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The situation was explosive

Selena arranged work with a prominent London QCtadireak up
his marriage--the way her mother had once tried+dget to know
her father secretly so that she could put herlpetsind her.

She hadn't anticipated Piers Gresham's interferéha®n't know
what game you're playing, " he announced. "But mglels married.
You won't find him a pushover. He was nearly caught way once
before."

Love, Selena knew, made one vulnerable. But toddraall caution
for a man who'd reject her because of her pasfoaisardy!



CHAPTER ONE

SELINA glanced tensely at her watch, forcing herselfgpear calm
and relaxed as she linked her hands together ilapeand sat well
back in her chair. It was irrational that now, where had already
expended so much mental anguish on what lay alsbadshould be
suffering these second thoughts. The pros andltamslready been
weighed and having been weighed had been againinathe end,
there could have been no other decision. Not toepcche
opportunity fate had handed her would be tantaméainmunning
away, and she had learned long ago during the aacmhays of her
childhood that that was simply to court furtherrpand humiliation.
No, when she had first heard about this vacancy fner present
employer she had had to resist a strong computsidell him that
she had no desire to apply for it, but would heehanderstood?
Might he not have started to ask questions shedaoatl answer, and
anyway, hadn't there been a stronger compulsiaomeal she had
thought conquered but which flourished inside hidlr.s a desire to
see and know for herself?

She trembled slightly, a tall girl with sleek bl@dair; she took after
her mother in looks and her father in build. Thet lnf sensuality in
the arrangement of her features that she had tebefrom her
mother often caused the freezing disdain with wisich despatched
her would-be lovers to come as something of a shio&y couldn't
know that she used that disdain to cloak fear amil (Baked Alaska'
one wit had called her when she was up at Oxfolidmalting
sweetness on the outside and cold as ice on tigeins

Better by far to be considered cold than easy g&iee.grey eyes
hardened slightly, her muscles clenching. She motsthink of the
past now. But wasn't now exactly the time she shbal thinking of
it? Easy game; she could still vividly remember ohéer mother's
lovers describing her thus, and she herself hadl ligo long with the



soul-searing agonies of such a label—albeit atrs&@mnd—to be in
any doubts about that.

They had not got on well, she and her mother. Sk ver father's
child, she had once told her and ironically she kaown herself
unloved because of that. Doubly ironic really wiose ...

'‘Miss Thorn?' The pleasant voice of the secretatgriupted her

thoughts. 'Sir Gerald is ready for you now. Womtiyplease come
in?'

His office was everything one would expect fromeamnent QC, the
very air redolent almost with the smell of respbity and wealth.

The palms of her hands were sweating slightly, sirelwished more
than anything else, at this particular moment mmetithat she could
simply turn tail and run. Fool, fool, she derideztdelf ... What was
she doing here?

She was here because she wanted a job as Sir Gepa#ldshe

reminded herself as she faced her prospective gmpldall, with a

shock of white hair, the photographs she had sédmnno had not

done him justice. There were lines on his face iaak not been put
there merely by time, a warmth in his smile she hadanticipated

and which left her unbalanced.

'‘Miss Thorn.' He reached across his desk to shakiednd and Selina
had to quell a ridiculous urge to touch him. Asublo he sensed her
hesitancy he looked at her. Forcing a smile shenebed her hand.
His grip was firm without dominating.

'Please, sit down.'

Breathe deeply, keep calm, she admonished hersalj ds he bid. It
had been hard-won the elegance and grace with wshehnow
moved. She had been a tall gangly girl, ill at esite her own body,



who had had to force herself to accept that thergnog of the mind
alone was not sufficient.

Oxford had done much to change her, but some tluoglsl never be
lost. She still possessed a residue of antipativarids the male sex
which could sometimes reassert itself, often &tdiimost awkward
moments, and when it did she told herself thati & combination of
fear and pain. At university she had once beendablyea rejected
lover what her hang-up was; why she insisted oraneimgy a virgin.
She could have told him; by then she had learnexdigin about
herself and others to analyse and study hersedictbely with cool
distance, but knowing herself was easier than imptging a change.

Once long ago she had dreamed of possessing ar bkie this for

herself, of earning praise and recognition forlbgal skills, but like

all other daydreams it had been destroyed by ye&ldster children
did not come from backgrounds wealthy enough tovideo the

financial backing for a legal training. It had bearhard blow to
accept, but she had accepted it, and now she waspplying for a
post that at least would bring her into contachuliat side of the law
she found most stimulating.

Her prospective employer was talking; his initialegtions were
simple to answer, designed to put her at her dasssspected, and
they also gave her the opportunity to study hine 8id so almost
dispassionately, forcing herself not to give irtlie tide of emotion
threatening to surge through* her. What had sheeeeg? Instant
recognition? Her lips compressed. Instant rejecttonld have been
more likely. She should not have come heslge should have obeyec
her first instincts and refused even to apply fier position. Working
here could only cause her the utmost anguish. Hawynyears had
she spent training and controlling the more emailieide of her
nature? And here she was on the point of throwihghat effort
away, and for what? Sleashere, she reminded herself firmly, and i
was too late to go back. To drag her thoughts dveay the pain she



concentrated on the first thing in her line of ersi It was a large
family photograph depicting Sir Gerald, his wifadaa collection of
other adults and children.

He saw her looking at it and picked it up smilitdy wife gave me
that as a Ruby Wedding gift.'

She thought she was going- to be sick but somehewad managed
a smile, inwardly berating herself for ever layimgrself open to this
pain.

'‘No doubt if you eventually come to work for me ywill meet my
family. | normally work from home during the sumnmecess. | have
a place in Dorset.'

She nodded her head, fighting to stay calm. Shevlaleabout Sir
Gerald's Dorsetshire home and his family.

'So you heard of the post through my old friendyéduBeaton?' he was
saying. 'Well, you certainly come very highly qtielil .. . Never
thought of trying for the bar yourself?'

It was a natural enough question, but it was shk- that brought
pain, thin colour touching delicate cheekboneshasssid quietly, 'l
should have loved nothing more, but there was atareof finance.'

'Of course ... quite ..." There was a moment's @ausl then Sir
Gerald was smiling again. 'We have a very busgfseitambers here,
with the bulk of the work being handled by my nephPiers
Gresham—a QC like myself—one of the youngest ircthentry.' He
said it with pride and she had an irrational swf@islike against his
unknown nephew. He went oh to describe the typeook she would
be involved in and asked several more questionsf alhich Selina
was able to answer. He had not exaggerated wheaitleshe was
highly qualified— almost excessively so for the tpahe was
applying for, but even so she knew she ought tiheikered when he



said frankly, 'Well my dear, | think I'd be a fawbt to snap you up
straightaway, if you are in agreement?"'

For a moment caution warred with emotion. She oughefuse; it

was the only sane thing to do. She had alreadyriexmed first hand
the anguish that would be a part of her everydayifishe stayed but
the old compulsion was too strong to resist andbatmas though it
was someone else speaking for her, she heard frersepting.

‘Excellent.’ His smile was genuinely warm. Who logkat him could
doubt that he was exactly what he seemed; a stommgpassionate
man dedicated to the cause of justice?

‘Marvellous. Now if you could just check throughfeav personal
details? Your parents are dead?’

Her nails bit deep into her palms but she bardtylie pain.
‘Yes,' she agreed briefly, 'a car accident Whead aleven.’
'‘And after that you were brought up by foster pt&a®n

'l was too old for adoption.' How coolly she sdjdher grey eyes calm
and unshadowed. 'And you had no other family?'

How she hated the compassion thickening his v@be. wanted to
strike out at him physically but she curbed the &omo

‘None at all." She wouldn't allow herself to thmkthe grandparents
who might have done so much to ease the misergrdifa, but who
had repudiated their only daughter, too ashamedbdied to give her
and her illegitimate child any support. They waregdy another link
in the long chain of betrayals that began with th@&n who had
fathered her and who had then callously and pybbglurned her
mother in a blaze of publicity that had burned s@ato Selina's soul
that could never be erasetlhis man, she thought emotionlessly



watching him; this man who sat opposite her wighatograph of his
family placed cosily on his desk; this man who esented the law, of
the land in its highest state; this man who hadnmsed her foolish,
greedy mother everything and who had given heringtbar a child
she did not want. No, that last was not strictbetrHer mother had
wanted her initially when she had hoped to useabdrer weapon in
the war she was waging against her lover's wifd; ibunad all
backfired on her and in order to get her revengbeasriover she had
proclaimed their affair to the press.

Selina couldn't remember when she first realised Hifferent she
was from other children; perhaps it was when sheest nursery
school and men were always waiting to take herqgraph, asking
her to smile, but she had been about seven béferaghtmare really
began, when she began to learn what all the ctyiesid muted
whispers were about. Sometimes it seemed as thibegd wasn't a
single person in the world who didn't know who sles. Her mother
had never made any secret of it, she remembertiitin those
years her mother was still able to excite pressast. After all ithad
been the scandal of the year; the successful tarrissho had
promised to leave his wife and family for his mests and who had
then reneged on the bargain, leaving said mispegmant.

It had been said in the press at the time thaptegnancy had been a
deliberate ploy to break up his marriage; her motwuld have been
capable of that Selina reflected, but it still taako. Even now she
still bore the scars of those early years wherensed that everyone
knew her as Gerald Harvey's bastard. The illegityma itself was no
big deal; there were many other single-parent ofrilcit school with
her. No, what had caused the bitterness to take & root inside
her had been the inescapable knowledge that shbdwadrejected,;
that her father had chosen his other children amdrabove her; that
even her conception had been no more than anothex m a power
game. If she hated her father then she despisenhtidrer; loathed
the way in those early years she herself had baeadpd about as



though she were some sort of freak. She couldvstillily remember
the headlines she had stolen into the local libtaryead; the sick
sense of betrayal that reading them had brought her

Financially her mother had done extremely well aft her

relationship. There had been a generous lump symera but, as
she had complained to Selina on more that one megas hadn't
been the same as being Gerald's wife; of enjoynmegsecurity and
prestige such a role would have brought.

Her father hadn't been her mother's only lovegraambitious social
climber, who had seen an opportunity and takethére had been
men before him and men after. The man she hadwiigedin the

wreck of his car had just been the latest in a lbstg Selina had
grown up in the knowledge that sex between mernvaden was a
bargaining counter; a weapon that both sides wikldéout thought
or guilt.

She had been a pawn, used ruthlessly by her miotiher campaign
to reinforce her claim on her father. He had prewchiser mother
marriage—that much had been made clear in the ,aadshen had
rescinded that promise. She had been her mothst-slitch attempt
to sway that decision.

All her life until her mother's death she had bean object of
curiosity and pity. Other children knew her stondaepeated it to
her with various embellishments; her progress hbtsichad been
compared with that of her father's legitimate at@fdat the same age.
Her mother's death and the consequent muddle viesoverworked
social worker had mistakenly given her surname hed of her
mother's current lover had brought a welcome reldesm all the
publicity.

By that time she had craved anonymity with sucknsity that her
foster parents had a long struggle to even conwsitseher in the



initial stages. They had been a kind couple ant #em she had
found a sort of peace, but all the time she haa beese and wary,
waiting for the knowing smile, the mocking words.

They had never come and she had been free to pueswsvn life as
her own person. Deep inside her had grown an iateaed to know
this man who had fathered her; a feeling that wii# did so the past
would continue to trap her. She had had her lifenabped out. She
intended to enter the legal arena—to enter it amfeer it, she
admitted. None of her father's legitimate childhre followed him
into the law and not even to herself was she regattyared to admit
that her fierce thirst for success owed its betng tleep-rooted need
to show her father and the rest of the world whatcould do.

The information that her father was looking forawPA had been a
gift from fate she could not refuse, giving hertabd the opportunity
she had craved for since childhood; that of obsgrirst-hand the
man who had given her life. Did he ever think of, lelhe wondered
bitterly; when he looked at the photograph of hifevand family, did
his mind stray to her? Or did he simply consideat the money he
had paid her mother had absolved him from all residity?

She knew quite well that it was a common fantasyllegitimate

children to crave their absent father's approval @ttention just as
she had done, but now, confronted for the firsetwith the reality of
that father she was surprised at how little emosiba felt. No, she
amended mentally, it wasn't that she didn't feelais simply that as
yet she was too frozen and tense to be able tgsnhér feelings. He
was the same as she had.imagined and yet differathuman being
with whom she had one of the closest blood tiesdkisted and yet
who did not even know who she was. For one monfentas afraid
she might actually break down and cry. So muchttiermanfriend
who had once derided her as an emotional crippltheédime she had
flinched from the words, confirming as they hadseé to do the fear
that had haunted her childhood; that her father tegelcted her



through some fault of her own; some defect in Nenw she knew
enough to realise that- this was a common feelinghifdren, but
even so some of the guilt and pain still remained.

The job was hers; and from now on she would hagdithe and the
opportunity to study him at close quarters. And wisbe had done
so? She frowned slightly. She had not thought fdwvaahead. What
was she expecting, she derided herself; that sometomning to
know her father would be the answer to all theailleficies she saw in
herself? Would knowing him enable her to cast abieledread of
emotional commitment in order that she could takeower, for
instance? One step at a time she told herself.stpeat a time.

‘Just before you leave my dear, there's someoheuld like you to
meet.’

For one dreadful moment Selina thought he must rhesawife; that
was something she wasn't ready for—not yet—but radised
almost instantly that that was hardly likely. Heacked out and
pressed his intercom. 'Would you ask Mr Greshaheitould spare
us a moment please, Sue?' he instructed his sgcreta

'I'd like you to meet Piers before you leave," tid Selina with a
smile, 'you and he will be working quite closelgéther at times—as
well as his own briefs, he does a great deal okvi@mrme.' He broke
off as the door was thrust open, Selina turningomatically to
witness the entrance of the man he was talkingtalball, even taller
than her father, he combined an intensely powesddlual aura with
an air of cool hauteur that Selina found instamttimidating. It was
all too easy to imagine his effect on a jury—oramwitness—and
Selina shuddered finely without realising she waisgl so.

Heavy eyelids lifted to reveal eyes of a startidgep shade of blue,
which studied and dissected her with a scrutingasgerfully honed



and as icy cold as polished steel. Just the etibrholding that
penetrating stare made her muscles ache with tensio

'Piers, come in and meet my new assistant."'

Sir Gerald put a friendly hand on the younger mans as he went
forward to meet him. The family resemblance waghs)ibut there
none the less, although Selina suspected that ievieis youth her
father could never have possessed the cold deme#mtuwas so
evident in his nephew.

'‘Miss Thorn." His voice was cool too, cool and deeql just hearing
it brought a rash of goosebumps up under her skeobviously
knew about her already since he knew her name,Smtida was
annoyed to find herself almost reluctant to actephand he held out
towards her. The touch of his fingers was warm semesation of his
skin against her own so acute that she badly waotpdll away. He
emanated a raw sexuality that made Selina feelrafurtable. She
had come across it before, but had always shieg &aa such men
fearing them instinctively, although she had ledrtee disguise her
fear as contempt. She did so now, without realisumgt she was
doing. Her eyes and mouth cold, her chin tilted défiant angle. The
swing of her blonde hair revealed the slender leofjher throat, her
formal business suit emphasising the slender seeunetss of her
body.

'Have we met somewhere before?'

His question over-balanced her, her eyes unknowwalening and
turning a dark smouldering grey as she was forodlddk back at
him. 'No ... no | don't think so.' They had nevestrnefore, and he
must know it so why ...

Sir Gerald's laughter interrupted her worried thdag'Not a very
original line, Piers, although | must say | dorérbe you for trying.'



Selina was pretty sure that nothing had been furtifem Piers
Gresham's mind than making a pass at her. She datmally appeal
to men of his type and she had always taken catestte should not
do so. It was on the tip of her tongue to sugdestwhat her cousin
saw in her was a family likeness, but to do so wde the utmost
folly. That she should consider the risk almosttwahile simply to
see the expression on his face warned her thatahesacting far too
much to him.

After a few minutes brief conversation Piers Greslaft them, and

once he had gone Selina found it a good deal et@sretax. Before

her interview her sole worry had been that herdiathight somehow
recognise her and she had not really thought beaid Now she

had been made uncomfortably aware of the facthitbatemotional

response to her father was not going to be her prglem. Would

she be able to work with Piers Gresham withoutnalig her sexual

fear of him to surface? Men like Piers Gresham @essd a
masculinity they couldn't resist reinforcing, j@st her father hadn't
been able to resist the temptation of her anotherould have been
easier to bear if her mother had been merely anvict the whole

shabby affair rather than a participant, but hethmio herself had
admitted to her that she had been determined #raloker should

marry her; and that he should desert his childrehdavorce his wife

in order to do so.

'‘Why not?' she had demanded of Selina, sensindisi@ste. 'It's no
more than many other men have done.’

Her mother had been a very selfish woman, Selikameledged

inwardly, attractive enough to use her looks toweat she wanted
from life, but on that occasion she had gamblechigh and lost, and
she had never let Selina forget that had she krnwevriover would

abandon her, his child would never have been ceedeiOnce that
had hurt, but like all the other pains she hadledto bury it; to deny
it life, just as her mother would have denied Ifer |



She had taken the morning off from her job to gotlfi@ interview.
There was no secret about it. The judge for whoenvsbrked had
encouraged her to apply for the job and had eviehhter about it.
Judge Seaton and his wife were the only two reahdis she had,
Selina acknowledged as she made her way back tieokhise. Now
semi-retired, he was collating his memoirs and réelhad been
helping him. He and his wife had been married fifgars and still
found pleasure in one another's company. Tonightxss going out
to dinner with them to celebrate the Judge's baghdShe wasn't
particularly looking forward to it. Susan Seatonswaa motherly
woman who couldn't understand why an attractivé lgie her
husband's assistant should so consistently shumé#te sex, and
Selina had long ago lost the habit of confidingaimyone and was,
therefore, unable to tell her.

The Seaton's house was in a quiet Chelsea mewgantland
comfortable; a true home Selina reflected as thesélkeeper let her
in.

'‘Good, you're just in time for lunch," her emploggclaimed when he
saw her. 'Come and tell us all about it.'

She did so with the quiet self-control that marked behaviour.
Susan Seaton smiled warmly at her, marvelling at laek of
excitement. At Selina's age she had already beanther, but she
had never possessed this girl's cool control. Somastit worried her.
It was almost unnatural for a girl of her age tosbecontained. She
had rarely heard her laugh or seen her cry, antdath@orked for her
husband for three years, living almost as closslg anember of the
family.

'l never thought for a moment that Gerald woulah tyou down,' the
Judge told her. 'He'll make use of your mind," laened her; 'l know
he's talking about retirement, but he's still a pdwuse of activity;
he's one of our foremost QCs, with young Piers ilupKikely to



follow in his footsteps. Now there's a man to rectkweith; an
excellent defence counsel, but positively lethapmsecution. He
seemed to possess an intuition that leads him tmgld person's
Achilles heel. He's as close to Sir Gerald as asperhaps closer; in
fact I'd say after his mother his uncle is the ontlyer person he's
fond enough of to allow him to sway his judgmengr&d stepped in
and took over the role of surrogate father whenows died. His
sister Dulcie was widowed very young. Piers wiltaking over from
his uncle when Gerald finally retires.’

'‘Wait until you meet him,' Susan Seaton enthusedeyes sparkling.
'He is quite devastatingly attractive.'

'l met him today.' Selina said it quietly, her hdxmht over her soup
plate. Over her head the older couple exchangetteta

AYou don't sound very impressed. He's a very ahhegst an inspired
barrister.’

'He struck me as being rather conceited and sexdathineering,'
Selina said coolly, 'but it hardly matters wihdhink. After all we're
notlikely to come into much contact with one another.’

'‘Don't be so sure,' the Judge cautioned her. 'Geslés a good deal
on Piers, and since he's training him to take &een him, | suspect
you might find you see quite a lot of him.’

The thought was extremely unpalatable. She hatkeldsthe man on
sight, Selina admitted; something about him wasalaasive to her
personality as being rubbed with sandpaper; somgtbver and
above the fact that he belonged to a type of mailea she most
disliked. There had been an instant awareness bptthem that she
couldn't deny, a look in his eyes that cautionadktéread carefully,
causing her to seethe with resentment that it shioeilso.



To celebrate his birthday the Judge had bookedle @ one of
London's more exclusive restaurants. Selina lefolaa small flat in
plenty of time to reach the Seaton's house atbeiated time. Her
dress was a plain slip of cream silk she had bougBrown's sale.
High-necked and long-sleeved, she considered ittaldeiaddition
to her wardrobe, without realising that the silku@d with her as she
walked, caressing her elegant body with a sengudlit very few
men could remain unaware of. She simply saw ihagight sort of
dress to wear out to dinner. She liked good clotdres wore them
well; choosing them for elegance and wearabilitheathan sexual
appeal, not knowing that the body they clothed seagial enticement
all by itself. Having taught herself to clamp domsmany sexual urges
she might feel almost from childhood, Selina waadlto them in
others. If she ever happened to catch a man loaktimgr, studying
her, she would look back in an icy disdain thatmalty made him
retreat. The first attempt any male escort madéotech her was
always the last. Sex was a weapon that could irtéicible wounds
on the innocent as well as the guilty and it waes sime herself would
never descend to using. She might be her mothaughder, but she
would never be branded slsehad been. She would succeed withot
using her body; without betraying her principlese$ad to.

The restaurant was busy; a sea of unfamiliar fabestable to which
the Seatons and Selina were shown was slightlyidedl from the
others.

Susan Seaton ordered her food with relish. In maays Selina
almost envied Susan. She was a happy, contentecdnvaro had
devoted her life to her husband and family and Wwao been repaid
in turn by their love and protection.

Beyond the tables and diners there was a smalledtoar. Music
was provided by an immaculately dinner-suited @ani



'‘My, it quite takes me back,' Susan sighed nostallyi as they waited
for their food. 'Do you remember, Henry, when wedit go to the
Savoy? You took me there for our first wedding aersary.'

'‘And you were sick,' the Judge smiled.

'‘And we both thought it must have been somethohgdten, until we
discovered that | was carrying John.’

The Seatons had three children and several .gradash At the

weekend they would be driving down to their elddmtighter's for a
family celebration. Selina closed her mind agathstthought of it.

Family occasions were something that belonged b@ropeople.
They had no place in her life.

They were halfway through their meal when the Juyalgedown his
knife and fork and said mildly, 'Good heavens, takout
coincidences. There's Piers Gresham.'

'Where?' His wife craned her head to look. 'WHhas with .him?' she
asked. 'Do you recognise her?'

The Judge shook his head. 'lI've no idea who she is.

Selina glanced up from her food and glanced briaflfthe other
couple—Piers Gresham was seated several tables fasiag her.
All she could see of his female companion was laeklview, but
that was enough for Selina to grimace slightly. ®tleer woman was
wearing a dress that revealed most of her tannekt badark fall of
hair brushing her neck. She was dressed in a wsigmed to catch a
man's eye, and as always Selina felt her musgleten at the sight of
such open sexuality. It offended her and she shiramk it, unaware
that her distaste was mirrored in her face or 8r& was being
observed. Her reactions to other people's sexualitgys distressed
Selina; she knew deep down inside herself they wdegacy from
what she had endured as a child; from knowinggshatwas the fruit



of a union that had been motivated on one sidekya greed and on
the other by social avarice but knowing the redsorher reactions
did not help her to come to terms with them.

Piers Gresham had obviously seen them. When thdyfihshed
eating he came across to their table, urbane aadnohg as he
chatted to the Judge and his wife, but his eyese voanstantly
assessing Selina, his scrutiny of her making hese@nd uneasy.

'You and Selina met this morning, | believe,' thdgk said turning to
draw her into the conversation. 'You uncle is gagra very valuable
aide in her.’

'I'm sure he is. Perhaps you'd care to dance w&hSualina, and we
could get to know one another a little better?'

Other couples were already dancing and the Seaibwisusly saw
nothing untoward in the invitation because theyemMeoth smiling
expectantly at her. Across the room her eyes glitieé dark* haired
girl waiting at the table and a fierce surge of@mgwept over her.
Who did he think he was? Some sort of irresistted who had
merely to speak to have women worshipping at hes?fdét didn't
strike her that her reaction was wildly illogicahe was possessed by
some elemental surge of emotion that warned heérthiaman was
dangerous and to be repudiated at all costs. Witktmpping to
weigh her words, she said coldly, 'I'd rather rigtou don't mind.'
Her eyes flicked over to the girl waiting for hiand so she missed
the glint of cold anger in his eyes, 'After all r@alationships going
to be professional rather than social, and | prieférave things plain
from the start. It makes for a much less complatdife.' She looked
straight at him as she delivered her cool wordsgltoff-guard by
the depth of anger she saw in his eyes.

‘That was rather over the top wasn't it?' her eggyloemarked when
Piers had gone.



Trying not to flush at the faint criticism in higice Selina shrugged.
'He only asked me out of politeness. He already s$@mdeone to
dance with.'

'‘Even so, you rejected him extremely pointedlye' dlndge told her.
'‘No man likes being rejected, Selina,' he told drmtly, ‘especially
not in public. Be very careful, my dear. He couldk®a an extremely
powerful enemy.’

'‘Because | refused to dance with him?' Selina iegea note of acid
scorn into her voice. 'Wouldn't that be rather $imahded?’

'He's a man, my dear,' the Judge told her wryly;

‘and we males are notoriously vulnerable where egos are
concerned. We weren't the only ones to hear youseehim,' he
added gently, 'and you must admit that as a puhdowas decidedly
strong.'

Not wanting to admit even to herself that she heghbetrayed into
hasty speech because of her own response to hiuglggxSelina

shrugged slim shoulders. 'The odd rejection doas wbus any harm
from time to time.' She glanced over to where Ri&s now dancing
with his companion, and added cynically, 'l dousstihose any sleep
over it. He seems more than happy with the dancomgpanion he's
got.'

'‘Umm, well tread carefully,’ the Judge warned hég's not a mahd
like to get on the wrong side of.'

Instinct had already told Selina that and she aouichderstand why
she had been so rude to him. There had been o#rebefore whom
she had disliked equally as much and yet she hadgeal to conceal
it from them. Not so with this man. He had recogdifer rejection
for what it was; she had seen the realisation #ackburn in his eyes



and she shivered sensing that there would be soma Df
retribution...

Whatever it was she could cope with it. She hadedaopith similar
situations before and emerged unscathed. What athéohdo now
was to concentrate . on getting to know her fasloethat she could at
last free herself from the guilts of the past, lnseauntil she did they
would continue to poison the present and the future



CHAPTER TWO

SELINA's first week in Gerald Harvey's employ passed quickl
During their interview she had been too wroughtang tense to do
much more than concentrate on his questions, hutthat she was
settling down into the day-to-day routine she fohedself watching
him; wondering what he would say if. he knew th&hr how he
would react. She had promised herself long agostmatvould never
fall into the trap of wanting an emotional commitrthéom the man
who had fathered her and all through her growingalihough she
had followed his career, she had never ever alldveeself to think of
him as her father—to her he had simply been hehentstlover; and
then her opponent in a battle in which she hehsadfbeen used as nc
more than another weapon. She had never anticigaédtg any
emotional response to him; after all why should; shed yet,
illogically, it was there; it was disconcerting descover how easily
they meshed and at the end of the first week metuto her and said
warmly.

'Selina, I'm going to bless the day | hired you. ¥é&=m to have
achieved a working rapport in a remarkably shoacepof time. Do
you think you'll be happy with us?'

Happy? Selina tried to analyse the word. What wagspimess? She
had reached a goal and that in itself brought witls own sense of
achievement, but happy...

'I'm sure | shall be," she told him equably, lowgrner head so that he
couldn't see her face. This man was her fathey, Wexe united by
ties of blood and heritage and yet...

'Is something bothering you?'

He asked the question quietly, coming to stand ichately behind
her, one hand on her arm. There was nothing sexumed touch,* it



was merely concern, and Selina was shaken to disabat tears
were pricking her eyes.

A sound outside her vision broke the silence betvteem. Someone
had opened the door, and Selina felt her nervdsrcbitter tension
as she heard her father saying genially, 'Piéssgttod to have you
back. Did all go well?"

It had been a relief to Selina to discover thatdi&esham was away
for several days. He had gone to stay with hisgibdi, Sue, Gerald's
secretary, had told her. But now he was back.

'Fine.'

Selina could feel the intensity of his gaze con@at on her, forcing
her to lift her head. Something in her eyes madenrrow and
sharpen, moving from her face to her father's &ed back to hers
again, his mouth grim. Sue rang through to advesddther that she
had a call waiting on. the line for him and as bski®e and Piers
moved away out of earshot Selina was stunned to lhiea say

warningly.

'l don't know what game you're playing with my wnblt it better not
be the one | think it is. He is a married man yaow, or is that what
you prefer? If so, you won't find him any pushovee, was nearly
caught that way once before.'

Sick to her stomach Selina stumbled past him, ngaKor the
sanctuary of the Ladies cloakroom. Once insidensgefurious with
herself for the nausea that choked her throat. Wilaat wrong with
her? She had only herself to blame for Piers’ litgs8ut that was no
reason for him to assume that simply because e wvas touching
her arm that she had deliberately ... Her stomaathéd. The man
was her father for God's sake. Bigdid not know that and neither
did Piers Gresham.



It was a good fifteen minutes before she felt imtoal enough to
leave the Ladies. On her way back to her officemssed Sue. The
other girl gave her a curious glance. Sue had &ikag with whom
she lived and to whom she was devoted. That dicstopt her from
flirting with every male who crossed her path, thlouHowever, she
was a good-natured girl, as warm and open as sselheas silent
and reserved Selina acknowledged, returning hdesmi

‘You okay?'
'Fine. Is Sir Gerald off the phone?'

When Sue nodded Selina opened the door and walkedhier
father's room, but it was Piers who stood behire dask not her
father. She came to a full stop, aware that thehairs at the back of
her neck were raised in primaeval awareness.

'‘Excuse me.' Her voice sounded artifically politavas looking for
Sir Gerald.'

'He's just popped out. Don't rim away, I'd liketédtk to you.' As he
spoke he put down the brief he had been readingcam# towards
her. A panicky desire to turn and flee almost oveximed her, but
Selina withstood it. She was going to have to d@crnderself to this
man's presence; after all they would be workinghm same set of
chambers; they were bound to meet occasionallyttamdooner she
learned not to react so intensely to him the bdtigould be.

‘What made you apply for this post?’

His question caught her off-guard. For a momenssiténothing and
then stammered. 'l ... | ... | was ready for a gegnshe managed at
last.

'Is that so? You know you're remarkably well quediffor a young
lady who is content to be merely a PA. Have youengliought of



taking on something more challenging? You have aceleent
degree.’

'l have my ambitions yes." Selina tried to mimics htool
self-possession.

'‘And what are they, | wonder?' He was coming towdrdr now,
stalking her almost, she thought angrily. What washoping to
achieve? 'My uncle thinks very highly of you. Irctfd'd say he's
taken to you in a remarkably short space of timestMunusual. He's
normally a very cautious man where attractive yowwggnen are
concerned.’

'‘Why?' Selina asked flippantly. 'Does he have bysawife?’

Just for a second she was alarmed by the gleaheimidnight blue
eyes, but then it was gone, his expression flatusmndadable.

'‘Not very clever, Miss Thorn," he said at lastydl're only half as
clever as | think you are you must have read alighs to read on my
uncle; done all your background research beforeagplied for this

job. You know very well why he would want to avady sort of

entanglement outside his marriage don't you?'

Selina felt as though the floor had suddenly drdpae&ay beneath
her, leaving her on thin ice.

'l know that many years ago your uncle was involwdith another
woman,' she agreed coolly, turning aside with vefa hoped was a
calm disdain as she added, 'but then so have ntaey prominent
men.’

