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Chapter One
 
    
 
   Caroline’s hands shook violently as she shoved the thick glass panel, trying to open the heavy door as quickly as possible. She couldn’t wait to see the back of the stifling building. 
 
   A light breeze cooled the thin layer of perspiration on her forehead. At last she could breathe again as she stepped out into the bright sunlight. 
 
   She slipped a trembling hand into her jacket pocket and fumbled for her sunglasses. She shoved them awkwardly onto her face to hide her tear laden eyes and then rummaged in her bag for her car keys. 
 
   Walking slowly, all too aware of her own pounding heart and almost too angry and upset to concentrate. She wondered where she had parked her car as she cast her eyes over the sea of vehicles that had materialized since she had arrived earlier that morning. Relief swept over her as she spotted her beloved old Mini at last. 
 
   The aging vehicle that she had saved from a scrap heap in a moment of sheer nostalgia a few years before was almost hidden between two huge four by fours. She sighed deeply, thinking that her car looked a bit like how she felt; a tiny thing squeezed between two giant, immovable monsters. 
 
   Officialdom and Progress. How she hated those words and what they represented.
 
   She pushed her long dark hair back from her face, winding it into a tight swirl and fastening it with a clip over her shoulder. She needed the breeze to touch and cool her overheated neck. Her hands still shook as she opened the car door.
 
    A sleek black car with a bear of a man driving slowed and pulled across the space in front of her Mini. She stared at the man’s massive outline through the car’s tinted windows. His huge hands were visibly clenching on the steering wheel. He stared back at her, dark eyes narrowed while he moved slowly past and then off around the car park. 
 
   Her dream was about to end. It had been such a gamble at the start; using every last penny she had saved, and some of the bank’s too, but it had started to work. The knowledge she had gained at catering college at the same time as catering for children’s tea parties had paid off. The queue outside the door every day proved that. To lose it all now when it was clearly successful was gut-wrenching. 
 
   Two minutes. That’s all it had taken the council to hear her side and dismiss all her objections. She felt sick. 
 
   How had everything gone so badly? 
 
   At first she couldn’t believe that nobody had backed her up but after seeing the plans submitted by the development firm and the compensation package for the shop owners, there hadn’t been a hope. 
 
   It was all so glamorous and shiny. They had even produced tiny but beautiful scale models of the new seafront apartments, bars, trendy shops and restaurants.
 
   Who in their right mind wouldn’t want it all to go ahead? The whole of the esplanade was being demolished and then upgraded. She had little hope of continuing her business as it was. The councilors had decided that for her. Her shop was far too old and small and was therefore earmarked for destruction along with several others. 
 
   The meeting following hers would settle it finally. The developers were coming in that morning to finalize and sign contracts. 
 
   The black car with the big driver was passing her again. He may have turned his head but at that moment she was in no state to really see. She couldn’t help salty tears from squeezing between her lashes and blinding her vision. 
 
   She had held herself together while in front of the council members but now she wiped a tear from the corner of her eye as she sat slumped in the driving seat. She rested her head on the steering wheel of her Mini trying to control her breathing as she fought off the waves of despair. She swallowed miserably, knowing that there was nothing she could do. 
 
    Breaking the news in the shop was going to be heartrending. Her friends would be devastated to lose their jobs. Part time though they were, money was tight everywhere and she knew that the loss of even the small amount she paid her staff would be a blow.       
 
   With a resigned sigh she pushed her sunglasses to the top of her head and turned the key in the ignition, trying to make sense of everything.
 
   Loud tapping on the window next to her caused her to jump in shock. Her head shot up and her sunglasses fell back onto her nose at the jolt. She pushed them back up again, catching her hair where it had fallen forwards. She scooped it back quickly, plucking at the strands that had stuck to her tear-stained face. 
 
   She turned to see glowering but beautiful charcoal grey eyes looking right back into her green ones. A straight black brow creased into a tight line was just above them. She wound down the window, dabbing furiously under her eyes with a crumpled tissue, desperately hoping her mascara hadn’t run.
 
   “Can I help you?” Her voice was slightly sharp in response to his steel-cold look. She breathed in deeply as his expensive, spicy scent wafted through the open window and enveloped her just before he spoke.
 
   “Only if you’re moving your car.” He replied just as sharply, pushing back his dark shoulder length hair from his face where it had fallen due to bending so far. His long fingers twisted it behind his ear. “You’ve been sat there for ages and I have to be in a meeting. I was hoping that you were leaving as there are no other spaces.” He sounded agitated and in a hurry. A muscle was flexing hard in his jaw and she caught a whiff of delicious peppermint breath just before he clamped his mouth shut.
 
   She shrugged, glancing at his wide shoulders so close to the window and she tucked more loose strands of hair back away from her face. 
 
   “Yes, I’m going now if you want it. If you can fit your car into this space, that is. It looks as though it’s going to be a little tight.” She looked pointedly at what she now recognized as a gleaming black Mercedes parked across the front of one of the four by fours. The beautiful car was not one of the largest models, more sporty than most, but it was still a lot bigger than her Mini. His eyes flickered slightly as he cast his eyes over her aging car and then back to his own spectacular model again.
 
   “I’ll make it fit.” He growled with a determined smile, his lips parting over beautifully even white teeth. His charcoal eyes burned into hers as he pulled his dark purple tie slightly tighter up to his collar, running his long finger round the inside of it as though it were uncomfortable. “I have to be in that meeting so if you’d like to move your car anytime soon, that would be super.” The smile was gone and sarcasm was thick in his tone as he glared at her again. He stood up straight, turned suddenly and then strode purposefully back to his car. 
 
   Caroline breathed in once more, hoping to catch another whiff of his scent as the air around him swirled about. The mixture of his spicy perfume and the peppermint was intoxicating.
 
   She could not help noticing that he wasn’t just tall. He was absolutely huge. His easy stride took him back to his car in just a couple of seconds. She watched as he opened the door, ducked his head and folded his long legs and body into a seat that seemed far too small for him. 
 
   She drove her Mini forwards out of the bay, glancing over at him as she passed. He was now half hidden behind tinted glass again. She could see the bottom half of his face quite clearly, jaw square and hard. He was drumming his irritated fingers impatiently along the top of the steering wheel. 
 
   He lifted his chin slightly as she pulled away from his precious space, twisted his body round and rested his long arm across the back of the seat as he negotiated the parking bay. He was definitely very good looking and she might have admired him even more if he hadn’t sounded so arrogant in his snappy shirt and flashy car with his all-important meeting. 
 
   She rolled her eyes and cringed as she suddenly realized that she was being very childish.  It was only a parking space. She was only reacting like this because her morning had gone so badly. 
 
   She dug around in the glove compartment and found her usual supply of sherbet pips waiting there. One small and much appreciated advantage to owning a cake shop with traditional sweets as a sideline, she thought. She shoved a handful into her mouth rolling them around on her tongue and giving a tiny shudder as the tangy sherbet fizzed there. She drove, deep in thought, towards the exit. 
 
   She had been warned that there was potential for development in the area but it had been a rumour for years and nothing had happened so far. Her beautiful cake and sweet shop right on the sea front was perfect. Delicious even. Caroline had thought she’d been so lucky when one of the tiny shops had at last become available to rent. Now she wasn’t so sure. To have success plucked from her grasp like this was more than annoying. It felt like a personal attack.
 
   She should have questioned why the lease had been offered at such favourable terms but she had been so excited at the time she had put it to the back of her mind as she signed on the dotted line. 
 
   Now it was obvious why the lease was such a short one. The landlords had used the excuse of not wanting to commit her new business for too far into the future and she had assumed that she would be able to re-negotiate with them as the shop progressed. 
 
   She was furious with herself now for relying on old assumptions. She should have asked around a lot more. None of the other shop owners were in the least bit surprised by the outcome of the planning meeting.
 
   Waiting for the project to be completed wasn’t an option either. Twelve months until it would be ready for occupation was just too long. She needed the income from the shop now, not in a year’s time. Perhaps she could look for somewhere else similar? It had been hard enough to find the place and she wasn’t at all confident of finding another. She sucked hard on the little sherbets, rolling them round in her mouth again.
 
   A shadow darted from between two cars just on the edge of her vision, breaking into her thoughts. She slammed on the brakes, thanking heaven that she had replaced them the previous week, as Mercedes Man ran across the car park in front of her. 
 
   Her heart jolted into her mouth and she gasped violently, nearly choking on her sweets as he slipped by her bumper, missing it with millimetres to spare. His thick briefcase clanged noisily against the bonnet of her car. She swallowed hard and the sherbet made her wheeze. The breath rushed out of her lungs.        
 
   “Idiot!” She yelled through the still open window just as his case sprang open, sending papers cascading to the ground. She was about to shout something else when she saw the expression on his face. She closed her mouth as a look of undisclosed fury crossed his features. He glared at her, his grey eyes black with anger. 
 
   Despair replaced the rage as he saw the pile of papers strewn across the ground. His massive shoulders slumped in resignation.  He pushed up the sleeves of his shirt and lifted the knees of his trousers as, squatting slightly, he started to gather up his work. 
 
   She studied his hard, tanned forearms, so out of place in the stiff white shirt, his wide chest and shoulders straining the material slightly as he bent forwards. She wondered if he had moved either of the four by fours by hand to fit his car between them. Looking at the size of him now, it seemed entirely possible. Caroline sighed deeply as she stared appreciatively at his beautifully toned physique and gave in. 
 
   She slipped out from behind the steering wheel and walked to the front of her car, stooping to pick up the scattered paperwork with him. She noticed his scent again, deliciously spicy. She breathed in deeply and enjoyed the subtle fragrance as she gathered up the letters and drawings. He stood up, towering over her, and started putting them in order, resting his case on the top of her car. He hurriedly sifted through the pages, the muscle in his jaw working hard as he seemed to grit his teeth together.
 
   Caroline handed over some more sheets and pushed her hair back from where it had fallen over face again.
 
   “There you go. No harm done, but please look where you’re walking in the future. You nearly gave me a heart attack!” She attempted a tentative smile at him. 
 
   He took the last drawing from her hand and turned his head to look down at her for a long moment. She couldn’t fathom his expression as his eyes travelled over her face and she swallowed noisily as a last piece of sherbet pip found its way out from between two teeth. 
 
   His dark grey eyes, surrounded by even blacker lashes, were mesmerizing in their deepness and almost magnetic. For a mad moment Caroline thought he was going to lean down to kiss her. Then hesitantly, he lifted his huge hand and brushed his forefinger gently just beneath her eye, skimming over her skin so lightly she could hardly feel it. 
 
   She gasped in surprise as her heart rated shot up and electric shocks ran through her whole body. She jerked her face away from him. His expression was curious and he raised his eyebrows as he watched her reaction to his touch. He dropped his gaze and looked distractedly at his watch. He pulled his frown firmly back into place as he growled out, “Now I really am late. Another time, for goodness’ sake, concentrate when you’re driving. Even this little thing,” he indicated her Mini with a wave of his hand, “could have killed me.” His tone was as hard as his jaw and his face remained stern. “Now I must get to that planning meeting, before you manage to destroy me and my contract completely.” He turned towards the council buildings, dismissing her without a second glance, his broad shoulders swinging and straining the shirt again as he jogged fluidly away from her.
 
   Caroline stood there with her mouth open in shock.      
 
   What an arrogant arse! And after she’d helped him too!
 
   She shut her mouth quickly, her brain eventually kicking into gear as she finally registered the words he had actually spoken.  
 
   Connected with what she had seen in his briefcase, she could at last put all the clues together. She had been too distracted by him to take note earlier. Her wide green eyes narrowed sharply as she realized who he was. 
 
   He was one of the developers! Probably the guy who owned the company going by the spectacular car he drove and the fabulously suit he wore. She bit down a frustrated groan as the implications hit her. He was one of the men stamping on her dream and denying her friends their jobs. 
 
   For a fraction of a second she wished she hadn’t slammed the brakes on quite so hard. There was no way her little car would have killed him going at that speed. It was more likely that he would have killed her car; he was just too huge to be run over by a Mini travelling at less than twenty miles per hour, but it may have knocked some of the superiority out of him. If he hadn’t arrived at the meeting on time maybe the development could have been stopped or at the very least delayed for a few weeks.
 
   Breathing heavily, her heart pounding irrationally, she climbed back into her car, realizing that it was a lost hope. Nothing was going to change the Councils mind. They had sewn up the deal weeks ago. These things weren’t decided in one tiny meeting with an angry bloke and a briefcase. Her little protest hadn’t made the slightest bit of difference and Mercedes Man being a few minutes late wouldn’t change anything either. 
 
   She looked in her rear view mirror to check on any other drivers and groaned deeply as she caught sight of her reflection. Her hair was sticking out from beneath the pushed-up sunglasses and her face was smudged with watery mascara. There was a slight lightening of the dark makeup where Mercedes Man had rubbed his finger across it. 
 
   Just typical! She thought. Why did she have to look such a mess? He must have thought she was the local lunatic with her mad hair and crazy eyes. She pulled a makeup wipe from in the glove compartment and cleaned up her face. She shoved the blackened wipe back into the glove compartment and grabbed another handful of sherbet pips at the same time. 
 
   She crunched them furiously as she put the car into gear and, after looking much more carefully than strictly necessary, turned out onto the road.


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
   This was so what she needed. She didn’t care if her skin became wrinkled like a prune; after the day she’d had she felt entitled to stand in the shower as long as she was able.
 
   The hot water splashed over her body, cleansing the bubbles from her hair and the stress from her shoulders. 
 
   As the water ran cooler, Caroline stepped out of the shower and dried herself on a huge fluffy towel. She wrapped it around her body and took another slightly smaller one to wrap around her mass of water-slickened hair. She tucked the loose end in firmly and walked through to her bedroom. 
 
   She selected her favourite body lotion and sat on the edge of the bed massaging the fragrant cream into her arms and legs, enjoying the cool sensation and smoothness on her skin. 
 
   Loosening the towel around her hair, she turned her head upside down and, wriggling her fingers through the dark strands, she let her long hair fall nearly to the floor as she blow-dried it. She brushed through the warm silky hair when it was dry, pulling it back over her shoulders and letting its curling fullness fall nearly to her waist. 
 
   She sat quietly thinking for a moment before she went to her wardrobe.
 
    
 
   The mood in the shop had been sombre. After the disastrous council meeting, Caroline had called in her four part-time staff to give them the bad news. There was no way she was going to let them find out by any other means. 
 
   They would be closing the shop in three months, making way for the new waterfront apartment blocks with shopping facilities beneath. As her lease had been for three years, she would be offered an option to take premises in the new facilities, but the developers would decide the rental later. It was going to be considerably more expensive than now and was almost irrelevant anyway; they all knew they couldn’t wait the year for the development to be ready.
 
   Their shoulders had all drooped and Cathy had even started to cry. Caroline had put her arms around her friends trying to reassure them that she would do her best to keep it going and find another suitable outlet for their fabulous homemade cakes, chocolates and sweets. She tried to sound upbeat and confident although deep down she knew she would be hard-pressed to get anything off the ground at such short notice.
 
   It was Cathy’s impulsive suggestion to go out that cheered them all slightly. They all agreed that it was no good sitting around being miserable. Why not have one good fling while they could all still afford it? They made the sudden decision to go to the local nightclub after work. It was an over twenty-fives only night, and Cathy made jokes about Caroline being lucky that she’d just had her twenty-fifth birthday, or she wouldn’t have been allowed to in. She had better take some I.D. or they wouldn’t let her in. Caroline had laughed out loud for the first time that day. They made hurried arrangements to meet that evening. It would be the perfect antidote to her terrible day.
 
    
 
   Caroline ran her fingers lightly along her rail of clothes, most of which were far more suited to day wear than the evening, before she settled for a tightly fitting, strapless black dress that set off her creamy white skin perfectly. The dress had a built-in bodice and she decided to go without a bra as the figure-hugging material would only allow for the skimpiest of underwear.  
 
   After slipping the dress over her head and smoothing it down her stomach and thighs, she stood looking approvingly in her full-length mirror. It would knock them dead, she decided, knowing that her slim waist and curvy hips were exactly right for this outfit. Not that she knew anyone to knock dead of course, but that wasn’t going to influence her decision. 
 
   She put on only light makeup and a touch of mascara, leaving her fabulous green eyes to do their own work and then lashings of very red lipstick to set off her pale complexion. 
 
   She looked at her reflection. The resulting effect was spectacular. Her dark brown hair glossed over her shoulders, skimming radiantly across her ivory skin. She just needed her blood red, killer heels with matching handbag and she would be more than ready for action.
 
    
 
   Cathy stood waiting at the door of the club talking to the two huge bouncers who vetted the entrants when Caroline arrived. The men looked admiringly at her and she felt a little self-conscious. Cathy was very attractive but Caroline, with her incredibly long hair and goddess-like figure was much more glamorous.
 
   “The others have cried off.” Cathy said immediately as she kissed Caroline on both cheeks in greeting. “Gemma couldn’t find a babysitter in time and Lucy and Georgie are going out with their boyfriends instead, so it’s just us two.” She explained as Caroline’s face dropped a little. 
 
   “Oh well, it was short notice I suppose. It would have been perfect if they had come but we’ll have a great time anyway. Perhaps we’ll have time to sort something out with them another evening but we may as well enjoy ourselves as we are here.” Caroline smiled warmly as she looked at her friend. Cathy was wearing a tight red miniskirt and soft cream blouse. A wide black belt cinched in at her waist. The outfit was dramatic and striking and Caroline hoped that she didn’t look too plain in her deep black.
 
   Cathy spoke quickly again as she nodded in the direction of the nightclub doormen as she passed and they gave the two women appreciative glances. Cathy smiled back at them and then nudged Caroline’s arm.
 
   “We don’t want to waste any time hanging about out here. It’s too chilly for a start and I mustn’t be late tonight home if you want me opening the shop on time in the morning. I wouldn’t want to get on the wrong side of my boss so let’s go and get dancing.” She chuckled as Caroline raised her eyebrows and laughed.
 
   The music throbbed in the darkened nightclub and the dance floor was already crowded with writhing bodies. Caroline and Cathy made their way towards the bar, weaving between other clubbers and choosing white wine spritzers when they were eventually served. 
 
   The drink was very cool and almost too refreshing and they both finished the first glass quickly. Caroline bought another round and they shimmied their way through the crowds as they tried to find a table. Several men gave her and Cathy long, lustful glances and one or two made admiring remarks as they passed.
 
   At last they found a seat and as they put their glasses on the table they looked around at the other clubbers. It was only as they sat down that Caroline saw one man in particular, staring straight at her from across the dance floor. 
 
   Her heart immediately picked up its pace, thumping erratically in her chest and she glanced away quickly as she suddenly recognized Mercedes Man. 
 
   He was at the middle of a small gathering of women. A couple of men were there too, standing back from the ladies who all looked towards the tall man at their centre. The whole group looked stunningly beautiful, but he stood out, almost blindingly attractive, as he towered over the other men and women surrounding him. His dark hair was a lustrous blue-black under the strobe lighting, curling into his collar and he looked like some sort of dark God in pale fitted jeans and short-sleeved linen shirt. The huge muscles at the tops of his arms were obvious beneath the fine material and his broad, square shoulders emphasized the slimness of his waist. 
 
   Caroline didn’t look any further down as her heart began to pound madly and she could feel her pulse beating in her throat. She turned away and sat with her back to him, talking animatedly to Cathy, and trying not to think of how she had looked, with her hair and make-up everywhere, earlier on in the day. With a bit of luck he hadn’t recognised her. 
 
   It obviously wasn’t her lucky day.
 
   Cathy’s looked up as a huge shadow loomed over Caroline’s shoulder. Her eyes popped wide in surprise as she took in the glorious man. There was only one person in the room who would have made Cathy react that way.
 
   Caroline could almost feel his eyes boring into the back of her head and then she felt a tap on her shoulder. She turned her head slowly and looked up, a very long way up, her eyes taking in every inch of him as they slid over the length of his body. His dark grey eyes were smouldering as he smiled a breathtakingly white smile down at her. She turned up the corners of her mouth in brittle acknowledgment and looked then back to Cathy, determined not to speak to him, but she groaned inwardly as she saw that Cathy was already on her way towards the dance floor, leaving a very empty chair by Caroline’s side. 
 
   Mercedes Man slipped gracefully into the vacant seat, his knee accidentally touching hers briefly. Caroline deliberately looked down, not meeting his magnetic gaze and she shifted her leg away from his, making sure it couldn’t be touched by him again. 
 
   She could sense immediately how much more comfortable and relaxed he was in his denim jeans and soft linen shirt. The trousers and stiff-collared shirt ensemble of earlier had obviously only been worn for his meeting. She continued to look down at her hands until he suddenly put a long finger under her chin and lifted her face.     
 
   She still had to look a long way up even though he was sitting. The tingling electric feeling of earlier in the day returned as the heat of his finger burned her skin, but she didn’t knock it away or pull back this time. The pulse in her neck beat erratically against his skin as he spoke and she hoped he couldn’t feel it.
 
   “I thought it was you I saw coming in. I want to say sorry about this morning. I was in such a rush and the parking was so limited but I really shouldn’t have been so rude.” He had to raise his voice above the sound of the music but she could hear that he was making a genuine apology. “Are you okay now? You looked as though you’d been upset by something.”
 
   “Yes, I’m okay,” She answered automatically and slightly breathlessly. The way he was staring at her was most unfair and she had to steady herself as he took his finger away from her chin. She wiped a smear of red lipstick from around the top of her glass with her fingertip to give herself something to do while she considered more of a response but the way he looked at her made it hard for her to think.
 
   “What are you here to celebrate?” He watched her finger touching the rim of the glass. He didn’t wait for her response but his face was bright with excitement, his smile lighting it up and a tiny dimple showed in one of his lean cheeks. “I’m here with some friends and business colleagues.” He wafted a huge hand in the general direction of the dance floor and acknowledged his group of friends who appeared to be staring at him intently. He turned away from them again and gave Caroline his undivided attention. “Our meeting went brilliantly even though I was a little late with the final drawings. It was fortunate that one of my colleagues had thought to take in the model earlier in the week. We’re having a couple of pints. You know, letting our hair down before the real work starts. You and your friend are welcome to join us.” His voice was still raised and Caroline suddenly remembered who he was. She narrowed her eyes and scowled at him furiously.
 
   “Actually, forget what I just said. I’m not okay and I’m not celebrating anything.” She almost shouted. He sat back, stretching his impossibly long legs out in front of him while he looked at her quizzically, not understanding her sudden change of attitude. 
 
   The feeling of his finger had stayed with her. She tried to wipe the sensation away with the back of her hand. Her blood began to boil as her temper grew. She put both hands on the table to keep them from slapping his beautiful, superior face.
 
   “You’re ruining my life, Mister, and the lives of four of my friends!” She raged at him now, hating everything about him and his wretched business. She stood up quickly, just wanting to get away from him, but he stood too and caught hold of her arm as she was about to walk away. She could feel the strength in his hand as his grasp held her still, his fingers reaching right around her forearm. The jolts of electricity fizzed back into action and pulsed through her skin. She glanced back up at him wondering if he could feel it too.
 
   His eyes frowned, but he obviously hadn’t had the same reaction. He clearly felt nothing for her or her business. 
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about? I only came over to apologize for my less than polite behavior this morning. Even though you were the one to nearly run me over.” He was glaring curiously into her furious emerald eyes and she suddenly felt her insides turn to jelly as she tried determinedly to maintain her glare back at him. “Do you want to explain to me what I’ve done that is going to ruin your life?” He asked, genuine confusion in his expression.
 
   His grey eyes looked almost black in the dimmed lighting and her anger dropped almost as quickly as it had flared. She took a deep, steadying breath, inhaling his intoxicating perfume, before she spoke.
 
   “Oh forget it.” The air came out of her in a rush. “I’m just not good company at the moment.” She moved to pull away from him but he held onto her arm and spoke again.
 
   “Are you going to tell me about it then?” He obviously wasn’t going to let it go.
 
   Caroline sighed deeply and her shoulders slumped just a little. She felt defeated and all the fight suddenly left her.
 
   “It’s probably not entirely your fault at all, but I’m going to lose my shop and my friends are all going to be out of work because of the development that you have something to do with. I was at the meeting before yours. Cathy works for me,” she lifted her chin towards the dance floor where her friend danced among the crowd. “She’s devastated and so are the others I employ. We only came out tonight to cheer ourselves up but I certainly wasn’t expecting to see you here.” She glanced at his hand on her arm and he released her immediately. 
 
   The warmth stayed with her as she turned to walk away from him, but he caught up again, this time steering her towards the bar, his firm hand warm on her bare shoulder. His touch was lighter than she would have expected from a man of his size and the prickling electric sensations started up yet again. His charcoal eyes roamed over her coming back to her face a few seconds later. He bent closer to her ear.
 
    “Look we’ve got off to a bad start here. Let me buy you a drink and we can talk it over.” He shouted over the electronic beat of the music as he tried to give an encouraging smile.
 
   She laughed out loud and reluctantly shrugged off his hand. 
 
   “In this racket? I don’t think so. And what is there to say anyway? It’s a done deal for both you and me so I just have to put up with it and move on. There’s no other option for me.” His hand fell away from her shoulder. She took a step away from him again and this time he let her go, staring after her, as she swivelled her way to the dance floor, where Cathy was gyrating furiously with two other men.
 
   Caroline tried not to think of him at all while she danced but it was difficult. He stayed near the dance floor, his dark eyes constantly searching for something. They fell on her often, but always looked quickly away. He was impossible to miss, standing so much taller and more handsome than all the other men there, his long dark hair constantly flopping forward onto his face. Once or twice he came onto the dance floor with one or another of the women in his crowd, and danced with a fluidity she’d not seen in a man his size before. She had to keep her back to him or she would have stared.
 
   The two men dancing with Cathy had disappeared and the women walked back to the table to finish their spritzers. Caroline bought another for herself as Cathy had forgotten how tiring dancing could be and decided quite soon that she’d had enough. After checking that Caroline didn’t mind being deserted so early and calling for a cab, she left her friend to dance the night away alone.
 
   She knew that she wouldn’t stay much longer. She needed to be up early too if there was any chance of making enough money to tide her over what would surely be a tough few months but she didn’t want to miss the chance of a couple more dances. 
 
   Caroline moved back onto the dance floor wishing she could go nightclubbing more often. She hadn’t had many chances to indulge since opening the shop. She raised her arms above her head and let the music fill her as the D.J. racked up the volume. She let her hips sway to the rhythm, her whole body moving with the music. She let it wash over her; take all the stress of the day from her.
 
   She tried not to look at anyone as she danced, but the two men who had danced with Cathy were back on the dance floor with her, making it obvious that they were keen to take things further. However, as friendly as they seemed, she just wasn’t interested. Men were the last thing on her agenda at the moment. She moved away, not wanting to encourage them, then went and drank a little more of her spritzer. She stood and finished the glass, hoping that the two men had taken the hint and wouldn’t join her on the dance floor again. But just to make sure she waited for a few more moments, scanning the area carefully.
 
   The lights flashed and the crowds were making her feel uncomfortably hot. The ladies’ room beckoned and she turned and started for the toilet, but the two men were there yet again. They were becoming annoying but as she went to step round them, she felt the room tip slightly sideways. One of the men tried to catch her arm as she staggered past, but she flung up her hand and stumbled away from him, desperately trying to keep to her feet. 
 
   The ladies’ room vestibule had only a couple of women standing in front of the mirrors re-applying their make-up, but the room sounded full of noise. Caroline couldn’t follow their conversation at all and she wobbled to a cubicle feeling very odd. 
 
