


A MAN POSSESSED
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He'd rejected her once already

A cruel fate brought Dominic Harland back into Kéddammond's
life.

Eight years ago, in the midst of a bleak marrid¢pe had offered
herself to Dominic only to be humiliatingly rejedteThe pain had
lingered, and after her husband's death she'd vtiveed would be no
men in her life.

Kate was starting over--selling her house, staréirigusiness--when
Dominic reappeared, still hurting her, still desgriher. But as she
began to understand him, Kate's anger turned t®. ldnd she was
more afraid of Dominic than ever....



CHAPTER ONE

'KATE, for goodness' sake, it's a dinner party I'm ingityou to, not a
Roman orgy!"'

With wry exasperation, Sue reflected that her hodklmhn had been
right when he said that Kate would dig her heelnd prove to be as
intractable about refusing this invitation as she been in refusing
all their others.

She and Kate had been friendly ever since theihghool days;
they had grown up together, and yet despite thatetwas a barrier
between them now, that Kate used as a drawbridgeult up and

hide herself behind.

Sue knew why, of course, and she sighed inwardReating how
perverse and cruel fate could be. No woman gifteld iate's looks
and sensuality should live as she did, completetiing herself off
from almost all human contact. At least she hadedjnow to put the
farmhouse up for sale, Sue reflected. The land lthdtonce gone
with it was long gone, sold after Ricky's deatp#y off his gambling
and other debts. Kate refused to blame Ricky fernthasteland their
marriage had been, but Sue's quick temper andtyoy@her friend
were fired every time she thought about him. It @whsery well for
Kate to say that she was equally to blame; thasbbald never have
married him. But she had been a naive eighteemstoMenty-eight;
still shocked by the sudden death of her father e totally
unexpected arrival into her life of the mother slad not seen since
she was ten years old.

Perhaps Kate was right, and Ricky was not to blantegd after all
been Kate's mother who had been so eager for théeaga The land
Kate had inherited from her father had run alorngsige farm Ricky
had inherited from his grandfather, and he hadmkern much
persuading that in marrying Kate he would be ggriar more than a



docile, biddable wife. Even then there had beenowsiabout his
gambling, and Kate's mother must have known alb@unh but it had
still not stopped her from marrying her daughtét@him, with what

Sue, now a mother herself, recognised as extrenmelymaternal

haste. But then, at only seventeen and a half, Wasestill under age,
and her mother would have had to take her badiet&tates with her,
if she had not been able to leave her with Ricky.

Sue knew enough about Valerie Patton to know howelcome an
addition a beautiful teenage daughter would havenle her Los
Angeles lifestyle. Following her divorce from Katdather, Valerie
had resumed her acting career, landing a part inA@@rican
television 'soap’, eventually giving up that raleorder to take up the
far more financially rewarding one of becoming Mtarold Patton
the Third.

She had been frankly staggered when she saw Vadgriber
ex-husband's funeral; she had looked barely ha¢fzen years older
than her own teenage daughter, and almost as heaBtit unlike
Kate, Valerie's beauty was barely even skin deepcharm as brittle
and delicate as the mask that a clever plasticesurtpad fashioned
on her face. No, there had been no room in Valeaiton's life for a
grown-up daughter, and so while she was still sinfefrom the
shock of her father's death, Kate had been husttednarriage with
Ricky.

Only once in the ten years since then had Kate enationed the
subject of her marriage to Sue; and that had beeyears ago, just
after Ricky's death. What she had confided thenbwt appalled
and stunned Sue. Even then Kate would not blamkyRataiming
that she herself was as much to blame; that shenhatked him of her
own free will believing herself in love with himnd that admission
more than anything else had made Sue's sympathetidc ache,
especially now from the vantage point of her owrtunty. What
could a seventeen-and-a-half-year-old, who had d&mgwn the



distant and ill-expressed love of a much olderdgtknow of adult
emotions? In Sue's opinion, if Kate had believedd&léin love with

Ricky, it had been because both Ricky himself aadrother had
taken good care that she should do so. Althougle Kad never
confirmed it to her, Sue had a strong suspiciort Kmowing of

Ricky's predilection for gambling, Valerie had offd him more than
just her ex-husband's land when he married herldaugAfter all,

Valerie Patton was an extremely wealthy woman.

A soft, faintly mocking cough drew Sue back frone ghast to the
present. Kate was standing in front of the windowt the light from
it framed the darkly turbulent beauty of which dierself was so
unaware.

Once again Sue sighed. It was all such a waste. $taduld be going
out, meeting people, enjoying life, not living hatene in this remote
farmhouse. She had tried again and again to gefrieexd more
interested in life ... in men, but Kate had changeel the years. She
was no longer the shy, vulnerable adolescent stleohee been. In
fact nowadays she was surprisingly firm, self-pesed and
stubborn; sometimes maddeningly so, like now.

'‘Look, Kate, | promise you I'm not trying to matcake,' Sue told her
firmly. 'l want you to come to dinner with us, tisaall.'

'‘Only with you and John?'

Humour curved her full bottom lip, her densely biyes gleaming
knowingly as Kate looked back at her friend.

'‘No, not just John and me," Sue admitted. "Thdre'tbthers there . . .
But, Kate, can't you see what you're doing to yeliffsShe sounded
exasperated now, and she was. She had talkedwéisnath John
again and again, and her husband who was a GlBcah practice
agreed with her that because of the isolation ofHmene, and her



habit of cutting herself off from other people, Katas in real danger
of becoming too solitary. 'You're young . . . oblenty-seven,' Sue
persisted doggedly. '‘You're clever, beautiful . Kate, you can't
possibly want to spend the rest of your life albne!

Just for a moment a faintly brooding, haunted esgiom touched the
blue eyes, and then they hardened to mocking flippaas Kate
responded teasingly, 'Why not?’

'‘Oh, you ...." Well, you're coming to this dinnarty, even if it means
driving out here to drag you back myself. You've tgostart living
again some time, Kate.'

Across the room their eyes met, and then suddahtypst wearily,
Kate gave in.

'‘Okay, I'll come,' she smiled wryly, ‘who knowsnlght be able to
persuade one of your guests to buy the farm.’

Sue smiled. 'I'm glad you're selling it, althoudnbw you've always
loved it.'

‘Yes, | know." Kate smiled evenly at her and saiih wchilly
truthfulness, 'l sometimes wonder if it was Ricksnérried, or this
place. | fell in love with it when | was six yeaskl. | could just see
the rooftops from our cottage. | can't afford tepat on though,
Sue—it costs, a fortune to run.' She shruggedsiime it's no secret
locally how Ricky left me financially. What was tedf the land had
to go to meet his debts. Next winter the roof isngoto need
repairing. It's a listed building and can only bpaired with original
or expensively hand-made roof tiles, and thatsthesstart of it. . .'

'‘But what do you plan to do! Where will you go?'

‘There's still the cottage,” Kate reminded hefs 'tieen let as a
weekend base to a couple from London for the pastyears, but



their tenancy runs out this year, and I've decidethove back there
myself. It's plenty large enough for me after afid it will be much
cheaper to run.’

‘And the money you get from this place, carefullydasted, will bring
you in enough to manage on, | suppose,’ Sue mabézlto see the
logic of what her friend was suggesting.

‘It might do, but that's not what I've got in mintm thinking of
starting up my own business.'

Sue stared at her totally bemused for several siscdefore
exclaiming, 'Doing what?'

'‘Working in stained glass,’ Kate told her calmlynusement
gleaming in her eyes as she surveyed her friendised face. 'It was
one of the crafts | studied at art school, anéscinated me. | was
only there six months, not long enough to learrywveuch, but I've
been spending a couple of days each week oveashéelw months at
a craft workshop in London learning more aboutTihe whole
subject's one that intrigues me, and more and muagkets are
opening up for it—not just for restoration workahurches either.’

‘But . . . but you've never said a word!

Kate shrugged and then smiled. 'Until now there m@hing to say.

Although I've enjoyed what I've been doing, untrky suggested we
went into partnership last week, it never reallgwced to me that it
might be a way in which | could make a living.'

‘Harry!" The stunned, almost inarticulate way inichthSue repeated
the name of her mentor and proposed partner made &an
mischievously.

'‘Don't get excited," she cautioned, chuckling. sHigty, happily
married and a grandfather.’



'‘But, Kate --! I'm amazed ... you've been makirlghase plans and
never said a word!

Kate could tell that her friend was hurt and huliglemade amends.

‘To be honest with you, Sue, until Harry mentionsdgoing into
partnership last week, | hadn't thought of what dswdoing as
anything other than an enjoyable hobby, but nowt thea has
mentioned it, | really feel that it's something &nt to do. Of course
we're only talking about it at this stage, but Karrvery enthusiastic.
He likes my designs and he's keen for me to devblaipside of my
work.'

Sue sat down in a chair and stared up at her. ,'Kateso pleased.
This is just what you need to take you out of yelird'm sorry
you've got to sell the house, of course, butiit®tyou had a fresh
start.'

‘Mmm ... maybe. But keep it to yourself, would yQue? My plans
are far too tentative at the moment to become tlhgest of village
gossip.' Kate made a rueful moue. 'You know whigtglace is like.'

'Only too well! Don't worry, | shan't breathe a w@or

The grandfather clock in the hall suddenly struok hour and Sue
jumped up, grimacing. 'God, is it that time? I« tp pick the kids
up from school in half an hour. I'd better gohut before | do, | want
your promise that you'll come to my dinner party.'

‘You've got it.'

'‘Good, because | meant what | said, you knowcdithe and drag you
away from this place forcibly if you try and wriggout of it now.'



'Oh, yeah!" Glancing from the vantage point of fine-feet-eight to
her friend's petite five-foot- nothing, Kate grigheeviving a taunt
from their mutual schooldays as she teased, 'Ydudnose army?"

Ten minutes later, bowling down the lane in herlsoa heading in
the direction of the village, Sue reflected warthigt at long last Kate
was showing some signs of rejoining the human r&be. couldn't
wait to get home and share her pleasure with meihfaHer husband
was almost as fond of Kate as she was herself,handvidowed
mother loved Kate almost as a second daughteadtse good to see
her smiling again; reverting to the lovely laughmig she had been
before her father's death, and then again, if dmigfly, in those
weeks before her marriage. How long after that iagerhad it been
before she stopped smiling? A month ... six wedBg@r and over
again Kate had denied that her unhappiness way'Rifgult, but in
the shocked aftermath of his death she had brokem dompletely
and admitted to her what a travesty their marrtzapkbeen.

Sexually Ricky had been completely indifferent tr;hhad made
love to her less than half a dozen times, alwayRipetorily, from

what Sue had been able to gather from Kate's weippurings; and
then once they had been married a couple of mon#&w&r touching
her, but turning instead for sexual pleasure touecession of
girl-friends. He had been with one of them whendied in a
horrifying head-on crash with another car. Kate heahted to
divorce him, she had confided, but she had beenastmmed of
admitting to anyone what a travesty their marriage to do anything
about it.

What her friend had experienced would be enouglut@ny woman
off the male sex for life, Sue admitted, but altjlouRicky had
apparently constantly jeered at her for being séxeald, that was
not how Sue saw her friend. On the contrary, sloeghaays thought
there was an aura of warm sensuality about Katan.air of
womanliness and warmth, spiced with sexuality, simel knew that



her husband John agreed with her. Even so ... gdiysijection from
one's husband must be a terrible burden to carry .

Although she wasn't aware of it, as she stood bydilawing-room
window looking out on to the mellow countryside &atthoughts
were following a similar path to her friend's, altigh it was not the
bitterness of the burden of her husband's rejethiatwas occupying
her thoughts, but that of another man.

Strange how, even now, after all this time, eighdirg in fact, that
memory still had the power to torment her. Sheailgland tried to
push it away, turning her back on the scenery detsind turning
instead to survey the familiar surroundings of lh@me, but that was
a mistake.

Nothing had changed in this room in over ten yelirsas still the
same now as it had been when she came to the susaew bride.
Although she hadn't known it at the time, the ddwd been chosen
by one of Ricky's girlfriends. Whoever she was, Ishe had excellent
taste, Kate mused, her glance taking in the sofofe/-gold washed
walls and ceiling; the dark stained beams whichewgairt of the
original Elizabethan house. From the parish rectindg knew that
this house had once belonged to a prosperous leEcanho had
made his money with Drake, and who had boughtlémd with the
Queen's goodwill, building a home on it for thederhe had brought
here from London.

A soft blue-grey velvety carpet covered the flotre cottagey
atmosphere of the drawing- room reinforced by the karge sofas
upholstered in a beautiful Colefax and Fowler poirttlues and greys
on a soft yellow background. An antique ladiestiwgi desk was set
against one wall beneath an attractive group aftgriThe room
retained an open fireplace and was large enoutgikoa collection



of antiqgue occasional tables, and a couple of ehays upholstered
in soft yellow fabric to contrast slightly with tHirals of the sofas.
Matching curtains hung at the windows at either efnithe room, the
whole effect a careful blending of colours that rhanised,

seemingly casual and slightly shabby and yet epsioign a country
house style of furnishing that was wholly Englig¥tich made it all

the more disruptive that she should be able toasilyeimagine

standing within this background a man who was rde$hitely not

the slightest bit English—at least not in looks—ame, moreover,
who had spent no more than a mere weekend at ragstAnd yet it

was easier to recapture his image than it wasctptare Ricky's. But
then, of course, the rejection she had sufferddoatinic Harland's
hands had been far more savagely painful thanstiathad known
with Ricky.

She shivered, suddenly cold despite the afternoonpsuring into
the room. Even now she couldn't bear to think akiwattweekend.

But perhaps she should, she told herself harddyhaps it was time
she stopped hiding away from the past and facetb uip She was
after all about to make a new start in life ..iténfy point at which to
give one final look at the past and then shut iawor ever.

Almost dreamily she walked into the large hall, ngiag
automatically up to what had originally been thenstiels' gallery
and what was now the landing. He had been stangirtigere the first
time she saw him. She had been in bed when hedrrivhad known
nothing about him until Ricky, whom she had notextpd home that
weekend, told her that he was an old friend whonmh&e met in
London and invited down for the weekend.

Numbly Kate tore her attention away from the ggllshocked by the
unexpected pallor of her own face as she caught sijit in the

mirror hanging on the hall wall. She looked draiwéadll colour, her
hair stark black, although in reality it was vergrkl brown, the



curling thick mass of it in stark contrast to hacd, as though
somehow her hair had drained all the colour andggnffom her
skin. Even her mouth looked pale, almost bloodlessy her eyes
possessing colour.

Her colouring was Irish, her father had once ta@d Wwhich was why
he had chosen to call her Kate, but Kate couldnseleauty in her
vibrantly sensual colouring; she would have pref@no have been
blonde like her mother. Ricky had always prefetvkxhdes too. The
girl he had died with had been blonde . . . bleddggparently, but
blonde nevertheless.

Slowly Kate went upstairs, her feet automaticakyging the shallow
indentations on the stairs made by the feet of nggamerations. One
of the things she loved most about the house wagit.

She found it soothing to remind herself that thes#is and rooms
had seen every facet of human life both happy aisdnable, and in
the past it had often given her a sense of peinspeoh her own
problems to think of this.

Once upstairs she made for her bedroom and sat dowhe edge of
the bed. It was not the room she had shared witkyRiuring their

marriage. She went in there these days only wherhal to. Ricky
had insisted that she continue to share the huggpdster with him

even when he had made it plain that he had noesttén her as a
woman—how galling that had been, to know that hebland, who
would turn in the street and look lustfully at ash@very girl who

walked past him, had absolutely no sexual inteneisér.

She closed her eyes, automatically letting the pash over her,
remembering how confused and uncertain she had aken her
father's death. Her mother might have pushed herRicky's arms,
but she hadn't had to push too hard. The troubdetinat she had been
In desperate need of someone to love and be lovadrbturn. Ricky



had been attractive enough to make any naive pekst beat faster,
tall, fair- haired, and indolently languid in a washich Kate had
misinterpreted as being sophisticatedly excitinge-blad been all
too eager to believe herself in love with him.

Her full lips twisted slightly. God, what a fool esthad been! Well,
she had soon learned the truth. Ricky had refustake her away on
honeymoon, claiming that he was too busy, but sba sealised that
Ricky used those words to cloak his heavy gamblitg.had gone
gaming the night they were married, leaving henalm the house
after the few guests who had attended their regdteee wedding

had gone. He had come back late—and drunk. Wetkswaen she
had accused him of this he had sneered at heren opntempt and
told her that that was the only way he had beea tabbring himself
to make love to her. Although she hadn't knownhewthey married
he had been heavily involved with someone elsepman whose
tastes were much more in accord with his than her. o

It was when, after a tearful fight, she had accusedof not loving
her that he had told her this, and much more bgsjeering at her for
ever believing he might have done.

He had never wanted her, he told her then, andrmewald; she was
too cold . . . too inexperienced. No, the reasondtemarried her was
because the addition of her father's land to his bad made it much
easier for him to raise a mortgage on the land,thatiplus the fact
that her mother had been willing to pay him to take off her hands
had made marriage to her an attractive proposition.

They had been married exactly two months when ldér that, and
at first she had been too shocked to take it in.

Convinced that his hurtful words were just born otitemper, she
had made several clumsy attempts to approach hihtoaloridge the
gap between them, but he had rebuffed her so cijfidliat she was



soon forced to realise what he had said was thie &nd that he did
not desire her as his wife in any physical sensdl.at

At first she had been too shocked to think of deoto do anything
other than live through each agonising day as $lestcould. The
discovery that he did not love her, coming so saiber the blow of
her father's death, numbed her to such an extahfdhmonths she
had simply drifted through life.

But then two years after she and Ricky were maihigd come that
dreadful, fateful weekend when she had met Dontti@idand.

Ricky had arrived home late one Friday evening \ith.

Kate had been in bed when they arrived. The sotiRitky's car had
woken her and she had gone out on to the landingstrher cotton

nightdress, not expecting Ricky to have anyone hith. He had not
been home at all the previous night and she waswigh tension and
anguish, only registering the other man's presearen he stepped
out from behind her husband. The light on the lagdhrew his

profile into strong relief and she had literallyspad out loud,
stunned by the masculine perfection of his featuiesiey-gold skin

stretched tautly over strong bones, tawny-gold etescolour of a
lion's pelt, stared mockingly into her own, thicladk hair curling

down over the collar of his shirt.

Even in her ignorance and innocence Kate had resegnthe
powerful sexual aura of the man, and a curiousstimg sensation
curled through her body, making her eyes widentaardips part as
she stared down into his face like someone posselses heartbeat
quickened, her whole body pulsing with a deep, ragtgensation
hard to define. As she watched, transfixed, thel hmale mouth
twisted, the golden eyes narrowing, hardening,ndjaging from her
own with cool indifference making her uncomfortabhyare of the
long schoolgirlish plait of her hair, and the &ttgirlish cotton



nightdress she was wearing. No doubt his women widke and
satins to bed; their appearance as sophisticatéisasvn. As she
stumbled back to the bedroom she had a momentaryoamenting
mental picture of his naked body, tanned and heedy sure and
knowing as it reached out to claim the filmy imaja woman, in the
act of love.

Her skin hot with shame, Kate dived into bed andecuup beneath
the bedclothes. There must be something wrong meth thinking

like that about a complete stranger. Theessomething wrong with
her, she decided distractedly minutes later asnanrafortable heat
pervaded her body, followed by a tight, coilinggem. She could
hear the two men moving about in the adjacent lwedrd he door
opened and closed, she heard footsteps alongiti@¢épand then her
door opened and Ricky came in.

She knew better now than to make any approach no HRe
undressed quickly, throwing his clothes on to therfbefore heading
for their bathroom. He was gone for over half anrhdut when he
returned Kate was still awake. She felt the bedetgpas he got in
beside her, turning his back on her. She closedyes, but it was not
her husband's image that danced tormentingly bememdshuttered
lids. It was Dominic Harland's.

And that was how it had begun, Kate thought wrglyaking herself
free of the past and opening her eyes, knowingdhatdid not have
the courage to take herself back through thatenteekend. God, the
humiliation of what had happened! It scorched andhéd her even
now, far, far more than any rejection she had eswluat Ricky's

hands. Of course, it had all been her own faule 8bght to have
realised the moment she set eyes on him what mahngn he was.
Certainly not the type who could ever be interestealshy, naive girl

such as she had been. But she had been so dedperdte prove that



she was a woman that she had not seen that. Sloalyagken that he
was a man who aroused within her desire and in &laoms she
could wipe out the humiliation of her husband'«latinterest in her.

She laughed bitterly/Heavens, how stupid she had!ld&ut that was
all in the past now. The grandfather clock struokirf and she
remembered that she had promised to telephone ldadyive him
her decision about going into partnership with him.

It was only this afternoon talking to Sue that slael realised what
she intended to do. Squaring her shoulders sliglghe went

downstairs. It was time she made a fresh starthgupast behind her
once and for all and what better way could thertol#o that than to
embark on a new career?

As she dialled the number of Harry's workshop,shied slightly to

herself. It was almost two years since they had firet now. She had
gone to London on business to see Ricky's solickolowing her

husband's death she had discovered that he hadleide debts
outstanding to various gambling establishments, atitbugh the

solicitor had advised her that she was under nal legligation to

clear them, she had insisted that she wanted so.d¢/ith the sale of
what had been her father's land, she had beernablear the last of
these outstanding amounts, and it had been thattdbk her to

London.

With a free afternoon at her disposal she had waadérough
Covent Garden, pausing to study the goods on saléhe® wide
variety of stalls, and it was there that her irgéene stained glass had
been rekindled when she spotted an attractive tgateof window
ornaments on sale on one of the stalls.

Seeing her interest, the girl who ran the stall tudd her about the
artisans' workshop which had recently been estaalisn London's
dockland to give craftsmen an opportunity to depeteeir work, and



she had gone on to invite Kate to go back thera idr to see the
workshops for herself.

Normally very reticent about involving herself widtrangers, on
iImpulse Kate had accepted her invitation, and d baen at the
workshop that she first met Harry. Harry was th@ientor and
teacher; Lucy, the girl who had invited Kate badthviner, explained
that it was Harry who taught them the intricaciesl akills of
working in stained glass, and on hearing his nahestall, bearded
man had ambled over to introduce himself and to whKate.

Other craftsmen besides the glass workers shaeeshtihe premises,
and Harry had elected to take Kate on a brief t8he had watched
fascinated as she saw her contemporaries engrasseslich
traditional skills as gilding, marbling, marquetigd a wide variety
of other crafts, but it was the glass work thadiher imagination.

What she had intended to be a brief courtesy insitesponse to
Lucy's invitation lasted well into the late afteomo They were a very
friendly crowd, most of them around her own aggaunger, with a

smattering of much older tutors, who like Harry &&een to pass on
their own skills to a younger generation.

'It's their interpretation of the skills we teadtem that we find so
stimulating,' Harry told her enthusiastically. "{/ite young and their
ideas are fresh. It's fascinating, and an educdtions to see what
they can do.’

While he was talking Kate was absorbed in watclangung man
deftly shaping the lead to hold the glass he wagkiwg on, and
seeing her, Harry smiled, touching her arm to searchingly,
‘You're dying to try it for yourself, aren't you?'



'It fascinates me,' she admitted. 'We touched @nsilbject very
briefly on the arts course | took, but | hadn'tugbt of it as having
any modern application.’

‘Mmm ... you thought of it as being applicable omty church
windows, that sort of thing. Well, it's a commonoagh mistake,
although nowadays many young architects and deasigaee
becoming far more aware of its possibilities. Otilg other week
young Rob over there finished a commission for movated
Victorian conservatory. It really was beautifultrail of climbing
roses all along one glass wall. The small bits@ades, the window
hangings, plant containers, that sort of thingy'teethe bread and
butter, but the jam is in the new commissions wgatéing, and we're
getting more and more all the time.' He paused laokled at her
consideringly. 'If you're really interested, whyntojou come to my
classes?’

Kate had shaken her head, instinctively retreatirgm the
suggestion in the way that she retreated from d¢vieny. Her life
with Ricky had left painful scars, and the loness®f her life which
Sue saw as a handicap she saw as protection,dsuthan a week
later she found herself on the London train onceemaith the
intention of taking Harry up on his offer.

Since then, her friendship with Harry, and to sdesser extent with
some other members of the workshop, had grownsiandonths ago
her first commission was accepted—a feature winganel for the

new, prestigious office block of a three times vanof the Queen's
Award to Industry, whose go-ahead young architecited a modern
design to include both these and some indicatioth@fcompany's
business. Since this was the rapid transportafipareels and goods,
Kate had chosen a bird motif, the swift, and whemridtold her that

her design had been accepted she had been alneesthigss with

delight.



Quite early on in their relationship she had digred that Harry
lived only twenty miles away from her. She had metwife and two
grown-up daughters and their children and nowdfeitte comfortable
in the small family circle.

.Harry's suggestion that they set up in businegsti@r had come
entirely out of the blue. It would be a challenge lboth of them to
move outside the protective security of the crafitee, but it was a
challenge that suddenly she was eager to accept.

Harry was convinced that her design for Howard $pamt would
bring in further commissions, and in addition tattiHarry himself
had been offered a contract with the Church auiberito make
repairs and care for the windows in parish churdhes fifty-mile
radius of Dorchester, which would bring, in enouwgbrk to keep
them both working steadily in the early monthshait partnership.

Their work would not make them millionaires, Hahgd told her
that, but it would be stimulating and a constardlleimge. Already
she was a regular visitor to the Victoria and Allduseum, avidly
studying everything she saw, her busy mind drinkingll that was
best of the period and working out how she coudshglate it into
modern-day designs.

Liz, Harry's wife, answered the phone and chaiteldate for a few
minutes before summoning her husband.

When he took over the receiver, Kate had a fewrsgganic. Was
she acting too impulsively? She would have totbellhouse to raise
her share of the capital they would need to sehdleéves up and give
themselves a safe margin of working capital, argpite everything

that had happened she was still deeply attachédrttiome .. . but
then how long could she keep it on anyway? As sttedaid to Sue
earlier, the roof needed attention .. . Taking apdéreath, she
banished her panic, and calmly told Harry of, hezision.



Harry was predictably delighted.

‘That's great! I'll make us an appointment at taekb. . . and how
about coming round for dinner on Saturday to celsy

'I'd love to, but | can't. I've already promisedh@ve dinner with an
old friend.'

The words were out before Kate realised what &fft® excuse he
had given her to pass on Sue's dinner party, l#sttoo late to recall
them now, Harry was chuckling and telling her tihatas high time

she started going out a bit. Harry knew nothingualber past life,

other than that she had been widowed young. Sher megntioned

Ricky other than in passing, and neither Harry Imsrfamily ever

questioned her about him. It was so much easiadtpt the mantle
of a young woman, widowed tragically young, who haekd and

been loved by her dead husband, than to live viaghttuth, which

was, no doubt, why she was sometimes so prickly \Biae, she
thought guiltily.

After all, it was not Sue's fault that she had abed in her, and like
the true friend that she was, Sue had never rémesubject with her
since. She had needed the catharsis of confidisgnmeone, so why
now did part of her resent the fact that she had?

Shrugging aside thoughts far too deep for such komesummer
afternoon, Kate opened the french windows and wetside.

The sunken brick patio, with its terracotta pots ménts and
traditional wrought iron furniture, had been desidrby Ricky's
mother, and Kate often wondered wistfully if thinggyht have been
different if she had known Ricky's parents. They déed when he
was four years old, killed in a plane crash, legvRicky to be
brought up by his grandfather.



