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"l must have an heir."

Juliet stared at Simeon blankly, then her mindaegelith appalled
realization--he wanted her to bear his child.

She'd been forced to marry Simeon when she wasgusnteen, but
had fled after their disastrous wedding night.dtl haken her years,
but she'd finally put the whole episode behind-sée should have
known she couldn't escape forever.

Now Simeon had found her--and he was asking foirtipossible.
He needed an heir--he claimed it was the only welgl mherit the
estate. But how could she bring a child into theldvavhen its parents
didn't love each other--or did they?



CHAPTER ONE

JULIET NEwcoME was just leaving her Chelsea flat when th
telephone rang, and she almost did not go backswer it because

she had such a busy day ahead of her, but sheehadfound it easy

to ignore the shrill insistence of a ringing phose,she sighed and
went back.

‘Julie? It's me,' said her mother in a husky rii'shglad | caught you,
| thought you might already be on your way to wakd | have to
leave at once if I'm to get the London train, amehtit will take ages
to get to Heathrow from the railway station... btio hate travelling.’

Frowning, Juliet said, 'Slow down, Mum—what are yw@lking
about? Where are you going?'

'‘Well, that's just it. | only heard myself this morg.. .well, last night,
well, in the middle of the night." Shirley Mend&lincoherence did
not surprise her daughter, who was quite accustdamedit was one
of the traits Juliet was glad she had not inheritgde knew she
looked very like her mother; they were both talims with thick
chestnut hair and blue eyes, and they both had gkiod and oval
faces, but in temperament they were very differdaliet was calm
and capable; Shirley was impulsive, impractical aolatile.

'‘Heard what?' Juliet patiently asked, but she shbaVe remembered
that you couldn't halt her mother's flow. Shirleguid only tell the
story her way—you threw her if you interrupted.

'I'm trying to tell you! Do listen, Juliet!" Shiyeplaintively said. "They
rang at three o'clock, this morning, which seenikel the dead of
night to me, | was half asleep when | picked uppghene. Well, |

couldn't book a plane then, of course, everythiag wlosed for the
night. | went back to bed but I couldn't sleep] gmt up again and



packed my case and made sure the cottage waatidy,booked the
first available flight to Italy...'

'Italy?' Juliet guessed then, her face soberitig Gliorgio? He's been
taken ill?'

Her stepfather had been in Italy for several weeksa buying

expedition, a task he undertook twice a year ferdhain of shops
they jointly owned. They sold luxury, handmade shdmught from

various countries, but Italy was one of their nauppliers. Juliet had
spoken to him only yesterday morning, when he reshbn the best
of spirits, so she knew that whatever had gone gvnoist have
happened suddenly.

‘Arrested!" Shirley said dramatically, and Julievg a little gasp of
shock and incredulity.

‘Arrested? Giorgio? But whatever for?' Giorgio whaes last man she
would ever have expected to break, the law. He Igimjasn't the
type; he loved the good life too mudta Dolce Vitawas what he
lived for, in fact: nice clothes, a comfortable hra good car, a wife
who adored him and fussed over him, elegant foddtle& wine, a
cigar after dinner. Giorgio had always seemed tetl)to be one of
the happiest men around. Over sixty, he was sty handsome
man, with silvery hair and dark eyes, a wondedunland a charming,
endearing manner. She knew her mother thoughtitistsone out of
him, and he seemed to love her mother very much, to

'Oh, | don't know, Julie," her mother wailed. 'ut@n't make it out. |
spoke to a policeman first, who said something al@oulriving
offence. He had a thick accent, and in the shodieafing the news
my lItalian deserted me—I didn't understand half wWieasaid. Then
they let me speak to Giorgio, but only for a litddaile and all he
would say was that he was innocent, he didn't.ddatwas almost in
tears. He's gone to pieces—you know what he's like.



‘Do | not?' Juliet was smiling ruefully because 1@io was one of
those men who always needed a woman to look dftemn.t His
mother had been a fierce, dominating Sicilian wad given birth to
twelve children, most of them girls, loved them gessively and
ruled them with a rod of iron, which was why Giardgiad managed
to reach the age of forty-five without ever marryirtdjs mother
would not hear of it. Her other son, the eldestl married a girl she
had picked out for him, but Giorgio, her youngelsiid; was her
favourite, and she would not let go of him. Giordiad been too
affectionate to fight her. He couldn't bring hinfsé hurt her
feelings.

When her death had finally freed him, though, hetrmarried the first
woman he had met soon afterwards. The really singrithing has
been that he had married a foreigner, a visitingligh tourist. It
might so easily have been a disaster, that asiogisbhnexpected
marriage* but it hadn't, it had instead been aibtaguccess, and they
were still happy over fifteen years later.

'So you see why | must get to him as soon as I sard her mother.

'‘Of course—poor Giorgio! He must be in quite aest&/ould you
like me to come, too? I'll have to rearrange a &ppointments for
today, but that won't be hard. | could book a &ternoon flight, I'm
sure there must be one...'

'‘No, no, dear, | can manage on my own. I'd ratloer stayed here,
then if | need anything— money, legal help—I cargryou. We can't
all three of us be away or who knows what mightpeapto the
business?'

Juliet smiled wryly. 'Oh, | think it would staggen for a few days,
but I'll do whatever you want me to, you know thfetything | can do
now?’



‘Just one thing—will you go down to the cottag¢hatweekend and
make sure everything is OK? The workmen should Haushed
work on the new kitchen extension and be out ofethd meant to
drive down to make sure they had done the job phpp#rs
Cottman, who comes in to clean the place for ma, grmow? Well,
she was going to keep an eye on them, but her tlughs had a
baby and she's gone to Leeds to look after them Botl don't know
what sort of state the cottage is in, and it's gnmmnd, so if you
could...'

'Surg! It's Thursday, isn't it?' Juliet stared ke twall, mentally
checking off her weekend plans. 'l don't have angtimportant on
this weekend.'

Just a date with the man she was currently seleutghat would have
to be shelved. It was more important to set hetherg mind at rest.
'‘Look, I'll drive down tomorrow night. Just remempié you need to

speak to me after five tomorrow [I'll be driving dote the cottage, so
wait and ring me there after nine.’

'Oh, dear, it is a long drive, darling. Are youesyou don't mind?'

'‘Quite sure! In fact, I'll enjoy a break from Lomdéor a couple of
days," Juliet soothed. 'Don't worry about it. Joshcentrate on
Giorgio, give him my love, and make sure you genh lihe best
possible lawyers. As soon as you arrive, get icliownith the Lazaro
brothers—they've known him for years, and they'vehsgood
friends; I'm sure they'll be happy to help. And Murkeep in touch,
won't you?'

'Of course, darling. | must hurry or I'll miss might... bye, talk to
you soon.' Shirley Mendelli flung the phone dowrl dualiet smiled
wryly as she replaced her own. Really, she shoeldding with her
mother. Mum was bound to get flustered and intoaaiq and
although she now spoke pretty fluent colloquialidta after her



years with Giorgio, it would probably desert hecdd with a
worrying situation. Juliet hesitated, then decited/ait and see how
her mother sounded next time she rang up. If Mutogib of her
depth no doubt she'd ring tonight and she coul@dygdveatch the next
flight to Milan and join her.

She had a busy day ahead of her, visiting thréd@edfondon stores in
turn, so she pushed all thought of her mother andy® to the back
of her mind for the moment, and hurried out todheages adjoining
the block of flats in which she lived, to pick uprlsmall red estate
car. It was a useful vehicle; she could carry gaitarge amount of
stock in the back of it if necessary, but it didake up too much room
if you had to park somewhere in busy London streets

It was typical of Juliet that she should be so ficatin her choice of
car, just as it was typical of her mother that sheuld have named
her only daughter so romantically. Juliet dislikedd own name: kids
loved to make fun of classmates, and, everywheeehsial gone at
school, she had been greeted with falsetto shokEkRomeo, Romeo
wherefore art thou Romeo?' or even, 'Who let ydure balcony,

Juliet?' Fortunately, in time, most people had Ibegucall her Julie.

Except her father, she thought suddenly, grimaditeghad gone on
calling her Juliet. Typical of him to be obstinated unyielding in
that, as in everything else. Jack Newcome's mimdseain concrete
long before she was born; he had never changee sid knew him,
and no doubt he never would. She had never beert@bhderstand
why her mother had ever married him.

Traffic was heavy that morning. It was nine o'cldigkthe time Julie
reached her first call of the day: the Bond Ststete. She parked in
the alley at the back, but walked round to insgieetvindow display,
standing on the pavement, her chestnut head toswiee Yes, it
caught the attention, and, from the look of it, ltadt very little,
which was a big plus.



She was delighted with that spring's colours: diHgellow,
leaf-green, sky-blue. They lifted the heart as fpmked at them, and
the window- dresser here had produced an alluffilegtewith some
clouds of pink gauze, a few sprays of artificiabk@pblossom, a
brilliantly painted landscape background. The d@édéchandmade
shoes seemed to float above the clouds, amongassom—you felt
they must be as light as air and a joy to wear.

This new girl Was talented; they must keep heieJubde a mental
note to tell the manageress to give the girl a bnsd. It was a
mistake to underpay talented staff, Giorgio had foér when she
began managing her first store. She bit her loygerthinking about
her stepfather. What could have happened? He wasc&reless
driver; on the contrary he was a very experiencad with a
blameless record.

‘Something wrong?'

The voice made her jump, swinging round, but stexeel when she
saw the young woman standing next to her. 'Ohoh8kndy. Sorry, |
was miles away.'

'l thought you were hating the window display!'

'‘Good heavens, no! | love it,' said Juliet, anddya@arter gave a
relieved grin, her brown eyes brightening again.

'Oh, good! | was pleased with it myself. Karen djdhe new girl.
She's good, don't you think?'

‘Very," agreed Juliet, nodding. 'In fact, | wad jdeciding to give her
a small rise. We must keep this girl, Sandy. Sihe'snost promising
window- dresser we've had for ages.'

"'l do my best to keep her happy!" promised Saiagl Juliet smiled
at her:



‘And your best is pretty good!

Sandy had been managing the store for several,y@madswas very
good at her job. Staff and customers liked her, shet was very
efficient; this branch had run like clockwork egance she took over.

She grinned back at Juliet, pleased with her comymamd in a

friendly mood they walked together through the froithe shop and
into Sandy's little office. Juliet smiled and nodde the two girls

busy tidying the racks of shoes, but didn't lingetalk to them. 'l

have a lot to get through today, Sandy,"' she exgthi'l'm having to
do my mother's job as well as my own, for the mam8he has had
to go to Italy—something has happened to Giorgio..

Sandy listened while Juliet told her all about EyirMendelli's

phone call that morning, looking as startled asefulad felt, and
expressed much the same disbelief. 'Giorgio, opediple! He can't
have been drinking? Well, | know he likes the otikg ofvino, but

he doesn't overdo it, does he?'

‘Giorgio isn't given to extremes,' agreed Julighat's probably why
he and my mother get on so well. It takes a marasygoing as
Giorgio to put up with her mood swings.'

'‘How did your own father...' began Sandy, thenthe=i, because
Juliet rarely mentioned her father. 'Sorry, thagsmy business!'

Juliet made a wry face. 'Oh, it's no secret. Mgdanever understood
my mother, she drove him crazy. Their marriage svdssaster from
day one, I imagine.’

She would never have told anyone else that, butiysaas probably
her closest friend; they had got to know each oitate they were
both working in the Oxford Street store, seven yego. At that time,
Juliet had been shy, self-conscious and unhappy wauld never
have made friends with anyone if they hadn't doostraf the work.



Sandy was so different; cheerful, casual, friendlye had been so
easy to get on with that Juliet had got to know &lerost without
realising it.

A pocket Venus with brown eyes and gingery fairh&andy was
married to a travelling salesman who was often afeayhalf the
week, which Juliet knew she would hate, but whizhribt seem to
bother Sandy.

She was always happy to see her husband, Tomagaak, but when

he was away she didn't seem unhappy, maybe beshaskad an

absorbing career of her own, and a great manydsieBhe and Tom
lived in a modern block of flats, mostly occupieg ymung people,

none of them with children. Sandy had rapidly goknow most of

them, and her social life was a busy one, but skeanbig success in
her job and Juliet hoped they would keep her.

The trouble was, they were a small chain; just Aalbzen shops so
far, mostly around London, although they had opeoaé in
Manchester recently. Shirley and Giorgio had moupdhere for a
few months, to see it launched and monitor its g If it was a
success, they would open another next year, butdheldn't pay as
much money as a bigger chain might be able to &éardy. If they
continued to expand, one day, no doubt, there wbaldoom for
Sandy to move up into an executive position, whias what she
wanted, Juliet was aware, but that was all veryhraututure dream,
and not likely to happen for some years since ttmyld not risk
expansion until it became easier to borrow moneynahageable
interest rates.

'You never see your father, do you?' Sandy askezhking into
Juliet's abstracted thoughts, and with a starugdrsse Juliet shook
her head.



'‘No," she said in a flat, harsh voice, then hulyigacked up the
accounting sheets for the previous month, whichewgng on the
desk in an open folder. '"Well, we must get on, $arsihe said, her
eyes on the neat rows of figures. 'Sorry, but mby bave | got my
mother's work to do; she wants me to go down ton@aH this
weekend. She's had some building work done, butttzesd a chance
to inspect it, so | promised to pop down there tomg.'

'Pop down?' repeated Sandy, half aghast, half amtsewill take
you hours! And it's bound to be freezing down tHeBhe made
Cornwall sound like the Arctic and Juliet laughed.

'l can't say I'm looking forward to that long drivespecially on a
Friday evening, after a full week's work, but | damant her fretting
over the cottage while she's so upset over Gidrgio.

'‘But weren't you going to some posh ball with Adam?

Juliet pulled a face. 'Yes, and I'm not lookingafard to telling him |
can't go.'

'‘Can't you drive down to Cornwall today, and getioia time for the
ball?’

'‘No, | have several very important appointmentgn't put them off,
and, anyway, | want to be near Heathrow just i @ag mother rings
up and says she needs me urgently in Milan. By toomonight she
should have found out exactly what's wrong.'

Sandy nodded sympathetically. 'Yes, of course.v@, Adam will
understand; family has to come first.'

Juliet gave her a wry smile. 'Let's hope so. Bsthis firm's annual
party, all his bosses will be there, and Adam waatmake a big
Impression. He even came with me to buy my dressjake sure |
looked suitably ritzy, so he isn't going to be pb@ased when he hears



I'm going down to Cornwall instead, but | don't $emv | can get
back by Saturday night. | shall be exhausted afterdrive down
there. | doubt if | shall be able to face drivinack almost at once."'

‘No, I should say not," agreed Sandy, but wheretltdiked to Adam
York that evening he was by no means as understgnbhi fact, he
was furious.

He went red and stiffened, his blue eyes flashpagks at her.

'You can't be serious! You must come! | can't gohi ball alone,
people will think you stood me up! I'll look a colate fool!" Nothing
could horrify Adam more than the prospect of logkanfool. Juliet
knew that and looked at him ruefully. She realigdy his dignity
meant a great deal to him. He was a man from alpmekground who
was climbing the ladder of success so fast thatctsionally gave
him vertigo, made his head swim and made him afvaidlling. He
felt the need to appear completely in control, cletgby at his ease.
He used dignity as an armour. It was his inner tagdies that had
attracted her, in fact, not that Adam would be pteased if she told
him so. He could be rather sweet and helpless, wigestopped
pretending to be a big, tough executive.

'I'm sorry, Adam. | know how much it means to ybut it's a matter
of priorities...'

His face tightened angrily. 'l see. And | come sect your mother's
cottage, do 1?'

'l didn't mean that."

'Oh, yes, you did. Your mother asks you to drivedreds of miles to
check on her cottage, so you dump me and our ddtewr a second
thought. My career doesn't matter a damn to yowesdd? I've
explained over and over again how important thisasion is... the



Chairman will be there! He always dances with apt®wf the
prettiest women—he might have picked you.'

‘He might not even have noticed me!" Juliet muttere

Adam snapped back, 'The wives and girlfriends efcekves always
get noticed! The higher you go in the company ntioge important it
Is to have a presentable woman.'

'Oh, thanks. So that's what | am, is it? A preddataoman?' Juliet
was seething, too, now, and had flushed bright .pitka not a
possession of yours, Adam. You can't trot me oultet@ssessed by
your boss once a year. Do | get marks out of tem® &b they work it
out? A mark for clothes sense? A mark for good?egfhat else do
they judge a woman on? You'll be asking me to atiaker for the
whole board of directors, soon, to prove to therar cook, too.'

'‘Oh, don't be so ridiculous!" he snarled, his hawtewing into fists
as if he wanted to hit her, although Adam was dar polite to do
anything of the kind. "You know what | meant. Wil for you to be
with me this one evening of the year. It isn't tooch to ask, is it?
Everyone will be there— the managing director, mgadh of
department, everyone! I've talked about you, tleegxpecting you..

Their eyes met and she read his expression, frgvidam had
boasted about her, she realised suddenly. Herydmh had been
getting big publicity lately, with their expansionit of London. She
was a very useful girlfriend for an ambitious mi&e IAdam; if she
didn't show up his pride and his ego would be dertevasn't that he
would miss her; it was merely that he wanted toasheer off. She
hesitated, not knowing what to say, both irritaéed sorry for him.
'Isn't there anyone else you could take?' she stggat last, and he
looked at her as if she was mad.

‘Another woman? You really want me to take anoth@man?’



She fell silent, realising suddenly what she had,sand all that

underlay the words. Adam sounded outraged, aihad suggested
some heinous infidelity, had told him to betray.h€&here was a
fraught silence while they both stared at eachrptred Juliet tried to

say something, anything, to cover the discoveryrsokjust made,
they had both made.

Adam had been having a light supper with her, gustarm quiche
with salad followed by fruit. He got up from théle, pushing back
his chair with a violence that made it fall ovendawalked,

stiff-legged like a stork, to the door. Juliet tmted him and watched
him collect his expensive camel- hair overcoat, ipwn and turn

towards her, drawing on his tan leather gloves.

‘There's nothing to say, is there?' he said. 'Eitba come to the ball
with me, or you don't, and we're finished. Let mewk by tomorrow
evening which way you decide." He opened the fobr and
paused, his flushed face struggling to be politdank you for
supper—it was delicious.’

As the door closed she felt a bubble of hysteraaghter in her
throat. How typical of Adam to become formal anditeous after
issuing her with an ultimatum. Then she stoppedhag. Why
hadn't she realised until now that she wasn't seatout Adam? Her
mouth indented wryly; butadn'tshe known? Had she ever thougl
of herself as serious, committed to him? She hatedrinto the
relationship gradually, not intending to get sesiguinvolved—it
hadn't entered her head that Adam thought she &rasus, or that
Adam himself might be serious.

She curled up on the carpet in front of the eledwg fire which
glowed on her small hearth, trying to sort out teughts, Adam's
feelings. What exactly did she mean by... serioddfat was she
saying? That he was in love with her? The idea n@ddrown, then



laugh shortly. No. Not that. Adam was not in lokie;felt nothing so
overwhelming.

He had probably decided, though, no doubt afteefaathought,

because that was Adam's way of reaching any impiodecision,

that she would make a suitable wife for a risingryg executive; and
perhaps that was the right way to consider mardsage a

partnership. What, after all, had love to do with |

No sane person would marry for love—that was nasldas choosing
someone to live with, to bring up children with,snig? Juliet didn't
trust love. Love was messy and explosive, it maole wulnerable,
betrayed you and it didn't last; worst of allgttlyou feeling like hell.
She had been in love once, and the wound stilldaohecertain days,
like the scars of some old battle. She never irgdnt let love
happen to her again, and, luckily, so far she hrmdkenbeen in the
slightest danger of caring that much for anyone.els

She had felt quite safe with Adam, she liked hiot, tot too much.
He was no threat to her emotions, and yet he was gompany.
They had a lot of friends in common, and everyogle that they
made a nice couple; their mutual friends approaed, although she
had ignored the fact until now, so did their fagsli She should have
guessed, meeting the smiles, the knowing lookdljttreehints, from
his mother, her own.

Why on earth hadn't she realised the way the wiaslvlowing? How

had she stayed blind for so long? She could kigkdie Had she
preferred not to know? It was so convenient to heavepresentable
male as an escort, someone her mother and Giokgid, Isomeone
who knew most of her friends and had a busy carkehis own, so

that he understood the demands her job made— sodaalmittedly,

she did like Adam.



She bit her lip, her frown deepening. Yes, shedlikem—but not

enough to think of spending her life with him, dyPeHer blue eyes
were troubled. It was just as well that this haggemed. She had
been warned, and now she had to make a very inmateision.

She was too tired tonight, though. She looked atwach, and got
up. She would sleep on it, decide tomorrow.

She must have been more tired than she realiseduse she slept
through her alarm and woke with a start to find thavas gone eight
and she was going to be late for work.

It was a bad start to a difficult day; she was imuary from then on
and had to shelve any thought of Adam and whethemod she
wanted to end their relationship. It was only as shove out of
London, heading west along the motorway, that dimitéed to

herself that the decision had been made withoubhéeding to think.
She had not rung Adam, and silence was an answeself. He

would know what it meant. If she had rung him, hghthhave tried
to persuade her, or flown into another rage, ardv&s too tired to
face either reaction. Adam would have no problerdifig someone
to take; he was not good-looking, but he was dftrae-a tall, slim

man with a thin face, smooth brown hair, and pdige beyes.
Sometimes she had had trouble conjuring up hisifabher memory,
it was true; Adam was not memorable. But he dresssl] he was
very eligible and she knew other girls noticed hime; would soon
find someone else.

I'll miss him, she thought, pulling a face. TheylliBeen seeing each
other for months; he was a habit with her.

Oh, well. She sighed, making herself concentratéherroad. There
was no point in regret for what could not be helpefé wasn't easy,
that was all. The motorway wasn't crowded, at |edsht was
something, and the news from Italy that afternoad Hbeen
comforting. Her mother's panic was over; Giorgid baen involved



In an accident and had been accused of causing i lawyers had
found witnesses who swore the other driver had begponsible for
the crash. Giorgio and Shirley would be coming hama few days,
with any luck.

Some time later, after crossing the county line ibtevon, she
glanced at the dashboard clock; not too long ndve @dn't enjoy
driving long distances at night. It was March ahd tweather had
taken a turn for the worse during the after-noohe Bky was
cloudless, an icy wind blowing from the east. Slas woing a steady
seventy miles an hour and at this rate she shatldogthe cottage
before nine. She decided not to stop for a meardlwvas plenty of
food in the store cupboard at the cottage; tinndcobaen. She would
be happy with whatever she found.

Night had fallen, but there was a strange lighth@ sky—not the
sulphurous glow of street lighting, something vdrifferent. Juliet
screwed up her eyes in puzzled surprise, staringatwias it? It
looked positively eerie.

Then she saw the first soft white flakes blowingroas the
windscreen and her heart sank. Oh, no! Not snowe Badn't
bargained for that when she had agreed to drivendre.

As she drove on westwards, the gentle drift of srimgame a
howling blizzard, and she began to think she wagnitg to make it,
but the roads were not yet impassable. An hour lsihe finally
reached the isolated little cottage at the edgenodrland, within
earshot of the sea.

It had been built for a shepherd, nearly two huddyears ago; a
simple little dwelling, two rooms downstairs, twep,ulint walls, a
slate roof. It had been modernised now, of coues® much
extended. There was a bathroom, a cosy countryekitceven central
heating, and Juliet pulled up outside the frontrdwith a long sigh of



relief. Her gloved hands seemed to be frozen toaheel, and she
was cramped and shivering. She found the front legy dived out,
unlocked the cottage, then ran back to fetch hécase before
gratefully slamming the front door behind her.

It only took a short while to make the place a waml welcoming
home; she put on lights, turned on the oil-firedtca heating, made
up her bed, switched on the electric underblankat, iunpacked,
opened a can of tomato soup, heated it, cut sortleeafiew loaf of
bread she had brought with her, toasted it, andl®anh to eat her
supper at the kitchen table.

Her first spoonful was on its way to her mouth wihies phone rang,
and she dropped soup all over herself with a cishotck.

Jumping up, she dabbed herself with a tea-cloth ewbile was
running to snatch up the phone. 'Hello?' she biesgly said,
expecting to hear her mother's voice.

There was a silence, then a husky male voice '84id,Mendelli?'

Disappointed, Juliet said flatly, 'No, I'm afraidesisn't here at the
moment. She's in Italy, with her husband. Would lyke to leave a
message?"

There was another silence, then he said, 'Whai&'th

For no reason she could have explained, that voase a shiver run
down her back; an instinctive, atavistic shuddee 8idn't recognise
the voice, yet she almost didn't answer, which evagy.

He had only asked who she was! A perfectly natgualstion, wasn't
it? What is the matter with you? she asked herself.

'I'm her daughter,' she slowly said, and got as@shock when she
heard the phone click, and realised he had hungitnout another



word. After a surprised pause, she replaced hemhene, frowning.
How rude.

She went back to the table and sat down. Welkasgtlher soup was
still hot. She finished her meal hungrily, but anit stop thinking
about the phone call. Who could it have been? Ty no near
neighbours here; the nearest house was a mileedfer the sea, but
if it had been someone she knew he would havessaiche wouldn't
have hung up without a word.

She hadn't felt nervous about being here aloné tinetn, but as she
washed up and tidied the kitchen before going ugsia bed she felt
distinctly jumpy. Every little noise made her nesywickle. She kept
freezing, listening—was that the wind rustling trees, or the sound
of someone creeping around the house? Was thatdhbk of a twig
underfoot outside, or the noise of the centralihgan the pipes?

She was here to check up on the building work hether had had
done, so she went on a tour of inspection, teliagself it was not
because she wanted to make sure there was nobseyirelthe
house*. She liked the new extension, which waset@ ldining area
leading out of the kitchen. The pine panelling dlwmbr looked

wonderful, and it had all been left very neat adgl.t

The doors and windows were all securely boltedetiveas no sign of
anyone outside, the snow glistening, pure and ddeo in the lights
of the house, and so, wryly making a face at har mflection in a
mirror as she passed, she turned off the downdigins at last, and
went up to bed just before ten. How could she hetvkerself get so
jumpy over a phone call, and the rudeness of somakdtranger?

She had a bath, her weary muscles relaxing in thenywscented
water, and then she put on the warm, blue-stripgahpas she had
brought with her, knowing how cold it could beltcottage, even in
March. Her bed had warmed up nicely, though, sosshitched off



the electric blanket and the bedside lamp and dadgtpwn with a
sigh. She was exhausted; she fell asleep withintem

She woke with a jolt some time later, and sat ypsavide yet blank
with sleep, trembling as if from a nightmare. Skénd know where
she was for a second and stared around, slowlygnesiag the
shadows of the furniture, remembering why she vess.h

The room was filled with the eerie light she haersen her drive; the
reflection of the moon and stars on the snow oatsad magical,
disturbing light which made her shiver.

She was about to lie down again when she heardréek of a
floorboard outside, on the landing. Her heart oedshto her ribs; she
stared fixedly across the room—there was somea@re tbutside her
room.

Before she had time to think the door began to @ehshe saw in
the strange white light of the snow a shape apipettie doorway, a
tall, looming shape. The outline of a man.



CHAPTERTWO

JULIET wanted to scream, but she couldn't—her throat sderamb,
her mouth was open but no sound came out, althimsgle her head
she was screaming, and the moment stretched likgwaed nerve,
on and on, while she stared and the dark shape iddorway did not
move.

Then suddenly he did, taking a long, silent sttayeards the bed, and
that seemed to free her voice. She did not screanshe gave a high,
shaking cry, shrinking back against the headboé&rthe bed, her
wide eyes watching him like the terrified eyes dfapped animal
watching the predator, unable to flee becausesaiin fear. He was
wearing black from head to foot; a leather jackhatcly shone with
wet snow, black trousers, black boots. His head biask, too; she
saw the sheen of his jet-black hair, if she coully gsee his face she
might not be so scared, but the pale snow lightnddillumine his
features—it merely shimmered across his face inrearthly way.

He was only a few feet away by the time she hadagea to start
thinking. What was she doing, sitting there, watiar him? She had
to get away.