'Indeed they have, but very few have attractedtibsequent blaze of
publicity and notoriety suffered by my uncle. | waght years old at
the time. My aunt almost suffered a nervous breakdo



'I'm sure it must have been an extremely traunaitie for you all.'
Selina was distant, her voice clipped. Don't ted any more, it
warned him, | don't want to hear, but her warningnals were
ignored.

'‘My uncle has three daughters; the eldest one waescéng her first
child at that time; she lost it; the second ran yafram school
because she could not endure the torment infliciedher by her
schoolmates. You're looking quite pale, Miss Thddo. you find
what I'm relating to you upsetting?'

'It was all a long time ago,' she managed to satyndp him now with
an intensity that made her long to physically ak$am. How dared
he tell her all this ... Didn't he think thetiehad suffered . .. that she ..
She pulled herself together before she lost contoipletely.

'l can assure you that | have no desire to breakayr uncle's
marriage,' she told him crisply. That much at leeess true.

‘Maybe not,' he agreed slowly, 'but you haweeneulterior means for
being here. | can sense it. Body signals are asteapge thing, Miss
Thorn," he added watching her. 'They give awaytb@rms so much
more than we want theto see. Why do you dislike me so much?'

'‘How could | dislike you? | barely know you."' Seliforced a cool

smile, 'l think you're suffering from an ego prableMr Gresham. |

am merely indifferent to you.' She was lying and shspected that
he knew it but she wasn't going to back down.

'Is that a fact.' He said it softly closing thetdiece between them
before she could move. 'Well, let's just find ootvimuch truth there
Is in that statement shall we?"

The hard warmth of his mouth as it covered herglgtm her into
submission. She could feel the steady beat of &#sthagainst her
body, but her own refused to mirror its firm rhythih thudded



threadily, her body tensing in mingled shock arndatgon, her eyes
blazing bitter defiance and fury as she foughtragjathe domination
of his hands and mouth. He was kissing her withless precision
and a great deal of sexual expertise; her body istggyrecognised
that, even while her mind was disgusted by it. d@sas he released
her Selina slapped him, panting hard as she delivigere hard blow.

It left the palm of her hand smarting and a whigdtwf flesh against
his lean cheek which was now slowly filling withrkldlood.

‘Don't worry, Fm not going to repeat die experinieRbr some
reason his soft words brought darting flares ohplie watched her,
eyes slitted, 'Do you know,' he added, 'lI've alwegssidered that
that particular form of retaliation sprang morenfreexual frustration
than annoyance. Perhaps sometime it might be wuhntle putting
my theory to the test.’

The way he said it made her blood run through karsvin angry fire.
'‘Not with me you don't," Selina told him rashly.

For a moment something came and then went in leis &yd when he
spoke again, he appeared totally in control, unliiex, Selina

reflected bitterly as he drawled. 'Well now a maithvan ego like

mine just might consider that challenge to be artation, my dear.

Is that what turns you on? To slap a man down hed heedle him
into physical savagery? If so, it's a dangerousfiob

She wanted to spit and fly at him like an angry blt one had ever
tossed such outrageous accusations at her befalegatainly not in
a languid, almost soft voice that suggested ttaketivas no possible
way in which its owner's assessment of her coulaioag.

If her father hadn't walked back into his officstjthen Selina didn't
know how she would have reacted. As it was shearedtsomething
about a phone call and excused herself. It was latdy, safe in her



own flat, that she was forced to admit to herdedf resent it though
she did, Piers Gresham had managed to provokesacphyesponse
from her in a way that no man had done before. Besnshe found it
Impossible to accept that there had been that mbohdéierce need to
respond to his kiss; that sensation of melting #ueth burning that
urged her to yield. But she hadn't done so. Hellrallen the kiss
before she had betrayed herself that much.

From the first moment she saw him she had known Ehers

Gresham was a man to be wary of. Now this impreskexd been
reinforced a thousandfold. It would be a long tinedore she forgot
how he had looked at her when he questioned heineSQbdn't trust
her did he; well she didn't trust him either.

Back in her flat that evening some impulse shedmticontain led

her to study her features carefully in her bedrgomor. What had

Piers seen there that had led him to make his atons? A

formidable man the Judge had called him; for foabid she would
have said diabolical Selina thought mentally. Emwemw hours after
her encounter with him her pulses still flutteréth@ thought of him,
her mind and body unable to relax from the turrheilhad caused,
and she for the space of one heartbeat had beesalirdanger of
succumbing to him, of forgetting everything she keatned during
her life and responding to his kiss ... It wouldr&rehappen again.
Maybe the Judge had been right and she had beemgworaeact as
she had done in the restaurant, but even then duy bad been
sending her signals that had terrified her and lshd reacted
instinctively, too frightened by them to use reaaaod logic.

For some reason that evening she found it impasdibl settle.
Normally she enjoyed the quiet hours of solitudhenflat. After the
hectic bustle of her foster parents home, wherespitke their
kindness, she had never felt she fitted in, shedoadk to relish the
peace and quiet of her own home. The books shectiéetted at
Oxford lined her bookshelves; the antique dredserisd found at a



country market and lovingly restored holding henahand few little

treasures. Her flat was in a large old house wiflleasant garden
which she shared with the other tenants, most @imvbihe knew to
say good morning to but very little else. That wlas way she had
wanted her life, free of complications; of peopldovmight ask

guestions and force her to lie.

At university she had dreamed that somehow she tnnghable to

follow in her father's footsteps, but of courskad been impossible.
One needed financial backing to train as a barristamething she
did not have, and although her tutor had suggestedal career in
industry she had not been interested. Without agrtegal training

she would always have remained in a junior posiitora large

department. That wasn't what she wanted. The lantg,dhe Inns of
Temple, the measured, controlled world of the |Hvat was where
she had set. her sights. That was why she haedédtt jobs for

which she was desperately over-qualified becauseaat then she
was breathing in the atmosphere she craVed.

All through her teens she had been consumed bg@edste need to
prove to the father who had rejected her what &eitodoing so. As
she grew older those dreams had faded, realitpgakieir place, and
yet she had no more been able to resist the teimptatapply for her
present job, knowing it would bring her into closantact with her
father, than she had been able to resist Piess' kis

Working closely with her father was a bitter-swegperience. She
had long ago abandoned her adolescent dreams afingirhis

admiration and love and even her resentment owently she had
been rejected had eased, but there was still aureead pain in

seeing and knowing him when he did not know her.

She was glad of the weekend, because it gaverherta relax and
unwind, but on Sunday morning when Susan Seatanaad invited



her over for lunch, Selina was ready to admit tbatonce she had
had enough of her own company.

As she had half-anticipated the Seatons had sewénal guests.
Susan Seaton, used to the demands of a large faenipyed
entertaining, and Selina found herself chattingricattractive older
woman who also appeared to be on her own.

'Since Susan is too busy to introduce us, we h#drbgerform that
task for ourselves. I'm Dulcie Gresham,' she t@thg.

With a small start of shock, Selina acknowledgeal ititroduction.
‘Selina Thorn,' she told her companion, suddenhimg she was
talking to anyone other than this woman. Now tHs¢ Enew her
name it was impossible not to recognise her asRiesther. It was
from her that he had inherited his dark hair argdrfavy-blue eyes,
although in his mother they were softer, more casajmmnate.

‘Goodness, what a coincidence,' she exclaimed wat¥du're my
brother's new PA, aren't you? But then of coursé,so much of a
coincidence really is it, because the legal wosld ivery close-knit
one and of course, you did work for the Judge presty. How are
you enjoying working for Gerald, or would you ratmet say?'

'I'm enjoying it," Selina told her truthfully. $t'very different from
working for the Judge of course, but then | waslydar a change.’

'Yes, my son tells me you're extremely highly diedi. Have you
never thought of the bar as a career for yourself?'

His looks weren't the only thing he had inheriteohf his mother
Selina thought wryly. Although it was less abrasive Dulcie
Gresham, Selina could see where her son got hrp shalligence
from.



Almost as though she sensed her hesitation herogior's manner
softened, a wry smile curving her mouth. 'Forgive, m afraid at
times | do sound rather like the cross examinatiars of living

with lawyers I'm afraid. My late husband was a ister as well. In

fact | should very much have liked a career abdremyself—I find it

fascinating even now, but of course in those days .

Charmed against her will Selina heard herself admgit'l should
have liked to make a career in law, but after ursNg there just
weren't the funds.'

Her companion's expression was instantly apolog#iig dear, how
crass of me, | am sorry. Of course, it is an expensareer to train
for, but you are enjoying working as my brothe’s Ris chambers
have an excellent reputation and you will find ys®if involved in all
manner of fascinating cases | am sure. How didggiuo hear about
the job? I didn't think Gerald intended to adveritsuntil later in the
year. He suffered a slight heart attack just be@rastmas you know
and Mary, his wife, and | prevailed upon him witly son's assistance
to get himself some more help at the office.'

Was she being subjected to a subtle investigatem&wondered?
But no, she was being unduly suspicious. EvenafPGresham had
confided to his mother his suspicions of her, itswkaking
coincidence too far to believe that the older wornad come to this
luncheon party purely to question her.

‘The Judge mentioned it," Selina said truthfulje 'knows of my
fascination with that side of the law, and he thHdug might be an
ideal position for me.' What she couldn't say wessheart-searching
she had endured just after the Judge had droppdmbhibshell. Here
it was, being dropped right into her lap; just soet of opportunity
she had dreamed about as an adolescent. The dibameet and get
to know her father. However, her own strong momlechad made
her question the wisdom of trying for the job. Brhdentity was



discovered it could lead to unpleasantness; workinger father was
probably only likely to cause heartache to heraglivell.

She had long ago abandoned her childhood fantas$iesloving,
caring father, and yet the reality of working famhknowing that he
was sublimely indifferent to her existence mightrbere than she
could cope with. In the end, though, the temptatiad proved too
great, and she had not been able to resist.

'I'm sorry.' Selina came out of her reverie to issalthat her
companion had been saying something, and that sie new
regarding her with a faintly quizzical expressidim sorry," she
apologised again, colouring faintly. 'I'm afraiditin't...'

'l was just remarking that Harry Frobisher is loakiover this way
rather a lot. Do you know him?’

Harold Frobisher was a young solicitor whose fathad been a
friend of the Judge's. Selina didn't particularkelhim. He was a
slick, sharp young man who was overfond of touclinagwhen she
would have preferred him not to.

'Slightly." Her response was guarded and again i®ultresham
smiled. 'l quite agree,' she said lightly. 'Notatjgularly attractive
young man. Do you have a boyfriend, Selina? | nalyou Selina,
mayn't I?'

'Please do. No ... not at the moment.'

‘Very wise. A pretty girl like you should take Hane before deciding
to settle down.’

Selina saw the Seatons making their way towards ttwed smiled
warmly, unaware that Dulcie Gresham was watchingumsil she
said in a thoughtful voice. 'Do you know, Selinauyemind me of
someone, but | cannot for the life of me think withs.'



Selina was glad that she was looking away, otherale might have
betrayed herself completely. Cold fingers of feartahed at her
heart. Dear God, don't let her realise the trutie, grayed .. . She
couldn't bear to be revealed here, publicly, betbeeSeatons whom
she respected and liked so much, as the daughtiee @foman who
had caused so great a scandal in their small circle

For once fate seemed to be on her side. The Seadaaked them,
Susan hugging her warmly while the Judge kissediBPalcheek. 'l
can see that you've introduced yourselves to ether.d, take it that
Piers couldn't make it, Dulcie?' Susan releasen&® question her
friend.

'‘Other commitments I'm afraid,’ Dulcie confirmeBut he does send
his apologies and he will be calling to collect tater. An urgent
brief that needed studying.'

‘Yes, it will be the Mountford case,’ the Judgeeinipted. 'l heard
they wanted him for that. Unusual for him to take @& divorce
though, isn't it?'

'He and John Mountford were at school together,thack's rather a
lot of money at stake as well as his two childi@worce is the least
appealing side of the law isn't it?' Dulcie said#dina. 'When he was
first training for the bar Piers worked for a fiohdivorce lawyers. In
many ways | blame that period for the cynicism ¢ s& him now.
You've met my son, Selina?'

‘Yes, briefly." She wouldn't have said anything endsut the Judge
overheard them and laughed. 'l should say so, ®ulciwas

privileged to witness her giving that son of yoarsnost definite
put-down." He went on to quickly explain what hadppened,
making the small incident seem far more dramaaa thhad actually
been. 'l warned her that Piers wouldn't take towllkito her rebuff,’

he concluded smiling at Selina.



'Henry, you're embarrassing Selina," Susan Seatdrhér husband
chidingly. 'He was using a little of his court rodmence there,
Dulcie, I'm afraid," she told her friend. 'All S&h did was refuse
Piers' invitation to dance. After all heaswith another girl at the
time,' she added.

‘Yes, I'm afraid my son is inclined to behave rattevalierly when
the mood takes him. A result of losing his fathér aa very
Impressionable age. Fortunately my brother steppeoefore too
much damage was done, but Piers has inherited tharehis fair
share of the Harvey pig-headedness. Gerald ha=sast learned to
temper his a little, although it's still there, m@ts the battle we had to
get him to employ an assistant. | shudder to tiih&t would happen
if he and Piers ever really clashed.’

As the Seaton's maid appeared at that moment twana lunch the
conversation came to a close. Selina found to iseral that she was
seated next to Harry; and moreover that he wastirde making
himself as obnoxious as possible.

'How about letting me take you out to dinner totijlne invited
when she had removed his hand from her knee fothihe time. 'l
know this little place...'

‘Thank you, but | already have a date.' It wasn@&distock-in-trade
lie, which she had found far more effective tharoatright refusal.

'‘Have you indeed?' Interest sharpened the dark &ye#, well and |

thought you were quite the little hermit. Anyoneknow?' The

guestion was asked casually, but Selina felt msite. Ever since
she had first been introduced to him two years ldgoy had been
trying to persuade her to go out with him. Althoigite didn't have
much contact with the other secretaries and staéf worked for men
in the close- knit circle of which the Judge wasa#,she had heard



various rumours that Harry considered himself sbmgtof a Don
Juan.

Unlike Piers Gresham he did not possess that atirantense
masculine sexuality which she found so frightenamgj because of it
he was much easier to deal with. Even so she Viased when the
end of the meal released her from his company.

'‘Harry proving rather over-amorous?' Dulcie Greshasked
sympathetically joining Selina over by one of thenxadows. That
young man really does lack manner I'm afraid.’

'He'll soon weary of the chase,’ the Judge condddidina. 'He lacks
staying power—unlike some | could name,' he adddalicie with a

chuckle. 'Now | couldn't see that son of yoursrigttanything stop
him getting something he wanted.’

‘Umm .. ." A little to Selina's surprise, her resge was not totally
approving. 'I'm afraid that Piers still has to ledo temper his
judgments with compassion, and | think one or teblmcks might
just hasten that process. Although in many waysléisrmination is
an asset, in others it isn't. It gives him the poteeovercome those
who are weaker than him too easily— not always@lgbing.'

The Seatons excused themselves to chat to ther gtlests and as
though sensing Selina's surprise, Dulcie Greshadhhsanorously,
'Did you expect me to be a totally doting mother@lM many ways
| am, but my love for him doesn't blind me entiredyPiers' faults. |
don't know if you're aware of it or not, but my tirer suffered a most
appalling scandal when he was younger. Piers vgig at the time
and adored my brother." A frown touched Dulcie Gags's expertly
made up face. 'lt didn't help that Piers had bemolved in the
scandal—whether by acqylent or design | do not kramvthat the
woman concerned had visited him at school with motHer. | was
away in the States at the time. Although Piers nesally talked



much about it, | suspect he suffered a feelingedfdyal. My brother
was his God in many ways ... and | think he fedtt the'd been used.
However, that's all water under the bridge now,lthave the sneaky
feeling that Piers transferred all the bad feelihgsfelt from my
brother to his woman friend. Certainly he treats thajority of our
sex with a cynicism | find hard not to criticisetiaes. No doubt he'll
be one of those men who marry late in life; propabkweet young
thing who he'll always hold at a slight distanckaflthought saddens
me very much. | had such happiness with his fatAmrs tends to
dismiss my views as romantic, | know, but he isradtl my son, and
very much a Harvey. | just hope he doesn't discto@fate that even
cynics fall in love.

*You don't think | should be telling you all this gou?' she asked,
surprising Selina with her perception. '‘Perhaps @ettainly Piers
would be furious, but Henry was right you know. \WMen't take your
rejection kindly—Oh I'm not suggesting he'll takeout on you
professionally. He might have faults, but | don'eliéve
small-mindedness is one of them, but he's a manisriioused to
female rejection, Selina, and if you'll take my mevyou'll tread
warily with him. | should hate to see you hurt.'

'‘But you hardly know me." For once Selina could disguise her
feelings.

The blue eyes so like her son's softened. 'Penhapdut | feel as
though | know you.'

In order to avoid Harry, Selina decided to leavdye&he found her
hosts deep in conversation with another couple aottely
interrupted to say her goodbyes.

'Selina, you must come round one night next weel, tall us all
about your new job,' the Judge insisted. Promisgnglo so, she
looked round for Dulcie Gresham, but there wasigo ef the older



woman. Quenching a small stab of disappointmeritsha had left

without seeking her out, Selina went upstairs iotlaer coat. She
too had felt at ease with her in a way she hadmexygected; but then
of course, she wasn't simply Piers Gresham's mathermwas also her
aunt. It was like unlocking the door to a hiddempthe old childish

resentment of her father's legitimate children cajushing back;

theyhad not been rejected by their father; they hadad to endure
the taunts of their peers; the knowledge that timeither lived with a

succession of men.

Stop it, stop it, she cautioned herself. Encoumpginose sort
of-feelings would cause her nothing but anguish; lshé taught
herself that long long ago. At university she haalised that she had
to disassociate herself from her burden of guithé was to live in
peace. The guilt was not hers, and surely if sligterself that firmly
and often enough, she would come to believe it.

She was so wrapped up in her thoughts that sh& dekm the other
two people in the hallway until she reached it. To®ur receded
quickly from her face as she saw Piers Greshandistgreside his
mother chatting with the Seatons.

'Selina, my dear, there you are.' Dulcie Gresharatgd her warmly.
'l was just asking Susan where you were. | woulctheated to leave
without saying goodbye. Piers, why on earth digintt tell me what a
charming girl Selina is?'

His mother was laying it on a trifle thickly Selitlaojight, but she
was still unable to repress the small gleam of amest that lit her
eyes, a totally natural smile curving her mouth.

'‘Perhaps because | suspected it was something goatd discover
for yourself,' Piers drawled, helping his mothervath her coat. His
voice was mild, but there was nothing mild abow libok he gave
Selina. It dulled the light in her eyes instantigy mouth freezing in



its half-smile as she caught the full force of ol stare. That she
should be amused by his mother's comment plairflyriated him
and he was making no bones about letting her khow i

Turning away Selina felt her heart plummet as Hatrglled into the
hall. On seeing her there he exclaimed triumphanilyst going ...
You must let me give you a lift. Now ... no progedtknow you don't
have a car.'

Before she could speak, Selina heard Dulcie Gresaging calmly,
'‘No need for that Harry, we're dropping Selina 6thme along, dear,’
she added, touching her arm. '‘Best not to kees Riaiting, he does
hate it so, but then | suppose you've noticeddhaady.'

Too bemused to protest, Selina let herself be srepld towards the
door, unhappily aware of the speculation and chagrHarry's eyes
as he glanced from Piers to herself. No doubt h& aggsuming that
Piers was the 'date' she had fibbed to him aboell, Wwas scarcely
important, she told herself, taking a deep breaththa front door
closed behind them.

'It was very kind of you to rescue me like thatg $egan, refusing to
look at Piers, but all too aware of his dark, magnaesence behind
her, 'but really | can make my own way home.'

'‘Nonsense.' Dulcie's tone was brisk. 'Of coursaviNgive you a lift.'

'‘Perhaps Miss Thorn is trying delicately to infousithat she would
have preferred to accept Harry's invitation," Pjus in smoothly.
‘After all, Mother dear, you didn't actually giverhany chance to
respond.’

‘Selina loathes the man,' his mother told him swatly. '‘And don't be
SO pedantic, Piers. I'm not a member of one of yaigs you know.
You didn't want to go with Harry, did you, Selina?'



She was caught in a trap. If she told the truthvebield be obliged to
accept the lift that Dulcie had offered, and yes sbuld hardly be
more unaware of Piers' disinclination to give héfta

In the end she opted for the middle road. 'l digatticularly want to
go with Harry, no, but you really need not give anift. The tube is
very convenient.'

‘There you are, Mother.' Piers' voice was oddlyshatMiss Thorn
has as little liking for our company as she doesttnoxious Harry's.
And since she's old enough to make her own deddisnggest we
allow her to do so.'

'Piers, really!

Selina could tell both from his mother's expressind voice that she
genuinely was embarrassed. Wanting to put herra¢dee she said
quickly, 'No, really, Mr Gresham is quite right ... ." She turned
away and rushed down the drive, not wanting eibfiitem to see the
sudden sheen of tears she knew was in her eyesdilflshe never
learn, she demanded fiercely of herself as she had&ay home;
why had she laid herself so open to his contemghbamiliation. She
had known from the first what manner of man he Washaps if she
had not refused to dance with him in quite sucbngfrterms they
might ... but no ... he had openly admitted thatvias suspicious of
her, Selina reminded herself.

What had she let herself in for in giving in to tempulsion to know
more of her father? It was too late to turn bact et every instinct
she possessed warned her to keep away from Piest&n; to avoid
him at all costs. Unwittingly, she touched her nmputithdrawing her

fingers as though they burned when she realised stigawas doing.
Just for a moment, she had been reliving the pressgihis mouth on
hers; fierce and angry, communicating to her agaod emotions too
complex to analyse but which had somehow piercedealbarriers



and distrust of his sex to provoke from her a ptglgiesponse which
still had the power to disturb her.



CHAPTER THREE

IT was several weeks before Selina saw Dulcie Greslgaim, and
then only by chance. She had slipped into a loeabnd shop on
impulse during her lunch hour, tempted inside hyirrdow display
which featured a Vivaldi recording she had covdtd long time.
Music was one of her great passions, and havirgrgceived her
salary cheque there was no reason why she shotilddutge herself
a little.

Dulcie Gresham spotted her while she was studyiagecordings on
offer.

'Selina, my dear,' she exclaimed touching her Iyjgbt the arm.

'What a piece of good luck, | have been meaningsdib in at

chambers for some time to see you, but somehowthar @ther

things have intervened. Ah, you are tempted by\tivaldi | see.

They're having a brief season of his work at ther@pgHouse soon.
I'm a great Vivaldi fan myself, | don't suppose ‘yotonsider keeping
me company there one evening?'

Selina knew she ought to refuse. Dulcie Greshamheasmployer's
sister and the mother of a man who had been bluatlg about his
suspicions of her, and yet, half-bemused by theahen, she heard.
herself accepting. She liked Dulcie Gresham, thess no getting
away from it. She was a woman of her time, butls a strength
that Selina felt drawn to.

'‘Good girl. I normally would have gone with Pidosit he's very tied
up with a new case at the moment.' She gave Setimaughtful look.
'l must apologise for his rude behaviour the otheek.'

‘There's really no need,' Selina forced a smile dfraid the plain
truth is that your son and | simply don't get on.’



'‘Umm ...This time the look she gave Selina madeldtter colour

slightly defensively. 'Yes, I'm afraid it is mutyalthough in your

son's case his dislike of me is intensified byfdw that he's decided
my presence as Sir Gerald's PA is motivated by sdar& and

sinister purpose.'

It was impossible not to keep a faint bitternegdsobher voice and on
the point of marvelling at how easy she found #peak freely to this
woman of all women, Selina was checked by the threh

amusement in her voice when she said solemnly, danit say?
Good heavens, he must have a far more inventivgiimagion than |

ever dreamed. Seriously, my dear,’' she added gérslyspect a good
deal of this antipathy that exists between young@ifrom nothing

more than hurt male pride, although I'm sure he'duibious to hear
me say as much. My son prides himself on his légntad,- he tends
to forget that he is as equally vulnerable to humamtions as the
rest of us, unfortunately.’

Selina didn't have much of her lunch hour left, @edause hearing
his mother talk about him to her in a way she kiewvould resent
made her feel acutely uncomfortable for some reasiom made her
excuses and hurried back to the office.

Sir Gerald was out for lunch and she intended thengmod use of his
absence to catch up on her work. They had develagedd working
relationship; she had discovered in him an abtbtgondense even
the most complicated information in a way that miggtening to him
an education. There were times it was true whenvgie almost
overwhelmed by the need to turn to him and tell Wino she was, but
she knew deep inside herself that she never w&ld.cherished the
tenuous link of affection that was developing betwthem too much
to hazard it by telling him the truth and seeinghwithdraw from
her. She had been right in thinking that applyiagthis post could
cause her pain; and yet there was a joy mingled thiat pain. She
was learning to know the father she had never Isad ehild, and



although sometimes she was contemptuous of hdogeléking so
much pleasure from so little she knew that if thalt was severed
now it would cause her to suffer.

When Sir Gerald returned Piers was with him. Indwven mind now
Selina had got used to calling her father 'Sir Bérand she
responded warmly to his smile when he walked ini] she realised
he wasn't alone.

'l want to go over the Hardwicke case with Pidrs,told her. 'There
are several aspects of it that I'm not happy wWitbuld you bring us
the file please, Selina. Oh, and I'd like you taysand take a few
notes.'

One of the first things Selina had done sinceistaher job had been
to sort through the files. The wealth of legal doemts and notices
each one held was far too complex for Sue, theetagy, to be able to
handle and now each file possessed a chart judeittse front cover,
documenting its progress.

Piers frowned briefly when she placed the file lo@' tesk between
the two men. She had not seen much of him at althno her relief,

but she could tell from the way his cool gaze iésia her for a
second that he had not changed his mind abouthkestill did not

trust her. She moved the file closer to her fated in doing so
tautened the fabric of her silk blouse across heyasis. Her
movement had not been a provocative one and yetvahénstantly

aware of Piers' attention switching from the fiblehter body. Anger
fired through her as she was forced to withstarsdopenly sexual
appraisal of her, but she banked it down, not wagnid give him the
satisfaction of provoking a response. It was fattdoeto simply

pretend that she was unaware of his scrutiny.

She thought she had succeeded until Sir Geraldserdumself from
the office to go and give Sue a message for atdlienvas expecting.



As soon as they were alone Piers lifted his eyma the document he
was studying and said, 'What is it about my loolahgou that makes
you feel so uncomfortable | wonder?"

Infuriated both by his arrogant air of superiorismd her own
response to it she retaliated curtly, 'That wagistomfort it was
annoyance—exactly die same annoyance you would veet¢ a
woman to look at you in the way you were lookingrat.'

'‘Would 1?' His mouth curved cynically, '‘Who knowserhaps if |
were in your shoes | should feel flattered.’

Selina was so angry that she almost wanted toirnit ‘WVell if you
were you'd be remarkably foolish,' she told hinsly, 'because
there is nothing complimentary about being regardsch sexual
object.’

His eyebrows rose, and Selina could have sworme tivas a tinge of
amusement in his eyes. 'Oh, is that what you thblglas doing?'
His voice was languidly soft; and she could wekhgme the effect of
that cool drawl on a pent-up witness. 'l thoughabwimply admiring
the shape and firmness of your breasts.'

His effrontery took her breath away. How could ek her one day
that he mistrusted her, and then the next dayatatikuit admiring her
body? He could do it because he was an extremelipuke man,
Selina told herself. He had not forgotten their camter in the
restaurant; she was sure of that; and neither lgadhlanged his
opinion of her, so why then the deliberate attetomtverwhelm and
disarm? Did he think to confuse her with signalst the found her
sexually attractive, to such an extent that heacdidcover whatever
it was he thought she was hiding. She almost ladigh# loud. He
had absolutely no chance.



She was almost on the point of demanding what dart@ought he
was playing when Sir Gerald came back. The two s@&m became
re-engrossed in the work on hand but Selina cousgtite, Despite
her attempts to blot it out, her mind kept showireg pictures of
Piers; coolly arrogant and entirely male. What widug be like when
he made love? That she should even have the thehglked her,
shocked and excited, she admitted inwardly on dl siiaer, trying
to imagine the saturnine features transformed by etehe hard male
body possessed by passion. It seemed incredibiafiea so many
years of successfully blocking out any sexual @éesimeed from her
mind and body she should find it so difficult tontioue doing so
now; and worse that Piers Gresham of all men shioelthe one to
Instigate such thoughts. God, if he ever found.o8he closed her
eyes and opened them to find Sir Gerald studyingwigh kind
concern.

'Selina, my dear, you've gone quite pale. Are \ibught?"

‘Just a little tired.' It was true. She had spém@ previous three
evenings repainting her small kitchen, stayingatprlthan usual to
do so.

'‘Poor Miss Thorn," Piers mocked. 'You really me#itfour boyfriend
to get you home earlier; either that or move irhviim.'

'Piers, you're embarrassing the girl." His unclefsoof was mild.

'Oh | shouldn't think so. Sex isn't a subject taatses embarrassmen
to today's younger generation is it, Miss Thorn?'

Although he had asked her the question Selina stesppéhat he knew
exactly how difficult she found it not to shrink aywfrom it; just as
she suspected he had guessed that any discussicericimg sex did
embarrass her.



'‘Not when it's discussed objectively," she repksdcalmly as she
could. '‘But my private life is private, and | docére to have it made
the subject of general office discussion.' She ktteaw she sounded
prim and spinsterish, so she added recklesslyslira you wouldn't
care to have me comment on your sex life.'

'‘Not unless you were speaking from first-hand eigoee.'

Selina froze in her chair, not daring to look eitaeSir Gerald or at
her tormentor. Picking up her book and pencil she stiffly, '| have
some work to do on the Letford case, Sir Gerdldyd'in my office if
you need me.'

As she was closing, the door, she heard Sir Geajthg far less
mildly to his nephew. 'That was rather under thg Peers. What the
devil's got into you?"

She closed the door behind her without waiting &arhPiers'
response. His attitude towards her today had betargivable, and
she sensed that unless she could come to termd Whvas going to
make her life while she was at work a misery. Peshtaiat was the
whole idea, she thought cynically; make her so ppiiahat she'd
leave. But she wasn't going to do that; the samébstin

determination that had helped her through her bbod and
adolescence, wouldn't let her give in to his bualljyany more than it
had let her give in to that of her peers. Besidbes, delicate
relationship she was developing with her father faasoo precious
to relinquish.

She didn't hear from Dulcie Gresham until the wéekore the
concert. Her 'phone was ringing one evening whergsihhome from
work and to her surprise when she picked up theivec Dulcie was
on the other end of the line. 'I'm just ringing ¢onfirm our
arrangements for next week,' she told Selina. §otethe tickets; it
starts at 7.00 and | thought we'd have supper htegetfterwards if



that's all right with you. I'm really looking forwa to it,' she added,
‘and to seeing you.'

It was ironic that this friendship should be deypehy between her
and the woman who was really her aunt, and there avaond of
kinship between them; Selina had felt it too. NalatoPiers would
disapprove, well let him, she thought childishlye Hadn't said
anything else to her, but whenever he was arouedsehsed him
watching her, waiting for her to make a false mawedoubt.

Almost as though she had read his mind the very deaxhe walked
into her office just before lunch. She was alorsejitig promised to
keep an ear out for the phones for Sue, who shiheadom with her,
the other girl having nipped out early for lunch.

The moment she saw his face, Selina knew thatikiswas not a
friendly one. His expression was grimly angry, narmth or

amusement in his eyes today as they braked heatesiérame from
head to foot. 'All right, what's it all about?' demanded without
preamble. 'What's all this about you going out vamyh mother?'

