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There was only one way to cope -- leave

And that's what Vicki had done when life with hamily became too
difficult. London had seemed like a haven.

Until Scott Thornton turned up on her doorstepsinsg that she visit
her father in the hospital. Vicki was shocked.

Even worse, she discovered, was how much Scotiakaa over-her
father's business, the family home-and now he vdakfieki, too.
Mickey dug her heels in, then. But Scott was jisstiatermined to
win the encounter.



CHAPTER ONE

THE noisy, crowded club echoed with the heavy thud lbéss guitar,
and Vicky looked up once more from her table, Kisfj the act
intensely. It could go on for another hour and/atk improve, she
knew that without question. They were a bad grevith a bad set,
and a truly appalling lead vocalist. What was mdhey almost
totally ruined the atmosphere of Chaingang's, dipeLiondon venue
for new, unsigned acts. Normally Vicky would enjbgr evening
here enormously, watching the bright young talehtLondon
working against a backdrop of red-brick walls, lstasooden tables
and chairs. Tonight she just felt bored and restesl fed up.

‘Another drink?' Spike indicated her glass, oné@ddrow raised.

Vicky shook her black head. 'l'd rather go, to loadst." Her dark
eyes slid around the club and she sighed. 'l thadon picked a loser
here. This band's never going to get anywhere.'

'l agree,' Spike said, nodding, and stood up. ‘Comd'll drive you
home.'

They left the club, walking across cobbled allegstghe cool, dark
waters of Camden Lock, and headed down towardsathist warren
of backstreets behind the market.

Vicky had been working for Timepiece Music for juster a year
now, and part of her job was to attend gigs ofgmei bands in these
London venues. She frequently went with Spike, also worked for
Timepiece, and although their reports were undaifichey were
listened to with interest by their bosses, who welkeays on the
lookout for fresh talent.

Spike unlocked the car, his tall, slim body strginn the
semi-darkness. He looked a little like a borzoithwhis long, silky
blond hair, long, thin nose and nervous movements.



'‘Had a phone call from my parents today,' he saithe@y drove home
together. 'They went on at me to get a proper jableave the music
business alone.’

Vicky smiled. 'Parents!" Her voice attempted camare, but it was
only an act. Her mother had died when she wasesxsyold, but her
relationship with her father had been a disastee. f#adn't spoken to
him for five years.

‘They're acting in my best interests,’' Spike sayyy'or so they keep
telling me.’

"The usual propaganda,' Vicky said, and that waaatoHer father
had spent years dominating her life, pressuringahgr outbursts of
frightening rage, trying to squeeze her into a bwarked 'perfect
daughter'. She had tried very hard to live up soexipectations. But
when the box eventually grew too suffocating she $raashed it to
pieces and walked away without a backward glance.

‘Girlfriends were mentioned, of course," Spike said

'Of course,' Vicky said vaguely, looking out at ldom, glad of its
anonymity, its facelessness, its freedom. No béxeker to squeeze
into here. No unrelenting pressure to make hereperHere, she
could just hide away from all of that, take jobsemhshe wanted
them, and live as though she weren't a Foxdalehafl&@ran.

‘They want to meet you,"' Spike said, and his vdigze into her
thoughts. 'l don't suppose you'd be interestedund8y lunch in
Hampshire this weekend?"

She turned, studying him with dark eyes. The wihipwed her black
hair against her white face, the open window Igttin the cold,
making her pull the scarlet coat around her wihtedt.

Spike glanced at her. 'No?'



She bit her lip. 'Well... | thought we'd agreed were just friends,
Spike?’

He nodded. 'We had.’
'So this invitation doesn't mean anything?'

Spike's thin mouth curved. 'lIt means I'd love toitated in for
coffee...' The car slowed outside her flat in theegitree-lined street,
and Vicky watched him as he switched off the enginé turned to
her. 'We've been seeing each other for six moMigky. Don't you
think we should move away from first base?'

She cleared her throat, smiling. 'What's first Baslkee asked, keeping
her voice light and casual.

‘This,' Spike said. 'This endless social contatt wery little physical
contact, which in reality is no contact at all.'

Vicky lowered her lashes. 'l see. You want to sedue.'

He laughed, thin brows rising. 'What an invitatiomhen he was
opening his car door, stepping out, and Vicky lat hp, realising
he'd taken her light words too seriously. Now hoaswghe going to
get out of this?

Following him up the path to the rambling Victoribouse her flat
was in, she racked her brains for a suitable putrddut didn't have
the heart to deliver it at the door. She'd hawexfaain once they were
inside. He'd be humiliated if he realised she'dhldeasing him.

She opened the front door and stepped in, waitindevihe came in
too. 'I'll take some coffee,’ she told him warilyou go in and sit
down.’



He caught her wrist, smiling. "You don't seriousiiink | want any
coffee, do you?'

Vicky stiffened. 'Spike ...'

'‘Not with you here alone with me," he said underliteath. 'Do you
realise this is the first time we've been alone?'dtew her closer,
eyes flickering over her white face. 'Isn't thatradible? How do you
do it?'

‘Do what?' she asked, puzzled, trying to think ofsg to get out of
his unwanted embrace without upsetting him.

‘Keep all of us at a distance,' he said, his fageet in her dark hair,
breathing in her scent, 'God, you smell gorgeossthiat apple
shampoo?’

Vicky frowned, trying to draw away from him. 'Whalo you
mean—all? Who is "all of us"?'

He laughed, hands sliding on to her waist. 'All yescorts, Vicky.
Me, Pete, Tony, Jeff—God knows how many more yowgoe
stashed away. We're getting to the stage now whete are being
made to see which one of us you actually want!'dyiss danced at
her and he added in what he presumably considerds ta sexy
voice, 'l reckon | win hands down, because you dmeore time with
me than the others.'

She stared at him, incredulous. 'But they're jush@ls!' It was like
being slapped in the face, hearing all those ureeatruths pouring
out of him. He couldn't be serious. They were pdteagues, just
friends, and the other men he had guessed at soasely were also
just friends. Men who lived close by and were ineal in the arts.
Ted, whom she'd met at her art evening class, aigwho was in a
local band.



'‘Come on, Vicky," he said with sudden dry cynicisyou don't fool
me.' The dark eyes flickered over her with a seaparaisal she had
never seen in him before. "You're as sexy as betik at the clothes
you wear—miniskirts and high heels and tight swsatdny man
with half an eye can see you need a man around ajmost
constantly. | certainly can!

'‘No!" she heard herself say in shock. 'No . . ngowrrong. My clothes
are what everyone's wearing. | just like to beashion...' She stared
down at herself, at the black polo-neck sweater bilack and white
checked miniskirt and black high heels.

His brows rose in disbelief. ‘Liar! | know what yewant." And the
next second she was being pushed roughly agam$tathisters, and
his mouth was sliding over hers.

Vicky stared at him, eyes wide, so stunned thaidsth&t move for a
second. The kiss was passionate on his side. Itindalerent on
hers. She stood passively, considering what or esdr@ could do,
reeling under the weight of information he'd givear.

The boys at work? Taking bets on her? It was likeifig her whole
world ripped up in front of her eyes. They werd fugnds—weren't
they?

'‘Oh, Vicky ..." he was saying under his breath asghew more
excited, unaware or uncaring that Vicky simply stoath her eyes
open, unmoving.

She felt his hand at her breast and gasped, jerkiagction, pulling
away. '‘Don't!" she burst out.

He stared, flushed, then his mouth tightened anputied her back
roughly, making her cry out as her head hit thadten 'Keep still,’
he muttered. 'I'm sick of you teasing me! Do yaokh can't see what
you're doing? Walking the way you do? Showing yelireff?



Telling me how good | look when we're out?' His ¢tharas suddenly
at her breast again, aggressive, hurting her delibly. 'Either you're
the nastiest little bitch I've ever met, or you wae to force you.' His
mouth bruised hers in a punishing kiss as he wheshe Delighted,
Vicky. Absolutely delighted.'

'Stop it!" She was struggling before she realiggdhitting him, a
scuffle breaking out between them, silent and aragrgt growing
dangerous as each wrestled with the realisatioh dh&ery big
misunderstanding had been made on both sides.

‘Spike! Don't!" Vicky gasped, half angry, half se@uas he pinned her
arms behind her back. 'You're hurting me!'

‘Good! Women like you deserve to be --'

The living-room door opened. Their flushed facesndd, one
embarrassed, one breathing angrily. Vicky had etepedo see
Josephine. The shock of the tall, dark man loonmntihe doorway
took her breath away.

‘Leave the lady alone," a biting voice from hetdiimod said.

Vicky stared as Scott Thornton stepped forwardspbthe past and
into the present, threat emanating from every dihéhat lean, hard
body. His face was a threat in itself, carved frateel and
razor-blades, grey eyes heavily lidded and cynlualmouth a hard,
uncompromising line.

Spike stared too, his heartbeat unsteady. 'Whbeheare you?'

'I'm the man who's going to knock your teeth d&rtptt drawled with
soft menace, legs apart in a gesture of masculitteaty that sent a
quiver of fear through Vicky, let alone Spike, wield his breath and
looked at her, alarmed.



'‘Who is he?' Spike asked in a half-whisper.

She was about to say in a rush that she hadn'te@esince she was
six years old, that he'd been one of the most glausoand exciting
figures of her childhood, and that she had absylute idea what he
was doing here.

'I'm her lover," Scott said before she could sp&akd I'm a very
jealous man.' He was advancing slowly, grey eyesoned, and
Spike released Vicky, backing, eyes wide. 'l likepin her arms
behind her back, too, but | only do it in the payaf our bedroom,
and then | do it three or four times a night.’

Spike was fumbling for the door-handle. 'My mistake blabbered.
‘It won't happen a --'

Scott's hand shot out around his throat, pinnedtbithe door. 'I'm a
sadist,' he whispered on a deadly note of darkeaxent, and smiled
as Spike's eyes grew terrified. 'l like hurting jpleo

It turns me on.'

Spike was nodding, saying, 'Yes, yes, of courseg| it won't happen
again --'

'‘Good," Scott purred, nodding, smiling like a madmé&ood.' He
opened the door with his other hand and manoeuSpeke by the
throat in one cold, clear movement on to the degprdbefore
slamming the door in his face.

Vicky listened as Spike ran to his car, and hersayet Scott's In
grateful anger. 'l don't believe you did that.’

Scott laughed, leaning on the door, sliding hisdsanto the pockets
of his black trousers. 'Did you see his face!" §hey eyes glittered
with wicked humour. 'Oh, God, if only it were omii'



Vicky folded her arms, too grateful for her narrescape to shout at
him for ruining both her friendship and her repiatat 'What are you
doing here, Scott? How on earth did you get my eskf#'

He pushed away from the door, coming towards Aeen't you glad
to see me?' he asked coolly, one dark brow raidiscglance flicked
down over her body. 'l must say,' he drawled, & what he means
about the clothes. | remember you in pigtails artdtevsocks. |
hardly expected to find a siren in black stockiagd a miniskirt.'

Vicky's face ran with hot colour and she moved avrayn him,
folding her arms. 'And | remember you in jeans aralack leather
jacket!" she said defensively, eyeing his expenbiaek cashmere
coat, the dark suit he wore beneath it, the rddtigland tight black
waistcoat. ‘Am | to assume your black motorbiketigsarked outside
at the moment?'

He gave a slow, sardonic smile. 'Correct,' he drdwl sold the bike
and bought a Ferrari with the small change.'

Vicky clucked her tongue. 'Be serious!'
He eyed her coolly. 'Take a look. It's parked jysthe street.’

She studied him for a moment, then decided shétdidre if he ws
telling her the truth, because she suddenly felchmmore relaxed,
and the relief of escape from Spike was fading fast

Now that she felt better able to think, she waskimg fast. He
couldn't have got her address from her family. Fenily did not

know where she lived—-she'd made damn sure of Hithier he had
hired a private detective to find her, or he had har traced by the
police.



Scott was watching her, his grey eyes intent. ‘Mahinking,' he said
under his breath. 'Don't think. Go in and sit dollmave something to
tell you.'

Fear struck her heart and she felt suddenly weaking at his hard,
familiar, exciting face. 'Something's happenedsheé heard herself
say huskily, and as she said it she knew it waes panic making her
heart skip like a rabbit. 'Has there been an aatide'

He was silent, his face deadly serious. 'Go insahdown, Vicky.'

'Scott . . .' she said, sick, frightened, and adldwim to take her wrist
and lead her into the living-room. Every stick afrrfiture was
blindingly vivid: the gold mirror on the wall, h@aintings hanging at
odd intervals, the plant on the Japanese coffde;ttie photograph
of Josephine's boyfriend on the dusty television.

'Sit,' he said deeply.

Mute, she shook her head. Her hand clung to hisiwikeevould have
let go. She couldn't speak.

Scott gently pushed her into a chair, sat beside'ltie your father,
Vicky,' he said deeply, watching the blood drawnfrher face. 'He's
had a heart attack. He's not dead, don't worry,jthatserious, and
you must come back to Challarran tonight.'

'Heart attack?' she repeated stupidly. Her fatteer seriously ill? He
was ill and he had the Foxdale clan perched arbundike vultures,
desperate to get their hands on the money, theehthesbusiness.

Her skin broke out in a cold sweat. '"When did ppen?'

‘This afternoon,’ Scott said. 'l was with him ire thoardroom. We
were alone. He was sighing some papers. He gagpead hand to his
chest . .." The grey eyes flickered over her, sawrhouth tremble



with the shock. 'l don't need to go into detailwhs very fast. Not
much time to suffer. We were in the ambulance laefor

Her mind was spinning, listening to his cool, calrrds with one
half of her brain, the other fighting desperatedy to lose control as
she felt her two worlds collide with an impact thedt her breathless,
as though she were a train suddenly forced to éhtxagks and hurtle
off towards self-destruction.

Back to Challarran? She couldn't go back. Her fatla¢ed her. He'd
disinherited her five years ago, thrown her out Gifalla and

disowned her. As for the rest of the family—she yus$ a nuisance,
the heiress who wouldn't play ball, wouldn't letrthmanipulate her
to their own ends, and wouldn't squeeze hersaiftim¢ straitjacket
marked Future Mistress of Challa.

'He won't see me,' she said on a fierce whisp&grrumpting Scott.
‘Believe me, | know him. He won't see me!'

'‘He asked for you,' Scott said, dark brows rising.

There was a stunned silence. She stared at him,veyg dark. 'He
asked for me?' she repeated dumbly. 'Are you sure?'

A sardonic smile touched the hard mouth. 'l washwhitm in the
ambulance. He asked me to find you and bring yal.ba

She swallowed on a tight throat. 'l don't beligVe |

"That's up to you,' he drawled, 'but it makes nifedénce. You're
coming home tonight if | have to drag you everypsiéthe way.'

Vicky stood up, dizzy, staring down at his blackate'Then you'll
just have to drag me!" she said fiercely. 'l knowown father better
than you do. I'm his only child! And I'm telling yonow that he hates
my guts!" Hot tears burnt her eyes. 'He always'has!



Scott's mouth tightened. 'He might be dying. Dgali care?’

Stung, she said furiously, 'Of course | care!" &uked at him,
helpless to communicate the depth of her feareatitbught of going
back there. 'Butedoesn't. He never did. He used to --' She broke c
her mouth bitter. 'Oh, what's the point? You're a¢ioxdale. You'd
never understand!" She turned her back on him, &olded, walked
across the room, staring at the floor, trying tdmcdoer racing
thoughts. Daddy . . . God if only she could belibeewanted to see
her. She would run back to Challa in her bareifdet really did. But
she knew him better than that. He'd made it cleaugh to her, all
through her childhood.

She was no Foxdale. She was the spitting imagerahbther, and he
hated her mother even more than he hated Vicky.

‘Wouldn't I?" Scott was behind her, his voice Igyy me.’
She shook her head, mouth clamped into stubborhsitence.

His hands caught her shoulders, spun her to faneignoring her
startled gasp. 'l said try me, Vicky,' he bit dl'tn not going without
you, but I'm willing to listen if you think theressgood reason for all
this.'

Her eyes sought his, burnt with unshed tears, hedbsrst out, ‘Long
story! Got a couple of days?'

His mouth hardened. 'Funny. Try again.’

She studied him for a moment, then sighed, dropparggaze. She
ran a hand through her dark hair. "You remembemuother?’

Scott nodded, eyes narrowed. 'Lizbett. | was vergeti when she
died.'



Her mouth twisted." So was my father!" she saitkiht 'In fact, he
was so upset he hasn't mentioned her name since.’

Scott frowned. 'So I'm given to understand. | nekeew why,
though. | left—remember? Just before her death.'

'‘Ah." Vicky gave him a brittle smile that didn'a@h her eyes. 'So you
don't know?'

His hands bit into her slim shoulders. 'Stop tajkim riddles, Vicky.
Put it on the line.’

Vicky studied him for a long moment, then lookedagywher voice
barely audible as she safdMy mother died in Michael Sullivan's
arms. They were on a train between Milan and Rdrhey were in a
sleeping compartment when the train veered off ttaeks just
outside Parma, straight into a forest. When theytloel bodies out,
they were naked. They were in bed." Vicky's voia lgrown
stronger with each sentence and was now icy cesldvas her skin.
‘They were running away together. She'd left migdat

There was a stunned silence, and Scott staredratghey eyes
absolutely still. Vicky looked at him, mouth tremig and said

huskily, 'He never forgave her, even though she deed." She
moved away and his hands fell, dropping to hissaehe watched
her slender body, saw the tension in her shouldes,back, her
waist, saw the way she bent her head, vulneraldevany, very

young. 'He put all her pictures in the attic,' fiatontinued huskily.

'‘He removed every last trace of her from the hous&asn't allowed

to mention her. If and when | did, | was sent to rmgm, locked in

and not allowed out again until morning.'

Scott watched her, his face very grave. 'I'm sohg,said deeply. 'l
had no idea.’



'You must have heard something,' she said andwibking over one
slim shoulder, 'Challarran is such a small towknbw how they
gossip.' Her eyes searched his, intent, anxioasfule 'Have you...
heard any gossip about me? Any,' she cleared twattthrumours?'

He studied her silently then gave a brief nodafi'tdeny it. There is
talk.'

Vicky waited, her face white.

He was silent for a moment then came towards hevedhin front of
her, slid one hand beneath her chin and pushag ibaking at the
bright, tear-filled eyes. 'But it's all a terriblgng time ago now,
Vicky. You have to forgive and forget.’

The dark brows rose steeply. 'You have to forgive While there's
still time.'

Vicky looked at that dark, clever face and a tedled out over her
lashes, down her cheek. 'l can't!' she whisperadyralt hurts too
much!’

‘More than death?' came the cutting reply, anccalight her breath,
staring, speechless. Scott scrutinised her, hestlacod. "Think of him,
Vicky. Try to be a little more adult.'

She flushed but could not reply.

‘That's what he's up against,’ he went on, watdhérdace. 'Death is
very final, Vicky. And, like it or not, you're hidaughter. He's the
only father you've got. You must go to him or ybregret it for the
rest of your life.’

Vicky couldn't take her eyes off his face, her hmzat slowly
thudding acceptance of what he said. He was rigtitshe knew it.
She had to go; she had no other option.



Swallowing, her throat rough with unshed tears,sdid, 'I'll go and
pack.'

Scott nodded, then released her, stepping back.

Vicky walked unsteadily to the door, then a thougfinick her and
she turned back, looking at the tall, powerful ndressed in black
who had just blown a hole right through the waé# slad built around
herself.

'How did you get in?' she asked, frowning. 'Did yweak a window?'

He gave a soft laugh, showing predatory white teblb, Vicky,' he
drawled. 'l knocked on the front door like any oaty human being.
Your flatmate let me in.’'

Her eyes widened. 'Has she gone to bed?' She vbeuddad of the
company, would go and talk to her. She and Josepdiiten woke
each other up in times of crisis and talked tillwda Vicky
desperately needed to talk now, more than sheleddone in her
life.

Scott shook his dark head. 'She had a call from dosffriend,’
glancing at his watch, 'at midnight. She went ou& ihurry to meet
him at some club.’

Vicky's heart sank. 'Tim... yes, she often meatsdifter a gig.'

'l hope he's a better bet than your boyfriend,ttStrawled with wry
inflection.

She flushed angrily and went out, slamming the dtiawas rotten
luck that Scott should turn up just as Spike tunméol a two-headed
monster. On the other hand, she thought with aeshivvwas very
good luck. Spike had been a lot stronger than gheleght, and a lot



more demanding. How on earth had six months ofatdsendship
turned into such an ugly scene?

She went into the bedroom, closed the door and leant, staring

blankly at the absurdly feminine dressing-tabléhimmcorner, the lace
fan propped to one side, the pearls spilling outootme glass-topped
surface, the jars and bottles of cosmetics, thedfrperfume, the fat,
soft, fluffy make-up brushes bursting in an orgycofour from their

flowered container. Beneath the green-gold dravedegant legs
stood supporting the dressing-table, and a pai6Sadrlet patent
leather high heels stood beside a jeweller's bdlk diamonds and
sapphires spilling out on black velvet.

Her dressing-table. Her bedroom. The one she shaud had as a
child, the one with the pretty, adored, long-haigati smiling in the
mirror, the girl she had never been.

On the wall above her white lace bed, Marilyn Mansmiled down
in sympathy, her exquisite white face a breathtakportrait of
masochistic beauty.

Vicky suddenly saw herself reflected in the mirrsaw the smart,
sophisticated, sexy young woman with long hair bmdg) legs, and
knew her father would turn white with anger at $ight of her.

Tears burnt her eyes. He still had the power to e after all these
years. Five years away from that dusty mausoleum loduse, five
years away from his threatening dominance.

It hadn't changed one inch. She might just as aelk stayed away
ten or twenty years, because the problem had ret belved. Just
postponed.

She saw that now, through her tears, as she wém twardrobe and
took her clothes out, the clothes her father wddte, and threw
them in a small suitcase.



She remembered Scott's words suddenly. 'Thinkraf Kicky. Try
to be a little more adult.'

Slowly, she sank on to the bed, her face in hed$izand wept. | don't
even know my father—how can | possibly put myselhis place?
she realised. All she knew was the terrifying blabkdow who had
haunted her childhood, made her dress in plairfatiefing clothes
and scrape her hair back and refused to let heg lmome her friends.

As a child, she had been able to bear it. Obedirdtterrified, she
had done whatever he told her to do, and forced Miemant,
uninhibited personality into the mould he'd ingilsghe live in. The
perfect daughter—at least he had stopped beatmdbdending her,
disapproving of her.

Unfortunately, it was only a matter of time beftime lie exploded.

At fourteen, her body had blossomed, and suddealywere staring
at her. Openly, in the street, driving their bikato lamp-posts,
tripping over their own feet as their eyes followed.

Vicky had revelled in it. It was the first signlofze from men she had
ever experienced, and she was starving for attentio

The double life had begun. At home, she was plath good and
obedient. Outside ... she was free. Free to swendpips and toss her
long hair and smile from beneath her lashes atiige who filled the
yawning gap in her life as they stared after henahistled and made
her feel adored.

Of course, it had been a collision course with stesa

She clenched her fists, tears scalding her eyagadh't my fault. |
couldn't help it. I had to turn my face to the $giml, escape the awful,
suffocating darkness of Challa.



"Think of him.,." Scott's voice said in her minddasuddenly she did.
Just for a brief second, only a glimpse, she savdtleer, humiliated
by his beautiful young wife, and left in the midsdta devastating
scandal to bring up his only child: a daughterdkact image of her
mother.

Then it was gone, and she was left in her bedroorthe narrow,
frivolous white bed, lonely and confused. What d@bme? Why
didn't he ever think about me?

Scott tapped on the door. 'l want to get to Chalabefore dawn,
Vicky." The cool voice snapped her out of her renéGet a move
on.’

She sat up, snapped the case shut, stood up. 'Glomin

He pushed open the door, startling her. She terssadding in the
centre of the room, the light picking out fiery necher dark hair.

Scott's grey eyes flickered slowly around the rotakjng in the

femininity of it all, the lace and pearls and penfj the soft white
carpet, the dark red velvet curtains, the blackvamite photograph of
Monroe, and Vicky in the centre of it, long haintoling over slim

shoulders, her figure a sensual paradise, withdrdasts and tiny
waist and softly curved hips.

‘Glamorous background,' he drawled softly, slidmg hands in his
black trouser pockets, legs apart in a stance sblate masculine
authority that made her tremble as he looked atfioen beneath
hooded lids. 'And you're the star.'

Vicky was silent, her eyes wary.

'How many shows a week?' Scott drawled with saclonalice. 'Or
aren't you the kind that tells? Maybe you like ymen to --'



'Scott, don't!" she whispered, face averted, anorbiee off, studying
her in silence. It was electric. It crackled betw#dsm and she felt so
overpoweringly aware of his lean, hard body and Hmeer
masculinity of him that it seemed almost to ovesibhak her room and
her mind, redressing the balance of all that femmipiand making
something lock into place in her head.

Images exploded into her mind. His red silk tienen bedroom floor.
The hard, driving body forcing her on to the beu] $he grey eyes
watching her with ruthless sexual understanding.

It terrified her.

Scott watched her for a second. He must have thidwgghmad. His
face was unreadable, his eyes motionless.

Then he said coolly, 'OK," and stepped back. 'lget's

Vicky walked towards him without looking up, intehg aware of
him and hating herself for it. As she passed bim felt that spark
leap between them again and knew a fear so deeptthbmost

overtook her fear for her father's life.



CHAPTER TWO

FIRE streaked the Cornish sky as they drove into Chraliaat dawn.
White houses dotted the rich green cliffs, andggiléw above them,
above the blue-white sea and the sleeping towhasblack Ferrari
sped through deserted streets in the cold dawh ligh

The drive down had been so tense... Vicky had laeere of that
hard body and silent strength all through the nighé¢ darkness
somehow making it more intense, sealing them irettogy in a
private force field of strong sexual attraction.

‘We're here.' Scott turned into the car park, amakylooked at the
grey stone building, shivering.

He walked ahead of her across the forecourt, optreedouble door
for her, watched her walk through, and as her bdwdghed his she
felt that spark leap between them again. Her mouetht dry.

