loving Daniel.

And then midway through the week, a day earlienthayone had
expected, he came back.

He looked as tense as she felt, Charlotte ackngetkavith shock
when she saw him. There was no sign of his norméesand his
eyes were cold and empty. He looked and behavedaliknan on
automatic pilot.

'Is your car here?' he asked Charlotte as he watkedher office.



When she nodded, he said curtly, 'Good, | needdtyau.'

And then, before she could say another word, hewedlsng out of
her office, obviously expecting her to follow him.

Her car was parked in the square. She paused eutsitboking
uncertainly at Daniel.

'‘No, you drive," he told her, adding quietly, 'tshn Balfour. He died
late last night. The home rang me in London thismmy. He'd been
ill for a few days—that was why I'd given them mynmber. They
need me to go through his things... I'm his exacuto

He sounded tired and defeated, and as she unltic&exr Charlotte
saw illuminatingly that it wasn't just a client had lost, but someone
whom he had looked upon as a friend.

Silently she got into the car.

'l caught the first train back | could. | suppos®euld have gone home
for my car, but to be honest right now | don't kil be the world's
safest driver.'

‘John meant a lot to you,' Charlotte ventured.

‘Yes. If you like, he was my last link with Lydidhey were close
friends. Maybe at one time they were even loverdged't know.'

Fortunately Charlotte could remember the way tohthve. She was
acutely conscious of Daniel sitting silently besktr, his thoughts
obviously with John Balfour.

Compassion for him overwhelmed her, drowning out aeger
against him. Maybe he did not love her; maybéaebeen guilty of
deceiving her, but there could be no doubts abisuieelings for the
man who had just died.



Once they reached the home they were shown quacidysilently up
to John Balfour's room.

Without its occupant, it seemed sad and somehoamptete. Ifshe
felt his absence so strongly after one meeting Wwith, then how
must Daniel feel? Charlotte asked herself as stiehed in silence
while Daniel moved slowly about the room.

'He didn't have very many possessions,’ the maivas telling

Daniel. 'Just what you can see, and the contentissadesk, and of
course the furniture—we let them bring a few ofitlevn pieces
when they come here. It helps them to settle ird #en, of course,
there's his deed box.'

The., matron left, and, as she watched Daniel gaagefully,
painfully almost, through the drawers in the lamgd-fashioned
bureau, Charlotte wondered why he had neededng har with him.

'‘Does he... did he have much family?' she askeertaioly, unable to
bear a silence which held such a deep qualitydrfiess and pain.

'‘Distant cousins, that's all. His things can beipstorage for the time
being. I've got space enough for them at homehidderemoved a key
from one of the desk drawers and now he lookeddptrowning,
and then went over to the bed, reaching undeniitiedraw a heavy
wooden chest.

Someone had brought a tray of tea while he'd begmgdhrough the
desk, and now Charlotte poured it. Her hostilityaods him, the pain
he had caused her, was temporarily held in cheaswhelmed by
her awareness of his emotional reaction to JohfoBes death.

No one could fail to be moved by his obvious sadnksvas evident
in the way he had touched the few ornaments andsiiver
photograph frames, in the way he had carefully ahaivly,
reverently almost, gone through the contents ofitrek.



Had these been her treasures, her few belongingsatild not have
wished for them to have been treated with greasx and emaotion,
Charlotte recognised as she swallowed hard oruthp In her throat.

Daniel, she noticed, had suddenly gone very sti#l.was holding a
pile of letters, his expression very bleak.

‘What is it...what's wrong?' Charlotte asked him.

He shook his head. 'These letters were writtenymid. | recognise
her handwriting. It's odd, isn't it, how differgntive feel when it's
someone we know and love who's involved in somgtlike this
rather than someone from whom we are detached?

'‘Logic and training tells me that these lettersudthcat least be
preserved, if not read, and yet instinct, emotiayssthat they are
private.. .meant for one person's eyes alone, lzatchb one but that
person should ever see them.

'‘My father wanted me to train as a barrister, yaow,' he told her
abruptly. 'But Lydia advised me not to. She andfatlger quarrelled
over it. He thought it was because she wanted rtretcageneration,
to go into the practice she had started, but itnvakat. She didn't
believe that | had the right temperament, the rsssgsdegree of
detachment required to become a good barristethdse days she
knew me better than | knew myself.’

He looked at the letters again, and, sensing whantended to do,
Charlotte reached out towards him, impelled byimestrather than
logic.

'‘Keep them,' she told him huskil¥.oumight feel that you were too
close to your great-aunt to want to read them, biwiré generations
who did not know her personally, your children, ygtandchildren...

think of what you might be depriving .them by deging them.'



He paused and looked at her.

‘My children?' He sounded oddly bitter, angry alm&Somehow |
don't think..." He stopped and looked at the Istégrain, and then, to
her shock, he suddenly held them out to her amdhtet tautly, 'Very
well, then, you make the decision.’

She caught the letters awkwardly as he tossed tbhwards her. 'But
| can't... | don't...' she stammered huskily. 'iShé&...'

‘You're a woman," he told her. 'And a solicitor. a&¥tvould you have
wanted in Lydia's shoes?"

He had turned away from her, and was going thraaghe other
papers.

He couldn't have meant it, Charlotte decided. Hddcaot possibly
have meant to entruker of all people with that kind of decision.

She knew how much his great-aunt had meant tolow much he
had loved her. To agker,whom he did not trust professionally anc
whom he certainly could not respect as a womarbetéhe one to
make such a decision... She looked at him. He Istidl his back
towards her.

She ought to protest—Lydia had béesgreat- aunt—but then while
she looked at him she saw the way his hand trendsduk held the
papers and she was filled with a soft flood of lgvcompassion.

She tucked the bundle of letters into her shouloigg-and then drank
her tea, quietly allowing Daniel time to come tonte with his
emotions.

It was over half an hour before he spoke again.



'l think we've done everything we can here," henpumced. 'The
home will arrange the practical details of the fahé

He hadn't touched his tea, but Charlotte did ryotatipoint this out to
him, just as she refrained from asking him why hd heeded her
help when she had done nothing other than simpthdre with him.

They walked in silence towards her car, and theenthey reached it
and she was unlocking it Daniel turned to her and sawly, 'Thank
you.'

For what? she wanted to ask him, but the wordkstuber throat.
This was a different side of him, a vulnerable yezted side she had
never expected to see him reveal, least of aleto h

'I'm afraid I'm going to have to ask you to give andt home,' he told
her when she had unlocked the car.

"That's no problem," Charlotte assured him, 'bshdll have to ask
you for directions. I've no idea where you live.'

She looked at him as she finished speaking andsuigsised at the
expression on his face.

It was a mixture of bitterness and pain, althoughlsad no idea why
her logical comment should have provoked such &.ldnless

perhaps he was still thinking about John and Lydia, his next

words seemed to contradict that thought.

'‘No, you don't, do you?' he told her flatly, andghs turned the key in
the ignition and started her car she wondered wigasth her lack of
awareness of where he lived should affect him sotiemally.

The clear and concise directions he gave her wasg-®-follow. He
lived on the opposite side of town from her pareatsl not, she was
rather surprised to discover, in a part of the avbech was locally



known to bethe place to live, but instead much further out thaa s
had expected, in fact beyond the ring of smallagdéls which
surrounded the town and out in the open countryside

'I'm afraid it's rather a long way to drag you, denmented when
they had driven through a tiny hamlet and he had her that it
wasn't much further. 'l hope I'm not interferingttwany plans you
might have made for the evening.'

Charlotte shook her head.

'It's left here," Daniel told her, indicating a shi@ne that led off the
main road.

The lane had a bumpy uneven surface, and lookd#doagh it was
only used by local farmers.

Charlotte had no idea what kind of home she haeéargd Daniel to
have; perhaps one of the smart newly renovated towases in the
town itself, or perhaps a comfortable Victorian Bdwardian
detached house with its own grounds; the kind nbyrdascribed as
a 'comfortable family home'.