Just for a moment Selina quailed beneath his tolytrolled anger,
but her spirit re-asserted itself and she returnedldok with an

equally disdainful one of her own, her chin tiltidgfiantly as she
looked at him. "Your mother very kindly invited tmeaccompany her
to a Vivaldi concert and | agreed.’

'So she tells me ... Vivaldi? | shouldn't have tjiduthat was your
scene ...

The arrogance of his assumptions about her wasiatfwg. Her
fingers curled angrily into her palms and the weightwenty-four
years of rejection and taunting was behind hehassaid scornfully,
‘Shouldn't you? Why not | wonder? Aren't humble R#lswed to
enjoy the classics? Just because we do not aspitket heights



inhabited by superior beings such as yourself tfagtmean that our
tastes and dreams must be as squalid as our bvastisnes have to
be?' She was in a fine temper now, her cheeksdtijsher eyes a
deep smokey amethyst. 'How dare you sit in judgro@enine?' she
demanded huskily. 'How dare you make arrogant amodriect

assumptions about me? You know nothing about maaothing at

all...!

The force with which he grasped her upper armsgtadher time
would have made her wince in pain, but now sheta@aangry to feel
anything other than the rip tide of adrenalin flomdthrough her
veins.

'l know you're not here simply because you wardlg' he told her
thickly. 'Every instinct | possess tells me thatvhy are you
cultivating my mother? What do you hope to gaimfrber? An
introduction to a wealthy mate?"

His cynicism stunned her. How dared he assume stratwanted
anything? How dared he catalogue her as a schemgmagping
woman bent on using everyone who came her wayhéorown
selfish ends...?

‘Don't think | haven't seen the way you pander youmcle,' he told
her raspingly, before she could speak, 'but yomasting your time
there, it's been tried before ...’

For a moment she was terrorised by the fear thatcwgd suddenly
realise who she was, but almost immediately itdeddo be replaced
by a tearingly bitter pain. Unable to cope with tlmplications of it
she lashed out bitterly, 'And of course your congsronly for your
uncle; your motives completely pure and having mgtho do with



'‘With what?' he asked her gratingly. 'The fact 8eually | find you
desirable? Not to the extent that my need to pesgas outweighs
everything else. You have the intelligence to begla job far more
demanding than this; you could use it to forge r@e@afor yourself,
but you haven't done, have you? No. Why | wonder?'

‘Then keep on wondering.' Selina snapped bitinglgkbat him.
'‘Because you'll never find out from me!

‘You think not. | wouldn't bank on it, my dear.' iWas sneering at her
now and Selina found it incredible that he couldravave admitted
wanting her. 'There are ways of making even thietgitnnest person
talk.'

'Is that how you win your cases?' Her own voice assutting as his
now. 'By bludgeoning your victims verbally until yoe ready to
confess to anything to escape you?'

'l think you're accrediting me with powers no huenbking could
possibly possess.' He drawled the words in coolkenyg but there
was a tinge of dark colour burning along his cheekes that told
Selina that her jibe had gone home.

'| take it you still intend to attend the concerthamy mother?'
‘Unless she changes her mind.'

'l don't want you involved with my family, Miss Thg' he told her
cruelly. 'In fact | find the very idea extremelystiirbing.'

‘All because you suspect me of some unknown ultenimtive?' She
was using words to conceal from him her pain. "What you're
frightened | might do? Steal the silver?’

'‘Don't push me too far,' he warned her quietlylid&®e me right at
this minute, it wouldn't take very much to pushoner the edge.’



Selina could well believe it, but she wasn't goiade browbeaten
into giving up her friendship with his mother shadt herself

stubbornly, ten minutes later, running cold wateeroher wrists in

the hope that somehow this would reduce her thgdduises and
cool down the hectic colour burning her skin. Ntattshe was safely
away from him she could let her body relax and giM® the tremors
of reaction shuddering through it. He found hewusdly desirable he
had said, but there had been no warmth in his agds® made the
admission; no caring . .. nothing other than deshind distrust.

As she prepared for her evening out with his mgtBefina forced

herself to think about the implications containathim her physical

responsiveness to Piers. He had breached all thersashe had put
up against his sex like a hot knife melting butterger; resentment;
desire; none of them were emotions she had evawed herself to
feel, or wanted to feel before. Almost without lgeaware of making
a conscious decision on it she had grown from bbitdl suspicious
and wary of committing herself to another humamgetshe had no
close friends; no confidantes; no lovers past es@nt and yet this
was the first time that she had seen that lackoasething to be

regretted. If she had allowed herself such relahgrs she might not
be so acutely vulnerable to Piers now she ackn@el@dshe would
have learned from them and been able to gauge ssekss her
reactions to him more realistically.

It didn't help that she also had to take into aottheir blood tie; they
were cousins, son and daughter of a couple who wister and
brother; and yet it was laughable to imagine Pesex accepting her
as such she thought, with wry self-mockery; he wonti/e heaven
and hell to deny such a relationship; she knewitisinctively. And
there could certainly be no question of her cortfrgnhim with the
truth; scorning him to deny her fathering. She sted a little,
recalling his insistence that she was hiding somgttthat she had an
ulterior purpose in working for Sir Gerald. Whad die really suspect
her of?



Even if she were to overcome his dislike and suspiof her there
could be no peaceful coexistence for them; not wieehad admitted
his sexual desire for her. She shivered a littléhey warmth of her
bedroom; the resentment and revulsion she ougtgeloat such an
admission was frighteningly lacking; rather theraswa frisson of
something along her spine and nerve endings thgttrbe a reckless
kind of excitement.

Every logical instinct she possessed warned heiftehe.<did want

to experiment with sex, Piers was the very lass@ershe should
choose as her partner; he would destroy her, skeoatedged

inwardly, and having done so would turn his backhen without a

second thought. If he didn't dislike her for anytjalar reason,

simply the fact that he desired her would have E®ugh. She had
sensed that when he told her about it; and maéesliie would be the
one he would punish for that desire; not himself.

Stop thinking about him, she told herself as shislfied dressing. She
hadn't been quite sure what to wear in view offtioe that they were
eating out after the concert and in the end haddfur a plain silk
dress in a soft grey printed with lemon and wHaevérs. The slightly
thirties style of the dress suited her slender@gnd with it she wore
a plain grey jacket. Tonight for some reason stiefbek impelled to
do more to her appearance than usual. She hadsheeping with
Sue the previous lunchtime and the other girl haxsymaded her to
buy some new makeup. The salesgirl they had apipedasad been
very helpful and the misty grey eyeshadow did agjothl and a faint
mystery to her eyes she acknowledged, studying regection
thoughtfully.

Working for her father was changing her; she wasipher fear of
other human beings and of expressing herself ftealyem; she was
no longer as afraid of rejection as she had onee;nd yet it was
not just that, she mused, looking at herself. Sawebhe looked
different ... more alive .. . Shaking her head, gitged up her bag



and headed into her small sitting room. Her taxul@dcoon arrive.
She had decorated the room herself, using primadlytral colours
and she frowned over it now feeling that somethiag missing ...
lacking ... That was it, she decided in surpriséadked colour and
warmth. Did she too project the same cold imageeashome?

Before she could dwell too long on the thoughttagr arrived. She
had arranged to meet Dulcie Gresham just outsiel®©fera House,
and she eyed the crowd already gathered theresatte misgivings
hoping that they would not miss one another. Heardewere
misplaced. No sooner had she stepped out on tpamement than
Dulcie hailed her.

Turning to greet her, Selina felt the smile freereher face as she
saw Piers standing behind his mother. Her heameddo miss a beat
and thud erratically. Anger flashed bitterly in leges for a moment
as they challenged his. What possible harm dideladyrthink she
could do to his mother; or more to the point wantio? If he knew
the truth ... It was several seconds before she alde to
acknowledge that being the cynical soul that he Wvas knew the
truth he would be at even greater pains to keep tygart.

‘Isn't it marvellous,' Dulcie crowed, 'Piers waseab come after all.'

Selina felt acutely uncomfortable. "You should hévie me. Piers
could have had my ticket, after all you only inditse in the first
place because he could not go.'

'‘Rubbish.’ Dulcie's voice was firm. 'l invited ybacause | enjoy your
company. That's not to say that I'm not glad Iveitis us.' She turned
to her son and said anxiously, 'Where's Verityrdlsesuch a crowd
here that...'

'She's here now.'



Selina's stomach muscles tightened as she sawaltlgatk woman

coming towards them, although older than she whalk expected
one of Piers' dates to be, in every other way shid#ldd her mental

iImage of the type of woman he would escort. Daik smgnee; she
wore her silk evening suit with an elegance thatedrom years of
wearing expensive clothes. The pearls round heattand in her ears
were real, Selina suspected, and her beautifullgemgp face was
smooth as a girl of twenty's.

Just for a second her eyes met Piers' and as tHoaghew of the
feelings tormenting her, his mouth twisted in antang smile.

‘Selina come and meet my niece Verity Graham.'

It was so totally unexpected that Selina couldm@tth. Her niece ...
Her eyes widened fractionally, faint colour cregpump under her
skin. Unaware how closely Piers was watching hee, feught for
composure.

'l believe you work for my father, Selina.' Vergyoice and smile
were warm, totally without guile or suspicion. "Weall heard what a
paragon you are.'

'‘Oh, very much so.’'

Was she the only one to hear the faint malice end”drawled words.
'‘But | think we'd better go in. We don't want tossnanything do we?'

In other circumstances Selina would have been wergh heaven,
content simply to enjoy the music, but tonight sfas unable to do
so, unable to relax and stop herself from steahiagces at Verity
Graham. They were half-sisters, Selina thought,romaard shiver
... suddenly overwhelmed by a surge of emotioniremg that she felt
tears prick her eyes. Fortunately the others weyehgrossed in the
music to notice her emotionalism, or at least sloeight they were
until she saw Piers looking frowningly at the bgiing handkerchief



balled up in her small fist. Let him stare, sheutjict stubbornly; let
him think what he liked; only she knew the truth.

Being brought face-to-face with one of her half- sssteso
unexpectedly robbed her of any desire to eat.

She had already decided before they left the cordl that she
would bow out of the supper and go straight horaéab soon as die
started to say so, both Dulcie and Verity startegrotest.

'‘No please do come ... I've been telling Veritywthyou. Like us she's
another Vivaldi fan.'

'Yes,' Verity laughed. 'In fact it's something daanily joke. You see
my father adores him, and so does Aunt Dulcie)'buthe only one
of his children who shares his passion for musianivhy always
says the other two take after her. In fact if Jgmgshusband, hadn't
been away on business this week | would have haahi$s this
concert.' She wrinkled her nose pertly.

All through her supper Selina was conscious ofd3ardying her. He
had been very quiet since they entered the restaueaving the

conversation to his mother and cousin. Selinadood she had very
little to say, and when at last she left the fartilg to climb into the

taxi Piers had hailed for her, she felt her eyegswith fresh tears;
suffering a pain she had not known since her scaysl when the
sight of happy family units had had the power & teer apart.

Leave; an inner voice urged her as she let hargelher flat. Leave
now, before it's too late, and yet she knew thgajrest all logic, she
would not do so. Fool, fool, she chided herself grad night in bed
for the first time in years she allowed herselcty; deep, rending
sobs that shook her body and soaked her pillowjrigaher feeling
oddly cleansed and relaxed.



CHAPTER FOUR

AFTERWARDS she was to acknowledge that the traumatic meeti
with her half-sister had marked the point where dtétudes to life
began to change. It was as though seeing and gatkirer had
operated some secret lock allowing emotions she deded to
herself for years to become part of her life.

Almost before she had been aware of what she wiag dbe had
trained herself to accept that her father couldexast for her and
although she had daydreamed of growing up to inspmes astonish
him, until Judge Seaton had suggested she applyeiopresent job
she had always shrunk from the thought of seeing Hreading a
rejection, unable to bear seeing him turn away fh@min denial.

Where before she had grimly refused to allow hétsdhink about
him or his family she had now developed an appebtte&know
everything about them. Occasionally after a weekbadwould
mention various visits from his daughters and tfemilies. Emily,
the eldest, had three children; two boys and a Both boys were
still at school, but the daughter, Camilla, at ext was apparently
something of a problem. 'The only person who setmget any
response from her is Piers,” Sir Gerald confide& dmonday
morning. He was looking particularly worn and arphpang of
concern for him shot through her. Oh, how creepidgingerous was
this affection for him she had scarcely expecte@geband yet which
at times threatened to overcome common sense aatiorga
demanding the right to be voiced.

'It is very difficult for her of course,’ he addedth grandfatherly
indulgence. 'She is nowhere near as clever asrbérdos, but still
bright enough to be aware of it, I'm afraid. Enatyd her husband are
divorced.' He grimaced faintly. 'They parted wheandla was at a
very vulnerable age. The more | see of the effetthvorce the less
sure | am about its efficacy. Perhaps our ancekimighe right idea



after all when they married for less romantic ressd.ove, which in

these supposedly enlightened times, is often ngtimare than acute
sexual lust is not any lasting basis for a relaiop. | expect you find
me very cynical," he continued wryly, 'but I'm afrdhe older one
gets and the more one observes of life the moreigcoad | am that
the human race possesses an instinct for selfudéisin that is truly

appalling.'

He caught her expression and smiled faintly. 'Adepressing you,
Selina? | forget sometimes how young you are;gusi years older
than Camilla, and yet you have a maturity thatroftekes me think
we're of the same generation. The family unit i$ @tvery strong
institution ... Dulcie and | are closer now perh#pm we ever were
as children.’

''ve always wished | wasn't an only one." The admn was out
before she could silence it; the echo of a pastoctaldhood desire
to have someone to share the trauma of those yaars

‘You have no family at all?' His voice was compasate and Selina
wished passionately that they had never enteresketh@angerous
conversational waters. ‘None,' she told him crisphd then more as
a warning to herself than anything else, she addamewhere |

have a father, but | doubt that he ever gives haydht to me.' Bitter
pain darkened her eyes as she spoke, unawarei¢hathd walked

into the room and overheard her last words.

When she did see him, humiliation that she shoaicetwitnessed a
betrayal of her feelings sent colour to her palm,sker desire to
escape his presence so great that she was unafMaise foowning
concentration on her comment.

Work kept her mind occupied during the day. Ocazally she spoke
to Dulcie Gresham when she telephoned to spea&rtbriother, but
there had been no repeat invitations. No doubsPiad advised his



mother against involving herself socially with thelp, she thought
bitterly.

One Monday morning Sir Gerald arrived in chambearsking
particularly fatigued. They had had the whole fgnalver for the
weekend, he explained to Selina, as it had beewifess birthday.
‘Grandchildren are delightful, but exhausting,'tbld Selina wryly,
as he settled down to work, 'but Mary adores thedlaves nothing
more than a family "do".'

Maybe so, but couldn't she see how tired and stdaiver husband
was looking, Selina wondered, and then beratedeliefsr the

thought and for the emotional involvement behindAthat was she
doing working here, allowing herself to be drawtoia relationship
which could only ever be one-sided? Did she alwagst to sit on
the sidelines of life, watching while others papated?

Piers came in with a bulky folder under his arm le/tthey were
talking. 'The Hargreaves case comes up next weekdld his uncle
abruptly. 'There's a couple of points I'm conceraledut.’

The case in question was the divorce he was hanftima friend of
his mother's—a woman whose husband was desertmipha girl
twenty years younger, and Selina shivered uncdablgl as she was
forced to sit and listen to the two men discusding case, the
relationship between the three main parties tosecto that which
had existed between Sir Gerald and her own motréandr to listen
with equanimity.

'‘Sophie Hargreaves is distraught,’ Selina heards Riglling Sir
Gerald. 'The girl in question is the daughter dfiand—her own
father has recently been declared bankrupt andoubtdshe sees
Alan as a handy substitute. He, poor fool, is tesdited to realise the
truth.’



Sir Gerald's mild, "The girl might genuinely caoe him, Piers,' was
greeted with a harsh disclaimer. 'l doubt it verychn Take away his
bank balance and you take away the prime causerdfdve”. In five
years time, if she's still with him, he'll be brtteregretting it. He'd
have been far better keeping his marriage intadtpaying for his
pleasure on the side—he'd have got a damn sigtérbetlue for
money that way.'

'Piers, you're a cynic," Sir Gerald told him. HeKed at Selina and
smiled wryly, 'Selina, my dear, I'm afraid my sexalways very
vulnerable in its vanity and thirst for femininatiery. And the older
we get, I'm afraid the more vulnerable we become.’

She suspected that it was an oblique referends tmam involvement
with her mother, and her heart started to poune. f8h sick and
giddy and was overcome by an urgent desire to est@am the
office. She couldn't sit there under Piers' shaifcal eye and not
betray what she was feeling. She had never hadllasypns about
her mother, but in the last few years she had ctwma&ccept her
weaknesses without taking the guilt of them ondwen shoulders,
and now in the space of a mere half an hour atlgbdt was back;
she felt almost as though shere her mother; the type of woman
whom Piers so clearly despised; the woman whoriredito use their
sexual relationship to force from her father theusky of marriage
and the ability to enjoy his wealth.

The papers had been cruel in their denouncemédrgrofind she had
read every single one. What she had read haddefidarred and hurt
and she shuddered now, wondering what Piers' cgaatould be if
she stood up and announced her identity. Some IwaHtt of her
almost wanted her to do it; to shout it as loudlzes Could; to throw
off the burden of guilt and say this is what | &ang¢ I'm not ashamed
of it.



But she was; deep down inside she was ashamednSlsel grimly
to herself ... The sins of the fathers ... or iIs ttase of the mother ...
The man who wrote that truly knew what he was gayin

As the summer recess drew nearer the pace of waitkchup. Sir
Gerald was often absent from the office at coucca3ionally Selina
went with him and found these occasions fascinading exciting,
although occasionally she wondered if she wouldehbhad the
detachment necessary to make a first-rate barrister.

Sir Gerald often discussed the technique of hikeaglues with her,
and one day as they were setting out for courbbk her by surprise
by saying, 'Piers is in court today. If our casesties early, as | think
it might, we might go and listen to his. He's atfirate counsel and
he's lucky in that he possesses a rare additioifial g has an

intuition about people that's almost faultlessay slmost because
Piers is as vulnerable to the odd prejudice agdbeof the human
race.'

Selina had a first-hand opportunity to see justtviaGerald meant
later that day. As he had predicted his own casged just before
lunch and after the recess he directed her todbe where Piers' was
sitting.

It was the first time she had seen him dressedsicdurt robes and
the sight of him sitting in consultation with hisllieagues brought a
tension to the pit of her stomach that was insydmgtraying.

Pity the poor defendant who had to face him, sbegdht shivering
slightly. In his black robes, he looked like somarkd avenging
Lucifer. Telling herself she was being ridiculouyciful, she tried
to concentrate on the case. It was a rape case gratticularly
unpleasant one at that. The girl, an eighteen-ykamas pregnant
and was claiming that she had been raped by adfioérthe family
who had called round when her parents were absent.



The man in question, dressed formally in a business,
well-groomed but pale, was Piers' client. He spolelow voice and
displayed a surprising firmness when it came testieg the verbal
thrusts of the prosecution.

The girl, on the other hand, looked frail and hegdingly
defenceless. Her swollen stomach was almost gna¢eagainst the
acute thinness of the rest of her body. She brokendwice during
the questioning of her own counsel, and Selina Helt muscles
clench in protest when Piers approached her andnbégs cross
examination.

it was a nightmare that seemed to go on without padctuated by
the sobs of the girl in the witness box. At onenp&elina thought she
would be unable to endure any more. She longedat@dsup and

demand that the torment was stopped. How coulethéners sit here
and listen impassively to what Piers was doing7gHiestioned her
ruthlessly, naming several youths who had clainoeet her lovers.
Her innocence, her character, were ruthlesslyttoshreds and in the
end Selina was not at all surprised when the joyndél for the

defence.

Afterwards, when Piers joined them, she could lyaodintain her
feelings. While Sir Gerald was congratulating him lis win she
looked the other way.

‘Something wrong, Selina?'

How smooth and self-assured his tone, like a cabfecream, and it
sickened her to know that the cream was the tatalilFation of a
member of her own sex.

'Forgive me if | don't add my congratulations,' sl brittlely too
wrought up to remember that she was a mere empldyew could



you do that?' she added fiercely when he simplkddoat her,
watching her. 'How could you destroy that girl liket?'

'‘What | said was simply the truth ...

‘That because she had had other lovers she cotilgassibly be
raped?' The bitterness inside her spilled overhetovoice.

She saw his lips tighten. 'I'm not such a chauyifiBss Thorn, no
matter what you might think. In this case | assgoe the man was
innocent.’

'‘How do you know?' she demanded scornfully. "Whakes you so
sure you are right? Your instincts?'

She caught the way he exhaled through gritted &eghe flung the
last comment at him and she knew he hadn't fongodi®y more than
she had, his accusations to her.

'Yes ... plus the fact that not ten minutes agthenJudge's chamber
she broke down and admitted to her parents thachild was a
fellow schoolmate. Her parents didn't even reasewas having sex
with anyone, and too frightened to admit the trsiie made up a
cock-and-bull story about my client, when she redlisiee was not
going to be able to hide her pregnancy for muclydon

Selina was dumb-founded. She had been completebn tim by the
girl's story and it galled her to know that she Hee@n deceived.
'‘Which of us is guilty of chauvinism now?' Pierked quietly, before
turning on his heel and striding away.

'I'm sorry about that,' she apologised to Sir Gkeral

'‘No need to be,' he assured her easily. 'Rape easasotoriously
hard to handle. In this case Piers played a hunchveas proved
right... that's what | meant about him being a-iete barrister.'



'‘And if he had been defending the girl," Selinaeas&lowly, 'would
he then have attempted to conceal the truth?"

‘Not knowing Piers. | suspect he would have gomafeettlement in
Judge's chambers—always supposing he had alloweeche to get
that far. A barrister is always at liberty to redua brief, and I've
known Piers refuse a fair few. | know you and ha'dalways hit it
off," he told her with a smile, 'but under thatdraexterior, he can be
surprisingly emotional.' He gave her a brief looid amiled, 'Don't
judge him too harshly. Life hasn't been entirelgyef@r him. He was
very close to his father and his death hit him handl then ..he broke
off to return the greeting of an acquaintance aedbnversation was
never resumed. What had he been going to say,aSetindered that
night as she prepared for bed.

Piers was thirty-three years old and as far as stevkhad no
permanent relationship in his life. His mother lspdken of her wish
to see him married Mid he was so devastatingly aéxattractive
that she could not imagine his single state washamy other than
voluntary, but why? He was a complex invulnerabnmvho, for
reasons of his own, had set up many barriers agansex, and who
had also instigated himself aV her enemy, she réedrherself. He
didn't like her and he didn't trust her. Butdid desire her; and she
knew now with a sudden flash of intuition that reelltold her so in
order that he could transfer the burden of contglthat desire from
himself to her and that to allow him to expresphysically to her
now was to accept his parameters for such a raktip. That meant
she knew that it would be totally devoid of emotmmncommitment;
that it would simply be a satisfaction of physilcest.

A long shudder passed through her body as sheddreeself to
admit how vulnerable she was to him. There wereginvhen she
hated him so acutely that she longed to lash aliharnt him, but that
hatred was simply the reverse side of a coin wioblser side was
love. But how could she love him? She tried to exarher emotions



logically. What did she know of him after all, othhan what she
saw; what was there about him that drew her to hite?was

physically attractive yes—indeed to describe hinathsctive was a
gross understatement—devastatingly male would becloser

description, and yet it was not simply his lookfie what? His
personality? Was she really so masochistic that chdd only

respond emotionally to the type of man who was baorhurt her?
There was no future in loving him, she knew thdte §ot up and
moved restlessly round her small sitting room.

Even if by some remote possibility he should comeéésire her to
the extent that he was prepared to forego his siogysi of her, how

could she tell himthe truth? The moment he leatmsdidentity, he

would, reject her, she was convinced of it. Sheesied, and clutched
her arms around her in a defensive motion. If sag wise she would
simply smother what she felt for him; destroy itiie early stages
before it took too powerful a hold on her. She hldhys sworn she
would not make herself vulnerable through love yetchere she was
abandoning everything she had ever taught hersedf,for a man

who could never want or love her in return.

As the summer recess drew nearer Selina couldheeltension
increasing, and not purely because of her feeliag®iers. During
the summer Sir Gerald worked from home. When shiedtaepted
the job she had known this and discounted it a®blgm. Now she
was not so sure. She had met one of his daughtdreaa liked her,
but how would she cope with meeting his wife; wethntinuing her
deception in the face of his legal family?

Slowly she had come to terms with the reality ofrkarmg for her
father, but how would she feel when she saw himinggahe
background of his family, giving to his other chéd the love he had
never given her? Would she be jealous? Bitter? @gitm know him
as an adult she had been surprised by her ownaaosentment
towards him; he had a quick mind and a compassiohit fellow



beings that warmed her; they shared a sense ofdtuamal he often
evinced a moral code so much in accordance witlotver that she
suspected he, too, had not come unscathed thraagielationship
with her mother. At times the urge to talk to hiboat the past to find
out if indeed he ever thought about her, was almobtarable, but
she always managed to contain herself, remindingselfe of
Pandora's box and the havoc that opening it created

'l shan't be sorry when recess starts,' he toldoner Wednesday
afternoon. 'I'm beginning to think Mary is right fshe tells me I'm
not as young as | was.'

Selina had noticed the lines of strain round hesegnd it worried her
that he should admit to being tired; normally heised every
suggestion that he might be overworking. She atdced that he
was massaging his left arm, and hideous thoughtseaft attacks
flooded her brain.

‘You've got a free afternoon today,' she reminded fwhy don't you
take a few hours off?'

‘Umm ... that might not be a bad idea. | could tieepapers for the
Easton case with me and study them. In fact | thih#to that. I'll be
able to concentrate better away from the office.'

During the week he lived in a service flat in Shds Wood, and
normally his wife lived with him, Selina knew, btlte previous
weekend she had elected to stay down in Dorseetdhg house
ready for a summer influx of grandchildren.

When he had gone she settled down to her own viigikg not to

think about Piers, who had been away for severng.dde was due
back tomorrow and as always at the thought of getim, her

stomach muscles tensed.



It was just gone five-thirty and she was about tavéewhen her
phone rang. She picked it up, slightly surprisetheéar Sir Gerald's
voice. 'Selina, my dear, I've just discovered tladin't bring some of
the papers home with me, and | rather need to ssthiem with
Piers. I'm seeing him tonight, he's calling rousdeiater, could | ask
you to bring them round for me—there's no immediast. Go home
and have something to eat first, if you preferr#ien't due until
around ten.'

After giving her instructions on where to find wha¢ wanted Sir
Gerald rang off. Selina found the papers withoytamdue difficulty
and putting them in an envelope, finished cleahagdesk.

Because they were busy she had worked throughuheh lhour and
the thought of waiting to eat until after she ham to St John's
Wood was unappealing, so she decided she wouliirgaand then

take a taxi to Sir Gerald's.

Although it was only May they had been having &bspell of hot
weather and her small flat felt stuffy and overwaiiine hunger that
had been gnawing at her since mid-afternoon vadishthe clammy
heat, but she forced herself to prepare a smaltisatd after she had
eaten it, went into her bathroom to have a shoBbe was very
particular about eating well- balanced meals. lgvalone was a
constant temptation to snack, and although she radveight
problem, she was very conscious of the importarice good diet.
Her shower helped to revive her, leaving her fgetiooler and more
relaxed. It was silly to feel so wrought up simpkgcause she was
visiting her father's home, she told herself, betnervous butterflies
would not go away.

Her hair had a natural wave and because she alealyg well cut,
was relatively easy to style. For the office shieerfwore it up, but
tonight to save time she left it down on her shetdd adding a
frosting of eye-shadow and a slick of soft rosstlgk before leaving



her mirror. Her office clothes consisted of neatsstind blouses but
tonight on some impulse she pulled on jeans andlairt, grimacing
faintly at her own reflection before leaving hedlbmom. She had lost
weight and the jeans clung to her hip bones, givieg an air of
fragility. Her taxi arrived on time and gettinganit she subsided on
the seat, giving the driver the address.

Sir Gerald's London apartment was one of five wed-maintained
Victorian house, set in impressive grounds. Aditt her surprise no
security system appeared to be in operation, ated efiecking the
discreetly lettered boards in the elegant recei®a she made her
way to the lift. Sir Gerald's apartment was onfitet-floor, and on
impulse instead of using the lift, Selina chosdaad to take the
impressive carved wooden staircase. The woodenigdianrfelt
smooth and warm beneath her finger-tips and sishesl the sensory
enjoyment of it beneath her fingers. She had alwmen acutely
attuned to her surroundings; perhaps that was whylldhood had
been so unhappy. A less sensitive child might fastehreacted so
badly in the same circumstances.

She reached the top of the first flight of stainsd aglanced
appreciatively around the small square landing.ti@nceiling the
Victorian plasterwork was still in place, the vileaves delicately
picked out in soft green and gold to match thegdaag on the floor.
Not Aubusson, she suspected, giving in to the isgab bend and
touch lie silky fibres, but very beautiful none tless.

Straightening up, she rang the doorbell and waiteé.door opened
almost immediately and she stepped inside, smifiragticipation of
seeing her father. As the door swung closed bdmendhe smile was
banished from her face, the shock of seeing Pisgsitam where she
had expected her father too great for her to cdridest he was
equally shocked was immediately evident—shockedaargty, she
noted, her .eyes automatically registering the ftett he had
discarded his jacket, his shirt open at the thrbe, hair slightly



ruffled as though he had run irate fingers throiigHe was tense as
well, his body moving with all the lethal menace afcrouched
panther.

'Sir Gerald is expecting me.' She hovered uncdytamthe foyer
while Piers flung open an inner door.

'Is he now?' His voice was harsh, bitter almosbm€ in here,' he
commanded her. -What | have to say to you isn't general
consumption.’

Numbly Selina followed him, too enmeshed in theaaaf bitter
violence emanating from him to argue, and foundsélérin an
elegantly furnished drawing room, which apart fritmeamselves was
completely empty. She swung round, puzzled and edygmsive,
disturbed to find he was right behind her. Her nmogst had brought
her so close to him that she could see the timglmadiating outwards
from his eyes; the harsh grooves of strain drawmfnose to mouth,
his eyes boring into her as he registered her gneas

'‘My ... Sir Gerald .. . where is he?' she askedihuat last.

There was a tense, unnerving silence, the dark éyes glittered
angrily over her pale face.

'‘My uncle, Miss Thorn,' Piers said curtly at laistjn hospital.’



CHAPTER FIVE

'IN hospital?' Selina stared at him, too shocked tenehink of
concealing her emotions.

His eyes were hard as they flicked over her whaitef"Your concern
for my uncle is extremely touching,' he raspedt Ymu'll have to

forgive me if | find it somewhat suspicious. Look wou," he

commanded her, grasping her wrist and half-pullieg imto the

hallway, so that she faced her own reflection miaor hanging on

the wall. The pale- faced, huge-eyed girl who stdrack at her was
someone she barely recognised. A wave of dizzisespt through
her, and she was dimly aware that her surfeit aftemn must seem
suspicious to the man holding her, but how coutlestplain that the
emotional starvation of years had finally caughtigh her, and what
she was experiencing now was the fear that havigigher father she
was to lose him.

‘Well?'

The harsh question cut painfully into her own thasg She turned
her head and stared blindly at her interrogatarlipaegistering the
curt demand.

'‘Nothing to say, is that it?'

She flinched away from his muttered curse, her b@dyting like
that of a stuffed sawdust doll as he shook heflpri®o you realise
that if you'd arrived half-an-hour ago my aunt woliétve been here?
How do you suppose you would have felt if she'dnessed the
betraying reaction I've just seen? Are you havingair with my
uncle?'