Beyond the patio lay the smooth greenery of thentawith their

cottage garden herbaceous borders. A brick pathheansame soft
earthen colours as the house and patio meandemgyththe lawns
and through a rose-smothered brick wall to theassad area which
had originally been a kitchen garden and which wasv a

brick-paved sun-trap complete with pool and fountand some
extremely large and lazy koi carp.

Kate loved the garden almost as much as she Ihwetduse. She
found working in it relaxing and therapeutic. Staellspent almost
the entire summer following Ricky's death busy tinexhausting
herself physically to the point where she couldodrdo bed at night
and fall fast asleep.

Those had been worrying days; days during whichhee finally
grown up, when she realised the extent of the dedstbhusband had
left . .. the extent of his infidelity to her. Dawhen she had finally
come to realise that the blame for the failurénefrtmarriage was not
hers alone ... that she was no more to blame tofatt that Ricky
was not attracted to her than he had been.

She walked through the garden and sat down bydbg& watching

with a slight smile as the greedy carp surfacedtingato be fed. As

she watched them, in her mind's eye, she pictiredtene done in
stained glass. The goldfish forgotten, she gotngtaurried back to
the house, making for the study.

Time passed without her being aware of it as shiekedy stopping
only when the light started to fade, astonishedisaover how long
she had been sitting at her desk. She even fegjriiuBhe grimaced
faintly. Sue was always telling her that she wastton. It was true
she was a little on the slender side, but foodyanterested her.

Once things had been different. In the early ddyseo marriage she
had eaten for comfort, thoroughly confused by REkattitude



towards her. She had never been fat, but it walsaily fair to say
that she had been a little chunky. She frownednidsng the too
intrusive memories waiting to surface, and got lggifng her lithe

body, encompassed by a sense of wellbeing as skedalown and
studied the work she had done.



CHAPTER TWO
'‘AND if you want a lift tonight. . .’

Kate interrupted Sue's busy flood of words to salynty, 'No, I'll
drive myself over.’

'In that death-trap you call a car?" Sue was plaimbrrified.
'Honestly, Kate, it's barely roadworthy!'

'It passed its M.O.T.," Kate responded mildly. lsmrue that her
ancient Mini was on its last legs, but she couldfitird to change it
and, living as remotely as she did, some form ofq@eal transport
was essential. She was easily ten miles away frioen rniearest
village—ten miles down narrow, empty country laaéethat.

'| can easily arrange for you to be picked up,' fersisted, but Kate
remained adamant. She knew her friend of old. AigfioSue insisted
that she had no intention of matchmaking, Kate ecigu that
whoever got the chore of picking her up would belemand

unattached, and as embarrassed and disgruntleeasiauld be
herself by Sue's so obvious machinations.

She knew that her friend meant well, but every tghe tried to pair
her off, Kate was reminded of the failure that marriage had been
and it left her feeling as though she were incapaiil attracting
anyone by herself . . . that she was somehow sitially lacking as a
woman. It was a fear that rose up to haunt her witmotonous
regularity. She had told herself that it didn't teathat sexually she
was undesirable. She was perfectly happy withifeas it was, but
deep down the knowledge still nagged at heraunting her, and that
was something she had never confided to anyone.itArdsn't as
though it were only Ricky who had rejected her.v8hing slightly,
she walked into the kitchen and made herself acfuqnffee. After
the lazy summer warmth of the last few days, tresmmg's rain was



disheartening, even if the garden did need it.I&tkno idea what to
wear for Sue's dinner party. Although her friend hat changed over
the years, her circle of friends had, and includederal very
sophisticated London-based couples who found tHiage so
conveniently just off the M4 an ideal spot in whtothave a weekend
cottage.

The contents of her wardrobe could hardly rival ¢feehes worn by
women accustomed to shopping in Knightsbridge, teltk herself
ruefully, and then almost immediately was struckhmy strangeness
of her thought. Normally her appearance was thethasg to worry
her when she was invited out. Shrugging the thoagiae, she went
upstairs to see what she could find.

Her clothes were serviceable rather than attract\feer Ricky's
death there had been no money to spare for sygfefies even if she
had wanted them, and her normal garb consisteeaofsj shirts and
jumpers.

She frowned slightly as her fingers touched hergemmer dresses,
most of them relics from the early days of her mager when she had
naively hoped to impress Ricky with the cheap chatare clothes
she had bought locally in Dorchester. She hadwtknthen that he
was accustomed to far more attractively and saphtstly dressed
women than she could ever hope to be. Her frowpelssd as she
touched a dress as yet never worn. It had arrive€hristmas before
last, a large brown parcel with American stampSheastmas present
from her mother. The first one she could ever rebwmeceiving
since her parents' divorce, she thought wryly nmavgering the rich
deep pink silk fabric. Why her mother had sentsugh an obviously
expensive and unsuitable gift was a complete mydtether, and
after one look at it she had consigned it to theklamd her wardrobe,
knowing she would never have either the self-carfa or the
occasion to wear such an outfit. But now things badnged, she
thought, fingering the fabric absently. If the seddnandvoguesSue



passed on to her were anything to go by, even tiet simple dinner
party now demanded sophisticated dressing, angdrtispect of her
new career had given her a self-confidence sheéaer expected to
have.

Impatiently she tugged the dress off its hangertaeid it in front of

her. She had never even tried it on, but one glandke label had
made her decide that her mother had indulged liersehalicious

amusement in sending her a size ten dress whehedast occasion
they had met, Kate would have had difficulty intoef into a size
twelve. Now, however, things were different, ance tbraped,
wrapover style of the dress meant that the bodioceldveasily

accommodate what she personally considered to berdiber

over-full breasts.

Against the rich intensity of the silk her skin koon a matt creamy,
tone that emphasised the sultry darkness of hery tha image she
could see in the mahogany pier-glass at once famdnd yet

unfamiliar, tantalisingly hinting at another Kassd one moreover
who looked as though she could be as turbulentpasgionate as
Shakespeare's vividly drawn Shrew. Impatiently gdisenissed her
thoughts as ridiculous. Cool control, that was whla¢ aimed to
portray, it was safer . . . made her less vulneraBhnoyed with

herself, she threw the dress down on to the bed .v&uld have to
wear it, she had nothing else suitable, and altewho was going to
notice her? Certainly not whatever poor male Sukgdieked out for

her, for despite her friend's promise, Kate kneaugih about her to
suspect that Sue had picked someone out.

Fifteen miles away in the comfortable Edwardian dguthat had
once been a vicarage Sue was frowningly concengrain what her
husband was saying. John Edwards was a largedptam who was
a good doctor and a compassionate one. He colilldytdlis wife's



face that she didn't like what he was saying, laustil continued
mildly, ‘It isn't on, Sue, and Kate will be furious. you know that.’

‘But it isn't my fault, it was the Bensons who asKehey could bring
him. He's a close friend of theirs, apparently, enmrless completely
on his own in London . . . what could | say?’

'Mmm . . . well, Kate won't see it that way. It idinave been much
better if you'd explained the situation to her. 'Biha&ke one look at
him and immediately she's going to think the obsiedihat he's
someone you've invited specifically to partner hargd you know
how sensitive she is about that sort of thing.’

‘Mmm. Honestly, John, it almost breaks my headsiich a waste .. .
She's so beautiful, but she behaves as thoughteeesiginal Ugly
Sister.’

'l know. Ricky Hammond has one hell of a lot tovaesfor.’ John got
up and put an arm round his wife's shoulders.dvkgou only want
to help her, Sue, but you can't. God alone knowstwind of
psychological damage Hammond and her mother bettsen did
to her, but it certainly can't be put right by agang dinner party
partners for her.'

‘Then what will put it right?’

'l don't really know. It sounds trite, but all Ircahink of is good
old-fashioned love, and Kate's so withdrawn | doate could ever
allow herself to believe any man could love her.'

‘How could he do that to her, John?' Sue asked hlasband
miserably. 'How could Ricky marry her and thentiezr like that?'

'‘Men like Hammond who are driven by an obsessidmether it's
drink, drugs or gambling, don't function in the saway as the rest of
us.'



'‘Mmm ... If | ring Kate now and tell her that therisons are bringing
a spare man, ten to one she'll refuse to come.’

'‘Okay, but be prepared for fireworks,' her husbaacdhed her with a
grin. 'Kate won't like it. Who is this man anyway?'

'l don't know his name. Vera Benson simply randagbh night and
asked if they could bring him along. Apparentlysha'the same line
of business as her husband—merchant banking, glthat the
moment he's based in New York. Vera said he waskitig of

transferring his main business to London, sometl@hgut world

time differences working more efficiently for him London than
they do in New York.'

'Mmm ... a lot of the big money men are transfeytimeir, business to
London. Because of the new sophisticated commuarasystems
it means that they can take advantage of the Fadt turing the
British working day, they can get in touch with lbhddew York and

Hong Kong during their working days, which givesertin an

Immediate advantage.'

John grinned at his wife's astounded expressioradndtted wryly,

'l read it in theSunday Timemagazine. If the Bensons' friend is on
of these money men, chances are he'll be a relaifleg. Most of
them are burned-out by the time they're thirty.'

'Oh, yeah? Did you read that in t8Banday Timeas well?’

‘Yep." His smile was unrepentant, as he added atinty, 'It
sounds as though he isn't going to be Kate's ty@l.alf | know
anything about these big business men he'll speast mof the
evening talking with Benson, so with any luck Katen't realise
you're trying to palm him off on her." He broke aff he saw the
frown pleating his wife's forehead and enquiredyWwNwhat's the
matter?’



'‘What? Oh ... if he's as important as all thats het going to think
much of the simple meal | was planning to serweohder if it's too
late to . ..'

‘Yes,' John told her firmly. ‘Whatever it is yousanning to change,
don't. He'll probably appreciate simple fare forclaange. For
goodness' sake, Sue, stop worrying. It's giving goey hairs,' he
teased, watching as his wife abandoned her comsemthe menu to
rush over to the mirror to stare at her still-btiglonde hair.

Half-past eight was the time Sue had specifiedhtar arrival, and
knowing that she needed to allow a good three-grsadf an hour to
drive to Sue's home, at half-past six Kate abandidhe work she
was doing and went upstairs to run a bath.

At half-past seven she was ready to slip into hessl She paused to
check her make-up first, wondering if the deep midssy lipstick
was too much. She had a natural eye for colour,adtidugh she
didn't wear make-up very often, tonight she haahbii surprisingly
easy to apply. Just a touch of dark blue eyeshdmfowght out the
intense depth of her eyes, blusher highlightingctieekbones which
gave her face its distinctive definition. The f@és, of her mouth
beneath its careful coating of lipstick was alnggisyish, as was the
untamed thickness of her hair worn long now as spgdo the short,
almost boyish cut her mother had chosen for her lpafore her
marriage.

She picked up the dress and put it on, securingvibebuttons that
fastened it at the waist. It fitted her surprisinglell, the wide
stiffened belt that went with it emphasising theaness of her
waist, the silk hissing softly as she walked actbesroom to put on
her shoes—a rather old pair of black high-heeledias which were
the only suitable footwear for the dress that sk h



In them she would probably tower over most of ttleeoguests at the
dinner party, including the men, she thought wrgyeing her five
foot eight frame with familiar dislike.

The rain had stopped, and as she stepped outsadérehthed in
deeply, savouring the fresh, clean smell of wesg@nd earth. She
was so lucky to live here ... to have the lifesthlat she did, and even
though she had to part with the house, she stilltha cottage.

There had been a letter for her in the post thisnmg from her
solicitor confirming that the lease was now ternola Tomorrow
she must go-down to the cottage and look ovend,taen she would
have to put the house on the market for sale.

Sighing faintly, she slid into the driver's seathef ancient car and
started the ignition. As always it was several nesiwefore the little

car coughed and spluttered into life. This everiargsome reason in
fact, it seemed more reluctant than ever to saad,even once it had,
the engine ran in a hesitant, uncertain fashionrtizale Kate guiltily

aware that it was some months since she had ldst karviced.

Because she felt reluctant to push her car too, Istuel arrived later
than she had anticipated and there were three uig#aoars already
parked in the Martins' generous drive before her.

She stopped her car and got out, cursing hergedirfiving late. She
would have preferred to arrive first so that sheldstudy her fellow
guests without feeling that they were scrutinidngg. Now it might
seem almost as though she had deliberately delayader to make
an entrance.

Sue opened the door for her, her eyes widening tumned
appreciation of her dress.

‘Kate, you look fantastic!' she enthused, huggieig WVhere on earth
did you get that?'



'‘My mother sent it to me a couple of Christmases'&he grimaced
faintly. 'l hope I'm not going to be overdressed.’

'In that?' Sue grinned mischievously at her. 'l daihat any man
would think so. It's really quite sexy . . ." Shmuld have bitten her
tongue when she saw Kate's wary, troubled expnesaitd quickly

hurried her towards the drawing- room, whisperisglae did so, 'The
others have all arrived. The Hugheses and the Dem@ame together,
but. . ." She broke off as they reached the opawidg-room door,

standing back so that Kate was forced to precedthhemugh it.

The Martins' drawing-room was as familiar to hehasown and so
she was free to concentrate her attention on tlemfguests. Two
couples stood by the window chatting, and Kate ehgrecognised
them from Sue's Christmas cocktail party. One ef then was a
consultant based at the local hospital and therothan was
something in hospital administration. The quarést er and smiled
In her direction. Nothing to worry about there—twomfortably

married middle-aged couples. A little of her apmdion melted and
the tension down her spine eased slightly.

'‘Kate, come and meet Vera and lan Benson. Theywughi The
Grange . .

The couple Sue wanted to introduce her to weredstgnby the
fireplace, and John stood behind them, his heatetuaway from
her, obviously speaking to someone who was blo&iad her view
by the angle of the chimney breast.

‘Vera ... lan ... let me introduce an old friendrohe to you.' The thin,
dark-haired woman turned as Sue touched her armlingm
charmingly at Kate and extending her hand. Shethatlook of
glossy perfection that Kate had come to recognsseedonging to
Londoners, but despite the elegance of her appearathe



Immaculate make-up and the designer dress, the simél gave Kate
was warm and genuinely friendly.

'Sue's told us so much about you,' she told Kate] about your
house. It sounds lovely.'

Her husband had turned away to talk to John, but fie turned back,
directing his attention towards Kate, warm grey seywinkling
slightly as he took her extended hand.yBoare Kate.' He gave Sue
a mock reproachful smile and teased, 'Why didnittgdl me she was
beautiful? I'd have left Vera at home.’

'‘No way,' his wife interrupted firmly, adding witln smile at Kate,
‘Not that | imagine a girl like Kate would be indsted in you anyway.
| expect she has men queueing up to take her out.'

It wasn't the sort of teasing that Kate was usednd she flushed a
little, even while she realised there was no mabdicenkindness in
Vera's words, and was glad of Sue's timely intgrompwhen she
tapped her husband on the shoulder and asked lget tate a drink.

It was as John turned towards her that Kate haditséglimpse of
the man he had been talking to, and in the sanannthat her brain
registered the familiarity of his features, haradkaad honed by time
though they were, her body froze. She couldn't move couldn't
even breathe, could only stare at him like a pettitreature while
distantly she was aware of Vera Benson chatteriiy,gsaying
something that included both his name and her &we saw him
move . .. reach out towards her, and a dreadftihggpanic took hold
of her. She wanted to turn and flee, but as th@inghwere trapped in
some horrendous nightmare it was impossible fotdenove.

'‘Kate . . ." The deep measured voice hadn't chamgedhe clipped
curt way he said her name, even if he was sayiag ihough he had



never heard it before, looking at her as thoughdwnever set eyes
on her before too.

Relief flooded through her, acting as a triggereiease her from her
stunned paralysis. He was extending his hand teamvaed, and she
almost cringed away from touching it, but some deepinct for
protection urged her to take it, to behave as nityraa she could.

He shook her hand, his fingers cool and hard aghérsown. Strange
to think that she had once dreamed of those firegasst her skin . .
. touching, caressing, bringing her to womanhodte Shuddered
deeply and stepped back, completely unable to lotik his face.
Could it be that he hadn't recognised her? Ohsplé&nd, let that be
the case. She didn't think she could bear the atroth of having to
face him if he knew the truth.

'‘Dominic has just arrived from the States,' sherdhééera Benson
explaining. 'He and my husband are in the samedfrfausiness—
merchant banking.'

Merchant banking. Was that what he called it? Agfaer will, Kate
felt a deep anger stir inside her. That weekendnvwRieky brought
Dominic Harland home with him, she hadn't realiseay. That
realisation had only come later after Ricky's deatthen she
discovered the extent of the money her late husloavet his old
school- friend. It was Dominic who held a mortgagethe farmland
surrounding the house and she had sold that lanebtoy his losses
after Ricky died, but it wasn't because of that #ie couldn't bear to
face him.

'‘Come on, everyone, dinner's almost ready. Kate,rggonext to
Dominic,” Sue announced, shepherding them all tdsvathe
dining-room. Instinctively Kate stopped and looletoss at him. He
was staring back at her, the gold eyes darkly tograd as he watched
her Kate knew that he had not forgotten . . . Hesthad recognised



her. Dark colour stained her normally pale skinhesagony of her
memories convulsed her. Dear God, she had nevegltthshe would
ever see him again. She had prayed and hoped shkl wot,

comforted in the worst moments of her self-tormdyt the

knowledge that he was not a man who would evepesapn her life,
but now here he was, carrying with him informatshich could

blast apart all that she had made of herself, dntha she had
struggled to put aside after Ricky's death.

The meal was a nightmare, from which she surfaceflypaware of
the ebb and flow of comfortable conversation gaamgaround her,
but totally unable to take any part in it. She dd@ar name mentioned
and looked up unguardedly, letting her glance meish Dominic
Harland's. Anger and contempt burned in the gojttdeof his eyes,
scorching her.

‘My goodness, how very interesting!

She was aware of Vera Benson turning towards h#r sviwarm
smile, but felt totally unable to respond.

'You must come over and look at our conservattrg,other woman
was saying. 'lt's been badly damaged, I'm afraid,aalot of the glass
needs replacing. | had been thinking in terms ofetbing pretty and
amusing in one of the panels.’

This was business, Kate told herself, strugglingreak free of her
own terror, forcing herself to respond and ask whewould be
convenient for her to call.

'I'm not sure what our plans are at the moment—enstiil based in
London, but perhaps | could give you a ring, sater in the week
when | know what we're doing next weekend.'

Kate gave Vera her telephone number, making a rmawota to
mention to Harry that they would need businessxaBtie knew she



ought to have been elated at the prospect of hst fiieelance
commission, but she felt too weighed down with atwi Would
Dominic Harland tell his friends what she had doSe®@ closed her
eyes. No . .. no, surely not...

‘Kate! Kate, are you all right?"

She opened them again to be confronted by Sueteowmwd - face.
‘You went quite white," Sue explained worriedlythbught for a
moment you must be ill.’

Oh, if only she was. If only she could make thatese and leave, but
if she did Sue was bound to worry. It wasn't fairher friend to
disrupt her dinner party.

‘Notill ... just slightly tired,' she fibbed. 1ag/ed up too late last night.

Out of the corner of her eye she saw Dominic's mocurl
downwards.

'It seems that widowhood hasn't changed your Vifesthen, Mrs
Hammond.'

Kate wasn't sure who was the most shocked by hrsrmeant; Vera
Benson was staring quite openly at him, while Swg/es had
widened to their furthest extent. Neither of thbesttwo couples
seemed to have heard his remark, but John wasnigpaki him,
frowning slightly.

Please don't let me be sick, Kate prayed feverisbiyhem all, only
she knew what Dominic meant.

'l was working,' she said tonelessly. 'An ideadalesign --'



'l didn't realise you already knew Kate, Domini¢gra Benson
interrupted, plainly puzzled that he had not merdwit before.

I knew her husband,' he corrected, his voiceingatlightly as he
looked across the table at Kate. 'He was—a clientioe.'

Suddenly it was almost too much for her. He wadirgniher
deliberately, she thought bitterly ... he was detibely trying to push
her into . .. into what? Into admitting what shel lnace tried to do?
But why? Oh, she could understand well enough véhslght loathe
and despise her, even why he should want to pinash.. but didn't
he realise he had already done that in the mosttefée way there
was?

Suddenly too tired to pretend any longer, she ldakesctly at him,
forcing herself to meet the cold blaze of his eyes.

'‘My late husband was a compulsive gambler,’ she waarily for
Vera Benson's benefit, adding for Sue and Johdis,Harland's
company was the one that loaned Ricky money agéuiastecurity of
the farmland.’

‘Very neat, Mrs Hammond, but | notice you were veayeful not to
explain exactly why your husband turned to gambling

His mouth was a tight line of anger, the bitter dsohitting her like
bullets, making pain explode inside her. She hadefence against
what he was saying. She wanted to cry out thaag mot her fault she
had not been the wife Ricky wanted, that it wash®astfault that. . .

Instead she gathered all her self-control round dved speaking
slowly and carefully, spacing out the words so tieatvoice wouldn't
tremble, she said quietly, '‘My friends don't requexplanations, Mr
Harland, and others don't warrant them.' Then shygpd:d her eyes to
her plate and made a pretence of being totallylu@gbin eating what
was left of the chocolate mousse Sue had served.



She was also too aware of the atmosphere around/&ex Benson
was chatting animatedly to John, trying to pretehdt nothing
untoward had happened. Sue got up to remove thatiesy and
sensing a reprieve, Kate got up to help her.

Only when they were safely inside the kitchen di@ Speak, her fair
skin flushing, anger darkening her soft blue eygslae burst out,
'‘What an absolute rat! | swear, Kate, if I'd knowd, never have
agreed to have him here. The Bensons just askieeyifcould bring a
friend...'

'Please, Sue, honestly it doesn't matter. You ediubéve known.'

'‘But he was so rude to you! What on earth was yiagrto imply
when he made that crack about your lifestyle?'

'l ... I don't really know,' Kate lied. 'l only mbim once when Ricky
brought him home for a weekend. I've no idea whakyrtold him
about the way we lived.’

'‘Not the truth, that's for sure,’ Sue commentedtblu'otherwise he'd
be singing a very different song. How on earthkiicky come to be
involved with him in the first place? Vera was i@ me he's
virtually a millionaire, very strait- laced and lmmable in all his
business dealings too, apparently—hardly Rickysafuea, | would
have thought.’

'‘No. He and Ricky were at school together, and yRecgrandfather
invited him to spend the holidays at the houseupleoof times. His
mother was South American, and his parents splenitod time over
there. Ricky said something about his mother's [fanbeing

extremely wealthy.'

‘South American. Mmm . . . well, that would expl#uat fantastic tan
... and those looks . . . Still, | think I'd rathhave my John,' Sue
commented. 'He might be a good-looker, but he'sdarhard and



judgmental for my taste. Of all the things to happshe wailed
miserably, 'just when I'd persuaded you to comeobybur shell a
little!" She saw her friend's white face, and fludayvn the cloth she
had picked up, grabbing Kate's arm instead. 'Ol Kdon't let him
get to you,' she pleaded. 'lt's obvious he do&so'iv the first thing
about you . . . the sort of person you are. Hexsooisly making his
judgment of you on something Ricky must have toid,land we all
know what Ricky was. Please don't let it upset ybyou like I'll get
John to have a word with him and put him right.'

'‘No!" The sharp panicky denial sounded over- loutthe comfortable
kitchen and Kate blenched again, saying more geitty, honestly,

Sue, it's okay. After all, I'm hardly likely to sken again, am 1? It
really doesn't matter what he' thinks.' She forcéidht smile. 'Please
... let's just forget about the whole thing.'

'‘Okay, if that's what you want,' Sue agreed rehtttaShe had been
looking forward to seeing Dominic Harland's arragtate change
when John told him the truth about poor Kate armualkvhat Ricky

had done to her.

'‘Come on, everyone will be waiting for their coffdeate reminded
her strategically.

Vera Benson came over to sit with Kate when Suedeaded them
their coffee in the drawing- room.

'l feel | must apologise for Dominic's behavioghe said hesitantly
to Kate. 'l honestly don't know what came over hie:s normally
most charming. | hadn't even realised he knew you.'

There was a trace of speculation in her voice, kaig said evenly,
‘Well, we only met once when my husband brought iname for the
weekend. Tell me, what exactly did you have in miodthis glass
panel?' she asked, quickly changing the subjedtpbly listening



with half her attention as her companion startedatk about her
plans for the conservatory.

Kate wasn't the first to leave. The two couples vaad travelled

together went first, but once their car had disappe, Kate, who had
followed Sue and John into the hall, announcedshattoo must go.
This way she could avoid having to say goodbyedmic Harland,

and although Sue frowned a little, she let her gbaut too much

protest.

For once her car started first time, but she wa&isly so much that
she crashed the gears badly as she took off dosvdrite. Not until
she was home would she feel safe, if then. How ccoulhave
happened? How could fate have been unkind enougthrtest
Dominic Harland back into the arena of her lifeppnavhen she was
finally making an attempt to get over the past?



CHAPTER THREE

ONLY when she was safely back in her own home couldethbe
memories sweep over her, devastating her with theensity,
overwhelming her so much that she only had to diesesyes to be
transported back to the past . . . To the morniibgr ominic's
arrival with Ricky.

She had been downstairs in the kitchen when Domaalked into it,
ducking to avoid the low beam close to the door.

As she turned to greet him that same flicker osa&aon she had felt
last night licked through her body, making her &eand stare up at
him. He was taller than Ricky, and broader—muchabtes, she
realised, the breath trapping in a spasm in heathas she absorbec
the masculinity of his torso beneath the thin matef his shirt. She
wanted to look at him and go on looking at him, skalised
feverishly, and more—she wanted to reach out amchttim, to . . .

'‘Ricky mentioned last night that you might be abldocate a spare
razor for me ... | forgot to bring mine.'

The cool censure in his voice snapped her backdlity, her nerve
endings so raw that she practically flinched asrd&e his hand
raspingly against the stubble of his unshaven jaw.

It was an effort to drag her concentration awaynfteim, and force
herself to remember where she had put Ricky's gpage after she
had had it mended.

By the time she had found it, she was tremblingaaeglly, her
confusion in no way leavened by his presence ikiticeen with her.
It was a large enough room to hold a family, neward two adults,
and ordinarily it felt very spacious, but today fwme reason the
walls seemed to close claustrophobically around preissing in on



her so that every time she moved she was intertseigcious of
Dominic's presence.

He wasn't the first friend Ricky had brought homedny means,
although lately Kate had grown used to not seearghlasband over
the weekend—-he normally stayed in London, wherelar with she

had no idea, nor any real wish to find out. Her nage was a
mockery of everything that marriage could be, beré¢ was no way
out of it for her. Ricky refused point- blank toegv consider a
divorce. Her mother, it seemed, was still givingnhan annual
allowance, which would naturally cease if they weneorced. 'And

don't think she'll give you a home,' he had warkate the last time
she had raised the subject of divorce, 'becausashié. She wants
you even less than | do. God, when | think abquthiat she's paying
me to keep you out of her hair is peanuts!" Hixediad turned ugly
with malice and spite. 'And don't think anyone elgeild want you .

.. what man in his right senses would want a bdtth like you? Face
it, Kate, it's either marriage to me or destitufiand since I'm not
prepared to let you go, you don't really have daghim any case.'

‘Thanks." The dry cool voice pierced through hesuthts, his
fingertips cool and firm as they touched her handfly as he took
the razor.

He paused mid-stride towards the door and turnémbtoqueryingly
at her. Her heart was thumping heavily, a fine fdimperspiration
dampening her skin. What was she doing? Panic dawildly inside
her as she recognised her own insane desire tahkeepith her just
a little longer.

'I'm just making Ricky a cup of tea. Would you like to bring you
one up as well?'



"Thanks.'