Certainly what she had not expected was the read\atd extended
barn she could now see at the bottom of the lane.

'‘An impulse buy," Daniel told her as though he reatl her mind. 'l

saw it three summers ago and fell in love witfite people who had
bought it and drawn up the plans for the origir@lavations were
moving abroad. You can't see it from this side,tbatfar side of the
house is mostly glass; it faces south and has th&t mcredible

views. Something about the place drew me, attraoeed- perhaps it
was the quality of the light. In the summer it'mmast magical, that
combination of sunlight and old wood.'



At the front the barn was built of soft, warm- caled brick, its

windows small and lead-paned. There was a coblvied th one side
down which she drove, and over the top of the Ibpped hedge she
could see a pretty country-style front garden vatipath running
down to a small gate, green lawns and blowzy tou8teverbeds

which in summer she imagined would be filled withesdy scented
mixture of old-fashioned perennials.

She had stopped the car, and was waiting for Damigkt out, but
suddenly he turned to her and Said huskily, 'Haysgoer with me,
Charlotte.’

Have supper witlim!

She stared at him, confused by his invitation, lneart starting to
race, her senses responding helplessly to him asred towards her
in the confines of her small car.

She could smell the heat of his body, its maleness$iyedness; she
could see the pain the events of the day had etdbedside his eyes
and his mouth.

She knew without his having to say it why he didr@dnt to be alone.

She wanted to protest that she wasn't an anodydetearent to be
used to hold at bay emotions he didn't want to emdaut as fast as
she tried to reach out for common sense and lbgy slipped away
from her,

Her fingers, apparently possessing the will to makeir own
decisions, reached to unclip her seatbelt andrtodfi the engine, to
open the car door, her leg muscles developing émeesfree will
apparently, because, without intending to do se,dhkcovered that
she was standing outside her car and locking it.

'It's this way.'



Daniel was standing next to her, ushering her atbagobbled drive
and to the rear of the house.

Daylight was beginning to fade, but there was ehafgt left for her
to catch her breath in delight as she saw whabldenteant about the
house's windows.

In between the heavy ancient oak timbers and tfierslowness of
the country brick the architect had designed wie wrtually a wall
of glass, broken up only by the original timberd dick, their
softness muting the glass's starkness so that dh#ination of
ancient and modern designs blended softly onetitther.

Daniel had unlocked the door.

‘Come in,' he invited, switching on the lights dsa@otte followed
him into a roomy kitchen.

Here again beams and brickwork had been left expd@séright red
Aga filled what must have originally been a hugesglace; the
kitchen units were built of oak, their surface lafistained and limed.

The stone-flagged floor, polished and uneven bytssage of time,
should have been cold but wasn't. It was easy agime a family
inhabiting this room, living, laughing, loving thiglace of rich
contrasting textures and materials.

It wasn'teasy, though, to imagine Patricia Winters in sadetting,
Charlotte reflected as she glanced around her yosaetoundings.

'‘Well, what's your verdict?'

Daniel's soft question startled her. She froze féaax flushing as she
wondered how on earth he had known what she wakitigi, and
then she realised that he was referring to thedndsslf and not to
Patricia Winters's place in it.



It... it's... it's wonderful,' she told him.
His face creased into a warm smile.

‘Just wait until you see the view from upstairg' told her. 'It's
awe-inspiring. Especially first thing in the mornjngst as the sun's
starting to rise...'

They were looking at one another and neither ahtheseemed, was
able to look away.

Her mouth, Charlotte discovered, had gone very 8he could feel
the fast fierce beat of her heart pulsing into teoat. A shivery
mixture of tension and excitement invaded her bddgking her
muscles, churning her stomach.

Was it her imagination, or could she actually smbk# scent of
Daniel's skin? A fierce shudder went through hesiply shaking her
body.

‘Now that you've agreed to have supper with medttler check that
thereis actually something for us to eat.'

The words were mundane enough, commonplace rdaliy,the
huskiness in Daniel's voice had much the same phlysifect on her
as though he had actually touched her over-sensikive

She saw him move... watched as he opened the fridger, heard
him saying something about pasta, heard her owreanshaky
response, watched as he started to remove foodtfrerfridge and
the cupboards, all without moving herself,.. withdeing able to
move.

What waswrong with her? She had been alone enough times w
him before without experiencing this kind of reaati All right, so
she desired him, loved him, but this total overwheg of her senses,



this swamping of her mental logical processes & phint where
every particle of her that was capable of doiagything was

concentrating exclusively on watching him, on absay everything
that she could about him, this was not somethiagghe was familiar
with, and it was certainly not something she knew o counter.

She was helpless beneath its onslaught, totallgitaup in the
intensity of it, becalmed in its motionless endlgsa.

She could smell the ripe warm scent of tomatoesfrétsh sharp tang
of herbs, the rich aroma of meat, each scent asmbéer, as sharp as
though she had never experienced them before.

Daniel poured them both a glass of wine; as he ddmers to her
Charlotte focused helplessly on him. Beneath % taaleness his
skin was slightly flushed... The heat of the Agaha@s. She could
feel the warmth of the glass where his fingers toathed it. She
lifted the wine to her lips and drank unsteadily.

The wine was rough and warm, and even withoutiotpser eyes she
could imagine the Italian countryside; the warnrdeottas of its
earth and its buildings, the dark cool green o€ygsress.

What was wrong with her? Why was she experiendiegé things so
clearly, so sharply?

She watched as Daniel moved back to the Aga.

He hadn't asked for her help. He cooked econoryiealtl easily, as
though it was a task with which he was long familidis movements

were mercifully free of the showiness she had senafeen in those
of Bevan's friends who had boasted of their cujirtatents. Daniel

was no 'new man' showing off his skills to an ingsel and admiring
female audience.



He turned to look at her, as though aware of heutisy, his
concentration on her momentarily breaking her &fker isolation.

'‘Can | help?' she asked him uncertainly. 'The taBle
He shook his head.

'‘We'll eat in the sitting-room. There's a fire ieité. I'll go and switch
it on if you'll just keep an eye on this for me fomoment.’

As she walked over to him she was aware of her htengd
sensitivity towards him. It was as though her sensere a finely
tuned computer, capable of the most complex mangor

While he was gone she tried to shake herself fieddeo own
vulnerability.

He wanted her compamow,she reminded herself, but she would b
a fool to imagine that she had any real placesHifa.

The moment he came back into the room she was aWére
'It's almost ready," he told her.

She, could smell the food and knew that she oughethungry, but
she was too aware of him, her senses too fillethayawareness to
leave room for anything else.

When their meal was ready Daniel loaded everythmgo a sturdy
oak trolley.

‘The sitting-room is this way,' he told Charlotte.

She followed him out of the kitchen and into a aagular inner hall
which seemed to bisect the house. Its beamed Wadissoft cream
plaster infills; an old, well-polished oak chesiad against one wall.



There was a portrait of a woman hanging on the aladlve it, her
features illuminated by a light.

'‘Lydia,' Daniel informed Charlotte as she pausddaé at it.

She could see the family resemblance, softenedqamnallefferson’'s
feminine features. The portrait had obviously bpamted when she
was a young woman. Her hair was the same rich destlvn as

Daniel's, the shape of the nose, the firmness oaehis as well.

‘You're very alike,' she told him.

'In looks a little, but I'm afraid | don't have Lyt foresight, nor her
determination. | doubt that in her shoes | couldrdvave achieved
what she achieved. | don't think | could make kuat¢l of sacrifice.’

‘Sacrifice?' Charlotte questioned him, puzzled.

'Yes. She gave up everything to prove a pointreeg@that she could
be as successful a solicitor as her male contempsr&he refused to
marry because she was afraid that if she did h&vdnd might try to
persuade her to abandon her practice. She belithatdit was
Impossible to be both a practising solicitor andif@ and mother. In
her day, after all, no one had heard that it wasibée to "have it all".’