She scrambled off the bed and began to run towhsdspen door,
but he moved faster, launching himself at herdikegger player, his
hands reaching for her. Juliet screamed then, amd @n screaming
as she fell, with him, their bodies hitting the m=tr together and
rolling over and over.

'‘Who's going to hear you?' he whispered hoarsely,hee was right,
of course. Nobody would hear her, because there werhouses
within earshot®—this was a very isolated cottagdiperately chosen
because it stood a mile from any other habitatgoplace out of the
rush of modern life, a place to be safe and peacHfiere was irony
in that thought now.



'‘My husband will be back from work soon, he'll lmdrany minute...'
She tried to sound convincing, but he laughed.

'Oh, I'm really scared,' he whispered in that déeysky voice, and
she recognised it, she realised that it had bewaitida from the start.

He was the man who had rung earlier. He must hega bhecking to
see if anyone was in the cottage, and when he lgh@wvas there
alone...

Who was he? she thought desperately. She had ttasgs,
disturbing feeling that she knew him. Her heartnmed against her
ribs; she couldn't bear it, the thought of whantight plan to do to
her. She suddenly rolled away, meaning to get dgam, but he was
more quick-thinking than she was, his arm shot adt@damped her
by the waist.

She lay on her side, facing away from him, tryiogotish his hand
down, struggling violently, and he moved closerciiog her into
intimate body contact, his chest against her bliskthigh touching
hers, his other arm sliding under her to hold wendighter.

Juliet was breathing so rapidly that it hurt, amg svas sobbing
soundlessly, tears hot in her eyes. With anothecksbf fear she felt
one of his hands move up. Her pyjama jacket haceaomdone in the
struggle and he pushed it softly aside, slid a haside and touched
her bare breasts with his fingertips, stroked laed mipples, a light,
caressing slide of flesh on flesh which made hek-aife in recail,
trying to get away from him, while she moaned, 'No!

This time, though, he didn't try to stop her. Hehler break free, let
her struggle shakily to her feet, always expedciinige dragged back,
like a mouse which a tormenting cat allows to esaagy to snatch it
back a second later.



He just sat up and watched her, as she ran fatadbe trembling and
uncertain, her mind in panic.

She had to get away from him; her head whirled \wiifried plans
and fears. If she could get a head start she agetldo the car, but
then she realised that her car keys were in hetlday) which was in
the bedroom, and in this weather to try to run s€rihe moors, or
even along the road to the nearest village, woelslilicide. The snow
cut them off as effectively as if this cottage wareisland in the
middle of a frozen sea.

‘There's nowhere to run to, Juliet,’ he said belhed reading her
mind.

She froze in the doorway, her feelings chaotic. s thought she
was going crazy, that the strange, tormenting fanty she had felt
had all been imagination, but now she knew it Hdoken.

‘You... you..." She looked back and he was ondeg but he wasn't
chasing after her. He simply stood there, a tédcho shadow in the
snowlit room, staring at her, and she stared baelginning to

glimpse features beneath the cap of thick black hai

A long, straight nose, a firm chin, wide, hard niguand his
eyes...those eyes...grey, cold, disturbing... 8ok & long, appalled
breath. It was him.

‘You can't get away, not this time," he said, agdira the words
echoed in her mind.

‘This time?' she repeated aloud, beginning to shgke.

'‘Even if you could start the car, you wouldn't ¢gat The snow is
already wall-high. | had to abandon my own car hatfile from here
and walk the rest of the way, and | thought | migbt make it. And
the telephone lines are down locally. That winddsassed all sorts of



damage, and the snow is causing more.' He sourmedager of
fact—how could he talk that way, seem so at eakieWer ears rang
with memories she had tried to bury fathoms degpsyago?

'‘Who are you?' she whispered, but she knew, shedeadnised him
when he'd spoken her name. Perhaps she had evagnissd his
voice when he'd rung earlier. Something in the tentf that voice
had made the hair stand up on the back of her resai, dread
spiralling through her. She hadn't quite put it @yether—her
subconscious hadn't told her conscious mind whanéw—>but
somewhere inside her head she had known, sheeag#fiat now.

"You know who | am,' he said with derision, readimeg mind again,
and that disturbed her even more. She did not Wwamtreading her
mind, guessing at her thoughts and feelings, allrbactions. She
needed to put a mask upon her face and hide hé&althim.

'l don't,’ she lied, hoping it would be true andWwmg that it wasn't.

He reached out a hand to the bedside lamp and sie lout
hoarsely, 'No, don't put on the light!

She didn't want to see his face, she didn't warkntmw for sure,
because in this strange snowy light there was dongetireamlike,
mysterious, unreal about being here with him, drteiput on the
light he would break the spell, bring them bothiatd the real world.

‘Afraid of facing me, Juliet?' he asked in icy meigk
She angrily snapped back, ‘No!

‘You prefer it in the dark?' His voice held doubteaning; she felt
heat rise in her face.

'I'd prefer you to go away...now!



He laughed softly. 'Don't you want to see how mlixd changed?
You've changed, you know. Even in the dark | cdaltthat. When
you were seventeen you were downright skinny,dtat boy, front
and back..." He paused, and then went on, his wooaking, ‘Nobody
could say that now. You have a very sexy body.'

‘Shut up!" she broke out.
He talked on over her. 'Beautiful breasts...'

‘Shut up!" Her face was burning now. His words ooegl up the
vision of his hand inside her pyjama jacket, theldarush of his
fingers on her bare flesh, and she was so angrglsbek with it.

'Y-y-you had no right! T-touching me like that!" seammered, her
throat rough. 'You scared me senseless. | thougbtdn't know, did

I? That it was you. | thought it was someone whwken in... any
minute, | thought, | might be killed.’

'l didn't intend it to happen that way,' he begard she gave a furious
laugh.

'‘No?'

'No,' he said impatiently. 'Look, | had to see yand there was no
answer at your London flat, or at your mother's| sang here, and
when you answered | decided to drive down here aghay.'

'‘And break in and attack me!' she accused.
'l did not attack you!
'‘What do you call it, then? You knocked me off ragtf--'

'l had to stop you running away—you were in a styganic!'



'You knocked me to the ground, and then you...'f@iiéer hands to
her flushed cheeks, trying to shut out the memdfgu.. .handled
me!' she spat at him.

'I'm only human—you were too close for comfort; @son as |
touched you my curiosity got the better of me,sh&l without any
sign of contrition.

'You mean you enjoyed terrifying me!'

There was a little silence, then he laughed shdibs, maybe | did.
| was angry, and... yes, maybe | did, and I'm pai@gising, Juliet,
not after what you've done to me.'

She was the one to fall silent, then, biting hpr For a moment,
neither of them said anything, then he began tgl&gmin in that soft,
mocking, conversational tone.

'‘Even your hair is different. You wore your hairariong tail, right
down to your waist, | remember. When you walkechgld swung
about behind you, like a squirrel's bushy tail alsvalways tempted to
pull it. You've cut it off, haven't you? | felt hoghort it was... and it
curls; it never did that. | hope you haven't chahtle colour, too. |
loved it; conker colour, a bright, shiny chestnut.’

Juliet couldn't bear any more. Shakily, she s&idph't know why
you're here, or what you think you're doing, butoh't want you
here—go away!

She had hardly finished speaking when he said lyaréhd you
know my father had died?’

The shock seemed to knock the breath out of hava#t at least a
minute before she said, 'No..." The word was haifial, half grief,
because she had loved his father, far more thahahever loved her
own.



‘A month ago,' he said, sounding as if he didnietse her.The Times
carried an obit. You didn't see it?'

'‘No. | rarely read newspapers, except trade Ptedsn't have the
time.' Her mother couldn't have seen the newsegittr she would
certainly have said something. She, too, had beed bf the old
man, and she knew how close he and Juliet had ba&img a deep
breath, Juliet quietly said, 'I'm very sorry to hba's dead... you'll
miss him.'

He laughed angrily. 'l could hardly miss him mdrart | have for the
last eight years. He hasn't spoken to me sinceige you left.'

She was stunned into silence, and, before she sayldow sorry she
was to hear that, he turned abruptly and switchedher bedside
lamp. The sudden brilliance blinded her for aditivhile, then her
eyes focused on him, seeing him properly for tfet fime. He looked
even taller, a lean and hungry man, and dangerdhstwhis face so
familiar that she wondered how she had not knowwen in the dark,
those chiselled features and cold eyes, that wiaesionate mouth.

He was assessing her, too, from head to foot, maiting insolence;
and she hurriedly buttoned up her pyjama jacketeunkdat stare,
making his mouth flick upwards at one corner iersilderision.

That smile made her angry again, and she burstart;t try to make
me feel guilty about your father. Have you forgottehat you did to
me that night? How could | stay there after that?'

His face was hard. 'You had led me to believettigttwas what you
wanted, remember?'

Her flush deepened. 'l was seventeen! | didn't kndvat | was
doing!



His grey eyes lashed her. 'Oh, | think you did. Ywanted to marry
into my family, you wanted to be the next mistre$sChantries.
You'd had your sights set on me for months—youofeid me
everywhere | went; every time | turned round, thgoe were, as
clinging as a limpet. My God, you chased me reéssly.'

She wanted to burst into tears, and at the sanme she was angry
enough to kill him, because it was true and yefais all lies. She had
followed him around everywhere, she had clungéilienpet, but not
because she wanted to be mistress of his famifteesthat hadn't
entered into it. She wasn't the ambitious type. ®hen't a social
climber, or a fortune hunter. She had been halfichialf woman,
head over heels in love and unable to hide itsA#d had wanted was
to be close to him, to be able to see him, watet) sten to his voice.
She had been infatuated, obsessed, almost possasdeshe hadn't
thought about any future with him, or realised vehleer wild pursuit
of him might lead.

'l didn't want Chantries!" she muttered, glarindpiat. That part isn't
true. | won't have you accusing me of that! You evére one who
misunderstood ... | was just a silly teenager wiag Waving her first
crush—it wasn't real.’

His eyes flashed, electric, deadly. 'Not real?rétftrush?' She heard
hatred in his voice. 'And for that you ruined myienlife?'

She paled, drawing a painful breath. 'l didn't—"'

Harshly, he broke in on her, 'My father's last wiily turned up a few
days ago. He had locked it in a drawer in the fjgraobody knew it
was there, his lawyers didn't have a copy of it—ythelieved the last
will was one which left everything to me, but thixst week the
executors were going through his papers, and thayd a later one.'
He paused, staring bitterly at her. 'He didn't &e@hantries to me.'



Juliet went quite white, her eyes horrified. 'Hdrdi? But...then, who
inherits?' Simeon had been an only child, but stemkthat his father
had had a brother, who lived up north in Scotlamhewhere, and
that he had had several sons. Had old Robert Gkfailuis estate to
one of his nephews? How cruel and unfair. It waardike him; she
wouldn't have believed him capable of it. No won8aneon was so
angry; he had every right to resent this.

He was staring at her fixedly, his skin dark widge, his jawline
clenched. Suddenly he said in an icy voice, 'Thelevestate, money,
land, everything, was left to our children.'

The shock was so intense that all the blood se¢oedve her body;

she swayed, shivering, as if in a high wind, ancafcmoment almost
fainted. He took two strides to get to her, caugdtas she slumped,
and put her on the bed, but she struggled agasbkgahnds, trembling,

pushing him away, unnerved by his touch, and satrufhe edge of

the bed looking dazedly at him.

You didn't mean that.’

'Yes,' he bit out through tight lips.
'He couldn't have!'

'He did.’

'It can't be legal!

'‘Perfectly legal, it seems,' he snapped. 'He kneéat\we was doing,
he had made other wills, only this time he didmfbim his solicitor.

But he followed the formula that had been used \withprevious
wills, and the wording was all perfectly correce left everything in

trust for any children --'



She interrupted shakily. 'Oh! Tyour children, you mean.' Her mind
scrambled ahead, guessing what he had come hsag.td see why
you had to find me. You want to marry again, halideen, and so
you need a divorce.' She felt a stab of odd feedisgghe said the
word, maybe of pain because their strange, briefiage had caused
her such misery, and its ending would be as strasges beginning.
She forced a smile which wavered uncertainly. 'lulda't have
thought you needed to get my agreement, not dftdrese years. It
must be a straightforward procedure, surely?’

'No divorce!" he snarled, and she shrank from dlo& in his eyes. If
anything, he had grown even angrier while he listeto her. "You
didn't let me finish. Just shut up and listen. Thiédren must be ours,
yours and mine.'

She gave a gasp. 'What?'

‘You heard me. He was quite specific; only our éssaunts. If we
have divorced, or if we don't have children withivo years of my
father's death, the estate goes to my eldest colaity.'

‘Simeon,' she whispered, appalled. 'Oh, I'm sg/sbiow could he do
it to you? It isn't like him to be so unkind.’

‘You ran away,' he said fiercely. 'He blamed metlfat. He never
forgave me. | was his son, his only son, but | nenattered the way
you did.

You were always his pet, he doted on you from tiheute you were
born.’

It was true, she couldn't deny it. There had beevery strong
affection between her and Robert Gerard. He had bes sort of
man—nhe had loved women and enjoyed their companydae than
that of his own sex, although he had been a vescualme man, big
and broad and energetic. A real countryman, alway®n his land,



working at something, and in his leisure time rggifishing, shooting
the rabbits and pigeons which raided his fields.

He had got on well with his farmworkers; he hadrba&ind-hearted
man, generous and impulsive, in spite of a notshohot temper. He
had never sulked, though, she thought, half smiéihthe memory.
He had flared up, roared and raged, and thentwiethke amends as
best he could to his victim, and people who hadwmdim had
usually loved him. He had never forgotten, thoutat his family
had been farming that land since the time of thexidms, or that his
house stood on the site of an ancient motte aneyoeastle, battered
down during the Wars of the Roses. The presenteioad been built
in 1700, after a fire had destroyed the Tudor agdbut Robert
Gerard had taught Juliet to be aware of the otiwetloshgs which had
stood there, and whose remnants still litteredglminds and he,
himself, had taken enormous pride in his familytdmg

It had been his wife who had first taken an inteireghe small Juliet;
indeed it had been Mrs Gerard who had suggestedanae for her,
although it had been enthusiastically accepted drynhother. Mrs
Gerard had longed to have another child, a daughtgrafter the
birth of her first child, Simeon, she had developethplications and
had had to have an emergency operation which hade niia
iImpossible for her to have any more babies. Jsilffather had been
gamekeeper on the Chantries estate and his wife waded
part-time for Mrs Gerard in the house, taking théyowith her after
the birth.

Simeon had been nine when Juliet was born, anguisadone away
to boarding school. His mother had been lonely—ganother
child around the house had made it easier for tndxretar her son's
absence. She had been a tiny, delicate woman wethyasweet face,
and already suffering from the wasting disease lwhigd killed her
some ten years later. Simeon had been at univdrgitthen, and
Robert Gerard had been left quite alone in thetifehald house set



among tall oaks looking down over a slow-windingerivThat had
been when his deep affection for Juliet really loedie had clung to
her, at first, because his wife had loved her, #yah for her own
sake.

'l loved him, too," she told Simeon now, her blyeswide and
defiant. 'He was more a father to me than my ower evas! Your
father was a wonderful man, warm and generous lamagyhtful. A
pity you aren't more like him!'

'Oh, yes! It was very thoughtful and generous af to leave me out
of his will" he said with vitriolic sarcasm, anthes had to see his
point.

'Yes, he shouldn't have done that,' she agreediyusioking down

yet watching him through her lashes with confuseceutainty. She
had many reasons for hating Simeon Gerard—she thathagined

that she would ever feel any sort of sympathy fion hgain—but

obviously it must have been a terrible shock to tondiscover that
his father had changed his will. There had nevenban instant's
doubt that Chantries was to pass to Simeon; why led&gl he gone
from university, where he had taken a science @gdoeagricultural
college to complete a specialised course in farmamg estate
management? He had spent years training to runtfdsrand now
his father had snatched it away from him. It wassgly unfair. She
frowned, watching his hard, unsmiling face. 'But'tgou challenge
the will? Contest it?'

'‘On what grounds? That my father was out of hisdmihen he made
it? Do you really think I'm going to do that? Idoyou, the will is
perfectly legal.'

'Isn't there a loophole anywhere?’



'‘None. If we don't have children, the estate goesy cousin.' He
fixed glittering, steely eyes on her. 'And that ebbe a disaster
because Tony would probably sell it. He isn't ani@r, nor does he
want to be... he likes living in London, having@od time, spending
money, and as soon as he can liquidate the estatdllsettle down

to spend every last penny of it.’

She believed him; Tony had always been a spentthwvild and
undisciplined, brought up by a rather silly motherbe spoilt and
selfish. Robert Gerard had known just what sortn@n Tony
was—why on earth had he left Chantries to him,eadt of to
Simeon?

'It doesn't make sense,' she said aloud, her eygzdepl. 'Why did he
do it? He always talked as if nothing would maka hiappier than to
know that you would one day run Chantries.'

‘My father changed after you left,” Simeon mutteszbwling over
her head. 'He grew bitter, and he blamed me foryéveg that had
happened. He was lonely, but he wouldn't have nteeérhouse—I
wasn't welcome at Chantries any more.'

Juliet was shaken. 'You left, too? But maybe tivaltig --'

'l didn't leave. | was thrown out. | lived with tiacintyres in Rose
Cottage for some months, until | realised | woukver be allowed
back home, then | moved into one of the farm cettaghich
happened to fall vacant when old Ben Smith died.'

'Oh, did he? I'm sorry," she instinctively said; hend's eye at once
conjuring up the old man with his brown, weatheatkae face and
stooped shoulders walking across the fields, heglbland white
sheepdog loping at his heels. They were the figoféer childhood,
these people: old Ben and Mr Gerard and all therstishe had
known as a little girl. She had tried to shut tle®mdon them all, for



years, but Simeon had pushed the door open agdimvas forcing
her to remember everything.

'He was ninety,' Simeon said in a gentler, halfetgl tone. He had
known Ben all his life, had gone around the couwsitly with him,
learning country ways. She suddenly recalled ogétnivhen they
had both gone with Ben to lie in bushes in a capw# wait for a
badger family to venture out to hunt. It had beemmagical
experience; she could almost smell the damp eheigrushed grass
on which they had lain.

Simeon's voice broke through her memories. *Yeshdt a good
innings, and he'd enjoyed his life, which is mdrart we can all say.
Even after he retired, he was always busy; he pmhobf course,
although 1| turned a blind eye and pretended neweguess.' He
grinned and under her eyes became younger, maggearthe way
he had been once. Simeon had been a recklessingxbiy, a
teasing, protective man, until... Juliet winced atapped thinking.

‘The trouble is,' Simeon said, 'the Bens of thisldvbave no place in
modern farming. We have machines to do everythenditl.'

‘More's the pity," she muttered, and he sighed.
'Yes. He was quite a character.'

'‘When you left Chantries, did you have to stop waglon the estate
too?' she asked, and he shook his head.

'‘No, | still worked on the, estate. In fact, I'veelm running the place
for the last few years, because my father's héalitjan to deteriorate
and he more or less gave up the estate managem®aet't

She gave him a bewildered look. 'So he did stagtlsipng to you
again?'



'‘No," Simeon said curtly, bitterness in every lofehis face. 'We
communicated in writing. | sent him notes and hstteand long
memos, and he replied in kind. It was absurd.’

She bit her lip. 'Doesn't it sound as if he wak3iglentally, | mean.
It's not like him—his illness may have made himfosed, might
have changed his personality. Couldn't you make tttebasis for
contesting the will?'

'I'm not having my father's name blackened in samertroom!

Simeon snarled, and she took a nervous step awaytmm. He had
always been a dominant character, even as a bogjrme she last
saw him he had become a formidable, alarming mha.v#uldn't

want to cross him, or find herself opposing him.

'l didn't suggest --' she began to stammer.

‘That was what you implied—that | should challetige will on the
grounds that my father didn't know what he was gloAnd | won't
have it. I'd rather see Tony let loose on Chanttiesy have my
father's reputation blackened like that.' His rages disturbing, yet
she was touched by it because of what it meana&ffaation for his
father which he had rarely allowed to show but diich she had
always been certain.

There was a brief pause, then Simeon went on gulktla sense, |
think he was mentally ill, at the end. He never waut, never saw
anybody— he brooded on the past all the time, heyad from Dr
Manners. He kept me in touch with my father's cbodj and he was
worried about his mental state—oh, he didn't thvkwas going
crazy, but he knew Dad was in severe depressiahharkept trying
to talk him into seeing me, but Dad wouldn't list&hmeon shot her a
sideways look, his brows lowering. 'There were phaif you and my
mother everywhere around him, but none of me, ofsa’



Was he jealous of her? she wondered suddenly, lberdyes wide
with shock. Had he always been jealous of the affedetween ho
and his parents? He had been sent away to schdokla had
somehow moved into his place in the family- was twav he saw it?

Simeon grimaced. 'He pretended | no longer exisgtedwouldn't let

Dr Manners talk about me. Even when he wrote iottbnos to me

about the farm, he was impersonal, as though laxssanger, just an
employee. He never wrote "Dear Simeon". He justibdaverything

"To The Farm Manager".'

'‘Oh, Sim,"' she said, instinctively putting a hamdhos arm. 'I'm so
sorry...'

He stiffened, looking down at the slender, palgédrs touching his
black jacket, and she went pink and snatched het hwvay, asking
hurriedly, 'What was wrong with him physically?'

Simeon gave her an odd look, his black lashesifigclown against
his brown, weathered skin. 'At first the doctorsevé too sure—one
of them even came up with some crazy theory thatdetrying to

give himself the disease my mother died of. | thingy believed it
was psychosomatic, but it turned out to be somewbsdisease of
the liver. | suppose he would have died of it, &ctually what killed

him was a heart attack. It was very sudden." Hppstd short,

brooding for a few seconds, then added, 'And | nsa®l goodbye to
him.'

'‘Maybe he never meant that will to stand, maybenbeld have
changed it,' she suggested, trying to think of sauag of comforting
him, and Simeon looked harshly at her.

'It hardly matters what he might have meant. Tigalleonsequences
are all that matter, and they are very clear gety'athey?’



'I'm very sorry, Simeon," Juliet whispered unhapprheeting his
angry grey eyes. '|l know how much it will hurt yimiose Chantries.'

'l don't intend to lose it,' he said through histle holding her gaze
Insistently. "You are going to give me a childrnbaerit the estate.’

For a long, dazed moment she didn't understand-stsined at him
blankly, trying to grasp what he meant, and themtwie had said
sunk in, and her mind reeled with appalled reabsatA flame of red
swept up her face, and then she went white, trexgbliolently
because the very idea made her sick; it terrified the thought of
letting him touch her, ever again, impose his bodyer, the way he
had once before, on their wedding night.

'‘No!" she whispered, the one word carrying all heaction—the
shock, the dismay, the sick recoil.

Simeon couldn't have failed to hear it in her vpiesad it in her
stricken face, but he watched her impassivelyrd-baten man who
had been toughened and hardened by years of bgteangement
from his father. This was no longer the man she kramvn all her
life, but then she was not the starry-eyed adotedoe had known.

She had become a woman literally overnight, angéaes since then
had changed her radically, too. They had both bieeugh a sort of

hell since they'd last met, and she ached witheteaig she looked at
him, because she knew that what had gone wrongeeet@imeon

and his father had been her fault, although sheneaér meant to
separate them.

Almost pleadingly she said, 'You weren't seriouSRe couldn't
believe he had meant it. Nobody could be that esthland
cold-blooded, could they?

His lips hardened, then parted just enough todatethe one word,
'Yes.'



'‘No,' she denied, panic beating up inside her.

'I'm not asking you to do this for nothing,' hedsenolly. 'You'll get a
generous allowance from the estate once there'shild end
everything is settled. | can't see that I'm beimgeasonable. The
whole situation is your fault—it is up to you taw®it in the obvious
way.'

'l can't believe this is happening,' she said wjltlican't listen to any
more.' She stumbled towards the door again, bue@mncaught her
arm and his touch made her cry out. 'Don't! Danith me!'

He didn't let go, he just bent towards her and saftly, 'This time
will be different—you're not a virgin teenager ampre, after ail.
You're a woman, and no doubt there have been otéerin your life
since you ran away.'

She felt herself flushing again, and her lashepmid to hide the
expression in her blue eyes. 'That has nothingtwith it,' she said
huskily. 'l couldn't sleep with you in cold bloddust couldn't.’

There was an odd silence and she glanced throudhdiees at him,
slightly alarmed to find him smiling crookedly.

'In hot blood, then,' he said, and there was adatimg gleam in his
grey eyes now. He let his eyes wander down ovesupele curve of
her body, and to her shame she felt heat growisglenher, felt a
pulse begin to throb in her throat. She might hatg but he still did
something to her.

'‘No,' she refused again, her voice high-pitchedinfgas if she might
faint any minute. 'Please, leave me alone, cani? yian sorry, but
what you're asking is impossible, | couldn't db it!

Simeon considered her face, his brows togethan,gsheugged. 'Well,
it's the middle of the night and we're both tirégathat long drive



from London, so we'll leave it for now, and talkoab it in the
morning.'

He let go of her and turned towards the door ahdtiuatched him
with desperate uncertainty.

'‘What do you mean—talk in the morning? You camy stere, you
know. | won't let you.'

‘Throw me out, then,' he said with casual arroganeeause he knew
she wasn't up to doing than He went out of the raowch she heard
him walk into the big master bedroom. 'Very condote,' he called
back to her. "This will be fine.’

She stood there indecisively for a moment, wondgnhat to do, and
then chose safety first. She locked her bedroonm demoisily as
possible, so that he should hear her.

'‘Goodnight, Juliet,' was all the response sheig@n amused voice,
and then the muted sounds of him moving arounddbm, visiting
the bathroom, the soft creak of the bedspringslaenithe click as he
switched off the light.

Juliet lay in her bed staring at the dark ceiling thalf an hour, her
mind in utter confusion, before sleep finally ovare her, and then
her dreams were chaotic.



CHAPTER THREE

JULIET woke up with a start and didn't remember, for amaot, what
had happened last night. She lay looking at thingewith a blank
expression, noticing the play of icy light acrosshearing the wind
outside howling across the moor, and wondering s¥eg/felt so tired
and flat, almost depressed. Her head ached andidfiiewant to get
up. Was she getting a cold? Or was it the arrivanow that had
upset her?

Then she heard a faint sound in the cottage albdcdame back to her
in a blinding flash. She sat up with a gasp, stpahher bedroom
door.

He was here. In the cottage, on the other sidéaifdoor, moving
about, whistling softly. Simeon. Her pale lips freeonthe name
silently. Simeon. Her husband.

She had pushed the memory of her brief marriagleetdoack of her
mind so many years ago that she found the facdtio€iedible now,

just as she had found it the day she'd stood bésiden a register
office, going through the civil ceremony which madem man and
wife, looking sideways at him through her lashedazed disbelief.
She might have tried consciously to suppress thesaories, but she
found that she had forgotten nothing. Everythingualthat day must
have been burnt into her unconscious mind; shedcewinmon up
even the tiniest detail now.

She had been wearing her best dress, but it hadlyhbeen
suitable—a simple blue dress meant for a schootgirivear at
weekends, nothing special or very pretty. Her fathén't believe in
spending good money on anything he felt was unisacgs and
pretty clothes for his only daughter came into tts#egory of
‘unnecessary'.



He had been there, to make certain it really hagqea grim, hostile
presence in his only suit, a heavy country tweelldtehad for years
and wore at all formal occasions, even funeralBpalyh for those he
added a black armband around one sleeve of higtja&he had
almost expected him to have his shotgun over ms, &ut Jack
Newcome was too conventional for that. He had ikefit home,

although the threat of it smouldered in his subbgas every time he
looked at her and Simeon.

He had found them together, after the harvestastiance, lying in
each other's arms, in the sweet-smelling, long sgnasder the
heavy-laden apple trees in the orchard behind Clkantind he had
had his gun then. He had levelled it at Simeon,d&um his eyes,
and Juliet had screamed, believing he meant totshoo

'‘No, Father!'

He had looked at her, skating a disgusted look twezr silently

commenting on her unbuttoned blouse, the glimpaegave of her
tiny, pale breasts, the way her skirt had riddemeo upper thigh,
leaving her long legs bare. His face contemptubedsiad spat out an
insult, called her something vile that had madeflach, turning a

shamed scarlet, and that had brought Simeon feéiishis face dark
with rage.

