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Timing is everything

Adam Brooke and Diana Farrow were born into différgorlds. He
was a working stiff from the wrong side of the &scand she was the
only child in a privileged home. But when they watene together,
they stopped caring about backgrounds. Unfortupaied rest of the
world wouldn't let them forget. And finally the tifences forced the
young lovers apatrt.

Six years later, they meet again, their roles aerBut one thing
hasn't changed....



CHAPTER ONE

Looking round the crowded terrace, filled with 'bifat people’
whose predictable gossip bored her to tears, Cirameow suddenly
decided she was sick to death of the whole scene.

Setting down her wine glass, she ran through thesdto where her
red Mercedes convertible was parked among the Maseand
Porsches in the forecourt of the Georgian mansion.

'l must have been mad to come here!' she mutter&the shot down
the driveway, silky blonde curls blowing in the éze. 'If | don't find
an interesting job soon, I'll die of boredom.’

Trouble was, she hadn't trained for anything usefudl since leaving
finishing school had spent most of her time enjgyirerself. Poor
little rich girl, she reflected moodily, and wouldappily have
changed places with anyone who had the talent tsaoething
creative.

The last time she had worked hard—the few hourgekvghe put in
at a Knightsbridge florist was hardly taxing, erthmentally or
physically—had been for her A levels. Yet whenestee suggested
training for a profession, or going to secretac@llege, her mother
always voiced the same objection.

'I'm much happier if I know you're around when &deg/ou. You're
such a comfort to me when | get my depressions.’

Someone with a stronger motivation to work wouldehaebutted

this, but knowing how severe her mother's deprassould be made
it difficult for Diana to stand her ground. Yetdtdid not mitigate her
frustration at her aimless existence, and whemlsh& up outside her
parents' Knightsbridge home and found she didn'¢ llae key to the
front door, she felt like kicking it. Blast! Theyane out for the day,
and so were the staff.



Having left most of her friends at the party—andh@n present mood
she didn't feel like seeing any of the others—s#®ated what to do.
Suddenly remembering she had heard there was anesting
exhibition at the Tate, she decided it was as gopthce as any to
while away time. Besides, she hadn't been to anyadlr a concert for
at least a year. What a Philistine she was!

Standing in the queue, she was oblivious of howssbed out in the

crowd, despite being a pint-sized five feet tworr€gold hair curled

around a delicately featured face, slender bodyskesmed by a red
and white Valentino dress that gently outlined bteand hips, while
the short skirt and matching high-heeled sandajshasised shapely
legs.

There was a flurry ahead, and she soon found harsitle the
gallery, surrounded by vast canvases of Pop aimghahe loathed.
She'd have enjoyed herself more at the zoo!

' wish | knew what it meant,’ a well-groomed elgewoman
commented, frowning at a montage of bottle- toptlabels.

‘An advert for refuse,' Diana replied. 'To me,atl®ad of junk.’

‘Junk?' a deep male voice questioned on her ottley and Diana
swung round on the speaker: a young man in histweaaiies, with
unruly black hair, a pugnacious jaw and athletitdou

'‘Junk,' she asserted.

'‘Why?' he asked, the quirk of his thick eyebrowsingy him a
sardonic look.

'‘Because it's meaningless.’

'On the contrary. Pop art reflects the basic elésnefi today's
culture.'



'l hardly think that qualifies it as art.’

‘Art doesn't have to be beautiful. Life can be uglgd art should
reflect it, should make people aware of what's gain around them.'’

Diana watched him as he spoke, seeing intelliganttee dark brown
eyes, and obstinacy in the firm nose and chin,ghotwas mitigated
by a well-shaped mouth that had a markedly humocowrge to it.
Struck by his looks, she was less so by his argtyntieough as they
continued round the gallery and she listened tochrmments, she
began seeing the canvases with new eyes.

‘How come you're so knowledgeable?' she enquired.
'‘Because | read and look.'
‘Are you in the art world?"'

‘Exactly the opposite,’ he smiled, showing strorfgtevteeth. 'I'm
studying electronics.'

'How interesting," Diana lied, having only a vagdea what it
entailed.

'I'm going for a coffee,' he stated, turning away.

'Me too,' she said, curious to find out more alboot 'We can see the
rest of the exhibition afterwards.’

‘You've seen the best. The others are just fillers.
‘You've seen this exhibition before, then?'

‘The Tate is one of my regular Sunday haunts. Yptdbably like
the Gauguin exhibition better. It starts next weRlenty of exotic



colour, and if you know something about the artisasy to
understand.’

She was relieved to hear a familiar name. 'l aduose Tahitian
women,' she said, hoping to impress with her kndgde

Without replying he preceded her to the coffee-shdpe basement.
Taking a tray each, they waited their turn at tléservice counter.
Diana discovered she was hungry and helped hdosalfpacket of
smoked salmon sandwiches, a chocolate éclair, @fifebc He settled
for coffee only.

'If that's all you're having we didn't need twoysa Diana smiled at
him, and he smiled back as she walked past theetash

‘That'll be five pounds, please,' the girl calledher.

Diana looked over her shoulder, but the young mademo move to
pay, and flustered, she set down her tray and apeeepurse.

What a boor to behave so badly over such a triftangpunt, she
thought irritably, and marched over to a tablehat far side of the
room. He hadn't struck her as ill-mannered, thoslgh had been
surprised to learn he was a student. At his ageshwoeild have
qualified, not still be at university. Perhaps lzal iaken time off to
see the world first, as many of her friends had.

Resolutely she refused to glance at him, but wasewaf him taking
a chair at a table some distance away. He wasatactive, even in
well-worn denims and washed out sweater. The tloiolwlung to his
broad shoulders and the pushed-up sleeves revealedtrong arms,
the muscles bulging.

Hurriedly she ate her sandwich and eclair, gulpadrdher coffee,
and rose. She walked past him without a glance, lardheart



thumped as his chair scraped back and he startdéthg/@longside
her.

'‘Enjoy the Gauguin—if you come," he said.
'I'm not sure if | can find the time,' she answesaetly.

They reached the foyer, and without a backwardogldre sauntered
out, leaving Diana surprised and angry; she wasusetl to being
brushed off—usually it was the other way around.

Unwilling to leave in case he thought she was citpaiter him, she
wandered around until she found herself in frorfRoflin'sThe Kiss

Her eyes ranged over the curves and hollows oftwhee bodies
clinging together, and she felt strangely disturlasdinexplicably,
she envisaged herself in the arms of the man sth@ubamet.

Berating herself for being a fool, she headed far dar. He meant
nothing to her. She knew a dozen men more attegcind given the
chance they would fall over themselves to takeoluer



CHAPTER TWO

As DIANA lounged on her bed the following evening, she veoed
what was happening to her. She had always foungpshg
exhilarating, yet this afternoon she had been irapato get out of
Harvey Nichols, where her mother had taken her ug bome
summer dresses. Unexpectedly her thoughts turnéaetdate and
the young man she had met there...

If she knew where to contact him she'd ask hinetbdr escort at her
best friend's nineteenth birthday party. He wasaoho, all the other
girls there would drool with envy! She pulled adaknowing it was
stupid to consider running after someone who ha&h wanted to
pay for a snack! She thought of the men she knewest wf whom
bored her silly—and admitted how marvellous it vebbe if she met
the love of her life at Jane's party on Saturday.

Unfortunately she didn't, though within minutesaofiving there she
was surrounded by her usual entourage of young aleeager to
please, all equally dull.

Dawn was streaking the sky when she finally retdrheme, and it
was midday Sunday before the barking of dogs instheet awoke
her. Staggering out of bed, she drew aside theedrdpwas a grey,
rainy day, definitely not suitable for tennis, wiishe had planned.
But what to do instead? The word 'Gauguin' flasiméal her mind,

bringing with it a picture not of the artist, butet fresh- skinned,
aquiline-nosed young man who had been irritatimgliger thoughts
this past week.

Slipping into a housecoat, she hurried downstairméke sure the
exhibition was definitely at the Tate.



'Why the sudden interest in art?' Her father lowetlee business
section of the&sunday Timeand peered at her over his glasses as s
scanned the arts section.

‘You should be pleased I'm trying to improve mysE&lfana grinned,
unwilling to tell him the real reason. Plantingiaskon his cheek, she
dashed upstairs to dress.

Arriving at the Tate, she was disappointed to sesign of the man
she had come to find, and dejectedly strolled thinothe gallery,
barely noticing the paintings.

Her despondency stayed with her until, reachingpaller room, she
spotted him, hands plunged into his pockets, totafisorbed in a
painting of a young girl. A quick glance at theatague told her it
wasGirl with Mangq on loan from the Cone Collection in Baltimore

That's certainly not junk,' she murmured, comingtémd beside him.

He turned and smiled, not appearing in the leagirsed to see her.
‘The public rubbished it when it was first seeneydid the same to
all the other Impressionists too. They were the Bdjsts of their
day.'

'‘But they weren't difficult to understand,' shewsd. 'Not like that
bottle-top painting.'

(n their day they were just as incomprehensibleople were
accustomed to the lifelike exactness of Hals, Ramdit; Rubens, and
when they were faced with brightly coloured cangasand images
which didn't come into focus until you stood waykdrom them,
they threw up their hands in horror.’

‘You really do know a lot about art,’ she said abiv

‘Compared with whom?' he smiled.



'‘Me—for a start!'

He shrugged. 'If you're interested, it's easy aone
‘How about teaching me? You could start right now!
'l don't have the time. | have to go.'

He walked away and Diana watched him, mouth gapiiegcouldn't
leave her. Not now when she had found him! Impelyivshe ran
after him.

'l have a couple of tickets for a concert at thstival Hall next
Thursday,' she lied. 'My girlfriend can't makeahd I'd be awfully
pleased if you came instead.'

‘What's the programme?’

Piqued that he had not accepted the offer withogstijoning, she
almost told him to forget it.

'‘Beethoven,' she stated. If it wasn't, she coulchgs say she had
muddled the dates.

"'l be happy to come with you,' he said.

'‘Good. I'll meet you there at seven-fifteen. My mé&Diana Farrow,
by the way."'

‘Mine's Adam Brooke,' he reciprocated, and with@hic nod went
off.

She seethed. It wouldn't have hurt him to havetetia bit longer,

and not leave her standing like a lemon. 'l mushbd,' she muttered,
wishing she hadn't run after him. Supposing alltitieets were sold?
She didn't even know where to contact him!



But luck was on her side: seats were still avagdaland itwas a
Beethoven concert. She bought the best they hadi@edmined to
go to the library to read up on the music they vggnag to hear. She
might not know enough about art to have an intefitgdiscussion,
but she'd pin Adam's ears back with her knowleddérd!

A rush of orders at the florist where she workede-Bhd taken the
job in a fit of boredom—gave her little chance iwdfout about the
composer, and it wasn't until Wednesday that sheaged to get to
the library.

Instant knowledge on Beethoven proved difficulty tbere was
enough written about him to keep her busy for etiiie, and rather
than make a fool of herself trying to impress vatlittle knowledge,
she abandoned the project and rang her friencktd ake wanted to
browse around the shops. Jane, a curvaceous, baihgd brunette
who worked part-time in her brother's estate agemwas happy to
accept.

'Hugo just said | could leave early, and | was wayimdy how to fill in
a few hours. Can you pick me up?'

Half an hour later they were driving round Sloage&e in search of
a parking place.

‘You've hardly any petrol,' Jane warned her.
Diana glanced at the gauge and frowned. 'Is thgarage nearby?'
‘Take the first left, and then right. There's ondlte corner.’

Relieved, Diana did as she was told, but as steheskthe forecourt
the engine died.

'‘Wait here,’ she told Jane. 'I'll see if | can fsmaneone to push the cal
to the pump.’



A few yards away a uniformed attendant was bent ¢ive open
bonnet of a van, and she hurried over to him.

'‘Excuse me, but could you help me? I've run oytediol/

The man straightened and turned towards her. Styrsiee found
herself looking into chestnut-brown eyes set intogin-cheekboned
face, marred by a streak of grease down one sideas Adam
Brooke!

'H-hello," she stammered.
'‘Fancy seeing you here,' he grinned. 'How did yodi fe?'

'‘By accident, not design,' she said quickly, hoplage hadn't heard.
Some hope! Her friend had the car window open aasl ligtening to
every word. 'l—er—my car's run out of petrol,' shpeated.

‘Not to worry. You steer and I'll push.’

Avoiding his eyes, Diana returned to the car ant lgghind the
wheel. Adam moved to the rear and placedboth handke boot.
The car rolled smoothly forward, and as it camegdide the pump,
Diana put on the brake, then glanced into the wighrirror to see
Adam filling the petrol tank.

‘Do you two know each other?' Jane asked, as Attanglstened and
came round to the front again.

''ve bought petrol here before.'

The words tripped easily from Diana's lips, butisgéhe expression
on Adam's face she wished she had laughed the wiiatp off and

not lied. Yet though annoyed with herself, she wase annoyed
with Adam for allowing her to believe... But whatdhhe allowed her
to believe? Nothing, if she was honest about it.hidd said he was



studying electronics—as he probably was—and sheahsdmed he

was a full-time student. Could this be his fathgdsage, and he was
helping him in his spare time? She longed to ask but aware of

Jane beside her, remained silent. What rotten shhekhadn't come
here alone.

She was debating whether to tell Jane the trutmvwigam spoke.

'‘Credit card or cash, miss?' He was standing by viiredow,
stony-faced, but the flare of his nostrils showed the 'miss’' was
barbed.

‘Cash,’ she said quickly, anxious to leave.

Pressing twenty pounds into his hand, and not mgafor the change,
she drove off. Only as she reached the end ofdtexdurt did she
silently admit she could not leave without apologis and abruptly
drew to a stop.

'l want to get some mints,' she excused herseffjanped out.

Adam was filling a Volvo as she reached his side] though he
glanced at her, he did not speak.

'I'm sorry | didn't introduce you to my friend,'esbaid breathlessly.
‘But | --'

'Forget it. 1 have.'
He turned away and Diana watched him uncertainly.
‘Come on, Diana,' Jane called. 'The man behincnis get past.’

Pink-cheeked, Diana touched Adam's arm. 'About Sdtay. Can you
make it seven, not seven-fifteen?'



‘Come on!" Jane called again.
Giving him a brief smile, Diana dashed to her car.

For the rest of that day and the next she reheawbed to say to
Adam when they met, aware that the apology shephatered at the
garage was inadequate. Yet though she thought waraepretty
speeches, none explained away her appalling balravitie only
solution was to admit it and ask him to forgive.her

Having reached her decision, she felt easier imied, though she
was still nervous as she stood in the foyer oRbstival Hall waiting
for him to arrive. She had dressed carefully, ddiog designer
labels for a comparatively inexpensive white andynsilk shirt,
matching cardigan and navy culottes, purchasedevdmlholiday in
Spain.

If only he'd get here, she thought, her nervousgessing as seven
o'clock came and went, and seven- fifteen gavetadlye half-hour.
At eight o'clock, with the concert well under wagdathe foyer
deserted, she knew she had been stood up.

Anger swamped her. Clearly he had meant to humihat as she had
humiliated him. It was a pettiness she had not egefrom him, and
flinging the tickets to the floor she headed home.

Her night was restless as she tossed and turngxhrding various
ways of getting her own back. No one had ever steydup before,
and she was damned if she'd let him get away with |

Next morning she was ready to go out by nine-thintyaich to her
mother's surprise.

‘It isn't your morning for being at the florist,itsdarling?’



'‘No. But Jane wants me to help her look for a nexgsl' she lied, and
gulping down her coffee, rushed out. She was iouk fhood and
would continue to be until she had seen Adam Braoicttold him
exactly what she thought of him.

Her ill-humour increased as she reached the gamageaw the line
of cars ahead of her. Parking by the kerb, she weatthe shop,
deciding it was easier to speak to Adam there thaside, where he
was surrounded by customers.

Through the window she watched him. She was pesitevrhad seen
her come in, though he had given no sign of it, hedimpatience
grew as the two cars he filled were paid off witk £xact amount of
money, which he stuffed into the pocket of his aller

'If you don't soon come in,' she muttered, 'I'llh@out and throttle
you!'

Almost as if the next customer had heard her, alnelem produce a
credit card, and hand it to Adam.

‘About time too,' she said clearly as he came dwealked over to the
counter. 'Aren't you going to say anything?'

'‘Good morning,' he said calmly.

'‘Don't "good morning" me as if nothing's wrong! Hdare you stand
me up?'

He looked at the card in his hand, picked up agmehbegan writing
the receipt.

'‘Didn't you hear me?' she insisted.

Only then did he look at her again. 'You got whai fleserved.’



'l said | was sorry. What else do you want?'

‘Nothing—from you. You're a spoiled little rich gwho doesn't
know how to behave. Stick to your own kind, them yeoon't have
anything to be ashamed of/ Credit card and recelpnd, he went to
the door.

'I'm not ashamed of you,' she said, barring his.way
You could have fooled me.’
'l was surprised to see you working here and | --'

'‘Decided you didn't know me.' He moved around Men.not angry
with you, and | appreciate you coming back to agisie. Now be a
good girl and go home.’

'‘Don't talk to me as if | were a child,’ she snappe
'‘But you are.

‘Then treat me like one and forgive me,' she sathntly, her large
sapphire eyes imploring him.

He shook his head and went out, leaving her closedrs. In spite of
his lack of temper, she knew she had hurt him geapld her anger
towards him dissolved, leaving her angry only vindrself.

‘Still here?' he questioned as he returned withhemaredit card.

'I'm staying until you promise to meet me for lunahd let me
explain.’

‘There's nothing for you to explain.’

‘Meet me anyway.'



'l don't have a lunch break.’
‘Then I'll collect you when you finish worRlease.'

She moved a step closer, breathing in the warmtéinatmg from
him, and aware of herself in a way she had nevierbexperienced.
She didn't know why he had this effect on hersh# knew was that
she didn't want him to think badly of her.

‘You can be as rude to me as you like,' she addetbly. 'l deserve
it.

For several seconds he stared at her, then hedsigige to evening
school every night, but | can meet you at ninetytat Camden Town
station.’

'It's the other side of London!'
‘Not for me.' His tone was dry. 'If you want todet it..."

'No, I'll be there." She walked with him across tbeecourt. 'You
won't stand me up again, will you?'

'‘Enjoy yourself guessing,' he replied, and wallkeudrds his waiting
customer.



CHAPTER THREE

DIANA spent the rest of the day regretting the arrangésiee had
made with Adam. She must need her head examinddaijose
halfway across London to see a man who made it bleaouldn't
care less if he never saw her again.

Yet nine o'clock found her doing exactly that, andred she'd be late
as well, for she had put on and taken off two déife¢ outfits before
finally deciding on a third. The last.thing she wethwas to look the
spoilt little rich girl he had accused her of beifipe had gone easy
on her make-up too, wearing only a lip gloss atouah of mascara
to darken her long, thick lashes, and pulling rear imto a pony-tail:
a deliberate ploy to look younger than she washia hope of
disarming him.

Despite driving fast, she was ten minutes lateree$be had parked
her car in a side turning and reached the statitraece. There was
no sign of Adam and she stopped dead. He had $&todp again!
The pang of hurt that stabbed her surprised heitdoyntensity,
making her realise she desperately wanted to geeeimg him.

A throng of people emerged from the station, and #snned she
saw Adam walking along the pavement. Joy filleddred she moved
towards him, slowing her step as she noticed ha'hqdickened his.
Wasn't he even a little pleased to see her?

'l thought you'd given me a taste of my own medicihe said as he
reached her side.

‘Medicine?'
‘That you'd stood me up.'

‘But you've only just got here,' she said indighant



His face lit with a smile that softened the stexhdf his features and
made him look younger than the mid- twenties slesged him to be.

‘Where do we go from here?' she asked happily, se®ing his

startled expression knew he had read more intginestion than she
had meant. It startled her too, making her pondembere their

relationship could lead. But she pushed it asiday \think of the

future when the present was so exciting?

‘My car's parked round the corner,' she went drallSve drive to the
West End or find a place for coffee round here?'

'l thought we'd go on a boat,' he answered.
‘A boat?' She glanced round the dingy streetskitinghe was joking.

‘We're not far from Camden Lock," he explained] ‘ae can go from
there to Regent's Park and back in under an hour.'

‘Sounds great,' she said, not having a clue whatasaalking about.

He made no conversation as they walked, and aftearal minutes
she felt it was up to her to start the ball rollibkigpfortunately, short of
apologising once more for her behaviour at thegmgrahe could not
find anything to say. It was strange for her tddst for words, when
she was known for her quick tongue and sharp wat she knew
Instinctively that what her friends might considemnny, Adam
wouldn't, and the knowledge made her self-conscious

'‘Have we much further to go?' she questioned.

'‘We're nearly there.' He nodded towards the nertrig, and as they
rounded it she saw it was a narrow street leadirgétty. Because of
the lateness of the hour it was not surprisingnio énly a few people
waiting to buy tickets for the white-painted bdatyly wondering if



he expected her to pay for herself, she slowedteg; pleased as he
walked past her and bought two tickets.

'It's usually very crowded,' he said, putting achander her elbow to
help her aboard.

‘The forecast was rain,' Diana replied.
'‘Maybe that's why.'

She nodded. What a pain if they could talk onlyh&f weather. He
doesn't want to be with me, she thought, and thaligyhayed by the
knowledge, determined not to let him know she waara of it. He
led her to the stern of the boat, which was emgaty, they sat down
as it began to chug slowly along the canal.

'l take it you haven't done this before," Adam said

'I've only been on the Thames.’

‘This is a first for me too.'

'‘Really?’

‘Why the surprise?'

She shrugged. 'l imagined you often brought yotesiaere.'
' rarely date.'

‘By inclination or design?"

‘A bit of both. I'm too busy for one thing, and famother | prefer to
save my money.'

'l bet plenty of girls would go Dutch with you/



He laughed, a deep sound that brought her eyemnihsto his chest
and the muscles rippling beneath his open-neckit Bis sleeves
were rolled back and she saw how strong his arnte,wdth fine
dark hairs lightly covering them. It was his hatigist held her gaze
longest: they were powerful, with square-tippedérs, the nails cut
short. Hard to believe he worked in a garage aaidinem dirty most
of the day.

'‘What are you thinking?' he demanded.
'How clean your hands are,' she blurted out.
‘Detergent and a tough nail-brush.'

There was amusement in his voice, and a softnasfhéa not been
there before, which made her feel happy again.

'‘About the other day...' Hesitantly she raisedstitgect, knowing she
had to clear the air. "You were right. | was tobaased to introduce
you to Jane.'

‘Thanks for being honest. Now let's forget it.'

Silence fell between them, but this time she didmt it an
uncomfortable one.

'‘Why do you work at the garage?' she asked finally.

‘Art lovers have to earn a living too! Or are themyou know as idle
as the girls?'

‘None of my friends is idle,’
'I bet none of them has to work to eat.'

‘Are you always so defensive?'



He regarded her in surprise, then frowned as heidered her
question. 'Not usually. It's just that | haven'hgaut with anyone
like you before.’

'‘By that, | assume you mean rich?'
‘Yes.'

‘Then we're both in the same boat—metaphoricalty @mysically!
I've never been out with anyone likeu.'

He grinned, and seemed so relaxed that she detmdask him the
question that had been bothering her from the Inagin

'‘Why didn't you study electronics when you left ok instead of
waiting until now? Or hadn't you made up ycajr mwtat you
wanted to do?'

‘All | ever wanted was to earn money. | was broughin a children's
home and used to count the days till | was frdedwe.’

‘How awful for you. Were you terribly unhappy there

'‘No," he said abruptly. 'But | counted the dayd tibuld leave and be
iIndependent. Once | was in the real world | redlibat if | wanted to
better myself, | had to have a profession or aettad

'‘Why did you choose electronics?’
'‘Because it's a growing industry.’
'l see.' She hesitated. 'Do you remember your psiten

'‘My mother dumped me when | was a baby and disapgeas for
Father...." Adam shrugged. 'l doubt if my motheswrwho he was.'



‘It must be awful not having any family,' Diana fathised.

'You get used to it,' he said dismissively. 'Thenad was in was fine,
and | don't think | missed out on much.'

You missed out on love, Diana thought, her heariggout to him.
How very different his life had been from hers.

Unexpectedly he reached for her hand, running esdld fingers over
the soft skin and long, polished nails. 'Tell mewyou, and how
you keep the wolf from the door—or should | say kffin

‘You're always on the defensive,' she accusedn'iaven you make
a joke you have to be rude.’

‘You're right," he admitted instantly. 'I'll repbeathe question. What
do you do with yourself each day when you're nokinga some
young man happy batting those lovely long eyelashésm?'

'I'm at a local florist part-time.'

'‘How appropriate. A perfect English rose sellirmpiérs!
'Roses can have sharp thorns.'

'Is that a warning?'

‘Maybe.'

''ve a tough skin,' he replied. 'A few thorns wamdrry me.' He let
her fingers slide through his, then placed her Hzaak in her lap.

He fell silent, and she looked out over the waterwas dark,
shadowed by the trees and bushes that borderedriakwalk, and lit
only by the reflection of street lamps.



'‘We've passed the zoo," Adam commented. 'l bethgwmen't been
there either.'

‘Yes, | have. My nanny often took me.'

‘That figures,' he grunted, and seeing her mowghtdn, added,
‘Sorry—I was getting at you, wasn't 1?'

‘You do it on purpose. But I'll forgive you if yanswer a few more
guestions.'

'Fire away.'

'‘How old are you?'

‘Twenty-six.'

‘How much longer before you qualify?'

‘A few more months. I've been offered an exceljebt—providing
my results are good.'

'I'm sure they will be.'

'l hope so. I'm studying damned hard.' His jaw chexd. 'I've so much
to do and very little time.'

‘What's the rush?’
'l want to have money while I'm young enough tagrii.'

'l see,’ Diana said uncomfortably. She had nevéndoed about
money, and found it hard to imagine not having @moto do what
one wanted.

‘Do you?' he asked sharply.



‘Of course. It's great to be ambitious.’

'I'm glad you approve. If you hadn't, I'd have gdaek to digging
ditches.'

Diana went scarlet, aware she had sounded conaksgeiDid you
really dig ditches?'

'‘My sweet little innocent.' His anger left him asakly as it had risen.
‘You have no idea what life is all about, have yowxh rough
tenderness he caught her by the shoulders anddplodle towards
him, his eyes ranging over her face as if itemigngry feature. 'l've
dug ditches and mended roads, hauled garbageeamkd sewers. In
fact, anything that kept me from the dole queuen@e the garage
IS coming up in the world, | can tell you!

'I'm sorry. | didn't mean to --'

'‘Don't keep apologising,' he rebuked gently. 'l '‘Oerpect you to
understand my world, any more than | understandsydihat's why |
figured it was best if | didn't see you.'

'‘But you did,' she whispered, and put her armsratduis neck with a
boldness that astonished her, for normally she @gdea man to do
all the running. But with Adam it was different. #Wihim she had no
Inhibitions. 'Kiss me,' she pleaded. 'Please kiss m

She pulled his head down, and though he resistedeatouched her
lips to his, he muttered deep in his throat andel@d his mouth to
hers. At the feel of his mouth she shivered witkideand knew a
violent longing to hold him close for ever. How malable he was
despite his self-assured manner; so vulnerable gshatached to
protect him. Eagerly she pressed closer to him,asuhe felt the
softness of her body he thrust her so sharply dhatyshe almost fell
off the seat.



'Sorry,' he said thickly, his arm coming out toastg her, 'but it isn't
my night to be seduced."

‘You should be so lucky! she snapped, and sawyas narrow with
surprise before he pulled her close again.

This time he was the one to take command, his &i$sed and
demanding, his lips forcing hers apart to givetbisggue entry. It was
an intimacy she rarely allowed, and certainly notdirst date. Yet
she found herself willingly responding to him, h@ngue entwining
with his, their movements simulating the movemenita greater
intimacy. His hands caressed her shoulders andbdk, grasping
her small waist and bringing her body hard agdirsstso that she felt
the pounding of his heart. Or was it hers? WhateratShe felt as if
they were one.

'‘No,' he gasped, and for the second time pushedvaay. 'lIt won't
work, Diana. It's no good kidding ourselves. Welathing in
common.’

'If that were true, we wouldn't be here.’
Tut it down to sexual attraction.'

Diana knew there was more to it than that. Shedtato his face and
saw the features illumined by a passing street ldhgicked out the
strong nose and beautifully chiselled mouth; maat& dockets of his
eyes and silvered the edges of his thick, unruiy ha

Was she falling in love with him? He was certairthe most
interesting man she had met. More exciting too;taede was no way
she was going to let him walk out of her life withhgutting up a
fight.

Her emotion must have communicated itself to honhe drew one
finger along the curve of her cheek. She caught bbhis hand and



put it to her lips, then slid across the seat a&sted her head upon his
chest. His heart was beating fast, and she detightthe knowledge
that she could arouse him so easily.

‘We're back where we started,’ Adam said, pullieigtb her feet, and
she was startled to see that the boat had retwon€edmden Lock. 'l
don't know about you, blondie, but I'm starving.'

'‘Me too,' she murmured, realising she was. 'Baitity turn to pay.'
‘Not with me, you don't.’

‘That's stupid. These days, girls often --'

'When we see each other, | pay. Take it or leave it

'I'll take it," she said quickly as they walkedtorthe jetty. Expecting
him to make a joking reply, she was taken abackmwiee stopped
walking and faced her.

‘You've definitely addled my brain. A moment ageaid | wasn't
going to see you again.'

'It's not solely a woman's prerogative to changatied,' she teased.

"This is the firstime I've ever done so.' He shook his head. 'l wish
understood why.'

'Because I'm brilliant, blonde and beautiful!"

'I've met other beautiful women,' he muttered. Bete's something
about you that... | must be out of my mind.’

With a sudden laugh she stood on tiptoe and prdssetlips to his.
'‘We're both out of our minds, Adam, but isn't wanderful place to
be?'



CHAPTER FOUR

'REALLY, Diana," Mrs Farrow exclaimed. 'Why on earth da y@ant
us to have dinner in the breakfast-room?’

'‘Because only Adam is coming, and the dining-roertoo big and
formal.’

'I've invited Angela and Mark as well.'

'‘Oh, Mother, you haven't! They're such prigs.dfkhown, I'd have
asked Adam another night.' Diana tried to imagime \with her two
cousins, and groaned. 'All they talk about are émfs

'‘What's wrong with that? I'm sure your friend rides

Diana hid a smile, imagining her mother's reactiae learned that
the only thing he rode was a secondhand motorbike.

'‘What does he actually do?' her mother went ore Grily Brookes |
know are a charming couple your father and | methencruise last
year. They have a place near Glastonbury.’

'l doubt if they're related,' Diana replied, andrladly changed the
subject.

She had been wary of asking Adam home, as mucheooed with
his response to her parents as theirs to him. Botaulse of her
behaviour at the garage she was anxious to shovsinmwasn't the
snob he believed her to be. And what better way byaintroducing
him to her parents?

Although her mother came from a titled family, hi&ther's
background was middle-class, and he had becomeahyehrough
ability and hard work. Indeed, whenever his wifetended he had
inherited his money, he would favour his daughtii & wink.