He sounded so grim that Charlotte turned away filoenportrait to
look at him.

‘And do you agree with her that women cannot haval?' she
challenged him.

He looked at her.

'l don't think thatanyone,man or woman, can. | think whatever on
chooses in life there are sacrifices to be maden RBalfour loved
Lydia, and | suspect that she loved him. In Jotods this afternoon,



| couldn't help thinking, wondering. It seems suaclvaste, to have
loved one another and yet to have deliberatelyetitheir backs on
that love for whatever reason.'

Charlotte stared at him. These were not the kinglartls, the kind of
emotions she had expected from him. She could inBrtaot
envisage Bevan ever making that kind of statement.

He had opened a door and was indicating that sedayarecede him
through it.

The room that lay beyond it was large and comfdytAlynished. Al
along one wall were the huge sheets of glass wdrere presumably
there must have been lath and plaster infill paaetsperhaps bricks.
The wooden floor glowed warmly in the light fronetfire and from
the lamps dotted around the room.

In one corner Charlotte could see a baby grandbpian

Daniel saw her looking at it. 'It was Lydia's,'élained. 'When she
was growing up children were taught to play thapias a matter of
course. She wanted me to learn but I'm afraid enget beyond the
finger-exercise stage.'

Two comfortable-looking settees covered in a strifadric in toning
creams and rusts faced one another across theléreacotta rugs
softened the polished expanse of the wooden floor.

As Daniel pushed the trolley in front of the firb&lotte saw that it
had good-sized extensions which made it large e@maoogise as a
table.

'Let's eat this while it's still hot," he suggested



Charlotte sat down. She still wasn't really hundmyt, she picked up
her plate automatically, shaking her head when &asked her if
she would like him to refill her wine glass.

‘Better not, with me driving,' she told him.
He gave her a wry smile. '‘No, I'm sorry, | was &iting.'

He had been about to refill his own glass, but heput the bottle
down, and once again Charlotte was struck by net juis
consideration for other people, but also his awessnlt wasn't a trait
she could ever remember encountering in a manit avass certainly
not one that Bevan had ever displayed. All men, sk long ago
decided, possessed a certain instinctive animétiseéss, seldom
displayed to women, who almost from birth were manare of the
needs of others.

Charlotte ate as much as she could, but she wagHaa halfway
through her meal when she had to admit that sh&icbieat any
more.

To her surprise, when she looked at him, she eghtisat Daniel too
seemed to be struggling with his food.

'‘Not hungry?' he asked her.
She shook her head. 'No, I'm sorry, | don't seebetb

She started to stand up, an odd panicky sensatitufiriy up inside
her, an awareness of the intimacy of their surrogsdand her own
vulnerability coupled with a sudden sharp need éb @mpletely
away.

Perhaps because of this, or perhaps because stesl rimm/quickly,
her head spun dizzily as she moved.



Daniel pushed the trolley aside and came towards he
'‘Charlotte...'

She hadn't realised he was quite so close to bereyes registering
her startled awareness of his proximity and witheit apprehension.

'‘Charlotte.' He said her name again, his voice yaskl raw.

Charlotte looked at him, unable to stop herselimfn@sponding to
what she could hear in his voice.

He looked back at her, his eyes dark, glitteringhtly as they met
hers.

Her mouth went dry, the way it had done when sist Walked into
the kitchen. Her heart was pounding far too faste @anted to
breathe deeply to steady herself, but she cowddeln to do so.

She looked helplessly at Daniel and knew that he gaang to kiss
her.

There were a dozen things she could have donezendways she
could have easily and simply avoided what was gtngappen, but
instead she simply stood there, watching, waitinganting,so that,

her very stillness was a kind of subtle encouragerard invitation

as well as an acceptance.

He kissed her slowly, hesitantly almost, and shddcéeel the fine

thrill of sensation that went through her. His hataliched her face,
cupping it, holding her as his mouth moved moreently on her

own. She could feel the tension in his body, hbargharp, fierce
sound of his breathing, and she knew long beforsahne it that he

wanted her.



He wantedher; that was all, she told herself, but she wag Ipast
listening to such voices of caution.

Her body had responded to him the moment he hathé&abher, and
had, if she was honest with herself, been awahenof wanting him,
aching for him, long, long before that second.

He touched her gently, carefully, as though she seasething rare
and precious, and her senses responded helplesthatt message
even while her brain fought to deny it.

She just wasn't strong enough, her tortured seteseded her; where
she could have resisted him, it was her own ndediswn emotions
she could not deny.

She wanted him, loved him too much.

If he had touched her roughly, greedily, selfisitlgnight have been
different, but he wasn't doing any of those thingsd her body
shivered, helpless with delight and awe as he strdier throat, his
mouth warm and careful as he explored her soft, skimd then
suddenly less careful, more hungry, wanting heedmey her as he
drew her closely against him so that she could rietljust the fine
tremor of desire that pulsed through his body Hab ats open
arousal.

He kissed her again, blindly seeking her mouthirtgst, possessing
it, so that her senses quickened and she was c¢ampyped in the
drowning tide of her desire.

Behind her tightly closed eyelids, images shivamthentingly, his
skin against hers, his hands touching her, strokergas he implored
her to touch him in turn, both of them lost fathcslegp in their need
for one another.



They were images she no longer had the power tst.r&e moved
closer to him, small keening noises escaping frentliroat, silenced
by the hot urgent pressure of his mouth, but regest by him
nevertheless, his hand on her throat, his thumbitorarg the

vibrations of her vocal need.

Charlotte had never felt like this before, nevepexienced this
overwhelming sense of needing to be so much a qfaanother
human being that need simply overwhelmed and dquyet
everything else.

She wanted to be close to him, part of him, frethefrestrictions of
her clothes, able to touch him, to caress himeé&b liis hands on her
skin.

Her body, normally something to which she paiddiéttention in the

sensual way, was suddenly something of which she starply

conscious and femalely proud, her awareness ofdftaess of her
skin, the sleekness of her muscles, the curvesrenglains of her
body all equally sharp as her knowledge of the twarybreasts had
swollen, her nipples sensitive and erect, the vaystomach muscles
had tensed, her body soft and moist, her percepsbarply focused
on the inner physical world of her senses.

And she was equally intensely aware of Danielhefttard male thud
of his heartbeat, of the heat coming off his baxfythe scent of that
heat, male and musky, and of the way she was ngatdi it, her

senses excited by it. She wanted to hold him,rtakethim, to touch
his flesh with her hands, to taste the salty daegtt bf his skin, to
explore it with the delicate sensitivity of her ¢ue-tip, absorbing
each nuance of texture, scent and taste.

She had never known this intensity of desire befitie complexity
of emotions and hungers.



Sex, the sex of her late teens and early twenhad, been an
uncomplicated straightforward experience, lackingany of the
compelling subtleties she was experiencing now.

Without knowing how she had such knowledge, shehet body
thrill at the thought of licking her way along hisoat and over his
chest, of feeling the crazed frantic race of hiartieeat, of hearing
already in her senses his raw cry of arousal aed ae she teased he
tongue against his small hard nipple.

She was trembling with all that her senses wegymaj to her, her
skin bathed in an unfamiliar damp heat.

Somehow, without being aware of doing so, she dchsr hands
inside his jacket, and now she became aware thatasetrying to
shrug himself out of it, while still kissing her.

She helped him as best she could, bemused byetive #£ncouraging
sounds he was making against her mouth, soundewtigmy logical

meaning and yet which her senses had no troubigarpreting and
responding to.

His skin beneath his shirt was hot, burning almidstlifted one hand
from her hip, where he had been holding her tigagginst his body,
and started to unfasten the buttons on his shirt.

'Help me, Charlotte,' he begged her huskily. ‘Gedant to hold you
so much, to feel your skin.’

He stopped speaking as he felt the fierce respoinlser kiss, a kiss
she had not known herself capable of giving, a lehging,
demanding kiss that spoke of her needs and huagexsvoman.