The door opened and he was gone. Kate leaned liagaynst the
units, completely wrung-out emotionally and phylycaNhat was
happening to her¥ou know what's happening wry inner voice
mocked.You're a sex-starved wife who's suddenly foundia who
can turn you on.

She had got used to the sharply acid commentsiofrther voice
lately, and what it was saying to her now came orfodably close
to the truth.

A surge of inner restlessness took over her, pesgpder even
though she tried to shake it off. Why shouldn't bleeattracted to
another man? After all, Ricky had no interest im; e constantly
humiliated her with his other women ... She wasitwgears old and,
as far as she could see, condemned to a life opleencelibacy.
Unless of course she took a lover . . .

Hard on the heels of this shocking thought came dimeical
knowledge that there must be more of her mothemrthan she had
ever thought. And yet why should it be so shockordher to want to
be made love to? She was a completely normallytiomoag female,
wasn't she? She closed her eyes, trying to stemturbulent,
dangerous thoughts, but instead all she could s&® Dominic
Harland's dark, taut face, his hands reaching@twuch her body.
Panting for breath she opened her eyes. This Wasilous. But was
it? Was it so unexpected that she should be atttact him? Even
with her inexperience she could see that very femean would be
iImmune to such a man. The very cool hauteur wititivhe looked
at her ignited a reckless need to see the cooinéss eyes change to
hot passion. She wanted him, she acknowledgedweava of very
painful self- knowledge, she wanted him as mindyessnd
needlessly as any female creature driven complysibg an
overriding inner urge to find a mate. But did hentMaer?



Telling herself that she was being a complete faiwé, started to make
the tea. How could a man like Dominic Harland wlaat when her
own husband didn't? Strangely enough, the acheickyR not
wanting her, which she had long ago seemed to ¢orterms with,
flared up anew, and refused to subside.

She made the tea and poured two cups, putting tretnays, and
adding a couple of biscuits to each. She took Rsdkgy up first. Her
husband was still deeply asleep, in the morninglsune his face had
an unhealthy pallor. Drained of the frenetic enettygt seemed to
possess him when he was awake, he looked almelstsi.

Kate went downstairs for the other tray and cartiegh to the guest
suite, pausing to knock on the door outside. Wheretwas no reply,
she turned the handle and walked in.

She was just putting the tray down on the bedsadetwhen the
bathroom door opened. She turned automaticallpucdeeping up
under her skin as Dominic wandered into the bedrdowelling his
hair, the rest of his body completely nude.

Head bent, it was several seconds before he saéeonds during
which she could do nothing to alert him to her preg, seconds
during which she simply stood and greedily and shgiy drank in
the physical perfection of his body.

When he saw her, he didn't react at all as sheekpdcted. Calmly
wrapping the damp towel round his hips, he cameatdg/her and
said evenly, 'Tell me, Kate, how long have you d&idk been
married?'

The question startled her, making her touch heguerto suddenly
dry lips and respond huskily in a cracked voice:

‘Two years .. .



'‘He must have married you almost out of the sclooatr.'
'...Yes, | was eighteen . . .

He was standing so close to her now that she ¢wultly breathe. He
had showered and she could smell the fresh lemoemnt ®f his soap
on his skin, see the tiny beads of moisture slgklown the hair on
his chest. Fine dark hair which, as she knew,mannarrow line over
the hard flatness of his stomach, and then . .t.nBu . . her body
trembled as she tried to shut away the memory wftie naked body
had looked.

Amazingly, suddenly he smiled at her, his eyesgolahd amused as
he said teasingly, 'I'm the one who should be erabsed, you know,

not you. After all, it isn't as though | was thestinude male you've
ever seen, is it?'

When he smiled at her, really smiled properly, ¢reases alongside
his mouth held just a suggestion of a dimple, &eddok in his eyes
seemed to bathe her in a golden heat.

Suddenly it all overwhelmed her, and she was erabsed. Not by
what she had seen, but that she had looked andagoloeking, and
was even now feeling the thunderous reactions @osifght of him
thudding through her veins. She turned to flee, aalomatic,
unthinking reaction, but he reacted just as autmaiit and far
faster, blocking her exit, gripping her wrist andling her towards
him, laughter glinting in his eyes as he shookheiad.

'Running away?' He shook his head. 'You should mévehat, you
know.'

‘Why not?' Kate asked the question without thinkimgng the words
to hold at bay her tumultuous reaction at beinglese to him. She
felt almost too weak to stand up, and had to figlgtop herself from
swaying into his body.



'‘Because running away makes a man want to chagé¢han do this.'
His voice had dropped to a throaty whisper, astsngtand hypnotic
as the purr of a jungle cat, but like the jungleé kba was most
dangerous when he seemed to be most gentle, ardgkaped her
shock, as her girlish daydreams were suddenly fsemed into

reality, and his grip on her tightened, his headdogg so that his
mouth could taste hers.

Ricky had kissed her before they were married,naver like this,
never using his tongue to tease and prise apasbftieess of her lips;
never in a way that made all her insides melt dah tourn liquid
pleasure so that she wanted the kiss to go onand o

When, his, mouth, left hers, Kate could only stapeat him in
bemused delight, her mouth slightly parted, inntigeomegging for
more, but the humour had gone from his eyes, amdthey glowed
dark amber. Even her innocence could not protadirbm the anger
and contempt she could see bracketing his moutha&errible sense
of somehow having disappointed him flooded througdr. She
disengaged herself from his embrace and steppdd baaware of
the damp patches on her blouse where she had bessegd against
him, too conscious of the intense constraint inain@round them to
consider anything else.

Dominic didn't look at her as she fled for the deonply standing
with his back to her and his head slightly bowed.

Why had he kissed her? It was a question she askesklhel
ceaselessly through the day. Ricky had taken Danoiad, ostensibly
to look round the estate, and she had been suipttséearn that
Dominic had spent the odd holiday at the house ndurnis
schooldays.



‘Your grandfather was a very rare man,"' he had ceambi@al to Ricky
over the late breakfast she had prepared for théa.were lucky to
have him, Rick.’

Her husband had just shrugged, and Kate, who wesdwkher
husband's view of the gentle old man who had broingh up,

wondered if Dominic knew her husband as well athbaght. Ricky
had despised his grandfather, and had been conteagpaind bitter
of all the money he had given to local charitiéginsing that charity
began at home, and that he had far more need of it.

It was while she was preparing the evening mealghanswer to the
question that had been tormenting her all day ptegatself to her.

Dominic was a very experienced and worldly mangdaabt he had
had even more affairs than Ricky. No doubt he hsskkl her simply
In automatic reaction to her presence. A tiny khofl pain sliced
through her, quickly followed by the heady knowledfat he must
have wanted to kiss her. And if he had wanted $s kier, might he
also not want to make love to her?

She wanted him as her lover, Kate knew that now.g0 knew that
she ought to feel ashamed of herself for doingosib,the tensions
created by her marriage had coalesced into a violead to prove
that she was womanly and desirable.

Her preparations for the evening meal finished ve&iedered into the
drawing-room and picked up the book she had beading the
previous evening. It was an historical saga sahduhe Wars of the
Roses, and the heroine, who was in love with a figdming on the
other side to that favoured by her family, had beanght near the
castle of this man and taken to him. He had acchseaf being a
spy, and she had been forced to admit to him thathed been
watching the castle purely to get a glimpse of loetause she loved
him. He had not believed her, and now she wasgititi the chamber



he had given her while he decided what to do wigh, lrying
desperately to find a way to prove to him the tfther words.

Kate read on, not really interested in the book nhi@d racing ahead
to when the men returned, until something caughtelye and then
she read feverishly, devouring the printed pagethed going back
to read it again. She put the book down face-opethe floor and
closed her eyes, knowing she had just found th&iealto her own
dilemma. Heavens, it must have been Fate that laaie itmer pick that
particular book from the library. But could shergat off . . . could

she do what the heroine had done? Could she go Momminic's

room tonight and get into his bed, to wait for himare?

As a plan it was hardly practical, she told hers#hat about Ricky?

Unwillingly she abandoned the idea, her body achingh
disappointment. She so longed for Dominic to make ito her, and
if that was wrong, well then, it was wrong. Wadgrtist as wrong for
Ricky to marry her and keep her as a wife who waeeal wife?

It was late when the two men returned, and shedcgmakll drink on
Ricky's breath.

However, it was Dominic who apologised, and nothesband, but
Kate was so used to his unreliability that she tdeliberately not
started the evening meal.

Sensing Rick's mood, she made an excuse of hawdten elone
earlier to get her out of sitting down with themh® he was like this
Ricky could snipe cruelly at her, and she felttéar fragile tonight to
cope with his sarcasm.

Half an hour after she had taken them their coffeeky came into
the kitchen and announced belligerently, 'I'm gaiag. . . I'm sick to
death of this place!



'Out . . . but what about Dominic?'

‘Dominic?' His lip curled and if she hadn't knowetter, Kate might
almost have thought he actively disliked the marh&eé called his
friend. 'He's in the study reading the diaries.’

The diaries had been written by Ricky's grandfatrerd
great-grandfather. Kate had read them herself aadfbund them
fascinating, but Ricky considered them 'boring'.

'‘Where . . . where are you going?'

'‘What the hell has that got to do with you?' Riskmarled, adding as
he pushed open the back door, 'And don't bothdmgaup for me ...
I might not bother coming back—at least not tonight

It was no worse than anything he had done befartegven so, Kate
felt an aching coil of anger spring to life insidher. Only the
knowledge that Ricky was all too likely to reactypitally and
violently to any criticism she might make kept kaent.

She waited for half an hour and then went intogtusly. Dominic
was seated behind the desk, engrossed in what $ieeading. She
cleared her throat and he looked up frowning dightis frown

clearing as he saw her.

'l just came to ask if you would like more coffé&ecky's gone out, by
the way . . .’

Her voice died away as he frowned and glancedsatMaitich. 'No
coffee, thanks,' he told her. 'It's almost eleved kthink I'll have an
early night. All that fresh air today tired me outs-not used to it.
That's what living in London does for one. I'll jdmish this chapter
and then I'll go up.’



It was only as she closed the study door that Ke#tised with
heart-thumping intensity what she intended to dacKkly, before she
could lose her courage, she raced upstairs.

Fifteen minutes later she was lying self-conscipusithe middle of
the guest room bed, waiting for Dominic to arrive.

He saw her the moment he stepped into the roorbgalg freezing as
he snapped on the light and it illuminated her @mes in his bed.

Fear and excitement mingled, making her heart &apthe blood
soar through her veins as she saw the way hisdiaaeged, male
desire dominating every feature, making her tremabtk weakness.
But even as her brain recognised that she hadeathiger objective
and her body reacted nervously to that recognihsiface changed,
hardening, darkening, until there was nothing lomtempt and anger
to be read in the bitter darkness of his eyes.

Advancing towards the bed, he paused at the foibt tof stare at her
with cold eyes and a hard mouth. For what seerkedaln eternity he
simply studied her, his icy scrutiny making heragdd with shame
and humiliation. How could she have thought she dasire in his
eyes? She had plainly deluded herself. Now, whesadt far too late,
she bitterly regretted the impulse that had brought here to his
room ... to his bed.

‘Just what the hell do you think you're doing?"

The harsh words cut into her like thin whips, d®gtig what was left
of her composure.

She desperately wanted to cry, to close her eygsp@En them again
to discover this was all a nightmare, but some glner stubbornly
refused to allow her to avoid the consequencesiohttions. She had
been so desperate to prove to herself that shefemasine and



desirable that she had made no allowances fostaisario, and had
no idea of how to cope with it.

Instead all she could do was stammer painfullyaihted ...'

'l know quite well what you wanted," Dominic cutrlodf, his mouth
twisting as he added coldly, 'but you're not gdimget it ... at least
not tonight, and most definitely not from me."'

As he spoke he came towards her, wrenching badbettielothes and
dragging her out of his bed. She averted her eges fis in shamed
distress, her teeth clenching together as she taughsharply
indrawn breath, and felt his fingers bite even nmamfully into her
arm.

His touch hurt and she whimpered deep in her thimottidated by
an anger and contempt that seemed to reinforcdaeallinkind gibes
Ricky had thrown at her, and which for some reassemed to hurt
far, far more. As she instinctively arched awayririne contact of his
flesh against her own, she heard Dominic cursetfasay harshly,
'It's too late to play the injured innocent now. [@pd,' he added
thickly, 'does Rick know what kind of wanton he'srned? No
wonder he drinks and gambles so heavily!'

Kate wanted to protest that he was wrong . . hbuthroat ached too
badly, her muscles bunched in agonised protedieatvly he had
destroyed all her hopes and illusions. She wantaddgo away and
leave her alone so that she could go back to harroem and hide
herself away, as much from her own inner senseudfiliation as
from him, but he didn't seem disposed to do any shing.

Swallowing down the painful lump in her throat, sihispered
achingly, 'Please . . ." stopping abruptly as sheyht the savagery of
his indrawn breath and felt the anger tremor thiholign as his eyes
glittered darkly into her own.



'You askmefor pity?' he demanded softly. 'It's Rick who getat.
Thisis what you deserve.'

He bent over her, his body blocking out most of light, fear
keeping her body rigid as his mouth ground dowmexrs. She could
taste whisky on his breath; feel the tension agé m his body as his
mouth savaged hers, in a kiss that was a paroa/l dhat a kiss
should be.

She felt her inner lip split beneath the pressurei® mouth, and
tasted the rusty iron flavour of her own blood. Stes under no
illusion about what he was doing, and when at i@steleased her
mouth she told herself that she was lucky thatiptesly all she had
suffered from her husband had been his indiffereReghaps she
ought to be grateful to Dominic, she thought mibBraorcing down

the weak tears building up her eyes, because newrstw just how
lucky she was that she had not been forced to erféiuky's hatred.

Numbly she was aware of him picking her up, andlisig towards
the door. Terror held her silent as he thrust dpgnown bedroom
door and carried her to the bed, dropping her aajodown on to it.

She forced herself to keep her eyes open and lagr didl until she
was sure he had gone, and even then she coull@xt Terror held
her completely immobile.

She wasn't sure how long it was before she wastaldet up and

stumble into her bathroom. She felt abused, degratde¢he worst

possible way, more contaminated somehow than ihdck been a
stranger who had callously attacked and rapedbemause then at
least she would have been free of the taint ofrtgawivited what had
happened.

It was only a kiss, she told herself feverishlyshe scrubbed at her
pale skin ... a kiss, that was all, but inside f&eso scarred and



mutilated that she didn't think she would everl®edame again. But
the fault was hers . . . she had been the one valsdawblame . . . And
yet she couldn't help thinking that had she beenairithe beauties
Ricky openly dated, he would not have reacted tarhthe same way

. . ho, it was something in her that had causedtb reject and
humiliate her .. . something in her that was lagkithat made it
Impossible for any man to feel anything other tdegust for her. At
last, exhausted by the trauma of the evening antplately drained
of energy, she climbed into bed.

Tonight something inside her had died and she tdildimk it could

ever be brought back to life again. From now onwbeld live her

life as though she were a nun. No man would evethgechance to
do to her what first Ricky, and then Dominic, hauhel.

The harsh ring of the telephone jerked her abruptign the past to
the present. Numbly Kate reached for the receiver.

‘Kate?'
Sue's familiar voice sounded faintly anxious.

'l was just ringing to check that you got back @djht—and to
apologise again for what happened.’

Soothing her friend's apprehensions helped heloge dher mind on
the past, although she could feel the tensionnidamside her when
Sue added, 'l had no idea you and he had met hefotieat he was a
friend of Rick's.’

‘Sue, I've got some milk on for a cup of chocolbdehetter go before
it boils over.’



It was a lie, but it got her out of answering amyrenquestions. Damn
Dominic Harland, Kate thought bitterly as she repththe receiver.
What malign whim of the gods had brought him baut& her life just

when a clear new future seemed to promise freedom the pain of

the past?



CHAPTER FOUR

IT was lunchtime the following day before Kate fedttaough she
was beginning to get Dominic Harland's unwantedgmee on the
fringes of her mind, back into proper perspectarg] that alone was
disturbing.

She had promised herself, once she had managedgderself free
of the morass of self-loathing and misery that diedned her of the
willpower to do anything other than merely existrfr day to day for
months after that dreadful weekend, that hencefahshe was not
going to waste a single second's thought on Dommiovhat he
might think of her.

That he had made totally incorrect assumptions tabeumorality

she knew very well, but logic—something she hadetied within

herself with fierce zeal after her meeting with htinad imposed
upon her that no matter how much she might diffemfthe type of
woman he had obviously thought her to be, her mestign that
particular night were not open to any kind of misipretation. She
had quite simply wanted him to make love to hethsd in doing so
she could shed the misery of knowing herself unegbly Ricky.

Another woman, she knew, might have developedradibatred of
Dominic for his rejection of her, but in her, thadtred had been
turned in upon herself, burning away what she nb@se to think of

as her stupidity and weakness in convincing hetbelf she could
find the answer to her own inadequacies in a nams. Now all that
was past. She no longer allowed herself to everktbi men in any

sexual sense. It was safer that way . . . muchhreafer. Never again
was she going to allow herself to be as vulnerdblgain and

humiliation as she had been with Dominic.

Midway through the afternoon an unanticipated tete@ call from
Vera disrupted her hard-won calm.



The other woman was telephoning to suggest a tim#hém to meet
to discuss her conservatory. Her voice soundedtsfigtrained, and
Kate guessed intuitively that Vera felt uncomfol#adbout what had
happened at the dinner party. Her initial institectcut herself off
from the hazard of any potential contact with Doigjino matter how
slightly, was overridden by stubborn pride, asrarer voice taunted
her that if she refused to meet Vera now, and Dangiat to hear of
it, he would assume that she was afraid. So whea Seggested that
she call round at the house the following day attirty, Kate found
herself agreeing.

It was irritating that < this should happen novstjwhen she had felt
that life was starting to blossom out a little Far. Would Dominic's

opinion of her affect her chances of getting a cassion from the

Bensons?

Why should it? she asked herself hardily. Vera wqutige her on
her ideas and abilities, surely not on her supposedls or lack of
them. Even so it was unpleasant and disconcertnthink that

Dominic might have discussed her with them in adatory fashion.
Her mouth hardened slightly. She was not goingetplshed into a
position where she had to defend herself againstessupposed
crime. If pressed by either Dominic himself or ang@Ise, she would
simply ... What? Tell the truth and shame the @eVihe aptness of
the old saying made her mouth twist in wry self-kery. What she
had done was not really so very dreadful—logic toddt that, but
logic could not wipe away the agony of Dominic's rama
condemnation and rejection, and it was that thdtlb& scars that
hurt and tormented her even now.

More to keep her mind occupied than anything edbe, drove into
the small local market town, intent on visiting thrary and getting
out whatever books she could on Victorian archibext ,The
conservatory had come to full power during Victartames and by



studying the period in more depth she might comeitipsome ideas
that could be incorporated into a design for Veralsservatory.

While she was in town she paid a visit to the effi¢ an estate agent,
mindful of the fact that it was time she got theié®on the market for
sale.

The partner she spoke to was somewhere in his #arties, his
manner pleasant, with what she suspected was seghgosbe a
flattering edge of flirtatiousness. This she igmhreer smile frostily
cool, as she refused to respond. No doubt he hiseshime manner on
all his female clients, and it was rather an insalher intelligence
that he should suppose she could believe that ghtrbe genuine.
After all, she knew exactly how little appeal sla&llior the male sex,
didn't she?

"'l come out and look at the house later in theely if | may?' he
suggested, when he had finished taking down thailsletWhen
would suit you?'

It was left that Kate would ring him later in the&k when she knew
what her movements would be. In many ways she dhoat be
entirely sorry to sell up and move. The house hadtdo many
unhappy memories for her. Perhaps once she waal@asin the
cottage . . . But there could be no going backrehended herself as
she stepped out into the sunshine. She could nag&ie the girl she
had been at seventeen.

On impulse on the way back home she made a detothas she

could stop at the cottage. It had a deserted,lyafatlorn air, the

garden untidily overgrown. Since she had not brodlgé keys she
could not go inside, but she was pleased to séeh@aturdily built

stone cottage had all its roof slates in placethatdthe gutters and
drainpipes were all in good condition.



She had been happy here in this snug, protectivuseicand she
would be happy here again, she told herself stollityking away the
lump of emotion rising in her throat. Her marriagdricky had come
so quickly after her father's death that she hagmkelt she had truly
been given time to mourn her parent. In fact nasvaa adult, she
could see that she had gone into her marriagecon®lete state of
shock, but she was not going to start blaming estler what had
happened in the past; she had believed hersevewith Ricky. She
and her mother had never been close, and she sedkat even if
the latter had offered her a home in America wih he would not
have been happy there.

The clouds which had merely been a faint shadovwhenhorizon
when she set out suddenly obliterated the sun.e8hty in the
thinness of her T-shirt and skirt, Kate looked tham and saw that
they held the threat of rain. It was time she waisg anyway.

She reached home just as the first large raindnapser windscreen,
and climbed out of the car, making a quick dashtier door, her
library books clutched under her arm.

Now that she had made the decision to put the hongbe market
she looked at it with new eyes. The hall was lanmgg welcoming, the
galleried landing drawing the eye. It was the sbtiouse that would
appeal most to people like the Bensons; newcomeisetarea with
enough money to buy and maintain such an expepsogerty.

Up until quite recently, Kate had done all the reswusrk herself, and
she still did the majority of it, although now sbmployed someone
to come out from the village twice a week, to halp.

She made herself a cup of coffee and took it imedibrary with her.,
Here was where she worked. She found the comfertaldhsculine
ambience of the book-filled room relaxing. She Kegt portfolio of



designs in a drawer of the large partner's desksess one corner of
the room, and as she reached for it, she switchéddeodesk lamp.

The rain clouds covered the sky now, and the siealki-paned
windows let in precious little light at the besttimhes.

As she sat down and started to look through heifglior a mental

image of Dominic's face intruded between her cotmaéon and the
delicate drawings on the white sheets. It irritated that he should
have this power to come between her and her wdrk.s8ould have
been feeling elated and excited at the prospeztngiw commission,
but all she could feel was an overwrought tensiat thade her too
jumpy and nervous to concentrate on anything.

She reached for the telephone and dialled Harryimber. Liz
answered the phone, her cheerful, warm tones lietpibanish, the
tense mood which had enveloped her. They chattedsdweral
minutes while Liz sent someone to fetch her husbBiooh his
workshop.

'I'm really glad that you're going to go into panship with Harry,
love,' Liz told her. 'lt's given him a new leaselda . . . He's as
excited about it as a little boy."' She gave aciuinckle and added. 'He
can't stop talking about it for two minutes togeth@h, here he is
now,' she told Kate, relinquishing the receivenéo husband.

Briefly Kate told Harry about her meeting with Veead the other's
interest in her work, adding that she had an app&nt to see Vera
the next day.

Harry was as enthusiastic as she had known he vim®jldanishing
her self-doubts with his praise of her work ancaglgestoring some
of the self-confidence in herself which seeing Dami had
destroyed.



'‘Don't make the mistake of going for something toeavy and
stylised," Harry warned her. 'lt's surprising howllwthe modern
free-form designs go with these traditional conatwes.
Remember that one | showed you with the climbirgpsd”

'Yes, | do. | must admit | was thinking of somethalong those lines,
but quite what, I'm not sure yet.'

‘Mmm ... or there's always the alternative of ayEwindow. | saw a
fantastic one the other day, where was it now ...?'

As always when she was listening to Harry, Katentbhner tense
muscles relaxing as she allowed herself to be draterthe magic of
their shared interest. By the time she replaceddbeiver her mind
was seething with ideas.

Reaching for a piece of paper, she began to skeitickly, and then
more slowly as she became absorbed in what sheouag.

The dam of creativity that seeing Dominic had sgateher mind,
once broken, seemed to unleash a positive torfanspiration, and
it was gone nine o'clock when she finally lifted head, flexing tired
fingers as she put down her pencil.

The late afternoon and evening had gone withouteven being
aware of it, and now she felt both tired and slightingry, but it was
a good tiredness; not the exhaustion of miseryhenplessness that
she knew so well from the past.

Tidying up her papers and putting them in a foldae went into the
kitchen to make herself a cup of coffee and a lightken salad
supper which she took back to the library with hieis time curling
up into the deep leather chair beside the fire wité of the books she
had got from the library on her knee.



It was gone eleven when she finally went upstaies,mind relaxed,
warmed by the knowledge that the work she had dleiseevening
was good.

Perhaps it was because she was feeling so relaxedfeher guard
that she allowed herself to give in to the maligipulse that took her
not to her own bedroom door, but to the door ofgihest suite, which
she pushed open.

From the doorway she could see the bed with itsaoulate duvet
and pillows.

After Ricky's death on an impulsive whim she hadwn out all the
bedding from this room and replaced it. Her moutisted with wry
self- mockery as she wondered what had made héaceephe
previous gold and brown colour scheme with a cotepidresh one
in pale lemons, greys and white. Her glance lingjeom the
traditional mahogany bed with its head and footdsafrhere was no
doubt that the crisply laundered white cotton anér duvet and
pillows set off the room's delicate colour schelmg,had there been
some deeper mental reason for her choosing winge colour of
purity, for the bedding in this particular room?

All at once her pleasantly relaxed mood was gdresténsion she had
experienced earlier returning with full force. Shasn't going to

think about Dominic, she told herself sternly ae slosed the door
and made her way to her own room. She had tortugestlf enough

over the past as it was; made herself pay a penahust self-respect
that still left scars, but it was over now.

The house had five bedrooms, and the one thatshesed had once
been the nursery. She had moved into it immediaébr Ricky's
death, unable to bear the thought of going batckdadoom where he
had taught her how undesirable he had found harvwasman. Had
there again been some subtle motive in her pickirgroom out of



them all? she wondered cynically as she starteshtivess. Had she
chosen it knowing that as long as she owned theehdbere would
never be any need for nurseries?

As she turned into the drive leading to The Grahk@de expelled a
faint sigh of relief. Her little car had been mdnan usually reluctant
to start this morning and in fact, on more than ooeasion on the
way here, the engine note had wavered ominoudlyagh about to

cut out. She would have to call at the garage enwtay back, she
decided, admitting to herself that it was high tise changed her
car. Perhaps once she had sold the house therd begbnough

money to spare for her to do that.

Certainly she needed a reliable vehicle now thatveais working.

Signs of the Bensons' occupation were already ptaséhe gardens
where Kate could see a local contract gardenimg &t work on the
overgrown lawns and flower beds.

The Grange was one of the darkly pebble- dashedsggiare houses
of which the Victorians had seemed inordinatelydfaas though their
sheer size and bulk was Iimpressive enough withony &
considerations needing to be made to artistic deigte had been
inside on a couple of occasions before many yegosvenen her
father had been alive, but the musty, dusty snialisuse which she
associated with the house was no longer in evideviten Vera
opened the front door to her knock.

Instead she could smell new paint, her eyes wideadmiringly over
what she remembered as a darkly gloomy hall, whieha had
transformed completely.

‘Vera, this is lovely!" Kate exclaimed enthusiaa, formality
forgotten as she went closer to examine the neadyrolled walls.



Two shades of the same colours had been usedt blgey green,
ragged with pale gold; the lighter colours usedvabihe dado rail
and the darker below. She looked upwards and sainhk ceiling
had been flat-painted in the darker bluey greenctinice picked out
in white.

I'm glad you like it." Vera's face lit up and shginned
conspiratorially at Kate. 'lan thought it might &éit over the top.’
She gestured towards the staircase and added wiVhis
monstrosity was put in just after the First WorldalyWand I've
decided to have it marbled, along with the dadb—raihat do you
think?'