   The noise in her head continued as she sat on the toilet and tried to remember why she was there. Her head spun sickeningly. She dragged herself to the sink and splashed her face with cold water. She was horribly tired and her arms felt as heavy as lead. The cool water refreshed her slightly, but she felt no more co-ordinated She couldn’t hold her vision still and the room seemed to slip away under her feet as she walked towards the door. 
 
   The other two women had already left and she stumbled away from the sinks, eager to return to the dance floor in the hope that dancing would dispel the weird feeling that was threatening to overwhelm her. She opened the lavatory door onto the corridor and jumped back in fright when she found the two men from the dance floor standing right outside, grinning widely at her.
 
   She stumbled against the wall in surprise.
 
   One of the men leered at her, his eyes raking her body up and down as the taller man stepped forwards.
 
   “Hey! There you are gorgeous. We’ve been waiting for you.” The man’s voice echoed strangely in her head. It sounded as though he was speaking from far away and the movement of his lips was out of synchronisation with his words. 
 
   Caroline tried to tell him to back off but her tongue felt as though it was swollen, almost too big for her mouth. Her words came out in a slurred and confused jumble. She attempted to push round the man and walk into the corridor but her arms flailed uselessly at her sides and she wobbled dangerously in her high heels. 
 
   She heard herself cry out as the other man grabbed at her bare shoulders. He pulled her into a rough embrace, his hard hands digging into the soft skin of her back, his thin lips very near to her face and his sour, beery breath swamping her.
 
   “Come on baby. Don’t be like that. We know you want it really. You’ve been putting it about all night.” His voice drooled over her, breath stinking as he leaned in very close.
 
   She turned her head away sharply and opened her mouth to scream but he put his sweaty hand over her lips, cutting off any sound. He clutched her tightly to his thick, clammy body with his other arm, laughing at her feeble attempts to escape. 
 
   His body odour almost overwhelmed her senses, reeking in the back of her nose.  The second man came in close and started to run his rough fingers through her hair. 
 
   Tears sprang to her eyes as his calloused hands tangled and pulled some of the long, silky strands from her scalp. He caught hold of her hair more firmly, twisting it in his grip and pulling her head backwards to expose her throat. 
 
   And then she was being dragged towards an emergency exit, her brain caught up with her body  as at last she realized that she wasn’t going to be able to escape the two of them.
 
   But then the first man’s hand abruptly jerked away from her face and she could breathe clearly again. There was a blur of frantic movement and she saw him sink to the floor. 
 
   The second man was spinning, arms flailing, before he went flying through the air as Mercedes Man launched his massive fist into the attacker’s stomach. She heard loud whooshing sound as his breath was forced from his lungs and he crumpled into a ball, arms around his middle. The first man was trying to lift himself to his feet, but it was a feeble attempt and Mercedes Man stepped over the second assailant and punched him again, hard, in the face. This time he fell back and lay still, groaning in pain, blood pouring from his nose and mouth. 
 
   Caroline let out a great sob as her rescuer moved forwards towards her, his face contorted with rage as he stepped over the felled attacker. 
 
   She tried to take a step back but his long arms reached out to her as she began to topple uncontrollably sideways. He caught her in an iron embrace before she hit the floor, pulling her close to his chest and cradling her in his arms, his dark eyes wildly searching hers. 
 
   Before she could even think that she should hate this man too, his cool peppermint breath washed over her clouded senses and blackness closed in.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
   Warmth surrounded her as she woke. She kept her eyes closed as she listened to soft music coming from somewhere around her. She lay very still, trying to get her bearings, her head pounding painfully and her heart beating wildly in her chest. She waited until it slowed slightly before even thinking of moving.
 
   A few moments of calm breathing had her feeling brave enough to open her eyes. She shut them immediately as brilliant sunlight made them water. She waited again for a few seconds and then opened them again carefully, blinking rapidly as she peered out over the thick covers at the unrecognized room. 
 
   The ceiling was extraordinarily high and the sun was streaming through high arched windows that appeared to be all be placed along one wall. The other walls were painted a brilliant shade of white and had fantastic pieces of modern art displayed on them. 
 
   There was a bedside table next to her and a large leather chair by the door. She could see her black dress slung over one arm of the chair and a man’s jacket hanging over the other. 
 
   Two pairs of shoes were placed tidily beneath the chair. One pair high and red. The other brown and huge. 
 
   She quickly turned over in the bed hoping to God that there wasn’t anyone in it with her. She hadn’t been with a man for several months, the shop having taken up all her free time, but she couldn’t remember leaving the club with anyone last night. Cathy had left early but she couldn’t remember much after that. She scrabbled about in her brain for some kind of memory but nothing came to her. Though it wouldn’t be the first time she’d woken in another person’s bed, on the other occasions she had at least known who she was sleeping with. Her few  previous relationships had been built on companionship and trust. This was a ghastly new experience for her.
 
   The bed was empty beside her and from the look of the duvet and pillow, nobody had lain there but she couldn’t be sure. She quickly ran her hands down her body and was relieved to discover that she was dressed in a huge and deliciously soft white t-shirt that came down to her thighs. It smelled vaguely familiar and she pulled at the material, bringing it to her nose to breathe the scent in more deeply. 
 
   She dropped the soft fabric as she heard gentle footsteps outside the door. She dragged the covers up to her neck and sat up as someone tapped lightly on the wooden panel.
 
   “Yes?” She answered the tap slightly nervously, and tried to pull the tangles out of her impossibly long hair as the door opened noiselessly. 
 
    Mercedes Man strode purposefully into the room carrying a tray bearing a plate of toast and mugs of tea. The smell of the fresh toast wafted over her. 
 
   Caroline groaned inwardly. She dropped the hand stuck in her hair and covered her eyes as he smiled devastatingly at her, dark eyes searching her face as the dimple in his cheek twitched. 
 
   He brought the tray to the bedside table, walking gracefully in bare feet, his fitted denim jeans skimming over hard thighs and his huge torso encased in soft white cotton, every muscled contour showing through the tight material. It was impossible not to notice him and her breath hitched in her throat as all her senses went into overdrive. He looked God-like again and Caroline, now peering through her parted fingers, couldn’t help admiring this time.
 
   “Afternoon, sleepy-head. How are you feeling today?” His voice was slightly mocking as he handed her one of the mugs. 
 
   “Okay… I think. Is it afternoon already?” She drew away from him for a moment but as he raised an eyebrow she took the mug and showed her face at last. “How did I end up here? I mean, did we…?” She asked self-consciously, drawing her knees up as she glanced at the empty space beside her. From his confident manner it didn’t appear that it was unusual occurrence to find strange women in his bed. She hoped that his ego wouldn’t be offended that she couldn’t remember a thing about the previous night. 
 
   He stared at the space too.
 
   “No, no. We didn’t. Nothing happened.” He reassured her gently, frowning slightly. He fell silent as he stared at her.
 
   She let out a relieved breath and was about to take a sip of the scalding tea when her memory came flooding back to her. She jerked her head up at him, her eyes wide and lips trembling as she spoke.
 
   “Oh my God! Those awful men! They were all over me, wouldn’t leave me alone. They followed me to the bathroom.” Her expression was appalled. “I couldn’t get away from them; my body wouldn’t do anything properly. I lost all co-ordination.” Her whole body started to shake and her words tumbled from trembling lips. He took the mug back from her as the tea threatened to slosh over the brim. 
 
   “They were touching me, pawing all over me. Ugh!” She sounded revolted and very frightened at the same time but then another memory came back to her. Her head shot up as she suddenly remembered how Mercedes Man had flattened both of the pigs. “I can’t bear to think of what they might have done to me if you hadn’t turned up.” She looked up at him with grateful eyes.
 
   He sipped his tea and shrugged.
 
   “Hey, it’s okay. They barely had chance to touch you. You’re safe here now.” His voice was firm and reassuring.  “I’m sorry I didn’t take you home but you didn’t have I.D. with an address.” He looked guiltily at her. “Sorry… I searched through your bag to see if I could find out where you lived, but I couldn’t find anything very helpful. You were pretty far gone so I thought it best if I brought you back here anyway.” 
 
   Caroline stared up at him, her brain aching with shock.
 
   “Why didn’t you take me to hospital if I was unconscious?” She felt it was a reasonable question given the situation but he just shrugged.
 
   “What? And sit around in an overcrowded casualty for hours. You weren’t completely out of it and they probably would have assumed you were drunk. I called my own doctor instead. He is far more reliable in that sort of situation. I would have taken you after his assessment if you had needed it.”
 
   Caroline presses her fingers to her forehead. “What happened to me? One minute I was fine and the next...I was only drinking spritzers but I could barely stand up straight. I couldn’t even remember why I was in the toilet.” Her voice was a fraction firmer. He sounded so confident and it was rubbing off on her.
 
   He sat on the edge of the bed and handed her the tea again. She took it and sipped the hot liquid gratefully, feeling it burn her dry throat as it went down.
 
   “I think they drugged your drink, you seemed to go downhill fast and you haven’t woken properly since. I called my doctor out to you. He came as soon as we arrived back here, but as you appeared in no immediate danger he said it’s just best to let you sleep it off.” He watched her face, carefully looking for signs of distress as he spoke softly.
 
   She gulped another mouthful of the tea.
 
   “I can’t thank you enough.” She gasped out, the relief washing over her as fragmented images of the way he’d rescued her leapt into her head and her thoughts lingered over how he had held her so closely in his arms just before she had blacked out.
 
   His smile was wide now, the dimple showing deeply.
 
   “That’s okay, it was my pleasure. I love rescuing damsels in distress. And I got a bit of a workout into the bargain.” He held up an arm and flexed one of his massive biceps at her. She swallowed another sip of tea and tried not to stare as his huge muscles stretched his soft t-shirt. 
 
   “Perhaps they will have learned their lesson. One of them is going to have some serious dental bills coming up and hopefully even some cosmetic surgery on his nose. The other, well, with a bit of luck I ruptured something. He didn’t look like he was going to get up anytime soon. I shouldn’t think that they’ll try it again.” His eyes were twinkling, laughing at her expression, and then he was suddenly serious as he added, “They must have put something in your wine while you were dancing. Rhohypnol I’d guess, well that’s what Dan, my G.P. reckons it was. Apparently you can’t taste it. Perhaps it would be best to not leave your drink unattended another time.”
 
   Caroline shook her head quickly, ignoring the pain shooting through her temples.
 
   “No, never again.” She agreed fervently as her heart started beating erratically. “I can’t believe I was so stupid, I don’t go to night clubs very often now and I never even gave it a thought. You think that sort of thing only ever happens to someone else.” She paused for a second, breathing deeply. “I don’t even know your name. I’m Caroline Masters, but you probably know that since you’ve checked out my I.D.”
 
   He smiled and nodded.
 
   “Yes, I knew, and I’m Adam Cavendish.” He handed her some toast as he took a bite from a slice himself, but she didn’t eat it immediately. His name was not unfamiliar. He was constantly mentioned in the newspapers, having owned or designed many of the most prestigious developments in the country.
 
   “You may not want crumbs in your bed.” She held the toast carefully, looking at the crisp white bed linen, trying not to think of how much it may have cost, and at the same time trying not to drip butter onto it.
 
   “That’s okay, it’s not my bed. You’re in one of my spare rooms. I’ll ask Tricia to change the sheets later, so dig in,” he encouraged, smiling broadly at her.
 
   Caroline was mortified, her jaw dropped.
 
   “God, your wife knows I’m here? She must be a very understanding lady.” 
 
   He laughed out loud at the stricken look on her face. 
 
   “No, don’t worry, you’re not about to have your eyes scratched out by a jealous spouse. Tricia’s my cleaning come house-keeping lady. She made the toast incidentally; I’m completely useless in a kitchen. No, there’s no wife, or even a girlfriend at the moment. I couldn’t stand anyone around me all the time. I’m far too busy building a decent future.”
 
   Caroline frowned slightly as she remembered who he really was and what he was doing, even inadvertently, to her. 
 
   “Yes, of course. Too busy having small businesses thrown out of their premises and ruining them in the process. I’d forgotten about that for a moment.” She was suddenly fierce and her green eyes narrowed alarmingly at him. 
 
   Adam sat back, shocked at her sudden animosity.
 
   “Now hang on just a moment. It’s nothing personal.” His voice was hard and a muscle twitched under his solid jaw. “I’m creating something great here. It will be a fantastic development, hundreds of jobs will be made in the long run and you could still have your shop there anyway.” He defended himself, his forehead creased in frustration at her.
 
   Caroline glared up at him, wishing she didn’t feel so small and insignificant.
 
   “And what do I do in the months until its ready? Sit and twiddle my thumbs?” She was furious now and carried on without waiting for an answer. “And my staff… What do they do? What about their jobs? Aren’t they important too?” Caroline put the toast and mug down firmly on the tray. “Just because I have a small business, you think you can walk all over it and me. Well, you can think again. I’m leaving.” She swung her slim, bare legs out of the bed and stood up swiftly, preparing to fetch her dress but the sudden movement had her swaying violently. 
 
   Adam leapt up and grabbed her before she collapsed on the floor.
 
   His muscles tightened on her body as she fell limply into his hard chest. Her head spun dizzily as she breathed in his scent and his heat soaked into her skin. He didn’t let go as she pulled in great steadying breaths of air. He kept her encircled by his embrace as he brushed his hand down her long hair, pulling on it very gently until she looked up at him. His dark eyes burned into her light ones. It was not an unpleasant sensation to gaze into the magnetic grey and she didn’t struggle against it.
 
   “Stop this.” His voice was gentle and the frown was gone, leaving his forehead unlined. “You’re not ready to leave yet. The drugs are still in your system. They’re going to make you feel pretty unsteady for a while. Wait until you’ve recovered properly; you can shout at me later and then I’ll take you home.” His tone was full of concern as he tried to read her expression.
 
   She gradually relaxed in his iron arms as the spinning faded and his velvet voice filled her ears but she felt overwhelmed by him, the whole situation. Completely out of control, she began sobbing hopelessly into his t-shirt.  
 
   She could hear his deep steady breathing as his muscles tensed around her body, holding her quite still while she wept into his hard chest. He brushed her thick locks down her back with a warm hand, his fingers twisting through the silky mass, almost massaging her, until her crying stopped. 
 
   He scooped her up easily into his arms, lifted her gently, and put her back into the bed. He leaned over her, arms braced cage-like, either side of her body, not giving her the room to try and slide away from him. His eyes travelled over her face once again and she was sure for an infinitesimal moment that he was going to touch his lips to hers. 
 
   He closed his eyes for a long second then breathed in deeply and pushed off the bed to stand up straight.
 
   “Now stay there until I tell you that you can go. Let’s just get you better and we can argue over jobs another time.” He was in complete control as he pulled the quilt over her. She felt her heart hammering beneath her ribs and she knew it had absolutely nothing to do with the drugs.
 
   She let him cover her in the thick duvet and then she curled up into a tight ball as he picked up the tray and left the room.
 
    
 
   It was dark by the time she woke again. The moonlight, dusting through the arched windows and skimming over the white sheets, turned them to liquid silver. She was so comfortable and warm that she didn’t want to move until she became aware of someone else, very close, breathing gently with her. 
 
   The warmth was suddenly burning heat as she orientated herself and realized that she was held in his arms. Her cheek was against his chest, her body pressed against his and her knee lay resting over the top of one of his toned legs. She pulled her head back slowly and in the bright moonlight, could see Adam’s perfect outline, on his back on the bed beside her. 
 
   He still wore the jeans and t-shirt of earlier and the duvet lay half across him, leaving his huge bare feet reaching to the very end of the bed. His powerful arms held her tightly against his chest and her cheeks flamed as she saw how she had been using his body as her pillow. She slid her leg away from his well-muscled thigh and twisted gently in his arms, giving herself room to manoeuvre.
 
   His hair, raven black in this light, had flopped over his eyes and she sighed deeply as she pulled in his wonderful perfume. He was breathing steadily and she knew that he was sound asleep. 
 
   She gently lifted his huge arm away from her back and wrapped it over his own chest before she lay looking at his sleeping figure for a long while, taking in his sculpted form, the shape of him clear through the tight fitting t-shirt he wore. Her skin flushed as she wondered if she would ever get to see exactly what was concealed beneath the soft cotton. She sighed, as she realized that it was just not going to happen before she slipped out from under the warm duvet onto the edge of the bed as gently as possible. She tested her feet on the floor.
 
   No spinning.
 
   She glanced back at Adam feeling strangely aware of the rhythm of his breathing, then stood. 
 
   She tested her legs, shifting her weight experimentally from one to the other. Feeling completely normal, she silently walked to the chair, her hips swaying unintentionally.  
 
    She pulled the long t-shirt up over her head, taking a last long, deep pull of the delicious perfume. It was with profound relief that, skimpy though it was, she found her underwear was still in place. Trying not to think too much about being braless, she slithered into the tight black dress. She took one last glance at Adam’s sleeping form, then picked up her red shoes, opened the door and left the room as quietly as possible. 
 
   She closed the bedroom door quietly behind her and walked silently, her feet sinking into the thick carpet of the long gallery. There were rooms off to one side and waist-high glass the other.
 
   Peering over the glass partition, she could see graceful wooden stairs, seemingly suspended in air, leading to the massive, open plan downstairs. There were dramatic art and unusual sculptures set around the room, each piece set to its full advantage. The furniture was minimalist but beautiful in design. Deep rugs were scattered across the floor and she suspected from their rich, lush colours and free patterns that they were Iranian. She gasped in wonder as she tiptoed down the wide staircase. The house was truly stunning and she realized for the first time that Adam was a seriously rich man.  
 
   She could see through to another room and spotted her bag on a huge oak table. The vast kitchen was lined with innumerable glossy white cupboards. Her bag sat in the middle of the long breakfast table and she immediately saw the note propped up next to it. It was written on thick white paper, with a Mont Blanc pen and a telephone left beside it. She pressed her lips together in frustration as she realized that he’d guessed exactly what she intended to do before she blew out a long breath and read the note.
 
    
 
   Caroline,
 
   In case you decide to leave without telling me, there is a direct connect to the cab company. Press number three on the keypad. I have a car waiting for you and they will be here within five minutes. Call me when you arrive home so I know you’re safe. I put my number in your contacts list.
 
    
 
    Adam
 
    
 
   P.S. I phoned your friend Cathy earlier, to tell her you are with me. She seemed relieved.
 
    
 
   Adam Cavendish
 
    
 
   His writing was as bold and as fluid as he appeared to be. She glanced back out of the kitchen and up towards the glass gallery, feeling a bit of a fraud. He seemed to genuinely care for her. He had rescued her gallantly, and looked after her with great tenderness, even going as far as to call his personal doctor, but she couldn’t reconcile those gestures with the arrogant man she had met in the car park. 
 
   And she couldn’t forgive him for ruining her chances with the shop either. She sighed as she looked down at the telephone on the table and giving up with him, for the second time, she picked it up.
 
   She pressed three on the keypad and within two rings, it was answered. 
 
   “Yes, Miss Masters, the car is on its way at this moment. Do you have a destination address for us?” The voice on the other end of the line was deep and confident. She felt slightly silly as she replied.
 
   “Yes.” Caroline whispered, surprised that he’d been so sure of her movements that he had even told them her name. Her voice echoed round the vast, silent room. “I’ll tell you when the car arrives.” She wrote a scribbled note on the bottom of Adam’s piece of paper. 
 
    
 
   Adam,
 
   We may not see eye to eye on the development plans, but I will always be grateful to you for rescuing me.
 
   Thank you.
 
   Caroline Masters.
 
    
 
   The car arrived a few minutes later and she slid out of the wide glass door into the night, not putting her shoes on until she was inside the back of the cab and well on her way home. She laid her head back on the headrest, suddenly appreciating that she was not in the usual type of cab. The seats were rich, luxuriant leather, deep and comfortable and the legroom more than generous. She gave her home address and closed her eyes as the car purred along the dark roads. It took almost twenty minutes for them to reach her tiny flat. She felt tired again for all the sleep she’d had and yawned loudly as she stepped out of the taxi and turned to pay the driver, but the car was already pulling away from the kerb and she could only stare in wonder as the huge Bentley turned the corner and vanished into the night. 
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
   Adam watched carefully, through half closed eyes, as Caroline slipped out of the big bed. Her figure was clear in the moonlight and he felt a new appreciation for her body rage through him as she pulled off his t-shirt and slipped into her own clothes. 
 
    
 
   When he had staggered out of the night club with her held tightly in his arms, he hadn’t really had much of a plan. Realizing that she’d been drugged almost immediately after he had seen her wobble towards the ladies, he’d just wanted to make sure she arrived home safely. 
 
   He had been content with just watching her to see if she looked better after washing her face, but when the two men standing near her table suddenly moved to the restroom area he knew he would have to act.
 
    Seeing them mauling her as he had stepped through to the hallway had him charging to her rescue, thinking no further than getting her away from them.   He saw them pull her beautiful hair and manhandle her delicate body and an almost blinding rage had surged through him. He had wanted to rip the bastards’ heads off. 
 
   How he had stopped himself from killing them there and then in that stinking corridor was something he wasn’t prepared to think about. Taking her to safety had been.
 
   He hadn’t known quite what to do. Her friend had already left and he had no idea of where she lived. He had rummaged through her tiny evening bag but her credit card I.D. had no address so he had brought her back to his own house and put her in the spare room.
 
   He had struggled to take off her tightly fitting dress the night before. He didn’t think it really mattered if she slept in her dress, but the way it clung to her delicious curves looked very restricting and he assumed she would be more comfortable out of it. Then he worried that he may be stepping over a finely drawn line.  
 
   Was it acceptable to take off a lady’s dress and manhandle her body without her knowing a thing about it? He felt as though he was no better than the pigs he had beaten. Alternatively, did it make him just voyeuristic? He still wasn’t quite sure. 
 
   When he was eventually able to lift the dress over her head, trying not to get her mass of luxuriant hair tangled, he realized far too late that she wasn’t wearing a bra. He couldn’t believe how much the tightly fitting dress had concealed. 
 
   Her breasts were high and tight and he had desperately wanted to touch them, feel their soft warmth in his hands and to have her moaning with pleasure as his fingers brought the tips to jutting points. 
 
   The sweat had begun to bead on his forehead and he had quickly pulled one of his spare t-shirts over her head to cover her again.
 
   She had felt like a rag doll in his arms as he lay her on the bed, her hair once again falling all over the place. In the end, he had gathered the thick hank in his hand and twisted it all out of the way, swirling it over her shoulder. Looking at her beautiful form curled inside his t-shirt one more time, he covered her with the duvet and left the room. 
 
   Daniel, his doctor and longtime best friend, arrived shortly afterwards, but after a brief examination of the sleeping woman he decided that there was no real emergency. The drugs would wear off soon enough. It was best just to let her sleep through it.
 
   Adam breathed a sigh of relief, his heart giving a strange jolt inside his chest when he realized that she was going to be fine. He went and sat in the chair in the chair for a long time, watching her sleep and listening to her soft, regular breathing, but as the sun came up, he went into his study to try and get some work done. 
 
   It was impossible to concentrate, partly because he needed some sleep himself, but mostly because his mind constantly kept wandering to the woman in his spare bedroom. His team was not entirely happy when he eventually let them know that he wouldn’t be on site today. He shrugged disinterestedly. It wasn’t as though he often had time off and they could reach him at home quite easily. 
 
   He sat in his comfortable office chair and attempted to get his head round some figures for the next project in Dubai but for once in his life, he couldn’t make sense of any of them or of the tower block drawings. He drank a couple of cups of black coffee hoping that they would clear his muddled head but it was hopeless.
 
   By midday he gave up even trying and wandered back to the bedroom. She was beginning to stir in her sleep and he thought he should make her some tea and try to find out if he could ring anyone. Her purse hadn’t contained many clues when he had looked the night before, but her phone had been more interesting. He immediately put her number into his blackberry and then rang “Cathy Work”.
 
    She seemed pleased to hear from him.
 
   He had been surprised and almost annoyed at how feisty Caroline had become about her little business. Her eyeshad flashed with anger and disdain when he mentioned how busy he was, but when she nearly fell after leaping out of the bed, his heart had leapt into his mouth and he had caught her to him; smelling her lovely hair and enjoying the feeling of her tender body in his arms. 
 
   She felt so helpless and small as she had cried into his chest that he had worried that he might be crushing her. He breathed in her scent and suddenly the slightly uneasy jolting he had felt in his heart earlier became full blown crashing. His blood had surged through his veins as he held her tightly to his chest and it had taken every drop of his willpower not to kiss her. 
 
   He couldn’t tell if she would resist him. He suspected she would at first, but he was confident enough in himself that he thought she wouldn’t hold out for long and then maybe he could take it further than a kiss. Maybe he could even make love to her. His pulse throbbed even harder at the very idea.
 
   God! He thought... this had to stop. It had been bad enough when he’d seen her tear-stained face in the car park the day before, then afterwards at the club. Now she was driving him completely mad, into some sort of half-crazed, immature teenage frenzy. He had laid her back on the bed and watched her curl up as if to sleep again. 
 
   He left the room to give his driver instructions for later before he wrote her a note and leaving it beside her bag in case she woke. He eventually found his way to his own bedroom. He did not undress but lay, stretched out, on his oversized bed, still fully clothed. He stared at the ceiling for what felt like a very long time. His eyes did not want to close, even though it was now well over twenty-four hours since he had last slept. His mind and his body were too restless, as strange unbidden thoughts intruded every second he lay there. 
 
    Eventually he had crept back to the spare room and stared at her from the doorway for several minutes before he walked into the room and quietly lay on the bed beside her. He didn’t want to wake her, he just wanted to be with her. His heart pounded out an erratic rhythm as he wondered what she would do if she woke now and found him lying there so close to her. He listened to her gentle breathing and entwined his fingers in her rich, dark hair, gathering it to him, moving his face into the luxurious strands but not touching her body at all. 
 
   Tiredness suddenly overwhelmed him and he relaxed into the bed as he could feel himself drifting off to sleep. 
 
   And then she moved. She rolled over towards him and for a moment he stopped breathing, waiting for the angry shout that would tell him that she was awake, but instead she drew a deep sighing breath. She moved even closer and snuggled into his chest, her cheek moving against his t-shirt as she made herself comfortable. 
 
   Hesitantly, unsure of his motives, he wrapped his arms around her, letting her adjust her head to rest on his shoulder. She moved again and put her hand onto his chest, splaying her long elegant fingers across his pectorals, drawing a deep pang of longing from him. She rested there for just a moment and then his heart was hammering hard again as she lifted a slim leg over his thigh. She was almost lying across him. 
 
   His skin flamed at her touch, even though he was still wearing his clothes. He held her lightly, not daring to move, his hands touching her slender back through the soft material, barely understanding the emotions now running through his mind. He knew that she was acting unknowingly, but he liked it anyway. 
 
   More than liked it! Christ! She was driving him to the very edge of reason. He tried with great difficulty to calm himself but it was easier said than done. He could barely stop himself from ripping off his own clothes and then hers and making love to her right then. Instead he fought to quash the rising tide of passion that surged through his entire being. He bent his head to capture the scent of her hair once again. 
 
   Her soft breathing settled back to a regular pattern and he breathed with her as he drifted off into a deep and restful sleep, only waking as the slight rustle of fabric moving gave her away.
 
    
 
   He watched her while she dressed, admiring her slim but curvy body and wondering at the same time why she was leaving. Although he had rather expected that she would go, he wished she would stay beside him.  
 