'‘Don't use language like that to her!

'What else is she, then?' Jack Newcome had sasd,nmmuth
distasteful.

'‘Nothing happened, man!" Simeon had angrily pretesand her
father had given a sneering laugh.

'‘Don't bother to lie to me. | know what | saw befgtou heard me
coming.'



Simeon's flush had deepened. 'Look, Jack --'
he had begun and the older man had snapped at him.

'‘Mr Newcome to you after tonight!" Then reproackl saown in his
eyes. 'l never thought you'd do this to me, Mr SimeNot your
father's son. As for her, well, | can't say I'miged. She's her
mother's daughter, after all. | knew it would comugin her sooner or
later, but I'd hoped to get her married off filstvon't be shamed in
front of the whole county again, Mr Simeon. | hatdegh of scandal
and gossip when my wife ran off with her fancy fgreer—I won't be
made a laughing stock a second time."

He had still had the gun pointed at Simeon, andirger had been on
the trigger, crooked as if to squeeze. Juliet heehlso terrified that
she had begun to scream again, and that had bralgjifRobert

Gerard from the house, hurrying down the roughgyodishe orchard
path, his breathing noisy.

'‘What in heaven's name is all this noise? What'sggon?' he had
asked, staring in stunned surprise at the tableatlound under the
trees; the heavy- set gamekeeper, the tremblindyirsplyirl, and

finally his own son.

Simeon and Jack Newcome had begun to talk at @mzk Robert
Gerard had broken in on them, impatiently. 'l ckstén to all of you.
Jack, you tell me, and for God's sake lower that-gis it loaded?' He
had read the answer in the other man's grim fagegane on gruffly,
‘What's the matter with you? You know better th@apaint a loaded
gun at someone.’

The two older men had known each other all theadi Her father
had worked on the Chantries estate since leavingasche was an
excellent gamekeeper, he knew every aspect of diik,\@and he was
temperamentally suited to it. He was up before danah out in the



woods and fields, each day— and then after a fewdsleep at
night, he was always out again, on the alert foachers after
pheasants or partridge or even rabbits. The enerlifeistyle had
seemed to suit him; he was a tough and physically man, even
though he was fifty; could walk miles without tign

Even the necessary solitude in the woods had seémnedit him
because he was quite happy alone; indeed was yisuatit when he
was in company, with one exception. Robert Geralhs two men
had seen each other most days and Jack Newcomaswalby quite
relaxed and easy with his employer, but not thgihmni

'l just caught them at it,' he had muttered, witHowering his gun.
'Did you know what was going on? I've had my suspi lately, you
must have had yours—why didn't you tell him to ke&er alone?’

'‘What are you talking about?' Robert had askedethdously, and
Juliet had closed her eyes, tears rolling downfdnes.

Her father had bitterly given his side and Robetaed had turned on
his son with angry questions. Simeon had shoutel &ahim, and
then the three men had all snarled and shoutedcht @her across
and around her while she'd just stood there, syakmal terrified.

She had never heard her father speak like thabbeiR Gerard. Her
father had always respected his employer. She whaice said
Robert Gerard was as close to being his frienchgsree in the world.

That was why he had been content to allow Julisipend so much
time up at Chantries, especially after her motlael gone.

Juliet had been eleven years old when her motheérina off with

Giorgio after a holiday she had taken in Sicilyhwiter aunt. Aunt
Dora had always dreamt of seeing Sicily but hachlzdeaid of going
alone, her head full of tales of bandits and kigmag, so she had
invited Shirley Newcome to go with her. It had ordgen for a



fortnight, the first real holiday Shirley had hadcge her marriage.
Jack Newcome didn't believe in holidays, especialiyoad, and he
hadn't wanted his wife to go, but for once she el the courage to
insist on her own way, and that holiday had toeirthves apart.

Her mother had met Giorgio and fallen madly in loged hadn't
come back. At the time, Juliet had felt betraydsraloned, but now
with adult hindsight she could understand why hethar had chosen
the man she loved rather than her child. When takked about it,

later, her mother had said frankly, 'After twelv@d; empty years
buried in that place with your father, being witlofgio was like

coming alive again. | was so happy, darling. | dotilbear to go back
to Jack. | agonised over leaving you, and | knowiist have hurt
you, but | badly wanted you to be with us, andptksoping | would

get you back once the divorce went through. | dioelieve he would
be allowed to keep you. After all, he was never épand he had
never shown any interest in you. My lawyer was aofident that |

would get custody of you. We didn't reckon on Mrsr&d taking

you over altogether.'

'l think Dad kept me simply to spite you,' Juliedhwryly said.
'l've no doubt about it! He was such a hard man!'

The court had decided to leave Juliet where shegvasting custody
to Jack Newcome, but her mother had had the rigbéé her at least
once a week, if she chose.

'‘Once Giorgio and | were living in London, | sugggesthat | should
come down to Devon every other week, and you shoidd us
alternate weeks, but your father wouldn't co-opetdéewouldn't let
you go out with us when we came to you. He madsitus that
cottage, with him there all the time, staring atlike some horrible
great basilisk, terrifying the life out of poor Ggio.'



Juliet had giggled. 'Oh, | remember those visit$ley had been
difficult and embarrassing for her, too.

Her mother had sighed. 'And as for you paying ug \asits, he
wouldn't hear of it. He said he couldn't sparetiime to take you to
London, and he would not let you travel aloneltige guilty, but we
couldn't afford the time and money for weekly \&dihen, darling.’
She had given Juliet a wistful, pleading look. 'Ba hate me?'

'‘No, of course not," Juliet had said, knowing ttinatt was what her
mother wanted to hear, and after a while it hachlires because her
father had made her so afraid of him that she ek gover to her
mother's side in their feud. 'l didn't blame youM@anting to get away
from Dad.' Her mother had written often, had alwemembered her
birthday, and Christmas. To be fair to him, hehéathad never
suppressed those letters and cards, or held badifte her mother
had sent her. It was true, too, that he had raaatya word against her
mother, but then he had never mentioned her at b#,could help it.

It was as if he had expunged his ex-wife from hisnoey, beginning
with the day he had had everything she'd left lethar cleared out of
the cottage and burnt on a huge bonfire in theagard

Juliet had watched from her bedroom window, patefaghtened by
the destruction. She could still remember the snmkéng up, the
grey sky through bare branches, the smell of autlieames, her
father's grim face as he moved around the borfiiven at that age
Juliet had felt the obstinate, unyielding naturkibeé his actions, and
been disturbed by it.

The night he had found her in Simeon's arms hddwckd just like
that, a cold, grim man who never forgot or forgaaad all their
denials and attempts to explain had made no ingrabim.



Robert Gerard had been almost as angry, in a v#eyeht way. He
had put an arm around Juliet, muttering roughlyat® enough, Jack.
Can't you see, you're terrifying the child? Take l@ne now. We'll
talk about this in the morning, when we've sleptton

'I'm not having her in my house again,' Jack Newedrad grated.
'I'm finished with her.’

Juliet had given a small, shuddering cry, and Roksarard had
tightened his hold on her, putting his chin dowaiagt her tumbled
hair.

‘Jack, for heaven's sake!' he had protested, odatieer had already
turned to walk away, as if having said his finalrdo

Then Simeon had suddenly said, 'I'm going to maan' and both
older men had stared at him in waiting silence.

Simeon had stared back at them, his face paleramé&y/get. 'But she
has to be married from her own home, not from oarrshere would
be gossip, and that's what you want to avoid, igh't

Her father had considered him for a long momergnthad given
Robert Gerard a questioning look.

As pale as his son was, Robert had stared at ¢lae, dutumn night
sky, his brows together as he thought it over, tieehad looked back
at Jack Newcome and given him a sharp nod.

And so it was settled, and Juliet had gone homeenrtigat, with her
father, in unforgiving silence, to wait for her ve#ag day, after
which she was to move in to Chantries. Simeon asdather had
decided that a honeymoon was essential, to giveo mormal
appearance to that hurried, hole-and- corner weddimghe bride
and groom had driven straight from the registercefto a hotel in
Taunton, to spend a few days, but the very nexnmgrJuliet had



got up early, without waking Simeon, and stolenafithe hotel and
out of his life, leaving a brief note.

It is all a mistake, | couldn't bear to go throulglst night ever
again and | don't want to be married. Please dieome, or
have the marriage annulled or whatever you liket @oin't
come after me because | couldn't bear to see yainagot
ever. I'll be OK—I'm going to my mother.

She had had just enough money for a coach to Lqradwhhad sat in
a tense silence all the way, feeling like a fugfiand afraid all the
time of being caught and taken back. It had beearmnmous relief
to reach her destination. Shirley and Giorgio hattamed her with
open arms, if a good deal of surprise. They hadheatd about the
marriage, and she hadn't been able to bring hetsetéll them

anything of what had happened.

'Have you left school?' her mother had asked, hechad nodded.
‘And | want a job,' she had said.

‘You've got one!" Giorgio had cheerfully agreed. j#0 and a
home—uwith us, Julietta.'

Tears had come into her eyes. 'Are you sure | vibendny trouble?’

‘Trouble?' Giorgio's dark eyes had been liquid witiotion; he was a
very affectionate, soft-hearted man. 'Oh, my dedy go. We have

always wanted you—this is your home. It makes uh Bery happy

to have you with us.’

'‘We've got plenty of room," her mother had saidhwier more
practical approach, but she had been beaming. 'Camie see,
darling.'



She had taken Juliet to see her new bedroom, alysshted room
which was light years away from the austerity af ledroom in the
cottage where she had grown up. Alone, Shirley askkd her
shrewdly, 'What's wrong, darling? We're delightechéve you, but
what exactly pushed you into coming? A row with ytather?"

She had longed to confide in her mother, but skiddean afraid that
her mother would be aghast and furious at whahehed. What if her
mother thought she was to blame? She rememberelisthest in her
father's face when he had confronted her and Simabe couldn't
have born it if her mother looked at her like that.

So she had lied, and nodded. 'Y-yes, he... ...

Her stammering had aroused her mother's proteatstencts and
Shirley had put her arms round her, hugging he&u'yoor kid! What
did he do? He didn't hit you?'

'Oh, no!" Juliet had said. 'He's never hit mehé $ad whitened,
remembering her father's face. 'He just talks ta.rfwoks at me as if
| was..." She had broken off, biting her lip.

Her mother had made a face. 'l know just what yearmY our father
Is old-fashioned. | suppose he didn't want you towgup? |
wondered how he would cope with a teenage daugWeil, don't
you worry, I'll look after you, he isn't bullyingoy with me around!

'‘What if he comes after me?' Juliet had whispered.

'If he does, he'll have me to deal with! He's hasl ylong
enough—now it's my turn to look after you. I'd nehave left you
with him if | hadn't thought he loved you. I'd haeeight to the death
to keep you. Don't you worry, it will all be sortedt, and you needn't
see him if you don't want to.'

'l never want to see any of them again,' Julietdzad.



She had begun to work in the shop which Shirley warnle Giorgio
was busy with a second store he had opened in Kfugtige, not far
from Harrods. For a few months Juliet had been tealrby
everything that had happened, had kept expectinge@i, or her
father, or Robert Gerard, to turn up, but they iheeger come, and she
had gradually pushed it all to the back of her middr new life had
occupied her every waking thought. She was yourdy laimg in
London, one of the most magical cities in the woBHde had refused
to be unhappy.

Eight years had gone by without anything disturldieg busy days,
but now, out of the blue, Simeon had turned upragai

She was dazed by the news he had brought. Robeatd®=death
was a grief to her, but even more of a shock waséws about his
will. It had been unjust of him to leave Chant@@gy from Simeon,
but even so Sim surely couldn't really have exmkbtr to take his
proposition seriously? Could he?

A sharp rap on the bedroom door made her jump, negves
shredded.

'‘Up you get, Julie. The coffee's made and I'mgostg to cook some
breakfast," his deep voice said, and she manabadky reply.

'I'll be five minutes.'
He laughed shortly. 'I'll believe that when | seay

Challenged, she raced through her washing andidgessd made it
downstairs in about seven minutes, just in timede Simeon put a
dish of grilled bacon and mushrooms on the table.

He sat down then, raising a black brow at her. 'Ang You made
it!"



She ignored that, accepting the cup of black cdftekbad poured her.
‘Where did you get the bacon and mushrooms?'

'| stocked up at a garage shop en route last nigltase you didn't
have much fresh food,' he said, offering her tisé oif food.

Thank you, they smell delicious,' she said, feeliagy hungry.

They ate in silence for several minutes, thenhag both took toast
and spread it with marmalade, Simeon said, The sadwee-deep
this morning—did you notice?'

She hadn't and threw a startled glance at the winédl she could
see of the garden was a white desert, crisp amddden except for a
few tiny bird footprints scattered here and théfree snow was
banked up to the top of the garden wall. That mdentoads must be
blocked.

Nervously lowering her lashes, she watched Siméts.was no
longer looking quite as sinister as he had lagitnighis black leather
jacket and black thigh boots. He had clearly shaaed showered,;
his black hair was smoothly brushed and he wasinggrans with a
ribbed white sweater over a thin, powder-blue costioirt. He looked
relaxed and casual, but Juliet didn't trust him amye than she
would trust a basking shark. He looked acrossahketat her with an
expression in his grey eyes that made her tense.

'‘We won't be able to leave, so we have plentyroéfi he said, and
she unguardedly repeated the last word, her farddazed.

"Time?'

Time to... talk," he murmured, lazily assessingfte@n head to toe in
a deliberately tormenting fashion. '‘And other tlsing



Her* colour rose again. The talking wasn't thatralag; it was the
‘other things' that bothered her, but she didg'ssaShe was going to
have to watch what she said to him; he was in a&hresous and
dangerous mood. He might be smiling and relaxetthesurface, but
she knew that underneath that sunny facade the sager and
hostility simmered, and at any moment he might astiethem.

'Some more coffee?' he offered.

She absently took some, murmuring a stiff, "Thamk.yShe couldn't
stay here with him—but how was she to get away?

'‘How is your mother?' he asked politely.

‘Very well," she told him, staring at the windowthwvdismay. A flurry
of snowflakes was whirling past. Simeon caught lmk of
consternation and followed her gaze. He smiled.

'‘Oh, dear, snowing again. We may be stranded bealys.'

‘The snow ploughs will come out to clear the rasmisn,' she thought
aloud.

‘The main roads,' he corrected. "They won't clear foad yet—I'd
imagine very few people use it in winter.'

She gave him a sharp look, frowning. 'How did yowwk about this
place, anyway? How did you find it?"

He shrugged. 'l made a lot of phone calls lateeydaly afternoon,
after | got to London and discovered that you ledtiWwork and that
you weren't at your flat. | rang your mother—nolyepere, either—I
rang all your shops and finally got on to someohe said you were
in Cornwall.'



A suspicion crossed Juliet's mind. 'Was that theagaress of the
Bond Street store, by any chance?' He nodded anthsebght aloud,
'‘Wait until | see Sandy again! She knows thatdat'sompany rule
never to give out any personal details about a nreerabstaff to a
stranger!

His eyes glinted with amusement. 'Maybe she forgot.

Juliet viewed him without any answering spark ofmawr. "You
didn't tell her... anything... did you?'

‘That we were married, for instance?' he mockedhvirag the colour
rise in her face.

The very idea of Sandy knowing her long-buried denrade her
want to scream, and he knew it. He held her in esusp a moment
longer, grinning in a way that made her want tohimt, then shook
his head.

'‘No, | didn't need to. | just said | urgently neede talk to you about
a death in the family, and for some reason she agaonthink | was
in Italy, so she told me you were in Cornwall. Shneittered
something about your mother, so | wasn't suretifwere there with
her or not, and she didn't know the address or @hmmber, but
getting both didn't take me long.'

'l bet!" she said bitterly, and he looked even nareised, as if she
had flattered him, which certainly had not beenihtmntion.

'‘Well, Mendelli is hardly a common name in Englaindst went into
a reference library and looked up the telephonectbries for
Cornwall, then rang this number to check you werally here.
You answered, so | got in my car and set off. | akbtailed map, so
finding the nearest village wasn't difficult, eithand | stopped at the
garage there, for petrol and food, and they toldhaow to find the



cottage. Of course, they thought | was mad, drivimguch terrible
weather.'

'You were!' she retorted, and he eyed her quizyical
‘What about you? Why on earth are you here, atithis of year?"

She explained about the building work which hadnbdene, and
why her mother had wanted to know the cottage lead keft in good
condition, and he gave her a cynical look.

'So while she's on holiday in sunny Italy you haditive all the way
down here, in a blizzard?'

'‘She isn't on holiday!'
'‘Why is she in Italy, then?'

She hesitated. 'Business.' She wasn't going thitelabout Giorgio's
problems; he would only leap to the conclusion thatpoor man had
brought them on himself.

His black brows flickered upwards in wry commernts 'quite
incredible to think of her turning into a succes$fusinesswoman. |
remember her as a quiet little woman always inlthekground. It
amazed me when she ran off with that Italian. Mthda always
thought she would come back—he said it was justiddleraged
fling.'

Juliet's blue eyes glittered with anger. 'Giorg@swhe best thing that
ever happened to my mother, and | don't blamedregribbing him
after years of living "in the background", as yaut g. Why do you
think she was so quiet? Living with my father wisy killing her.
She always says it was like living on a desertnlalone with
someone who didn't seem to notice that she was.tliar natural



personality was bubbly and lively, but my fathersws withdrawn
that he managed to smother her.'

He leaned back in his chair, a hand roughly thlustugh his hair,
grimacing. 'Yes, your father's a hard man to livthy can believe
that." He stared challengingly over the table. "Dgou want to hear
how he is?'

She met his grey eyes, her chin up. 'Did he sendnyenessage?'
He shook his head, still watching her.

There was bleakness in her face. 'Well, | don'twu@hear about him,
either. The day | left Chantries | made up my miodfdrget he
existed.'

Simeon's sharp eyes probed her features like atlatooking for
some weak point, then he shrugged. 'He's preitsdtually. The life
he leads, | suppose. He hates my guts, of courdej@esn't bother to
hide it. Oh, he takes any order | give him, withauwvord, and if we
pass each other he gives me a nod, but somehowakesnt clear that
he blames me for everything.'

‘That makes two of us, then,"' she muttered, lookmgn.
'‘What?'

His voice made her jump, but she stubbornly regeateat she had
said, in a louder voice.

'You blame me?' he snarled, then laughed in a hargtimused way.
'How like a woman. It couldn't be your fault, cout@ You didn't
throw yourself at me, day after day? You didn't makvery plain
what you wanted --'



'l didn't know what | was doing—I was too youngésiefended. She
had been crazy about him, the wild, uncontrollatiatuation of first

love, her mind and heart possessed by a desirdaheaever felt

before, and hadn't known how to handle. If he reguitsed her she
would never have let it show so openly, though. & been much
too shy and unsure of herself. Simeon could hawted what

happened. He could have discouraged her, gentlyh&hadn't. On
the contrary, he had let her believe that he fadt $ame intense
attraction.

‘That night,' she accused, 'you could have sentwey, but you
didn't. You should never have kissed me that rlight.

'l kissed you?' he repeated fiercely, and her eddount higher.

'‘Well, maybe | started to kiss you first, but yadrdt have to kiss me
back. You weren't a teenager, you were an adult'man

‘And | was the one who had to pay,' he ground '‘dbey made me
marry you, remember. It was a high price to payaféew kisses.'

She laughed bitterly. 'Oh, | remember. And to getryown back, you
mademepay on our wedding night, didn't you?'

Dark colour swept up his face, his hands clenchéal fists. For a
second she tensed, afraid that Simeon might laseatoAfter all, he
had lost control on their wedding night.

'l was angrier than | had ever been in my life befde muttered, his
face moody.

"You didn't have to be so brutal!" she accused handyes flashed.

‘Juliet, heaven help me, if you don't stop sayimggs like that I'll --'



'‘What? Hit me?' she interrupted and he breatheblgudtaring at
her.

'l've never gone in for hitting women, although you | might make
an exception! If | was less than gentle with yoatthight it was
because | was furious at being forced into marryiog''

She bit down on her lip, flinching, and he caudt#ttreaction and
frowningly sighed.

'I'm sorry, Juliet, but surely now you can see Whglt that way?

You're not a schoolgirl any more. If your fathedh@ made me feel
So guilty, practically accusing me of rape, callyau vile names...
my God, what else could | do but say I'd marry yémd then | felt

I'd been a fool, | felt trapped. | kept trying tortk of a way out, but
there was none. My father and your father had nogdneir minds

by then—even it | could have convinced my own fathat you were
still a virgin, that I'd never had you, your fatlvegis going to insist on
the marriage. Well, that was what | believed, astllithink his pride

would have made it too hard for him to back dowrnatl to go

through with it.'

'‘Don't talk about it any more!" she broke out, shivg. Simeon was
right; she could understand how he had felt—matleensid even felt
the same way? Her father had destroyed somethaigntght. The
distaste in his face had made her ashamed, hefdo\®meon had
turned sour and shrivelled as she faced her fathecusing eyes. She
had tried to convince herself that she was hapfetmarrying him,
that it was her dream come true, but even beforeaseso cruel to her
on their wedding night she had been dreading thedu

'‘We have to talk about it sooner or later!" Simsoapped. "What
happened that night made my father change hisamtl,wrecked my
life!’



'‘What do you think it did to mine?' she retorted.

He fell silent, then abruptly got up from the tgldad began to clear
the breakfast things.

Relieved, she began to help him carry them intkitoben and stack
the dishwasher. When everything was tidy, Simeondseed around
the sitting- room looking at the photos and ornasehis face
thoughtful. She watched him uneasily, curled up Aksmall, nervous
cat in a deep armchair, her legs under her, wongevhat he was
thinking and what on earth to say to get throughito that he had to
leave. A glance at the window told her that thensn@s still blowing
in the wind she could hear howling around the holibere was no
chance of being able to get away for hours yetsbatwas nervous of
being here alone with him.

'You seem to have had a pretty successful lifessimast saw you, in
fact,' he drily commented at last, throwing himsivn on the couch
beside her chair, and staring at her with his hdinéted behind his
head. 'Running away to join your mother gave yooew start. |
should have gone away, too, but | felt | couldmt jwalk out on my
father. | had to stay and face the music. It wasasly, believe, me.'
His mouth twisted. 'Especially with your fatheratieg me like a
pariah. He was at my father's funeral, and he dggh&ak to me, even
then, just walked away afterwards.’

'l don't know how my mother stood it for as longsag did," Juliet
said absently, noticing how the cold sunlight glednon his thick
black hair. There were one or two silvery hairs aghthem now, she
suddenly saw for the first time. Time was catchipgwith him. He

would be forty in a few years. It seemed incredible

'She must have loved him once,’ said Simeon.



'Only because he was so unlike anyone she hadmatéruliet said.
'‘She told me once—she married him because he wdsagbto
fathom, silent and mysterious, a mystery man. Bbeght she would
be the one to get past his wall of silence, sheldvomderstand
him—Dbut she didn't. What she didn't realise was figadidn't need
her, need anyone. | wonder what would have happtnbdr if she
hadn't met Giorgio. He's a lovely man, he makesshdrappy. She's
quite different. You wouldn't know her. They've lbuip a very
successful business together. They are real partihery make all the
decisions together, see each other all day, waopihatogether. It's
all the complete opposite of her years with myéath

'l read an article about them once,' he surprigedi saying. 'They
were opening a new store in Manchester, and thaseavphoto of
them. | recognised your mother, even though shedhatged so
much. She looked terrific. | can see what you meas;looked as if
she was happy. | had had no idea how successfulvikee, until

then. You were mentioned—"their daughter, Julidipwvorks for

the company in London". An elegant brunette, thaed you.' His

eyes flickered over her in gleaming assessmemgdeit? Hmm...not
guite, not this morning.'

Because of the freezing weather, she had put owdhmest clothes
she had with her; they had been left behind thtatran, after her last
visit, when she had helped to paint the old batmraethe cottage.
She hadn't bothered to pack these things up aftdsywpist washed
than and put them into a drawer, where she haddfdbem that
morning, smelling slightly of a lavender-perfumedatiset she had
packed in with them: old, well-washed jeans, aopelktriped man's
shirt, from Italy, which she had borrowed years &gon Giorgio,
during a phase when she had loved to wear memts,shaistcoats
and jackets, and a comfortably thick yellow lambsivoiding
sweater. She had had another motive for picking dhitfit. These
were the least attractive clothes she had with Slee. was wearing
them as an armour against Simeon.



'You look down-to-earth, practical and ready for vetvatr comes,' he
said, and she didn't think he was flattering herhBps he had even
guessed she had worn these clothes to put himHsfpaused,
watching her, then asked softly, 'Are you?' andstheed, confused.

'Am | what?'

'Ready for whatever comes,' he said and watchdd avgémile as a
flush crept up her face. "You know, | hardly recsgnyou,’ he
suddenly said. 'If I'd walked past you in the dtigwobably wouldn't
have known you.'

'You never did,' she said, head lowered, mouthbstrb ‘Any more
than you knew my mother.'

‘Well, here we are, quite alone—this time we wat ¢o know each
other.' He got up and she went into a panic anandaled up, too,
knocking over her chair.

'‘Don't touch me!" She had been pushing his theetid back of her
mind, trying to convince herself that he hadn't meehat he said, but
fear suddenly swamped her mind and she begannbligeviolently.
'l couldn't bear it if you touched me," she whiggkstaring at him.

‘You'll have to bear it," Simeon said in a low,diavoice, and his eyes
held a disturbing insistence which warned her hieaneant precisely
what he said.



CHAPTER FOUR

'I'M GOING for a walk," Juliet said desperately, headingtlier door,
and hoping he wouldn't stop her.

He didn't. He came after her in long, unhurriedss. 'Good idea. It
seems to have stopped snowing and the sky is asablyour eyes.'

She blinked, taken aback by the simile, but didskt looking at him,
just grabbed her sheepskin coat from the cupboarthe little
hallway, buttoned herself into it, found some shabld boots, and
put on Fair Isle woolen gloves and a matching vesotood which
she had bought on a trip to Scotland with her nro#mel Giorgio
several years ago, and which she kept here in Gdrbecause they
were the perfect things to wear on long walks actioe moor on cold
days.

She gave Simeon a glance, noting that he had putisteather
jacket, those high black leather boots which lookleel the sort of
boots motorcyclists wore, and leather gloves. Oiflelly, she said,
‘There are some warm scarves in here, if you'dtbkieorrow one.'
She pulled out a long red woollen one which beldngeGiorgio.

‘Thanks,' Simeon said, bending his head. 'Putfibome, would you,
please?’

She hesitated, then quickly threw it round his ndcking not to
touch him, but in her haste her fingers brushedlmeek and she only
just managed not to give a cry of shock at thetedelouzz that brief
contact gave her. He looked down at her with aleaddittle smile.

‘Thank you.'

She quickly turned away and pulled open the doar they both
looked out, their eyes narrowed against the bnide of sunlight
reflected on mirrorlike snow. The wind had droppéeas nowhere



near so cold. The landscape looked marvelloust,gwhng acres of
untrodden snow, white and dazzling under that Bke It was so
beautiful it caught the breath, but it was so empityt another house
or human being in sight. Juliet stared at that @mps, biting her lip.

'‘Changed your mind? It is cold!" said Simeon didlgd she gave him
a resentful look, banging the door shut behind her.

‘Certainly not." She began to walk briskly and &k ih beside her,
easily keeping step because his legs were so nongeil than hers.
She saw his black shadow moving on the glassy dmeside her
own, fantastical, elongated, rather disturbing ih that empty
landscape, as though he haunted her. Or huntedhieethought, with
an inward shudder.

'Did you really want to cross the moor? Remembeatliner isn't easy
stuff to walk through,' she said, being deliberatetronising.

He gave her a glinting smile, aware of the chaken@h, | expect |
can cope.'

'OK, don't say | didn't warn you,' she said sweethd they turned off
the road on to the open moorland, their pace slpwirce they were
struggling through snow-covered heather, then tdaeye out on to a
grassy slope which the snow had turned into a freide. Juliet felt
her feet go from under her, and careered downwaitthsa cry, her
arms flailing in an attempt to retrieve her balargiee landed with a
thump on her behind, and heard Simeon laughingeahev.