'‘Don't be tough on your mother because she'saf bisnob,' he had
once reprimanded her. 'She came from the top drhweit was a

pretty empty one—that's why she sets such storpdsytion and

money.'

'Is that why she married you?' Diana had asked with brutal
frankness of a fifteen-year-old.

'‘No, my nosy one! When we met, | was just settipgnbusiness and
didn't even have a car. We married for love, ahdde you will do
the same.’

'‘Does she get depressions because she was poohiéd?a

'‘No. It has more to do with her mother dying whka was born and
her father packing her off to boarding- school wistie was six.

That's why she's so loving wityou She wants you to have the
affectionshenever had.'

It was an affection Diana had frequently found smang, though
her father's explanation had given her a greatgenstanding of it, as
it had also done of the black moods that sometlasted a few days,
and sometimes necessitated her mother's stayursang home.

'‘Diana, do stop dreaming!" Mrs Farrow brought heftk/ back to the
present. 'l asked if you'd like Cook to preparetlamg special for
dinner?'

'Whatever Carmen makes will be delicious.'

In no mood for further talk about the dinner pafyana pretended
she had a telephone call to make, and went outw@bk&ery much on
edge, uncertain how Adam would react to her par@misher home.
Though not ostentatious it had all the trappingsweialth, and
emphasised the difference between them; a differémat worried
him however much she tried to reassure him it tidatry her.



'l bet you'd like me to put on a dinner-jacket?hhd teased.

‘My father often does,' she had answered lacogicBilit only if it's a
special affair.'

‘And your mother sports a tiara, | suppose!'
'Only when she does the washing-up!

'l bet she's never been near a sink,' he had gruael knowing this
to be true, Diana had not answered.

She recollected this as she hovered in the halledening, waiting
for him to arrive. As she saw his silhouette thiotige side window,
she shushed away Mario, the butler-handyman who @amen's
husband, and opened the door herself.

Never had she seen him so handsome or so forntahgda Brown
wool trousers and a linen jacket of the same coloatched his
chestnut-brown eyes and thick glossy hair. He hkert a firm brush
to it, she noticed with amazement, for the erraaveg were flat,
though there was still a suggestion of curl atdide of his neck. He
wore a tie too—wonders would never cease!—andvitnga on her
that despite his casual acceptance of her inwitatie had gone to
considerable trouble to dress up for it. She hdpeladn't bought the
clothes especially, but knew that even if he had/beldn't allow her
to reimburse him.

Lightly touching his arm, she led him into the dnagv room, and

watching the polite yet friendly way he greeted parents, she was
filled with pride. He cut a far better figure thiaer cousin Mark, who
he topped by a head, a fact that her cousin Anvgataquick to notice,

for she joined Adam on the settee, preventing Diesra doing so.

Standing slightly apart from everyone, she sawdtene as a set
piece that might have graced a Noel Coward play.that there was



anything Noel Cowardish in the way her father sdetthe
conversation to the current Test match, a subjear do Adam's
heart, and within moments the three men were abdorb

'l like your new boyfriend,’ Angela murmured, couimo stand
beside her. "Where did you meet him?'

‘At the Tate.'

Angela's reply was drowned by Mario informing thémat dinner
was served, and as they went into the dining- robrana saw it
through Adam's eyes: the long rosewood table tloatnfartably

seated thirty, the silver place settings, and lineet silver and gold
bowls filled with flowers that ranged along its klaurface.

He gave no sign of being overawed by his surrowggjithough as
their glances met across the table she saw amusémntée quirk of
his mouth, and had the impression he knew exadtigtwvas going
through her mind.

Angela, seated on his left, started to question Hiana said you
met at the Tate. Does that mean you're an artist?'

'‘One doesn't have to be an artist to go to the, Tradecountered, his
serious expression belying the glint in his eyes.

‘Well, no, but—er—is painting your hobby then?'

‘I haven't time for hobbies, but I'm interesteduh’
‘Adam'’s studying electronic engineering,' Dianam¢ned.
'I'm hopeless at anything mechanical,’ Angela exed.

'I'm sure you can do many other things,' Adam said.



'‘Riding, mostly. And | adore skiing. Do you?'
'l've never tried it.'
‘Where do you holiday in the winter?'

Diana held her breath, expelling it with relief A/dam said, 'l don't
take holidays. I'm working too hard.'

"You ride though?' This from Mark, whose tone iadéxl that no one
could live without a horse.

'Riding isn't everyone's idea of fun," Diana irgetgd.

'l suppose it depends on one's school,’ Angelacaddéne favoured
tennis and swimming. What about yours, Di?"

‘The same,' she answered, thinking this was aytsakject too, and
her heart jolted as Mark posed the question to Adam

‘The local comprehensive,' he replied.

'‘How terribly progressive,' Angela gushed. 'l donaé people who
go to government schools.’

'l don't,’ her brother commented. 'A boarding-s¢heaches one
reliance.'

'l wouldn't want strangers bringing upy children,” Adam stated. 'l
think it's a lazy way of having a family.'

'‘More wine?' Diana cut in, and as Mario obliged]ibadzately
changed the conversation.



The evening proceeded normally, though there whstict cooling
off in Angela's attitude to Adam. It seemed that @een his good
looks were sufficient compensation for his bluntceents!

Coffee was served in the drawing-room, and Adanfirtedt a brandy
or liqueur, saying hard spirits made him tired &edhad to be up
early in the morning.

'‘Does it matter if you miss a lecture?' Mark quetrie
'It's not a lecture I'd miss, it's my job. | startseven.’
'‘But aren't you at university?' Mrs Farrow askad;zted.

'I'm studying at night school," Adam explainedd'auring the day |
work in a garage.'

"'Family-owned?'
‘Adam doesn't believe in nepotism,' Diana put istiha

"Very commendable,' her father agreed. 'lt's glmod/our character
to make your own way in the world.’

'l had no choice,' Adam said. 'l --'
‘Another coffee, anyone?' Diana interposed.

'‘Not for me,' Mark said. 'Angela and | must be goiwe're driving
down to Wiltshire tonight.'

Hiding her delight at their early departure, shraadt pushed than to
the door. With her cousins gone, the risk of Adauttipg his foot in it

was considerably lessened. Of course there woutg@time when
she wouldn't be able to stop him, but by then sied her parents



would have come to appreciate what a wonderfulgreng was, and
how much he meant to her.

'I've an early call too," her father announcedhes sat down on the
sofa. 'So if you two youngsters will excuse me...'

Her mother followed him, flashing her a meaningfidrning as she
did.

'‘Does that glare your mother gave you mean it's fineft?" Adam
questioned, running his hands through his hairraffting the flat
waves into its usual attractive unruliness.

‘Not this instant." Diana kicked off her shoes #oitd back on the
sofa. 'You're allowed half an hour's grace.'

He said nothing, nor did he take the hint to Idaigechair and sit next
to her. She waited for him to speak but he. appleavatent to remain
silent, and she swallowed her irritation.

'l hope my cousins didn't bore you?' she murmured.

‘They were OK. How come you're so different frorarthwhen you
have similar backgrounds?'

'I'm an individual, not a clone. And from your comamt, | take it you
didn't like them.’

‘You're right,’ he said bluntly, and loosened his &s though
unaccustomed to its constriction. 'If you're spgjlfor a fight, I'll go.’

‘That's right. Use any excuse to leave,' she stbrhes anxiety of the
past few hours exploding into temper. 'I'm amazed ggreed to
come here at all. We're so obviously beneath yobrains and
intelligence!’



'You said it, not me.'

Infuriated by his conceit, she glared at him, ameéxpectedly he
chuckled.

‘Don't you know when you're being teased?’

‘Not when I'm withyou'Her temper dissolved, swamped by sadne:
'l never know where | am with you.'

'I'm sorry, Di. But | learned the hard way that kietter to hide your
feelings.'

‘Even from a person you care about?' She waitetisoanswer, but
he leaned back in his chair and stared into sphbte. had behaved
like this when they had first met she would haverbeesentful, but
the little she had learned of him enabled her &lsdow the surface
to the emotionally complex man he was. Being sieas his reaction
when he didn't know what to do or was uncertaihiofself.

Rising, she moved over to his chair and percheti®@arm, swinging
one shapely leg provocatively. 'l think Angela fizlcyou.'

'You mean she fancied the common touch!
Diana changed the subject. 'My father liked you.'

'‘Don't give me that! Tonight wasn't a disasteributas a near miss.
Every time | opened my mouth you looked terrifiaccase | put my
foot in it.'

‘That isn't true,’ she lied. 'l didn't want anyapsetting you.'

'People who don't matter to me can't upset mesaitebluntly.



'‘What an arrogant thing to say! I'm glad you aranhl or you'd be
insufferable.’

For a startled instant he stared at her. Thenumg tback his head and
laughed, at the same time pulling her down on $ddp.

'What a kid you are," he muttered, and drawingdes close, covered
her mouth with his.

It was a fierce kiss, forcing her lips brutally apand invading the
soft interior. Momentarily she resisted, but as aglsy desire
swamped her, a hot curling flame that trembled frenstomach to
her thighs and along every limb. Desperately stesged herself
against him, as if by so doing she could becomegsdrim.

With a hoarse cry he tore his mouth from hers daddsup, setting
her on her feet before he strode over to the windod pulled the
curtain aside to stare out into the night.

Blankly she stared at his back, her desire slowlyirgy, leaving her
feeling strangely desolate.

'‘What is it?' she whispered. 'Have | done sometiirgng?'

‘It isn't you, it's me.' He swung round on heshobuldn't be here, Di,
and you know it. We've no future together.'

'‘How can you say that? Don't | mean anything to?you

‘Too much. That's why | can't let you go on livinga fool's paradise.
The timing is wrong for us, Di. Maybe if we meet tgears on—but
not now, when I've nothing to offer you. Can't \sme that?'

Angrily she turned away from him. Of course she gaBhe wasn't
stupid! She also saw that it didn't matter; helndatvas rich enough
to give him all the help he needed. But she knetteb#han to say it.



She had to lead up to it carefully, for he was dramd wouldn't
readily accept help.

The thought of this angered her. If he truly lovest he would be
willing to do anything to keep her in his life. Hanger increased.
Adam was no weakling who gave up at the first aidefdout a strong
man determined to get what he wanted. And appgremd didn't
want her. At least not enough to fight for her. Wl hell with him!
Who washeto turn her down?Tm sorry," he muttered. 'Thetlasg

| want is to hurt you.'

‘You haven't. | think you're right—we shouldn't rhagain. You're so
weighed down by that chip on your shoulder, you'tcaffiord to be
burdened with other worries. I'm sorry | wastednsoech of your
valuable time.'

A flush marked his cheekbones and his mouth nawipweawing
attention to the lines either side of it, which lsp@f long hours of
hard work. Seeing them, she nearly flung hersétf ms arms and
told him how much she loved him. Nearly, but didn't

'‘Knowing you wasn't a waste," he said quietly.tiRgfrom you is the
waste.' His hand came out as if to touch her, tliepped to his side.
‘Goodbye, blondie.’

Afraid of giving herself away, she turned her baakhim, and didn't
move until the click of the front door announcesd tieparture. Only
then did she come to life, storming up to her raord showering in
water so hot that it burned her skin. Yet it didhoitn away the pain of
rejection; any more than the strong mint tastesoftbothpaste could
eradicate the sweetness of his mouth.

With a cry she flung herself on the bed and bumst tears. She
couldn't bear life without him, and was bitterlyrhthat he had been
able to walk away frorher.



'‘But | can be as determined as you, Adam Brooke,5aid aloud, and
hearing the resolution in her voice, gained stiefigim it. "You may
be cleverer than | am, but I'll find a way of gedtiround you.'

Recalling how his body had trembled at her toubb,realised where
her power lay. Yet she had to use it with subtlahd that would take
careful planning.



CHAPTER FIVE
'‘DIANA, wake up!’

A sharp, insistent voice aroused a reluctant Dfeora a deep sleep,
and she opened her eyes to find her mother staatlihg foot of her
bed. 'What's wrong?'

'l want to talk to you.'

'‘Can't it wait till later?' she muttered, slowlyaumling her body and
stretching soft slim arms above her head.

'‘No, it can't. It's about that young man you inditeere last night.
Your father and | don't want you to see him again.’

Diana was instantly wide awake. '"Why not?'
'Is it necessary for me to tell you?'

'Yes, it is. He's educated, intelligent and hardivay. What else do
you want?'

'I'm sure he's a very nice young man, dear, bustieright for you.
And don't give me that innocent look. You know @kawhat | mean.
If --' Her mother broke off as the door opened ded husband
entered, dapper in grey pin-stripes. 'My two galguing?' he asked
jovially. 'I've been telling Diana we don't want i@ continue seeing
this—whatever his name is.’'

'‘Adam Brooke,' Diana put in sharply, 'and stop gding you don't
remember it.'

‘No need to lose your temper, poppet,' her fatiy@maved, joining his
wife at the foot of the bed. "Your mother's righdam is a fine young
man but he's in no position to settle down.'



‘You're nineteen, and this is the best time of Jidar Mrs Farrow
added. "You should be out enjoying yourself, nostig time on a
nobody.'

‘What a rotten thing to say!" Diana cried. 'Beirappdoesn't make
you a nobody.'

"Your mother didn't mean it the way it soundeds' fa¢her placated,
placing a cautionary hand on his wife's arm. "Theesgs, people are
judged on what they are, not who their parents wane quite right

too. But that still doesn't make Adam right for yMou come from

different worlds, and he's intelligent enough talise it.’

'If he did, he wouldn't have come here last nigfits Farrow sniffed.
" Perhaps he enjoys slumming!' Diana retorted stozdly.

‘That's enough!" her father said, and recognidnegatuthority in his
voice, she held her tongue. 'We'll wait breakfastybu,' he went on.
‘Don't be long.'

Diana was in control of herself when she joined perents in the
sunny breakfast-room off the conservatory. It wagfant with the
aroma of freshly ground Blue Mountain and freshigda toast, but
the thought of food nauseated her and she fillecchye and perched
on a chair.

‘Well,' she said, 'what else do you have to say?’

'‘Only things that are for your own good,' her fatbaid quietly. '‘As |
said before, Adam seems a decent young man, thasha long way
to go before he has made something of his life,ibpdu continue
going out with him it will give him ideas."'

‘Above his station, you mean?'



‘That isn't what | meant, my dear, and you knownita few years,
when he has established himself, | wouldn't hayeo@nection to you
seeing him, but --'

‘But now you must stop!" Mrs Farrow cut in exaspsaly. 'Otherwise
you'll fall in love with him and make a fool of ymelf..

I'm already in love with him, Diana wanted to safiantly, and as
the words came into her mind, she knew with stagtklarity that
they were true. It had nothing to do with provireg power over him.
She loved him and wanted to marry him.

"... so it's for the best," her mother finished.
‘The best?' Diana echoed, not having heard a vlatchad been said.

‘That you go and stay with Aunt Leona. You've nelveen to the
States and she's always inviting you. Three mantigginia will be
fun, and your father and | will come over for Ckmas and take you
skiing in Aspen.’

'‘And buy me a teddy bear too?' Diana asked sharply.

‘We're not your enemies, Didi," her father cutusing his pet name
for her, which she thought was hitting below th&.b&/e want your
happiness and we think it best if you distance gelifrom Adam.'

‘And if | refuse?'
‘We hope you won't.'

Pushing back her chair, Diana stalked out. Sheldesh given an
ultimatum and had to think it over.

Although Adam himself had said they should stoprggeach other,
she was positive she could persuade him to chaisgaihd. But if



she went to America for three months their relaiop was too
fragile to withstand such a lengthy separation.

The urge to see him was so strong that within the Bhe was in her
car heading for the garage. Only as the petrol gucapne into view
did her confidence ebb. What if he insisted he me#at he had said
last night? She turned into the forecourt and dupwAn attendant
approached and she said she wanted to speak to.Adam

Grinning appreciatively, he took in Diana's shinic@yn-gold hair
and sun-kissed skin. 'He's in the office. I'll gt him.'

He ambled into the small stucco building at thekazfche forecourt,
and a moment later came out again, waved at hem, disappeared
into the bowels of a Ford. Of Adam there was na.sig

Ten minutes passed and she stirred restlesslyinglaration was to
go in search of him but she restrained herselftaoerhe was
deliberately keeping her waiting. But when a quanfean hour had
passed she wondered if there was a back entranteetoffice
through which he might have escaped. Yet from kading of his
character it was hard to envisage him skulkingtefavoid her. He
was more the type to face her. Yet if so, whereanh was he?

She had half opened the car door when he emergedtire office.
As always at sight of him, any annoyance or ande was
experiencing was superseded by joy. And today & steonger than
ever, heightened by the fear of being parted from hcan't give him
up, she thought. No matter what my parents saygdimg to fight for
him.

As Adam drew nearer she noticed the tight set ®fdw. 'Don't you
ever give up?' he asked as he reached her window.

'‘Not as easily as you. | fight for what | want.’



He reddened, and the hardness that filled his ¢moee her <an
inkling of how he might look after a few years agfting for the
success he was determined to have. Even now thie deerets of his
character were being swamped by his driving amhitand if there
was no love in his life while he was striving td gethe top, then ten
years from now—that was the time he had given Himse
succeed—he would be too shrivelled emotionallyetspond to love
when it came his way.

‘Do you want petrol?' he said. 'If not, you're ldog the forecourt for
nothing.'

'Don't be rude."

‘Then quit wasting my time. I'm working here, Dianat hosting a
lunch party.’

‘Can't you take an hour off? | want to talk to you.
'‘We said it all last night.'
'You said it—I didn't get a chance.'

'‘Whatever you say won't change my mind. Now do iynd going?
I've a lot on my plate today.'

Whatever he had on his plate didn't compare withtwier parents
had dished out therthis morning, though she knew better than to s
So.

'‘How about later this afternoon?' she asked quistlizat time do you
finish today?'

'Four.'

‘Then perhaps we can go somewhere quiet and talk: Mace?'



He eyed her lemon silk suit, casual in cut but ijeaxpensive. 'l
don't think my beat-up leather armchair will make fiiing
background for you.'

‘That's your hang-up, Adam—not mine."'

'‘Maybe, but it's how | feel." He ran his hand dotea side of his
cheek, leaving a grease mark along it, and shecaragnced he had
done it deliberately to show her how far apartrtiarlds were.

'You can always ask me back to your place,' he went

She hated the sarcasm in his voice but this wasmeto tell him.
Other things took precedence.

'‘My parents are giving a party,’ she lied, 'andhbase is teeming
with caterers and florists.'

‘How come you aren't doing the flowers?’
She was at a loss what to say, and stared at Hplebgly.

Adam sighed. 'If you're so desperate to talk, wegmato a cafe round
the corner.'

A tete-a-tete in a noisy cafe wasn't what she tathed. She wanted
to be alone with him; to use her charms to disam-hand anything
else it might take to persuade him to continuerthelationship.
Suddenly she thought of Hugo Hemming, Jane's brotteo had a
luxurious bachelor pad by the river in Chelsea Whar

'He's gone to the States for a month,"' Jane hafidednlast week,
‘and he deputed me to water his precious plants. cém't imagine
how the place is decorated. It's absolutely dedadklirrored
ceilings, leather everywhere, and one of thoseléatsuround beds. If
you fancy taking a peep..



Well, now was as good a time as any, Diana decitiedigh without
Jane in tow.

'l know a place where we can talk alone,' sheteaddiam. 'Is it OK if
| call to give you the address?'

He nodded, looking less than thrilled, and witheat much as a

goodbye walked off. She glared at his back, womdenhy she was

bothering to run after a man who didn't give a davhether he saw

her or not. Yet it was thigissez-fairettitude that impelled her to do
so; a determination to make him admit she had goeath his skin

and that he wanted her.

And when she had, what then? Would she still want? Since

leaving finishing school she had had innumerallstoes on men in
her circle, but Adam was the first man she had &mwried who had
played hard to get.

Swinging her car back on to the road, she madinéestate office in
Knightsbridge where Jane worked, though since & er brother's
firm, her hours were elastic.

At first her friend was reluctant to give her theykof her brother's
apartment, particularly when she discovered wha®maas taking
there, but eventually she agreed, though not befddeng a salutary
warning for her to be careful.

At the first phone-box she came to, Diana calledracind gave him
the Chelsea address.

'‘Whose place is it?' he asked.

'It belongs to my girlfriend’'s brother—and we canabone there and
talk.'

'l don't think it's a good idea.’



'Please,' she begged. 'lf you don't want to seaftaetoday | swear |
won't bother you again.'

‘Very well. I'll be there about four.'

Pleased that things were going her way, Diana Yvemte to fetch her
tennis gear, then set off for the Queens Club, ebee of London's
top coaches was waiting to put her through hergace

It was lunchtime before she was home again. Hérefahad long
since left for his office and her mother was at ohéer inevitable
bridge lunches. Relieved not to be pestered abal#nA Diana
munched an apple, then rummaged through her wagdrc
considering what to wear. Adam would have a fihg saw her
wall-length cupboards full of designer clothes, rheavery outfit
costing more than he earned in a month!

Moving to a rack of cotton dresses, she chose aglsirblue
one—didn't they say men were suckers for blue?@haly used any
make-up either, and her hair, still damp from hieoveer, swung
softly around her ears, giving her the air of a imeal pageboy. But
not too much of the boy, she admitted, eyeing thma filt of her
breasts as she turned to pick up her purse bebtang gownstairs.

It was three o'clock when she entered Hugo's apattinheart
pounding as though she was a thief. As indeed € twough the
object she was intent onstealing was a man; a pwad man who
was fighting to resist her.

To calm her nerves she wandered through the rcamssed by the
vast sunken tub in the bathroom, with its gildgukten the shape of a
naked woman. The bedroom was also clearly thatafcaelor, with
everything electronically operated from a paneltig king- sized
bed, draped in simulated leopardskin.



If Adam had the money would he indulge himself irsienilar
fashion? She doubted it, for his down-to-earthuatsé precluded such
fantasies, in spite of his strong sexuality. Imgatlly she glanced at
her watch. Not quite four. He should be here sooless he had
changed his mind. The notion was enough to knostmmnach, and
she winced with the pain.

'Please God, make him come,' she said aloud. & hewm so much,
and | need this chance to show him.'



CHAPTER SIX

WHEN the front doorbell finally chimed, Diana walkedwly across
to answer it, showing no sign of her inner turnemsl she greeted
Adam.

"Your friend's brother must enjoy looking at hinfisdle commented
from the threshold, taking in the mirrored hall ahé living-room
beyond it.

'l don't think it's just himself he likes to looH'ahe giggled. "Wait till
you see the bedroom.' She ran across and flungtbpedoor.

Adam strolled after her and peered inside. 'lt® la set in a
pornographic movie!

'l wouldn't know about that.'

‘Keep it that way. You haven't missed a thing.'
'‘Have you seen many?"

‘A couple. But | wouldn't want to see any more.'
She swallowed her curiosity. 'Care for a coffee?’

He nodded and followed her to the kitchen, leamigginst the lintel
and folding his arms across his chest. He dwaHedmall area and
looked very masculine among the blue and whitenebi Knowing

he was watching her, Diana was all fingers and theim

‘Let me help you,' he said, and wiped up the cdéfe had slopped
into the saucers before he perched on a stool dpplsr at the
breakfast bar.



Her eyes drank him in: the unruly brown hair, ted tinge visible
with the sunlight streaming on it from the windoehind him; the
strong-featured face with its mobile mouth; the qigating eyes,
hooded by heavy lids that gave him a saturnine esgion that
changed when he smiled. There was nothing abousherdisliked,
except perhaps his clothes. But that was a quesfiononey, not
taste.

'Stop looking at me so soulfully," he ordered. "Whsaid to you last
night still stands.’

"You mean you can just leave me? Be happy nevardone again?'
'It's better for both of us if | do.' He drained labffee and rose.

‘My parents want me to go to America for three rhentmaybe
longer,' she said in a rush.

Her words stopped him in his tracks, though hisefahowed no
emotion. 'I'm sure you'll enjoy yourself there.'

'I know | will." She leaned back and clasped herdsabehind her
head, aware that the movement accentuated her tdreasd
experiencing a thrill of triumph when she saw hissinvoluntarily
drop to them and linger.

'‘When are you leaving?' he asked huskily.
‘Soon. Will you mind?"
'l can't afford to.'

‘That wasn't what | asked.' She dropped her hamilfeaned towards
him, her thick golden hair swinging provocativetyward. ‘Will you
miss me?’



‘You know bloody well I will!*
'l haven't said I'll go yet."'

His hands clenched so tightly at his sides thafrthecles on his arms
bulged. 'What do you want me to do, Diana? Begtgaiay?'

‘Just ask, that will be enough.’
'l can't ask. I've nothing to offer you.'
'You have yourself. That's all | want.’

‘Do you honestly think your parents will be happy you to go on
seeing me?'

'l have my own life to live,' she cried, ignorings lgquestion. 'And
when Daddy knows how much you mean to me, he'lhbes than
willing to help you.'

'I'd never accept help from your father. Havent learned anything
about me?' Adam flexed his hands in front of hiérese have given
me my independence, and one day this --' he tappedmple '—will
make my fortuneMy fortune, sweetheart, made withy hands and
my brain. Not a bank account filled by someone's Dadd

His reaction was understandable and Diana coulce Havked

herself. Why on earth had she been so tactless™i8head it on
desperation, but unless she managed to repairathagk, he would
walk out on her.

'I'm sorry,' she apologised in a small voice. jit& that | love you so
much, | can't bear for us to part.' She allowedt¢laes she had been
holding back to surface, aware that few men wete abresist a
woman crying, and praying Adam was no exceptidea$e, darling,
say you forgive me.’



His features softened, the anger disappearing atepped around
the bar, and drew her to her feet.

'It seems as if you're always apologising, anddlways forgiving,'
he muttered. 'But it doesn't change anything, Die'rf#/in an
impossible situation.'

'‘Nothing's impossible if you want me enough. And ylm want me,
don't you?'

Moisture-filled eyes, luminous as bluebells in therning dew, met
warm brown ones, and his resistance visibly cruohBléith a groan
he gathered her close, raining tiny kisses on yelids, the curve of
her cheek, the corners of her mouth.

‘This is all wrong,' he whispered, but the tremiplaf his body belied
his words, as did the heat of his mouth as it eceddrers. It moved
over her lips as if he wishedto devour her, higterubbing against
hers as if to absorb her into his very being.

Diana pressed herself tightly to him, revellinghe hard feel of his
muscles, the firm touch of his hands on her breastships. Deeply
she breathed in the smell of him, the warmth of meath, the
moisture of his skin. He meant everything to hex wWas her life, her
world.

She was aware of being lifted off her feet, anddhsped her arms
round his neck as he strode to the bedroom. Gastlylaced her on
the bed and lay down beside her, his hands expentiping the
buttons of her dress until the material gave way lzer breasts were
exposed. Only then did he draw away, his eyessofjeas they took
in her naked loveliness. With a groan he lowerasdeiad and took a
nipple in his mouth, sucking it hard. Diana was siNgy wave upon
wave of passion, and unaware of Adam removing #s¢ of her



clothes, and discarding his, until he was suddaeaked beside her,
his sinewy body pressing upon her soft flesh.

With a murmur she nestled close, curve againste;uand he began
caressing her, his mouth following his fingers lasyt stroked her
pointed breasts until they swelled and hardenesh thoved down
the gentle swell of her stomach to the downy triafglow it. At the

feel of the soft hair he groaned deep in his thraadl with the tip of
his tongue licked the very heart of her, suckirgghblsating nub until
she cried with ecstasy and twined her legs arousd h

No man had touched Diana with such intimacy, arel\gas alight
with passion, burning with a desire she had neg#ark experienced.
Tentatively she touched his manhood, nervouslypsigpas it leapt
beneath her hand. Then she touched it again, rglti@nhand up and
down the length of it and feeling it grow largedamarder. Fiercely
she pulled him closer still, encompassing him whér legs and
pressing her moist, downy triangle of hair upongpenging muscle.
She wanted Adam inside her, wanted him to possesaia make her
his.

Holding him tightly, she turned on to her back gudled him with
her. For an instant he resisted, then with an ahgui cry he mounted
her and instantly plunged into the hot, moist daden A flash of pain
pierced her, but even as she cried out, it wasvwdwamed by the
greatest sensation of pleasure she had ever kridamds upon his
buttocks, she urged him to push deeper into heellnreg in the
jutting spear of flesh that pounded and rearedienber. As one they
rose and fell, and as the engorged swell of hinaegpd and filled
her, she moved faster and faster.

'l love you,' she cried against his lips. 'Say jeoue me.’

'l do, | do," he said thickly, and thrust upwardshard and deep that
she felt he was penetrating her womb.



His movements intensified and she clung to him, ety rocking

with his urgent possession as passion became h&emand she
spiralled towards another dimension. Repeatedplineged into her,
carrying her with him to a shuddering, toweringrax that had her
screaming her release into his sweat-streaked skin.

They must have drifted off to sleep, for when Dianaoke, the
brilliant golden sunlight had faded to a rosy hakgning her head
she saw Adam watching her, his eyes shadowed higlagtrand of
hair that had fallen across his forehead.

‘You're beautiful,’ he said gruffly. 'Even more bifal now than
before.'

‘Do | look different, then?' she asked with a simyles.
'‘Completely!

'l feel wonderful." She rested her head upon hailster. "You're a
wonderful lover, Adam. Was it- was it good for ybu?

He appeared amused by her uncertainty. 'What ddhyok®'
'l can't judge. It was the first time for me.'

'l know." A sigh came from deep within him, and svees aware that
the knowledge didn't please him.

'‘Was it so obvious?' she questioned anxiouslyinmuback to look at
his face.

‘That wasn't why | sighed,' he answered.

‘Then why?'



'‘Because | didn't want to be the first. If I'd hertly idea you were a
virgin..

'I'm glad | was. | wanted you to be the first.’

'l should never have taken advantage of you. | Ishbave been
stronger.'

‘You didn't take advantage of me. | wanted you achmas you
wanted me.'

'l shouldn't have given in,' he insisted. 'I| muavén been crazy.' He
stopped abruptly as he saw her lips tremble. 'Doytplease don't.’
His voice held a depth of emotion that surprised dwed her tears fell
faster.

'Di, don't. | didn't mean to upset you. | only...'

With an exclamation he pulled her close, then doler on to her
back and straddled her. His mouth stifled her sabd,the hard line
of his cheek rubbed away her tears as, with detpergency, he
pushed her legs apart and entered her again.

She was not ready for him and because of it fettthie more; aware
of the thick bulging muscle inside her, a heavyineds of flesh
moving in and out, slowly arousing her. But thissveedeeper arousal
than before as his finger flicked between her fenhighs, seeking
and finding the precise spot that would awaken semsations, send
her to new heights of passion. Gently he caresseddt tender flesh
and she cried out in wondrous joy. Only then didgive way to his
own pleasure, bursting into her with such force te carried her
with him again to a quivering, shattering climaattkeft them damp
and panting.

‘Marry me,' she whispered, hardly knowing whatwhe saying until
she heard herself. Only then did she realise simtedat more than



anything else in the world, and she clasped hes aound his neck
and stroked the damp skin.

‘Marry me,' she whispered again.