Her dizziness cleared long enough for her to staoeedulously at
him. Wasthatwhat he thought? She knew he had been suspiciou:
her motives in applying for her job, but that hewd suspect this?



‘Are you?"'

He shook her again, and suddenly fear and pain gayeto anger.
How could he be so blind? Was that really how he Bar? As a
woman who would enter an affair with a man old egtoto be her
father and a married man at that? Hysteria bubblketly inside her,
threatening to overset her fragile self-control.

"‘Well?'
'‘Why don't you ask Sir Gerald that himself?'

She hadn't meant to make the challenge, but somgteowords were
forced out through stiff lips, the cold anger ir$ leiyes changing to
deep bitterness and then something else as ha&gedtto hold her.

As she tried to sustain his concentrated studytiiig against the

control his mind was trying to force on hers, stlednother wave of

dizziness sweep back. The hallway started to swaysae felt the

sharp bite of his fingers; heard the harsh expiehie uttered as she
gave way to swimming darkness.

When she came round she was lying on a long, cattmrered settee
with Piers standing over her, a frown of fierce @amtration creasing
his forehead.

‘Here, drink this," he commanded her brusquelydimgnher a glass
half-filled with amber liquid. She swallowed somat@matically,
grimacing, and then shuddering as the raw spitithbr stomach,
Instinctively swinging her legs back on to the flamd struggling to
Sit up.

'Stay where you are," Piers commanded curtly, 'Giwarself a
chance to recover.'



'I'm surprised you didn't just throw me into théby," Selina said
bitterly. 'Aren't you afraid my unsavoury presenaght contaminate
the atmosphere?'

She watched the shrug of powerful shoulders bertbatfine silk of
his shirt and was shocked by her sudden need ¢b @& and touch
him. She wanted to feel the heat of his skin bdnkat fingertips; to
feel his body burn and take fire from her own, h@&ds and lips
caressing her .. .

'‘Why did you come here?’
His abrupt question brought her back to reality.

Her chin tilted firmly as she returned his coolwuty. 'Sir Gerald

telephoned me at the office and asked me to bangd some papers
he needed. He told me there was no urgency asdemg had them
some time this evening and suggested that | wemeHaost and had
my meal and then brought them. We had not arraagddndestine
lovers' meeting if that's where your fertile imagfion was leading
you.'

She had the satisfaction of seeing a thin, dargisgeof colour line
his cheek-bones, his eyes glittering savagely aodleed down at
her.

'l should have thought my uncle had more sense thanvolve
himself with someone like you. He's been throughtthumas of an
illicit affair once and it damn near destroyed blaittn and his family.
Not that | can't see why he's tempted,’ he addeddifferent voice,
before Selina could protest her innocence. Shebittesly regretting
giving in to the childish impulse she had had eariiot to answer his
guestion directly but to refer him to Sir Geraldhy\had she done it?
On some crazy hope that it might make him jealdN®® it washer
imagination that was running away witter. Strangely enough she



found nothing flattering in his assertion that loelld see why his
uncle was tempted by her. For one thing it sma¢&ednuch of the
suggestion that she had been the one to involv&&iald in their
supposed affair instead of the other way round.

'Really?’' She managed to make her voice sounctaltgtindifferent,
'‘But unlike Sir Geraldjouare able to resist the temptation, is that it

She hadn't realised how provocative her taunt was she saw the
dark colour running up under his skin and cauglg #Havage
imprecation that left his lips before his dark hdsmht towards her
and she was imprisoned against the settee by therfd force of his
hands against her shoulders, his mouth hot and/asyit covered
hers.

She knew she should be cool and withdrawn, buinked was too
strong for her, and against all common sense perdoftened and
clung, her arms sliding round Piers' neck to find thick dark hair
growing close to his nape. The hoarse murmur agfsation he
made did nothing to encourage her resistance,duy &s pliant and
fluid as silk as he moulded it to his own, the bing grip on her
shoulders easing as his hands stroked over her, bpakning her
narrow waist before reaching her hips.

It was only when she felt the hard arousal of Piecgly moving

against her own that sanity intruded. She wasgolisiomed to such
intimate contact with a man's body and her ownteshacutely to it,

with a mingling of wanting and fear that jerked back to reality.

She started to struggle, but Piers had manoeutiesd both so that
they were lying side by side on the setteef antl wgr back pressed
against the cushions and her front covered byupersor weight of
Piers, there was no-way she could win any show péiphl strength.



'Stop fighting me." His voice was thick and sligtdlurred and for the
first time Selina remembered that he had only edifrom the States
earlier that evening, and must surely be closeh® point of
exhaustion. If he was, he wasn't showing it, babitld explain his
behaviour. Lack of sleep could play strange tricks one's
self-control, and wanting wasn't loving, she remthderself as she
tensed her body in rejection of the male heat sf fur what had
started out in anger, as a demonstration of corttemas swiftly
changing course, threatening to overwhelm them ,b&eélina
recognised as she felt Piers shudder againstisdrahd cupping her
breast and searing her with his heat.

'l want you." He muttered it against her ear, hosce thick and
unrecognisable, his touch sending frissons of bgi&asure racing
over her skin as his lips caressed the delicash teehind her ear.

Her T-shirt had become partially untucked in henggte and when
his hand slipped inside and found the rounded wawohher breast
she shivered in tense reaction, recognising tleasP.desire was fast
approaching the point where it would be outsidedaistrol. If that
happened and he made love to her how would heaéactvards? He
would hate himself and her, Selina thought bitteklg would hate
himself for letting his guard down to such an ekteat he had given
in to his need to possess her and he would hateheeing a witness
to what she knew he would consider to be a weak&égshad to stop
him. Frantically she tried to pull away, but higdrhand simply
grasped the front of her shirt, wrenching it awepnf the waistband
of her jeans as he refused to let her move.

'‘No!" He said the word softly, but the feverishttgh in his eyes
underlined his determination. She had never seenldoking like
this before, Selina thought achingly, his hair ladfand tousled, his
skin drawn tight against his cheek-bones, and #dshkith colour.



Like hers, his shirt had come free of his trousargl with half the
buttons undone she could see the dark shadowihgiofgainst his
skin. Her need to reach out and touch him shookdwearwhelming
her with its intensity. Until now she had not reall how sexual
hunger could be a force so strong that no meretedfchuman will
could overset it, but now she did and the knowldaiggé thrilled and
frightened her. Beneath Piers' roughly caressinyl lehe felt her
breast swell, her nipples tightening; aching. Thtal savage assault
of Piers’ mouth on her own had changed to a sefiesgductively
explorative kisses feathered against the skin pfdee and throat; at
first relaxing and now tormenting as her body yedrfor a return of
that earlier intense hunger.

Against all the dictates of common sense Selinandoberself

reaching out to touch him, prompted to do so bydeep sense of
urgency he was building inside her. His thumb sttbthe taut peak
of her nipple and she gasped involuntarily, archagginst him,

feverish with need, her hand sliding inside the ik of his shirt to

find the solid muscles of his chest. When his Heftcher breast and
he muttered something under his breath, her #alirfg was one of
.sharp disappointment, followed by relief as commeense returned,
only to flee again as he tore impatiently at th&dns of both their

shirts, flinging his own off to reveal a torso tadnby the sun and
silkily smooth apart from its shadowing of fine Kdmairs. When he
removed her own Selina tried to protest, panic itigwat her stomach
as he unfastened her bra, but fear, panic, comeases all of them
fled as he pulled the lacy garment away and loaladh at her body.

The pressure of his hand against her back had d¢ehweeto arch
slightly upwards and against her will her eyes wdrsvn to follow

the path of his as it burned over her skin, congigbly the twin crests
of her breasts glowing deep pink against the deligallor of her

skin.



This was madness, she told herself achingly had to stop. She
lifted her arms to push him away, but all her hamdsountered was
the thick darkness of his hair, her closed eydsngropen as she felt
the heat of his breath searing her breasts. Thehtotihis mouth in
the valley between them seemed to burn her skinytgent plea to
be set free lost beneath his fierce exclamatigiezfsure as his hands
cupped their pale fullness and his lips burnedtados path towards
first one summit and then the other, just stopingrt of each peak
and then tormenting her with lightly delicate kissleat burned rings
of fire around her aching flesh.

The small sound she strangled in her throat adihgers twined
feverishly in his hair seemed to reach him dedpgtedesire for it not
to do so and his hands slid from her breasts tonaest and then
down to her hips, pulling her into the aroused lné&is and holding
her there, his mouth plundering hers, forcing e bback against her
teeth, inflicting an almost unbearable pleasure-paiher senses that
made her move feverishly against him, tormentethbydelicate rasp
of his body hair against her tender breasts; amggdiion almost
against her will to a fulfilment she sensed lay swinere waiting for
her. She had enough sanity left to realise herdavnger and tore her
mouth from his, demanding her release in a voiaeghook with all
that she dared not say to him.

His response was to slide his hands slowly up loelybstopping
when he reached her breasts. Without saying a mecdressed their
aching fullness watching the expressions of angaisth pleasure
dawn in her eyes. She must have moved, despitddtermination
not to do so, because suddenly she saw the flagn ginswering
hunger burn into his study of her, a harsh sexaraion stamped into
each feature as he bent his head, and before she swp him,
possessed the taut crest of one breast with tipgue and finally the
light edge of his teeth to devastating effect.



Her body arched instinctively, her breasts swellamgl throbbing;

small feminine sounds of pleasure tearing at heseehroat as a
feverish heat consumed her; a pleasure she had eevesoned

possible radiating out from the centre of her kreascurl tight

fingers of need in her lower stomach. She wantedl,ishe realised
desperately; she wanted every last frisson of plealse could give
her. Wantonly her body rejoiced in the fierce hehtis; in the

complete lack of self-control.

As though sensing her feelings, he sucked fieroglyher breast,
tormenting the other with urgent fingers, the fgrate of his teeth
against her sensitive skin, as he gave way to sakragger, making
her shudder in frantic pleasure. She couldn't silopnow ... Hard on
the heels of her admission came a fierce thrysteafsure because the
decision had been taken away from her. She waatgig¢ in to him,
she acknowledged achingly; she wanted his possestiwer body ..

. and even though it galled her soul to admit & khew that her love
and need of him were so intense that she was mepatake what he
offered, knowing it for exactly what it was.

When he lifted his head from her breast she watdecty out in
frustration, but gradually the tension in his badynmuAicated itself
to her kid she too tensed, realising that whatdaadjht his attention
was the ringing of the telephone. As he moved aftay her to
answer it she was overwhelmed by a wave of sigkudisfor her own
behaviour. What she had been on the point of dagt against all
her dearest held precepts ... Even if she had sagenof his love she
should not have acted so recklessly. What if herhade love to her?
She could quite easily have become pregnant. Thagtit was
sobering enough to drive out all her early needtamdplace it with a
sense of sick self-disgust so acute that her storaatually twisted
nauseously with it.

Something in her expression must have mirrorecsPosvn feelings
because when he came back from answering the fieosteidied her



now fully dressed body with cynical eyes, his moun¥isting
derisively as he said. 'So now we know. There'Bingtso potentially
treacherous as sexual desire, is there? But &t llemn't carry the
burden of knowing I'm supposed to be committedbtoenne else.’

'If you mean your uncle, then I'm not," Selina egged tensely. How
could he be so calm after what had so nearly haggse@bviously
men took a different view of sexual desire than wapnbut his cool
acceptance of the fact that he had wanted her,\reweomentarily,
surprised her.

'‘No, you're not are you,' he agreed sardonicabyu realise don't you
that you haven't even asked how he is, or why lrehsspital?’

'"You didn't give me much chance, did you,' she nel@d him curtly,
iImpelled by an inner pain she couldn't contain dd aitterly, 'I'm
surprised you can take the whole thing so lightlghould have
thought | was the last person you'd find ... ativec

‘Attractive?' He actually laughed, albeit rathenicglly, ‘My dear
what a modest turn of phrase. "Attraction” isn'tatvh feel for you
Selina. An almost overpowering sexual hunger isanoow I'd
describe it." His precise dry voice grated on h&rgensitive nerves.

'‘And | suppose your legal mind will soon find a meaf. ..'

... Reducing the problem to its component pahs3upplied for her
with a cold smile. 'My dear, I've already done &od had vowed to
give you an extremely wide berth, but tonight yawught me off-
guard. Jet lag is notorious for undermining onel§ svill, and I've

always been very close to my uncle ...'

'‘Meaning that what happened was my fault | supp&adina was
practically on the point of exploding.

‘Well, you certainly didn't try very hard to stogm



His eyes narrowed as he took in her flushed fadeaagry eyes, 'And

let's not forget that I'm well aware that you haeene secret purpose
in working for my uncle. Women have been known ¢e &ex as a

weapon before ...'

Oh, but he was insufferable, to dare to suggelstit.what could she
say? And even if she told him the truth, wouldeglly make any
difference? He was determined to dislike and dsstiner. Well then,

let him. Belatedly her pride came to her rescuesiedtilted her chin
firmly and stared coolly at him. 'In other wordsn still on trial,' she

mocked. 'Well, be very careful, Mr Queen's Counsetause even
you are not infallible.’

‘As tonight proved,' he agreed cynically, 'but tiogad too much into
it, will you? Whatever your relationship with my ala is, what
happened between us was simply a one off. Do | majeelf clear?’

‘As crystal,’ Selina affirmed, wondering despesatet how long she
could stop herself from being sick.

His contempt and mockery were almost more tharcehtl bear on
top of the shock of learning that her father wahaspital ... Her
father ... Guilt flooded her as she realised slkrtd yet discovered
exactly what was wrong with him.

'Sir Gerald,' she began formally, 'how is ... winappened... ?'

'Now she asks.' His smile was tormentingly unkiidhen | arrived
here this evening he was complaining of slight tpass. Last year
he had warning of a possible heart attack and aldgd take things
easy— hence your employ. Knowing this | insistedrimging his
doctor, who very wisely, | suspect, decided to tatkehances and got
him straight into hospital for some checks. Thas ¥ hospital now
to say that although there's no immediate danlgey,re keeping him
in overnight." He picked up his shirt, smiling samctally as Selina



averted her eyes. She had thought him a predagdiirét time she
saw him and she knew she had been right. Theresaathing
untamed and savage about him that showed throwgheheer of
civilisation and she shivered slightly, knowing ttheomething
primitive deep inside herself responded to it.

'l must go.' Her voice was shaky. 'l hope Sir Gewaill be all right.’
How stiff and formal she sounded,her emotions badtdy Piers'
lovemaking; her heart and body vulnerable to him.

'I'll pass on your good wishes to his family."' Tdo®l voice dismissed
her; excluding her as though from some charmeda@agile and she
wanted to cry out. 'He is my father too ... | hdve right..." But she
had no rights; her mother had abandoned those ohdmalf when
she had taken his conscience money. Biting hetoliptop herself
from crying out her pain she headed for the doer head held high.

It was only when she got home that the full repgsans from Sir
Gerald's condition hit her. With his uncle hospstadl, Piers had
every logical reason to rid himself of her. Whatswae point in
employing a PA for a man who could not work? Sirdk#s cases
would no doubt be taken over by Piers himself atily other QC in
chambers and she would be redundant.

She woke early on Saturday morning, tense anteéhse, longing to
know how her father was and yet not daring to ewero find out.
She could try and phone Piers' mother, and yeirtmate sense of
morality would not let her. She would not go behiidrs' back to
make contact with his mother, even while her irtdsirtold her that
Dulcie would understand her need to know how Srafgewas.

On Saturday afternoon, still restless and unabkettle, she set off
for Hampstead Heath, telling herself that a brigitkwmight help to
settle her nerves.



When she got back it was beginning to go dark. stezet was
deserted, a solitary car parked outside the hdumsecar was familiar
and her pace slowed, a deep, intense excitemeldirtguup inside
her. Against all logic her hopes rose. Piers hadeclmoking for her ..

Reality intruded the moment he opened the car dodrstepped out.
The passionate lover of the previous evening waee god in his
place was the cold, distrustful man who had fistused her of
having some ulterior purpose in working for his lenc

'‘So much for your supposed concern for my uncéegieeted her as
she reached him. 'Where have you been? Cultivaimgher rich
lover?'

The biting tone of his voice made her colour aggrA denial
trembled on her lips but she forced it back, sutjdexchingly
resentful that he couldn't see past his prejuchoelsrealise the truth.
Seeing the truth was supposed to be his forte ahd/gere she was
concerned ... But supposing he did see the truslipposing he were
to realise ...

'l am sure you'll be relieved to hear that my urislenot in any
immediate danger.'

‘Yes ... yes, | am."' She turned her head awayadh#hwouldn't see
her weak tears of relief. It was shattering to oz just how much
her father had come to mean to her in so shoradeespf time. "Thank
you for coming to tell me.' Her voice was indistinmuffled by the

intensity of her feelings.

‘My mother thought you would be concerned.’

So it had been his mother's suggestion that he coored; not his
own idea. It was frightening how much that hurt.



'Of course, there's no question of him returningitambers.'

He was enjoying twisting the knife inside her, Balrealised dully,
raising pain-filled eyes to his dark face. 'Then'{favant to dispense
with my services,' she said emotionlessly.

'l do," he agreed without smiling, 'but it seemsungle is concerned
about your future—I wonder why?'

The wealth of cynical contempt in his voice lashedalready tender
nerves, but there was no point in retaliating. Y@ respond as
passionately to his lovemaking as you did to mine?'

'We haven't made love." Despite all her resolves gan burst
through her self-control, her voice husky with agasyshe threw the
denial at him.

'You haven't? No doubt that's why he's so insidteattyou go down
to Dorset with him." He registered her stunned esgon and his
mouth twisted in a bitter smile. 'No, | don't apggaat all, but since
his specialist says that on no account is he tavbaied about
anything, | have to give in to his wishes and tpamsyou down there.
It seems that an embargo on working is just asylike promote a
strain on his heart as doing too much, and hiscldes agreed that
he can continue to work, but at a much reduced,lgw& as long as
he does so from home. It seems that he does nsidewnt possible
for him to do that without your valuable assistari®et let me warn
you," he added, dropping all pretence and lettimy bee the
antagonism in his eyes, 'if you make just one stgf line, I'll have
you out so fast your feet won't touch the floor. Dmake myself
clear?'

Dearly as Selina longed to throw the job in hiefaad tell him there
was no way she was going down to Dorset, she khewauld not do
so. It warmed her heart to know that her fathertegumer with him,



even if it was only as his hard-working assistant} she wanted to be
with him too; she was greedy for all the time slael Imissed; she
wanted her father to like and respect her. The ssion made her
smile wryly. She had not changed from her adolesselfi so much

after all ... she still craved the approval ancketibn of her absent
parent.

'‘Where do you go when you look like that?' Thenas anger in his
eyes and a certain bitter resentment that madeutsgs race. Fight it
though he did, he couldn't entirely overcome hsrador her, but his
unwilling desire was not what she wanted, and sloiglt back the
temptation to arouse his anger to the point whexewbuld be

compelled to take her in his . arms. A man whoadaully make love
to her when he was driven beyond the limits ofd@d-control and

who then derided himself for that weakness wittebself-contempt
was not what she wanted.

'‘When am | to go to Dorset?' she asked coolly,ilmpkway from the
hot anger in his eyes.

‘The end of next week.' His voice was clipped, hsiggh he were
having to exercise intense self-control over himsé&hat will give
you time to go through the files and assemble ¢hery you will
need in Dorset. I'll give you a list of the casesGRrald will still take

"You'll be going to Dorset as well?'

His smile was vupine. 'Why? If | do which are yowisaging me as,
Selina? Your gaoler, or your lover?'

‘Neither," she told him shakily.

His mocking, 'Liar', brought a surge of colour ter Iskin, instantly
betraying her.



'l shall be joining the rest of my family there syehe agreed, 'but not
for another fortnight, when the summer recess Ise@o don't think
you'll be able to get away with anything, will yoWtho knows,' he
added softly, 'with time at my disposal | might ev@e able to find
out that secret you're so anxious to conceal freanmghtn't 1?'



CHAPTER SIX

WHEN Selina returned to the office after the weekemndyas to
discover that everyone in the chambers seemedvi® eard about
Sir Gerald's heart condition.

'l half-expected something like this might happ&ue confessed
shortly after Selina had arrived. 'l wonder whalt appen now?'

Unwilling to gossip Selina said nothing. Clive Maes, the junior
barrister who normally accompanied Sir Gerald irurtoalso
guestioned her, but again she maintained a diplorsignce.

'‘No doubt Piers will assume command now,' Clive c@mted idly.
‘After all, it's been on the cards ever since haktsick. He is the
natural choice, of course, but there could be smial resentment
from the older contingent.’

Although Sir Gerald and Piers were the only two €® Counsel in
the Chambers, there were four other senior barsistédl of whom
were around their middle fifties, and she couldtkedogic of Clive's
comment.

'l doubt Mr Gresham will let that worry him.' Heoiee was brittle
and tense, and she wished she hadn't spoken sghttessly when
she saw Clive's face. 'You don't like him do you@skMunusual; the
reason we don't have any female junior barristetsaining here is
because Sir Gerald thinks they'd spend more timerspg over his
nephew than they would working—and, of course, fi@mself
wouldn't want the complications it would cause.'

‘How very chauvinistic—of both of them,' Selina gpad. Sir Gerald
and Piers Gresham might both think he's God'd@iftomen but...'



The expression on Clive's face warned her whatbagened before
she swung round and found Piers watching her wékdark eyes that
told her that he had overheard every word.

'‘No work to do, Miss Thorn?' he asked silkily. "Wee€'ll have to do
something about that won't we? For the next weekKlywe working
for me." He glanced at his watch, and for a mom8atina
remembered the strength and male beauty of his hothput its
covering of impeccable tailoring. Her body shookattherously.
'Clive, perhaps you'd tell the other partners thatant to hold a
meeting at noon this morning. Anyone who can't magan let Miss
Thorn know.'

'I'm not your secretary," Selina told him curtlyevhClive had gone.

'‘No, we don't use them in these chambers, apart 8oe, dictating
machines and a typing unit are much more effectiddike to see my
uncle's diary, and then we'll go through all thesfi He's given me a
list of the ones you'll need to take with you.'

Emotion broke through her self-control as she daidkily, '‘Oh
you've seen him .. . how...'

'He is as well as many men of his age could beagdd¢o be when he
suffers from a heart condition,' he told her harsflhere's no need to
act for my benefit,’ he added, 'that limpid lookcoimpassion and
concern does not deceive me. One day I'm goinigpdodut the truth
about you, and when | do..."

. 'You'll use it as mercilessly against me as youadainst your
victims in court,’ Selina threw back at .

him bitterly, breaking off as she saw the savagsttaf satisfaction
glitter in his eyes.



'So you admit it," he said silkily, 'there is someg you're hiding
from me?'

In this mood he frightened her, her senses respgratjainst her will
to the compelling magnetism of his voice and ey could well
understand how a witness in the box must feel wdwerironted by
him; darkly imposing in his court robes; the wigdathe black silk
gown which were now so familiar to her on Sir Géyddut which
were somehow threatening whenever she pictured tmeRiers.

He moved towards her and she reacted in blind panying out,
'‘Don't touch me,' as she backed away.

Her reaction was instinctive and immediately regagtbut it was too
late. 'l wasn't going to," he said coolly, addingyhy are you so
afraid?’

'‘What makes you think that | am?'

His mouth twisted in cynical mockery. '‘Because, aaar Selina, |
can feel it, taste it, see it almost, every tingere near you.'

He was unstoppable, Selina thought half-hystesichlkle some force
that once unleashed could not be tamed. How diftdre was today
from the man who had held her in his arms, his ®thking with the
hunger of wanting to possess her. But then thisnmgrhe was
punishing her for that hunger, she recognised tiwaly and he
would continue to savage her unmercifully untifékethat crime had
been paid for.

'l have to appear in court after lunch. You wilhe®with me.'

'l thought | was supposed to spend the week gettiady to join you
... Sir Gerald.'



'‘According to my uncle you already have all higdilup to date. |
thought you would appreciate the experience,’ liehter tauntingly.
‘According to Uncle Gerald you enjoy being in cdurt

'I'm surprised you're prepared to let me do angthienjoy," Selina
thrust back at him. 'What's today supposed to bayamEnt for
allowing you to abuse my body?’

'Bitch!’

His eyes were so dark, they were almost black,n&ehoticed

feverishly as he reached for her, the bruisinggunesof his mouth on
hers a savage assault on her senses. She trietthstanwd it; to close
her mind to his brutality and anger, but somettatignger than her
willpower rose up inside her and her lips partedesponse to his
bitter demand. The heat and weight of his body resganer own

impelled her backwards, her hands gripping the emfgeer desk.

What he was doing to her made her stomach chusickmess, her
senses forced to acknowledge that this bitter,esoptuous kiss was
very different from those they had exchanged before

When he eventually released her his eyes glitteaecbwly over her

flushed tense face. 'That's abuse,' he told hidy.fiehe could feel the
weight of heavy tears pressing behind her eydhdsshe dare not let
them fall. Just as she started to turn her heag hevgripped her chin
in his fingers, forcing her to remain where she .vi/asd just so that

you doknow the difference...'

She stared mutely at a point beyond his left sheulchowing he was
not going to permit her to move and praying thatduely would not

betray its fear by trembling, but this time thedbwf his mouth on

hers was warm and gentle, its subtle pressure ingl@clanguor and
pleasure that made her shiver tremulously. His uengtroked her
lips, parting them to taste the moist inner swesstrod her mouth. She
ached to return the kiss, to press herself aloadeihgth of his body



and caress him with all the feverish desire hebualgling inside her,
but pride held her motionless, her lashes droppingonceal any
betraying emotions her eyes might reveal, as hdygeteased her.

'The defence rests its case.’

Selina heard him laugh as she refused to look rat Kiis thumb
brushed across the outline of her bruised mouth sred tensed
instinctively. 'You can't cross swords with me amobe to win,
Selina— remember that,' he warned her softly.

She didn't move until she was sure he was gongingevery muscle
in her body against the waves of pain threaterongy¢ak over her.

Although Selina wasn't involved in the partner'sstimeg she caught
the shock waves when she returned to the offiex Afbhich. Several
of the girls from the typing unit were clusteredie reception area,
talking in low voices when she walked in and onthefn broke away
from the group when she saw Selina. 'Is it trueuat®ir Gerald
retiring and Piers Gresham taking over?' she aSkdida.

'I'm not sure if Sir Gerald actually plans to retibut yes, at least for
the present Mr Gresham will take over from himlirgeagreed. Now
that the partners had been told Sir Gerald's detifiere seemed
little point, to Selina's mind, in keeping the trat secret.

‘That will cause a few feathers to fly," one of dtleer girls remarked
acidly. 'After all, he is the youngest senior b&tar in chambers.'

She was a small blonde girl whom Selina rememb8texihad once
told her had set her sights on Piers when shejéns¢d the typing
unit and who, having been rebuffed, was often exéfg vitriolic in
her criticisms of him. At the start Selina had swtgsed with her,
but now she found herself saying quite sharply,t'Bball. Mr
Gresham is the only other QC in the partnership as@uch must
naturally take professional precedence over thersth



'‘My goodness,' the blonde's eyes were speculdiaiien for him
have you?' The look she gave Selina was slightlicroas. 'It won't
do you the slightest bit of good you know. He'scHir not in the
market for any involvement with the staff. Oh noh& Mr QC
Gresham decides to find a wife it will be someoraf the right
social class and an unblemished background.'

Selina knew the other girl was probably only givirgice to her own
bitterness and yet there was a kernel of truthhatvghe was saying.
When Piers married it would be to someone youngmwhe could
mould and control ... never the illegitimate chidfl his uncle's
ex-secretary, she taunted herself, no matter thairitle was also her
father.

Stop tormenting yourself, she warned herself mgnéal she walked
through into her own office. Put him out of yournahi But with the
prospect of most of the next week spent in his @mgpghat wasn't
going to be easy to do.

She had seen him in court before, of course, lmitths the first time
she had actually accompanied him, and she couldbigéerflies
fluttering tensely in her stomach as she collethedcase containing
his wig and gown, and checked over the papers hddwweed. He
walked into the office while she was doingso, thrayvsome
comment over his shoulder to his junior counsel.

'Phew," the latter complained when Piers entersduhcle's office
and shut the door behind him. 'He's in a mood totéyst unlike
him. | always thought he had guts of iron becaudking ever seems
to move him. That's why he's so lethal in court.’

'‘Because he's a—human?' Selina asked wryly.



'He's prosecuting today—a particularly unpleasanaid run. The
chappie driving the car claims the mother was alt faecause she
wasn't watching her child, but talking to someolse &

'And was she?"

'Yes, but Piers intends to plea that the road wgset suburban one
leading only to the school and that the driver wasxcess of the
speed limit.'

'And the child?'

‘Killed," Peter Simmonds told her briefly. 'l alvgafiate these cases:
the defence will try to crucify the mother, claiminegligence on her
part,’ he grimaced faintly. '‘With Piers in the mdwks in | don't envy

the driver though. Got everything?"

When Selina nodded her head he opened the dobefoWith their

chambers so close to the courts it was possimaliothe intervening
distance. Today the sun was shining; the weathesrsphtly warm,
but Selina couldn't help shivering, wondering hdwe svould feel if

she was the mother of a child who had been kilesl ioad accident.
Guilty? Probably ... but®\$ho in all honesty couldt admit that it

was virtually impossible to watch an active chilkry minute of

every day .. . and the tragedy of life was thainity took minutes to
destroy.

The mother and her solicitor were waiting for theh® mother thin
and pale, her solicitor grave. While Peter Simmatadleed to them
Selina stood to one side. Although she had her bmbkm she was
aware of Piers the moment he arrived. She moveafoedrshot of
the small group while he discussed things with thenly to be
reproved by his curt voice commanding, 'Selina cower here will
you. | want to check out some of those papers gogot.'



While the men prepared for the hearing Selina st tke mother.
Her husband, she explained, could not take the ¢ifhevork. 'He's
already on short time,' she told her, 'and if lkesaime off ... I've had
to leave the other two kids with his mother asitand she isn't best
pleased about that." Worry and pain had carved lineo her pale
forehead, and although Selina guessed that shdrconé more than
twenty- seven or -eight, already she looked ndariyyears older.

'l suppose you think it's awful, me being here ¢b money for our
Tommy's death,' she added awkwardly, ‘It won't dimm back |
know, but I had this little part-time job that hatbaut, and I've had to
give that up. It's me nerves see ... | can't liehatve the other two out
of my sight.’

Tears weren't very far away and Selina's heartcheligh sympathy
for her. Poor woman. 'Just darted out into die rbadlid ... right
under me nose. | called out to him to stop ...dlmays warning the
kids about that road. Dangerous it is, but folke'leeem to care the
way they race up and down it. There's a sportsreargxt to the
school and there's always comings and goings .firgtl thought
he'd just passed out like ... There was no bloadsge ... nothing. But
then when | touched him ..." she started to shdkgist knew
somehow ... | just knew ... The driver was shoutihgie ...saying |
should have been watching him, but he just sliggpvealy..She started
to cry and Selina reached out squeezing her hamityg@/hat could
she say? What emotion had she ever experiencedadhlat compare
with this woman's? What agony it must be to loshill she thought
helplessly .. . what eternal torment.

'‘Mrs Evans.' Piers had come to stand beside thehfaronce she
had not been aware of his presence. 'We'll be gotogourt shortly.
Are you sure you feel up to it? We can ask for@owanment if you
wish. The defence will be asking you some prettydhguestions.
You remember we talked about them?'



The woman gulped and blew her nose, shaking hel fieraely. '‘No
... best get it over and done with. Whatever thekymae | can only tell
the truth.'

Selina's heart was wrung with pity for her. Thethraould present
many faces and a skilled barrister was adept aisthg the one that
best suited his case.

