

[image: Cover Image]



Copyright

Published by Hachette Digital

ISBN: 978-1-4055-2816-0

All characters and events in this publication, other than those clearly in the public domain, are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Copyright © Cathy Hunter 1996

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means, without the prior permission in writing of the publisher.

Hachette Digital

Little, Brown Book Group

100 Victoria Embankment

London, EC4Y 0DY

www.hachette.co.uk


Chapter One



‘Why do you want to come to this, anyway? You don’t usually.’ Michael pulled a tie from the rack inside the wardrobe door and held it to his collar. ‘Does this go?’

‘It’s fine. Why? Don’t you want me to?’ Monica turned her face to one side and applied blusher to her cheekbone.

‘It’ll be full of people from the office. You won’t know anyone. And you’re always telling me how boring solicitors are.’ He was leaning over her, adjusting the knot in the mirror with more care than he usually took.

‘Oh, I’m sure they’re not so bad. You seem to have been spending more time with them recently – socially.’

She pressed her lips together on a tissue and tossed it on to the table beside her. Michael picked it up and put it in the wastepaper basket. He hated her leaving little trails of femininity around his bedroom. Even though she slept there four or five nights a week, the earrings, lipsticks and underwear she left around were always tidied away into drawers.

‘And anyway, it’ll be interesting to see who you work with. Do I look all right?’

‘Very nice,’ he answered, barely glancing at her.

She turned to look at her reflection. She had taken great trouble over her appearance, opting for a short, black cocktail dress which she rarely had occasion to wear. During her lunch hour, she’d rushed out to buy some new tights and had ended up paying five times as much as she normally did, but that didn’t matter. Just this once, the most important thing was for her to look her best.

They walked in silence towards the car. Monica had spent the whole day at work trying not to think about the evening ahead, but the sound of her heels on the pavement, sharp and clear like the ticking of a clock, made the suspense unbearable. Michael too seemed on edge, and Monica wondered if he knew her reasons for insisting on going with him.

‘Who’s driving?’ she asked.

‘I don’t mind. I will,’ he replied. His voice sounded tense, as if his shirt collar was too tight.

She watched him as he drove. His expression was tight-lipped, his eyes fixed impassively on the road ahead. Monica felt she needed to say something, but somehow it was already too late – they were on their way. She wished that in the ten years they’d known each other she’d learned to read his thoughts better. Perhaps then she wouldn’t have found herself engaged in this ridiculous, and possibly catastrophic, charade. But however familiar they’d become with each other’s company, there were still times when they both seemed incapable of broaching a subject, even when they were fully aware of how important it might be. She hated the silences, but she’d never learned how to avoid them.

She’d known Michael since Law School. They’d come together more out of circumstance than passion, but that seemed to matter less as the years went by. They graduated at the same time and both left to begin jobs in central London, living in separate rented flats a few miles apart. After two years, Monica applied for, and unexpectedly got, a job with a large firm of solicitors in Newcastle who specialised in company law. It was a wonderful opportunity, as Michael had said; if he had said anything else, she might have thought twice before leaving him, but they both had their pride, so she moved up North and they hardly saw each other for the next year. She had a brief relationship with her flatmate, a Geordie called Phil who wore aftershave and called her ‘pet’, but she never felt settled, so in the end she resigned her position and headed back to London. Michael welcomed her warmly, but with an infuriating hint of smugness. She didn’t tell him about Phil.

They turned a corner into a quiet road with large, detached houses on either side and sculpted privet hedges. ‘Remind me what our hosts are called?’

‘John Cheatham – one of the senior partners – and his wife, Ivy,’ Michael answered. ‘They do this every year. It’s a morale-booster.’

‘Sounds dreadful.’

‘Then why did you come?’ he snapped. Immediately, he moderated his tone. ‘It was okay last year,’ he went on, in a more controlled manner. ‘Lots to eat and drink, at least. Here we are.’ They pulled up.

Monica toyed with her pendant as she waited next to Michael on the doorstep. The knot of anxiety which she’d felt in her stomach all day was now so tight it was almost painful. Why had she put herself in this situation? Earlier, it had had seemed like a reasonable course of action, but now that they’d arrived, she began to regret it at once. She should have just confronted him when her suspicions were first aroused, and given him the chance either to confirm or deny her accusations. That’s how any normal couple would have behaved. But things had never been so straightforward in their relationship.