She followed him along shiny white corridors, pastrds that were
neat, disciplined, hushed. Intensive care loomeadhVicky walked
in after Scott. A nurse came towards them. Scattsin a cool, deep
voice. Vicky studied the doors to her father's roonpanic. Then
they were being led through, and there was no more to think.
The first thing that struck her was how ordinarjdueked. Just an old
man lying propped against pillows in a hospital.bed

Then James Foxdale looked up from that white bed hés icy blue
eyes were still as fierce.

‘Mustn't tire him..." the nurse was whispering, Wigky barely heard.
She was staring at her father through her darkelgskeeing how
much older he'd grown, the leonine head now coralyietlver, his
brows silver arches and the bones beneath his $kiednaking him
look even more autocratic. Five years had changmed mardened
him—Dbut the heart attack had been a blow. She'drsmen him look



as human as he did today. Never seen him vulnerdbléy in bed,
pale blue pyjama jacket loose on his chest.

Vicky gathered all her courage in one hand and edh#towly over to
the bed.

‘Hello, Daddy ..." she said huskily.

The blue eyes flickered over her. 'Scott found yban .. .' His voice
was throaty. 'Where? In London?'

She nodded, alarmed by the quiet voice. He hadyal&en so
commanding, so authoritative, his voice enoughtop $ier like a
whiplash and make her obedient.

'l thought you'd go there,’ James said, nodding.the centre of
things... fashion ... the theatre ... it was yoothmer's favourite city.'

Her mother! Vicky stared. He had mentioned her. Jitece rang in
her ears and she said quickly, huskily, 'Someolternte she lived
there once..

'In Chelsea," her father agreed, coughing weaklywriing. 'Her
parents lived there all their lives.' She didnitedspeak.

After a moment, the blue eyes flickered austergbr ter. 'Scarlet...'
he said, eyeing her coat. 'lt was her favouritewo!

Slowly, Vicky sank on to the chair beside the b@gople say she
was very beautiful. | wish I'd known her better.’

The morning light flashed on his silver hair agur@ed his head. 'She
was very like you. You only need look in the mitror

There was a lump in her throat. 'l remember a pajrf her,' she
said hesitantly. 'It used to hang in the drawingana..'



"It's in the attic,' James told her coolly, thamds'Are you planning to
stay long? Or is this just a fleeting visit?'

Surprised, she said, 'Oh, I'm planning to stay lzli@, of course.
Until you're well enough to come home.'

He looked away immediately, his face tight, but fosecond she
would have sworn she saw the fierce sheen of tedrs blue eyes.
'I'm sure you'll find Challa very comfortable. Mi¢gendle is still my
housekeeper, and of course you'll have Scott tp ikea company.'

'Scott?' Vicky stared, then turned her head to loelkind her where
Scott stood, dark and broad-shouldered and signihe back of the
room.

His grey eyes met hers, and the tough, cynical fmes nothing
away.

'‘But . . she turned back, breathless, to her fdtherthere's no need
for Scott to stay at Challa.'

'‘Why not?' James frowned. 'He's been living theresfx months,
Victoria. And he practically runs Foxdale's for rhdon't know what
I'd do without him." She stared at him in stunniézhse. 'I'm sorry...'
The nurse was coming forwards now, and Vicky lookedat her,
white-faced, suddenly recognising her as the bakiatighter, a girl
with pale, wispy blonde hair and a sweet face wéminded her
vividly of her childhood in Challarran: of the harr and the smell of
freshly baked bread and gulls crying. 'I'll haveagk you to leave
now. Your father needs all the rest he can get.’

'‘Of course . . ." Vicky stood up shakily, hesitatéten bent and
brushed her lips across her father's hard cheekimoaeghost of a
kiss.



Vicky followed Scott out in a daze, standing slsfibcked while he
talked to the sister in charge of intensive cdrentwalked silently
beside him to the car and out into the cold autamming.

‘When did you start working for my father?' sheaaskim carefully
as they drove out of the car park.

Scott looked relaxed, lazy, one arm on the winddwas he drove,
wind whipping his black hair. 'When | came backnfrddew York.
Four years ago!

'‘What position do you hold in the firm?' she asldrg; mouthed.

‘Senior partner.' He flicked a lazy grey glancéext, smiling coolly.
‘Officially." He changed gear with one long browand. 'But with
James out of action I'm now chairman of the board.’

Vicky was so furious she could barely speak. 'Mamaglirector,
then?'

He ran a hand through his hair, smiling coolly.

‘Mmm.'

She looked out at the winding town street, strugghiot to show how
angry she felt. He was Daddy's right-hand man.jbkitthat, but he

obviously ran Foxdale's now from top to bottom.

‘What exactly," she asked with cool politenessl hu do in New
York?'

‘Made my fortune,' he drawled.

Vicky gave a thin smile. 'How?'



He flashed her a charming smile, grey eyes cléWall Street—how
else?’

'‘How else indeed?' she murmured, running a harmdigir her dark
hair. '‘Wasn't your father in finance or somethihg@em to remember
Daddy mentioning it once ...'

He gave a cool nod. 'He was managing director &&ls for twenty
years. Up until his death.'Not a flicker of emoti@gistered on that
hard face as he spoke, his voice even and cookagpiekssionless.
‘The company's gone downhill ever since, of coufée. eldest son
took over and..." he smiled lazily '... just coulduit it.’

Vicky studied him, thinking hard. 'How old were yehen your
father died?'

He blinked, black lashes flickering on hard cheeldso "Twenty.' He
changed down into fourth coolly, said, 'Foxdals'qquite a major
concern now. We have offices in London and New Y bk trying to
talk Far East to James, but he's hesitant to exjgensioon.'

'‘Daddy's always been careful,’ she murmured, stgdyiis hard
profile as the wind rippled his dark hair. 'Besidks's not a great
traveller. Challa is his home. It's everything tmh

'It's my home too,"' he drawled, flashing her a chiag smile that
made her want to hit him over the head with somethi

'‘Oh?' she said tightly.

The charm was electrifying. Her heart was beatim) & sense of
rage and resentment and jealousy and she struggketb bat an
eyelid in the face of his powerful personality.

‘Well, of course,' he said lazily. 'l live theremadVicky.'



The silence was thick with emotion. Vicky said noth just stared at
him fixedly through dark lashes.

'l like travelling,' Scott said deftly, turning awamile fading. 'James
allows me full rein with our foreign operations.'

She smiled tightly. 'Is that why you drive suclaatfcar?'

He laughed. 'l rarely drive abroad.' The sun fldste his black and
silver Rolex watch, the tanned forearm and wristeced in dark
hairs. 'We have a helicopter at Challa now. | tihke the airfield at
Bristol.'

She gave a brittle laugh. 'Where you keep the t@ijd?'
'‘As a matter of fact,' he said coolly, 'it's a @essix-seater.'

Vicky stared, her lips tight with fury. Scott hadipted her a picture
of Foxdale's and Challa that she could not equidtte erself, her
father, her family, her home.

A big money-making international company! Run by bag
money-making international mashe thought, glaring at him. Scot
Thornton had walked into it all four years ago, pubcket under it
and blown it sky-high; she could see that quitartye thank you very
much. She could also see he intended to proteattei®sts. Moving
into Challa? How dared he? He wasn't a memberedfiaimily and he
wasn't working for her father: he was working fambkelf. Scott
Thornton, cleveras hell, making money and hiring and firing anc
being very important... she hated him.

‘There it is," Scott said suddenly. '‘Home."

Challa came into view, perched on the cliffs like eagle's nest, a
fourteenth-century monster of a house in weathéebesed stone
with a square turret and a great arched door andad around it that



had long since dried up, covered now in weeds aadsgand a
sprinkling of wild flowers.

Love burst in her like a tidal wave, fierce, posseslove, and as she
stared at that inhospitable house she felt the-llate pull inside her,
remembering the grim stone walls and ancient tapestthe
minstrel's gallery and the antiques and oil-pagginof her
ancestors—all the history that Chall* carried latke its cold,
ancient heart.

She'd expected to hate it when she saw it agaeid 8xpected to feel
lonely and isolated and unloved. But she felt nointhat.

What she felt was a fierce determination not t&l&dtt Thornton get
his hands on it. He wanted it. It was written aléphis face. Look at
his eyes, she thought, my God, just look at therthe narrowed,
steely determination as he studied Challa througtk dashes,
primitive desire glittering in their grey depths.

He already had Foxdale's. He had her father sewm ups hip
pocket. And he had moved into Challa , . . magpies thought,
hating him, magpie ... get your hands off my house.

A Range Rover and a Rolls-Royce and a bicycle \parked in the
cobbled courtyard outside the front door. Old rexhe walls rose up
all around them. Straw littered the cobbles. Tlablss were just
round the corner, through the narrow wooden arch.

The front door was opening, and tears pricked Vgleyes as Mrs
Wendle came out to greet her.

‘Wendle!" Vicky said huskily, laughing, and ran teer old
nanny/housekeeper, pressing her face into her aetlsmelling the
familiar violet scent. Mrs Wendle's hair was nowngbetely grey and
still pinned in its untidy chignon.



'‘Darling . . . welcome home ... oh, heavens, I'mesoited!" Mrs
Wendle laughed. 'l knew you'd come, | knew it. $ykaid no, she's a
heartless wretch, but you know Sylvia Foxdale!" Hiue eyes
danced with mischief. 'Always was jealous of yoerv@s her right; |
can't wait to tell her you're home!'

Vicky grinned ruefully. ‘Aunt Sylvia always tries tause trouble ...'

'‘How's your father?' Mrs Wendle asked softly, laeefserious as she
held her at arm's length. 'I've been phoning trspital non-stop, but
nothing reassures like someone who's actually lseen

'‘Well --' Vicky broke off, hearing Scott slam thedt, walk towards
her with her case, his presence a threat in it$elf.l. . . think he's
going to be OK.'

'Is her room ready?' Scott asked coolly.

‘Yes, sir." Mrs Wendle stepped back automaticallye put fresh
flowers in it, too, just to make it a bit more hdyne

‘Thank you," Vicky said shakily, her eyes blackhmieésentment as
they alighted on Scott's broad-shouldered frameimgopast her in
the doorway. Sir? Sir? What the hell was goingn® Wendle only
ever called her father sir! \

Scott led the way upstairs. Vicky watched him, tiljpped. He
walked as though he owned Challa already. Stridumy the
red-carpeted staircase, the portraits of Vicky'seators looking
down in Tudor costumes, Stuart costume, Regencyrdt,
Victoria ... who the hell did Scott Thornton thihk was?

'‘Can | get you something to eat?' Mrs Wendle calléer Vicky.

'l --' Vicky began.



'Full breakfast, Mrs Wendle," Scott drawled frora thp of the stairs,
eyes glinting at Vicky with cool authority, a smade his hard mouth.
'l have to work today. I'll need some fuel.’

Vicky's mouth tightened. 'Same for me, please!

Scott watched her as she joined him angrily atidipeof the stairs.
‘Shouldn't you just go straight to sleep? It's beéong night --'

‘No, thank you," she said briskly, putting her niostae air, 'I'd like to
look around my estate first. | haven't seen theptdae for years...'
She smiled sweetly. 'So many memories! So muchlydmstory!

Scott watched her with lazy amusement. 'l had ea gbu were so
attached to the place, Vicky,' he drawled, turrang continuing his
deliberate, authoritative leading towards her bedroHere . . .' He
pushed her bedroom door open. 'Your room, | hope'llybe
comfortable here.’

'l should think | will be," she said politely, eybkck.' It is my old

bedroom, after all." She stepped in past him, hee haughty, and
smiled as she saw her old room. The four-postembtidits ancient

tapestries in cream, red, blue, gold... the vastlaivs overlooking
the bay, the battlements just beyond its ledgepdiished wood floor
with the rug thrown carelessly over it, the dreggmble and

wardrobe in the corner.

'l leave you to settle in." Scott put her casevd beside the bed,
thrust his hands in his black trouser-pockets, ngdcher through
veiled lids. 'Breakfast will probably be twenty mates. Is that long
enough?’

Vicky smiled over one shoulder, looking through ha&shes and
saying lightly, 'Why?' Do | need to make myselfkdzeautiful?'



A smile touched the hard mouth and he drawled, "¥ould give
your hair a good brush.'

Vicky's smile faded into an expression of outrage fury. She said
nothing, her heartbeat thundering, glaring at him.

'See you downstairs," Scott drawled, turned orhbed and went out
of the room.

Vicky unpacked quickly, aware that she was now mmnon
adrenalin. How long had she been awake? Thirtjxsixs? Longer?
She wondered why she was able to keep going likglibt she knew
her father's heart attack had some bearing onhaid shocked her to
the core.

She changed quickly into blue jeans and a blackoxeer top, silver
earrings jangling against her long, dark hair,l@esibangle on her
wrist. She looked young and modern and very free.

Daddy had been wonderful at the hospital. Tearkpd her eyes as
she thought of what he'd said. Imagine him talkabgut Mummy
like that! She bit her lip, touched. Could it bseign that the bitterness
of the past w,jas finally over?

Vicky sighed, staring out with love at the viewtbé sea, the white
foam splashing up against vicious rocks, the diylag above it in
the sunlight. Thank God he was alive. She presseddte against
the glass. Thank God ...

Scott was in the dining-room when she arrived, irgatheFinancial
Timesand listening to Radio Four and eating scrambiggs eand
kidneys.

'Isn't it a pretty day?' Vicky said, walking to tii&egency chair
opposite him and sitting down, the sun lighting tbe chandelier



above, glistening on the oil-paintings on the daais and the silver
on the mahogany side-piece.

The grey eyes slid over her coolly. 'A pretty dutho,' he drawled.
Vicky smiled, brows raised. 'Thank you.'

He watched her across the table. 'Do you alwayw sioar figure off
like that?'

She felt the hot colour sweep her face and bristledisn't aware that
| was!'

'‘Oh?' He sipped his tea calmly, studying her. "d@in't realise that
your breasts look extremely seductive in that top?'

Vicky stared at him, heart thumping, unable to &pfem fear she
would lose her temper and throw this plate of stilaoheggs at his
dark, arrogant head.

'‘No?' He studied her, a slight smile on his hardtimoand flicked the
paper, brow rising, 'Well, it just goes to show thierence between
men and women, doesn't it?"'

Vicky stared at him furiously as he bent his headdad. Then,
slowly, she forced herself to move, her body likeuaty robot
groaning in protest as she buttered some toadpiainto it angrily.

‘I might want to go out later," Vicky told him, tng to keep her tone
even and cool. 'lIs there a car | can use?'

He looked up. 'You can have the Rolls. The keysranrey room.’
Oh, are they? she thought. She said, 'Which is yaam?'

He studied her coolly. 'The one right next to ydurs



Vicky nodded slowly. 'The Oak Room. Did you knog iwvhere the
eldest son usually sleeps?'

He tapped one finger lazily against the arm ofdhair. 'Mmm. So
I've heard.'

She studied him with cold loathing. 'And the keys i there, are
they?' Carefully, betraying nothing of what she ifedide, she poured
herself a cup of hot tea. 'Any particular placbdwdd look?'

'‘My bedside table,' he drawled, eyeing her, hislar® gaze slipping
leisurely to her breasts, and she felt it almost &such, her nipples
stiffening under that gaze. Heat swept her facghassaw the slight
smile tug at his mouth and knew he had seen thedehdeneath the
thin black top. His grey eyes slid to her angryefaand he said
casually, 'lt's not too cold in here for you, Viéky

Rage flashed from her eyes and she said nothindabe scarlet.

He ran a hand through his hair. 'We'll visit Jaragain tonight, at
seven. Please be ready on time. Perhaps dinnewafts would be a
good idea? Let people know you're back in town.’

Vicky said tightly, 'l don't want people to knownlback in town.’

‘Very little you can do about that, I'm afraid. Wawill spread faster
than butter. You might as well..." A smile lit theey eyes as they
strayed to her breasts and he said softly, 'Fidnentact. Hmm?'

Her mouth tightened angrily. 'Yes,' she said, lggphim, lifting her
chin with hauteur. 'Why not?'

'‘Good.' He folded the paper, brisk and efficierd hnsinesslike. 'I'll
book a table at Les Hallos.' He stood up, swunggbrgeous black
jacket off the back of the chair and shrugged imtoShall we
say—eight-thirty?'



‘That'll be fine," Vicky said with casual indifferee, sipping her tea.

Scott moved to the door with a slight smile and wart. With fury,
Vicky watched him depart, her eyes glaring at thekiof his arrogant
head.

How dared he move in like this? How dared he spedler like that,
look at her like that? She was so angry that sieealmost gibbering
with rage, her body coursing with adrenalin, evaerve-ending
alive.

For heaven's sake, she told herself, sitting batler chair, he's only
a man. He can't take things just because he waens. t

Dimly, she realised her fury was probably due thaerstion, lack of
sleep—shock, too. She sobered, leaning back ioitae in the silent
house and listening to nothing, nothing at all. @haas a place of
silence and sanctuary. Its peace flooded throughdw, and she let
it, closing her eyes, feeling it wash over her entle waves of
security.

To hell with Scott Thornton, she thought dreamiliiiis is my home.



CHAPTER THREE

VICKY was ready to leave by six-thirty. Scott wasn'trelsack from

the office. As she paced up and down in the drawaagn, her eyes
strayed constantly to the clock, her mouth tighthwiritation. He

could dish out orders about punctuality, but healsly couldn't live

up to them himself.

Suddenly, she heard the Ferrari roar up the dikkeed Formula One
racing car, headlights flashing over the frenchdeins as he parked
in the courtyard.

Vicky forced herself not to rush out to the halllareet him, standing
silently in the drawing-room, her arms tightly fettl

She wore a white miniskirt suit, elegant and formiih gold military
buttons, her hair freshly washed and her make-sqreiet.

'‘One of your files, Jamieson,' Scott was sayingdlgao the hallway,
and Vicky frowned, moving to the door to listervéEything you can
get on him. On my desk by nine tomorrow morning.'

Vicky's eyes widened. Files? What on earth wasgyoinf
'His involvement with Lady Hertford, sir?' anotheale voice said.

‘Particularly his involvement with Lady Hertfordscott drawled,
laughing. 'If she sells her shares to him, | warkrtow about it.'

Vicky opened the door, her face white with angerd &oth men
turned to look at her in sudden silence. Vicky ledlack at them,
mutinous, her chin lifted and her brows haughty.

Scott ran a comprehensive eye over her. 'Ah, Vidkyperfect
opportunity. May | introduce my chief aide, Studaimieson?'



Vicky looked at the other man with open hostilije was tall and
thin and white-faced with black hair. He lookecklik priest in a black
CIA suit.

'Hi," she said flatly, rudely.

'‘Miss Foxdale." Jamieson smiled politely. 'I've rdeso much about
you. It's a pleasure to meet you.'

Vicky eyed him coldly, folded her arms. There was avkward
silence.

Scott pursed his mouth. 'You can go,' he saidyflahd Jamieson
withdrew, closing the front door behind him with@uvord.

Scott slid his hands in his trouser pockets. "Yiooudn't have done
that. | hadn't concluded our business.'

She gave him a defiant look. "You could always aonhim on the
walkie-talkie!'

'What?'

‘Well," her eyes flashed, 'it's all very secrevsey, isn't it? | mean—I
expected him to whip out a pair of dark glassesargt moment,
producea revolver from his inside jacket pocket!

Turning on her heel, she flounced back into thevidrg-room. Scott
moved faster than she'd thought he would, and dsl ftaught her
arm bitingly as she crossed the room, turning bdat¢e him with a
jerk. --'

‘You ill-mannered little brat!" he said flatly, th@ushed the door shut
and shoved her hard on to the sofa. 'How dare gba\e this way? |
ought to put you over my knees and --'



‘You've got a nerve!' she burst out hotly, windeahf her heavy
landing on the sofa, glaring up at him. "Who thi di@ you think you
are? Bringing weirdos into my father's house, defiranpsecret files,
taking over the business, running it as thougrertenthe CIA --'

‘The way | run Foxdale's is none of your busindsssaid cuttingly.
'‘And | don't expect you to speak to me as thougérk an office boy.
Particularly not in front of my staff. Got it?'

‘No, | have not got it! I'm the daughter of thisuse—not some
kitchen maid! This is my home, my firm, and I'llHzve as | see fit!'

‘You'll behave as | tell you to, missy,' he saghtly, bending over
her, his strong brown hands placed on either ditierdbody, close to
her thighs, his face suddenly inches from her owd &rmly
determined. 'Or you will take the consequences. |Aqah assure you
they won't be very pleasant!

Her mouth tightened. "You may be filling my fatisgslace, but | can
assure you it's strictly temporary!'

‘Well..." he drawled, smiling lazily, 'we'll justdve that little decision
up to him, shall we? Hmm?"'

Her face burnt with temper. She said shakily, "Mook you're pretty
hot stuff, don't you?'

He laughed, straightening, running a hand throughdark hair,
sliding his hands into his pockets and eyeing henocking silence.

‘But I'm not taking any orders from you," she saidh low, angry
voice. 'You may have wormed your way into Daddifscions, but |
can see straight through you, and you're not phingsgpur way into
mine!’



He watched her coolly. 'You, Prodigal Daughter, riicked
Usurper?’

‘Upstart,’ she said flatly, 'is the word that | wlbbave chosen.’

He smiled, but a muscle jerked in his cheek andcsld see she'd
hit home with that one. 'Presumably you intend verthrow my
tyrannical regime to loud paternal applause.'

'‘Deafening,' she said, watching him warily as lo@dtabove her, his
broad shoulders and dark hair and grey eyes ovémirtgdy
nerve-racking.

'‘Any good reason why?' he asked coolly. 'Or do ymi hate my
guts?’

She raised her head, face haughty. 'l don't thigkfather would
approve of the way you operate. He's always begerdeman.
There's never been any hint of underhand dealing®cret files...
shady connections!

The grey eyes narrowed. 'Sure about that?'
‘Yes! | know my father! He ran that company by bio®k --'
'‘So do I,' he drawled. 'My book.’

‘A book you no doubt wrote in New York!" she flunigyrk eyes full of
contempt. 'One | don't particularly care to read!

'I'm sure you don't," he said bitingly. 'It would too realistic for a girl
of your sensibilities. Full of cut-throat businessmand relatives
prepared to stab you in the back for a slice ofitteon.'

Her cheeks burnt with fury. 'If you think I'm going stand back and
let you drag my father's name into the mud --'



He laughed softly. "That's rich, coming from you!'

There was a long, tense silence. Vicky staredmat feeling the hot
colour sweep her cheeks betrayingly as her dadtilagaze met his.

‘All | did was run away from home,' she said hugkiefensively.
'‘And the rest,’ he drawled maliciously, smiling.

Vicky got up, shaky and vulnerable, and folded &ens, walking
away to the fireplace, staring into the flames.

'l don't know what you're taking about,' she saidiily.

He moved, walking slowly behind her until everyrhan the back of
her neck prickled with the effect of his nearness.

‘Sure you do," he said coolly. 'It was a big scaréeople still talk
about it. You ran away with a married man and yathrer threw you
out. Perfectly simple. Nothing to hide. It's an opecret, Vicky.
Everyone knows.'

She whirled on him, eyes fierce. 'l didn't knowees married!

Scott watched her in silence, his face sober. '@&Ksaid coolly after
a moment, studying her. 'I'm prepared to hear gaie of it.'

Vicky swallowed, her throat hurting as she saidaimush, 'l was
eighteen. | fell in love with him. | thought he fused on the wrong
side of town; | thought that was why everyone stavben we were
seen together. It never occurred to me that heahadfe and two
children. He certainly never told me.' She ranfimgrers blankly over
the carved pale green fireplace, adding, 'Daddgdawut and caused
a terrible scene. Accused me of being just like Mym.." She
laughed huskily. ‘It was awful! | couldn't takest | just packed my
bags and left. Daddy stood in the doorway shoudinge, telling me



never to bother coming back --' She broke off istpat the floor, her
mouth pursed.

'So you didn't," Scott said deeply, watching héou' went to London
instead.’

Vicky nodded, silent.

Scott leant against the wall, his body lazy anebae. The silence was
good. He watched her for a moment in it, grey elesghtful.

Vicky bent her head. 'l take it you believe me?'
He smiled. 'Why should you lie?'

She looked up through her lashes, feeling unaceblynshy, and her
voice was husky as she said, 'Did you book theetablLes Halles?'

The hard mouth curved lazily and he said, 'Yesd | ybu little flirt.'
Glancing quickly at his watch, he pushed away fthefireplace and
said, 'Give me ten minutes to shower and changendarly seven...’
Then he was gone, leaving Vicky standing in themidrg-room
wondering why he moved through life at such a bmeak pace.

Her father was sitting up in bed, surrounded bwécs and cards and
listening to Mozart on his personal stereo, a sesr&xpression on his
face as he gave it his full attention.

‘Ah..." He looked up and saw Vicky and Scott swimg the private
room and removed his headphones, smiling. 'Theveaye! Had a
good day?'

‘Marvellous,' Vicky said brightly, dropping a kies his face as she
hovered by the bed. 'l slept until lunchtime theentvfor a walk
around the grounds.’



He smiled. 'Funny, | thought you'd head straightlie attic.'
She looked at him surprise, uncertain what to say.

'l thought you could dig out that old painting othett." James put his
stereo to one side, not looking at her, a stainedfon his austere
cheekbones. 'Scott could rehang it for us... irditagving-room.’

Touched beyond words, Vicky looked at him, throaghist of tears
and said huskily, 'Thank you, Daddy.'

He shifted, prickling, and said coolly to ScottpnjAchange on the
stock market worth noting?'

Scott reeled off a list of figures and facts, gogtivarious
international names—Hang Seng, Wall Street—whilekyi sat
beside her father's bed and felt bored by thisdilkgh finance.

" Arkell's are going public,' Scott said suddeslyftly, and there was
a distinct glitter in his grey eyes as he drawl@the city's in an
uproar.'

‘No!' James leaned forwards, eyes wide.