Slowly he lifted himself off her and sat up. "Thiasn't changed
anything,” he said flatly. 'Today was a one-offf moprelude to
marriage.'

'‘But you love me—you've just proved it.'

‘All I've proved is that I'm not as strong as lufgat | was. | knew
what you were angling for when you asked me here.'

'"You didn't take much persuading,’ she answereshhar

‘That cuts both ways.' Reaching down to the flberpicked up his
jeans and slipped into them. 'Chalk me up to eepeg. A month
from now you'll be laughing about me with your fyidnds.’

“That's a horrid thing to say!

‘The truth is often cruel' He shrugged into hishirts'l can't afford
you, Diana, and not just for financial reasons.’

'You mean I'd be a drag,' she said bitterly.

'If you want me to be blunt—yes. | have to makeawy way, and |
can do that best if | don't have any emotionaktattzents. So don't try
to see me again. It won't work a second time.'

Only as the front door closed behind him did Dignhee full vent to
her hurt and anger. Jumping out of bed, she staemoeshd the room,
damning Adam for his ambition, his ability to walkvay from her,
but mostly for his stupid pride. Why was it wrorglét her father
help him when he had finished his studies? Whystnsin going it



alone if it meant never seeing her again? So machi§ professed
love!

Blinking away her tears, she went to the bathromshbwer. She was
crazy to have bothered with him in the first plaide. was happy in
his dreary little world and that was exactly wheesdeserved to be.

Even as she thought this, she knew she didn't niedinere was
something about Adam that touched her as no otlear had. It
wasn't just physical either; it was the way he tfiauthe things he
believed in. Yes, the very things that had madewatk out on her.

Returning to the bedroom to dress, she saw theladhgheet where
they had lain. Gathering it close, she breathdlarfragrance of their
lovemaking, acknowledging that she would do anghmthe world
to live her life with him.

'l won't let you escape me,' she said aloud. Tié giou a few days to
cool off and then I'll go to see you/

With renewed vigour she remade the bed with frésets, stowed
the used ones in the laundry basket and left tlaetmpnt, vowing
that by hook or by crook she would become Adamfe.wi



CHAPTER SEVEN

IT wAs four weeks before Diana admitted that Adam medratviae
had said when he had walked out of Hugo's apartr&dr had tried
everything she could think of to make him changenhind; pestered
him at the garage until he had warned her he mgge his job,
waited for him outside the polytechnic at night, heg him to
continue seeing her as a friend and not a loveitharg rather than
cutting her out of his life.

But to no avail. He could have been made of steelhard and
unbending was he, so firm in his belief that to lselewould result in
misery for them both.

‘It will be years before I'm in a position to maayyone—Ilet alone a
girl like you,' he had reiterated the last time bBad seen him, when
he had reluctantly agreed to come into her cataikdo her. 'Forget
me, and find someone in your own world.’

'l don't want anyone else. Iy®ul love! You're cruel to let money
stand between us. Why won't you let my parents yalpuntil you've
established yourself? Don't go!' she had crietheawent to open the
door.

‘Then stop shoving your parents' money at me. taant their help.
How often do | have to tell you?'

‘Then take mine instead. I'll get a full-time jaidgpay my own way.
| won't be a burden, Adam, | promise.'

He slammed out of the car, then bent to speak tahHreugh the
half-open window. 'You don't begin to know what reakne tick, do
you? Don't come looking for me again, Diana. If yay I'll walk

right past you.'



Driving home with tears of frustration pouring dower cheeks, she
had finally accepted he meant what he said, atfteiensuing weeks
she had flung herself into a hectic social roundasties and country
weekends.

Yet he still haunted her dreams. Night after ngjf awoke crying
for him, at the same time furious that he had thetenal strength to
walk out of her life.

Gradually the long days of summer were supersegdatidoshorter
ones of autumn, but Diana was no nearer forgefoegm than when
they had parted two months earlier.

'l wish you'd go and stay with Aunt Leona,' her hastsaid one
afternoon in mid-September. 'Virginia's beautifutlas time of the
year, and you'd have a wonderful time.'

'I'm having a great time here,' Diana retortedvi@a on the verge of
asking me to marry him, and Julian wants me to iselilze-in
girlfriend.'

'l hope you'll say no to both.’

Diana's lovely eyes, overly large in a face thatl ithinned
considerably these past weeks, regarded her matbekingly. 'l
imagined you'd approve of David. He's heir to la.tit

'He's also forty and drinks too much.' Her mothter'®e dripped acid.
‘Don't throw your life away out of pique becausarytather and |
didn't approve of Adam. | know you aren't seeingh,hbut it's

perfectly obvious you haven't forgotten him."'

'I never will!'

'‘Don't be foolish. In six months you won't rememinrat he looks
like.'



‘You couldn't be more wrong!

Banging the door behind her, Diana stormed upstand fhihg

herself on her bed, though she immediately regtater childish

behaviour. Arguing over Adam served no purposerdthannoy her
mother. She would apologise, and suggest they todrdrtnum's for
tea; they both adored the cream pastries that sesred there. Yet
the idea of food nauseated her. Come to think, afhié had felt off
colour the whole week. Perhaps she was sickeningdmething.

Maybe that's why her period was late.

Slowly a dreadful conviction dawned, and she rdondé& at herself in
the full-length mirror in her bathroom. She did reppear any
different, but then why should she? Her scalp pertland she stood
rooted to the spot, so panic-stricken that herosunadings swirled
giddily. In her mad, crazy longing for Adam, shedh& given a
thought to taking precautions.

Collecting her purse, she quietly left the housd arade for the
nearest chemist, where she bought a pregnancyngekii. She
returned home with it, feeling as guilty as if steere carrying heroin
and, in the solitude of her bathroom did the test.

No doubt about it. She was pregnant.

Expecting her panic to intensify, she was amazeding it had
miraculously receded, leaving her with a deep sefsexaltation.
Adam couldn't refuse to see her now!

With the best part of a day to kill, she occupiedskelf by debating
how to play her forthcoming meeting with him. Oreng was
positive. The baby was her key card and she intending it to her
full advantage.



Deciding the best way to catch Adam was when he l@aging
college, she arrived just before nine o'clock. fayker car in a side
turning, she hurried to the entrance.

She saw him before he saw her, and her heart thdipgiafully in
her chest at sight of his swinging walk, head hkigh as if
challenging the world. How handsome he was, andunmaware of it
as he came down the steps, past a group of gidseyed him with
interest. Only as he reached the last step dieéd®&na, and his foot
faltered before he turned sharply and walked rgmdlay from her.

Startled, for she had at least expected him to atopsay hello, she
called his name and raced after him. As if he dithear, he went on
walking.

‘Adam,’ she panted, 'l have to talk to you.'
‘Don't you ever give up?' he bit out, increasirggace.

'l wasn't going to bother you again, but I've sdnmef important to
tell you.'

'‘What is it?'

She tried to speak but couldn't. Tension was hanggffect on her
and she felt giddy and light-neaded. 'Do stanbesstilinute,' she cried
irritably. 'l don't feel well.'

This brought him to a stop, though his expressias suspicious as
he surveyed her. Close to him, she noticed hisHadegrown thinner,

the cheekbones protruding from the tightly stretickkin, the jaw

more pugnacious. Despite the indifference he pdetgnshe saw that
their parting had distressed him as much as ithead

'I'm waiting,' he said.



She tried to speak but her mouth was so dry thdteal carefully
rehearsed words refused to come out.

Misinterpreting her silence, he frowned. '"You shintl have come
out if you're ill.'

‘I'm not ill." She stopped. 'Adam, | --'

‘Let's have a drink," he cut in abruptly, and helade the cafe on the
corner. It was half empty, and with a nod he inthdaa table by the
window, then went over to the counter.

From her seat, Diana watched him, taking in thaigit back, the
erectly held head with its thatch of thick, unralir. As he paid for
the coffee and turned towards her, the light fronoaerhead lamp
shone on him and she caught a glint of dark reénTte was beside
her, setting the cup in front of her with a workughened hand.

Silently he took the chair opposite but made no entwvtouch his
cup. His expression was sombre, his sherry- broywes éfeless, and
she had the intuitive feeling he was forcing hirhs¢eleschew all
emotion.

'I'm pregnant,’ she said into the silence.
‘You're what?'
'I'm going to have your baby.'

'‘Oh, God!" This time his anguish was apparentetien thought... |
assumed you... Are you sure?'

'Yes. | had a test this morning.' Diana was clodears. Although she
had not expected him to be overjoyed at her nelaes had naively
hoped he would show a caring concern for her. Bagemed she was
wrong; his concern was for himself.



'‘What a mess!' he muttered, banging his hand sbdrathe table that
the cups clattered. "This is all | need!

Scared, she half rose, and he reached out ang gersthed her down
again.

'I'm sorry," he said thickly. 'l didn't mean tagiten you. It's just that |
could kick myself for not taking precautions.' Hélbed his hand
across his cheek. 'Tell me when, and I'll come wath.'

'If you mean what | think you mean, then it's nmténd having our
child.’

‘You're crazy! Only now did his eyes come aliieagning like jet in
a face white with shock.

'‘Don't misunderstand me," she said lightly. 'I'nt asking you to
marry me, nor do | require maintenance.' The sea®sproceeding
as she had anticipated, and her hours of reheaesal paying off. 'l
haven't forgotten all the plans you've made forryfture and |
wouldn't dream of standing in your way. | only tgtou I'm pregnant
because you're the father and | felt youhad a tmgkhow. You may
want to see it one day and --'

'‘Shut up!"Adam's voice was so loud that several people tutoe
regard them'ls that what you think of me? That I'd let you have
child and not marry you?'

'It's not unusual to be a single parent these @an| can afford help.’

‘A father is more important to a child than monleshould know that
if anyone does! We're getting married and thagsetid of it.'

The raw pain in his voice hurt her, and never hedlgved him more.
'| feel so guilty, Adam.’



‘It was my fault as much as yours.' He sighed IgdWhat did your
parents say?"'

'l haven't told them. | wanted you to be the ficsknow.'

This was only partly true. Aware that her parentsild urge her to

have an abortion, and of the rows that would emgwen she refused,
she had decided not to tell them until she and Adare safely

married, though how she was going to accomplishshe had not yet
worked out.

'l hope they won't believe | made you pregnantbdeéitely?' he
muttered.

‘Knowing how | feel about you, they might assumerais the other
way round!’

‘Would they be right?'

'‘No. To be honest, it didn't enter my head. Bubédying if | said I'm
sorry it's happened. I'm glad I'm carrying youddhi

As if against his will, he half smiled. "You're damned ingenuous!

She remained silent and he reached for her haodr félks may feel
I'm a fortune-hunter, but when they see | interrdifoto live on what
| earn, | hope they'll change their opinion. | carly give you the
necessities, Di, but we won't starve.’

'‘Budget menus will probably be better for the baslye giggled.

'I'm not sure how my landlady will take to the idefaa screaming
child," Adam said uneasily. 'You haven't been tophage, have you?'



Diana shook her head. He had never offered to hakdehere, and
guessing it to be far from salubrious, she hadsnggested it. 'Why
don't we go now?' she ventured. 'Is it near here?'

'In Kilburn. Not a district you'll like.'

She understood why when, following his directicsise drew her car
to a stop outside a tall, dingy terraced housaiequally dingy street
off Kilburn High Road. She was thankful it was daakd that there
weren't many people around, for her red Mercedess w
embarrassingly conspicuous among the cheap cammatwibikes of
the other residents.

The hallway of the house was narrow and dank anellsd of
over-cooked cabbage, and her heart sank. It sattiefuwhen they
reached the fourth floor and he opened the dobrstbedsitter. She
had not expected much, but this was worse thahatiénagined.

The entire area was smaller than her bedroom, antioed a small

wooden table and two chairs, a brown, well-worntatmn leather

couch, a small hi-fi system with a fair-sized colien of discs and

tapes on the table beside it, and in the far coemmeood dais covered
by a double mattress and duvet. Not even a pragrdhe saw with
horror.

‘Not what you're used to, is it?' he stated glumly.

'l don't care as long as we're together.' She gthat the table. 'I'm
glad it's not big enough for dinner parties. I'motien cook!

'‘We can't afford them anyway. Fancy another coffee?

'I'd love one," she lied, wanting to occupy him kelsihe looked round
to see how she could improve the room. Whatevesdig to the
contrary, she was convinced that once they wereiedahe would
allow her to spend her own money on refurbishmarfew kitchen



units could replace the open shelves on the wall, @ coloured
enamel sink could replace the mottled china oneli¢&crowave and
combination grill would fit on the draining boardhile a proper bed
with frilly bed linen was essential.

The only good thing that could be said for the roonits present
state, was that it was spotless; the worn carpetse pattern was
indiscernible, was dust free, and the navy andeybgtterned duvet
cover and pillow cases appeared freshly laundddemha was not
surprised at this. Adam's clothes might be cheajpother than when
he was at work, they were always immaculately gleanhe was
himself.

'You make good coffee,' she praised, as she sifppedthe mug he
had handed her.

'It's the cheapest instant you can buy.'
'‘Goes to show what a waste of money the dearerameds

You'll be teling me next you'd rather live herdan in
Knightsbridge,' he said flatly.

'l would, if it's with you.'

‘You really mean that, don't you?'

'l wouldn't be here if | didn't. | wasn't expectiagpalace.'
‘Then you haven't been disappointed!’

With relief Diana saw his face lighten with humoterhaps the
worst was over.



'I'd better be going,' she said, noticing how liateas. 'lI'd like to
spend a penny first.” She glanced round. 'Whichr dsothe
bathroom?'

'l don't have one of my own. | share it with thagleer tenants.'

It was an effort for Diana to hide her horror, aitk said a silent
prayer that she had turned away to collect herepwisen Adam
answered. But when she saw the bathroom she wegaelto find it

clean and tidy, with an instant immersion heatesmall bath, and a
spartan shower cubicle.

It was no worse than her boarding-school, she thibag she drove
home shortly afterwards, and would be quite beardbt a few

months. She was certain she wouldn't have to heeetlonger than
that. When she was Adam's wife she stood a bdtterae of making
him see reason where finances were concerned.

She had arranged to meet him next day to discusswvédding
arrangements, but they had already agreed it sih@uddjuiet one at a
register office.

'I'd feel like a fish out of water if you wanteda "do",' he had said.
'l don't. Besides, it would take months to arraagé—and --'

‘You don't fancy walking up the aisle noticeablggmant!

'Right.’

‘Poor Di. I've done you out of a day to remembavem't 1?'

'l only needyouthere to make it a day to remember,' she had,crit
cuddling close to him and wondering what he wouwdg when he
learned she wasn't going to tell her parents atbait marriage until
the knot was tied. He was so honest, she doubteablel agree to it,



and indeed she was already having second thouggrisaps if Adam
was with her when she told them about the baby, iight not be so
judgemental. She would reconsider the position toovg when she
was feeling more clear-headed.But fate decideché&wr When she
came downstairs in the morning, one look at hdreiainformed her
something was wrong.

“ls it Mother?' she asked.
'Yes. Her depression is back.'
‘How bad is it?'

'‘She'll have to go into the nursing home. She'satetaly withdrawn.
I'm taking her there this morning.’

'I'l come with you,' Diana said at once, and gragla piece of toast,
ran up to see her mother.

It was a sad and silent journey to Surrey, andvam sadder return,
for the resident psychiatrist, who knew her motieH, had said it
would probably be some weeks before she had reedweifficiently

to return home.

'‘Why don't you take a holiday?' her father suggkatethey entered
the house. 'It's pointless visiting your mother whkke's like this, and
she'd prefer you to go away.'

In the hope that it will make me forget Adam, Diagalised. 'l might
go somewhere with Jane,' she murmured, confideritiead would
back her lie.

'‘Good. On Friday I'm off to Japan for a week, ddde happier if we
were both away at the same time.’



This fitted in perfectly with Diana's plans, ancetivedding was
arranged for the day after her father's departbihe. had explained
the nature of her mother's iliness to Adam, sayivag because of it
she was loath to upset her father further by w®@llmm of her

pregnancy and marriage.

'Do you think it's fair to keep him in the dark?amn questioned.
‘He'll be very hurt, and angry too.'

'‘He'll understand why | did it," she replied. 'Anblen the baby comes
it will all be forgotten.'

So did Diana appease her conscience. When you @vantaething

badly enough it was easy to persuade yourselfstnght, and as she
drove to the register office, Jane at her sidephér thought was for
Adam, and their future life together.



CHAPTEREIGHT

Banging and shouting resounded in Diana's earssaedsat up
sharply, aware of Adam pounding angrily on the raodr wall.

'l kill those bloody people,’ he growled, higatg buttocks and
thighs outlined by the street lights outside, whstfone into their
room. 'lI've had enough of them.’

‘They're not always as noisy as this,' she saetlguhoping to defuse
the situation. 'Forget it and come back to bed.’'

'‘No. This is no place for you to live—to make Idgeyou. It's bloody
undignified!

The pain in his voice told he saw it as a reflecto his manhood that
he could not afford better. Yet he still refused donsider the
alternative she had suggested.

®When my parents see how happy | am with you, theg'Helighted
to buy us a flat. It needn't be an expensive amn.-J'

‘No!" he had exploded. '"You're my wife alfititake care of you.'

Recollecting this, she was silent as she flungeait duvet and
padded over to where he was disconsolately steoutgof the
window. She ran butterfly kisses along his showderd down his
arms, then rested her face upon his back and hkiusée mouth
across it, gradually moving it down his spinegHle reached the soft
roundness of his buttocks. The angry tension ohthiscles melted
away, replaced by tension of a different kind.

With a groan he swung round and lifted her intodmnsis, striding
across the small space to set her on the bed anel down on top of
her.



T love you,' she whispered into the heat of his timoluer declaration
sending him into a vortex of passion he could wotiol. It was often
this way between them, their desire for each otleepowerful that
the tiniest spark set it off.

At weekends they frequently spent the entire daximgalove,
finding new ways, new places, to arouse and pleBsma was
amazed at the depth of her sexuality, and Adamigwin keeping
pace with her. A touch was enough to arouse herpae look was
sufficient to set her thighs quivering, aching e hands and lips.

Thirty minutes later, as Adam lay sound asleepn®istared at the
shadows on the wall. Later today she was goinglkbér parents she
was married. Her mother had returned from the ngrdiome
yesterday, and Diana had spoken to her on thehietey pretending
she was still in the South of France with Jane.

She had hated lying to her parents, and thesewssedts had been
racked by guilt, but she was so deliriously fuffdl with Adam, she
felt the end justified the means.

Too nervous to sleep, she was in the bathroom shhagvat six,
careful to be as quiet as possible, then crept tatkeir room to sit
by the window. At seven, dressed in a Paul Coselloite jacket and
navy linen trousers, she switched on the eleceiti&k and put two
slices of bread in the toaster. It was old andither didn't work, and
as usual she forgot to watch it.

‘Luckily I love the smell of burnt toast!" Adam seal from the bed,
stretching himself awake.

"'l make some more,' she offered at once.'Daothéx. Just scrape
off the worst bits and put on plenty of butter anarmalade.'



She did so, then set the plate on the table. Adeddgx across to join
her, a towel wrapped round his middle. With a murhminuzzled the
side of her neck.

'Hmm, you smell delicious. | think I'll egbuinstead!’
‘The way | feel this morning, you would be bettémmt to!
'Poor darling. Still queasy?'

She nodded and broke off a piece of dry toastdosdif. Her appetite
had not completely returned, and mornings werevibrst for nausea.
It was quite normal, the gynaecologist at the haspiad assured her
when she had gone for her first check-up, butditht't make it easier
to bear.

'l think | should go with you to see your parendglam said. 'l feel
guilty letting you face the music alone.'

‘It will be easier on my own. If they see you witle it would be like a
red rag to a bull.' Only as she saw a flush mousitheeks did she
realise her comment was less than flattering. '@ieen a chance to
get used to the idea. Once they have, they'll godave you as much
as | do.'

They were brave words, for she was far from coreahthey were
realistic.

‘What will you do if they won't forgive you?' hekasl. 'If they throw
you out?"'

‘They'll never do that. Especially when they leabout the baby. It's
my trump card.’

‘They might still refuse to have anything to dohame.'



"Then | won't see them.'

Before he had a chance to comment, she switchdweohairdrier,
unwilling to continue a conversation that was omgreasing the
butterflies in her stomach.

It was a relief when Adam left for the garage, am& mooched
around the bedsitter for the best part of an hediore going to her
car.

The nearer she drew to her parents' home, the memeus she
became. She loved them and would be devastatdoey didn't
forgive her. For the umpteenth time she debated tooiweak the
news. Should she lead up to it or be blunt?

She was no nearer an answer when she enteredathimgroom and
ran across to hug her mother. "You look great,'ssind happily.

'| feel it. I'm on some new pills.’
'‘What time did your plane get in?' her father ereqli

With a start Diana remembered she was supposedvi® fieturned
from the South of France this morning! Her heanirmed and she
wished she had had the courage to be honest fr@imeduinning. But
it was too late for regrets. She was Adam's wife daey had to be
told.

'l—er—I didn't go to France.'
'‘Didn't go? Where were you then?'

Clenching her hands, Diana launched into her stber. parents
listened in silence, and only when she said sheewpscting a baby
did her father give a strangled gasp.



‘The swine! So that was how he caught you!
'It wasn't like that at all. If you want the truthseducecim.’

‘Diana, how could you?' her mother cried in anguidk's so wrong
for you, so different, so --'

'So poor. That's what you really mean. If he wegtle you'd welcome
him with open arms.’

‘That isn't true. He's too blunt, too aggressive.'

'He's honest and determined,’ Diana correcteds '&leb ambitious
and clever.'

‘Clever enough to catgjou,'her father said bitterly.

Her mother began to cry and helplessly Diana wakaseher father
went over to her and patted her shoulder. Gradhallynother's tears
subsided, and only then did Mr Farrow turn to tasghter.

'You are a headstrong, foolish girl, but you'vespréed us with a
situation we can't change, and we'll have to mhkeest of it.'

'‘Oh, Daddy, I'm so glad! | promise you won't regtétDiana flung
herself into his arms, laughing and crying. 'Whea ¥now Adam
better you'll love him. And he didn't marry me fory money.
Knowing we were rich put him off.'

‘Not for long," her mother sniffed.

'l forced his hand,’ Diana confessed, her cheeksy rwith
embarrassment. 'But he insists that we live on \Wwhatarns.'

'‘Does he honestly believe we'd let you?' her fatleenanded. 'Until
he has qualified and can earn a decent salarywuoek for me.'



'I don't think he will.'

'‘We'll see. Have dinner with us tonight, but daméntion I'm going to
offer him a job.'

'If he says no, don't argue with him, Daddy. Prenmse?'

Her father patted her cheek. 'l promise. Just rahaklet me deal with
him my way.'

To Diana's relief the evening went off better tshe had anticipated,
apart from the initial few moments of stilted corsation. Her

parents were determinedly friendly, and by the tiley sat down to
dinner, an onlooker would have considered them ranalp happy

family.

The meal over, the two men went off to her fath&tisly, ostensibly

to look at his stamp collection. Diana tried toétaer nervousness,
but though she kept a conversation going with hether, she was
alert to any sounds that might erupt from the r@anoss the hall. All

seemed quiet, but after half an hour she grewessthnd was
considering whether to go in and see what was mapgewhen the

two men rejoined them.

The satisfied expression on her father's face tflamdesigned one on
Adam's, indicated that the matter had been respthedigh neither
of them referred to it, and it was only as theyv@rbome that Adam
gave her some idea of what had occurred betweeamahhnis father-
in-law.

'If you hadn't been pregnant, I'd have turned howr flat. But |
won't take the chance of money worries affectingryeealth and the
baby.'

'It will be marvellous not having to count the pgsany more,’
Diana agreed. 'Now | can go to the supermarketbarydas many



kiwis as | want! It's funny, but until | was pregrtal didn't even like
them/

'I'm glad it's kiwis and not caviare you fancy,'akd smiled. 'I'm not
getting paidthat much. Your father offered me a crazy amount bu
refused to take more than I'm worth. It's the amdy | can accept his
help.'

But as the weeks passed it was apparent he wédsdiol it easy to
work for her father.

'Had a bad day?' she asked one evening when hedrniome
looking more troubled than usual.

‘No worse than any other.’
‘It has to be better than pumping petrol,’ shedi@tihelp saying.
'‘Checking figures all day isn't stimulating eithée replied sourly.

‘It won't be for long, darling. Once you have yaagree you'll be
able to find something that interests you.'

Her reassuring words did not improve his mood, ahé was
dismayed when, at the end of the week, he inforimedhe had
walked out.'Your father may be easy at home, buv@k he's a
tyrant, and | told him so," Adam informed her blynti've managed
to get my old job back, and they've also agreddttme work from
midnight till six three nights a week. So that vating in extra cash.’

'You can't do that. You'll be exhausted.'
'Hard work won't kill me.’

Diana forced herself not to argue. Her father cdoédrascible, but
Adam had the intelligence to cope with it, if hentead. Trouble was,



he didn't, and had taken the easy option. Excepasin't going to be
easy forher. Anger bubbled inside her. However much Adat
disliked his job, he should have put up with itiliné had qualified.

Her parents thought the same and made no bonesighehich did
not improve their relationship with Adam. An uneagace prevailed
whenever they saw each other, which fortunatelymv#so often, for
his hours at the garage were long, and left littie to socialise. He
was also studying hard, and as the strain begt t;m him, he grew
increasingly short- tempered.

Yet nothing could spoil their joy of the child thexere expecting, and
when Diana experienced its first flutter he wathafled as she was.

'‘My clothes won't fit much longer,' she said, indpey herself in the
mirror, and noticing her thickening waist. 'Luckithe dress I'm
wearing for Jane's party tonight was a bit loosenwvh bought it,
otherwise | don't know what I'd do.’

Adam, his chestnut-brown eyes appraising the saoftes of her
young breasts, suddenly looked uneasy.

'I'm afraid | can't go with you, Di. My tutor's effed me some extra
tuition and I'm seeing him after college tonight.'

Dismay coursed through her. They rarely went anya/hegether,
and she had seen Jane's party as an opportunghioiw off her
handsome new husband to her friends.

'‘Can't you come on afterwards?' she suggestedFtitiay and the
party's sure to go on till late.’

Il try." His tone was so indifferent that sheekn he wouldn't. 'If |
don't make it, no one will miss me,' he went oraulyfriends aren't
mine, and never will be.'



'You haven't met any of them,' she accused. 'lf-you
'Let's not argue,' he cut in wearily. 'I'm notlr tmood.’

Diana bit her lip to stop herself from saying heswaver in the mood
to discuss anything with her any more. Was it beeawe regretted
being forced into their marriage, or was it thaistof having to study
and do two jobs?

'l don't like you driving at night," he commentexilee rose to leave.
‘Take a taxi there and back.’

Diana had intended to, apprehensive at returniegdethe poorly lit
street where they lived, and she ordered a minitocatwllect her at
eight o'clock.

When she arrived at Jane's home in Holland Pagkpainty was in full
swing, and attempting to overcome her despondeneydsank too
much champagne. By midnight she had a raging hbadand was
heading for the telephone to order a cab, when'slénether Hugo
offered to take her home.

‘Little sister insists,' he grinned. 'And so do |
"Thanks,' she smiled. "You're both sweet.'

As his white Porsche drew up outside the peelingtfdoor of the
house in Kilburn, Diana was seeing it through hiese yet felt no
shame. Rather she gloried in the knowledge thagmathings paled
in comparison to being Adam's wife. They were gahmgugh a bad
patch, but once he was qualified everything woddie.

'I'll see you to your door,' Hugo insisted, androwkéng her protest
that it wasn't necessary, he escorted her up tireflights to the top
of the house. 'Got your key?' he asked.



Diana searched her bag but couldn't find it. 'l hinasve left it in my
other purse,' she giggled.

‘No sweat. It's only midnight and your husbandte $oi be waiting up
for you.'

He pressed the bell and kept his finger on it Udidna reached out
and laughingly pulled it away. She was still hotglims hand when
the door was flung open by Adam, a towelling robacealing his
naked body.

‘'Sorry, darling, did | wake you?' she asked, pglitugo forward. 'lI'd
like you to meet Hugo, Jane's brother. Wasn't éetvof him to bring
me home?'

‘Very." Unsmiling, Adam nodded in his directionor& we can't ask
you in, but as you see, I'm not dressed for entent'

‘Another time,' Hugo said easily, and tapping theot Diana's nose
in farewell, loped down the stairs.

Diana waited till he was out of sight before goingide and closing
the door. 'Oh, boy, do | have a headache.'

'I'm not surprised,’ Adam snorted. 'You're drunk.’

‘Merry," she laughed. 'l missed you and had a thylass of
champagne as compensation.'

‘Wasn't that stupid twit compensation enough?'
'Hugo isn't stupid. He has a very successful esig¢acy.’

‘Bought by Daddy, | suppose?’



‘Do -you always have to belittle everyone | knoldiadna exclaimed.
'‘Hugo's rich but his money didn't buy him a Douldlest at
Cambridge. If you'd stop looking down your nosengtfriends you
might get to like than.'

'Pigs might fly!" Adam went towards the bed. 'Yoere a fool to
marry me," he called over his shoulder. "You shtwade stuck with
your own kind.'

Provoked, she lost her temper. 'l wish | had. hwid had the sense to
take the Pill"

'Or have an abortion,' he added.

‘You'd have liked that, wouldn't you? You suggestetthe minute
you learned | was pregnant. You never wanted thiyybThat's why
you've been so hateful to me. You resent beingdod.'

‘Do you blame me? We were both stupid and irrespnsand I've
had to pay the price for it.’

'So have |."' Diana sank on to the nearest chaweshg. The pain in
her head was worse and she closed her eyes, ogheimga moment
later as Adam walked past her. He was in jeanssavehter, and
shrugging into the suede jacket she had given birhis birthday.

‘Where are you going?' she demanded.
For answer he slammed the door behind him.

What's happening to us? Diana thought fearfullg, annning to the
door, she flung it open. 'Adam, come back!" shéedaland rushed
down the stairs after him.

The loose bit of carpet he had been promisingxtéofi weeks caught
in one of her high heels. She flung out her armsate herself, but



her hand missed the banister, and with a screantushigled head
first down the steep, narrow steps to the nextitand



CHAPTER NINE

DIANA heard someone calling her name and opened heteges a
figure in white bending over her. It was a nurse.

‘Wh-where am |?' she asked fearfully. 'What's hapgd¢o me?’

‘You had an accident,' the nurse said gently. "éan'the Royal Free
Hospital.'

'In hospital?' Diana's heart missed a beat as memturned. 'My
baby! Is it going to be all right?’

The sympathetic look on the woman's face was seffi@answer, and
Diana burst into tears.

'It's upsetting, | know,' the nurse said, 'but y@young and healthy
and you'll have other children.’

Diana wept harder, knowing she would never havérendaby with
Adam. He had not wanted this one, and had causdd lese it. Not
deliberately—she'd grant him that—but by defauithé had not
walked out in anger.. .if he had nailed down thgpetas he had
promised, instead of burying his head in those d@ahtaxtbooks of
his...