'l think it will look stunning,’ Kate told her hosty. 'And after all,
ragging and marbling, and in fact all these finslieey're using
nowadays, are very traditional arts, so it won'tdteall out of
keeping.'

‘Mmm, that's what | thought. Come on into the drgmioom. We
haven't touched it yet, but it's the only place mghéere's any
furniture.'

Kate hadn't been in the drawing-room on her preyigsits and she
discovered that it was a well proportioned roonmhviito of the deep
bay windows the Victorians were so fond of, botreroking the

rear gardens, while two smaller windows on thepfaiee wall

overlooked the wide lawns.

The room looked as though it hadn't been touchgdams. The walls
were a filthy grey- cream, the carpet threadbare.

‘The estate agent explained to us that the Colorezl here on his
own for over twenty years before he died, Verawamted to Kate.
'‘And then the house was empty for three years.'



'‘Mmm . . . his nephew was asking an exorbitantepfar it. The
rumour was locally that the Colonel had stipulateat the property
was not to be sold for development, but that hgheg was holding
out for a high price, hoping in the end that it \ebremain empty for
so long that it would have to be sold for the lafde gardens are
quite extensive, aren't they?'

'‘Almost four acres, and with the number of peopbevrready to
commute this far to London, any houses built ortduld have
commanded a very good price. It's going to takesygaget it the
way we want it, but it will be worthwhile in the @nThe children will
love it.'

Vera saw Kate's surprise and smiled again. 'Thégte at boarding
school, I'm afraid. One of the reasons we've mangdere is that it
will be much easier for them to go to day sch&iie mentioned the
name of a very famous school, and added, 'They paksis as

non-boarders. lan and | were both boarders, anthatle hated it.'

Vera paused and added diffidently, 'As a mattefact, lan and

Dominic were at school together, which must havamhé¢hat lan

knew your husband, although of course lan is faary older than
Dominic, and your husband, | believe, was younger?'

'Yes.'

Kate could feel the tension creeping through hetyb&he didn't
want to talk about the past, about anything to dth idominic
Harland, but Vera seemed to be oblivious to herctahce to pursue
the subject, for she continued slowly, 'Poor Domjihie had a most
tragic childhood. His mother left his father forodimer man. Dominic
was only two at the time, and after that he only && mother on a
handful of occasions.

'His father was very bitter, he never let Domintcget what his
mother had done. In fact he brought him up to tluh&ll women as



treacherous and devious, and sending him to &rogh-school didn't
help.'

Stonily Kate refused to comment or sympathisehd sad heard the
story about anyone other than Dominic she knewnahed have felt

an instant empathy towards them, a sense of fdkahng, but she

would not allow herself to feel like that towardsrbinic.

'I'm sorry you and Dominic seemed to get off onwheng foot the
other night,’ Vera continued quietly. 'I've hongstever seen him
behave quite like that before. Oh, he's always hesy cool and
wary if a woman comes on to him strongly, but. . .'

'Please could we change the subject?' Kate offegetiostess a wry
smile to palliate the curt effect of her requaathat happened in the
past is past as far as I'm concerned,' she adtteang for a more
relaxed note. 'Ricky's been dead for almost sixsyeend whatever
our differences were, they're now over and donb.Witan't criticise
a man who's no longer alive to defend himself.| Adll say is that |
never encouraged or incited Ricky to gamble.'

Vera looked quite horrified, reaching over to coeme of Kate's
hands with her own.

'‘Oh, my dear, no ... | never thought for a moméat you had,' she
exclaimed in a shocked voice. '‘As | said, my hudbdoesn't
remember Rick from school, but he is aware of waaevas and how
he lived . . ." She frowned slightly and added, f&sas Dominic is
concerned . .

Kate had heard enough. Already her stomach wagdduaiith pain
and anxiety. 'Please,’ she begged, 'may we jugi thhe whole
subject? | ... To her consternation tears btliher eyes. She blinked
quickly, but not before her hostess had seen tAsmhe lowered her
head defensively, Kate was dimly conscious of ustdss looking



over her shoulder, but the reason for the arrestpression on Vera's
face was lost on her until she heard her exclaimifagntly
apprehensively, 'Oh, Dominic, there you are! | tjii@uyou'd gone
out...'

As she grappled with the implications of Vera'segireg, Kate was
just glad that she had her back to the door. SheédVtave hated him
to see her like this, weak and tearful .. . vulb&ra..

For heaven's sake, she chided herself, sitting ttgagkter and
refusing to look around. What was the matter wign?hDominic
could not hurt her now. So once she had believeseHattracted to
him; had thought she had seen in him all the cosipasnd security
lacking in her husband, and she had been wrongnge he had
spurned her, humiliating and hurting her badly,that was all in the
past, she told herself firmly, her back stiffenisigghtly as a sixth
sense told her that he was getting closer to them.

'‘Dominic is staying with us for a while,' she tdate brightly. 'He
and my husband .. .’

'I'm sure that Mrs Hammond isn't interested in egsons for being
down here, Vera.'

Kate wasn't surprised to see the older woman cdbgintly under
the cool hauteur of Dominic's voice, and, angryena's behalf, she
turned sharply to face him, catching her breatthasrealised how far
back she had to tilt her head to look into his fée voice as cool as
his had been as she said, "You're quite right.nkihthe least bit
interested.'

The distantly polite smile she gave him was alt #&ved the words
from being downright rude, but she was beyond gaahout that
now, and turning her back on him she said calmlyema, 'Perhaps it
Isn't convenient for me to discuss the conservatatty you now. I'll .



.." She made to get up, but Vera protested quitRlyno ... of course
itis.' She got up. 'Please come through and hwekaat it.’

In order to follow her, Kate would have had to brysst Dominic,
almost touching him, but instead, she made a delibaletour, not
even looking at him as she followed her hostess’sdd footsteps.

The conservatory was attached to the oppositeo$itee house, very
traditional in design, with a typical, high vaultedof, the glass
panels supported by delicate wrought iron work.

'I've had the gardening contractors clean evergtlout," Vera told
Kate as they stepped on to the marble-tiled fl&e wrinkled her
nose slightly. 'It looks awful at the moment, but...’

'‘But the potential's there,’ Kate finished for heith a smile,
banishing from her mind her mental image of Donmidarkly
brooding features as; she forced herself to conatenton the
conservatory.

She had brought her portfolio with her, and sitthapwn on a
wrought iron bench she opened it to show Vera.

Half an hour later Vera said enthusiastically, &ahey're all lovely,
but | think you know I've been for the freestylesid@ of the cottage
garden flowers.'

Kate knew the one she meant; a rather over- thelésmn which
would cover all three sides of the conservatoryhwite glowing
colours of traditional cottage garden plants.

'It will be expensive,' she warned Vera now.

'Mmm ... | can see that, but could you leave thetdk with me to
show lan?' Vera made a slight face and added wiglyis business
he has to do a certain amount of entertaining—ithd lwhere it's



important to create a good impression. It's ndtyr@ay style, but it is
something | have to do. Your design for the cors®ny would make
a stunning visual impact—you know how it is, thera' certain
amount of vying for supremacy among that sort ¢faed | suspect
our American visitors will be particularly impresseut | do want
lan to see it before | commit myself.’

'l quite understand that," Kate assured her, henlsimging with the

implications of what Vera was saying. The sketch shd favoured
had been one Kate had only done on a last-minygelsa, loving the

idea of it, but knowing that very few people woublel able to afford
such extravagance. It had never occurred to hértbea Benson

might actually opt for it. It just went to show hawuch money there
was in merchant banking, Kate thought wryly, cdllegher sketches
together. The cost of implementing her design theoconservatory
would probably have enabled her to run the housarfother three or
four years, but then she was not in the Bensooshie bracket, nor
had ever wanted to be, she acknowledged.

Now that the first shock of hearing Vera say skedithe design had
passed, she was beginning to realise what a chgaliemplementing it

would be, and what a marvellous opportunity forrdand herself as
one of their first ventures in their new partnepshi

All of a sudden she couldn't wait to get home atichim all about it.

There was no sign of Dominic as Vera showed hénaédront door,
and imperceptibly the tension that had grippeddsethey left the
conservatory eased. Having thanked Vera and madéalewells
Kate got into her car. Vera stood in the open dagrwrowning
slightly as she witnessed Kate's unsuccessful ptgero get the
recalcitrant vehicle started.



It wasn't going to start, Kate recognised balefalfier ten fruitless
minutes trying to get a response, and what was ,mwité each
attempt the battery was getting flatter and flatter

At last she was forced to recognise defeat, arntthgetut of the car,
she asked Vera if she might use her phone.

‘Of course ... I'd run you home myself, but I'ma@drlan’s got the car.’

Kate was just about to follow Vera back into thes$®when Dominic
walked round the side of it, frowning as he sawef&atar and the two
women-.

'‘What's wrong?' he asked crisply, his questiorctiick at Vera, not at
herself, Kate recognised. In some strange waystalmost as though
Dominic himself considered his outburst on the @awgwof the dinner

party as some sort of mental aberration, to judgthb way he was
now studiously ignoring her.

'‘Kate's car won't start,' Vera told him worriedand | can't offer her a
lift because | don't have my car . . .

Before she could say anything else Kate interruppadkly, 'That
wouldn't have been necessary in any case, thamks, Ycan get the
garage to pick me up and drop me at Sue's. Shaslhge a lift home.’

Quite by chance she caught a glimpse of Dominiate fas he
registered her remarks. The scorn and contemptisireyes was

almost like a physical blow. It hurt so much thas intensity of the

pain froze her as she waited like a trapped anforaik to subside.

What was wrong with her? Why should anything theseaid either
to her or about her have the power to hurt now?eGihe had acted
irrationally and stupidly and she had paid for thrastake . . . Oh,

how she had paid . . . but shad paid.



‘There's no need to do any of that,' he annourazmhically, his eyes
on Kate's face, but his words directed to Verdaeasdded, 'l can give
Mrs Hammond a lift home. | was just about to gmittie village
anyway ... | assume that's where the garage isashed Kate,
continuing before she could confirm or deny hisadm'We can call
there on the way and get them to come out to yaur. ¢ . What's
wrong with it, by the way?'

He walked over to her ancient Mini and stood

looking at it. He still moved with that same indatienasculinity that
had had such an effect on her eight years ago, &&teowledged,
but now she was not an impressionable twenty-y@dr-So why was
her stomach doing crazy, physically impossible tst2in

Not because she was attracted to him. No, it wa=® rikely to be
fear that was making her tummy loop the loop armshtbtlench into
tight knots.

‘It won't start,’ she told him distractedly, draggher gaze away from
the amber scrutiny of his as he paused and thehedanside her car
to release the bonnet mechanism.

She saw him frown as he looked inside, and it kther that he might
have thought that she was manufacturing her cémert, although
for what purpose ... A slow burn of colour spreawtgh her body as
she realised he might think she was deliberatelgineering a
situation which would throw them together, but ndvow could she
have known that Vera had no car ... or for thatenahat he would
appear just at the crucial moment. She was left@mgmagination run
away with her, she chided herself, but she stiihtb herself letting
her breath out in a silent easing of tension whetifted his head
from the engine inside the bonnet and said drylye 'starter-motor
seems to have packed in, and there seem to beakelaatrical faults
as well." As he closed the bonnet and stood upddeeased Kate



directly for the first time, saying mockingly, 'Wioyn earth don't you
buy yourself a newer model?’

His very obvious contempt for her, his air of ssdsurance, and the
distinctly unpleasant manner in which he had tekdwer coalesced
into a seething mass of resentment that causedintyars to curl
tightly into her palms, her voice curt and hostiteshe snapped back
'‘Quite simply because | can't afford to." Facing Hdirectly, she
added bitingly, 'And please don't worry about givine a lift. If Vera
would allow me to use her telephone . . .

Behind her she heard the faint sound of distreskerbg her hostess.
So she was being rude, so what? Kate thought owldes surge of
adrenalin-induced feeling of bravery. She was noing to be
browbeaten by anyone, least of all by Dominic Hadlla

'I'm not worried about it." The sudden sensatiohisfiingers closing
round her upper arm caused Kate to whirl rounctirtedisbelief. It
seemed incredible to her that he should actualigticher, and her
eyes unknowingly betrayed that disbelief to him.

It was extremely disconcerting to see the rim akd=olour spread
under his skin, as his eyes shifted away from Iven,cis hand
dropping away from her. Instinctively she steppadk) breathing
deeply as though somehow having him so close tbderobbed the
atmosphere of oxygen.

'‘Get in the car,' he told her quietly.

Suddenly she was too drained to argue, and whash&agprotesting
about anyway? She could see Vera watching therouwslyi. The last
thing she wanted to do was to promote any gossSiutaithe past.
There would be those in the village who would rerberhis visit all
those years ago, and who could put two and twathegend easily
make five. The village thrived on gossip, and saé ho wish to be



the subject of it. There had been enough duringllys when Ricky
was still alive.

Dominic's car was parked to one side of her owgpld BMW that
looked brand new, which she supposed it must be Had only just
come to this country from America.

The passenger door was unlocked and as she gie sise dismissed
the idea that it might only be hired, and marvebelittle about the
differences between the lifestyle of people like tBensons and
Dominic and herself. Unless of course he was pfegito move back
to England?

Telling herself that it was really of no interestiter what he did, she
tensed instinctively as he got into the car bebigle Vera came to
wave them off, shielding her eyes from the aftemson.

The car was smooth and powerful. Strapped into daeatt, Kate
concentrated on looking out of the window, not oattewing her
glance to be -drawn to the man seated beside her.

She had nothing to say to him that could be sailkdout her betraying
her agony over the past, and she was glad thatohieept silent.

As they drove into the village and a group of tbeals outside the
post office broke off their conversation to adntive car, it struck her
for the first time that with the Bensons living #dly, Dominic might

become more of a permanent fixture in the area itenhad first
supposed. The thought was distinctly unpalatabdeisiog her to
blench slightly and curl protesting fingers inta palms.

At the garage Dominic took charge, explaining glyiend explicitly
about her car. Resentment raged inside Kate abssteed to him.
She was used to running her own life—taking chafyéer own
affairs—but it was pointless to give way to childiemper now ... In
another half an hour she would be rid of him. Akdiad to do was to



concentrate on the landscape and pretend thatsitsameone else
sitting there beside her.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE car tyres crunched steadily over the gravel dageDominic

turned in through the gates to the house, the soandturally loud in

the thick silence inside the vehicle. He broughd & standstill next to
the front door. As she reached for the door haratléhe same time
releasing her seatbelt, she felt his hand on har Apprehension
feathered coldly along her skin, but she didn'tkled him, or

acknowledge his touch in any way.

'l want to talk to you.'

So that was it. What did he want to say that haugein said eight
years ago?

Pain made her lash out with childish venom, hecerbiigh and shaky
as she threw back acidly, 'Well, | didn't suppose were giving me a
lift out of sheer human charity!

‘Very wise of you. Shall we go inside?'

Kate didn't want to invite Him into the house .didn't want to see
him in those same surroundings . . . but somettoitgher that he
was opt going to allow her to refuse.

Her whole body felt stiff and unfamiliar as sheagkled the door and
walked into the hall. She paused by the drawingrrdoor, and saw
his face darken slightly, as though he too wereerabering. She
shuddered slightly, and saw that his eyes had texg$ her faint
movement. They glowed dark topaz, hot instead lof, ¢cacking her
every movement . . . waiting for her to ... to what

Impatient of the theatrical direction of her thotgylshe pushed open
the drawing-room door and walked inside.



Strategically she stood behind one of the chawmfdihg on to the
back as she turned to face him, and demanded coldly

'‘Now, what is it you wanted to say to me?'

It was disconcerting to find Dominic standing sosd to her, close
enough for her to see the faint lines raying acotrfhis eyes that were
new to her from eight years ago. Time had hardéimadit seemed,
or at least, she amended mentally, it had strigvealy the veneer of
compassion she had once foolishly deceived hdnsgifossessed, to
reveal his true nature. There was certainly no \arm the topaz
eyes fixed on her own. Strange that such a warouceais gold could
look so cold.

Of course, if Vera was to be believed, and Kate teaddmit she
could see no reason for her to lie, Dominic didehsme justification
for mistrusting the female sex. However, mistrustswone thing,
dislike to the point of wanting to hurt was another

There was such an air of taut control about hirhgha badly wanted
to step back, but pride compelled her to stay webkeswas, her chin
tilting slightly as her eyes clashed with his. S¥es not twenty any
more, looking hopelessly for the love she had béemed by her
husband, desperate to prove her femininity.

'l don't know why you're so anxious to cultivater&eBenson,’
Dominic said harshly at last, ‘but if it's lan yeuafter, you're wasting
your time. He's devoted to Vera ... far too muctbéotaken in by
someone like you.'

Somehow Kate managed to contain her outrage loogginto say
icily, 'l am notcultivating Vera, as you put it, but | do have Imjng
to earn,and. ..

‘You expect me to believe that?' His mouth curlepleasantly as he
looked towards the gardens beyond the drawing-dinénch



windows. 'l doubt if what you earn brings in enouglkeep so much
as a gardener for this place!

Once again Kate was amazed at her own self- coftnobs almost
as though she were standing outside herself in saagemore of an
onlooker than a participant in what was going on.

"You're quite right," she told him coolly. 'Whichwhy I'm putting the
house up for sale. My father left me a small catagew miles away,
and | intend to move into that. Not that it's amginess of yours.' She
gave him an icy smile and with regal disdain addEdw, if you
would kindly leave --'

‘My, my, how cool and controlled you've become!'nfdoic's voice
was light, tinged with mocking amusement, his eggpi@n
deceptively relaxed, but Kate was not deceived.Haldeseen his eyes
before he veiled them with the thickness of hikéssto hide the rage
burning darkly there.

Against her will she experienced a tremor of femrpameless
apprehension that touched some deeply femininecpastr.

'‘But you weren't so cool or indifferent eight yeaigo, were you,
Kate? When you pleaded with me to make love to.ydu

Her control snapping, Kate launched herself at $iapping his face
so hard that her palm stung, shocking her out ofrhementary
madness to the disquieting realisation that whathsid done in some
way had pleased him. She could see it in the sayl#tgr of triumph
in his eyes, and once more fear iced along heespin

She wanted to turn and run; to hide herself awasnthim, and she
wished she had given in to that impulse when sugidenreached for
her, lifting her off her feet, despite her heigtdrrying her through
the door and up the stairs, in spite of her freshatempts to break
free of him.



His fingers bit painfully into her skin as he ugesl foot to push open
the door to the guest room.

Rage and something else, alien and disconcertittgrgd in his
eyes as he dropped her on the bed so carelessindmaentarily she
was too winded and shocked to do more than simphegip at him,
her body strangely weak.

Her weakness only lasted a second though beforerabstruggling
to sit up, her sharp cry of fury muffled by therée pressure of
Dominic's mouth against her own, the weight ofdady pressing her
back against the mattress, his fingers lockingrileaacles round her
slender wrists.

When he had kissed her before he had shocked aitidsioned her,
hurt her badly, physically as well as mentally, aftdough she could
sense that same savagery pent up inside him naasinot fear, but
a shocking, racing excitement that flooded thronghbody, holding
her immobile beneath the bruising heat of his kiss.

Under her thin T-shirt and equally thin bra shelddeel her breasts
responding to the hardness of the muscled chestgulegainst them,
her nipples tingling, aching with an intensity $ta&l never known as
a naive bride, but which she easily recognised aswhe onset of
overwhelming desire.

She could not want him ... not this man ... It wag was sick, she
told herself, hating what he was doing to her sensating the way
she ached to fling off her clothes and his to theemale heat of his
skin caressing her own.

'‘Kate . . ." Her name sounded unfamiliar to heslas caught the
inarticulate mutter he made against her mouth thveat aching in
response to the raw need dammed up behind that spegrning
sound.



She was going mad, she told herself bitterly agrtuath returned to
hers, more delicately this time, probing, tastiegploring . . .
Dominic hated and despised her, she knew that.

So why was he kissing her? Why . . .?

'Why are you doing this?' She didn't recognisehihgky words as
coming from her own throat until Dominic raised hi&ad to look at
her. She saw his mouth thin as he laughed bittang,knew she had
been mad to think his feelings towards her mighhetwow have
changed.

'Why?"

He lifted his head to look down into her face asdlae stared into his
eyes Kate felt her heart contract painfully. Numbhe recognised
that she had been a fool to think she could igttmeeman or remain
indifferent to him. He might not possess all theugs with which she
had invested him eight years ago, but he did pess&a®mething that
drew her to him; something that made her ache@mglto recklessly
deny the question she had just asked; to blotenkmowledge of the
truth and the burning self- disgust she could sete glainly in his
eyes and to think only instead of the desire tbapéd tumultuously
between them, but it was already too late ... apeated with raw
incredulity, 'Why? Oh, come on, Kate, you arerst taive! Far from
it. | wanted you eight years ago, and | want yow.ho

It was the last thing she had expected to heamamaentarily she
was stunned by it, the protest rising to her I, instinctive denial
silenced as he continued harshly,

'l don't make love to other men's wives, Kate, raster how tempted
| am . .. and God knows | was.'

She saw the expression in his eyes and shrank tlienpain of it,
knowing now why his dislike and contempt of hergswso intense.



He might want her, but he resented that wantinge KKauld see that
clearly.

'For eight long years you've haunted me, Kate. [Yaaver know

how many nights I've lain alone in my bed cursingseif for being a
fool to turn down what you offered.’ His mouth tteid in the way she
was beginning to recognise. 'At least | was an baade fool, and
I've no illusions about how quickly you found somedess . . .
scrupulous ... to take the place | refused.’

‘You want me?' Her thoughts were a seething massrufadictions,
but the trite words were all she could think o&&y.

'Yes, much to my disgust. | shouldn't be telling yois, should I? No
doubt it gives you a great deal of amusement tavknow much |
desire you, totally against my will...'

'If you've wanted me so much then why wait so lorgifé asked
quietly, watching him. 'Ricky's been dead for oseryears now.'

'l didn't know. I've been living and working in NeMork, don't
forget,' he told her harshly. 'What happened, Katie?expelled his
breath painfully, his chest expanding and contngctagainst the
pressure of his almost physical anguish. 'Did y@aithlessness
eventually kill him?'

It came to her then that far from pitying hersalf,her pity ought to
be reserved for Dominic. Almost gently she reaaligdo smooth the
thick damp hair back off his forehead. He was simgdteavily, like
someone deep in the grip of a powerful fever, peseverbright and
his skin hot. Almost as though she herself wereedmw removed
from their small personal drama, she found hergadficially
assessing and weighing his emotions. Was it thedot of desiring
her,a woman whom he felt he should despise, that bhadd those
lines on his face?



That he was telling her the truth she did not foe onoment doubt,
but instead of feeling the sharp pleasure of regeallshe could feel
was a terrible, silencing pity.

Here was a man who through his own blindness hadimself on a
rack of torture. A man who had misjudged her sdybttht she still
hurt from the wounds he had inflicted, and yet whimflicting them
had hurt himself far more.

The thought of telling him the truth never evenssed her mind. The
desire for him that had burned through her so haritly minutes ago
had now cooled. He wanted her ... but against hilis..vagainst
everything he believed in, and his wanting for Was a sickness, a
flaw in himself as far as he was concerned.

He wasn't holding her as tightly as he had beenitawds easy to
wriggle out from beneath him and get off the bed.

‘Kate ..." Dominic reached out for her, but shededahim, standing
looking down into his face and reading the agoreréhPart of her
wanted to reach out to touch him; to stop his plain,logic told her
that that was impossible. Just as she had hadatolsenside herself
for release from the misery he had caused hepcsmtist he find his
own panacea for his ailment.

'l think you'd better go, Dominic.'

She said it without emotion, standing to one sglé@earolled off the
bed and stood up.

In silence they went downstairs together, stopmnly in the hall
when Dominic grabbed her arm, swinging her rounée him.

'You wanted me," he told her rawly. 'l don't knowWwywou changed
your mind, Kate, but you wanted me and | could haaee you go on
wanting me.'



She didn't deny it, but said instead with a faimtlytry smile, "Think
of it as an act of contrition then on my part, Doiwi After all, I've
just saved you from yourself, haven't I? Some peepjoy wanting
what hurts them most,' she added softly.

She saw his face drain of colour, but suppressedymapathy for
him. Given what Vera had told her about his chilohavasn't it
possible that in some way he desired her becauss gyes she was
the same sort of woman as the mother who had eeskis father,
and moreover that he had felt bound to punish Hirffeethat desire?
Telling herself that she was venturing into extrgmmaurky and
unknown waters, Kate gently pulled her arm free aedt to open
the front door.

He walked through it without a word.

A full hour after he had left Kate was still sigicurled up in the chair
in the library, gazing pensively into the unlitefjrtrying to come to
terms with what she had learned.

What Dominic had said to her put a completely défe light on
what had happened that fateful weekend when shentageld him to
make love to her. The harsh rejection she had feoritterly painful
she now saw as a denial directed as much at hiaseif her, and no
doubt if she had been as experienced as he belleretb be, she
would have realised the truth then. But what goodid realising it
have done?

It would have spared her years of torment, belg\herself to be
totally undesirable to the male sex. But it wasmity Dominic's
rejection of her that had made her so aloof anilisvith men, she
knew that. And the proof that Dominic had not degtd her ability
to respond sexually given the right incentive, itayhe way she had



felt in his arms today. It was useless to hide frerself the fact that
she had wanted him; that he aroused within herepldgassionate
response, so intense that it overruled everythlag. é8ut it was a
desire that was best left unfulfilled, and it caiméer as she sat there
that part of the reason she was not going to telindic the truth
about herself was because she saw his contempt @inld hatred of
himself as a form of protection. She was frighteaEkdow she might
feel about him if that barrier was removed. LifettwRicky had
destroyed her trust in men, her ability to belishhe was worthy of
their love, and that had not changed. Dominic magsire, but he did
not and could not ever love her, while she ... fBbee back into the
chair as the unpalatable, devastating truth stwllier mind. She was
all too capable of loving him. Once acknowledgeathsa truth could
not be hidden away again. If she was honest shé&dwawe to admit
that she had fallen in love with him eight yeare aghopelessly and
painfully, without even knowing what sort of man\was. And that
love would grow, she recognised that now, which why it was
imperative that she kept him at a distance.

Her heartbeat thundered in her own ears as sliettriealculate how

long she would be able to keep him at bay. Todayhsidl been able to
dismiss him, but how long did she have before dlaask, fierce desire

she sensed in him overturned the control of hisdnand he made
good the words he had said to her before he keftould not be a

matter of using force, both of them knew that. Adl needed to do
was to touch her and her self-control vanished.

Very well then, she told herself resolutely, shailgqust have to see
that he never got the opportunity to touch her.shse made this
decision the thought slid into her mind that if Dom were to
believe she had another lover .. . But that wassjble.



Work was the only panacea she could find, and skd i ruthlessly
to blot out all thoughts of Dominic. She was luckig told herself
tiredly as she let herself into the house late aiternoon, that the
setting up of her new partnership with Harry metiatt she was
having to make constant trips to her solicitor drelbank.

She had been surprised by how well the bank martegkreceived
her request for a loan. She had explained to hatnsie was going to
sell the house and he had gone through her finleciccamstances in
thorough detail with her.

Harry too had been able to secure a loan, and niegirpartnership
would be official from the end of the month.

Today she had been to London with Harry to the wiook off the
docks to tell the others about their plans whicth b@en greeted with
pleasing enthusiasm. If she could just get a cosionsfrom Vera
now the new venture would be off to a flying start.

It was a nuisance that she was still without a lsat the garage had
promised to get hers back to her just as soonegsdibuld, although
they had told her that its roadworthy life was nextremely limited.