Once inside the courtroom, she sat a row behinddbkk provided for
the prosecution. Over on the other side of the rtdwecar driver was
also sitting down. With a small thrill of envy S&i saw that his
barrister was a woman. How elegant she lookedrnmvigeand gown.
In other circumstances that could have been hdmaSéought
wryly. Across the intervening space both sets galeepresentatives
acknowledged one another, and Selina noticed hawwbman's
expression changed as she recognised Piers.

This particular case was one of several legal agks the chambers
handled. There was no need for a barrister of Psending to
involve himself in it, but Sir Gerald had once tbler that it was their
policy to do so, fcoth because it was good traifarghe more junior
barrister to see how a more senior man worked aeduse,' as he
had put it, 'In this country the cost of becomirgparister is mitigated
slightly in the initial stages by the education cae receive from the
State, and that being the case | feel, and Pieezagvith me, that it is
only just and fair that that cost is repaid whard @hen we can repay
it.

The case followed its set pattern, but it was dra¢ Selina found
endlessly fascinating, although on this occasi@ncsluld not remain
as impartial as she knew she ought.

Although the defence counsel was persuasive in pghea—her
guestions designed to portray Piers' client as rassponsible
mother—she was no match for Piers. In the end &ehas not



surprised when the court found in their client\sofar, although she
was realistic enough to admit that the case coalce lgone either
way and that they had won simply because of Rieesiter skill as a

lawyer.

Piers disappeared after the case was over; prespioathange out
of his robes Selina thought. Unlike even other mensiof their own
chambers he seemed to derive no pleasure in wehrmgobes
outside the courtroom, and yet there was no denyagthey suited
him. She shivered slightly, still affected by thayhe had destroyed
the defence's case. The car driver, who had seesned an
unshakeable witness when questioned by his own sebummad
back-tracked and muddled his way through his evidewben
attacked by Piers.

Unsure whether she was expected to wait around Rigis came
back, or make her own way back to chambers, Skésaated. Their
client turned to thank Peter yet again before béxdgaway by her
solicitor.

‘Time | wasn't here,’ Peter announced glancing istwatch. 'l

promised my wife, I'd try to get home early tonigliie groaned
slightly, ‘My eldest's parents' night at schooll Pers I've gone will
you?' he asked making the decision as to whetteeslsbuld stay or
go for her.

Ten minutes later, when Selina saw Piers sauntedmgn the

corridor towards her, deep in conversation withdaéence counsel,
she wished she hadn't waited. His eyebrows lifteelyjng when he
saw her, and Selina did not miss the way his coiopan eyes

mirrored faint hostility as she looked at her.

'Excuse me a second, Fiona.' He left the other wshsade and came
over to her. 'Something wrong?'



Flushing as uncomfortably as a schoolgirl caughinughe toils of a
crush on a more senior scholar Selina could oalesdt him blankly,
pulling herself together only when she saw thetr@ggs of a frown
touching his forehead, his mouth drawing down. D@&ad that pain
tearing her apart must be jealousy! She had bhesyp able to endure
the sight of that other woman at his side ...

'Er ... no . .." Good heavens, she was stammekagal fool. 'Peter
asked me to tell you he's gone home...'

His expression told her that he was less than isseck 'Piers ... |
thought we were going for a drink." Fiona's coldebkyes flashed
daggers at Selina.

'‘Be with you in a second. Take this back to theeffor me then, will
you,' he said coolly, handing Selina the case aontg his court
robes.

She was seething as she took it, all too conscajuthe other

woman's presence, and of being treated like somengegirl, there

only to do her master's bidding, but she refusddtt®iers see how
she felt.

If he did he too would only gloat, she told hersgtterly, turning her
back on the other couple as she walked towardexite

That night she was tormented by uneasy dreamsdsioe was in the
witness box being cross-questioned by Piers. fellthe truth,' he
kept demanding, his expression bitter and fullislike for her.

In another she was tearing at the fine silk ofrblses, shredding the
fabric into ribbons until it turned to his fleslaut and sleek, beneath
her fingers, her nails drawing little trails ofsad skin, scoring into
its smoothness as she grasped him in the paroxiyenfierce desire.



She woke up unrefreshed, haunted by vague memufrbat she
had dreamed, shuddering a little over them whitesstowered. What
was happening to her? Was it really such a shod &igo that she had
thought herself safe from suffering human emotidhat she had
thought she would work for her father and emergamfrthe
experience unscathed? It seemed incredible nowst®atould have
been so naive. Perhaps this was her punishmemtat she was
doing; that she should fall in love with Piers.

He was in Sir Gerald's office when she got thdne;=uld hear him
on the phone. 'New York,"' Sue whispered confidiragyshe sidled in
with a tray of coffee.

New York! Did that mean he might have to fly ouetd? She knew
very little about the case he was involved in dliere, apart from the
fact that the Americans were consulting him on aasi points of
English law connected with their client's law-stialf of her hoped
he would have to go so that she would not haventtuiee the daily
torture of seeing him; the other half prayed tlreatould not.

When he thrust open the communicating door andaattly, ‘Come
in here a minute will you, Selina,' she followednhinutely into the
office. The desk was scattered with papers. Adilethe edge of it
caught her eye and her heart started to pound ohyea® she read her
own name on it. "Your personnel file,' he told beolly, following
her eyes. 'It makes interesting reading.’

'You flatter me.’

It was verbal sword play and she was like a cluamsgteur matched
against an almost unmatchable skill. His smile walsind and she
tensed waiting. 'I'm just reading up on the Lockd/@ase,' he told
her smoothly. 'It's very interesting.’



Adam Lockwood had been accused by his companylofegsdetails
of a new product they were developing to a rivahfiHe had been
with them for twenty-five years and had been ondaheir most
trusted employees. His employers were their cliantl his defence
was that he was being blackmailed at the time Wwpman he had an
affair with.

'It never fails to amaze me what your sex will ddhe name of that
emotion they so rashly describe as love. Tell n@ing,' he asked
softly, 'what do you think of a woman who blackreal man she's
supposed to love?'

Selina wasn't deceived; she could remember whhttesaid to her
about Sir Gerald. 'Either she's been so hurt bydver that the only
way she can ease the pain- is'to hit back at him,'or

'‘She never loved him in the first place, but wagpdy using him and
will continue to use him,' Piers finished for her.

‘You* have an extremely jaundiced view of the feenaéx," Selina
told him shakily.

‘Do 1? Realistic would have been my description.il&/lyou are

staying at my uncle's home | trust you will notato/thing to abuse
the hospitality you will be given there,' he sdiugptly, changing the
conversation. 'My aunt has already suffered onaeutih the

machinations of a woman like yourself. She evekéaodike you,' he
added broodingly, studying her with bitter eyeslel8elina’'s heart
thumped frantically.

To cover her agitation she said angrily, "Whatya@expecting me to
do? Sneak into bed with Sir Gerald?"

The dark flush of colour under his skin both ex¢tiémd alarmed her.
She knew she had made him angry and the memoryther o



occasions when she had aroused that emotion ifitmaied through
her body, making it ache for his embrace.

'He sleeps with my aunt,' he told her tightly. \Barned Selina; just
one step out of line while you're in Dorset andHe' cursed as the
phone rang, and while he answered it Selina madesoape.

How could he think she would actually ... She t@okleep breath
trying to steady herself. He despised and disllk&dand she knew if
she had any sense she would seal her heart apamsbut it was

already too late.

She didn't see him again until lunch time when ame into her
office to say curtly, 'l have to fly to New Yorkrtmrrow, and I'm not
likely to be back for ten days or so. I've arrang&th my mother that
she'll drive you down to Dorset. She'll telephoma with all the
arrangements.’

The rest of the week passed slowly, broken up onlyWednesday
afternoon when Dulcie Gresham rang as Piers hadipedl.

‘You'll love it at Homings,' she told Selina whé&ey had made their
arrangements. 'l grew up there, so perhaps I'nughicgd.' She went
on to chat for several more minutes but all Sdirstarved senses
could register when she eventually hung up wasrtbabnce during

their conversation had his mother mentioned Piers.

She was ready and waiting at ten o'clock on ther8ay morning
when Dulcie arrived, driving an immaculate Jaguar c

'‘My goodness, you obviously believe in travellinght,’ she
commented when she opened the boot for Selina tdh@ubags
inside.

'l didn't have a lot to pack," Selina confessecer&hweren't many
casual clothes in her wardrobe, but feeling thabiffece suits would



look rather out of place, she had packed seveaal pkirts, adding T-
shirts and jeans in the hope that she would béereiinder- nor
over-dressed.

'‘Casual gear is very much the order of the daylciBuold her
glancing approvingly at the buttermilk linen ska&lina was wearing
with its toning buttermilk and grey cotton knit sater. 'l hope you've
packed something for evening though,' Dulcie warhed 'Mary
does tend to entertain rather a lot during summeess. | dare say
she'll be keeping things rather low key this yeaview of Gerald's
condition* but I'm sure there will be the odd dinparty.'

'‘But surely | won't be expected to attend,’ Sefireested. 'After all,
I'll be there to work ..."

'‘My dear, you make yourself sound like a governegsed to join
the family for dinner,' Dulcie laughed. 'Of courgeu'll dine with us.'

That meant she would have to go out and buy songetto wear
Selina reflected, thinking about the only formaless she had
included in her packing. A plain silk jersey it wai$ractive enough
but it sounded as though she might need more thaewening outfit.

Dulcie Gresham 'drove well, chatting idly as she do, wry
comments about her brother's family, with the oddcalote thrown
in.

"You'll meet all the girls, but probably not at tteeme time. They all
spend some of the summer with their parents. kthou'll find them
easy enough to get on with although Helen, the gest) can be a
little reserved at first.

‘We're all relying on you to stop Gerald from wardsitoo hard,’
Dulcie told Selina when eventually they turnedtb&# M4 and started
meandering down winding country roads. 'This ig8met most direct



route,' she confessed, 'but it saves getting shantein the traffic.
How are you finding working for Piers?'

The question caught Selina slightly off-guard. fénént,” she

responded cautiously. Had he told his mother absususpicions of
her? Somehow she doubted it. She remembered desipgrsonnel
file lying on his desk. Why had he been lookingtatThere was

nothing there that could lead him to the truthyeal pointers to the
past ... that had been wiped out when the socidtevdnad confused
her real father with her mother's lover. All hae fivould tell him was

that one Selina Thorn had been orphaned at agerelsvthe death of
her parents in a car crash. That those supposedtpdrad not been
married and that her real surname was that ofrigiels ex- mistress
was something he was hardly likely to uncover. Oeast she hoped
it was. She gave a faint shiver as she pictureddanironting her

with the truth and Dulcie Gresham noticing it s&i2h dear, are you
cold, I'll turn the heater on.'

'I'm fine," Selina assured her. 'Just someone ngl&ver my grave.'
The grave of all her hopes that Piers might loweaseshe loved him,
she told herself mentally, trying to drag her thimisgaway from him
and concentrate instead on what lay ahead.

Homings was a gracious Tudor building set againsaekdrop of
gently rolling hills and their slopes wooded. A $inner ran along
one boundary and they had to drive over a narradgbrto get
through the gates. The garden was well-maintaifidegd with a
blaze of cottage flowers, the lawns smooth and gr& meone
obviously expended a good deal of time and efforit.o

‘The garden is Mary's baby,' Dulcie told her, gusser thoughts,
'she works in it every spare minute.'

She brought the car to a halt in front of the hoU$e door opened
and an excited Golden Retriever came bouncing aldwed by a



short, plump woman with iron grey hair and a frigndpen face. She
embraced Dulcie warmly, exclaiming, 'Dulcie deawhelegant you

look as always. Thank goodness the girls take &trald's family

and not mine, otherwise I'm afraid they'd have lsemt-changed on
looks. And this must be Selina." She smiled at @@me on inside
my dear, you must be dying for a cup of tea. Yon'tdenow how

relieved | am to see you. Forcing Gerald to red baen sheer
pergatory, but now that you're here, that will lbaiytask.'

Following the other two women inside, Selina pauseddmire the
polished floor of the hall. A copper* bowl filledith flowers sat in
the centre of a polished oak table. Sunlight dannetthrough the
mullioned windows and a sense of peace seemedath reut and
enfold her the moment she walked inside.

'Let's go into the sitting room," Mary Harvey sugigel, leading the
way. 'The drawing room faces north, unfortunatedlge told Selina,
‘and it always looks terribly cold and unwelcomihgemember the
first time | saw your parents was in that roome added to Dulcie. 'l
was most fearfully scared— especially of your mothe

‘Yes. Gerald always was her favourite,' Dulcie adreith a chuckle.
'l can remember the consternation it caused wheal@&Gerote home
that he intended to marry you. Our parents wanitedd qualify as a
barrister before marrying, but he wasn't prepaceavait. He was
afraid of losing you to someone else.’

Mary's smile was reminiscent ... "We were far tooing,' she said
softly. 'It's high time Piers found himself a wifghe added in a more
astringent tone as she poured tea. 'Don't you goniSelina?’

What on earth could she say? She was prevented lienimg to
answer by Dulcie Gresham interrupting brisklygultn't agree with
you more Mary. | want my grandchildren while I'mllsyoung
enough to enjoy them. | don't suppose you'd cataki® on the task,



would you, Selina?' she added with a twinkle indas, adding for
her sister-in-law's benefit, 'Sparks seem to flyrgvene Selina and
Piers meet . .. I'm not quite sure why yet.'

Once again Selina was saved the necessity of replifis time by
the arrival of a tall, elegant woman in her eahnlyttes, her similarity
both to Piers and his mother making the relatignshistantly
obvious.'Ah, Helen my dear, come and meet Selima," mother
smiled. 'Selina, this is my eldest daughter, Hefme's very kindly
been helping me to look after Gerald.'

‘Yes ... how is Sir Gerald?' Selina asked quietkchanging smiles
with Helen. 'l wanted to telephone before, butintiiwant to intrude.’

'‘Nonsense,' Dulcie said briskly. 'Gerald thinks terld of you. |
can't remember when he last took to someone so ,nuachyou
Mary?"

‘No, | can't,' the other agreed warmly. "You ckntiw what a relief it
Is to havesomeone here who can talk to him about his worksamal

him from worrying. Of course he often discussecesagith Piers, but
sometimes they argue, and then Gerald gets teupset.’

'‘Because both of them are too pig-headed to giyeHelen said
calmly. 'No tea for me, mother," she interruptedMasy started to
pour an extra cup. 'l've got to go and collectdbgs from their tutor.'

'How are the children? I'm looking forward to seethem,' Dulcie
asked warmly.

Helen smiled wryly. 'Not so bad. Both of them degfjing a little

with their English, and having extra lessons duthmgholiday hasn't
gone down at all well, but it's only another yeatiluhey start their
"O" levels so they don't have much choice.’



When Helen finished speaking Mary told Dulcie aetirta that some
friends were coming round to dinner that evening.

‘They're bringing their soWith them," Mary added to Selina. 'He"
newly back from Australia and recently divorcedpopaonan. I'm
putting him next to you, Selina. | hope you donfadmy making use
of you in this way. Gerald says I'm to remember'r@hbere to help
him, not to make up the numbers on my dinner taae, you'd rather
rest this evening?'

‘Not at all," Selina responded politely. She faltly drawn to her
hostess, who seemed both genuinely warm-heartegligidy shy.
Neither glamorous nor elegant she neverthelesseyaava warmth
towards her that increased Selina's guilt at han deception. She
would never have been accepted so readily by #nsly if they
knew the truth; that she was the daughter of thenavowho had
come so close to wrecking the security of their aom

'I'll show you up to your room. Dulcie you're ingrausual," Mary told
her with a smile, adding to Selina. 'We've orgatiaa office for
Gerald in the room next to the one Piers normafigsuwhen he
comes here. The one good thing about this houd®isat least we
have plenty of space, and although Gerald normells the library
when he works at home during the summer recess|@er thought
it might be advisable if he didn't have to copehwvifie stairs at this
stage, so I'm afraid you'll be doing a good deatunining up and
down, as he keeps all his law books in the library.

"That's what I'm here for,' Selina reassured h#r avsmile.

Her room was at the end of the corridor; large faradtily furnished
In a traditionally patterned Sanderson paper wigticming curtains
and covers. It looked out over the gardens anditiez and then
beyond to the small village, and it was equippedthwis own

bathroom; a bonus she had not expected.



'‘We had them installed several years ago,” Marylagmgd.
'Fortunately most of these rooms had their ownsiingsrooms which
we were able to convert. I'll leave you to unpaalid if you like when
you're ready I'll show you round. Gerald's slee@nhthe moment. Dr
Glover's prescribed a mild tranquiliser for himtjém this week but
he'll be anxious to see you in the morning.'

'Sir Gerald won't be at dinner then?"

A flicker of pain showed in her hostess's fadedehayes. 'No, I'm
afraid not,' she agreed. 'Dr Glover thought it nhilgh too much for
him at this stage, although he is permitted tougefior several hours
each day. He gets so bored though, poor lamb—thdittse I'm

hoping you'll be able to help us—keep him occumed stop him
fretting about work.'

"'l do my best," Selina assured her.

Now that she was here in her father's home, she'sase what she
felt ... She liked Mary and she had been drawndiehi too, although
she had sensed a reserve in the latter; a faidingpback, which
could have been explained by her aunt's commehérgarr which
might stem from something else.

Now she had met two of her half-sisters it gavediaief stab of pain
to know that only she knew of their relationshipubtless if they did
know they would not want to acknowledge her.



CHAPTER SEVEN
'SELINA, do come in and meet everyone.'

Mary had told her after her tour of the house firatdinner drinks
would be served in the drawing room at seven-thatyd she had
waited several minutes after that time before galognstairs, not
wanting to be the first in the room.

Helen and Dulcie she recognised, but not the mdh them, who
was probably Helen's husband.

Mary had been talking to another couple when Seliakked in and
she left them to welcome her into the room.

It was a slightly nerve-racking sensation; beingdhby stranger in

this roomful of old friends, but they soon put Beher ease. Richard
and Sonia Vaughan were a charming couple, whoesttedd farmed

locally, and Alex, their son, tall with sun-stredkaonde hair, was a
guiet man in his late thirties with a rather shyilerand a voice that
held just a tinge of an Australian accent.

Mary's other great love after her garden was capkitelen had told
Selina before dinner, and certainly the meal st gravided for
them was delicious. What a difference it made stetdbomegrown,
properly cooked vegetables, Selina marvelled, comgatheir

flavour to those she normally bought at her loaapesmarket.
Although initially shy, Alex proved to be an amugicompanion. He
had come home to take over the management of lreaigsafarm, he
explained to Selina over their main course.

'‘With a failed marriage behind me it made sendeate a fresh start.’
His voice was faintly bitter and Selina was instarstympathetic,
sensing that he had not yet come to terms withodgof his wife.



‘The only good thing is that we didn't have anydien,' he added.
'‘Melanie, my wife, didn't want them. She thougheythwould
interfere with her career. You work for Sir Geraldnderstand,' he
commented, changing the subject and smiling wryn. afraid I'm
becoming something of a divorce bore.’

'‘Not at all. It's only natural to want to talk abou I'm afraid we
British as a rule tend to bottle up our feelings mauch.’

'‘Umm. I'm not altogether in favour of discussinge@nprivate
business at the drop of a hat, but there's songethibout you that
encourages one to confide in you. You have a wanpsathetic smile.
| believe you'll be staying here for most of thensoer?'

‘That's the plan at the moment," Selina concurred.

‘Then | wonder if you'd allow me to take you out flinner one
evening? | promise | won't talk about my divorckraght if you
agree,' he added smiling at her.

Sensing that he would be hurt if she refused Salmd cautiously,
'I'd like that very much, but as yet ,1'm not sarkeat my routine will
be while I'm here, so could we leave it until l'ettked in?'

'Of course, although | suspect once it gets aroinad there's a
beautiful blonde living in the area, I'll have t@asd in line for my
date,' he said ruefully.

After dinner they returned to the drawing room tatcand drink
coffee, and once again Selina found she was magdewecome
within the small, intimate circle of family and énds. At one point
she found herself chatting to Helen and her husbéikd.

Dulcie had described Helen as the most reservéteddisters.



'‘We're all so relieved that you agreed to come dbese,' she told
Selina as they drank their coffee. 'Daddy's dortking but sing your
praises since you went to work for him. He says'rgowasted
working as a mere PA and we all feel that now yloatre here to take
charge of his precious files, he'll be able toxeabit more. What
made you choose to work in a barrister's chambeis?' added
curiously. 'l mean, they pay their staff notorigupborly, and with
your skills surely industry ...'

''ve always been fascinated by the law," Selirakdérnn quickly. 'l
would have loved to train for the bar, but as | waging earlier,
financially it just wasn't possible.’

'‘No, of course not, Daddy was telling us that yeareworphaned very
young.'

Helen's ready sympathy made Selina feel acutelgmfartable. She
hated the way she was having to deceive these gpanpl yet what
else could she do. How would they feel if they kribe truth? They
certainly wouldn't want to make her welcome amdragt then! The
habit of concealing the details of her birth wasgwained in her that
normally she rarely gave it a second thought, lowt,rsuddenly, it
was being brought home to her just exactly whatvsq®e doing.

When Selina was summoned to Sir Gerald's presedmeenéxt
morning it was to find him sitting up in a largeatker chair, in the
room adjacent to his bedroom, which had been tumteda study for
him, looking so fit and well that Selina found ltr@st impossible to
believe that he had virtually just come out of htzdp

‘There's no need to look at me like that,’ he twd dryly, 'l won't
melt. All this fuss and bother..."' He gave a bsiedrt. 'Ridiculous ...



these doctors, nothing but a load of old womedaw, let's get down
to some work.'

Despite his assertion that there was absolutelgimgtwrong with
him, Selina soon discovered that he tired fasthelreugh he did not
want to admit it. Pain and love mingled inside hsrshe watched
him. He was her father and she had come to catarfowith a depth
she would never have thought possible. She achelddaelationship
with him that she had been denied and yet was dbgand
fair-minded enough to admit that it was probablydrethat she, one
child, should have suffered, especially as sheneadr known him as
a father, than that three other children shouldeHaaen robbed of a
parent.

‘You're looking very pensive, something wrong?'

She shook her head and smiled briefly, taking atdwgn of his
concern to say lightly, 'I'm just tired ... thewdridown here yesterday
wore me out.'

The grey eyebrows rose, but he made no commenteaihs
dismissing her with the advice that she go andcstrieer legs. It was
close to lunch time but still within the two houvkry had warned
her was all Sir Gerald's doctor was going to allim to spend on
work each day.

He didn't join the rest of the family for lunch aMhry was also
missing.

'‘Mother is having lunch upstairs with Daddy,' Heéxplained with a
smile. 'She adores him and always has done .mtmdh | sometimes
think ... What will you do with the rest of yourydd

''ve*got some phone calls to make for Sir Gerald ssome
information to dig out, so | think I'll take myseilff to the library after
lunch and get on with it in there.'



'‘Well, do try to join us at four for a cup of té&ae don't expect you to
work every hour God sends while you're here yowkn&e'll be
more than happy if you can just keep daddy fromaesgting himself.'

A week passed in the same leisurely, relaxed fasdsahe first day.
Selina was now familiar with both the layout of theuse and its
gardens; she had driven into the nearby town apbbeed its narrow
medieval streets and the ruins of its once prowtlecaDulcie had
returned to London and the doctor had called aret granounced
himself pleased with his patient's progress.

She should have been pleasantly content Selinsoad&dged, but
she wasn't. Seeing her father against the backdrotinis home and
family had aroused all the envy she had knowndlsld, although in

a much milder vein and her heart ached as she weddehe ever

spared a thought for her; the child he had fathbrgchever known.
Why should he, she told herself sternly; he didm@ht you ... you

weren't conceived with his consent ... you wereceored because
your mother wanted to use you to force his handhy should he
spare you any thoughts . .. any time ... any emotio

She found her self-inflicted misery so depressirgt thhen Alex
Vaughan telephoned and asked her out to dinneactepted.

‘Marvellous. I'll pick you up around eight, if ttebkay with you?'

It was, and although Selina had had all her evenfree since her
arrival at Homings, she nevertheless checked wahythat it would
be all right for her to be out that night.'My de&rcourse it's all right,’
her hostess told her. 'I'm so glad you're goingldetl terribly guilty
because it must be so dull for you down here, away London.'

'‘Not at all, I love it," Selina told her truthfullyl feel guilty because
I'm doing so little work."'



‘You're stopping Gerald from over-tiring himselfdaexhausting his
nervous energy worrying about work," Mary told heretly, 'and |
can't tell you what a relief that is to me. Youad on your date and
enjoy yourself. I'll leave the front door unlockém you, so don't
worry about getting in at any particular time. AMaughan is a nice
boy, although | never took to his wife .. . PooeAl | think he was
rather dazzled by her; she was extremely beaukituldefinitely not
cut out to be a farmer's wife.'

Selina wasn't sure where Alex intended taking aed since Mary
insisted she was to have the afternoon off, shaldeédo drive into
Meltham to see if she could find a new outfit dyessiough for
evening wear and a dinner date without being tgsyfu

She found what she was looking for in a small lwuei down a
narrow side street. A misty lilac-blue silk dressnwvithin shoe string
straps and a slim skirt that clung lovingly to hgrs and thighs. The
jacket that went with it added a touch of formattgat she welcomed,
and it was an added bonus to discover that because in a small
size the price had been marked down slightly. Enitdike anything
else she had in her wardrobe, being far more miv®land feminine
than the clothes she normally bought. It suitedtheugh, and on
some impulse she couldn't define she went intardiessers she had
noticed on her first visit to the town and had hair shaped and
layered into a style that allowed her to retain lgagth while
encouraging it to curl slightly—something thatptevious heaviness
had prevented.

The stylist complimented her on its sheen and cdholding that he
had very few clients with such naturally fair h&elina had always
thought it insipid. She would have preferred toenbeen dark. She
trembled slightly, suddenly remembering the thait feel of Piers'
hair beneath her fingers. Piers. He was never bieo thoughts.
When was he coming back from New York? When wolle see



him again? What did it matter? She had no futurda Wim ... he
didn't love ... couldn't love her.

Alex called for her at eight as he had promisesl,g@yes lighting up
appreciatively when she opened the door for him.

'‘How very lovely you look,' he told her as he optige passenger
door of his car for her. Selina had been dubiowmialvearing the
new dress, but in the end had given in to the farairmpulse to do so
and was glad she had when Alex drew up in the fae®f what she
guessed had once been a private family home andovasin hotel.

‘At weekends they have dinner dances here, but wieephoned
they were fully booked, hence the invitation famight,' he explained
as they walked in. 'l haven't dined here before¢ |''sa been told it's
very good.’

It was. The restaurant was elegant and yet relaximgatmosphere
intimate without being overdone. The nouvelle awesfood they
were served was mouthwateringly delicious and Salimjoyed every
mouthful.

Once he had relaxed a little Alex was a pleasantpamion. He

talked a little about his life in Australia in geakterms and Selina
learned that he had worked on one of the huge séiiadpns as a
manager,

'l met Melanie while | was on holiday in Sydney.eShas working
for a PR firm there.' His eyes darkened with pawmd he became
quiet. 'I'm sorry to bore you with all this,' hedsat last. 'l don't think
I've come to terms with it in my own mind yet.'



‘These things take time.' Selina offered the pldatwith a bright
smile, knowing that no amount of time could evessén the pain of
loving Piers.

It had been a pleasant evening, but she was notlgnanhappy
when it was over. Alex came with her to the froabdafter he had
stopped the car, and hesitated a moment in ithpdneir shadows
intermingling in the moonlight as they stood clésgether, his fair
head bent over hers.

'I've enjoyed tonight. | have to go away for selereks, but when |
come back,' he said quietly, 'could we do it again?

Sensing his loneliness, Selina nodded her heddik#' that.'

‘You're very kind.' He bent his head and brushedipe with his; the
salutation of a friend; no more than a brief 'thgal' for her time and
sympathy, but when the door opened behind themtlagyl were
caught in a brilliant blaze of lights Selina jumpgeatk as guiltily as a
teenager caught in her very first passionate kiss.

'Hello, Alex.'

The familiar timbre of the male voice sent shiva&frseaction running
down her spine. Piers was back!

In a daze she listened to Alex wishing Piers adgaght', -stepping
back automatically into the house when Piers Hetddibor open for
her.

He closed-it behind her and then said sardonicatyy don't waste
much time do you? You realise that he's married?’

'‘Divorced actually." She was too stunned to do nibes defend
herself as an automatic reflex action. 'When did goive?'



'Half an hour ago. | was just on the point of gaiadped when | saw
the car drive up. Where did he take you?"'

‘Just out to dinner.'
‘Sorry | interrupted your romantic good nights.'

He didn't sound sorry at all, but Selina refraifrean responding.

It was the end of her brief interlude of peacerg@rrival seemed to
change everything. When she went in to Sir Geralthe mornings
Piers was invariably there, his cool, watchful eyeléowing her
every movement, warning her that he was just waiim her to slip,
to make that' one fateful mistake that he couldygewn. Mealtimes
with him present were an ordeal because all the tgshe was
conscious of his presence, of the power of hisqmai#y reaching
out to threaten her. She loved him and she wasedatgby afraid of
betraying that love because she feared if she @id/duld use it to
destroy her. Looking into his cold eyes she fouradihnost impossible
to believe that they had once burned with hot édsir her. Now that
desire was gone or held in such strong controlghatwould never
see it again.

'You seem to have an extraordinary effect on myhaeg Sir Gerald
commented wryly one afternoon having witnessedief bxchange
of words between them.

'‘We don't get on very well," Selina told him, avogllooking at him.

'Oh, is that what it is?' His voice was mild, babgthing told Selina
that he was amused. 'That's an achievement ify'iteetold her when
she finally forced herself to look queryingly atrhi'Piers does not
normally concern himself enough with other peoplé¢hie extent of
"not getting on".'



‘Sometimes it happens that two people are natumalipathic.'
'So it does.'

Nothing else was said, but Selina was consciousiofGerald
watching them with mild and amused curiosity wherawey were
together. She felt as though her control was betngtched to
breaking point, her nerves so tense that the sigghthing could
overset them.

On the Sunday Helen and her family left. Selina s@sy to see them
go. She liked her youngest half- sister, just & liked her eldest.

Without them the house was quiet. In the afterr@iens drove off in
his car after lunch, without saying where he wasgideaving Mary
and Selina alone in the drawing room. When the é&rexcused
herself to go upstairs and sit with her husbandp wias still
forbidden to come downstairs until dinner time,i&elgot up and
wandered into the study intending to do some warkooe of Sir
Gerald's cases, ready for him to check on Mondaynimg.

It was while she was there that her eyes were dtavthe family
photographs adorning the large mahogany desk. Sisestudying
them silently when Mary appeared and explained shatwas just
going to take Sir Gerald for a run in the car.

'He's itching to get out and capable of taking lein$ | don't give in
and take him. We shan't be long.' She smiled addihgpe you don't
mind us deserting you like this.'

Selina shook her head, summoning a smile for h&telss. In point of
fact for some reason today she felt decidedly lowwWhat she felt
was that she was an outsider looking in on an éhwilaappy family
life, she told herself hardily, and shsan outsider. All at once she
became obsessed by a need to know if her fatheewadthought
about her at all during the years of her growing.ug he had ever



treasured any little thing just to show that hermeiledged her
existence. Almost before she knew what she wasgda@he was
giving in to a compulsion so strong that she cowtresist it; sliding
open the desk drawer where Mary had told her trept khe old
family photographs.

The top album was the most recent; containing mrafuns of the
Ruby Wedding. Selina poured the longest over ori&af, her heart
aching for the impossibility of her feelings foni

Once started it was impossible for her to stopotoy the inner
voice that told her what she was doing was wrorgfébked back
page after page, going back through the yearsedirnie when the
girls had been small. Deeply engrossed in whatvshe doing she
never heard the library door open; never becamereawé the
grim-faced man towering over her until he wrenctiedalbum out of
her fingers, his voice harsh with bitterness asxwaimed.