   Normally the women that he invited to his home had to be prised out of the house the next day, very nearly kicking and screaming and clinging on to him as though he were some kind of life preserver. He knew it wasn’t really him they wanted. They wanted his money and the lifestyle that went with him and he wasn’t willing to share it with someone less than perfect.  
 
   Perfection was something he sought in everything. It was one of the reasons that for the last year he had not started a relationship or slept with a woman. Sex had become so shallow, meaningless almost. Just a quick gratification of an out-of-control desire. Although he was a generous lover and never took his pleasure for granted, afterwards it always seemed to have been just a sweaty half-hour that never really satisfied him. 
 
   He didn’t think that making love to Caroline would be like that at all. She was too passionate, fiery even. 
 
   This feeling in his heart was a new experience for him. The need to make love to Caroline was almost overwhelming, but he knew he would have to work hard to make her love him first. He could tellshe would never just leap into any man’s bed for a quick romp. He’d bet anything that the relationships she might have had in the past were built on more than just casual sex. 
 
   He had decided long ago never to have sex again if he couldn’t find the love and proper satisfaction went with it. He hoped she felt the same way.
 
   But right at this moment, as she was leaving him, he wondered if he shouldn’t speak up to let her know how his heart was jumping furiously in his chest and how he only wanted to hold on to her forever.
 
   He decided to let her go without making any sound, confident that she would be ringing him within the next hour. He left his phone by the bed, quickly stripped off his clothes leaving them piled on the floor and moved over into the space where she had lain. He breathed in her wonderful scent and feeling her warmth still in the covers, he at last fell back to sleep.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
                The shop was crowded with hungry customers when Caroline eventually arrived late in the morning the next day. Cathy grinned at her and gave a mischievous wink over the heads of two young girls choosing chocolates. 
 
                 Caroline pulled on an apron and latex gloves and slid in behind the counter to help.
 
   “So come on, spill the beans. How did your night go after I left? I got your message.” Cathy questioned her immediately from the corner of her mouth, the grin still evident.
 
   Caroline frowned back at Cathy and hissed.
 
   “I didn’t give you any message! And the evening was truly awful! You’ll never believe it when I tell you what happened.” She turned away and served two of three people without commenting further. It was a good half an hour before the shop was less crowded and she could give Cathy all the gory details from the moment he had sat down with her and their row at the nightclub to when she had sneaked from his fabulous house in the middle of the night. At first her friend was totally shocked.
 
   “God, Caroline!” Cathy gasped and drew her hand up to her throat. “I would never have guessed drugs like that were used round here. But thank God for your saviour. You were so lucky that he was there!” When Caroline reached the part where he was lying in bed with her, she was less sympathetic.
 
   “When he phoned me, I thought you’d gone home with him on purpose. His voice was so deep and sultry I thought that you he must have just worn you out with the most fantastic sex and he was ringing me to tell me that you were going to be late for work. Now you’re telling me that you really were in bed, half naked, with Mr. Gorgeous Cavendish himself, and nothing happened! Except that he made you tea and toast and then you ran away. Are you mad or what? Is there something wrong with you or him or both?”  Cathy’s meaning was clear.
 
   Caroline was outraged. 
 
   “I was drugged! I wasn’t thinking about sex, thank you very much. I barely noticed him lying there.” Her voice notched up a pitch as she lied to both Cathy and herself.
 
   Cathy rolled her eyes. “Not notice him!” She almost shrieked. “Are you blind? Just look at the guy. Six foot something.” She waved her hand about well over the top of her head. “And all those muscles! He’s fabulously handsome, and rich too. How could you possibly not notice him or not think of sex?”
 
   Caroline shook her head in despair.
 
   “We don’t all have a one track mind Cathy.” She gulped as she thought of all the muscles too and how he’d held her so gently with them. “And in case you didn’t realize, he’s the one closing us down.” Caroline stared at her friend triumphantly but Cathy just shrugged and replied.
 
   “Even more reason to sleep with him then, if you ask me… God, you can be a bit slow on the uptake sometimes Caroline. You had the perfect opportunity to influence the guy and you blew it. Big time.” She sighed deeply.
 
   Caroline opened her mouth to protest and then closed it again when she realized exactly what her friend was saying.
 
   “I am not going to sleep with a guy just in case it’ll make him change his mind over a multi- million pound deal. And if I had jumped in the sack with him, I still don’t think that even with all the advantages I have,” she stuck out a curvaceous hip, pouted her full lips and shook her long glossy hair at Cathy, “that I’m hat good in bed.” A small smile played about her lips.
 
   Cathy grinned, glad that her friend could see the funny side of things again. 
 
   “Well, you could have tried anyway, and even if it still didn’t work out for the shop, at least the sex might have been great.”
 
   Caroline laughed back at her friend desperately trying not to remember the heat of Adam’s body or of the way she had draped herself all over him as she had slept. 
 
   “Hmm, actually I’m pretty sure that the sex would have been fantastic, and okay you’re right about the muscles too, but I think it’s too late to do anything about it now anyway. I didn’t give him my address and I’m not going to phone him, so there’s an end to it.”
 
   Cathy smiled slyly.
 
   “Maybe you didn’t leave him an address, but it won’t take him very long to find out where you live. You gave your address to that driver remember, with all his money he’s only got to ask and after the row that you had with him he knows that you have a shop down here too, so you won’t be that hard to find… Especially as he’s standing outside the right now.” She looked over Caroline’s shoulder as she responded smugly.
 
   Caroline whipped up her head from where she was concentrating on placing chocolates in a small pyramid. 
 
   Sure enough, the sporty black Mercedes was at the kerb right outside their front door. Adam was standing, arms folded across his chest leaning on his shining car and staring directly at Caroline. She flushed to the roots of her hair. She tried to ignore her embarrassment and him but Cathy shoved Caroline hard in the back and hissed. 
 
   “Go on you idiot, it’s not me he’s waiting for. Get out there now. Go save our shop and all that.”
 
   Caroline raised her eyebrows but then untied her apron, pulled off the thin gloves she was using and gave her friend a withering glance. She stalked out from behind the counter and walked back out of the shop again.
 
   Adam was frowning at her, his grey eyes as hard as steel. He didn’t look at all friendly as he dropped his arms and stood back as he opened the car door for her. He spoke in an icy tone.
 
   “Get in.” He obviously wasn’t going to take no for an answer.
 
   She gave him as hard a stare back in response and then, not really knowing why, she sat down on the smooth leather. She had barely pulled her feet inside the car before he had closed the door, walked round the front of the motor and climbed into the driver’s seat. He didn’t take his glowering eyes off her for a second until he had pulled his door shut and turned on the engine.
 
   He slid the car into gear and Caroline felt herself pushed back in her seat as they roared along the seafront. She twisted her hands in her lap as she waited for him to speak first but he remained quiet and just frowned even more deeply when he took his eyes off the road for a second to glance at her. After a few minutes of uncomfortable silence he began tapping the steering wheel with frustrated fingers. The regular rhythm grew louder in the quiet, until it was banging in time with the beat of her heart and Caroline couldn’t stand it anymore.
 
   She unknotted her hands and ran her fingers through her hair.
 
   “What? What have I done now?” She asked eventually.
 
   Adam glanced at her again and then spoke through his teeth.
 
   “It’s not what you’ve done. It’s what you didn’t do.” He paused while he stamped on the accelerator and shifted up a gear. “I asked you to call me. I even put my number into your phone.” He sounded very annoyed and then without any warning he flung the steering wheel around and screeched into a parking bay overlooking the sea, braking fiercely and stopping with a great jolt.
 
   Caroline thumped her hand on the dashboard to brace herself as she was flung forwards and then immediately stopped by the seatbelt. She stifled a gasp as the thick webbing bit through her shirt and into her skin.
 
   “Now just hang on a moment.” She rubbed her shoulder where the seat belt had pulled tight and for a moment Adam wished he hadn’t stopped the car quite so abruptly but he forgot that as she glowered at him and began to defend herself. “Just because you saved me from two potential rapists doesn’t mean I have to do everything you tell me. You didn’t have to do it. I didn’t ask you to.”
 
   His head shot up and he glared right back at her, his breath coming in short angry gasps, his hands hard on the steering wheel, the tension standing out white in his knuckles as he tried to control his temper.
 
   He took in a deep, controlling breath.
 
   “You mean that you would have preferred it if I’d left you with them?” His voice came from between gritted teeth and a vein throbbed at his temple. He couldn’t even think of those two repulsive men without wishing he had ripped them both apart with his bare hands. He clamped his teeth together hard.
 
   Caroline lowered her gaze, her hair dropping over her face as she stared at her hands trembling in her lap. Feeling very foolish she bit at her bottom lip and stammered.
 
   “No, no, that’s not what I mean at all and you know it.” Her voice was a whisper and her eyes brimmed with tears as she thought of what might have happened to her if he hadn’t been there. “But you don’t own me because of it.” She lifted her head and spoke defiantly. “And I didn’t need to phone you any way. You knew I was fine because that driver of yours will have told you so. That was no cab company car.” She accused.
 
   Adam’s expression suddenly softened. He gave a sheepish smile. 
 
   “Ahh… Got me. I’d forgotten about that. I bet Alf used the Bentley. He loves that car. But you still should have phoned me. I was worried about you.” He sounded genuinely concerned as he put the pad of his thumb to her face and wiped a tear gently from under her eye.
 
   Caroline gave a watery smile back.
 
   “Oh Adam. I’m not a child, I’m twenty-five. You sound like my dad… He’s always fussing and treating me like I’m still a naughty teenager.” She paused suddenly curious. “How old are you anyway?”
 
   He was looking out of the windscreen at two seagulls sitting on the sea wall and didn’t answer immediately. She waited patiently as he seemed to weigh up answering her at all.
 
   “Well I’m not old enough to be your dad at least… I’m thirty two. Positively ancient.” He declared, sounding as though he were confessing to something dreadful. His huge shoulders slumped forwards as he watched the seagulls take flight and glide off over the sea. “Don’t you ever wish you could just fly away like that?” He sounded so very weary with everything. His dark eyes stared enviously towards the now soaring birds.
 
   Caroline looked at him quizzically for a moment, at this super rich, super confident, super huge man, and wondered what he was really thinking about, then she followed his gaze out over the water. 
 
   The waves were crashing in against the rough stone wall, sending fountains of spray flying up above them. The birds were now tiny dots high in the sky.
 
   She shrugged and then gave a wistful smile.
 
   “I don’t know about flying away but a few years ago I wanted to travel. After going to college I always thought I’d work my way around the world learning how to make the traditional cakes of every single country I visited, but I ended up catering for children’s parties and never had the time or the money to go. Now I’m so busy with the shop, I’ve not really had time to think about it.”
 
   Adam breathed in deeply, obviously thinking hard.
 
   “I know exactly what you mean, but ‘Confections from the Continent’ Hmm… It has a nice ring to it. And then you really could fly round gathering your expertise.”
 
   Caroline raised her eyebrows and rolled the words around inside her head. They sounded delicious.
 
   “Yes, I suppose I could. Can you imagine all those fabulously different pastries and cakes?” She sounded wistful and  she let out a breath as she came back down to earth.  “But then it’s still work.” 
 
   Adam shook his head. 
 
   “I agree but at least it’s work that you want to do. Sometimes you start a ball rolling and it gathers speed so fast you end up losing all control. You find yourself at the front of it, heading it up but then it suddenly catches up with you, building its momentum until it overtakes and crushes you and everything else within its path.” He stared out over the sea. “At least if you fly away by yourself and really learn your craft you can control it rather than it control you. Have you ever really thought about what you want to do?” Deep lines furrowed his high forehead.
 
   Caroline rubbed her own forehead. She wasn’t sure if another headache was starting or if it was just Adam making her think hard. She realized that he was saying something very deep; something he had obviously experienced himself.
 
   “Why, have you?” Her voice was soft and she felt herself relax back in the luxurious leather seat. Whatever his deep thoughts, she was comfortable beside him and didn’t want to move. She rolled her head sideways and looked at him. “Do you really want to fly away?”
 
   Adam kept his eyes on the horizon.
 
   “Just sometimes… When that ball really gets moving up on you.” His voice was far away and Caroline looked over at him again, trying to fathom his mood. He sighed deeply. “I’d better take you back to your shop or your friend will think I’ve kidnapped you.” He turned and smiled at Caroline, who immediately thought that she wouldn’t mind being kidnapped by him at all.
 
   She smiled back at him and shook her head.
 
   “I don’t want to go back yet. I don’t often have the time to sit and do nothing. I want to stay here and watch the sea with you.” The words were out of her mouth before she could stop them and she flushed bright red.
 
   Adam’s smile faded slightly.
 
   “Yes… I know what you mean. It’s relaxing.” He looked away from her burning face and stared out, not really looking at anything at all but his shoulders were suddenly less tense and sighing deeply he settled back in the seat.
 
   They sat there for a while not saying anything, just enjoying the sun shining through the windows and the crashing waves rolling in against the sea wall. Tiny rainbows danced in the air as the sun filtered through the spray.
 
              Eventually Adam moved in his seat. 
 
             “Sorry, I don’t want to spoil this, but I really must get back to work. I’ve a couple of big projects in the pipeline. I took yesterday off to stay with you, and then I slept in late this morning, but I have to see people this afternoon and I suspect you will be needed too.” He smiled apologetically and then without waiting for her response, he put the car into gear and reversed out of the parking bay. 
 
   Caroline nodded in agreement and watched as his hand worked the gear shift, but as she did she noticed that three of his knuckles were reddened and slightly scuffed.  Her hand came up to her mouth and she covered a gasp as she remembered once again how he had rescued her. 
 
   “Adam, I didn’t thank you properly for saving me from those men and I didn’t mean to sound ungrateful earlier. I’m deeply in your debt.” She studied her hands carefully as she spoke.
 
   He gave a small laugh.
 
   “Yes, you are, aren’t you and some day I may want you to repay the favour somehow, though I really don’t see how a tiny little thing like you could rescue me from anything or anybody, but you never know.” There was more of a smile in his tone and she looked over at him as they arrived back at the shop.  
 
   Cathy was gawping out of the window and Caroline noticed right away the disappointed look on Cathy’s face as she stared at them. She obviously hadn’t been gone long enough to either have great sex or to save the shop.
 
   “Can I call you sometime?” Adam asked and Caroline had to do a double take. 
 
   Was he asking her out? 
 
   But he carried on swiftly. “I’ve got a bit of an idea for your shop that you may like to discuss. Might fill the gap until you can get back into a permanent unit.”
 
   Caroline blinked at him.
 
   “Well sure, that would be great.” She was surprised by him yet again. “Any suggestions will be welcome.”
 
   He gave her a small nod.
 
   “Okay then, give me a week or so to sort out my development stuff and I’ll ring you. I took your phone number yesterday.” He added when she went to pull out her mobile.
 
   She narrowed her eyes at him. 
 
   “Oh you did, huh? Invading my privacy!” But she didn’t sound cross and he winked at her disarmingly and laughed out loud at her shocked expression.
 
   “Well, you may be surprised but it’s not every day that I have a beautiful young woman in my bed and really, truly, sleep with them. I have to take advantages when and where I can get them.”
 
   Caroline’s mouth fell open.
 
   “You cheeky thing! And you said it wasn’t your bed anyway, only the spare.” She replied, still slightly shocked as she ran her eyes over his broad shoulders and chest again. She would have guessed that he could have any number of women in his bed at any time of the day or night.
 
   He grinned wickedly at her. “Yes, but maybe the next time you will be in my own bed and I can assure you I’ll be taking full advantage of the fact, but in the meantime,” he shrugged expansively, “I can always dream about it.”
 
   She couldn’t think of anything to say in response. With her heart thumping madly and her legs feeling horribly wobbly, Caroline opened the car door and stepped out onto the pavement. She tried very hard not to look back at him as she entered the shop but it was hopeless and she turned and gazed right into his dark eyes as he pulled away from the kerb and sped off down the road.
 
   


 
   
  
 



Chapter Six
 
    
 
                 Three weeks had vanished in a deluge of flour, eggs, sugar and butter. The scent of rich, dark chocolate, vanilla essence and freshly baked cakes filled the air day after day and Caroline still hadn’t heard a word from Adam. Her arms had grown new muscles that ached with whisking and stirring and she had wiped her brow so many times she was sure she had worn the skin away.
 
   The first week after their conversation Caroline had been impatient for his call. She constantly checked her phone and spent hours standing in front of the shop window surreptitiously glancing over her shoulder, hoping to see his car as she directed Cathy in the unnecessary rearranging of cakes and chocolates.  
 
   The second week she was disappointed not to have heard from him. She threw her phone negligently on the settee as she arrived home each night and glared at it dangerously, daring it to ring as she restocked jars of sweets and cut crystalized fruit fudge into chunks. 
 
    Now at the end of the third week she was feeling more than a little insulted. She shovelled leftover cake crumbs into the bin with a vengeance while crunching sherbet pips by the handful.
 
    Cathy maintained that Caroline should have struck while the iron was hot and leaped into bed with Adam while she’d had the chance. Next time she had the opportunity Caroline was to take the bull by the horns and seduce the guy. The next time she had the chance she wasn’t to be quite so slack! 
 
   Every time the subject came up, Caroline dropped her eyes to the floor. She couldn’t confess to Cathy that she hoped very much that there would be a next time. She could barely sleep at night for thinking about him. She had his personal number saved in her mobile but she couldn’t bring herself to use it. She didn’t want him to think that she was desperate. The trouble was that she really did feel desperate, very nearly frantic if she was totally honest with herself. She wanted to see him, and talk and sit in the sunshine with him again.
 
   She groaned as Cathy glared at her and started her daily diatribe up again.
 
   “If only you had…” She shut her mouth quickly when Caroline held up her hand and sighed deeply at her friend.
 
   “For goodness’ sake! Stop going on about it Cath. He’ll ring when he has the time. If he ever finds the time. He’s a really busy man, remember.” She groaned as Cathy opened her mouth to speak and then rushed on. “Maybe we should be putting our own heads together a bit more. I’m sure we can come up with an idea to save ourselves, we don’t need to leave it all to him.” 
 
   Cathy threw up her hands in frustration as she arched her eyebrows and spoke irritably. 
 
   “Well I don’t see you coming up with anything yet Caroline. You haven’t thought of a single thing, at least nothing that you’ve bothered to share with me and the girls. Or is it just that your mind has been elsewhere rather than on the fact that we are all going to be broke and jobless in eight weeks?”
 
   Caroline’s shoulders slumped and she leaned on the counter as she finally admitted it to herself. The truth of it was that she just couldn’t get past thinking about Adam, let alone think of any shop-saving brainwaves. She sniffed at Cathy, desperate to show some kind of composure.
 
   “His idea will probably be rubbish anyway, after all he is a man, and he obviously never touches cakes or chocolate. He can’t possibly with a body like that. I swear there’s not a millimetre of spare fat on the guy.” The temperature in the shop felt as if it rose by several degrees and she wished she hadn’t thought of his huge sculpted form, and of how he’d held her so gently, his hands running through her hair. 
 
   This was getting worse! Perspiration broke out on her forehead. Oh, God stop it! She shook her head as she cleared her mind and her throat. “And you don’t have to leave it to me to find our way out of this mess. I’m quite open to suggestions you know.” 
 
   Cathy lifted her chin and spoke up again.
 
   “Well I do have an idea, as it happens, but I thought you would be going out with Mr. Muscles way before now so I didn’t bother mentioning it.” Cathy countered.
 
   Caroline dropped a chocolate in surprise. She picked it up from the floor and tossed it into the bin by the door. She stared down the road. There was no one walking this far along the sea front any more. Nearly all the other shops had already closed up. It was obvious that she had to get out and get out soon. Caroline whirled back to her friend.
 
   “Cathy! If you have any sort of idea, for goodness’ sake spit it out, we’ve not got much time left here. Have you noticed that another couple of places gave up and moved out last week? We’re nearly the only ones left.” Caroline was exasperated with her friend. As the customers had dried up on this end of the esplanade, so had Caroline’s money. Georgie and Lucy had told her last week that they had interviews for new jobs and Gemma was already working in a pub.
 
   Cathy ignored her while she placed out some freshly iced cupcakes, making sure that the cakes were perfectly spaced on the tray. Then she turned to Caroline.
 
   “Well. I think we should go mobile. We could have a van and sell our stuff a bit like selling ice creams. It would mean we could be anywhere along here and not just stuck in one place. We could go to the customers rather than them coming to us.” Cathy stopped at the incredulous look on Caroline’s face. “Oh don’t worry about it! I know the van will cost a bomb that we don’t have. It’s a stupid idea. Forget I mentioned it.” She muttered into her chest but Caroline grabbed her friend’s hands and smiled gleefully at her.
 
   “My God! I think you’ve saved us!” Caroline nearly shouted, distracted from thinking about Adam for the first time in weeks. “We’ll have to get a licence from the council but I can’t see that there would be a problem, they hand them out to the other mobile refreshment outlets.” Her mind was already working overtime. “I wonder how much a suitable van would cost? We are being paid some compensation and that may be enough for something, but I wouldn’t want it looking like a burger bar. We need something really classy.”
 
   Cathy was animated as she expanded on her idea.
 
   “Well I thought maybe something like Jones butcher’s van on “Dads Army” you know, old-fashioned like. We could still do the wedding cakes from home using a portfolio on the van and we could take internet orders for all the workers in the area. We could either work out a delivery system or have them ready for collection each day. It’s always someone’s birthday or people are having a working lunch. We could really cash in on the Office Selection homemade cake tray.” Cathy sounded excited.
 
   Caroline nodded in agreement.
 
   “That’s a brilliant idea too. God! I have so got to get this plan on the road.” She was already flicking through the phone book to reach the council when her own mobile rang. Hardly giving it a glance, she picked it up not bothering to ask who was calling but immediately saying:
 
    “I’m sorry, can’t talk right now. I’m in the middle of something really important, ring me back in an hour.” She shoved the phone back in her pocket and began dialling out on the landline to the council offices.
 
               It didn’t take long to get through to the relevant person and make an appointment. They wanted to see details of her plans before they would grant any licences and it would have to go before the planning committee. If she wanted to be considered for this month’s agenda she would need to send her application in by the end of the week at the very latest. She sat down in front of her computer and began downloading and printing out the correct forms.
 
   Then she made an internet search of all the van dealers in the area. She widened her search as she looked for something vintage and was pleased to see that there were a couple within an hour’s drive. 
 
   She telephoned her elder brother and pleaded for him to back her proposition up with a loan to cover any shortfall if the price of the van was beyond that of the lease compensation. Then after a little negotiation she made appointments to see the vans later that week. 
 
   Suddenly feeling very optimistic, she went and made her and Cathy a cup of tea before she remembered the phone call. It had been well over an hour ago and whoever it had been hadn’t phoned back.
 
   She pulled her mobile back out of her pocket to find out who the last caller had been. She groaned as she saw “Cavendish Mobile” come up on the screen. 
 
   “Oh no! Why did he have to wait until right now to call? He’s going to think I’m so rude. Why couldn’t it have been my dad or someone else, anyone else?” She muttered, slumping over the computer. She took a deep breath as she pushed the return call button.
 
   She was just preparing to be apologetic when a woman’s slightly breathy and very sultry voice answered her call. Caroline stammered in surprise for a moment.
 
   “Hello, er… do I have the right number? I think Adam Cavendish called me about an hour ago. Is he available at all?” Her voice wavered slightly as she frowned in confusion 
 
   The breathy voice answered her.
 
   “Yes, he’s here, but he’s a bit preoccupied at the moment.” Her voice sounded like melted chocolate and she gave a low laugh as she put her hand over the mouthpiece, but Caroline could still hear her muffled voice. “Adam slow down. You know I don’t like to go so fast. We don’t need to rush and we have plenty of time so you might as well enjoy the ride.” There were some throaty growls and a rhythmic low banging in response at her end and then the hand was removed from the receiver as she directed her comments to Caroline again. “He can’t come to the phone right now. He’s a little tied up. I’ll tell him you called, shall I?” Caroline was about to speak when she heard Adam’s strained voice in the background.
 
   “Nearly there now. This won’t take long. I’m coming right now!”
 
   Caroline blanched as all the banging stopped and there was a moment’s silence before she could speak again and then her voice sounded far too high pitched to her own ears.
 
   “No, don’t worry, it’s okay. Please don’t bother him, you’re obviously busy. It was nothing important.” She put the phone down sharply and slumped back in her chair, stunned by her own reaction to the woman’s words and voice. 
 
   It was obvious what had been going on. All that deep breathing and grunting going on in the background! She wasn’t quite sure if she should be disgusted or not and she wondered why the woman had bothered answering the call at all while she was having sex with him. 
 
   Maybe it was some kind of kinky voyeuristic thing that Adam got off on. Caroline scrunched up her eyes and tried hard not to visualize him in bed with the breathy woman.
 
   Her heart beat faster and she felt her throat tightening as tears sprang into her eyes at the awful image she had just created in her mind. She shook her head trying to clear the mass of jumbled thoughts but it was no good. 
 
   Her whole world crumbled around her as she put her face in her hands and her shoulders shook while she sobbed. She gulped out the words as she told Cathy the gist of the conversation and what she had heard. Cathy came round to the back of the chair and put her arms round Caroline, trying to comfort her.
 
    “I hate to tell you I told you so, you just can’t leave a guy like that hanging around. I mean just look at him. All those muscles and all that money. He can have any woman he wants. He was bound to be snapped up sooner or later.” The tone of her voice was more sympathetic than her words and Caroline looked up at her with tear-filled eyes.
 
   She scrabbled around in her pocket for a tissue and blew her nose loudly. She took another shuddering breath before she could speak again.
 
   “I know it’s all my own fault. I should have snapped him up while I had the chance, if I ever had a chance.” She whispered gloomily. “I shouldn’t even be upset. It’s not as if we made any firm arrangements. But after the drug thing he seemed so caring, I thought that perhaps he liked me. He seemed to like me. I didn’t realize, until right now, how much I liked him. Oh God Cathy, I know I’m being ridiculous, but I think of him all the time. Day and night. I can’t get him out of my head.” She choked out the words as she confessed her hidden feelings, her eyes pleading with her friend to understand. “I’ve spoken to him for probably less than an hour all told, but it’s more than enough. I think I’m in love with him. And now I’ve left it too late.” She paused, tears streaming down her face again.
 
    “He…He was having sex with that woman, I could hear them. She was telling him to slow down. She was gasping and he was almost panting in her ear! God! I don’t even want to think about it.” Her heart felt too big for her chest as it pounded out a frantic rhythm. “I’m sorry Cathy, do you mind if I go for a walk? I need to clear my head.” She choked out the words and feeling that she needed some fresh air, she loosened herself from Cathy’s grasp and walked outside.
 
   She wandered along the sea front, watching the waves rush up the sand and draw back, leaving a soft, scummy foam along the shore. She picked up a pebble or two and weighed them in her hand as she stared out at the swirling water, wishing with all her heart that she had never made the call. She knew that she had never felt quite so miserable.
 
    Caroline jumped back a pace or two as the water suddenly rushed up the sand towards her. She knew it was her own fault that she had lost him. She knew that she should have called him weeks ago, given him some hint of her interest, but at the time, it hadn’t seemed to matter. He was going to see her anyway. He’d said he was going to call and she had believed him. She thought he liked her too. He had been so angry, so violent with the two men attacking her and then so gentle, so loving in the way he’d held her in his arms the day she had been ill. 
 
   Had he been faking his concern? Could she have completely misread the signs?
 