The door opened and they were ushered through into the hall. As soon as Monica was inside the house, she felt stifled by the heat and the number of people. The party sprawled over two large, downstairs rooms, both of which were overflowing, and she had to push past several couples to follow Michael into the kitchen where the drinks were being served. She noticed that he was glancing around, evidently searching for a particular face, and when he handed her a glass of white wine he barely made eye contact. She was infected by his uneasiness and began to glance about as well, even though she had no idea who she was looking for. If Michael really was having an affair with a colleague from work, the woman concerned was hardly going to be wearing a badge to identify herself.

‘Do you know most of these people, then?’ she asked, partly to get his attention.

‘Hmm? Oh, about half of them, I suppose. But most of the faces are familiar.’ He sipped from his glass and forced a smile.

‘Shall we go through into the other room?’ she suggested.

‘Yes, sure. Why not?’

Michael led the way, nodding a greeting to a couple of men in suits who stood chatting in the hallway. As soon as they entered the front room, a woman turned towards them. Her face broke into a smile which froze momentarily on her lips when she noticed Monica. She recovered herself almost at once, but it was enough.

‘You must be Monica. It’s a pleasure to meet you.’

Monica smiled graciously.

‘And this is Suzie,’ Michael said. ‘She’s a colleague of mine. She’s only been with us for a few months, but she’s already something of a rising star.’ He shifted his weight from one leg to the other and smiled first at Suzie, then at Monica.

Suzie laughed. ‘Now don’t embarrass me, Michael.’

Monica sensed at once the rapport between Michael and Suzie. It was so strong it was almost tangible. She could detect it in the way they stood together, catching each other’s eyes surreptitiously from time to time and exchanging little smiles that bore no relation to what anyone was saying, as if there was an undercurrent of meaning which only the two of them were party to. She suddenly felt like an intruder, and the awkwardness and injustice of it made the colour rise to her cheeks.

‘Shall we get another drink, Michael?’ Monica said abruptly, taking him by the arm and pulling him gently towards her.

He hesitated for a moment and then looked at his glass, which was still half full. ‘I’m fine, actually. You get one.’ He smiled innocently at her. She could have punched his face.

‘Suzie? Another drink?’ Suzie declined politely.

Monica had no choice. She let go of Michael’s arm and turned away, trying to appear unruffled but mentally cursing Michael for having failed to respond to her hint. He wasn’t stupid enough not to have noticed. He obviously didn’t want her clinging to him all evening. Perhaps it was his way of punishing her for having come. Either that or he found it impossible to tear himself away from Suzie. As Monica walked towards the door she felt the urge to look back and see whether Michael and Suzie became more intimate in her absence, but her pride kept her eyes fixed in front of her. There would be time later to assert herself; she didn’t want to come across as paranoid.

Throughout the day she had been inwardly rehearsing the evening, refining her responses to cope with any eventuality. If her worst fears were realised and it turned out that Michael was indeed having an affair, then she’d imagined herself unleashing a controlled torrent of disdain, punishing him for his betrayal and at the same time remaining aloof and dignified. But as she stepped into the hall, she was suddenly aware of her heart pounding in her throat. God, it was years since she’d experienced a threat to her relationship, either real or imaginary, and she’d forgotten how physical a sensation it was, how overpowering. What was she doing walking away, leaving them alone together? She had to stay with him, make damned sure he didn’t have a chance to exchange any more cutesy smiles, or appear, even for a moment, to be unattached. That’s what she would do. There was no shame in that, for Christ’s sake, they’d been together for nearly ten years – she was allowed to make some demands.

She stopped decisively and turned round. Framed by the doorway, she saw the two of them together. Michael was whispering something to Suzie, who had turned her head sideways to listen, and his lips were so close to her ear they looked almost to be touching it. A smile flickered across Suzie’s mouth as she registered each word, and then suddenly her hand swatted at his arm in mock castigation. Michael laughed and rocked back on his heels to evade the playful swipe, catching Suzie’s wrist and holding it firmly while she pouted fiercely at him and tried to wrench it free. After a few seconds, he released her, and she glowered at him, bristling as she clenched and unclenched her fingers several times. There was no real anger in her expression, just a kind of coy petulance that was evidently part of the game.