So he thought that was funny, did he? She felidt@specially after
warning him against the moor, and that made hereagiye. Very
flushed, her bones aching from the jar of the &k scooped up two
handfuls of snow, firmed them into a ball and tarte hurl it in his
direction.



She got a direct hit, right on his head, the blaak suddenly dusted
with powdery snow, and sat, open-mouthed with ssepihbecause
she had never been a particularly good shot. Shddhave got up
and run on, because sitting there she was a p¢afgett, and Simeon
moved faster than a rattlesnake.

He bent, straightened, and a second later a snblwbhér and snow

showered around her. She grabbed another handgdlhend leapt

to her feet, firing off her ammunition before shek to her heels. She
heard Simeon set off in pursuit, and ran faster,bineathing rough

and ragged in her throat. It was only a game—hatt\wwasn't how it

felt to her.

He caught her a moment later, both arms going rdnerdand she
struggled wildly, panic in her face. 'Let go!" sbeed, her body
arching away from him as far as it could while heddhit in the
powerful circle of his arms.

'Stop fighting it," he murmured, looking down athieis grey eyes
very bright and watchful, and despite her fearrsbteced that he had
not said 'Stop fighting me', and that that washdehte. 'Stop fighting
it,’” he had said, because he was hinting that shedeie drag of
attraction, that she wanted him to kiss her evendh she resisted.

'l don't want it," she lied, staring at his moutithva confused feeling.
She didn't know what to call it, only that it contdbe desire, yet her
mouth had gone dry and she felt strangely dizay, ‘dhe tried to say,
but her lips moved without making any sound, wiike watched
them intently, as if lip- reading.

'Yes,' he whispered, and then his gloved hands cgnte frame her
face between their palms.

She couldn't escape his mouth—he held her headwhste he
wanted it. His lips were icy with snow when they¢bed hers at first,



and she gave a little indrawn gasp. As her lipstepain that
involuntary sound Simeon's kiss deepened, grewdjenvading her
mouth, forcing back her head so that she had to lyra to keep her
balance, her hands gripping his wide shoulders. sblu¢ her eyes
because the blue sky seemed to be spinning abowentener head
was swimming too. His mouth moved in hot demand ahd
helplessly met it, hanging on to him, her body toéng, no longer
even making a pretence of fighting. She had hadumber of
boyfriends over the past eight years, but nonb@ithad ever made
her go weak at the knees with one kiss.

It was Simeon who broke off the kiss, just as @ baen Simeon who
began it. He lifted his head and she felt him lagkdown at her while
she clung to his shoulders, shaking, her eyes dlesel her lips
burning from the demands he had made on them.

'‘Next time you're tempted to chuck things at mmember what the
consequences are likely to be, and think againsahe softly, with
mockery, and her eyes flew open, her face verjnidsas she met his
amused gaze.

‘Thanks for the tip! | won't forget,’ she said ausly. 'l certainly
wouldn't want that to happen again!'

His eyes taunted her. 'Sure about that? | gotrtipeassion you were
enjoying it.'

‘Certain!" she snapped, even angrier because heuisright and
the last thing she wanted was for him to realisedwdd get her that
way. Physically, he attracted her, she couldn'ydieaven to herself,
but that meant nothing. Her body could make dangeristakes,
her body craved pleasure, was easily tempted—haat mas a much
more reliable guide.



She pulled away from him, avoiding his shrewd, oed eyes, and
began to walk fast, back towards the cottage, aaféee a pause that
Simeon was following her, his booted feet crunchomgthe snow.

Ahead of her stretched the double line of footgtinters and

Simeon's, showing the way they had come. A straegsation hit

her, a superstitious quiver along her spine wihke stared as if at an
omen, and tried to avoid crossing that track.

'Why don't you walk in our footsteps, like King WeEslas?' Simeon
asked behind her, but she pretended not to hedryant on walking
a little to one side of the line.

Simeon halted a moment later. She didn't look bjaisk plodded on,
until he called out to her, 'Look, just coming otbose pines... a
hawk... what is it, can you see? Sparrowhawk?'

Juliet paused, shading her eyes with one hand whéestared at the
blue sky. A dark shape was skating on the windppsspread, but
so far away that she couldn't identify it positizel

'l thought | caught a flash of white on the run§rheon said.

‘That would be a sparrowhawk," she agreed, watcturngee if she
could see the tell-tale blur of white, but at thadment the hawk
swooped in descent and they lost it until it soaupdvard again,
carrying something between its talons. Juliet gagéort sigh. 'He's
killed.'

Simeon caught up with her, giving her averted pecdi hard stare.
'He has to Kill to live," he reminded.

'l know," she snapped, glaring. "You were alwaimteme that when
| was small. | hated it then, | hate it now.'

His face was unyielding, a hard mask. 'Hate itair it's the way the
world works, and there's nothing you can do abloai, tJuliet.'



'l don't have to like it,' she said confusedly, hend filled with the
iImage of something small and soft, helplessly giling against the
cruel talons carrying it away.

Simeon caught hold of her chin and lifted her fdue cold grey eyes
hunting over it remorselessly while she tried tdehwhat she was
thinking. 'Nature is "red in tooth and claw"," ledscoolly. "You can't
change that, and fighting it would only lead toegi®r.'

She looked angrily into his eyes, her face obstindihey weren't
only talking about the hawk and its prey, and theth knew it. 'It's
cruel,' she said and he shrugged.

'Hawks are rare and beautiful birds, but naturendidintend them to
be vegetarians. You can't change the law of thaiine, Juliet. They
have to be ruthless or die."

He had to be ruthless or lose Chantries, he wasgdier, and his
hard mouth and merciless eyes warned her agaymsg tto escape
the fate he had planned for her.

'‘No!" she cried out in protest, pulling her heaskfand turning to run.
Simeon let her go, and didn't even try to catch with her.
Breathlessly stumbling over the deep snow, herdbegky under her,
she heard his unhurried footsteps on her heelgyalwoming after
her, not to be shaken off, as certain as deathingdder heart knock
like a premonition against her ribs.

Reaching the cottage at last, she unlocked thé¢ dimor and stamped
the snow off her boots outside before she ent&bkd.left her boots
on the doormat in the hall, pulled off her coat Andd, and her warm
Fair Isle gloves, before hurrying into the kitchterput on the coffee
percolator.



She heard the sound of Simeon scraping snow otiviarsboots, and
then the slam of the front door as he came indilat bang seemed
to echo in her head, shutting them in togetherttisiguout the world.

Once the coffee was on the stove, she ran upstatre bathroom,
calling out, 'The coffee is on!'

‘Can | help?' Simeon asked from the hall.

'You could put out the cups,' she replied casualihout looking
back down at him.

Washing her hands a few moments later, she stahent eeflection in
the mirror above the basin. Her skin was glowingaam pink from
the cold air and exercise, and her eyes were braghif with fever.
She eyed herself with alarm and anxiety.

He had only been here a few hours, and already duk done
something drastic to her. She hadn't looked lile tiefore.

Like what? she asked herself angrily, drying herdsaroughly with a
peach-coloured hand towel. Like what, for heavesik®® Whatid

she look like? What was she afraid of? Simeon wouldwell, he
wouldn't... It was hard even to put her worst faate words. She
hesitated even to think it, but she had to. Simeouldn't use force.

She met her own eyes in the mirror again, and dlatéerself. No,
that was unthinkable. Simeon wouldn't. Whatevee éls might be
capable of, that was not possible. She was cetttainhe wasn't the
type to rape a woman.

But that didn't make her feel any better, any tessous, because that
was not what she was afraid of, was it? What wakrbothering her
was that Simeon might not even need to use fomeeRvasn't going
to come into his strategy. She had been givenmapgke of how he



meant to get his own way, and she was scarechstiif He meant to
seduce her. And he might well do it.

Look at you! she said to her reflection, her blyessaccusing. Well,
just look at you! One kiss and he sends you inlaze, your knees
give way and you look feverish.

What is going to happen when he turns on the heatie will, make
no mistake about it. He has come here determingdttpou into bed,
and you can't get away, so what are you going ®How are you
going to keep him at arm's length?

She had so many questions—»but not a single answer.

Turning away with a helpless sigh, she reluctambde her way
downstairs. If only the cottage were not so remidtey that the snow
had stopped, the snow ploughs would be out, clgdn@ main roads,
but having been out for that walk she knew just lu@&p the snow
was, and there was no chance of her car makimgtitet main road.
She was a prisoner here, with Simeon, for the mon&me had to
think of some way of dealing with him, but she hadrclue how.

Just as she reached the hall, the phone begangpmaking her
jump.

‘Shall | get it?' called Simeon from the kitchemdaalarm shot
through her.

'‘No, that's OK, | will," she hurriedly shouted baaknning to snatch
up the phone in the sitting- room. It was probaldyimother with the
latest news of Giorgio, and she certainly didn'niMaer mother to
hear Simeon's voice and start putting two and tegether and
making a hundred and three.

Simeon appeared in the doorway and watched hergrieig eyes
narrow and alert. She turned her back to hide xgression.



'Hello?' she said, expecting her mother's voice.

'So you did go,' said a curt male voice, and foroenent she couldn't
even place it, so much had happened since shiedefton. 'l didn't
really believe you meant it,' the angry voice ada@ed that was when
his identity dawned and she took a deep breath.

'Oh...Adam...'
She felt Simeon move closer, his whole attentiohemn

'‘Will you be back by tonight?' Adam asked in a wdych threatened
and yet had a pleading note.

'I'm sorry," she said, wishing Simeon would go awaguld stop
eavesdropping and watching her. It was hard entutdlk to Adam
without having an audience.

‘Julie!" Adam broke out. 'You know how importantstis to me!
Don't be stubborn—you can get back if you leave.how

'Isn't it snowing in London? It snowed all nightr&te-the roads are
totally blocked, | couldn't possibly get back, eveih set out right
now.'

Adam said something violent, so loudly that shesednSimeon
picking the words up. She shot him a look over $tgulder and
found him far too close, and listening intentlyeQjave him a furious
stare, frowning, and waved him away with a peremypt@and. He
had no right to listen in to her private calls.

He didn't move, just lounged negligently againstwall nearby, his
expression bland.

Turning away, she said softly into the phone, tBaly sorry, Adam,
I'd get back if | could." And because Simeon wstehing, she went



on, 'l wish | hadn't come, | wish | was back in don with you, safe
and sound." She meant it, too, her voice husky wsititerity,
although for very different reasons than thosevsag implying, not
that it mattered, because Adam was too angry toypcany nuances
in her tone.

'It's a bit late for regrets now, though, isn'tit® snapped. 'What am |
supposed to do? | can't go to this affair alone-avehto take a
partner.’

‘Yes, | know, I'm sorry, Adam.' She felt Simeorys®boring a hole
into the back of her head and fumed. Why didntdee the decency
to go away?

'Sorry? You walk out on me at a time when | reakded you, for no
Important reason, either, and then say you're 3brylam was
shouting now, almost deafening her, and she h@dgtione a little
away from ear.

A second later it was snatched from her hand, hedjave a gasp of
shock as she looked up at Simeon's taut face.'sTeabugh,' he
snarled into the phone while Juliet desperatebdtto take it back
from him, only to be held off by one hand. 'l wondve any man
shouting at my wife down a phone. So clear off.'

She heard the confused sound of Adam reactingededise male
voice, then Simeon slammed the phone down andicuofi.

‘You..." Juliet stammered, so angry she couldeakp'You...'

Simeon stared down at her, his long, lean body sgitybut his face
grim. 'All right, who is he?' he asked, his lipgddg parting to let the
sound out.

'You had no right to do that!'" seethed Juliet, tvteng with
resentment.



'Did he have a right to yell at you down a phorg&fieon snapped,
his eyes bleak.

'If I'd wanted to hang up on him, | would have dbske threw back,
glaring up at him.

Simeon bit out, 'So why didn't you? Is he your I&Ve

Her colour rose even higher, but she held his copteous stare,
throwing back that contempt at him. 'If he is, thaty business, not
yours!'

Violence glittered in the grey eyes, and he grabhed by the
shoulders, shaking her. 'ls he? Tell me, damn you!'

'I'm not telling you anything!'

"You will!" There was threat in his voice, but stefied him, her chin
lifted and her blue eyes obstinate.

'‘Nothing would make me!'

'‘No?' he said tersely, and a shudder of panic haough her at
something in his hard face.

He began to pull her towards him, his strength nioa@ a match for
her, but then the phone began to ring again ansivoee under his
breath, one hand immediately moving to snatch buoae up.

'Yes?' he grated.

'‘Give me that phone,' Juliet said, struggling tceté, but Simeon
shifted, his head averted so that she couldn'eqgadch.

She heard Adam loudly demand, '"Who is that?'



'I'm her husband. Don't ring again, because | gbatlhang up on
you," Simeon said and slammed the phone down agaiting off
Adam's angry spluttering.

Juliet wanted to hit Simeon—she was so angry slsesivaking with
it, muttering hoarsely. 'How dare you? Who do yomk you are?
You're..." Words jammed up in her brain, she cdufdnm sentences
properly, she was so furious. She just spat outdsvarcoherently,
glaring up at him with enraged blue eyes. 'High-leahdirrogant...
the most...interfering, insolent, laying down tae/l.. You force your
way back into my life and start trying to dictabente! I'm not putting
up with it.'

‘Shut up!" Simeon suddenly bit out, and pulledhelently towards
him, her writhing body helpless against his powlagfip.

When he had kissed her earlier, out on the snowgrlenad, his

mouth had been quite gentle at first before heaeaato the kiss, but
this time his mouth was cruel, angry, not caring thurt, and she
fought against him, trying to pull her head away.

In her struggle, she lost her balance and begé&alltdetting herself
go in the hope of escaping, but he came with heddiing on to her,
although he had stopped kissing her, and they thodethe couch,
then rolled, still struggling, on to the floor.

Juliet found herself lying on top of him, her eyaeshes away from
his. She looked away, and tried to get up but Smmethed her deftly
over until she was underneath, and he was on tepaduwerful body
anchoring her down. His weight seemed to crusthalbreath out of
her body. She lay very still, her skin suddenlyepallled tight over
her cheekbones, her blue eyes as open as they stoefich, staring
up at him in fear.



He stared down at her, lying equally still, hardgeming to breathe,
either. In the charged silence she heard the daeyner-beat of his
heart and hardly knowing what she was doing shealtaky hand
on his deep chest to feel the vibration under re@mpwhile he
watched her.

His mouth twisted. 'You can't help it, can you?'

‘Can't help what?' She was moved by the sensafitrawong that
heartbeat throbbing into her own body through laémpSimeon was
so alive, so vital. She couldn't imagine that hewer stopping; a man
with a heartbeat like that would live for ever, stwught, half
smiling.

'Flirting, being provocative,' he accused, and stegched her hand
away.

' wasn't!'

'‘What were you doing, then?' He picked up her famdtiput it back
on his chest, held it there, staring into her e{#$at else was that,
but pure provocation? You touched me of your owooed; don't

pretend you didn't, and that's how it happenedanfirst place, and
you know it. That summer, it wasn't me who did ¢thasing—it was

you.'

Her eyes fell, she bit her lip. It was true, shaldo't deny it, and she
had felt guilty about the consequences ever si@iteeon certainly
hadn't chased her; at first he had been amuset#, igdulgent, still

thinking of her as a child. He had let her tag glamth him when he
went for walks or played tennis or swam, but thieael been no
shadow of sexual interest in his behaviour. He hattd like a

friendly big brother, which was not what she hadted at all, and
her pride had been galled.



She had been seventeen—a woman, in her own eyetfeagea tides
of adult sexuality had been flowing back and farthher veins,
making her confused and unsure of herself. Shel zante reacted
without knowing quite what she was doing; it wakiastinctive,

involuntary.

Oh, yes, she had flirted with him, become proveeatind inviting,
but she had been playing at it, as a kitten withlhof wool played at
making its first kill. Her real mistake, her follizgad been in picking
someone outside her own age-group to experiment+witshe had
chosen a boy of seventeen it would have been atingxsummer
romance which could have ended gently, but on wioicé could
have looked back with pleasure all one's life. bhuWin't have
wrecked two lives.

But she hadn't been interested in boys. Maybe abeatways liked
Simeon a lot—who could say? She only knew how sltefalt that
summer; the wild, burning excitement, the dragedain her body.

So she had made him look at her in a very diffevesy. She had

made him see her as a woman. Passion had giveaimang, taught

her a woman's skills. She had left the top buttdriner shirts undone,

giving glimpses of her small, high breasts; sheltmayht some new
clothes which had changed her whole appearances headsuddenly

very grown-up. Very short shorts, a silky, clingmgss to dance in, a
very revealing bikini, in which she had lain abamitthe sun, her

slender little body becoming golden brown and, lshyed, sexy.

Most of all, she had looked at Simeon through feshés with
smouldering invitation, and after a while he hadpped looking
amused and started looking back at her in a wayhtidhsent feverish
shivers through her whole body.

‘Admit it," Simeon said now, his voice biting, asde gave a long
sigh.



'What do you want me to say—that I'm sorry? | auot,that doesn't
change anything, does it? OK, | had a crush on god,| flirted with
you, and it all ended badly, but I didn't know whatas doing, none
of it was intentional and it was all so long agmuYshould have
divorced me years ago, married again, then yobhefatouldn't have
made that stupid will.'

'‘But he did, and we aren't divorced, we're stilkmea, and you are
going to give me a child to inherit Chantries.'" Hisice was
brusque—it hit her like a blow.

She trembled, her blue eyes opening wide agairligseparting on a
gasp of rejection. 'No, | won't!"

He stared at her mouth, his grey eyes cruel anstems. "You will,’
he assured her, his head coming closer, his mdoivyslowering
towards her own.

'‘No,' she whispered, staring at his mouth and sigakihe hard-cut
lines of it fascinated her; there was generosigréh and sexual
promise, but held under rein, firmly controlled. was almost
touching her lips now, and the beat of her heaatetead her.

Then the phone began to ring again and Simeon swsehead
lifting, his face darkening with irritation.

'‘Not him again! Doesn't he know when to give up?'

She laughed almost hysterically. 'No, giving uptisaomething Adam
Is good at. He likes to win.'

She got a hard stare, a grim frown. 'Well, thistime isn't going to, so
he had better get used to the idea.'



The ringing went on and on, seeming to get shridkethe minute.
'We must answer it," Juliet said, and Simeon aygot up and strode
to the phone.

'Right," he began, while Juliet was getting to fest. 'Look here,
you...'

Then his voice broke off and he listened, his mawikting, before
turning to hold out the phone to her.

She had an instant's premonition and groaned agsht® take the
phone from him.

'It's your mother," he told her, quite unnecesgabécause she had
known that when she saw his expression change.

‘Hello, Mum,' she said huskily and almost heldghene away from
her ear as Shirley Mendelli burst out with agitateestions which
she did not give Juliet time to answer before galglkdnother one.

'‘Who was that? What's going on? Darling, is sometianrong? Why

Is there a man with you at the cottage? It isnamldl would know

his voice and this is quite different. Nasty, licee say threatening,
the way he snarled at me just now... who is it? whgl did he answer
the phone that way? Julie, are you all right? Woudd like me to

ring the police, or-—'

‘Mum! Mum!" Juliet broke in on her loudly, and ast Shirley
stopped and drew breath. 'Mum," Juliet said withsigh, 'it's
Simeon --'

‘Simeon?' repeated her mother blankly, then, wgtorashment,
'‘Simeon? Do you mean Simeon Gerard? Robert's son?’

'Yes...'



" What on earth is he doing there? | haven't haaything about that
family for years. | didn't know you still kept imdch, you've never
mentioned him to me. | never liked him much, he wash an
arrogant boy—I don't suppose he's changed.’

‘Not much,' Juliet admitted wryly, giving Simeorbaef, sideways
glance. 'Mum, he brought me some sad news --'

"Your father?' Shirley's voice changed, sharpened.
'‘No, his," Juliet said quickly. 'He died a few weelgo.'
'‘Oh, I'm sorry, Robert was a nice man,' her mosiaét soberly.

‘Yes,' Juliet agreed, then changed the subjecty "W you ring,
though, Mum? Anything wrong? How's Giorgio?"

'Oh, he's fine, there's nothing wrong here, bahfrLondon just now
and heard about the weather down in Cornwall, s@s$ worried
about you. Is it the snow really heavy there? Wl be able to drive
back to London today? Now, | don't want you Killiypgurself trying
to drive on icy roads, just to get back to worklidg.’

'l couldn't if I wanted to," Juliet said heavilyThe roads are
completely blocked around here for the moment. &/Bbping the
snow ploughs will be able to get out and cleartf@n roads but
unless the weather changes overnight | shan't leetalget back to
London for a while, but | shall ring the officetime morning and tell
Helen to hold the fort.'

‘Your secretary can't run the business, thoughrleghsaid. 'l had
better fly back.'

'‘Wait until tomorrow morning, and check with me eg&lum,’ Juliet
said firmly. 'If | can get back to London, somehawthout killing



myself, | promise you, | will. You stay there wi@iorgio. How is he
now?'

Shirley sighed. 'Calmer, thank heavens. Poor aarBuit, Julie, don't
you think | ought to come back, just in case...?'

'‘No, I think your place is with Giorgio, and, anyyyahere's nothing
urgent happening for a few days. Helen can copmk] am sure I'll be
able to get back to London somehow. | can alwals gatrain.’ If |
can get as far as the nearest railway station nsewvkes away, she
thought wryly, but didn't say to her mother.

Shirley suddenly asked, 'But why did Simeon Geiouhe all the
way to Cornwall to tell you that his father was diedarling? And
why was he so nasty when he answered the phonequst Really,
he scared the life out of me—I thought I'd got ang number for a
minute.'

'‘Oh, well," Juliet said, desperately thinking ofr@excuse without
explaining how angry Adam was because she knewhéramother
would feel guilty if she knew that he resentedetutioming down to
Cornwall to check up on the cottage. 'Well, you, $eenad a couple
of funny phone calls... you know the sort, heawsalthing.’

‘Oji, how frightening!" Shirley gave an audible dder. 'Ugh...I am

sorry, darling. But how lucky Simeon turned up thisrning and

could answer the phone instead of you! Knowingdl!sea man there
should put a stop to that! Did you ring the poli€af?, you should,

Julie. He may be dangerous.'

'OK, Mum," Juliet said.

‘You still haven't explained why Simeon came adittivay, though,’
remembered Shirley. 'Were you mentioned in the?wbu aren't
going to be very rich, are you?'



‘Afraid not, nothing so exciting," Juliet casuabgid. 'But | am
mentioned in the will, and that is why Simeon cadoa/n here. Just
something Robert wanted me to do... I'll tell yoli @out it
later—this call must be costing a fortune. Keepounch, Mum, love
to Giorgio.'

'‘Bye, darling," Shirley said, and Juliet hung up.

She turned to face Simeon, who was eying her witmebckery. 'So,’
he said. 'You didn't have the nerve to tell hertthth. Does she even
know we're married?'

She lifted her chin with defiance. 'No, and I'cheatshe never found
out, | don't want anyone to know. What | want is you to divorce
me --'

‘After you've had my child,' he promised, and hisef was relentless.



CHAPTERFIVE

JULIET stood there looking at Simeon dumbly, wondering lshe
was going to make him understand that she couldn'tyas
impossible, the very idea made her blood run catai he watched
her— without expression now, his grey eyes coolaed.

Then his face changed and he groaned. The coffegit¢hed it off
and poured two cups.’

She had forgotten the coffee too. They both rartHferkitchen, but
the coffee in the cups was cold, and there waso'tigh left in the
percolator to make two good cups.

'I'l make some more," Juliet said but Simeon shuslkead, glancing
at the kitchen clock.

"'l have instant—I'm quite happy with that, esipdlg as it is almost
lunchtime.' He filled the kettle and put it on &ondnd a jar of instant
coffee granules in a cupboard.

'‘Lunchtime?' She looked at the clock, too, amaeeskée that he was
right. It was almost one o'clock, and as soon asrshllised that she
began to feel hungry. 'What shall we have?' sheghb aloud,
opening cupboards and looking in the fridge. Thesen't that much
choice. She would have to fall back on somethimgnfiher stock
cupboard, and a tin or two. 'How do you feel abaré or spaghetti
with a tomato sauce?' she asked him and he shrugged

'Fine with me. There are some mushrooms left, &mol | bought
onions.'

‘Then we're in business,' she said, and beganejpap the meal
while Simeon made the coffee and sat down at thke taith his,
apparently to watch her work. Blandly, Juliet ask&€&n you chop
onions, or do they make you cry?'



'‘Nothing makes me cry,' he said, grinning at hed she wondered
how true that was. It could be, from what she krewhim—he
seemed impervious enough to her. But what did aaymow about
another human being? He could get angry, but dosllde hurt?

She handed him a kitchen knife and a large oniod,véent to look
for a pan in which to make the sauce while the watethe spaghetti
boiled.

When she looked round, a pan in her hand, Simem alr@ady
chopping away with quick, deft movements.

‘You've done that before,’ she said, and he noddiabut looking
up, his attention on what he was doing.

'l cook for myself, although | have someone in totlde cleaning. |
stick to plain cooking, mostly—preferably somethingan grill or
leave to cook in the oven all day while I'm outs€&xoles, or steak,
or maybe fish. | bake potatoes in the oven, tomake a salad.’

'‘Good heavens, chef of the year,' she mocked, atalighed.

‘Well, | did eat out a lot at one time, but thatsgeoring, and once a
woman starts cooking for a man she gets ideashadefinished,;
there was a neat little pile of chopped onion awlooden board. He
turned to ask, 'What about the mushrooms?'

"'l wash them and just halve them," she said, deoimg how many
women had offered to cook for him over the pashieygars. He was
a sexy man, no denying that; there must have blesrtypof women

buzzing around that particular honey- pot, andisha niggling little

jab under her ribs at the images forming in hedh&aarply she told
herself that it was none of her business; she wastovestruck
teenager any more, she was a sane, sensible womsaSiaeon
Gerard's love-life was his own affair.



The water was boiling—she fed the spaghetti intanid turned all
her attention to making the sauce. Simeon laidtdle, and then
began opening cupboards and investigating theitects while she
worked.

'‘Look what | found!" he exclaimed, producing a lstlg dusty bottle
of red wine. 'Nothing exciting, a cheap plonk rgdtiut it should add
a little sparkle to the meal.’

Juliet stared doubtfully at the bottle—was it wiséet him drink over
lunch? Wine in the middle of the day always mader h
sleepy—would it have that effect on him? Now, tim&ght be a good
idea.

'Fine, will you open it?' she said.

He gave her a quick, dry glance, and she wondéteslhad read her
mind, but he made no comment, just set about fgqndircorkscrew
and opening the wine, which he tasted himself armmhqunced

drinkable.

Juliet concentrated on her sauce, the kitchendiWwith a rich aroma
of tomato and onion, then she drained the spagaedtidivided it

between the two plates waiting for it, adding thece on top. Simeon
had poured them each a glass; there hadn't beertditet the wine

reach room temperature but they warmed their gtasstneir hands
before drinking, and it wasn't at all bad, with 8paghetti, although
Juliet merely sipped hers.

She watched through her lashes while Simeon drewdral glasses,
hoping it would make him lethargic for the resttloé afternoon. So
far it didn't seem to be having any effect at all.

'l enjoyed that,’ he said, as he ate the last mgutdf the meal.
'You're a good cook.'



‘Anyone can cook spaghetti,’ she disclaimed.

'You must teach me, then. It looked easy enoughdgdi up, clearing

the plates from the table, but put a restrainingdh@n her shoulder as
she moved to rise. 'No, I'll make the coffee. Yaudrere and admire

my technique.'

She relaxed, smiling, and watched him operate.d$ \&n object
lesson in economy of effort, and it told her adbbut him. He dealt
with the coffee first, and only when that was pé&tiog did he put
the plates and cutlery into the dishwasher, thgrold a tray for the
coffee, after which he washed up the saucepanary &nd left them
to drain on the draining-board. He moved swiftlg axeatly, and she
felt a little shiver run down her spine, because rttan was far too
organised—he worked things out before he actedhdxk it all
planned like a military operation, and that coadgital brain
frightened her.