   If only she had swallowed her pride and phoned the man. There had been no girlfriend three weeks before and he had said that he didn’t want one. However he had inferred that he wanted her in his bed, not that she would have jumped straight into it with him as she wasn’t that type of woman, but right now, right at this very moment as she stood so horribly alone on the beach, she wished desperately that she was. 
 
   The tide was only about half way in and she threw a couple of the smooth stones towards the water. They fell pathetically, far short of the water, onto the wet sand, and her shoulders drooped as she felt as pathetic as her throw. 
 
   The screaming seagulls came in low over her head, gliding on the wind and making noises as though they were laughing at her. 
 
   Angrily she aimed the next stone at one of them, but that fell short too and she had to duck her head as the stone fell back to earth, missing her by inches and rolling away down the sand. The big bird flapped away lazily, still mocking her as it went. 
 
   The wind caught her hair and blew the long strands about her face as she stood and watched the birds diving and then rising in the air again. She rather wished that she could fly away with them just as Adam had said he wanted to.
 
   It had taken her twenty minutes to walk to the jetty and she turned wondering if she should get back to help Cathy. The wind gusted along the sea front and her hair became a swirling mass of dark brown as she faced away from the sea.  She turned back again to let it blow away from her face before she caught hold of the thick tresses and twisted them into a tight plait to stop it blowing about. 
 
   There was a commotion at the lifeboat station and she stopped to watch. Several men were standing about, their expressions tense. She stopped by the sea wall, not wanting anyone to see her tear-stained face, but it seemed they weren’t interested in her anyway. They appeared slightly agitated, and then relief seemed to sweep over them as a couple of them waved to an oncoming car. They stood back to let the Mercedes pull into a space next door to the big orange boat. They all started running to their positions as Adam launched himself out of the car, his huge figure unmistakeable even from a distance, his untucked shirt flapping in the breeze as he sprinted for the boat. He threw himself into the lifeboat with the other men as it started moving down the slipway.
 
   It was only then that Caroline noticed that someone else had climbed out of the passenger side of the car at the same time.
 
   The woman walked around the front of the car, her hips swinging gently as she took long graceful steps. She stopped for a moment to watch the launching lifeboat. 
 
   Her long, slim legs were sheathed in some kind of tight, figure hugging materialand her blouse fluttered against her flat stomach in the breeze. The wind took her blond hair and blew it about her face as she stood and waved at the boat for a second before she turned, slid elegantly behind the steering wheel of the car and slowly pulled away. 
 
   Caroline bit back bitter tears.
 
   His lover! Beautiful, slim, blond and elegant, and allowed to drive his car! She had never stood a chance!
 
   She stared at the vision of beauty as the car slid past her and thenshe swivelled round and started to walk as fast as she could back in the direction of the shop. 
 
   She didn’t know why she was running away. There was no way that they had seen her. He was far too focused on getting into the boat and the woman wouldn’t know who she was anyway, but she didn’t want to see him, she couldn’t bear to look at Adam ever again; her heart would surely break.
 
   And then she realized that it was already far too late and her body broke into violent shudders of despair. 
 
   The floodgates holding back her tears crashed open as her chest gave an almighty, lurching heave and her heart split right down the middle. 


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
   The letter giving them one week’s notice to quit their premises arrived only six days later. Caroline stared in horrified amazement at the thickly embossed paper. 
 
   Cavendish Developments was kicking them out nearly two months early! And the extra compensation was pitiful. She couldn’t believe what she was reading.
 
   How could he?! She was so shocked that she forgot to be miserable for a moment.
 
   Her blood heated in her veins as  fury swept through her. It was an impossible task. It would mean more than just having to rush everything. She couldn’t afford to be without an income for long and the mobile van idea was far from ready. 
 
   Fuming, she shoved the letter under Cathy’s nose.
 
   “Just take a look at that and tell me again that I should have slept with the arrogant bastard!” She couldn’t conceal her rage.   
 
   Cathy scanned the letter quickly as she placed several thick chocolate slices on a tray. Her eyes narrowed and she frowned deeply. 
 
   “Who the hell does he think he is? We have to fight this Caroline; you can’t let him get away with it, especially as our trade is actually picking up. Our net profit has doubled in the last week and I can’t see it dropping off anytime soon, not with all those blokes from the site who keep turning up every day. They all have a terrible sweet tooth.” 
 
   That was the worst irony of it all. Sales had gone through the roof as soon the building work had commenced. Every morning and lunchtime there was an eager queue of builders, slathering at the mouth for the warm, generously sugared bread pudding or thickly iced bakewell tart.
 
   Caroline nodded.
 
   “I know. My dad always says that the way to a bloke’s heart is through his stomach and going by the trade we’ve had recently all these guys have huge hearts.” She looked outside as the usual morning queue began to form.
 
   Cathy scoffed.
 
   “Huh! All except one! You’re going to have to go and talk to him. He’s probably in that cabin office type thing they have on the site up the road.” She suggested. “And I’ll bet you just about anything  that he’s sitting there eating some kind of low fat, no sugar yoghurt and muesli for breakfast. Maybe you can bribe him with a slice of Victoria Sandwich and persuade him to give us a few more days. This place is going to take ages to clear out.” Cathy glanced round at the packed shop.
 
   Caroline didn’t know whether she even wanted to see him let alone speak to him but, trying to take a professional attitude, she pulled on her jacket, squeezed past the first of the construction workers as they piled into the shop, and marched purposefully up the road. 
 
   She glared up at the huge sign that had been erected on the wire fencing around the construction site.  
 
   ‘Cavendish Developments’ was plastered up where it was impossible to miss. 
 
   Her temper grew as she shoved her way through some heavy metal barriers. She stopped and briefly looked around. Being the owner of the company she hardly expected him to be right there, but she had to see someone. She had to do something. 
 
   She spotted his sleek Mercedes parked a short distance from an enormous yellow digger and tried not to feel bad about wishing that the huge vehicle had rolled over his car. 
 
   She squared her shoulders and hurried past the spotless car and the mud-covered truck, wondering as she passed the gleaming machine, if he didn’t have someone there especially to wash it for him every day. The car was way too shiny to be on a building site. 
 
   She stormed up to the nearest port-a-cabin office just as she heard angry shouts directed at her from across the rubble strewn land. She glanced over her shoulder to see an angry worker waving his arms and bellowing at her to get off the site. Ignoring him completely she pounded up the steps of the cabin and threw open the office door.
 
   Adam’s head shot up as the door crashed open and then banged shut behind her. He was sitting at a huge paper strewn desk, holding a large mug. He had been pouring over a list of figures and technical drawings.
 
    He lowered the mug and placed it on the desk. Another man sitting opposite him stared at Caroline in open-mouthed amazement, a large slice of sugared bread pudding halfway to his mouth as She flew up to the desk and slammed the letter down in front of Adam. 
 
   Tea sloshed over the edge of a full mug that had been positioned on the edge of the drawings, holding them flat. The man dropped the pudding, grabbed a tissue out of his pocket and began blotting the drawings quickly. He picked up the pudding, wiped the spilled granules of sugar into his hand and put it back on a plate with three more slices.
 
   Adam stared at her in undisguised surprise. He opened his mouth as though he was about to speak but Caroline forestalled him in splintered, angry tones.
 
   “Who the hell do you think you are? Mr. Big Shot? You can’t do this to me! I can’t pack up my whole shop in just a week.” She raged at him, fire in her eyes, her heart heaving as she tried to remain detached from thinking how wonderful he looked in his open-necked checked shirt and pale jeans. 
 
   She caught sight of a few granules of sugar attached to his top lip and she had to fight the urge to lean forwards just a little more, tilt her head upwards and lick them off.
 
   Adam sat back down in his chair, stunned by her furious outburst and gaped back at her. He glanced down at the printed paper and then without speaking, he calmly picked up the letter and looked down to read it. He frowned and then raised his eyebrows before he quickly glanced back up and spoke quietly to his associate. 
 
   “Can you give me a couple of minutes Jim?This won’t take long to sort out.” 
 
   The man stared at Caroline for a long moment and then, grabbing up the piece of half-eaten bread pudding and a hard hat from the shelf just behind the door, he quickly left the cabin.
 
   Adam looked at the letter again in silence. Caroline scowled at him as he read. He put the letter down again, but before he could speak, she hissed at him.
 
   “Don’t you dare pretend you don’t know anything about this! It has your name all over it!”
 
   He thought for a second before answering.
 
   “Maybe, but that still doesn’t mean I know anything about it. I have a huge staff that I delegate to. We’re tight on the schedule here and I’ve been pressing for things to speed up, but that doesn’t mean I’m chucking you out. Yet.” He qualified. “I think someone’s being a little overzealous.” He sounded annoyed but genuine and Caroline let out a pent up breath.
 
    “It’s impossible for me to get the shop clear in a week Adam. Can’t you do anything?” She pleaded. All the fight had suddenly gone out of her.
 
   He ran a huge hand through his long hair as he glanced over the letter once again, then back up to meet her gaze.
 
   “I don’t know. I’m not even sure who authorized this. Give me a few minutes, will you?” His dark eyes and gentle tone shot bullets of pain through her heart. “I’ll go and find the site manager and see what he’s thinking. There might be something we can do. Stay here, I won’t be long.” He told her, his voice suddenly sharp again. 
 
   He levered himself out of the chair, his tensed limbs unwinding slowly. Then he picked up the letter and walked to the door, grabbing a high visibility jacket and shoving a yellow hard hat on his head as he disappeared out of the doorway.
 
   Caroline slumped down in the chair opposite his desk and stared out through the window behind his seat. She could see him striding across the site, his long denim-clad legs eating up the ground. His high-visibility vest flapped about over his heavy checked shirt as he walked. He was so impossibly gorgeous that she had to find something else to concentrate on. 
 
   His papers were spread about everywhere. The multitude of pencilled drawings and figures were too complicated for her to understand but she could see all the correspondence at the other side of his desk. 
 
   The plate with the bread pudding was balanced on top, a big bite out the corner of one piece. Caroline smiled as she recognised her own generous portions of the spicy cake. Someone must have bought them and brought them down here for him as he had never set foot inside her shop himself. Her smile wavered. The pile of letters the cakes were holding down was huge and she suddenly realized the massive amount of pressure he was under. She almost felt bad about barging in. She stared out of the window at the enormous building site, suddenly comprehending the scale of his enterprise. He really was huge.
 
   The door flew open again a few minutes later and Adam strode back in. His face was slightly flushed and he stared at her, his dark eyes hard now. 
 
   “How about a trade?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “I’ve made a huge compromise on your behalf, but it’s going to cost you. If we change the whole site schedule around we can give you eighteen days maximum.  Most of the other shops have already packed up. Apparently we are going to be delayed on the ground works at the other end of the site and so we were trying to get ahead as much as possible up here. So it’s eighteen days or nothing. That’s the best I can do Caroline. Is that good enough for you?” He was looking positively fearsome as he placed his huge hands on the desk and towered over her.
 
    Her anger flared again at his arrogance and she stood up, bristling all over once again.
 
   “I suppose if it’s the best offer you can make, then I have to accept it. But I’m still not happy about it Adam.” She moved towards the door, but Adam stepped away from the desk and barred her way, his size filling the doorway entirely.
 
   “I’m not happy about it either, but it’s not just an offer, I said it’s a trade.” He growled down at her. “It’ll mean a lot of fiddling about and it will cost us a fortune in lost time, but if it keeps you quiet… Now it’s your turn to give me something.” He paused and the silence between them grew louder as Caroline didn’t respond, wondering what she could possibly give him in return for eighteen days’ grace. 
 
   She wanted to hate him, to thump his huge chest with her fists, to shout at him, but she balled her hands at her sides and nothing came out of her mouth as her throat tightened. She looked away from his penetrating gaze. She could hear him breathing heavily above her but she couldn’t look up at him again.
 
   The rush of heat caught her by surprise as she felt his hand under her chin and goose pimples prickled along her arms. He lifted her face gently until she was looking directly at him. 
 
   His expression was unreadable for a moment but then he stepped forwards, his shirt brushing her jacket as his intentions became obvious. She opened her sparkling eyes wide as his charcoal ones searched for something in hers. She was trapped in his gaze; her lips trembled as she held her breath in anticipation, waiting for him to kiss her. 
 
   Seconds passed as he prayed for her to say something, do something, anything to stop him. But she didn’t. She just stood there, her breath coming in tiny, ragged gasps.
 
   At last, he bent his head slowly and closed his eyes as he brushed his lips gently over hers. Heat flooded over her for the briefest moment as his beautiful mouth softly caressed hers for several deliciously long seconds. She tasted tea and spice and sugar and then, far too soon, the sensations were gone. He stood straight again, taking his hand from her face.
 
   “God! You’re fabulous when you’re angry!” He breathed down at her, sighing deeply as he added, “Okay… the trade was satisfactory, you’ve got your eighteen days.”
 
   Caroline gasped in mortified shock.
 
   “Satisfactory! Why you…” She stepped back from him, furious once again and moved to slap his arrogant jaw, but as quick as a striking snake, his hand moved and he caught her wrist mid-swipe.
 
   “Wait.” He ordered as he held her still, then, as she took another deep breath, he reached behind her, opened the door of the cabin and called to a workman. The man came up at a jog and stood at the bottom of the steps looking up. 
 
   “Yes boss? Need any help?”
 
    Adam nodded and loosened his hold on Caroline’s arm as he walked down the steps with her. He passed her arm to the workman who took hold of her tightly. 
 
   “Would you kindly escort Miss Masters from the site?” He put his hard hat on her head and squashed it down firmly over her thick hair. “And make sure she keeps that on until she’s well off the premises.” He pressed the palm of his huge hand into the small of her back, shoving her none too gently towards the man, then he turned and without another word, walked back up the steps into the cabin and shut the door firmly behind him.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
   The days passed quickly and Caroline threw herself into her work, trying at all costs to dispel the misery that crept into her heart. 
 
   The trade-off had worked and they hadn’t been bothered again but she felt so utterly humiliated. The way the workman had held her arm all the way off the site! She had tried to wrench herself away from him. but his grip had been like iron. She could hardly bear to think of it.
 
   Adam’s gentle kiss had lingered on her lips for days. The taste of the sugar and spice, the warmth that had spread through her had stayed for a long time afterwards and she thought of that far too often.
 
   It was all so confusing. If he didn’t like her, why had he insisted on that trade? Why had he kissed her? Was it all just a game to him? 
 
   She didn’t understand him at all. Adam hadn’t called her since and she was determined not to call him ever. She had even stopped looking at his phone number in her contacts list, but for some reason she couldn’t bring herself to delete it.
 
   It had been horrible at first; the ache in her chest just wouldn’t go away. Then, as it was impossible not to work, she started to become more enthusiastic about the changeover. 
 
   The new project gradually took shape. 
 
   Caroline felt very pleased with herself as she looked proudly at the back of the vintage van.  It gleamed with her new logo for the mobile shop and web address. 
 
   The last few days had passed in a relentless frenzy of packaging and clearing and she was delighted with the results. 
 
   The bank had been very interested in her new business plan and they had put up the money for the van conversion and sign writing without reservation.
 
    She had borrowed the cash from her brother David to buy the van outright and he was very enthusiastic about the new venture. He had promised to come and see what he had invested his money in as soon as he could find the time. 
 
   The licensing had gone through with the council only the week before and Cathy was now frantically ordering stock and packaging for all their bestselling cakes. 
 
   Caroline was amazed at how much they had accomplished in such a short time. They had obviously just needed a good shove in the right direction.
 
   During thelast week at the shop she and Cathy had cleared the remaining stock, promising the ever-hungry builders that they would be back as soon as the van was up and running. They had dismantled the display cases and shelves hoping to use as much as possible in the vintage van.
 
    
 
   Caroline piled the last couple of boxes from the shop into the van and then took a last quick look round to make sure nothing was left behind. She picked up one or two sheets of paper that had slithered to the floor before giving the shop a last sweep through, determined not to leave a mess even though the place was going to be demolished. 
 
   The bulldozers were already taking down premises as close as five doors away, their noise and dust having made the last week quite uncomfortable, but today she was the finally done and she realized that she wasn’t at all sorry to see it go. 
 
   Tucking the last box under her arm, she gave a deep regretful sigh, shut the door of the shop locked it and felt a bit silly. Nobody was going to go into it now. 
 
   She stood there looking at the keys, wondering what to do with them and when she turned she stepped straight into Adam Cavendish’s enormous hard chest. She dropped the keys in surprise as he smiled devastatingly down at her, his eyes bright with delight. She blew out a huge breath and bent down to pick the keys up again, only to crack heads with him as he bent to do the same.
 
              “Argh!” She cried out as stars whirled around in her vision. She rubbed her head furiously where they had banged together. “What are you doing here? Making sure I’m leaving on time?” She asked sarcastically when she had recovered enough to form coherent speech.
 
              Adam rubbed his own head, a red welt appearing above his eyebrows as he spoke. He twirled the shop keys in his hand. They jangled annoyingly as they moved. He stopped rubbing his head and frowned at her.
 
              “Don’t be like that Caroline.” He looked slightly put out at her words. “No, I just thought I’d come and see you on your last day here, but I’m obviously nearly too late, do you need a hand finishing up?”
 
   His wonderful familiar scent washed over her and her heart started jack-hammering in her chest.
 
   “No, you’re okay. I’m done. It was only a few last bits. We’ve been running the stock down until we were sure we had the licence go ahead with the van.” She handed back the shop keys and looked deeply into her eyes, before they flicked to the old truck parked at the kerb.
 
   “It’s a great idea, to go mobile I mean, very similar to what I was going to suggest actually. I’m sorry I didn’t get round to speaking to you about it before, but when I saw the van outside the shop a while back I realized that was what you were doing anyway and I thought best not to interfere. I thought it best if I let you get on with it.” He sounded pleased with himself even though he’d done nothing. He nodded up at the side of the van. “And the website’s a must these days. Are you going straight out selling from tomorrow?”
 
   Caroline shook her head.
 
   “No, I’m taking a couple of days to get the inside of it sorted out first,” She gestured to the van. “I have to fix all the display cases down for a start. Fortunately we can use a lot of the shelving and bits from the shop. I’ve even managed to keep the same telephone number so I haven’t had to change too much of the stationery.” She realized that she was waffling stupidly. She didn’t owe him any explanations. It was his fault that she was moving it at all in the first place. 
 
    She wished he would go away and leave her to drown in her own misery. It was hard enough just knowing that she had been so close to being with him and that she had missed her chance. She could barely stand there speaking to him and listening to his fabulously deep voice. 
 
   The pain was back in her chest again as well as the humiliation. She turned to go but he caught her arm and walked with her.
 
   “I’m sorry I’ve been so busy Caroline, I tried to phone you  after you came down to the site but I only ever had the engaged signal. I realize that you must have been busy sorting this lot out.” He followed her round to the door of the van and kept talking as she tried to ignore him. “Look, it doesn’t often happen but I have an unexpected couple of hours free. Jim’s broken the chain on the wrecker. We’re waiting for a replacement and all my figures are up to date. There’s nothing for me to do in the office so why don’t you let me help you with this lot?” He looked into the back of the loaded van.
 
   Caroline shook her head. He was so close to her that she could smell his familiar scent.
 
   “It’s okay don’t worry about it. Go and have some chill time if you only have a couple of hours spare.” She desperately wanted to get away from him. She didn’t want to see his beautiful face or feel his warmth or have his dark eyes burn into hers. 
 
   She especially didn’t want him to kiss her ever again. That would be too much. If he didn’t move away from her soon she was going to have to be rude; the ache inside her was becoming far too hard to bear.
 
   Adam dismissed her refusal of his offer to help with a wave of his hand.
 
   “No, I insist. I’ve neglected you horrendously, especially when I’d said I’d help. I’ll follow you and then help you tidy your van. It’s the least I can do. You can make me a cuppa afterwards if you like. Good and strong and plenty of sugar.” He was already walking with great strides towards his car. She raised her eyebrows at him then sighed deeply an gave up with him once again as she climbed into her van.
 
   Twenty minutes later they pulled up outside her tiny flat. She was almost embarrassed as she remembered the inside of his fabulous house, but then she shrugged indifferently. She liked her flat and as she only had herself to please, did it really matter what Adam Cavendish thought of it? 
 
   They spent the next hour unloading boxes into her already full lounge, piling them in one corner, and trying not to touch one another as they passed in the hallway.
 
   Adam grunted as he struggled past her.
 
   “You will have to move house if you’re going to keep this lot.  There’s no way you have enough room to keep it here.” He said as the final carton filled the last square of space on her lounge floor, and he glanced around. He wiped the dust from his hands down the front of his jeans, leaving two grey marks behind.
 
   Caroline laughed as she closed the front door and ducked past his huge shoulder.
 
   “Hopefully most of it will fit back in the van. I did do some kind of plan, if I can find it again amongst this lot. Do you want to wash your hands?” She asked, trying to keep her eyes off the dust marks on his muscled thighs. 
 
   She moved round the stack of boxes without waiting for an answer and pushed a door open so that he could see the bathroom.
 
   She wriggled through to another door and squeezed  into her bedroom, leaving the door open behind her. She pulled two clean towels from the cupboard, came back and handed one to him, being careful not to touch his tanned hands. “I’m going to have that cup of tea, do you still want one?” She asked and he nodded as he turned towards the bathroom.
 
   He took his time washing up. She could hear the water running and a lot of sloshing noises. Caroline rinsed her hands and face at the sink in the kitchen and dried them on her towel before filling the kettle. She reached down two big mugs and put tea bags in them. 
 
   He came back as she was pouring the milk. He’d obviously washed his face too. She could see tiny droplets of water glistening in the hair that constantly fell over his forehead.
 
   “Better?” She asked as she handed him his tea, trying not to look into his charcoal eyes as she passed the sugar bowl. She knew she would be lost if she did.
 
   He tipped in three spoons full of sugar, stirred vigorously and then took a huge gulp of the hot liquid. He took another couple of slurps and then put the mug down on the work surface.
 
   “Yes, much, thanks. Tea’s good.  It was nice to do a bit of lugging about. I sit in that office for far too long these days.”  He was standing quite close to her and she could feel the heat of his body. He didn’t add anything and the tension became almost unbearable. 
 
   He filled the little kitchen. His height and breadth overpowered the small space, making it feel almost claustrophobic. Caroline took a sip of her tea and then spoke over the rim of the mug.
 
   “Except of course, when you’re rescuing people with the lifeboat crew.” She eventually managed, feeling her stomach flip as she spoke. She cursed herself for opening her big mouth.
 
   His eyebrows shot up towards his hairline.
 
   “How on earth do you know about that?” He was surprised. “It’s only a part-time position and not something that’s generally known outside the crew. We haven’t been out on an actual rescue for ages thank goodness. The tide can be treacherous around this coast. Normally we would have been called out a couple of times by now. But we have to keep in practice. The last training run was about four weeks ago.”
 
   Caroline’s tea suddenly tasted very bitter. She could barely speak, her throat contracted so violently.  
 
   “I know. That was when I saw you. I think you were a bit late.” She whispered. She looked into her mug and swirled the liquid as she tried not to remember the day her heart broke in two.
 
   “You’re right, I was late. I’d been stuck in traffic and the crew were trying to call me on my mobile. It was a nightmare. Where did you see me? I certainly don’t remember you being there.”
 
   Caroline turned her head towards the lounge, she couldn’t even look at him as she recalled the fabulously glamorous woman who had stepped out of the car and driven it away.
 
   “I just saw you as you leapt in the boat. I’d been having a walk along the front and I saw you as you launched.” Why was she lying to him? It was none of her business if he’d been with another woman. There was no reason for her to make up lies as to what she had seen, but she just couldn’t confess that she had seen him with the woman on the seafront and that she had heard them as they had made love only twenty minutes earlier.
 
   Adam nodded slowly.
 
   “Yeah, I remember it all now. They waited until I arrived and we just threw ourselves out there. Broke our launch record. The lads reckon I should be late more often if it makes us that fast. They don’t like going without me.”
 
   Caroline narrowed her eyes, banishing the long-legged blond to the back of her mind.  
 
   “Oh, and why don’t they like going without you?” She tried to keep her tone neutral.
 
   He laughed out loud, the throaty sound filling the kitchen. “Isn’t it a bit obvious?” He puffed out his chest and stood up to his full height. He suddenly looked quite frightening and he quickly let himself relax as he saw her startled expression. “Sorry, it’s just that I’m so huge, I’m kind of like the anchorman. I get all the really tough jobs. They like to have me there…” He trailed off, his face suddenly serious. Neither of them spoke for a few seconds and the silence became awkward again. 
 
    Adam picked up his tea again and then put the mug back down without drinking. He cleared his throat and hesitated for a moment longer before he spoke again.
 
   “Caroline, I need to talk to you… That’s really why I came down to your shop today. I might not get another opportunity to see you for a while.” He hesitated for a second more before he rushed on. “I’m going away tomorrow evening, on business. For at least three weeks, and I can’t just leave this hanging in the air any longer. There are some things I need to decide, important decisions to make and after the other week when you came down to the site, well, I was going to say I was sorry for kissing you but I’m not. I can’t let things go on as they are. I had to see you before I go away and make anything final.”     
 
   His tone was strange and Caroline couldn’t look at him as she recalled his kiss. She lifted her hand and skimmed her finger over her lips where his had touched hers so gently, thinking of exactly how he had felt and tasted. The tip of her tongue followed her finger. She could almost taste him again now. She couldn’t think how just one kiss could affect any decision he made with his business. She stayed silent, her breath hitching in her throat as he carried on. 
 
   “I think it’s a done deal for me anyway, but I need to make sure. My decision affects a lot of other people so it’s not something I can make lightly.” He spoke quickly and was then quiet as he looked at her seriously.
 
   The silence stretched out and Caroline could hear her heart beating so loudly she was sure that he must be able to hear it too. Her lungs felt tight as she tried to stop herself breathing so quickly. She didn’t really understand what he was saying and was about to ask exactly what he meant when he shifted his weight so that he was even nearer to her, the heat of his body radiating over hers.
 
   “Caroline, tell me what you’re thinking.” His tone was meltingly soft, his breathing slightly heavier than usual and at last s he looked up at him. He was so tall and overwhelming with his stormy eyes burning into hers and making her tremble all over. She drew in a deep breath, his perfume completely filling her senses and she had to close her eyes as she breathed out. He was far too mesmerizing and far too close. 
 
   She heard the rustle of thick cotton and she felt his huge hand brush her skin, touching her cheek gently as he rubbed his thumb along her cheekbone. She let out a gasping sob as the heat of his hand smouldered on her soft skin and tears suddenly squeezed themselves between her lashes.
 
   “Adam, please don’t.” Her voice was agonized and she couldn’t open her eyes. “Please don’t make this harder for me.” She sobbed again as her heart pounded violently against her ribs.
 
   He came even closer to her his tone urgent.
 
   “Why is this hard for you? Tell me how you feel… please. I have to know. I can’t go away for weeks and not know if you feel anything for me. It’s killing me as it is. The thought of leaving and not knowing how you feel is unbearable.” His voice was almost pleading but she couldn’t speak again, and just shook her head. “I can’t help touching you.” He murmured when she didn’t respond, his voice low and tense. He was still holding her cheek, his warmth scorching her as he lifted her face to look at him, “You’re so beautiful, you’re all I can see.” 
 
   She kept her eyes closed and stood shaking gently as electricity sparked through her veins. 
 
   “You’re driving me crazy, Caroline.” His voice was very close to her, barely above a whisper, ragged and desperate. “I think of you day and night.” 
 