Monica stood rooted to the spot, acutely distressed by the scene she was witnessing, but nevertheless unable to take her eyes from it. Neither Suzie nor Michael noticed that she was watching; they were both too engrossed in each other’s company. Michael was animated, talking quickly and gesticulating, occasionally touching Suzie on the arm to reinforce a particular point. Nowadays he rarely made the effort to be entertaining, but with the right audience, it seemed, he was as capable as ever of performing. And Suzie was providing just the responses he needed, eyeing him with a sceptical, almost defiant expression before breaking into sudden fits of irresistible laughter at the conclusion of each anecdote.

The sight of their intimacy sickened Monica. She suddenly felt as though her intestines were twisting inside her, and the blood which surged up into her face with sudden violence sounded in her ears like the roaring of the sea. Her intuition told her that, without question, Michael was having an affair with this woman. Before the party, she would have accepted any number of more innocent explanations for the recent changes in his behaviour – early onset of the male menopause, perhaps, or a resolution to devote more time and effort to his social life. But now the various signs – the occasional unexplained absence from his flat, a generally increased level of secrecy about his movements, the slight nervousness when he picked up the phone in Monica’s presence – all seemed to point towards the same explanation. And there, in front of her eyes, was the final piece of evidence – Suzie.

From the moment Monica had first laid eyes on her, she’d sensed that Suzie was a real danger; not the fluffy, impressionable young type that Monica could imagine Michael finding increasingly appealing as he grew older, but a genuine threat. She wasn’t beautiful, but she was striking, with long, dark hair that fell sleekly down her back, and wide, almond-shaped eyes. A very short, sleeveless dress exposed a pair of broad shoulders and rather muscular arms; her legs too were solidly built, but at the same time sleekly contoured, giving an impression of strength rather than heaviness. She could never have aspired to daintiness, but seemed, from the way she carried herself, to be proud of her more powerful physique. As if to emphasise that she spurned the prissiness of conventional femininity, her shoes were inappropriately clumpy, with high, thick heels that sank into the plush carpet. Her stance was relaxed and confident, almost brazen, and Monica could imagine her being an intimidating adversary if crossed.

For several long seconds Monica remained staring at Michael and Suzie. She was constantly on the verge of rushing back to interrupt their cosy little huddle, but for some reason, she didn’t move. She stood paralysed, simultaneously gripped and repelled by what she saw, as a violent storm of emotions swirled about her. Then, suddenly, she turned on her heel and hurried through into the kitchen.

Her heart was still pounding and her mind spun giddily around the single, vivid image of Michael and Suzie together. But with slow, deep breaths, she willed herself to regain control of her thoughts. She mustn’t become hysterical, she told herself – that could do her no good at all. Nor should she let herself jump to conclusions. Painful as it was to see Michael flirting with another woman, it didn’t necessarily indicate any greater wrongdoing. And she had become so wound up, even before she arrived at the party, that she was hardly in the best state of mind to weigh the evidence. She needed to take a few minutes for her nerves to settle. Perhaps later, when she returned to the front room, she could have a quiet word with Michael and find out what, if anything, was going on.

In the kitchen, a man was helping himself to a glass of wine and offered to serve Monica. ‘Say when,’ he muttered as he began to pour.

‘Fill it up,’ Monica replied. She took a couple of swallows and held her glass out again.

‘More?’

Monica nodded. ‘I’m thirsty,’ she added.

‘You are, aren’t you?’ smiled the man. His eyes sparkled with a warmth that cut through some of her turmoil. Here was someone who appeared human, at least. ‘Maybe you should have a glass of water.’

‘Can’t drink it. It makes me depressed,’ she said.

The man laughed quietly and refilled her glass. She held it up, murmuring, ‘Good health.’

‘And happiness,’ he responded.

Monica’s eyebrows flicked upwards in an involuntary gesture of scepticism. The man obviously noticed.

‘Was that the wrong thing to say?’ His tone was quiet, in contrast to some of the braying voices she could hear around them.

She shook her head, unnerved slightly by his perceptiveness. Then, smiling politely, she turned to leave the room, wondering whether a visit to the cold buffet might restore her spirits a little.

‘It obviously was the wrong thing to say,’ he remarked. She turned back to find that he was still smiling at her with the relaxed affability of someone lucky enough to be a natural socialiser. He had dark, intelligent eyes that, in spite of his smile, seemed to chastise her gently for being discourteous. ‘Or are you in a hurry to get back to someone?’ he added.