'Front pagd-T this morning,' Scott drawled, every inch the amain
of the board, his hands in his pockets, the blagcked-suit strikingly
handsome on his tall, broad-shouldered figure, Wmsck hair
brushing the white collar of his shirt, newly wadhend dazzlingly
touchable. 'I'm getting as much as possible dmraugh Jamieson.’

Vicky didn't look at him, examining her nails inate But she felt his
quick, cool glance and she felt the heat sweeglneeks.

‘Try John in London," James suggested, frowning. rklst have
some inside information.'



'He won't budge,' Scott drawled lazily. 'But thdigstreet daughter
might be persuaded to tell me a few interestingitsetOver dinner at
Langan's, of course!'

‘Brilliant!" James laughed, clapping his handsdAhe's already half
in love with you, Scott. Whizz up to London tomosrand see what
you can do.'

Vicky listened with irritation. Presumably the isdreet daughter in
London was blind.

They drove to Les Halles in the centre of townwé#s the most
fashionable restaurant in Challarran and Vicky adat. Decorated
like an English stately home,' it had pale bluelsyathandeliers, a
scattering of beautiful mahogany tables coverelinen and silver
and roses, and the salon was gracious and warm.

‘Mr Thornton," Elaine Amiel swept up to them, g@rihg and
imperious and very much the star hostess, 'how emuicto see you
again. May | take your coat?'

Scott handed her the black cashmere coat and whéeing scarf.
‘How are you, Elaine?'

She fluttered her false lashes. 'Oh, very wellr §gfeen gaze slide to
Vicky and hostility prickled between the two womfm a second,
Elaine's smile freezing. 'Well, well. Little Victier. | heard you were
back. It's been five years, hasn't it?'

Vicky nodded without bothering to smile. 'Yes,' dad flatly. She
and Elaine had never got on.

'‘How's your poor father? Such a sweet man!'



Elaine talked as they were led to their table, diatty felt the stares
of the other diners, heard their whispers and kitiesy were all
talking about her. It was such a small town.

‘Everybody's staring at me,' she said quietly totiSas they studied
their menus.

He looked up coolly. 'What did you expect? You'tg hews in
Challarran.’

‘They don't even know me,"' Vicky said, closing imenu with a snap.
‘They just know who | am.’

'Is that so bad?' Scott's dark brows rose.

She looked at him through her lashes irritablgah see you don't
think it is. But then, I've already noticed how ionfant you like to
think you are.’

His face hardened. His grey eyes bored into hetldrcold silence
that followed and eventually Vicky flushed and loee her lashes,
murmuring, 'l'm sorry.’

Scott regarded her stonily for a moment. Then heamed the waiter
over with one long, authoritative flick of his hand

Vicky ordered grilled steak with salad, as did &cdohe wine was
Chateau Lafite served in crystal glasses. Silveamled under the
lights. Scott talked to her coolly about his lifeNlew York.

'l had an apartment just off Delancey Street wherst arrived,' he
was saying, smiling, coolly. 'Filthy dump of a ptadut the rents
were sky-high and | was broke so | had to put up i’

"You didn't inherit any money?'



He shook his dark head. 'It was put in trust forun&l my thirtieth
birthday.'

'S0 you could just have waited?'

'l didn't want to. | wanted to make my first milidong before my
thirtieth birthday.'

Vicky laughed, eyes dancing. 'And did you?"

The grey eyes held arrogant triumph. 'Every lasheli’ He lifted the
glass to his hard mouth, drank, watched her adfusgylittering

crystal rim, and added softly, 'In fact | made muglich more than
that.'

Her face sobered. The ambition was sharper theeebliife and she

could see it in his eyes, his mouth, the way hessaself-assured and
determined to .. . to win, to be the best; nevéaite—above all, never

ever to fail.

Watching him closely, she said, 'And when you'ctakvall Street...
you came home to take Challarran.’

He smiled lazily. 'lt's my home town. | wanted ngots back, |
guess.'

‘And Challa?' she said softly.

The grey eyes fastened on her and her heart skipgeeht at the
deadly expression in them. 'Challa?' he asked ygoolbt even
blinking.

'‘Well,' she said, looking through her lashes, riést on the list, isn't
it?'

'‘What list?' he asked softly.



"The Scott Thornton "I want" list,' she said unber breath, all cards
on the table now, leaning towards him, her eyeslroS/ou think |
can't see what's running through your head? Yawktho one else
can see? You're as transparent as a pane of glass!'

'Hell and damnation," he drawled mockingly, 'atididught nobody'd
noticed.’

Her mouth tightened. 'Why didn't you just go and yourself a
Challa with all your cleverly made millions, Scott?

‘You can't buy houses like Challa,' he said softly.
Vicky blinked, eyes very black. 'You can't stearh either.'

Scott studied her for a second in silence, andcsl&l almost hear
his mind working, ticking over, figuring out the xtemove. She
suddenly saw him as her opponent across a chesshadching her,
watching the pieces, thinking long and hard andmlzg twenty-six
moves ahead while she floundered in the shallows)gt to match
his expertise.

‘Yes,' he said eventually, leaning back, watchimg Wwith those
flint-like grey eyes, 'well ... you just let me wgrabout Challa.
Hmm?'

Their eyes warred for a long moment. Then Scotlydehanged the
subject and she found herself telling him aboutliierin London,
about Timepiece Music and the bands she'd seen.

When they got home, Vicky slid her scarlet coat aiffd Scott
watched her, his grey eyes running in leisurelylersce over her
body, taking in every curve of the white suit, #fert skirt, pleated
and swinging with every dainty step she took, beg| slim legs on
virginal display in the white stockings, gold burtsogleaming on her
little figure-hugging jacket.



'l don't believe I told you how sexy you look tolnig he said softly. 'l
particularly like the way that little skirt swingghen you walk.'

Vicky flushed, feeling as though he'd said somegharribly erotic.
‘Thank you,' she stammered hotly.

He laughed under his breath, eyes glittering. 'Sam@en just don't
know how to take a compliment! Goodnight, Vicky.e&ant
dreams...'! He watched her walk up the stairs, aedfat aware of
those grey eyes with every step she took, hatinglhit refusing to
be cowed, lifting her head and squaring her shes)dace tight as
she turned the corner and breathed a sigh of religfof sight at last.

Next day, she went up to the attic and found theg@ibof her mother
behind a row of dusty trunks full of diaries, phptaphs, jewels,
clothes and various other belongings of her motWerky whiled
away the afternoon leafing through them, smilinglatographs of
the mother she had barely known and finding hers@lprised by
how ordinary she looked, for all her beauty ancieh

Scott came in at six o'clock, but he was not aloRenning
downstairs in a bright pink minidress with blackttbas, Vicky
stopped short on the stairs as she heard the yd¢in@edoor opening,
and then Scott bursting in with a dazzling ravemduhbeauty at his
side, both of them laughing.

‘She's hell on two legs,' Scott was saying asurgfhis coat over a
chair, adjusting silver cufflinks, his black suaztling, red silk tie
striking against his dark, tanned face. 'l haveat a minute's peace
since she arrived!'

'Vicky was always an attention-seeker,” Annabel dabx said,
laughing, green eyes bright. 'I'm surprised she'tidkmand a brass
band to welcome her ho --!I" Her voice broke oftls looked up and
saw Vicky, furious and silent on the stairs.



Scott turned his dark head.
Vicky met his eyes with a fierce glare.

'Hello, Vicky," Scott drawled with mocking amuserheriYou
remember your cousin Annabel, don't you?'

Vicky looked into Annabel's catlike green eyes.sYshe said flatly,
'l remember her.'

Annabel's red mouth twisted. 'How are you, Vicky®wHwas
London?'

Vicky walked down the stairs, mouth tight. 'Londeas just dandy. |
miss it. | wish | were back there.' She openeditiagving-room door
and went in, furious with both of them. Annabel wasr least
favourite cousin. Pretty, clever,adored, successflle had always
tried to knock Vicky, no matter what Vicky did aaid to stop her. It
was almost as though they were sisters, the rivadtyween them so
intense it could burn into a rage at the drop bat

'‘Annabel's having a party at the end of the wesdott came into the
room behind her, went to the drinks cabinet, pickpda bottle of
bourbon. 'She wants to know if you'll come.’

Vicky looked round, arms folded. "Where is it?'

'‘Foxdale Hall," Annabel said lightly, moving to $Sigemiling into his
eyes. 'Where else?'

‘A family affair?' Vicky asked, feeling prickles gkalousy as
Annabel accepted a drink from Scott, her eyes fixedhis.

'‘Of course,' Annabel murmured, red mouth curvidgd' you'll be
guest of honour.'



"You mean I'll be the star turn,’ Vicky said saugge

There was a silence. Scott and Annabel staredratShe flushed
hotly, wishing the ground would open up and swall.

'I'm so sorry," Vicky back-tracked madly, flushidfive had a bad
shock... I'm not myself ... please forgive me ...’

Scott said coolly, 'Annabel understands.'

'Of course | do, Vicky darling,” simpered Annalrgght on cue. ‘It
was a shock for us all. Poor Uncle James ... hayavgeemed so
indestructible. It's rather like watching a greak ®eing felled.’

Tears prickled Vicky's eyes. She nodded jerkilgnttsaid, 'Please
excuse me. | have some things to do before we ti@tbospital.' She
walked to the door, opened it, glanced back attSddave you
spoken to Mrs Wendle about dinner?'

Scott watched her through his dark lashes. 'I'mi@ft won't be
dining here tonight. Annabel and | are eating widhr parents. At
Foxdale Hall.'

Stunned, Vicky just stared at her beautiful coudiating her
suddenly more than she ever had, feeling a savagedf jealousy
that astonished her. 'Oh ... | see ..."

'Of course, you're welcome to join us . . ." Annaaed politely, but
her green eyes made it clear that Vicky was abswrelcome as a
piranha fish.

"Thank you.' Vicky lifted her chin and smiled tight'But I'm rather
tired.'

‘We'll see you at the party then, instead." Annaeiled, her red
mouth curving.



Vicky nodded, and left the room.

Jealousy was a rather undignified emotion, one bine didn't want
to feel, and as she went upstairs to her roomki asbath she fought
it angrily.

Were they having an affair? Vicky switched on ttehbtaps, face
angry. Would he make love to Annabel tonight, winen parents
went to bed and left them alone in the elegant oirgaroom with its

Georgian walls and fireplace and white furniture?

Vicky got in the bath and closed her eyes agalmststeam, and a
visual image smashed into her mind like a fist.t&dard mouth

against Annabel's, his arms around her as he prégsdack against
a white couch and made her sigh against his thmozdn against that
hard, commanding mouth.

Her teeth clamped together. To hell with him. Lieh Imake love to
her pretty cousin to his heart's content. Whatstlel care?



CHAPTER FOUR

VICKY saw very little of Scott over the next few days. Worked like
a demon, she soon learned, and most nights whgmyttdack from
the hospital he either took off in the black Farfar the office again,
or went to his study—her father's study, damn himd-avorked
until midnight, taking sandwiches and coffee aravieg Vicky to eat
alone in the vast, imposing, terribly formal dinirgpm.

Tonight was the party night, and Vicky was readietve early.

She had taken great care with her appearance. dxdale family
would be out in full force tonight, and all eyeswabe upon her.

She wore a black silk strapless evening gown, geldnlack sash
emphasising her slim waist. Her hair was piledrupansual disarray
on her head, tendrils escaping on to her whiteathwdhere a pearl
choker gleamed against her skin. It was a dramagiartling
combination. Her lips were very red, her eyes \wdayk, mascara
thick on her long lashes.

Scott arrived back in a whirlwind of helicopter s and restless
energy. She was left breathless as she watchedsthide into the
house, tugging his tie off, biting out crisp ingfiions to the men who
followed him in their dark suits, briefcases initheands as Scott ran
up the stairs, shouldering out of his jacket, s#lking in that curt
voice as the sound of his electric razor buzzewh fincs room.

Vicky waited in the hall for him an hour later, pag the floor, arms
tightly folded.

Suddenly, he was running downstairs, black haghirewashed, still
damp, a red carnation in his lapel, the black exggsuit making him
look terribly sexy.



Vicky stared as he went to the mirror and ran aleas hand through
his hair.

The grey eyes met hers in the minor. 'I'm latenBdtlectic day in
London.'

'l can imagine,’ she said coolly. 'Did you wine aitk the indiscreet
daughter from Arkell's?'

A smile tugged the hard mouth and he drawled, 'Yésl.'
‘And was she indiscreet?'
He flashed wicked eyes at her. 'Staggeringly. Shalyo?'

He drove through town in the black Rolls-Royce kkeacing driver,

changing gear with one strong brown hand, slidowqd corners like
a professional. Vicky sat beside him, looking outhe town and
marvelling that it could be so similar to the wayad always been.
The only change she could see was in the shops,ftbets more

modern than they had been.

Foxdale Hall glittered in the moonlight, a cool veh{eorgian manor
house with elegant pillars and steps set in acteslilng Cornish
land ten miles from Challarran. A long line of luyucars were
parked along the drive. Music came from the litlroaim. Vicky
could see the well-dressed guests through the fiemgh windows
and her nerves tightened.

Heart thudding, she got out of the car and walkedide Scott
towards the house. They'd all be there. They werbably talking
about her now. Her mouth went dry with panic and shddenly
wanted to turn round and run.

'‘What's wrong?' Scott shot a sidelong glance aabshe hesitated at
the foot of the white steps.



Vicky stared at him, throat tight. Then she said mash, 'I'm nervous.
| feel as if they're all going to stare.’

‘Let them,' he said flatly, watching her. 'It cda%t. Tonight you're
the star attraction, tomorrow you'll be hot gossiie shrugged broad
shoulders. 'But in a week, two weeks from now? Ybe'old news.’

She smiled. 'Easy for you to say.'

He studied her for a moment. 'There's nothing yau do about it,
Vicky. No matter how you play it, you're still ggrto be seen as
racy, glamorous, scandalous.’

She drew an unsteady breath, nodding.

‘Just live it,' he said coolly, and held out on®rsg brown hand, a
smile curving the hard mouth. '‘Come on. Give thblipuvhat they
want.'

Vicky's eyes met his and that spark leapt betwkemtas he pulled
her forwards out of her nervousness. Her heart leathe sudden
physical contact and she walked at his pace, fassalf-assured and
head held high as they both swung into the ballratmarway in
Foxdale Hall.

‘Scott!" Annabel saw them at once. 'l thought yogder get here!’

'‘Hectic day in London," Scott drawled, brushing iaskon her
upturned mouth.

Vicky looked away angrily, jealousy twisting insitier. Then her
Aunt Sylvia and Uncle William were coming over tem.

‘'Scott!" Uncle Willilam was a less impressive vemsiof James
Foxdale, younger by five years and lacking the auith his elder
brother had. 'Any news on Arkell's?'



'I'll give you the details later," Scott said cgokhnd the authority in
his face silenced William Foxdale.

'‘Of course, of course,’ he blustered, puffing os tigar. 'Why,
Vicky! Wonderful to see you! And how pretty you loo.." His eyes
flickered over Vicky's figure-hugging black dressdashe lifted her
chin, her face unconsciously regal. 'Doesn't sbk lovely, Sylvia?'

Aunt Sylvia swept Vicky with frozen blue eyes.
‘She looks like her mother!
Vicky flushed hotly. Sylvia had always disliked her

'‘Come along, Vicky." Uncle William tactfully tookeh arm, leading
her away. 'Let me introduce you to some people ...'

The next hour sped by as she was whirled from aonapgto the
other, a polite smile nailed to her face as thestjoles flew thick and
fast.

‘How long are you back for?'
‘Do you really work in the music business?'

'Of course, | never believed that story was trus.yWu and a married
man ..."

Vicky fended them all, even the deliberate inswtsth a bright
smile, accepting champagne from passing waitees,ctol, clean
bubbles soothing her as she kept up her act, ghetprihe snide
remarks didn't bother her.

People were dancing, and as Vicky took refuge laehiwhite pillar
and huge green palm she saw Scott moving againsl#et in dance
as the band played 'Moonlight Serenade'.



Her teeth met with a snap. They danced like lovEmsy were lovers.
She felt her eyes widen and her hand begin to teeasishe stared at
them, her mind revolving with the words as her hdardded with
jealousy and she thought, They're lovers, thegverk ...

'Hi, Nurse Jellybean!" a voice drawled in her ear.
She spun, staring. 'Charles!

‘No, I'm Dr Egg Custard—remember?' Charles saidkilg as
impossibly handsome and pampered as ever, his Islamdhining
under the lights from the chandeliers, his blueseyevid and
charming.

'‘Oh, God!" She was overjoyed to see him. 'l hawsen you for so
long! Charles how are you? How's Emma?"

‘Boringly married,' Charles sighed, 'with an obmoas infant.'

'‘And you?' Her eyes shot over his blond head, foickvthe white
pinner-jacket was a perfect foil. 'Are you married?

‘Moil' he laughed, eyes dancing. 'Please!

Vicky grinned, sipped her champagne, then saw Saoghing at
something Annabel whispered to him. Her mouth &gkd.

'l expect you've been getting it in the neck." Gsawas suddenly
serious, studying her angry face. "The family carsb bitchy, can't
they?'

Vicky sighed heavily. "They're just curious, | sagp.'

He nodded. 'Just ride the storm, Vicky. It worstla hey'll get bored
and talk about something else pretty soon.'



Vicky's eyes slid to Scott's dark head across #ree floor. "That's
what Scott said.'

Charles studied her for a moment. 'What do youktbirhim?'

'Scott?' Her eyes were hostile on his powerful rishaatic figure,
hating him and ihe way everyone in the family raouad after him
as though he were God. 'l think he's very ambitlous

A slow smile flickered on Charles's handsome fag#hat are you
doing on Saturday, Vicky?'

‘Saturday?' She turned, startled. 'l... well..avdn't really made any
plans yet...'

‘Great. I've promised Emma I'd take her horribkspring to Lizard
Castle for the day. Would you come along? | readiy't face it alone.'

Vicky smiled, delighted at the prospect of escaj@egtt's authority.
''d love to!

'I'll pick you up at ten in the morning. It's twours' drive, and Justin
will be impossible all the way. Perhaps we could Ipmn in a cat
basket?'

Later, she found herself dancing with Charles aslithts dimmed
and the band played 'Fever'.

Across his shoulder she met a pair of grey eyedianteart missed a
beat. He was watching her as though angry witharetr she frowned,
seeing the hard mouth tighten as the grey eyeswaed; flicked to
Charles, then away again.

He obviously didn't like Charles. Oh, goodie, dheught, smiling at
him through her lashes. | shall see as much ofl€has possible, in
that case.



Sleepily, deliberately, she laid her head on Clsa&lshoulder and
clung to him, watching Scott's hard face throughtlpaopen
lids.They left after midnight, and Vicky trailedoalg behind Scott on
the lawn, holding her evening shoes in one hartupiping gently.

'l didn't know you got on so well with your cousiharles," Scott said
casually, doing his best not to comment on herleesiently tipsy
behaviour.

'‘We grew up together,’ she said, humming a loversamder her
breath.

‘You were close?' he asked coolly.

‘Very." She smiled through her lashes teasinglye Wged to play
Doctors and Nurses.'

His face sobered, grey eyes piercing as he sdily,séfid you?'

Vicky said quickly, 'And his sister Emma, of cour$®e were all
friends.'

'l thought you said you had a deprived childhobd,drawled with
cool mockery. 'Poor little Vicky, no friends, naonfu.. wasn't that the
picture?’

She flushed, eyes narrowing. 'l never said that.’
He laughed. "You implied it.'

'Implication,' she said carefully, 'is not the saasestatement.' That
didn't sound quite right. She frowned, counting W@ds on her
fingers, her feet cold on the damp grass.

Scott halted a few feet away, turned back, grey ek@mming her.
‘You're drunk,' he said in the darkness.



Vicky nodded. 'Definitely.’
‘You'd better not throw up in the Rolls.’

'‘What a disgusting thing to say!" Vicky wrinkled rheose with
distaste. 'And you're only saying it because yauitdike Charles.’

Scott stopped walking again. She almost bumpedhimp her nose
against his broad chest.

There was a little silence. Slowly, she lookednip the dark, angular
face. His black hair blew softly against his callar

'What makes you think | don't like Charles?' heedssoftly.

Her heart skipped a beat. 'You gave me filthy looksen | was
dancing with him," she said huskily.

He nodded, eyeing her. 'l won't deny it. We're fri@nds. The
question is—do you know why?'

Vicky watched him through her lashes. 'Because lister-looking
than you are?"

His mouth tightened, eyes narrowing on her fludlaed. 'Try again.'

'‘Because . . ." her pulses skipped and she saig,sbé's younger
than you?'

His hand caught her wrist and he said under histhyérou're asking
for a slap; you know that, don't you?'

‘Do tell!" Vicky flounced.



He pulled her very close and she caught her breatying, barefoot
and very beautiful in the moonlight, her hair cogiinose from its
pins and tumbling in sensual disarray around hex shoulders.

Scott's eyes narrowed and he slowly ran a handighrdner hair,
saying, 'Someone ought to take you in hand, Mis$ovia Foxdale.
Before you get yourself in real trouble.’

Her heart was going crazy. '‘And | suppose yougethan for the job,
Mr Scott Thornton?'

A sardonic smile touched the hard mouth. 'I'd @elgtaenjoy
teaching you how to behave.'

She flushed, suddenly breathless. 'Oh, well... nevad . . . failed
the interview at the first fence.'

'Did 1?' His eyes slid to her mouth and she shideoserpoweringly
aware of him leaning against the Rolls, holding dgainst his hard
body in the moonlight on such a perfect autumn migkhat a pity.
Irresistible images were flickering through my head

' Such as?' she asked, unable to stop herself.
His face grew serious, frightening, intense. "Wagtto show you?'

Her heart skipped at beat. 'No, thanks,' she seskily, pulling away,
but he refused to let her go, and she fell aghilssthest again, pulses
skipping, staring in dazed hunger at his tannedathrwanting
suddenly to press her mouth against it, run hegefie through his
hair. 'I'm very drunk!" she said on a hoarse whisgeiddenly
alarmed, lifting her head, dizzy, scared. 'l wangd home. Take me
home...'

From the house they heard laughter, and Scottdefszking round
as some guests left, walking along the drive tow&ném.



‘You're right," he said coolly, taking the keysnfrdiis pocket. '"We
ought to go.'

Vicky almost collapsed with relief, leaning agaihsh as he opened
the door for her and put her into the luxurious wdrere she breathed
deeply in silence for a second while he went raortds side, amazed
at the narrow escape she'd had. Narrow escapenhat? She closed
her eyes, remembered the way he'd looked at hérhaped it was
only because she was drunk that she'd felt sueflidéis of response.

'‘Be careful what you say to Charles," Scott saideaseversed out of
the drive a moment later. 'He doesn't like me amwyenthan | like
him.'

'OK,' she said vaguely, nodding.

He flicked cool grey eyes to her. He said nothkig probably knows
I'm too drunk to take anything in, Vicky thoughmdeshe relaxed as a
silence fell between them that for once was nalled with sexual
tension.

She barely saw him over the next three days. Theopéer came and
went, she drove herself to the hospital to visit fegher, rather
frightened by the Rolls-Royce at first and feeliagfully small
behind its very masculine, powerful wheel.

The portrait of her mother remained unhung in tir@ng-room,
propped against a wall. Vicky almost went mad viadredom and
wished she got on better with Annabel, who couldacely have
filled her time pleasantly with shopping expedisoand coffee
mornings had they been friends.

When Saturday dawned she was up early, lookinggatwo her day
out.



Scott was in the dining-room at eight, readingRieancial Timesa
vast plate of scrambled eggs, kidneys, mushroons guilled
tomatoes in front of him. He raised his black haaghe came in.

‘Good morning." The grey eyes slid restlessly oker figure,

lingering on her slim waist, defined so well in thlack miniskirt, soft
white angora sweater and long black suede booksflaitheels. She
looked like a fresh-faced teenage, 'That's a rat&ey outfit. Is it for

me?'

She flushed irritably. 'No, it's not." Sitting dowpposite him in the
quiet, ordered, mahogany-lined room, she saida'Asatter of fact,
it's supposed to be practical.’

'‘Practical?' He laughed wryly, brows rising. 'Wi@&es it all peel off
rather easily?’

Vicky looked at him angrily, dark eyes sparklingg your mind
constantly running along the same groove?'

'It is when sexy young women wander into the roanthigh-high
boots,' he drawled, grey eyes half hidden by blaskes, and she felt
a prickle of awareness lift the hair at the backef neck.

She slammed the lid on the scrambled eggs. 'Thegtréhigh-high!'
Scott lowered his newspaper and studied them ptynte

Vicky shifted, uncomfortable. She tugged at hertghitry and look
more respectable, aware of his grey eyes, her gsldgpping. , He
laughed softly. 'l wish my secretary would get & pathem.’

'‘Poor girl"" Vicky spooned a tomato on to her pldD®es she have to
fight you off all day?’

'No," he drawled, 'she usually succumbs by midday.



Vicky flushed. 'And how does Annabel feel about?ha
'Feel?' He frowned. 'Why should she feel anything?'

'l thought she was your girlfriend?' She staredhiat, amazed he
could be so casually dismissive.

'She's a friend," he said coolly, studying her.
‘A girlfriend,' Vicky said, brows raised.

A smile curved the hard mouth. He looked gorgetassiing back in
the chair, a pale blue silk shirt worn casuallgygtrousers loose on
his long legs. He was at once terribly dignified drair-raisingly
sexy, as though he were watching a slave-girl fittnen Chanel
advertisement strip slowly for him.

' Not jealous, Vicky?" he asked softly.

She flushed, prickling, her brows up and her facegant. 'Don't
flatter yourself!'

‘Well, now," he drawled, smiling lazily, 'you miglte without
realising it. You never know.'

She gave him a look that could have killed tenrgranan-eating
tigers. Biting into her toast in silence, she hopleel conversation
about his relationship with Annabel was over. Sis® started to
picture his secretary, succumbing by midday, ahédf@ave of anger
with him so strong it almost knocked her off heaichArrogant,
conceited man. Who did he think he was? In her imel secretary
was impossibly cool and glamorous and sexy. Sheedrher teeth
and tried not to think about her, but she obstigatanced in front of
her mind's eye in thigh-high boots, tempting Sedtile he leant
back, feet up on her father's desk, watching hén wicked, grey
eyes.