‘Shall we drink our coffee in the sitting-room?wbuld be more

comfortable,' he suggested, and before she cogiedre had carried
the tray out of the kitchen, leaving her with nathto do but follow

him.

He placed the tray on the low coffee-table andugedtto her to seat
herself on the couch, but Juliet didn't trust hemshe chose a chair.

He threw her a mocking little smile, commenting loer wariness
without a word, then he sat down on the couch amti 8Vould you
pour the coffee, please?'

She hesitated, biting her lip, because to do sthabléo get up again,
and cross over to him, but she could hardly refsseshe obeyed and
poured coffee into both cups, offered him sugar amik, then
handed him his cup before picking up her own.

He caught her other hand as she straightenedhefat'



She gave him a derisive glance, shaking her hiddeél safer over
there,' she bluntly said, and he laughed.

‘Do | bother you that much?'

The soft implications of that made her colour rlsecause it was too
true—he did bother her, increasingly, and the tlaistg she wanted
was for him to know that.

‘You don't bother me at all!' she snapped, an@yas teased.
‘Then why are you afraid to sit next to me?'

She crossly said, 'l haven't forgotten the way gebaved an hour
ago, you know!'

'l had provocation, don't forget that,' he tauntad, he let go of her
and she went hurrying back to her chair.

Simeon drank some coffee, watching her with brogéiyes, and she
drank some of her own coffee, feeling nervous. e on his mind
now? Why was he looking at her like that?

'So, tell me about this Adam,' he said abruptlye 8most dropped
her cup, hot coffee splashed on her hand and she gasharp
exclamation and put the cup down on the floor arubed her skin,
where it was reddened.

‘What have you done to yourself now?' Simeon demndith
impatience, watching. 'Did you scald your hand?’

'‘No, it's fine now. You just made me jump, suddestigpping at me
like that.'



'l didn't snap, | just asked a simple questiondifavled. 'And if I'm
to judge by your guilty expression and the way youped | suppose
| got my answer. He is your lover, isn't he?'

She was afraid to answer that, because if he l@eliddam to be her
lover it might make him back off; surely he wouldnk again if he
knew she was involved with somebody else? In asg,cghe needed
some sort of protection against him. She certanolyldn't rely on
herself; they had only been here alone togetheafound twelve
hours, and already she knew that her resistarfuetaas low, to say
the least. She must be losing her mind— she hadgmyd reasons
for hating and despising him, didn't she? He hadlenber very
unhappy; the memory of their wedding night stillrthid she let
herself dwell on it. Even now, at this instant,dgive it a passing
thought made her flinch inwardly, and yet he ordg ho move close
to her for her whole body to burn with a desirefigoce that it
terrified her.

It was a chemical reaction, she kept telling hérseliolent physical

attraction to his body, not to the man himself. &m Gerard, she
hated; but unfortunately her stupid body appareriigd no

memory—her pulses went into overdrive at the sigitim, her skin

craved his touch, her mouth went dry and she tredabl

'l refuse to discuss my private life with you,' sb&id, her eyes
lowered and obstinacy in every line of her.

'So you admit he is your private life, then?' Simgoomptly said.
'How long has it been going on?'

'I've known him for a year or so.’'

'‘Does he work for this shoe store chain your mo#rert stepfather
started? Is he hoping to marry into the family and day control the
store?' His tone was derisive, chilly, and shentesgkit for Adam.



'‘No, he's an executive with another company, a nogder one, and
any ambitions Adam has are centred entirely ooWwisfirm. He isn't

interested in shoes or selling. He's a company maitikes working

for big international firms, jetting about, havimgportant business
meetings..." She broke off, suddenly realising tth&t portrait of

Adam she was painting was not a very flattering @wmeon met her
eyes, his face gleaming with amused irony.

'‘He sounds fascinating.'
She went pink with temper. 'He's very good- lookizgjt happens!

'‘Good-looking, but boring,' mused Simeon, but befbre could snap
back at him that Adam was not boring he added,Wbompany did
you say he worked for?’

'l didn't." But she did tell him then, curtly, asdw that he wasn't
iImpressed. Simeon was no businessman; his whold Wwad always

been centred on Chantries, on farming and foresiryhe life of the

countryside in which he had grown up. His interegse those of a
countryman: he loved horses and dogs, rode evaryfidaed in the

gentle river which ran through his land, and sieat tabbits which

preyed on his fields of grain.

A man like Adam had such very different attitudeteyt were poles
apart. Adam had grown up in a poor home, with etrmg to fight

for; if he ever met Simeon, he would undoubtedigkhhat the other
man had been born with a silver spoon in his mottam resented
men like that; he met them every day, he had tgpedewith them in
his company, and often lost out to them becaudbeokchool they
had been to or who they knew. She had often hedeamAcomplain
angrily about the old boy network, the inbuilt btesvards men from
a wealthy background.



'‘We wouldn't have a thing in common,' Simeon thawgbud, and
she laughed shortly.

‘No.'

'‘Except you,' he added, and then, 'But | have temtion of sharing
you with him. He's out.’

She gasped incredulously. 'l don't believe you gaad!'
'l did, and | mean it," he coolly underlined. 'Ywan't see him again.’

‘You have absolutely no right to give me orderdetirme who | can
see and who | can't. I'll do what | please!" shé Iam furiously, her
face burning.

'‘No, you'll do what | please,’ he drawled, anddrisy eyes moved
with deliberate slowness over her from her chedtautdown to her
feet, missing out no part of her and sending hartheto her mouth.
She felt as if he had touched her and shuddered |&apt up to flee,
to get away as fast as she could from those torngeayes.

She expected him to pursue her, but there wasunodsaf following
feet, as she ran through the hall and headed #®osthirs and the
safety of her bedroom, and her heartbeat slowgitea It was only as
she was on the top stair that she heard him bdiendand looking
down she saw him coming up. That sent a wave atgharough her,
and she started to rush across the landing, ortiypt@ver her own
feet and stumble against the wall. By the timelsie recovered her
balance Simeon had caught up with her. She felfdedrleave the
ground and clutched at him with a cry of alarm.

'‘What are you doing? Put me down!'

He carried her into the main bedroom, althoughfskight angrily
and uselessly against the strength of his armskingc and



pummelling him until he put her down on the silkitpd double bed.

She tried to scramble off the other side, but, eng, he caught her
again, his hands closing on her waist. He was dileruel cat, she
thought, playing with a mouse, allowing her to khslhe might escape
only to capture her again. He was on the bed,now, pinning her

down with an arm over her, one leg moving to andtartoo, and

fear almost swamped her mind.

'l hate you!" she cried out, and he laughed again.

‘Do you? Thais going to make this exciting,' he said softly, deadl
heart plunged in shock. He lowered his mouth areltamed her
head aside to evade his kiss. 'You have a lovatl,hlee whispered,
kissing it, his lips moving down in silky explorati, and then with
another stab of shock she felt him undo the topobhubf her shirt,
then, swiftly, several more with those deft, expeced fingers. She
had observed his economy of movement earlier, &#hm, and now
she experienced the same dismay.

'Stop that!' she muttered, trying to push his reaay. The feel of his
hair under her fingertips was too intimate, thoughe wanted to
stroke it, she felt his vitality sparking betweeer Iskin, his hair,
which made her swallow and pull her hand away,Heart beating
even faster with an explosive mix of desire anctrag

What is happening to me? she thought wildly, aed tls mouth was
moving down inside her open shirt, against her dddteasts, and she
closed her eyes with a sharp, helpless cry of pteasier hands came
up to touch him, too, one plunging into the thickarm hair,
caressing the powerful nape of his neck, whiledtker moved over
his shoulders, down his back, up his chest, expjohis body. She
had forgotten all sanity; she had abandoned arayafléghting him,
was given up entirely to the sweet, erotic sensatranning through
her.



He lifted his head from her breasts and looked daivimer, and

Juliet's eyes reluctantly opened, dazed by thd.li§meon ran a
fingertip over her lips, and they parted for hinill Staring into her

passion-darkened blue eyes, he slowly lowereddasl land this time
she did not try to evade his searching mouth ditfi§he arched to
meet his kiss, a husky little sound escaping heat,cdosed her eyes
again. This was how she had felt that night, indfethard, under the
stars, before her father had found them and dlbineke loose.

She had forgotten until now exactly how she hat] Fedw piercing

had been the emotion inside her when Simeon hatl el in his

arms. She sighed heavily against his hungry mdwgharms around
him, her hands moving up and down his back, clergcbin him, and
he groaned with husky intensity.

‘Juliet... | want you... badly...'

Her stomach twisted in fierce excitement and heeathing
roughened. He meant it, her whole body knew he meaHis skin
was burning, his body tense with arousal. She msed the
symptoms because they matched her own. She wantedniore
than she had ever wanted anything in her life legfout she was
dumb, she couldn't admit it, because last timehsttkbeen so naive
with her confession of love—she had poured it outitn wide-eyed,
believing he felt exactly the same, only to haveilhesions shattered
on her wedding night.

Simeon had not been in love with her, he had kissgdecause she
had thrown herself at him and once he had startddng love to her
he had got carried away, only to find himself traghnto a marriage
he hadn't wanted. He had blamed her for that, amdhdd been
violently angry, although she hadn't suspected tin&it they were
married and alone in that bedroom, and then his hagl broken out,
horrifying her.



She could never forget the shock of discovering itefind the cool
mask he had worn until their wedding night itsélg had bitterly
resented having to marry her. She should have knolmourse; only
a silly, blind schoolgirl would have dreamt thaman like Simeon
Gerard might want to marry her—let alone believeat they could
actually be happy together! Well, she had grownagguired a little
more sophistication, and she knew a lot more alifeutow.

Simeon had very good reasons for wanting her t® hes head over
him, and he could be very devious. How much ofgassion was
real? How much a charade, a mimicry of desire nuhel just to get
her into bed, and make sure she had his child?

She stiffened, her blue eyes opening wide, stairtge ceiling as if
she saw pictures there, a film of that long-agohtnigpf her
humiliation and misery.

That time, she had made a fool of herself—well,&imwasn't going
to do it again.

She put both hands on his shoulders and shoved8iaway, at the
same time rolling sideways, off the bed, landinghebow on her
feet.

Her sudden escape had taken Simeon completelyrpyisai By the
time he realised what was happening Juliet wasimgnout of the
door. She got to her own bedroom before he caughtvith her
although she heard him coming at a furious run. smmmed home
the bolt and leaned on the door, breathing raggéelys in her eyes.

‘Juliet!’

His voice was hoarse, and made her jump away,afiid that he
could reach her, touch her, even through a boltaar.dThen she
stopped and stared at the door panels, runningablk of her hand
over her wet eyes. She was safe in here. She i@s®dong as he



couldn't get too close to her. Away from those séda hands which
made her brain stop working, she could actuallpkhHadn't she
cried enough over him eight years ago?"

He snarled her name again. 'Juliet!

'‘Don't shout at me!' she muttered, backing towaetsown bed and
sinking down on it.

There was a silence, then his voice changed; shid edmost hear
him thinking, that twisted mind of his working caitnew strategy to
deal with this changed situation.

'‘Why did you suddenly run away, Juliet? Did | frigh you? | didn't
mean to—I went a little crazy.' His voice went hysktimate with
laughter. "Your fault again.’

Oh, of course, it would be, she thought, her maigtht.

‘Every time | touch you, you go to my head,' hel sand she bit down
on her lower lip.

She refused to be taken in by his flattery, but sbeldn't help
reacting to it, even though she knew he was silyrly. He had only
been acting just now, when he had breathed like kissed her with
such passion, but he had fooled her while she whssiarms, and if
she wasn't careful he would fool her again, becaslse was
vulnerable to him, and he knew it.

'I'm sorry if | frightened you,' he said in a gentloice which might
have fooled her if she hadn't remembered how helbedived her in
the past. 'l suppose | was expecting you to be mxperienced than
you are." Another pause, then, still gently, 'Yoand, though, are
you? Experienced, | mean. There must have been theagh.

You're far too attractive to have spent the lagieyears in a city like



London without meeting any men. But if you did \tlikgdn't get very
far with you, did they?"

He sounded infuriatingly complacent, even smug, lsardteeth met.
She wanted to lie, tell him he was quite wrong, s had a string of
lovers, but that might make him even more deterthingget her into
bed. Would inexperience be a wiser card to plaghéf told him the
truth, that there had been no other lover since thedding night,
what would be his reaction? She moved uneasilycandht sight of
her reflection in the dressing-table mirror. Hexfavas pale now, her
blue eyes haunted, unsure.

The trouble was that in spite of everything shevkabout him there
was this ceaseless drag of attraction, this fedlowgng through her
every time she heard his voice, saw him. She h&dl that emotion.
But how?

‘This Adam, for instance,' Simeon said, his voaeghening, 'tell me
the truth about him—is he your lover?'

She bit her lip. Should she say yes? No, bestyamesthing. Silence
was her only defence. Let him think what he liked.

Simeon waited, then bit out, 'Whether he is or yot aren't seeing
him again, Juliet.’

She couldn't stay silent, then. Her anger madsriegy back, 'I've told
you once already—I'm a grown woman, not a child, Bm not your
possession. You aren't giving me orders or tellimegwho | can see
and who | can't.'

His voice changed, grew coaxing. 'At least youakking to me
now— Juliet, open the door, we can't shout at edwoér through it! If
you're so adult, start acting like one!'



'‘And give you the chance to get at me again?' chinfully retorted.
‘Not on your life. | feel safer with @door between us!

She picked up the vibrations of his temper, eveaudh the door.
She couldn't be sure, but she thought he was ggrias teeth. After
a moment, he said tersely, 'Just so long as yoerstahd that you
can't see your boyfriend again. I'm deadly serafusut that,-Juliet.
You must see why. I'm not running the risk of lgsi@hantries
because of some question mark hanging over ouwt.chilere are to
be no other men in the picture until after thelbirt

'I'm not even listening to this!" she muttereddusly.

Simeon went on as calmly as if she hadn't saiahg tPAnd to make
sure of that, you'll come back to Chantries with asesoon as this
snow thaws.'

"'l do nothing of the kind!

"You must live with me until the child is born,' Baid in a patient
voice, as though that was obvious.

'‘No!" She was getting desperate now; he was sanalstn refusing
to take her seriously.

'You don't have to be afraid, Juliet," he murmurethat deceptively
gentle voice. 'l won't force you. We have plentyiotfe to get used to
each other again.’

He hadn't been gentle on their wedding night. Wiguéd he be any
different this time?

‘Juliet!" he said sharply, after a while. 'Are yistening to me? Juliet,
we can't talk like this. | want to see your face-elophe door, |
promise | won't even touch you.'



'‘Go away!' she muttered. "You must be crazy, euggesting it. You
may be cold-blooded, but I'm not. I'm not sleepinghwyou, |
couldn't stand having you touch me—and I'm ceryamdt having
your child. I'm not going back with you, either.rFame thing, | like
my job, and I'm not giving it up, and for anothlenever want to see
Chantries again, so just go away, and leave mesalon

She was so angry her voice was raw with it, ancpgtieed up a book
lying on her bedside table and threw it at the débe violent gesture
was some relief to her; she sagged afterwardstHongathickly.

‘You're overwrought,' Simeon said.

She shouted back at him, 'Don't you patronise melahgry, that's
what | am! And | have good cause!

'Lie down and have a rest,' he merely said in @ahsog voice which
made her even more furious. 'We'll talk again |atenen you're
calmer.'

'l won't change my mind—I've nothing else to sslyg snapped, and
this time he didn't bother to reply. She heard Wk back down the
stairs and into the sitting-room, closing the doaiety.

Juliet threw herself full-length on to the bed atared at the ceiling,
trying to think clearly, but all that happened wlaat she drifted into a
waking daydream about Simeon. She kept getting esagd him:
smiling at her, mocking her, kissing, caressing Bée tried to force
her stupid imagination to remember other momentsreSin
looking at her with icy hostility, Simeon snarliag her, threatening
her. It was useless. She remembered only whaeshetly wanted to
remember; her body was trembling with sensualityl she despised
herself for being so weak. It wasn't as if he hadfd her with brutal
honesty just why he was here! He had announcethtaistions last



night and only a few hours later she had beengrahns, ready to let
him do as he liked with her. What sort of idiot véhe?

She winced, closing her eyes. Don't answer that!teld herself.

Think about something else. Work, think about watkw long will

it be before the roads are clear enough to get tmtlondon? She
began devising ways and means of getting out efdbitage, getting
back to London. Instead of counting sheep, sheteduways and

means of escape, and began to yawn. She was reztyltihad been a
disturbed and disturbing night, and she was megn&alt physically

exhausted. After a little while, she went to sleepke up as the room
thickened with twilight.

Almost at once, Juliet remembered everything; siheg with a little
gasp and turned to look at the clock, taken abadet that it was
nearly seven o'clock in the evening.

She slid off the bed to look out at the moor. Bresed much lighter
outside than it was in the house. The stars shdwedhe glittering

points of swords in the midnight-blue sky. It waddcagain, but the
snow did not seem as deep. It had been as hidjie gatden wall, but
now it had sunk and she could see plants showiraugih it. She
peered out, frowning—was it her imagination, or whas snow
melting?

She leant on the windowsill, staring out, for salvaninutes, but
couldn't say for sure whether or not the thaw heglin. Maybe in the
morning she would be able to drive back to London?

She seemed to have been here for days, so muchappened to
her—yet it wasn't even twenty-four hours since she drrived. She
would be glad to get back, she told herself. Slietbde glad. It was
the only sensible view to take.



She sighed and drew her curtains together, then evem to switch
on her bedroom light, before walking into her batm to shower.
She felt hot and creased, for one thing, and fotreer she needed to
wash Simeon out of her hair.

The water cascaded down on her, deafening het tihar sounds.

When she had finished, she turned off the overlegtadnd slid into

her white towelling robe, lightly towelled her haind dried her bare
legs and feet before going back into her bedroom.

She was padding across the carpet when she heasduhd of a car
engine.

Juliet stopped dead, her heart plunging sickenirtgdy a second she
almost believed she was imagining the noise, aed ghe knew she
wasn't, and ran to the window. Headlights cut tglothe dusk and
illumined the lane, showing her the large black d.&over slowly
drawing up outside.

Who on earth could it be? she wondered, staririgeatvehicle as it
parked beside the wall. A local farmer, callingetmyuire if she was
OK? One of her mother's friends who had noticeditfs?

Then, the driver's door opened and someone climmbednd turned
to stare up at the cottage, and Juliet drew a sherpth, hardly
believing her eyes.

It was Adam.



CHAPTER SIX

FOR a second Juliet was too stunned to think, and tregnmind
worked like crazy. Simeon was downstairs. He wayddn the door
when Adam knocked, and she hated to think what nhigppen then!
There was something aggressive in the set of Adstmoslders as he
began to walk towards the house. He and Simeongaéng to clash,
that was obvious, and she would love to watch A&aoctk Simeon
off his perch, but she somehow didn't feel optilnisthe most likely
outcome of a fight between the two men was thatdauld get the
worst of it, and since she was the reason for @isgothere it would
be her fault if he got hurt, or humiliated any heat, so she had to stop
it happening.

She didn't stop to put on any clothes; there waisnd. She just ran
for the stairs and took them two at a time, butwhs too late to stop
Simeon opening the front door and eying Adam wistfiedvour.

'If you're looking for Mrs Mendelli, she isn't here

'l know that." Adam was equally brusque. He wasrgjaat Simeon
coldly as Juliet reached them, and then his eyegecth¢o her and
flicked up and down from her damp hair to her bags and feet, not
missing the short white towelling robe which, mordess, covered
the rest of her. His mouth hardened. 'So thereayeuJuliet,’ he said
in a tone edged with ice.

Simeon gave her a sideways look, then did a doalble-tis black
brows meeting harshly.

'‘Go back upstairs and get dressed!" he snapped.

She glared back at him. 'Will you please go bacto ithe
sitting-room, and mind your own business? Thisfisemd of mine.'



''ve already guessed who he is,’ Simeon drawladngy Adam a
brief, disparaging glance. 'And you aren't talkiodnim while you're
half naked, so go and get some clothes on!

'Stop giving her orders!" Adam intervened, scowliagd taking a
step forward with the obvious intention of using Wide shoulders to
barge Simeon out of his way.

Simeon laughed and Juliet's nerves leapt at thedsofithat laughter,
because she knew what was going to happen, and. iStneon's
whole weight met Adam as he tried to push pasttimacottage, and
Adam was thrown backwards.

'‘No! Don't..." Juliet broke out tensely, then siglvath relief as she
watched Adam land, not on the stone path, but mongortably in a
thick laurel bush which cushioned his fall.

Simeon began to shut the door on him, but Juli@blged the handle
too, struggling with him, her flushed face turngadtawards his in an
angry stare.

'‘Will you stop acting as though you own everythinggi don't own
this house and you don't own me—and you don't laawyeright to
throw my friends out!

Adam had got back on his feet. Very red and abslyldtirious, he
lurched back towards them both, snarling, "You whitget you, you
lunatic!

'Oh, I'm scared,' mocked Simeon, his lean bodygaoisr action, but
Juliet moved swiftly in front of him and faced Adaher eyes dark
with apology.

'‘Adam, I'm so sorry about that, but you shouldalténtried to force
your way past him. He has a filthy temper.’



'l have nothing of the kind!" Simeon denied, hiadgclosing on her
waist as he tried to lift her out of the way.

She slapped his hands down. 'Don't manhandle nmedsi! Go
away.' She gave Adam a pleading look. 'Adam, yawlsim't have
come down here—what on earth made you do it?'

'Who's he?' Adam grated, staring past her at Simé&bat's what |
came here to find out. Who is he? It was him on ghene this
morning, wasn't it? What did he mean, he was yasband? He isn't
your husband, is he, Julie?'

'Yes,' Simeon said.

At the same time Juliet said, 'No!' then Simeomghed and she gave
a cross little sigh and said, '‘Well, yes and ntyally, Adam. It is a
long story, and this isn't the time to explain.’

'Oh, I've got all night,' he said in a clipped wid'm certainly not
driving back to London until | know the whole trutand, anyway,
I'm tired— I'm not doing that return journey urtdimorrow, and it is
far too late to get a hotel room somewhere, evéknew a hotel, so
I'd be grateful if you would let me stay here tdrtigAnything would
do—a couch, if there's nothing else."

‘Not on your life!" Simeon said, but Juliet had hiee to think and
she realised that Adam's arrival was the miractehstdl been praying
for, so she eagerly nodded.

'Of course you can stay, Adam.’
'No! Let him go to a hotel,’ said Simeon.

'‘Will you stay out of this?' Juliet smiled at Adaiw/e can do better
than a couch—there's a very comfortable bedrooen'fre



‘Thank you,' he said rather stiffly. 'l've got aremight bag in my car,
but I'll get it later." Something in his expresstold her that he was
afraid that if he went back to his car now he migid the front door

locked against him on his return.

Nodding, she stepped back and waved him into ttimgsiroom.

'‘Come in here, it's much warmer. Do sit down.' $fas nervously
talking politely, as though to an acquaintance wiad called
socially. 'Can | get you anything? You must be émzafter that long
drive. Would you like a hot drink? Coffee? Tea?'

Adam stayed on his feet, facing her, his expresbrlhgerent. He
was clearly in no mood to make polite conversatihhe replied

was: ' First', I'd just like the truth, however ¢pit takes. Is that guy
your husband, or isn't he?'

Simeon lounged in the doorway, listening to therthpand she was
very aware that he was there although she didrkt tleat way.

‘Well, yes, in a way,' she huskily said, and Adafate tightened.
Hurriedly, she went on.

‘Adam, | was seventeen, we were married for onettiay | left, and
| haven't seen him since, until he turned up doesmehThat's why |
said we weren't really married, and, believe mellWwe getting a
divorce.'

'‘No,' said Simeon coolly. 'We won't.’

‘Take no notice of him," Juliet crossly said. 'bsll have started
divorce proceedings years ago, but | didn't wambaory again, and |
was reluctant to get in touch with him to make agements, even
through a solicitor, so | kept putting it off.'



Adam's brow was furrowed. 'l don't understand thysdg-got married
and left the same day? Why? What happened?' HeShmon a
hostile look. 'What did he do to you?'

She was tempted to tell him, but decided it woully ¢ead to another
fight between the two men, so she just said shaoitlgidn't work
out.'

Adam's jaw dropped. 'Didn't work out?"'

Simeon answered him because Juliet had gone maksing how
that had sounded, and was temporarily lost for word

'‘No, she didn't give it much of a chance, did she?rawled, his face
ironic. 'She panicked on our wedding night and sahon me. My
fault, | suppose; | should have realised she wasdoyneans as adult
as she seemed, but she had done quite a job afrmgup before the
wedding. She acted like a woman until the time cémprove she
was one, and then she chickened out.

'l was only seventeen!' she muttered rather regdgntfif | acted like
a woman around you until we were married it wasabee | was
trying out the role. That's what we do, isn't ith&ther we're men or
women, we practise being adult long before we dgtaee...'

‘Well, you had me fooled,' he drily said, and stwked down, biting
her lip, knowing there was nothing she could sath&a.

‘You might have told me," Adam said, his face sull¥ou knew |
was thinking of marrying you. You should have told you weren't
free—it was very unfair of you to date me all thisie without
making your situation clear.’

'I'm sorry, Adam,' she said, looking at him regriyf 'You're
right—of course | should have told you, but, yoa,senever entered
my head because I'd almost forgotten | was matried.



'‘But you are,” Simeon bit out, his eyes threateniAgd you're
staying married, so you can forget any idea of idig0

‘Take no notice of him!" Adam said scathingly. 'en't stop you
getting a divorce, and he knows it. A marriage taly lasted one
day? And then eight years' separation? It's a twregconclusion.
That adds up to irretrievable breakdown of the ragg; you couldn't
have better grounds for divorce. As soon as welck lm London you
can contact your lawyers and start the proceediagg,there'll be
nothing he can do about it.'

‘And how will you live with yourself afterwards?'ingeon
conversationally asked her, his face cool. "Whencowsin and his
family take over Chantries?'

She stared back at him, biting her lip, her faceemain and
disturbed.

‘What?' Adam asked, looking from one to the otifghem. 'What's
he talking about now?"

'‘None of your business,' Simeon said. "Why donitgo and get your
bag from your car and take yourself off upstairs?'

Juliet pulled herself together and gave Adam adaheglittle smile.

‘Yes, maybe you should do that. You could probaolyvith a bath,
you must be frozen and that will make you feel mbetter. I'm

afraid you'll have to have a scratch supper, wetdave much fresh
food and we're living mainly out of tins, but b my best. It should
be ready in an hour or so.’'

He hesitated. 'lf | go out to the car, will hetmylock me out, though?'

'‘No,' she promised. 'I'll make sure he won't, dao'try.'



Adam shrugged, nodded, and walked out, and Simawga Juliet a
cool look which moved over her from head to footkmg her very
conscious of her nakedness under the short opetiddpobe.

'‘Go upstairs and get dressed, will you? It's vesirakcting having you
standing around in almost nothing at all, and I'didke the way he
was staring, either.'

She held her lapels together with one hand, gitimg a resentful
stare back.

'I'l go once Adam is back. I'm not having you Idakn out.’

'He's just as you described him," Simeon obsereedarsationally.
'‘Boring, conventional, small-minded. What on edalithyou ever see
in him?'

She ignored him, watching the door for signs of ii&areturn while
Simeon watched her like a cat at a mousehole himitat could wait
all night, she thought, it wasn't going to get wiharas waiting for.
She knew he was trying to taunt her into a flareage, and she knew
why. He didn't want her staying calm and collected¢control of
herself. Well, she did—and she had every intentibstaying calm
until she could get away from him.

‘Surely he wasn't the best you could find?' dravidadeon.

She ignored him, but she wished he would stop ssgpser with
those flicking grey eyes, lingering on the long,osth bare legs
visible below the hem of her robe, the way the dammelling clung
to her hips and the indentation above her thighthedeep V-neck
where her lapels met. She was still holding heelafhere, trying to
hide the glimpse of her breasts he might get, lsutyes kept coming
back upwards, making her feel uneasily that hedcgek far more
than she wanted him to see.