She looked into his eyes, trying to assess whether it was just a random remark or one intended to provoke a reaction. His expression was vaguely ironic, giving nothing away.

‘Not especially,’ she answered. ‘I don’t really know anybody here.’

‘Well stay in the kitchen and get pissed, then,’ he said, his face lighting up with boyish excitement. ‘Look, there’s lots.’ He gestured towards the lines of bottles with an extravagant sweep of his arm. ‘And if you don’t know anyone, there’s no reason for you to behave yourself.’

‘No, I suppose not. But I dare say there are people here that you have to impress.’

He looked at her quizzically for a moment, then appeared slightly embarrassed. ‘Ah, well actually, no,’ he said. ‘That’s one of the perks of being a partner. Other people have to suck up to me. I can be as obnoxious as I like.’

‘Oh, I see. I didn’t realise I was talking to someone important.’

He laughed and looked embarrassed again. ‘Only in the tiny world of Cheatham and Booth.’

He was young to be a partner, she thought. Probably mid thirties – certainly no older than forty. And there was something subversive in his manner that she couldn’t imagine going down well in the boardroom of a firm of solicitors. On the other hand, there was undeniably some kind of spark about him – intelligence, charisma, she wasn’t sure what it was. He was quite handsome too, and looked as though he might be sporty – the type who was always popular with other men.

She was just beginning to warm to her conversation with him when a delegation of pink-faced young men in rather ill-fitting suits descended upon them and loitered uncomfortably a few feet away, as if seeking an audience. He glanced at her and gave an almost imperceptible shrug of regret. ‘Duty calls,’ he mouthed. Then he turned to the gaggle of expectant underlings and began to hold court in a quiet, confidential tone that had them craning their heads towards him one moment and swaying back in raucous laughter the next. They reminded her of those plastic, nodding birds which had been bought and discarded in their thousands during the Seventies, but were no doubt collector’s items now that the tasteless had become fashionably kitsch.

‘I’ll see you later then,’ Monica said, touching him on the arm to get his attention. She wasn’t prepared just to slip away anonymously as she guessed she was expected to do. In fact, she was slightly surprised when he broke off his conversation with the men and turned to face her.

‘Wait. I’ll come with you,’ he said.

With one hand placed affably on her shoulder, he made his excuses to the group of men and led Monica out of the kitchen. ‘Let’s go in here,’ he suggested, steering her into the living room at the rear of the house, away from where she had left Michael and Suzie together a few minutes earlier. ‘Well done. I thought I was going to be stuck with that lot for hours.’

‘Do you not get on with them?’ Monica asked as they wove a path through the jostling guests towards the fireplace on the far side of the room.

‘Oh, I get on with them very well. I just don’t like them very much.’

The only free space they could find was an alcove beside the chimney breast. Monica stepped back a little into the shadows and smiled at the man, grateful for the distraction of having someone to talk to. Now that she had recovered her composure to some extent, leaving Michael and Suzie to their own devices seemed the most dignified option. Sooner or later, Michael was bound to wonder where she had got to and come in search of her. That idea appealed to her, rationally, far more than hurrying back to the front room and engaging herself in a degrading battle for his attention. The only problem was not being able to see how the two of them were behaving. It was agony trying to concentrate her mind on anything else when she knew they were together in the adjoining room, despite the undeniable charm of her companion.

‘So you don’t work for Cheatham and Booth, then,’ the man said, propping one hand against the wall beside Monica in what seemed to her more of a protective gesture than a predatory one. His manner was too gentlemanly to be threatening.

She smiled. ‘No. In fact, I’m not a solicitor.’

‘Oh.’ He looked baffled for a moment.

‘Does that mean you don’t want to talk to me any more?’ she asked, forcing a note of playfulness into her voice and trying not to appear distracted.

‘Oh, no. Quite the opposite,’ he protested, lifting his glass towards her in a silent toast and then taking a sip. ‘Much better to talk to someone who isn’t a solicitor. Much more interesting. What are you, then?’

‘I work in publishing. Legal publishing, in fact.’

‘Oh, so not much more interesting then,’ he chuckled. ‘I thought you might be a fashion consultant, or something glamorous like that.’ His eyes sparkled with easy charm. ‘Never mind, we don’t have to talk about work, you know. We could talk about … anything. Anything at all.’ He paused and took another sip. ‘Hmm. Not so easy, is it? Any ideas?’