'So," Scott drawled, sipping coffee, 'where aregfbto today in your
practical thigh-high boots?"

'I'm going to Devon for the day with Charles,' slaél flatly, glad of
the opportunity to get him back.

There was silence. Scott watched her, his faceegdard, his
mouth an angry line. 'l thought | asked you nogjéb involved with
him while you were here.'

Vicky stared at him. "You did no such thing! Andeevf you had |
wouldn't have taken any notice. He's my cousin.-We

‘Yes, | know,' he said flatly, 'you were bosom heddfrom the
cradle. We went into all that while you were swaydrunkenly on
the lawns of Foxdale Hall!

Her eyes sparkled angrily. "There's no need tofdting!
'‘How close are you?' he asked, grey eyes hard.

' Close enough to warrant the occasional day obewon!' she said,
mouth tight. 'What's the matter with you? Why skattll see him?'

He studied her angrily. '‘Because | asked you nbt to

She stared, breathless at his conceit, then startedgh angrily.' Oh,
well, that's all there is to say then, isn't it2u¥said | shouldn't, so |
jolly well shouldn't.’

He watched her in brooding silence, shoulders tense

1l start tugging my forelock every time | see wobshe said
recklessly, impudently. 'Or | could always standsale every time
you come home from work and bow—how does that goal?'



‘It would make a nice change,' he said tightlpnfryour adolescent
impertinence.’

Vicky sucked her breath in, staring. 'What?"

'Oh, I'm so sorry," he drawled cuttingly, 'didntduyrealise that was
how it came across? Remind me to give you a lessoadult
behaviour some time!'

'‘Oh?' she snapped furiously. ‘And what would the® Butting me
over your knee? Yes, we know all about your kinkstés, Scott. If
that's whatbeing an adult is all about, | thinkstthy in the playpen.’

'l believe,' he said coolly, watching her, 'youaleeady made that
decision.'

There was a little silence. Vicky's eyes warrechvis, but she felt
the hot flush burn her cheeks, and hated the wayalsevatching her,
sexual appraisal implicit in every flicker of theeg eyes as they
travelled over her body, underlining exactly whaiwd happen if
she ever stepped out of the playpen, and founcktlhdese to face
with a man like him. Every hair on the back of meck rose in
electric response to that look. She felt her h&ap two beats. It was
difficult to swallow suddenly, and her throat way ds ashes. She
hated him for it, hated him for pointing out qutew young she was.

‘Charles will be here soon,’ she said shakily,ingptio her feet, her
breakfast uneaten, her legs trembling. 'l promi'selde ready as soon
as he arrived. | mustn't let him down.'

He laughed cynically, his eyes hard. 'I'm surely/éod a way.'

Vicky tensed, hand on the door-handle. "What dopean by that?'
she demanded angrily, looking over one shoulder.



His slow smile made her pulses skip. 'Do | haveubit in black and
white?'

Her mouth tightened. ‘Are you saying he'll makeaaspat me? Don't
be absurd! He's my cousin!'

Scott laughed harshly. '‘Does that make him sexiasky?'

She studied him in acute silence, her face burrimg, unable to
reply, she went out and slammed the door behind Haimg him
violently.



CHAPTER FIVE

'STOP it, you horrible little pest!" Charles bellowedrass the
parkland as Justin ran after a dog, throwing statks

Vicky bit her lip, laughing. 'Don't lose your tempé&harles. The
dog's more than a match for him.’

The cavalier spaniel was outrunning Justin andsticks with ease,
tongue hanging out, great big brown eyes excitad, wagging
furiously.

'l know," Charles drawled with a wicked grin, 'bbdike shouting at
him. It's revenge for what he's done to the baakptar.'

Justin had sat on a chocolate bar on the journeyndand left
chocolate stuck to the soft grey seats and the batks trousers.
Charles had been furious when they arrived. He alasously still
brooding.

'‘He's only nine,' Vicky said, smiling, ‘and tergildweet.'

Charles gave her a quick, interested look. 'l tkimbw you were the
maternal type, Vicky.'

'‘No ..." Her eyes followed Justin as he ran fult pwvards the lake.
‘Neither did I’

‘Suddenly overtook you, did it?'
‘Not at all. I've never really thought about itja® honest.’

Charles smiled, handsome in the cold sunlightbldad hair soft on
the collar of the beige cashmere coat. ‘Uncle Jamilebe over the
moon. He's terribly keen to have grandchildrent se?’



'Is he?' Vicky was surprised. 'He's never mentiahedme.'
Charles did a double take. "You're kidding!
She frowned. 'Well... why should he?'

‘You've been back for a week,' Charles said, ‘ainasg with Scott.

| would have thought --' He broke off, thinking testof it, glancing
up at the sun through the skeletal trees that bad btripped bare for
winter.

'‘But I'm not engaged or anything," Vicky said caligf 'And
certainly not in love. Why should he mention my ingvchildren?’

Charles shot her an odd glance. 'Scott hasn't oreadiit?’

Vicky stopped walking. Her eyes were intent as @&sastopped too,
looking at her, hands in the pockets of that bé&autamel coat.

'‘Why," she asked quietly, 'should Scott Thorntoscuass children
with me, Charles?"

He was silent, studying his feet uneasily.

She prodded his sleeve. 'Come on. Out with it. Y¥@already gone
too far, Charles.' She studied his bent blond haladm bells ringing
in her mind, and said angrily, 'Or shall | guess?'

He looked up at her. 'Oh, God, I've really put mgtfin it, haven't 1?'

‘Yes.' Her face was serious. 'I'm afraid you h&law, please—finish
what you've started, or I'll have to jump to soneyvunpleasant
conclusions.’

He sighed, ran a hand through his blond hair. ‘"Wl just that... |
heard Uncle James talking about a year ago. Hewtlasny father at



the firm's Christmas party. They were watching Seetke a speech,
and Uncle James was saying, "That boy's the stwalya dreamed
of.."

Vicky sucked her breath in, jealousy and pain aademtment
washing over her in waves, making her feel at oaogry and

inferior, as though she ought to have been stranggh to be the son
he'd always dreamed of.

‘My father was talking about you," Charles contohteaskily, 'saying
how beautiful you were . . . what a pity it was &arhad argued with
you...'

Vicky smiled, eyes stinging.

‘And it just came out into the open,' Charles saith a light shrug.
'‘What a good idea it would be if you married hindamour children
lived at Challa with you after Uncle James was dead

‘Sounds like paradise,' Vicky said tightly, herdachite with rage.

It just grew from there, | think," Charles was isgy hands pushed
deep in his pockets, breath steaming in front of. iEverybody

knows. Scott Thornton knows for sure. | wouldn't saeprised if

they're taking bets at the office to see if he dquull it off!" There

was a bitter ring to his voice. 'Of course they idati dare do it in

front of me. I'm too high up. Next in line for tf@b, as they say.'

Vicky was barely listening, her mind racing as sheught of her
father telling Scott to find Vicky as he was rushedhospital in that
ambulance. What else had he said? she wonderely gvithat were
Scott's real instructions that day?

'Of course,’ Charles continued as they walked tdsvdine lake a
moment later where Justin was sitting astride ardizwith bright
green stone eyes and hitting it with a stick, 'fedfgady got the



company under his belt. Never seen anything likeld just walked
In four years ago and stuck a rocket under it. Bkae place
sky-high.'

'He's . . ." Her mouth tightened and she struggpedound calm,
although her heart was thudding with sheer angerety ambitious.’

Charles gave a brief, harsh laugh. 'Ruthless! okymw how many
heads rolled in that first year?"

Vicky shot him a quick look, frightened. 'Ten?'

‘Twenty,' Charles said bitterly, ‘and | only kept place by the skin
of my teeth. If | hadn't been a Foxdale I'd haverbeut like the rest of
them.' He began counting on his fingers, 'Dan Waltkack Hastings,
Philip Carraway, Nick Fencepiece --'

‘Nick?' Vicky was appalled. 'But he was Daddy'sirigand man at
one stage!'

Charles looked at her, blue eyes wry. 'Vicky, ytaither doesn't run
that company any more. He just sits back and let&t $hornton spill
blood from the very lowest ranks, right up to tleaisr partners.’

She swallowed, her throat dry. 'l can't believe iNick Fencepiece!
He'd been such a strong force at Foxdale's fooisg, Ihis name so
familiar to her, even his wife and family peoplee'shknown for

years. 'lIt's so heartless. Poor Nick. What didd& d

‘Moved out of town," Charles shrugged, 'like thst & them. You
know what it's like in Challarran. If you don't vikoat Foxdale's
you're finished.'

Charles watched her as she walked away from hirarswustin and
the stone lizard, the castle towering behind thermrey, crumbling
stone, turrets thrusting into a cold sky.



Vicky felt uneasy. Charles's blue eyes were runowey her, over the
black boots and scarlet coat and the way her hypsg as she
walked.

It's just my imagination, she told herself fiercdtis because of Scaott,
because of what he said this morning. He's makiade®l paranoid
because I'm with a man and | expect to be raped.

What had he said? That Charles wasn't sexlesb@astuse he was
her cousin.

Vicky swallowed, tried not to think about it. It wial only keep her as
nervous and edgy as she felt now, so it was bdetget it.

Later, as they left Lizard Castle at five, Chaittezked at his watch
and then at Vicky. 'I'm hungry. Do you fancy dinbefore we head
for home?'

Vicky frowned. 'It'll be dark by the time we leatree restaurant...'

'It'll be dark anyway,' he shrugged. 'We might adl womplete the
day. | know a lovely little hotel a few miles frohere. The food's
terribly good...'

They ate in rambling English country house splenddine vast
dining-room was formal and homely at the same tiwid) severe
oil-paintings gazing down from dark wood walls sinecut flowers in
vases, a roaring fire in the grate, and two neisisggrs taking their
orders wearing twinsets and pearls and kind smiles.

Justin, of course, played up throughout the mealoke point, he
flicked a pea across the room with his spoon. @sakicked him
sharply under the table.



They left at ten, after lingering over coffee. Agy walked down the
white steps, Vicky saw the car and said, horrifi@h, no! You left
your lights on!'

Charles ran full-pelt down the steps, wrenched appendoor and
flicked the lights off. Vicky approached, with Justlancing at her
heels chanting, 'Isn't Charlie stupid! Isn't Cleagliupid?’

‘Shut up!" Charles said tightly, getting in andrigyto start the car. It
made sick, dead noises. Vicky's heart sank. The winipped her
darkhair around her white face and she shiverdtiarscarlet coat.
The car was absolutely dead.

Charles slammed the door, furious. 'lt's not evenacslope.' He
glanced around the dark car park. 'And not a hilight for miles."

'‘What are we going to do?' Vicky said, appalled.

He studied her for a moment, his handsome facd Iwth irritation.
‘We'll have to stay here for the night.’

Vicky stared. 'But we can't! Scott will be furiotus!

‘That's tough,' Chiles said flatly, 'unless he waatfly out here in his
helicopter and pick us up, of course!'

Vicky looked up at the white-fronted hotel, ivy gnmg up its
red-brick walls. At least they were here. At lehgty weren't stuck in
the countryside without even a phone box.

They checked in silently. Vicky watched Charlesnsige register,
watched the flash of gold keys as they were hatamlédn.

Scott would hit the roof. He hadn't wanted her dmne in the first
place, not with Charles, and he'd be beside himgeén he found
they were staying in a hotel together.



But the battery was flat. It couldn't be helped.

'I'l have to ring him," she told Charles huskilftea they had put
Justin to bed.

He nodded, and for a moment she thought she salckarf of
triumph in the blue eyes. Then it was gone. He wasied, not
satisfied, she told herself, watching him.

'Of course,' he said smoothly, opening her bedrdoan and pushing
it open, lifting his blond head, looking at herfrdssonof alarm ran

down her spine. There it was again, that sexuateavess. A man, a
woman and the pink and gold double bed clearlyblasihrough the
open door.

'‘Goodnight, Charles,' she said huskily, steppistgis

'‘Come to my room when you've spoken to him," Clsaséad quickly.
'I'm next door. | must know what he says.’

Vicky closed the door with a brief nod. Going te tthouble bed, she
kicked her shoes off, slid her feet on to the bketked on the pink
and gold lamp and picked up the telephone. Takithgeg breath, she
dialled Challa.

Scott answered on the third ring.
'Hello?' he said curtly.
'Scott? It's me—Vicky...'

'‘Where the hell are you?' his voice sniped at'Beryou realise what
time it is?'



'‘We've had a breakdown,' Vicky said huskily, stiiggnot to be
angry with the biting tone of his voice. 'Charlef his lights on while
we had dinner. The battery's completely dead --'

‘He left his lights on?" Scott said tightly, braathharshly. 'Do you
really expect me to swallow that?'

‘Yes,' she said, surprised, 'of course!'
There was a long silence. 'Are you at a garage?’
Vicky wiped damp palms on the receiver. 'No. A hote

This time the silence was electric. She could atrfexd the waves of
black rage over the telephone.

'Scott?' Her heart missed a beat. 'Are you there?'

'Yes, yes, of course..."' Scott said very carefalhd she suddenly felt
a sharp jolt of fear, seeing his face in her minelaring the tight
control he was exerting over himself, picturing Heaning against
the wall at Challa, dressed in black, his face ratods, the grey eyes
flinty as he struggled to pull a mask down ovet thalent rage. 'I'm
still here ... Where is this hotel, Vicky? What'salled?"

She could barely breathe. 'The Grand Hotel,' she bkaskily.
‘Somewhere north of Dolby. That's the last sigraw $efore we
arrived.'

"The Grand,' he said, and she was terrified byct®, clever voice,
the dark thickness in its tone, the underlying jinma rage that was
being kept on a dangerously tight leash. 'l thirtknbw it. A big
Georgian Manor?

‘That's the one,' she said lightly, but her voi@es Writtle and alarm
bells were going off in her head.



'OK,' Scott said tensely, 'I'll expect you back sotime tomorrow,
then?'

She swallowed, her hearth thudding. 'Yes...'
‘Goodnight.’

The line went dead in her hands. She clutchedaiting into space.
Far away, in the fourteenth-century castle, Scat$ staring at the
telephone with unseeing grey eyes, his dark fdlesl fiith barbaric
rage.

When she knocked on Charles's door a few minutes, lae was
quick to answer it.

‘What did he say?'

'‘He was terrifyingly polite." Vicky walked in, themoticed Charles
had taken off his jacket and tie and shoes. Her gkickled as she
glanced at him; was he just relaxing?

'l ordered some brandy,' Charles closed the dook her hand, led
her to the bed where two glasses of brandy sahemightstand.
'Here. It's been quite a day, hasn't it? Brandygsahelps.'

Vicky wrinkled her nose. 'l don't like brandy.'
'‘Don't be silly!" He sat her on the bed, held tlesg to her lips.

Vicky looked up at him, alarm bells going off inrheead. What
should she do? Stay? They were sitting on a ddwgddeogether. His
tie was off, shirt unbuttoned. Suddenly, she feliynconscious of her
boots, the long black suede thigh-high boots thaild/forever now
remind her of Scott Thornton, of his grey eyes enlags.



'l hope he doesn't think | did it deliberately,'dlles was" saying as
Vicky drank her brandy, playing for time. 'He's peliked me. Has
he mentioned me to you?'

Vicky shook her head. Best to be discreet. 'Nobedw

Charles studied her through his lashes. Suddeidygdre rested on
her legs. Vicky's panic-meter shot up. She shiftedpmfortable, not
meeting his gaze.

‘Well," she said huskily, putting her brandy on thghtstand, 'it's
late --'

'| adore those boots, Vicky," Charles broke in, Yoge soft, and
suddenly one long finger trailed from the top of beots to her thigh.
'‘Did you wear them especially for me?"

Vicky stared at him, flushing angrily. 'No, | didth Scott had asked
the same question ... why?

‘Come on,' he said, smiling guilelessly at hem"doe shy . .. you can
tell me. I'd be terribly flattered.' Hot blue eyiésshed to her face as
he added deeply, 'l can't believe you're my li¢teisin, Vicky. My
God, | was thunderstruck at the party when | saw yghat a siren!
You have turned out ssexy,Vicky, you're just --'

She tried to stand up, heart thumping with paficr heaven's sake,
Charles!" she burst out, and gasped as he pulldablek down on the
bed, falling awkwardly, terrified as she staredingo his face, his

body covering hers. 'No! Charles!

His mouth covered hers and she struggled, pamadlan her mind.
Scott's face was burning into her mind, his gregsegiercing hers,
his hard mouth saying, 'Do | have to put it in Blaod white?'

Charles slid a hand over her breast.



She wanted to cry.

Scott, she thought wildly as she fought him, owtragher dark eyes,
Scott... and she heard again her voice saying sdfidemtly, so
indignantly, 'Are you saying he'll make a passa®rmon't be absurd!
He's my cousin!" Tears burnt her eyes as she feltl€s's hand on her
thigh, and she heard Scott saying, 'Does that makesexless?' Oh,
God, no, it didn't, it didn't make him sexlessnade him a man who
had been aroused unintentionally, just like alldtieers, just as Scott
had told her, and she felt the most violent sedthang as she fought
to stop his hands squeezing her breasts, thesadlilielationship they
had shared all their lives splintering with eaclkosel that passed
until it was absolutely destroyed, over, finished.

She hit him. He leapt back, startled. Blood ranrdis cheek. The
scratch-mark was livid.

Vicky was on her feet, heart pounding with sickiparunning to the
door, wrenching it open, her hands slippery witkeaty

‘You teasing little bitch!

She slammed the door on his angry words, handsirghas she
fumbled with her room-key, opened the door, slamrmetut, stood
leaning weakly against the door, breathing hardgstéourning her
eyes.

Not my cousin . .. not my cousin .. . she was stunglto the bed,
hands over her face, sinking down on to it, cryinggreat silent
gulps. The shock was hitting her fast, attackingftoen all sides, and
she felt the world narrow darkly on herself, sawsk# from outside,
hunched on a bed in floods of tears after yet aratlarrow escape
from rape.

It was all true. Everything Scott had said was .tiblee was a tease
without knowing it. She would find herself rapeceatay.



Nausea hit her in waves. She staggered to theasidkthrew up,
clinging to the white enamel like an animal as siveddered.

If only she'd listened to Scott this morning. Iflypshe'd gone back
upstairs and changed into something plain and tieflag, scraped
her hair back into a ponytail, worn ugly shoes ...

But how could it only be her clothes? That was adbsli must be
more than that, it must be. Her friends in Londamwenclothes almost
identical to these... everyone wore minis at themerat, and
Josephine had a pair of suede boots identicalegetiNone of them
ever got pushed across beds, up against wallpddap cars ...

Wild laughter came from her throat. She lookedherirror and saw
herself; dark tangled hair, wild black eyes, a lsickhite face
drenched in sweat.

.. just like her mother ...’

How many times had she heard that phrase? Vickyearhldown a
little, the centre of herself stabilising as shautljht about her mother,
really thought for the first time, and wonderedhg, too, had had this
problem, wondered if Daddy had understood or comdehmer for it.

Frowning, she walked back to the bed, strippedheffclothes with a
preoccupied air, and slipped naked between the lsedtvy blankets
and sheets.

If only someone could help her. If only someonelddall her the
truth about her mother. Maybe then . .. but na;, wees ridiculous. It
was what she was, what she was now that counteda Nbadowy
figure of the past.

Vicky turned the light off. She felt terribly alonk Scott were here,
she thought, then caught herself up with a stamit3 Where did
Scott come from?



She stared into the darkness. His face appearedeinmind.
Frightening, clever, cool, authoritative, strong:vas all those things
and more—and he talked to her, he really talkdtetohe said things
no one else had ever said, pointed out truths shddwather not
listen to.

At first she'd resented him. Resented his cuttiogde and darts of
truth. Now, she realised as she lay in the luxwibed, she was
beginning to want to hear those truths, beginningant to actually
ask him questions in return—and hear those answeraiever

unacceptable.

But how did he know?

How did Scott know so much about her, when he pdmew her at

all? It was all so absurd, so frightening, so uh&athough he could

see straight through her.Her face flushed hot stasd she thought of
what he'd say when she told him about tonight. Als¢harles and

that awful, nightmarish scene in the bedroom nexitrd

Well, she thought, mouth tight with pride, | wot@tl him.

She felt deprived at the thought. Even though hssd& would
undoubtedly hurt, she'd be very grateful for th&imere was no one
else she could talk to about it. Not even Josephnu really.
Josephine was always just sympathetic. She didlenstand the
heart pf the matter as well as Scott seemed to.

Vicky sighed, staring into the darkness. Don't boal, she told
herself. Scott isn't a friend. He's not a friend yan count on. He'd
just enjoy tearing a strip off you for having inggc Charles to
near-rape.

She remembered Charles's words in the park etntlay—her father
wanted her to marry Scott and have his childreDrstla ...



Her face tightened with hurt pride. Damn both @frtth Damn Daddy
and damn Scott. Damn Charles, too, she thought tmaning her
eyes.

She felt absolutely friendless, and cried herseBléep, wishing for
the first time in her life that there were somedmee with her,
someone in this cold, lonely bedroom, someone witdzrstood her
and shared her life and would listen if she shaokdently, asked his
advice, listened, propped on one elbow to his rteply

But there was no one. So she slept.

The knock on the door woke her. Blinking, she opleimer eyes and
looked around the still dark bedroom, seeing thfamiiar pink and

gold walls, the paintings on them, the lamp bedide bed. Not
Challa, not London ... the Grand Hotel, somewherthnof Dolby.

Getting out of bed, she realised she was nakec @nute!" she
muttered at the door as the knock came again, amd mto the
bathroom to get the white towelling robe hangingtmback of the
door for guests' use.

It was Charles. Vicky surveyed him, wide awake nbwalding the
white wrap close at the throat, the belt tight @n &lim waist, the
garment voluminous around her slender body.

'‘What do you want?'

Charles was in a matching white wrap. His feet vieee, his blond
hair ruffled.

‘To apologise,' he said in the quiet corridor.

Her mouth tightened. 'Apology accepted!’



He put his foot in the door when she tried to sianm his face.
'Please, Vicky!" He looked distraught. 'l reallyanat!

She studied him warily, dark eyes hostile." Camitait till morning?"

'It is morning' Charles said with a wry smile. 'Seven o'clock.
thought I'd catch you before Justin woke... it vabide horribly
embarrassing trying to discuss this with a nine~d present.’

Vicky was uncertain. She needed desperately tevehe meant it.
Needed to believe it had all been as ghastly fords it had been for
her.

Slowly, she opened the door. Charles stepped émtsil walked
towards the centre of the room, hands thrust dedyeipockets of the
white robe.

Vicky closed the door and stayed by it. She wabat stupid. She
needed an escape route when there was a potentfahwer room.

'l couldn't sleep,’ Charles said quietly.
'‘No,' she admitted huskily, 'neither could I.’

He nodded. 'It was the wine, of course. At dinéren the brandy.'
Blue eyes slid to hers, regretful and sad. "YaoeNer forgive me,
though.' Pale brows rose. 'Will you?'

Vicky sighed, ran a hand through her disarrayed. NMahat did he
expect her to say? He'd smashed their tentative friemdship to
pieces with crude male force.

'l guess --' he began, then broke off as thereanasock on the door.

They froze. Every hair on Vicky's neck prickled.eSand Charles
stared at each other in silence.



‘It must be Justin,' Charles whispered. 'He's taoy for this . . . look
at us ... he mustn't find me in here!'

Vicky stared at him, at herself. He was right. Nyaars old was far
too young to walk in on Uncle Charles and Auntiekyi, obviously
naked beneath bathrobes and standing in the sadredme. The
thought made her shudder.

'I'l'hide in here," Charles whispered, tiptoeingtiie bathroom. 'Let
him in just for a second, then take him back to roism, just to
reassure him everything's all right.'

Vicky nodded, trying to be efficient when she f@nhfused and upset
and very young, pie door closed on Charles. Viciokta deep breath
and opened the door.

She almost reeled under the impact of hard gre,egetough,
angular face and a firm, uncompromising voice asdid bitingly,
‘All right! Where is he?'



CHAPTER SIX

FOR a second, Vicky couldn't speak. She just stareal timat dark,
commanding face and felt her life flash before bges. It was
damning. She knew it, knew even as she stared,mop#n, that no
matter what she did or said the evidence in heelhz#droom was
overwhelming, and that Scott would never believe whs innocent
of any misconduct. --*

'‘Where is he, Vicky?' Scott ground out, eyes hard.
‘Where's who?' she stammered breathlessly.
His mouth tightened. 'Jack the Ripper. Who do ywiokt?'

‘You tell me," she said loudly, playing for timegding Charles would
hear and have the sense to lock the bathroom door.

Scott's eyes narrowed. 'Get out of my way!" He pdspast her,
striding into the room, glancing around and takinghe rumpled
bed, eyes flashing over her, seeing that she wa®udly naked
beneath the white towelling robe. 'Had a good righie asked
bitingly.

She flushed hotly, pulling the robe tight at heodt. 'l don't know
what you're talking about!

‘Like hell," he said tightly, and looked around iagaVhere is he? In
the wardrobe? Under the bed?'

Vicky stared at him, unable to speak, but her efleked
unconsciously to the bathroom and Scott was quecfollow her
guilty gaze.



'‘Ah," he said, nodding, 'the bathroom. Of , coutde.moved towards
it, devastatingly sexy and powerful in black jeaashlack leather
jacket, a red scarf.

‘No . . ." Vicky said on a low, husky moan, walkisigakily towards
him to try and stop him, 'you're wrong, Scott, tiss't what it
seems...'

He ignored her, banging on the bathroom door. 'Couteof there,
Foxdale! The game's up! | know you're in there!'

There was a long silence. Vicky felt sick, her handscott's arm, the
black leather cool and expensive beneath her fngelease give me
a chance to explain ...’

He looked at her then, fiercely, his eyes leapifth vage as he said
thickly, 'I'm not interested in your explanatioNs;ky. Save them for
your memoirs.'