The phone rang as she walked inside and her storjuiisd
treacherously, but it wasn't Dominic, it was theats agent,
suggesting that he call round in the morning tessshe house.

They had been having a spell of exceptionally gwedther, and in
the morning, to take advantage of the slight breaée wedged the
front door open so that the air could waft througé house. The
estate agent was due at ten, and then she was@a@ntp have lunch
with Sue. The summer heat called for cool easy#arwlothes and
on impulse she had bought herself a new dress whenwas in
London.



It had been so long since she had last bought lharsghing new

that she had been faintly shocked by the pricasa bheque received
the previous day for some work she had done hacderhad feel

reckless. It was a pleasant feeling to spend maheyhad earned
herself, and in the end she had surprised hergdiuling a totally

unsuitable but undeniably lovely concoction whidmsisted of two

tiers of finely pleated cool white cotton chiffoelbw the waist while

above it, the cotton chiffon was supplemented by twpanels of

delicate blue and green embroidery on a white backgl which ran

from the small round neckline down to the softlpuded waist at
both the front and the back. Long full sleevesha white cotton

chiffon fastened at the wrists with another ban@émbroidery, and
while a streak of common sense had told her tredtless was an
unnecessary luxury, Kate hadn't been able to résist

Now the fabric felt deliciously cool against helirskand catching

sight of herself in a mirror she paused to studyrbf@ection more

thoroughly. Despite its demure high neck and ldeg\ees the dress
had a floaty, almost transparent quality that lirgeotically at the

shape of the body it clothed. The delicate tonethefembroidery
highlighted her vivid colouring, and her hair, ngwkashed and
totally untameable, had for once been left down.

The dress was, Kate recognised wryly, the reprasentof a female
urge as old as time, that of needing to make Heasehttractive as
possible to the man she desired. But hadn't skadrdecided that
she was going to do all she could to discourageibicfh

The sound of a car coming up the drive put an eret musings and
she got downstairs just in time to greet the estgent as he steppeo
out of his car.

‘Martin Allwood, Mrs Hammond,' he introduced hinfsextending
his hand. 'We did meet when you came into the @ffic



His fair hair glinted in the sun, his expressiorewly admiring as
light blue eyes studied her tall slender body.

'If | may say so, you present a charmingly coolesppnce on a very
hot morning.'

'I'm due to have lunch with a friend," Kate respamhdoolly, warning
him that she had not dressed for his benefit, aedrtterest in his
eyes sharpened slightly.

'l think if you don't mind we'll do the garden fifshe suggested.
‘There's much more land with the property thand healised. It
would make an ideal family home—just the sort ike Imyself, if |
was married . . .’

Kate, falling into step with him as they followeket crazy paving
path round the side of the house, looked shargiynatwondering if
he was deliberately informing her that he wasn'tried. He was
attractive enough, although a little too bland agdeaky-clean for
her taste, but she had no doubt that most womerdfbum attractive.

They went over the garden and then through the éholsite
answering his questions about the history of thasbko He had
discarded the jacket of his suit, after asking permission, and
unfastened the top buttons of his shirt.

They had reached the main bedroom when Kate hewthexr car
coming down the drive. Frowning slightly for shesmnd expecting
anyone, she went to the window and leaned outfrben lifting as
she saw that it was her own car. The garage hawdly finished
working on it and had brought it back for her.

Obviously drawn to the window by the new arrivalamin Allwood
came to stand behind her, one arm extended beleintbrsupport
himself as he too leaned forward. The car door egeand Kate felt
her stomach cramp protestingly as Dominic got out.



He looked up at the window straight away, and i$ waly when she
saw his mouth compress that Kate realised thatvenethey were

standing suggested an intimacy between herselthr@ndstate agent
that actually had no reality.

'I'd better go down,' she told him as they both etbaway from the
window.

'I'll follow you . .. there isn't much more for @ do up here ... this
was the last room, wasn't it?'

Nodding her agreement, Kate hurried downstairs. &l left the
front door open and Dominic was standing in thd, Hak face
contorted with savage anger.

‘What have you done with your lover?' he demandedhhy. 'Left
him to finish dressing on his own? You're beingyverdiscreet
entertaining him so early in the day, Kate. Doe&iaw, | wonder,
that he's satisfying a desire | aroused in you?'

The bitter mingling of anger and contempt, his ltptarroneous
suppositions about her, took Kate's breath awag fooment. It was
ridiculous that Dominic should think that she andrivh Allwood
were lovers . . . and she opened her mouth tditgllso when she
realised what he had said about her desire fordmahanger replaced
her stupefaction.

‘You're very arrogant, Dominic,' she told him sgfiteiling her eyes
with her lashes before he could see the gleammpée in them.
‘You're not the only man I've wanted, you know.'

She hadn't expected her gibe to have the effedidit Almost
immediately the bitterness died from his eye, todmaced by pain.
He took a step towards her and then stopped, |gokirthe stairs.
Glancing over her shoulder, Kate saw Martin Allwoodming



leisurely down the stairs, shrugging on his ja@eehe did so, for all
the world as though he were indeed perhaps her.love

As she turned away from Dominic to follow him od#sto his car, he
said to her with a smile, 'I'll be in touch as sasn can.’

He got into his car and was just about to drivevafien Dominic
walked up to it and asked casually, 'lIf you're golmck in the
direction of the village, | wonder if | might bedi#. | left my own

car at the garage.'

'Sure ... Getin.'

Her forehead creased in a frown, Kate watched tbawe away.

Why had Dominic begged a lift from Martin? To wdxim about the
sort of woman she was? She went cold at the thpbghtould not
think of any other reason for his behaviour. It whsious to her that
having brought out her car he must have expectaddine would
drive him back to the garage . . . but he had ganest without

exchanging a word with her.

As always, Sue was pleased to see her, commermprg@atively on
how attractive she looked.

'‘Obviously you're not letting what Dominic said ¢g@tyou. Good for
you, Kate, it's high time you started living agaBy. the way," she
added curiously, 'you never did say why he reaittg@u the way he
did.'

The secret Kate had guarded so assiduously indeemno longer
seemed so important and so, taking a deep brdsthexgplained to
her friend what had happened that fateful weekend.

‘And he rejected you?' Sue asked, saucer-eyed.



'‘He thought | made a habit of going to bed withaaldl sundry,' Kate
told Sue drily, 'but it's all in the past now.'

‘Well, I must say you're taking it all very philgdocally,’ Sue
marvelled. 'In your shoes ... well, I'd certairikelto give him a taste
of his own medicine at the very least!

Although she had told Sue everything that had haggeight years
ago, Kate had not told her that she now knew thlahidic desired
her, nor did she intend to; it would complicateigsie too much, and
besides, she had no wish to expose him. On theazgnshe actually
felt faintly protective towards him, wanting to sk him.

'It's over now and totally unimportant,’ she tole3azily.

‘But to criticise you like that, and in public'.protested Sue, growing
quite heated again. 'Honestly, Kate, you shouldehald him the
truth .. . taken him down a peg or two. I've ingitbe Bensons over
for lunch on Sunday. | could have a word with Véfrgpou like . . .’

'‘No... . . honestly, I'd rather leave it,' Katedtdler, glancing at her
watch and announcing that it was time she was owag.

‘Well, don't forget, we expect you for lunch as veel Sunday,' Sue
reminded her as she walked her to her car. 'l kmpaveather holds,
| thought we might have a barbecue outside ... @whatou think?'

'l think it's a good idea, the forecast is prongsin

‘Mmm.'

They kissed and Kate got in her car. Sue was aatehloyal friend,
if inclined to be a little hot- tempered, she thbugith a grin as she
drove off, but the last thing she wanted now wa®imminic to know

the truth—although even if he did know would hedtde to accept
it?



She took a different route home than usual to ¢ewe, one she
rarely used because she did not like it. The raagast the grim bulk
of a high- security prison, and every time Kate sgwt made her
shiver. What must it be like to be locked up ingluere for the rest of
one's life? And yet weren't even many people wheevphysically
free still prisoners, locked up within their own @monal problems?
Just as she had been locked up in the fear ofireradequacy as a
woman . . . just as Dominic was locked up in hisggle between
wanting her and despising her.

Sighing faintly, she automatically increased he¥espa little as she
drove past the prison.

There had been a tremendous amount of local ojpositit when it
had been built twenty years ago. Both her fathed &mncky's
grandfather had objected strenuously to it, siheeas closer to their
homes than it was to the village, but their obtii had not
prevailed. The restlessness which had possesseathiserDominic's
reappearance in her life consumed her that evedhg.wandered
out into the garden, suddenly realising that she stifl wearing her
new dress. Why? It was the sort of dress a womae oo a man . . .
but she had no man to wear it for . . . nor waoteg, she told herself
fiercely.

The heat of the day had given way to an oppressier-warm
evening, with the promise of the sort of night tmahde sleep
impossible.

Kate was just considering the virtues of a coobhgwer when the
phone rang.

Picking up the receiver, she recognised Vera'seydabbling with
excitement and pleasure.



'‘Kate, lan's agreed to your design for the conseryt she began
without preamble. 'I'm so thrilled, | had to ringdatell you right

away. He loved the design right from the start, leitook a bit of
convincing over the cost.' Vera gave a rich chucBat now that he
and Dominic have agreed the last details of theirgar, he's a little
more relaxed. | was wondering if | could come o&ed see you so
that we could discuss the design in more detail?'

When Kate replaced the receiver, tempering hegldelhat Vera had
offered her the commission was the knowledge tlahiDic might
be about to become a more permanent feature dflite#han she
had envisaged. Still, she comforted herself thawbeld want to be
involved with her as little as she did with himsHiesire for her was
purely physical, tormenting him all the more beeab® felt he
should not want her, and who could tell, now, hatig that Martin
Allwood was her lover, might he not decide thatieenot want her
after all?

Logic told Kate that a man who on his admission Wwadted her for
eight years was hardly likely to suddenly ceasewlaating .. . but it
was a logic she didn't want to hear.



CHAPTER SIX

ON the Friday morning Martin Allwood rang to discweish Kate the

price he thought she should ask for the propettwals very much
higher than she had expected, but he explainedrtthiat he thought
it highly likely that it would be bought by one dhe many

London-based businessmen moving into the area.

'‘We could have asked another three or four thoyshadtontinued,
'but in view of the proximity of the prison | deed against it. There
are those who would consider that, plus the redatmoteness of the
house, a negative factor,' he warned her. 'It'€xattly unknown for
prisoners to break out of these places, and theehisipretty close by.
However, | don't think we need to concern ourseteesnuch about
that.' He paused and then added quickly, 'l wasdeong whether |
could take you out for lunch on Sunday . . . lis only day we don't
work during the summer and . . .'

Thankful that she had a genuine excuse, Kate réfesplaining that
she was already committed to lunch with someone, @sd since
Martin did not press the issue, she suspected € tha sort of
invitation he made casually to every woman who toiskeye.

It was only later that she called herself a foal ot taking what
would have been a golden opportunity to provides&lérwith a
genuine barrier against Dominic, but it was toce lébr second
thoughts now.

Saturday she spent with Harry, going round soméhefchurches
under his care. Together, they inspected theinasthiglass, Kate
making notes for later on. This more traditionglexg of their work
was not as interesting to her as the more modemmissions, but it
all provided valuable experience, and she couldift marvelling at
the details that had gone into some of the winddwsnany cases
they were already damaged with pieces missingthmyt could be



repaired, and it was good to have something thatldvbring in a
regular source of income.

‘Same time next week," joked Harry as she lefhtone. 'We've still
got a dozen or so to do.'

'Fine," Kate agreed. 'I'll get these notes typedngbmake out a folder
for them.'

‘Very businesslike,' Harry teased her, adding wagyshe started her
car, 'And take care, | don't like you driving tleéd banger all the way
over here, Kate ... | think | could swing it sottgau could get a loan
from the bank to buy a new one.’

Touched by his thoughtfulness, she shook her Hiéadokay," she
assured him. 'I'm planning to change it once tbash is sold, which
shouldn't take too long. Which reminds me . . likd you to come
over and have a look at the cottage with me. tttssgme outhouses,
which | thought could be converted into a workshbogpt I'll need
your advice.'

‘Mmm . . . sounds good. A second workshop woulddry useful.
Give me a ring when you want me to come over.' yHaent to kiss
her cheek and then stood watching until she hagdmut of sight.

Harry made her feel warm and cared for, Kate thobgppily as she
headed for home. In some ways he and his familydeadme her
own, replacing the father she had lost and the enathe had never
really known, but as yet she hadn't told him ali@aminic ...

But then what was there to tell? Nothing, she t@dself firmly, and
that was the way it was going to stay.



Kate prepared for Sue's lunch with lethargic iretiéhce, knowing
she did not want to go, but also knowing that Sueuld
cross-question her if she did not.

The good weather was holding, heat rippling thenéar as she drove
towards her friend's, reminding her of how, asillcbhe would sit in
the back seat of her father's car with her nosedgto the window,
until the undulating road surface was transfornméd water.

Reminding herself of how dangerous it was to letrhend wander
when she was driving, she banished the childhoothang The
sunshine had filled the roads with drivers, andwsag glad when she
was finally able to turn off into the road that kedher friend's home.

The first thing she saw as she turned into theednras a silver-grey
BMW, and her heart leapt frantically in a complexxture of
pleasure and fear, until she realised that thesrainic had been
driving had been a different colour, and that time must belong to
the Bensons.

She was familiar enough with her friend's hometoateed to ring
the bell, but to make her way round the side ofritiese to the large
patio at the back, where, as she had expectedoshé her host and
hostess.

John was bending over a portable barbecue fidalitig something
while Sue stood to one side.

The children saw Kate first, abandoning their gameush over to
her, hugging her legs enthusiastically.

The commotion made Sue look up and grin in welcome.

'We're just having our usual battle with the badsg'cshe announced
cheerfully. 'John swears that | deliberately putex on it. It will
never burn properly if you put so much charcoaitpshe protested,



turning back to her husband, adding to Kate, 'Hibpasen! If John
left it to me to light . . . Why on earth does dngg to do with making
things burn fascinate men so much?'

Her last question was directed at Kate, but it %¢d® who answered
it, having successfully ignited the charcoal, hagdl eyes gleaming
with amusement as he hugged her briefly and dégdpart of man's
age-old instinct to protect and succour his womknfo. keeping the
home fires burning ... all that sort of thing.'

‘It was women who kept the home fires burning,’ $etorted,
reaching up to wipe a smut of charcoal dust frosnchieek.

Watching them, Kate was filled with a raw, achiragrnpcaused by the
knowledge that she would never know that closertess,sense of
togetherness and sharing that existed betweenritudoan.

Before their marriage, Sue had trained as a nargkhad gone on to
qualify as a midwife before having her childrend éfate knew that
John respected her in a professional capacityditiad to loving her
as a woman.

Kate did not make the mistake of viewing her frigntharriage
through a rose-coloured veil. It was not idylliciegSoften complained
that there were times when she felt frustratedasngty that her skills
were not being put to use, but on the other hamel falt that while
they were young the children needed her, and asa lacal G.P.,
John needed her to be at home to take his catlgyemerally act as an
unpaid assistant. Sue had confided to Kate in @iy days after she
had had the children that she felt there was santetbssentially
diminishing about being reliant on someone elsanfamally having
earned her own living, even though John was a geseand
thoughtful husband, but on balance, their relabignsvorked in a
way that any relationship between herself and Damaver could.



For a start he didn't have an ounce of respedidoias a person. He
wanted her only as a physical entity without knayvar wanting to
know the woman she actually was. While she . . .

She was drawn to him in a way that she knew wagetans. Where
she should have felt anger and resentment, shedeipassion and
Sorrow.

It hurt her that he should so desperately havehiorself, and all so
needlessly. She could understand how a father aatlicence and
poison a child's mind against the female sex, brdlg, as an adult,
Dominic must have come to the realisation thatfaiker's views
were very one-sided?

‘lan and Vera are looking at the garden,’ Sue amrexly breaking
into her thoughts. 'They're a very pleasant cougid@,t you think?'
She made a small moue. 'l was a bit anti at fimspmers and all that
... but the more | see of them the more | like thBrd you know that
lan's business is merging with Dominic's?'

'Yes. Vera told me.'

Sue made another face. 'Now there's someone ltak@'to, not after
the way he insulted you.'

'Stop bristling,' teased John, catching the tawlbét she was saying,
adding to Kate with a wry grin, 'To look at her yduever think she
was such a fierce little thing, would you?' He teddgue's fair hair,
looking at her with affection. 'When she was on wWeeds, senior
consultants used to tremble with fear!'

'‘Oh, you . . ." Sue gave her husband a little pusihink the barbecue's
ready for the steaks. Could you give me a handglmgout the
salad?' she asked Kate.



They were in the kitchen before Sue resumed thgeazsation John
had interrupted, beginning, 'As | was just sayilg, getting very
fond of the Bensons, Vera in particular, which nsiall the more .
.." She broke off, as she looked through the kmchindow. 'They're
coming~ back now. Kate, believe me this wasn't deaj but when
they arrived Dominic was with them.’

Kate was glad that she had her back to her frieled whole system
seemed to have gone into civil war. After thattfitwill of seeing
what she had thought was Dominic's car in the dsive had been
relieved by the knowledge that it wasn't, and yelwas Sue telling
her that he was here after all.

‘Don't worry about it." She marvelled at how calken foice sounded.
'I'll take these out, shall I?' She picked up taxmé bowls of salad,
avoiding her friend's eyes, determined not to lyedrgything of what
she felt inside.

Vera and lan both greeted her warmly, Dominic eigtategically or
accidentally was busily involved with the childreand by the time
lan had finished quizzing her about the expengheftained glass
Vera had commissioned, her tension was beginnimgse slightly.

Even so it was impossible for her to eat much,vainein she sat down
she made sure it was as far away from Dominic asipke. If she
hadn't been so tense and on edge, she might alagsbeen amused
at Sue's role reversal. Where in the past herdrlead always been
eager to bring hereto the attention of any unaétdchales she invited
round, today she was behaving like the very sstdtend of duenna,
protectively making sure that Dominic was neveowaétd to come so
much as within speaking distance of her.

He seemed to have lost weight, and despite hishiudjd not look
well. Her heart ached for him and yet at the same tshe was
conscious of a terrible feeling of hopelessness.



What should have been a pleasantly relaxed lunshewaghtmare of
strain and anguish. As soon as she safely coulcs&iuel up and
pinned a bright smile to her lips.

Anticipating her, Sue frowned and exclaimed, 'Yeuiobt going so
soon, are you?' The glare she directed towards momistiff back
made it plain that she knew where the blame fos thy, and
unwillingly Kate looked at him too.

Dressed in jeans and a thin short-sleeved cottior s looked more
human ... more vulnerable than when she had seerbéiore. The

jeans hugged his legs and thighs, but were slidgidlge on the waist,
the shirt taut over the defensively hunched costadihis back. She
wanted to go up to him and wrap her arms protegtaeund him, to

ease away his pain, but how could she when shelhesas the cause
of it?

He turned round, unexpectedly catching her lookihgim, and his
eyes darkened, making desire tremble to life inkiele If only she
could just give in to that aching, melting flare néed, but at
twenty-seven one could not blot out the realitielsf® so easily.

'‘Oh, Kate, must you really leave?' Vera asked tagdhe

Out of the corner of her eye Kate saw Dominic's tndwist, his
voice so harsh that it shivered painfully througdr too vulnerable
skin as he interrupted curtly, 'No doubt she hdata with her estate
agent friend . . .'

‘A date?' Sue ignored Dominic to turn a please@ faevards her
friend. 'Kate, and you never said! Where's he taliou?'

Not knowing what on earth she could say withodingla lie, Kate
hesitated, and then into the silence as devashatamgpcking to the
senses as hearing an unexpected gun go off shetDearinic saying
sotto voce About as far as the nearest bed, | should imagine



Kate knew that the taunt was meant only for het, Bue was
standing so close to her, she heard it too, ang@emgnited in her
eyes as she looked from Kate's white face to Darsinmplacable
one.

Sensing an imminent explosion, Kate took hold ofdren, squeezing
it warningly as she said, ‘Come with me to the'car.

She could sense that Sue was torn, but John, Vierdaa were all
engrossed in conversation and unwillingly Sue adidwerself to be
drawn away, giving vent to her feelings only onlceyt were safely
out of earshot of the others.

‘That man really is the end!" she exploded angHlgnestly, Kate . . .'

'Forget it." Kate managed to smile, 'l don't evaweha date with
Martin Allwood.'

‘Martin  Allwood?' asked Sue, diverted. 'l know hinVery
up-and-coming, isn't he, and very attractive? Hahydu get to meet
him?'

'He came to assess the house. You know I'm putting for sale.
Dominic brought my car back and saw us both afpstairs window.'
Kate pulled a wry face. 'And of course he immedygteamped to the
wrong conclusion.'

'‘Mmm ... it seems to me that that gentleman hastarl of jumping
to wrong conclusions, especially where you're comes'

Sue stood in the drive until Kate's car had disapgat and then made
her way back to her remaining guests.

'‘Kate got off safely, did she?' her husband as&lding a fond arm
round her waist. 'That old banger of hers isn'yvelable ...'



'l know, she's planning to replace it just as +sa®the house is sold.

He saw that his wife's eyes were not on him, buthenback of the
man walking down their garden.

'‘Forget- it, love,' he advised softly, followingritboughts.

‘But, John, he was so nasty to her . . . Kate'sshadgh to endure. It
makes my blood boil to hear him sniping at her tikat!"

‘Yes, | know, but there's nothing we can do abplove.'

John might think that, but she certainly didn'te $luought, watching
Dominic disappearing through the arch in the rassge which led to
the old-fashioned orchard.

Slipping away from her husband, and using Veralandto decoy
him with their plans for The Grange, she followedninic down to
the orchard.

He was leaning against the trunk of a plum treadban the pockets
of his jeans as he stared at the ground. His dianlber was polite,
but wary. He was an exceedingly attractive man,. Sheught

dispassionately, but she preferred her John earyptithe week.

A very fierce loyalty to her family and friends wase of the
cornerstones of Sue's personality, coupled witeepédooted sense
of fair play which in her youth had led her into mahan one
turbulent situation. She could never bear to sg®ra being done
down unfairly, and least of all her dearest frietthen she thought of
the life Kate had endured with Ricky! The lightludttle glittered in
her eyes as she took a step towards her victim.

Without preamble she said firmly, 'I'd like to hawv&vord with you.'



At another time she might have been flattered leyamused and
warm smile that curved his mouth, instantly transiog him, but on
this occasion she had other things on her mind.

'l don't know why you seem to have set yourselasghe judge of
Kate's morality, but...'

He cut her off immediately, almost brutally, theilendying to be
placed by a wall of cold disdain as he interrupted,

'l understand that Kate is your friend, but you tmaalise that Ricky
was mine.'

Sue didn't let him get any further, her temper ed@iming caution
as she exclaimed heatedly,

'‘Oh, was he? Was he really? Well, do ¥mowwhat yourfriend did
to Kate? Do you? Did you know that he married heiing that he
didn't love her, and with no intention of even tiyito love her? Did
you knowthat he deliberately encouraged her to think he iwdove
with her? He was twenty-seven years old then, skeeam immature
seventeen-year-old who'd just lost her father amehltold by her
mother that there was no home for her with her meAica. Kate
thought Ricky loved her when he married her, bué soon
discovered otherwise—and believe me, never onceglthe farce
that her marriage was did she ever so much asrsayword against
him. It was only when she finally broke down whee tvas
killed—killed while with another woman, | might adehat she
finally admitted to me just what her marriage haeén

'Systematically and vindictively Ricky tried to dey her as a
woman. After the first few weeks of their marrialge never once
made love to her ... he told her that he had noelés her, that she
was incapable of arousing desire in any man.' Sakeboff for a



moment, seeing the way Dominic's face paled, bypég she might
have felt was swamped by her burning need to vatdiber friend.

‘And of course Kate believed him, because afterdadin't she have
ample proof that Ricky could be aroused—by almagrye other

female he saw? He was consistently unfaithful teeKeght from the

start of their marriage, sometimes staying awayl&ys at a time. He
married her because he wanted the land her fateeidift her, and
because her mother promised him an allowance fdorgs as the
marriage lasted.

‘Kate told me that once she knew the truth, shedskm for a
divorce, but he refused to give her one.' Sue samibic's mouth
open and rushed on hotly, 'And you needn't thirgk by telling me
about that weekend when Kate tried to seduce yowyg going to
shock me. | know all about it—Kate told me the otday.' Her
mouth curled, her eyes condemning.

'‘Dear God, what kind of man are you that you cotiskee the truth
for yourself? Instead of giving her the comfort aedssurance she sc
badly needed, you only reinforced all the doubte klad about
herself. You made her hate herself, did you knoatztShe's lived
like a hermit since Ricky died. And don't startn#ting that I'm
making any of this up. Ask anyone in the villadgeyt all know what
Ricky was like.'

The force of her emotions made tears burn in hes,elger voice
shaking as she flung at him, 'No doubt you're yeoud of the high
moral stand you've taken ... of the constant taymisfling at Kate,
but | think of you as criminally foolish—and arragaBlind as well,
for not being able to see the obvious!

Suddenly and inexplicably she had run out of stesmd, even more
extraordinarily when she looked into his face aad the expression



there, the anger that had fired her was gone. {@hed to move away
and Dominic reached out to stop her.

'Please . . . please tell me all this again. Slawiyg time, from the
beginning.’

Perhaps he wasn't quite the villain she had imagafeer all, Sue
thought, noting the expression in his eyes. Aftiendnat could not be
excused as the reaction of an indifferent observail be viewed in
a completely different light as the behaviour ef@uld-be lover.

She sat down on the grass and patted a spot HesidBominic sat
down beside her, and starting right from the begimishe told him
the history of Kate's marriage.

After leaving Sue's, Kate drove straight home, tnute there she
could not settle. A restless, yearning energy sdeimgossess her,
her thoughts constantly circling around Dominic. [Ast, knowing

that only strenuous physical activity could dissgoler tension, she
collected some cleaning articles and her keys aogeddown to the
cottage.

Her first task was to open all the windows and rgtof the stale,
cloying atmosphere inside.

Although described as a cottage, in reality it v@asmall house.
Downstairs there was a pleasant sitting-room witindews
overlooking both front and back; a hall; a dinimg#m which her
father had used as a study, and a large sunnyekitch

Upstairs there were three good sized bedroomswetheits own
shower, and a separate bathroom.



The gardens were of a more manageable size thaa #itached to
the house, mostly laid down to lawns attractivetpken up by
borders bursting with cottage garden plants, amdatid rockery
islands smothered in creeping plants.

While she waited for the immersion to heat enougltewfor her to
start cleaning, Kate went over the house. It weange how those
things which had once been so familiar to her neensed slightly
alien. This had been her home for almost eighteamsy the shabby
furniture that she had grown up with. All the roomseded
redecorating, she noticed. If she could spare ime tbetween
commissions, she might do it herself. She had lkdefaee to do the
children's room the previous winter and had thohbyignjoyed it. It
struck her as she went back to the kitchen thavemty-seven she
had never really had a home of her own. This cettegl belonged to
her father; the house she now lived in had beekyRi@and before
him his grandfather's, and even though she lovsgldeithad never felt
moved to stamp her own personality on it.

By the time she had scrubbed the kitchen fromadpottom, she felt
tired enough to call it a day.

Outside dusk was starting to fall, making her szathat she had beer
at the cottage far longer than she had anticipad&cekiching her
aching back, she packed away her cleaning thingsg ruefully
how wet her jeans had become. They clung clammilidr legs,
uncomfortably so, as she drove home.