Ifs and buts chased round in her head, and whemAdalked into
the ward some hours later she could hardly be&ydlo at him. He
was carrying a bunch of flowers and placed themveavdly on the
coverlet.

'‘Forgive me, Di,' he muttered. 'l behaved like anewYou can't say
to me what | haven't already said to myself. Bullwave another
baby.. .lots of them!

'Will we?' she asked stonily.



'Of course. Maybe not yet, but later, when we dtoréit.' He caught
her hand and squeezed it. 'l know it's a greatftosgou, but—but we
love each other, and that's what counts.’

'‘Does it?' she questioned again, unmoved by hisrdfaatures and
words of remorse.

'Of course it does. | love you, Di.' He bent toskier and she recoiled
from him as though he were a snake.

'I—I'll be back later,’ he said jerkily, the hurf ber rejection
registering on his face. 'You're still tired frofmetanaesthetic. By
tomorrow you will see things differently.’

But as the days progressed and Diana recoveresdreagth, she still
found it difficult to forgive Adam. In truth, shedind it difficult to
feel anything for him. Emotionally she was numix ahe responded
to his loving overtures with a listlessness thatrned him
sufficiently to make an appointment for them to see of the
hospital's psychiatrists.

‘A normal reaction,' he diagnosed after spendiffdrahour with
them. 'Have a little patience, Mr Brooke, and yaifie should soon
be back to her old self.'

Because Diana showed little sign of this, and edu® leave their
bedsitter, Adam finally agreed to let her recuperat her parents'
home, a request they had repeatedly made duringastenonth.

Adam refused to join her, though his father-in-laant out of his
way to assure him he was more than welcome.

'| appreciate your invitation,' he said, 'but iflvse easier for me if |
stay in Kilburn. I'll come to see Di as often ash, but living on my
own will give me extra time to study.'



Naturally his studies came first, Diana thoughtebly. Until he
achieved the success he dreamed of, she took splmadin his life.
Perhaps she always would.

'It's a long journey from Kilburn to here,' shedsquietly. 'Don't put
yourself out.’

‘Adam can drive your car, Didi," her father intered.

'He's never driven my Mercedes, Daddy. It's agdurssprinciples to
enjoy anything he didn't buy for himself.’

'I'm sure your father understands why," Adam saelessly, heading
for the door. 'Goodbye, Diana. I'll see you tomorto

Diana settled into her old home as though she leadrreft it. The
only difference was that she appreciated it morbat\bliss to be
back in her old room, with its dainty, hand-painfedniture, and
matching curtains and blinds in Colefax and Fowl&Roses and
Pansies' print of cream, red and green. The thilek qarpet was
cream too, and her feet sank into it as she paddedhe en-suite
colour co-ordinated bathroom.

The thought of returning to the bedsitter she sharn¢h Adam was
appalling, and she shied away from it. Time enot@khink of it
when she was feeling better.

To her surprise, Adam came to see her every otherHk invariably
came when her father was at business and her matlogre of her
bridge games, and always found an excuse why Hd ootistay for
a meal.

'‘Don't youwantto see my parents?' she burst out on one occasior

‘Not particularly. They blame me for your miscageaand --'



‘Don't you?'

‘You know | do. But facing their contempt, as wa my own
remorse, is more than | can take right now.'

Appreciating the logic of this, Diana let the matieop.

Within a few weeks she was more like her old saifd silently

conceded that if their marriage were to continbe,and Adam had to
compromise. She had no intention of going backht dld basis,
where she was scared of accepting even a modicimalpfrom her

father. She didn't expect to live in the lap ofuoxk but nor did she
think Adam should force her to live four flights up a less than
salubrious neighbourhood. But she would wait uhely were living

together again before broaching the subject.

On the very morning that Adam called to take heklia Kilburn,

her father had a stroke and was rushed to hospital.mother, as
always at times of stress, went to pieces, anddfah obliged to
stay with her until her father recovered.

'‘Couldn't you at least come home at night?' Adaggested. "Your
mother won't need you when she's asleep!’

‘She often wakes up, even with sleeping pills, lafeel | should be
here,' Diana replied.

She sympathised with Adam's resentment and theipdisn her
continued absence was having on his life but, wdrrihat her
mother's depression might return, she had no aligm

'I miss you," Adam muttered, drawing her closesééms a lifetime
since | held you in my arms."'

‘You can stay here.'



'I'd rather not.'

None the less he went with her to the hospitalfeshas he could,
and also made an effort to be nice to her mothergimg her flowers
and never disputing her most narrow-minded stat&n&o much so
that she commented on it.

'‘Sometimes good does come out of tragedy, Adas.cérftainly
changedyou You're becoming more like one of us every day.'

‘Thank you, Mrs Farrow,' he answered gravely.suase that's meant
as a compliment.'

Fortunately the heavy irony was lost on her, thougit on
Diana.Three weeks later, Mr Farrow was well enotghleave
hospital, and Diana was free to return to her hogba

He called for her in the Mercedes—she knew bdti@m to comment
on it—and was teasing and affectionate. When hehehtheir front
door he opened it, then swept her up into his arms.

'l never did carry you over the threshold/ His wiwas low and
throbbing. 'Welcome home, darling. I've missed yoare than |
believed possible.'

Their physical reunion was all she had hoped fuoysng that in bed
at least, nothing between them had changed. Theyybaade it to

the mattress as, ripping off their clothes, theyenonsumed with a
passion that knew no barriers. Diana was so wes tvas no need for
foreplay, and Adam plunged into her hard and strasm@ battering
ram, the climax brutal as they came together irewip mindless,

racking shudders.

Afterwards they lay exhausted upon the duvet, 8ylevaiting for his
manhood, which was still swollen inside her, to sdé. But it



quickly thickened and pulsated, and she moaned wita
excruciating longing to have him take her again.

When he did, his lovemaking was leisurely, and &eoared her
arousal, refusing her entreaties to plunge deeptdaeper.

'‘Not yet,” he whispered, rubbing his erect shaftkbeards and
forwards over the throbbing nub between her thighseting his
movements when she became too aroused, and slandyrig her to
such a fever of abandonment that she begged hatayanside her.

Slowly he started rotating his hips, and movementriovement she
matched him in perfect harmony. He grew wilder anddid she,

clutching his strong buttocks, encouraging him tesp harder and
harder, higher and higher, until with a final titrbe burst inside her
like a wildly gushing geyser, the liquid heat ofhilooding through

every fibre of her being.

She fell asleep in his arms, and awakened to fig ef his head on
the pillow next to her—the thick brown hair tousladd still damp
from their lovemaking. How young and vulnerable lbeked, his
features relaxed but still showing signs of tirestheind strain.
Perhaps all would be well now, and they could makesh start; be
as happy as they had been at the very beginning.

Unfortunately this was not to be, for the long obe spent at the
garage, followed by night school and studying ahépcaused the
tension between them to build up again. This tinegrtquarrels were
more acrimonious, fuelled by the emotional tug-@rviDiana was
experiencing with her parents.

In spite of her father's continuing recovery, hetimer was gradually
lapsing into another depression, and Diana felltygifi she didn't
spend the best part of each day with them. Shedgeially guilty for



neglecting Adam, and tried her best to be homedpgre an evening
meal for them.

Cooking had never been her forte, and she wasesqupied with
her parents that she started buying convenienasfwospite of the
higher cost. To save even more time as she dastwedoine side of
London to the other, she bought a microwave, elrengh she knew
Adam would be furious with her for accepting thenayp for it from
her father.

'‘Other women manage on their husband's incomesalte angrily
when he saw it. 'Why the hell can't you?'

'‘Because it isn't mandatory,’ she answered wedribil to see why |
should suffer because of your stupid pride."'

'‘Where's the girl who was willing to give up evéiiyig providing we
were together?' he sneered. 'lt didn't take yog onmiss Daddy's
money.'

'For heaven's sake, he bought me a microwave, manaion!' Diana
went to their tiny refrigerator and took out sonazlets of food. 'l
have duck a I'orange, scallops in cream saucesantbn in a pastry
case. What would you like?"

‘A home-cooked meal,' he rasped, and striding cslammed the
fridge door shut, narrowly avoiding crushing hergirs in it as he
did. 'If you insist on spending all your time witbur parents instead
of acting like a wife, at least have the senseupdomething filling,
not this fancy rubbish. I'm a working man, not tasetter!’

Seeing the clenched jaw, and the contempt in chesires that had
once looked at her with love, she was nearer tmd¢pdtim than ever
before.



'‘Can't we have a simple argument without you tigminnto a class
war?' she cried.

Not waiting to hear his reply, she grabbed holbexfcoat and rushed
out, banging the door behind her.

As usual they made it up in bed, and for a few gaace reigned.
However it was an uneasy one, and she knew it wiaikid little to
break it.

Returning to the bedsitter one evening, after @ land tiring day
with her mother, she was touched to see the tab)easd smell the
appetising aroma of chicken roasting in the oven.

Adam was at the sink, draining vegetables, andilveet! to smile at
her. 'You've been looking so tired lately | thoudisk make the
dinner.’

Diana was amazed by his tenderness, so long alisenttheir
relationship. 'That's very sweet of you. Thank you.

'l should be thanking you," he said huskily, strgdiover and
gathering her close. 'Instead of appreciating whatwent through to
marry me, I've behaved like a boor.'

‘No, you haven't.'

‘Yes, | have. Don't argue with your husband!" Harnw brown eyes
glowed as they ranged oyer her face. 'l've decigetl go away for

Christmas. It will do us good to get away fromtak pressures...to
get to know each other again. I'll have to putitraetime at work to

pay for it, but --'

'‘No, you won't." Tears of joy sparkled in her eyewas going to tell
you later, but as you've brought up the subjebt..Lester thinks it
would do my parents good to go on a cruise, angldhie us to go



with them. Just knowing I'm around will help Mummegpe. We

won't have to spend much time with them,' she addetdily, as she
felt his body tense against hers. 'Do say yesinggrishe entreated.
‘Being on board ship is so romantic, we can treasia delayed
honeymoon.’

‘How long will we be away?' he asked.
'Six weeks.'
'Six weeks? | can't get off for longer than tensday

'‘Why not? The polytechnic's closed for a month, amith Daddy
paying for us we won't need the money from the gmata

'It's not just a question of money. You know I'reaaged to have
extra tuition during the holidays, and I've no miten of cancelling
it.

‘Can't you take your books with you and study m ¢abin? Even if
we were only together in the evenings it would Bvellous.' She
looked up at him, her face alight with eagernd3snk of it, darling,
six weeks of luxury with nothing to think about ept each other.’

‘And your parents,' he reminded her grimly, drawamgay from her.
"You know how demanding your mother is. Anyway, wilges she
need you? Surely there are doctors and nursesad o

‘They're strangers, and she needs the supportr@@te close.'

'So do I. Or don't | figure in your calculationbi?s face was stiff with
obstinacy. 'You have to make a choice, Diana. |'ivga on the
cruise, and iffoudo, then don't bother coming back to me.’

'You can't mean that!" she cried.



'l never say things | don't mean. You should knbat by now.'

Horrified, she stared at him, seeing the tightlyreeuth, the jutting
chin, the determined stance.

'l can't let them down. Not after what Dr Lesterdsto me. If
something awful happened while they were awaynéder forgive
myself. Can't you appreciate how | feel?'

‘That's all I've done for months! What sort of Ide you think it's
been for me? You're hardly here, and when yowarg€re too tired to
do anything except sleep.’

'I'm never too tired to make love to you,' she ntetd.
‘There's more to marriage than sex.'

Diana caught her breath. Did Adam think she enjopéad/ing
nursemaid to a demanding mother? That she wasart-beken to
see her father struggling to get back to normatthDhe realise how
torn she was between her love for her parents andble for him?
But Adam was young and healthy; too young and headt give her
such an ultimatum. Hadn't he made her suffer enbygtausing her
to lose the baby? Surely he could put himself outtjus once? Six
weeks' holiday on board a luxury liner wasn't elygatirgatory!

%want a wife." He broke the silence. 'l realise y@ave divided
loyalties, but you can't go on trying to cut youlfrg® two. You have
to choose between us, Di. It's them or me.’

‘You don't know what you're asking,' she said dizali love my
parents and | love you. But there are occasions\wane love takes
precedence over another; as my love for you wakd precedence if
youwere ill.'



'If the only way | can ever come first in your lieto be ill, then to
hell with it!" he rasped. 'Make your choidéow.'

Her throat contracted and she couldn't speak.
‘Make your choice, Diana.’
Mutely she stared at him.

‘"You have,l take it," he said harshly. 'And as expected thienloser.’
He walked swiftly to the door, then stopped andédrto her. 'l won't
suggest move out and you stay here,' he sneered. 'Spuvdliyou a
couple of hours to pack. It shouldn't take you Emdvost of your
clothes are still at Knightsbridge."'

‘Adam, | --'

'‘No inquests,' he cut in. 'We've said it all. Enyayr cruise, blondie.
Without me, the rest of your life should be smaosdiiing.’

The door closed behind him and the sound of hissteps receded!
Too bereft for tears, Diana sank into a chair daacksl at the wall.



CHAPTER TEN

DIANA stood in her small, gloomy bedroom and slipped inér
winter coat. It was a timeless Jaeger classichmuitmrong length for
this year's fashion; not surprising, consideringas six years old.

Six years. Hard to credit she and her mother headl lin this dreary
flat for so long, and harder still to accept thaini the moment she
had packed her case and walked out of the bedsitteitburn, she
had never spoken to Adam; had no idea where hewakat he was
doing.

She had tried to contact him from the cruise shiprtight her father
had died, and several times afterwards from Auatsghere, on the
advice of the ship's doctor, her father had beerettto save her
mother the strain of waiting for permission to the body back to
England. But the telephone that served all thenisnm the house
where they had lived had rung without answer, &edjyarage where
Adam worked informed her he had left without givimdorwarding
address.

In desperation she had contacted Jane, who hadndtov Kilburn,
seen that the house was boarded up and had adeosign outside
it, and had then had the good sense to contacbhege tutor. From
him, Diana had finally learned that Adam had lefindon within
days of their parting, and the tutor had never $@enagain.

No one knew where he was, and Diana, coping withni&her's
breakdown, which resulted in her spending two memha Sydney
nursing home, had no choice but to abandon thelsear

Within days of their returning to London, she reeei a call from
their family lawyer.

'‘Bad news, | regret to say. Glen Marrowvale, yoate |father's
partner, shot himself last night.’



At first, she had not appreciated what impact ¥Was going to have
on their lives, but she soon discovered that tha had ruined the
firm by disastrous investments in the stock marked, under a
complicated agreement, her father's estate wasnsige for the
debts.

The house and contents had to go, and there wgenalgh left to
put towards a tiny two-bedroom apartment in Cambénand put a
thousand pounds on deposit in the bank, in casenefgencies.

Soon after they had moved in, their lawyer conth@e&na again to
advise her that Adam had served divorce papersenonthhad been
the final blow.

She had tried to contact him through the smalllléga who were
representing him, hoping against hope for a rediation, but he had
left strict instructions that he wanted nothingltowith her.

'l wish you didn't have to go out, Diana.'

Her mother's plaintive voice brought her back ® phesent, and she
bit back a sigh. "You know | have to work, darlifits only for three
hours, and there's a lovely old Paul Newman filnT¥n By the time
it's over I'll be back to prepare lunch.’

‘Why won't you letmedo the cooking? I'm not a child.'

'l don't want you overdoing things.' Diana wasitiest her mother
would leave a pan burning on the cooker and thelavapartment
would go up in flames. Her arms around the bonyklers, she led
her into the sitting-room and settled her in frohthe television.

' dislike being left alone," her mother said fudf.

'l buy you the newHarper's today," Diana placated, though sh
could ill afford it. Lacking a degree or a skilheshad taken a job as ¢



daily. It barely kept their heads above water, ib@nabled her to
return home at lunchtime, and to take time off & Imother was
unwell, which was frequently the case.

Diana had long ago given up feeling sorry for hiéree thinking of
the past when there had been no shortage of mdreyre were
people worse off than herself, and she was tharskfeldid not have
to ask for help from any of the Social Services.

Yet in spite of her positive attitude there werenmeots when she was
near despair. Not because of their straitened mistances, but the
helplessness she felt at her mother's graduahdsclio melancholia.
And overlaying everything was the memory of Adanhjck in the
dark recesses of the night often returned to hbentand make her
long for him. But the best way to kill her desiog him was to remind
herself how callously he had forced her to choosevéen her
parents' genuine need of her and his purely sediigh

Stepping off the bus outside Harrods—her beaubfalcedes had
long since gone, and the dilapidated old RenaulitAvadge, her
mother's sister, had given her was used only foecigp
occasions—Diana walked down Walton Street to hret job of the
day. Her employers were American; relaxed and médrenough for
her to be on first-name terms with them. They weoth in banking
and she was more or less her own boss. The sanliecapp her
afternoon job with Australians in Belgravia.

Both families entertained frequently, and she waftdn be asked to
help them in the evening. This had taught her twkcéor she had
assiduously watched the professional chefs who wadveays

engaged for their parties. She could not afforduse the same
expensive ingredients they did, but she skilfutlppted their recipes
and obtained surprisingly similar results. Now,tpdrher weekends
at home were spent in the kitchen, preparing nfealthe following

week. It was a relief from the television, whichsaever switched



off. If she attempted to go to her bedroom to relael, mother
followed her and insisted they talk.

'l spend my days alone, so the least you can dmo ikkeep me
company,' was her favourite complaint.

One of their few visitors was Aunt Madge, whoseepfhf financial
help had been so grudgingly made that Diana hadsef it,
preferring independence to indebtedness. Mrs F&rbvwends had
vanished long ago, not only because they were eadsad by the
difference in their lifestyles, but because of ethdrawal from
reality.

"You ought to apply to the council for a home hdlp,Lester advised
one Saturday when he came to see them. Although wieee no
longer living in his area, he visited them everyntho

‘What good is a home help?' Diana questioned. "Toeaye twice a
week and flick a duster.'

‘It would save you doing it, and they'd also shapybu.’

Diana shook her head. Living on a tight budge#;as best to do her
own shopping.

‘You're a difficult girl to help,' Dr Lester commiexd as she saw him
to his car. 'But you can't continue living a twiligife. You're only
twenty-five, my dear. You should get someone tovsih your
mother two or three evenings a week so you canugad cemember
you used to have a host of friends.’

He saw the answer in the tight set of her face,gave a rueful sigh.
'l hope it isn't your pride that's keeping them gwé few of your
friends may have turned out to be fair-weather ploisl'm sure most
of them would welcome you with open arms.’



'I'll think about it," Diana lied. She had no desio be an object of
pity, which was what she would be if she tried i& m her old circle
again.

Yet in one respect the good doctor was right. Unéke took herself
in hand, life would pass her by. She would findtsfor her mother
and enrol in evening classes to learn typing anddvprocessing.
They were skills that might provide the opporturtilyget a better
paid job.

Remembering the long hours Adam had worked andestudhe
realised how vapid she must have seemed to hinityApr parents
had not inculcated some sense of responsibility n@r, instead of
regarding marriage to a rich young man as her goél.

Her marriage to Adam had put paid to that notiod aven had the
iIdea appealed to her now, her changed circumstaunlsssit out. She
had to build a future for herself and stop usingrhether's ill health
as an excuse to opt out.

Next morning there was an unusual bounciness instegr as she
went to work. Passing a bus stop, she glimpsedilbara-haired girl
leaning close to a pleasant-looking man. They weraously lost in
their private world, and her thoughts flew backhy early halcyon
days with Adam. She had believed their love coutthquer
everything, and that given time he would adaptaioviry of life. No
wonder she had lost him.

She had wounded his pride, and to a man like Adaide was
important. Instead of appreciating his desire fatependence, she
had considered him selfish for wanting to dragdewn to his level,
not realising in her youthful stupidity that hisvé was way above
hers. Had she been more understanding of his pnsblee might
have been less condemnatory of her and her parents.



Yet he was not entirely blameless. His jealousy terdper had
contributed to the accident that had lost her @gyband his harsh
ultimatum over the cruise had caused the breakftipear marriage.

The freshly painted facade of her employer's haasee into view
and Diana pushed away the past and opened thedoont As she
did, the phone rang and she rushed to answemadtJane.

'l called you at home but you'd just left," heefrdl said. 'l haven't seen
you for ages and | miss you. How about coming aveaturday? A
few of the gang are dropping in and they'd lovede you.'

'l already have a date,’' Diana lied.

'‘Bring him with you. It is a him, | hope?'

‘Yes, but we're going to a concert.’

‘Join us afterwards.’

'If he hasn't planned anything else.’

'If you can't make it, meet me for lunch at Mortonéxt week.'

Knowing Jane would insist on paying—she always dulide forced
Diana to find an excuse.

'I'm working through my lunch-hours next week,' §bd again. 'But
I'll call you the week after.'

'If not, I'll call you' Jane replied. 'You've been fobbing me off fc
weeks, and I'm not letting you get away with it doryger.'

Jane had proved herself a true friend, and Diahagtelty as she
replaced the receiver. Trouble was, they no lorfgegd much in
common. In the past their main topics of conveosathad been



clothes, holidays and the latest fashionable resitdist But these held
only academic interest for her now; and while Jalse worked, it
was still in her brother's estate agency, wheresgemed able to
come and go as she pleased.

Perhaps I'm too sensitive, Diana mused. I'm crazyadrry because |
can't afford Jane's lifestyle. It's affection aogdlty that matters, and
Jane has that in abundance.

Without further thought she dialled her friend'smoer. 'l made a
mistake, Jane. My date is for Saturday week, sérémto come over/

In unusual high spirits, she went into the kitchenstart on the
ironing, her main Wednesday task. She was halflwepugh it when
the telephone rang again. This time it was a n@imem King's
College Hospital.

‘Miss Farrow?'
‘Yes.' Diana clutched the receiver. 'Is it my mothe

'I'm afraid so. She had a stroke and your dowrssterghbour heard
her fall and called the police.’

'How bad is she?'
'l think you'd better come at once.'

Sensing that her mother was dying, Diana left @ fmther employer
and took a cab to the hospital. The instant shethawace of the
young house doctor who greeted her at the entrtanite ward, she
knew she had arrived too late.

‘She didn't recover consciousness,' he murmuredvén if you had
been with her, she wouldn't have known you.’



It was a small comfort, and blinking back her tdarana sat by her
mother's bed and clutched the frail hand untilradki nurse led her
away. She found it impossible to cry. How could shed tears for a
woman who had longed to die and join her husbanal?r& happy
now, Mummy, she said silently. | just wish we'd hedble to talk to
each other properly before you finally left me.

‘Do you have anyone to help you with the funerermgements?’ the
nurse asked.

'‘No. | have some relatives but | would rather doyself.'

She had to inform Aunt Madge, of course, who walddcend on her
with Angela and Mark. She shivered, and decideddiay calling
them until this evening. With luck they might b atisome function
or other and not be able to come over till morning.

Late into the night Diana sat up, grateful thatféne other members
of the family and former friends with whom therem@ned some
contact would not be with her till next day. Sheaed to be alone; it
had become part of her persona.

''ve nothing more to lose,' she whispered, lookiognd the silent,
empty room. 'lI've learned to be strong and | cgeadone.’



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE death of her mother left Diana with a sense oélimess that hit
her with full force in the weeks following the fuiaé Her face grew
gaunt and her high cheekbones finely etched, gettihblue eyes
still luminous below a golden, but lank mane ofrhai

'If you get any thinner, a puff of wind will blowoy away!" Jane
complained one evening when she dropped in unesgigct'\Why
don't you take a few weeks off and we'll go toyitaMy treat, of
course.’

"Thanks, but no.’
‘You and your false pride. If --'

'It has nothing to do with pride,’ Diana interrupt#t's just that | have
too many things on my mind.’

'‘Such as?'
'I'll tell you when I've made my decision.'

'‘No, you won't. You'll tell me now so | can givewaony opinion!
Come on, spill the beans.’

‘Well, I'm considering spending my savings on a [gotar cum
business course, and then opening a domestic agdg@mployers'

friends are always asking if | know anyone for them trying to
poach me, so there's obviously a demand.'

‘There are also hundreds of agencies.’
'l know. But | intend specialising in bachelors.’

‘As home helps?'



‘Don't be silly. As clients.'
Jane grinned. 'l like it, | like it! What servicedl you provide?'

‘Domestic ones—so wipe the smirk off your face! Andy | also

remind you that single women will qualify too?" Dafinished the

sandwich she had been eating when her friend drred pushed
away the plate. 'I'll need money to rent and equilecent office, and
rather than borrow from the bank, | shall sell epehand move into a
bedsitter." The word brought memories of Adam flagdoack, and

she fell silent.

'Stop thinking of that pig,” Jane ordered, sensitie her mood.
‘Haven't you got over him yet?' Not waiting forarswer, she rushed
on. 'If you went out more— didn't freeze out yold siends—you'd
meet someone else and forget him.'

'First, I'd like to put my life in order.'

‘Exactly. Get married!

Diana laughed. 'It's more important for me to lependent.

'If that's how you feel, then the sooner you gatking the better.'
Diana did.

She enrolled in a three-month intensive businas$ies course, put
her apartment on the market and gave notice tawmemployers,
who promised to recommend her agency when she dpene

All her plans slid smoothly into place. She obtdirehigher price
than she had expected for her home, found a roose ¢b the college
she was attending, and for the duration of hersmdid not lift her
head from her books or her computer.



Finding suitable office premises was the big prohléor she wanted
a prestigious address. But the rents in Belgravigemsington were
astronomical, and she was on the verge of sefting single room at
the wrong end of the King's Road, when Jane's érdtlugo found
hex a suite of offices at a reasonable rentahersame building as his
estate agency.

'l wish you had a better place to live," Jane contegewhen Diana,
on signing the lease, invited her over to dinfétaying in a dump
like this would give me the creeps.’

'How tactful you are!

'I've been tactful with you far too long. Now I'migg to be honest!
For the first time in years you have money in thakband you can
afford something better than this. Hugo knows sfuwalio apartment
you can get for an absolute snip.’

Diana shook her head. Since the loss of her fatf@tune she had
vowed not to owe money to anyone, and while it leadailed
sacrifices during the past years, her peace of rhiad made it
worthwhile.

'‘Once I've made a go of my agency, I'll move. Buildhen, I'd rather
preserve my assets. Then if things don't pan owoh't have
commitments | can't afford.’

'Fair enough. But the minute you start making depeofits, I'll start
nagging!

Jane could have done so within three months, foh8ar's Helpline
took off like a rocket. Cleverly worded advertisartsefor staff drew
an excellent response, and Diana carefully screenel applicant,
bluntly informing them she was not running a dasegvice, and that
any member of her staff would be dismissed if thegame 'friendly’
with a client. But she also made it plain to heerds that she would



not tolerate sexual harassment of her staff, améetiv who tried were
removed from her books.

Because she paid more than the going rate sheeskth@ best help,
and charged her clients accordingly. If they balkédhe cost, she
suggested they look elsewhere, for there was ndagjeof people
willing to pay over the odds for a reliable servibeleed, keeping it
reliable frequently necessitated Diana filling eréelf when a 'daily’
was off sick and a replacement couldn't be found.

Since this meant leaving the office unattended estgmged a young
girl to act as receptionist cum secretary.

Kathy Markham was bright and efficient, and Dianaswree to
concentrate on expanding her agency. She had yistigwn the
receiver after making an appointment to meet theagar of a block
of service flats off Lowndes Square—he was hophmg\sould take
over the care of them—when the telephone rang again

'‘Diana?' a lilting American voice enquired.
‘Yes?' Not recognising the speaker, Diana frowh&to are you?'
'Claudia, you idiot! Claudia Andrews.'

Diana was astounded. Claudia had been one of beestl friends at
finishing school in Switzerland, and had returnethk to New York

professing undying love and the promise to kedpuch. Inevitably

they had lost contact, and it was years since ba&ylast had any
contact.

‘How marvellous to hear from you, Claudia. When yha get here
and how did you find me?"

'I've been here a week and | was given your nurbpea friend of
yours called Jane. | met her at a dinner partyragit, and on the



off-chance asked if she knew you. | tried your oldnber the first
day | arrived, and the foreigner who answered didrdw who | was
talking about!" The lilting voice slowed. 'l wasrspoto hear about
your mother. Jane told me, and filled me in onrdst of the story. It
must have been hell for you.'

'It's over and forgotten." Diana made light of "itell me about
yourself. How long are you here for?"

‘Forever, | hope. Six months ago | met a gorgeoas im Chicago,
who's now extending his business to England, sersyaded the
public relations company | work for to assign metheir London
branch.'

‘Good thinking!

Claudia laughed. Tve also wangled myself a sensatepartment in
Mayfair—it belongs to one of our clients who's figiin Rio for a
year—and I'm counting on you to move in with me.'

"You must be joking!

‘You'rejoking if you think I'll let you live in a furniséd room, when |
have bags of space here.'

* Jane shouldn't have told you.' Diana was angrydishdot hide it.

‘Don't be annoyed with her,’ Claudia pleaded. &hgood friend and
wants the best for you. And moving in with ms¢he best. We'll have
such fun, Di. Do say yes.'

Diana was tempted, yet reluctant to give up herd-hawon
independence, and was wondering what to say whand@ spoke
again.



‘At least come and stay for a few months. Livingetiner will be like
old times.’

‘Won't | be in the way? If you have a boyfriend --'

‘At the moment he's commuting between here andsthtes. He's
English by the way, but has been in Chicago forgele's just
bought a place of his own in London, and once hgssspending
more time here, | probablyill ask you to leave. But until then, you'll
be doing me a favour. And Adam too. He thinkggit up to mischief
if | live alone!’

‘Adam?' Diana's heart skipped a beat.
‘Adam Morgan, my DIY tycoon.’
‘What sort of a tycoon is a DIY?'

'‘He owns a Do-It-Yourself conglomerate. A thousatares across
the States.’

'Of course. DIY. Idiotic of me not to realise thevaious!' Diana drew
a shaky breath of relief. For one dreadful mombatisad been scared
it washer Adam.

'‘Let's get back to you, honey,' Claudia went omu™ moving in
with me, and that's final. Which reminds me, whgb'sr name now?'

'l reverted to my own after the divorce.'

‘Very sensible. At least you won't be remindediof bny more! Pity
| wasn't here when you met him. | can smell a lausdle off.’

'He wasn't a louse,' Diana defended. 'Simply oastiand rigid.'

'Stupid too, from what Jane said.’



‘She hardly knew him.’

‘She knew how he behaved! | admire your loyalty,dbit face facts.
The guy behaved like a possessive fool and didmeh éhave the
decency to get in touch with you when your fatheddAnd then to
disappear without a word... Believe me, you're wdlbf him.’

Diana remained silent, aware that Claudia, onlyearyolder than
herself but born worldly-wise, would never haveldal for an
Impecunious, ambitious young man too proud to tep, too proud
to concede he could ever be in the wrong.

‘How soon can you move in?' Claudia asked.
'‘How soon do you want me?"

‘As of now! No point standing on the diving boawbking at the
water. Plunge in, | say.'

So it was that later that day Diana and four casesd outside the
door of her friend's apartment in Grosvenor Squarkesitant ring

and she was almost instantly enveloped by a @lilyptuous redhead
smelling of Paloma Picasso perfume and wearingaekldress that
was a perfect foil for her dramatic gold jewellery.