Vicky swallowed, trembling, and then they both laethre lock being
pulled back, the door opening, and then Charlesrexgsaled in all
his damning glory, naked beneath his white bathrdteg legs
hair-roughened, feet bare, face quiltily flushdanld hair ruffled.

Vicky turned her face away, horrified. The silerweas deafening.
She felt physically sick, not daring to even glaat&cott.

Scott slowly flicked icy grey eyes over Charlesfirbead to foot.
'l know this must look damning --' Charles begaaksl.

‘Shut up,' Scott said under his breath, eyes l@audi then turned his
back on them both, walking to the window, blackthea jacket
gleaming on the broad shoulders.

Vicky swallowed, her mouth dry as ashes.



Suddenly, he turned. 'Sit down,' he said flatlypthBof you.'

Vicky stumbled to the bed on shaky legs and satndd@harles did
the same, sitting beside her, and she stared anhiorror. Didn't he
realise that action damned them beyond redemption?

'You realise, of course, that this must never gg?'dScott said in a
cold, cutting voice. That the scandal would degstyou both in
Challarran?"

'‘But nothing happened between --' Vicky began.

'‘Be quiet," he said under his breath, mouth a duite line as those
grey eyes silenced her with one icy look. 'We ni@eget you out of
this with a clean slate, not discuss the intimaits of your night
together.'

Vicky flushed hotly, bending her head, not dariogpeak.

Scott thrust his hands in the pockets of his blgeins. 'I'll drive
Vicky home with me now,' he said under his brediharles, you'll
get the car seen to after breakfast and take Justiren you get
home, you will tell your family that you had theebkdown, called
me, and | collected Vicky immediately.’

‘They won't believe --' Charles began deeply.

‘They'll believe it if you're convincing," Scottigaightly, his eyes
hard. 'And you'd damned well better be, or I'll @gour neck on the
chopping block.’

Charles looked up angrily. 'Is that a threat, Stott

The silence buzzed with sudden dark violence.



Scott regarded him with an unwavering, frightenstgre. "That's a
threat,' he saidoftly.

Charles's mouth tightened and he said in a rusiy, €én't fire me and
you know it!"

Scott leant forwards, mouth tight. 'Want to bet?'
The silence crackled between them.

Then Charles was on his feet, red in the face vate. 'lt's my
company more than it is yours,' he breathed, skhakim a Foxdale.
What are you, you bloody --?'

'‘Get out," Scott said with soft, blood-curdling raee.

Charles stared at him for a moment, then turnedsémaned out of
the room, slamming the door behind him, while Vidat trembling,
her heart thudding like a steamhammer. Scott $tramgpd, his face
hard, and the grey eyes flicked over Vicky with myntempt. 'Get
dressed,' he said under his breath and turnetidgk.on her.

Vicky gathered her clothes up, trembling, and wamb the
bathroom. The click of the bathroom door was saiblyrordinary
that it brought)tears to her eyes as she fumbledtaldressing, trying
to keep cool.

The black Ferrari shot along the fast lane. Victared out of the
window without speaking. Traffic was all aroundrthé'the sunlight
glinted through skeletal trees.

The silence continued all the way home. Her nenee in shreds by
the time they rounded the corner and she looketbugee Challa
rising above the town like a beacon of light, thattlements a



windswept red, gulls soaring over it, the sea dapan blue
splendour beyond it.

Her heart reached out to its wild, windswept lometis and as they
drove into the cobbled courtyard she risked a sitghlance at Scott,
terrified of him now.

He jerked the car to a halt, got out, slammed toe dnd walked into
the house. After a moment, she followed him, desipeto make
amends, and found him in the drawing-room, holdinglass of
whisky in his long-fingered hands.

'Scott...?" She went in quietly, heart thudding.

'‘Go to your room," he said under his breath withating. 'l don't
want to speak to you at the moment.'

Vicky froze, her face white, then blinked, thinkihgrd for a few
seconds before she quietly tiptoed out and clokeddbor, tears
stinging her eyes as she went upstairs to her bedemd sat on the
bed, mouth trembling.

He wasn't going to believe her, no matter whatssti@. Vicky dashed
her tears away angrily, went into the bathroomtanaed the taps on,
stripping off her clothes, pouring scented bathugeler the flow of

water and watching it bubble.

She lay in the bath studying the tiled walls féorg time. If only the
car hadn't broken down like that. None of this wdduhve happened .
.. She sighed, eventually getting out of the laaith wrapping a fluffy
white towel around herself. It had happened. Tiveas no going
back.

'‘Oh!" Vicky caught her breath when she entered#droom.



Scott stood by the bedroom window, his back to hed her heart
leapt at the sight of him.

He turned, and grey eyes slid over her. 'Why dud go it?' he asked
deeply.

Trembling, she clutched at her bath towel, overwinegly conscious
that she was naked, wet and scented beneath it.

'l. . ." she stammered huskily, 'I... | didn't, 8cli was all --'

'‘Don't lie to me!" he bit out, eyes flaring>withge 'l saw you! That
bed was obviously rumpled, you were both nakedaithiobes and
guilty as hell"

She flinched from his tone, saying, 'But it's ndiatvyou think!'

His nostrils flared with rage. 'My God, you littiétch! Do you think
I'm blind. | know when a woman has been made loVe t

Tears stung her eyes. 'Well, you obviously aredjlshe flung rawly,
'‘because Charles did not make love to me, ane ibéa was rumpled
it was because | had a bad night's sleep!

He gave a harsh crack of laughter. 'Don't give mad!'t
'It's the truth!'

“The hell it is!" He stared at her, eyes silverhwiage, then said
tightly, carefully, 'All right. If it's the truthtell me one thing. What
was Charles doing in your bedroom at dawn? And evtiyne hide in
the bathroom?'

She flushed hotly, averting her eyes. 'He . . & Shallowed,
embarrassed to have to tell him the real truth.Helé come to my
room to apologise.’



There was silence.
'‘What for?' Scott asked flatly.

She ran a shaking hand through her hair. 'He toeseduce me last
night.'

Scott watched her, silent and unmoving. The secbokisd past. She
didn't dare look at him, didn't dare face him.

'l went to his room," Vicky forced herself to sayshily, 'after | called
you. He asked me to. He wanted to know what yaaitdl's

'I bet he did," Scott muttered under his breathrenTtooked at her,
grey eyes unreadable." Go on.'

She drew an unsteady breath. 'He was waiting forHal taken off
his jacket. . . I. . ." Her voice roughened, faterthen she forced
herself to go on. 'l saw some brandy on his nightet He asked me if
I'd like a drink.'

Scott muttered something unrepeatable under hatore

'l didn't want to be rude,’ she said shakily, 'aodepted. He sat on the
bed. So | did, too.’

'‘Good God!" Scott was tightly, closing his eyesarbepricked her
eyes as she watched him, his face hard with ragpenvide looked at
her suddenly, she blushed, averting her gaze, aat §aid tightly,

‘And then he tried to seduce you.'

She nodded, breathing unsteadily.
Scott watched her. 'How?'

She looked up, startled. 'I'm sorry ...?'



'l asked you how he tried to seduce you,' Scotiedthatly. 'Are you
deaf?’

'‘No!" She stared, breathless. 'l... | can't tell ytoat!’
‘You can,' he said grimly.

‘But --' she felt naked under that grey gaze, bedhrembling as she
held the fluffy bath towel to her breasts '—buttthabsurd! Surely
it's enough to know that he tried and failed?'

'‘Not for me," he said under his breath. 'Not wiyengre concerned. |
want to know how far he went and how far you len igjo.’

Her face ran with hot colour. 'It's none of yousimess!'

'Oh, isn't it?' he said dangerously, and then he waking towards
her, his mouth tight with rage, and she backedifiedt, her heart
thudding crazily. 'When did you pull the plug omhiVicky?' he
asked under his breath, catching her bare arm aldihg her while
she struggled breathlessly. ‘When did you tell beduction wasn't
on the menu?'

'‘Let me go!' she whispered, heart in her mouth.

'Did you play with him for long?' he asked tightli#zive minutes?
Ten? Did you let him make a fool of himself befgoei slapped him
down?'

‘Let me go!' she repeated, frightened now.

He jerked her against him, his face ruthless. 'Hast did his heart
beat, Vicky? How fast did yours?'

She stared at him, terrified.



His eyes were ruthless. 'And how fast is it beatog/?'

Silent, she struggled. He held her easily, his arorsbands around
her, and he did not have to move a muscle to redter, standing

watching her pathetic struggles with an implacééte as she gasped
and pushed against him, flushing hotly, her hearhiinering in her

chest.

He watched her. "You play games with men, don't wcky?'
She stared drowningly into his grey eyes, speeshles
‘Would you like to play with me?' he said underlineath.
Helpless, she shook her head, heart hammering.

'‘No?' he said, mouth hard. 'Pity. Because I'd ik@lay with you.
And | intend to. | want to see just how fast yoaatt can beat before
you start screaming to get away . . ." And themtosith was on hers,
ruthless, insistent, demanding, and she moanedsighat pressure,
scarcely able to breathe, certainly unable to figét body as tiny and
helpless as a child's against his masculine stnengt

She was on fire for the first time in her life, sygosed and body
pliant as Scott kissed her with a sensuality thabat took the back
of her head off with excitement, the hot needlaseang through her
body as she breathed unsteadily, her heart thuddir®gott carefully
lowered her to the bed and lay beside her.

'Like this, Vicky?' he whispered as his mouth buantrail to her
throat. 'Is this how you like it?'

She moaned, her hands shaking as they moved tatkshair, slid
into it, and she felt a thrill run through her, owbelmed by the
realisation that she had wanted to do this fong kime, the delicious



freedom flooding through her as she touched hinmnghied his hair,
his neck, his strong shoulders.

‘We'll undo this, shall we?' he whispered, andhaisds flicked the
towel-knot open while she moaned, arching as hmslHaund her
bare breast and fondled it, rubbing back and fovir the * nipple as
hot needles of sexual excitement shot through hershe heard her
voice saying roughly, 'Oh, God, Scott..." as hisithdastened over
her breast. Her head went back, her mouth partirily fierce
pleasure, her heart thudding under his expert handsnouth.

Then his hand slid along her thigh and she caugiht dneath,
accepting his kiss again as his mouth came babkrtathe pressure
obliterating every thought from her head as sheegawvto her
sexuality for the first time and revelled in theeshsensation.

Suddenly, Scott raised his head, breathing hasdiase flushed and
eyes glittering. Vicky opened her eyes, staringitin surprise, her
heart thudding.

He watched her for a moment, then said, 'Who wagiqg with
whom, Vicky?'

She frowned, not understanding.

Scott's hard mouth moved in a smile of cool triuprgaid he slowly
slid off the bed, straightening, running a hanatigh his dark hair
and looking down at her half-naked body, flushezkfand feverish
eyes.

'‘Hadn't you better get dressed?' he said. 'We'vendgpdunch at
Foxdale Hall in an hour.’

Vicky stared at him unable to move, realisatiortitgt her with
painful force, humiliation colouring her face sedrl



Scott smiled, hands thrust in black jeans pock¥tsu look a little
dishevelled," he drawled softly. 'Or is it frusad?’

'You bastard . . ."' she breathed through white 8paking.

He laughed under his breath. 'Not much fun wherbtia is on the
other foot, is it, Vicky?' He turned on his heetlawung out of the
bedroom.

She threw an ornament, a little china doll, atdber and watched it
splinter into a hundred pieces, the crash echdmggawith Scott's
laughter as he retreated to his own room and sleudor.

Tears of rage and humiliation stung her eyes aadccgHed up like a
baby on the bed, hating him so violently that di@o& with it.

The drive to Foxdale Hall was a test of nerves.ttSgoesumably
expected her to be vicious to him, or at the veast spiteful.

But Vicky had more self-control than that. Sheteately beside him,
cool and elegant in a red minidress with gold mgton the cuffs, its
smooth line uncluttered, nipped in at the waisiwfthg freely over
the bust, fitting closely to every curve.

' Not a word about Charles,' Scott warned her e tilrned in at the
white gates and sped along the drive towards thergien Manor,
glittering in the bright, cold sunlight. 'And if yore asked, just stick to
the story | gave you.'

‘That you collected me last night.' Vicky noddedhaeonsiderable
poise, her face expressionless. 'Of course.’

He threw her a sidelong glance as they pulled lapwill mean
devastating scandal if you don't.'

'I'm aware of that,’ she said flatly, and got out.



Annabel wasn't pleased to see her. Her green kgksd over Vicky
icily, then moved on to Scott, a smile lighting harely face.

'‘Darling! You do look handsome. | love you in thedther jacket!'
Scott brushed a kiss on her mouth. 'Not too casual?

‘You know Ma and Pa,' Annabel laughed, sliding adhi@rough his
arm. 'Golf on Sunday after lunch—no one's dresgedHer eyes fell
on Vicky and she smiled. 'Except you, of courselinta But then,
you're always overdressed.’

Vicky's mouth tightened with rage and she had &rteconsiderable
control not to reply. Following Scott and Annabelthe wide blue
dining-room, she saw familiar faces and smiledeting everyone,
eyes dancing.

They had invited a few people Vicky didn't know,dashe was
introduced politely, aware that their eyes wideméen told that she
was Vicky Foxdale, and wishing to God she could dag live

everything down.

'‘Would you carve, Scott?' Uncle William offered thast plate of
lamb to him. 'You're head of the family now, byaticounts.’

‘Thank you."' Scott stood up coolly, at the heatheftable, and the
grey eyes slid to Vicky's with mocking triumph.

She wanted to throw her crystal glass of wine at miocking,
arrogant head. Instead, she said coldly, 'Daddyesamat of hospital
next week.'

Scott's smile flickered. 'So he does,' he saidijiegy knife flashing in
the sun. 'To recuperate.’



They ate the vast meal with difficulty, and the &ekeeper took
various dishes away still half full when they hadshed.

'‘Coffee, Scott?' Aunt Sylvia preened, patting hear.h

‘Thank you, Sylvia," Scott drawled, leaning backis chair, hands
behind his head, smiling arrogantly at Vicky. 'Thetuld be lovely.'

Sylvia and Annabel fought over the coffee-pot. Seatched them
with a smirk. Vicky hated him, and her hands cudadhe tablecloth.

A ring at the doorbell made Annabel turn with detigThat'll be
Lucinda.’

'She's a little late," Sylvia said, tight-lipped.

'‘Don't scold, Mummy.' Annabel flounced out in btigld splendour,
her dress a perfect foil for all that black haidahose vivid green
eyes. 'Something happened to Charles and she ¢oulake it...'

Scott suddenly uncoiled, his eyes shooting to Vidkie have to go,’
he said quickly, standing. 'Sorry to be so ruddyi&yWilliam...'

Vicky stared at him, as did everyone else, thanedauncomfortable
as they suddenly heard Annabel and her friend wglknto the
dining-room. The door opened and Nicky's head tregerything
freezing into slow-motion.

A girl stood in the doorway. Her blonde hair wasltback in a black
highwayman's bow, her face clean and well-scruldeti her blue
eyes staring in horror at Vicky.

The silence was deafening.



'‘My God!" Lucinda stared at Vicky, appalled. '"er . .. it's her ...
Annabel, how could you do this to me? Don't you wnwhat's
happened?’

"What?' Annabel looked from Lucinda to Vicky, plesged.
Lucinda said, 'She slept with my fiancé last night!

Nobody moved and nobody spoke. They all just saethfrozen into
an unearthly tableau.

"That's impossible," Scott said suddenly, his vaoecommanding
that all heads turned to him. 'Vicky was with mst laight.’

Lucinda stepped into the room, trembling. 'Chartedd me
everything,' she said hoarsely. 'l know what happgén

There was a little crash as Sylvia dropped hersgl@&h, my God ... |
knew this would happen ... as soon as that litenp came back to
Challarran | told you she'd do something like this!

'‘Be quiet!" Scott said bitingly, grey eyes freezawgr. "You're talking
about my future wife.'

This time there was an audible gasp from the ragoky didn't dare
breathe, just stared at Scott like everyone elsemouth open like a
fish gasping for air.

‘Wife?' Annabel was white, staring at him, swayasgthough about
to faint.

'I'm sorry, Annabel," Scott said deeply, and mot@sards her. 'It
happened so fast | couldn't tell anyone, let alone'

'l don't believe it!'" Annabel whispered fiercelydhgh white lips,
clutching his shoulder. 'l don't believe it!



Scott studied her for a moment, then said deepBveryone in the
room, '"Would you excuse us?' Then he was hustlimgafel out of
the room, closing the door behind him, leaving Yiskranded in the
lion's den.

Sylvia was the first to react. 'Please wait fortoothe library,' she
said stiffly, her eyes daggers as they met Vicky'shink you will
agree that your presence is most unwelcome héne atoment.’

Humiliated, ashen, Vicky got to her feet, unablenteet anyone's
eyes, and left the room, trembling, closing heisayethe fierce tears
that threatened to fall if she did not get a gngherself. Oh, my God,
she thought as she went into the library and Fedttears scald her
cheeks. Now what am | going to do?



CHAPTER SEVEN

"You must have lost your mind!" Vicky said hoarsal/they drove
back across the sunlit winter fields later. 'Whatearth possessed
you to say it?'

'‘Someone had to take control,” Scott bit out. Hig tvas ruffled by
the icy wind through the open window. "You just thedre with your
mouth open.'

'l was appalled! Charles didn't tell me he was gedé

'l bet he didn't,’ Scott drawled tightly. 'l betdiieln't tell you he'd left
his lights on, either, but as sure as eggs are ldggtshe knew!'

Vicky looked at him askance, her eyes wide. Thees & long
silence. The sun flashed through tall, straighedren the horizon, a
faint white mist clinging to the land.

‘Are you saying he planned it?' she asked carefilhe breakdown?'

'l didn't think so at the time," Scott said flatlgut in the light of
recent events it seems the most obvious explanation

'‘But it doesn't make sense! Why would he want tohis battery flat
and have to stay at --' She broke off, her eyamgtat Scott's hard
profile as a sardonic smile touched his mouth.

‘Yes,' he drawled coolly, 'do go on.’

She stared at him, speechless. He met her gazewatlrony. 'It was
deliberate, Vicky. He left his lights on delibelgte

'He wanted this to happen?' she said huskily. vBwt?'



'l wouldn't want to see inside that convolutedditirain of his," Scott
said tightly, 'but you can be sure his motives watbke. He's been
after my guts for years, Vicky. Your father wadrinag him to take
my job from the minute he left university. Whernriiged back from
New York and walked straight into the senior parthehair...' He
shrugged his broad shoulders. 'lt was a kick irtekéh for Charles. |
don't think he ever recovered.'

Vicky shook her dark head, appalled. '‘But why ug€ frcan't believe
it... he was my friend.'

'‘Not any more,' Scott said flatly.

Her eyes flashed with temper. 'You're only guessingll this! You
could be completely wrong!

'‘Oh, really?' he bit out. "'Then why did he tell inda the whole story
?l

She lowered her lashes, sighing. 'l..." Her vomaghened and she
ended huskily, 'l don't know.'

‘No,' he drawled. 'Well, | do. He told her becabsenows her like
the back of his hand. She's a lovely girl, butteliover-emotional,
and just the type to go over the top and causaphcpscene. Which
Is exactly, you will agree, what she did.’

Vicky remembered the moment with horror and cloked eyes,
shuddering. 'It was awful!"

‘Sylvia lapped it up,’ Scott said coldly. ‘She'srbavaiting for a
chance to stick the knife in since you got home.'

'‘She never liked me,' Vicky looked out of the wingd®ighing, 'even
as a child. | don't know why...'



He was silent for a moment, then said quietly, 'Slaged your
mother, Vicky. It's not you. You just look too multke her. | don't
think Sylvia will ever like you. Just cross her tf€ list and move on.’

Her mouth compressed. 'You're so inhuman sometiSuest.'

He laughed, grey eyes sliding to hers. 'Why?' Begdudon't let other
people get at me? What's the point? They eithenidu or they don't.
Caring about it doesn't change that basic fact.’

Vicky gave a long sigh. 'You're right,’ she saigdhily. 'I'm sorry.’

They drove for a while in silence. Vicky thoughtoab that awful
lunch and wanted to die. It would be all over tolantomorrow.
Everyone would know. Including her father. Her heansted and
she closed her eyes, praying he didn't hear, pyayendidn't judge,
praying that her life in this town wasn't an absahvashout.

‘Don't look so worried," Scott said coolly besi@e.N solved it all. It's
over. Finished. That storyis dead and buried now.’

'How can it be?' she blazed, tears burning her. dyesinda is going
to tell everyone what Charles told her!'

He shook his dark head, and pointed out, 'The $tostery in town
today is our forthcoming marriage, Vicky. That'sawtihey're all
going to be talking about, not Charles.’

'‘Be serious,' she said irritably. "You know we tga'through with it.'

There was silence. Scott said coolly, 'I've annednit publicly,
Vicky. We are going through with it.’

She stared at him. 'Don't be ridiculous!



‘I'm not." His mouth hardened into a determinee.litYou're not
making a fool of me, Vicky. | stepped in to savelypretty neck, and
you will marry me if | have to drag you all the wiythe altar!

Vicky couldn't speak for a second, her eyes widsha&ssat with her
mouth open, heart thudding like crazy.

'‘And don't look at me like that," he said tightlydid this strictly for
your father, Vicky. Do you have any idea what itulbhave done to
him if he'd been present at that lund@you?'

She flinched at the look in those severe grey eYesvasn't my
fault --'

‘No," he ground out, 'nothing ever is.'

'You know it wasn't! she burst out tearfully. dld you what
happened with Charles, and it——

'It was a catalogue of disaster from start to fitiise bit out. 'Going to
his room, sitting on the bed, drinking his bloodgrdy ... what's the
matter with you? Do you walk about with your brataick in your

back pocket? Can't you recognise seduction whemeybaing set up
for it?'

Scarlet colour flooded her face. 'He's my coushé& said rawly. 'l
didn't expect --'

'Yes,' he drawled unpleasantly, ‘'well, we went ialb that the
morning you left for a sweet little day out withyro.. cousin!" The
grey eyes burnt right through her. 'Or have yogdtten that too?'

She felt her mouth tremble. 'I'm not marrying yahe screamed,
beside herself with rage and frustration. 'Do yearhme? I'm not
marrying—oh --!"



The car swerved to the side of the road, Scotés ard on the
brakes, and Vicky cried out, flung back in her sesahe stopped on
the empty, silent country road, the hills and feefveeping out on
either side of them in wintry beauty.

'l have publicly announced it, Vicky," Scott groungt between his
teeth, turning to her in the deafening silence.d'Aram not going
back on it.'

She was trembling from head to foot, staring atlhi¥, ruthless face.
‘You're mad ... we can't get married ... it's atbsur

He jerked her towards him, his face violent. "Ycanivto be publicly
humiliated, do you?'

'‘No!" she whispered, terrified.

"You want your father to hear all about your nighlust in the Grand
Hotel?'

‘It wasn't a night of lust!

'Frustrated lust, then," he said tightly. 'But vglgiing to believe that?
Your father?' He gave a harsh crack of laught&inkagain!'

'l could explain to him," she whispered. 'Tell himg side of the story.'
'‘With your record?' he asked bitingly.
Her face flushed hotly. 'That's not fair!'

He laughed harshly, 'Nothing is, darling. And dé&lt me you think
he won't compare you to your mother, because yowlkas well as |
do that he will." He studied her for a second,dyes furious, then
released her angrily, his mouth a hard line.thsfirst thing he'll do,



Vicky. The first thing everyone will do. Point afjer and say, Vicky
Foxdale—ijust like her mother.’

Tears burnt her eyes and she blinked them backefier saying
roughly, 'He'll never recover... | mustn't let hiimd out... oh, God!
She caught her breath, put her face in her hamdss tflowing
unchecked through her fingers. ‘What am | goingd®'

He watched her for a second, breathing harshlyn fiegesighed and
moved towards her, studying her bent head. 'Dawyi be said
deeply. 'l hate seeing women cry.'

'Oh, isn't that just tough?' she flashed, pokingvitp wet eyes. 'Poor
Scott hates to see women cry! Isn't that --'

‘Shut up,' he said under his breath, eyes fierce.
She bent her head again, silent, her shouldersrghakth sobs.

Scott ran a hand through his dark hair and saidhigyu'The solution
Is already there, Vicky. Just accept it.'

Vicky closed her eyes. '‘Marriage . . . ?' she wdrieg.

'It's the only way out. Your father might even havsecond heart
attack with the shock of that scandal. We can'hiet find out. It
would bring ruin on the family, and probably takes tcompany
under, too, if he died.’

Vicky stared at him, horrified. '‘Died?"

'Yes, Vicky, died," he said flatly. ‘It could egshiappen. He's weak,
he's only just beginning to trust you, and thissiea... well, it could
blow the whole thing sky-high.’



Vicky stared at him in silence for a long momehert with a groan of
anguish her fingers fumbled for the door-handle ah& was

stumbling out into the cold air, pulling her coatand her, breathing
deeply, the air hurting her lungs as tears blindedand she stood
alone, desperately trying to think.

He was right. The wind lifted her dark hair fronetbcarlet collar of
her coat. Daddy could die if he heard about herGimatles. It would
have been bad enough if it had just been the twiherh, but with
Lucinda involved, and that awful scene back at texdHall... well,
Daddy would be appalled. Another heart attack wassiple. Vicky
knew she couldn't stand by and let that happen.a&teknew that
Scott was right. Marrying him was now her only opti She was
finally, completely trapped.

Scott got out too now, walking silently round toewvé she stood, and
his heels crunched on the gravel as he came updahr.

'‘What are you thinking?' he asked quietly.
She stared at the distant hills. "That | have receh'
"There's always a choice.’

Her head turned, dark and glossy in the sun. 'Wkai?back to
London? Turn my back on all this forever?'

‘A few weeks ago you hated the sight of it all,po@nted out coolly.

She sighed, lashes sweeping the vulnerable curkieratheek. 'No,'
she said huskily. 'l was just afraid to love it.'

He was silent, studying her averted face. A magpped on to a
tree a few yards away and studied them with unlrimkeyes.

'And now?'



Vicky shrugged slim shoulders. 'Now I'm not afraidy more.