His shirt was half undone, and when she openedyes, her eyelids
heavy and weighted with desire, she could seeriks-crossing of
dark hair against his skin.



She touched him exploratively, her fingertips absa the damp
heat of his flesh.

When she looked at him his face was flushed, hplpdilated. The
way he was looking at her made her heart jump lgramd her body
tremble.

Without knowing she had even made the decisionaosal she
discovered that she was unfastening the rest obtitens on his
shirt, slowly and hungrily, giving him fierce bitirkisses that slowly
gentled and grew longer when her hands were firfedly to touch
him.

It wasn't until she explored the hard bones ofshisulders, pushing
his shirt free of them, that she realised it wal$ lsittoned at his
cuffs.

As she reached down to unfasten them she kissemglie of his
arm, so totally absorbed by the newness of theasiensshe was
experiencing that she was barely aware of theratish he was
feeling until she heard the wrench of cloth andised that in the
struggle to free himself completely of his shirtiaal torn it.

'‘Now,"' he told her throatily as he took hold of ,heow you can
torment and tease me as much as you like, butrhiseyou that if
you do /'m going to retaliate.'

Torment him...tease him... Charlotte gave him dlddhfook. Didn't
he realise that it was simply her need to touch Kat was
motivating her? Did he really think she was trytng.?

She went still as she felt his hands on her bagiyprving her blouse,
unzipping her skirt, touching her skin, strokingAnd then abruptly

she started to tremble, almost falling against &gpleasure surged
through her.



She shivered as he picked her up, but lay quiesggnhst him as he
carried her over to one of the settees, watching dmavely as he
lowered her on to it and then slowly removed tist o her clothes.

There was enough light in the room for him to seeduite clearly,
but she felt no disquiet or embarrassment.

She wanted him to look at her, she recognisedwaiméed to see the
desire darkening his eyes, the heat burning up runideskin. She
wanted to see the way his muscles quivered asugifoo control his
reaction to her. She wanted to see the way hisathemsed as he
swallowed, she wanted to hear the husky male wofrgsaise and
pleasure he lavished on her as he kissed her namahis hands
stroked softly over her skin, their texture sligihtdugh, totally erotic.

When he cupped her breasts she reached out to ltisvieands with
her own, her back arching, her body shuddering piglsure.

He kissed her mouth and then her throat, removisgdnds from her
body so that she cried out in protest, openingelyes to see that he
was removing the remainder of his own clothes.

She watched him, absorbed in the male perfectidnrof His body
was taut and firmly muscled, his skin sleek with tileam of good
health, inviting her touch with its sensual messafjgvarmth and
pleasure. The dark roughness of his body hair exaind faintly
shocked her, her view of it different somehow irs ttontext from

what she would have expected had she merely seeromisome
beach, her senses so much more sensually awanatsaready she
knew how when he moved against her in the intinmatghm of

possession the slight abrasion of that roughnesgdnarouse her
sensitive flesh.

He turned towards her, watching her, hesitant almsosthat she
automatically reached out to him, opening her aortsim, her eyes



hugely brilliant with all that she was feeling as took hold of her,
whispering her name, kissing her, his body pressedntimately
against her own that she could feel the soft rélaaf her thighs
and the messages of eager anticipation relayedrtbyhher flesh.

They made her shiver urgently against him, a sharan of tension

exploding in her throat as he kissed her breastlzenl slowly drew

her nipple into his mouth, caressing it with hisgoe and then, when
she responded frantically to him, sucking on itlurgr back arched
and her nails dug into the muscles of his back.

He kissed her midriff, counting the ribs, and thenhgently at the
indentation of her waist, his hands on her hipsthed sliding gently
beneath her, lifting her, holding her, so that whka felt his ' mouth
moving slowly against her inner thigh it was imgbks for her to
move, to free herself from the power of his slowl anotic intimacy
with her.

She could not live through so much pleasure, ncconéd. Her mind
went dizzy, her thoughts colliding as her sensek taver.

She heard herself protesting, pleading that shalloered the same
intimacy with him that he had with her. And sherigeaim shushing
her, telling her that that moment would come, buddenly that
comfort was not enough, just as the delicate testl®ke of his
tongue was not enough either.

She wanted more. She wanteth; she wanted the fierce pulse of hi
body deep within her own; she wanted the knowldtgehis desire
for her was equally strong as hers for him.

Somewhere in the distance Charlotte could heaisen8he moved
feverishly against Daniel, wanting to blot it obyt already he was
moving, leaving her, groaning reluctantly, movirigvdy, it was

true, but he was still doing it, deserting her tbat imperative,



intrusive ring of his telephone. Achingly resentbfithe interruption,
she watched as he walked across the room and pigkek receiver.

'Patricia.'

Even without the name, Charlotte would have recgaphithe sharp
imperious tones of the other woman on the otheroénide line.

'l need to see you, darling,' she heard her sajnayy...'

Charlotte felt Daniel turn towards her and immegligtbitterly she

shielded her face from him, sickness churning h&mach,

destroying all her pleasure, stripping what hadpeapd between
them of all the emotion in which she had cloakezhd leaving only
the stark reality that she had been on the poingiahg herself

wholly and completely to a man to whom she was Birap available

woman with whom to have sex. There was no poiiitying to deny

the truth to herself, in trying to pretend othemvi$he other woman,
theimportantwoman in his life was at the other end of thegtietane..

.a telephone whose ring he could have denied.

She was struggling into her clothes, her fingermmand awkward as
she buttoned her blouse. Behind her she couldeael talking, his
voice low and clipped, and then she heard thevecbeing replaced.

She tensed as she felt his hands on her shouldansing to shrug
him off, to reject him as he had rejected her.

‘Charlotte, I'm so sorry about this, but...'

Up until then she hadn't realised how much shebleaeh pinning her
hopes on hearing him tell her that the phone cal wnimportant,
that nothing mattered more to him than being wih, than loving
her.



There was a sour taste in her mouth, a heavy wagginst her heart.
She felt sick with savage self-contempt, her eyeasibg with tears
she knew she must not cry.

'It's all right," she told him tightly. 'l do undsand thabusinessnust
come first.'

She underlined the word business, burning to lddkra as she did

so. His nakedness should have rendered him foddiglsomehow it

didn't. All it did was to reinforce all that herigving senses told her
she had lost.

If he came to her now, denied Patricia's claimkian whatever they
were—but he didn't.

‘Charlotte, | have to go. It's a business matteanit --'
‘There's no need to explain,' she told him tightly.

A business matter. Did he think she was a comgtest® Did he
think she hadn't heard that low- voiced 'darlingttatTshe hadn't
heard the office gossip? Or wasn't she supposedno that he was
going straight from her to another woman?

The sickness inside her grew. She snatched updtlegtjand her bag,
her body trembling, unable to bear to look at him.

She reached the door, dragging it open before hid open it for her.
She felt physically sick now at the thought of mavhim anywhere
near her.. .sick with herself for her own stupidityer own
vulnerability.

When she thought of the things she had said, tilgghshe had
done... the things she ha@ntedto do...

Her whole body burned with the fires of self- laathand despair.



She had reached the back door. Daniel was openifigr iher,
following her out to the car. Well- mannered to lhst. She bit back
the hysterical laughter tearing at her throat. Bedexpect her to be
equally well-mannered?

Whatweregood manners in such a situation? To politelygmethat
she was not aware of that betraying phone callf thasky
‘darling'...to assure him that she quite understood

She was way, way out of her league, she admittedublst as she got
into her car; way, way out of it.

She wasn't really in any fit state to drive, bu slared not stop until
she was well clear of the area in case Daniel sawoh his way to
Patricia Winters.

Would he spend theightwith her? Wouldshebe the one lying in his
arms, waking up with him in the morning?

Charlotte cursed as her eyes were suddenly blibgiedhot rush of
tears.