'He isn't in love with you, you know. He's possessmaybe, and he
may see you as one of his possessions, but he lossihis head over
you. It doesn't go very deep with him." His browsved sardonically.
'l would even doubt if anything did.’

She still didn't give any sign of having heard hbut she was very
relieved to hear Adam coming back, closing the di@brind him. She
walked out to meet him in the hall, smiled at hilacatingly.

"'l show you to your room."
I'll do that," Simeon said behind her.

‘This is not your house—you're as much a guesteassh she
snapped, suddenly at the end of her tether. 'ff'snother's house,
and I'm going upstairs anyway, so I'll show him.’

Adam didn't smile but he had a certain smugnes®dsliowed her
up the stairs, and, contrarily, that irritated because she knew he
had been delighted to hear her put Simeon in hsspland Adam had
no right to smirk about that.

But she didn't want to quarrel with Adam, becaussednrival had
probably saved her from making a disastrous mistiHkiee hadn't
come when he did she might have ended up in bédSuheon and
her whole life could have been blighted. If she hadome pregnant,
she would have had to spend the next nine montiShantries,
waiting for his child to be born, and then, of cgeirhe would want to
keep the baby there with him, which would have let with a
terrible decision to face. Should she stay withlyadyy, and Simeon,
knowing that he only wanted her as the mother@tthnld—or desert
her baby and divorce its father? Whatever she ddditere would be
grief and pain ahead for her, and she had had @nolthat eight
years ago when she ran away from him and theif bragriage. She
was very grateful to Adam for coming all this way.



Opening the door of the third bedroom, which wassmallest of the
three, Juliet gave Adam an apologetic look. 'ltigary spacious, I'm
afraid, but it is warm and comfortable. | think.'

He looked around the little box-room, his mouth wipe furniture
was all made of golden pine: just a single bed) wibox cabinet next
to it on which stood a glass table lamp, a smadistlof drawers, a
narrow wardrobe. The curtains and carpet were iagfike green,
the walls painted glossy white.

'It's very pretty," Adam politely said, althougteyhboth knew that it
wasn't what he was used to and that he did nothilkerural style of
furnishing. Adam was an urban man; he liked wellsuits, elegant
decor in his home, French restaurants and cityetstrd here was
nothing for him in this bleak, moorland setting.

'I'm sorry you had this long journey for nothingyliet said, and he
shrugged.

'So am I. God knows why | came. | should have ngdhexamined,
but that phone call worried me. | couldn't beligo@ were married,
but that fellow had cut me off, and when | ranglkblae did the same
thing again, and | began to think maybe somethiag seriously
wrong here, that he was some madman who had gdtdifoyou
and...' He broke off, grimacing, his face darklysfied. 'Oh, well, you
know. | started imagining what could be happenmygdu, and...’

He stopped again, swallowing and looking sheemsld, Juliet was
suddenly touched, and smiled at him.

‘That was nice of you, Adam, coming to rescue mbé&n her blue
eyes widened and she gave a gasp. 'Adam! It'sitomsm't it? You're
going to miss it!'



He inclined his head without saying anything, ane stared at him,
guite speechless for a second. It was a sacrifieevuld never have
expected him to make, and it amazed and moved her.

'‘Oh, Adam... and I'd forgotten all about it, 'msarry." She bit her
lower lip guiltily, realising she should have thdwigf it at once when
she first saw him. He had talked of nothing elsetlhe firm's ball for
weeks. 'l know how much it meant to you to be theflee murmured
apologetically. 'Adam, you shouldn't have givempt for me, you
really shouldn't! It was wonderful of you to beworried about me,
and | am very grateful, but you should just havegrthe police and
asked them to check that | was OK.'

He gave her an odd look, hesitated, then said ratfieandedly,
'‘Well, | did ring them, actually, but it took meegyto get anyone to
talk to me— first of all they just said | shouldlee a message. Their
operator said they were very busy, because of ribev;sthere had
been lots of road accidents. | insisted on talkmgomeone, and a
sergeant came on the line, but he didn't seem takieg me very
seriously. | explained that you were here alon¢ that when | rang
up some man answered the phone and was very aggresth me,
said he was your husband, which | knew couldnttiee.." Adam was
very flushed, his eyes furious. '‘But this policensaemed to find it
rather amusing. He didn't laugh, but he soundeid s might be
grinning. He said you could have lied to me, beenriad all the
time. He said it sounded like a domestic matted #Hrey didn't
interfere in domestic matters. | could tell he wagwing to do
anything about it, so in the end | decided | hadame myself.'

‘That was very kind and thoughtful of you,' sheteed, quite moved
by the realisation that he had thrown away the chao impress his
bosses at the firm's annual celebration, just tnecand rescue her
from what he had imagined might be terrible danger.



Adam gave her a sideways look, scowled, and burtstesentfully,
‘Yes, and now | find the police were quite right adong—you were
lying to me, you are married, and I've been a fool.

It isn't like that," she burst out, going paledidin't lie... at least, not
deliberately. | had forgotten | was married --'

'‘How could you forget a thing like that?' he demethdh a biting
voice, his face hostile.

'It was so long ago, and | was so young, and it'tlgseem real, any of
it. It was like a dream | had had, and escaped .ftahidn't tell you
because it simply didn't occur to me, not becawsas! trying to pull
the wool over your eyes.'

Adam fell silent, his face brooding, then said dyirtEven if that's all
true, I'm surprised your mother, at least, didsyt anything. I'd made
it clear | was planning to marry you—she might haxsgned me --'

'‘She didn't know! | never told her. | never told/bady. | just wanted
to forget all about Simeon, the wedding, everythihdlotted it
out—I suppose | wished it had never happened.’

'I'm not surprised," Adam said, his jawline beltgyg. 'That guy is a
nasty piece of work, if ever I've seen one. Whas Wwa threatening
you with just now? Something about a chantry, amdlyeing sorry if
you divorced him? What did he mean?’

She hesitated, looking down, her dark lashes lgimger pale cheek.
She couldn't face telling Adam about Robert Gesavdll, or the
demand Simeon had made in consequence.

‘Chantries is his family home,' she said vaguélg. wants me to go
back there with him.'



'Oh," Adam said, frowning. 'l see. Family home? twat mean the
fellow's rich?'

‘His family are very wealthy,' she admitted. 'Theyowned the estate
for generations, and there is a lot of land attddbdahe house.'

Adam grunted dissatisfaction. 'That explains aBatin with a silver
spoon in his mouth, was he? Arrogant swine. | caaitd men of his
kind.'

She was tempted to smile, but somehow managedei &estraight
face, knowing that Adam disliked men who were bimio wealth
and power, and yet dreamt of one day acquiringhallthings they
inherited by birthright. His dislike of men like rBeon was not
ideological, it was simple jealousy; he wanted what had.

Gently, she said, 'Well, thank you, anyway, Adaon,doming to my
rescue. You're looking very tired. Why don't youdosvn and rest for
an hour while | go and get dressed, then cook s@ppe

She slipped out of the room, closing the door letliar, and went
into her own bedroom, only to stop short on find8igheon waiting

there for her. He was lying full-length on her bit hands behind
his head, his lean body totally relaxed, and hésgsubegan to go
crazy at the sight of him, which made her eveniangt finding him

there.

'‘What do you think you're doing in here?' she gpatm, keeping her
voice down so that Adam shouldn't hear them. Sklendt want
another scene between the two men.

'Isn't it obvious?' drawled Simeon. 'l've been imgifor you to come
out of his room. What took you so long?' His toreswight but his
eyes were deadly and she was not fooled by theestailling his
mouth. Simeon was at his most dangerous when kediabis casual
and laid- back.



'‘We were talking,' she said curtly. 'Look, | wantget dressed. Wil
you get out of here and give me a little privadyyolu want to talk to
me, you can do it downstairs.'

He stayed where he was, still smiling with his nmowhile his grey
eyes were dagger sharp. 'Talking? All this time®'lited an arm,
glanced down at his watch, his black brows liftitgpu must have
had a lot to say to each other. Why did you havea it in his
bedroom? Why not downstairs, where | could heafyou

‘That's why not!" she bit out, her blue eyes igye 'didn't want you
standing there, listening to every word, and infeting whenever
you felt like it! Can't you get it through your ltkthat | have a life of
my own, and you don't control it?'

He gestured that aside arrogantly, his face hdfdll, from now on,
you don't go into any bedrooms alone with himheg lear?'

‘From now on, you don't walk into my bedroomthst clear?' she
furiously threw back. 'And stop giving me ordergt Gff my bed and
go away so that | can get dressed!

'l've seen you naked before," he said, a glitterotd mockery in his
grey eyes, and watched, smiling, as hot colouupher face.

'‘Get out!' she snapped.

He swung his long legs off the bed and stood ug, slre backed,
nervous of him even now that Adam was within earshshe did
need to scream for help.

Simeon began to saunter towards the door, thertetvisideways
without warning and caught hold of her, his hanlising on her
arms, pulling her ruthlessly towards him until thebdies touched.



She began to tremble at the intimate contact, buhbad went back
and her chin lifted defiantly. 'Let go or I'll cildam!" she threatened.

He laughed under his breath. '‘And what do you thimkould do?'

'He --' she began angrily, only to have her votdéed by his mouth
coming down against her lips. She tried to go dkirtg, but the
movement of her mouth merely gave him the chanaiegpen the
kiss, and she moaned in a sort of anguish, tonvd®st pleasure and
rage. He had discovered her vulnerability to himh e didn't scruple
to take advantage of it, but she knew his emotwa®n't involved,
so why was she allowing him to do this to her? s wsing his head,
not following his heart, and if she let him seduee into going back
with him to Chantries, living with him again as wafe, in every
sense of the word, she would be insane.

He stopped kissing her and smiled down at her édsltonfused,

uncertain face. 'You're lovelier now than you watrseventeen, you
know. Oh, you were sexy then—you were a very precsc

adolescent and | wanted you badly, but you werestaony and

wide-eyed to be really sexy. Your figure has immavbeyond

recognition, you know how to dress and wear makexng@,you're far

more sure of yourself, more sophisticated. | trankoman needs the
glitter of sophistication to make her really sedgn't you?"

'l..." she began, stammering because the way hdookmg at her
made her shudder, made her throat beat with a hwigeh terrified
her. Did he really find her sexy? Or was he jukihgg her that to trap
her?

He brushed his mouth down her throat, murmuringihusgainst
her skin, 'l want you far more now than | ever élight years ago.'

Her heart missed a beat. He's lying, she thougpeatately. He must
be lying. But common sense couldn't stop her badynfreacting



violently to what he was doing to it, his handpging intimately
inside her robe, softly caressing her neck, heulsleos, her naked
breasts.

She wanted to push him away, but she couldn't,usecshe loved it,
she ached for the touch of his hands, and she ddmibe with an
intensity she hadn't even suspected she couldefght years ago.
The teenager who had had such a crush on him singulg't had a
clue about love.

'‘We made a bad beginning, Juliet," Simeon saidkithgodown at her
with a darkly brooding face. 'We made a mess alfljtboth of us. |

know | was a swine to you that night, and I'vedsitt regretted it

since, but we have a chance to start again, doa'sge? Don't throw
it away.'

She stared at him, silenced, her face pale andtanteand after a
moment he let go of her and stepped back. 'I'lgen and start work
on our supper, shall I?'

Huskily, she said, "Thank you.'

He was gone a second later, and she bolted herafi@orhim, then
stood there, her mind in a state of total confuskéow much of all
that had he meant? She no longer knew what toveeléie was
driving her crazy, and she didn't know how much enof his
bewildering, disturbing behaviour she could stafildank heavens
the snow had begun to thaw and in the morning shddaxprobably
be able to drive back to London. Even if the roadse still icy, she
could leave her car here at the cottage, in thkelbgarage and go
back with Adam in his Land Rover, which could hanbtkd road
conditions rather better than her own car. One wayanother,
though, she was determined to get away from Siraadrback to the
hectic bustle of the city, which would seem so fugésafter the



so-called calm and tranquillity of the countrysidie Simeon was
there.

She pulled herself together; there wasn't timé&itaktabout this, she
had to get dressed. She did so without really thgnknuch about
what she was putting on, brushed her hair, put diitla light
make-up, and went downstairs to help him with thgpsu.

He was stirring something in a saucepan, and tutoedye her
speculatively from head to foot. 'Very neat,' heckea. 'I'm quite
sure the boyfriend will approve.'

She caught sight of herself reflected in the Imtieror on the kitchen
wall and knew what he meant, although she refusadmit it to him.
She had automatically put on a black skirt, a demadrite blouse and
a warm black V-necked pullover, returning to theesafof city
formality.

'Did | say you were sexy? | take it back," Simearl sturning down
the heat under the pan of vegetable soup he hay.r&&ery tame
tonight, aren't we? For his sake?' His grey eyastéa. 'Or mine?
Are you making sure | don't find you quite so sexyle he's around?'

Unconsciously, she might well have been, but sis¢ siarugged,
trying to look impatient. 'l simply put on the firhing that came to
hand. You're reading too much into it." She lifestbther saucepan
lid; he was boiling water. 'What is this for?' sisked.

'‘Rice," he said. 'lI've found some more tinned toesmta tin of mixed
beans, and a tin of tuna... that should make aonedde meal for
three, with this soup to start with, although tbaly comes out of a
packet, I'm afraid, but it smells good and it viadlip fill us.’

'I'm starving,' she confessed. 'This seems to baesm a very long
day, and I'm mentally exhausted.'



Simeon put a friendly arm around her and smiled rdr eyes. 'You
slept all afternoon, and you're still tired?'

'So much has happened since | woke up,' she camepldeaning on
him and feeling her body slacken and give itseltaipis support.

'It has been an eventful day,' he agreed, theglarece skated over
her head towards the kitchen door and his face oved. 'Oh, there
you are- supper is nearly ready,' he said coldlg, Arliet stiffened
and looked round, too, moving out of the circlénsf arm.

Adam came right into the room, scowling. 'Sorryri@rrupt!

‘You aren't interrupting,' Juliet hurriedly saifirheon has cooked us
a terrific pot luck meal, so let's eat now, shadAv

The meal was not exactbprdon bley but it was very warming and
filling, and Juliet would have eaten it even iha@dn't been, because
she was very hungry. They all washed up togethakjmg stiff polite
small talk about the weather. Outside the meltmgasdripped from
the roof, from trees, and water ran somewheregutter, or down a
path. It was much warmer, too. They drank theirfemfin the
sitting-room, still trying to be polite, then listed to a play on the
radio for an hour.

When the play ended, they listened to a news lnlletth the two
men commenting on some international news on whiahy,
naturally, disagreed violently. They had nothing @ommon,
especially not their opinions, and Juliet was wesrtheir sniping at
each other, so she got up, said goodnight andthefih to fight
without their audience.

She fell asleep almost as soon as her head hpiltbe, and woke in
a pale, cloudy light which turned out to be mornibhgoking at her
watch, she found it was half-past seven, so shagdivhen she was
washed and dressed, she looked out of her windavwsaw that the



snow was almost gone—the road still had a few atglpes, but she
was certain she could safely set out for London.

She packed and went down to find Adam already upkithg coffee
and eating some rather dusty- looking cornflakes.

‘This was all | could find," he gloomily said.

‘That's OK. We can stop on the road,' she saré. décided to leave
my car here and go back in yours—is that OK?"'

He put down his spoon and stared at her. Tine— haueold what's
his name?'

She shook her head. 'I'd rather leave before heugetif you don't
mind.’

'Running away?' Adam said drily, but he didn't &gk any more
guestions, just finished his coffee, offered hanspand, when she
refused it, went off to get his overnight bag. dudjuietly went out of
the cottage and stared across the moorland whiolmgdred with
opalescent mist, praying that Adam wouldn't wakaesin.

Adam came out, carrying his packed bag, and sty sbdsed the
door behind them, hearing it automatically lockhd&ld you leave
him alone in the cottage?' Adam asked, frowning.yBu think that's
wise?'

'He isn't a criminal,’ Juliet said impatiently. "@&hhe leaves, the door
will lock behind him, and he won't be able to gatkin, anyway, so
there's no problem.’

'‘Don't you think your mother would object, if sheee finds out,
though? | mean, leaving a stranger alone in h¢éage?'



'He isn't a stranger. She knows him, she's knowndmce he was a
boy.'

Adam stopped in his track and stared at her. 'Butsaid she didn't
know about the marriage.’

'She didn't, but she knows Simeon. | told you, nayepts were
divorced and | stayed with my father, who has akvesprked on
Chantries, the Gerard estate—he still does, in, faes the head
gamekeeper. My mother knew the Gerard family, idicig

Simeon—~but she left years before...before we wegiad.'

'l don't understand any of this," Adam said, areltBlhew an anxious
look back at the cottage, afraid she might seertaioustir, a face
appear. If Simeon saw them leaving, he would coftez them, and
urgency churned in her veins.

‘Come on, Adam! There isn't time to argue. Letlsayeay while we
can!

Adam caught the nervousness in her voice, and wdilkeiedly over

to the Land Rover, unlocked it, and threw theiglage into the back,
while Juliet climbed up into the driver's cab. Adahd behind the
wheel and started the engine, then they began tee m@. Juliet

glanced anxiously into the wing mirror but thereswao sign of
movement in the cottage. Simeon must be sleepieglie dead.

Adam was driving carefully—the road conditions wstié icy—but
slowly the cottage vanished into the distance, &kt sank back,
sighing with a shaky mixture of relief and painfegret. She couldn't
have agreed to go back to him, but leaving hurhash, if not more,
than it had hurt her when she ran away from himrdheir wedding
night.

'Is that it, then?' Adam asked suddenly. 'Are yoing to divorce
him, or not? | mean, it all seems very confusedah muddle. Don't



you think you'd better regularise it? Especiallyyas seem scared of
the fellow.’

'I'm not scared of him!" she denied resentfully.

'It looks like it to me!" said Adam, and of courtdid, she knew that,
and it was true. She was scared of Simeon; wamnoftoo, the way
any sane person would be wary of a wild animalafuts cage and
prowling around looking for prey.

'‘Obviously | shall divorce him," she said in a ftabe; angry with
herself because just saying that made her feeledspd. Their
marriage had never been a real one; why shoulasgtuner to think
of ending it?

‘But will he make difficulties?' Adam thought alquachd again he had
hit the nail right on the head.

That was just what Simeon would do—make difficgtidnd he

would start making them the minute he woke up & ¢bttage and
discovered she had fled. He wasn't going to letdseape without
making some sort of effort to get her back. He teadmuch to lose.
He would come after her, and fast, and JulietHfettnerves crackle
like a forest fire at the very prospect of Simeonher trail, stalking

her remorselessly until he managed to corner her.

She looked at the speedometer, her blue eyes sbvekdam was
doing a calm and steady forty miles an hour, andiowbt that was
wise, on these slippery roads, but panic had sabwand Juliet was
desperate to get to London before Simeon caughitithpgthem.

‘Can't you go any faster?' she snapped, and Adaemlga a startled,
sideways look. 'He'll be coming after us any minotav," Juliet
warned, and Adam's skin paled, he swallowed comealls
abandoned caution and put his foot down on thelereter.



CHAPTER SEVEN

JULIET was asleep when Adam eventually pulled up outsetdlat.

He touched her arm, and she woke with a starkiblgnsleepily up at
him. For a few seconds her face was blank, themythurg came
back to her and she sat up, brushing her chesémuback from her
flushed face.

'Where are we?'

‘Your place,’ Adam said in stiff, offended tondsh&d not been an
easy journey; for the first hour he had fired quest at her and
disliked all her answers, and she had been tootiengaand irritable
to be diplomatic—she didn't see that he had anigtrtg sit in
judgement on either her or Simeon, and had sawsich, of course
had led to a nasty little row. At last she had $ymefused to speak to
him at all, had closed her eyes, turning away,gortk to sleep.

‘Already?' she said, with relief, looking out ottbar at the familiar
building, the quiet street. "You made good time.'rhlst have driven
like a maniac. A glance at her watch told her ithatas only one
o'clock, lunchtime—and immediately after that shegdn to feel
hungry.

‘There wasn't much traffic about." Adam shrugg€&he'snow must
have kept most people off the roads.' He got odtliéied down her
luggage and Juliet joined him on the pavement,lywaontemplating
the curtained windows of her flat. Simeon couldw@ve possibly
have got here first; Adam had driven far too fast.doubt he would
be hard on their heels, though.

‘Shall I come up with you, to make sure everythm@K?' Adam
asked politely, apparently reading her expressaod, she shook her
head.



'‘No, I'll be fine. It is broad daylight, after alShe picked up her
suitcase. It wasn't heavy and she could manageriegly well.
‘Thanks, Adam --' she began politely and he indlifés head,
interrupting.

‘Not at all. Goodbye, Juliet.’

He strode back to the Land Rover, slid behind tlieed, and a
moment later was gone, leaving her on the pavenséaing after
him. Adam had meant that farewell; finality had @eth in his voice.

He had threatened to end their relationship ifdtia't go to the ball,
yet he had driven all the way to Cornwall becausenvas worried
about her, and she was grateful to him for that &eit guilty,
because it meant that Adam did care about hesiowan way. Would
she have done the same, in his place? She corcsitiatavryly, then
smiled. Yes, of course she would. She hadn't beéwve with him,
but she had liked him, she had cared enough to iefpif she
thought he was in trouble. He was a friend, andasesorry that she
was unlikely ever to see him again.

But she wasn't going to cry. It had been a lukewaffair from the
beginning and she was grateful to him for walkivgag without
further recriminations. He could have been muchieras

Adam's pride was hurt; so was his self-esteem.ddehlad her tagged
as a suitable wife, and he had made a mistake &souhe felt she
had made a fool of him. He had lost his chancenfwress his bosses
at the firm's ball, on her account, only to disgow®t she had been
married all the time, and married to a man like &m Gerard,
exactly the type Adam most envied and detested.

She looked over her shoulder, suddenly nervoustWas she doing
standing around out here when Simeon might roat@my minute?
She hurried into her flat and bolted the front dbehind her, then



went round the rooms, refusing to admit that she @reecking that
she was alone there.

Reassured about that, she unpacked and put atlidtbes into the
washing machine. She needed to wash everythingaghe/orn at the
cottage— the shirt Simeon had unbuttoned, the jdamshad
unzipped, the towelling robe his hand had parteskfidore her body.
All her clothes seemed to her to be covered byihigermarks. She
almost felt like throwing them all away, never wagrthem again,
but that would be crazy; it would be admitting stimeg she wasn't
ready to admit.

She started the machine a few moments later, tinetetl through her
freezer for something simple to cook for lunch,idimg on a fish pie,
cod and prawns under a potato lid.

She had almost finished eating it when the phong.r&he jumped
up, her nerves going haywire. Was it Simeon?

Maybe she shouldn't answer it? But she wasn't ¢apEhbignoring
that shrill, insistent sound, so at last she pidkeigp.

'Hello?' she almost whispered.

'‘Oh, youare back!" her mother's voice said, and Juliet sagbed,
heart slowing.

'Yes. Where are you? Still in Italy?'

‘Just about!" Shirley Mendelli cheerfully told hél. you hadn't
answered this time, | would have booked the negtiflover, though.
I've been trying to get hold of you all morningtstil rang you at the
cottage for ages without getting a reply and theamy here, then the
cottage again, and | was so worried | was goirftyteome today, but
Giorgio said maybe you were on your way back todam and not to
panic...’



Juliet smiled, imagining the scene, typical of baththem—her
mother always did go to extremes and Giorgio alwsysthed her
down, as calm as a millpond and taking the commosesgoint of
view.

‘Then | realised that if you were driving back yweould leave around
breakfast time, so | waited a couple of hours eestarting again and
got you right away. | tell you, I'm very relieved lhear your voice!
How was the drive back to London? Were the roadky?'

'‘No, we had no trouble. The thaw is well under wayv, and there
wasn't much traffic.'

'‘We?' repeated her mother curiously. 'Did Sim Gkrdnive you
back?'Juliet hesitated, realising how much of viisat happened that
weekend she couldn't tell her mother. 'No, Adam dadually.'

'‘Adam? You didn't say he had gone down there vatin'y

'‘He didn't come with me, he drove down to bringbaek to town, in
a Land Rover he had borrowed from a friend...'

'Why a Land Rover?'
'‘Good in bad road conditions,' Juliet brusquelg sai

'Oh, yes. Well, that was thoughtful of him. Darljrep you want me
to come back at once? Giorgio has to stay hera few more days,
but | could come alone—if you need me?"

'‘No, Mum, don't be silly! There are no problemsehéfou stay with

Giorgio; he needs you more than we do!" Juliet dyd®ping she
sounded convincing. She didn't want her motheugpsct she had
anything worrying her; there was nothing she calddo help, after
all.



‘Sure you can cope with everything at work?'

'Of course | can! I'm looking forward to being inarge!" Juliet said
lightly, but in a way she meant it seriously—befally occupied in
dealing with the business would stop her broodwvey &imeon.

Her mother laughed. 'Well, in that case—have famljny, and thank
you. It's such a help to know you're there, loolaftgr things. But if
you need me, I'll fly back at once—you only haveask, you know
that.'

'l know," Juliet said, knowing she wouldn't askulcdm't ask. There
was too much she had hidden, too much she had neleher

mother, and when Shirley heard the whole storywsd®going to be
hurt at being excluded. Would she understand winydaaghter had
never felt able to confide in her? Why she had evayted to forget
her marriage and what had led up to it? One dayn,sduliet knew
she was going to have to tell her—but not whileshe so far away,
with worries of her own to fret about.

Juliet was on tenterhooks for the rest of the dayting for Simeon
to arrive, or ring, but there was no sign of himd dy ten o'clock she
had stopped expecting him. That was when she wdigd, but not to
sleep. She lay there wide awake for hours, her miondking in
ever-decreasing circles.

Her mother had had no reply when she rang thegmtso Simeon
must have left there, and he must have done sy ieatie morning.
Where was he? It was obvious, she decided; helmaustdriven back
to Chantries, not come to London. Why had he dbiag though?
She had been so certain he would follow her.

Had he abandoned his plan? Had he given up besheaskad fled
with Adam? She couldn't believe it. Simeon wasdt easily beaten.



He had too much at stake; he had put his wholaliteChantries and
he wasn't going to lose it if he could do anythiogtop it.

Even when she fell asleep she kept waking up. Shddasit up in
bed suddenly and look dazedly, wildly, about her ifathere was
someone or something in the room with her. It wike being
haunted. Each time she would realise she was aagteheavily, lie
down again and go back to sleep.

Her alarm woke her at seven-thirty and she fek ldeath as she
staggered out of bed and went through her usuaihebefore setting
off for work. She looked out of the window befotgedeft her flat;
there was no sign of Simeon's car or of him, sdsineed out and got
into her own car.

Her secretary looked up quickly as she walked th&office. 'Oh,
good morning. How did your weekend trip go?' Hdteew she had
had to drive down to Cornwall. 'l saw that they hambw in the
west—did you have any problems down there?’

'l was snowed in for a day, but it soon thawediéfigaid, picking up
the pile of letters waiting for her on her desk diping through
them. 'Any messages?' she casually asked, notigaitiHelen. He
wouldn't have rung here, though—or would he? It Mdae the last
thing she would expect, and so he might have done i

'l left two on your desk—the Italian suppliers,ging up about the
next delivery.' Helen paused, her brow furrowedntkaid in a faintly
anxious voice, 'Oh, by the way, somebody rang tofas you on
Friday evening, just as | was leaving. He saidaswrgent that he
speak with you, but | thought I'd better not givenlihe address or
phone number of the cottage. | hope that was OK?'

Juliet gave her a grim smile. 'Yes, you were qugéat. Never give
that sort of personal information out without chagkwith me first.'



Helen nodded. 'Well, that's a relief. He got quategry, and kept
saying he was a relative of yours, and | wasn& $drdone the right
thing.'

She was a thin quiet girl with luxuriant brown hand dark eyes. Her
smile, when it came, was gentle and sweet-naturetishe didn't
smile, or talk, easily. Helen was shy. She was \@&pable, and
worked hard, but it was difficult to get her toktalbout herself.