Monica laughed. ‘I’ve never been much good at small talk.’ She was warming to the undercurrent of flirtation in his voice, and began to feel that the evening might not, after all, be an unmitigated ordeal. She could manage on her own for a while.

‘So why are you here, then,’ he asked with sudden inspiration, ‘if you’re not a solicitor? I mean, if you didn’t have to come?’ He narrowed his eyes. ‘Who are you?’

‘Oh, I’m Monica. I’m … a friend of Suzie’s.’ The lie escaped her lips almost before she’d conceived it. The last thing she wanted was to embark upon a conversation about Michael, or worse still, have it suggested that they go and join him. And besides, she didn’t feel inclined to discourage this man’s attentions just as he was beginning to make her feel less miserable.

The man smiled into his glass, and then lifted his gaze. ‘Now there’s something we could talk about, eh?’

Monica’s heart began to pound violently and her throat tightened. Oh God, this man knew something. He knew something about Suzie and he was about to reveal it to her. Her instincts told her that she was on the verge of a terrible discovery, and the blood pulsed so loudly in her ears that she could hardly make out his words.

‘First juicy bit of gossip we’ve had in the office for months,’ he went on. ‘I’d never have thought old Michael had it in him.’

The mention of Michael’s name echoed through her skull like the tolling of a bell. He was having an affair. The bastard really was having an affair. She’d come to the party to find out the truth, but hearing it dropped casually into the conversation by a complete stranger was too much for her to bear. Her eyes pricked with tears, and when she opened her mouth to speak, her voice caught in her throat. She swallowed hard, hoping that perhaps the man wouldn’t notice her distress in the subdued light of the recess.

‘No, it … er, it was a surprise. I’d heard he was a bit dull,’ she replied at last.

‘Bit of a dark horse, though, it seems,’ the man said, raising his eyebrows. ‘Lucky bastard.’ He made another silent toast and glanced over his shoulder, as if he expected Michael to be there.

Her mind reeled as she struggled to absorb the awful truth of her discovery. The man with whom she’d had an almost uninterrupted relationship for the past ten years had betrayed her. He was having an affair, sleeping with another woman and trying to cover his tracks so that she wouldn’t realise. It was almost inconceivable that he could behave in that way, but there was no longer any doubt about it. Suddenly, the torment of suspicion was swept away, and in its place she felt an impotent rage at being so atrociously mistreated. And although the possibility had been strongly in her mind for several weeks, now that it had become reality she reacted to it in a way she would never have anticipated. She felt an overpowering urge to retaliate in some way.

‘What about you?’ she asked, mastering her tone and forcing herself to sound provocative. ‘Are you a dark horse too?’ She needed to get back at Michael in any way she could, and the stranger she was talking to was simply the most convenient means of achieving it. She held his gaze, willing him to respond.

‘Me? Oh, no, I’m not a dark horse. I’m a blatant womaniser.’ The man smiled, a rather impish smile that made his reply seem faintly ludicrous.

‘Oh, I’d better be careful, then,’ said Monica. ‘I wouldn’t want to be womanised.’

‘It’s not so bad. Really, it isn’t,’ he said, as if he were trying to talk her into accepting a substandard hotel room. He smiled again, and this time he let his eyes wander down over her body.

She brushed her leg against his and the nylon of her tights hissed softly with the friction. They both looked down. For a brief moment, she wondered whether she was going too far. She wasn’t exactly in the best state of mind to judge her actions, or to gauge his responses. But she dismissed her doubts; after all, she didn’t feel she had a lot left to lose.

She lifted up her glass and let the rim rest for a moment against her bottom lip. ‘I thought you were going to womanise me. You’re not doing very well so far. Just an idle boast, I suppose.’ There was no point in stopping halfway. She felt a sudden release, knowing that she had crossed the boundary of decent behaviour.

His reaction was more immediate and direct than she had expected. He moved the arm that had been braced against the wall and, stepping even closer to her, placed his hand on the back of her thigh, just beneath the hem of her dress. And before she’d had time fully to register what he was doing, his fingers began to move slowly but deliberately between her legs.

‘I shouldn’t have said that, should I?’ she remarked softly. But she didn’t move away.