‘Just what the hell do you think you're doing, asimy aunt given
you her permission to go through her private tHtgs

Piers! Guilty colour flared up under her skin.

'‘What was in your grubby little mind | wonder to twate you to
invade someone's privacy and violate their trush&way you were
doing? What were you hoping to find?'

'You don't understand." Scrambling to her feet rdeliaced him
bravely.

'On the contrary | understand all too well," hadtbkr thickly, 'but
before | throw you out into the gutter where youohg | intend to
find out exactly what you thought you were doingng& with me.'



Grasping her wrist, he tugged her towards the d®elina tried to
stop him, panic flooding through her body. 'Stgpydu're hurting
me,' she complained.

He turned on her, his lips curled back in a feraile, his eyes
glittering with an emotion she could only assume Wwatred.

'‘Not half as much as I'd like to," he told her dyifiNow come with
me.'

She didn't want to; she wanted to resist the fofdes contemptuous
anger and withstand it, but his strength was tleatgr, his threat to
pick her up and carry her forcing her to accedatalemand.

When he eventually stopped outside the room she kmée his she
panicked, fighting against him with all her strdmnggasping with
pain as he shouldered open the door and pullethbigle with little

regard for the bruises he was inflicting on hedtarskin.

Once inside he slammed the door shut with his fefusing to let her
go. 'Now then..."' He was breathing heavily, hisstinging and falling
unevenly beneath his jacket and shirt. 'Let's gest if we can't find
out what all this is about shall we?"

His attitude of open contempt was so infuriatingtt8elina reacted
instinctively, throwing her head back defiantly amécing herself
against his grip, fighting to break free.

'l have nothing to say to you,' she hissed at l@ng nothing you do
to me will make me speak.’

'Is that a fact?'

A brilliant fever of anger seemed to burn in hisgyStill sure you've
nothing to tell me?"



Fighting to hold the bitterness of his scrutinyi&lshook her head,
gasping out loud as his fingers tightened brigflp iher skin before
he released one hand to tangle his fingers in d&erpulling her head
back with almost painful ferocity, so that the slime of her throat

was arched back, her face tense with distrust @d As he bent his
head slowly towards her she could feel that tenseading right
through her body. She badly wanted to pull awagjdase her eyes to
blot out the dangerous bitterness of his, but mardmwas

impossible. She seemed to be held fast; mesmeaiseasst by the

powerful emotions emanating from him. He stopp&dchaper away

from her lips.

"Tell me the truth.'

Selina swallowed hard, the muscles in her throattracting
painfully. She shook her head, her moaned protksiced by the
heat and pressure of his mouth possessing henmsifdgiedarts of
panic lanced through her, her body tensing agémesinale pressure
of his as Piers released his hold on her arm,adsséding his hand
over the bunched muscles of her back, and dowartevaist where it
clamped her against the hard outline of his owrnybod

His mouth on hers was hot and fierce, not coldiytemptuous as she
had anticipated. She could feel her senses respptwhim, her eyes
wide open as she stared into-his and watched & gage way to

passion, her own nerve endings responding to teé slee could see
reflected in his rapidly darkening irises.The wlitreason for him

bringing her here to his room was forgotten asheart took up a

slow, drumbeat thud, the blood coursing hotly tigtoler veins as
she became aware of the tension in his body, harregistering the

reason for it; the need she could see burningdigiia his eyes as he
looked back at her. She stared at the lean, tdasegof his face; the
smooth tanned column of his throat before it disaped below the
crispness of his shirt and her fingers ached tohreaut and touch

him; to caress the hard maleness of his body.



Almost as though he had read her mind, he relebsedbriefly to
wrench off his jacket and tie, one hand returnmglide through her
tangled hair and cup the back of her skull witlgérs that stroked
and massaged where before they had punished, liee¢ t&aring
impatiently at the buttons of his shirt, laying &a tanned vee of
flesh.

'Kiss me.'

It was a command that exerted a far more danggualisOn her
senses than any of his earlier ones. Like somaoaedream Selina
arched her head back against the firm pressuris didmd, her mouth
parting softly as she lifted her arms, her fingarsking tentatively
along his shoulders and up into the nape of hik.n€he hoarse
sound of pleasure he made deep in his throat ggies of response
thrilling through her, her whole body coming indtgralive as he
took the parted softness of her mouth with a fiénaoeger, kissing her
with an abandon that made her mind reel and hey laotie for
complete fulfilment.

Somehow her hands had found their way inside hir$ ahd were
caressing the satin smoothness of his skin, hey eak and pliant
as he moulded it against his own. Little shuddérpleasure raced
through her as his hand found her breast, caressiwgntingly.
When Piers unfastened the buttons of her blouseladdare the
pale creaminess of her -skin she felt no shamg,intdnse feminine
pleasure in the way he studied her breasts. Ddokicblled his face
and she felt the savage tremor that racked his asdhe bent his head
and touched his mouth lightly to the creamy flastt pbove the lacy
barrier of her bra. His touch fired a wild explasiaf need inside her,
her stomach tensing on a wave of pleasure, allaiasforgotten as
her body leapt to respond to him. -

Selina felt him tremble as he pushed aside theatelicup of her bra.
An aching tension filled her, her breath held aswshited yearningly



for the burning touch of his mouth against her skt instead the
lacy barrier was slipped back in place.

Shivering with reaction, Selina made to move awaynf him, but
Piers stopped her, grasping both her wrists in lwared, the other
cupping her face so that she could not turn away finim. This was
it... He was going to mock her for desiring himhe. was going to
reject her so humiliatingly that she would neverrerecover ... he
had guessed how she felt about him.

But when she looked bravely at him Selina sawltisatace was still
suffused with the dark flush of passion she had seglier, his eyes
hot and hungry as he studied her pale face.

'l want to see all of you,' he told her thicklyo'See you ... to taste you
... dear God, | want you as I've never wanted dhgrovoman.’

He paused and when she said nothing he pickedpheodily with a
harsh exclamation of pleasure, carrying her ovehistobed. She
should resist, Selina knew that. She should tallthiat she wanted to
leave; that she didn't want his lovemaking, butauld be a lie. Her
body ached to know him as its lover, and a traiteneoice inside her
warned insidiously that if she refused him now wioeld regret it all
her life, and that at least this way she would hHasememories of
him.

As he laid her on the bed, the tenderness in bhtalmost made her
cry. Gone was the savage anger that had been ifadeswhen he
caught her inside the open desk drawer; that mghtimever have
been.

With gentle hands he slid away the barriers ofdiethes, pausing
once to study the full curves of her breasts, datkur running up
under his skin as he bent his head to anoint eaeldelicately with
his mouth. Powerless to prevent the shiver of teligat tensed her



body, Selina glanced pleadingly up at him, but heok his head
slightly, his fingers not quite as steady as heowsd the remainder
of her clothes.

She felt no shame or embarrassment in her nuditiger an intense
feminine pride that her body could provoke thedgeresponse she
could see glittering in his eyes and feel in theelhansion of his body
as he reached out and stroked his fingers lightipnfher breast to her
thigh.

‘Now it's your turn. Undress me, Selina,' he deradritickly. 'l want
to feel your hands against my skin.'

Like someone in a dream she complied without ekerking about
it, her eyes soft and dreamy as she slid her fengside his shirt and
then down to the few still-fastened buttons.

When she tugged his shirt free of his trouserdihgers grazed his
skin and she thrilled to his harshly indrawn bre&tb was lying on
his side beside her, his head propped up on omsvektudying her
body with a feverish hunger that made her tremWléh shaking

fingers she pushed his shirt back off his shouldeegtching him

shrug quickly out of it, with eyes that were unkmogly dark with

mingled excitement and awe. Reacting instinctiwelyhe sight and
proximity of him she reached out to touch him, imgca tentative,
delicate caress along his shoulder and down aloaglark arrowing
of hair that disappeared beneath his belt.

She felt his body clench beneath her touch anddhaer harsh
breathing. When she looked up into his face his @yere closed, his
mouth a tight line of urgency.

'Stop playing with me." It was more of a groanedapkthan a
command but Selina reacted immediately to it, hregeirs trembling
so much over the buckle of his belt that in the leadhad to do it for



her, the sound made by his zip as he eased it doatmg harshly
against her ears in the thick silence of the radendiscarded the rest
of his clothes with the same tense speed with whechad shrugged
off his shirt and in the light from the uncurtaingshdows Selina saw
that his body was as totally male as she had inealgifine dark hairs
shadowed the tanned leanness of his thighs, hes elding
nervously away from the evidence of his arousal, Wwhen he
reached out and cradled her against his body slheldshed
pleasurably at the sensation of his hardness pgeagiainst her. His
hand moved down the curve of her spine pressingibeg intimately
against him, the contact with his body making aves restlessly.

Almost without realising what she was doing Setimaed her head
into the hard curve of his shoulder, first her noamd then her teeth
finding the warmth of his skin. She felt the testibness of surprise
hold him for a moment as she tasted the warm nalethis skin,
giving in to her own growing need to touch and sareim and then
when her tongue touched tentatively against the ske had kissed
he muttered her name thickly, wrenching her roundlis arms, so
that his mouth could fasten on hers and plundertht a fierce heat
that left her melting against him, formless clayb® moulded into
whatsoever he desired.

His hand cupped her breast as it had done befotehis time there
were no barriers between her sensitive skin and piebing

exploration of his thumb. She shuddered deeplyleagure, her
nipples throbbing peaks of desire that shameledsiyanded his
touch. The pressure of his mouth against hersrsafteslightly, his
tongue stroking the moist outline of her lips, fieee hand capturing
one of hers and drawing it against his body, caakier to touch him
with an intimacy that made him shudder deeply ety filled with a

strange, wild excitement that she could affect barintensely with
just the lightest touch. The knowledge made hed,balhen his
mouth left hers to explore the delicate arch of theoat, and then
explore the narrow fragility of her shoulder bonsturn her own



lips into the warmth of his skin, opening her mowthtaste the
maleness of it, so lost in her own tactile voyafyexploration that it
wasn't until she heard his harsh gasp of pleabateshe realised that
Piers had stopped kissing her and that he was Igihgr arms with
his eyes closed, his body throbbing its message®ed into her own.
As though he sensed her confusion, he mutteredutitbpening his
eyes, 'Don't stop ... | want you to touch me aérp®elina :.. | want to
feel your hands and mouth against my skin, like thi

He bent his head, his hand cupping her breasttphgie painting

delicate circles of delight round first one eregiphe and then the
other, until she trembled in aching need, windiegfingers into his

hair. His hands moulded and shaped the swollemdsd of her

breasts, his breath exploding on a harsh soundeatpre as Selina
arched upwards, inviting him to taste and pleathealeep pink buds
of flesh he had aroused. His mouth burned agaersskin, the grate
of his teeth against the sensitive flesh a fielhcelt of delight.

When his mouth sucked rhythmically on the tendestoof her breast
Selina felt pangs of aching need spread out froto the pit of her
stomach, her whole body aching with need for hihe small

whimpers of pleasure she couldn't stem, filling Hilence of the
room. When Piers released her breasts, returninglunder her
mouth, she clung eagerly to him, her hands strokimgn over his
body, her hips writhing instinctively against therth pressure of his.
When his hands slid from her waist to her bottoroldimg her

intimately against him, she gasped in aching neeessing moist
kisses along the column of his throat, feeling thescles ridge
beneath her mouth. His hand, caressing the smimettoi her thigh,

made her ache with longing for his possession.

When he moved away from her, she shivered in ieter
disappointment, instinctively fearing his rejectioreaching up
towards him and scattering impassioned kisses siglais shoulders
and chest. When her mouth brushed the hard nulisafipple he



muttered her name rawly, winding his fingers inter lnair and
Imprisoning her against his body. His 'God ye$ouch me there,’
made her pulses race in feverish excitement, hegu® brushing
tormentingly against the hard nub of flesh untiched out, gripping
the soft skin of her upper arms, his body shuddeconvulsively as
she repeated her caress against his other nipple.

Lost in her sensual exploration of his body, SeWaes dimly aware
of his hand stroking delicately along her innegkhibut when he
touched her more intimately, caressing the innere cof her

femininity, pleasure exploded inside her, her téing passionately
into his skin, her hand finding his hard maleneasd earessing it
tentatively at first and then more urgently as $ignited in her body
a wild feverish need to be filled completely by thaleness of him.

The touch of his mouth against her inner thigh meeteshudder with
renewed pleasure, even whilst she tried to pushalway; shy of the
intense intimacy of his caress.

"Your skin feels like silk." The warmth of his btieagainst her body
sent tiny thrills of pleasure darting through h&he loved him so

much ... An aching pain dragged inside her andsbhesred, but not

in passion this time. Piedsdn'tlove her. Where it had been soft an
pliant her body was now strangely stiff and resista

‘What's wrong?"

She could see Piers frowning slightly as he rekase. Heir tongue
seemed to have swollen in her mouth, making it ssge for her to
speak. How could she explain that she loved himthatbecause of
that the thought of him making love to her simpdyappease his
desire was suddenly almost nauseating? She wamteth hwvant her
for the same reason she wanted him; What she wartegdomething
she would never have, she told herself sardonicéily it was



impossible to recapture her earlier mood ... hemmise sexual desire
was gone, leaving in its place a deep sense ofesalision.

She shivered beneath the oppressive weight &f Rjexs released her
and then turned to study her. All desire had fledfhis face too, his
eyes starkly bitter. 'l don't know what sort of gayou think you're
playing,’ he began, pulling on his trousers, amowimg her own
clothes towards her, 'but . . ." His head turnearig towards the
door, his forehead creasing in a frown. Like soneeininned to stone,
Selina grasped her clothes protectively in fronthef as the door
swung open and her father walked inside, comirantabrupt halt as
he realised that Piers was not alone.

He must have said something to Piers, but Selirata@ heart-sick
and filled with self-disgust to register what itsvd’he moment they
were alone and the door closed, she turned on, Rieréace as white
as her underclothes, her eyes blazing with a hets she didn't
bother to hide as she said tensely, 'l supposelsned that didn't
you . .. You wanted him to see me like this ....fo

‘To what?' Piers was now as angry as she was fengelmouth
compressed in a cruelly savage line. 'To realigelth isn't your only
lover? Why did you let me take you to bed, SeliRaficied a second
string to your bow did you, and didn't anticipaggriy caught with me
by your other lover? Get out,' he told her thickiyet out of here
before | throw you out.’

He turned his back on her while she pulled on Hethes, with

fingers that were suddenly numb. Her embarrassatdmting faced
with Sir Gerald in such an obviously compromisingyaion had

simply been that of any daughter found in bed \uih lover by her
father, but Piers had totally misread the reasehsid her emotional
outburst. Bitterness welled up inside her. Let hiimk what he
wished about her ... She didn't care any longeiShe didn't care
about anything any longer. Knowing only that sheldn't bear to



stay in the house a moment longer, she fled froemsProom and
headed down the narrow flight of back stairs i@ garden.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE heat outside was oppressive, but Selina ignoredanhdering

feverishly into the more remote parts of the gardelore than

anything else she wanted to escape; to close lesrad find herself
back in her own small flat ... back in time, intfao before she had
ever contemplated going for that fateful intervidiashe could only

have that time over again how differently she wotddct. She
shivered suddenly despite the heat. How could ahe Piers after
what had happened between them? How could shéné&adather?

She would have to face them, she told herselfrbiftand since that
was the case she might as well face them as bragebhe could.
Piers could not have made his lack of love forrhere clear if he had
shouted it from the rooftops, what in another maghihave been
excused on the grounds of intense jealousy coulg, anhim, be
another indication of his contempt for her. How Iddue believe she
could respond to him as passionately as she haglawhyet still be
involved with Sir Gerald?

Sick at heart she retraced her steps towards thisehalowing

tensing when she saw Piers standing by the doorhadecome

through, a deep frown creasing his forehead. Hisepate increased
in direct ratio to her slowing footsteps, her heéatmping heavily.

What was Piers doing there? Surely not waitinghfen? Moistening

dry lips Selina forced herself to move forward.r@igaw her and just
for a moment the expression in his eyes puzzleddueihe masked it
quickly, his voice almost curt as he demanded. Mtehell was all

that about?' He reached out to grasp her arm, muesaded him,
sliding sideways past him and into the house, weing the

footsteps on the narrow stairs that warned him they were not
alone.



'‘Ah Selina, my dear, there you are.' Mary beamdukatapparently
completely oblivious to the tension in the atmosphé&Gerald was
just asking where you were.'

'l go up to him now.' Much as she dreaded thda@massment of
facing her father, anything was better than staptii@re and being
forced to endure any more of Piers' insults.

Sir Gerald smiled warmly as she walked into themrpdis smile
fading a little as he took in her pallor, and theied vulnerability of
her eyes.

‘Selina, my dear, come and sit down.’

When she shook her head and moved instead to #ke mieking up
the nearest file, bending her head so that the gnfab of her hair
hid her expression from him, he added quietly,aB#edo not be
embarrassed—if anyone was at fault it was me. lilshitave known
better than to simply barge in like that.'

There was a moment's silence when Selina coultbewrt to look at
him and then she heard him say diffidently, 'Selpl@ase don't think
I'm interfering, or in any way disapproving, butsiee come to mean
a good deal to me in the short time we've knownamaher ... in a
purely avuncular fashion, | hasten to add," hertedeholding up his
hand to prevent Selina-'from speaking. '‘Are youawel with my
nephew?'

The question was so unexpected that for a momdéingkdn't know
what to say. 'Why should | be,' she asked a Itife=rly at last. 'He
isn't in love with me.'

‘My dear, any fool, even an old fool like me, cae shat you're not
the sort of girl who spends her life hopping in aod of young men's
beds. There is an air about you that is, for ldck leetter description,
almost virginal.' This time his smile was faintlyyw'You'll have to



forgive me for speaking to you like a Dutch Undat in a way | feel
responsible for what has happened.' He frownedtyiglt's just that
Piers normally confines his romantic pursuits tawea rather more
sophisticated than you are yourself. | know | sHaolilinterfere ... |
don't know why | am doing really, except that | vwast very badly
myself once and I'm fond enough of you not to wargee you going
through what | endured. Piers hasn't had a very ias he added
abruptly. 'He lost his father at a very early agd then something
happened which scarred him badly and for whichak fém very

much to blame.' He turned slightly away from hethamigh faintly

embarrassed and Selina felt her heart start to gpaunsteadily.

Instinct told her that she was about to discover ttiath about his
involvement with her mother and she held her breatbertain as to
whether or not she wanted him to go on.

'It's no great secret that many years ago | waslved with another
woman—it made front-page headlines at the timépalgh | doubt
you will be able to remember them, you couldn'tehé@een much
more than a baby, if that. | thought myself so dedp love that
nothing else mattered save being with this othemam My wife
knew of my affair—I didn't make any attempt to hittigom her. Our
marriage had been a good one; indeed a happy.one had three
lovely daughters, and our life together had fallgn a comfortable
pattern. | was nearly forty—just a little older thRdiers is now, and he
was, oh, about eight | suppose. After his fathde'ath he looked to
me as the main male figure in his life, and | wasnfond of him, for
his own sake, not just because he was my sistelts b many ways
| suppose Piers is the son | never had. He looketd ume . .. hero-
worshipped me in a way | suppose. He was away atiowy school
at the time and in a moment of self- conceit ltwggl since regretted |
took the woman | was involved with down to the saheith me one
weekend. We took Piers out to lunch, and it pleasedo see how
easily my ladyfriend charmed him, here at least @ar@s member of
my family who wasn't turning against me, or segsed at the time.



'‘What cruel fools men can be when they deceive $ledras. It wasn't
the only visit we paid Piers... His school washa ¥orkshire Dales
with a delightful hotel nearby... | didn't intemi@ally draw him into
what was happening, but he was drawn in... andgdestt just as | was
besotted so was he in his own boyish way, but afs he didn't
realise the real nature of our relationship. She juat a friend of
mine whom he'd met. | didn't swear him to secrecgrgything like
that. It didn't seem necessary, and when my sist@e to see me and
asked that | didn't go to see him again unlessslavamy own, it took
some time for me to realise what had happenedttatidPiers had
written to his mother in all innocence telling ladout my friend and
how charming she was. When she found out she witaslpifurious.
She'd make the little sneak sorry, she told mend\cer seen her like
that before. It shocked me . .. brought me badle#dity perhaps, |
don't know.'

Selina could well imagine her mother's reactiore Bad never liked
losing an admirer no matter how young or how olckr Hieart
contracted with pity for Piers, her love for himkigy it easy for her
to picture the idealistic boy he had been . ..l@hy her mother would
have revelled in that childish hero- worship and Iarious she must
have been at Piers' innocent betrayal.

‘Unknown to me she went up to the school ... Shkbbeen there
before with me and the Headmaster at first sawingtivrong in

permitting her to take Piers out for the afternolbrwas only later
when the boy returned alone, obviously shockeddistdessed, that
he telephoned me and | discovered what had happened

'Of course | tackled her about it the moment sheed back in town.
"Someone had to tell the little brat a few homehisy)' was all she
would say in response to my questions and whermtexally got to
talk to Piers he wouldn't say a word about what hagpened. My
guess is that she was cruelly unkind to him, aswspect that incident
has cast a shadow over all his involvements withr ygex. | don't



think he's ever truly come to terms with her ciyeltOf course when
he realised the truth he was doubly bitter. He tfedtt by allowing
himself to be bedazzled by her he had betrayed iy and his
cousins ... it took him a long time to come to temwith what had
happened just as it did me . ..’

‘You parted from this woman then?' Selina didn'd©Wnhow she
managed to ask the question. Her mouth was drytestsion, a deep
inner need to know if he had ever given a thougtiter all through
the intervening years over-riding her sympathy forer$
momentarily.

‘Yes ... but not without a good deal of heartsdagehYou see by this
time she was carrying my child. In those days atwastwere illegal,
and even if one could have been procured, | dowtuld have been
able to accede to the destruction of my own child.’

'‘But you don't... you don't see her at all?'

If he had noticed her slip in betraying her knowjeaf the sex of his
illegitimate child, he obviously wasn't going to mten it. His voice

was taut with tension as he said slowly, '‘No ....Nwe ... that is her
mother and | decided that it was best for her shkieere was no
contact between us. Besides | owed it to my wif@ @xisting family

to cause them as little additional pain as posslidkad already hurt
them so much ... At the time it seemed the mosiBknthing to do ...
to give up all claim to her...'

'Have you ever regretted it?' Selina's voice waskyrufraught with
deep tension. Neither of them seemed to be awatkeointensely
personal nature their conversation had taken; ledththem too
involved in what they were feeling to speak dislsblye

'‘Many times ... Every time | look at a pretty dile you Selina |
wonder about my own child ... if she hates mé sheé thinks of me at



all ... if she even knows that | exist, and | pthagt if she does she
forgives me .. .’

'For what? Giving her life?' As the words of comftaft her lips,
Selina knew suddenly, blindingly, that she meaetiththat all her
bitterness was gone, washed away in the sure dbkdowledge that
thanks to this man she possessed the great difeof . She was
healthy; intelligent and free ... what greaterggdbuld any father give
his daughter? It was as though a huge burden Itkksly been lifted
from her shoulders. She felt tears sting her eyeslaushed them
away with the back of her hand.

‘You're crying.'

There was curiosity as well as caring in his veiead Selina tensed
instinctively. She was still not ready to revea thuth and probably
never would be now. It was enough that she knewetfeloved, no
matter how remotely.

'Piers thinks we're lovers.' She blurted out thst #xcuse that sprang
to her lips and saw Sir Gerald frown in disbelief.

'It's true,' she cried wildly. 'He thinks I'm somsert of adventuress
bent on finding myself a wealthy lover...'

‘Most illogical of him," was Sir Gerald's initiabmment. 'Why on
earth should he make such a ridiculous assumptidtidiculous in

that a pretty, intelligent young girl like you walltéven look at an old
man like me," he explained lightly.

'He thinks I'm motivated by money ... greed," Sekxplained. She
would have said more but the telephone shrilled@in@&Gerald went
to answer it.



By the time he had finished Selina had had tineotlect herself, her
expression calm and slightly wary. 'l think I'll §or a walk before
dinner,' she told him lightly.

He didn't argue, but simply looked rather interatyher. 'Yes ..." he
said at last, 'but don't go too far. They're fostiog thunder and it's
been very oppressive all day. There's a very pidasalk along the
river bank which | always find particularly sootginvhen I've got
something on my mind. Something to do with the nmoset of the
water, | suspect.’

Giving him a brief smile, Selina opened the door.

She didn't see anyone as she headed for the awét for which she
was extremely thankful. Still intensely keyed uponfr Piers'
lovemaking and harsh rejection, it was hard fortbeabsorb all that
Sir Gerald had told her. He had been scrupuloasamding laying all
the blame for their affair on her mother's showdderd for that alone
she would have loved him, but his evident concechanguish over
the child he had fathered, so different from theogoms she had
thought her conception had aroused within him fomsany years,
were something she was finding it hard to cometms$ with. There
was pleasure in the knowledge of course, but tiwaealso pain and
anguish ... sorrow too in having to acknowledge thare was no
other decision he could have made in the circunos@nAn adult's
perception of life differed vastly from a child'scahaving met Mary
she could well understand that he would have besthé¢ to cause her
additional pain and humiliation.

But it was what her father had revealed to her albtiars that
occupied most of her thoughts. Now she could reisegtnat what
she had thought of as contempt of her sex wasalityremistrust;

carefully camouflaged it was true, but mistrust edhe less. Her
heart ached for the confused, hurt pre-teenagenust have been.
She could well understand how he had fallen undentother's spell.



Selina had watched her charm the opposite sexften t doubt her
success in that sphere. Poor little boy, he hadally stood a chance
and of course her mother had simply been using asrghe had in
effect used her. Once Piers had betrayed her, nibermbow
innocently, she would have turned on him like ladl Euries.

Selina stripped abruptly, staring unseeingly actbgscalm, slow
moving water of the river, unaware of the heavystem in the
atmosphere pressaging thunder. Any foolish faingelsoshe might
have cherished that Piers might return her lovet sw®ly now die.
How could he love the daughter of the woman whodzaged him so
much pain?

| must get away from here, Selina thought feveyisidhe must
escape before it was too late and she was no locaeaible of
removing herself from his life. He still desiredrh8he was woman
enough to recognise that, but if he learned whovehe he would
surely resent that desire even more than he alreiaddy

The path running alongside the river petered ouily. Deeply lost
in her own thoughts Selina hadn't realised hovgli@had come. The
evening sky had taken on a brassy, ominous glogvatmosphere
heavy with the threat of rain, but she wasn't readyo back yet. The
path ahead was blocked by brambles and nettlegnmtiher path led
away from the river bank, she could see a stile faglds beyond.
Automatically she walked along it. Once over theesthe field
stretched out ahead of her, dull gold and stublblgre the farmer had
taken an early crop.

There were several large landowners in the areay Nead told her.
Most of the small farms had long since been swabbwp by larger
ones and here and there on the rolling hillsideant of her she could
see the crumbling remains of these old farmhoUs®srural as yet to
have been caught up in the property developmenimbttese



buildings had been left to rot when the land thabhtwith them was
acquired by larger landowners.

Dorset was a pretty county, Selina acknowledgednamy aspects
still truly rural. This evening in the heavy stiiss of the calm before
the storm that had threatened all day she felhasgh she had the
entire countryside to herself. Unwilling to go baeken though she
knew she should, she plodded steadily on, pausiagamd again to
admire the view or to study the wild flowers grogim the ditch
alongside the path.

It was only when thunder rolled ominously closearthshe had
expected that she realised how far she had conglace at her
watch confirmed that she had been walking for clmséwo hours.
Storm clouds rolled in quickly even as she stodmhtiag what to do,
lightning zig-zagging across the pewter sky.

Knowing that the only sensible thing to do wasumtback, she was
just doing so when she felt the first spots of r&lithin seconds, or
so it seemed, she was soaked by the intensityedfehvy cloudburst.
Thunder crashed mightily overhead, lightning dartinghteningly
from the dark clouds.

Stories she had read of people being struck dowrkdied by just
such heavy summer storms flickered in and out af iménd,
increasing her pace until she was almost runniaghkart thudding
madly. The thin cotton skirt and blouse she hadeout in were
plastered to her skin, her hair hanging in rats,taier thin sandals
soaked through and rubbing against her feet. Heagndshe
stumbled and slid along the now slippery path, liheath almost
knocked out of her as she ran into something haddumyielding.
The shock of the unexpected contact made her drytio® sound
silenced as hands gripped her arms and she hesas] Wiice grating
in her ear. '"You damned fool .. . Why the hell didiou turn back
sooner — You're soaked through.’



She wasn't the only one, she realised when shedtadered from

her shock. Despite the protection of the oilskinhael pulled on,

Piers' hair was plastered darkly to his skull, jpens a dense dark
blue beneath the hem of the oilskin where they $@aked up the
rain.

Why had he come after her? Shivering slightly as thamp
penetrated through her outer layer of clothes aodhed clammy
fingers to her skin Selina told herself sardonicaltiat his actions
would not have been motivated by any tender emstiNo doubt he
thought that left to her own devices she was p#yfea@pable of
seducing any poor unfortunate farm worker she migite come
across and had therefore seen it as his duty tegirthe same from
her. The thought brought a faint smile to her &pd as he turned and
saw it, Piers' eyebrows lifted queryingly, his 'Whiae devil's so
amusing,' almost blown away by the fierce cracthahder sounding
nearly overhead.

'‘Come on, this way . .." He grabbed her hand witkaiting for her
reply, tugging her, not back down the path, bubssthe field, where
the stubble chaffed her bare ankles like sharplasethd she was left
gasping too much for breath to question where retaking her. The
field sloped quite steeply upwards and as theyhedthe crest of it
Selina saw in the dip below a sturdy looking ston#ttbarn, and
guessed that Piers intended them to shelter timtitehe worst of the
storm was over.

She didn't really see the point. They were alrdautiy so wet that an
additional soaking could hardly make much diffeeenout even as
she framed the thought thunder clashed titanicallr to her right,

jagged darts of lightning illuminating the by novmast dark

landscape. 'That's better. At least we're out ef way of those
damned trees.’



Although she was out of breath, Piers was bareiipg. Turning to
look back in the direction he was facing Selinalised that the
pathway along which she had come was lined on idreersth a good
many gnarled and ancient oaks, and she shivertld@a$ much from
the thought of what could have happened had they Iséanding
under one should lightning have struck, as fromdbld and damp.
Even as she watched the sky was split by fiercaewtght. A

cracking sound that had nothing to do with the tmrrriveted her
eyes to the smouldering trunk of one of the oakseavy branch
thudding across the path they had been on, agtitaihg found its
target.

'Let's get inside the barn.' Piers had to shouma&e himself heard
above the storm, and Selina followed him gladiy, sttivering with
reaction from what she had seen.

The heavy wooden doors were barred with a stoutkpthrust
through iron supports, but Piers quickly pullettée, beckoning her
inside, and then pulling the door closed behindnthenstantly
muffling the furious sound of the storm.

The barn smelled of hay and heat, only one smaldlav allowing in
a shaft of sullen light.

Selina studied her surroundings tensely, avoidiagang in Piers'
direction. He was busy securing the door of the lbgrpropping the
plank up against it and wedging it closed. The afphere inside was
almost suffocating, Selina thought nervously; tleathgiven off by
the hay making it hard for her to breathe, or w&sars' presence and
the sense of being cut off from the rest of hunifarbly the ferocity of
the storm that was causing her sense of breatlegesan

'‘What the hell possessed you? You must have seatwés coming.
Why didn't you turn back?'