He laughed softly. 'Simple as that?'

The grey eyes were intent on her face. 'ls thisaeptance, Vicky?'
'Of your --' she met his gaze and said bitterly reposal?’

‘Hardly a proposal,’ he said lazily.

She flushed. "All right, then," she said tightjygur business deal!
His eyes narrowed. 'Is it an acceptance or not?’

She looked into those grey eyes and saw her féected in their
cool, clever depths. 'Yes.' The word flew softlgrir her lips in the
cold air, and a feeling afeja vuflickered along her spine, raising the
hair on the back of her neck, making her shiver.

Scott blinked, then said, 'OK. We'll announce ihight. At the
hospital.’

'If Aunt Sylvia doesn't get there first!' Bitterrseisang in her voice as
Scott turned and walked back to the car, his blackher jacket

gleaming, his face so impossibly handsome thatvge suddenly

struck dumb, standing at the roadside as he slantneedoor to the

Ferrari, waiting for her.

Marriage? To Scott Thornton? She must be out ofrhied! He
would crucify her. All the women around him—her bgful cousin,
the secretary at his office—he would marry her l@aste her alone at
night while he pursued other women.

Savage jealousy twisted in her heart and she wpallag by it,
knocked off balance. She walked to the car on shegy as though
she could walk away from that awful pain and bugrijealousy, but



of course it stayed inside her, even as she gotaosed the door and
put her seatbelt on with clumsy fingers. Scottteththe car. It roared.
They shot away.

‘You'll have to stop seeing Annabel,' Vicky stabaddly. What other
way could she say it?

‘Annabel?’ he asked coolly, pretending innocence.

‘Yes, Annabel,' Vicky blistered, 'the girl with blahair you've been
having an affair with. You remember her surely? Yostled her out
of the dining-room at top speed today—don't tellyoe've forgotten
her already?'

His mouth hardened. 'Don't interfere in my privifes Vicky.'

Her skin ran an angry red and she said tightlywvéfre going to be
married, | am not going to be humiliated by you #rat black-haired
witch!'

He laughed, sliding an amused, mocking glanceratMg God, you
almost sound jealous!

Her brows shot up with icy hauteur! 'Don't flattgyurself. | just
refuse to be humiliated by you.'

Scott was silent for a moment, driving intently.ehhshe said, 'I'll
speak to Annabel.'

‘You'll end it," she said flatly.
His mouth hardened. '‘Don't give me orders, Vicky.'

'I'm going to be your wife,' she said, hating hivdhat do you expect
me to do? Sit back and let you carry on seeindabind my back?'



'l said, don't give me orders.' The words werelsafpoken, and a
chill ran down her spine as she looked at him ohdsn silence, her
heart thumping. He didn't have to speak very lotdlige heard. His
face was hard, ruthless, implacable, and he melaat e said.

Vicky shifted in her seat, her mouth dry. 'OK," slagd huskily. 'But
you must see | can't condone—-'

'l accept that," he said flatly. '‘Change the subjec

Vicky closed her eyes, tense and uncomfortableeatial was in this
mood. His authority was almost a tangible force rasit crackled
between them, and she knew she did not dare chalién

'l .. ." she was suddenly trembling, her voiceklgud hope Daddy
will be pleased.’

Scott shot her a look of dislike. 'I'm sure hedidelighted.’

She stared at him. Why had he looked at her lile?ti. . ." she
moistened her lips '. . . Charles told me Daddydla@ys hoped you
and | would marry.'

A thin smile touched his mouth. 'He wants to sakalf@d, Vicky. It's
his life. He thinks that if we marry it'll be infeshands.’

She swung her head to look at him. 'But it won'tdvever, will it? |
mean, this marriage won't last that long, surely?'

'‘Of course it will,’ he said flatly, frowning. "Yodon't seriously
imagine I'm prepared to go through a messy divorce?

Her mouth parted. 'But | thought --'



'Yes,' he said tightly as they rounded the ben@hallarran, driving
into the little town, 'l can see what you thougintg you're wrong. I'm
not marrying you unless you're prepared to gchalivway.'

‘All the way?' She stared at him, her heart thuigppiviou mean ...’
She couldn't say it, her voice suddenly dryingenthroat, her pulses
skipping wildly as she looked at that dark, powkfdige.

They drove through the gates of Challa.

'I mean," Scott said deeply, 'that you will sleepmy bed and bear
my*children.’

Vicky started to shake, unable to take her eyehiaifas the car sped
over the drawbridge, through the archway and im@® tobbled
courtyard, finally pulling to a standstill besideetRange Rover.

Scott looked at her stricken face, his eyes handnThe turned away,
drumming long fingers on the steering-wheel.

She couldn't speak, her throat constricted with. fea
'l need a drink," Scott said under his breath,gotdut of the car.

Vicky sat there for a long time, listening to thleak tick on the
dashboard, her eyes staring blankly at the couttyaot seeing the
tiny weeds and wild flowers that pushed up throtigé cracked
stones, the weatherbeaten walls with bindweed growip them
towards the windows.

Sleep in his bed and bear his children .. . Sheetlithe words over
and over in her mind, unable to believe them uinél had been burnt
into her without concession.

He had finally taken over—taken the company, thesko and her.
Scott Thornton had wanted things all his life, d&edhad got them,



every last one, like a marksman picking off sihducks in a
fairground, waiting patiently, lining up his sighteen picking them
off, one by one by one.

Trembling, she got out of the car and went intohtbase. Scott was
in the drawing-room, a glass of whisky in his haretanding at the
fireplace with a proprietorial air, legs aparthat stance of masculine
authority that made her prickle with dislike.

Vicky closed the door behind her. There was a klence. Her heart
turned over in her breast as she struggled totfiadight words.

'I—I can't do this, Scott,’ she said eventually.
He watched her, his eyes hard. 'That's your detlsio
Temper flashed in her. "You don't understand!

'l understand perfectly,' he said tightly, draiméslwhisky glass and
slammed it on the mantelpiece. 'You want to mareytmsave your
neck, but you're not prepared to sacrifice anytimngeturn.’

‘That's not true! | said I'd marry you, didn't I?'
‘Then | don't see the problem.’

She stared, floundering, then said rawly, 'l cgle#p with you, Scott.
You must know it's impossible.’

'‘Why?' he asked tightly.
Her face ran with hot colour. "You know why!'

'l don't,’ he said bitingly. 'l think you'd bettgpell it out.’



She trembled, hating him, then flung bitterly, 'Bese | don't want
to!'

He laughed. 'Not good enough, Vicky. Try anothaglan

'‘Why should | sleep with you?' she demanded hbflyu don't love
jnel’

'‘Don't drag love into this,' he said with a codilsileaning back
against the mantelpiece. 'lt's so irrelevant.’

Tears burnt her eyes. 'It may be irrelevant to Yo jt's not to me. |
wanted to marry a man who loved me, whom I loved ..

‘Then why didn't you?' he asked flatly.

Vicky stared at him for a second, then bent hedheaying huskily, 'l
didn't find him.'

'‘No,' he drawled, ‘and you never will, so giveptnght now as a bad
idea.'

Her eyes were bitter as she looked up at him. Péauteal bastard!
A cool smile touched the hard face. 'Thank youlirgt

She hated him more than ever now. Her mouth wihg &ngry line
as she stood in the drawing-room watching him aeghh to realise
that, even if she came up with twenty good reasdnsshe couldn't
go to bed with him, he would knock them all outloé window.

Scott watched her through black lashes. 'Did yaliyehink I'd let
you off the hook?'

Vicky said nothing, her face tight with anger.



He walked coolly over to where she stood, and Viskarted to
tremble again, looking up quickly, eyes shootingrathe hard face,
broad shoulders and long legs with restless moveanéer heart
starting to thud too fast as he stood right upectosher, watching her.

‘You're a virgin,' he said deeply, 'aren't you?'
She went crimson and bent her head, silent.

He nodded, studying her, then put a hand on hestwulling her
gently towards him. She went, trembling, her hamkis shoulders,
feeling unaccountably shy, her heart thudding, lenablook him in
the face.

'l won't hurt you,' he said softly, pressing hisuthibagainst her hair.
'Scott..." she said, eyes closing, 'l can't dpl&@ase don't insist...'

His hand cupped her face. 'What are you afraidradsked softly,

and his mouth brushed a light kiss on hers, moback and forth

slowly, making her heart leap as the grey eyes heatdher face.

‘This? Hmm?' His mouth closed over hers and sheHhelfingers of

pleasure rush over her body as she kissed him hackands curling
on his broad shoulders. Her eyes closed as thel&egsened, and his
arms went around her as he groaned under his brsathing her

without her even being aware of it, moving her onthie couch,

pushing her back against the cushions, his handimglover her

body with expert sensuality.

'It's all like this, Vicky,' he whispered againgrhmouth. 'lt just gets
better, gets a little more exciting..." His hand slver her breast and
she moaned against his mouth, breathless, her theading as she
felt those long fingers move back and forth overttagdening nipple,
her own hands sliding through his dark hair, shglaa they moved
over his strong neck.



The telephone shrilled into the silence. 'DamnétBauttered, lifting
his flushed face and glaring at it for a seconatetnatching it up,
saying coldly, 'Scott Thornton?"' --\

Vicky stared, dazed, into his averted profile, patses drumming
wildly.

'OK, OK." Scott nodded, his voice curt. 'Stay with'll be there in ten
minutes.' He slammed the phone down, looked atyWwankd said
coolly, 'l have to go to the office.'

'‘On a Sunday?' Her heart sank with disappointment.

He smiled, got up, brushed a light kiss on her moulNew
developments with Arkell's. | can't miss out oh it.

Vicky watched him stride to the door and open/thén will you be
back?'

He studied her over one broad shoulder. 'Late.tDatd dinner for
me.'

The door closed and Vicky lay numbly as she helaedftont door
bang, the Ferrari flare in the courtyard, thenrthes of its powerful
engine as he shot down the drive.



CHAPTER EIGHT

VICKY met Scott at the hospital after a rushed telephmaieto
arrange it. She had been waiting for ten minutasing up and down
the draughty waiting-room, when the black Ferrareeched to a halt
outside and Scott came running in.

He caught her hand in his. ‘Come on!" And he hdrnier along the
corridors, running a hand through his dark hais, ¢heeks flushed,
eyes glittering. Vicky allowed him to pull her abprbehind him,

watching the back of his dark head and wonderingy Wwa was

always moving about at breakneck speed.

‘Scott! Vicky!" James Foxdale looked up, silvervesoraised, blue
eyes delighted. 'Wonderful to see you!" His gaitsl their tightly
clasped hands. 'Oh ... what's this?'

Scott threw him a careless, charming smile. 'We'reve,' he said
deeply. 'We're getting married.

Her father stared at them, mouth open.

Scott put his arm around Vicky, cradling her. 'Wanted you to be
the first to know. Didn't we, darling?’

Vicky was scarlet, looking at Scott shyly througler hlashes,
murmuring, 'Yes ... yes ...'

Scott laughed softly and kissed her, eyes glitteride pushed her
chin up with one long hand. 'Don't be shy, darlihg, said huskily.
'He had to know sooner or later.'

Vicky looked into the grey eyes and was perplexefind that even
she believed this. It was a though it was true yMaere in love; they
were getting married. Scott deserved a cluster sta@®—what a
performance.



'Oh, this is wonderful,’” James was clasping hisdbatogether,
‘wonderful...'

'‘We think so too," drawled Scott, 'don't we, dayfih

She stared at the hard mouth, curved in that cimgrndazzling,
gorgeous smile. 'Yes!" she said breathlessly,rgarp into his eyes
again, thrown off balance.

'When?' James asked, breathless himself now. fHayveet a date?’
'‘No --' Vicky began.

‘Yes,' Scott overrode her, pressing a warning wishfingers on her
waist. 'We want to make it soon. | thought thet mfsDecember in the
private chapel.’

'Oh, that's perfect,' James said, nodding, watctham with a smile
as Vicky pressed her hot face into Scott's broadilsler, feeling a
fool. 'And of course, the reception in the ballroon?’

‘Naturally," Scott drawled, eyes glittering.

James settled back against his pillows with a sgling, 'Victoria,
darling, you've made me so happy,. I've longedtlics. | thought
you'd marry some awful man and refuse to take aa@halla. But...'
he studied her with love, and his voice deeperyed,ve chosen so
well.'

‘Thank you, Daddy,' Vicky said, smiling.

‘The only man | know who could take on both you @mélla.' James
shook his head. 'Thank God | had that heart attackrything really
does happen for a reason, doesn't it?"



They talked for the rest of the visit about theanBymoon plans, the
wedding list, the caterers, and Vicky's head reesdScott took
control of it all, occasionally glancing at Vickpé saying, 'Is that all
right, darling?' to which she just nodded, overwied by his
on-the-spot thinking.

When they left the hospital, Scott walked back i® ¢ar and she
followed him in the cold black night, her breathasning in front of
her.

'Does it have to be so soon?' she asked as hekedltite car door.

He turned, studied her. 'The wedding? Why notfevgoing ahead
with it, we might as well do it quickly.'

' But it's only a month away!
Scott shrugged. 'How long do you need?'
'‘But the arrangements --'

'‘We just discussed all that with your father, Vicklye broke in
cuttingly. 'Weren't you listening?'

She flushed. 'Of course | was! | just wasn't preg@dor it to happen
so fast.'

Scott laughed, his face in darkness, only the digldm the hospital
building slanting across his dark face to pick thé gleam of his
eyes, the cool line of his mouth.

‘That's the way it happens,' he drawled. 'Fast. Nbyou'll excuse
me, | have to get back to the office.' He got m¢hr, fired the engine
and roared away, leaving Vicky watching his red-ltights and
feeling suddenly achingly alone.



She spent the evening at home. Challa was crughsiight. Having
sat staring at the television for an hour, shededtn more bored, and
switched it off, putting some music on instead aattling down to
read a book on John F. Kennedy that Scott hadylafi around.

When the doorbell rang at eleven, she sat up, firmyyrand heard
Mrs Wendle go to the front door and open it. Vidistened for a
moment, then Mrs Wendle was tapping on the doortha
music-room.

‘Come in," Vicky called gently, curled up in therklavine-red chair
that her father usually sat in, the fire spittingthe grate, the lights
low, red velvet curtains falling to the floor. Theéhole room was
decorated in masculine style.

'Sorry to disturb you, Vicky.' Mrs Wendle appeairethe doorway in
her housecoat, carrying a cup of cocoa and weanitegs in her hair.
'l was just off to bed, but Mr Charles is outsidel &seems terribly
upset. Should I let himin?"'

Vicky sat up, frowning. 'Did he say what he wanted?

'‘Not a word," Mrs Wendle said. 'He just pleadedwite to find you.
He's in a terrible state. Smells of whisky, tooheSnodded
disapprovingly.

Vicky thought for a moment. Scott would be furioushe let him in.
Her heart skipped a beat and she felt rage anduggalsuddenly
prickle inside her. For all she knew, Scott washwAinnabel. Her
mouth tightened.

'Send him in,' she said to Mrs Wendle.

Charles came in a few moments later, his blonddisirevelled, face
flushed, smelling quite pungently of whisky.



'l hope you didn't drive like that, Mr Charles,icsdrs Wendle,
hovering in the doorway.

Charles shot her a filthy look. 'Vicky!" He turnéd her, eyes
pleading. 'l must speak to you alone.'

Vicky flicked her gaze to Mrs Wendle and noddede Flousekeeper
withdrew silently. Charles waited, hands shovethepockets of his
immaculate beige suit. When the door closed, heetiito her.

'Is it true?’
Vicky looked at him and said nothing.

He leapt at her and jerked her out of her chamigng her gasp. 'Is it
true?'

She stared, stammering, 'Whatvhat...?'
"The engagement,’ he said tightly. 'Is it true?'

Vicky nodded, frightened of him suddenly. 'Yess ittue. We're
engaged. We're getting married on December the fingas all very
sudden --'

'l bet it was!" he sneered, releasing her witehave and turning
away, running a hand through his hair. 'So sudgtefgct, that you
didn't even know about it until lunchtime today.'

The silence was very tense and Vicky studied hint through her
lashes, wishing she hadn't let him come in.

‘Am | right?' Charles turned, studying her. 'Diduyget engaged at
around lunchtime today? At just about the time bdai burst into
Aunt Sylvia's Sunday lunch and caused that scene?’



Vicky studied him angrily. "That's none of your mess, Charles?'
He laughed openly at her, his blue eyes very angry.

'You caused that scene,’ she said under her br&athtt says
Lucinda's the kind of girl who does that all thadi...'

'How the hell would he know?' Charles sneered.

'l agree with him," Vicky said tightly. 'l saw heremember? | got the
full blast of her hysterical nature. In front of rfriends and family.'

Her mouth was a furious line as she added, 'And areudirectly

responsible, Charles. How dare you tell her yoptsheth me? Who

the hell do you think you are?'

'l think I'm a Foxdale,' he said, his voice shakidgFoxdale, Vicky.

Something you and | have in common. My place tbathead of the
firm. My place is here, at Challa.' His mouth twi$tin an ugly way.
‘Don't you understand what you've done, you stliid bitch?’

She caught her breath angrily. '‘Charles!’

‘You've handed it all to him on a plate!" he bunst furiously: "The
firm, Challa, the money—everything! It's all hig filne taking. He's
finally done it. My God, he's finally done it!'

He put a hand to his forehead, groaning while Vidgtgred in
disbelief. 'When you came home | thought you'd tarme. | thought
we could be friends as we used to be. But you tutadnim . . ." His
voice shook with jealousy. 'Scott bloody all-powiThornton!’

Vicky listened to his words without expression, heart suddenly
hurting although she didn't know why, didn't wamtkhow why. It
was true. What he said was true, yet she did naot teahear it.



'He's marrying me to protect the family from --edlegan shakily and
Charles rounded on her, face furious.

'‘Don't lie to yourself!' he shouted. 'He's marryyau for this!" He
raised his hands, gestured to the walls. 'Thiskyithis house and
everything that comes with it. The firm, the monte land, the art
treasures, the status . . . he's wanted it allgalonever thought he'd
getit. It seemed impossible. Not without Foxdaleked on the end of
his name, not without that.' He studied her, blyesdierce. 'But you
handed it all to him, wrapped up in pretty pinkodins.'

White, shaking, Vicky just stared at him and cotildpeak. Scott
flashed into her mind, confusing her, his face isaly his grey eyes
fiery and full of ambition, his mouth hard and detened, and his
mind clever, very clever, much too clever for her.

She was facing him across the chessboard agairtheniine it was
checkmate.

Suddenly, the roar of the Ferrari split the daii and Vicky and
Charles froze, staring at each other in the sil@oitn, only the hiss of
the record player filling the silence.

'He mustn't find you here," Vicky said through hitess lips, her
heart pounding.

Charles squared his shoulders. 'He can go to helBaid thickly, and
Vicky was afraid, seeing the determined violenceigblue eyes, the
need to smash something apart, even if it invotwedhuman beings.

The front door opened and closed. Scott's footstegst to the
drawing-room.

'Please,’ Vicky said under her breath, 'he'll ceonénd me at any
moment.’



'How do you propose | leave?' Charles drawled gol@hrough the
windows?'

'‘Why not?' she asked tightly. 'You've already ptbyeur character is
lacking in commondecency. Why shouldn't you turt toube a cat
burglar, too?'

He smiled thinly. She saw a look of sadness irefess, then it was
gone, and he said flatly, 'You just don't underdtato you Vicky?
You look at him, but you don't see him.’

Vicky's mouth tightened. 'l see you, though, Clarkend | know
Scott would never have painted me as the scarletamoyou tried to
make me.’

He laughed angrily. 'Well, isn't he just the petfgentleman?' and
then he grabbed at her, yanked her, into his a8hs. cried out
involuntarily, fighting him, terrified as she heddott running from
the drawing-room, across the hallway while Chattasted her into
his arms, his mouth pressing against hers as siggitd.

‘What are you doing?' she moaned against his mt(dab.fool!

The door burst open. Scott stood there, breatharghlty, his eyes
taking in the scene at once.

Charles raised his head, looked at Scott and snidetio, Thornton,’
he drawled unpleasantly. 'Just fondling your futuife's breasts.'

The silence was terrifying.

Scott shot across the room, white with rage. H& founch caught
Charles on the jaw, his second in the stomachherithird on the jaw
again. Charles staggered back, gasping, a hand tduth.



Scott watched him, breathing harshly. 'Are you ygadeave? Or do
you want some more?’

Charles looked at him bitterly. "You think you'vet gt all, don't you,
you bastard?’

Scott's mouth hardened and he said thickly, '§ gitofessional
jealousy that's bugging you, | think we can worknsthing out.'

'Oh, yeah?' Charles laughed, eyes blazing.

'Yes," Scott said tightly. 'How does a transfethi® London office
grab you?'

"You wouldn't dare,’ Charles said hoarsely, staring
Scott smiled unpleasantly. "Try me.'

There was a tense silence. Charles got to his éges murderous.
'I've been in line for your job for years. Transifiee to London and
everyone will know you've only done it to get me otithe way.'

‘Not if | tell them all exactly what you did," St&aid in a cold, hard
voice.

Charles moistened his lips, eyes narrowing. "Theg\er believe it.
I'm a Foxdale. They'd point the finger at you.'

'‘With Vicky as my new bride?' enquired Scott coolly

Charles's mouth tightened, and he said on a vb@aeshook with
fury, 'If she marries you, she deserves to losdl&ha

'‘She won't be losing Challa," drawled Scott. 'Shesk be gaining a
new master.’



Vicky's eyes closed. Was that how he really sawsklf? As her
master? As Challa's master, more likely, she thoagdrily, looking
at him.

‘All right," Charles said under his breath, angigepptance in his face.
‘Marry her and take Challa, and take Foxdale'sBoif | ever have

the chance to ruin you I'll take it with both handi¢e turned on his
heel, walked across the room, and slammed outecddlor.

Vicky stood in appalled silence, listening to himave the house. Her
eyes closed with regret. Poor Charles. Why had llweved his
jealousy to run away with itself?

Scott turned to her, his face hard and unreaddtdsv long had he
been here?’

She started, staring at him. 'Ten . . . fifteenutes...'
‘You expect me to believe that?'
Her eyes widened. 'l—it's true!'

‘You lying little bitch!" he said between his teetlyes leaping with
rage. 'What did you do—ring him the minute you lgatk? Tell him
I'd be out late and there wasn't a problem if --'

'‘Ask Mrs Wendle!' she flared, trembling. 'She lgh !

His eyes flickered over her face; he looked murderhat woman's
known you all our life. How do | know she won't fier you? Don't
tell me she didn't hear all that. | should thin& Whole town heard it!

Vicky stared at him, tears of frustration and sheg@ldenly pricking
her eyes. 'In other words, you're not going todwelime, no matter
what | say or do?'



He looked at her and bit out, 'Why the hell shd@ldhis isn't the first
time it's happened! Every time | turn around yofigating some guy
offt God knows, you probably see me as just anotleatender for
the Vicky Foxdale seduction list.'

Vicky caught her breath. "That's a terrible thingay!

'Oh, is it?" he said thickly, his face dark witlyeaand suddenly his
hands shot out, catching her upper arms, biting them. "Well, |
disagree, Vicky. In fact. | think it's time you ggburself well and
truly seduced. And by someone who knows how to stop
wriggling out of it!'" His mouth came down over hefgard and
Insistent, wanting to punish, and she struggledjrign moaning as
his mouth ravaged hers. When she tried to hit liencaught her
wrists and pinned her to the wall with one hand dther hand sliding
down from her throat even as she fought him, capmjuner breast,
hurting her as he pressed it hard. Vicky felt #srs burn her eyes,
felt the excitement stir deep inside her as shggled, tried to get
away from him. She felt his hand at her zip, fetugged down, and
she moaned against his mouth, breathless now, rghals those
strong hands tugged the dress from her shouldereinlg her naked
to the waist.

‘Don't... don't!" her voice cried, but her bodyauled the opposite, and
as his hands tugged the lacy bra cups down Vickgans turned to
shudders, and her gasp as his mouth closed ovebrbast was
sexual.

Suddenly, her hands were in his hair, clutching tarher, revelling
in the scent and taste of him, her hands shakinyesslid to his
strong throat, his shoulders, felt the heartbeait ttudded hard and
heavy against her palm as she touched his broriweed.c

‘Ah, Vicky ..." Scott said thickly, and then shesw@eing lowered to
the floor. Scott's body was hard against her, reathing quickening



as his leg slid between hers, and she heard hemaalhing as his
mouth slid over her breast, one hand on her thigie sexual
excitement swept over her like hot needles, pmcklher scalp, her
arms and legs and stomach; her jaw was tight wititeament, every
brush of his mouth and hands and dark hair torglyisensual.

The telephone shrilled into the silence. Scottik dead jerked up,
his face flushed, eyes glittering. Quickly, he test for it with one
long hand and snatched it up, saying tightly, 'Yes?

Vicky watched him, her hands covering her baredisg&er dark hair
splayed on the floor.

His face slowly turned into a hard angry mask. tHere is absolutely
no chance whatsoever that you can have a quick wiarkVicky.
Don't telephone here again. And if | catch you dmalia land,
Charles, you will find yourself without kneecaps—dmake myself
clear?'

He slammed the telephone down. Vicky watched hinan®ious
silence.

Face averted, he said, 'That was Charles. Do yoa &ay idea why
he might have called?'

'‘No,' she said shakily, unable to sit up becauséelan body was still
covering hers.

He turned on her, eyes leaping with rage. 'Likdé'hel
She flinched. 'Scott..."'

‘You little bitch!" he said hoarsely, pushing heslently away from
him, getting to his feet, his eyes furious as hd,s&ou told him,
didn't you? You told him the whole damned story!



She stared, shaking her head.

‘Liar!" His voice was as stinging as a whiplashais why he felt free
to make love to you! And that's why he called jnstv! My God,
you're going to make a fool, of me before this ebegins!" His
mouth shook and he said fiercely, 'Well, | wontdnd, Vicky. Either
you marry me or you don't. But if you do, let's ane thing clear. |
will not tolerate any other men encroaching on emitory!