How radiant and confident she is, Diana thoughkinta in the
pert-featured face, with its slightly too large rtiguand slightly too
small hazel eyes skilfully enhanced by two différéanes of
eyeshadow. Claudia had always been an attractilyeogt now she
was stunning, and definitely a New Yorker.

'It's fabulous seeing you.' Diana hugged her titjien stepped back.
‘You look like a million dollars!



'l wish | could say the same about you." Claud@ndher into the
parquet-floored hall and closed the door. 'Youtrélsn and pale.
Still, it's nothing a sun lamp and a few extra pdsiwon't cure.’

‘You're jealous of my nice flat bottom in jeansiaBba made herself
laugh. 'As for being paleMoguesays it's this year's look.'

Claudia caught her hand and led her past the louageefully but
anonymously furnished with modern settees, wallk&di-carpeting,
and toning satin drapes— to the end of the hallre/kigere were two
bedrooms with en-suite bathrooms. Diana's was nhedler of the
two, but twice as large as her bedsitter, and aisgimngs she had
about accepting her friend's invitation vanishedsm@ght of the
luxuriously appointed bathroom, with its jacuzzbtand mirrored
walls and ceiling.

'‘Beats the bedroom we shared at Madam Victori@lajidia joked
about their finishing school as she sat in Diabatdroom, watching
her put away clothes in the walk-in wardrobe. 'Whemink of the

money the old bag charged our parents, I'm notrisagb she retired
to a penthouse in Monaco!

It was the first Diana had heard of it and she tooms laughing. She
was still smiling as Claudia went out, having firsiormed her that
since Adam was in the States at the moment, sheawashelor girl
again and they could spend the evening catchingnugach other's
news.

Diana's fears that her friend might be too pryingved groundless,
for she was too full of her own happiness to shawenthan a passing
interest in anyone else's misfortune. It was easyddflect her

qguestions and get her to talk about herself andmba she was
hoping to marry who, even accounting for Claudas, sounded
pretty sensational.



With surprising ease Diana settled into her newrcsundings.
Claudia was only too willing to draw her into hercte of emigri
Americans and 'showbiz' people who, in the maimreweer clients,
but Diana was often too tired to go out. Bachelét&pline was
going from strength to strength, and she was coaliyn engaging
more 'helpers', which meant most of her days waeatinterviewing
and selecting, while paperwork had to be doneeretlenings.

'‘All work and no play will make you a very dull girClaudia
chastised one evening, after Diana had again reéfictsaccompany
her to a party. 'If you continue at this pace youdar yourself into
the ground.'

‘Until | start making real money | can't afforddlow down.’

‘You can still take a few hours off to buy some raethes and have
your hair restyled. Frankly, you're a mess.'

Diana glanced at herself in the mirror over thediace. There was no
denying Claudia's criticism. Her charcoal jersegsdt bought in an
inexpensive chain store, was three years old, hadgh its long,
fluid lines moulded her figure, it also showed sfas far too thin, in
spite of having gained weight these past weeks.

'If you want to end up a rich old spinster, therefi Claudia scolded.
‘But if you'd like to marry again you have to maleeffort. There's a
lot of competition out there.'

Diana shrugged, knowing that Claudia, who was umsental in the
extreme, would not understand that since Adam+Adam, not the
unknown one who sent Claudia flowers every day exadle long
telephone calls from all over the States—she haddat difficult to

interest herself in other men.

'Stop looking so miserable and get changed,' Céalbidbke into her
thoughts. '"You're coming with me tonight, so quguang!'



With a resigned shrug, Diana went to her room twa. Because of
her friend's criticism she took special pains whitr appearance,
knowing the pleated black silk dress she had bougdnthrift shop to
attend her mother's funeral drew attention to ey tvaist and
disguised the fact that her curves were not asdediias they should
be. She and Claudia made a good foil for each pthee tall,
voluptuous and vivacious, the other slender asllarlvea, and with
the same quiet grace.

Diana pulled a face. Quiet grace? Who was shehgtdShe was dull
and awkward, her confidence sapped by the callayAdam had

walked out on her. Forcing the memory aside, shefally inched on

a pair of black sheer tights and narrow black cehdes. During the
lean years, shoes had been her only extravagamdeebmother had
always maintained that if your legs looked gooe, st of you felt
good, and Diana had found this to be true.

Swinging round to the mirror, she gathered her-cgahd hair into a
thick strand, and with dextrous fingers plaitedhen let it fall down
the back of her head like a golden rope. Carekhlg pulled a few
wisps free to curl upon her high cheekbones andhtfirst time in
many months, wondered what Adam would say if he lsamnow.

She bit her lip in vexation, wishing Claudia's besid didn't have
the same name. Whenever she heard it, it broughé&xbkusband to
mind as she had last seen him: eyes blazing witiheaapt, broad
shoulders held stiffly, the way they always wereswine was trying
to control his temper.

Her hands started to shake and she had difficattiehing the single
strand of pearls around her throat. With an indraoin she clasped
them in her hand and looked at them. They were ighteznth

birthday present from her parents, and though skdeaanted to sell
them after the financial crash, her mother had nieigpromise she
never would. They shimmered up at her, pink anttdus, and she



fingered them gently. Pearls for tears, she mugettears could
stand for joy too, and maybe one day they would.

Feeling calmer, she fastened them round her thiidet.old Diana
was gone for good, she knew; the innocence drovmedbitter

experience, the joyful exuberance lost beneathcragnembrances.
Though her skin was smooth and unlined, sadnestkefias mark on

her face.

How perceptive I've become, she mocked herselfirtah more the
sort of girl Adam could love now. Yet in spite oérhfaults he had
loved her once—though not enough to make allowarficeser

youthful mistakes, and keep their marriage goingt enough to
appreciate the loyalty she had felt towards heemar

For goodness' sake stop thinking about the past,b&nated her
reflection. If you don't, you won't have much dtigure. Upon which
injunction she picked up her purse and went out.

The party was exactly as she had feared: crowdsisy people more
interested in hearing their own voices than anyetse's, an
over-abundance of plastic canapes, and rock migsyegtoo loudly.

Within half an hour she was wishing she had neware; and within
an hour she left, pleading a headache.

'I'll follow you the minute | can,' Claudia promdséBut it's the boss's
party...'Alone in the Grosvenor Square apartmern®slipped into
a housecoat and put one of her cassettes intoetwder. The
sonorous notes of the Beethové&ifth resounded in the room,
reminding her of the concert when Adam had stoaduipe Angry
that he should still insinuate himself into herugbts—it was one of
those days it seemed—she hurriedly replaced the wain a Ned
Diamond.



I'm nothing if not eclectic, she thought wryly, velming aimlessly
round the room, regretting she had left the patyeast being there
had stopped her from thinking. She frowned, disrddgerealise she
no longer belonged anywhere; not in the boringeiof upper- class
Sloane Rangers who had comprised her past, nor@a@t@udia'‘s
driving, ambitious crowd.

| must try to make new friends, she decided, arehkinat when she
had a decent home to which she could invite peaplpuld be
easier to widen her circle. Yet her financial positvas still too tight
for her to take on such a burden. Of course sle’e ko leave here
once Claudia's boyfriend was on the scene moreaenily, but she
would move back to a bedsitter—for the time beinigast.

This situation presented itself more quickly thae kad envisioned,
for the following Saturday afternoon Adam Morgarepdoned

Claudia to say he was at London Airport, and wdddwith her as
soon as he had taken his luggage to his new apartme

Claudia was over the moon, and Diana, reluctapteyp gooseberry,
iImmediately said she was going out.

'Skip the tact!" Claudia grinned. 'l want you tvoorheet each other.
We'll have drinks here, then Adam and | will go ¢mtdinner and
then on to his place. | can't believe I'll be sgdim in an hour! He's
S0 gorgeous, Di, prepare yourself for a visualttrea

Diana delighted in her friend's joy. Although thed lost touch since
they had left finishing school, these past sharedths had shown
her that Claudia was still the same bright warmdeeigirl, given to
extravagance and emotional hyperbole. Yet whatedhtor the latest
man in her life was obviously serious, for she esadd all dates and,
apart from business entertaining, was content émd@venings and
weekends with Diana.



'I'm really crazy about him," Claudia continuedh@og Diana's
thoughts. 'He's everything I've ever wanted. Mikd b razor, witty,
passionate, tender, and loaded"

'Five excellent reasons for changing those baggispnd sweatshirt
for something glamorous!

Laughing, Claudia rushed to her room, and Diana weetihe kitchen
and checked there was champagne in the refrigeloafore setting
crystal goblets on a salver. Then she went to nhakself tidy. Not
that the razor-minded, witty, passionate, tended &aded Mr
Morgan would have eyes for anyone other than CE Wit the least
she could do was to dab powder on her shiny nodewana comb
through her dishevelled blonde waves.

She was still in her room when she heard the ddlarbg, followed
by Claudia's heels clicking on the parquet flooslas ran to answer
it. This was followed by a long silence that did mequire second
sight to interpret! She glanced at her watch; sbhelavgive them ten
minutes alone before going in.

Only as she crossed the hall did she experienceomemtary
depression as she compared her friend's happingsisar own bleak
future. She stopped and shook her head. That waat thinking.
She was still young and had the best part of fealhead. She was
damned if she would go on allowing the memory afd,e husband
to ruin it.

Head high and smiling, she pushed open the livingm door and
walked in, stopping dead as she dsewAdam drawing slowly away
from Claudia's clinging embrace.



CHAPTER TWELVE

DIANA knew that for the rest of her life she would nefggget the
sight of Adam—the man she still loved— slowly withding his
arms from around Claudia.

Her skin tingled and she knew the blood had drafreed her face, as
it had drained from his, his expression mirrorireg bwn disbelief.

Claudia, on an emotional high, was more inclinedhatter than to
perception, and was unaware of the tension tHatlfthe room with
an almost tangible force.

‘Come on in, Diana, and meet the man you've heandush about!'

Diana tried to speak but her throat had closede&gsngly she
looked at Adam but he also seemed to be havingdify speaking.

'‘Hey, what's with the two of you?' Claudia laugh&au both seem
tongue-tied.’

‘After—after hearing someone's name for so longan® said
huskily, 'it's—it's sort of strange to see thentha flesh.’

‘You're not what | expected either,” Adam undeestatlearing his
throat. 'Claudia said she had an old schoolfri¢agirsg with her but
she never mentioned your name.'

'I'm Diana Farrow,' she said quickly.
‘Good to meet you.'

‘While you're getting acquainted,’ Claudia integped, 'I'll fetch the
champagne.'



Alone with Adam, Diana searched for something tp &ait words
eluded her and she could only stare at him dumbly.

'l had no ideayouwere Claudia's friend," he stated flatly. 'I'mrgor
about this.'

'So am |." On trembling legs Diana moved over tammnchair and all
but collapsed into it. 'When she kept singing thaiges of Adam
Morgan, | never dreamt it was you.'

'Or you'd have been off and running, | suppose?'
‘Naturally. It would have saved us both embarrassme
'I'm not embarrassed at meeting you. Merely sugdris

Uncertain what Claudia had told him about her—#& &lad told him
anything at all—Diana changed the subject. 'Why diféerent
surname?"

'It's a long story. If --'

He broke off as Claudia returned, tray and gobiet®ne hand,
champagne in the other. Taking the bottle from herppened it and
filled the fluted glasses with such calm dextetfitstt Diana knew he
was no novice at the task.

She was acutely aware of his devastating presamnceshattered to
find she was as susceptible to it as when sheifsdrfet him. Yet a
new dimension had been added to him in the sixsysgiace she had
last seen him. He had acquired polish and sopatsiit, and it wasn't
only because jeans and sweatshirt were replaced pgrfectly

tailored suit that enhanced his powerful, well-godioned body. He
also exuded the self-assurance that came from denmde and
success. The years had dealt kindly with him, shmaitéed, better
than they had with her, for his skin glowed withality and there



were no lines on his face, despite her friend'srties that he worked
harder than any man she knew.

‘A toast to your return, honey," Claudia said,ingiser glass to him
as he sat beside her on the sofa. 'Long may ygu sta

Diana almost choked on her drink and hurriedly legeher goblet,

inadvertently catching Adam's eye as she did. Alidanic stare told

her that he knew his arrival here had deeply distdrher, and she
glared back at him for an instant before smoothtiag expression.
Knowing him, he was probably waiting for her to rmaome gaffe or
other, and she'd see him in hell first!

Taking another sip of champagne, she said lightiyather you own
Do-It-Yourself stores.’

'‘Among other things.'

'He's a genius,' Claudia added, throwing him anriagoglance.
‘Thank goodness Gus Morgan was astute enoughdgnse it.'

Diana raised an enquiring eyebrow. '‘Gus Morgan?'

‘The man who gave Adam his big chance," Claudiaaaegx.
‘Morgan's not Adam's real name. He adopted it --'

'I'm sure Diana isn't interested in my case histdwgtam intervened.

‘But | am," she gushed, ignoring his sardonic esgiom. 'l adore
success stories.'

‘Then tell her yours, darling." The American giresi-tipped hand
caressed his shoulder.

Diana, alert to his every move, saw his body stiféend, though
ashamed of herself, was pleased when he rose antesad back to



the drinks trolley to pick up the champagne bo#hel refill their
glasses.

‘Not everyone is as interested in my success aay@usweetheart,’
he chided, then looked directly at Diana. "WWhaydodo? Or are you
a lady of leisure?'

Aware of the snide implication behind his questisime flushed with
anger. 'How clever of you to guess!'

'‘Don't let her kid you,' Claudia laughed. 'Diana& started her own
business.’

Brown eyes met sapphire ones, then he gave a nanthshrug.
‘Good for you. | hope you do well.’

'l already am.’
‘How long before you get bored and opt out?'

'l don't get bored easily,' she replied, awareltleavas baiting her. 'If
| care for something—or someone— | stay the course.

'‘Good for you. Jet setters don't usually have stapower.'

'Hey!" Claudia protested. 'I'm a jet setter, and staying power is
phenomenal!’

‘You're the exception that proves the rule,' hegdareturning to the
sofa.

'So is Diana. Don't judge her by her high-sociegnmer and snooty
accent! She's had lousy luck these last few yead,she's worked
her guts out to get where she is today.'

Adam's eyebrows rose. 'No help from your parehts2nquired.



The cruelty of his question was almost Diana's urgloand she
could not control the wobble in her voice as shenaamed. 'They are
dead.'

Momentarily he was taken aback. 'I'm sorry. | di@énow.’

She turned away from him. How could he not knomalbher father,
at least? He had died within weeks of Adam walkingon her, and it
had been reported in all the papers.

‘Losing someone you love is always traumatic." Adgooke again,
his voice gentle. 'But life goes on, however pdirdititimes.’

He leaned back and stretched his arm along the dfattle sofa. His
jacket, undone, gaped wider, showing a well-cuarrailk shirt. No

chain-store buy, Diana saw, glimpsing the smadicidiet initials AM

sewn on the right-hand side. He had certainly cldrigs tune since
moving into the big time, she thought cynicallymembering how
scathing he had once been about people who puirtit&ls on their

belongings.

She waited to feel anger, bitterness even at hewathles had turned,
with Adam moving up as she had come down. Butladl felt was
gladness that he had achieved the success for Waibhd worked so
hard, though it did not lessen her hurt that heduddher out of his life
so quickly and completely.

He frowned slightly and rubbed the back of his nexkif trying to

ease some tension. It drew her gaze to his glosgy lthir and the
errant waves at his nape that he could not quatdieaite. She longed
to touch them, and hurriedly averted her eyes. Tékpn his hands,
and in anguish she recollected the tenderness wiilth the

calloused fingers had caressed her body. There neeralluses on
them today, and those smooth, supple fingers caatemsother body.



Pain seared through her, and it took all her wolvpr not to run out.
But that was one satisfaction she had no inter@fagiving him.

‘What a maudlin conversation we're having," Claugratested,
jumping to her feet. 'We're supposed to be celeiyyakve booked a
table at Le Souffle, Adam, and I'd better change&H be late.’

"You're welcome to join us,' he murmured to Diarfeewthey were
alone.

‘Charming of you to suggest it," she said sweéilyt | don't fancy
being a third wheel. Anyway, | have a date,' skeé.li

‘Still mixing with the same crowd?' he asked distidly.
‘Naturally.'

'I'm surprised you aren't married.'

'l could say the same of you.'

'I've had too many other things on my mind,' he samnelessly.
'‘Ah, yes, your career. That takes precedence awyihing.'

‘You still find that strange, don't you? But thesuynever understood
me.'

‘That's the cry of the guilty husband!' she laughedidn't expect you
to be so hackneyed, Adam. You disappoint me.’

'l always did.'

‘That's true. Fortunately, understanding you caw be Claudia's
pleasure.'



'‘What pleasure?' the American girl questioned,ihgdhe tail-end of
their conversation as she rejoined them.

'Of being an international publicist.' Diana san ffirst thing that
came into her head. 'Adam was telling me how gamdare at your
job.'

‘And explaining that was how we met," he elaboratedothly.

'‘He bowled me over from the word go.' Claudia schdehim mistily.
‘And I've been happily horizontal ever since!'

Diana moved abruptly and Adam saw it. 'Go easyudita You're
embarrassing your friend.’

‘Don't be silly, darling, she knows all about thel® and bees!

‘Are you dining out too?' Adam questioned as Claudoved off to
get her coat.

'‘No, I'm making dinner here.' At least that wasliro'ls there any
more champagne?' she requested, even though shelieasly
feeling heady. But the effort of appearing indifiet to his
relationship with another woman was taking its,talhd she was
beginning to dread being left alone with her thdagh

'Isn't it wiser to wait until you've eaten sometith

'I'm used to drinking.' She held out her glass lamdefilled it.
‘You didn't used to be,' he said.

‘That was a long time ago.'

'Six and a half years.'



'Happy anniversary, darling!" she mocked. 'Clevér you to
remember.’

‘Don't you?'

‘Afraid not. The best way of dealing with unpleasaiemories is to
forget them.' She gestured vaguely and lifted kessg But her effort
at indifference played her false, for her hand &harad firm fingers
reached out and took the glass from her.

‘You aren't as unaffected as you pretend,' hecgaetly.

Aware of him watching her like a hawk, she knew timéy way to
stop him guessing the reason for her agitationtavasimit part of the
truth. 'Seeing you has reminded me how silly anchature | was.
You were right on that score, Adam. | was too yotmmarry.'

'l wonder if we'd have succeeded if we had mety@dae mused.

'l doubt it." Her careless tone could have wondmeacademy award.
'I'm still close to my old friends and | still eyjothe social
scene—which you always affected to despise. Thaugh that
you're a man of means, perhaps you enjoy it?'

‘Up to a point, yes. But | could never be at eale tve dumb crowd
youcount as friends.' He ran a hand through his héfting the front
so that a lock fell forward.

The gesture was nearly her undoing, and wildlywsbedered what
he would do if she said she didn't rate most offhends too highly
either; if she flung herself into his arms and kejlgim to forgive her
for having been so lacking in understanding ofpnide.

Angrily she checked her thoughts. Forgiver? What a laugh! He
was the one who should be doing the begging. Heilydae had cast
her out of his life, uncaring that her father haffeved a stroke and



her mother had been on the edge of another breakd®ut
Adam—self-righteous and opinionated as always--hatl been
plagued by conscience where she was concerned.

'I'd like to see you alone," he said suddenly.
'‘Why? We have nothing to say to each other.'
'For old times' sake. I'll call you soon.’

Before she could say no, Claudia waltzed back, ahdrtly
afterwards they left.

Alone, Diana went to her room and flopped on to ltest, a host of
conflicting emotions assailing her. Why did Adamglan have to be
her ex-husband, and what was the best way of copitly the

situation? Of one thing she was certain: She cdulgin on living

here. No way could she face seeing him with Clawahd stay
unaffected by their intimacy.

'‘What a mess!" she exclaimed aloud, realising hogryaher friend

would be with both of them for pretending they westengers to
each other. But caught unawares, she had actadctnstly, and

when Adam had played along with her, she had ddatdeould be

easier to tell her friend the truth when they wadome. Unless Adam
did so ahead of her.

She rolled over on to her stomach and buried had hethe pillow,
hoping for the oblivion of sleep. His image grewoager and the old
sensation of love overwhelmed her. Except thatasnit an old
sensation. It was the one that had been with ber the moment she
had met him; the one that would remain with hertfa rest of her
life, making it impossible for her to forget himdaput another man in
his place.



He hadn't experienced the same difficulty thoudte 8ied to close
her mind to the many intimacies Claudia had comfidbout their
relationship. She had believed they had gone istohkead and out
again, but now, knowing the two Adams were onethrcsame, she
found herself remembering every one.

The pain of it brought her to her feet, and shaladdor the kitchen
and the comfort of a strong cup of coffee.

She was in bed but wide awake when she heardstentlithud of the
front door, and within a moment her friend tiptoetd the room and
whispered her name.

'I'm awake,' Diana said, and switched on the laggide her, amazed
to see it was barely ten o'clock.

‘What a let down,' Claudia grimaced, perching anftiot of the bed.
'‘Adam was tired, would you believe, and wantedayeaight?'

‘That's not surprising. He has jet lag.’

'It's only five in the afternoon, his time! If haifieered from jet
lag—which he doesn't anyway—he'd be getting it toow
morning.'

Diplomatically, Diana kept silent.

'l had the impression you didn't like him," Claudiant on, changing
the subject with her usual rapidity. 'Just as walugh. I'd scratch
out your eyes if you fell for him!'

"There's something | --' On the verge of confessidiana stopped.
Adam had obviously not come clean, andhedisclosed the truth
before he did, he would think she had done it &at mischief; he
might even think she was jealous!



‘What were you going to say?' Claudia asked.
'‘Nothing.'

‘Are you tired, or do you want to chat a whileZdrised to tell you
why he changed his name.'

How can | listen and pretend she's referring tdranger? Diana
thought in panic. But curiosity won, and she noddéad not tired.’

'‘Well, his real name is Adam Brooke. At least ghdte name that was
pinned to his shawl when he was left outside a ahuiClaudia
settled herself more comfortably, tucking long legseath her. 'He
never knew who his parents were, and was broughtinuan
orphanage. He was studying at night college, andkin@ in a
gasoline station by day, when he met Gus Morgan.y©a imagine
Adam as a pump attendant?' she smiled. 'l wishuldcbave seen
him.'

Diana nearly saidhehad, but caught herself in time.

'‘Anyway, as | was saying, Gus Morgan came intagérage to get a
tyre fixed, and took a fancy to him. All above kibaincidentally.

Turned out he was an orphan too, so he felt thelysoanething in
common. He invited him to come and work for hinthe States, but
Adam refused; said he knew nothing about runniagestand wasn't
interested in learning. Then a few months lateclmnged his mind
and accepted the offer.'

Diana had no need to ask why. He must have detodeadke a clean
break after walking out on her, and what bettentttago to a new
country and a new career? He had clearly takenAtnerican's
surname to flatter him, which was the only thingttlurprised her,
for it wasn't something the Adam of old would haleme.



'He always says Gus was more like a father to han an employer,’
Claudia went on. 'l guess that's why he workedtis out for him. In
less than two years Adam trebled the profits anslmade managing
director Seems he had a flair for business, anddotiyout a foot
wrong. Then eighteen months ago Gus died and Veftything to
him. He said he regarded Adam as a son, and hbpédrie day he'd
take the name Morgan. Adam said when the lawyet tleat out, it
was one of the saddest moments of his life.’

'Why?'

'‘Because Gus hadn't made the request when he m@assal he could
have known how proud Adam was to be asked to heardme. He
said Gus was the only person to make him feelqfaatfamily.'

Tears flooded Diana's eyes and she blinked rapallgtop them
falling. She knew only too well how he must havk fe suddenly
find he was loved as a son.

‘Well, that's the story," Claudia said, yawning slent to the door.
'‘Cute, isn't it?'

'‘Cute,' Diana echoed, surprised that her friendriwdonception of
the depth of emotion behind an old man's requesd, A&dam's
acceptance of it.

How wrong she had been to think he had taken theerMorgan for
expediency. She had been bitter when he had jutigeavithout
knowing the facts, yet she had done the same tbnigh

Had her friend been quoting him directly when slad kaid Gus
Morgan was the nearest thing to family he had &aewn? Though
aware he had never regarded her parents with degtiah, it was
painful to know he had been so dismissive of hiati@ship with
her.Had she meant so little to him?



It was pointless trying to guess the answers. Adasino longer her
husband and would, if Claudia had anything to dthwi soon be
someone else's.



CHAPTER THIRTEEN

ENTERING her office next morning, Diana was greeted byatéred
secretary.

'We have an emergency,’ Kathy explained. 'Mrs Bapi®ned in to
say she won't be available for ten days— her lkitig¢'s sick—and I'd
arranged for her to be interviewed by a new clighb wants help
urgently. He's chairman of Lowson Industries.’

'‘Everyone wants help urgently,' Diana muttered.
'‘Don't knock it! That's why we're going from strémdp strength.’
'‘And I'm going from exhaustion to nervous breakdbwn

Kathy's pert face grew alarmed. 'I'll see if | caamtact Maria.' She
named a young Filipina who was one of their treasur

'No, don't. She's filled in for us five times thmsonth, and she
deserves a breakll stand in for Mrs Barnes.'

'You deserve a break too.'

'l agree. But I'm the boss and the buck stops ene¢ me all the
details.’

Kathy's dark head bent over her notebook. 'lt's emtipuse
overlooking Regent's Park. A daily cook- housekeepquired to
take full responsibility. Has to be tip-top as guoan is extremely
fussy; but money is no object.’

‘Mrs Barnes may not fit the bill anyway,' Diana mds'And we
haven't anyone else to spare at the moment. V& ba do it myself
until we can find someone.'



‘That's crazy!

‘It would be crazier to turn it down.' Diana coutdmelp grinning at
her secretary's expression. 'Until | opened thisnag | was a
full-time daily for five years, so doing it for @#w weeks now won't
kill me. And you're quite capable of running théad.'

'‘Even so...' Kathy shook her head. 'Shall | cata?’

'I'll flag one down outside. Be an angel and calieland say | can't
make lunch. What's the client's name?' she calted the doorway.

‘Gordon Cutler. Very classy accent, and charminip wi If | were
you, | wouldn't tell him you're the boss. We daveint him thinking
we have so few helpers thaiu have to double as a daily!

'‘Good thinking. Carry on like this and I'll opebranch office and put
you in charge!'

'You catch on quick," Kathy grinned, handing heragency card on
which she had written the address.

Her destination proved to be an ultra-modern grdgnes

building—one of several offering million-pound- plapartments
overlooking the park. It was as architecturally mymous as its
neighbours, its only redeeming feature the generousved

balconies, banked with plants that bespoke the ganokessional
expertise as the profusion of greenery in the @iné green marble
entrance hall.

A disembodied male voice answered the buzzer drngitan, though
she still had to pass the gimlet eye of the unifmrporter manning
the desk.

‘The second lift's for the penthouse," he inforrhed ‘It goes to the
top only.'



Within seconds Diana emerged on to the fourtedath,fa spacious
expanse of black and white marble floor and whitelite walls, on
which hung several magnificent examples of Picassafly period.
The largest was slightly obscured by the figurafimmaculately
dressed man in his late thirties, who eyed her wvativious

astonishment.

Diana understood why. Normally she wore a tail@igd and blouse
for work, but having agreed to lunch with Jane—haeadause meeting
Adam had sent her ego down to zero—she had donmedfher
nicer thrift outfits: a silk knit suit that almostatched her corn- gold
hair. Only as she saw her reflection full-lengtitha bedroom mirror
had she remembered that Adam had always likechhggliow.

‘My dancing daffodil," he had teasingly called hEre memory had
been so painful that she had almost changed inteeong else.
Only pride had prevented her. Adam might have netdito her life
but he damned well wasn't going to control it!

The man in front of her moved a step closer andreldd his hand.
'I'm Gordon Cutler. And you are?’

'Diana Farrow.'

She gave him the agency card and he took it anteémat her,
immediately appearing younger and less intimidatifigough he
wasn't 'dishy’, Kathy's favourite word to descii@eciable men—he
was too ascetic-looking and punctilious in manoejualify—he was
definitely handsome in Diana's book. He was tatl alim, and his
smooth fair hair lay sleek over a well-shaped hdad.had the
narrow, precise features often found in upper-sclaaglishmen,
though his eyes, a clear pale grey, were unusuhlary attractive.
Not as attractive as Adam's, but--damn him for egnoack into her
life!



‘Are you cordon bleu trained?' Gordon Cutler erepliihis accent as
languid and drawling as that of any Regency roméduece.

‘Not officially," she replied. '‘But | can honestbay I'm the same
standard.'

'Excellent. Also, whatever you prepare has to benforganic foods
when possible.’

‘That won't be a problem. Just let me know wherirgadining here,
and --'

'‘No, no!" The man's thin but nicely shaped mouttved in a smile.
'I'm afraid I've confused you. | don't live hereisiFarrow. My chief
does.'

'l see.' Diana was irritated by her stupidity. hle'sl been thinking
clearly she'd have realised that Lowson Industuas hardly likely
to be owned by a Mr Cutler. 'lIf you'd be kind enloug show me
round?' she suggested.

The apartment was as luxurious as she had expemteldan art
lover's dream, with three memorable Renoirs, astantling Monet,
and the best of German Expressionism—Emil Noldenditasky,
August Macke and Klee. The main reception arease we
marble-floored but softened by thick handmade rtigd subtly
echoed the colours of the paintings; the furnituas Italian modern
at its best—Ilow, squashy sofas and easy chairastepshades of
softest leather; steel and smoked-glass occastahbds, and steel
and gold sculptural lamps.

The four bedrooms with en-suite bathrooms, which glanced at
briefly, had been decorated by the same hand, &nd galegant and
faintly austere, with little concession to femityniwhile the kitchen
was a hightech functional dream—or nightmare—dejpgnoh one's
viewpoint. Definitely not for Mrs Barnes. Indeediet more she



iImbibed the atmosphere here, the more positivensisethat she had
to find someone very special to satisfy the owner.

‘Have you been in this line of work long?' Gordautl€r questioned
as they returned to the living-room.

‘A few years,' she answered non-committally, gittalown as he

motioned her to a chair. On her left, wall- to-waiting glass doors
revealed a colourful roof garden overlooking Regdpark, complete
with mini waterfall trickling into a lily-strewn pad. As she dragged
her eyes away from it, they fell on a bronze scukptof a bird. Or

was it a leaf?

'It's a Brancusi,' the man said. 'Do you like it?'
‘Very much, though I'm not sure what it is.'

‘A bird. But does it matter? The important thingtas enjoy the
pleasure it gives you, not analyse it.'

‘That's good advice,' she smiled. "Thank you.'
‘Don't thankme.l was quoting my employer.'

'He's a man of discernment,' she murmured, lootongd. 'He has a
superb art collection.'

'He inherited it—lucky devil! My father collects china birds!
Extremely valuable, but not to my taste.’

Diana laughed, the creamy curve of her neck redeateher head
tilted back. Only as she became aware of the adghglint in the

eyes watching her did she hastily compose hensggllecting this

was not a social visit.