She could feel the violence emanating from him laad a childish
desire to burst into tears. Instead she snappe&dlgrd didn't ask you
to come after me ... | was on my way back, | wobdle been
perfectly all right.'

‘Yeah, sure, if you managed to avoid being struckdhtning. You
saw what happened to that tree out there. You cbalk been
underneath it, you do realise that don't you? Padl is lined with
the damn things ... You might have been killed.’

‘Much you'd care,' Selina muttered under her- brestinned when
she felt his fingers digging into her arms, whugliner round to face
him* his skin drawn back tautly against his borfags,eyes, even in
the half-light, blazingly angry as they stared ih&ss.

'‘We're not children playing games, Selina,' heviha¢ her bitterly.
'‘We're both adults, or supposed to be ... Geratékespo me ..." he
added. 'lIt seems | owe you one apology at least...'

'‘Because Sir Gerald told you we weren't lovers?'dien tilted, pain
mingling with the bitterness she could feel welling inside her.
'Sorry but an apology based on what someone elseyt isn't
acceptable ... I'd have preferred you to belieee'

She saw him change colour and wished she hadkesso hastily
when she saw the bitterness changing the coldusa@&yes from blue
to dark navy.

‘What is it you want from me?' he demanded thicBigod?'

What would he say if she replied ‘No, love." Almeke broke into
hysterical laughter at the thought of his contenguddenly she
started to shiver violently. Piers made a sounceuthis breath and
said tersely, 'Get those wet things off. There's saging how
longwe'll have to stay here ... it could be houkniow these summer



storms. This part of the world is notorious forrthe. Something to
do with the formation of the hills round here ...

'‘Won't they worry when we don't get back?' Her éihvtoad gone stiff
with panic, and she said the first thing that cam& her

head—anything to dispel the creepingly insidiowdifg of intimacy

filtering into their surroundings.

'‘Gerald will realise that we've taken shelter somens,' Piers
responded crisply. 'He, too, knows what these st@ra like.'

'‘We could hardly get any more wet than we already' &elina
pointed out, loathe to spend any more time alortk tiim than she
needed to do.

'‘Perhaps not... but we could be under anothemthem it's struck by
lightning ... The storm hasn't gone. We could becktby it ourselves

'So could this barn,' Selina pointed out determinedying to dispel
the chilling picture he was drawing.

‘Unlikely. It's down in a dip ... lightning alwagsrikes at the highest
point. We should be relatively safe here.'

‘How long do you think we'll have to stay hereShe could feel her
tension increasing, her muscles rigidly refusingdiax. She didn't
want to be here in this intimately enclosed wortdh Piers. She was
frightened of the feelings he aroused inside hasykng the potency
of them now as she had not done before: His haraleked down to
his skull, dripping rain water, and as he shrugg#dis protective

oilcloth she could see where the rain had seepedsugh the

fastenings, his shirt clinging damply to his skife wanted to reach
out and touch him so badly she was shivering whth effort of

stopping herself. Piers saw her shiver and misteadcause of it,
frowning darkly. 'l won't say it again, Selina, geit of those wet



things. Pneumonia must be the last thing you wanifter me of
course,' he added tauntingly, his eyes narrowingeasaw the flush
that ran up under her pale skin.

'l ... I haven't got anything to put on.' How stlifhe protest sounded,;
such a statement of the obvious that she wasrgtised to see his
mouth curl in derision.

‘What are you worried about? That the sight of youalerwear-clad
body might drive me into an orgy of lust? | do havenodicum of
self-control you know. Oh for God's sake.' He swawily,' when she
continued to shiver without moving. 'Have some sewsman ...
You're soaked through. God knows how long we'Btoek here. You
can have my shirt if you're so concerned abouteovasy your

modesty. It isn't completely dry, but it's a danghsdryer than what
you've got on.'

She wanted to protest that she didn't want hig,dhiat she didn't
want anything of his, but when he stripped it offldossed it over to
her she caught it with hands that trembled, ovelhnved by the
heated male scent of him that clung to the softi¢ab

She turned her back on him while she stripped effdoaking skirt
and blouse. Her bra and panties were wet too,Haiv&sn't going to
take them off. They were only thin silk and shoditgl out in the heat
of this barn, surely?

Behind her she heard the metallic sound of Pigrsand then a brief
curse. She looked back automatically flushing aslsed his head to
glance coolly at her. 'These damn jeans,’ he conguawryly.
‘They're so wet | can hardly get them off.'

Selina averted her eyes as he tugged the offemamiy downwards,
revealing the hard muscles of his thighs. She rdmeed how she
had touched him and how he had reacted and shubtitiersely, her



body suddenly weak and yielding ... wanting to tobon ... wanting
to be stroked and caressed to that mindless stagieasure he had
shown her before.

Turning away from him she pulled on his shirt, ir@lup the sleeves
to her elbows and fastening the buttons with fisgéiat suddenly
seemed clumsy.

‘Well now . .." He must have got his jeans off, &ase he was
standing behind her; she could feel his warm breaising

goosebumps on her skin. 'What do you propose vie plass the time
e

'l hadn't given it much thought.' How stilted anttartain her voice
sounded, more like that of a nervous adolescentdah&oman in her
mid-twenties.

‘Well we could always play guessing games,' Piels lter silkily.
‘You still haven't told me what you were doing iar@d's desk, have
you?'

He saw her expression and laughed cynically. 'Digdlyonestly think
| had forgotten? You may stand acquitted of trytngseduce my
uncle away from his wife, but there are other caargill outstanding

'l thought in this country a person was presumadéent until found
guilty," Selina retorted wildly, hating him for tieay he was looking
at her... hating herself for not being able to deisyaccusations ... to
fling the truth at him, but how could she? How cbsihe tell him that
she was the daughter of the woman who had begaihed then
humiliated him?

'‘Oh yes, but you, my dear Selina, are very far flmmg innocent,
are you?'



The double entendre held in the soft words infedater. How dare
he presume to judge her morals ... as though thoagh he himself
was as pure as the driven snow.

Her chin tilted firmly, her eyes flashing a darlattbnge.

‘These days it's as acceptable for a woman toxa@bg experienced
as itis a man.'

'Oh indeed, but then there's experience and exmesiasn't there,
Selina ... perhaps we could pass the time recaymdirone another
how we gained our mutual experience?'

His cool mockery stung; his sexual sophisticatiomsthing that she
could not possibly match.

'l think I'd prefer to get some sleep,’ she tola lourtly. 'I'm feeling
rather tired... and hungry ... and since you saynwght be here some
time it seems like the best thing to do ... Andaiaty more enjoyable
than...'

‘My company?' he supplied for her, a tight whitelround his mouth
that belied his apparent calmness. 'By all mearns gteep. In fact |
think | might join you. I'm still suffering from thafter effects of jet
lag, | suspect.’

He did look tired, Selina acknowledged, looking @dly at him as he
picked up the oilskin and spread it damp side dowm convenient
pile of hay. She didn't want to lie down beside h8elina thought
numbly watching him at his task. Lean and tannkd,c®uld see the
muscled play of his body as he worked. Clad onlg jpair of dark
briefs he looked as urbane as though he were drasseSavile Row
suit. Her stomach muscles clenched as she watctredhe desire to
reach out and touch him almost overpoweringly iséei@Quickly she
turned away, only to start as he came up behincahémurmured,
'‘Madam'’s couch awaits ...'What could she do? Tusesfto share the



makeshift bed with him would only result in a spateuestions she
was ill-equipped to answer. If he should get jus¢ ankling of the

truth he would pounce on it and not stop until magded every
humiliating ounce of satisfaction from it. No, sbeuld not refuse,
Selina acknowledged, shivering a little as she aalinsteadily over
to where he had spread the oilskin.

Despite its earlier heat the temperature in then bveais dropping
rapidly. Outside the rain lashed down, driven noy & fierce,
buffeting wind.

Overhead the thunder still rolled, spasmodic flashé lightning
illuminating the heavy darkness that had fallen.

'‘How long will we have to stay here?' She coulgndvent herself
from asking the craven question. Piers frownedgladced towards
the small window.

'It's hard to say ... until the storm dies ouit.would be stupid to
attempt the walk back until then. It's at leastrfomiles ... What on
earth possessed you to set out on such a maraGersd warned
you there was a storm in the offing ..."

'l was thinking,' Selina told him, biting her Up aiinshe saw the way
he was looking at her.

‘Very deep thoughts, too, to judge from the distagou walked.
Very deep indeed if they prevented you from sewihgt should have
been obvious to even the most town-bred fool.'

'l didn't ask you to come after me," Selina retbdpiritedly. He didn't
need to keep reminding her that she had acted tthiesgly'.

‘No...!



She half-expected him to say that Gerald had semtalfier her, but
instead he said nothing, still simply looking at.hHerealise how little
you want my company,' he said harshly at last,tioattempt to walk
back now in this rain and darkness is asking fautite. The path will
be a mud-stream by now ... One or both of us couldlgasp and
sprain an ankle ... Why put ourselves to such pigtusk when we
can stay here in comparative warmth and compldgty2a

'I'm hungry." Selina knew she was being childisin, $he couldn't
help it. It stopped her from reacting too muchiogresence.

He walked over to the oilskin and flipped it baaching into one of
the pockets. A rare grin lightened his expressoheproduced a bar
of chocolate. 'Here you are, little girl,' he modkadulgently. 'Eat
that...'

He threw it over to her, and Selina caught it cliynsuddenly
feeling guilty because she was being so churlighwidsn't to know
that her reaction sprang from her intense fear leamight realise
how she felt about him.

The chocolate felt soft inside its silver wrapgargd when she broke it
in half, chocolate clung stickily to her fingersentatively she held
out one half to him and said shakily, 'Want to gares?'

His smile rocked her back on her heels. It changed entire
expression, and she felt ridiculously eager tooedfo it, to bask in
its warmth. 'l thought you'd never ask.' He tookotn her with one
hand, grasping her wrist with the other. His tongwes rough and
deliciously sensual as he licked the chocolatéhefffingers; shock
waves of pleasure storming through her body agrsgtenot to react
to the unexpected contact. Her fingers closed kageturling up in
protest, but he caught them in his mouth, suckiregnt slowly as
though savouring the lingering taste of the chdeol&vhen he



eventually released her Selina could find no woodsreak the heavy
silence, but Piers did it for her.

'It waspart of my half,’ he told her judiciously, anch,the sudden
darkness, eclipsing the faint light in the roonhaavy clouds rolled
up obscuring the faint moon, Selina could notwéikther the smile
she sensed in his voice was actually mirrored enifhs.

She ate her chocolate without tasting it, her stimwurning wildly
as she re-lived the touch of his tongue againsskiar Her body was
burning with a fierce primaeval heat; aching witheed she didn't
want to admit to.

When he said teasingly, 'Come on, bedtime foeldttls,' she walked
blindly without a word over to the oilskin, obeyihgn as though she
had been programmed to do so.

She would never sleep, she thought achingly, Idimgn carefully so
that she wasn't taking up more than half of theevstkft bed, turning
to face outwards, careful not to let her body comte contact with
Piers' in any way as he lay down beside her.

The darkness was almost stygian now; a sign tleastibrm was far
from abating. 'There's something extraordinarilyiséang about

being warm, dry and safe, while the storm ragearallind one, don't
you think?'

The sound of Piers' voice, light and yet threadét an unfamiliar

tension, surprised her. As though he sensed hdéindgsehe said

quietly, 'l know there is still a good deal betwaenthat has to be
resolved Selina. | know | was mistaken about yoemshGerald is
concerned ... | also know you're still hiding sonmeg from me, but
for tonight at least could we not call a truce?'

What game was he playing with her now? Was hedryanlull her
into a false sense of security before turning andgain? But if she



refused would he simply not press her all the hardietermined to
find out the truth?

‘Truce,' she said slowly, knowing there was reatiyhing else she
could say.

Surely that wasn't relief she heard in his voicchasadded softly,
"You know if our positions were reversed, beingdeatleman that |
am | should feel obliged if not to share my borrdvehirt with you
then at least to share a little of my body heat told," he
complained. '‘Come a bit closer to me, there's a gmd. That way
we can-both keep warm.'

What he was saying made sense, but every instmectpsssessed
shrieked a rejection of what he was suggesting.diirét want to be
close to him ... She didn't know if she could Hanlde strain it would
put on her already over-loaded nervous systemt beaémed she had
little choice, Piers was already moving close behner, his arm
curling round her waist and pulling her back agahis body, his
breath warm and even against her skin.

His muffled "That's better,' grazed the delicatev@eendings of her
ear, pleasure shivering through her. 'See,' hedadd#ly. '"You're
cold too.'

Cold? Selina repressed a desire to laugh hystlsri¢éér body was
overheating madly, overheating and over-reactingerdhwas
nothing she wanted to do more than to turn in lhmssaand press
herself the length of him; breast to breast, thmlkhigh; absorbing
the heat and maleness of him ...

His hand rested impersonally on her waist, bringmeg back to
reality. For Piers their closeness was simply aenatf necessity; of
practicality. Silently Selina prayed for a miracler-ending of the
storm and enough light for them to make the waltkbaut a glance



at her watch shocked her as she realised the ltimas gone ten in
the evening. There would be no light tonight, se siight just as well
resign herself to their situation. She closed lyesgetrying to relax
her body into sleep but too tensely aware of Hygng against her
back to do more than monitor his steady breathingevghe tried to
match her own to it.



CHAPTER NINE

SHE must have slept. She realised that the momenbgeeed her
eyes, her body cramped and stiff as she triedrtodver and realised
too late where she was and with whom. Piers wédystig curled
against her back, and as she tried to move he redttethick protest
deep in his throat, his arm tightening around her.

Even while she was apprehensive, tremors of pleasippled
through her body, to the extent of lulling her widlyllic daydreams
that she and Piers were established lovers; thatehened her
feelings and that any moment now he would opereyes and gaze
into hers with warmth and love.

Idiot, she chided herself, trying to wriggle awaitheut disturbing

him. Nothing could be less romantic than the agafiag prickle of

straw beneath Piers' protective oilskin, and stghbto know by now
that the last emotion she would ever see in Pegress would be the
one she longed so much to see.

'Stop wriggling.'

The sleepy command tensed her into shocked awarefdise fact
that he was awake. It was still pitch dark, impblesfor him to read
the truth in her eyes, even if she had been haegqf him, which she
wasn't. He was only another human being, she tadself

sardonically. He had no special powers that magessible for him
to read her mind.

Now that he was awake she expected him to remevarhi and turn
away from her, but instead it tightened still fenthdrawing her back
into the warmth of his body.

'Umm, that's better.'



'‘Let me go.' Her protest was fierce and slightlgky his answering
laughter grazing the back of her neck and the valie skin behind
her ear, making her shiver visibly.

'‘What and lose my human hot-water bottle?' His maoded slightly,

settling against her midriff, his fingers against heart, monitoring
its rapid thud. "You're as tense as a virgin sigaaibed with a man for
the first time,' he commented lazily. 'We both knbwan't possibly
be fear of my sex that's causing your tension, satws it? Fear of
me? Fear that you might in a moment of weaknesay#te truth to

me?'

Even now he wasn't prepared to relax his suspwitwer. Pain flared
burningly to life inside her, making her lash ouidly at him. "You're

so caught up in your self-appointed task of prothgentire female
sex untrustworthy that you aren't capable of resngg the truth.'

His fingers against her heart tensed painfully Setina found she
was holding her breath. The grip he used to turmdwend to face him
wasn't a tender one, and even though the darkreds inmpossible
for her to see his face clearly she could feeltdmsion emanating
from him.

‘And just what makes you say that?'

His voice was like steel, incisive and hard, wiliher to take back
her impulsive words, but she refused to be domthdig his
court-room iciness. Having come so far she wasdenig, not
prepared to cede victory to him. Pride and a bafrs¢émper carried
her into angry speech.

'Sir Gerald told me how the ... the woman he waslired with hurt
you. | think you've been punishing my sex for thag¢r since.'

The silence was dreadful; a chasm that stretchdaidgably
between them; its depths armed with sharp knivadyéo destroy



the unwary. Now Selina was glad of the darknesd,adttnough one
half of her regretted what she had said, the otegiced in her
strength in being able to do so. For too long sk dowered under
the pressure of Piers' disapproval and contempghereof which she
had done anything to earn ... Not if one discouniedfact that she
was her mother's daughter, but that was somethegrefused to
think of now. It would weaken her too much.

'‘Quite the amateur psychologist aren't we?' Paacslstingly at last.
'l wonder what made my uncle give you that piecmformation?’

Selina wasn't prepared to tell him.

‘Unfortunately, the conclusions you have drawn fribrare wildly
incorrect. If | mistrust certain members of youx #es because my
legal training suggests that | have grounds fongl@io. In your own
case | would say that those grounds are extrentebyng | still
haven't had an explanation of what you were doiitg my uncle's
papers. | still believe there is something youradeng from me.'

Selina was beginning to wish she had never brotighsubject up.
As always, Piers had turned it to his own advantagkshe was fast
losing the initial ground she had gained. She moxestlessly,
suddenly aware of the pressure of his fingers digygito her arms.

‘The thunder's stopped,' she said huskily. '"Whytdes start back?'

'It's three in the morning ... the house will bekied up, and we'll only
disturb everyone.'

'‘But surely they'll be worrying about us?'

'l doubt it. Gerald will guess that we've takenugef somewhere.
What's the matter, Selina? Scared of being alorewigh me?'

The conversation had come full circle.



'‘Why should | be?' She attempted a brief shrugvdanded under the
pressure of his grip.

'Oh, | could think of several excellent reasonss Ybice was soft,
dangerously so, and she felt the coolness of l@athrgrazing her
cheek as he bent his head towards her, 'Inclutiisgpne.’

If his kiss had been punishing, contemptuous, ashsld expected it
would be, she might have stood some chance of taitsg it, but

instead the movement of his mouth against her oaswe more than
the lightest whisper, encouraging her lips to sofeexd part in

bewildered pleasure.

He raised his head and studied her in the darka#esugh what he
could see of her features she wasn't sure. Enduggemed to reach
out and trace the shape of her mouth with cooléfisguntil she

shivered in mute acknowledgment of the feelingaitoeised within

her.

She knew she could have stopped him with a wort tHat word
refused to be spoken, instead she stared in silesnde pulled her
into the warmth of his body, securing her therénveime hand, while
the thumb of the oilier probed the pulse thuddingously on the
inside of her wrist. When he lifted it to his moutinoking it with his
tongue, firebolts of desire seemed to be unleasisade her, turning
her weak and yielding, on fire with the hungertbisch aroused. His
tongue caressed her palm, making her shiver hégtadad cling to
him, fiercely glad that he wasn't wearing his sHiis skin felt hot
beneath her hands, or was it from her own handshwkhe was
running feverishly over the solid muscles of higesth that the heat
was coming?

She moaned deep in her throat when he took heerBnoto his
mouth, sucking them slowly, consumed by waves sirdes intense
as sheet lightning. He was melting her bones wiglgure, turning



her into a fluid, pliable formless being that haldomould to his own
desire.

The rough abrasion of his thigh against her owneskler with heat,
her fingers digging into the muscles of his backhageleased her
fingers to nibble delicate kisses along her thriateemed he was
only playing with her, fuelling her need for himtlilight, almost

teasing kisses and caresses, but there was ndigiiigor teasing

about the aroused pressure of his lower body, imggsgrs down into

the oilskin, totally male and demanding in the maggsit was

communicating to her.

He cupped and stroked her breasts, and althougtiisidéo conceal
from him the frenzy his touch was driving her tenaall moan forced
its way past *her closed lips.

‘Do you want me?"

How could he imagine otherwise? Pride warned hedrghe would be
wise to deny it; he could simply be arousing herthe pleasure of
making her ache and leaving her unsatisfied, butesdeep and
intensely feminine core of her refused to allow teeresort to any
subterfuge. Her hands on his shoulders she soughthe darkly
shadowed outline of his face, fixing her eyes oe tileaming
darkness of his.

‘Yes, | do,' she said simply, and in saying it f&leas though she had
committed herself to the tidal flood of waters tao deep for her to
swim unsupported in. Although he didn't realisdyt,her admission
she had placed in him a trust he would never giveet. Not knowing
what his reaction would be, she waited tenselyaaly preparing
herself mentally and physically for his rejection.

She felt him exhale as though the breath had leeely contained,
his chest compressing. 'Dear God, then show meythatdo,' he



muttered hoarsely, the ragged, almost tortured éafnhis voice
stunning her.

'I've been through hell, wanting you, do you kndwat?' The raw
admission held her immobile, only his thick, almagattural
exclamation of despair, driving her to react indiiely and enclose
his body with her arms, her lips pressing tendeassuring kisses
against his throat as she tried to come to ternth thie mental
anguish in his voice. It hurt her to think of him pain. Not for a
minute did she stop to think that this might bethapoploy; another
method of undermining her defences, her everynosto stem his
pain.

His hands gripped her waist tightly, his throapiifg back under the
light pressure of her mouth. Her kisses had besimitive, designed
to comfort and reassure, but as she looked dowmatelina could
sense the sexual hunger he was barely able toot@amu as though
her body was acutely attuned to the needs of hessélivered in
response to it, lowering her head to touch her Maatt first

tentatively, and then more surely to the mascuimeof his throat.

His uninhibited response to her touch surprisediHemwvas normally

so controlled and contained she had thought thraeeow he would

control his sexual desire in the same way thatdméralled the other

aspects of his life. Instead he moaned her nantehmiarse need, his
fingers burrowing into her hair as he held her agfanim, her mouth

tremulous as it touched the rigid muscles of hredhand felt him

tremble against her.

Lost in the pleasure of discovering how much shedcarouse him, it
came as a shock to find herself suddenly thrusydveen his body

and rolled underneath him, the weight of his tg@®sming her down,

his palms cupping her jaw, holding her so thatould have been
Impossible for her to evade the bruising passidmskiss even if she
had wanted to.



His mouth moved urgently on hers, compelling anafiguirgent
response. The barrier of his shirt and their urlddres was a
physical agony it almost hint to endure. As thotlgh same thought
had struck him, Piers removed his hands from hee,fhfting her
body slightly without breaking the kiss. She mowedingly with
him, making a small sound of satisfaction deepanthroat when he
unfastened her bra. The slow slide of his fingayairest her skin
removing both his borrowed shirt and her bra wasoat torture.
When she was finally free to arch her body intolikat of his she
shuddered deeply. Piers broke the kiss to mutteatity. 'Night after
night I've dreamed of you like this. Melting in ragms, on fire for me
... wanting me as you've never wanted any of ytherdovers ...'

It should have put a brake on her need for himjtlditin't. Nothing,
but nothing, was more important than this achimgzyg hunger his
touch stoked up inside her, and she respondediseleto every
touch of his hands against her body, scatterindkigbes against his
shoulders and neck, interspersing them with sreatlale sounds of
pleasure when his hands found her breasts, shapidgcaressing
them until she was writhing wantonly against hiner hbody
shameless in its invitation to his.

Piers released her and she shivered in the suddessaof cold air,
desperately straining her eyes to make out the shalpe of his body
as he moved away from her. What was happening?hdagimply
been playing a game with her? But no . .. surelgmecould fake the
desire she had read in his kisses; felt in his body

He moved again, the faint light filtering into th@om revealing the
aroused, tormented expression on his face. Pitylarelwelled up

inside her ... He wanted her and yet at the samehie hated himself
for doing so. She knew that as clearly as thoughhgtd heard him
say the words. This was the time for her to putlikoa. to make the
decision for both of them.



Kneeling beside her Piers cupped her breast, slandynting it with
his mouth—the lightest most delicate touch; anceyetugh to banish
forever any thought of stopping him from what hesvaming. Her
other breast was revered in the same fashion;cthe af wanting his
complete possession churning hotly through her atbm She
reached out to touch him and encountered the ndikel@liness of his
thigh. Her fingers stirred the roughly male hatke felt him tense
and shudder; his mouth, which had been caressaggilley between
her breasts, suddenly hot and demanding, his Yiaese and ragged
as he raised his head and muttered in her ear. Gl do you know
how much I've wanted you to touch me like that?'

He took her hand, placing it against the hard,dhirag swell of his
manhood, his mouth covering hers, deeply; hungmigying over its
softness in increasing fierce demand as she traeedigid flesh
beneath her fingers, exploratively at first anchtbaressingly as she
heard the moaned sounds of pleasure stifled ithhast, his tongue
hot and possessive as he explored the inner sveseth@er mouth.

Beneath her hand his body pulsed and shuddereahchith wild and

hot as he caressed her throat and then moved Id@wen to her

breasts, making her shudder as convulsively asasedeing himself
as his tongue stroked roughly over her taut nipples his teeth bit
delicately into her tender flesh. Her body arched anoved

seductively, instinct taking over from logic. Shamted him with an
intensity she had never imagined herself feelimgafoy man, Selina
realised shakily. She wanted him with a primitivgancy that made
her wonder at her own loss of self- control. Her chanoved

yearningly against his body, communicating her n€eers moaned
deep in his throat, muttering her name thickly,spneg himself
against her in a mute demand for her continuedssare

'‘Dear God, you're driving me almost insane. Do koow that?' The
words were ragged and tortured, moaned againghbeth before it
was covered by his. Selina tried to move closdrino, wanting the



hard male pressure of him against her lower bodtyhb gripped her
wrist, keeping her hand where it was, his voiceklaind slurred as he
muttered. 'No ... no ... not yet. | want to knowadlyou...' he added
hoarsely. 'l want to touch and taste every incyoof.'

His hands moved over her body, and when they cartietbarrier of
her briefs Selina trembled in need and tensiortuigged her panties
down, his fingers closing round her ankle, caregdire fine bones
until she shivered, her hands sliding up his bodygtasp his

shoulders as she felt the warm pressure of hishremydinst her skin,
teasing a delicate line of kisses over her calfjizher knee, along
the inside of her thigh. Her breath seemed todggoed in her throat,
her heart pounding erratically. His fingers touchnedt intimately,

unleashing a wild flood of pleasure. She wantedrtav back away
from the intimacy and yet she wanted also to pmlibnto respond
wantonly to the delicate pressure of his touch.

'‘What's wrong?' His voice was tense, almost ddan't you like what
I'm doing? Tell me what you do like ... You're aman of experience
who knows what turns her on.’

Waves of shock coursed through her. She wantedetty dhis
assertion, to blurt out the truth, but some deepeskinstinct warned
her that if she did so, he would withdraw from Hge was a virgin,
and if he knew that he would probably stop makmelto her, and
then she would have nothing ... nothing at alldlnitto her during the
long, lonely nights that lay ahead.

'Fool, he's going to find out anyway,' an innerceotaunted, but by
then it would be too late ... her own duplicity sked her. Was this
what loving him had brought her to?

His fingers stroked and caressed, her mind unableontrol her
body's almost delirious response. She shuddered venttied,
abandoning herself completely to the feelings hg arausing; deep,



intense feelings carrying her along with them l|&kdast-flowing

river, taking her to a culmination that she serdiedy, but could not
entirely envisage. Her hands had been clenchedPiets' shoulders,
but under the rhythmic stroke of his fingers shenfib them sliding
downwards, her fingers stroking along the darkwimg of hair that
led past his navel, lower, and lower until she emslosing him with
tremulous fingers, feeling the life pulse beatipgunder his flesh.

They had been lying side by side, facing one ampthet now,
suddenly Piers disengaged himself from her, sittipgpulling her
towards and across his body so that her head lagilap, her body
curled towards him.

His fingers trembled as he brushed her hair away finer face, his
voice thick and uneven as he muttered, 'l canftdstauch more of
this ... Are you enjoying tormenting me, is thatavh is?' She wasn't
sure what he meant and was even less sure wheddee aawly,
‘Perhaps | ought to indulge in a little tormentof own.'

His fingers found her again, inciting a slow, laogaus pleasure that
built quickly into the same pulsating need she fadidbefore. She
moaned wildly, her body arching, her mouth hot tiachulous as she
pressed it into the hard flesh of his thigh to dtepself from begging
him for release. Her body was shivering violenpylsing with a
need she had not known existed, driven on by desingl hungers
outside her control. She felt the heat of Piersutimsear her inner
thigh and cried out in protest, anxiously tryingnhmve away from
him, her mind shocked by the intimacy of his caresen while her
body apparently craved it. Without being awaret shie had curled
her fingers tightly into his thigh, and when he deficately into her
skin she released them in sudden shock, his voiceosa
unrecognisable as he demanded hoarsely, 'TouchefimasS.. kiss
me . ..'She knew suddenly what he wanted and wiele mind
struggled to come to terms with the intimacy of desire, her own
body started to melt beneath the delicate strokéhisftongue,



caressing her until she was mindless with the pleagf it, trying to
pull away from him with one breath only to givetmmthe\Waves of
sensual pleasure exploding inside her with the .n&¥ithout
conscious thought she reacted instinctively, saagctout his
maleness, stroking and caressing its pulsating pdvee mouth hot
and tremulous against his skin, her shyness aneranaty banished
by his hoarse sounds of pleasure, by the feveraseanousing within
her by his touch.

When he suddenly pulled away from her, her sensgepfivation
was acutely shocking. She tensed in fear and rejgatot knowing
what she had done wrong, terrified that he had bomeaealised the
truth and meant to tell her so, all her earliersahat he was simply
playing a part, returning to torment her.

In the dim light she could just make out the owatlof his face, and
what she saw there both reassured and scareddstillivanted her
. .. that much she could see, but suddenly shevergsmuch aware
of her own inexperience; of the ache deep withinlbaaly; of the

flooding waves of pleasure his touch had engendlefdger own new
knowledge of what it meant to arouse a man, tohlt@unxl caress him
until his desire was at the fever pitch she coelel faming in Piers'
eyes.

‘Afterwards he'll hate you for deceiving him," aasihVoice warned,
but wantonly she ignored it, watching him starirgvd at her as
thought waiting for some signal.

Her body trembled and she looked back at him irenemtreaty, her
voice thready and uncertain as she begged, 'Ripisase make love
to me.'

The weight and heat of his body against hers madshudder with
pleasure. It felt so good to have the warm satihi®fkin caressing
her own, his thigh between hers, hard and firmlirgi the wild



trembling in her body. He moved, arching over Ims, mouth, hot
and hungry on hers, whirling away her fears. Hehldted to meet
the fierce thrust of his, absorbing the brief sha@ve of pain. She
thought she felt Piers tense and she moved urgagéinst him, her
fingers curling into his back, her gasp of mingbaih and pleasure as
he thrust deeper into her lost beneath the hdasohouth.-

Waves of pleasure built up inside her, finally edohg
cataclysmically, her sharp, shuddering gasps @frhént echoed by
the harsh male sounds Piers compressed againsitiher

Filled with the wonder of what had happened, she dualy aware of
Piers harsh breathing gradually slowing down; learhhammering
heavily against her ribs. His fingers gripped heisty his harsh
exclamation of her name forcing her to look at himd realise that it
wasn't exhaustion that made his heart hammer,rgéra

'‘Why?' He lifted his weight away from her as heeakthe question,
shaking her slightly as he repeated it, "Why?'

'‘Why what?' She was tempted to defy him, to prestredhad no idea
what he was talking about. Perhaps then he would# tre had been
wrong, but she had forgotten how hard a man hetovdsceive.

'‘Why didn't you tell me you were a virgin?' he dewhed curtly. "Why
did you let me believe you were experienced?"

What could she say? Because she wanted him to lmakéo her and
knew that if he knew the truth he would not? If sh&l that how long
would it be before he guessed the rest? That sthéalian deeply in
love with him?

'l didn't think it was important." She managed ¢ursl carelessly
unconcerned, but only by averting her eyes fromHe&soon put a
stop to this ploy by releasing her wrist to cup faee.



'If it wasn't important, how come I've been yousftflover? You're an
extremely beautiful woman, Selina ... and | caelidve I've been the
first man to desire you.'