She'd thought she knew all there was to know aboutiliation and
despair, but she had never known emotions likesthesver known
what it was to confront the knowledge that she dogeman who,
while exhibiting great warmth and tenderness, ituacfact felt
nothing for her at all, other than an impersondensaxual desire.

What had she thought she was doing? She had knefereftonight
what the situation was. She had known it and sloedediberately,
wantonly ignored that knowledge.

She deserved what had happened to her, she taddihacidly, just
as she had deserved the failure of her businegsfaritt, the blame
lay atherdoor and no one else's.



She could have refused to have supper with Daarel, she most
certainly could have refused to make love with him.

She tried to envisage how she was going to copglamnmorning,
seeing him come into work, knowing he had probablye straight
from Patricia Winters's bed, but her imaginatiom@y could not
grapple with what she was asking of it.

All she wanted to do was to crawl away somewhedsheaie, to deny
that she had ever known anyone called Daniel &&ffrerand certainly
to deny that she had ever loved him.

If only she could be spared the humiliation of dvaving to face him
again.

She toyed briefly with the idea of simply nevermgpiback to the
office, but she knew it was an option that just miagpen to her.

For one thing, how would she explain her behavtourer parents?
Her face burned at the thought of even attemptiafy & task.

No, she would just have to find some way of brazgihings out, of
letting Daniel know that what had happened betw&em was as
unimportant and meaningless to her as it was oliydo him. But
how?



CHAPTER NINE

CHARLOTTE sat down at her desk. Getting herself in to wdrik t
morning had been one of the hardest things sheetsadhad to do,
and that included facing up to the knowledge theat practice had
been heading for bankruptcy.

Funny now how unimportant that seemed when compargdthe
intensity of what she was suffering now.

One look at her reflection in the cloakroom mirb&fore coming in
to her office had confirmed what she already knehat;tdespite the
careful application of make-up, her face betrayetha classic signs
of immense strain, just as the puffiness aroundeyes told of the
tears she had cried in her sleep.

She was praying that at least for today Daniel @oove the
compassion and the sensitivity to stay away from he was
compassionate enough whetberswere concerned, after all, and he
must know surely how she felt.

She might not have said the actual words 'l lowe Yast night, but
surely he must have seen... felt... known that ¢o What was
happening between them was something very special.

But maybe he had simply chosen not to see anyagiftthassume that
because his interest in her was merely sexual sches in him. Or
maybe he hadn't even thought about her at all shedad gone and
he was on his way to see Patricia Winters.

She heard his outer office door open, and frozading her head
protectively over the papers on her desk, the wbhaising in front
of her eyes as she trembled inwardly.



Seconds and then minutes ticked by, and, althohglsisained to do
so, she could not hear anything from Daniel's effiand the
communicating door remained blessedly closed.

Work, any real constructive work, was of course asgble, but
Charlotte ploughed on doggedly, reading the cdsenfites on the
case on which she had been working, but she knathdr mind was
not really concentrating on what she was suppasée doing.

Every time she heard the slightest sound outsideoffeece, she
tensed, dreading Daniel's appearance.

At ten o'clock Anne appeared with the day's post.

‘Goodness, you look pale,' she commented as she icai8he gave
Charlotte a concerned look. "You haven't got thrarhy bug thing
that's going round, have you?'

Charlotte shook her head. 'l don't think so.'

'l wonder what it is that Patricia Winters wantedée Daniel about?'
Anne continued chattily. ‘Whatever it was, it mhave been urgent
for him to have had to call to see her on his wapiwork. Unless it's
just another ploy to get his attention— | can g&s¢ her, can't you?
Floating downstairs in something black and sexginuing that she'd
just woken up, but with her full war-paint on andr heair
immaculate.'

Charlotte was shaking visibly. She felt her stomstelt to heave as
her body reacted to Anne's chatty comments.

‘Are you sure you're all right?' Anne asked witimsalarm when she
saw what was happening to her.

Charlotte couldn't speak. She could only shakenkad, closing her
eyes tightly to force back the tears she could beghing them as



Anne fussed over her, telling her to keep still lvlshe went to get
her a glass of water.

It wasn't Anne's fault. She had no idea that sheather her
comments were responsible for her malaise. Anavgtshould she
feel so distraught, so... so abandoned? She hadrkatveady that
Daniel was going to Patricia Winters. She had hdaffice gossip
about the way Patricia had been pursuing Danidlright, so his
staff loyally believed thahe had no personal interest in Patricia an
that she was the one trying to instigate a relahgmbetween them,
but Charlotte had been trained to observe factassemble and to
analyse them, and all the facts she had now maglerfiectly clear
that Daniel and Patricia were lovers.

Now all the mental images she had fought so haslippress came
hurtling into her brain to torment her; images afiel and Patricia in
bed together, images of Daniel as she herself éaa Isim last night.
Images of him waking up to look at his sleepingeloand then
reaching for the phone to lie about why his arrivalld be delayed.

It was so simple for him to claim that he was ugtPatricia on
business when in reality...

She swallowed painfully, telling herself ruthlesgBo on, admit it...
admit it... He went to her last night straight frgour arms. He spent
the night with her and even that wasn't enoughhabthis morning
he still wanted to be with her.

The pain that tore through her was harder thanhamytshe had had
to bear. It burned her skin and glittered from &ges so that Anne,
returning with a glass of water, took one look et &and exclaimed,
*You look dreadful! Are you sure you...?'

.. .1.. .have a slight headache, that's all,'rlolta lied, and then,
when she had finally persuaded Anne that she wgiatiag to feel a



lot better, she wondered why on earth she hadmpiyaccepted the
excuse Anne had been giving her and gone homeeprétext of
having picked up this bug that was apparently goomond.

It wasn't too late, she told herself dizzily. Sloaild get up from her
desk now and leave. Anne would confirm her appailérss to
anyone who cared to enquire.

Perhaps a few days at home, to pull herself togetbeaget her life
back under control.

She was starting to stand up, pushing her chak fsram her desk,
when the communicating door opened and Daniel wlalke

‘Charlotte, | need to talk with you.'

She knew immediately that it wasn't business h&edgo discuss;
she could tell that from the tone of his voice.

What was it he did want to tell her? she wondelgdrty. That last
night had been a mistake, that he would be gratéfsihe simply
pretended that it had never happened?

Well, two could play at that game.

She stood up, keeping her body turned away fromamd her head
averted from him, focusing on her desk, curling firegers into her
palms as she fought to keep her voice unemotiomhkaen.

'If it's about last night, | don't really think tfgs anything that needs
to be said,' she told him.

'Charlotte—

She ignored the curt demand in his voice and coatin'l... We...
we're both adults, Daniel. What happened betwedastiaight was...



Well, | have to be honest with you, even thouglm. afraid | let

things get rather out of hand. As | told Richardewhhe originally
interviewed me for this job, | was engaged. Thalagement was
broken by mutual consent a few months ago... Itdi&e' having to

admit this, but, well... let's just say that I'"deviously been missing
Bevan, my ex-fiance... What happened last nightriwting to do

with you personally... It was... it was simply sex.

Charlotte herself winced as she delivered théolie she had to do it,
for her pride's sake. She could not, would notvallzaniel to be the
one to tell her that she had meant nothing to him.

She could feel the silence pressing in on herpsating her almost,
and then Daniel spoke. His voice grated againshberes—already
on edge—nharsh and bitter as he demanded, 'Arerying to tell me
that you weraisingme as a substitute for your ex-fiance; that whe
you touched me... kissed me... it was this Bevanrgally wanted?'

Charlotte winced, praying that the anger in higavouldn't carry
his words out into the corridor where they mightoberheard.

Why was he reacting like this? He should be gratefuher for
making it all so easy for him, but then, men weo¢orious where
their sexual pride was concerned. No doubt hetdidia'the idea that
she had merely been using him, even though thdy kwgw that he
had been doing exactly the same thing with her.