As if aware of her discomfort, Gordon Cutler reedrto the business
in hand. "You will be expected to keep the apartrireperfect order,

do the shopping and cooking and arrange for angigrithelp you

may require to ensure things run smoothly. If sargé parties are
given, you may engage outside caterers. | wilytat have a list of

the best ones.’

'Fine."' She hesitated. 'l don't do laundry, Mr €utl

‘That isn't expected. But choose a hand one fgpeakonal clothes
and table linen. Which reminds me, when the chieésl alone he
likes simple meals, and either my secretary or thygsé give you
his weekly itinerary."'

Diana swallowed her amusement, though she didii& quanage to
hide a smile.

'‘May | share the joke?' the languid voice enquired.

An imp of mischief decided her to be honest. Irsthpast miserable
years she had swallowed so much that, now she &asan boss, it

was a pleasant change not to have to watch everg. Wbe worst

that could happen was that she lost out on thisijabwith so many
available, it wouldn't be a hardship.

'l was merely wondering if I'll be allowed to spgakny employer, or
if I'll only be allowed to communicate with him vaafax machine or
yourself.'

There was a startled silence, then the man laughddtl-blooded

sound, totally unlike his precise and elegant apgrez. 'Looks as if
I've given you the wrong impression of the chieutB'm so

determined to have everything the way he likekat it's made me
paranoid!



'Is he so difficult to work for, then? I'd appreeiahe truth, Mr
Cutler.'

'He's dead easy to work for as long as you follbes few rules he
insists on. And the most important ones- other tthen few I've
already given you—are that his home must alwayk lived-in, even
when he's abroad. That means fresh flowers indbeption rooms
and the main suite, fruit on his bedside tabletardiving-room, and
a well-stocked refrigerator.’

'Isn't that wasteful?'

The warmth slightly evaporated from the face opjedser. 'Wasteful
or not, that is what we require,'

Privately, Diana thought that even if she fillecstplace with flowers
and fruit it wouldn't look lived-in. The decor w&so austere, the
hand of the designer too obvious. Still, to sawsald definitely land

her out on her ear!

‘Do you wish me to start work today?' she asketats

'‘No. A few of the kitchen cabinets are being changad the fitters
will be here most of the afternoon. But you will jped for today.'

‘That won't be necessary.'

'l doubt if your agency would agree! I've taken yqur time and
prevented them sending you out on another jobsBleave them bill
us.' He picked up a bunch of keys from the tabid teehim."These
are for the apartment and the main entrance. Treeglhmarked.'

'What time do | start?"

‘Early, I'm afraid. Seven-thirty. The chief likes@oked breakfast at
eight sharp.’



‘Organic bacon?' she murmured, straight-faced.

'‘Eggs and bacon, or smoked kippers or haddock—we them sent
from Scotland.' The answer was as dry as her quesireceded by
the usual—fresh fruit juice, porridge, granary tdas

'If 1 have to start so early | won't stay to seare evening meal,
though I'll prepare it, of course, ready to heahm microwave.' Her
eyebrows drew together in a frown. 'To be honest, might find it
more satisfactory to engage a live-in housekeeper.'

"The chief doesn't like staff underfoot.’
'In an apartment this size, he wouldn't even knoywae was here!

'‘Possibly. But I'm sure you'll do perfectly. Mosisiness entertaining
Is done at a private club, and when there's a dipeuwty here—which
Is usually once a month—you may engage any exdfaysu require.
Most days you may leave as soon as you've finishr@dlthe time you
take is up to you. We won't check your hours, ailtipay for five
full days.'

‘That's very generous.' The old boy must be loab&tha thought.
'‘Did you hear of our agency through an advert?'

‘No, from a friend—Tony Garner. He praised it te gky.'
Diana couldn't help feeling pleased, and GordoneCuabticed it.

*Your look of pride reflects a good boss. We hdaat in common,' he
remarked. "The only thing that puzzles me is why woen't doing
something more rewarding.'

'‘Running a home perfectly can be very rewardinghave no
complaints.’



He looked momentarily embarrassed. 'That wasn't wmeant.'

'You mean what's a nice girl like me doing in a jigle this?' Diana
asked forthrightly. 'l have no snobby hang-ups aldhat | do. | rid
myself of those a long time ago.’

'You sound as if you've known better days,' canee gharceptive
reply. "You intrigue me, Miss Farrow.'

'I'm very ordinary," she denied. '‘And please calbiana.’

'Only if you call me Gordon. Don't shake your hehthought you
said you had no snobby hang-ups?'

‘You're quick to spot a weak argument! Very welbr@on.’

She rose and went to the door, acutely conscioukirafas he
accompanied her into the outer vestibule.

'l hope you'll have dinner with me one evening,shil. 'You aren't
engaged or anything, are you?'

'‘No, I'm free." If only she felt it, instead of tlaehing longing for
Adam that still haunted her nights. 'Quite freké seiterated firmly.
'‘But agency employees aren't allowed to fratersigeially with
clients.’

'How can | be a client when we're both workingtfoe same boss?’
'So we are! | never thought of that."'
‘Then you'll have dinner with me?'

Why shouldn't she? She had no intention of spenifliagest of her
life crying for Adam. 'l'd like that,' she said ath



‘Tonight?'
'‘Are you always so quick off the mark?"

'If the prize is worth winning. Sorry, that makesuysound like an
object I'd like to get my hands on. Well, in onense | would,
but --Hell! I'm making it worse, aren't I?*

'‘Much worse—but | forgive you! Anddmfree tonight.'
‘Smashing. Let me know where you live and I'll ¢atlyou.’

As she gave him the elite Grosvenor Square addsleesaw his gold
pen pause. 'I'm temporarily staying with a girlfide she explained. 'l
sold my apartment and haven't yet found anothef one

He nodded. 'I'll pick you up at eight. Any prefezeras to food?'

‘None. But could you make it seven-thirty? | prafeeat early.' She
flashed him a warm smile, hoping her request dsimind odd, but
she was anxious to avoid bumping into Adam, who eakng for
Claudia at eight.

'‘No problem," Gordon said. 'lt means I'll be segmg that much
sooner!

Long before the agreed time, Diana was dressedvaitohg for him
downstairs in the lobby. The instant she saw hirargefrom his car,
a sleek Jaguar, she opened the heavy glass dobuemet down the
steps to meet him.

'l wasn't sure if you'd find a parking place,' sha&l by way of excuse.

‘Very thoughtful of you.' He helped her into the.c& hope this
augurs well for our future!'



She flashed him a smile. 'It just shows that I'caradriver too!
'Let's hope we have many other things in common!’

His jokey remark proved truer than either of thead anticipated, for
during dinner they discovered they had several aldtiends.

'It's astonishing that we haven't met before,' draraented. 'Where
have you been hiding?'

'‘Not hiding," she evaded. 'Working. It's left mdtldi time for
socialising.’

'l hope that won't apply to us?'

She murmured non-committally and he did not preepbint, which

made her like him all the more. Jane would defipiggprove of him
if and when she met him. She was still badgeringdiaee more of
their old crowd, and though Gordon didn't qualriytihis respect, he
did in every other, being Eton-educated, with arbi@ige degree.
She deliberated whether to give him a censoredorersf her past
but decided against it. Time enough to do so ifrtifieendship

continued.

At eleven-thirty he drove her home. 'I'm tied up thst of the week,’
he said, 'but | hope you're free at the weekend?'

'l can see you Saturday evening.'

'‘Why not make a day of it? I've been invited to t@¥ilre for lunch,
and my hosts won't object if | bring a friend.’

Diana hesitated. She had planned to spend the daiing for
somewhere else to live, but the thought of getaivwgy from London
was more appealing. Fortunately many estate agesits open on
Sunday and she could as easily do it then.



'I'd like a day away from the smoke,' she agreed.

'‘Good. Be ready by ten.' He leaned forward ancekigeer lightly on
the cheek. 'Till Saturday,' he said huskily.

Diana was still in her bathroom removing her maketyen Claudia
arrived home, starry-eyed and walking on air.

Tm going away with Adam for the weekend,' she anced.

Diana's pleasurable mood disappeared beneath @& d@ibgealousy,
but she managed to keep control of her voice. WA feaxing days
will do you good.'

'Relaxing? Not if | know lover-boy! He's dynamitebed.’

Remembering the intensity of their own lovemakibigana knew
Claudia wasn't exaggerating. Even during the wdests of their
marriage, Adam's ardour had never diminished, aitlal lvndsight
she had often wondered if the strength of his padsad delineated a
need to make up for their lack of communicatioreeisere.

'‘How was your date?' Claudia enquired. 'l foundrymie saying you
were going out. | must have missed you by five rreal

'It was fine. Very successful, in fact. I'm seeirg

Claudia's yawn cut her short, and she reached dortdothbrush,
amused rather than irritated by her friend's egolsmas just as well
to end the conversation. Further talk of boyfriendght encourage
more discourse on Adam's sexual prowess, and samsicheaming
from the room.

Predictably, her sleep was fitful, and she wasltaed listless as she
showered and dressed at six-thirty next morningsigat to tempt
Gordon today, she thought wryly as she went obetccar. Her taupe



shift was an excellent colour for vibrant blondpsréing masses of
gold chains, but did nothing for an overworked blemith lifeless
hair and colourless skin. Luckily the pink and wehdandy-striped
apron—the standard uniform for her agency home sheigould
make her look less like a ghost.

Gordon had said there were two parking spaces aplailto the
penthouse in the garage below the block, and shlg ese one of
them until further notice. As she drew into theyoaimpty bay, she
glanced admiringly at the sedate grey Rolls Benttefyne next slot.
This year's model, she noted as she stepped et ofld Renault. Its
quiet elegance was on a par with the penthouseprably typified
Mr Lowson's character. Was there a wife somewherethie
background? Very far in the background if his homaes anything to
go by. Or perhaps he didn't like women!

Letting herself into the apartment, she went diyett the kitchen.

With the morning sun flooding the room, it was lesstere, though
nothing could soften the appearance of the stesldgtchen cabinets
and the paler granite tops. Talk about an operdtiegtre! It was also
as perfectly equipped, with Rosenthal china andegutand

Waterford glassware. Only the refrigerator was bAreerican, with

triple doors and automatic ice maker, it contaiaedrton of milk and
a bowl of apples. Later today she would do a lasigep, but for
breakfast she could manage with the food she haght@n her way
home yesterday afternoon.

Methodically she prepared breakfast, grinding tbi#ee beans and
placing them in the percolator, setting the poridg simmer, and
placing three slices of granary bread in the toabfore going into
the adjoining dining-room to set the table.

Here, a mirrored wall was used with dramatic effezftecting a huge
David Hockney painting of the artist and friendside a swimming
pool. Nineteenth-century neo-classical chairs pmledi seating



around a long table of the same design, and th&sdgwood green
of the walls was repeated in the hand-washed Chicapet.

Returning to the kitchen to squeeze fresh oranderango juice into
a crystal glass jug, she felt a growing curiosityrteet the man who
lived here. Lowson Industries must be highly susftddo support

this lifestyle. She half smiled. According to GongddAr Lowson had

inherited most of the paintings she had seen drieh meant he had
started his career with millions behind him. A olist advantage!

A glance at her watch warned her it was two mintdesght, and she
placed the jug of juice on the table and set theistureen bowl of
porridge on the hot plate on the sideboard. It sekapity to prepare
the bacon and eggs ahead of time too, since thes®nly one person
to cook for, and she returned to the kitchen anitcked the grill to
low before opening the refrigerator to take out &ggs. The apples
caught her eye and she bent to take one. As shstdicsaw a pair of
tanned bare feet in suede moccasins behind the Heavens! Did
her employer make a habit of creeping up on people?

Hurriedly stepping back, she closed the door armmigttened, her
eyes taking in the broad-shouldered figure in therts black
bathrobe. Apple and eggs fell from her nervelasgeis to the floor,
and speechlessly she stared into the strong-b@oed f

‘What the hell argoudoing here?' Adam demanded.



CHAPTER FOURTEEN

DIANA and Adam stared at each other, and it was haraytavho was
the more shocked.

Diana wished the floor would open and swallow I@frall the men
she could have gone to work for, why oh, why didave to be him?

Glittering brown eyes raked her from head to taking in her pale
face and severely pinned back hair- no risk of goeldnes falling into
the food—her serviceable dress almost hidden by pirk
candy-striped apron, and her flat shoes, which nhagietower over
her.

‘Don't tell me you're the new housekeeper?' he questions
incredulously.

Temporarily only.'

‘You can say that again! Gordon said he hired darobleu. | wasn't
aware they did a course in burnt offerings!'

Angered by the heavy sarcasm, she did her bedbrlet it show.
‘That was a long time ago—I've learned a lot sthea.'

'l hope so—you had a |t learn.’

She did not rise to his baiting. Fresh from thevao his hair was
still slightly damp and curled over the collar o black robe instead
of lying smoothly against the nape of his necknétde him appear
younger and less of the tycoon, and she took et it. This was

the man she had married, slept with, made love. \Wighwas no ogre
set to destroy her. Leastways only her peace ofinshe admitted
raggedly, stifling the urge to run her hands thiotige thick, silky

strands of his hair, and to press herself agaiag¢an, muscled body.



Instead, she found a cloth under the sink andtbemipe up the mess
of eggs on the floor.

'l do it," he said brusquely, reaching to take tloth from her hand.
‘No, thanks, it'snyjob.'

Competently she cleaned the floor, dropped thé aidb the smaller
of the two sinks, and washed her hands. All thelavehe was
conscious of him watching her every move, and mhadehat she
managed to act as though it was an everyday ocm&r® prepare
breakfast for her ex-husband, who was also therlovéhe girl she
was living with!

'l thought Claudia said you'd started a businés$&n spoke again. 'l
hardly think working as a "daily" qualifies.’

I run a domestic agency called "Bachelor's Helin Diana
answered carefully. 'The only reason I'm here gt twe're so
successful, we're short-staffed. With luck, you Wwbiave to put up
with me for long. As soon as | find a suitable eg@ment, I'll leave.'

'It doesn't bother me having you around. But itlmige embarrassing
for you'

'‘Not especially,' she lied. 'l have no hang-upsuélhat | do. It's
honest and well paid. You aren't the only one wblagged, Adam. |
have too.'

He gave a thin smile. 'l haven't changed much—pede a stack of
money.'

‘With a little help from a friend,’ she couldn'ippadding.

'l see Claudia's filled in the gaps.' He was umhedif



‘Some of them." She moved to the refrigerator. '‘@ygeor two?'

‘Two please, lightly turned, with three slices @dist placed in a toast
rack.’

At leastthat was the same. He'd always loathed soggy toastir 'Y
juice and porridge are in the dining-room. I'lldgiin the bacon and
eggs in five minutes.’

'I'm quite happy to eat in the kitchen.' He percbhadne of the bar
stools, and as he did his bathrobe parted, rewgeatimongly muscled
legs.

Wondering if he was naked underneath, and disturtyedthe

possibility, she darted into the dining-room andught back the
porridge and fruit juice. While he ate, she pregate bacon and
eggs, placed them on a warmed plate, and sefrtmh of him.

‘Looks good,' he remarked. 'Why don't you join me?"

Her first instinct was to refuse, but she wantedisouss Claudia with
him, and this was an ideal opportunity. Perchinga@tool opposite
him, she poured herself a cup of coffee.

He slid the toast rack towards her but she shoolhbad. 'I'm not
hungry." How could she eat when sitting close to hke this made
her yearn for his touch, the taste of his mouté wieight of his body
on hers?

'‘Like old times,' he commented.

‘The only resemblance is that we're sitting at shme table," she
responded drily.

'‘Does it bother you?'



'Let's just say if I'd known this was your aparttpdnwouldn't be
here. My secretary was only given the name of younpany, which
meant nothing to me, and Gordon simply referregbtoas his chief.’

'‘Gordon, is it now?"

Delighted she had provoked him into this commerg,said casually,
'‘Mr Cutler would have been rather formal acrossreet table. |
meant to ask him who you were last night, but gédr He went to
school with several of my old boyfriends and we hfach
reminiscing.’

'He's a nice chap—and like me, managed to rise eabug
background! You could do a lot worse," Adam addexhihg his cup
and rising. 'As you probably guessed, he's no argirpersonal
assistant. His father's Lord Cutler, and Gordoals to the title and
the stately pile. Just what your parents alwaystadfor you!'

'If I'd wanted it for myself, | wouldn't have mardyou,'she pointed
out. 'l believed in marrying for love, and thatlstasn't changed.'

'‘But your circumstances have. It's easy to marrydee when you
have rich parents.' He caught hold of her handrbedbe could stop
him and ran a finger over the slightly roughenei,sknd the short
nails bare of varnish. "You may have your own bessnbut you can't
be making a fortune.' Stepping back slightly, hedtd her. 'The
apron's pretty and suits you, but the dress logks iis seen better
days.'

Diana went scarlet. She didn't need Adam to rerhierdshe wasn't
the spoiled, pampered beauty he had married. trsfeecdidn't need
him to remind her of anything. He had forfeitedtthght when he
divorced her.

‘It would hamper my cleaning if | wore my Ralph ken!" she
shapped.



His smile did not reach his eyes, which remaindd aad searching.
‘When was the last time you bought a new ouitfite rath, Di.’

The use of his pet name for her startled her, &htheé same to him,
if his increased colour was anything to go by.

'‘My agency has only been going a few months, angbloughing alll
my profits into advertising,' she in- formed hii.year from now, |
hope | won't have to penny-pinch nor help out tis.'

'For old times' sake, I'd be happy to make younserest-free loan,'
he offered laconically.

Again he was baiting her and she resisted thetorgi out at him. ‘A
quarter of a million would come in handy," she ieglwith equal
laconicism.

‘That wouldn't present a problem, if you're reakyious.'

'I'm not. But thanks for the offer." She startegbecing the table, glad
she could legitimately turn her back on him. 'Tinmese certainly
changed for you, Adam, though I'm sure your sucbhassas much to
do with your ability as the luck of meeting Gus gan.’

‘Thank you. I'm not so modest that I'll deny it!/d@rGus gave me free
rein, | trebled the profits in a year.' It was atstent; matter-of-fact,
confident, with no hint of boastfulness.

‘Don't you regret not finishing your engineeringise?'
‘Not any more.'
‘How many stores do you have?'

‘More than a thousand, and we've just taken ouag a&hain here.
Didn't Claudia tell you that too?' he asked inighgly mocking tone.



'‘She was too busy informing me how fabulous youew&iana said
deliberately.

'She's biased.'
'I know. Women in love often make fools of themsslv

He chuckled, not one whit put out. 'You're shagaie—and it's only
eight-thirty!"

‘Lay the blame on a sleepless night.’
His eyes narrowed. 'Does seeing me again distw'yo

‘Not in the least. But we have to be honest withu@la. She's never
said anything to me about your having been maraead,| --'

‘She knows I'm divorced—I haven't made a secrat-ebut I've
never discussed my ex-wife with her. Our marriagepart of my life
| prefer not to dwell on,' he said flatly.

'‘Haven't you tolcanyoneabout us?'
'‘Only Gus Morgan.'

Adam came to stand next to her by the dishwaskedieg a strength
that made her meltingly aware of his masculinitg. $inelled faintly
of aftershave, not the musky one she rememberddsdiething
pleasantly astringent, beneath which was the ndmmate scent of
the man himself: warm and earthy, and intenselyrialj.

The longing to be held in his arms threatened e&y@yme her reason,
and terrified that desire might turn to deed, stle-stepped him and
went back to dust the table.



'l hope Claudia won't be devastated when she leafn®ur
relationship.' Diana glanced at him over her shewltfo quote her
directly, she thinks my husband was a possessmoeafad a louse,
and | was well rid of him!'

Adam's wide mouth thinned, and Diana knew she badegded in
annoying him.

'If she heardnyside, she'd think differently.’
‘Well, now you'll have a chance to tell her!

'l doubt if that will be necessary," he said. 'Wbkha discovers I'm the
ex in question, she'll realise there are two sidesery break-up.'

Diana returned to the sink and began to wash yeghpan. She had
no intention of telling him she had jumped to hefethce when
Claudia had been critical- he wouldn't believewaay.

‘They say there are always three sides to a brpalshe said lightly.
'His, hers, and the truth!

He shrugged. 'I'll talk to her tonight. The soostee knows the better.’
He paused on the threshold. 'By the way, don'tgyeepn evening
meal. We'll be dining out.’

She nodded, and blindly continued washing the pahnot so blind
that her mind's eye didn't conjure up a pictur€lafidia coming back
here with him, sharing his bed, lying in his ardtswas agony to
think of it, yet she could think of nothing else.

She was still cleaning the pan—it was going to loe ghiniest in
Christendom!—when he returned, immaculate in a dapditting
dark grey suit, white silk shirt, maroon tie, blacdf Gucci loafers
and gold Rolex Oyster watch.



'Here's some money.' He placed several fifty-ponates on the
kitchen table. 'From next week, contact Mrs Evang, secretary,
when you need more.’

‘Do you wish to see the accounts monthly or weekly?

'l don't wish to see them at all. That's Mrs Evangpartment. One
other thing. | won't be requiring any meals thisskend. I'm out of
town.'

It was on the tip of her tongue to say she knewewshe decided it
would not be well received. 'Thank you,' she mumedunstead, and
breathed a sigh of relief when he left.

She was perilously close to tears but pride predetitem falling.
She had shed enough over him. Keeping her mindr&kpshe dusted
and vacuumed the reception rooms, and ran a dry ovep the
marble floors. Then drawing a deep breath she vdemtn the
corridor to Adam's bedroom.

When she had seen it yesterday it had been the ob@rstranger;
today it was where her husband—no, her ex-husbalept-s
dreamed, made love to Claudia. She bit her lip. fEBng@fications of
working here, even temporarily, suddenly hit hed ahe knew that
if she couldn't find someone suitable within a wesle'd put her
treasured Filipina here and take over the girheojob.

This decision made, she felt considerably bettevugh her mood
plummeted the instant she set foot in Adam's rodmawn to the

king-sized bed as if by a magnet, she sank dowit.drer heart

pounded like a drum, and her fingers shook as tieehed over the

indent mark of his head on the grey silk pillow.tkVa choking cry,

she picked it up and held it close, rocking backisand forwards as
though she were cradling a baby.



It was a considerable while before she was in cbofrherself, but
her tears had been cathartic, and she was ablake the bed and
tidy the room and bathroom with as little emotientlaough the man
who used it was a stranger to her. And in many weg/svas. The
Adam she had married no longer existed, in hisgpéasophisticated
man used to giving orders, assured of his success.

Yet he was uncertain how to treat her, and theyfbaded like two
strangers unsure of their boundaries. Not to bedered at really, for
they had both changed, matured and, in Adam's t@seq another
love.

'‘But are you happy, Adam?' she asked aloud. 'Hesesa brought
you joy as well as wealth?'

She would have given a great deal to know his answe



CHAPTER FIFTEEN

DIANA was fast asleep when the crash of her bedroom alwoke
her. Hurriedly switching on the lamp, she saw Cilawstianding at the
foot of the bed, arms flung out, eyes snapping.

'What the hell game were you playing at, not tglhme Adam was the
man you'd married?'

So he had kept his promise. Diana drew a shakytthregshing she
had had the foresight to ask him exactly how muelvas going to
disclose about their marriage. She had given Immds—other than
Jane— a guarded account of why they had parteddianalot relish
Claudia knowing all the intimate details.

'It didn't dawn on me that—that your Adam was myhkattit was the
same man,' she said unsteadily.

‘But once you saw him, how could you keep quiet@ Nade me feel
a crass idiot.’

'I'm sorry. | know it was wrong, but I—I was so sked | couldn't
think straight. | didn't want to upset you and --'

'You think it's upset me less finding out now? J&¥hen | think of
the things | said about your ex...'

'l did say you were judging him too harshly,’ Diaraninded her.

‘That isn't what Adam says!" Claudia flung herseib a chair. 'He
takes all the blame.’

Diana was astounded. Nothing he had said to hemtioirning had
given her that impression; indeed, she had felwas as bitter
towards her today as he had been years ago.



'He says he was too hard on you, and made no allmevéor your
being a spoilt and innocent nineteen- year-oldgu@ia went on. 'But
he was flattered that you fancied him and he'd adgou like crazy.
Once he realised he'd made a mistake, he cut andleafelt it was
the best way. That the worse you thought of hira,ghicker you'd
get over him.'

Clever, clever Adam, Diana thought bitterly as bhard his version
of what had occurred. In one fell swoop he had nfaeleappear
childish and foolish, and their marriage based otthing more than
sex. Was that the only way he could live with roascience?

'I'm for bed,' Claudia said into the silence. B# glad to put this night
behind me.'

So will I, Diana silently endorsed, knowing that feer it would be
another sleepless one.

Saturday dawned sunny and warm, ideal for a ddyarcountry. She
toyed with the notion of calling Gordon and pleadioressure of
work—not a lie, for she had a mass of things tindbe office. Yet it
wasn't work that made her reluctant to accept mNgtdation, but
Adam, whose presence in London was casting a loagav over
her life.

‘Too persistent a shadow for me to let it continsiee admonished
her reflection as she dried herself after a shoeam isn't the only
one who can rebuild his future. So can I.' An imafy&ordon flashed
in front of her charming, controlled, yet with more than a hint c
underlying warmth.

‘Just what your parents always wanted for you!'mMAdead scoffed,
and maybe, if given the chance, she would finatiyad they would
have wanted.



Belting her housecoat around her, she went downh#ieto the
kitchen. She heard the sound of a shower coming frer friend's
room and she walked quickly past, knowing she wageeiy putting
off what she had to say.

She returned a few minutes later, bearing a cupfée—strong and
black the way Claudia liked it—and took it in torhe

'‘How did you guess?' her friend exclaimed, grasptirand sipping
gratefully.

Draped in a towel, her ivory skin glistening witrodlets, her short
wet hair vibrantly red, she was vital and glowiagd so much like
the dynamic woman Adam should have married initiseglace that
Diana easily understood why they were lovers.

‘About last night,’ Claudia apologised. 'Sorryingaon so strong. But
| was knocked sideways when Adam said you wergvlies'

' Werebeing the operative word,' Diana stated.
'It still beats me why you didn't come out witlsttaight away.'

'l would have, if I'd known that you knew he'd bekrorced. But you
never mentioned it, and | felt he should be thetortell you. Which
he's now done.’

‘Yes.' Claudia regarded her speculatively. 'Aldhever said of his
marriage was that it was a non-event. With fifty pent of American
marriages breaking up, it's unusual to meet a mdmsithirties who
hasn't been divorced.' Claudia dropped her towdl stepped into
peach silk panties. 'If you didn't happen to berfd of mine, it would
be a non-event for me too. As it is, | feel a I€hhrley for talking
about him to you as if he were a stranger.'



‘After six years he is,' Diana retorted. 'l knewimiag of his life after
he left me, and you filled in some of the gaps.’

'If you care to know more, you only have to ask!

Diana forced a laugh. 'l know as much as | waat)khyou. As Adam
said, it's over and done with.'

'I'm glad. But even so..." Claudia took a weekende dasm the
bottom of her wardrobe and placed it on the bdthté springing this
on you, but it might be better if you moved. | maarif Adam
stayed over any time it could be awkward. You ddarstand, don't
you?'

'‘Perfectly. | was planning to leave anyway.'

"'l be happy to help you with the rent for a flaflaudia offered,
attempting to assuage the guilt she plainly fétiu’ can pay me back
when your business starts doing better.’

Diana bit back a laugh. Suddenly everyone wantedeta her
money! 'Thanks, but | can manage.'

Claudia picked up a black lace nightgown and helagainst her,
moulding the soft material to her voluptuous bodlythis doesn't
drive Adam wild, | don't know what will,' she pud:€Did he go for
sexy lingerie when he was married to you?'

It wasn't a question in the best of taste, and ®was sure her friend
had asked it to show the intimacy of her own refathip with Adam.
More than ever she was glad she was leaving hée.sboner the
better, in fact.

'l guess his taste was less sophisticated year$ stgo murmured,
resisting the urge to add that there had been e tweresort to wiles
to turn him on. A look or a touch had been enough.



'‘When are you seeing this guy Gordon again?' Cagdestioned as
she continued packing.

‘Today. We're visiting friends of his in the coyntr

'If you want to borrow any of my clothes, feel free

"You're so much taller, they'd swamp me! But thaiokshe offer.’
‘A cardigan or scarf then. I've a Hermes that's#xgour colouring.'

Diana shook her head. 'l bought a new outfit yester
afternoon—and a scarf.'

‘Wow! What brought othat extravagance? Or should | say who?'
‘Adam," Diana answered unthinkingly.

‘Adam?' The wine-red head tilted sharply. "You mgaim saw him?
When you said you'd spoken to him, | thought it was the
telephone.’

Diana could have kicked herself. Sooner or laterwbuld have had
to confess she was working at his apartment, bsitnlorning, with

her friend still sensitive over what she had ledrneas definitely not
the best time. Making as light of it as possiblee £xplained the
position.

Amazingly, Claudia was in no way put out. 'Life gertainly a
see-saw, isn't it? | bet you never thought, whangit with Adam,
that you'd become his domestic help!

'It's what wives frequently do!



'‘But not ex ones.' Claudia clapped her hand tonhauth. 'What a
tactless donkey | am.' Coming dose, she caughta3dmand. 'I'm
sorry. Please forgive me.'

'‘Forget it. You made a normal comment, and itly éadr us to get
uptight about it.'

'l agree/ Claudia hugged her. 'You're one of myt breends and I'd
hate anything to come between us/

'So would I

‘Then we won't let it." Claudia resumed packingon't it be
terrific if you fell for this new man in your life® would give
everybody a happy ending!

'I've only been out with him once.'

'‘Once can be enough. Adam first saw me lunching amother man
at Four Seasons and fell for me then and there.'

'‘He was always a fast worker.'

‘You can say that again.'Except that he hasn't adast worker with
me, Diana remembered as she returned to her rduerh&l been the
one to make the running, the begging almost. Erabament seared
her as she relived the many occasions she hadifbroeto see her,
the ploys she had adopted, the way she had trdppeihto going to
bed with her.

How had he described his marriage? As a non-ewaiitt? painful
honesty she had to admit that fomit had been, for he had marriec
her because of the baby, and when she had lost litad stopped
trying to make the marriage work. It was simpletlzst. As simple
and as painful.



She remained in her room until Claudia left withadsal Knowing

they were spending two whole days together—and ipar&cularly

two nights—was like a knife in her guts, and shewrthat if she
couldn't find suitable accommodation fast, she'dvento a hotel
despite the expense. It was imperative for hergpeadmind that she
move away from anyone in Adam's orbit, even thatgiould mean

the end of her friendship with Claudia, as welGasdon.

Had Adam told him the truth too? It seemed likely ihe
circumstances.

As she dressed, she was pleased she had splash@d snmething
new. It made a change from second-hand clothesnaiter how

expensive they had originally been. The oatmedkekhit two-piece

with toning pure sill* blouse had cost more thae Bad planned to
spend, but she had a weakness for Armani and,exsparrby Adam's
critical comment on her appearance, she had sucimb

Because of the subtle colour she was less spaiithgher make-up,
and though she knew the glow of her skin was eidifi no one else
would have guessed. Her hair looked more goldenvaabtoo, due
no doubt to the expensive shampoo to which sherkated herself.
She still wore it shoulder-length, but it was leasly than when she
had first met Adam, its softer waves suiting a terament that had
grown gentler with the passing years. Had theifirber gone for
ever, she mused, or could another man arouse it?