As she walked up to the door the darkness andcsiltrat greeted her
suddenly made her feel terribly alone. A dull melaaly feeling, in
tune with growing dusk, enveloped her as she cstadaher lifestyle
with Sue's. She had promised herself long agostatwould never
allow herself to be envious of women who had whatdid not, but
tonight the emptiness of the house depressed hiagitg back
bitter-sharp memories of how she had felt on fasining to this



house as a bride, and how she had felt such a tittle afterwards
knowing that her marriage was nothing but an empuagkery.

It was foolish to ask herself what had brought tha®d on; she knew
only too well. If it was possible to love a man wivas virtually a
stranger, and in addition to that was also the det@@ntithesis of all
that one had ever wanted in a man, then that wadtlgxvhat she had
done where Dominic was concerned.

She loved him. She knew it with a conviction thalsvgoul-deep, just
as she knew that to allow her love to live wasutmsost folly. It was
something that should have been destroyed at lhuhnow it was
too late for that.

Trying to shake off her sombre thoughts, she wesitle and made
for her bathroom, tugging off the wet jeans andogiog them on to
the floor as she ran a hot bath.

The hot water and the hard work which should haatked her
restless nerves and made her feel tired had noedtest. A restless,
exhausting energy seemed to possess her, tengngubcles she
was trying to relax. When the doorbell rang sherdily jumped,
displacing a fair quantity of water on to the floor

She had no idea who might be visiting her at tinne tof night, and
reached hurriedly for a towel, wrapping it sarongevround her
body as she ran downstairs.

The bell was still ringing, demanding and imperativaking her
fumble with the lock and then fall back in constdron as the door
swung open and she saw Dominic standing on the step

Her shock and distress must have been mirrorectofabe, because
his own expression changed, his face white anthsttan the harsh
light from the hall.



Instinctly Kate fell back, groping for the dooraéing as she tried to
close it against him.

His foot made it bounce open again, his fingerdirayiround her
wrist, cool against the moist heat of her skin.

'Kate .. . no, please ... | have to talk to yous tbice was low and
urgent, and Kate wasn't sure if it was she or he tsambled, only
that she could feel the ripples of tension runnirgmn where he
touched her skin, making her shiver in a fine biegdof
apprehension and delight. For one crazy momenastually wanted
him to take all responsibility for any decisionrfidner; to force open
the door, so that she would be compelled to do eweatit was he
wished without actually having to verbally agreét&uch a thought
was so at odds with her normal pattern of behawioat it numbed
her, the sheer force of the feeling he generatgderher leaving her
both awed and alarmed.

He saw the fear darkening her eyes and misundersh@areason for
it, saying huskily, 'Kate, don't . . . I'm not ggito hurt you.'

Incredibly she wanted to laugh. She could feelldbginnings of it
welling deep down in her throat and knew that & gid not keep the
muscles rigid, it would well out of her in pealafiwild peal. Didn't
he realise how much he hatteadyhurt her? That physical violence
from him was the very last thing she feared?

'‘Let me come inside. | ... | need to talk to you.'

'Why? To apologise for this afternoon?' She foreerself to sound
lightly mocking, avoiding looking directly at hinlqut even so she
was aware of the tension investing his movements, tb her
amazement he did not rise to the bait as she haetted, but simply
said evenly, 'Yes, for that... and other things.'



He shocked her so much that she automaticallybietk, allowing
him to follow her inside.

He was wearing the same jeans and shirt he hadrhatlunch, and
her senses minutely detailed the texture of his skiere his short-
sleeved open-necked shirt revealed it for her icispe Black hairs
darkened his arms and curled just below the basesahroat. She
had a mad urge to reach out and touch them, taf ¢bey felt as

vibrantly springy as they looked. The scent ofdudy was all around
her, a combination of heat, cologne and musk. hfiged and
enthralled her, her heightened senses propellimgirtte a world

where the powers of rational thought were dradjicalduced.

She sensed a dramatic change in his reaction to ther bitter
resentment that had come across so strongly tbdfere was gone
and in its place was a blend of humility and shame.

' mean it, Kate. Sue's told me everything ... aiigky . . . about
your marriage. God, Kate. . .!"

It was the cry of a tormented soul, and her emstaunrled away from
it in the same way that her sense of hearing cdirigeek from the
sound of chalk squealing across a blackboard; iaefform of
torture which owed nothing to actual physical pd&nt which was
highly traumatic nonetheless.

As though she was set apart from what was goinghennoted that
Dominic didn't ask why she had not told him thehrer control
shattered by a welling sadness because they beth #rat he would
not have believed her; that he would not have vehtddelieve her,
just as she would have preferred him never to learmed it. It was
safer that way—for both of them. Their mutual Hagthad been a
form of security, protecting them from . . . Frorhat? From love?
Kate shuddered then, acknowledging the full forideen feelings for



him, and saw as he reached out to touch her tHadhenisinterpreted
her fear as revulsion.

His whole face darkened as a tide of colour swepinder his skin,

his eyes naked and vulnerable as they met hexsslimore than she
could bear; that she had to carry the burden ofe@bngs as well as
her own, and she pulled away from him with a despaimoan so

that his fingers missed her arm and instead graelbose edge of
her towel.

So it was that fate ordained that which must hamp®hthat which
must not, she saw, as she felt the towel slip dway her body and
saw Dominic's face contort in a mixture of longiagguish and pain.
A human being could only fight so much ... or mange so much.

She didn't move . . . didn't try to run as he sealdper up in his arms,
his muscles contracting with effort, his breathgigllow and tense
against her skin.

He carried her to the guest bedroom as she had rkin@wvould,
laying her down on the bed as though she was ddraigd delicate as
the petal of a flower, touching her skin with fingehat trembled
convulsively, a blind, despairing look in the eyleat absorbed every
detail of her naked body.

In silence he undressed and in silence Kate waAadodd calm
possessed her, a feeling that what was happenisgavaething that
was meant to be. She had tried to prevent it; sldetted to protect
herself, but at every turn fate had conspired agdwer, and now
there was no point in fighting any further.

Her calm was not one of numb acceptance, but thieedeinning so
strongly within her was not something she yetdéle to express. It
was almost as though some inner voice was urgingoheait ... to



channel and control her need. And the moment Damay down
beside her and took her in his arms, she knew why.

Sensation after sensation exploded inside her, eaehhewer and
more forceful than the last, and yet she wasaié to monitor and
register Dominic's need and desire for her.

They made love avidly, feverishly, desperately hynépr one

another, with no desire or need for any leisuregliminaries. They
might almost have been lovers of several yeamststg, parted and
now reunited, so readily did their bodies mergestbgr.

Neither of them spoke; their desire too savage @rsuming for
words, the thick silence punctuated only by thensisiof their bodies
moving urgently together, taking what they had bothheir separate
ways, deliberately denied themselves in the past.

Kate felt no gradual build-up to the climax she madd so much
about, but never before actually experienced, hmtybsimply
exploded in a frenzied burst of sensation that f©okninic's with it.
He cried out, the first sound he had made sincei@gtthe room, and
then as the tumult eased from their bodies andyhédwn beside her,
taking her into his arms, Kate thought she felt daenpness of his
tears against her skin.

Drowsily as sleep claimed her it came to her treatlbody was at
peace, but that for her heart, the pain was orsygbout to begin.



CHAPTER SEVEN

SHE woke from a deep sleep during the filtering gightl of the false
dawn, to find Dominic watching her, his head supgebby his hand,
his features indistinct in the poor light, but tle@sion in his body
openly apparent.

‘What is it...? What's wrong?'

Alarm and apprehension contracted her muscles, mesnof the
past and his contempt of her overwhelming the meleclanguor with
which she had woken.

Dominic reached out to touch her, his fingertipeitng the outline of
her face, following the curve of her mouth, befewedenly he moved
away.

She heard the bedclothes rustle and thought thetalsdeaving her
until he said slowly, 'Nothing ... nothing at &fbu're even more than
I'd imagined, Kate,' he added softly. 'For eigtdrgd've carried with

me an image of you ... of how you looked in my bednd for most of
those eight years I've hated you and myself bedauaated you.' He

reached out again and slid his fingers throughhar tilting her face

so that he could look into her eyes.

''ve been so wrong about you,' he told her rav@gan you forgive
me?'

It wasn't a declaration of love or adoration, duheld a ring of
genuine remorse that made her ache both for hinariterself.

'l should have realised . . . seen...'he went on.

‘How could you have done? | was Ricky's wife.'



'‘But you're not any more—thank God,' he interrugtedroughly, his
voice taking on a yearning quality as he addedkpicKate, | want
you so much.'

Instinctively, blindly, she raised her face to hiss fingers sliding

down to grip the delicate bones of her shoulderssion hardening
his body as he muttered against her ear, 'I hopemngan this, Kate,
because I'm afraid if you don', it's too late forning back now.

Eight years I've ached for you . . . dreamed alpout cursed the day
| ever met you. You've become almost an obsessiamet Kate, and
now . ..

‘And now what?' she asked lightly, suddenly alnmefshid of the
tension surrounding them both; afraid of placing teuch meaning
in what he was saying to her.

‘And now I'm almost afraid to touch you,' he adedthuskily.

Her apprehension dropped away. Slowly she reachechd touched
his mouth with her fingers, drawn to do so by a palsion that had
stalked her for days.

'‘Don't be,' she whispered as she felt the firmhflesrn beneath .her
touch, and shivered herself in response.

‘Kate!" He said her name on a hoarse note of rdsierated as he
pressed his mouth to the palm of her hand, hisuersjghtly rough
and totally erotic as it moved against her «kin.

From her palm his lips moved up along her arm, issimg) her skin
until she felt as though it burned with a milliemyt electric impulses.

It seemed to be a lifetime before he reached hestimim take her
feverishly eager response to him. Her arms wougrddly round his
neck, her fingers shaping the hard bones of hik s&neath the silky
thickness of his hair.



When his hand cupped her breast she moaned thiosdss, the
sound trapped deep in her throat but obviouslygeised by him,
and his kiss hardened into dark passion in resptmsbe eager
stiffening of her nipple beneath his touch.

When his mouth left hers to move down the slimmé$gr throat she
dragged in lungfuls of air, shuddering violently evhshe felt it
against the hardened peak of her breast.

Her body arched against his mouth in longing an@l@asure, her
fingers digging into the bunched muscles of hisusdhers.

Against her she could feel his arousal, his def@ssling on and
fuelling her own, the heat she could feel movirmpy through her
veins echoed by the way his skin burned undercwait

His mouth found her other breast, tugging gentlyhem swollen
nipple until she felt almost faint with the frenay feeling he was
arousing inside her.

Her desire was as great as it had been last fughthis time he was
not rushing their lovemaking, but drawing out theagsure of it until
it stretched like an almost too fine note of mubat ravished almost
to the point of pain. Beneath her hands his sKinlik® warm satin,
fluid and yet firm. She touched his chest tentdyivestopping
suddenly as the past caught up with her and she keeky's voice,
sharp with dislike as he pushed her away from hoglyb
contemptuous of her hesitantly naive caresses.

'Kate..."

Her eyes focused anxiously on Dominic's, tryingpadd their steady
regard. 'What is it?"

Her mind jumped, veering sharply away from tellihgn. She
wanted to know the full intimacy of his body, taess him with her



hands and lips, but the past would not releadwits on her. She felt
Dominic's glance drop to where her fingers lay @dimutely against
his chest, and felt him sigh and knew he was awBher reluctance
to touch him. But he did not know the reason whhe Svas
frightened . . . haunted by the lingering poisdhbg Ricky's cruelty;
and haunted too by the fact that once this manreddaejected her. It
was all right as long as he was the one doingdhessing . . . making
the running, but though there was desire betweem tthere was no
trust, she thought sadly.

'Kate.'

His eyes burned dark gold in the immobility of fe€e, his chest
rising and falling sharply, his skin flushed and.hdéis hand cupped
her face, his mouth moving gently against her camd then far less
gently as he felt her eager response. This wasthorgeshe felt safe
with.

His mouth left hers and she watched the dark tfdelmur film his
cheekbones; felt the hard compression of his mssate he bent
towards her, his chest pressed hard against hastsre

She could feel the faint edge of violence, justdagh the surface of
his passion, and oddly it thrilled her, shocking inéo an awareness
of just how little she had known about passion— unaw. Now she

was learning fast . . . too fast, an inner voicerngd her, but

Dominic's mouth was against her skin, his fingéiskeng delicately

between her thighs, making her forget everythingtha surge of

need pounding through her. Her body arched ecaligtiagainst his

hand, her strangled sob of pleasure smotheredsidamskin as she
pressed shaking lips to his throat, wantonly respenin her need to
attain the shimmering delight that beckoned her on.

This time he made love to her slowly, teasing héttla with the
tormenting, measured thrust of his body into hen,auntil she cried



out in agonised despair, digging her nails into beck and

whimpering with a need that made him abandon his B3 a

controlled lover, to possess her with a fiercegngntal hunger that
matched and then exceeded her own. Quivering iraftieemath of

the violently climatic convulsions that had grippleédr, she could
hardly believe it when he continued to move withir, drawing

from her an explosion of sensation so intense ftlrah moment it

seemed she actually lost consciousness, his veite aeached his
own release reaching her as though from a farrdista

Even- when he had withdrawn from her, her body icoled to
tremble, slick with sweat which was now rapidly lwog her skin.
She felt him move and gather her into his arms,weak to do
anything other than simply lie against him.

Against her ear she felt his lips move, his voiageap rumble she
could almost feel inside her as he muttered sdflygive me, Kate,
I've exhausted you. | hadn't intended to be sdemanding, but eight
years is a long time to go hungry for a woman .. .'

A woman? she thought drowsily, trying to unraved #grror she felt
sure was within the words. Dominic couldn't haveantghat there
had been no woman with whom he had made love tritha.. . . No,

of course he could not, and she was a fool for #waking he might.

He had been speaking metaphorically, that was$dall.body ached,
but it was a pleasant ache, reminding her thatvias the first time
she had ever tasted passion. She wasn't sures Bhealrifted off to
sleep she thought she felt Dominic's mouth gertiggsing her moist
skin, trailing a tender path from her throat to #gight swell of her

belly, before his arms curved round her again dedfimally relaxed

into exhaustion.

When she woke up again it was daylight and Domwrds gone. She
stretched in languorous pleasure, blinking slovike la large cat
before rolling over to lie in the spot which hadchBominic's body.



She could smell the scent of him on her skin, dndesed slightly,
uncomfortably conscious of how little it seemedetike to arouse her
body to the pitch where she was achingly consoddw they had
made love. Her breasts ached slightly, her nippigg and faintly
swollen. If Dominic were here beside her now sheldevant him to
make love to her. Swiftly banishing the thought plished back the
covers and headed for her bathroom, standing uhdesooling lash
of the shower while she tried to get a grip on henultuous
emotions.

Not only did the cool water quench her desire,|sbdrought her
shiveringly back to reality. What had happenednégitit had been so
totally unexpected that it had completely pusheditse aside—for

both of them perhaps, but this morning Dominic \gase, which

surely indicated very clearly that he considerechtwmmad passed
between them to be something he certainly did nehwo discuss
and perhaps even regretted.

Surely if he had had any genuine feelings for hatlde would have
wanted to be with her when she woke up, but hegoaé . . . without
a word to her.

Slowly drying herself, Kate went back to her beanoand made
herself go over the events of the previous everdagninic had been
In something almost approaching a state of shocknwie arrived.
And no doubt it had been a shock to him to leanv wong he had
been about her. That he had learned it gave hethrb of
pleasure—on the contrary, all she could feel waascéimg pain that it
had taken remorse and guilt to bring him to heraiAgt her will she
remembered how intensely he had wanted her, haeefiehe had
made love to her. But desire, no matter how fieveas not love.
Dominic did not love her. How could he? He himdedd told her
how much he resented his desire for her, and nayedhdo that
resentment would be the guilt of knowing how wrgngle had
misjudged her.



All the time she was dressing, her actions thossma@futomaton, Kate
was going over and over , what had happened, andddy shook as
she remembered his passionate desire for her amavnaesponse to
it. She had been so carried away by their mutuadl ibat nothing

else had been important, but that could not benalibto happen
again.

Already she was terrified by the knowledge of houcinshe yearned
for him. It would be far too dangerous to allow dedf to get any
further involved with him.

She would probably not be called upon to make aoi shoice, she
reminded herself wryly. After all, Dominic had leftithout saying
anything about getting in touch with her. No, ieshas sensible she
would look upon last night as something which stonlave
happened eight years ago; something infinitely iptescto her, but
also something that could never be repeated.

Despite her firm resolve several times during tleemmg she found
her hands growing still over their tasks, her ndnifting back to the
previous evening, her body languid with remembeledsure, until
reality intruded and she shuddered back to reality.

It was pointless and self-deluding to allow her$elbe deceived by
some romantic fantasy. Last night Dominic had beenan held in
thrall to the grip of very strong emotions, and rii&a he had
exorcised those emotions by the most physical mpaasible. No
doubt today he was feeling as annoyed with hinfeel§iving in to

his desire for her as he had previously been aerexpcing that
desire. People did not change overnight; it mightnebe that
Dominic resented learning the truth about her.

It was to stop herself thinking about her feelimgishim that Kate
kept herself so busy trying to second-guess Dorsimigotions and
thoughts, she thought wryly as she finally abanddrex half-hearted



attempt to work. For once not even the prospestating on a new
commission had the power to thrill her. A tiny gmwof sensation
rippled over her skin. No, it seemed that Dominana now had that
power. Angry with herself, she forced back the tidu It was

pointless to build crazy dreams on what her intelbield her were the
most flimsy of foundations. It would be reckleskyfindeed to invite

even more pain by allowing herself to believe tshe meant
something to Dominic as a person.

Round and round her thoughts chased one anotheausting her
mentally, but leaving her physically strained andedge.

When she heard a car coming up the drive hertfictght was that it
must be Dominic, and she flew to the window, figgtidown a
crashing sense of disappointment when she recafjiise getting
out of her husband's car.

Forcing a smile to her lips, she opened the dobeto

'Hi ... I hope I'm not interrupting your work, bitrh at a bit of a loose
end. lan and Dominic have gone to the City for sdmsiness
discussions, so | thought I'd come round and see' Y8he gazed
appreciatively around the hall. 'This is reallydby Kate, you must
be very sad at the thought of parting with it.'

'In some ways, yes,' Kate agreed. 'But it was Rsckymily home
and...'

'Of course, how tactless of me!" Vera looked miedif 'Of course,
you can't enjoy living somewhere that reminds you -

'‘No ... no ... itisn't like that at all," Kate assd her. 'As a matter of
fact, | always think of it as being Ricky's grantifer's house. | used
to come over here a lot with my father when he ala®. It is lovely,
but | just can't afford to keep it in the style wich it's become
accustomed,’ she joked ruefully.



She was aching to ask Vera when Dominic was corhaxk, but
even as she tried to think of a casual enough waframe her
guestion her tongue seemed to stick to the robkoimouth. What a
ridiculous way for a woman of twenty-seven to beh)ahe chastised
herself, especially when she had just spent allinmmgrreminding
herself that there was no future for her with Damin. no basis
between them for any sort of continuing relatiopsai all. It was
high time she faced the truth, unpalatable thotighght be. As far
as Dominic was concerned she was just a woman dheéaded to
get out of his system in the most primitive waygbke, and now that
that had been achieved . . . Witness the way habieven bothered
to wait for her to wake up this morning ... had @eén left her a note,
or bothered to get in touch with her.

She showed Vera over the house and then the gattesing with
half an ear while the other woman marvelled admglyirat them.

Once they were back inside Kate offered her ted, they sat
drinking it together in the drawing-room, Kate'suights wandering
painfully back to Dominic, so that she didn't realithat Vera had
gone quiet until the latter said abruptly, 'lIt'sls@ pity that you and
Dominic don't hit it off, you . . .'

Dreading what Vera might be about to say, Katerinfged hastily,
'Oh, itisn't really important—atfter all, we're ribiely to ever see that
much of one another.’

The phone rang, shocking her into silence. Shedtair it helplessly
for several seconds before she realised that Vasawatching her
with a rather puzzled frown. Tense with longing ah@ad, she
walked over to it and picked up the receiver, aenge feeling of
disappointment attacking her as she recognisedimMattwood's
voice.



'‘Hope I'm not disturbing you," he began, unconstiowechoing

Vera's words on her arrival. 'But we've got thefed detail sheet for
the house back now, and | wondered if | could pmymnd later to

show it to you.'

She ached to say no, to blot out anything that detbp her from
re-living over and over again the previous nighit Bhe forced
herself to fight down the impulse, saying instés@s, of course, I'd
like that.'

‘The thing is it will have to be this evening, sdyout nine-ish? I've
got to call and view a house at eight, so withtabiuck | could call
on you on the way back.'

Agreeing to his suggestion, Kate replaced the veceiVera was
watching her with unabashed interest.

‘Just the estate agent,’ she told her, wondering avhearth she
sounded so defensive.

Vera grinned. 'So | gathered. Sue thinks he'srfdtie you.'

'Sue's a committed romantic,' retorted Kate, gringéaintly. 'She's
been trying to get me married off for the best pathe last six years.'

'‘But you've obviously never been tempted?' Vereadoopenly

curious, and Kate felt her heart contract in p&ime had no wish to
offend Vera, but there was simply no way that sti@d confide in

her. Without realising it her eyes had darkenedh \pdin, betraying
something of her feelings.

'‘Forgive me, Kate,' Vera said gently, 'I'm pryingdd shouldn't. It's
one of my worst traits, but I'm afraid that likeeSd'm a hopeless
romantic too. Mind you, I'm often way, way off tatg She made a
rueful moue and said lightly, "You won't believesthbut the first time



| saw you-arid Dominic together, | couldn't helpt ink what ah
attractive couple you made.'

Kate disguised her sharp gasp of anguish by berting as though
she had knocked herself against the telephone. tabieunately she
had been able to turn her face away from Veratstlaother woman
was still chattering blithely to her, thankfully lokious to her
traitorous response to the sound of Dominic's name.

It was just gone five o'clock when Vera left, expiag that she had
promised to pick lan up from the station. Which thoean that
Dominic was not returning to the village, Kate tgbtpainfully.

She told herself that she ought to be pleasedlieved that she was
not going to be obliged to see him. It was fardyetbat there should
be a clean break like this, rather than the tortira fully fledged
affair, ending when Dominic ultimately tired of héfes, she was
lucky that his desire for her had been quencheshsitly, otherwise
she might tonight be finding herself in the positaf having to lie to
him and pretend that she did not want him.

Instinctively she knew it would be very hard to sweehim from a
path once he had set his foot upon it, and feelbgut him as she
did, she doubted that she would have the strerfgihildo send him
away, should he have decided that one night witlhvas not enough.

And yet the longer she allowed herself to be ingdlwith him, the
more helplessly she would become enmeshed in theoivieer own
feelings for him.

She was a little surprised that she had heard mptihom Sue, she
reflected wryly. Her friend must surely be curiciasknow what
effect her revelations had had on him. Unless,mirge, Sue was
deliberately keeping a low profile, anticipatingr lenger at being
betrayed.



She was just pondering over this when the phorge rasoon as she
registered Sue's cautious, 'Hi. . ." Kate wondafethere could
possibly be such a thing as E.S.P.

They chatted for a few minutes, neither of themtmoa@mg Dominic.
Kate felt as though her nerves were being stretoheithe wires and
that they now just needed the merest touch to greap completely.

When Sue eventually mentioned Dominic, she froaankful that
her friend could not see her face.

'I'm afraid | lost my temper with him yesterdayyeSconfessed. 'And
what's worse, | blurted out to him the truth abgotir marriage to
Ricky. | don't know which of us was the more shattkéou know
what I'm like when my temper explodes. | don't saggyou've seen
anything of him?'

If she told Sue that Dominic had been round tolese her friend

would want to know what had happened. She knewdswéd, she

would not rest until she had prised every lastibiftan her, and that
was something she could not bear, no matter howmesnt Sue's
curiosity might be, so instead of telling the trgte lied, squashing
the feelings of guilt stirring uncomfortably insider.

'‘Ought | to have done?' she asked lightly. Theivecslid stickily in
her hand, tension making her shake.

'‘Maybe not . . . It's just that | thought he midjatve hot-footed it
round to your place to apologise. It certainly gaua one hell of a
jolt.’

'l expect it did. No one likes having their judgrhproved wrong, but
it was all over a long time ago, Sue.’

‘Not for you it wasn't,’ Sue contradicted her. 'Higction of you left
painful scars, Kate, we both know that. | . . . @mn," she cursed,



'someone's just come to the door. I'll try to caower and see you
tomorrow, Kate. Must go now .. . '‘Bye!’

Grateful to whoever Sue's visitor was for her rexpei Kate replaced
the receiver and wandered back into the study. (&t hardly
touched her work today. Damn Dominic! She didn‘tnivaim
intruding in her life, in her thoughts in this f@o pervasive way.

She worked for close on an hour knowing, when s fimished,
that most of what she had done was completely \wemshand neither
had she been remotely successful in banishing DOonfiom her
thoughts.

The sound of a car outside made her glance at&gehvand frown. It
was a quarter to nine. Martin Allwood was earlyeS3jot up and
hurried into the hall, opening the door at histfinsg, but the pleasant
smile she had forced on to her face faded as shens& Martin
Allwood, but Dominic standing outside.

He was in the hall before she could even thinkading the door on
him, the dark business suit and contrasting wiite ke was wearing
immediately reminding her of the very first timeedhad seen him.

He looked tired, she noted painfully, his mouth vwratight in
uncompromising anger as he demanded harshly, "Whyaa lie to
Sue about not seeing me?"'

His question was so totally unexpected that ithiner completely,
leaving her to stare at him while her brain triedcome up with a
satisfactory response.

‘Are you so ashamed of making love with me thatpmgsence here
last night is something that has to be lied abadtladden? It's okay
to make love with me, but only as long as no ose khows about it,
is that it?'



Kate struggled to understand the reason for hierbiss. Surely that
washerline? After all, he was the one who had disapmkarthout a
word or a note. But instead of challenging him witts all she could
do was to stammer nervously, '‘How do you know wisatd to Sue?'

'‘Because | arrived at her house just after shdihethed speaking to
you. | went round there to apologise for my presgiauanner towards
her, and she was rather surprised that | had tdlesthme and trouble
to apologise to her, but not to you.' He saw hegrression and his
mouth twisted in a bitter smile. 'Oh, don't worhg'told her harshly,
'l haven't betrayed you.'

Listening to the condemnation in his voice, Katdised wearily that
nothing had changed between them. She had bedantoiddar any
further contact with him. He was still hurting her. causing her pain.

She looked at him, intending to ask him to leawnel, laer whole body
trembled. Even without closing her eyes she coudtlie him as he
had been last night when he made love to her...

'‘Kate.' His voice had softened to something alnaggbtroaching
pleading, and if she hadn't known better she calmabst have sworn
there was pain in his eyes too. 'We have to tallabout last night. . .’

Panic flared inside her. He was going to tell et it had all been a
mistake, she could feel him gathering himself tbgeto say so.

'‘No ... no ... there's nothing for us to talk aboshe interrupted
shakily, focusing her eyes on a point to the righbis shoulder so
that she would not have to look at him. '"We werth [zolittle carried
away by ... by circumstances ... but nothing's lyeahanged,
Dominic. We both know that.’

She had herself under control enough to look atriom. Instead of
looking relieved as she had expected, he lookedrlyitfurious, his
mouth compressed in a hard line as he flung at her,



'You want me!'

Oh, the humiliation of it ... of him standing theaed stating so
trenchantly the obviousness of her desire for H8he searched
feverishly for some means of defence that wouldmailve her in an
outright lie, and managed huskily,

'l wanted you eight years ago as well, but wanisgt loving,
Dominic.’