   She felt his breath on her nose and lips as he moved in even closer and touched them with his in the lightest kiss possible. She stood motionless, her lips parted slightly to let out a breath and when she still didn’t move away from him, he was consuming her lips with his, kissing her deeply, parting them more so that he was able to taste her. 
 
   She could not stop him and she didn’t want to. Not ever. Sparks flashed behind her eyelids as the pressure for release built. 
 
   This was what she had wanted for weeks and she couldn’t deny herself this moment. She reached up to him and wound her arms around his neck, knotting her fingers in his long, silky hair, kissing him back with every ounce of passion she possessed. 
 
   He groaned as their tongues touched and they explored each other’s mouths. They were both breathing heavily as they parted. Adam rested his forehead on hers for just a second before his mouth began to search for her lips again. She could feel the heat radiating from his body. It made his perfume all the more heady. He pulled away just enough to be able to speak.
 
   “I’ve wanted to do this for so long, I’ve needed you so badly. I can’t get you out of my head, but that damned development…” He paused, not explaining what he meant before he sighed and continued, his tone deep and sincere. “I’ve never wanted anything so much in my life. Caroline, I have to know. Is it the same for you? Do you feel the same for me?” 
 
   He spoke with his mouth still touching hers, lips brushing hers so lightly, sending shivers of pleasure though her whole body. He lifted her hair with one hand then ran his fingers down the length of its silkiness. He wound his hand through its rippling thickness and touched her back with tender fingers. 
 
   She tried to shake her head.
 
   “Adam, we shouldn’t be doing this. Please stop now, it’s just making everything worse.” Her lips were still against his and even though she had told him to stop she was unable to resist him. She caught his lip between her teeth sucked very gently.
 
   He groaned and shuddered deeply before he gave up all pretense of restraint and crushed her against his chest, his arms encasing her in a band of steel. She melted against him, surrendering completely as he brought his mouth down on hers again. She let her head fall back as he moved his lips from her mouth to her throat, kissing along the line of her jaw and running his hot tongue around to her ear.
 
   “How can this possibly make anything worse?” His voice was hoarse with tension and he tightened his hold on her, pressing his hands against her back, forcing her to press against him even harder.
 
   She struggled against him and he loosened his grip about her waist but didn’t let go of her entirely. Her throat felt as though she was being strangled and she wanted to cry again, but she kept her tone steady.
 
   “You’re too busy for any of this Adam. You said it yourself weeks ago just after you rescued me from those men.” She couldn’t form the words to accuse him of being with someone else. “You would feel stifled in any relationship Adam. We can’t get involved.”
 
   His face was a picture of frustration; his brows were drawn darkly together and his voice almost angry. It was obvious he was used to getting his own way.
 
   “No way! There’s no way that you are not getting involved with me, not now that you’ve kissed me like that. I know you feel something for me Caroline, please.” He begged. “I’ve wanted you since I first saw you in that damned car park with your mascara all over your face. I can’t work, I can’t design. I can’t even play squash with my best mate. I want you and there’s no way I’m letting you go now.”
 
    She could see the muscles in his shoulders working beneath his shirt, the tendons showing in his neck as he pulled her back towards his chest. He tensed his arms around her waiting for her to speak, waiting for her to try and pull away again.
 
   She didn’t, she couldn’t.
 
   “Oh Adam, you barely glanced at me.” She reminded him, but then she recalled how she had felt when he had touched her face to wipe the smudged mascara.
 
   Adam shook his head.
 
   “I didn’t need to look for long. I knew right then that I wanted you. I asked in the planning meeting if anyone knew who you were.” He touched her hair again. “That lot’s pretty distinctive you know. They told me the name of your shop and I made up my mind to come and see you the next day. I couldn’t believe it when you were in the club that night, but you almost refused to speak to me. If I hadn’t been so desperate to not let you out of my sight, I would never have seen you staggering to the loo.” His voice was becoming more urgent, as if he had to convince her of the truth. “I’d have killed those men if you hadn’t fallen at that precise moment. I would have ripped out their shrivelled hearts and thrown them to the seagulls. Afterwards, when you were in my bed, I wanted to kiss you and make love to you. I want to make love to you now.” He lifted her face once again and spoke so gently. “Look at me. Look at me in the eye and tell me you don’t want me. I know that you do, I can feel it. You can’t lie to me Caroline.” His tone was almost hypnotic in its softness. “Tell me you don’t want me, now, while you’re looking at me, while you know that I want you so much.” He touched her lips again and then pulled his head back to see her reaction, daring her with his velvet grey eyes.
 
   She tried to think clearly but her brain wouldn’t work properly and she sighed, her heart heaving as she spoke, trying to explain how she felt.
 
   “I won’t lie to you Adam, I want you too. I have done since that day. You know that but it’s not just this part I want. I don’t want just a fling, I’m not prepared to share you with… well anything or anybody.” Her voice shook as she spoke softly, knowing it would kill her if he left now, but trying to be strong, she pulled herself away from him again. He still wouldn’t let her go and he reached out his muscled arms as he watched her, beseeching her with his eyes and stroking her face softly with his fingertips, sending flames of pure fire to her heart.
 
   And then she didn’t care. She wanted him with a desperation so deep that she didn’t care with whom else she had to share him. She would do anything to have even the tiniest fraction of him. 
 
   Somehow, he saw in her expression that he had won and with a small cry of triumph, he dragged her close to him once more, his arms enclosing her in their hard but tender embrace. He searched her eyes for any sign of reluctance. There was only a deep longing in them. 
 
   His two hours’ chill time was long over but Caroline didn’t think he would leave now. Throwing caution to the wind she tested her theory.
 
   “Oh Adam, I want you.” She confessed. “Please don’t leave me. Not for the rest of today.” She whispered as she looked up into his face, her eyelashes sparkling with un-shed tears.
 
   He sighed miserably.
 
   “I have to go tomorrow but I’m not going anywhere right now.” He spoke firmly. “The crew will have to sort themselves out. Caroline, this project won’t last much longer. Just let me finalize a few details and then you won’t have to share me with anything. I’ll be yours only.” He breathed the words to her. “I want to fly away with you Caroline. I want to make love to you. Now, forever.” 
 
   His lips were close again and he ran his tongue around the shape of her mouth as he clutched her body to him, the heat spreading to her bones as he ran his hands over her back and neck. 
 
   She couldn’t resist him any longer and with a long groan of undisclosed pleasure, she went limp in his arms, letting him touch her, hold her, kiss her until she was fighting for breath and so dizzy that she didn’t think she could stand. He lifted her off her feet and swept her up into his arms, carrying her through to her bedroom.
 
   He was gentle with her as he lay her on the bed and slowly unbuttoned her blouse. His breath became deeper with every moment as he moved the delicate material aside and touched her skin with gentle, fevered fingertips. 
 
   “I’ve wanted you for so long.” His lips were against the skin just above her breasts, his gentleness belying his size.  Kissing her shoulders and arms, he reached under her back, unclasping her bra in a swift movement, and then he was gliding his hand, fingertips brushing her stomach, to her jeans. She wriggled out of them in a moment after he undid the stud and he slid her under the covers before he began to remove his own clothes. 
 
   He stood as he pulled his shirt over his head without bothering to undo the buttons. She gasped aloud when she saw his huge chest in all its male glory, smooth and hard every muscle visible and defined under the tanned skin. A faint line of dark hair ran from his waist and disappeared below the top of his jeans. He undid his belt and slipped his jeans over his hips. 
 
   Her eyes opened wide at the sight of him as he climbed into the bed beside her. She immediately put her hands on his beautiful chest, gasping aloud as his huge arousal touched her thigh. Silk on steel was all she could think of as she ran her fingers over his sculpted torso. 
 
   He drew her to him, his eyes never leaving hers.
 
   “It’s okay,” He whispered, his dark eyes begging her to trust him. “I won’t hurt you.” And then he began to kiss her again. Soft sensual kisses, barely touching her lips as his hands caressed her velvet skin gently. She closed her eyes when his kisses became harder, deeper and more urgent and then she was swept away on a tidal wave of sensation as blinding passion overtook them and cast them adrift in an ocean of pure pleasure.
 
    
 
   Their gasps continued long after they stopped making love, their sweat drying on their fevered bodies. He kept his lips near to hers and whispered her name repeatedly, nuzzling his face into her hair and kissing her gently all the time. 
 
   He could barely breathe with the emotions surging through him. Never before had he been able to give in completely to his own pleasure, but Caroline had moulded to him with more perfection than he could possibly begin to describe. 
 
    
 
   She sat astride his hips, her body dipping forwards giving him access to her delicious breasts, and then sat back, grazing her fingernails down his torso, sending him shuddering with unrestrained passion as she lowered herself onto him.
 
   He watched her face carefully as she pressed down on his thick shaft. She was so tight she nearly sent him over the edge and he groaned aloud, expecting her to pull away as she reached her capacity, but she had suddenly stopped and sat very still. 
 
   He reached forwards quickly, knowing his size meant he had to be careful and ready to pull her away from him, dreading seeing the pain in her eyes if she had hurt herself on him. 
 
    But she pressed her hand to his chest, forcing him back down onto the bed, her breath coming in quiet gasps as her eyes told him to relax. She smiled down at him, lifting her hands to her breasts, flicking her nipples with her fingernails, making him gasp at the incredible sight of her enjoying her own body. 
 
   And when he was expecting her to lift her body up from him, she pushed herself down over him, taking him deeply inside.
 
   He cried out in surprise as she rocked her body gently and took the whole of him. His thighs trembled, his heart slamming violently in his chest as she caressed him so deeply. She slid back up his length and moaned as she rotated her hips before she slid back down onto him again. She threw her head back, her long hair streaming over her shoulders as she impaled herself on him.
 
   He fought for control, knowing he was losing the battle fast as she pulled up again, sending ripples of passion along the whole length of him. He put his hands around her waist and lifted her, sliding her sideways as he flipped her onto her back and hovered over her.
 
   He was barely hanging on to the last threads of his sanity as he entered her slowly, still unable to believe that she could take him so completely, but she met every long thrust fully, her legs tight around his slim waist, pulling him into her even deeper when he had been still afraid that he might hurt her.
 
   Eventually he closed his eyes and allowed himself to give her his all, letting go of every last restraint as he pounded into her, his climax overtaking him with such intensity that he thought he was about to pass out while her own pleasure rippled over him as she took all of him. Every last long inch. 
 
    
 
   Their breathing slowed. She was completely silent as she tried to control the sensations that flowed through her exhausted body. It was as though he had branded her. She rolled onto her side and pushed her back into his hard chest. He clasped his iron arms around her, holding her in his embrace as he whispered her name in her ear. 
 
   “Caroline, I… I never, My God! I never took a woman like that before. I’ve never been able to give in to that kind of pleasure.” His tone was almost awed.
 
    She pressed herself into him and held tightly onto his arms. She turned her head slightly and let her lips run over his muscled bicep.
 
   “It was just so intense, so overwhelming. I wanted so much of you, all of you. I’ve never felt anything like this before Adam.” 
 
   He put his cheek against hers and she felt him relax. His voice was husky with emotion.
 
   “Me neither, I’ve never experienced anything as wonderful. No other woman has been able to take all of me. I’ve always had to hold back.” He gave a small groan of pleasure as he squeezed her into his chest. “I didn’t know I could feel so completely overpowered. I didn’t know feelings like this were even possible.” His voice was little more than a whisper as he breathed in her ear. 
 
   She turned in his arms and pressed her face into his warm chest, breathing in his fabulous scent and listening to his hammering heart as she settled herself against him. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her tightly as his fingers massaged her back gently. He buried his head in her mass of brown hair and drew in her delicious perfume as he relaxed beside her.
 
    
 
   They woke in the early hours of the morning and showered together, washing the salty sweat from their bodies and caressing each other gently with soft soapy hands. Afterwards they slipped back into bed and he stayed close to her side, holding her gently, his lips against her still damp skin as he coaxed her response. They wrapped themselves in each other and made love once again. Adam threw his head back and roared aloud in a shout of pure pleasure as he took her fully, completely, abandoning any sense of restraint as they revelled in their release.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
   Adam was already dressed and drinking hot tea when Caroline eventually woke. He sat on the edge of the bed talking to someone on his mobile phone.
 
   She looked hard at the clock as he smiled devastating at her. She squinted at the figures. It was past 10:00 am. She blinked sleepily at him and brushed a tangle of dark hair back from her face, picking up the mug that he’d left on the bedside table. He put his mug down and spoke to his caller in a firm tone.
 
   “Look, I can’t discuss this properly now. You’ll have to meet me at the office. No, not on site. My office in town. I want you to call a board meeting now.” Adam moved the phone away from his ear as a startled yell could be heard at the other end of the line. He moved the phone back to his ear when the shouting stopped and spoke again. “No, I don’t care that you’re busy. This is too important, it can’t wait.” His voice was exasperated as he twisted his hair back behind his ear and he raised his eyebrows at Caroline as she sipped her tea.
 
   She could hear someone shouting on the other end of the line again. Ignoring it, she put the tea down, slipped out of the bed and moved towards the bathroom to take a shower but Adam reached out with one arm and caught her naked body to him as she passed. He pulled her towards him, his hand hot on her soft skin, holding her tightly. He was still using the phone. “Okay. I’ll be on site for an hour and then we can talk. Yes, I do know how serious this is and no… I won’t change my mind.” He flicked the phone shut and put it back in his pocket before leaning forwards, his lips brushing over her stomach and then her breasts. He felt her warmth as he held her, his hard arms firmly around her back. He let her go as she touched her lips to the top of his head.
 
   He glanced up guiltily, his dark grey eyes searching her face.
 
   “I have to go. They’re waiting for me up at the site. Apparently they’re all as mad as hell because I disappeared for a few hours yesterday.” He looked a little uncomfortable as he added. “Look, I know this is bad timing but I’ve a load of things to do today and then tonight I’m off to Dubai. I’m not back for at least three, maybe four weeks.” He looked up at her unhappily. “It’s a really big deal and I must get it sorted out properly.” He finished glumly.
 
   She scrunched her fingers in his hair, loving the thick silkiness.
 
   “It’s okay, I understand, you did mention it last night and I’m going to be busy for the next couple of weeks anyway.” She hid her disappointment behind a small smile. “Phone me when you can, and I promise I’ll call you too.”
 
   He stood up, towering over her again, tilting her face towards his as he bent and kissed her. It was the most tender kiss she’d ever felt, long and slow, his lips soft as they moulded around hers. He put his hands on her bare shoulders and gently pushed away from her again, his mouth lingering on hers until the very last moment.
 
   “I don’t want to do this Caroline but I really must go. I’ll call you. I promise.” He put his forehead to hers for a few seconds, kissed that too, then turned quickly and walked out of the door. 
 
   Caroline stood very still. Her mind was jumping from one thing to the next as she heard the front door click shut behind him. For a moment she thought the worst and wondered is she would ever see him again but she dismissed the idea immediately. There was no way they could have made love like that and it meant nothing. It was only his business getting in the way. She let out a long breath. He was going to Dubai. He’d told her that and she believed him. His eyes couldn’t possibly lie but her stomach plunged as she realized that she wouldn’t be able see him again for at least three weeks. 
 
   Three weeks! How was she going to be able to bear it? She could feel every place on her body that he’d touched. She was glowing with his warmth, tingling deep inside where he’d filled her. She touched her naked breasts, they sprang up into delighted peaks again, and her heart skipped a beat as she thought about their lovemaking. 
 
   She turned once again to the bathroom thinking that perhaps a shower would help calm her but it was hopeless; the water just made her skin more sensitive and she climbed out without feeling any better. 
 
   Without any enthusiasm, she returned to her bedroom, but the scent of their lovemaking was still there. She pressed her face to the pillow and breathed in deeply, filling herself with his spicy, manly scent. She stood up again pulled on her clothes, walked out of the bedroom and slid between the boxes to the kitchen. Their cold tea from the evening before was still there where they had left it. She threw it away quickly, not wanting to be reminded that he wasn’t there to have another hot one. 
 
   Suddenly the doorbell rang and her heart lifted, floated high as any doubts fled her mind.
 
   He’d come back! He wasn’t leaving her after all!
 
   She ran through the boxes to the door and threw it open with a glorious smile on her lips. It froze on her face, the disappointment almost knocking her backwards when she saw Cathy standing there. Her friend realized immediately that the wonderful smile hadn’t been meant for her. She rolled her eyes as Caroline’s smile slipped.
 
   “Okay then, Miss Happy. What’s happened now? I want all the gory details.” She pushed past Caroline and went to put the kettle on. She glanced towards the open bedroom door as she negotiated the boxes in the lounge and, noticing the rumpled covers and the double indentations on the pillows, she rolled her eyes again. “Actually, maybe I don’t want all of the gory details, but don’t tell me who it was, let me guess… Mr. Muscles himself? I thought that was his car that passed me down the road. Only six weeks too late, thank you very much. If you’d done this in the first place we might not have had to sort all this lot out.” Cathy gestured with an impatient hand towards the boxes.
 
   Caroline let out a low laugh.
 
   “Well better late than never, I suppose. Maybe I can negotiate a reduced rent in the new place. You know? For services rendered.” Caroline’s genuine smile was back as she joked. Nothing could spoil the fact that she and Adam had spent the most wonderful night together and hopefully there would be more of them in less than a month. A month! When she thought of it like that, it sounded so long. She put it to the back of her mind and took the tea that Cathy was now offering. She sipped the hot liquid and it made her lips tingle but it didn’t feel as hot as when his mouth had been on hers.
 
   “He’s going away for just a few weeks but it’ll be fine when he gets back. I can’t believe we wasted so much time.” Caroline’s face positively glowed with happiness.
 
   Cathy frowned.
 
   “I did suggest that you should have been a bit quicker on the uptake a few weeks ago. Where’s he gone to?”  She looked dubiously at her boss.
 
   Nothing could wipe the smile from Caroline’s face. 
 
   “He’s finishing a deal in Dubai. It’s going to take a while, but when he comes back I think everything’s going to be fine.” She gasped. “Oh Cathy, I think he loves me.” She hurried on. “He didn’t say the actual words but it was so good, more than good. I swear I touched the gates of heaven and I know he wasn’t faking anything either. It was impossible to fake that.” Her eyes were wide and wistful. 
 
   Cathy didn’t look convinced. 
 
   “Well, I hope for your sake that you’re right.” She rolled her eyes at Caroline’s entranced expression. “But at least if he’s gone, it leaves you free to concentrate on this lot.” She stared round at all the boxes. “I never realized that we had so much stuff left. Wherever are we going to put it all?”
 
   Caroline stared at the mess as though it had just appeared out of nowhere.
 
   “Yes. Surprising isn’t it?” She agreed. “But don’t worry about it now. When we have all the shelving up and the packaging sorted I’m sure it will all fit.”
 
   Cathy glanced back to Caroline’s radiant face.
 
   “I hope he helped you with all this. It looks like it took you ages to pack and unpack it.” 
 
   Caroline snorted dismissively.
 
   “Of course he helped. He’s not afraid of hard work, how could he be with all those muscles? Did you know he goes out with the lifeboat crew?” Caroline turned to watch Cathy’s reaction.
 
   She didn’t disappoint.
 
   “Really? Well, I can see why they’d want him. I bet he could probably row them out by hand if the motors packed up.” Cathy was impressed. “They’re going to miss him too then.”
 
   “Yes I expect so, if they get a call out that is. He said that nobody has tried to drown themselves for ages. I bet someone does as soon as he’s gone.” Caroline’s shoulders drooped at the thought of the next three weeks, but then she straightened up. She was being silly; they would speak to each other on the phone every day. Everything was going to be perfect.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
   Adam rang her every evening the first week he was away. He sounded bright and confident that everything was going well with his deal. There were a few minor problems that would need to be worked out but he was hoping to sort out the negotiations quickly. He asked after her business and she was able to tell him that the first three days had been a wonderful success. 
 
   Her voice was filled with enthusiasm.
 
   “You’ll never believe it Adam, but the figures are already better than at the shop. I can’t believe we didn’t do this in the first place. I must have been blind not to spot the opportunity before.” She gushed as he listened to her obvious excitement.
 
   He laughed into the phone. 
 
   “Hey! Don’t get too big for your boots. It’s early days yet.” He warned, trying to calm her down as he digested the figures she quoted to him.
 
   It was true, Caroline and Cathy had made the van ready in three days. They had a test run to make sure everything stayed put and then after the van was inspected for safety and they had made just a couple of adjustments, they had their first full day of selling.
 
    They had chosen three areas to target and they decided to split the day three ways and test each area at different times. So far, it had been a fantastic success with people coming up from the beach nearly the whole time. They had been surprised at how many older customers there were and Caroline made a mental note to check her licensing agreement and make sure she could visit some of the gardens and parks in the area too.
 
   A couple of days later Adam had still been interested and gave her some tips on who to talk to at the council if she had any problems. He sounded relaxed as he spoke to her about her business, but his voice had tightened considerably when she asked how his work was faring. His tone darkened.
 
   “Not as well as I’d hoped. There are a lot of unexpected and frustrating difficulties to overcome.  I’m not sure I’m going to be able to do exactly as I’d hoped. I have another meeting tomorrow so maybe I’ll know more then, otherwise I’m going to have to make a huge compromise and I really don’t want to do that.” There was a short pause before he spoke again quietly, “I don’t want to be here Caroline. I wish I was at home with you.” His voice was a ragged whisper.
 
   She sighed. She wished he was with her too. 
 
   Every night she had fallen into bed and held onto the pillow that she refused to wash and that still held the merest hint of his scent. It was just enough for her to be able to sleep each night.
 
   “Don’t worry Adam, just focus on this deal, get it out of the way and come back soon. I want to see you too you know.” She replied, her pulse rate rising as she spoke.
 
   Adam gave an odd grunt. “I’m going to be tied up all day tomorrow and I’m going to be staying on site until the day after with a load of the workers. It’s just a huge sand pile at the moment and I’m pretty sure that I won’t get a decent mobile signal out there so I probably won’t be able to call you for a couple of nights. If I can get to anywhere with a decent internet connection I’ll email. Okay?” His relaxed tone sounded slightly forced and Caroline wondered if he was as fine as he made out.
 
   “Are you alright Adam? You sound a bit odd.” She asked as she thought she heard a slight groan somewhere in the background at his end.
 
   Adam gave a small cough and cleared his throat. 
 
   “Must be just the signal, I’m fine, just bored with it all. Look, there’s no way I’m going to be able to get hold of you tomorrow so I’ll speak to you in a couple of days.” The phone clicked dead and Caroline looked startled at his abrupt end to their call. She sighed and hoped it wasn’t going to be like this for much longer.
 
    
 
   They took the van out every day and Caroline almost immediately realized that she was going to need to re-employ her old staff. She made some phone calls and was delighted with the response. Georgie and Lucy leapt at the chance. They hadn’t been able to find anything else that suited and Gemma said she could fill in at any time so long as it didn’t interfere with the pub shifts. It was as though the shop had never been closed. They were now busier than ever before. 
 
   Caroline was so occupied and so tired at the end of each day that she only noticed that another two weeks had passed when she received an unexpected text message from Adam.
 
    
 
   ‘Sorry can’t get away. Impossible to receive a decent signal on site or anywhere else in the vicinity. I’m only hoping that you will get this. Will call you next week when I’m back in the city. Things not going well. I may have to stay an extra week.’ 
 
    
 
   Caroline sat down in the back of the van feeling horribly guilty. She had not called Adam once 
 
   The work had become exhausting. She’d been shattered every evening and had thrown herself straight into bed each night. She had been doing extra shifts as Cathy had taken on some of the cake making from home and Lucy was compiling an inventory of wedding cake designs for the website. She immediately rang Adam’s number, just in case she could get through.
 
   The phone rang at his end for a few seconds and then died but then bleeped and picked up again as someone answered.
 
   “Yes? Can I help you?” The voice was unforgettable. It was the warm, sultry tones of the woman Caroline had heard once before. Her heart stopped beating for a long moment and then sped up to an alarming rate.
 
   “Is Adam there? It’s Caroline Masters speaking.” She could barely speak and her voice came out in a hollow whisper.
 
   The woman answered hesitantly.
 
   “No, he’s err… he’s unavailable at the moment, but hold on, I’ll see if I can contact him.” The woman stopped speaking to her and put her hand over the receiver but Caroline could still hear quite clearly the words she spoke to someone else in the vicinity. 
 
   “It’s that woman. Yes, the one with the van you said you liked. Don’t you think we should tell her about us? I mean, it’s not like it’s a secret. Surely everyone knows about it by now.” Then there was a response in a muffled but clearly male tone. Caroline heard almost every word. 
 
    “I told you not to answer any private calls until everything was sorted out.” There was a short pause and then the male voice faded in and out of her hearing. She heard a few more words. “There’s too much riding on this to make it public… and I don’t need the hassle what with the way I’m feeling. No, don’t say... Just get rid…until we can talk…” the deep voice petered out.
 
   There were some muffled moans and then woman took her hand away from the receiver again and spoke directly to Caroline.
 
   “Sorry, I thought I may be able to transfer you, but that’s not possible at the moment.” She laughed the deep sultry laugh again. “If I speak to Adam I’ll let him know you called.” And the phone clicked dead again.
 
   Caroline was in shock. She sat dumbstruck staring at the phone. It couldn’t be possible, but it was. She had heard it with her own ears. 
 
   That woman was in Dubai with Adam! 
 
   She began to feel sick as she tried to stand up. This couldn’t be happening to her. She loved him and she thought that he loved her. Her sound of her heart pounded in her ears as she stumbled weakly from the van. 
 
   Caroline stood limply against the side of the van as Cathy drove up with more boxes of cakes.
 
   Cathy took one look at Caroline’s paler than pale face and leapt from her car.
 
   “What is it? What’s happened?” Her voice was frantic as she took Caroline’s shoulders and steered her towards some seats by the sea.
 
   Caroline’s breaths came in deep rattling gasps. She was almost incoherent with misery.
 
   “I rang him. I rang Adam. He texted me and I phoned him back, and that woman… the one from before… She’s out there with him in Dubai. She just answered his phone.” Caroline sounded hollow. She was shaking so much that she didn’t even feel Cathy pushing her down onto the bench seat on the promenade. She was completely numb as the blood drained from her face and her whole body went cold. “He was there with her. I heard him in the background Cathy. He’s right there with her and he didn’t want to speak to me. He said she shouldn’t have answered the call.”
 
   Cathy stared down at her friend with her hands on her hips.
 
   “What! He’s still with her, after you two… after, well you know.” She trailed off and then gasped. “Why, the low-down pig! We should have known he couldn’t keep it in his pants. Men like that have women chucking themselves at them all the time. You’d think he would have learned some restraint by now. He’s old enough to have done.” Her eyes were narrow as she berated Adam, but Caroline just sank lower in the seat.
 
   “Don’t Cathy, that’s not helping. Please, I love him.” Her voice was tortured as she felt her stomach flipping repeatedly. “I thought he loved me too. Oh God! He used me!” Caroline shuddered. “He just wanted a one night stand before he left here. I bet his girlfriend was just unavailable for the night! No wonder he sounded so strange last week. He was trying to avoid speaking to me while she was there. Oh Cathy! What am I going to do?” Her sob was heart- rending and Cathy dropped onto the seat beside her. 
 