Even so, something in his voice panicked her, s&hmg her into
reacting defensively. 'l suppose you believe thabaan shouldn't
feel like that?' she demanded recklessly. 'Thaskbald not admit to
having a need for physical.. .contact...for sex?'

Inwardly Charlotte was horrified by what she wagirsg, but it was
as though she could not stop the words from pouwiritgas though
someone else were in control of her.



'‘What | think," Daniel told her evenly, 'is thad dne,man or woman,
shouldeveruse another human being as a substitute for scredse,
either emotionally or physically.'

And then he turned on his heel and walked away fhem opening
the communicating door, walking through and themyvirmly
closing it.

Charlotte sat down. She was shaking violently. Wieat she said?
She went alternately hot and then cold as theeiutirmity of her
claims sank in.

Daniel had been furious with her... furious...bet mad kept his
temper under control, apart from those icy wordsasftempt he had
delivered before leaving her. Words which meanhimgt, she told
herself. After all, how could they when they wele tcomplete
opposite of the way he himself had acted?

But even so... for her to have claimed that she dsstl him as a
substitute for Bevan, and for him to have beliened

She told herself that it was all for the bestatftiis way at least she
still had her pride.

By lunchtime she actually did have the headaché&atigretended to
have earlier in the day.

She had heard Daniel moving around in his officetdo minutes or
so after he had left her and then he had appargotig out.

She wasn't going to ask Anne where he was, of eparsd she told
herself firmly that she was glad that he wasn:t that as far as she
was concerned she wouldn't care if she never samabain. In fact,
she would prefer not to.



She worked through her lunch-hour, unable to faeettiought of
food and equally unable to face the sympathy ofréisé of the staff
when they saw her wan face. Besides, she had warktth up on,
but by half-past two, when she could barely seayibescript in front
of her because of the agonising pain in her hdseladmitted defeat,
and rang through to Anne to tell her that she hesmided:d to go home.

'l should think so," Anne scolded her in a motherdy.

Mercifully when she got home the house was emptg 8ok two
pain-killers, undressed, stripping off her suit ahdt, and lay down
on her bed, but instead of the sleep she so desjyenaeded all she
got were repeated tormenting mental images of Damaniel
making love to her...Daniel making love to Patri€aniel looking at
her with contempt and dislike... Daniel lookingRatricia Winters
with love and desire. Daniel telling her that sheswo work under his
direct supervision .. . Daniel telling her aboutdiay and John.
Daniel... Daniel... Daniel...

She had just fallen into an exhausted sleep whemlo¢gher came
upstairs, exclaiming anxiously, '‘Charlotte, yolnoeme early! What's
wrong?'

Despite her mother's objections, Charlotte insistedjoing back to
work the next day.

She was not, she decided wearily, going to be acco$ being a
malingerer as well as everything else. Howevergaite did get to
work Anne confirmed her mother's view by exclaimi#ge you sure
you should be back? You still look dreadfully pale.



Charlotte gave her a wry look. 'My mother was kessful,' she told
her. 'She simply said | looked dreadful, full stop.

Anne laughed. 'I'll get you a cup of coffee if yike,' she offered, and
then, 'Hang on a sec while | get the coffee.’

Puzzled, Charlotte waited for her to return.

When she did, she put Charlotte's coffee down erdbsk for her,
and Charlotte noticed that she had also broughtWwartea.

'‘Well, you missed it all yesterday," Anne beganttdlya'Of course,
it's all supposed to be strictly confidential andHkey. For obvious
reasons, Daniel doesn't want it getting out. | mé&&nall legal and
everything now, but even so...'

Charlotte stared past her. Her heart was beatovgyshnd heavily, a
presentiment of doom slowly numbing her.

‘What is it? What's happened?' she asked Anne.

‘Well, you know how | said | couldn't understandywbaniel was
spending so much time with Patricia Winters, esgscwhen her
husband's estate had all been wound up? Well,dosgowe should
have guessed, really. In a way it was obvious.'

She paused to drink her tea, while Charlotte's atbmchurned
sickly. She knew what she was going to hear, ofssmuDaniel and
Patricia were engaged. That was the news Anne daotell her...

'Of course, it is exactly the sort of thing Dameduld do... and | can
understand why it had to be kept secret. | musttbay I'm still

surprised that he managed to pull it off, althotlghfact that Patricia
Winters has got involved with this new man will katvelped. He's
very wealthy, by all accounts, and of course shelhit him to see her



in a good light.' She grimaced slightly, her expras betraying what
she thought.

Charlotte stared at her. She was suddenly totalyused. What on
earth was Anne talking about? How could Patriciantéfis be
involved with a new man when she was engaged tael?an

'‘Anne,' she said slowly, 'l haven't a clue what'retrying to tell me.
Are Daniel and Patricia engaged or not?"

'Engaged?' Anne stared at her. 'Of course not.'No..
‘Then what...?'

‘Well, you know that Patricia's husband was vergiyo@jured in a

car accident, and it was those injuries he diethfne hospital, but
before he died he sent for Daniel, and he told thiah he wanted to
change his will. Apparently he realised how unif@mwas being to his
stepson. He had quarrelled with him because Godainit approve

of his marriage to Patricia, and Gordon was fortedeave the

business and the area because of it.

‘Unfortunately Paul Winters died before he coulghdnis new will,
and all these meetings Daniel has been havingRethcia have been
because he's been trying to persuade her to hardcomtrol of the
business to Gordon, as Paul wished.

'‘Welt, you know what she's like. At first she refdgoint-blank, but
then she started hinting that she might changenivet. Daniel didn't
say so, but | suspect that she's rather been dgntijie carrot and
playing Daniel along, using the excuse of pretegmdihe wanted to
see him on business when in reality... but thems#ighis other man,
and the other evening Daniel had a telephonerceati hier saying that
she was prepared to discuss legally signing overhilisiness to
Gordon, but that she wanted everything sorted suguckly as

possible because she and this new man are offaad&l for an



unspecified period of time. He seems to have sane &f business
out there—a share in a marina development or songeth

‘Daniel managed to get Patricia to legally signrote business
yesterday morning. That was the reason for hisyezll on her.
Apparently they'd talked everything through thevpas evening
and then he'd gone home and typed up the papesehiHe didn't
say so but | suspect he didn't want to risk leavingo long in case
she changed her mind.’

"I... | see..." Charlotte said faintly." I... Ipgpose Daniel must be
feeling very relieved and pleased.’

'‘Well, you'd think so," Anne agreed, 'but to begtonest | rather got
the impression yesterday that something was baoitpenim. Of
course, it's John Balfour's funeral today—that'y Wwé isn't in—and
he was very fond of the old man.’

'Yes, yes --he was..." Charlotte agreed.

She was feeling sick with remorse and guilt, andrse, she was
agonisingly, bitterly aware of what she had dora. what she had
destroyed...

But Daniel could have explained... He could have ber...

She bit her lip, acknowledging that in the endlitame down to the
same thing—a lack of trust. He did not trust hena®lleague and
she had not trusted him as a man. And perhaps afterhat had
happened was for the best, because without thatahtrust there
could have been no real relationship between them.

Even so, she could not help reflecting on whaolar misjudgement

of the situation had cost her. If only she hadleapt to the wrong

conclusions ... if only she had waited, listenetepted that when he
had said it was business that he had been spedanguth.



And most of all if only yesterday morning she hagbksilent... not
allowed her pride to push her into that disastiautpouring of lies.

She shuddered as she remembered exactly what gtsaidato him,
and then she remembered his response.

Daniel was back at work. He had responded to Cti@dohesitant
gueries about John Balfour's funeral pleasantly aohly but very
briefly. Although the communicating door betweereithoffices
remained open, although he continued to walk thmotgy stand
beside her desk while he discussed various aspkittsir work with
her, although outwardly nothing had changed, inlyaesrerything
had changed.

He no longer stood as close to her; she no lolmgé&eld up and found
him watching her in that disturbing heart-jerkingywhe had done
before.