She was pondering on this when Gordon called for Meither his
manner nor conversation gave any clue whether be lhe was 'the
chief's' ex-wife, and as they headed out of Lond®entertained her
with City gossip—since starting her agency she tak@&n a keen
interest in the financial news—and showed an iigtetit awareness
of the arts.



Gradually she relaxed, amusing him in return witkeaotes culled
from her daily helps.

'l should imagine you could tell me some pretty-haiising stories if
you weren't so discreet,’ he commented as theyededong the
motorway.

‘Discretion is part of my job,' she acknowledged.
'‘Mine too.'

She tensed, waiting for him to say more, but ha'ti&urreptitiously
she glanced at him. Dressed for the country in Lowvaed hacking
jacket and cord trousers, he appeared youngeirilway clothes. His
change of dress was also reflected in a changeanher. No longer
was he a sophisticated yuppie but a light-hearteglerent public
schoolboy. It was this boyishness that appealed; s and the fact
that he made no sexy innuendoes nor attemptedith taer.

'‘Did Mr Morgan tell you | was his ex-wife?' she tted out. The
subject had to be broached and the sooner the.bette

‘Yes.' Narrow hands tightened on the wheel, thdughvoice was
relaxed. 'Quite a coincidence you working for hism/'t it?'

That must be the biggest understatement in thediwashe said
forthrightly. 'Loosen up, Gordon. I'm not tapingstbalk!

'l didn't imagine you were. But I'm in a somewhatky position.'
'I'm surprised you didn't cancel today!

The speedometer noticeably slackened. 'That's neerg nice
comment.'

'I'm bored with pretence and subterfuge.'



‘Then I'll discard both and say I'd rather resignpusition than stop
seeing you. Not that Adam has even hinted it. kedlly, | only call
him Chief when I'm talking to employees.'

‘That's me," she said bluntly. 'If you had told m& name when |
came for the interview, I'd have been prepared.’

‘Would you still have taken the job?'

‘Certainly. The pay is excellent and the agencyiciwhs mine,
incidentally, does very well out of it." She hetgth then plunged on.
'Did you know he'd been married?’

‘Yes. But all he ever said was that it didn't wotk, and you parted.
'In a nutshell, yes. There's more to it than tbbtourse.'

'I'm not interested in the reasons,’ Gordon sandlyi 'It's the person
you are today that concerns me. | like you verymidana. | did the
moment | saw you, and if you'd be happier if | waverking
somewhere else, jus! say so.'

'l don't have the right. Nor do | want it. Thisasly the second time
I've been out with you, and --'

'‘We're friends,' he cut in. 'Nothing more than thatil you change
your mind." Aware of her sudden tension, he lighaigped her arm.
‘Which brings me to confession time. The friendsreveeeing—it
Isn't simply a social visit. Their house is up &ale—it's the local
manor—and Adam is interested in it. I've arrangadtlian to meet
and discuss it over lunch.'

Diana was speechless with dismay. It was a good timo, otherwise
she would have ordered Gordon to take her home dataty, which

would have put paid to the cool I-couldn't-carestabout-Adam
attitude she was pretending.



'‘When | asked you to come here with me," Gordontwen'l had no
idea you and Adam were connected.’

‘But you knew | was his housekeeper. Hardly thé sloperson he'd
want to lunch with socially.'

'‘Adam doesn't give a damn what work anyone doefragas it's
honest. He's the least snobbish man | know." Gosllmned speed
again. 'l almost rang you when | learned exactlyp wbu were, but
from the way he spoke, | had the impression neitdieyou were
worried about meeting each other.’

‘Claudia mightn't be so sanguine,' Diana remarkeafyvelling she
should sound so calm. "You know her, | take it?'

‘Yes. Until Adam told me, | didn't realise it wasrhapartment you
were sharing.'

‘Until | find a place of my own. I'm looking tomanv.'
'‘May | help? I'm free.'

'It's a tedious task.'

'‘As you wish.’

Gratefully she smiled at him. How easy he was toniih, unlike
Adam who had always made her feel nervous and quade. Well,
not quite always; in bed they had been equal, giypassion for
passion, no holds barred. Her hands clenched itahend she tried
not to think of him with Claudia, not to imaginestmtimate holding
and touching.

‘The village is ahead of us," Gordon said, breakitg her reverie. 'l
think it's one of the prettiest in England.’



With relief, Diana gave her attention to its tha&dhcottages and
genuine Elizabethan pub opposite a reeded duck poanhall stone
church cast a delicate steeple to the sky, andingepllows shaded
the periphery of a velvet-smooth green where childplayed. It
more than lived up to Gordon's description, thoHghgsleigh, the
manor house Adam was interested in buying, tookblyesurprise.
Expecting Palladian grandeur, she saw Georgianlgityp Three
storeys high, the mellow beige brick house wasrseasture land,
with woods to one side of it, and gently risingshbbehind.

Adam's Bentley was parked on the gravel drivewag,iana's heart
pounded uncomfortably as she followed Gordon thinotige open
front door into a rectangular entrance hall, withlighed oak floor
and magnificent carved staircase.

The drawing-room was visible on their left, and Idobhave come
directly from the pages @ountry Life so perfect an example was i
of relaxed, upper-class living. Walking over thddd but still lovely
Aubusson, dotted with squashy sofas and small netinguables
weighted with bowls of colourful garden flowersgyhreached the
wide stone terrace where their hosts, Lucy and 8i@oodall, both
tall, fair and in their thirties, were chattingAdam and Claudia, who
were sitting together on a hammock.

One glance at her friend's face told Diana shefarafsom pleased at
the turn of events. The wide mouth was tight wigptkasure, and for
an instant the hazel eyes went hard, though sheveesd her
equilibrium and managed a bright smile while introtons were
effected. Adam's greeting was casual as he hadfand nodded, and
Diana hoped her smile didn't look fixed as she eddaack.

‘You're a drink behind us,' her hostess said. "Wiilayou have, wine
or something stronger?’



'‘Whisky and ice for me, and white wine for Dian&e3loesn't like
the hard stuff," Gordon answered for both of thephand light at her
elbow, he guided her to a small rattan settee, ssaded himself
beside her.

Diana was certain his proprietorial air was prenagdd, and she was
grateful to him, for nothing was more guaranteedbtister a
woman's ego than to know a good-looking, eligibnrfancied her.

Sipping an excellent Chablis, she let the convensagddy around
her. Inevitably her eyes wandered to Adam, talkamgnatedly to
their host. He'd had a haircut since yesterday tlamdagh little could
be done to control the wayward dark strand thaofedr his forehead,
the back was cropped well short of the collar &f bottle-green
sports shirt, the sleeves rolled back to discleasmed arms lightly
sprinkled with black hair. Soft beige wool trousergtlined his
muscled thighs, and though he was lounging backiatlgs he
exuded an all-male strength that diminished therativo men.

"Il give you all the grand tour after lunch,’ busaid at large as her
husband poured another round of drinks. "Thenrigsleigh lives up

to expectations, the men can go and have theirdatkwe'll do what

fancy dictates! This is Adam's first visit,' sheoined to Diana. 'He

fell in love with the house from photographs wetserAmerica.’

'How interesting.' Diana swung round to him, intentshowing he
meant nothing more to her than another guestwatchlparty. '‘Does
that mean you're thinking of moving from London?'

'l won't be giving up the penthouse, if that's Whatorrying you,' he
drawled. 'Diana owns one of the best domestic agemes London,’
he explained to Lucy and Simon, 'and she has kingige herself
responsible for the smooth running of my home.'



‘Lucky you,' Lucy leaned towards Diana. '"You'd bendated if you
opened a branch down here.'

'l doubt it. We only take care of single people.'

'Which she does well enough to make single pedplak ttwice
before giving up that state!" Adam interpolatedwatgrin.

'If that were true,' Claudia said, 'l know a fewupg women who'd
happily put her out of business!

In the general laughter that followed, Diana rose, glass in hand,
wandered to the end of the terrace where a goldeedretriever
was sunning himself. Seeing Adam in purely socaiai®indings was
a bad idea. His urbane manner and effortless satklshowed how
far removed he was from the gruff, chip-on-the-stleuman she had
married, and reminded her of what she had lost wiedieft her. Yet
how could one lose what one had never had? And Adsdralways
been a reluctant husband, though it had taken iginidfor her to see
it.

'l didn't realise you were a dog lover," Adam saitj she looked up
from stroking the dog to see him beside her.

''ve wanted one since | was a child, but any tgpéur gave my
mother asthma.’

‘You can have one when you move. Claudia says edaaving
Grosvenor Square.

'l doubt if I'll find a place where dogs are welaam
‘Look harder.’

'It's more a case of digging deeper.’



‘Deeper?’

Angrily she straightened. ‘'In my pocket, Adam. Cavé you
forgotten what's it like to count the pennies?’

Bewildered, he shook his head. 'l didn't realise were so strapped
for cash.'

'l told you | put most of what | had into setting and advertising
Helpline.'

‘Twenty thousand would do that, and surely you --'
'l had twenty-five left from the sale of our apagim.'

'‘Our?' His eyes became dark slits. 'You were slthake with
someone?’

For the first time it dawned on her that he ditiate a clue what had
happened to her these past six years. Her lifébbad so traumatic,
and in the beginning the newspapers so intrusivat she had
automatically assumed he had readhethingpf what had transpired,
even in America.

'l was "shacked up", as you put it, with my mother.
'‘Ah, yes, | always did underestimate your senddiaif duty.'

Anger scorched through her and she rounded on '&itifi. bitter
because you couldn't call me to heel? You're tleendmo should have
a dog, Adam—that way you'd get blind obedience!

Not trusting herself to say more, she bent to étweaver and resumed
stroking him. Her hand was trembling and, as if @ it, the dog
half lifted his head and licked her arm. Tearsdgdher eyes and she



lowered her head further. If only Adam would go gwBut he
remained where he was.

'‘When did your father die?' he asked quietly.
'On the cruise.’

‘That soon?'

‘Yes. We buried him in Australia.'

'‘And then you flew back?'

She hesitated. 'Eventually.’'

'‘What does that mean?"

‘Mother had another breakdown and we were—we hatbiothere
for several months.'

'‘And?'
‘Then we came home, sold the house and movednalkes place.’

'‘Don't give me that!" he said with controlled viode. 'When we
parted, your parents were living in a house wortb@ple of million,
with God knows how much in the bank! What went vg@n want
the truth!

'‘Why?' she cried. 'So you can gloat?'
'Is that what you think of me?"

Not trusting herself to answer, she went on stigkite dog.



'l can see you feel very bitter about me,' Adand saia low voice.
'‘But when | left you, | felt it was best for bothws if it was a clean
break.'

‘You were right." With a supreme effort she raibed eyes to his.
"That's why | don't understand why you're sudddantgrested in
what happened to me after you left.’

‘Call it curiosity.'

The word cut her like a knife. Cold, devoid of emant no love, no
caring. Only curiosity.

Rising, she went to stand by the stone balustrageing slightly
away from him to stare out at the swathe of gré@éen, in a voice
devoid of expression, she gave him a bald résuntBeofast years.
All she omitted were the frantic efforts she hadlento contact him.

‘Now that I've satisfied your curiosity,' she cam#d, ‘I hope you
won't refer to the past again.’

'‘Only to say one thing.' He was so close, his breats warm upon
her ear. 'That I'd have done everything in my poteenelp you, if
you had contacted me.'

'It never entered my head to do so,' she lied. W#oenething is over,
it's over." Making her mouth curve in a smile, swaing round to
him. 'That's what my nanny used to say.'

'So did the matron at the orphanage!' He retureedinile, though he
was noticeably pale beneath his tan. 'But it's aimd've often had
leave to doubt. You see | --'

‘Hey, you two!' Claudia called. 'We're going indach.’



'‘Coming,' Diana returned and, side-stepping Adauntered down
the terrace, head high, shoulders straight.

Just as Nanny would have liked.



CHAPTER SIXTEEN

LUNCH was a leisurely affair, with excellent wine andogadfood,
though Diana was so heedful of Adam sitting disecibposite her
that she might as well have been eating sawdust daimdking
dishwater. He didn't appear to be affected in #mesway, she noted
sourly, which added to her irritation with Gordam hot telling her—
until it was too late to cancel her date with hinfratther ex-husband
was going to be here today.

'If | had known it was going to be such a gloriseeekend,' Lucy said
as they returned to the terrace for coffee, Td lesked you to stay
the night. Come to think of it there's no reasory wbu can't. | can
lend Claudia and Diana night things, and Simondpase razors.'

'It's good of you to suggest it,"” Adam respondedt, Claudia and |
have booked into Daleham Park.’

‘We can't compete witlthem)' Lucy smiled. 'lt's one of the best
country hotels in Britain." She glanced at Diand &ordon. 'Any
chance of persuading you two to stay on?"

Gordon glanced at Diana, who shook her head. ddiatyt I'm afraid,’
she murmured. 'I've made other arrangements foort@mw.'

'Pity," said Simon, passing the coffee. 'But majtlam and Claudia
will join in tomorrow's hunt. You both ride, | assa?'

'l took it up a few years ago,’ Adam said.
'‘But he has an excellent seat,' Claudia added.
‘Well, we can lend you riding togs and --'

'‘Count me out," Adam said easily. 'I'm against dlsports.'



'It's the one thing we don't agree on,' Claudidesinil keep telling
him foxes are pests and need to be culled, but't canvince him.’

‘Tearing them to pieces isn't the way to do itasdstated. 'It's about
as humane as bashing baby seals on the head.'

'One can hardly compare the two," Lucy protestElde fox has a
chance of escaping—and you'd be surprised how many

‘Shall we change the subject?' he suggested milfly.aren't going
to agree, so it's purposeless arguing.'

'‘Don't you know women enjoying arguing?' This frdamon.
Trouble is, they'll rarely admit they're wrong!'

‘That's because we never are, darling!" his wifd.s&ou should
know that by now!

It was three-thirty when they finally left the tace for a tour of the
house. Care and money had been lavished on itDamta could

happily have moved in without altering a thing. alght bedrooms
had en-suite bathrooms, and no expense had beeerdspa

modernising the enormous kitchen and domestic grgart

'‘Mrs Graham is definitely not in the sale!" Luckegal, placing a hand
affectionately on the arm of the elderly cook. '&msays if it came to
a choice, he'd rather part with me!’

Amid general laughter the group split up: the metunning to the
terrace to talk business, the women strolling acrbe grounds,
admiring the beautifully landscaped garden andouarifacilities.
Apart from stables, there was a tennis court arabsgtovered
swimming-pool, complete with changing-rooms, saama fully
equipped bar.



'If you fancy a swim, the water's heated,' Lucyl tdlem.Td adore
one,' Diana said. She had drunk too much wine elndéady. A dip
might revive her. '‘But | didn't bring a costume.'

‘No problem. We have all sizes in a cupboard in ofethe
changing-rooms. How about you, Claudia?'

'I'm too lazy.'

"'l keep you company, then. | do thirty length&s/ morning, and
that's my lot.'

Glad to be alone, Diana went in search of a costdine swimsuits
were all one-piece stretch cotton, and differe¢ amkolour, and she
chose a cornflower-blue one, the exact colour ofdyes. It clung
like a second skin, showing off delicate curved thdn't have an
ounce of superfluous fat. A pity Adam wasn't hersde her. Irritated
by the errant thought, she padded to the pool armstldn.

She was an excellent swimmer and had always enjaysshsuous
pleasure in the feel of water on her skin. She sadength below the
surface, then did a fast crawl back.

She was on her seventh lap when she noticed Addanivg her at
the far end.

‘Mind if | join you?' he called, and without waigjnfor a reply,
disappeared to change.

He reappeared minutes later in the most minimériefs. It was six
years since she had last seen him undressed sy was exactly
as she remembered: wide shoulders, narrow wadst,Hgs curving
to hard muscled thighs.

Neatly diving in, he cleaved through it until hacked her.



'‘Everyone's taking a canter round the estate,'nfi@nned her,
treading water. 'Lucy's left trousers and a swaatene of the guest
rooms, in case you want to join them.'

'I'll stick to swimming,' Diana answered. 'lt's ragelaxing.’

"That's because you've had no competition! I'llergou to the far
end.’

'l don't know if | have the strength. I've alreatbne six lengths.’
'I'll give you half a length start.’

Accepting the challenge she struck out, but inespit her strong,
even strokes she was no match for his powerfullgi@avd he swiftly
overtook her.

'If I'd known you were so slow I'd have had a behwou!' he teased
as she reached his side.

'I'm out of practice,’ she puffed defensivelydht remember the last
time | swam.'

‘You can use the pool at my penthouse if you wish."'

She didn't comment, musing on Claudia's reactishafaccepted the
offer. 'Have you made your decision about Kingsi@igshe asked,
switching the subject as she levered herself osit ton the edge.

'Yes. I'm buying it.’

She tried to envisage Claudia living here. Hemidievas a city girl
and unlikely to relish being stuck in the heartlod countryside for
any length of time.



'It isn't going to benyhome,' Adam said, almost as if he had read f
thoughts. 'lt's for my company.’

'For meetings, you mean?'

‘No, for the management; where they can unwindh&tded himself
up next to her. 'l have a similar setup in the &taand it works
extremely well.'

"The ultimate executive perk!

'If you like," he shrugged. 'Stress is a big faatarausing illness, and
anything one can do to alleviate it makes goodeséns

‘Lucy and Simon will be surprised. They believe yaant the house
for yourself.'

‘Do you see me as a country squire?' Adam askedylu
'l don't know how | see you,' she admitted. 'Yowkanged.'

‘Not so much that I'd relish being the odd man Aot that's what I'd
be if | lived here. This is huntin’, shootin' cogyntand not my scene.
I'd like a country house, but | fancy the Cotswdlds

'‘Parts of it are fabulous,' she said involuntarily.
‘You can always be the housekeeper there!'

'l have an agency to run in London,' she saidlygigut when you do
require a housekeeper, let me know. | have contattsmost of the
good out-of-town agencies and I'll put in a gooddvi@r you.'

‘That will make a change! You had none to say ofwmen we
parted.'



Unwilling to enter a discussion that might give svner feelings for
him, Diana slid back into the water. 'I'll do anatHap and then
change.’

'Me too.'

Predictably he finished ahead of her, and leanedda to pull her
out.

His touch set her heart racing, and she colourdiisasyes ranged
over her. Her breasts firmed and tingled as if & taressed them,
her thighs quivered, and every part of her bodyabex pulsatingly
alive beneath his burnished brown gaze. As the difede:sire seared
between her legs, she became afraid of her vuliiéyab this man.
Damn him for being so attractive! And damn him feawakening
emotions that could only cause her heartache.

Frightened in case he guessed what she was fegliagyent to draw
away from him. But instead of releasing her, hbteged his grip and
pulled her closer.

'‘Don't go,' he said throatily. 'You've wanted martake love to you
ever since you saw me again.'

'You're mad!

‘Mad to hold you close, to be inside you... We bgémt it, Di. Why
pretend we don't?'

Before she could say 'because of Claudia’, his waouth covered
hers. 'My golden witch,' he whispered upon her. ligeu cast a spell
on me seven years ago and | can't break it." Tésspre of his mouth
increased, so intent on assuagement that therenwasme for
tenderness.



Diana was powerless to resist him. How could shenvbhe had
longed for this for six empty years? Her lips paiti@give him entry,

and as he took it his arousal was instant. Thangapuscle between
his legs pressed against the soft swell of her atbrrawakening her
need, and her arms went round him to clasp himecld&eeping his

mouth fastened on hers, he lifted her up as easiifyshe were a child
and carried her swiftly towards the privacy of amting-room.

As the door swung to behind them, he set her ofide¢rand flung a
pile of fleecy towels to the floor, then, mutteridgep in his throat, he
drew her down on them.

They came together in a wonderful wild hunger, feel of his

nakedness, and his hard, pulsating erection imgpiver to a ferocity
of excitement that was as new as it was wondefukrything that
had gone before was but a prelude to this, anérsie that their past
lovemaking counted for nothing. Their passion noas\wcher, more
intense, kindled by the fire that sprang from tlingird-won maturity.

They could not get enough of each other. Adam Hisswl touched
every part of her, stroking her breasts, suckirgyrtipples till they
were tumescent as ripe red cherries, licking thelgendent of her
navel. Trembling with longing, Diana ran her haaftsg his spine,
curved them over his firm buttocks and came toeaghe engorged
muscle that throbbed against the wet triangle afdé hair covering
the pulsing bud of her femininity.

'‘God, | want you!" he cried, and moving on top ef,thrust deep.

Diana cried out with joy. Adam was inside her amellbneliness and
emptiness of the past was over. Her muscles gripfgechanhood so
tightly that he groaned with pleasure and partmilyhdrew so that he
could pierce her again, making gentle circling masi as he pulled
slightly away and then plunged deeper, entering \aitlddrawing

until she was in a frenzy of desire. The burnind of his desire



tormented her into losing control, and she rakadnlads across his
shoulders and pressed his buttocks harder so¢haak closer to the
soft swell of her stomach.

But still he held off, rearing and thrusting urttis rhythm became
hers and they moved as one, spinning together itlinaactic
explosion that had him bursting inside her, iggthrer with the hot
fluid of his life-giving sperm.

Languorously they drifted back to reason and |lage&] her golden
head pillowed on his shoulder, his hand curvedraidhbe fullness of
her breast.

Distant voices brought them to their senses, andhasshifted in
alarm, he gently levered himself off her.

‘You're magic,' he said huskily. "'The only womarovgatisfies me so
completely/

She was unable to echo the compliment for she baerbeen to bed
with any man other than him. Yet if she admittech# was astute
enough to guess she still cared about him. But ‘Wwésat how he'd
seen her recent surrender? Watching him rise aart 9h naked
magnificence in front of her, with no trace of emraasment visible,
though his continued arousal was all too eviddm, lsrew that for a
man the act of love did not necessarily mean l|ovet the
appeasement of desire.

And that was all the past half-hour had meant to. hio imagine
otherwise was foolish. He had wanted her and hethlaen her.
Indeed she had made it easy for him. But she haggrets. Well,
perhaps one: that her monthly cycle had just fedshnd there was
no chance of becoming pregnant. Tears misted hes. éyow she
would have revelled in having his child, even thouigwould have



meant leaving London—possibly even going abrodnvés—to keep
it secret from him.

‘You aren't angry with me, are you?' he askedysoftl
'l have no right to be. | didn't try to stop you.'

'I'm not sure you'd have succeeded. You were alalgsto make me
lose my head—and you still can.’

'l can say the same about you.' She forced a smMikesound like a
couple of characters from a Noel Coward play!

'So we do. And the curtain's come down for intesmis.'

What a nerve he had! Did he think she'd allow amotlirtain-raiser?
Remembering Claudia, she could barely hide her udisgof
him—and herself too, come to that.

‘Not intermission,’ she said, avoiding his eyesshs draped her
nudity with a towel and rose gracefully to her fééhat was the last
act, Adam. The play has ended."

‘There's always tomorrow.'

At this, shedid look at him, noting that his bantering tone didyot
with his tightly clenched jaw. 'What are you tryita prove? That
we're sexually compatible? We always were, eveto tipe night you
walked out! But as we both know, one can't builgthimg lasting on
sex alone.'

With a supreme effort she walked past him. Her tdwashed the
side of his arm but she made no move to avoid timéact, knowing
that to show indifference to his closeness was ltbst way of
endorsing what she had said.



Not until she was alone in an adjacent room didrfegves get the
better of her and, trembling like a leaf, she sanko a bench. She
didn't know how long she remained there, but Adat long since
returned to the house before she summoned theyirendress and
do the same.

Did she look like a woman recently racked by pasaigvho had
soared to the stars? Then the redness of her nogwgt nothing to
lipstick, nor the glow of her skin to rouge, thougth could be the
result of nothing more innocuous than a strenuaussLuckily, no
prying eyes were able to see the faint bruisinghdobier nipples
caused by Adam's frenzied sucking, nor the swdllahbetween her
thighs that still throbbed with remembered ecstasy.

Drawing a deep breath, she sauntered on to treceenwhere tea was
being served.

'Enjoyed your swim?' Claudia asked. She was sittlnge to Adam
on the hammock, one slender thigh touching his tedsmne.

‘It was great, but I'm absolutely exhausted. | &h@in a health club
to get fit.'

'‘We run several for our employees,' Adam informed t&ordon can
give you the name of one nearest to you.'

'‘Don't take me so literally! Diana gave a lighuda. 'l loathe
enforced exercise.'

The conversation turned to health care in genaral, after a while
Adam rose and drew Claudia to her feet.

‘We must be making a move,' he said to Lucy ana8irhdon't want
to lose our booking.'



His glance strayed momentarily to Diana, but hendidsingle her out
for a special goodbye.

Gordon rose too, but Lucy shook her head at hine'ré\hot letting
you and Diana rush off too. Supper's already agdng

Diana hid her chagrin, not relishing making smalk twhen all she
wanted was to be alone and relive what had happindte pool
house. Yet wasn't it better to forget it? She aintasghed aloud,
knowing that Adam was imprinted on her psyche, thatlas long as
breath was in her body, she would not forget tltpiesite pleasure of
being part of him. What price her future with arestman now? she
wondered bleakly, and knew it would be a long while
ever—Dbefore she could contemplate it.

It was past midnight when Gordon deposited hehatdoor of the
Grosvenor Square apartment.

‘Thanks for a wonderful day,' she said.
It isn't finished yet." Catching her by the walst,drew her close.

Making herself relax, she let him kiss her, hopthgt his touch
would give perspective to her feelings for Adamt Bl it did was
heighten them, making it impossible for her to datwia response.

Aware of it, he let her go. 'You're tired."'
‘Very,' she agreed, not wishing to hurt him.
‘May | see you next week? Wednesday and the we&kend

'It depends when I'm moving. | want to leave hesesaon as
possible.’'

‘Claudia being difficult?’



'‘Not really. But itis embarrassing—for both of us. Call me ol
Tuesday and | should know when I'm free.'

He looked as if he wanted to argue, but decidiragres it, he touched
his hand to her cheek and left.

Dejectedly she went into the apartment, trying toopicture Adam
and Claudia, and that damn black lace nightgown!cbigldn't be
making love to her. Not tonight; not when a few fwago he had
taken herself with such intensity.

Yet passion came and went, and without love wasplgina
momentary gratification. It hurt deeply to admiathhis was all she
meant to him, but to believe otherwise was wisttiuiking.

'‘No!" she cried aloud. 'Six years is long enoughoih't go on hoping.
I won't!"

Perhaps if she said it forcefully enough, she miogieve it.



CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

FORTUNATELY most of Sunday was taken up viewing furnishe
rooms, and by the end of the day Diana knew shielgbtear to live
in a bedsitter. And why should she when she wagibgra healthy
profit each week from the agency? It was stupidtactave a little
less and rent an empty apartment that she couidsfuand make into
a comfortable home. After the emotional batterihg bad taken, it
was likely to be her base for years to come! Ringtg tomorrow
she'd have her secretary ring round to see whabwése market.

This decided, she took herself to a film. It was she wanted to see,
but she was so preoccupied thinking of Claudiafataim that it was
Impossible to concentrate on it. Besides, she wa®as to be in bed
before her friend returned. It would at least sgaethe necessity of
listening to the marvellous time Claudia had had!

But luck was against her, for as she let hersdt the hall, the
American girl called to her from the bedroom. Ragt light-hearted
expression on her face, Diana went in to see her.

Claudia was in bed, glamorous in the silk and fagatgown she had
bought for her weekend away. Her hair was a glegmed nimbus
round her head, and her eyes were glowing brightuaps. No
lovelorn girl here, returning from a disappointingekend, Diana
thought bleakly.

'‘Been out with Gordon?' came the question.
‘No. | took myself to the cinema. He wanted toseebut | cried off.'

‘Why? He fancies you, and from what Adam's told heds a great
catch.' Claudia patted the side of her bed. 'Comiechat for a few
moments. I'm too strung up to sleep.’



Hiding her reluctance, Diana did as she was t@aly for a few
minutes, though. I'm knocked out. I've been rushimgnd all day
looking at bedsits, but they were so grotty I'vecided to rent
something better.'

‘There's no rush for you to go—not any longer.'u@ia gave a
shamefaced smile. 'l asked you to leave becaussslj@alous that
you'd been married to Adam, and. | wasn't sure lh@velt about you.

But after this weekend, I've no more worries.' Blydack against the
pillows. 'lI've never known him so loving and tendgaturday night
we made it three times, and yesterday we stayeddruntil we left to

drive home!'

Nausea gripped Diana, and it was agony to stayanmdom. She felt
dirty, betrayed, and furiously angry for believibgep in her heart,
that Adam's taking of her yesterday had meant nmrieim than

sexual gratification. Just showed how naive sHewds, crediting

him with virtues he didn't possess, with motivefounded on reality.
He had made love to her because she had beentitehan heat and
he had scented that she wanted him. It had be@mgaither than an
ego trip.

'He said no woman has ever satisfied him as IGlavdia murmured
dreamily, '‘and when he said that, all my jealousyom vanished.'

Diana tasted the bitterness of gall. Twenty-fowrsago he had used
the same words to her. It seemed there was nothbnhits betrayal.

‘Don't believe everything a man says to you," siraroented drily.
'It's what he does that counts.'

Claudia gave a sympathetic murmur. 'l don't expeui to say
otherwise. Your marriage didn't work out, and nallyryou're bitter.'



Diana rose. It was pointless reminding Claudia tnatil she had
discovered her Adam and Diana's were one and tine,sshe had
vehemently laid all the blame for the broken maeiathis door.

'l hope things work out for you,' she said instéaaping she sounded
sincere.

‘They already have,' Claudia beamed. 'Look!" SHd bp her left
hand, which had been partially hidden beneath tivetd On the third
finger a huge diamond sparkled. 'Adam gave it totime morning,’
she said huskily. 'Isn't it sensational?'

Diana nodded dumbly. Even if she had wanted tocshén't have
spoken.

'I'm walking on cloud nine,' her friend went or's'la dream come
true. Adam is everything I've ever wanted.'

| thought the same once, Diana reflected when sisealone at last,
and wished with every beat of her heart that slim'hanet Claudia
again; hadn't seen Adam and reawakened her loverforBut it was

a doomed love, and she would not waste her lifegnets.

Next morning, hollow-eyed but clear-thinking, sheatled for her
office instead of the penthouse, afraid that if she him she'd lose
her temper and, in doing so, expose her love. Eadgtshe would be
able to meet him with equanimity, but not while leenotions were
this raw.

As she expected, he telephoned at nine to finavbate she was, and
Kathy answered as instructed.

"There was an emergency in the office and Missdvalrad to attend
to it. She's extremely sorry and hopes to be ataffetment later
today.'



As Kathy replaced the receiver, she flung her ey@l@ puzzled
frown. 'Any reason for playing hard to get?'

‘Yes, but it's personal.'