   “I have no idea what you’re going to do about him. I don’t suppose there is much you can do right at this moment but I do know that this van doesn’t sell cakes by itself, so you’re going to get back in there and start selling.” Cathy took Caroline’s hand and started to pull her up from the bench. “Right now, you don’t have time to consider Adam-bloody-Cavendish. I’ve made another batch of the chocolate fudge cake that needs cutting and there’s a line of customers to serve it to. You need to get this enterprise making some real money, so get up and stop moping over someone who is obviously not worth it.” She took Caroline firmly by the shoulders and walked her back to the van. There was a queue of eager people waiting and Caroline was suddenly all business as she served her hungry customers. 
 
   By the time everything was sold or packed away for the next day there was nobody on the seafront and her misery had grown into something else. 
 
   She was furious. Furious that she had been duped by him, taken in by his slick words and traitorous tongue. She was even more furious with herself for giving in to his shallow charms so easily. He must have laughed himself stupid at how simple it had been to dupe her, climb into bed with her and take everything she gave him. He must have been grinning to himself all the way to Dubai.
 
   What an idiot she had been!   
 
   She had put every bit of herself into that night, given herself so willingly. It had been so good, she could almost feel his kisses, hear his whispered words and feel his heated body even now.
 
   She had fooled herself into thinking that he loved her and he’d just treated her as another scalp on his belt. Well, no way was that ever going to happen again. She should have known as soon as she saw him in the nightclub, surrounded by his female entourage, that he was a player. 
 
   She should have realized when she had heard and seen the woman the first time, that the blond bombshell was always going to take first place. 
 
   With those endless legs and all that fabulous hair no man would be able to resist. Why! He even let her drive his car! No man ever let that happen unless the woman was someone really close, or if he was drunk at the time, and he had definitely not been drunk.
 
   Caroline arrived home that evening still fuming, hurting too but ready to gouge out his mesmerizing grey eyes if he ever came near her again. 
 
   That night, however, when she eventually dragged herself to bed, she curled into a tight ball, recalling  how he had touched and kissed her body so tenderly, filled her so completely. 
 
   Her whole being ached as she realized that she had lost him. She had never even stood a chance with him. She felt so lonely and desolate in her bed. The chilled covers imitated her chilled heart and she let out a huge sob of despair crying until there were no tears left inside her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
   It took a whole week before she found the courage to delete his telephone number from her mobile. Her emotions were all over the place and it had taken her seven more days of his silence to make her realize that he really wasn’t interested. 
 
   It had obviously all been about the sex for him. She was an easy target and he’d exploited her weakness. He had taken exactly what he’d wanted. All those tender words were just a ploy to keep her hanging on to him and how well they had worked. He had worked his well-practiced magic on her and by the following morning she would have done anything he had asked and he damn well knew it. 
 
   She would never try to ring him again. The pain would be too overwhelming if she heard that woman’s voice one more time. She put a call bar on his mobile number and wept in despair as she realized how much this relationship had cost her emotionally.
 
   The days flew by as she put all her efforts into new ideas for the business, desperate not to think of Adam for a second longer than possible.
 
   One of the best new lines was cookie-making, and now every morning she was up at the crack of dawn, oven on and spoon in hand. All the cooking was putting her off food and she couldn’t bear the thick, sugary smell of the baking. She didn’t think she would have to put up with it for long though. At the rate they were selling she would have to expand into bigger premises. There was no way that their home kitchens could cope much longer. The council had advised her on her set up and she would have to move soon. It was all very exciting. 
 
   At the same time though it all felt so hollow. This wasn’t the way she had wanted things to be. It was all moving so fast that she could barely keep up. She didn’t want to run an empire, just a small shop with enough money coming in to pay off her mortgage and buy her the little luxuries she loved. Right now everything seemed to be running her, not her running everything. 
 
   The worst of it was that she felt so alone. More alone than before because back then she hadn’t known what it was like to be without the person she loved. She didn’t know if this emptiness she felt inside her felt like a bereavement.
 
   Caroline had been glad to delegate a few of the more mundane tasks. Gemma was in charge of the web design and was updating the images, helping with the wedding cake designs and portfolio. Lucy and Georgie looked after the internet orders, spending their days packaging and delivering to the hundreds of offices in the vicinity. 
 
   It was working well and apart from having to block seemingly hundreds of emails from completely irrelevant foreign companies; everything was running smoothly. 
 
   Caroline knew that Cathy must have told the girls about her relationship with Adam. They never mentioned men, dates or sex, and if any of their boyfriends telephoned the conversation was kept very neutral and to a minimum. Caroline didn’t worry about it; men were the last thing on her mind. She was so tired with all the work and early mornings that she couldn’t have cared less what they all talked about.
 
   It was only when she was in bed alone at night that she let herself think of him. His gentle kisses on her lips skimming over her heated skin and how they had made love, his completely glorious body worshipping hers with his. She could almost feel the way he’d touched her so tenderly, almost afraid that he might hurt her at first as he held her in his steely arms and fulfilled her every desire. He had seemed so genuine, so real that she sometimes woke up in the night gasping at the memories and hoping irrationally that he was with her again. 
 
   The tears dried up about five weeks after he’d left her, when she knew he must be back in England. He hadn’t bothered to try and contact her and she had no plans to try and contact him ever again. She refused to think of their night of passion any more, her heart raced too quickly and she felt faint if she did. Perhaps she thought of it more often than she realized as she felt faint quite often. 
 
    
 
   A week later, Caroline had a wonderful surprise. As she arrived home with the van she noticed a man waiting on the pavement outside her flat. Her heart leapt wildly for a second, but stopped again as she thought rationally. There was no way that this was Adam; the man was way too small. 
 
   She jumped from the van as she recognized her brother David’s face, and threw herself at him.
 
   “Ooff!” He staggered back a little at her enthusiastic embrace. “Well I’m glad you’re pleased to see me.” He put his arms around his sister and gave her a big squeeze while he recovered his breath while she exclaimed over him.
 
   “David, this is super! Have you been waiting long? How are Natalie and the kids? Are they here too? How do you like your van? I’ve been dying to show you it,” she said in a great rush, her voice the happiest it had sounded in weeks.
 
   He ruffled her hair. 
 
   “Slow down a moment. Give me chance to breathe. The van looks great. I hear the plans have been going well.” He looked over to see what his money had bought. “So how soon can I expect a return on my investment?”
 
   Caroline grinned.
 
   “Right now if you like. You can have a free cookie.” She laughed and grabbed hold of his hand. “How long have you been waiting here?”
 
   David shrugged, suddenly a little uncomfortable.
 
   “Not long, I took a cab from the station about an hour ago and then when I realized that you weren’t here, I went to the pub up the road. Chap up there told me what time to expect you. He sees your van every day. He says he’s interested in having some cakes to go with his coffees.”
 
   “Really? That’s an avenue I hadn’t thought of. Perhaps I’ll go and see him later in the week.” She looked up the road as she spoke. A black taxi was swerving away from the kerb, hiding the pub David had mentioned. 
 
   She turned back to him. “Come on, I don’t want to think about selling anything else today, let’s go and have a cup of tea and I’ll tell you all my news.”  David hesitated for a second, his face suddenly becoming serious.
 
   “Caroline, I’m sorry about this. I probably should have rung you first but I haven’t had time to book a hotel. Is it all right if I sleep on your sofa?” He looked a little crestfallen.
 
   Caroline didn’t hesitate.
 
   “Yes of course, if you can find a space on it. The business seems to have taken over everywhere, including my lounge.” She looked across at her brother again, slightly concerned now at his somber tone. “David, is everything okay?” 
 
   His bottom lip protruded slightly as he cleared his throat before he spoke. 
 
   “No, not really. Natalie’s thrown me out. Says I’m not a good enough husband or father. She says I spend too much time with my mates and if I like them that much I can go and live with them.” He let out a great huff. “They’re great for a few nights out but I can’t think of anything worse than living with that lot, so I’ve come to pester you.” He sounded a little aggrieved.
 
   Caroline laughed.
 
   “Well she’s right. You do spend too much time away from your family. All that football and the time you waste on the golf course, I would have chucked you out years ago so I’m not surprised she’s finally seen sense and told you to get lost.” Caroline wasn’t at all sympathetic to his plight. She gave him a small smile. “But I’m very pleased to see you all the same.” She looked at his miserable face and gave him a sisterly shove on his shoulder. “Oh, don’t worry. It’ll all blow over. Give her a call tonight so she knows that you’re with me and then we’ll take it from there. She loves you David, you’ll see, by the end of the week she’ll be begging you to come home.”
 
   David smiled at her optimism and Caroline opened the front door. The strong aroma of cookie dough wafted out through the open door.
 
   “Hmm… That smells good.” David breathed in deeply and put his hands on his flat stomach rubbing it hungrily. It was deeply upsetting to Caroline that people that ate the most fattening things always seemed to remain as thin as a stick, while if she even popped one single chocolate in her mouth she was doomed to be half a stone overweight for the next three months. 
 
   She groaned miserably as the rich, sickly scent of baking wafted from the flat.
 
   “You wait until you’ve lived with it for six, or is it seven, weeks. I think it’s vile. I swear I’ll never eat another biscuit as long as I live.” Caroline shoved through the door to the kitchen and ran fresh water into the kettle she flicked the switch to turn it on and then reached for the mugs. 
 
   The smell of baking was overpowering in the small space, sickly and cloying in her throat, and suddenly her stomach lurched. Heaving as she ran to the bathroom, hand over mouth, she made it just in time and retched violently into the toilet bowl, her face covered in sweat and her legs shaking. After a moment’s surprised hesitation, David followed her with a glass of water. He passed it to her as she leaned over the toilet bowl and then picked up a flannel, rinsed it in cold water and wiped her sweating brow.
 
   “Are you okay Caroline?” His face was filled with concern. “You look green.” He rinsed the flannel again.
 
   She stood upright. Her head was spinning slightly but she felt steadier now.
 
   “Yes I think I’m alright now. I don’t know what came over me… It’s just that damned smell of baking. I can’t get away from it and it’s making me feel sick all the time.” David watched her carefully as she rinsed her mouth and brushed her teeth. She felt a little better. “I’m going to have to get another place where I can do all the cooking. I’ve been trying to look but I’ve scarcely had a moment to think let alone anything else, but it’s obvious that I can’t carry on here for much longer.” She glanced at her brother’s worried face.
 
   David frowned and washed out the flannel, folding it over the edge of the sink before he spoke again.
 
   “Come and sit down for a moment. I’ll make the tea.” He led her to the settee, holding her arm all the time. He shoved some boxes onto the floor and pushed her into the seat. She sat down and leaned back, suddenly feeling more than exhausted. It wasn’t until she felt someone sit beside her that she realized she had drifted off to sleep. David proffered her the mug of tea.
 
   “You look all in Caroline.” He looked at her face critically. “Have you eaten anything today?”
 
   “Not much, but I couldn’t touch a cookie at the moment, even the thought of them makes me ill. No, it’s just the amount of hours we’re putting into all of this. It’s gone from virtually nothing to a mini empire in just six or seven weeks. Do you know, I don’t actually remember how many weeks it is and now we’re getting loads of wedding cake orders too. We can barely keep up with it all.” She yawned, “I just need a good night’s sleep.”
 
   David was quiet for a moment. He sipped at his own tea. The colour was returning to her face at last. 
 
   “Look, why don’t we go to the pub up the road for something to eat. It looked as though the food was alright. You can have a word with the proprietor about taking on some stuff and then you can come back and get an early night. If you’ve got a spare key, I can have a game of darts with the blokes and you can get some sleep.” His look brightened at the prospect.
 
   “Hmm.” Caroline frowned at him. “I think I’m on Natalie’s side. You do spend too much time out of the house.” She sipped the tea and then eyed it critically. Did the milk taste sour? She wasn’t sure but she wrinkled her nose and put the mug down on the floor.  “Actually I really don’t think I can eat anything at the moment. And I don’t feel like talking business either. I’m just too tired David. Tell him I’ll be up later in the week. We can discuss any requirements then. You go and enjoy yourself… take my keys for tonight. I’ll find the spare set in the morning.” She stood up, wandered through to the bedroom and then after searching in a cupboard for a moment, pulled out a duvet and pillow. “Will this do for tonight?” She asked David, stifling yet another yawn as she passed them to him.
 
   “Yes.” He frowned at her again. “Anything will be fine. Go to bed, I can sort myself out.”
 
   She leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
 
   “Okay, I’m going, see you in the morning.” She closed the bedroom door behind her and fell into bed fully dressed.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
              Adam could barely contain his temper as the plane finally touched down at Heathrow airport. There had been delay after delay and now he was desperate to get home. He vowed never to set foot in Dubai ever again.
 
    Over six weeks!  For God’s sake! 
 
   The deal had taken twice as long as expected and it hadn’t all gone to plan anyway. The weeks had been intolerable. He’d had to make compromise after compromise and eventually he’d done as much as he could without damaging the business irrevocably and his name with it. 
 
   He was also without his old phone. It had been stolen from his jacket pocket over a month ago and he’d been catching up with finding everyone’s numbers ever since. It had been an absolute nightmare. Even though his contract provider could supply him with the same number for his new phone, it couldn’t replace all the information held on the old SIM card. He would never have believed how frustrating it was. He hadn’t realized how much he relied on the damned thing while out of the U.K. It had taken forever to sort out and some of the numbers most important to him he couldn’t seem to reach at all. Caroline’s was one of those. He had memorized it weeks earlier but something on this new phone was playing up. It refused to recognize her or her business number. He’d even tried her friend Cathy’s number but to no avail and had resorted to emailing her web address at every opportunity. There had been no response to his repeated pleadings. Even his housekeeper had tried reaching Caroline’s phone for him but her number kept coming up as unavailable. He didn’t want to guess what might be going on. There was a nagging doubt in the back of his mind as to why she hadn’t contacted him and he had to see her immediately. The suspense was becoming almost unbearable. 
 
   He jogged through the terminal building, his massive frame drawing glances from other harried passengers. He ignored them and their curious glances. He’d become used to being stared at years ago, it was just one of life’s little annoyances when you were as tall as a giant and hugely built with it. His bags arrived quickly on the carousel and were inspected efficiently. Terminal five was running smoothly for once. 
 
   Then he was off running. He felt more than desperate as he sprinted towards the taxi rank, his huge stride outstripping other passengers, the feeling of rising panic almost threatening to overwhelm him.
 
   The cab driver didn’t turn a hair when he leapt in the waiting car, shoving his suitcase onto the opposite seat as Adam mentioned the address of his destination. It was going to take at least two hours to get there but it was a good fare. The driver glanced at Adam appraisingly, just to gauge whether he would have sufficient funds to pay and then, apparently happy, he pulled away. 
 
   Adam tried to sit back in his seat and relax, but it was impossible. 
 
   He was so close to her now. In his mind he could catch the scent of her hair, of her body. It had been so long. God! How he wanted her. He wanted to feel her velvet soft skin under his hands, to touch her lips with his, to run his fingers through that long dark hair, then to make love to her and feel her tightness surround him, all of him, all night long. The blood was surging through his body as he thought of just talking to her again. 
 
   It was rush hour as they hit the outskirts of the seaside town and the traffic slowed considerably. He didn’t know whether she would still be out in the van and he directed the cabbie by way of the sea front. It was empty, just a few evening strollers enjoying the late sunshine. They followed the road into town and once again Adam directed the cabbie to Caroline’s flat. Relief swept over him as he caught sight of the van parked outside her door. 
 
   He was about to tell the driver to stop when he saw her, climbing down from the van. Her long dark hair swirling about her shoulders, shining in the evening sunlight, a deep burnished gold. His heart jumped into his mouth and he nearly leapt from the car while it was still moving.
 
   But then he stopped dead in his seat, his hand gripping the door handle as he noticed a man just in front of her. He wasn’t much taller than her, good looking in a pale, mousey sort of way. She was smiling at the man. She threw her arms around his neck and he held her tightly in his embrace. 
 
   The blood drained from Adam’s face, and a cold rage swept over him. They were gazing into each other’s eyes, smiling, laughing and being revoltingly gooey and then Caroline caught the man’s hand in hers and dragged him towards her flat. 
 
   Adam slumped back in his seat, speechless. The cab was slowing to a near stop.
 
   “What number mate?” The driver enquired.
 
   Adam answered, his voice only just audible.
 
   “I’m sorry. I’ve made a mistake, it’s been a while since I was last here. Just carry on, I’ll tell you when we get to the right road.” His body felt like cold stone as he tried to fathom what he’d seen. 
 
   The way she had looked at that man, the way she had thrown herself at him! His brain raged with sudden fury. There was no other explanation. She had moved on. She had found someone else. She hadn’t even waited six weeks! She had said that she didn’t want to share him with his work and now he knew that to be true. He’d been away too long and it was too late.
 
   He felt his heart collapsing inside him, sinking in on itself as the misery swept over him. He was too late. He’d lost her.
 
   He paid the driver twenty minutes later when they arrived outside his own house, not even counting the money as he threw the man a bundle of notes. He opened the big glass doors and walked in, dropping his bags just inside the door.
 
   There was a gasp from inside.
 
   “Adam!” The cry was of surprise and delight. “When did you get back and why didn’t you phone for Alf to come and get you?” Tricia propped the mop against a tall stone figure, walked towards him then reached up and kissed his cheek. He grimaced slightly at her touch. This was not the kiss he so desperately wanted.
 
   “I was delayed so many times, he would have been hanging around for ages. How’s his sciatica by the way?” Adam’s voice was hollow to his own ears as he fought to control himself.
 
   “Fine for now, thank goodness. He hated being laid up and I hated driving your car around. I’m a cleaner not a chauffeur.” She smiled up at him, then stood back suddenly noticing his strange look and laboured breathing. “Trip okay? You look really tired. It all took a lot longer than you thought. And what with all that fuss about your phone! We had so many diverted calls it was becoming a nuisance.” She carried on in a rattle of words and moved to pick up the broom again. 
 
   Adam closed his eyes and pinched the top of his nose with his thumb and forefinger as he tried unsuccessfully to keep the anger at bay. His voice came out in an icy whisper, through gritted teeth as she looked as though she was going to speak again.
 
   “Tricia, I don’t want to be rude to you, especially as I’ve only just arrived home, but I really 
 
   don’t want to talk about this at the moment. Please don’t think that this has anything to do with you or anything you have done, because it hasn’t, but can you leave for the rest of the day… and don’t come back tomorrow either. Have the weekend off with Alf. I won’t need either of you.”
 
   She tipped her head to one side, her blond hair falling over one eye, and looked at him quizzically.
 
   “Now would be a very good time to go.” He hissed as he stared at her with charcoal black eyes glaring murderously from under his furrowed brow. Tricia backed away from him fast, her own eyes wide in fright.
 
   Adam had absolutely no control as his whole body began to tremble with fury. A deep growl seemed to emanate from somewhere inside his chest as he thought of what that man was probably doing to Caroline’s beautiful naked body at this very moment.
 
   Fortunately Tricia knew when not to argue.
 
   “Okay… I’m gone.” She carried on backing up towards the front door, suddenly more terrified than she had been in her life. She dropped the broom, turned quickly and fled. 
 
   But she didn’t close the door behind her fast enough and the last thing she heard from inside the house was a massive crash as the huge stone centre sculpture was smashed to the floor. 
 
   Adam stood in the middle of the pile of rubble with his eyes now closed. His breath came in huge ragged gasps. He raised his face to the ceiling and an agonized, primeval roar echoed round the building as a tidal wave of rage and disappointment engulfed his whole world. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
   The smell of the cookie dough was just too much. Caroline stifled a gag as she opened the window and door to let the breeze waft through the flat. She carried on stirring and dropping the mixture onto baking trays. She had already made around ten tray’s worth and she was about to stop. Enough was enough.
 
   David’s muffled voice came from deep under the duvet on the settee.
 
   “Shut the door Caroline, it’s freezing in here.” His head poked out of the covers, his nut brown hair standing up in every direction.
 
   Caroline ignored his pleas as she took the tray of uncooked cookies to the oven. She slid the new batch onto the shelf and shut the oven door as she spoke over her shoulder to David.
 
   “Don’t make such a fuss. The fresh air is good for you and it’s lovely out. You could always get up and make these biscuits for me you know. I’m boiling here by the cooker.” She called from the kitchen as she mopped her brow with a scrap of kitchen roll, then she switched on the kettle to make him a wake-up coffee. “I didn’t hear you come in last night. Were you late?” She poured the boiling water over the coffee granules and stirred two in heaped spoons of sugar. 
 
   It was like switching a button in her stomach as the nausea overcame her. She heaved uncontrollably as the smell of the coffee hit her nose. Her stomach contracted violently and she knew there was no way she was going to make it to the bathroom. She vomited into the kitchen sink. 
 
   David leapt out of his makeshift bed and was immediately at her side, holding her hair away from her face. He was standing in his pyjama bottoms, frowning at her and breathing deeply. He waited until she was breathing normally again but his voice was grave when he spoke.
 
   “Well… Whose is it then?”
 
   Caroline furrowed her brow and glanced at him, confused. 
 
   “Whose is what?” She spluttered as she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She snatched up a tumbler and poured herself some water, sloshing it round her mouth and spitting before rinsing out the bowl with boiling water from the kettle. She refilled the tumbler with more cold water.
 
   David growled at her.
 
   “The baby of course.” He looked exasperated at her muddled expression. “Oh come on Caroline, don’t think you can pull the wool over my eyes, I’ve had three of my own. It’s obvious what’s wrong with you. I wondered yesterday when you were sick but there’s no way you’re going to be able to hide it any longer. All I need to know is why you didn’t tell me last night that you’re pregnant?” He sounded affronted.
 
   Caroline froze, staring at him with wild eyes. The tumbler dropped from her startled fingers. It fell back into the sink and rolled around, the noise sounding abnormally loud in the sudden silence. David pulled a chair out from under the kitchen table and pushed Caroline down into it before she collapsed onto the floor.
 
   She tried to make sense of what he was telling her but her brain wouldn’t function properly. She started to shake as she quickly realized she hadn’t had her period since before she’d slept with Adam. She had been so busy, she hadn’t even thought about it.
 
   “Oh my God!” She whispered, her voice cracking with the strain. She lowered her head onto the table, overwhelmed with the shock. “How did you know, when I didn’t?” She spoke out of the corner of her mouth as she glanced sideways at David. He looked disbelievingly at her.
 
   “I’ve got three kids, remember? You should do, you are their Aunt after all. Natalie was exactly like this with all of them. Noticing odd smells when there weren’t any, sweaty all the time, being sick at any moment and most of all, the tiredness. She was exhausted all the time. Just like you.” He put his hand on Caroline’s shoulder as he remembered all the signs. “You have all the symptoms, so you must be pregnant.”
 
   She pushed herself up from the table. This was impossible to deal with.
 
    She was on the pill, for goodness sake! This wasn’t supposed to happen!
 
    She grabbed her handbag from the back of the chair and scrabbled around inside. She looked at the foil packets, checking they were not out of date. Then she peered at the days written on the foil strip.
 
   “What day is it today? Tuesday?” Her brain couldn’t work anything out.
 
   David rolled his eyes.
 
   “Saturday you twerp. Why?” 
 
   She groaned helplessly as she looked at the day on the next pill of the packet.
 
   Monday. 
 
   She’d missed six days of the tablets and then just carried onto the next pack.
 
   “Shit! I’ve missed some days somewhere.” Tears started into her eyes. “Oh David, this is a nightmare. What am I going to do?”
 
   He didn’t respond for a few seconds. He paced around the table.
 
   “Do you even know who the father is?” He couldn’t keep the scorn from his tone.
 
   She lifted her head instantly and glared at him angrily. “Bloody cheek! Of course I do. What sort of person do you think I am?”
 
   He didn’t answer her question, but carried on more warily. 
 
   “Are you with him still? Is he going to be able to take responsibility for his kid?” He looked at her crestfallen face, the tears welling up in her eyes and her trembling lips. “I guess that answers my question then. You’ll have to tell him anyway you know.”
 
   “Why?” She was suddenly defensive, angry even. “He’s the one who left me. I don’t have to tell him a thing.” She said bitterly.
 
    David rested his hand on her shoulder and squeezed gently. He blew out a big breath before he spoke.
 
   “Actually Caro, you do have to tell him if you’re going to keep it. Bringing up kids is no lark and it’s horribly expensive. I should know. If you need any help at all, the Child Support Agency will want to know who the father is, just in case he can pay so they don’t have to. And what happens as the child gets older? Are you going to deny your child its father?” David was firm. “You have to tell him. Besides the fact that he may be interested in his progeny, he is going to have to pay up anyway. He has a right to know he has a child. After all, it takes two; it’s his baby as well Caroline.”
 
   She studied David’s expression for a few seconds trying to reign in her emotions at his words. She drew in a deep breath and then silently walked through the lounge and into her bedroom. She shut the door firmly behind her and lay on the bed, tears streaming down her cheeks. 
 
   She didn’t know how she felt about all this. Pregnancy had never been on her agenda. She had never considered having a family.
 
   Why hadn’t she been more careful? 
 
   Launching her cake and chocolate business had been her first priority before her liaison with Adam. She must have forgotten to take her pill around then. But it was pointless going over what she should or shouldn’t have done. It was far too late for recriminations now.
 
   Slightly experimentally she lifted her shirt and placed her hands on her stomach. 
 
   Flat as a pancake! 
 
   She looked down at herself in some surprise. There was nothing to see or feel yet, it was way too soon, but she couldn’t help feeling the warmth that suddenly spread through her body. A beautiful glowing heat that filled her with complete joy. She had never felt anything quite like it before in her entire life. 
 
   Surprised at the warmth spreading through her veins, she gasped out a great sob as her heart began to pound at the thought of how much she wanted this beautiful child. 
 
   There was a tentative knock on the door and David, now fully dressed, came in with the telephone directory in his hand. He flopped it open on the bed beside her and pointed to a listing. She sat up on her elbows and stared in horror as she read the heading of the listing.
 
   “No David. I’m not having a termination. You can take that away. I won’t need that sort of help.” Her voice was steely and she slammed the directory shut.
 
   David removed the book from her bed. He looked carefully at his sister.
 
   “I’m just giving you all the options Caro. It’s obviously still fairly early, you still have time to get rid of it before you become…” He floundered for the right word. “Well… become involved.”
 
   She could scarcely believe her ears. 
 
   “I am already involved, you idiot, and I’m not getting rid of it. I couldn’t.” She glared at him angrily. “Would you have got rid of any of yours?” She sat up again as he moved to sit on the bed beside her. He took hold of her hand and squeezed gently. 
 
   “No, of course not.” He said fiercely as if the thought appalled him. He paused for a moment and then looked at her carefully. “Do you love him?” He asked, his voice gentle at last.
 
   She swallowed hard as she looked at her brother and squeezed his hand back. 
 
   “Yes. And I always will, but it wasn’t enough for him, he left me to go on a business trip six or seven weeks ago. We spoke a couple of times, but he was very busy and… and I haven’t heard from him since.” Her eyes brimmed again as she thought of Adam with the blonde woman.
 
   David’s whole body bristled.
 
   “Is he anyone I know?” He hissed, his voice bitter.
 
   Caroline swallowed noisily.
 
   “You may have heard of him before… Adam Cavendish.” She sighed as his name left her lips.
 
   David’s eyes opened wide with shock.
 
   “What! You are kidding me! The Cavendish of Cavendish Developments? For God’s sake tell me you are joking Caro!” David exploded. “Tell me you don’t mean the multi-millionaire property tycoon! The man’s massive in more ways than one. Jees, Caroline You really know how to pick them! However did you get to meet him in the first place? I’d heard he’s pretty exclusive in the company he keeps.” His face was turning red with shock and anger.
 