Where there had been warmth there was now.. .rgpthin

It was as though he had deliberately stepped bagin fher,
distancing himself from her. There were now invsilbarriers
between them that made it impossible for her tonetlenk of
broaching the subject of the evening they had siog@ther and of
trying to explain to him why she had reacted ashsite

She had made one attempt to open the subject bjmeatmg on how
pleased he must be at the outcome of his work adddoJohnson's
behalf.

'It was not strictly within my role as a solicitohe had told her
briefly. 'Certainly | myself was aware that in trgito carry out Paul's
wishes | might be accused of trying to put illegadssure on Patricia.
After all, Paul's will as it stood was perfectlygéd, but | knew what



Paul's wishes were and certainly morally at letaséemed only fair
that Gordon... But I'm a solicitor, not God, arid &lways very, very
dangerous to start believing that one has the tgtispense justice.
| was extremely concerned that any involvement grpart must not
In any way affect the practice; that was why theletihing had to be
kept confidential.

' wasn't even able to discuss it with Richard. démbt if | had he
would have cautioned me, as | would have done mnsimilar
circumstances, not to get involved.

'‘However, fortunately it's all turned out as Paidhed.’

He had given her a wry, almost grim look. 'Evenits®not the sort of
example | should be setting our juniors, and | sasfhe Law Society
would take an extremely dim view of it.’

‘Yes,' Charlotte had agreed. 'And if Patricia...sMWinters had
decided to lodge a complaint against you...'

'‘Exactly," Daniel had agreed grimly. 'As | saidwisn't the kind of
situation it's advisable for any solicitor to ge¢mselves into. Now,
about this Hellier case...'

Recognising that he wished to change the subjeaériGite had
dutifully turned to the file he had been holding.

She had been so wrong about him, she had reflettetably later.

Perhaps, after all, he had been right to doubt grefessional
capabilities.

In her dreams, over and over again she relivedetlaismportant
minutes when he had taken Patricia's phone aaily.in her dreams
she had known that when he had said it was busthesshe had
spoken the truth. In her dreams she had held auaimas to him



instead of rejecting him, had whispered to him #inet would wait for
him... that she wanted him... that she loved him.

But dreams were not reality, and by the end ofvtleek she was
forced to admit that she had destroyed whatevehtthgve been
developing between them.

Over the weekend she went to see her sister.
'‘What's wrong?' Sarah asked her gently as theyapgdpunch.

Without sparing herself, Charlotte told her. 'ltjden't know what to
do,' she admitted finally.

Sarah's eyebrows rose. 'There is only one thingcgoudo now, isn't
there?' she asked. 'You must go and see him. Explarything,
admit you were wrong—admit you lied about Bevan.'

'No. No, | couldn't possibly." Charlotte stopped.hBesides, he
doesn't want to know. He's been so cold towardsSash.'

‘Wouldn't you be, in his shoes?' Sarah demandelthem she added
more gently, 'Char, you love him, we both know tiAdkright, so he
might reject you. He might tell you that he isnterested any more,
but surely it's worth at least trying to sort thengut.

'Put yourself in his position. How would you feehe'd said to you
what you said to him? Of course he's going to e towards you.'

'But what if he refused to listen... what if --?"

'‘Char, I'm not telling you what to do," Sarah pointed outl 1An
saying is that if it were me, well, | hope | wouldgive up on my love
so easily. Think about what's really holding yoglbafter all, what
have you got to lose?'



'Only what's left of my pride," Charlotte told hgnmly, but as she
drove home that afternoon she couldn't get Savatrds out of her
mind, and, when she came to the turning she shwad taken for
her parents' house, instead she found she wasgirstraight on,
taking the route which would take her through tlevit and
eventually out towards where Daniel lived.



CHAPTERTEN

AT THE bottom of the lane, Charlotte almost lost her agarand
turned round, but then she reminded herself of \Basah had said to
her and of how much she loved Daniel.

Surely it was worth making this attempt to... Toawvhshe asked
herself in despair, to plead with him to love hereturn? No, she
couldn't do that. She didn't even know if he kadrfelt anything for
her other than mere male sexual desire.

What if he didn't want to listen to her explanasenavhat if he was
actually relieved by the way things had turned lmetiveen them...?
What if...?

It was too late to turn back; the house was intseyid what was more
she could actually see Daniel working in the frgatden.

He had seen her too.

She watched him turn his head and focus on her Karwas
frowning, his foot still on the fork he had beegglng into the earth,
and then as she brought the car to an unsteadymdidis drive he
started walking towards her.

He waswearing a pair of oldaded jeans tucked into Wellington
boots and a checked shivith the sleevesolled up, andhere wasa
smear okarthacross one cheekbone.

As she got slowly out of her car her heart was heath the weight
of her love for him and with the hopelessness ofhission.

'‘Charlotte."



There was no warmth in his voice, no smile in lysseor curling his
mouth, and the small tendrils of hope she had &tbwo burgeon
inside her slowly curled up and died.

It was only the fact that he was now standing betwieer and her car
that prevented her from getting straight back snidl driving away.

It was useless, pointless. She had been a foarte tere and now
all she wanted was to get away again as quickshasould, but she
knew she could not leave without at least sayimgething.

The words she had tried to rehearse all the waylere had deserted
her, and with Daniel watching her in the way he vgasclinically and
with such detachment, she panicked and blurted Qitere's
something | have to tell you.'

The look he gave her was extremely unkind. 'RealigH, to judge
from your expression, it isn't something | beli¢gball want to hear.’

He was turning away from her. He wasn't going tovaher even to
begin to explain, she realised, as, suddenly iraddbly a surge of
emotion she could not control, she ran towards batching hold of
his arm, feeling his resistance to her in the tamsif his muscles, but
ignoring the message that tension was sendingus¢gs she ignored
the hard set of his mouth when he turned to lodieat

'Please, Daniel,' she begged. 'l must speak tolaut's important.’

For a moment she thought he was going to tell néave, but then
he seemed to change his mind, glancing from hivetdarkening sky
and then back again. 'In that case we'd bettengida,' he told her. 'It
looks as if it's going to rain.’

It already was, huge heavy drops that quickly ededlinto a heavy
downpour as they walked towards the house.



By the time they were inside the sky was dark ehdog Daniel to
need to switch on the lights.

After he had ushered her inside he had pausedkéeodf® his boots.
Some beads of rain clung to his forearm and Charloicused on
them, her throat tight with pain and misery.

She shouldn't have come here. Daniel had alreadg tiat obvious.
When was she going to learn to think before shed@cfnd there was
no point in trying to blame Sarah—it had been hven decision.

'‘Will it save us both time if | say that | can gsieshat it is you've
come to tell me?' she heard Daniel saying curtly.

The tone of his voice increased her misery. All eamohad been
carefully blanked off from it, but nothing coulditpientirely conceal
his distaste.

How had he guessed? Had he known all along thatsiselying
about Bevan? She felt sick at the thought andeathbught of the
fool she was making of herself.

'‘Daniel --' she begged huskily, but he overrode $tating grittily,

'‘No, let me... You've come to tell me that youraggment is back on
again and that --'

Charlotte was too stunned to lie.

'‘No...no... that isn't it at all," she interrupteidn. 'That could never
happen. | never... Bevan and [, that's definitefgrol never loved --'

She stopped suddenly sharply aware of the ematiben own voice,
of the way it echoed with pain and distress. She sfavering, she
discovered, but the kitchen was pleasantly warm.



‘Charlotte,’ Daniel warned her, and she could tigarstrain in his
voice and with it the thread of something else, stitving that told her
that he was not going to allow her to back down .now

Suddenly she desperately wanted the whole thirgetover so that
she could be free to walk away from him and fromr ben
humiliation.

She lifted her head and stared at him, trying horg the treacherous
pull of her own senses, the insidious ache indnd¢ hurt her so
much, the emotional and physical need for him she fighting so
hard to control.