'Well, he said for you to contact him as soon as'rgofree. It's
urgent.’

Diana nodded, but had no intention of doing so. e meeting
Maria—her best daily help—at the apartment thisrafton, having
changed the girl's itinerary so she could take twvefjob. Adam was
an important client and could damage her agenepstation if she
let him down, though on a personal level she'd lenjeyed seeing
him swamped by dust, rotting food and dirty linen!

What would happen when he married? she wonderedtteit day as
she walked briskly through the magnificent roomghwilaria. It was
difficult envisaging Claudia being content withiagde daily.

A picture of the attic room she and Adam had shameHilburn
flashed before her eyes. He had been mad as agtolehen he had
discovered she was sending his shirts to a hamdifguthough she
had paid for it with her money. He had even obgd¢teher buying
ready prepared food from Marks and Spencer, anchvehe had
accepted a tiny pot of caviare from her parent$idteblown his top.
Today a valet took care of his linen, and he wdikely to object if
Claudia bought those damned fish eggs by the ton!

‘Shall | start cleaning up now, Miss Farrow?' Magia into her
thoughts.

'‘No, thanks, you've already worked a full day.'
'So have you!'

‘The penalty of being the boss! No, you start tomoer



When Maria had gone, Diana tidied the rooms Adathused. She
noted he was still neat: the clothes he had usadglthe weekend
placed in a pile ready for the valet who came thirees a week, the
wet towels in the bathroom carefully hung on thatld rails to dry, a
coffee-cup set in the sink.

She was rinsing the cup and resisting the urgdaimegghe rim to her
mouth, where Adam'’s lips had rested, when the ttelep rang. She
swung round to answer it, then stopped. It was ddate Adam and
she didn't want to talk to him. Yet she longed ¢éarhhis voice, and
she raced into his study, where the answering macbame on
automatically after five rings.

But the voice she heard was Gordon's, and she hathtop the
receiver.

‘Sorry, Gordon, | was cleaning the shower and tigkt'to the phone
in time.'

'‘No sweat. | was merely checking to see if youtchfiba place to live,
yesterday.'

'‘No. But | found where tlon'twant to live.' She was halfway througt
explaining when he interrupted her.

‘It won't be easy finding something you like atreg you can afford.
And to give you breathing space, you can movetimtanews cottage
behind my house in Sussex Square. The tenants feft days ago,
and it will be ideal for you. It's fully furnishednd waiting to be
occupied.’

'‘What's the rent?' she asked hesitantly, uncaftammg in proximity
to him was a good idea.

‘Eighty pounds a week.'



‘It's far too low.'

'It's a very small cottage—and | don't want to makgrofit out of
you. Accept it gracefully, Diana.'

Jane would have said the same, and she sighsouiitls too good to
be true.'

'It's settled, then. Have dinner with me tonighdl ou can look it
over.'

‘Blackmailer!
'l assume that means yes,' he chuckled. 'I'll cojleu at eight.'

As she set down the receiver, it rang again, amidowt thinking she
picked it up, exasperated with herself when shech&dam speak.

‘Why haven't you called me?' he demanded. 'l ledfssages at
Grosvenor Square, and with your secretary.'

'l had business matters to attend to,' she replied.
‘Anything wrong?'

‘Nothing | can't handle.’

‘Are you sure? You sound strange.’

'I'm busy, that's why.'

‘Busy or not, we have to talk.'

'‘What about?'

'‘Don't give me that!



Diana shifted the receiver from one sweating palrthe other. 'So
talk.'

'Face to face.' His voice faded momentarily. 'Daiftv@ a call from
my Chicago office | have to take. I'll speak to yater.'

Returning to the kitchen, she pondered on his dbchpnge of
tactics. One moment his need to see her was utgemext he'd used
a hackneyed excuse as a delaying tactic. Was @useche needed
time to work out a way of excusing his behaviouf?2@suring she
didn't tell his future wife he had made love tolast one twenty-four
hours ago? His perfidy sickened her and she wadrghao much
that the cutlery she was putting away in the drafe#rfrom her
hands. Shovelling it in, she reached for her codtwalked out.

Vision blinded by tears, she went down to the garagd her car.
Switching on the engine, she slowly backed outhefparking bay,
stopping abruptly as a dark grey Bentley swoopedsacher path
with a sharp squeal of brakes, blocking her inn@hNow she knew
why Adam had said he had to take another call!

In three strides he was at her door, black-haidatk- suited,
grim-faced. 'l guessed you'd cut and run. Get\Metll talk upstairs.’

'I'd rather talk here.'
"Your car or mine?"

'‘Mine," she replied, preferring the advantage ahéoground, but
instantly regretting it as he squeezed his longtlemnto the front
passenger seat, and she realised how close he \Wwas t

'‘Why are you avoiding me?' he asked. 'And don'tahd say you
aren't, because I've had enough of the run- around.



He'd had enough of the run-around! Her blood boiledhwi
indignation.

'l wasn't running away from you, nor do | know whag have to talk
over.'

‘Us,' he said succinctly. 'You and me.'
‘Thereis no you and me. There's you and Claudia.’
‘Ahh," he sighed. 'l had a feeling she was at tio of it.'

‘Clever of you,' she said bitterly. 'But don't work won't tell her, or
blackmail you for my silence. What happened at plel house
wasn't important, and I've forgotten it.'

Dark brown eyes narrowed to slits, and his mowimgled into a thin
line. 'Have you?'

‘Yes. It isn't anything | care to remember.' Stpsihe regarded him.
'You made love to me to prove you still had poweerome. You
wanted to humble me, to pay me back for puttingpasents before
you... For not loving you enough. Well, where wasir love when |
needed it?' The words tumbled from her as all fderesentments
resurfaced. 'Where was your love when my father Washen he
died, when we lost everything? You didn't phondndiwrite, didn't
give a damn!’

'l didn't know about it. | was already in the Sgate

‘My father's company was as well known in Amerisdare,' she said
flatly. 'When it collapsed it made news in everyior@al paper over
there. You knew, but you didn't care. You werelaste self-centred
swine then, and in spite of your money and succgss,still are!
Nothing has changed.'



‘Too true. You've always liked thinking the wor$iee.'
'‘Give me one reason why | shouldn't!"

'‘And spoil your image of me?' He laughed: a cadicous sound. 'If
you didn't have me to hate, you'd fall apart! Isvisating me that kept
you going all these years; gave you the strengttofie with your
mother and your poverty.'

There was a lot of truth in what he said, and slraited it. 'But |
don't have to cope with my mother or poverty amgkr,' she added,
'so | can finally forget you.'

‘You really despise me, don't you?' he said quietly

‘Not now. You aren't the man | thought you wereadd So how can
| despise what doesn't exist? | hope you'll be hayth Claudia. She
told me last night about your engagement.'

He leaned forward menacingly. 'And you assumedd s¢ared you
might try blackmailing me?'

‘Well, you were so insistent on seeing me..."

'You misunderstood my reason.' His mouth curvednunpleasant
smile. 'lt wouldn't harm things between Claudia-endgelf if youdid
tell her. Quite the contrary.'

'Really?' Diana shot him a scornful glance.

'Sure.' He stepped from the car, and spoke thrthgbpen window.
'‘Asking her to marry me on Sunday, whenhatlyou on Saturday,
should show her how I rate you!'



Pain rendered speech impossible, and mutely shehadhim climb
into the Bentley and reverse it so she could dowte Only as she
came abreast of him did she find her voice again.

‘Another housekeeper will be taking over from nitee'S the best one
we have. I'm also leaving Grosvenor Square tomagrsowou won't
be embarrassed by my presence.'

‘It never bothered me." His tone was laconic. 'Yound a place
quickly.'

'‘Courtesy of Gordon. I'm moving into his mews cgéta
‘Convenient for you.'

'‘Don't be a dog in the manger, darling." Diana spiwk her most
upper-class tone. 'You aren't the only one whaisggm live happily
ever after.'

'l hope we'll both be luckier second time around.’

'I'm surel shall. Gordon comes from the same background and
have much more in common.’

Adam unexpectedly grinned, looking like the brasling man she
had met that fateful Sunday at the Tate Gallest'sLthope he doesn't
treat you like a lady when you're in the sack vaitn! He won't keep
you happy that way.'

'l can always show him what will," she purred. f$ane thing I'll
always thank you for. You were a marvellous teather

Upon which she drove smartly away, glad she hadtwathst word,
and infinitely glad he could not see the tears pagudown her
cheeks.



CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

IN AN effort to forget Adam, Diana flung herself into skpseeing it
as the best panacea.

Gordon helped too, openly showing his eagernespdéad as much
time with her as she would allow him.

The cottage she was renting from him had beenaheaitson, and she
dreaded to think how she would have survived thenra of Adam's
iImpending marriage had she been living in a sosilledsitter. Not
only was her temporary home beautifully furnishiedt, larger than
he had led her to believe, and it even had a @iypm@n which the sun
shone all day.

In the two months of living there, she had madeesHart to find
outside interests, and this had included making freemds, apart
from catching up with all her old ones.

'I'm delighted you're leading a full life againgn& commented one
day over lunch at Langan's. She had recently be@mngaged to the
son of a city bigwig, and was intent on marrying) leér friend too.
‘The next step for you is marriage. Gordon's a --'

' don't love him,' Diana cut in.

'So what? You adored Adam, and where did it gePydane tossed
her head, her pertly pretty face unusually serid¥su're still
carrying the torch for him, aren't you?'

‘Yes.' Diana drew a deep breath. 'Yes, | am. hivatyself for it but |
can't get over him.'

She lapsed into silence. A month after their stosogne in the
garage, Adam had returned to America, shortly fodld by Claudia.
He came to London rarely, and only stayed a fewsd&laving



recruited a team of bright young executives to his English
venture, he had put Gordon in charge of the eBiiitessh operation.

It was Gordon who had unexpectedly asked her tagamthe staff for
Kingsleigh, the country house that was being tuinéma retreat for
their employees, and when she demurred, had infbimee he was
doing it on Adam's instructions.

‘You astonish me,' she had commented. 'We didrttfpands, you
know.'

'So | gathered. But he was very specific, nondgbg Said you knew
your business—he's delighted with Maria incidegptaland trusts

your judgement. The house should be ready for atoup in a

couple of months, so you'd better get cracking.'

It had not been an easy task, but the commissiangeag to be

lucrative, for she had to engage a full staff @€fiplus gardeners to
take care of the extensive grounds. She had asedrin local

Wiltshire papers, and after a few false startsnébthe people she
required.

A week ago, with most of the interior decor finidhé&r and Mrs
Marshall, the butler-handyman and cook- houseke&aermoved in
to supervise the final details. They had writterast when she was
coming to spend a weekend with them and test caitstaffing
arrangements, but she had pleaded work, doubtiregheh she had
the courage to return to a house that held memasheslonged to
forget.

'If you can't forget Adam,' Jane said into thersiks 'then you should
try to patch things up with him. Until he marriel@ia, nothing is
hopeless.’



'How can you even suggest it?' Diana was astoniskhate knew
everything that had happened that Saturday in Wésas well as
her last stormy meeting with him. 'You can't beses.'

'l am. I've been giving it a lot of thought latedynd I'm not convinced
he made love to you to prove he still had power goel. He's too
confident a man to need that sort of ego-bookinkthe fancied you
like mad and couldn't resist you.'

‘You're making him more of a swine, not less! Yeuwrgetting he
was Claudia's lover as well, and he made love toagain a few
hours after he --'

'‘Because you made it clear you despised him! Iflyadn't, he might
have behaved differently.'

'If... might... It's all pie in the sky. | can orjlydge him on his actions.’

'‘My point exactly!" Jane was triumphant. 'Take thigjagement of
his. | think he asked Claudia to marry him justsfote you. If he
genuinely wanted her, he'd have married her by ttow long has
he been engaged?’

"Three months.'

'‘And he still hasn't tied the knot. | bet it ish&cause she's holding
back. If --'

'‘No more, Jane,' Diana said weatrily. 'It's not Waliscussing.'

'It is if you love him. He's ruining things between yowdasordon,
and he'll do the same with any other man you ni2en't let pride
stop you from doing what your heart dictates. @dhm and tell him
you love him, then see what he does.'

‘Laughs,’ Diana retorted.



'OK. If that's how he reacts, you'll know you'relhmel of him. But if
he doesn't... Take a chance, Diana, it's worthyibul can get back
together.'

Jane's advice lingered in her mind, and severadiduring the week
she almost dialled his office in Chicago. But prati@pped her. Pride,
and the knowledge that this was a road she hadlkeavbefore. From
their very first meeting she had pursuad, never the other way
round. Even when she had returned to London, &ieerfather's
death, she had done everything possible to cohiact willing to
continue their marriage in spite of everything. Big instructions to
his lawyers had shown how unbending he was. Sahahydidn't need
another put-down?

If Adam wanted her, létim make the first move.
Three days later, a call from Claudia put paidrtg laope of this.

‘Diana, honey, howreyou?' she gushed in her over- the-top mann
Then typically, didn't wait for a reply. 'lt's mdst since we spoke,
and I've reams to tell you. I'm getting marriedwo weeks' time.
Isn't it great?’

'‘Great,' Diana echoed, wondering what one gaventexahusband
and his new bride. A record of 'Love's More Wondketihe Second
Time Around' perhaps, or a silver bowl filled wgbur grapes!

‘How are things with you and Gordon?' Claudia eregli
‘We're still dating.'

‘You should pull in the line. He's too good a cdtelet slip!" Claudia
laughed at her own joke. 'l wish you could see neglaing dress.
Christian Lacroix is making it, and it has fifty tmes of chiffon!
We're honeymooning in Tahiti,' she chatted ore ‘#lways thought it
the most romantic place in the world—don't you?'



'Oh, yes." It was certainly more romantic than Atsarfirst
honeymoon in Kilburn!

‘We'll be in London towards the end of July,’ Claucbntinued, ‘and
we must get together then.'

Diana mumbled something appropriate, relieved vihercall ended.
She finally had her answer, and Jane would haveaore@ reason to
nag her. All she had to do now, was to put Adamajuter mind.
Some hope! She hadn't managed it during the yeace sheir
divorce, and there was no reason to suppose igviag to be easier
now.

Yet she was nothing if not a fighter, and the fast years had honed
it to perfection. Her ever-expanding business stddper thinking of
Adam during the day, and in the hope of banishimg flom the
nights she began leading a hectic social life:rdyrout constantly,
and dancing at Annabel's and Tramps until the daolyrs of the
morning, when she would fall into bed too exhausteithink.

'‘Why such frenetic activity?' Gordon questioned rodenner at
Mosimann's one evening.

Diana had not seen him for more than a week. Heblead touring
the company's out-of-town stores and, because isheotl want to
give him false hopes, she had dated other men.

'I'm making up for lost time,' she responded lightl
'Is there a patrticular reason behind it?'

Although his tone gave nothing away, she felt he gaessed that
Adam's imminent wedding was distressing her. Foinatant she
was mortified, then was unexpectedly relieved shddcat last be
truthful with him. But only up to a point. Adam wass employer



and, as such, would not welcome Gordon knowing ithienate
details of his life.

'l thought I'd got over Adam,' she confessed hyslkut when | saw
him again | realised | hadn't. | knew he and Claudere having an
affair, but | suppose | hoped... Anyway, eventsvptbme wrong.
They're getting married a week today, as you know.'

'l didn't.’

'Oh." Awkwardly she looked away. 'Claudia didnit gavas a secret,
and | assumed you knew.'

Gordon shook his head. 'Adam's always kept hisafeilife private.
If he didn't, the media wouldn't give him any peade's probably
getting married in some out-of-the-way place thaitll never find.'

Which wouldn't please Claudia, in her fifty metogchiffon! Diana
thought bitchily, and was overtaken by such a wavealousy that
she could have screamed.

'I'm glad he's taking the plunge,’ Gordon continukdshould help
you to forget him.'

‘Jane says the same.’

'‘Great minds think alike!" He leaned across théetaind rested his
hand on hers. 'Time's a great healer. It's a cliciét's true.’

‘You're sweet," she said, meaning it. 'I'd mucha@abe in love with
you.'

' endorse that!" A smile lit his narrow face. 'Atwdbe honest, with
Adam out of the way, you've given me new reasdmjee.'

"You won't mention it to anyone, will you?' she edlanxiously.



‘What? That my hopes are rising like a rocket &rttoon?'

'‘No, silly." She softened her words with a smil&at Adam's getting
married.'

‘What marriage?' he asked with total innocence.
Satisfied, Diana picked up her wine glass and drhinh

The day of Adam's wedding, she made sure she badkabreaking
schedule, though it did not prevent her continupg$hncing at her
watch, seeing the seconds turn into minutes, theites into hours. If
she knew the time of the ceremony she could dritdaat to it, she
thought wryly, convinced Jane and Gordon were rightl that once
Adam was Claudia's husband, she would be freenof hi

Predictably, Gordon telephoned and asked her te kdawer with
him, but she refused.

'‘Why? Do you plan on wallowing in an evening of emg?' he asked
bluntly.

'‘Don't harangue me. I'm feeling fragile.’
'Sorry.' He cleared his throat. 'l—er—I heard frAdam last night.’
Diana felt as if she had been kicked in the stom&ud he --?

'‘Not a word. Only that he's taking a month offpatoday, and wants
me to stand in for him in Chicago. I'm flying theoenorrow.'

"'l miss you.'

'‘Good.' He hesitated. 'I'll be in touch. Take care.



Although Diana expected to spend the evening watigun misery,
she was surprised to find she wasn't able to sheakalt was as if she
were numb. She couldn't even envisage Claudia amfslarms. All
she saw was her friend floating on a cloud of omffPerhaps
humour would prove to be the best way of eradigatidam.

The following morning Mrs Marshall, the housekeesbe had
engaged for Kingsleigh, contacted her at the officeay that next
Tuesday the first group of employees would be srgito spend a
week there.

‘The house is looking beautiful, Miss Farrow, arglresall raring to
go. In fact we hope you'll come down this weekend give us a
chance to have a dry run.’

Diana hesitated. Perhaps returning to Kingsleigh swimming in

the pool and using the changing-room would exongieenories that
were still haunting her. Certainly staying away miatelped them to
fade.

‘You've talked me into it, Mrs Marshall. Expect nSaturday
lunchtime.'

'‘Can't you make it dinner on Friday? Then you'deitswo clear days.'

‘Very well. Friday it shall be.'



CHAPTER NINETEEN

KINGSLEIGH looked lovelier than Diana had remembered, as s
bowled down the drive late Friday afternoon andkedrher car
below the sweeping storsteps.Standing clear and bold against th
pale blue spring sky, its magnificence took heatireaway.

Stuart Marshall, an athletic-looking, well-presahfdty, opened the
front door to her and escorted her to her room revbea and biscuits
awaited her.

‘When you've had a rest, I'll show you aroundsdaud.
'l can't wait to see everything. I'll be downstairgifteen minutes.’

She was as good as her word, and together thewadtesp the
reception rooms and some of the bedrooms. The mksighad
followed their brief to the letter, and despite rarous alterations to
increase the sleeping capacity, and the additianlefsure complex
containing squash courts, and a billiard room, Kiegh still had the
feel of a private country home.

The pool and changing-rooms had been left untouycsdi peeping
hurriedly into them, she marvelled that she felenwtion. Was she
numb from grief, she asked herself, or finally cognto terms with
the inevitable?

Her last stop was the kitchen, where Mrs Marshalcamed her,
plump and pretty and proud to show off the arrayet#ctrical
equipment and special ovens.

‘Dinner's at eight-thirty, Miss Farrow, and Stuaiit serve drinks in
the drawing-room half an hour before.’



‘That rule applies only to company employees,” hasband
corrected, then smiled at Diana. The drinks cabsepen so please
help yourself.'

‘Don't spoil me too much, or you might not getafdne on Monday
morning!'

'We don't see that as a threat!" Mrs Marshall ladgland Diana was
warmed by the comment as she returned to her roomrfest.

Surveying herself in the mirror-fronted wardrobédoe going down
to dinner, she was pleased she had recently hatidwerestyled,
going to a hairdresser who was the current dadinglarper's He
had enthused over its golden colour, and had deé@dainst cutting
it short, contenting himself with shaping it sotttta&e smooth waves
she had cultivated these past few years returngk toubbly curls of
her teens. Her initial shock had quickly turneglkeasure when she
found herself getting openly admiring glances frewery male she
met, and it had done wonders for her self-confidenc

As she went down the sweeping staircase she wag Sue hadn't
packed a long dress, for the elegant hall seemddrt@and the rustle
of satin. Still, her emerald linen dress was a géad for the
panelling, besides giving her skin the iridescdotvpf a pearl.

Entering the drawing-room she experienced a flgesadness, for
the pastel beauty of the room, with its peach almdolad-green

squashy sofas and armchairs, its bowls of fragtanters, and the
log fire crackling in the huge grate to take thél¢drom the spring

evening, called out for the presence of a man jidbtany man, but a
special one. Adam.

Damn, damn, damn! She had vowed to stop thinkingraf yet the
moment she felt romantic, she could think of no else. She headed
for the drinks cabinet, stopping in surprise as sk& an opened



jeroboam of Louis Roederer nestling invitingly imiae bucket on a
low table in front of the sofa nearest the firesi@le it was a small
crystal bowl heaped with tiny gleaming fish eggsd a plate of
blinis—tiny buckwheat pancakes.

Heavens! Vintage champagne and caviare! The Masshatl said

they wanted her to feel at home, but this was widigs. She hoped
Adam didn't scrutinise the Kingsleigh expense ant@But that was
even more ridiculous. He was far too high-poweedbdather with

such things.

Lifting out the bottle, she filled a narrow flutgthss.

'‘Would you care to pour one for me?' a deep maleevequested,
and with a startled gasp she swung round.

‘Adam!’ Her heart pounded so loudly in her ears sha wasn't sure
she had spoken his name aloud. What was he dome@ ke should
be in Tahiti with Claudia— unless she was here t0@R—you're
the last person | expected to see.’

'Kingsleighdoesbelong to me.’

'l know, but | --' She broke off, trying to gatheer scattered wits. 'l
assumed you and Claudia were in Tahiti.'

'‘As far as | know shes there.' Closing the double doors behind hin
he came further into the room. '‘But | doubt whether husband
would take kindly to my joining them.’

Diana stared at him in bewilderment. 'Bou'reher husband.’

Adam's brows drew together in a frown, darkeningseyom which
the amber lights were gone, as though dimmed bgdh#&reness of
his thoughts. He looked far from well. Deep linesrgvincised either
side of his mouth, and there were heavy shadowhki®hids and



punched hollows beneath his cheekbones. Hardlgldveing face of
a bridegroom, she thought, though it gave him aws&in brooding
quality that made her weak at the knees.

'Who told you?' he asked abruptly.

'Claudia. She called me a few weeks ago to sawakenarrying you
on the sixteenth and going to Tahiti on her honeymio

‘Well, she did get married on the sixteenth, anthderstand she's
honeymooning in Tahiti. I'm not speaking from #h&tnd
knowledge, though. | read it in the papers.'

Diana tried to recall exactly what Claudia had s@idme to think of
it, she had never mentioned Adam by name, nor hadssen fit to
admit they were no longer engaged; omissions thet mmave been
deliberate. But why had she wanted to give the @sfion she was
marrying him?

'l haven't seen Claudia since | returned to théeStaAdam stated
abruptly, moving forward to take the bottle front hand.

Diana put some distance between them, using thexpref sitting
down. 'l wasn't aware you'd broken your engagerment.

'l didn't.’
She reddened. 'I'm sorry.'
‘There's no reason to be. | wasn't engaged tahaeifirst place.'

'Oh?' Diana's heart missed a beat. 'What abowtribagement ring
you gave her?'

'l gave her aring,' he corrected, 'but it wasm'tagagement one, anc
| never asked her to marry me." With jerky moversgat variance



with his calm voice, he poured himself a glass@ampagne and took
an armchair directly opposite Diana. 'l don't démgt at one stage |
considered asking her to marry me, but after segingagain | had
too many doubts. Doubts which became a certainigr #bu and |

made love that Saturday afternoon.'

Diana slammed down her glass on the table besidé&Nw so much
of a certainty that it stopped you making love faudia that same
evening!'

'Is that what you think?' In three strides he wafont of her. 'Look
at me, dammit!" He waited until she did. 'Do younéstly think that
after what we shared that Saturday, | made lowentiher woman?
I'm no saint, lord knows, and I'm not saying | wa$ibate the years
we were apart, but once | saw you again | was rwal go any other
woman.'

Colour stained Diana's cheeks and her eyes slig & the dark
brown ones impaling her. 'From the frequency withoh you saw
Claudia, | didn't get that impression,' she saiiflyst'Nor from the
things she said.'

‘You weren't in my bedroom,' he retorted. 'And va¢ghbnow know
what a bloody liar she is!

Diana couldn't contradict this, yet she was sath bewildered to
accept what Adam was saying.

'l can't begin to guess what that bitch told ybe,went on hoarsely.
'‘But one thing you have to believe: from the monleadmitted to

myself that | hadn't got over you, that | wantedther chance with
you, | never touched her. Never touched any woman!'

‘Then why did you stay with Claudia in that courtiotel? And what
about the ring you gave her? | know you're wealthy, evenyou
can't call it a trinket!"



'It was a peace offering.' A tinge of pink rosehis face. 'A guilt
offering, to be honest. As for staying in the hoteHe shook his
head. 'Claudia made the booking herself, and dtrtieel went along
with it because | didn't want to quarrel with her.’

'‘Why not?'Adam'’s lower lip jutted forward, givingrhthe look of a
little boy caught being naughty. 'l was trying take you jealous.
You'd made it plain you despised me, yet | had &afgeling you
didn't, and | figured that if | went on seeing Glaand she kept
talking about me, you'd acknowledge how you felttadl no idea she
was making you believe | was still her lover. Stupf me," he
confessed rawly, 'but where you're concerned Iweays been
stupid. That Saturday, when we left here, | saicsih@uld cancel our
hotel booking and return to London. | told her lsvill in love with
you and was going to do everything in my powereabygpu back. She
took it remarkably well—said she'd thought as mueméd-hoped I'd
succeed. Then she floored me by asking if we cstillgtay the night
in the hotel—said it would give her happy memougésur parting. |
felt such a swine for using her the way | had, thaiuldn't say no.
But we had separate rooms and | never touched her.’

Remembering everything Claudia had said about we¢kend,
Diana found it incredible that a girl she had cdesed her friend
should have acted so wickedly. However much Clahdia loved
Adam and wanted to keep him, her duplicity was tgif@ble. Had
she genuinely cared for him she would have wantgddppiness,
not set out to destroy it. Yet even to the last Isbd been venomous.
Thinking how much Claudia must have hated her teetacted this
way, she shivered.

‘That day in the garage—when | accused you of beimgpged to
her,' she said shakily, 'why didn't you tell me tihegh then?'



'‘Pride,' he answered shortly. 'l was furious withi yor your lack of
trust. | felt that no matter what | said, you'd ai® doubt me, so |
decided to return to the States.’

Another question rose in her mind. It had beenettfer years, a
canker eating into her, and she had to know the@ns

'‘When you walked out on me years ago, why did ymapbear
without a trace? Didn't you care what happenedd®'m

Anguish twisted his face, and several secondsdielkeay before he
spoke. 'When you went on the cruise with your pardrwas jealous
and hurt. It made me realise | was years away fyonmg you the

good things in life, and --'

'l didn't go with them for that reason!" she cri¢dvent because they
needed me.’

'| see that now, but at the time | was too jealuiitbeir hold on you to
be logical. That's why | disappeared, refused @@y contact with
you. | knew that unless | did, I'd weaken.'

'‘Did you think I'd quickly get over you and marnyaan?'
'Yes.'

'I'm amazed you weren't curious to know if yourgathent of me
was correct,’ she said bitterly. "Think how it wdutave justified
your actions if you'd found out that as soon asweee divorced | had
married one of the rich young men you so patendijked!’

'l couldn't bear to know,' he said huskily. 'l ffumyself into work
and for years never thought of anything else. | ldiwtilet myself
think of you...'



His voice was so soft that she had to strain ta iteand she knew
the effort it was costing him to bare his soul év.h

‘It wasn't until | met Claudia and began to wonifi¢rcould rebuild
my life with another woman, that | knew | had te s®u first; had to
make sure | could bury your ghost. So | gave myadkgitimate
business reason for coming back to England. Thg ilvgou were
happily married, | could pretend it didn't mattembe. You see, even
then | wasn't being honest with myself. But on@&w you, | was
forced to face the truth.'

'Which was?'

‘That you are the only woman | will ever love. Kever forgive
myself for the misery | caused you,' he went ol icracked voice.
‘Marry me, Di. Let me spend the rest of my life mgkit up to you.'

‘No.'

Adam stepped back from her, his skin taking onegigh tinge. 'l—I
can't say | blame you. After what | did, I --'

'‘No, Adam, you don't understand.' She jumped upreached out to
touch his arm. 'l don't want you thinking you hageatone for the
past. What's done is done. Besides, | wasn't besgel was young
and silly and didn't make allowances for --'

'‘Don't make it easy for me,' he cut in, pulling bkrse and pressing
her body against his.shouldhave found out how your father was;
should never have disappeared the way | did. Whbmk of what
you went through, all you suffered...'

His voice broke and he buried his head againssithe of her neck.
Diana felt his tears on her skin, and they wereumeloing. With a
muffled cry, she stroked his hair.



‘Adam, don't. | love you, darling, and now | knowuylove me,
nothing else matters."'

He raised his head, his eyes glowing like dark o@nd you'll
marry me?'

‘Just try stopping me!'

Wordlessly his mouth gentled hers, his tongue dtdlg tracing her
lips as his hands lightly moved over her body, fasrying to
rediscover her.

'l can't believe we're together like this,' he sadteadily.

‘We could have been together earlier if you haskayed away so
long. It's been three months.'

‘Until a few weeks ago | was convinced | meant mgthio you. In

fact | kept expecting Gordon to tell me he was mag you. Then,

when he didn't, | began to think I'd misjudged s$iteation. That's
when | decided to come and see you again. But Isgased you'd
refuse to see me if | just turned up on your demsso | concocted
the idea of having you stay here for the weekehé.Nlarshalls were
only too pleased to cooperate.’

'l thought the champagne and caviare a somewh@vaxfant touch
for them to lay on,' she chuckled.

‘Nothing's too extravagant for you, my lovely Dhaf's what's great
about having money. Now | can give you everything yant.'

‘All | want is you. It was all everwanted.’

' know that now.'



Suddenly the humour was gone, replaced by a burneed to

assuage the misery of the past months, the losseopast years.
Wordlessly Adam wrapped his arms around her, higsmia

enveloping every fibre of her being as he strokadhair and pressed
kisses on her temple and cheek before finally figdner mouth.

Deeply she breathed in the scent of him, her bosipliling as the

sweetness of it filled her lungs.

Murmuring deep in his throat, his arms came unéetdygs and lifted
her up to cradle her against him. 'Any objectiohsve let the
champagne go flat?' he whispered as he carriedutesf the door
and across the hall to the stairs.

'I'd object if we didn't!
'‘We might even miss dinner.’
'I'm sure you'll fill me with something to replaite

‘Again and again, my dearest heart. Again and dgain