   Caroline frowned and spoke venomously.
 
   “Well thanks very much! That’s the second insult you’ve paid me this morning. I’m glad you are so impressed with my choice of mate!” She fumed at her brother. “If you must know, I nearly ran him over. Look, stop jumping about would you? I didn’t sleep with him because of that or because of what he is or what he does.” Caroline put her hand on David’s arm as he was about to leap up from the bed. “I know I was a fool, but I thought he loved me. Every word he said to me… well you had to be there to understand. I was so sure he loved me but it was just a sham, a ploy to get me into bed, unfortunately I was so gullible that it worked, but I still can’t help it. I still love him David.”
 
   He flopped down beside her again.
 
   “Well, if it’s Cavendish’s kid, that settles it, you’ll have to tell him. Someone is definitely going to notice if you have a giant baby, and it’s bound to grow up huge even if it’s small when you have it.” He suddenly laughed. “There’s no way you’ll get help from the child support people. He earns millions.”
 
   She frowned back at her brother.
 
   “I don’t want his millions David. I just want him that’s all, but it doesn’t look as though that will ever happen now. At least I will have something to remember him by though, I hope it’s a boy.” Caroline was glowing as she sat beside David. “I don’t think girls like being six feet six inches tall. Though it could of course, be more like me.”
 
   David looked at her flat stomach speculatively. 
 
   “How do you think he’s going to take the news?”
 
   Caroline shrugged.
 
    “I have no idea and I have no idea when I’m going to be able to tell him about it. I don’t know where he is at the moment and I’m certainly not going onto that building site to ask. I deleted his phone number when it was obvious he wasn’t interested. He was in Dubai, but he must have come home from there weeks ago. He hasn’t contacted me at all since.”
 
   David glowered on her behalf. He drew in a huge breath.
 
   “The bastard! I’ll bloody thump him if I see him. Treating you like some kind of tramp! I don’t care how big he is, he’s got it coming.”
 
   Caroline gave a low laugh.
 
   “Actually, maybe you should care. He may just hit you back. I’ve seen him do it once before. It’s not a good look. You know, writhing around on the floor with no teeth and a broken nose.” She sighed again as she thought of how he had saved her. Why had he bothered? Why had they ever even met?
 
   David shook his head and patted her hand.
 
   “You think he scares me? Huh, not a chance! Maybe you’d better take the day off today. Get over the shock and a bit more used to the idea of being a mum. Why don’t I take the van out? I can earn my keep and you can go and get yourself registered with the doctor and all that sort of thing,” David stood up and walked towards the door, “and phone dad. He’ll be overjoyed to become a Grandpa again.” He moved into the lounge. “By the way is there anything I should know about selling cakes and stuff?” He asked over his shoulder.
 
   Caroline shook her head.
 
   “Not really. It’s all pretty straight forward. Just make sure you wear gloves all the time and make sure all the cakes with nuts are well marked. There’s a disclaimer on the wall but I would hate for anyone to become ill on what we had cooked. Look, don’t worry too much. If you’re not sure ask Cathy. She will tell you what’s what. And not too much sampling the goods yourself. We do have to make a profit.” She warned him. “And pay you back for the van too.”
 
   David grinned.
 
   “No problem with that. The more I sell the quicker I get my money back, and that may have to be quite soon if Natalie won’t take me back.” He threw Caroline a wave and dashed out of the door. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fourteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Adam didn’t know or even care which day it was. He had been lying in his spare room staring at the ceiling for a very long while. He had spotted several glimmering cobwebs with tiny spiders running over the gossamer strands while he had been flat on his back.
 
    The dark stubble on his chin had turned soft, so it was maybe four or five days since he had last shaved but he barely cared anymore. He rolled over miserably and faced the dresser as someone knocked tentatively on the door.
 
   “Go away!” He shouted, his voice rough, but the door opened anyway. He would have thrown something at the intruder but he had nothing to hand. He could see in the mirror that it was Tricia though so he kept his hands under control. 
 
   His best friend and personal doctor Daniel stood right behind Tricia, trying to shift her out of his way. Adam closed his eyes and pulled the duvet over his head.
 
   “It’s okay Trish. I’ll handle this. I don’t think he’ll attack the family doctor anytime soon. He may actually need me someday.” Daniel’s voice was mocking.
 
   Tricia didn’t sound convinced.
 
    “Well alright, but you’ve seen the state of downstairs so on your own head be it if he suddenly comes over all moody.” She made a tutting sound and left the bedroom.
 
   Daniel raised his eyebrows as he nearly tripped over an empty vodka bottle that sat in his path. He picked it up as he crossed the room and stood it beside the half full one already on the bedside table. He wrinkled his nose as he noticed that there were no glasses in the room.
 
   He flicked the edge of the duvet.
 
   “Drinking straight from the bottle Adam? That’s a bit extreme even for you… Having a bit of a shitty week, I’d guess.” He directed his words at the lump in the bed. He shoved Adam’s great feet across the mattress and sat down in the space he had made. “Do you want to talk about it?
 
   Adam remained stubbornly silent.
 
   Daniel gazed about the untidy bedroom and then spoke again.
 
   “I guess you don’t want to talk about it then. Tricia called me after Alf came in to see if you were okay and found the downstairs… Well, wrecked. I suppose that’s the only word to use. Apparently after telling Tricia to leave last week, they were too scared to come in any time sooner. I take it there wasn’t some sort of mad alien invasion that nobody else noticed over the weekend?” He paused and waited for some sort of reaction but carried on when he was met by an even deeper silence from inside the duvet. “Adam? Look at me, will you? What happened here? We’re just worried, that’s all. This isn’t your normal sort of behaviour. You don’t have to tell me anything if you don’t want, but I am your doctor and it’s in my oath that I help you.”
 
   A muffled grunt came from somewhere under the covers and Daniel gently pulled them back. Adam grabbed at them, wanting to cover his head again but Daniel gasped suddenly and spoke sharply.
 
   “My God man! Your hands! Let me look at them.” His voice was shocked and he pulled the duvet back once again. This time with more force than Adam could ignore.
 
   His knuckles were bloodied and the skin was ripped open in several places. The cuts had started to scab over but the bruises were coming out nicely, turning his knuckles a frightening shade of deep purple. He still didn’t speak but grudgingly let himself be examined.
 
   Daniel turned Adam’s fingers in his hands. “Jesus! These look more than broken Adam. You’ve smashed your hands to pieces.” Daniel was firm. “I’m going to have to get you to hospital. You don’t want them to set like this.” He paused, thinking for a moment. “You never caused all that damage downstairs with just your fists, surely?”
 
   Adam spoke at last as he lifted his stubbly face off the pillow, his voice dry and hollow. 
 
   “I think I used my feet too, but they had shoes on so the damage isn’t quite as bad, and in case you’re wondering, I didn’t drink all the vodka, I thought I should sterilize the cuts so I poured at least a couple of measures on them.” 
 
   Daniel winced at the thought as he studied Adam’s newly grown beard. He looked down again as Adam glared back at him furiously.
 
   “Can you move these fingers for me? Turn them, rotate them.” He ignored Adam’s hiss as the pain sank in.  He tested his fingers one by one. “Hmm, maybe not as bad as I thought, probably not as bad as you deserve. Trish was petrified and Alf is livid with you.” 
 
   Adam clamped his jaws together and stayed silent as he bent his fingers, and Daniel tried again.
 
   “Something hit a raw nerve? I mean that’s some kind of mess down there Adam. It looks like a battle zone. I should know. I was in one once. Trish says you’re going to have to pay her overtime to clear it all up.” He looked into Adam’s angry but sad eyes. They had deep black rings underneath and his hair looked unwashed.
 
   Adam shrugged and spoke at last.
 
   “It’ll give her something more interesting than normal to do. I would have carried on up here, but I was too knackered what with jet lag and drinking the vodka. Probably just as well I did drink it actually.” He sighed and sat up. The sheet fell away from him revealing his broad shoulders. There were cuts and bruises on them too. He carried on as he stared back at Daniel with hollow eyes.
 
   “I’ve never felt rage like it Dan. It just boiled over and over inside me. Nothing would have stopped me. I think I turned myself into some form of human battering ram.” He grimaced as Daniel went to work on his hands, pulling out bits of embedded stone and wood with tweezers from his bag.
 
   Daniel nodded slowly.
 
   “Hmm… Yes, a battering ram would do that kind of damage. You must be truly awe inspiring when roused. I’m glad I wasn’t around to see it. You would have terrified me.” He picked up a bag beside his feet and rummaged for some antibacterial salve and some bandages. 
 
   Adam examined his hands and squeezed his fingers into a fist. It was painful but not unbearable. 
 
   “If I’m honest, I terrified myself. I didn’t know anger like that was possible, I thought I was going to explode.” Adam replied and his shoulders shook slightly as he shuddered.
 
   Daniel gave a grunt.
 
   “It looks as though you did downstairs. I hope you’re well insured. Do you want to start by telling me why you’re in here and not your own room? What set you off? If you don’t mind me asking… Please warn me if you feel any sort of anger coming on so that I can leave. I don’t want to die today…My wife may sue you if I do. Be aware, she has very expensive tastes and won’t settle for anything less than the best.” Daniel added as he dabbed the ointment on Adam’s left hand.
 
   Adam winced. The ointment stung. He breathed out slowly before he answered.
 
   “A woman. The perfect woman.” His voice was anguished and Daniel looked up, surprised at his friend’s hopeless tone. He took one glance at his friend and then avoided looking at Adam’s agonized expression. 
 
   He dropped his eyes back to his patient’s hands and nodded knowingly as he remembered the woman Adam had rescued.
 
   “Ahh! The pretty drugged one with all the hair I take it? She’s certainly a looker.” Adam nodded in confirmation and Daniel carried on. “Well, I hope she was worth it, because replacing that lot downstairs isn’t going to be cheap. I doubt if you can replace some of it anyway.” Daniel was still looking at Adam’s hand as he had second thoughts about the bandage.
 
   Adam lifted his chin in resignation.
 
   “No. I don’t expect I will be able to either. They were all special commissions. Damien is going to be especially annoyed about that angel. Still I can always commission another one.” His voice was still sad. “And yes, she was definitely worth it. I had the most fantastically beautiful night of my life with her. Ever. That’s why I came in here. I just felt closer to her. And that bloody trip to Dubai! What a waste of time and effort!” He sighed hopelessly and then carried on. “Oh… you should know I sold the business. Well the project in Dubai.” He qualified.
 
   Daniel’s head shot up this time. “What! You have to be kidding me! Why?” He was genuinely shocked now. 
 
   Adam looked at his friend and sighed deeply. 
 
   “I’ve had enough of it all. I don’t want to be working like this anymore. And, stupidly, I assumed she wanted to be with me, to share her life with me. That’s why I went away in the first place, so I could get rid of the Dubai contract. I thought she wanted me. But apparently not. What an idiot I’ve been… Not about the business, no I’m glad I’m shot of that.”
 
   “Well I’m not!” Daniel sounded more than a little annoyed. “You could have told me that was the plan. I might have sold the shares I had in the project if I’d known you weren’t going to be doing it. I bet the price has gone down since last week now. I haven’t had time to look at my portfolio. You do realize I may have to put up my fees to cover any shortfall.”
 
   At last Adam laughed. 
 
   “You twerp! I’m still on the board, I couldn’t get a buyer without keeping myself on the company listings, but I will only have a minor role now. I’m going to be paid for doing almost nothing at all. The share price won’t go one way or another because of it. Great isn’t it? I’m thinking of doing the same thing with my other companies. Especially the one in Japan. I never want to go there to work, again. Every time you put something up a bloody earthquake hits the place and you have to start all over again.” He swung his legs over the side of the bed. “I need to wash; finish doing this when I’m done.” He stood and walked, naked, to the bathroom.
 
   His chin was smooth by the time he came out of the shower and his hair felt clean again. The hot water had made him feel better. He wrapped a towel around his waist and strode back to the bedroom. 
 
   He could hear Tricia, and probably Alf going by the swearing, clearing up the bombsite downstairs.
 
   He stopped by the side of the bed listening to his housekeepers cleaning up his mess and he felt heat rising in his cheeks. He had behaved appallingly.
 
   “I must apologize later, I think I really scared them.” He was looking at Daniel again, and he stuck his hands out in front of him to let them be re-examined. Most of the chips had come away by themselves in the shower, but the cuts still looked pretty deep.
 
   Daniel looked at Adam’s hands once again and reapplied more ointment. “What had she done to offend you? This woman I mean.”
 
   Adam bit back a snarl. He couldn’t bear to think of the wimp of a man who had been embracing her.
 
   “She exists, isn’t that enough?” He growled as his whole body bristled.
 
   Daniel glanced up at his friend and quickly looked away as he saw the raw fury in his eyes.
 
   “Phew! The sex must have been good! You do have it bad. Didn’t she give you the reply you wanted when you told her you loved her?” Daniel continued wrapping bandages around Adam’s fingers. “There, that’ll do for now until we can get you to hospital…Well, come on spit it out man, you might as well tell me everything now. What did she say to you?”
 
   Adam flexed his fingers inside the bandages.
 
   “We didn’t just have sex, Dan. We made the most perfect love ever… you know how difficult it can be for me, but she was just perfect. I didn’t have to hold back a thing…” His eyes glazed over at the memory. Daniel gave a small cough and Adam looked down at him, angry again. “And she didn’t say anything.” He spoke through gritted teeth. “I didn’t get round to actually telling her I love her…I didn’t think I had to. I made it completely obvious how I felt. I had the best, most beautifully memorable night of my life. I thought it was the same for her too. But I never actually got round to telling her that I want to spend the rest of my life with her.” He looked down at the top of Daniel’s head, suddenly feeling like the biggest clod on earth. “Shit! What an idiot!”
 
   “Ah!… I’m glad you realize it. Well there you have it then.” Daniel nodded wisely. “What did you tell her exactly?”
 
   Adam gulped noisily before answering.
 
   “I told her I needed her and wanted her and that I would phone as often as I could but…”Adam trailed off, thinking about how he hadn’t been able to speak to her for weeks.
 
    Daniel grunted knowingly.
 
   “But nothing… that lot doesn’t mean anything to a woman, unless you say the three magic words. Even I know that. Maria gives me hell if I don’t tell her I love her, at least three times a day.” Daniel stopped and stood up beside Adam. “So why haven’t you gone and told her now? Why are you wrecking your house and moping about here in bed? ”
 
   Adam shook his head. His knees suddenly felt weak.
 
   “Because I’m too late.” He sat down on the bed again with his head in his hands, his fingers pulling distractedly at his damp hair. “I’m too late Dan. I took a cab at Heathrow and went straight to her flat after I got off the plane, but she was with another man. They were hugging in the middle of the street.”
 
   Daniel grunted again, obviously unimpressed.
 
   “Hugging? Is that all? I thought you meant something serious. Hugging doesn’t mean anything. Loads of people hug me in the street. Doesn’t mean they love me.” He shrugged.
 
   Adam drew in a deep breath, trying to block out the memory of Caroline and the man.
 
   “They hug you because you’ve cured them of some disgusting illness. She was looking all gooey eyed at him and she held his hand as she dragged him into her flat. I bet you don’t get carted off the street like that.” Adam sounded as beaten as his broken fingers looked. He started to massage an aching shoulder with his palm. He wasn’t sure what pained him most. There  was a blue bruise directly under his hand and he grimaced as he rubbed the tanned skin.
 
   Daniel bulldozed on, clearly attempting to have everything out of Adam now.
 
   “So are you angry with her, or is it yourself you’re mad at? Seems to me that you’re giving up, even though you haven’t told her exactly how you feel, or why you’ve been out of contact. That’s not like you Adam.” Daniel gave Adam a withering look.
 
   Adam spread his arms in defeat.
 
   “But I haven’t been out of contact. I’ve sent literally hundreds of emails. She hasn’t answered one.” He argued.
 
   Daniel raised his eyebrows in disbelief.
 
   “Do you look at your emails? I mean, look at them all? I certainly don’t get time to read all of mine. I’d be on the internet for hours every day,” he said, his tone telling Adam exactly what he thought of his efforts.
 
   Adam tried to argue with his friend’s reasoning.
 
   “I don’t have to look at them all. I employ someone else to do that for me, and I know she hasn’t replied. Someone would have told me. I asked particularly for any messages from her to come directly through to me.” Adam scratched his head and examined the piece of stone chip that came away from his scalp. 
 
   Daniel was clearly frustrated now. 
 
   “Does she employ anyone? Anyone that may not have known the email address you were calling from? None of my staff would ever respond to an unsolicited email if they were not sure who it came from. They wouldn’t even open it. Fastest way to lose your computer security known to man.” He argued back reasonably.
 
   Adam was silent for a few seconds, realization suddenly dawning on his face.
 
   “Oh God! I bet she doesn’t even know I’ve called! I never even thought about it. The mails have been from all over until I could get my new blackberry going. She wouldn’t have recognized the address or been able to get through to the number anyway. I had a call blocker put on the line after it was stolen. No one could get hold of me until it was all sorted out.”
 
   Daniel laughed at his friend.
 
   “Then you’re a bloody fool, for a clever man that is. I don’t care that you saw some other bloke with her, I suggest you go straight round to her and give her some choices, and this time don’t assume anything. Don’t give up until you know that she doesn’t want you. I think you’ll probably be pleasantly surprised.” Daniel put his spare bandages back in his bag. “Well those are your doctor’s orders, so you’d better get on with it. And don’t think I’ll forget about those. You might be able to move them now but you’re going to be in a real state with them when you’re fifty unless you sort them out properly.” He nodded knowingly at Adam’s hands. “I’ll see you at the hospital at three this afternoon for some x-rays.” He started towards the door, taking the half empty bottle of vodka with him.
 
   There was light tap on the door and Tricia came back in. She looked slightly nervously at Adam but her face cleared when she saw him washed, shaved and standing with Daniel, apparently relaxed.
 
   She held out a small device.
 
   “Your bleeper’s just gone off Adam. Do you want me to phone and say you can’t make it?” She was referring to the lifeboat station.
 
   Adam immediately grabbed his jeans and shirt from the chair.
 
   “No Trish, I’ll go now, tell them I’m on my way. Is it just a drill again?” He hopped about lugging his jeans up quickly and then pulled the shirt over his wet hair as he spoke. She turned immediately and left the room calling over her shoulder as she went.
 
   “No. Apparently somebody may be cut off by the tide. You need to be quick.”
 
   Daniel put his hand on Adam’s arm. “Be careful with those hands. I don’t need you to make them worse.”
 
    Adam nodded.
 
   “Stop worrying. They’ll be fine. They’re just a bit painful, that’s all.” Adam winced as he flexed the joints and felt them crunch inside. “I’ll call you if I think I’m going to be delayed for the x-rays. I don’t want to be charged for overtime at your hourly rate.” He shoved his friend’s arm. “Thanks for coming over Dan. I was being pretty self- centred.”
 
   Daniel smiled as they raced along the corridor. 
 
   “Oh, think nothing of it, it’s all part of the service we doctors have to perform on a daily basis. Now hurry up and go save some lives.” Daniel walked quickly down the wide wooden staircase with Adam. They surveyed the battered lounge as they hurried through. Even Adam was shocked at the devastation. The sculptures were nothing more than rubble; all the pictures were shredded, shattered glass was everywhere and the furniture was unrecognizable. Adam puffed out his cheeks as Alf came through from the kitchen with what looked like chopped firewood.
 
   The older man frowned at his employer.
 
   “Next time you want a clear out, just say and I’ll get it sorted. This is going to take hours to get straight.” Alf grumbled as he threw the wood outside into the garden.
 
   Adam put his hand on Alf’s shoulder reassuringly.
 
   “I’ll talk to you about it later Alf. I’m really sorry but I have to go now. Do you want to give me a lift to the station?” 
 
   Daniel caught hold of Adam’s arm. “No, don’t bother Alf, I can take you. It’ll be quicker as I can put on my emergency light and I think I’ll hang around the boat station just so I can haul you off to the hospital when you get back.” He pulled Adam towards the door. “I’m afraid your love life is going to have to wait a few hours longer.”
 
   They hurried out of the glass doors together, breaking into a fast jog as they hit the driveway. 
 
   They threw themselves into Daniel’s BMW. He pulled a blue light out of the glove compartment and shoved it on top of the car. Gravel sprayed up from the tyres as they left the driveway and raced to the lifeboat station.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Fifteen
 
    
 
    
 
   It had been a long few days for Caroline. She made an appointment to see her doctor and had been assigned a pleasant-looking  midwife who had taken some blood and a urine sample, weighed her and given her some leaflets on what not to eat. 
 
   The list seemed to be very long, but as she couldn’t stomach very much at the moment anyway, she wasn’t too worried. They had booked in some ante-natal lessons for later in the pregnancy and the midwife explained about the free health care now available to her. 
 
   She had filled in several forms and had been given a thorough check-up by the doctor. There was apparently nothing else much to do except have some scans in a few weeks’ time and then wait for another seven months for the baby to make its appearance. It was all slightly confusing, alarming even. 
 
   Her morning sickness seemed to be lasting throughout the whole day and virtually anything strong-smelling appeared to set her off. But at least the tiredness seemed to be more under control now that David had given her a few days’ break. She hoped it would be enough to keep her going for a while. David had worked another three days on the van trying to give her some time to get over the fatigue and he had come back to the flat each night completely exhausted.
 
   “I don’t know how you women do it!” He complained on the third day. “This has wiped me out and I’m not even doing any of the baking. Caroline, there’s no way you’re going to able to keep this up for very long. Have you thought of what’s going to happen in a few months? You won’t fit behind the counter in the van anyway for very much longer. And then what happens afterwards? Are you going to get some childcare?” 
 
   He was slumped in the chair as she flicked through a baby book the midwife had given her. 
 
   She still couldn’t get her head round the idea that she was going to be a mother. She wasn’t sure if the prospect of doing it alone frightened her.
 
   She looked up at him and appeared to think about his question.
 
   “I don’t know yet, but something is bound to come to me. I’m not giving this business up David. All those years at catering college are just beginning to pay off and we’re just starting to make a decent profit.” She shoved some papers that she’d been looking at earlier towards him. He scanned them quickly.
 
   “Wow, that’s fantastic. This van thing was a good idea. It seems to be paying off better than the shop did. You really will have to get proper premises for all the baking though. Have you done some forward figures based on expanding at the same rate?” His voice was filled with admiration.
 
   She shook her head.
 
   “Not yet. We’re pretty much at full capacity with the van at the moment but yes, I think you’re right, I must seriously look into renting a unit for all the cooking, it’s becoming impossible here. I’m going to expand the pub idea too. The guy up the road is very enthusiastic so others probably will be as well. It would be good to get regular orders. I may even buy another van especially for that side of the market.” She paused and thought for a second. “I think I’ll either ask Georgie and Lucy to come in more hours a day, or see if Gemma wants to come on board full time. She’s doing wonders with the website. I could be at our new unit more, cooking and filling orders from there.” Caroline was smiling. “We’ll all work out something together.” She stopped and looked pointedly at David. “Talking of together, have you phoned Natalie yet?”
 
   David grinned sheepishly.
 
   “Yes, she’s still mad, but apparently I can go home at the weekend if I want to make up with her.” He looked happy at the prospect.
 
   Caroline laughed at him.
 
   “See… Missing them all now, aren’t you? You really should pay more attention to them. The pub and golf aren’t the only things in life.” Caroline ribbed him.
 
   “Yes, you’d be surprised how comforting it is being with one’s family. I know it’s only been a few days but I can’t wait to see the kids again. And I can‘t wait to make up with Natalie. God! I’ve missed her.” He stopped suddenly as he saw Caroline’s crumpled face, and then added.
 
   “I’m sorry. I didn’t think before I said it, but it’s true. I love them all so much…” He paused thoughtfully before he carried on. “This baby you’re having will be Cavendish’s family. You really have got to go and talk to him Caroline. If he finds out that you’re keeping this from him, he may react badly. Don’t forget he’s got plenty of money to back him up. You don’t want him to take this baby from you.”
 
   Caroline gave a horrified gasp. 
 
   “He couldn’t! He wouldn’t dare try.” She looked almost panic-stricken and she automatically put her hands protectively on her still-flat stomach.
 
   David put his hand over hers.
 
   “I’m not saying he will do anything of the sort. I don’t know how the guy will react. You know him better than me, but I wouldn’t like to count my chickens, some men are very keen on their children you know. Rich men who want an heir especially. Don’t think I’m being old fashioned because I’m not. It’s true.” David looked at her seriously. She knew that he was right. She’d have to find Adam soon. It wouldn’t be good if he found out from anyone else.
 
   She thought frantically.
 
    “I’ll go out on the van tomorrow. I’ll see if I can get anywhere on the building site. They must be able to contact him. I’ll see if he can spare me a few minutes. I don’t suppose he’ll be that interested anyway. If he’s not there I’ll try and leave some kind of message or maybe I could try at the lifeboat station. They must have his number for emergencies.” Her heart started thumping wildly at the thought of telling him. Perhaps he would think she was trying to trap him, but if she could have thought of anything to make him stay with her, she would have used it by now. She loved him almost too much. The ache in her chest was becoming too painful to bear.
 
   “I’ll have a chat to the girls about working times tomorrow too. I haven’t told them about the pregnancy yet. I hope they won’t be too disappointed with me.” She sighed.
 
   David laughed.
 
   “I’m pretty sure they’ll be fine. I kind of let it slip to Cathy today. She was wondering why you were having all this time off suddenly. She seemed quite excited for you. Something about, maybe getting the guy after all.” He watched Caroline as she flicked through some more papers.
 
   Caroline looked up sharply at his words.
 
   “I’m not going to try and trap him like that David, and Cathy should know me better. If he wants to be a real dad then it’s up to him, but I won’t be making a big fuss if he doesn’t. And I won’t be using our baby to try and make him come back to me. What would be the point if his heart isn’t in it?” She took the paperwork back off him and looked at the figures herself once again. They were very good and the wedding cakes hadn’t even been included with this side of the business. It meant that hopefully she wouldn’t have any money worries whatever Adam decided to do.
 
    
 
   It was windy in the morning and for the first time Caroline and Cathy had to find more sheltered areas to serve their customers, many of whom were now regulars. The sand blew up from the beach and almost immediately Caroline realized that they would need more protection. It was coming up to the summer and although that would probably mean plenty of warm days, winter would soon creep up on them and she wanted to be prepared.
 
   She manoeuvred the van round so it faced away from the sea. They didn’t have such a good view but at least the sand wasn’t blowing onto the cakes. Cathy lifted a huge chocolate brownie slab onto the counter and started cutting it into generous squares. It was still slightly warm and the thick chocolate smell wafted through the van.  
 
   Caroline had decided early on that she wasn’t going to compromise on portion size. People ate with their eyes these days and a big slice of cake always looked better than a small one; if there was too much to eat in one go her customers could always eat it later. 
 
   But today she couldn’t stomach it the look of it let alone the smell, and she had to leave the back of the van quickly. She couldn’t be seen being sick anywhere near it and she breathed deeply, desperate to hold back the nausea. Cathy saw her predicament and waved her off, insisting that she was fine by herself for an hour. She told Caroline to go and have a walk along the beach and let the wind blow away the cobwebs from her mind. The strong breeze buffeted her as she walked past the back of the lifeboat station. It was shut up, apparently abandoned but that wasn’t surprising as it was run by volunteers and they only came down when there was an emergency call out or a drill. She wandered onto the beach and along the seafront towards the high cliffs. It was so pretty along this stretch of coastline, full of hidden coves and rock pools with crabs left stranded by the receding tides. She sat down on a rocky outcrop, her hair blowing about her face, and stared at the sea. 
 