For a moment there was silence and then he askstlyaHave |
asked you for love?'

Her skin whitened under the taunt, and she knew that she had
been right to be wary of seeing him again. The pas now worse,
far worse than it had been before, because nownke lso much
more about her; could hurt her in so many more ways

There was nothing more she could say. By coming aed saying to
her what he had Dominic had confirmed all her owarse doubts
and fears about their relationship. Relationshigtatvelationship?
she mocked herself savagely. She had simply beeer-aight stand;
a means of appeasing a physical hunger which stiekiawn he
deeply resented.

She walked to the door suddenly feeling very, wady and opened it,
turning to look blindly at him.

'l think you'd better leave, Dominic.'

'If that's what you want." He sounded completedifferent, almost
callously so.

He was just about to leave when Martin Allwood's c@me up the
drive. Kate kept her eyes fixed on it, but stiledkIlt Dominic turn to
look at her, his glance almost seeming to burrsbasitive skin.



'So that's it,' he said curtly. 'He can't be verpdjin bed, Kate,' he
added coolly as he stepped through the door. '@iberyou'd never
have responded to me the way you did last night &y like Rick,
isn't he? Take care, Kate. It's criminal folly take the same mistake
twice.'

He was gone before she could retort, nodding alyrtptMar on as
the latter climbed out of his car.

'‘Odd sort of chap,’ commented Martin, as Kate sllolmn into the
house. 'For some reason | get the feeling he dowach care for me.

Good friend of yours, is he?' he asked Kate spg@calg as she
closed the door.

'‘He was a friend of my husband's,' Kate told hipressively. She
suspected that Martin was something of a gossighadlid not want
him gossiping about Dominic and herself, especiadlynow . . .

What had he wanted to talk to her about? she weddas she took
Martin into the drawing-room and offered him a #rinher
movements when he accepted automatic, her minliytetagrossed
by the purpose of Dominic's visit.

He had wanted to make his position clear to het Was all, she
derided herself. He had wanted to make sure tleatistlerstood that
there was no real significance about what had hegapkast night. No
doubt he had been anxious that she should nohgetriong idea . . .
not make demands upon him or assumptions abodtile.

Well, he need not have bothered. She knew exadttht tihe situation
was.

Abruptly she became aware that Martin had stopal&dhy. Flushing
slightly, she looked at him to find that he was iegeher with
frowning curiosity.



'I'm sorry,' she apologised, 'l was thinking aboytwork.'
'l was just asking you what you thought of the Iktaf

He was holding it in his hand and Kate took it frowm, forcing
herself to concentrate her attention on it.

It was gone ten o'clock when he eventually left.

He had been disposed to stay and chat, and evignshal had been
forced to make an outright claim to being tiredyéd him to go.

At the front door he had paused to ask her oudifurer, but Kate had
refused. She was too exhausted emotionally to #viek of going
out with anyone else.



CHAPTER EIGHT

TRYING to appear normal in front of Sue when she arrittesl
following afternoon was one of the hardest thinggekhad ever had
to do. Sue was obviously eager to regale her Vlithedetails of the
scene between Dominic and herself, but Kate fdiedther, causing
her to frown slightly.

'‘Kate, surely you don't still feel so strongly abbim that you can't
even bear to hear his name mentioned?’

She did, but not in the way that Sue meant.

'It's not that,' she lied, 'it's just that I've gat much on my mind
already, what with this commission from Vera and, land then
selling the house.'

'Of course.' Sue's ready sympathy only increaseddrese of guilt.
"You must be feeling really down about having td path this place.
Has anyone been round to view it yet?'

‘No.'

Having been distracted away from the subject of Dan Sue
continued to chat blithely for another half an hbafore announcing
that she had to go to collect the children fromosth

'You need a holiday, Kate,' she chided her friemgdlee left. "You're
looking far too tired. You need to get away.'

Sue was right, Kate reflected when her friend hateg She did need
to get away—from Dominic. Perhaps if she went &y stith Harry
and Liz for a few days? She had a standing ineatid visit them ...



She would see how she felt tomorrow, she told lfesiseshe walked
out into the garden. Some weeding might help te taér mind off
Dominic. She was still outside when the phone rang.

It was the receptionist from the estate agentlseffalling to ask if it
would be convenient to send someone round to \hevptoperty that
afternoon.

‘Unfortunately all the partners have appointmerdis¢ told Kate.
'‘Would you be able to show the people round yotit'sel

Confirming that she would, Kate made a note oftiime they were
expected and replaced the receiver.

It was just after half-past two when Kate hearddberbell. She was
in the kitchen, arranging some flowers she had dgimbin from the

garden, and she wiped her hands on a towel betorgihg to the

door, cursing herself as she realised she had stedl¢o ask the
receptionist the name of the prospective purchasers

She opened the door with what she hoped was anuold, her facial
muscles stiffening as she saw Dominic standingidelts

'l told you I didn't want to see you again!" Therd®sounded more
like a cry of anguish than the cold remonstrance Istd intended
them to be.

Mouth grim, Dominic stepped past her, cold topagsayeeting her
own with derisory mockery as he told her, 'It ig@u I've come to
see. It's the house.'

It took a few seconds for his meaning to seep iautd agape, Kate
stared at him.

‘You mean you've come to view the house?'



'Full marks, you've got it in one.’

The taunt was cold and hostile, but Kate ignored ianger boiled up
inside her.

'l don't know what you think you're doing, Dominishe raged at
him. '‘But if you think that by pretending you waotuy this house --'

'‘Who says I'm pretending?' He had been studyinggtiiery and
swung round now, to look at her coolly. '| needcadin England now
that I'm going into partnership with lan, and whieetter to live than
in the same locality?' His mouth twisted and heealdgbftly, 'Or were
you flattering yourself that the house was justedgxt—an excuse to
come and see you?'

Her face burned with humiliated embarrassment, Jmce and
movements stiff as she ignored his question tocasy instead,
'‘Where would you like to start? Upstairs or down?"

'‘Oh, down, | think," he said softly. 'Then we camsh up upstairs.'

There was nothing in his eyes other than a ceftatirnardness, but
Kate was convinced she had not imagined the tagihiint of sexual
innuendo behind his words. He was deliberatelyngyto ruffle her,
she realised. No doubt his pride was suffering beeahe had been
the first to say that there was no future for th@hviously he had
wanted to be the one to say that to her.

She showed him round the ground floor of the hogsiéing her
teeth every time she felt him brush past her,andtlose to her. She
was so sensitive to him that it almost hurt to tireaShe wanted to
hate and resent him, but her weak, traitorous lyedyned for him to
hold and caress it.



He followed her upstairs, waiting while she opemeadh bedroom
door, a malicious smile darkening his eyes as &sfu@l®n one side on
the landing in an attitude of frozen rigidity.

‘Not going to come in with me, Kate?' he asked, e walked into
the room where they had made love. 'Why not, | veoRdAre you
frightened that --'

It was too much for her. Trembling violently, shrgerrupted him,
'I'm not in the least frightened of you, Dominic!'

He turned his head and she caught the glint of pwekery in his
eyes as he drawled, 'Of course not, | never thofaghine moment
that you were. Why should you be? You shouldniicgate, Kate.
What | was going to say was, are you perhaps figgd of what
being in this bedroom with me might do to that sif- control
you've wrapped yourself in?'

Some instinct for self-protection made her retal&tarply, her body
tensing as she said coolly, '‘Noyou're leaping to conclusions,
Dominic.'

He swung round, pinning her with narrowed eyesr k@ached her
like someone touching an exposed nerve, makinguings and then
start shaking inwardly.

'‘Meaning?' he demanded softly.

She couldn't speak. Her tongue seemed to be gititle troof of her
mouth. He was coming towards her, advancing witioat menacing
intent, and although she longed to turn and runsghely could not
move.

'Kate?'



The total unexpectedness of Martin Allwood's vorcthe hall below

shocked her out of her fear. Both she and Domiaied towards the
stairs. They had been so engrossed in their mutatling that

neither of them had heard him arrive.

'So . . ." She saw Dominic's eyes harden and t#ddbeneath the
contempt in them. 'He won't make you happy, Kdie,'told her
harshly. 'He simply isn't man enough for you.'

‘While you, | suppose, are!" she managed to hisk baa furious
whisper as Martin came upstairs.

'‘My secretary told me she'd sent someone rounedaahe house.' He
did a double-take as he saw Dominic, and then fealvn

‘Kate has just about finished showing me roundmba told him
smoothly, instantly regaining control of himselfietsavagery he had
shown her completely gone, Kate noted shakenly. ¢ance
encompassed them both, but it was Martin he spolkastfie said
urbanely, 'I'm very interested in the property, pathaps we might
discuss it in your office, Allwood.'

The miraculous speed with which Martin's manneraas him
changed totally amazed Kate. Before she knew wilathvappening
both Dominic and Martin were leaving— together.

It wasn't because Dominic had gone that she fditeseft, Kate told

herself forlornly as she went back to the kitchad her flowers. It

was simply .. . With a brief gesture of disgust pbhshed the flowers
away. What was the point of lying to herself? Stvet him, she
knew she did, and that was why she had been figlstrhard against
any involvement with him. But she was already ineol on the very
deepest level that there was. She shivered sudderidping the

gooseflesh prickling her arms. What did it mattewlshe felt about
Dominic, he cared nothing for her?



Was he serious about buying the house? She thaibght how she
would feel having him as her closest neighbour, ladwhole body
shook. Suddenly she had to get out of the housesdape from the
place where she had been most intimate with him.

She would go down to the cottage; that held no mmEmo@f Dominic
at all. She had made a start on cleaning it, lmretiwvas still a lot left
to do.

She worked well into the evening, giving the latdesdroom, which
she had decided would be her own, a thorough cigarihe

old-fashioned high mahogany bed which had beemfardparents'’
she rather liked and had decided to keep. The faged north, and
was decorated in a depressing browny-orange. Whieehad finished
cleaning the paintwork Kate sat back on her heets studied it,

mentally substituting the old-fashioned wallpapathwsomething
more in keeping . . . something traditional, pediapy pink rosebuds
on a white background. She could have a soft pamget and heavily
starched old- fashioned white cotton bedlinen lyisrimmed with

lace. There was a rocking chair in one of the rotimas could be
re-polished. She had already stripped the bed omire®ious visit,

and now on an impulse she hurried into one of theraooms where
a bedding chest contained the bedlinen which haxk dreen her
grandmother's. Her father had been the type ofopevgho never
threw anything out. One of her mother's many gmeea about him
had been that he forced her to live with his pa‘eoid-fashioned
cast-off furniture, but now it, and the linen thva¢nt with it, was

coming back into fashion again.

Amazingly as Kate opened the chest the scent ehider filled the
air, and she wondered wryly if her father had dbt@ver opened the
chest. She took out clean white sheets and cahed into the other
room, spreading one on the bed and then standicigtbgudge the
effect, but it was impossible to gain an impressibaxactly how the
room would look redecorated. It was a large becgmhé&o hold two



people, not one, and unnervingly as she starddsita could almost
see Dominic's lean tanned body tangled in the wdhaets, his dark
head on the pillow.

Stop it . . . stop it! she warned herself angtignsing as she heard &
car. She went to the window, stunned to see Dongeiting out of
the parked BMW.

For a moment she was almost tempted to hide pretend that she
was not there. She frowned . . . How had he knoweresto find her
... and more important, why had Wwantedto find her?

By the time she had got downstairs she thoughhabeome up with
the answer. Opening the door to him, she saidyiftit's about the
house, then please discuss it with my estate agent.

She was about to close the door again when heedrd@strom her
and stepped determinedly inside.

'It isn't about the house,' he told her bluntly.

For a moment a wild hope flared inside her, buteghgas nothing
even remotely lover-like in the way he was lookatdper. Quenching
her disappointment, she looked at him.

‘What are you doing here, then?'

''ve come to warn you that two men have brokenajuihe high
security prison. It was on the news when | washadar. | went to
your place and found you gone . . . then as | wasng past, | saw
your car parked here.'

‘Two men . . ." Kate's forehead creased in a frdtmwas of course a
very serious matter, but hardly important enoughhiion to have
delivered the news in person.



‘The police don't think they've gone very far. &ctf they suspect
they're probably keeping under cover at the moméhneyre both

armed, but they're still in prison uniform. Thesfithing they're going
to want is a change of clothes, food, money, arssipty some form

of security.'

'Security . . .?" Kate was baffled until Dominiccatmed harshly,
'Hostages, Kate . . . bargaining counters so Heapolice are forced
to let them go free.’

'Hostages ... You mean .. .?' She looked at hinread the truth in
his grim face. "You think they might ...?' Her vetailed away faintly
as she remembered how close the cottage and hee are to the
prison, and how remote from anything else, andsbhered slightly.

‘You're coming back to the house' with me, now,fidoc told her
curtly, 'and I'm staying the night. And before ystart making any
objections, my motives are entirely altruistic. Tamow we'll make
other arrangements. You can stay with Vera anddagpur friend
Sue, but it's too late for any of that tonight.' ¢gdanced at his watch.
'It's gone ten now. In another half an hour it Ww#l dark.'

Kate shivered beneath the grimness of his voicerried conjuring
up unpleasant pictures of the loneliness of thddeape around the
cottage.

'‘Nothing to say?"

Her mouth had gone dry and she touched her ligatteely with the
tip of her tongue.

'I'm very grateful to you for your concern,' shelsaoodenly at last,
‘but.. !



‘Well, you are the widow of an old friend," Domirgaid derisively”®
'Oh, it's all right, Kate," he added curtly, contplg misreading the
haunted expression that crossed her face, 'l'veintemtion of
usurping Allwood's role in your life." His mouthrbed a little as he
asked her tauntingly, 'Does he know yet that yodi khave been
lovers?'This was getting ridiculously out of haidhe ought to tell
Dominic that Martin Allwood meant absolutely notyito her, but
somehow she could not.

‘Aren't you frightened | might not be able to resie temptation to
tell him?' he demanded savagely, watching her r&oon the cruelty
of his words with something almost approaching glee.

Kate felt as though she was being torn apart. Wayg e torturing
her like this?

‘Why . . . why should you do that?' she managedemig at last.

‘Why?' He looked both incredulous and furious. Heved and for
one moment Kate thought he actually meant to siha&kethen he
stepped back again, cursing softly under his breath

'‘Let's get out of here,' he told her flatly, prdiogl her towards the
door with a hand on the flat of her back.

Kate let him move her, protesting only when sheed her car that
she could not leave it there and travel back wiith IHe let her get in
it and waited for her to start it up, following hadt the way back to
the house, and parking his BMW next to her Minitlsat she was
blocked in.

Although she didn't want him staying with her, haswight about it
being too late for her to foist herseff on either Vera or Sue tonight,
and she certainly did not relish the prospect ohdp@lone in the
house with two dangerous criminals on the loose.



Dominic followed her inside the house, carefullgkimg the door
behind him. It had bolts as well as a lock, altHo#gte rarely used
them. It gave her a strange feeling as she watbbetnic slide them
into place, almost as though suddenly they werarségd from the
rest of the world.

'I'l go round and check all the windows and ddors.

Kate made a small sound of protest in her throdtvaatched him
turn to look at her. As he stood in the shadowsfdwe took on a
closed, almost remote, look as though he was sudférom intense
pain.

'Surely that isn't necessary?' she began, onlgltsifent when he
said quietly, 'You read the papers, don't you, Rateu must surely
remember what happened the other summer?'

Her mind prodded by his words suddenly flung up oees of the

dreadful ordeals endured by the inhabitants of allsiilage which

had been terrorised by an escaped gunman. Sevaermawhad been
raped and . . . Kate shuddered, and Dominic saietlgu'Yes . ..

exactly.'

... Il go and make us something to eat,' shferefl uncertainly.
'‘Haveyou...areyou...?

'‘No, | haven't eaten, and yes, | am hungry,' Doortimid her, but Kate
had the impression that he knew how desperatelyvsiméed to get
her mind off what she had just remembered andiiatas saying he
was hungry more for her sake than his own. But stfguld he show
her such compassionate caring? It was completelyigio to his
nature—at least where she was concerned. She bachsa being
charming enough to other people.

Luckily the house insurers had insisted the previgear that Kate
have window locks fitted, and while Dominic wenunal checking



that all these were in place and securing them Kasged herself in
the kitchen.

She was acutely conscious of the silence outsideniay that she had
never been before, jumping at every tiny sound,hies prickling
nervously at the back of her neck as she triedotcentrate on
making them a simple supper.

The phone rang, but before she could get to tbped. Frowning,
she went into the drawing- room, to discover Domjast replacing
the receiver.

‘That was Sue,' he told her laconically. 'She wagied about you,
but | told her | was staying here.’

Kate could feel the colour rising up under her skihat on earth
must Sue be thinking?

'‘We are living in the twentieth century, you knowg¢ drawled,
watching her. 'It's quite permissible for a womarmave a lover.'

‘You're not my lover!" Kate said it more violenttihan she had
intended, her eyes widening as the amusement ieffabe to be
replaced by anger.

'‘But | have been," he reminded her softly. '"Whittlsat frightens you
so much that you can't admit the pleasure we gag@nother, Kate?'
he asked her soberly, reaching out to hold hertlighis fingers
encircling her wrists.

This complete change of tack bemused her, andyesrlidted to his,
her breath coming sharply as she recognised ttiergh his. He still
wanted her. Instinctively she moved towards hinecgimg suddenly.
What was she doing?



Quickly she pulled' away from him, muttering theeshad to make
the supper. He let her go, but Kate was conscibhasrowatching her
and her body shook so much she could hardly stand u

She made them both an omelette and served it vatls@a salad, but
it seemed neither of them had much appetite. Sthehed Dominic
covertly while pushing her food round her plate. wig#s making a
pretence of eating, but he was no more enthusiistic she was
herself.

'I'd better ring Vera,' he said abruptly at ldsiold her | was coming
over here and that | intended to stay the night, lloubetter just
confirm it.’

While he made his call Kate cleared away theirgsland started to
make some coffee, which she carried through irgaltlawing-room.
Dominic was standing in the middle of the roomwning as he
listened to a news bulletin on the television.

Kate froze as she heard their vilage mentioned.

‘The police are warning everyone to stay inside' tbld her
unnecessarily when the bulletin was over. 'lt se¢mes men are
armed and they don't want any members of the ptdking chances.’

She shivered, folding her arms protectively arobed body. How
would she be feeling now if Dominic was not withrhé&he would
have returned from the cottage totally unpreparmd thhe news
bulletin, and although she would not have describedself as
particularly nervous, even with Dominic here sheswaving great
difficulty in suppressing her memories of the neaysgr reports of
the incident Dominic had referred to earlier.

'‘Cold?"



She watched Dominic frown and shook her head, aitgnihuskily,
'‘No—scared, but not half as much as | would beif weren't here.'

Dominic raised his head and looked at her, his ggkels suddenly
gleaming.

'Do you realise that's the first compliment youdwer paid me?' he
asked silkily.

He was still watching her, his eyes narrowed, hsefa mask of
tension.

Inside her something kicked sharply to life, arense pulsing heat
burning through her body. He was wrong. She hacadly
complimented him in the most intimate way possiblabandoning
herself to his lovemaking. He was watching her facd she felt as
though her thoughts had suddenly become printdeoforehead for
him to read. She saw his eyes glitter as he stutdedlow crawl of
colour up over her skin, his mouth stretching tighitto a mockery of
a smile as he asked, 'Now what are you thinking?'

‘Not about you!

It was a childish and dangerous denial, as fodshhe instinctive
fear that made her turn and run towards the ddwe.drawing-room
was a comfortable size, but with Dominic in it withr the air inside
the room had suddenly become impossible to breathe.

He caught her by the door, turning her and slamrherghard against
his body, his face a mask of sexual excitementeauugbr.

‘You're lying to me, Kate. You were thinking abomé . . . about this!'

he told her fiercely, claiming her mouth before siwaild speak,

thrusting his fingers into her hair and clamping head so that she
could not avoid the punishing, drugging force o kisses.



When she refused to open her mouth he tugged (igiofuher hair,
making ruthless use of her sharp cry of protest.

He was like a man possessed, she thought feverighstoppable,

determined to take what he wanted with or withaart¢donsent. She
should have hated and despised him, but she dideftbody was

shaking against his, but not with shock. The fiartensity of her

answering desire totally engulfed her. She warddakthere like this
with him for ever, her mouth dominated by the hurafehis, all her

senses alive. He leaned further into her and shedsned as she felt
the intimate contact of his body against her own.

He moved slightly, and she moaned primitively deeper throat,
frustration shimmering in her eyes as she was mlolb¢he contact
with his body, her head moving tormentedly fromesid side as his
mouth lifted from hers, leaving her bereft.

'‘Shush . . . shush . . . It's all right.'

The thick whisper was meant to comfort, but it oalpused her
more, and her flesh quivered in mute pleasure abdmd found her
breast.

'Kate ... Kate, you don't know what you do to me.’

She could hear the tension and excitement in heevand mindlessly
she responded to it.

Where she had been cold now she was burning firemith the
need to have the satin firmness of his flesh agaiesown without
the hindrance of clothes.

She heard him curse as his fingers fumbled withbiltéons of her
shirt, expelling her breath in an aching sigh @&gslure as he finally
cupped the bare skin of her breast. His hips magainst her, his
mouth hot and shaking slightly as it touched hesah The ache of



need inside her was something totally outside amgvipus
experience she had had.

Instead of quenching her desire for him the faat they had already
been lovers had only increased it. This was whatsld dreaded all
along; this terrible searing imprisonment not oofyher heart, but
also of her body.

His head bent, and she gave a tiny sharp cry ekple as she felt his
teeth graze delicately over her breast. She wasucoed by heat and
need; both of which he shared. She could seethitariopaz eyes as
she looked down to where his head lay against teash, his mouth
hot against her aching flesh.

A terrible sense of desolation spilled its bittesmenside her.
‘Kate ... lwantyou . . .
She heard the words and her heart went cold.

She shook like someone held in the grip of a felkermbly she
dragged herself away from him, inching along therdo

'Kate?'

She caught the edge of violence in his voice, asuddenly realised
what she was doing.

‘What the hell are you trying to do to me, damn ¥addis voice
shook, his face a bitter mask. 'Is that what tymson? Building me
up and then dropping me flat?'

Kate couldn't speak. She watched him study hellence, and then
with a tinge of colour creeping up under his sk gaid flatly,
"You're doing this to punish me, aren't youAr@n't youdamn you?'



His hands were closed, the heat coming off his hodiermining her
defences. She could sense the violence in him arev kthat
somehow she must dissipate it. Now without him koug her she
was starting to function normally again. She wdtely ashamed of
the way she had responded to him. He had everymets be
annoyed.

'‘No . . . No, | wasn't trying to punish you," stedsslowly at last.
Dominic had turned his head away as though in regiod of her

words, and impulsively she reached out to touch hienching as he
turned his head and looked wordlessly at where fingiers lay

against his arm.

'‘Don't do that unless you want us back where weswem minutes
ago, Kate," he warned her expressionlessly. And thighdrawing
completely from her he pushed his fingers throughhair. 'God,
what is it about you that brings out the worst i@vAnd what is it
about me that makes you deny the physical desudeg for me?'

Kate took a deep breath.

'If | deny it, it's because | don't trust it, DonunAfter all, you want
me, but at the same time you resent that wantingou resent me.'

'‘Kate, you're wrong.'

She shook her head. 'No ... Vera's told me abautiyother ... about
your upbringing.' She avoided his eyes as she caidly, 'Right
from the first you despised me, Dominic ... | thipdu wanted to
despise me. You've told me yourself that you reskemtanting me.
I'm still the same person | was before ... | haveimanged.' She was
finding it difficult to articulate her thoughts, bamazingly he seemed
to understand.



'You mean you can't trust a desire that's basedsantment . . . that
you think at some point, if there was any relatiopsetween us |
would revert to character and turn against you?'

'Yes.'

She heard him sigh. 'Listen to me, Kate,' he saidtly. 'What Vera
told you about my childhood was true, but with armaendment.
Since the first time you and | met, I've been uctowith my mother.’
He saw her surprise and smiled bleakly. 'l didrdhtmo . .. not at
first, but once | did, | was glad. You see, front hgot a different
view of the story; my mother is a very loving, wap@rson, unlike
my father who was basically extremely cold. Shedtio make the
marriage work, but it was no good. Eventually afeemervous
breakdown her doctor advised her to get a divdvyefather would

only agree if she allowed me to stay with him. 8lim't want to, but
her lawyers advised her that with her mental hystdra breakdown,
and my father's wealth, she would not stand anynahaf being
allowed to keep me.

'It's true that the first time we met | did wantldelieve the worst of
you ... not so much because of my upbringing, leeabse | was so
appalled to discover how much | wanted you . .e wife of a
friend.-It shook to the foundations all | had beéd about myself;
and brought on the identity crisis that eventutdlyk me in search of
my mother. Kate . . .'

He made an appealing gesture towards her, buthsiek sier head
and shrank back. She didn't want to hear any ngine. wanted to
keep as many barriers between them as possiblé widsathe only
way she could stay safe. Dominic wanted her mewalya physical
level, but she loved him.

‘Kate . . .' he was frowning now, concerned bylhek of response,
and she rushed wildly into speech to protect hersel



‘Dominic, I'm tired ... I'd liketo -goto bed . L. ..

She saw the disappointment in his eyes and it deasiuher with

remorse. Something almost approaching pain shadthweedand she
longed to go to him and take him in her arms, beteuld not afford
to be weak. She had far too much to lose.

‘Very well." His face looked strained, his smileded. 'l had hoped
we might talk, but if you're tired. . .’

'It's been a long day.’
'Yes.'

He turned his back and walked over to the fire, oidulously Kate
found herself wanting to linger .. . torn betweemmon sense and
desire. If he turned round and looked at her tloécehwould be made
for her, and she trembled, waiting ... but he dud. Quietly she
opened the door and slid through it, telling héridelt she had made
the wisest choice.



CHAPTER NINE

SOMETHING was pressing down on her, stifling her, threatgrim
deprive her of breath.

Kate came awake with a jolt. Her heart was poundintently, her
breathing erratic. She had been having a nightn&ine. shivered,
suddenly cold where she had been hot, and thee faszher ears
picked up an alien sound. Sitting tensely in het, b@nds clasped
round her knees, she listened, hardly daring tathee

Yes . . that had definitely been the kitchen daothe hall opening,
she would recognise its squeak anywhere.

Terror galvanised her into action, taking her dubed and towards
her door before she even had time to think prop@iie landing was
in darkness, of course, but she knew it so welldtenot need any
light. Her pulse was drumming against her skin,r fesleasing
adrenalin into her blood.

Someone had broken into the house. She had tDaetinic—that

was the thought that was uppermost in her mindhas®od poised
by her open door, judging the distance to Domimotn, trying to

remember if there were any boards likely to creBlke air she
breathed seemed heavy and thick with tension,urgsl expanding
only with difficulty. God, she was so frighteneds Ahe moved out
on to the landing it crossed her mind to wondewhat heir fear

would have been if she had been alone in the house.

She was halfway there when something made her réurn to
look back towards the stairs. The fine hairs linireg skin prickled
upwards in atavistic terror as she saw the darkylshape coming
slowly towards her.

For a moment she was too shocked to do anythingd),tleen her
paralysis broke, a sharp scream tearing the mustlesr throat as



she realised the intruder had seen her and wasxgaiwards her,
reaching out to her.

A black void opened up beneath her and she fetefifdalling dizzily
into it. In the distance someone called her nahmeybice deep and
familiar. She struggled to respond, but the darknekirled faster
and faster around her, sucking her down with aentikie a train
going through a tunnel.