'l lied to you, Daniel," she told him grittily. 'Vén | said that I... that
you... When | told you | was missing Bevan... dlie

She couldn't say any more. It was up to him nowtdJipim to reject
or accept what she had said, to invite her to éxpla

And then, as she waited, he said the last thinghsideexpected to
hear. 'l know,"' he told her.

It totally destroyed her control. She headed ferdbor, half blinded
by shocked tears, barely able to credit what skeeard.

He hadknownall along that she was lying. He had known she w
lying when he had delivered that biting tirade agaher.

He caught up with her just before she reached ta, deaning
against it so that she couldn't open it, takingltadlher, ignoring the
stiff resistance of her body.

‘Charlotte, do you honestly think | believed foeanoment that you
were the kind of woman who would do something tikat? Yes, at
the time, in the heat of the moment of being rejédiy you, | was
too.. .too emotionally involved to listen to whatymenses were



telling me. What theynadtold me when | held you in my arms. Yot
wanted me.. .didn't you? Didn't you?' he insisted.

There was no way she could he.

'Yes,' she cried tormentedly. 'Yes, | wanted yound Avill you please
let me go?'

'‘No,' he told her unequivocally, and then he reggbat a much softer
tone, 'No. | can't let you go. Not this time.'

And then he was kissing her, holding her, mouldieg against his
body so that she was left in no doubt about hisl fieeher.

‘Charlotte, Charlotte, | can understand your hasgigpnd thoughts. |
can see that | probably rushed you, panicked youwby couldn't
you just "say so? Do ycknowwhat you've put me through, rejecting
me like that?'

He was still kissing her, making it impossible far to reply.

'‘Don't you ever do anything like that to me agaie,'was saying to
her. 'If you don't feel ready to make a commitminme... If you
want more time, if you feel I'm pressurising yduwen say so. Don't,
please, shut me out.'

He lifted his mouth from hers, framing her facehaiis hands.

'l love you," he told her softly. 'l can't chandwatt and | won't
apologise for it. If you don't feel the same wapuatme then | shall
have to accept it, but for God's sake don't limé&o Don't try to tell me
when | know damn well that it's not true that wHileas loving you
you were wanting someone else.’

Charlotte stared at him, her eyes brilliant withotion. 'You love
me.'



'From the first moment | saw you walking acrossgfeare. | didn't
realise until | saw you going into our offices thaiu were the
interviewee Richard was expecting.

'‘When Richard insisted that we needed some qualifedp | didn't
really agree with him, but he insisted, so | Idiftlae arrangements to
him, and then when | saw you...

'‘Perhaps | shouldn't admit to this,' he told Hecertainly wasn't very
professional of me, and Richard | know must havenbegery
suspicious of my change of heart when | told hiat thd decided that
my work-load meant that | felt you should work exatiely for me as
my assistant.'

‘You wanted me as your assistant because... because
'‘Because I'd fallen in love with you,' Daniel supglfor her. 'Yes.'

'‘But | thought...'She was glad that he was stildimg her because
otherwise she was very much afraid she would haae to sit

down—nher legs had suddenly gone alarmingly wob8hock, she
told herself... she was suffering from shock.

'Didn't you guess?' Daniel asked her, gently strgpkier skin.

'l thought you didn't trust me. | thought you wahte keep a check
on me because... because you doubted my profebsapabilities.’

Now she could see that she had surprised him.
He frowned as he looked at her. 'What on earth ngadehink that?'

'‘Well, you were so successful. Everywhere | turhegemed to hear
about you and your success with the Vitalle casereas I...well, I'd
virtually only just escaped bankruptcy. I'd maddta mistakes there



are...the classic ones. | felt such a failure, et to have my work
supervised ... my competence doubted --'

She broke off, her throat thick with tears.

'You believed that," Daniel was genuinely bewilder8ut why...
why didn't you say something?"'

'Like what?' Charlotte challenged him. 'How couldctuse you of
discriminating against me when | knew myself thati yhad every
reason to do so? | so desperately wanted you $b ma, to respect
me as a colleague.’

'‘But-I did... | do. .. Charlotte, | saw your CV £ meminded her. 'l
know how hard you tried to get that business off theugd and |
know how much time, how much work you put in forigkhyou were
never paid,' he told her gently.

'‘But | still failed," Charlotte persisted. 'The hitiation of that, the
loss of self-respect, of self- worth—those are thipgu will never be
able to understand, Daniel. You've always beenesstal.’

You think so?' He gave her a grim look. 'Firstdimund | failed my
finals.'

He saw the look on her face and assured her, tGhuite true. |

thought | was invincible, you see. | thought | kniéwall. Lydia tried

to warn me, but what did she know? She was onlyp@awn, only a
country solicitor. | was at university. In with then crowd", as it

were. Oh, | know what it's like to taste failurehdtlotte, and not the
kind of failure you've experienced, the failuregenuinely being a
victim of circumstances. | was no victim and | ¢eshmy own

circumstances. | wilfully ignored the warnings of tators and of the
one person whose judgement | ought to have respauist.



'‘When | failed my finals | couldn't believe it. I'mshamed to say |
wasn't even repentant, not at first. It was evesy®fault but mine,
and then Lydia told me what a fool | was makingmyfself and she
told me as well how much she despised me, and enemyise like me
who wasted their gifts and natural abilities, wikpected all the good
things in life to be theirs for the taking. Shedtate outright that there
was no place here in this practice for someonertike It was only
then that | realised how much | wanted to be heve; great a fool I'd
made of myself. | felt I'd forfeited any right l&l/er earned to her
respect, and | realised then how important thageetswas to me.

'‘She told me before she died that she was gladlthdiad that
experience because it had taught me humility. Sk 15l be a far
better solicitor for it, and, much more importaafar better man.

‘Lydia had no very high opinion of the male sem #fraid, perhaps
with good reason. Sheastreated very badly when she first qualifiec
and again when she first set up this practicetlmge were obstacles
she fought and overcame. They weren't without {hece, however.

| often wonder whether she ever wished she hadechadifferent
life, a life with a husband, children.' He kisse&l lgently and then
said, 'Don't ever think again that | don't know wihaneans to taste
failure, will you?'

Charlotte shook her head. She had been so wrod@lmut so many,
many things.

"The night | was here, the night Patricia Winteetephoned, |
thought.. .1 thought you were lovers,' she told hieakly. 'That was
why | said | wished you were Bevan.'

He gave her a long look and then said quiethguildn't discuss with
anyone, not even with you, what | was trying to Eor one thing...
Well, 1 wasn't sure even without my own conscieticat it was
entirely ethical. | knew what Paul's wishes wend, és a solicitor |



also knew that his will as it stood was perfeatigdl. | had no wish to
involve the practice in the kind of unpleasant t@ase which could
have developed if Patricia Winters had electedharge me with
trying to exert undue pressure on her, and ydteasame time | felt
morally obliged to do what | could to see that Rawishes were put
into effect. After all, he was an extremely wealthgn and there was
money enough for them both. Not that Patricia wa$ined to see it
that way until Buzz Vickers came into her life. ledyplly he'll marry
her and theyll make a permanent home for themselve
Florida—but you and | have something far more ingoarto discuss
than Patricia Winters.'

'‘We have.'
Charlotte gave him a mock-innocent look.

'Oh, | suppose you mean the Danvers's case. |lagaléng the file on
Friday and | think --'

She stopped as Daniel picked her up and told wargty, 'Enough.
What | have in mind for us has nothing to do withrk'

He was still holding her in his arms as he pausetside the
sitting-room door to kiss her. "You still havergicsit,' he whispered
as he released her. 'Do you love me, Charlotte?'

‘Yes,' she whispered back as she clung to him."Yes

'‘Enough to marry me? Enough to spend the rest of jfe with
me...enough to have my children?’

‘Enough for all that and more to spare,' she adsura shakily.

He kissed her again and then asked against hethmwotit a smile,
'‘Enough to stay with me now and make love with me?'



Charlotte laughed. 'Oh, definitely enough for thahe told him
fervently.