‘Maybe not, but perhaps you're the first I've dbioack in return.’
She said it lightly, praying that he wouldn't gupsg what her calm
words masked. When he was silent, she added tefisaltired Piers
... surely it isn't that important. We made loeeduse it was what we
both wanted. | enjoyed it, and | refuse to spoibyt conducting a
post-mortem on it.'

She could see his mouth thin and tighten, and drtlee eyebrows
slightly, 'Logically I'm the one who should playetimjured party role,
Piers, not you.'

"You knew the truth, | didn't.' He said it flatlglmost accusing her.
'l can't see what difference it makes whether | avasgin or not.'

'‘Can't you? Then you're exceptionally naive.' Higg was dry and
mocking, and Selina shivered, cold now that shedegsived of the
warmth of his body.

'‘Now isn't the time to discuss it. We'll talk latdre added tautly,
stretching over her to hand her his shirt. 'Pwg dm, you're cold.’

When her fingers tensed over the buttons he fagtdrem for her.
Tears stung her eyes. She badly wanted some shaandérness
from him right now, but tenderness was the very flamg he was
likely to show her. As he moved away from her sheld see the
outline of his body, lean and very masculine and shivered,
remembering how she had caressed him ... how hevaatgd her to
caress him. Almost as though he read her mindaiak '$1l say one
thing for you, you're certainly a quick study. Ihadn't had proof
positive, I'd never have believed you to be ineigrered.’ He had his
back to her which probably accounted for the ralmoat angry



sound of it. He turned back to her, his mouth sight. "You do
realise how badly | might have hurt you?'

When she made no response he gripped hold of heérdemanded
almost savagely, 'Did 1? Did | hurt you?'

More concern, where she wanted love was demeamdgainful.
Pride came to her rescue, allowing her to say go®id you want
to? Is that how you take revenge on my sex?'

He released her, swearing under his breath, pusinggy fingers
through his already ruffled hair. 'We can't talloabthis now ... but
talk about it we will, Selina, | promise you thaiolding her eyes he
said softly, "You do realise you could have my d®il

She had, but only in the last few seconds, andwareness of her
vulnerability made her lash out and demand sacahst) 'And if |
should be pregnant, what would it mean? That youlavbave to do
the honourable thing and marry me?’

She had meant the words to be a reminder to hexfdediw little their
lovemaking meant to her, but was shocked into sdemhen he said
quietly,

‘That's right. There's already been one child lb@mour family who
hasn't known her father. | won't see that happemather.'

He was talking abouter, Selina realised numbly .shewas that
child, but hard on the heels of this thought caeagihg pain. How
could she allow him to marry her, knowing that lesmgised rather
than loved her? No ... at all costs she could howahat to happen.
Too tired and exhausted to risk a verbal battlé win that she knew
she could only lose, she kept silent, sinking dowrto the floor, and
turning her back to him. Her actions seemed ttateihim.



'l hardly think either of us is likely to sleep npwe told her crisply,
‘and that being the case we might as well staik.Bd&@h a bit of luck
by the time we get there someone should be up.'



CHAPTER TEN

IT was almost fully dawn, the sky serene and pale,bihen they
finally reached the house. As they walked in siketicough the wet
garden, a solution suddenly came to Selina. Hettimeant dry with
the enormity of it, but she knew shudderingly ihatould work; that
if she used it there would be no further questibiRiers marrying
her—child or no child. Although he didn't realisgiiwas a measure
of her love for him that she was prepared to usehe loved him top
much to trap him in a marriage he had never re@gted. And if she
was to have his child? Memories of her own fatlssrighildhood beat
down on her, and yet the thought of aborting Pieedy was
unthinkable...

She would worry about it if and when it happenedhaiVwas
important now was ensuring that Piers cut her dui® life and
permanently. And she knew just the thing.

Mary let them in, her expression concerned whenssietheir still
damp clothes. 'Thank goodness you're all rightaldesaid that you
would be, but | was so concerned.’

'‘We got caught right in the middle of the thundemst,' Piers told his
aunt, 'and we decided it was best to take sheltearevwe could.
Luckily we were right by Thompson's winter barn.nde the straw,’
he added with a faint grimace, plucking a couplestaflks from
Selina's hair.

'‘Well let me make both of you a cup of tea. Selowks exhausted,’
Mary commented with renewed concern, 'I'm terribéthunder, I'm

afraid,' she told her commiseratingly. 'Poor Gewdilih't get much

sleep last night because | was so restless, saiifeel like spending a
lazy morning in bed, I'm sure he won't mind.'



It was a convenient escape route and Selina tpoktidaring to look
at Piers as she picked up the mug of tea Mary bacep for her.

Piers followed her out of the kitchen, his expresdaintly grim. ‘We
still have to talk,' he warned her. '"You can't auway for ever Selina.'

Not for ever, Selina promised mentally, climbing ttairs, just for
long enough for her to find the courage for whag khew she must
do.

Much to her own surprise she fell asleep, waking amen someone
opened her bedroom door. Sunlight streamed in ¢irothe
windows, the sky a soft bright blue, the air wadtithrough the
opening pleasantly fresh now that the storm haaretéthe air;

'‘Don't bother feigning sleep, | know you're awake.'

Her mouth compressed indignantly as she struggled tip, thankful
that she had taken the time to shower and pull en dotton
nightdress before sliding into bed.

When her bedroom door opened the last person shexpeected to
see was Piers, and as she controlled the shocksvedy#easure the
sight of him brought she realised that he was dde$ésrmally in a
dark suit and plain silk shirt.

'l have to leave for the airport in half an hobg'told her curtly, ‘an
unexpected complication in New York and they needback there. |
wanted to see you before | left.'

Here it was, her golden opportunity to do what khew must be
done. Sickness crawled through her stomach, heesdensing in
dread of what was to come.

'‘When | get back | intend to announce our engagéeme® can be
married quite quickly.'



'‘Always supposing there is any need for us to beietg' Selina
broke in huskily. Dear God he was offering her legaand she had to
refuse it ... She had to both for his sake anchaer.

‘Whether you are carrying my child or not makesyvéttle
difference.' He turned to watch her, his eyes laadl determined as
they searched her pale face. 'l was your firsti@edina, which must
mean something. You're no adolescent, too younghawe
experimented with sex. The very fact that you wexérgin tells me
that you can't be totally indifferent to me.’

'l wanted you physically, yes." God how it hurt nake such a
statement, but she had to go through with it. tBat is no basis for a
marriage.'

His eyes were burning into hers, an expressiontitvgihis mouth
that might almost have been pain if she hadn't knbetter.

'It's a damned sight more than a good many othgples have.'

'‘And you'd marry me even with your suspicions aloe®? You were
right to suspect me, Piers.' How cool and contdatlee sounded. She
almost marvelled at her own ability to act. "Wowtil like to know
the truth? Very well you shall have it." Her mouatirled mockingly,
her total involvement with the role she knew she ka play so
convincingly that he would never suspect what shes woing,
bringing a febrile glitter to her eyes, narrowiigm to almond slits
of anger. 'Yes, | wanted you to make love to mers?i. and do you
know why? Because | wanted to see if you were &sevable to me
as you were to my mother. Do you know who | amrdHeShe
laughed, wondering if he would guess how much tlued tore at her
throat.

His expression hadn't changed; he was standinglebehpstill, only
his eyes betraying any trace of emotion. They wirffntem blue to



black, burning into her, making her ache with adneestop what she
was doing, but it was impossible. She was her ngtdaughter, and
sooner or later Piers would remember that and hetefor it. She

would not marry him without him knowing the trudmd he would

not marry her once he did. All she was doing westching the truth
slightly ... stretching it and concealing part bfrom him, like the

fact that she had fallen deeply and permanentiguva with him, she
told herself wryly.

‘Just what the hell are you trying to say?' Hisceowas harsh,
splintering the fragile silence. 'Stop playing #iitress Selina and just
tell me ...'

‘Very well.' Her fade cool and unreadable, she gaidtly, 'l am Sir
Gerald's illegitimate daughter; the child of therman who taught
you to distrust my sex Piers; your cousin ... ...

It was the small explosive sound from the door tirake the thick
silence. It was still open and Mary stood there,faee drained and
pale. Selina knew with a surge of remorse that slust have
overheard nearly every word.

'Piers, your taxi's here,' she said huskily. 'Shall

'I'll be right down . .." He looked at Selina ame $aced him proudly,
as Mary closed the door and walked away.

‘Do you still want to marry me now?' she asked tiagty. 'Now that
you know the truth about me?'

'‘Why did you apply for that job?'

Everything depended on her answer now, Selina de@@@ping her
hands together beneath the bedclothes, she shruggely and
replied. 'Why not? Surely you must agree that ntgdaowes me



something ... a very substantial something to@ukhsay, especially
when one adds on interest for all the years ofewgl

‘You wanted money ... revenge ... is that it?' lde brossed over to
her, his voice harsh as he bent towards her, figghes glittering in
the darkness of his eyes. 'Haven't you realisedhgtin terms of
financial worth I'm a far richer man than my uncM9 father was
extremely wealthy, and | inherited it all when hiedd... You've
misplayed your card very badly my dear. As my wide would have
had my fortune to rim through ... and to think tuadly .. .’

'Yes?'

'It doesn't matter.' He walked over to the door #ah paused by it,
turning to face her. His face was almost grey.ds\is pride that was
hurt, nothing more, Selina told herself... he dithve her ... that grey
tinge to his skin, the way it stretched too tigltther his bones, meant
only that his pride was wounded, and she would eo&if she
allowed herself to believe anything else.

‘And if you should be carrying my child?'

It was the final hurdle and she took a deep braafirepare herself
for it, forcing a nonchalant shrug, managing todevhis eyes as she
said coolly,. 'Well I shan't follow my mother's exale.’

‘You mean you'll have an abortion?' His voice wassh, tight with
something that if she hadn't known him and simglgrd it she might
have construed as sheer agony.

‘What's wrong? Scared that | might ask you to jpayt?"

He slammed the door and came towards her, furyenydine of his
body. When he stopped short of the bed she fouadvsis trembling
visibly.



"You're not worth giving up several years of my libr,' he told her
very softly, 'otherwise, believe me, there's naghihat would give
me greater pleasure than to deprive you of andtfeath.’

He was gone before she could say a word. She Ingardlattering
down the stairs and then the slam of the front dmtlowed by the
sound of a car drawing away.

It was over. She had done it. She ought to berfgeglieved, but all

she could feel was a vast nothingness ... no paiothing .. . But the
pain would come later. She knew that. She triegetaout of bed and
found that she was trembling so badly she couldljyanove. Her

bedroom door opened and for a moment she feltchsuilge of hope,
but it was Mary who stood there. Remorse courseditih her as she
looked at the older woman. She had never meanirtder . ..

'l expect you would like me to leave.' She kept Waice neutral,
avoiding the faded hazel eyes.

'‘Why on earth should 1?' Mary crossed the roomsatdiown on the
side of her bed, her eyes wise and very kind. 'elgrddo you know
what this will mean to Gerald?

'He's done his duty by me," Selina responded shakit daring to
trust in what she saw in Mary's expression. 'l @aly be a reminder
of things he'd rather forget."'

‘How could he forget the child he had fathered2é&atlif he could he
would not have been the man | loved—enough to figitih every

weapon | possessed to keep him—even my childreiye®hshe said
firmly when Selina looked at her.dld fight for him, and it wasn't an
easy fight—or a clean one. | can't tell you theussig we've both
suffered over you. Gerald because he could notygiuahe attention
and love he gave to his other daughters, and misekuse | knew
that in keeping him I'd deprived you of the riglot know your



father—a very wonderful and special father, as eacé of my
daughters would testify.'

‘You ... you don't hate me?' Selina said it wondgyi, hardly daring
to believe what she was hearing.

‘Hateyou?Oh my dear ...'

She couldn't remember the last time anyone hadhezlber with

compassion and caring, certainly her mother haémiasen the type
to kiss and cuddle her, and adult though she wascshuld not stop ,
the tears from forming and rolling down her facevesy smoothed
back her tangled hair and gave her a little shake.

'Foolish, foolish girl," she chided. "You should/éaold us who you
were. My dear ... this is going to make Geraldaogdy. | can't wait to
tell him. He's tried so hard over the years todrgou ... but he
promised your mother he would not interfere in ybife:. He didn't
want you to be torn between two parents who coalcenbe united.’

'l thought he didn't care about me ... All my lifee believed that . ..
that he rejected me...'

'‘Nothing could have been further from the truth.r Mabirthday or
Christmas has gone by without him suffering theusstg of losing
you.'

'Piers hates me...'She hadn't known she was gosaytthat until the
words were out.

Mary's eyes soft with compassion as she lookedratPiers is a very
complex man.’

'‘Who hated my mother because of what she did toamidto you.'



'‘But youare not your mother Selina,' Mary said quietlfayhere and
rest for a while, while | break the good news to..Go your father.’
She stood up and smiled down at her, adding sofiyn't worry ...

Believe me, there is nowhere on earth where ybe'lhore welcome
than in this house. It will be marvellous havingotrer daughter
about the place. It's selfish of me | know, bublsb miss the girls'
company.'

Events were moving with a speed that took Selior@ath away. She
had barely come to terms yet with Mary's wholelezhaicceptance of
her, and now here she was taking it for grantetigha would stay
here as a member of the family. Part of her longeshsely to do that
... to be cosseted and petted by Mary, and yetdooid she stay after
what she had said to Piers? This was his family tao

Unable to rest or relax she got up and showerezssdrg quickly.
What would her father say when Mary told him? Ppshiae would
not be as ready to accept her as his wife? Herastbhrwas churning
nauseously by the time Mary came back.

‘Gerald would like to see you," was all she saidi thoe smile she gave
her was warm and encouraging.

She found her father sitting in his chair. When spened the door
and glanced uncertainly at him he stood up, holduighis arms to
her.

It was several minutes before either of them ceplebk, and when he
did, his words warmed her chilled heart. 'If | a@bulave chosen
anyone for my unknown daughter Selina, it wouldenhaeen you.

There has been a bond between us right from thie Starhaps |

should have guessed,' he added with a brief sialléhose excellent

gualifications ..."



'‘Piers suspected .. Well at least he suspectedsl soacealing
something,' she added huskily.

‘Yes, he told me. Mary said you were quarrelling thorning. Are
you in love with him Selina?'

What could she say? 'Yes,' she admitted shakihy b only desires
me ... or at least he did, until this morning,’ shel wryly. 'Now |
think he must hate me. | told him | took the joldhwyou because |
wanted money from you ... revenge for ... for thstpbut it wasn't
true.’

'‘My dear, you don't need to tell me that, and i€r®iwasn't
half-demented with love for you, he'd be able t® that for himself.'

'Piers doesn't love me!'

'‘No? Then why should such an astute and capablefdve so easily
deceived with lies that even a first- year traineeld demolish.
Selina, | know my nephew.’

Piers could not love her! It was a thought that w@sstantly on her
mind over the next few days, when the rest of drailfy had been
told the news. Her three half-sisters had reactethgourably that
Selina was overwhelmed by their ready acceptanckeof Mary
couldn't wait to get her installed at Homings geamanent basis and
was already talking excitedly about the three efhtlgoing away for
a holiday once Sir Gerald was well enough.

Three days before Piers was due back from New Puaikie arrived
at Homings. If there was one person she had dreadeting almost
as much as Piers, it was Piers' mother, but sheem&ehave worried.
After she had greeted her sister-in-law Dulcie lagh§elina warmly.



'‘My dear, I'm so pleased that Gerald's long-losgtéger is you ... |
can't wait to tell Piers.'

'He already knows.' She said it quietly, achinchwite pain of their
final confrontation.

Dulcie eyed her speculatively but said nothing.

It wasn't until just after dinner that she saidnty, 'Selina and | are
going for a walk in the gardens— alone. It's myntto get to know
her.’

There was no way Selina could refuse. The summenieg was
warm without being close.

'l can't tell you how glad we all are to have foyd at last, Selina.
This will do wonders for Gerald, | know. He's suéf@ a tremendous
burden of guilt over the years.

'‘My mother was more to blame really." She saia & ilow voice. 'l
used to hate my father ... | thought he'd rejecbed... And then |
started hating myself ... | thought you would atdme too.'

‘Selina no one hates you.'
'‘Not even Piers?' Selina retorted bitterly.

There was a small silence when she cursed herdstopgue. Why
had she said that?

'l should say especially not my son,' Dulcie saieetly at last. 'He
loves you, Selina.’

'Has hetold you that?' She couldn't bear to look at Dulcieamg as
she did that the other woman must be wrong.



To her surprise Dulcie responded wryly, 'My dean,his mother. He
doesn't need to tell me.'

'l think you're confusing desire with love,' Selsad at last. 'He may
want me, but | can't see how he could love mespeeially not now

‘Why don't you ask him?"'

Selina could feel her skin change colour. What [Bukas suggesting
was impossible. But what if she was right? Wh&iérs did love her?
How could he, she derided herself? He had nevertsat he did.

Neither did you, a contrary inward voice reminded. h

Dulcie spoke again, her voice calm and assure#.hs Selina,' she
told her. 'Or isn't the answer important enoughyfar to find out?'

Her small sound of pain must have betrayed herusec®ulcie
continued softly. 'lIt's not for me to say of coyrset sometimes it's
worth taking a risk for the important things irelif

'If he does love me why doesn't he ...’

‘Tell you? According to Mary the two of you hadwagel before he
left for New York. He's a very proud man Selinag &nyou've given
him reason to believe you don't care about hing hatdly likely to
tell you what he feels.’

'He despises me.' The words burst out of her. ‘éfpides me and
hates me as he did my mother ... | know, | sawfdase when | told
him who | was.' Her anguish must have reached theravoman
because she sighed and said softly.

'‘My dear, have you thought that he also loves asgects your father
... Personally | believe that every child is itselbt a clone of its
parents, but if you will persist in believing thiers sees you only as



the child of your mother, remember that you are #ie child of your
father too, and much more | would say than you vikers. Courage,
Selina,’ she added softly. 'Surely it's betterimol but now exactly
what his feelings are than to torture yourself as gre doing at the
moment?'

If she was torturing herself it was because offtheful things she
had said to Piers before he left. And he had betidhem. Surely if
he had really loved her he would have known ..e Sighed and
walked back to the house in silence with her congran

Nothing more was said on the subject of Piershleutvas never out
of her thoughts. On the morning he was due to figkbfrom New

York she wandered tensely through the garden, gdiointhe sight

and touch of him and yet dreading any further camtftion. What

would his reaction be when he discovered how easilyamily had

accepted her? Could their acceptance of her caifs®atween them
and him? Perhaps if she went to see him and offevedmove

herself from their lives if he should wish it...

She knew she was looking for excuses to see hiout she did not
have the courage to simply breeze back into hesalifd ask him if he
loved her. The more she thought about it, the nooteageous the
possibility seemed. He had never once given heiradigation that
he might do so. Gerald and, Dulcie too, to somerdxtsaw her
through rose-coloured glasses ... not as Pierdhisaw

She was just about to walk back into the house whaoie found
her. 'Here is my key for Piers' apartment,' she: belr softly, 'and this
IS the address... He should be back sometimeftieisiaon. I've done
all I'm prepared to do Selina ... the rest musiipéo you.'

All morning she agonised over what she ought tobdib,in the end
the compulsion to see him proved stronger than hamytelse.



Showering and changing into a-cool cotton dress wittmatching
jacket she rang for a taxi.

Gerald expressed mild surprise when she explaihat ghe was
going up to London for the day and probably woulde' back until
late. Mary smiled at her and fussed about thetfadtshe would be
missing lunch, but Dulcie's brief smile of approwahrmed her
chilled heart.

Four hours later she was bitterly cursing her impesity. She had
arrived at Piers' apartment just over an hour agd,had let herself
in. It was immaculately tidy, the large sitting modecorated in
firmly masculine creams and browns. She hadn'toegdlany further
than that room and the kitchen, not wanting tauérany further into
Piers' privacy than she must.

It was thirst and tension that drove her into thtehlen to make
herself a cup of coffee. Piers should have arrivali an hour ago.
She had deliberately timed her own arrival to coie@s closely with
his as possible, knowing what the ordeal of waiforghim would do
to her already over-burdened nervous system.

Of course it was quite possible that the flight imtighave been
delayed. Such things weren't entirely unknown. Bt if he didn't
come back alone? What if he was going out somewWwh¥éfiey, oh
why had she come? Her hand shook alarmingly ap@ined out her
coffee and she had to search round the immacuitateek to find a
cloth to mop up the small puddle on the work top.

She had just carried her mug back to the sittiogoravhen she heard
a key turning in the main door lock. Her stomachroled wildly, a
shiver of apprehensive dread sliding down her spihewas
impossible for her to move. She could only stand stare at the
door.



It opened abruptly, thrust wide by the powerfuipse movement of
Piers' hand. Her first thought was that he looKkeabat unbearably
tired and thinner too. Beneath his tan his face @dvaw/n, and before
he masked them from her, his eyes blazed with iawsimixture of

emotions as he saw her standing motionless in &bhim.

'‘Well, well," he said silkily, flinging his coat drcase down on to one
of the two settees. 'What have we here? Changedmiowd about
wanting me to pay for the abortion, is that it?'

It was all going dreadfully wrong. In the time thiegd been apart she
had managed to convince herself that their quaadh't been quite
so vitriolic as it had been. Now she realised hestake. She
shouldn't have come here. Pial&in't love her and anyone who
thought he did was living in cloud cuckoo land. léathed her,
despised and hated her.

'‘No . .." Her voice was shaky and thin.
‘Then what the heklire you doing here?’

'l ..." Her throat was bone dry, and she. ran dregie nervously over
her upper lip. God this was worse by far than she@ imagined. 'l
wanted to tell you that my ... that your . . . ttieg family want... want
me to be part of it. .." Heavens, that wasn't vghathad meant to say.
What was happening to her?

'Oh yes, I've heard all about them killing the ddttcalf,’ he said
nastily. 'Emma wrote and told me. Quite a triumphdas my uncle
been told how much it's going t& cost him yet.WHRat price do you
place on your affections Selina . . .?'

‘None ... there is no price . .. except that Idedl in return .. ." Her
voice cracked ominously over the admission butsfappeared not to
notice.



‘That's a change of heart if ever | heard onedéreded bitterly.
'‘Love? You? You're so cold and wrapped up in youn grievances
and bitterness, you aren't capable of loving anyone

‘That's not true." His words had cut deep intodmantions and the
denial burst from her without conscious thought.’

'Isn't it?' He came to stand in front of her, aed heart ached to see
the lines of tiredness drawn in deep grooves aldedss mouth as it
twisted in bitter contempt.

All at once a terrible need to wipe that look fréms face rose up
inside her and would not be denied.

‘No, it isn't,' she said quietly, 'l love my fatherl love Mary ..and ...
and ..." her head came up and looked straightnat'and | love you
Piers.'

The room had gone deadly quiet, so quiet that shkelhear the hum
of the refrigerator in the kitchen. Dear God ..aivhad she said? It
was too late to retract the words now.

'‘What did you say?'

Her mouth was dry again and she moistened its teuitiae with her
tongue. 'Don't do that, damn you,' Piers said yarsh

Nervous and confused, she could only stare at him.

'‘When did you discover this supposed "love" for hie mocked
coldly. 'Certainly there was no evidence of it therning | left for
New York.'

'l was doing what | thought was best for you.' HMace was toneless,
her body lethargic and weak. She should not haweecbere, she
knew that now. 'l knew how much you despised myhaot.. you



wanted me ... you were even prepared to marry nenwbu knew

that ... that you had been my first lover. But hmwld I let you do it,

knowing that | would have to tell you the truth @hdt you'd hate me
for it ... that you were only marrying me out a$ense of duty ...? If
you've ever loved anyone yourself you must knowtwinaean.'

There was anguish and pain in her voice as it tlednbver the last
words. If he couldn't love her then let there astebe peace and
respect between them. She couldn't endure livimdifeealways in
the shadow of his contempit.

It was seconds before she could bring herself ok lat him, and
when she did she was shocked by the palor of lms Ske reached
©ut towards him instinctively, thinking he must g her skin
turning dark red as he flinched back from her asgh unable to
endure her touch.

'‘Dear God,' he said at last. 'Is thige? Do you honestly believe it
matters a damn to me who your parents are?'

He saw her face, whitening under the cruelty ofwileawas saying.
Of course he didn't care who she was; he didret ftdlrstop, and yet
suddenly she was in his arms, his fingers bitirig lrer waist as he
pulled her hard against him, his face buried insthitness of her hair.

‘Selina, Selina, don't you realise I'm so deepliowe with you that
nothing else matters ... nothing ..." he told mepleatically, lifting his
hands to cup her face, holding her so that shefovasd to meet his
eyes. 'You little fool... why did you put us botirdugh this hell?'

His mouth on hers unleashed a wild torrent of eomstthat made her
weak with the aching need to be part of him. Hemdsamoved

feverishly beneath his jacket, impatient of tha ilk of his shirt, her

mouth surrendering to the deeply possessive pass$ibis kiss. He

released her slowly, holding her slightly away fromn.



'l love you,' he told her softly. 'So much that aabther damn thing
in the world matters. When | discovered that | wasr first lover |
felt sure you must feel something for me. | wagivwd make sure of
you ... to tie you to me ... | could make you lowve | told myself... the
ingredients were there . ..’

‘But you kept on saying you didn't trust me . atth'

'What man ever trusts the first woman to make lailiniri love," Piers
said dryly. 'Of course | was suspicious of you. Ymhaved in a
suspicious fashion. All those qualifications for axtremely

mundane job ... the fact that you didn't fall img bed the first time |
looked at you...' He smiled a little then, 'Vairerat I? You recoiled
from me so intensely the first time | kissed yoatth knew that
touching you was the one sure way to provoke atioratrom you,

and | wanted that reaction. You challenged me bloatw hadn't
bargained for was my own reaction to you. | wasofus, both with
myself and with you ... Every instinct | possessd#d me you were
hiding something. | owed it to my own intuition fiod out what it

was, but when you looked at me with those bruigabherable eyes,
all I really wanted to do was to take you in my arm

'‘But you didn't?"

'‘No, | told myself it was just simply that you wexéetter actress than
I'd suspected. | fought hard against loving yoas .every man does. |
told myself it was fruitless to even think of logia woman | couldn't

trust, and one moreover who didn't love me in retur

'l did, but | daren't let you see it. | thought weauld hate me because
of my mother.’

He gave her a little shake. 'Forget your mother,tdid her curtly.
‘You are yourself, Selina. | know what happenethepast hurt you



... but there's no need for you to carry any burleguilt for what
happened. You were innocent... a victim if you like

'‘But you were so angry when | told you.'

'‘Because of the way you told me,' he correctedwyiplus the fact
that | thought you'd simply been using me to gesef to Gerald.
That hurt,' he told her simply. 'And when you told you intended to
abort any child you might have conceived.’

' didn't mean it...'

‘Don't you think | don't know that?' He whisperéé tvords fiercely
against her skin. 'l can't make it up to you fdryalu suffered as a
child, Selina, but | do love you.'

‘The citadel has finally crumbled,' she manageease.

'With devastating swiftness. If I'd ever thoughdttbnce | possessed
you, I'd stop wanting you, these last few days Hasen enough to
prove how wrong | was. There hasn't been a singjht rwhen |
haven't wanted to wake up and find you in my armshen my body
hasn't ached for yours ... when | haven't cursedethy thousand
times for losing my temper and walking out insteéstaying . .. Stay
here with me tonight.’

'‘Mary is expecting me back,’” she demurred, her eglesady
darkening as she thought of his lean body agaarsown.

‘Then I'll just have to ring her and tell her nmeixpect you, won't I?'
He bent to kiss her throat and Selina surrendesesklf to the heady
pleasure of his touch, tensing a little when hee@ihis head and
laughed.

‘What's wrong?'



'l've just wondered how Uncle Gerald will approgeking me to task
for seducing his daughter. No doubt he'll expect tmenake an
honest woman out of you ...'

'‘And .. ." Selina queried, mock angrily.

'‘And | shall of course have to comply," Piers resfmal mock
virtuously, adding thoughtfully, 'you know if I'dnkwn the truth
earlier | could have saved myself a good dealaiflite, couldn't I?
All I would have needed to do then to get you tceago be my wife
would have been to make love to you. Gerald woalkhnsisted on
our being married.' He sounded so smug that Skhdao laugh.

‘And seducing me would have been easy would it?'

His eyes darkened as his glance slid over her bidiyt easy
perhaps,’ he said huskily at last, 'but infinitehfinitely pleasurable.’

As he took her back in his arms, Selina gave a ahéfttank you' to
Dulcie. Without her encouragement she would havebeen here
today ... She stiffened and Piers released hectegitly. 'If | hadn't
come here . .. would you ...

‘Would | have what?' he muttered throatily, buslyploring the
delicate convolutions of her ear with his tongue.

‘Would you have come to me?'

‘Eventually ... when my need had overcome my piiteeman likes
being rejected the way you rejected me. | needese&you here
today ... to hear you saying ypu love me. | wowgidhcome to you,
but perhaps | would always have had doubts thatealyngs were
stronger than yours ... and like you | should héwmend that an
intolerable burden to bear. Like any other humandeéneed to be
shown that I'm loved and desired.'



She trembled beneath his regard, her inside smgeitith need. 'What
time is it in New York?' she murmured huskily.

Piers frowned, 'Why?'

'l was just wondering if the time difference medrattyou should be
in bed. I'd hate to see you suffering from jet'latpe added mock
solicitously, her heart doing crazy things as she the way he was
looking at her, the naked hunger in his eyes makiagshiver in
apprehensive delight.

'Right now I'm suffering from something far moreutecthan jet lag,’
he muttered throatily against her skin, 'and thesdor it is a
considerable amount of time spent with you in mmsar Starting
right now...'

It was over an hour later when Selina heard thenphang, its
insistent peal making her move sleepily away frém warmth of
Piers' body. In sleep he looked so much youngedduk hair ruffled,
his mouth relaxed. She trembled slightly, remenmgethe fierce
hunger of his lovemaking and her own abandonedrespto it. As
she tried to slide out of the bed, Piers reachetido. 'Stay here,' he
demanded huskily.

‘The phone's ringing,' she protested.

With a faint sigh Piers threw back the bedclothles,early evening
sun through the blinds striking barred patternaresgdnis skin. She
could watch him for hours Selina thought dreantigr, body already
tinglingly alive as she gazed on the male perfeatibhis. Héwalked

into the sitting room without bothering about agoBelina heard him
speak as he picked up the receiver. 'Yes, mothes $lere. . .' she
heard him say as she slid from the bed to join lieshe approached
he stretched out an arm, tethering her against lenhead resting
against his chest as he added, "You can tell Masyddetter prepare



herself for a wedding.' There was a brief sileno# then he laughed.
‘You'll have to wait a little while for that," sheard him say, 'but |
promise you I'll do my best.'

'‘What did she say?' Selina asked curiously whemallereplaced the
receiver.

'‘Oh nothing much.' Humour glinted in his eyes, glyichanging to
desire as he ran his hand along her side, cuppengbreast and
bending to kiss her. Her mouth flowered under this,kiss long and
sweet. When Piers released her he said teasiByly.just wanted to
tell me not to be too tardy in providing her wittagdchildren. | told
her I'd do my best ... What do you say to us ggitira little practise?'

''d say that practise is only needed to make pelfgelina responded
demurely, ‘and you're already that...'

*Well, yes ..." he pretended to agree with het,there's always room
for a little improvement.'

She was laughing when he picked her up and cdraetack to bed .

. her laughter quickly turning to soft gasps oégsdure as he
proceeded to demonstrate the truth of his commeniShe must
remember to invite the Judge and his wife to theldireg, Selina
thought hazily, before the ability to think comget deserted her.
After all, if it hadn't been for them...