'Kate?'

Behind her closed eyelids patterns broke and maddr She
frowned, recognising the voice, but knowing thatutgent note of
concern was alien to her knowledge of it. She wahmbeopen her
eyes, but her eyelids felt like lead. In fact héwole body felt heavy,
and very, very weak.

‘Kate, it's all right . . . You're quite safe.’

Safe! Unexpectedly she shuddered, her eyes flynam @s panic hit
her.

She was in the guest-room, in Dominic's bed, i, fand he was
crouching down beside the bed, his eyes almost lemeh with her
own. Urgency overwhelmed everything else as sheheshtowards
him, tugging on the rough towelling of the robevas wearing, her
voice sharp and high with anxiety.

'Dominic, there's someone downstairs. | heard them. She
shuddered again, and then frowned, rememberisgwithem . . .| ..



‘You fainted, Kate. No, it's all right.' He stoogd, bending over her,
his fingers curling comfortingly round her arm. 'Noe's broken in,’
he told her reassuringly.

'‘But ... but | saw them .. .

'You saw me, Kate," he corrected her gently. 'ldwtisleep and I'd
gone to make myself a drink. I'm sorry | frighterny@di so much.’

Dominic ... it had been Dominic all the time. Shaildn't seem to
stop shaking—a physical reaction to the shock, fwognised
dizzily.

'‘When you fainted | brought you in here because thom was the
nearest.' His fingers left her arm, and she coaleeltried, she felt so
bereft. He straightened up and in the lamplight ithaminated the

room she saw that his legs and chest were bareawhey were not
covered by his robe.

The knowledge that he was naked beneath it madstdwiach twist
in aching heat, the blood surging up under her.skin

"'l go down and make you a cup of tea.'

'‘No." She shivered again and closed her eyes.s®lgay with me,
Dominic . . . God, | was so frightened!'

She opened her eyes in time to catch the remorkes.irshe felt so
extraordinarily weak, as though her whole life Isaddenly shifted
focus, and all that was important now was thatdweenleft her alone
again.

She refused to analyse her feelings, clinging atste his arm.



'‘Kate!" His fingers covered her own, gently pristhgm away, his
voice rough but warm, "You know if you stay herattill make love
to you.'

Did she know that? Yes, she did, she discoveredleasmuscles
turned to jelly and her flesh to fire.

Her eyes slid away from his. 'l can't go back toawy room now ...
I'd never sleep.' She shivered, her voice littleanihhan a whisper
before it broke completely as she begged huskiyld me, Dominic
... please hold me . ..’

She couldn't bear to look at him, her body tensimgpletely as she
realised what she had said. Eight years ago shedmad to this man
and begged him to make love to her. Had she fargotthat had
happened then?

She made a movement towards the opposite side dietth to where
Dominic was standing, but it was swiftly arrestesl las fingers
closed on her arm, and then he was bending overhiehands
framing and imprisoning her face as he looked datmer.

‘Kate, what have | done to make you so afraid d¥'me

You've made me love you, she screamed silenthdénsi'm not
afraid of you.' Her lips framed the words almost before her mir
thought them. "You rejected me once, Dominic,' sdminded him
huskily. "You refused to make love to me . . .

‘But I'm not refusing this time.'

She felt his breath against her skin, his moutlchowg hers lightly,
coaxing her lips apart. This was what she wantetthis was what she
had been born for. Nothing else mattered. She digbély into his
mouth, shivering in voluptuous pleasure as his kafrdted down
her body removing her cotton nightdress. She kimatte looked at



her, she could feel the warm path of his eyes ag taressed her
body.

Beneath his regard she grew supine, drifting orofa swell of
pleasure.

She opened her eyes and saw him looking at hesKiisvas flushed
like that of a man deep in the grip of a fever, &y®s glittering
febrilely over her skin.

‘Kate!'

The raw need in his voice splintered her indolenlesire, hot and
urgent, leaping through her. She reached up tarmstmctively, her
hands curling inside his robe as she pulled himrdtwards her.

Their mouths met and fused in explosive passios.hdnds touched
her breasts, finding their tight peaks and stimuogathem to the point
where they ached for the hot possession of his mdder fingers

curled into his hair as she tugged him down todnehing body, tiny

whimpers of need exploding in her throat.

'Kate . . . Kate...'

Her name was a chant he muttered into her skireagdponded to
her need, his mouth fastening over her nipple agdihg delicately
on it.

His robe had slipped off his shoulders and in adyeof pleasure she
bent her bead to run her tongue over the hardridss skin, feeling
his body clench and his control splinter, and tlesgure of his mouth
against her breast became deliciously savage.

Dominic moved, rolling on to his back and taking gth him, his
hands savouring the fullness of her breasts afipsicaressed the
fragile bones of her shoulders.



'‘Kate, | want you to touch me. Touch me, Kate.' d¢deaned the
words into her throat, making her shudder and delep down in the
pit of her stomach. The belt of his robe had coowsé and she
reached to free it completely, holding her breatith@ towelling slid
free of his body, quickly averting her head frora hudity.

He reached up, cupping her face with his handgwamnghg her head
back.

'‘Look at me, Kate,' he instructed softly. 'l wantyto look at me.’

Inside she was a mass of quivering sensationseyes dark and
solemn as she followed the muscled line of his,leged and firm, up
to his thighs, and then stopped.

‘Kate." His voice was gentle, coaxing almost. 'lDa yeally find me
so repulsive that you can't look at me?"

Her eyes flew to his, and what she saw in themndad her that
when they had made love before his body had besialpacovered,
and that she had not touched him below the waist. ridticence
sprang from the fact that Ricky had never allowed to see him
completely naked, had hated her touching him.

"‘Well?'

He was smiling at her, looking perfectly relaxed ahease, but at the
back of his eyes she could see a tiny trace ofedygmsion and her
love for him immediately overwhelmed her fears.

'l don't find you repulsive,' she told him shakily.

‘Then look at me," he insisted softly. 'l want yosee what you do to
me.'



She took a deep breath and let her eyes drift gldavn his body,

following the line of black hair that narrowed oves belly and then
flared wider. Her breath caught and held, her atemesmerised by
the sheer physical perfection of him. Idioticalhedelt tears sting her
eyes. He was so ... so beautiful. She wanted threat and touch
him. To trace that dark arrowing of hair and ...

She moved like someone in a dream and then frozehasbent
towards him, shocked by what she had been goimptdiis hand
gripped hers and guided it down to the flat hardroddis stomach.

'Yes, Kate . . Yes!'

He said it harshly, violently almost, her body jark as her eyes
locked with his and saw the febrile topaz glittetlem. He wanted
her . .. he desired her .Shehad aroused him. It was then that Ricky
and all the inferiority he had made her feel, sigpgompletely away.
Beneath her fingers Dominic's skin burned and &@nsehick groan
of pleasure stifled in his throat as she strokedihgernail lightly up
and then down that enticing line of hair. His bddgsed and then
shuddered as he reached for her, pulling her dgyamst him, his
mouth hot and hard where it touched her skin. l@dhvas wedged
flat against his thigh and when she moved it cargsagainst him,
he shuddered violently and muttered into her thr&ate . .. Kate. I'll
teach you to torment me!'

She felt him move, dropping her on to the mattriesshands sliding
from her breasts to her thighs, his mouth . . . §gdsped in shocked
tension as she felt his tongue touch her navelhdinls curved over
her hips and then slid under her, moving down tp the soft

roundness of her bottom. He was kneeling betweerihighs, and

the sudden conviction of what he was going to dmght a thick

choking gasp of denial to her throat and her bashséd as she
struggled wildly to sit up.



She saw him move . . . felt his mouth on the in@fder thigh,

shocked by the swift surge of pleasure rushingugincher. Ignoring
her frantic struggles to break free, he continuedcaress the
quivering vulnerability of her inner thighs. Toretlveen pleasure
and shock, Kate felt herself weakening. It was fiéng headlong

into deep water and then discovering an unsuspeateent carrying

her swiftly to that high place where it fell in awerful waterfall. In

this case the current was her own fast buildingireeand the

waterfall . . . She stiffened as she felt Dominiotsgue slide moistly
against her, appalled by the intensity of her pleasShe wanted to
rebuff him and she wanted . . . Oh, God, she wahtedto go on

doing what he was doing now more than she had wantgthing in

her life.

Her tensed muscles relaxed, sob's of pleasurgiisiner throat, her
head thrashing frantically from side to side as f&ehis mouth
against her, demanding that she abandon herseift@ompletely,
demanding that she give way to the fierce surggdeafsure already
exploding inside her.

Afterwards he held her trembling body in his arsething her with
soft kisses. She could taste her body on his mdh#hintimacy of
what he had done to her still half shocking hera lway she almost
resented the pleasure he had given her. It madefd®drtoo
vulnerable He made her feel vulnerable.

She only realised she had said the last senteti¢éeusbwhen he said
huskily to her, 'You have exactly the same effechwe, you know,

Kate.' She felt him smile, laughter lightening a@ce as he added,
‘Or at least, you could have.’

She still hadn't touched him, at least not propexhd as though he
sensed the direction of her thoughts he askediguMthat is it about
my body that you find so off-putting, Kate?'



‘Nothing."' It was the truth, and knowing that sdm®j more was
called for she added, 'Ricky didn't like me to . ..

'l don't give a damn what Ricky did or did not lik®©ominic
interrupted harshly, leaning over her. His voictteseed and became
faintly hoarse as he mutteredwént youto touch me ... heedyou to
touch me.' He moved slightly, whether by acciderdesign she did
not know, and she felt the male hardness of hingsgimg into her
skin. His hand touched her breast, cupping it hglis mouth moist
and pleasurable as it moved over her sensitised His lips nuzzled
her breasts, making fresh desire burn up insideHr hands clung
to his skin, shaping the long muscles of his backl, then suddenly,
eagerly, joyously moving over his body.

When her hand closed over the erect maleness ofienelt a tiny
thrill of pleasure at his shuddering response.dtlilss held her hard
against his body, his mouth fastening over heesgtlttural sounds of
pleasure stifled in his throat, freeing her from last constraints.

When his mouth left hers, she started to scatigy feverish kisses
over his skin, letting her senses guide her, giinngpmpletely to the
desire to submerge herself completely in her love.

When her mouth touched his stomach, he tensed heerd a@rched
against her, muttering feverish words of praise the heavy air, his
fingers reaching down to curl into her hair, shudaféer shudder of
pleasure ripping through his body as passion rae rhaking her
move blindly against his body until her mouth foutite rigid
hardness of him.

When he dragged her away to roll her on to her laack enter her
with swift fierceness, she welcomed each primitivest of his body,
matching them with a complementary rhythm of henow



He took her swiftly to a shattering climax, cryingt her name as
pleasure overwhelmed him.

The last thing Kate could remember before shedslkep was the
comforting pressure of his arm, drawing her batt& the warmth of
his recumbent body.

When she woke up Dominic's arm was still there, EHatk's skin

burned as she remembered the previous night. Béad ceep inside
her, poised to strike like a venomous serpent. \What she done?
What had she betrayed to him with her feverismticdovemaking?

She was petrified that he might have guessed titie that he might
know now that she loved him. She had to escapec@lidn't endure
the humiliation of facing him if he knew.

Frantically she managed to wriggle free of his and slide out of the
bed. He was still deeply asleep, his face agonigigguthful, his
dark hair ruffled. She had dislodged the duvehassoved and it had
slid down his body, leaving him bare to the hipsrédand there on
his skin Kate could see the faint marks of her death, and she
shuddered in shocked denial of the intensity ofdassion. It did not
matter that her own body bore the same marks, air Dominic's
passion had been as great as her own. He was Inetrable as. she
was. . . . All he had felt was desire, while she ..

Why not stay . . . why not stay and see if she diwtiichange that
desire into love? The violence with which she slandd away from
the mere thought brought her up against a truth rse tried
desperately to hide away from. She was still fiegietd of Dominic's
rejection. She tried to dismiss it, but the knowedvould not go
away. While Dominic slept she hurried into her awom, grabbing
clothes at random and stuffing them into a holdalie had to get
away . . . she had to ... if she stayed her&ut where could she go?



Harry and Liz—she had an open invitation to staghwhem. No one
would know where she was. Dominic could not tragetb them.

After last night she knew that his desire of heswaong enough to
make his pursuit of her relentless, at least whie desire lasted. But
how long would it last? Not as long as her love yWibt stay.. . take
what he has to offer and worry about it ending witeands? a
traitorous voice whispered, but Kate pushed it agne couldn't live
like that, every day a torment of wondering if thigs going to be the
one when he looked at her without desire and tiadoiycturned his
back on her. No ... better to make a clean break no

Right up until she had driven the car on to thermaad she had
expected Dominic to wake up and come after her. ¢iest was
aching from holding her breath, her body tight vagiprehension and
pain.

Liz welcomed her placidly, explaining that Harrydhgone out.
‘You've been having quite a lot of excitement oyeur way," she
commented to Kate as she made her a cup of coBaaght them
yet, have they?'

Kate shook her head. She had already asked Lheifrsght stay with

them for a few days, using as an excuse the fattstie needed to
consult Harry about her new commission. Liz haskd so, but Kate
suspected that the older woman wasn't deceivedf, $mtshe was far
too placid and compassionate to question her furthe

Harry, though, was not so reticent.

He arrived an hour later, and having welcomed Katie a warm hug
asked her what had brought her down to see theeng&me him the
same explanation she had given Liz, and his eyebroge slightly. 'l
thought you were quite satisfied with the way igeing,’ he
commented, adding shrewdly, 'l think you're hidsagnething, Kate,



but if you are, that's your business. Just rememmer can't go on
running for the rest of your life.’

Liz had left them on their own, and now Kate's ¢semloured hotly.
‘Just what makes you think I'm running?' she demdnclossly.
'Honestly, Harry...!" and then to her own constgamashe burst into
tears.

She had never felt so mortified in her entire liféhe was
twenty-seven years old, for God's sake, and hesewsts bursting
into tears like an adolescent.

Twenty-seven or not, it was sheer bliss to puthesd on Harry's
shoulder and sob out her misery. Her father hademéeen a
physically affectionate person, although she hamhkmthat he cared
about her, and Ricky of course had made it mone thear how little

physical contact he wanted with her. That, couplgd her mother's
defection, had ensured that her life had been lgab&nshort of

people to lean on, and it said much for her ematistate that she
was now actually doing so.

Harry waited until the sobs had subsided into redfflhiccups
interspersed with words of apology, before handihgr a
handkerchief and saying easily, 'Mop up, then veeth have a drink
and talk this through.' He saw her face and griratdgkr. "You forget,
Kate, I've had two daughters of my own. | know wikiatall about.’

Feeling remarkably weak-minded, Kate allowed hinptopel her
into the small sitting-room where he poured thertlzodrink.

‘Liz will wonder . . .' But she broke off when Haishook his head.

'‘She won't wonder anything,' he told her firmhheSold me when |
came in that you were upset about something ratber, perhaps,
someone. Care to talk about it, Kate?'



Unbelievably she did. It was as though all the-selitrol that had
held her together for so many years had completeyntegrated
following Dominic's reappearance in her life. Sbecéd herself to go
back to the beginning, telling Harry briefly abdwr marriage .. .
twisting the whisky tumbler tensely in her fingas she did so, and
then hurriedly taking a nerve-strengthening gulfolkeetelling him
about her attempt to seduce Dominic.

Her eyes were on the glass she was holding so ish& dee the
compassion in his eyes as he looked at her dowmhieawt Poor Kate,
always so calm and self-controlled, but inwardijmass of tensions
and fears. Some men oughtn't to be allowed neamanmgan, he
thought, listening to her, but he kept silent,itgtther go all through
her story.

'‘And so . . . you've run away from him," he saigétijy, when she had
finished. 'But why, Kate? He wants you . . . yontaim...'

'l love him," she corrected bitterly. 'And | ranamnbecause I'm afraid,
Harry. | can't forget that he's already rejectedanee . . . that he
hated me, resented me . . .'

'I doubt that, Kate."

She looked up to see Harry shaking his head. "éguhs's told you
that he couldn't make love to you the first timeere though he
wanted you, because you were his friend's wife. fijpe of man
driven by compulsive desire and hatred of thatrdedoesn't react
like that, Kate ... | think you'll find if you asklehim that he hated
himself.'

'‘But he thought. . ." Her mouth trembled and shetwa, 'He thought
| was sleeping around with everyone | could finé despised me,
Harry . . . and now suddenly he's saying he waetd ican't trust that
kind of turnaround. All the time I'm with him I'menise . . . waiting for



the axe to fall, so to speak, and for him to tedl itrs all been a trick,
that he doesn't want me at all.’

To her chagrin, Harry grinned, his eyes twinklirgghee said drolly,
'From what you've said to' me | surmise that hdigady
demonstrated most definitely that he does want ¥ate . . . and
that's something it's very difficult for a man tké . . . but | know
what you mean.' He became more sober. 'l can sé&dls used his
image of you as a means of defence against wagtng but you
can't blame him for that. Men are very territoaaimals, my dear,
even in this day and age. Very few of them camrébdéesharing what
they believe to be theirs. Now I'm not going tousrdhe pros and
cons of that with you. I'm simply stating a faat lare you sure it's
just him you're running from, Kate, and not youirssl well?'

She tensed and looked sharply at him, demandingliu$Vhat do
you mean?'

'l mean, my dear, that you say you love him, Bsitobvious that you
resent feeling that way about him. You domdntto love him, do
you?'

Kate frowned. 'No. No, I don't ... it makes me fial vulnerable,’ she
burst out impulsively. 'It frightens me, Harry.'éshugged her arms
round her body, suddenly looking very forlorn amdigg.

‘Then you should understand how he feels, shoudno?'
Her head came up sharply, her eyes widening.

‘Most human beings are by nature defensive, KHi@y told her
softly. 'Sometimes we have to put aside our defeaoel be open to
others. Will he be able to trace you here?'

She shook her head.



‘Well then, if you do love him ... if you really wahim, | suggest you
go back and talk to him. He may not be able to pme. .. but isn't it
better to face the truth than to keep on running?’

Was it?

Kate didn't know. And she didn't feel any closekmowing the next
morning when she woke up, thoroughly disorientatsd the
unfamiliar bedroom until she remembered where sheand why.

The day dragged, even though Harry and Liz did thest to keep her
entertained, and at last after dinner that evershg made her
decision. Getting up abruptly from the settee whare had been
sitting with Liz watching television, she announgced

'I'm going back.'
From his easy chair Harry smiled at her. '‘Good'did said quietly.

They both saw her off, Harry coming up to her candew to say
gently, 'Remember, whatever happens, Kate, thae'shame in
loving someone honestly. It's when we try to behadnest to
ourselves that the problems start.’

The closer she got to the village the more hend@nacreased. It was
all right for Harry to say stop running and telirhihe truth, but now,
suddenly, she didn't know how she was going to faeminic. Or
even if he would want her to face him. He mighéatty have left the
village. He might be in London—anywhere . . .

Remember he's looking for a house in the arednaireginner voice
interceded. But what if he wouldn't see her . hawif . . . Clamping
down on her tumultuous thoughts, she slowed dowshasdrove
through the village. It was already dusk and shenited to go
straight to bed when she got home. Tomorrow shétfegl braver
about talking to Dominic. She certainly hoped so.



She drove carefully round what she knew to be @remely bad

bend, and then braked sharply as she saw what fagrit of her. On

the opposite side of the road, its bonnet embentdatbw stone wall,

was a large BMW. Behind it were parked two poli@se¢ lights

flashing. A huddle of men in uniform were groupednd the crashed
car. It looked oddly familiar—and then sickenindfyate realised

why. It was Dominic's car.

There was a singing noise in her ears, a dullmgan her blood. Dear
God! She mustn't faint. Somehow she managed tgestamyt of the
car and across to the group of men. One of themetuat her
approach.

'‘What. . .? What happened?' she stammered sickly.
'‘Bad accident, miss.' The policeman's voice wa® e@ald soothing.

'‘Was . . . was anyone hurt?' She was shiveringnityl now and she
could see the man frowning slightly.

‘The driver was killed.' It was one of the othernmveho spoke, his
voice blunt, carrying an edge of disapproval.

Killed . . . Killed . . . Dominic was dead. Someh#&ate managed to
get back in her car and get it started, even thalgh heard the
policeman calling something out to her. No doubh&é been aware
of her shock, but she didn't want to answer anyijes now ... all
she wanted to do was to be alone with this enornnobrelievable
pain that was flowering inside her.

Dead ...dead...dead. .. The words bea autnotonous rhythm
in her brain all the way home, as though somehowepgtition they
might become real. But it was real. Dominic wasddée had died at
the wheel of his car. Doing what? Looking for Heine stalled the car
as she brought it to a halt in the drive, her bemlyweak that she could
barely walk to the front door. Everything seemebdéswaying round



her, a terrible draining weakness taking her osbnost as though
her life- blood was draining from her body. .

Automatically she made for the drawing-room, pughiopen the
door and then coming to an abrupt halt as a figlatached itself
from one of the easy chairs.

'So you're back. Where the hell have you been?’

Dominic? Kate swayed weakly on legs that threatewedrumple
beneath her. '‘Butyou . .. you're dead . . ."Sed at him, trembling
wildly, unable to strand the strain of two conse@ishocks coming
so quickly on top of one another.

‘Dead? Wishful thinking, I'm afraid, my pet.' Hisige was hatefully
sardonic, his movements as he came towards heshaagiher first
dread that she was simply conjuring up his memoriyar anguish.
She tried to breathe and found that her muscleplginefused to
work, her eyes growing wide as she stared anddstate his face.
When he reached her she stretched out blindlyfifgers trembling
as she touched his face.

'‘Kate. . ." His voice was rough, his eyes impatesihe grabbed her
hands and tugged them down to her sides. 'Justtvdiell are you
playing at? God, | never know where the hell | aitihwou! What is
it you want from me? Revenge ... is that it? Younita pay me back
for rejecting you, is that it?'

Kate heard him, but the words didn't register, whs still trying to
come to terms with the fact that he was alive.

‘You're not dead.' She repeated the words slowllystaring at him.
‘You're not dead . . .' She kept on saying it,doely trembling more
intensely with each repetition.

'Kate?'



Dominic released her hands, cupping her face amihtyit slightly
so that the light fell sharply on her white torifeatures. Kate felt
him draw in his breath.

She closed her eyes, feeling the horror recedawlyour car ... the
BMW. The police were there. | asked them if anyaraes hurt, and
they told me . . . They told me you were dead.'

Her control broke over the last few words, hugessshaking her
body.

Above her she heard Dominic swear, and then shéwiag rocked
against his body, his arms wrapped tightly round ot me, my
darling," he soothed her. ‘Not me .. . the prisemdro escaped took it.
I've been driving all over the place looking foruyand foolishly
when | went down to the cottage to check it eatlieft the keys in it.
They must have seen me arrive. It didn't get theng far. The driver
was killed and the other man badly injured. Thegedhave only just
left here.'

Gradually her body ceased to shake, control retgrto her limbs
and her mind. Harry had been right; it was timsttgp running.

‘Why did you run away?'

She could feel the tension in his body and she kiatvno matter
what the outcome she had to tell him the truth.

Lifting her head so that she could look into hisgyshe said quietly,
'‘Because | love you . . . because | was frightenebecause . . .’

Dominic didn't let her get any further, his eyesldenly darkening
with a mixture of emotions she found it hard toief



'You love me?' Incredulity and anger seemed to Ibaded in his
voice in equal parts, and for a moment she wisthedhsd not told
him, but it was too late for that now.

'Yes...'

'You loveme and you let me think . . . You let me thinkvds just
physical, just an eight-year- old, ache that neexesing. Damn you,
Kate . . ." His voice thickened over the last feards and

then she was hauled against him, his mouth purgghirerce as it
fastened over her own.

It took her several seconds to recognise his niedence as passion
and not anger, and then easily and joyously hertimapened

beneath his, her arms going round his neck. Witlwoeéking the

kiss, he shifted slightly so that she was balaragainst his body,
aware of its hard, exciting pulsing.

Tiny prickles of excitement burned her skin, heedhéo feel the life
force of him deep inside her after believing thhatas lost to her for
ever overriding everything else. Her hand movethéowaistband of
his jeans and slid down over his thigh.

‘No..." Dominic's hand clamped down over her owmihg her eyes
brilliant with shock. 'Not yet," he amended softlirst we have to
talk. Do you know what you've put me through?' he demande
almost shaking her. 'l couldn't believe it whendke up and you'd
gone!'

'l couldn't stay, knowing you only ... only desimae,' she mumbled,
her tongue suddenly thick and cumbersome, trippmthe words.

'Only desire you?' Helid shake her now, muffling a tiny sound o
despair against her throat. 'Kate, why on earthyateso blind?' he



asked throatily. 'l do desire you ... but | alsedgou. | fell in love
with you the moment | saw you. Surely you realiget?

He saw the incredulity and disbelief dawn in hezsegnd then give
way to shining joy, and laughed unsteadily.

‘You little fool! Why onearth did you think | was so savage with
you? Why do you think | haven't touched another &orm eight
years? Why do you think | keep coming after yotiirig you slap me
down, letting you torment me until I'm way, way atfitcontrol? Not
just because | desire you.'

'l thought you hated me . . . despised me . .r.\idee was a dry rasp.

'l despised myself,’ Dominic told her wryly. 'Flystfor wanting

another man's wife to the point where | was ornvérge of forgetting
all the rules I'd lived my life by, to make lovelter, and secondly for
being stupid enough to fall crazily in love with adolescent
nymphomaniac ... | told myself it made it easiekéep away from
you, believing that you slept around, but it didit'tjust drove me
crazy, imagining all the men who were getting whédt denied

myself. When | found out Vera and lan were movimg ithis area, |
knew it was fate. | knew I'd see you again. Wheinstovered you
were a widow, | told myself that now | would haveleance to get
you out of my blood for all time . . . that if | m@ love to you, it
would conquer this fever for you that had dominategifor so long.
But long before | touched you, long before Sue takl the truth, |
knew it wasn't so ... | knew then that | loved yDo.you believe me?"

As she looked into the topaz depths of his eyeg Kaew that she
did.

'Yes,' she told him quietly, trembling as he rai$ed palm to his
mouth, lacing his fingers with hers, his tongueshing the delicate
skin.



'Let's put the past behind us, Kate, and havesa t&rt ... as man and
wife. And this time | promise you your marriage Mok everything
that a marriage should be ... Well?"

His voice was soft, but there was no mistakingémsion holding his
body, or the anxiety in his eyes.

He did love her. Impossibly against all the odd=sythad found one
another, and he was right, it was time to forgetphst. In order to
face the future she had to take him on trust, shjue same way that
he had to trust her. Kate recognised that now.

‘Yes . ..' She said it quietly, and then morectédy, pressing her body
against the length of his and lifting her mouth Ha kiss.

His breathing was thready . . . erratic.

'If | kiss you now, the way | want to, | won't belato stop until I've
made love to you. God, Kate . . .' He groaned atgst as she moved
her hips wantonly against his. Beads of sweat statdn his skin,
his arousal hard and hot against her, reluctarghi@mn breaking
through the passion darkening his eyes as sheestrbkr fingers
suggestively over the tight fabric of his jeans.

‘Kate . . ." Dominic's voice held a warning, buke signored it,
excitement trembling through her as he said herenagain on a
rougher note and then bent to pick her up.

At the top of the stairs he paused and looked daterher face to say
rawly, 'l love you, Kate, and I'm never, ever goiadet you forget it.
Do you hear that?'

She heard, and best of all she believed. She hae torough pain
and fear to be at this point in her life with tman. She looked at him
with her heart in her eyes and said softly, 'l hear