'I'm not your territory!" she said, trembling.mla person. You can't
just—'

'You damned well are!" he bit out. 'It's too latebick out of it now.
For both of us. I've publicly committed myself towand I'm not
going back on it.'

'l didn't ask you to --' she began Shakily.

‘And | won't have you telling other people the ruabout our
marriage! Particularly not that little rodent, ClearFoxdale.’

'l didn't tell him!" She was shaking, dragging hed dress back up
over her shoulders and zipping it up. '‘He did thatberately when
you came in because he's jealous of you. Don'uymierstand that?
He wanted to make you angry. He wanted to get baghku.'

He laughed harshly. 'Oh, sure—what a neat littheystBut not very
convincing, Vicky.'

She got to her feet, angry too, her eyes blazinghassaid tightly,
‘Nor are your reasons for marrying me, Scott!'

There was a short silence. The grey eyes narroWatht the hell are
you talking about?'



Her mouth trembled. She didn't want this confraatatbut it was too
late to back out now: she'd have to say it all aedept the
consequences, no matter how painful.

'I'm talking about Challa,’ she said, tears burrhieg eyes although
she kept her cool and lifted her chin. 'I'm talkmgout my father's
company, my father's money and my father's house.'

He watched her, his mouth a hard angry line. 'I' see

Vicky had expected him to say something more, aaitled, her chin
lifted, ready to take that vicious verbal right kabat would tell her
Scott only wanted to marry her for her family's ragand heritage.

It never came. The silence ticked on, and Scottheat her with
those icy, contemptuous grey eyes, his face a garkjtive mask.

'Is that all you're going to say?' Vicky asked.

'What do you expect me to say?' he drawled tighihat it's all a lie?
That | don't just want you for Challa, the money' ..

She flushed hotly, studying him through her lashi®s,pain knifing
into her heart as though he had actually takenng knife and
stabbed her, Very slowly, stood back and watchedblbod ooze out.

'Then it's true,' she said in a flat, unemotiorate.

His mouth tightened. 'Whatever you feel like bahgy Vicky, is all
right with me.'

She suddenly couldn't look at him. The pain was doeat. She
couldn't speak, either. She just stood there, tmes #lded, stiff and
unmoving, her face white.



He studied her. 'l rang my mother tonight. | féle ©ught to be told
iImmediately. She wants to meet you. We'll be hadinger with her
tomorrow night.’

‘Yes ..." Vicky heard herself sat stiffly. It wasasham, then. All for
the money. For Scott Thornton to go through lifenning and
whining and winning...

'I'l be back from work at six. Be ready to leavesaven.’
Vicky nodded jerkily.

He watched her for another moment, then said tighEoodnight,
Vicky.'

The door closed and she stared at it for a long.tiFhe pain just went
on and on. This is absurd, she told herself, telansing her vision.
Why should | feel this hurt?

It was all clear from, the start—wasn't it? Thabbevanted Challa,
and whatever Scott wanted, Scott got. Of course hstin't equated
that with this marriage. She had genuinely beligvsdnotives at the
time were genuine.

Her mouth tightened into a bitter line. They werengine all
right—genuine ambition blazing a trail across e |

But she'd thought—hoped—he cared just a littlehier. When he'd
said, "You will sleep in my bed and bear my chifdra little light of
hope had leapt into her, alongside the fear, aneldsbktarted
thinking...

Oh, what was the use? She pinched herself angtéy, of the tears
that stung her eyes and slid out over her lashéat\did it matter in
the end anyway?



She wasn't in love with Scott! How could she bedK.at him!
Arrogant, conceited, ambitious . . . tears slidiyhowver her white
cheeks, ran down to her mouth. He didn't care abewytwhy should
she waste time caring about him?

Vicky sank down into the chair, her face in herdsan



CHAPTER NINE

SCOTT'S mother's house was a shock to Vicky. Hes eyidened as
they turned into a vast private driveway with elecic gates and a
uniformed guard with an Alsatian. The guard camé ol the
gatehouse and glanced at the black Ferrari, shanbegch on it.

‘That you, Mr Scott?' the man asked, peering att'S¢w@rd face in the
dark, the white torchlight flashing over grey eytesigh mouth, black
hair.

'‘Hello, Crowsal," Scott drawled, smiling as he teaunt of the car
window. 'Is she back from her cocktail party yet?'

‘Got back five minutes ago,' Crowsal said, laughisg take your
time driving up. | expect she'll be doing her Hair.

Scott laughed. 'While Emmy fixes dinner!

Crowsal grinned, and went back into the gatehotike.tall black
wrought-iron gages slid apart, and the black Fedhave forwards
into an elegant tree-lined drive, very French ttbes tall and straight
and neatly planted, moonlight filtering throughnffed branches,
land opening up on either side, manicured lawnssantpted hedges
and beautiful rose-gardens just visible beyonduht&er edges of the
estate.

Vicky cleared her throat, said, 'How pretty ...dahen gasped as
Callicoe House came into view.

It was breathtaking. The Elizabethan manor spraviteelegant
disarray, with chimneys like barley sticks, longldevooden beams,
criss-cross red bricks and pretty lattice windoalsgleaming softly
under the moon, a weathercock perched in silhoagtast that blue
and white sky. There were outhouses and stablésetteft, a vast



towering oak to the right, and, parked in frontloé¢ house, a long,
elegant dark blue limousine.

Vicky stared at it in total silence, eyes wide.

Scott parked beside his mother's limousine. 'Ndakes, Vicky," he
said tightly, watching her. ' Not with my mother.’

She looked at him angrily through her dark lastt&se me a chance,
Scott. | haven't even met her yet. | can handleyga-don't have to
keep on at me.'

He got out of the car, and after a moment Vickyoiwed him. The
front door was arched oak and ivy grew up the ivadlide it in twists
and green tangles.

‘Scott, how lovely to see you again." Emmy Crovisaked just like

her husband, tall and slim and cheerful, with daak and blue eyes
which flickered over Vicky with bright, curious mrest. 'This the
young lady?"

Scott turned to Vicky, his eyes hard. 'Isn't sheggous?' He slid a
hand around Vicky's waist, his fingers pressingaanmg. ‘Tom told
me she was home ...?'

'‘Caterina?' Emmy nodded. 'Yes, she's in her bedrblbeettle you in
the drawing-room, and go and tell her you're here.’

The drawing-room was so exquisitely decorated tHaky could
only walk through it and stare, seeing the Frendtdde chairs, the
gilt mirror, the antique tables, the elegant paidran the walls, some
modern art, various books, family photographs endbrner.

"That's my father," Scott said, watching her asstbpped to look at a
large black and white photograph of a very hands@ustere man in
his fifties.



Vicky nodded. 'What was his name?’

'David.’

She put the photograph down, picked up another.
‘That's me,' Scott drawled, smiling, 'in New York.'

'l would never have guessed,' Vicky said, tongueheek, and he
came to stand beside her, looking down at himseHd goung man,
wearing jeans and a leather jacket, standing ohi@ssdeck with
New York sprawling behind him like the jagged teeth some
twentieth-century monster.

'l was twenty-one," he said, smiling.

Vicky nodded, tears springing unbidden and cenaimwanted to
her eyes. Irritably, she put the photograph downhfalded her arms.
'l thought your mother was expecting us,' she wdid a snap.

‘She's always fashionably late,' remarked Scott,arthat moment
the door opened.

Caterina Thornton came in, a gracious smile orfinerboned face
as she said, 'Darling ... so sorry I'm late... lp@e see you,' and
looked at her son through her eyelashes as shednfait her kiss.

'‘Hello," Scott said softly, brushing his mouth agaiher scented
cheek. "You're looking as wonderful as ever.' Tiey g@yes flickered
over her. 'l like your hair .. .is it a new style?’

Caterina patted her hair, the grey curls soft ardieptly cut around
her delicate face, large grey eyes expertly madehap clothes
elegant and feminine. The black dress was obvidbkbnel, the gold
earrings and necklace and bracelet echoing Vickys way which



made Vicky feel horribly self-conscious, convindkd other woman
looked better than her.

‘Yes, darling, it is new," Caterina was sayingadl to wait ages at the
salon, though ... | hope they're not going to makebit of it.' The
serene grey eyes alighted on Vicky and she smiladiausly. "You
must be Victoria. Hello, it's lovely to meet yol! ..

Vicky gave a nervous smile. 'Yes, how do you dos Mhornton ...’
she said, tripping over the words.

'Oh, please,' smiled Caterina, 'call me Caterina.’
"Thank you," Vicky stammered.

‘Do sit down."' Caterina moved to the bell-pull watsmile. 'Emmy
will get drinks for us. What would you like?'

Later, they ate dinner in the long dining-room. Rficwas under
terrible strain, flirting with Scott, watching hiftirt with his mother,

and watching his mother control the proceeding#$ whiat serene,
self-assured smile.

'Of course, when David was alive,' Caterina wagsgwistfully, ‘we
celebrated our wedding anniversary by throwing rdydaere, every
year, just as though it was the wedding all overirag

Vicky smiled, touched. 'lIt must have been a vepgyamarriage.'

'Oh, yes.' Caterina'’s lashes flickered; she lodiesitiful in the soft
light from the candelabra, her eyes iridescentviband | were in
love till the end.'

There was a little silence.



Caterina cleared her throat. 'Scott flies me tosRasery year instead,
now.' She smiled at Scott through her lashes. &iabhMaxim's ... it
was David's favourite restaurant.’

'I'm not surprised,' Vicky said with a light laughly father took me
there on a trip to Paris when | was a child. [€autiful, isn't it?'

'Did he really, Victoria?' Caterina studied herassrthe table. 'Such a
sweet man ... | was so sorry to hear about hig lagiack. Scott sent
flowers for me—did they arrive, darling?' She turie her son,
brows raised.

'l delivered them personally,’ Scott drawled, legrthack in his chair,
one hand in the pocket of his grey suit, the jadk#ing open to
reveal that powerful chest, his smile as he watdlielly across the
table making her heart race. If only he meanf ibnly he looked at
her like that more often.

"That was kind of you," Vicky said huskily to hitmoking at him
through her dark lashes.

Scott smiled lazily, ran a hand through his dark.ha
"That's OK.'

She flushed unaccountably, heart racing. It feltrgonate, even
though his mother was there; it felt as thoughdaly meant all of
this—the way he was talking to her, smiling at heyching her
every now and then. It was hard to remind herseif it was a show
put on for his mother.

Caterina cleared her throat. 'Shall we call Emmyclear away
dinner?'

Scott got to his feet. 'I'll call her ..." He weatthe bell-pull, smiled at
his mother, and she smiled back.



'l understand it's to be December the first?' Qadesaid as they sat
once more in the drawing-room, drinking coffee frelegant French
cups.

'Yes,' Vicky said, 'in the private chapel.’

Caterina nodded. 'l remember your father's weddihgvas held
there, too.’'

Vicky's brows shot up. 'Did you attend?’

'Oh, yes, of course.' Caterina smiled serenelwitband | were both
there. We knew your parents very well then.'

'l was there, too, Vicky," Scott drawled, and sbekkd up in
astonishment. 'l was about twelve, | think," heticwred. 'l don't
remember very much . . . your mother looked bealutf remember
that...'

'Oh, radiant,' agreed Caterina, 'but she always wa®al beauty,
Victoria. And so stylish.’

Vicky studied her, touched beyond words. It waditisétime anyone
had spoken of her mother with admiration or pleasuicky always
felt condemned, not flattered, to resemble her. Bsitshe met
Caterina's soft grey eyes she saw the smile in tlaeich she smiled
back, saying, 'She did look lovely on her weddiag.d saw some
photographs...’

‘A very sensual woman,' Caterina said, watchingkyiacross the
table. 'And so charming. We both adored her.’

Vicky met Scott's eyes and flushed hotly, bendireg head. The
clock ticked in the drawing-room, the elegant LoX gold copy
blending in perfectly with the rest of the room.



As they drove home later, Vicky looked at Scothe tlarkened car
and said huskily, 'Scott... I'm sorry ... about thsaid last night.'

He shot her a cool, frowning glance.
‘About Challa," she said softly, ‘about you. I'mrgo

He pursed his hard mouth. 'Forget it. | realiser@sagut it all in your
head. That was obvious from the minute | walked in.

Vicky flushed, feeling transparent. '"How long hgeeir family lived
at that house?' she asked, desperate to changelfjeet.

'Only two hundred years,' he drawled wryly.

Vicky smiled. 'That's quite a long time.'

He gave a cool laugh. 'Oh, that redeems me, d@es it

Her face fell. 'l didn't say --'

'‘No,"' he said tightly, 'but you implied it!" He aiged gear angrily as
they turned into the gates of Challa. 'And if ypmisonous cousin

decides to start spreading the rumour, I'll dedigittransfer him to
London.' His face was grimly angry. 'Piece by piece

She tensed as he jerked the car to a halt andugoslamming the
door behind him. Watching his dark, powerful silatia disappear
through the front door, Vicky exhaled her breathashaky sigh.

She followed him in to the drawing-room. 'Look, 8¢she said as
she closed the door behind her, 'Charles won'atsibne anything.
Not with that threat hanging over his head.'

'Oh, great!" he said tightly, brandy glass in hahthke it you don't
want him transferred to London?"



‘Well," she said carefully, ‘he wouldn't be happsre.’
His smile was all ice. 'And you want Charles tdhiappy!
She flushed. 'He's my --'

‘Cousin, yes!" he snapped, putting his glass dowih & thud. 'So
you've said, interminably, every time we mentioa hame.' Vicky
lifted her chin, angry. 'Jealous, Scott?' Dark cetbur invaded his
face. 'No, | am not bloody well jealous!

She stared, her heart leaping, and said softlgitSe"

Moving shakily across the room, she placed her handhis
expensive grey sleeve. 'Scott, please tell me if—'

‘Would you excuse me?' he said without warningfdus absolutely
hard, his eyes icy. 'I'm afraid | have to go oudiminute.’

Vicky stopped where she was, frozen, staring. 'B'st nearly
midnight --'

‘And Annabel is having trouble convincing herséltt we've split

up,' he said coolly, eyes veiled. 'l promised Fa@ over there after
dinner. She'll be alone, don't worry. No one wilbkv. She just needs
a little support...’

'I know!" Vicky said tightly, her face white. 'Andalon't let you go,
Scott.’

He studied her for a second with cool mockery, tlaeighed. "You
won't let me go . . ." he drawled. 'l see ..

Her mouth shook. 'l told you, Scott, your affairttwAnnabel must
end.’



‘And | told you,' he said bitingly, 'not to give roeders.’

They faced each other in silence, eyes warringkywscheart was
beating fast and hard as she studied that rutfdessand saw no love
there, no kindness, just cold, hard determination.

‘All right." She stepped back, shaking, tears mgrihe back of her
eyes, tears she blinked back fiercely. 'Go to Bet.if you do, Scott,
our engagement is over. Have you go that? It's.dvarshed.' She
was trembling with unaccountable rage. 'l will bet humiliated by
you. Not like this. Not with my own cousin!'

‘A shame you didn't have a ring to pull off andotlrat me.' He
adjusted his tie, drawling unpleasantly, 'So mudneneffective in a
dramatic scene, don't you think?'

With that, he brushed past her and she hated Hamng at him

through a sheen of black tears as he left the raodnshut the door
behind him. As she heard the engine of the Feroar in the night
she knew Scott had won hands down, as he alwaywididno effort

whatsoever.

He'd be with Annabel in less than twenty minuteke Pain and
savage jealousy shot through her in waves andatiedown on to
the couch, loathing the silence of Challa, theilitxrloneliness she
suddenly felt, the lovelessness of everything inlife

Tears streaked her face; but they were not teaslépity. Vicky
dashed them away with anangry hand, lifting hedhea

She had delivered an ultimatum to him. Vicky kndw svas lost if
she went back on it. The engagement would havadmew. It was
irretrievable. If Scott could behave as he wislk@@dp his mistresses
throughout their marriage ... well, what was thenp continuing
with it, anyway?



He would crucify her if she let him. It would kkller to marry him and
watch the women parade in and out of his life.iBaerly Annabel.
She couldn't take it if it wfis Annabel he was nrakiove to instead
of her.

She couldn't face it. Her mouth crumpled and shépuface in her
hands, sobbing.

But what would her father say if she broke off @mgagement now?
It would be an appalling shock to him; the hearack might well
repeat itself, scandal or no scandal.

Where did that leave her?

Next day, her father came home from hospital. Vislag glad to see
him, her face lighting up as she ran to the cgrét him.

'Scott's hired some dragon to look after me,' lvamged as he walked
into the house on her arm. ‘It must be revengéhierParis trip!

Scott laughed, carrying his suitcase in. 'Pargvwsys a pleasure.’

'Is Caroline going with you?' James asked, and Witknsed,
immediately thinking, Caroline?

Who on earth is Caroline?

'Yes,' Scott said coolly. 'She always accompaniesomthese trips
now. | find her quite irreplaceable.’

'‘She's a damned fine secretary,' said James, aky Yélt jealous
although she kept her face cool, deliberately petking to Scott or
even looking at him. She had heard him come ihraeta.m. and she
had dark circles under her eyes to prove it.



Scott was barely speaking to her, either. If héihnda noticed the
atmosphere, he said nothing.

‘What's she like?' Vicky asked casually later as@hyed chess with
her father before dinner that night. 'Scott's dacy@'

'‘Smart businesswoman.' James moved a knight foswastbnde,
early thirties, drives a little red sports car.’

‘Was she your secretary before Scott arrived?' wetkidied the
board, although her mind was not on the game amgidtes swam
before her eyes.

'‘No, no," said James. 'Scott hired her himself ahogear ago.'

Vicky looked at the clock above the fireplace amouight of him at
work, feet up on the desk as he watched the blobdautiful
Caroline swaying in some glamorous outfit, pad pedcil in hand.

He got home at nine, and dinner was held for himsky watched
him burst into the dining-room like a conqueringd€linging his
silk-lined jacket on to a chair, sitting down ag thiead of the table in
black waistcoat and pale shirt and dark red sak ti

'Sorry I'm late," he drawled as Mrs Wendle senagbsrom a large
tureen. 'Hectic day at the office.'

James broke his roll with lean fingers. 'l had\eelg call from your
mother today, Scott. She's as pleased as | amdgntrriage.’

Scott smiled, nodding. 'Vicky and | dined therd laght.' He shot a
cold warning glance at Vicky which she deliberatagynored, her
face haughty and cold.

'So Caroline told me,' he said, and gave Vicky@ahlook, frowning.
'‘Why didn't you mention it to me, darling?'



Vicky flushed, avoiding Scott's eyes. 'It slipped mind . .."' she said
huskily. 'l was so pleased you were home, Daddy ...

Later, when her father had been ordered to bedidynlwrse, an
attractive red-haired divorcee with a firm manned &right smile,
Scott kept Vicky in the drawing-room when she triedjo to bed at
the same time as her father.

'‘No,' he said, watching her steel-eyed as she lys&ye got some
explaining to do.'

'‘Such as?' she asked flatly, her face hostile.

‘Such as why you didn't mention that dinner," handied, walking
coolly towards her. 'Any woman in love would haeeh delighted to
meet her prospective mother-in-law.' His eyes wegowed and
hard. "You must stay in character, Vicky, or hgtless.'

Her mouth tightened. 'But I'm not a woman in logég said angrily.
'‘Am 1?' She turned to leave the room, but his heaugght her arm
with an angry bite.

'‘Don't you walk away when I'm talking to you!" haics under his
breath.

'‘Why not?' she said tightly. 'It's about time sonmedid.’
His hand bit into her wrist. 'Meaning?"

‘Meaning that you think you're some kind of a goabiad here!' Her
eyes flashed sparks of temper at him. 'Walkingsinf ou already
own the place, sitting at the head of the tabldeumy father's there,
ordering us all around --'

‘Ordering you around,' he said, malice glitterindpis eyes, 'which in
my opinion is something you need.’



'‘Nobody wants your opinion!" she flung. 'And | @nty don't want
your company!" Scathingly, she ran her eyes owetdan, powerful
figure. 'Why don't you run off to Annabel if you mtaa little
hero-worship? Or maybe your beautiful blonde seacyeimight
oblige!’

His hard mouth twisted in a sardonic smile. 'Nymwusound jealous,’
he drawled.

‘Not jealous,' she said fiercely, her face runmwith hot colour,
‘furious! | heard you come in at three in the mogniDo you think
I'm deaf? | should think the whole town knew yoursveut with
Annabel. Mrs Wendle must certainly suspect!

‘Mrs Wendle igpaidto be discreet,' he said tightly.

‘And how much must | pay you,' she said tightlg, rhatch her
discretion?'

His smile was barbed. 'I'll take your body as a n@ayment.’

She caught her breath, staring at him, her facelfitg with violent
colour.

He nodded, eyes narrowing, slipping to her bredstisand softly
outlined in the white silk dress that clung to berves like a second
skin. 'l thought that would shut you up,' he dralvkoftly. 'Sex
invariably does.’

'You're disgusting!' she said fiercely, and he kdyangrily.

‘You didn't say that when | had you on the floa tither night. Or on
the couch. Or even in the bedroom." The grey eVigergd with
carefully controlled rage. 'In fact, you were mdran willing to --'



'‘Don't dredge that up,’ she floundered, heart timgddt the memory,
overwhelmingly aware of how close he was to herlzatthg herself
for the sheer sexual excitement that she felt winerso much as
spoke to her. 'We're talking about you and yourtness now! Not
some ancient event | can't even remember!

His mouth tightened. 'Perhaps | should refresh yoemory, then...'
He jerked her towards him and she struggled, figr@ngry,
humiliated by his confidence that she would capteilunder sexual
pressure.

‘Don't touch me!" she cried out breathlessly, hgmgshing hard on
his broad shoulders as he pulled her towards Bmto Annabel! Go
to Caroline! Go to anyone, but just don't come & htan't stand to
have you touch me—do you hear?'

Rage leapt from his eyes. 'You lying little bit&fibu go up in flames
every time | kiss you! Do you think | can't feelwaresponse?' His
hand shot to her breast and she caught her breadint thudding
violently. "You see?' he said thickly, grey eyewisg at her mouth.
‘Your body gives you away, Vicky. Listen to thaanbeat...'

'It's fear, Scott,' she said lightly, forcing héf$e remain calm, not to
struggle as his hand slid caressingly over her dbydhe nipple
hardening under his fingers. Sexual excitementupse her and she
let it come, enjoying the feel of his hand under br@ast, unable to
stop that one instinctive reaction, but equallyhledo show it. 'lt's
just fear that make me react like that.’

He gave a harsh crack of laughter. "You must tHinkas born
yesterday!" He was breathing hard, his face dath amnger: 'How
many women do you think there have been, VickyPanis, New
York, London, Rome ... do you think I've gone amwith my eyes
closed all this time? Do you think | can't tell thiéference?’



'‘Obviously not!" She was desperate not to giventh make a fool of
herself. 'Or you'd know | found your attentionstasseful.'

His mouth was white with rage. 'Distasteful?’
‘Yes . . .' she stammered huskily, staring, 'distak--'

‘All right," he said bitingly, 'in that case, yoertainly won't object if |
go to see Annabel, will you?'

Vicky swayed, her face white. 'No,' she said stifiNot at all.'

He watched her for a second, then slammed outeofdbm, and
Vicky subsided on to the couch, weeping. She wddexly horrified
at the prospect of facing this marriage, facing knd of scene night
after night, watching him run to the arms of anotheman, leaving
her alone and miserable in this great silent house.

Suddenly, she couldn't stand it any longer. Shedhke car flare
down the driveway at top speed, and it was at ploatt that she
decided to follow him.

She had to. She had to stop this affair with Anhabéhe marriage
she was now forced to go through with would deshexy

Running into the hall, she slipped on her coat,ifethe pocket for
the keys to the Rolls, then quickly ran outside itite darkened
grounds and got behind the wheel.

If her father had heard any of that, there wasingtshe could do
about it. Vicky flared the engine, shot away dota drive, suddenly
filled with courage and a sense of purpose as shddd out across
the darkened countryside for Foxdale Hall.



At some point, approaching the hall from the sosltig felt her heart
start to thud with nerves. What would he say if sbieed up at this
time of night, following him to his mistress's he@s

Vicky stopped outside the gates to the ball andhside darkness for
some time, warring with her pride and her angédfinte herself
constantly that this had to be done, she had  tsi® affair before
anyone found out...

But all the time she knew her real reason for béhege, her real
reason for sitting outside Foxdale Hall at midnjghtone in a
darkened Rolls-Royce, terrified to drive in and pdgte her journey.

She was head over heels in love with him.

It knifed through her and she actually groanedsiolp her eyes,
unable to move for twenty long seconds as shensatlence and
faced it, faced it all, all the long weeks of tryito win, trying to put
him in his place, trying to stofmim winning, playing endless,
complicated games with him, matching him, fightimqn, rejecting

him, hating him, laughing with him... loving him.

A sigh broke her lips as she opened her eyes akedoat the silent
grounds of Foxdale Hall. I'm in love with him, sk®ught, and

suddenly wanted to cry. I'm in love with him ..nd\Scott seemed to
open out in her mind like a long, preordained ravétt signposts and
crossroads, and, thinking about it, she felt suctieap sense of
rightness that she was shaken by the depth ofrheti@ns.

In her mind's eyes she saw him making love to Aehalght now, in
the drawing-room of the hall; she saw the hardemieined face, the
ambition which had taken him from that beautifullegant
Elizabethan home in the countryside as a youngtmaiew York, to
Wall street, to success and money and power. Thagysman who
had hung around Challa dn his black motorbike haahted



Challa—but only on his terms. Only as a conqueheg. And only
for himself. She wondered if he wanted it in orlematch that giant
father who towered in Caterina's mind as so iriegdble, and no
doubt towered in Scott's mind as a shadow to behedt length for
length, eyeball to eyeball. He'd done it. He didzetly need Challa to
complete his victory over himself and his imagepeffection. His
success was imim, it was written on every line of that hard.
commanding face, in every step he took, his walkedbassured and
authoritative that nobody could doubt the man hs.wa

Tears scalded her cheeks as she sat in the slleahd faced it. Scott
really had won everything this time; but he mustareknow. At all
costs, he must never know, Vicky thought fiercely.