‘It was an excellent thing to say,’ the man replied. She had shifted her position so that her legs were slightly apart, and his hand slipped beneath her, between her thighs, inching slowly upwards towards her crotch.

For a while, they didn’t speak. Monica rocked her hips backwards a little so that her sex was pressed against his fingers, and immediately they began to caress her with a firm, insistent rhythm: Her breath snagged in her throat as the involuntary responses of her body began to take hold. Rather than distract from her arousal, her emotional turmoil seemed, if anything, to heighten it, and she realised that she was already becoming damp.

‘We should keep talking,’ he whispered. ‘It’s less suspicious.’

Her face was flushed. She couldn’t look at him, although she could sense that his eyes were fixed on her. In a desperate attempt to appear casual, in case anyone was watching, she took a sip from her glass, and as it touched her lips, she gave a low, involuntary moan. She knew that he would be able to feel the pouting contours of her labia through the two thin layers of material, and she thrilled at the thought. The muscles in her legs became taut and the knot of arousal deep inside her belly grew more insistent. Each movement of his fingers sent feathers of sensation through her loins, flickers of excitement that gradually increased and centred themselves around the tiny, swollen bud of her clitoris.

Glancing out into the room, Monica looked at the groups of guests, their expressions ranging from polite sociability to ill-concealed boredom. She reckoned that she was shielded from their view, but only just. The thought that someone might notice what was happening in the dimly lit recess beside the fireplace gave a sudden edge to her arousal, and, without really thinking, she shifted round so that she was facing the man square on. His hand slid out from underneath her and he bowed his head diffidently before sipping at his drink. But one look at Monica’s flushed cheeks and urgent gaze told him that he wasn’t expected to stop. Retreating as far as she could into the shadows, she grasped his hand and guided it under the hem of her dress once more, this time at the front.

She felt the pressure of his fingers rub against her clitoris, causing waves of intense sensation to radiate out from the throbbing button of flesh and sweep though her thighs and lower abdomen. He pressed the length of his index finger against her labia, making them part slightly, and once again she knew that he would be able to feel her arousal, the dampness which was seeping through her knickers and tights. Using his thumb, he began to stroke her clitoris with a steady, circular rhythm. Her breathing grew heavy, and her pelvis started to rock backwards and forwards almost imperceptibly in time with his caresses. God, she could never have imagined responding like this, not when there were so many people around, any one of whom could have have walked over at any moment and interrupted them. It was sheer madness to think they could carry on, but the thought of stopping now was intolerable.

‘Harder,’ she breathed. ‘Do it harder.’

She squeezed her buttocks together, desperate for the tantalising sparks of arousal to ignite within her and bring her to orgasm. But the more she tried, the further she seemed from the moment of release.

‘I can’t, I can’t,’ she hissed. ‘It’s no good.’ If only she’d worn stockings and suspenders rather than tights. She was sure that it was the two layers of material that were dulling her sensitivity and preventing her from being satisfied. ‘I can’t feel you.’

In contrast to the barely controlled squirming of her body against his hand, the man looked calm, his eyes fixing her with the same easy composure he’d shown throughout. ‘Go upstairs,’ he said, quietly. ‘Take your tights off. I’ll be here when you get back.’

‘I can’t,’ she moaned, unable to keep the distress from showing in her voice. ‘Not with this dress. It’ll look … too obvious.’

‘Take your knickers off then,’ he replied.

Only in the frantic state she was in could she have taken his suggestion even remotely seriously. But her thoughts were spiralling hopelessly, deprived of all reason by the clamouring of her body, and the only thing which could focus her mind was the possibility of gratification.

‘Stay here,’ she urged. Her voice was so fierce that he looked startled. ‘Please. Don’t go away. I’ll be back.

She tore herself away, and straightening her dress, almost raced out of the room and up the stairs. Once inside the bathroom, she locked the door behind her and took a deep breath. This was insanity. She’d finally cracked. Even the urgent throbbing of her sex, which felt even now as though his fingers were caressing it, couldn’t blind her to the fact that her behaviour had reached the realms of absurdity. What was she doing? She glanced around her at the white enamel bath and pristine tiles, as if searching for some explanation. It hadn’t just been because of the wine. She wasn’t drunk. She’d desperately needed to be touched. She’d responded so immediately and so intensely that it frightened her. But what could she do now? What did she want?

OEBPS/images/9781405528160.jpg
ATHY HUNTER