Juliet knew very little about her life outside thikfice. She liked her,
and trusted her implicitly, but she often wondendt Helen was so
secretive. She knew better than to ask direct auesstthough, and
now she just smiled encouragingly at her secredad said, 'Well,
we'd better get on with some work, hadn't we? Whaee those
balance sheets | was working on on Friday?'

Helen produced them from the files she kept in sxaellent order,
and the usual busy silence settled down over tredl sffice. Juliet
had been promoted to having her own office andesaora year ago,
after having worked in the various shops, takensartess course, and
then shared an office with her mother's secrewoythat she could
understudy her mother's job before Shirley and gsagomoved up to
Manchester to open the new shop there.

There was an increasing amount of administratiorolued in
running the various shops, and they all knew thatensecretarial
staff had to be taken on sooner or later, but &hahd Giorgio had a
deeply rooted instinct to keep the firm a familyeofmhey were afraid
of expanding too fast, in spite of the advice canty urged on them
by their accountants. She suspected that they Htoingt if the
company got too big it would get out of control, at least, out of
their control, and she could sympathise with tAadtrong part of the
fun of the job, for everyone who worked for thermak levels, was
the very personal style of management.



Since the workload had doubled over the past cooplgears,
however, that had left Juliet with a great deadao but although she
had sometimes complained about that she was gléadttudt week
because it kept her too busy to think about Simeon.

She was very on edge as she worked in her offideawe around the
stores, constantly wondering if and when Simeon gaisg to
appear. He didn't, which should have been a rdhef,somehow
wasn't. She was sleeping badly, and the tensioneatsg at her
nerves.

Was that why he was doing it? Was he trying tde&ier? If that was
it, he was doing a great job. Whatever she wasgidialf her mind
was on him.

If he knew that, he would be triumphant, she thdagigrily, handing
a pile of letters she had just signed back to Helgim a glare which
made the Other girl look very worried.

'Did | make a mistake?"

'‘What?' Juliet pulled herself together and grimaddd, they were
perfectly typed. Thanks. Sorry, Helen, was thinkabgut something
else.'

'Is anything wrong?' Helen uncertainly asked, waigher. "You
seem very...edgy...'

It was as rare for her to make a personal remarkvaas for her to
offer a confidence, so Juliet looked at her in gagy then smiled.

'It's a personal problem—I shouldn't have brougito work with

me! Sorry, take no notice, Helen.' It was a raiieknow that Helen
wouldn't ask any more questions. At once, she rbdplavely and
went back to her desk with the letters to be posted



That evening, Juliet's mother rang to say thatastteGiorgio could

fly home at last, and would be on a flight next mog. 'We should be
in Manchester by the early evening. I'll ring yohem we get back
home, darling. We'll probably come down to Londoraicouple of

days to see you, and catch up with everything yob®&en up to. |

suppose it's the usual horrible weather back th&ng”more snow?

Brr... | wish we could stay here, actually. Weeb sunbathing and
swimming, and it is going to be hell leaving.'

Juliet laughed. 'l believe you! But the weatherwasmed up quite a
bit over the last day or so. The sun came out toalag spring looks
as if it is happening at last. Manchester isn'tithigan Riviera, but |

don't think you'll freeze to death.’

She felt more cheerful as she went to bed. With mether and
Giorgio safely home, her life could get back tomaland she might
stop looking over her shoulder all the time, oisteg every time the
phone rang. She might even stop thinking about &@mevery
waking second of the day, and wondering why he hatbme
looking for her. If only she knew why he had giugm she might be
able to forget the whole strange episode.

She had another troubled night, and only fell gstewvards dawn, so
deeply that her alarm didn't wake her. Luckily,aghbour's radio
did, playing pop music at a level that made heungjtyawning, quite
disorientated and almost believing the radio wakébedroom with
her. Pulling herself together, she looked at haelcto check the time
and realised with a groan that she must have glemigh the alarm.
She was going to be very late for work this morning

She stumbled out of bed just, as the pop musigstband a news
bulletin began. Juliet was on her way to the bathmaalready pulling

her white silk nightdress over her head, when srercha familiar

name through the thin walls.



'‘Chantries...’

Juliet froze in her tracks, half thinking she hathgined it, but the
newsreader continued, 'One of the oldest housé&mnghand, which
has been in the possession of the same family gwedgliddle Ages.'

Why on earth would a news programme carry an itdaut
Chantries? Juliet thought, frowning.

Then the newsreader went on, 'The cause of thédisenot yet been
determined.’

Juliet gave a cry of shock, her hand going to heattn Oh, no! Oh,
my God, no! she thought wildly; he set fire to timuse to stop his
cousin inheriting it!

'In the blaze, Mr Simeon Gerard, whose father,piteious owner,
died last month, was taken to Granville Hospitélesing from burns
after being trapped in a bedroom and overcome bgkemThere
were no other casualties and...'

The voice broke off and a gabble of other voiced anusic came

through the wall as her neighbour switched redtldesm channel to

channel. Frantically, Juliet ran to her own radm switched it on,

her hands shaking as she searched for the rigldrsthut it took her

a while to find it, and by the time she did the sezader was dealing
with another story.

Juliet tried other channels, switched on her T\, o other news
bulletin gave the story.

At last she gave up and hurried to shower and igsiséd, her mind
whirling in fear and anxiety. How badly had he bdmmrnt? It
sounded serious. What had the newsreader saidlyéxda@ken to
hospital, suffering from burns after being trapjpe@ bedroom and



overcome by smoke? That could be dangerous, eyeauiflidn't get
burnt. People often died from inhaling smoke.

She had to get to him, as fast as she could. Wi was...? She
couldn't even think the word. Simeon was toughwhs a survivor.
He wouldn't die. He mustn't, because if he didcshaint to die too.

She closed her eyes, trembling, white-faced. Shediotnm. She had
always loved him, as long as she could rememberh&tn't just had
a crush on him, or lost her head over him. Shekeatitelling herself
that that was all she had felt; a teenage infatnaBut it had been far
more than that. She had loved him, the way a wdmaed—deeply,

passionately. She had tried to kill her love aftegir disastrous
wedding night, she had tried to hate him, but ldkethat was not so
easy to kill. The minute she had seen him againadt flared up as
fiercely and hungrily as before. She loved him seimthat at times
she had almost hated him, had felt like killing him

Her blue eyes opened, enormous, their black pupited and
glittering like dark stars in her white face. Simdoved Chantries
like that, she thought, with a pang of fear. A lofgooetry came into
her head. 'Each man kills the thing he loves.’

She flinched. Oh, but Simeon couldn't have settGir€hantries. He
wouldn't do that. He loved the house too much,aant too much to
him. The idea was crazy; why on earth had she levé&erself think
such a thing?

Simeon could be obsessive, he could be as unpabtBctas a
hurricane blowing out of nowhere, a possessive wiazse emotions
ran deep below the cool surface he showed evemsiseebut he was
also a very strong man, a man of integrity and boné&/hy else had
he felt bound to marry her although he had nevenohed to in the
beginning?



No, Simeon would never do anything to harm Chasiteen if he
was going to lose it.

She rang Granville Hospital once she was sure dieewas steady,
and was put through to the ward to which Simeon lheeh taken.
The ward sister spoke to her politely. 'Are yoelative?'

Juliet hesitated, then said for the first timen 'His wife.'

'Oh, yes, Mrs Gerard,' said the sister warmlyaitdhyou down as his
next of kin. He said you were away on holiday, togyor we would
have rung you to tell you. | hope it wasn't too mo€a shock to hear
the news. Did the police find you? He told them twobother, but |
expect they felt they should. He's quite comfogalbVhen do you
think you'll get here?'

'‘Some time today, | can't say for sure exactly whéuliet said
huskily. 'Sister, what does "quite comfortable” mexactly? How
serious are his injuries?'

'‘Don't worry, we're keeping him under permanel
observation—shock can be a problem in these casessjnhaling
smoke can have after- affects which don't showtmee, but I think

| can promise you that there is no need to be s&gavorried.’

Juliet saw that she wasn't going to get a cleatuéh answer; the
ward sister was being far too carefully diploma8be would have to
wait to know for sure how Simeon was when she cadd for
herself.

She rang Helen next, and warned her that she woblelin to work.
‘A friend has been in an accident, I'm going tolsgein hospital, and
it will take all day. Hold the fort, would you? Gzl any
appointments, make new ones, and if any problemm&ag try to sit
on them until | ring you later. My mother shouldlimeck this evening,



thank heavens. I'll talk to her and, if necessas, if she can get to
London tomorrow to take over for me.'

Helen was politely incurious. 'l see. I'll do mysbe-don't worry. Is
there a phone number where | could reach you today?

'‘Not yet,' Juliet said. 'I'll ring back later wheéwve got an address and
phone number to give you.'

'Right," Helen said, then quietly added, 'l hoperyfsiend isn't too
badly hurt, Juliet. I'll keep my fingers crossedyou.'

‘Thanks,' Juliet said, and rang off.

Before she set off, she made a final phone call-hdo mother's
Manchester home. Of course there was nobody theteshe left a
message on the answering machine, explaining wathhppened
and saying that she would ring with more news wsiea had any.
Her mother would be puzzled by her dash to theiteddp see a man
she had never mentioned once during the past gegrs until last
weekend, but Juliet had no time to explain yet.tMmas something
she must face soon, and it was going to come agialé shock to
Shirley Mendelli, but for the moment the only thihgiet could think
about was getting to Simeon.



CHAPTEREIGHT

THE hospital stood among green lawns and formal Grofeosebeds
on the outskirts of a small town some five milesnfrChantries. It
served not only the town, but the surrounding coside, and Juliet
could remember coming there when she had beeffiyasgears old
to have her tonsils taken out. It had seemed \agstet, then, a
towering threat of a building which had terrifiedrhThat morning,
as she walked towards it from the car park wheeehstd left her car,
the hospital seemed to have shrunk, yet she dltilafpang of fear, a
nervous tremor, looking up at the place. She wesdafor Simeon;
what if he was badly hurt? He was such an active, wath lots of
energy—how was he going to bear to lie in bed foy Eength of
time?

With the eyes of an adult she saw that the hosp#asl a ramshackle
collection of buildings, of various periods andiasy which had been
added on to a central Victorian house which hadausly been the
original hospital, and which did have a certaindsstyle, almost a
smugness about the way it stood there, with itssraw flat,
unrevealing windows. Perhaps she should have fotimat
complacency reassuring, but she didn't; it worhied made her feel
she was approaching a hostile place where nobaey dayou lived
or died.

She walked under the massive portico, betweenvwtbentige stone

pillars supporting the canopy, through the openbtedoors into a

large hall full of wooden benches on which weraegautpatients

waiting to see the casualty officer. She stoodethieesitating, feeling
very out of place. Nobody looked round at her;fdees had a glazed
patience, a lack of expectation of ever being $gea doctor, which

was vaguely depressing.

Juliet crossed to the porter in his little officedeasked for directions,
then set out to find the ward where Simeon hadtghemight. It was



a long walk; the corridors, with their smell of idifectant and floor
polish, seemed endless, but at last she pushedlopswinging door
and saw a sister sitting a desk in a glass-wallitel dffice.

‘You want to see Mr Gerard?' The other woman gareahquick,
sharp look, then smiled soothingly. ‘Are you Mrg&d?'

Flushing slightly, Juliet nodded, and the sistad,saVell, it isn't
visiting hours but under the circumstances.. .imethe side-ward at
the very end. Please, don't stay too long, it'sipéanchtime.’

Under the circumstances? Juliet thought, her repreezed in the
grip of fear as she walked through the busy warthat\had the
woman meant by that? What circumstances? Was Siswdhthat

they were waiving ordinary hospital rules? Was.héer eyes closed
briefly because she couldn't bear the thought tiaat slid like a
deadly snake into her mind. He couldn't be dyirggnustn't be.

‘Are you all right?' asked a young nurse, haltiegithe her with a
searching look, and she started, her eyes opemdgdaint flush
crawling into her face at the way the girl wasistar

'Yes, I'm fine—I'm looking for Mr Gerard. Sisteridde was in the
side-ward."'

‘Turn left at the end, and you'll see him. He'sdhbly patient in the
side-ward at the moment."

‘Thanks,' Juliet said, walking on. Why was Simdundnly patient in
this other ward? Because he was dangerously ilhaeded absolute
quiet?

She turned the corner, a chill finger of fear ingldown her spine,
and looked quickly, urgently, at the only bed whwghs occupied.
She was so anxious that her eyes blurred for aanfjsand as she



paused there, her breathing ragged, the man ivetthéurned his head
and stared at her.

Then her eyes cleared and she could see him, herelyes running
over him in a rapid search for clues about his tard His face was
pale, his hair looking very black against his coless skin, but the
only injuries she could see at first did not locdrisus: a few
dark-coloured bruises on one cheek, where the sk shiny and
highly glazed, a cut on his temples just over oree a bulky bandage
over the palm of one of his hands. Relief madddgs turn rubbery
and she leant on the nearest solid object, whigpér@ed to be a
chair.

'Hello,' she said in a shaky voice, trying to siilet Simeon did not
smile back; in fact he glared at her with what li&k hatred.

‘You!" he grated. 'What on earth are you doing Plere

She had been so obsessed with fear that he wasiggrill, or even
dying, that it hadn't occurred to her to wonddrafwould want to see
her. She certainly hadn't expected to be lookedthtbitter hostility,
and it cut the ground from under her feet.

'..." she stammered, biting her inner lip. 'l h+#deabout the fire on
the radio this morning, and...’

‘And thought | might be about to join the Choir lortal, leaving you
with everything | owned, | suppose?' he coldly mextk'Sorry to
disappoint you—I'm not about to die.’

'‘What a pity!" Juliet snapped, anger sending a ftowadrenalin
through her. What on earth made her care so muelthe&hthis man
lived or died? 'l needn't have come, then!

'‘No, you wasted your journey,' he muttered. 'I'mfqutly well.'



‘Then why have they kept you in hospital?' She slovalked over to
sit on a chair beside his bed, and noticed somgthise—that the
hair along the right side of his face had an oddlyrched look, as
though the flames had leapt past without actuallighing.

He grimaced impatiently. 'Oh, they're afraid of dhomainly—and

the after-effects of inhaling smoke. There's najlseriously wrong
with me. In fact, I'm fit enough to leave hospitait they insist on
keeping me in for what they laughingly call obséioda which

entails waking me up every time | drift off to gbe@nd shining lights
iIn my eyes and banging around my bed shouting mumsstand

offering me food | wouldn't eat if | were going b@ hanged in the
morning.'

She laced her trembling fingers together in herflaghing a little as
she realised that he was watching her do so. Uldhbink they know
what they're doing,' she gently said, and his mowited in derision.

"You must be the perfect patient. You would jusadgou're told and
not question anything, would you? That isn't they wau behave
when I'm around. You never stop arguing with me.'

Her lips parted, a furious retort on her tonguentshe noticed his
pallor again, and the dark shadows under his eyesshe mentally
counted to ten before she spoke, changing thedubje

'‘What about Chantries? Do you know how seriousitimaage is?'

He leaned back against his piled up pillows witkaiat sigh, his
expression ironic. 'Nothing irretrievable, than&s/our father.'

'‘My father?' she repeated, blue eyes wide and dark.

'‘He was the one who noticed the smoke coming outyobedroom
window and raised the alarm. He was just settingoouhis usual
prowl around the grounds, in the early hours, Ingkior poachers,



when he spotted the smoke. He raced up to the hbuseouldn't
raise anyone, so he broke in through the kitchemow, ran up the
stairs and apparently found me unconscious on ltte bf my
bedroom. He dragged me out, then got a fire existgu from the
wall and went back to put the fire out, but it had much of a hold,
and time was running out, so he shut the door agathrang the fire
brigade and the ambulance service. | knew nothiral ¢his; 1 was
barely conscious. But I've been told this mornimat they managed
to contain the fire—because he acted so promplcin‘t spread any
further, and the only damage was to my bedroom.t'Shmetty
extensive, but it could have been a great dealavors

Her throat hurt, and she swallowed painfully befgne could get out
a few husky words. 'A great deal worse,' she agidedcould have
been killed. The thought stabbed like a knife aaddyes glistened
with unshed tears so she looked down, hiding tioah fim.

There was a long silence, then Simeon said codllg|l, as you're

here, you might as well be useful. I've had encoeigthis place and

I'm going to sign myself out tomorrow morning, whet the doctors

agree or not. | want you to go to Chantries, fesehsome clothes and
drive me home tomorrow morning.'

Juliet frowned. 'l don't think you should do thate-hdvise you to --'
'l didn't ask for your advice!" he bit out, and el silent.

In any other circumstances, she would have yelégk lat him, told
him not to give her orders or snarl at her, butahddn't shout back
at a man who looked the way he did. She had neesr lsim looking
ill, or, in fact, even under the weather. She foiieply disturbing.
Until this moment, if anyone had asked her what gbman Simeon
Gerard was, she wouldn't have hesitated to saghtampervious to
most human feelings, and even dangerous, if yossex him. She
lowered her lashes and studied him uncertainlyudgfingchem, tracing



the weariness in the way his body lay, slack amidwstder the white
hospital bedcover, noting the taut white line acbinis mouth, the
way his hands clenched on the sheet. Simeon mighhave been
burned in the fire, but something disastrous haugbbaed to him—or
was this just the effects of shock? But shock cdagddangerous,
couldn't it? she anxiously reminded herself. Simsbouldn't leave
hospital unless his doctor agreed, she was sutebf

'‘Well?' he impatiently grated, lifting his blackadtefrom the pillow in
an angry movement. 'Will you do as | ask, or wgali?'

She looked up and their eyes met; hers blue, nervancertainly
shifting, his a hard, silvery grey. Juliet felt lgomach plunge with
painful feeling, a love she could barely concenl] & distract him
from discovering her secret she hurriedly nodded said, 'Yes, if
you insist.’

He gave a little sigh, his head fell back agaihst pillow and his
hands unclenched from the sheet. He closed his kigdslack lashes
lying against the pallor of his cheeks. '‘Come adoefeven—the
specialist will have seen me by then, and | mayehmarmission to go
home.'

He didn't add that whatever the specialist samd®going home, but
Juliet was left in no doubt about that. She hadéime to try again to
persuade him against it because just then a nualke@avup to them
with a rattling tray, gave her a polite smile amdds'l'm sorry, but

Sister says could you go now? It's lunchtime, amdden't allow

visitors at mealtimes.'

Juliet got up. 'Yes, of course --' she began, btdre she could move
Simeon's hand shot out and grabbed her wrist iroariock.

She looked down, her lips parted on a silent intdkagr, and his grey
eyes glittered up at her. 'Don't forget!



She nodded, and his hand fell back, leaving her 8ae huskily said,
‘Well, I'll see you tomorrow, then.' Inside, shéedat to kiss him, to
smooth the line of pain away from that taut malaithpbut Simeon
had closed his eyes again and seemed to have teEmgdie existed,
so she turned to go, giving the watching nurseliégepemile.

The other girl gave a little chuckle, her eyes damevith mischief.
'It's OK, you can kiss him, don't mind me!'

Juliet flushed a little and gave Simeon a staitthe&, finding his grey
eyes open again, fixed on her face with a sardoony in them that
made her stiffen.

It would have been embarrassing to walk away dlftat; the nurse
knew she was Simeon's wife and must have beenisenldo see her
about to leave without kissing him. Juliet saw Bhd no option, so
she bent quickly to kiss his cheek, but Simeon rddaster. His head
shifted on the pillow and her lips touched his nhaastead. He put a
hand up to clasp her head and hold it in placeaais mouth moved
hotly against hers, then he let her go and Jutiet spright again, her
lips trembling and her pulses beating wildly.

She briefly met his eyes, saw the mockery in thang turned
stumbling away. 'Well... bye..." she muttered.

'‘See you soon, darling," Simeon called after het,she didn't look
back. He had been tormenting her deliberately, kngwhe couldn't
do anything about it. She was angry and humiligbetihelpless, and
that amused Simeon even more. She heard him lagighishe turned
the corner into the main ward and her teeth met.

She passed the sister as she left the ward araditbewoman asked
her, '"How did you think your husband looked, Mrg#3d?’

'‘Not at all well," Juliet said. 'He's talking ofaleng hospital
tomorrow—is that advisable?'



'l wouldn't say it was likely that Mr Stephens, ttensultant, who
will be seeing him tomorrow, would send him homesson,' the
sister answered watrily.

It was impossible, of course, to warn her that Simetended to
leave, with or without the specialist's permissidoliet knew he
would kill her if she betrayed his confidence, aatyway, she
couldn't conspire against him with the hospitahauties, however
much she might disagree with what he was planning.

The ward sister was watching her expression, hde samy. '‘Don't
worry, Mrs Gerard, men are always restless andayneahospital.’

Juliet met her eyes, wondering if she knew Simeioiesitions, and
the sister calmly said, 'I'm sure Mr Stephens peifsuade him to be
patient.'

'l hope so," Juliet said, without much optimismeTther woman did
not know Simeon very well if she imagined he wasyda persuade.

Leaving the hospital, she found herself drivingaigentle sunshine
through poignantly familiar winding country laneshaege hedges
were just coming into leaf. Every turn in the roaught back
another memory, and she began to feel unreal. Tshimped
backwards in her head. She was a girl, again, rsodféhe pangs of
first love and having no idea how to deal with it.

She would soon reach Chantries. Her stomach plumgtd sick

reaction to the idea. She had never thought shédvgae it again. It
was crazy to think of going there. He must have esmme looking
after the house, who could take him his clothesednim home. It
didn't have to be her.

Yet she kept on driving, as though unable to tacklio London, and
safety. Here and there beneath the hedges shesgldhiuttery pale
primroses among the grass, spring was well undgrinvenis milder



weather, she thought, her eyes following a blacktaiking off from a

field with nesting material in his beak: straw amjs and moss. He
had gathered too much, his flight was unsteady sinel kept

expecting him to crash land, but he vanished iotoestrees.

She wished it wasn't spring; it made her feel esstlfrustrated. But it
was more than that, she admitted to herself. Spvamgya lovely time
of year; the air was warmer, the light more bniltialt was a time to
be happy, not to ache with pain as she did.

Simeon bewildered her, baffled her. Why, if he masly wanted her
to go back to him and give him a child, hadn't bkbofved her to
London when she'd fled from the cottage? Why hdum'been in
touch with her since, either?

He had come down to the cottage in a mood of owaeng
determination, so set on getting his own way thest sad almost
given in—what had happened to change his mind? csloddn't
believe that he had found Adam a threat. She hadrs@ sign of it. In
face-to-face confrontation Simeon had been verg sirhimself,
coolly derisive. It had been Adam who had lost oardf his temper
without making any impact on Simeon, not the otkiay around.

She bit her lip, angry with herself for her own tradictory feelings.

She had run away, had told herself she wantedt tavggey, yet all the
time she had expected him to follow her; she hahhlmn edge day
and night because he hadn't. She ought to makerupihd what she
did want, not vacillate back and forth.

She was still arguing with herself when she creatbdl and got her
first sight of Chantries, the spring sunshine lmmg on warm red
brick, great decorated chimneys, uneven, faded, ti@ws of high
sash windows. Even from this distance the hous&egudt you,
beckoning like an alluring hand. It was not ong¢hafse houses built
to be a stately home, to impress and overawe. @bartiad been



intended to be a family home, welcoming its madiack from
hunting on winter evenings, or from work on thenfaror guests
coming to dine or stay. The chimneys told of huggpfaces in which
logs would burn with a crackle, of shadowy, condbté rooms with
shutters at the windows and lamps glowing whentrfigh

The house lay within a small park: a sea of greehadan which she
could see sheep grazing. A few oaks and elms veatéesed around
the park, in summer making dark pools of shadowre/iee sheep
lay when the sun was high. Beyond the park stret¢he woods,
which her father patrolled, but Juliet's eyes wdnavn towards the
little orchard she could just glimpse at the batkhe house, and
beyond that to the cottage where she had beenamargrown up,
and which was still her father's home.

She had never forgiven her father for what happémachight, in the
orchard, for the expression on his face, the d¢huegs he had said to
her. The last thing she wanted was to see him.

If he knew that she had arrived, out of the blueClantries, what
would he do? Ignore the news? Carefully avoid @r2vould he
come to the house to see her?

Her pale mouth moved in a cynical curve. No, nat.thler father was
a man who didn't forgive or forget. He wouldn't wemsee her again.
If she kept out of his way, he would keep out ofshehe could be
sure of that.

She drove through the open decorated iron parksgatgh their
elaborate scroll-work set around linked initialdjreely wrought 'G'
for Gerard and 'R' for Robert, the initials of thighteenth-century
Gerard who had had the gates made. From thereitreevdound up
to the house, flat turf on either side. Juliet @drslowly, staring at the
upper floor and seeing for the first time visibledence of the fire:
charred and blackened window-frames, the smokeedaik red



brick around them. A tarpaulin had been erectedathe glass-less
window, to keep out the weather, so that it wasossjble to glimpse
the interior of the room and see what damage hazh lmone

internally.

She parked on the gravel in front of the house,ogdtand looked
uncertainly at the great oak front door. It was treginal one:

massive, studded with iron, with tongues of thidnirunning across
it from each hinge. Bolted inside, it would withstiea battering-ram.

She stared at it, at the blind windows, and fehipdlood through
her. She couldn't go through with it. She couldn'into that house.
She had to get away.

She was about to get back into her car when she @atsteps grate
on the gravel and swung around just as her fatherecround the
corner of the house.

Juliet went white with shock, and Jack Newcome [sopdead, his
head lowered and his body as tense as that ofl atbait to charge.
They stared at each other without moving or spepkor what
seemed an eternity.

Her eyes were dazedly taking in impressions, thpughlising all
sorts of things that startled and confused hem&teaged more than
she had expected, for a start. His hair was guhiewhis shoulders
had a heavy stoop, he had lost a lot of weightpatrahrunk. He's an
old man! she thought, with a stab of shock.

Jack Newcome was staring at her, too, his grizztes/s drawn in a
frown that was incredulous.

‘Juliet?' His voice was low and rough, as if hendiduite believe his
eyes. 'Is that you?'



'Yes,' she said huskily. 'How are you, Father?' hhme came out
instinctively, but with a blurred sound.

Her father moved closer, slowly, still staring. Yo you're so
different...'

'I'm eight years older." It was only to be expectet she would have
changed a great deal—atfter all, she had been ageewhen she'd
run away. Now she was a full-grown woman. But shartt expected
her father to change so much. He had seemed to &y the same
all through her childhood and adolescence—he hadiyhaltered,
except inwardly, even when her mother had leftk Mewcome had
become bitter, had hardened, turned in on himséér that. But
physically he had stayed the same: a man toughbyecears of
outdoor life, muscled, wiry, very fit. Now, thougte was no longer
the man he had once been.

He came to a standstill, right in front of her, ahe realised that they
were almost the same height, which startled, ifshaicked her. He
had once seemed to tower over her. Now she coakddtraight into
his eyes.

‘What are you doing here, Juliet?'

'l heard the news on the radio...about the fingedin --' she began in
a confused voice and her father's face darkensdanbuth twisting.

'Oh, | see! And you came to find out if you werev@althy widow, |
suppose! Well, you can stop hoping, because --'

'Stop it, Father!" she angrily interrupted. 'l cabecause | was so
scared when | heard, | was afraid Sim might die, lari

She couldn't put into words, even to herself, hatttuth of how she
felt came out, clear and simple. Jack Newcomenedeto it, his
brows drawn, his face grim.



'If you care for him, why did you go away?'

‘That's our business, not yours!" She was stilhgrger head thrown
back defiantly, and her blue eyes telling him wathwords that she
was an adult now, not a child, and he had no tighdully or even
guestion her.

'It was me who was left here after you'd gone attefeveryone!' he
accused, scowling. 'Folk talked of nothing elsenmimnths. Everyone
| met stared at me—oh, they pretended to be sorrynk, sweet as
sugar to my face, but | knew they were all grinnamgl whispering
behind my back. Nothing better to do, most of thétids, too,
peering over hedges, or round trees at me, cdlings, then running
off!" He broke off, swallowing convulsively. 'Firsty wife runs off,
then my child... Can you wonder they all thoughtvé#s my fault, |
was to blame?’

She had hated him for years, had blamed him, thatigias all his
fault, but a strange mixture of pity and regret m&er say gently,
‘No, it wasn't your fault, Father. | ran away fr&meon, not you. He
knows why | ran away—it had nothing to do with you.