She looked at the gates and lifted her chin. Ifvg&et in now it would
be the end. Scott would immediately guess at thé remsons for
following him. He would know as soon as he lookedea. He would
know she was in love with him, and that final huatibn was more
than Vicky could bear.

Resigned, she leant forwards and started the adlingp away
quietly, making a U-turn outside those beautifuliterlgates and
driving back towards Challa.

She thought she'd lie awake, unable to sleep,mgditir him to come
home. But perhaps expecting insomnia gave herréewe) and she
fell asleep quite quickly.

Some time in the night, though, she jerked awakesihg a crash
from the bedroom next door. Alert, anxious, shensed her dark
bedroom as she listened for another noise, a siginnothing had
happened, that Scott was OK.

When there was silence, she hesitated, pulsesisgipp the fear of
being made to look a fool, then got out of bed glijgped on her red



silk neglige over her red silk nightie before pamddout of her room
and listening at Scott's door.

There was total silence. Heart thudding, she tappetthe door, and
whispered, 'Scott...?"

There was no reply. Tentatively, Vicky opened tloerd The room
was in darkness. She could smell whisky. Frownstgeg moved
inside, a hand reaching out to switch on the light.

'Don't touch that switch!" Scott's voice slicedossrthe room at her
and she froze, peering into the bedroom.

'Scott?' Her eyes could barely adjust to the darke. you OK?"'

His laugh was low, evil, frightening. 'Oh,' he sadgftly, 'I'm just fine
... just fine!

She swallowed, hesitating. 'l... | heard a crdsh...

' So you thought you'd come in here in your segjturess and give
me a thrill," he drawled, and she suddenly sawgtiteer of his grey
eyes. He was standing by the window, leaning oanit| a bottle of
whisky was in his hand. 'Well, that's very kindyoli, Vicky. | could
do with a thrill. Why don't you step inside and stihe door.’

She said stiffly, 'l just wanted to check you wéx€. | didn't realise
you were in such a filthy mood.' She started tselte door when he
moved, and she froze at the sound of his heavpsslunovements,
suddenly realising that he was very drunk.

'‘No don't go,' he said with lazy menace, and astégped into the
light from the landing she saw with a shock thathair was tousled,
his face flushed with alcohol, his chest completadye, the hairs
rough on its bronzed, muscled surface, a slim ghéair leading
down over and under his navel. He wore only a @iack trousers,



his feet quite bare. 'l was just sitting here, king about you, Vicky
... He laughed softly, his eyes hostile. 'Aboutvhauch I'm looking
forward to our wedding night --'

Vicky backed away instinctively. "You're drunk, &ce'

His hand caught her wrist bitingly. 'That's rightg¢ said tightly,
dragging her inside the dark room and closing tlerd'I'm
absolutely smashed out of my head.’

'Let me put the light on,’ she said, panic rismger like a flood-tide.

'l don't think so," he drawled, his eyes glitteringhe darkness. 'Not
just yet, not before I've told you how | see ourddiag night.' He

laughed, moving closer, pressing her against thlke btthe door. ‘Do

you want to know how | see our wedding night, aey®’

Her heart was thudding with fear and excitemend, IN-'

"'l bet you don't!" he whispered thickly, violemobristling from him
as he pressed her against the door. 'I'll bet yanit dvant to even
think about it, saistastefulare my attentions to you!'

She caught her breath on a raw gasp. 'l didn't nmbat)' she
stammered, desperate to get away from him, semtisengiolence in
him as very real. 'l said it because | don't wardd to bed with you
before the wedding.'

‘You don't want to go to bed with me at all,' hieduit.
She flushed. 'I..."

'‘And you really expect me to marry you under thaseumstances?’
he said tightly.



'‘We have no choice,' she said breathlessly; oh, Gisdchest was
bare beneath her hands, she could smell his siarhdir, feel his
breathing against her white face. "You know thawvels as | do.’

‘You frigid little bitch!" he said hoarsely. "Whatte you going to do on
the wedding night? Lie back and think of Challa?"

She caught her breath at the insult, furidsuwant Challa; not me!’
she flung fiercely. 'l don't need to want it! it'éne already!’

He gave a low howl of rage, caught her hair inHaisd and tugged it
painfully, whispering, 'l don't want your bloody us®! | want to
know I'm not marrying an iceberg!

She whimpered, her head thrown back, staring iigt@aark, ruthless
face. 'I'll be ready when the time comes ...

‘You'll be ready now, you little bitch!" he saidarsely, and then his
mouth was at her throat, sucking hungrily, moarasgshe gasped
involuntarily, her hands sliding over his shouldassshe gave in to
the weakness she knew she couldn't fight. She snedds his hands
ran over her body, relishing his fierce intake ofdih as he sensec
her sudden, sharp excitement. His mouth suddenighed hers
beneath it as he released her hair, his handsiglidi her breasts,
pushing the neglige aside, then the bodice of thbktdress, before
his mouth fastened hotly over her nipple, and shdesl to moan,
stroking his hair, whispering his name, her mindnflj out of her
grasp as she allowed her sexuality to take ovér,. Gdd, yes . . .' he
muttered thickly, and her heart skipped severatsbas she melted
against him like a fool, blind to all reason.

Then suddenly she was shoved aside, and her dtastés stared at
him, confused and at a loss, her faced flashed exititement.

'‘My God!" he said hoarsely, staring at her. 'Yoallyeare an expert,
aren't you?'



'l..." She could barely speak, her confusion ta@agrShe was still
caught up in the excitement of being able to ravéis touch.

‘An expert, Vicky," he said tightly, 'at making marake fools of
themselves over you.'

Vicky looked at him in silence for a long, painfudloment. For a
second she thought she hadn't heard him correshlg. just stood
very still, hardly daring to breathe, her eyes raognover his
silhouette, the gleam of his skin, his height,drisy eyes.

‘What did you say?' she asked breathlessly.

His eyes were bleak. He studied her in the darkfeesa moment,
then turned away. 'Nothing.'

She swallowed, her throat dry as ashes, and reamtied hand.
‘Scott...?'

He leapt away from her, eyes flashing silver. it sathing!" he bit
out. 'Are you deaf?' His mouth tightened, and hddsuly shot
forwards, hands, gripping her upper arms as heksheoviolently,
eyes blazing. 'What are you hanging around fory@owant to get
yourself raped?’

‘No!" she cried out as he shook her, staring atihimde-eyed fear.

‘Then | suggest,' he said through his teeth, ogethia door, 'that you
don't come to my bedroom in the early hours ofrtieening dressed
like a whore!"

Vicky stood on the threshold of his bedroom, eylaslowith hatred
and filled with angry tears.

'You bastard!' she said under her breath, shakitigamger.



He laughed harshly. 'Yes, that's right, Vicky,dnawled, eyes hating
her. 'I'm beginning to think you and | really arellhmatched!

The door slammed in her face. She stared at itdédsgerself with
fury and hurt pride for a moment, and consideretifgiherself at it,
kicking and punching it and waking the whole houpe..

Her mouth tightened. She went back to her own raathslammed
the door, unable to stop shaking as she thoughedhings he'd said.
How could he say them to her? How could he? Frigitie'd accused
her of being frigid! Her hands shook as she saherbed, clutching
the coverlet.

At least she had the consolation of knowing he haglressed. He
hadn't suspected for a minute that she was noswawith him. How
easy it would have been for her to give that awapw easy . . . She
remembered her feelings as he'd kissed her thrges,.it would have
been very easy to just blurt it out in a rush ob&on and excitement.
But at least she had that to hold on to.

In my lonely bed, she thought, and turned on to faee, tears
scalding her cheeks as she listened to the sil@nddelt the aching
loneliness in that silent, clifftop bedroom.

Outside, the wind was rising, and the trees wergysw softly as it
rose. Tomorrow there would be a storm. Gulls wdlyldnland, the
skies would be grey and depressing, the sea waghid the land in
grey-white flashes of foam.

Vicky felt lonelier than she ever had in her lifefore.



CHAPTER TEN

NEXT day, Vicky had dark circles under her eyesmagacott was at
the dining-table for breakfast with her father, #mely both looked up
as she came in.

'‘Good morning, darling,” James offered his handsohexk for a
kiss. 'Didn't you sleep well?"

Vicky felt herself blush, kissing her father angiag huskily, ‘No... |
suppose it was the moon.’

'Female nonsense!" her father snorted, flickifge Timesin his
hands. 'lt's just superstition, Vicky. The moon haseffect on our
lives whatsoever, and anyone who believes othenwsiseneed of a
lobotomy."

Scott laughed, his eyes never moving from the pafgeeFinancial
Times.

Vicky sat down and spooned some scrambled eggs bertplate. 'l
read an article the other day that said the mo@nahgery strong
effect --'

'In a women's magazine, no doubt,' said her father.
Vicky decided to give up that particular convergati

'Scott didn't sleep very well either,’ James satth & sudden frown,
and as Vicky looked up so did Scott, and their eyeswith a sudden
jolt of realisation across the table.

There was a short, tense silence. Vicky's fork hesén suspension
over her eggs as she tried to think of somethingaioto cover her
father's suspicions.



'‘We stayed up,' Scott said suddenly, coolly, 'afterd gone to bed.'
The grey eyes were riveted on Vicky. 'Didn't werlidg?'

James looked at her closely.
She blushed, saying huskily, 'Well, not for vergda.’

James laughed, relaxing. 'Thank goodness for thithbught you'd
had a row or something.’

'‘Why on earth should you think that?' Scott drawledning back in
his chair, hands behind his dark head.

‘Well, ' James frowned, shifting, 'you don't spefmdy much time
together. | suppose it's the office, of coursegifice me, Scott.'

Scott watched Vicky and she watched him. Her fatt&s no fool.
Her would guess very quickly that this was liketylde an unhappy
marriage, and that would kill him.,

‘We've got to do something," Scott told her degdyshe followed
him out into the hall after breakfast. 'If he guessw/hat's really going
on, it'll kill him. He's pinning everything on thiearriage, Vicky.'

'It might help if you didn't keep driving over tonAabel's every
night,' she said tightly.

The grey eyes narrowed. 'Are you prepared to takelace?'
Vicky looked away. 'No!

"Then stop asking me to give her up!'The bitingetavas almost a
whisper as they stood close together in the haépkng their voices
down.



'l see," Vicky said after a moment, her throatttighth pain. "That's
your price, is it?'

He studied her coldly. 'Take it or leave it.'
Bitterness filled her eyes. "You know very wellin& take it!"
‘No, | don't," he said tightly. 'l only know thady refuse.’

Her mouth trembled. She looked away, took a deeptbrand said
shakily, 'Scott, | can't go to bed with you. Yowntdove me. | --'

'‘Oh, God," he drawled, 'don't drag love into its Iso boringly
irrelevant!'

Vicky looked at him with black hatred in her ey&ken, angrily, she
pushed past him.

His hands caught her arm. 'I'm sorry,' he said uhgebreath, mouth
hard. 'Look—we haven't got time to go through hié tright now.
We've got to think of a way to convince your fattieat --'

"That we're in love?' she said scathingly.
He had the good grace to redden. 'Yes,' he saghsiag her arm.

Vicky looked him over with cold, hostile eyes. 'Yuthe ideas man.
You're the whizz-kid. You think of something.’

‘All right,' he said, mouth tightening, 'l will.'

He glanced at his watch. 'I'll work myself into tip@und and get off
at two. We'll go out for the afternoon. To my matbeYou can ride,
or something—anything. Just so long as James lesliae're rushing
off to spend a rapturous afternoon together.’



'Oh, that'll really convince him,' she said tightlyhen you disappear
at midnight again tonight!

His eyes flashed. 'Will you stop trying to desttbys whole --' He

broke off as the dining-room door opened, and & minute his

mouth was clamped hard against hers in a burnsgtkiat knocked
her off her feet, made her cling to his shouldeth &w muffled gasp.

She heard her father walk out into the hall, seamtlembracing

passionately, see the heightened colour of Sci#tlsface, and then
laugh softly, disappearing into the drawing-room.

Scott pulled away from her immediately.

Vicky swayed, dazed by his kiss, struggling to pesicher attitude to
one of dislike. 'l. . . that was quick thinking,d8c..' she said huskily,
not looking at him. 'I'm sure that's put his mirtdest.’

Scott ran a shaking hand through his hair. 'Yes He swung his
jacket over one broad shoulder, lashes flickermbpealooked away,
his face flushed. 'I'll see you at two o'clock.’

Vicky watched him walk out of the front door, hetes drinking in
every detail of him, the tilt of his dark head asAmalked, the width of
his shoulders, the long, lean legs, the way hik darr lifted as the
morning breeze rippled the land.

Oh, God, how much longer could she keep this up?

She spent the morning with her father and his nibgma Morton,
who kept him fully occupied, her manner slightiytéitious and very
charming. Vicky was most amused watching them piaess
together, noting the quick upward looks Diana gdmwa from

beneath her starched white cap, and the answennlgssJames
threw her across the chessboard.



Daddy, flirting? Vicky thought, amused. Heavens! 8be hadn't
seem him flirt for years—except with her. Her eyadened as she
looked at her father's austere silver head ... &leidys flirted with
her. He'd flirted with her all her life. How cousthe have believed he
didn't love her?

At lunchtime, a car drew up outside and Vicky rushe the front
door, thinking Scott must be early.

‘Hello, darling!" Uncle William hovered on the dsetep and as Vicky
stared at him in surprise she saw Sylvia's blorekbehind him,

and then Annabel's dark one ... the flash of jealomas so .severe
she was almost knocked backwards by it. 'Is Jampesd about? We
brought some flowers and chocolate. . . hope waténtruding...?'

Vicky stepped back, ashen, stiff with self-conttGlf course not,’ she
said politely, burning with rage as she met Annsh@bud, beautiful
stare. 'Do come in. I'm sure he'll be delightedde you.'

Stiffly, she led the way to the drawing-room. 'Dgddhe said in a
stilted voice, 'look who's come to see you.'

James looked up from the chessboard. 'William! lypwe see you,
old chap! How are you?'

Vicky couldn't face sitting with them all. Seeinqi#abel was like
having a knife pushed into her heart. All she cdhldk of was Scott
and her, together, lovers .., were they in love? Wwole life tasted
suddenly of ashes as that thought hit her. Not Aahahe thought,
heart aching; don't let him be in love with her.

'‘Reckon they want lunch, don't you?' Mrs Wendld gaitably when
she told her who'd arrived.

'l think that's the general idea.' Vicky nibbled amaw carrot as she
perched on a stool in the airy blue and white tk#chen.



'‘Good job I'm such an imaginative cook,' said Mrendle with a
smile. 'It's very short notice, if you ask me. Ladkhe time! Close to
one o'clock!

‘Something light will be fine," Vicky said.

‘Yes,"' agreed Mrs Wendle, 'and a few extra patsiaiter for Miss
Annabel's plate.’

Vicky looked at her sharply. 'Wendle!" She laugheatching the
twinkle in Mrs Wendle's eyes. "That was a very riayghing to say!

Mrs Wendle chuckled. 'Very naughty!" Her brows ras&icky. 'Six
extra pats? Or seven?'

Vicky roared with laughter and left the kitchen anbetter mood,
preparing herself to go and face lunch with haatregs, which wasn't
an easy task.

.. . SO pleased to hear about Scott and Vickyllidfh was saying
later as they ate salmon steaks with salad inithegiroom. 'Such a
perfect match...'

Annabel watched Vicky across the polished mahoghning-table
and Vicky felt the knives in her green eyes shap#toross at her all
through lunch.

It was a struggle to hide her jealousy. A strugld,sheer pride kept
it at bay as she spoke politely to Annabel, hee faccool mask,
haughty and impenetrable.

After lunch, Vicky excused herself from the drawarmpm to go up
and change for her afternoon with Scott.

In her bedroom, she stripped and showered quitlkiging on black
jodhpurs and a white blouse, a hacking jacket abthek hair-net



covering her silky black hair. She placed the blaeket riding hat
on her head and surveyed her cool reflection witkerness.

No one would guess from looking at her that she m@sa radiant
bride. Only the tell-tale bloodshot redness ofdyes gave away her
true state of emotional despair.

The knock at her door made her jump.
'‘Come in!" she called, trembling, expecting to Seett.
It was Annabel.

Vicky stared, taken aback. 'Why, Annabel,’ she shaigkily,
stammeringly, 'what brings you up here?'

Annabel closed the door, her green eyes bright jeglousy. 'You
really think you're something, don't you, VickyRessaid in a tight,
furious little voice.

Vicky blanched, horrified at the prospect of th@afrontation, her
voice saying politely, 'l really don't know whatuwre talking about,
Annab --'

'Yes, you do, you spoilt little bitch!" Annabel dafiercely, and
Vicky's hair stood on end as she stared at hertevwaced. "You've
always had it all, haven't you? From the minute weaure born you
were always the favourite. Vicky must have this ®reky must have
that—and you got it, didn't you?'

Vicky started to laugh, frightened and appalled] anable to believe
what she was hearing, her laughter a product ofrsherves, not
amusement.



‘Don't laugh at me!" Annabel said in a high shakmge. 'You've
taken everything! | thought when you left that geét Challa! |
thought Scott would marry me and you'd stay awalylahhave—'

'‘Don't talk to me about Scott!" Vicky hissed sudgeher jealousy
now blazing from her eyes as she faced her coli$#'s going to be
my husband! | don't want to know about your sotttilk affair with
him!'

Annabel crimsoned. 'What affair?' she flung bittef¥ou've put a
stop to that, haven't you? It only took you a féers weeks! You just
walked in and snatched him from under my nose!'

Vicky stared at her, Suddenly silenced by her wart$the anger she
spoke with. Very slowly, she heard herself say, ¢tezst hurting,

‘What do you mean, put a stop to it?' She staréératousin. 'When
did it stop?'

Annabel looked confused. "You know when... you vibeze ...'
Vicky's mouth was dry. ‘At the lunch? On Sunday?'
‘Yes ..." Annabel nodded slowly, frowning.

‘You mean . . ." Vicky's heart hammered into lifer voice hoarse as
she said fiercely, 'you mean you haven't seen Scuté then?’

Annabel just stared at her.

Outside, they both heard a footfall. Scott! Vicky&sart leapt and as it
did she put everything together, piece by piecédsnly feeling it all
landslide into place, seeing that he had matchwel feelings along
the way, that his anger and fierce desire and saxages could only
mean one thing.

He was in love with her.



'Scott!" she cried out without thinking, and thdre svas running,
pushing past Annabel, running out into the corridwaring Scott
running down the stairs, following him, her he&drnping, pinning
everything on her instincts, knowing she was righe—oved
her—and refusing to give in to the terrible dout $elt.

'Scott, wait!" Breathless, she was out in the sueshthe storm
whipping up around Challa, Scott bending to unittekcar door, his
dark hair flicking around his tanned face. 'Dow't.g not like this..."'

He unlocked the car door, held it with white-knwezkhands, stared at
the wheel, didn't move a muscle.

Trembling, she went towards him and put a hand @n shff,
unmoving arm. 'Scott . . .' she said huskily, staat his averted head,
'Scott.. .'The words dried on her tongue. Suddeshig,wasn't so sure.

‘Well?" he said thickly. 'Get on with it.' The ddr&ad lifted and pride
blazed in the grey eyes. 'l heard it, Vicky. | ltkamhat she said to
you.'

Her heart missed a beat. 'That you didn't go tolse. . .' she
whispered. 'Where do you go, Scott?'

He watched her, his eyes bleak, his mouth hard.

‘Where?' she said huskily, then on a note of paanCaroline?'
His dark brows jerked together. '‘Caroline?’

‘Yes,' she said tightly. 'l know about her.'

He stared at her as if she were mad. 'Caroling/iseuretary, Vicky.
And believe me, her husband would kill me if | tednup on his
doorstep at midnight.’



She blinked rapidly. "'Then where do you go?'

There was a long silence. Scott looked away. Thelwavaged his
hair, his black suit, the jacket flying apart, deekl silk tie flickering.

He slammed the car door. ‘Nowhere," he said fldtjyst. . . drive.
Sometimes | stop the car and walk.' He laughed, gyes hard as she
looked at her and said flatly, 'Satisfied? Got gireng you need
now?"

'Need?' she echoed, dazed. 'l don't understand ...'

He leant towards her, biting out thickly, 'To ptetfinal pieces
together, Vicky. To get the full picture.’

She stared at him, her mouth open.

‘Don't look at me like that," he ground out. "Yawkw damned well
I'm in love with you! If you hadn't figured it olgefore, you must
know it now! Especially after that revealing littlecene with
Annabel!" He turned away from her, his face tauthvanger and
pride. 'My God, it's even a relief to have said it!

Vicky couldn't breathe properly, her heart thuddasgshe stared at
him. She knew she would remember every inch ofdsnhe looked
today, now, this minute, as he told her he waswue lwith her; she
would remember it for the rest of her life. It was vivid. So clear.
His eyes were so grey, his mouth so hard and piwedtilt of his
dark head telling her he refused to be ruled byemstions, that he
would never give in to her against his better judget, no matter
how deeply he was in love with her. And as she @lawf that in his
dark face she felt the tears sting the back oélies, heard herself say
shakily, 'Darling ... darling ..." and then her anvere around him, her
face at his throat, breathing in the clean winddvgepell of his hair
and skin while he stood stock-still, didn't movenascle.



'‘Don't,’ he said under his breath, and unclaspeddreds from the
back of his neck, putting her away from him. 'ltedn't change a
thing. Not a damned thing. | didn't want to fall love with you,

Vicky, and | don't intend to stay in love with ydtis temporary. It
won't last.’

Vicky smiled tremulously, stroking his hair. 'Daugj, don't say that . .
. I'll die if you stop loving me ...

He just stared at her in sudden, still, silence.

'I've been in love with you for weeks,' she saittkjy, her eyes wide
open. 'Forever, | think.'

'In love with me ...?"
Vicky nodded, her mouth trembling. '‘Desperately.’

He, caught her in his arms, pressed her againsthexmouth at her
hair as he said deeply, ‘My God, | can't believe it

'l didn't realise it myself until last night,’ sisaid into his throat,
kissing him. 'It was when | followed you to Annabel'

'‘What?' he lifted his head, staring, delighted.uYalowed me?'

Vicky went crimson. 'l hate to admit it, but yeslidl. | didn't dare go
in, though. Just sat outside the gates tryinguckpup the courage. |
kept telling myself I'd gone there because the dakof you having
an affair with her would be too appalling...’

'‘But you were jealous,' he drawled, smiling. 'l \kngu were jealous,
| knew it!

The triumphant ring of his voice made her smileesegancing. '‘Don't
let it go to your head! It was only a fleeting péng



He laughed, gathering her in his arms. 'Oh, God;wsbeen driving
me out of my mind ever since | first set eyes on yo London,
Vicky. | was even jealous of that stupid little h&pike. When you
first arrived back | thought he must be your lovel was thrilled to
hear you telling him to get his hands off you.’

She smiled shyly. 'Oh!" The confession made hexpeeedly
breathless, suddenly shy, astonished that he seeldnything in her.

Scott studied her tenderly. '‘And you were so prettye stoked her
dark hair, 'so incredibly sexy ... | couldn't begat was the same little
girl I'd known at Challa all those years ago. Yaunhe like a truck,
Vicky. | just looked at your face and fell like @ntof bricks ...’

'Yes." She studied him, frowning, a ray of storreud sunlight
blinding her suddenly. "The first moment. | remembeoo. It was so
odd... like seeing something so overpowering yaout ¢ear to look...
SO you turn your head away ...’

Scott smiled. 'And pretend not to have seen it.’

Vicky met his eyes and for a moment they were silgindying one
another in the silence that united them for thet fime. Vicky felt her
mind reach out to his and brush against it, thiat tentative touch as
hesitant, as exciting as any lover's first kiss.

'Vicky,' Scott said deeply, his hand sliding to st as he drew her
closer, 'we have a lot of talking to do.'

She nodded, holding him close. 'I'm so glad," sielsuskily, 'so glad
we told each other before the wedding.'

He gave a grim smile. 'l know. The thought of itswalling me. |
couldn't bear to face it. You would never have sgesf course, but
the pressure was beginning to tell on me.'



‘Thank God for Annabel," she said softly, suddeatembering that
incredible conversation upstairs, all the revelaiche had never
even guessed at: had Annabel been as jealous atlstre'd been of
Annabel all these year£? Incredible!

'Yes,' Scott said deeply, 'thank God for Annali¢d'drew back and
looked at her, gave a little frown. 'Now," he dragjl hands sliding to
her hips, 'how the hell am | going to peel you aiuthese jodhpurs?’

Vicky went scarlet, laughing. 'Scott!
He grinned. 'Let's go to bed!
She kissed him. 'Not yet.'

'Yes, yet," he said huskily and bent his head t@icher mouth with a
kiss which took her breath away, all the emotiod &nging and

pent-up desire flaring up between them out of naeheaving them

both gasping for breath and flushed in the faagching each other
as though in danger of drowning. 'Oh, God ..." G#@tgged his head
away from her, his heart thudding under the paii b wore. "This

Is too much for me to bear, Vicky. We've got tatgded, fast, or I'm
going to go berserk.’

She looked at him through her dark lashes and saidly, "What
happens when you go berserk?'

A muscle jerked in his cheek. 'Look at me like thag said thickly,
‘and you'll find out.’

Teasingly, she brushed a kiss on his chest muriguitiwonder what
would happen if | started to undo all these buttons

He groaned under his breath and whispered, 'Dioiit, do it!"

Vicky laughed, watching him, and said softly, 'Dagl | love you.'



'‘But you want to wait until the wedding,' he saithva resigned sigh.
‘Don't tell me, | don't want to hear it!

'l know,' she said, smiling, 'you want everythingace.'

He caught her hand impulsively and whispered,velto claim my
prizes!

Love rippled through her, and she put her armsratdu s neck,
saying, 'Then claim me darling..." Her heart thubdds his mouth
came down over hers and the passion flared likdfwnel between
them.

‘Am | winning, Vicky?' he said thickly against h@outh, his hands
tight on her hips.

'Yes, darling, winning all the way...'