Jack Newcome fixed his eyes bleakly on her faderilwhy haven't
you been in touch with me since?'

'I'm sorry—I was unhappy, | just wanted to forgeShe made a
sweeping gesture that took in the house, the gsurdim.
‘Everything! | closed the door because | couldadrtto remember.'
She gazed into his eyes, a look of pleading onfées. 'You can
understand that, can't you, Father?' His marriagebeen a disaster,
and he had had to survive its break-up somehowh&ti't gone
away physically, but she remembered how he had baang the
years when she was growing up, and she knew thHaadhgone away
in spirit, closed the door on everyone around ciuding her.



Jack Newcome stood very still, his eyes blank ayg #tared at her,
and for a moment she thought he would reject herealpfor

sympathy, then a deep sigh shook him and he nodded, | can

understand...'

It was the first time they had ever talked as ajuftade any sort of
real connection, and the surprise of it made theok Bway, falling
silent. Juliet bit her lip-end looked through hewéred lashes at him,
not sure what to say now. The one thing about hiahwas familiar
was his clothes; he still wore his rough, shabluytaleed jacket, a
faded khaki shirt, which as a child she had imadjime wore because
it reminded him of his time in the army, his wowrduroy trousers,
the wide leather belt around the waist. Now, thquigéy all hung on
him; the body inside them had withered, and sheafgkick of tears
behind her eyes. She didn't know this man, hadmea@vn him, and
soon it would be too late.

Huskily, she said, 'I've been to the hospitalw &meon, he sent me
here... he told me you saved his life...'

‘Nothing of the kind!" her father gruffly interrugat. 'l just happened
to notice the fire before it got a hold. Some |laeglorter was here an
hour or two back, trying to build it up into somigidp heroic, but all |
did was wake Sim up.'

'‘He thinks he wouldn't have woken up,' she saidljregmat him. 'He
thinks he would be dead now if it wasn't for you.'

'‘Nonsense!" Jack Newcome had gone a little redveasd scowling

again. He was a brave man who hated to have hisageualked
about. He had never been one for talking much. pémtshis days
mostly alone, out in the open, with animals anddiior company,
and had little contact with his own kind, which wasw he

apparently liked it, but Juliet watched him, wondgif that was now
as true as it had once been. There were linesiefitess in his face,



a bleakness in his eyes. He was an old man novhaneas always
alone.

Shrugging, he changed the subject. 'Are you goimmgstay at
Chantries while you're here?'

'He asked me to come and collect his clothes saltkand her father
exclaimed in surprise.

‘They're never sending him home so soon! He wadiad way when
| dragged him out of that room."'

She hid a smile at that admission of his couraggawing Simeon
from the fire.

'l doubt if the hospital will approve, but he's efatined to come
home, whether they like it or not.'

‘The fool!"" muttered Jack Newcome and Juliet ladgtieortly.
‘You know Simeon.'

'Oh, | know him—stubborn as a mule and twice apidtiCan't you
talk him out of it?'

'l tried, but he just yelled at me to do as | wad and bring him his
clothes. | suppose they weren't all burnt in the?i

Her father shook his head. 'Not so far as | knoWthfe furniture that
wasn't ruined has been moved into the next roomy-hr@ stuff on
the side of the room where the fire started was$yldamimaged.'

'What caused the fire?'

‘The electric wiring—it's as old as the hills, litreeeds replacing.' He
looked at her uncertainly. 'Are you nervous of stgyovernight in



case another fire breaks out? Maybe you had bskep on the
ground floor—the housekeeper had a little suiteoofns next to the
kitchen, and the wiring in that was done when tlheswas
modernised. You'll have to make up a bed for ydfjrse afraid.’

'‘No need, I'll probably go to a hotel,' she saidrvous of even
entering the house, and he frowned.

‘Why pay good money when you can stay here for?frgkter all,
you're Sim's wife—you've the right, I'm sure he trhasse meant you
to....'

'‘Maybe he did, but | don't think | can face a Idtspares and
guestions! | suppose he has a housekeeper?’

‘There was one, but after his father died Simedoh her he didn't

need her any more, as there was just him in theéhdlow, he has a
woman from the village come in on weekdays, torclaad cook for

him, but she went an hour ago, when she'd dorghallcould in his

bedroom—so there's nobody here to ask questiorise azurious,

don't worry."' He turned towards the front door,dqurcing a bundle of
keys from his pocket. 'l have the key, | can lat ya'

Juliet felt very odd as she stepped over that tlmiesagain, for the
first time in eight years. The whole weight of thast seemed to
descend upon her shoulders.

She almost cried out against all those bitter me&spand then the
sun shone past her into the old, shadowy, pankdédrevealing the
beauty she had forgotten. The sunken red-flaggedsfishining with
years of loving polish, the high beamed roof, treagstone fireplace
in which stood a tall vase of spring flowers, thegent sweet on the
air, and she realised that somehow she was frabeofjuilt and
resentment and misery she had been carrying afouisd long.



CHAPTER NINE

'IF YOURE determined to be foolishcan't stop you,' the ward sistel
said coldly. 'But | must warn you --'

'l've had all the warnings! Skip the repeat dogesdtow me where to
sign.' Simeon's tone was firm enough to silencewtbman, whose
lips set thinly before she pushed a form at hidendly indicating
where he should put his signature.

Juliet stood beside him, flushed, very consciousth& sister's

irritated, reproachful gaze. Nobody had noticeddh®e she'd carried
into the ward; Simeon had taken the clothes andskiad into a

bathroom to re-emerge fully clothed in grey trogsard a thick blue
roll-necked sweater which gave his grey eyes a wagulour. He

was still pale, the burns on his cheek angry-logklut dressed he
seemed much more himself, almost normal.

'‘My father chose those for you,' she had told Hhe could have
brought them here, too. You didn't need me.’

"'l decide what | need,' he had said casuallg, laer colour had risen.
She fought with her stupid feelings, terrified afnhseeing and
understanding them, and she needn't have bothdeediasn't there
to observe her. He was already going, walking aWweyugh the ward
and startling the young nurse who was giving ollé po some other
patient. Her mouth had dropped open, and she haelbkgd after
him, 'Oh! Mr Gerard... what... where...?"'

Juliet had scuttled after his long-legged, stridiggre and tried not
to think about what he had just said. He mightdh&er to have his
child, but that was a purely material necessityyatsn't the sort of
need she felt for him.

Sister had barred their way, astonished and fuabsseing him fully
dressed, and had begun a long argument with hitnStinseon had



just ended in a peremptory tone. She had triedaw duliet into the
discussion, but Simeon had said curtly, '‘Leave nfg wut of this!
She just did what | told her.'

Juliet had been glad to stay out of the squabhiesie had been on
the ward sister's side, although she'd said notisngeon had no
business leaving hospital so early; he couldn'sipbsbe fit enough.

She knew him too well to try to argue with him, heer, so she tried
to look quietly submissive, no ally for the sistetefeated army, and
got a scornful glance from the other woman forgens.

The necessary form signed, they walked out of tspital to where
Juliet had parked her car. Simeon made for theedsiseat but Juliet
slipped past him at the last moment, her handregthie door-handle,
her chin up in defiance.

'I'll drive, thanks. Iis my car.'

He considered her expression, his eyes speculdfiyeu insist!" he
said at last.

'l do." She unlocked the door, pushed the emptgase into the back
and got behind the wheel, slightly unsteady afteat tlittle
confrontation, but triumphant, too, because she \Wwad, he had
backed down. It had been a very minor victory, ibutas a victory,
all the same.

Simeon slid into the seat next to her, stretchilsgdng legs with a
sigh. "You don't know how glad | am to get outludttplace!

'l expect they're glad to see you go, even thohgh telt duty-bound
to try to stop you," Juliet said, starting the @egi'You aren't exactly
the ideal patient.’



He was watching her, his head turned sideways sigdie back of
the seat, and she found his stare unnerving, worgderhat he was
thinking. 'What happened with your father?' he dduaietly at last.

'‘We talked.' There was no way she could explaemntgone what had
happened when she met her father again; it had lre=xpected and
disturbing to realise that they were in a sensetinggdor the first
time, two total strangers. Eight years had. maadé sadical changes
in them both; she had come to maturity and heefatlhd grown old.
Time had burnt away their differences, resolvedhadir anger. They
had come to terms with themselves, and the pastvih all that out
of the way they had been free to get to know edcbrat last.

'‘Well, well," Simeon drawled. 'Who would have thbug?'

‘Thought what?' She knew what that amazed tone tyimatrshe kept
her eyes on the road, watching a little white spedr which had
come up behind her out of nowhere and was tryingags her in spite
of the zigzag bend just ahead which made the mameedboth
dangerous and stupid.

'I'm not quite sure, actually," Simeon murmureditiafully. 'Does it
mean that you've really grown up—or that your fathas finally
seen some sense?'

'‘Both, maybe,' she conceded, a half-smile curvergnmouth.

'‘And how does it feel?' he enquired, and she censttlher reply a
moment.

‘Disconcerting.'
He laughed. 'I'm sure.'

The white car shot past with a roar of tyres asdaal of acceleration,
and narrowly missed being flattened by a juggerbaating down on



it from the other direction. The juggernaut blassdrily, the sports
car hooted back, and then both disappeared, leahagoad to
Juliet's car.

She whistled under her breath. 'l really thoughd had it, the crazy
idiot.'

'It was a woman,' Simeon said.
'You weren't even looking at the car! That's puedenchauvinism.'

'‘No, it's observation,' he said, his smile infungt 'l recognised the
car. She lives near Chantries. Andrea Jameson;wgks as a
freelance designer and goes up to London quitenOfkée slipped
Juliet a sidelong glance. 'A very sexy little blendbo. I'd bet on it
that every male for twenty miles has noticed her.'

'‘Well, if she always drives like that she won'telifong," Juliet

snapped, angrily aware of a jealous ache behindl®rHow many

women had there been in his life since she'd [eight years was a
long time. He wasn't the celibate type, eitherhidd too fierce a sex
drive. Were any of the women still around, was é@irgg anyone? In
many ways, he was a stranger to her—she knew ahmntshg about

him or his private life, although he had been hegshand now for

eight years.

'‘Which bedroom did you use at Chantries?' he adik@@king into

her thoughts, and she jumped so violently thati@stecontrol of the

steering- wheel. The car swerved across the casiag, and a car
coming towards them angrily sounded its horn.

Juliet dragged on the wheel, righting the car, dnave on, very
flushed and furious with herself.

She darted a look at Simeon, who was heavy broamd snapped,
'‘Don't say a single, solitary word!'



'OK just stop the car,' he said grimly.
'‘Don't be ridiculous. What are you going to doclhia lift?"
'I'm driving the rest of the way, Juliet. | wantget there in one piece.’

‘You can forget that!" she said, putting her footvd, half afraid he
would grab the wheel. The car leapt forward andesin's frown
deepened, but he couldn't risk a fight over condfathe car while
they were doing that speed, so he had to sit tgeeering at her, his
long, lean body poised and menacing whenever smpsgd it out of
the corner of her eye.

Ten minutes later they pulled up outside Chantuad Simeon slid
out of the passenger seat, came round and opeedttitter's door
and caught hold of her arm with iron fingers.

'Get out of there!"

She got out but dragged herself free of his gboen't manhandle
me!’

'You risked both our lives!" he accused, and skeskih was true, but
she certainly wasn't admitting it to him. The higstishe felt burnt
like a fire in peat; deep and slow and unreachab&. blue eyes
smouldered with it and Simeon stared down into tHamface taut.

‘You shouldn't have made me jump like that, shguah me!" she
muttered and his mouth twisted.

'l didn't shout. | spoke quite quietly, in fact.aflwasn't what made
you so jumpy, and you know it. We both know it. tJosing alone

with me in a car makes you as nervous as hell—dowant me to

tell you why?'



'l know why! Because | hate the sight of you!" $oethe keys to the
house, which her father had given her the prevemesing, out of her
purse, and offered them to Simeon. 'Here, you deirself into the
house. I'm going.'

‘Still running away, Juliet?' His grey eyes gligeiscornfully and she
bit into her inner lip, forcing herself to calm dowto sound perfectly
confident. She must not let him see any sign of kmess, of
uncertainty; he would seize it and use it to his @dvantage.

'l have to get back to London—I want to see my raptand
stepfather when they arrive there," she said umietlg rational voice.
‘They flew home last night, but | haven't been a&biget in touch with
them yet, and we have a lot to discuss.'

'So do wel'

She shook her head, somehow managing a little siikgve said all

we had to say, Simeon. | don't want to...' Shedwdk a jab of alarm

hitting her, as he closed his eyes and swayed dgaikst the car, his
skin very pale. 'Sim!" she said, her arm going tbhim to support

him. 'What is it? Do you feel faint?’

He leaned on her, the weight of his lean, muscledybquite
surprising, and murmured incoherently. ‘Mmm..."

She looked around in desperation, in the hope aitisg her father,

or the woman from the village who worked in the $mand who had
arrived that morning just as she was leaving, et was no sign of
anyone around.

'‘Can you walk to the house, if | help you?' sheeddkim, wondering
if she should get him back into the car and driira back to the
hospital.



He seemed to force his eyes open, his body stilyhagainst her.
‘What? Oh, yes, I think so.’

‘Maybe | ought to drive back to the hospital! sheught aloud, not
knowing quite what to do.

'‘No, I'll be fine soon, I'm better already,’ hedsaand he was
beginning to look better, it was true, so she sjogliided him
towards the house, took the keys he limply held, anlocked the
front door. Simeon managed to stagger, with hep,heito the
sitting-room and collapse on to a couch. He s#lil lan arm around
her, and somehow he managed to pull her downSto® was startled
by that, a little gasp escaping her, and was to® tta stop herself
tumbling down beside him. He took her unawaresafaroment she
didn't understand, her blue eyes wide and confasesthe stared up at
him.

It was she who was lying on the couch—it shoul&beeon, but he
was leaning over her, and she couldn't fathom hbat thad
happened. Only as his hands pressed her down athergyishions
on the couch did it begin to dawn on her.

She searched his face, suspicion now a certaihiy wieak, helpless
look had completely vanished. This was the faceksiesv only too
well, the hard, determined face of the man whowesetked her life
once before already and was apparently intent argdbagain.

‘You aren't feeling faint at all'' she accused hflashing to her
hairline.

Simeon watched her back with a mockery that madefdet like
screaming.

What a fool she had been! Hadn't she learnt bymswer to trust him
an inch? He wasn't ill. He hadn't been feelingtfainhad all been



acting. It had all been a trick to get her into timise, on to this
couch, all alone here with him, and it had workedectly.

'l wasn't standing outside my own house arguingpthet with you,'
Simeon said, quite unashamed of his cheating.

'You lied to me!"

'l didn't tell you anything! | shut my eyes andried on you and you
jumped to conclusions.'

"You meant me to!'

'l had to talk to you. You were going to run awggia, and | couldn't
let you.'

'l am not making some cold-blooded bargain with jym so that you
can keep Chantries and 1 can make some money'tind@u money
that much. | don't need it at all.’

‘And | don't need Chantries,' he said in a deehhaoice, making
her eyes widen in shock and disbelief.

'‘What do you take me for?' she burst out, trembhathy rage, white
with it. "What sort of fool do you think | am, iby imagine I'm going
to believe that for one instant!'

'I'm more of a fool than you are,' he said, hisleritter with a

self-derision that made her wince. 'If | wasn't luibhave come after
you when you drove off with your London boyfrientd have

crashed into your flat, beaten the living dayligbtg of him, and
dragged you off down here by the hair and madegpeel me what |

wanted!

'‘Nothing would have made me!" she furiously insiste



His eyes were wry. 'Be honest with yourself. Yowwkrl could have
got you into bed, and | wouldn't have had to useefo

She went crimson, her lips parted to shout a deatidim but no
words came out; she was unable to lie but not peep make any
dangerous admissions.

She didn't need to; he read her expression anddignibokedly. 'Yes.
You and | have always felt that attraction, havere®? Our minds
may not always understand each other, but our bagiem to. But |
didn't follow you, because | was paralysed—just wss when you
ran out on me the first time.'

She seemed to stop breathing, she couldn't swallewmouth dry
and her ears deafened. What did he mean? Was ribthea lie,
another scheme to make her weaken, give in to him?

‘The morning after our wedding, when | woke up fmohd you gone,
it was like being pole-axed,' he said slowly, gromg. 'At first, | was
going to go after you. | wanted to get you backl kfelt like a swine
after the way I'd treated you the night beforenéw why you had
run. Of course | did. And | felt as guilty as hel—

'You were!' she muttered, and he didn't argue fiostned, nodding.

'Yes—I was old enough to know better, | have tetak the blame.
But it was more complicated than that. | sat ineay arguing with

myself for hours, in a country lane a few miles gwaying to make
up my mind what to do, but there was somethingihgldne back,

stopping me from moving. It wasn't just the gwltthe anger, it was
worry over you. You were SO young, too young toliseawhat

marriage meant.'

'l knew what it meant! | was young, yes, but nait tyoung!' she said
huskily. 'That wasn't what made me run away. Yowadeitted it
yourself— you drove me away, you were never in kit me! You



hated me. You wanted to hurt me, you were furioitls me because
you felt you had been forced to marry me.'

'l was angry because we had been forced into ayshaharriage,’
Simeon said roughly. 'l didn't think you were oltbagh, or in any
way ready, for a real marriage.’

'You didn't want to marry me at all!' she cried ,otlte deeply
embedded hurt of it in her blue eyes.

'l hadn't thought of marriage,' he admitted in avyereluctant voice.
‘That's true. For heaven's sake, you were a schibdlg/as feeling
guilty enough because | knew | wanted you like helll you were
just a kid. | kept telling myself to keep my hamdyou, but you had
other ideas, and | lost my head every time you caloge to me.
Have you any idea how much that made me despiselfdygried to
stay away from you, but | couldn't, you were thgiest thing I've
ever seen. Sweet seventeen and dying to be kesseéd was dying to
be the one to do the kissing. Only | was no teenagel a few kisses
weren't enough for me. Once | started touching yaanted more. |
wanted everything. And it made it worse that | s@ealised you
wanted it, too. You were damnably erotic, Juliefhsual and sweet
and generous—and you drove me wild.'

She had begun to shake, her whole body aching detire and a
wild, uncertain hope. If he meant it... if he lovieer... But he hadn't
mentioned love, had he? He had talked about waritarg about
passion, never love.

‘Then it all exploded around me,' he grimly sahhd | had to make a
choice there and then—what else could | do but'dayarry you? |
hadn't had the time to be certain that was whaanted, but it had
crossed my mind now and then that one day...mawyben you were
older, and knew for sure you wanted me, we mightggried. On



the other hand, you might fall out of love with mea month or two.
| guessed you were just infatuated with me.'

He looked down into her blue eyes and Juliet hairtexpression by
letting ha- lashes droop. She wasn't sure how sthéefiizeight years
ago; whether the explosive mix inside her had hqm#&e chemical
reaction, teenage infatuation, or real love. Shewkmhat she felt
now—~her love for him was tearing her apart—butwhsen't going to
let Simeon guess that.

‘That was all it was, wasn't it, Juliet?' he askealquiet voice and she
answered, still without meeting his eyes.

'l suppose so...' Then she looked up at him. 'Vdaldhjust have been
to bed together and made sure we didn't get caught.

His mouth twisted. 'That was just the trouble— uldm't do that,
either, not to you. You meant too much, and thvaltig | lost control
on our wedding night. No excuse, | know. | regeftebitterly next
day, but | was full of rage because | felt trappad yet | still wanted
you, even though | blamed you and your fatherdhdimean to hurt
you, | meant to be gentle, to make that first tasy for you, but
once | started making love to you it all got ouhahd.'

‘You frightened me!" she broke out. 'l hadn't expedat to hurt,
nobody had told me... what it would be like..." $lael had no mother
to talk to, and what she had learnt in school reehka mix of boring
sex lessons with drawings she couldn't quite foleowd found ugly,
and the half-baked versions whispered by friendst ebnfused
emotions about Simeon hadn't seemed to have amecton with
all that.

'l know," he gently said, frowning. 'Do you thinkddn't realised that?
You were so young, | should never have...' He bafkesighing. 'But
| lost my head. | wanted you too much, Juliet, ildo't keep myself



on a lead once I'd started to touch you, but wheokie up and found
you gone | knew what I'd done and | felt sick. Tas why | didn't

follow you and make you come back. If | had, we migoth have

been hurt a damn sight more. | had to let you gatto find yourself,

to grow up—and so | went home and my father rang yeother to

find out if you were there. Once we knew you wemées| settled

down to wait. | thought that if you had any reatlieg for me you

would be back. At first, | thought it would just b®onths, at most a
year or so—and then as time passed | had to admitwere never
coming back and | almost hated you.'

'l could see that, when you turned up down in Calhixshe said with
a wry grimace. 'And there was no almost about duYated me,
especially after your father died and you readwils' She looked

into his grey eyes, searching them for the trédthd'that's what this is
all about now, isn't it? Chantries. You said a feimutes ago that you
didn't need Chantries, but that isn't true. Youeldke place, you
always have, and you'd do anything to get it.'

‘No,' he said curtly.
'‘Oh, | think so!" Her face was bitter with accusatand distrust.

'When | said 1 didn't need Chantries, 1 meant ewerg!' Simeon bit
out. 'l may have talked cold-bloodedly, down in @eall, but do you
really believe I'd have forced you to sleep with treeve my baby, if |
thought you hated the idea? After | read the wiWds blazingly
angry, it's true. | thought about it, and it ocearto me that, whatever
else you might have got up to since | last saw yow, hadn't got
married again. You were still my wife. That was whae idea hit
me. | couldn't lose anything by seeing you, tellyoy the terms of
the will. You might even come back to me. Eightrgeaas a long
time—I thought it was worth trying, and..." His ntbiwisted. '‘And |
wanted to see you again. As soon as I'd starteditiy about it, |
liked it more and more, especially after I'd tratkgou down in



Cornwall and realised you were ten times sexierawglier than you
had ever been. And | thought you were attracteddptoo.’

He was watching her closely, eyes narrowed, buétlal’aded his
gaze, looking down, her lashes brushing her flustheedk.

He sighed, and said, 'Well, then the other guyadmmp, and you ran
out on me again, for the second time, and knockedfon six. |
thought it meant I'd got it completely wrong; yodrdt give a damn
for me. It looked as if you preferred the other gafyer all. | found it
hard to believe, but then women are baffling cnesia-they seem to
pick the oddest men. | wasn't running after yost ja get slapped in
the face again—my pride wouldn't let me. | wentkacChantries to
lick my wounds and got in touch with my solicittald him | wanted
him to start divorce proceedings at once.'

She-stared up at him, hardly breathing.

"You did?'

He took the question for disbelief, and snarledeat 'Yes, | did!
'OK, OK," she said mildly. 'No need to shout!

‘Then stop querying everything | say!" His grey ewgdittered into
hers, his face as hard as planed wood. 'Lawyegssttadr time, but
your solicitor should hear from mine in a monttsor

Her mouth was dry. If it was true, why had he di®e

Simeon's mouth indented. 'My solicitor thought swaad, of course,
knowing the terms of my father's will, and triedtadk me out of it,
but | told him to mind his own business and getath the job. By
now he has probably begun the long drawn out psodetakes ages
for a divorce to come through, you know.'



'‘Well, after eight years, who's in a hurry?' Jufieskily said, and his
eyes flashed in rage.

'‘Don't make jokes about it, damn you! | don't fandy of this funny. |

came back to Chantries feeling like death. Why oo think | didn't

wake up when my room caught fire? | rarely dringsita days—what
happened on our wedding night cured me of drinkmgh—but the

other night | was going out of my mind. | couldsleep, couldn't
think about anything but you, and | had to shut d@@mehow. I hit
the whisky for a few hours, fell into bed and sligpt the dead. That
was why your father had to drag me out of the rbom.

She had paled, biting her lip. 'Sim, I'm sorry --'

'‘Don't say that!" he said hoarsely, and then heope® down on her,
his lips clamping over hers, stifling the littleyshe gave. Her mouth
parted under the heated possession of that kiss-eelldn't fight
him, or the sensual fire which he was lighting deegide her body.
Her arms went round his neck and she yielded, dgskim back
hungrily, her fingers in his hair. His hand moveetvieen them,
slipped inside her shirt to find her warm fleshftlgocaressed her
breasts, making her shudder with desire.

It had been so hard to stop him, to run away framatvehe wanted
desperately, but this time she knew she wouldofi Btm; this time,
at last, she was going to let it happen. She Idwed she had loved
him for years, ever since she had been a very yguhgnd not quite
ready for love. Simeon was right; she had beenymang. The
overwhelming force of her own emotions had drowhedand she
had been right to flee. He had been wise not toecafter her, too.
Love had come too soon. It had not been the rigtg for them. Now
was their time, and she clung to him, her mouthtiiggn his desire
while she moved against him wildly, restlessly,gpas taking over
her whole body.



When Simeon broke off that kiss, it almost sentihty shock, her
blue eyes opening wide, startled her bruised mpatted in a cry of
protest. She still clung to him, her hands draggigs hair, trying to
pull him down to her again, but he shook his hdwasl,mouth wry
with regret.

'‘No, darling. Not yet. We aren't being stampedédl irthis time, not
even by ourselves. We're going to start again, aad it
properly—we'll get married again.’

‘What?' She was half dazed with passion, and ctulshaerstand
what he was saying. His grey eyes gleamed in syddemnm
amusement and he dropped a light kiss on her eyes.

'‘Wake up, darling! Don't you see? If we sleep tbgetow, this
minute, you'll start suspecting me again—you wbaelieve | want
you, you'll think it was all for Chantries. Butigin't, Juliet.' His voice
deepened, dark with a feeling which made her gkwemve you. |

don't know quite what | felt eight years ago: afgranstable mix of
sexual attraction and affection, | think; but | Keow it didn't die

because you went away. It just smouldered on, dghin inside me,
and when | saw you again it burst into flames."'

She ran her fingers through his hair, smiling ihi® eyes, her lips
trembling a little. 'Oh, Sim... | know... | felt agtly the same. I'd
thought it was all over, and then there you wene, lavas lost.’

He kissed her fiercely, held her close, murmuringky words of
passion. 'l want you so much, Juliet. You don'tknré

'l do,' she said, her voice shaky with laughter desire. 'Oh, yes, |
do..." She stroked his flushed face, feeling that e his skin and
excited by that evidence of how he felt. 'Sim, whémnk that it so
nearly went wrong—you might have divorced me, wghhinever
have met again, if your room hadn't caught fire!'



He laughed softly. 'Thank God it did! If there haeken no fire, you
wouldn't have come back here, and | would nevee lthscovered
that you did care!'She gave a little shiver, frawgni'Frightening, isn't
it?' Every time she thought about it she felt skas \staring into a
black abyss.

'I'm trying not to look too closely," admitted Siome his expression
grim. 'Such a narrow margin—between losing you, lagidg happy!
But there was a fire, and you came. Maybe if yodntteheard about
the fire, fate would have come up with somethirsgeWho knows?
We have a second chance, that's all that mattets-td&e it and this
time make it work, Juliet. That's why | want to #ywough a second
ceremony—this time we'll do it in church, have marriage blessed.
And we'll take a honeymoon somewhere romantic &ad sharried
life the right way.'

She loved the idea; she smiled, already workingndgt she would
wear for the church blessing— not white, but a sofam lace and
silk dress she could wear again for parties. Handnmwas busy,
Imagining it. She would insist that her mother &idrgio came. Her
father would have to meet his ex-wife again somest#once she
and Simeon were living together, he couldn't igi@emother when
she visited, and once there were children Julietkshe would need
her mother around as often as possible.

A little frown caught her brows together. 'Sim.hat am | going to
do about my job?"

‘We'll have to work something out, won't we?' héd saithout
urgency, and she looked up at him and relaxed agaiiing.

There were going to be problems; they would worknthout
somehow, together. There would be a solution, hag would find
it—she had no doubts about that, any more thamatieloubts about
Simeon's love for her. He had hit the nail righttio® head when he'd



said they were fated--it had always been meantliegtshould come
together, and now that at last they had they wbaldble to make it
work.