   Everything seemed to overwhelm her at once. She felt sick and tired, her heart was broken and she was going to be a single mother. She slipped from the rock onto some dry and, realizing that she was out of the wind and suddenly quite warm, she curled her fingers into the soft sand before letting it blow away into the wind above her. She sobbed out loud and let the tears flow down her cheeks as she sat there. It wasn’t self-pity, she was just sad for what might have been. 
 
   Adam had been so sincere, she had thought she had seen love in his steel grey eyes. She couldn’t believe he had done this to her. Admittedly he knew nothing of the baby yet, but she felt so abandoned by him all the same. If only he’d rung a few times, maybe she would have been more forgiving about the other woman, perhaps she would have been prepared to share. 
 
   The night they had made love she had put his lover to the back of her mind. She’d needed him badly, needed him forever. Their lovemaking had been spectacular. She had never felt like that before; completely fulfilled, completely loved. God! How she wanted that again, but it would be useless to try and find that with any other man. She knew now that Adam was the only one who could have ever given her such an incredible experience. 
 
   He’d been so genuinely surprised that she’d been able to take him and still want more, but it had been impossible for her not to. He fitted her so perfectly.  Everything about him was perfect for her. She wondered sadly why she wasn’t just as perfect for him.
 
   The sun was lovely on her face and she lifted her head for a moment and then closed her eyes as the fatigue swept over her again. Perhaps a nap in the fresh air would be a good idea. She pulled her jacket around her shoulders and laid down on the soft sand, curling up as she held her arms around herself and drifted off into wonderful dreams of Adam making love to her again.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   Chapter Sixteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Cathy was completely shattered. The sunshine had brought more than the usual crowd to the beach even though it was windy. She had been inundated with hungry walkers and had nearly run out of the fresh stocks. 
 
   Caroline had been gone much longer than she had expected. She hadn’t realized how long it was until she looked at her watch. It was past midday. Caroline had been gone almost three hours and Cathy was suddenly very worried. 
 
   She climbed out of the back of the van and immediately felt the wind swirling round her. It was much stronger facing the sea front. She wondered where her friend had gone. It took her a few seconds to notice that the tide was now well up. There was hardly any beach to speak of and it only took her moments to see that Caroline wasn’t anywhere in view along the promenade. She felt in her pocket for her mobile phone and dialled her friend’s number. Immediately she heard it ringing inside the van where she had left her phone under the counter. She cut it off and dialled David.
 
   “Is Caroline with you?” She asked him as soon as he picked up the phone.
 
   “Cathy, is that you? No, she’s not with me here. I thought she was working on the van with you today.” His tone was relaxed as Cathy responded.
 
   “The chocolate brownies set her off. They were still warm and smelled a bit rich. She was sick again and went for a walk. She hasn’t come back yet.” Cathy was now seriously worried. “She hasn’t taken her phone David and she’s been gone over three hours now.”
 
   David gasped.
 
   “What! She would never have left you for that long. Perhaps she met up with that Cavendish bloke. She was going to try and see him at the building site today.” He sounded concerned.
 
   Cathy turned and lifted her head to look towards the building site. She shielded her eyes from the blowing sand as she scanned along towards the building site.
 
   “She didn’t mention doing that to me, and even if she had met him I’m sure she would have come back by now. We’ve had to turn the van to face the site today. It’s too windy to face the front and I haven’t seen her go anywhere near the site. In fact it all looks pretty quiet over there.” She glanced back along the site that had once been buildings. There were one or two of the huge diggers moving about the new skeletal structures but there were no other hard-hatted men there today that she could see. It looked as though everyone else was having the day off.
 
   David’s voice came back at her again.
 
   “Where did you last see her heading for? I’ll come down and have a look around. She may be just tired again and sitting on the sand having a nap.” 
 
   Cathy could hear him moving about at the other end phone as her eyes travelled over the beach again.
 
   “She was heading along the beach towards the cliffs. She needed the fresh air.” Her voice was quiet. “David, there’s hardly any sand left for her to sit on and have a nap. The tide’s coming in fast.” Cathy gulped and didn’t say anything else. There was a few seconds’ silence on the other end of the phone.
 
   “Get off the line Cathy.” David was deadly serious. “I’m calling the coast guard. I bet she’s fallen asleep and been cut off by the tide.” The phone clicked dead and Cathy immediately began to run towards the lifeboat house.
 
    
 
   Caroline was half asleep listening to the soothing sounds of the crashing waves. She kept her eyes closed not wanting to let go of her dreams. 
 
   Suddenly her feet and bottoms of her legs were engulfed in freezing water. She leapt up and scrabbled back towards the rocks behind her as she saw another wave rushing up the sand to reach her. 
 
   My God! She thought, however long had she been there? The thought was just a brief flicker in her mind as she gazed around her and realized the seriousness of her situation. 
 
   The sea was everywhere, already hitting the cliffs and cutting her off from the town. Huge surges of frothing water sent up great plumes of spray into the sky. Terrified, she turned in the opposite direction and made for the wider end of the beach but that area was nearly cut off too. She could see just a slither of sand that might give her a fighting chance of getting out of the cove. She started to run along the sand, hoping that she could make it round the cliff end in time, but it quickly became obvious that she was hopelessly too late. 
 
   By the time she reached halfway the waves were already crashing in, frothing and spurting frigid water against the shore. Caroline looked back at the cliff. No way to climb up far, but there were a few higher rocks at the base that would give her some protection for maybe fifteen or twenty minutes. 
 
   She shoved her hand in her pocket to grab her phone. She was going to need some help getting out of this situation and seeing how high the water rose normally just by looking at the difference in the colour of the rock face had her gasping in near despair. The waterline was far higher than the last rocks she could use for safety. 
 
   Her heart picked up a frantic beat as her hand met only the soft cotton lining of her jacket and she realized that her phone wasn’t in her pocket. She spun and looked to where she had slept in the sun but that area was already covered by the frothing water. She scanned the waves, trying to gauge whether it was an option to swim and dismissed the idea immediately as another huge roller crashed into the sand and threatened to engulf her. The wind was blowing the waves in far too strongly for her to swim against them, even if it hadn’t been too cold.
 
   She stood out on the now tiny piece of sand and waved her arms and shouted back towards the town. She didn’t know if anyone would see her, but she had to try something. Anything.
 
   The rocks were her only option. They were not easy to climb. She clawed her way up their craggy faces knowing that she could only do this because she was down to her last resort. Her hands protested at the sharpness of the stones, all covered with tiny barnacles and horribly pointed shells. Her nails cracked and her bleeding palms stung painfully as she heaved herself up, the waves snatching at her ankles all the time. 
 
   Minutes passed as she clawed her way from one rock to the next, barely outrunning the ever crashing waves. She was at the highest point she could reach and she knew it was useless. There was nowhere on the cliff to hang onto, nowhere else to cling to. The stone was polished smooth from its twice daily battering. 
 
   The sea was going to get her. Tears came to her eyes as she thought of her baby. They were going to die together. The water was just below her feet and she was soaked through and cold from the spray.
 
   She stood up on the last part of the rock showing above the swirling white froth and screamed at the waves in a show of defiant frustration. 
 
   A huge rush of surf knocked her off her feet, dragging her across the sharp stone before sucking her back into deeper water. She gasped for air as she was turned over and over, but only felt cold wetness flooded her mouth. 
 
   Choking, she struggled to raise her head above the water, for once hating her long hair as it caught round her neck and dragged her downwards.
 
   Another wave crashed over her, sending her tumbling towards the jagged rocks again. Her head struck one of the massive stones sharply and she felt herself going limp just as she caught sight of the orange form of the life boat as it roared around the cliff edge towards her.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Seventeen
 
    
 
   Adam leapt out of Daniel’s car and charged towards the lifeboat. He didn’t even glance at the woman wringing her hands at the side of it, talking quickly to the skipper, her hands gesticulating as she spoke but he stopped dead when he recognized who she was.
 
   “Cathy?” He questioned to make sure. He’d never been introduced to her before but had called her the day Caroline had stayed in his spare bed. He had seen her in the shop with Caroline and at the nightclub. “What’s going on?”
 
   Cathy rounded on him at the sound of his voice and stepped right up to him, her face contorted with anguished fury.
 
   “This is all your fault, you arrogant pig!” She shouted at him. “If she dies today, you can blame yourself for it. I’ll never forgive you for what you’ve put her through.”
 
   Adam staggered back under her verbal attack.
 
   “What?” The shock in his voice was audible as her meaning became clear. Caroline was the only person they knew in common. “This callout is for Caroline? Where is she?” He took hold of Cathy’s shoulders and gave her a tiny shake, trying to hold back the sudden feeling of his body imploding.
 
   Cathy tried to shake him off.
 
   “She went for a walk along the beach, she felt so ill but she hasn’t come back. She left me in charge of the van hours ago and went to clear her head. David and I think she’s walked along the beach and fallen asleep. She’s been exhausted recently what with everything going on and now we think she’s cut off by the tide.” Cathy almost spat the words at him and tore herself away from his grasp, tears now evident in her eyes.
 
   Aghast at the implications Adam turned; he looked at his worried skipper and then back  at the sea. It was obvious the tide was nearly fully up. He scanned the whole bay before turning back to the chief. He was breathing hard and fast, his look telling them all they needed to know. There wasn’t much hope of saving her now. 
 
   “Let’s get out there and try to find her. There may be a small chance.” His voice was tortured and even Cathy could see that every drop of blood had drained from his face as he spoke. His bandaged hands shook as he joined the rest of the team in the boat and they launched a few seconds later as David ran across the road to meet them. 
 
   Daniel was out of his car, staring after Adam in horror as his friend went off, possibly to find only the body of the woman he loved. 
 
   If only Trish and Alf had called him a day earlier. He used his phone to call an ambulance. The coast guard had probably done it already, might have even had a direct line but he wasn’t going to take a chance and he needed something to do while he waited for their return. There was no way he couldn’t be here when they returned. Adam would be inconsolable, dangerous possibly, if they either couldn’t find her or if they were too late. 
 
    
 
   All six of the team had their binoculars focused on the sea’s edge as they rounded the cliffs at the end of the bay. The waves were crashing right up against the rocks now, spray flying high as it hit the jagged stones. There was virtually no place that a person could find refuge. 
 
   “We’ll go another four miles, she could have walked that far if she’d had a couple of hours.” The skipper’s face was grim and he didn’t dare look at Adam. He hadn’t understood exactly what the woman on the quayside meant when she had been shouting at Adam, but it was obvious that there was some involvement there. They pulled round the next point.
 
   There was a triumphant shout from one of the men.
 
   “There, I can see her! Look! She’s going under again.” He was pointing directly at the cliff, fifty meters in front of the boat. The skipper couldn’t see anyone but he trusted his men and if one of them said they had seen something then that was enough for him. He turned the boat in the direction of the man’s pointing finger. The crewman pulled a flashlight and shone it on the water highlighting the point where he had seen the figure going down. 
 
   They were dangerously close to the cliffs now, but there was no way they could launch the jet-ski in this swell and they could see nothing on the surface. The skipper corrected the position of the lifeboat time and time again as the waves crashed against it. 
 
   Adam was frantic as he shifted along the side rail of the boat, his eyes never leaving the ever swirling water, scanning this way and that as he prayed for a miracle. He glanced back at his teammate. The flashlight remained focused in the same position, the man’s eyes never leaving the last spot he had seen the woman go down.
 
   A great heave of water pushed them in close to the cliff and the boat tipped violently with the back surge. The skipper shoved the engines into reverse just as Adam caught sight of what looked like a great patch of dark brown seaweed floating on the water’s surface. 
 
   He didn’t need to look twice, he knew exactly what he was seeing and he plunged over the side and into the freezing water. 
 
   He floundered about for a few seconds, diving twice and coming up empty handed, his life jacket for once more hindrance than help, then suddenly his hand was surrounded by the thick brown tendrils. He closed his fist on them and pulled as hard as he could. 
 
   She broke the surface as limp and pale as the dead and Adam cried out as he yanked her up by her hair towards him. Her clothes were waterlogged and threatening to drag them both down again but he strained against the extra weight and kept her head above the water. 
 
   He turned his head to look for the lifeboat and had the shock of his life when he saw it just a few feet behind him. The skipper was shouting and waving frantically from the deck but Adam couldn’t hear a word above the noise of the waves. 
 
   It was just then that his brain registered that the crashing waves were all he could hear. The engines in the lifeboat had cut out, perhaps swamped by the big wave that had threatened to tip them. The skipper had virtually no control over the boat at all. 
 
   They were too near the cliff and the lifeboat was being pushed towards them by the incoming tide. Adam knew he could swim out of the way but not with Caroline slowing him down. He made his decision. There was really no decision to make. 
 
   He’d rather die with her than live a single day more without her.
 
   He turned his back to the boat, pulling her into the space between his arms, lifting her head as high as he could and balancing her on his thigh. He braced himself against the cliff face, his broken hands protesting sharply as he pressed them into the barnacle covered rocks. His legs struggled against the surging current sloshing between him and the lifeboat. He could only hope that his life jacket would cushion the blow. 
 
   The boat was pushed up on the next crest and Adam felt the crack in his shoulder as it hit his back. He ignored the screaming, burning pain and clamped his jaws together as he turned his body into a steel cage around the woman he loved. The crushing feeling was over for a second as the receding wave sucked the boat backwards. He braced himself for the next onslaught. This time it was harder and he bellowed in fury as the boat threatened to break his resolve and crush them both against the rocks. 
 
   He lifted his head and gasped in relief as he heard a great spluttering roar as the engines picked up and the lifeboat immediately edged away from them. 
 
   Adam couldn’t move from the cliff face. He had locked his body down so hard that for a moment he didn’t know how to release it. He felt hands on his screaming shoulders, pulling him away and upwards as he clung on to Caroline’s limp form, dragging her through the water with him.
 
   He fell onto the low deck and immediately slithered to the floor, his freezing legs unable to support him. He could see two of the crew already working on Caroline. Breathing into her and giving counted chest compressions. Adam tried to stand up, but the agonizing pain in his back was now almost impossible to bear. His face was contorted with the effort as he hauled himself towards her, using the little power he had left in his arms. His shoulder felt as though it were coming out through his chest, his right arm was clunky and awkward and his legs were scrabbling oddly, almost dragging behind him.
 
   “Caroline!” He shouted as he touched her body at last, grasping at her arms. She was cold and limp. He grabbed her from the two men, every muscle straining with the effort. All pain was forgotten for a moment. He pulled her to him sharply, cradling her limp, waterlogged body in his arms. He shouted her name again as huge gasping sobs threatened to overtake him. He wasn’t sure if the pain in his chest was from an injury or something that would be impossible to mend. His heart shuddered as he saw her bloodless white face and he shook her in desperation as he called her name once more.
 
   A great heave of water spouted from between her blue lips and she started to cough, more water coming up after she choked in a huge gasp of air. He slumped back at last, giving her up to his colleagues again, relief sweeping over him as Caroline was lifted away. 
 
   Adam lay flat on the deck trying not to move, giving in to the intense pain in his chest and back. 
 
   He thought he must be dying as he gasped in the cold air. His lungs wouldn’t expand, his breath rattled in his chest. He felt the blackness closing in around him, pressing on his bones and constricting his limbs. He fought to keep himself conscious but it was a losing battle. He felt other arms around him and people shouting over the top of him as he was moved and then his eyes began to lose focus and he drifted into the dark. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Eighteen
 
    
 
               Adam dragged his way back into consciousness as they arrived at the dock. He was strapped to a trolley, his head and neck in a brace, his body clamped into place on the stretcher. Daniel was shouting, insisting that as Adam’s personal physician, he was allowed in the ambulance. Adam felt confused about why he was lying flat on his back.
 
   “Caroline?” He mumbled to the person standing nearest to him as Daniel argued with the paramedic. The man turned and Adam recognized him immediately. It was the mousey man he had seen Caroline hugging in the street the day he had come from Dubai. He was past caring who the man was, he needed to find out if Caroline was alive. He felt as though his own life depended on it.
 
   The man answered his questions without him even asking.
 
   “It’s okay. She’ll be okay. She’s being taken to hospital now. She’s cut and bruised but that’s all, they’re going to keep an eye on her because of the bump on her head. Honestly she’s going to be fine.” He answered Adam’s mistrusting look. 
 
   David didn’t look very pleased himself, as he stared at the huge man, his expression almost sickly. “Be quiet, let them go and fix you up and then I can thump you fairly.” He added as an afterthought.
 
   “What?” Adam was even more confused at the man’s words. “Where? Where is she? Can I see her at the hospital?” He tried to get up from the trolley, his chest straining at the straps, ignoring the intense pains shooting through the whole of his body, but was held down by Daniel who was now scowling at him.
 
   “For God’s sake Adam, let’s get you to hospital. I promise you she won’t leave without seeing you. I won’t let her, okay? And yes, she’s far more likely to leave hospital before you do so will you stop arguing?” 
 
   He frowned at Adam’s disbelieving look. “You’ve been crushed man. Twice. Lay still and let us sort you out or I’m going to sedate you. And believe me I’ll make sure the needle hurts, just so you don’t forget who’s in charge here.” Daniel was closing the doors of the ambulance, shutting the other man outside. Adam heard sirens as they were rushed away. 
 
   Daniel leaned over him, listening to his chest and fiddling with monitors as they drove. The paramedic was reading off a chart into a telephone and using terms that meant nothing to Adam. He assumed the man was speaking directly to the hospital. He moved his eyes towards Daniel, wary suddenly.
 
   “What’s going on? What are they going to do to me? Why can’t I move?” He couldn’t seem to raise his voice above a whisper, it hurt his chest too much. He didn’t like the sound of the way the paramedic was speaking or the look on Daniel’s face. It wasn’t at all reassuring. 
 
   Daniel’s eyes were grave. 
 
   “Adam, this is serious. It looks like your back might be broken, but I’m not sure where. I’m not going to lie to you. You look bad. Until we’ve checked you over and you’ve had some x-rays of your spine, you have to be still. If you make any sudden movement you could be paralysed, and that’s not all. I think you’ve punctured a lung, there are definitely cracked ribs and your shoulders are a mess. We’re going to get you straight into surgery and take the x-rays there.” He put his hand over Adam’s bruised one. “This is going to slow you down a bit for a while, I just hope there’s not going to be anything permanently disabling.”
 
   Adam continued looking at his friend’s face. 
 
   “Huh! Makes the broken hands pale into insignificance then.” He tried to laugh, but the bubbling noise coming from his chest and the pains shooting through his shoulders stopped him. “Look, I don’t care about me Dan, I just need to know that she’s okay.” He gasped out the last part, pain taking over as he tasted his own blood in his mouth.
 
   Daniel tried to wipe the blood away. 
 
   “Well she’s going to need some looking after, but I think she’ll be fine in a couple of days. The skipper says she would have died; she would have been crushed and drowned, if you hadn’t done what you did. He’s going to recommend you for a bravery award. Says he’s never seen anything like it.” Daniel was awed, but Adam just mumbled simply.
 
   “She’s worth it.” His voice rattled through his chest.
 
   The journey took only a few minutes and the ambulance drove straight into an underground bay. A team was already on hand to pull Adam from the vehicle and they wasted no time as he was wheeled into the casualty department of the local hospital.
 
    Immediately there were about twenty people surrounding him. They all talked at once as they lifted him painfully from the trolley onto a bed. They poked needles into the back of his hand beforehe was rushed into a lift. Daniel was at his side constantly as they dashed along the corridor and into a theatre. A man in blue overalls and mask peered through round spectacles at him and grabbed notes from attending team. Great lights swung above his head as he was moved onto another table and he squinted as the glare shone full in his face. 
 
   Someone started cutting the wet clothes from his body. He could hear the scissors shearing through sodden fabric and he gasped in pain as they pulled the material from beneath him. A nurse in green scrubs held his hand as she asked him to count to ten. He got to eleven before the glaring brightness of the lights began to fade and he was wiped out.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter nineteen
 
    
 
    
 
   Caroline stared bleakly through the window of the hospital room. Adam was barely recognizable beneath the swathes of bandages and machines attached to him. Tubes seemed to intrude into every part of him. His strong face was limp, unfamiliarly slack with dark stubble accentuating his hard jaw. Only his long hair flopping over his eye seemed normal. 
 
   Her heart ached miserably, she desperately wanted to go and sit beside him. He hadn’t yet come round after the surgery. The doctors were keeping him sedated, trying to give his body some time to heal itself before he woke to the world. 
 
   A tear slipped down her cheek as she thought of what he’d done for her. 
 
   Terror gripped her heart at the thought of what he’d done to himself.
 
   The rescue was the talk of the town and had even made the local paper just in time for the weekend. He was being called a “Superhero” and a “Man of steel”, but he didn’t look much like steel to Caroline as he lay broken and bruised, wired to machines with hanging bottles of who knew what surrounding him.
 
   She had been discharged from the hospital two days previously, after having a scan. The baby was fine. She suffered nothing more life threatening than a bump to her head and a sore throat from swallowing the sea water, but she had only left to change her clothes and then she’d come back to wait. 
 
   A nurse had brought her a coffee about an hour previously but it sat untouched by her side and the smell of it nauseated her. She had tried to question the nurse about Adam’s condition but the woman had refused to tell her anything, stating that she could only give next of kin or the family doctor any information. It was beyond frustrating. Caroline was carrying his child but that didn’t make her any more important than a member of public who had walked in off the street.
 
   Daniel had gone home for the morning, yawning widely as he told her that he had to go and get some sleep before seeing a couple of private patients. He would be back as soon as possible. 
 
   He had introduced himself to her while she was still in a hospital bed and had asked after her general health. She didn’t tell him about her pregnancy and he hadn’t looked at her notes. He wasn’t her doctor. She didn’t have to reveal a thing to him. She wanted Adam to be the first to know. 
 
   Daniel had given her a brief inventory of Adam’s injuries. The list had seemed very long and even Daniel couldn’t say if the surgery had been successful. 
 
   Guilt crushed her. This had been entirely her own fault. She should have been more careful, should have noted the times of the incoming tide.
 
   She felt a warm hand on her shoulder and turned to meet David’s encouraging gaze.
 
   “Caroline, try and be positive. The doctors will have done everything they can.” He walked round to face her, rubbing her arms to try and warm her. It didn’t work. There was a chill in her bones that she couldn’t shift. She knew it wouldn’t go until she’d seen Adam awake and had spoken to him.
 
   “I just keep thinking that he shouldn’t have done this to himself because of me… because of us.” She placed her hand protectively on her stomach. There was the tiniest protrusion now and she rubbed her hand over it gently. “I was the one who wasn’t careful, not him. That’s the second time he’s saved me. If there’s anything, anything at all permanently wrong with him, I’ll never forgive myself.” She looked up tearfully at David.
 
   He gave her a reassuring grin.
 
   “I was talking to one of the medical team while I chose a sandwich. Apparently they needed to give him the highest amount of anaesthetic that they’ve ever used, enough to knock out a horse. He’s absolutely huge. I think you’re right. I’m definitely not going to thump him. Well, not until I’ve been to the gym a few times.” David smiled down at her and put his arms around her. He kissed her on the top of the head. “Stop looking so anxious, I’m sure that a bloke who can fend off a blooming great life boat will be fine Caroline.”
 
   “I only hope that you’re right.” She whispered. They turned back to the window and gasped in shock as they saw that Adam’s eyes were wide open. He was looking directly at Caroline, his expression unreadable.
 
   David turned round quickly and glanced along the corridor. Typically, just when you needed someone, there was nobody at the nurses’ station.
 
   “I’ll go and find somebody. You get in there and talk to him. Go give him something to live for.” He shoved her towards the door.
 
   Caroline didn’t hesitate. She pushed through the door and went immediately to Adam’s side. Without even thinking, she picked up his hand gently in hers and kissed the back of it. He was watching her every move, his dark grey eyes never leaving her for a second, and then he tried to speak. It came out as a dry mumble. He tried again.
 
   “Have I been sleeping long?” His eyes swam a little and he frowned, drawing his eyebrows together, as he refocused on her. “What day is it?” 
 
   “Monday, you’ve been out for a few days. They kept you out so you wouldn’t move.” She could only whisper as her throat threatened to close up and choke her.
 
   “Are you okay?” He was slightly clearer now and his eyes stayed focussed.
 
   “Yes I’m fine, thanks to you Adam. Just a bit of a sore throat. But you were nearly killed. I still can’t believe that you would do anything so reckless.” Tears spilt down her cheeks and he tried to lift his hand to her face. He winced at the movement and his hand dropped to the bed again.
 
   “Sorry, I feel a bit stiff, do you have a tissue?” He tried to turn his head to look around him but his neck was still in a brace and he could only move his eyes. 
 
   The door behind them flew open and four people came rushing in. Daniel came in first followed by another doctor who immediately started unclipping one of the monitors. The doctor spoke in an excessively calm tone as he moved to the end of the bed and lifted the sheets.
 
   “Mr. Cavendish, can you understand me, can you hear me?” Adam nodded fractionally, the brace restricting his movements. “Okay, this is very important. I need you to wriggle your toes at me.” He looked down at Adam’s huge bare feet where they poked out of the end of the sheets. 
 
   Adam raised his eyebrows in astonishment.
 
   “Why on earth do you need to see my toes wriggle?” He asked, his voice completely clear now. The deep frown was across his forehead again. “Is this some kind of National Health game I should know about?”
 
   The doctor shook his head.
 
   “No Mr. Cavendish,” The man smiled at him encouragingly. “I’m merely trying to ascertain whether we managed to save you from being paralysed. Come on now, give it a go, let’s see if we can waggle our toes eh?”  
 
   Adam’s jaw dropped slightly at the man’s turn of phrase, then he shut it firmly and flapped his great feet up and down at the doctor. A grimace spread across his features, and he growled.
 
   “See? No problem apart from looking like a stranded sea lion. I could have told you that without having to go through party tricks.”
 
   The doctor smiled at him again. “Just checking thoroughly. Well that’s excellent news! Mr. Robinson will be delighted with the results! Got to confess that it was touch and go for a while.” He waggled his finger at Adam as though he had been a naughty child. “Nearly had a panic when we thought you were going to come round while we were fixing the steel rod in your spine. Still, no harm done and nothing that another double dose of anesthetic couldn’t’ cure. I daresay Mr. Robinson will be down later to look at his handy work.” The doctor bustled about and read a few more figures on a chart. “I think we can get some of these tubes out of you now. Make you a bit more comfortable. How are the shoulders?”
 
   He was almost too shocked to answer from hearing about steel rods in his spine. He shrugged and winced immediately. “Agony if I’m honest.”
 
   “We can give you a little more painkillerfor that.” The doctor flicked a drip at the side of Adam and then turned a small dial. “You can press this button here and it releases the dose whenever you feel the pain is too much. There’s a controlled dosage so you can’t overdo it.” He showed Adam a dial at his side, then continued. “It’s probably the bruising more than anything else. We’ve had to pin you together a bit. Well a lot actually, but I’ll let Mr. Robinson give you all the gory details later. The pins sound horrible but it’s better than being stuck in a full body cast. At least you can move about fairly freely with these things. The downside is that it hurts to move.” He tapped the side of a monitor that had gone blank and a beeping line started bouncing across the screen.
 
   Adam pressed the pain killer button with his thumb and Caroline noticed, for the first time, the scabbed knuckles. They looked fairly well healed and she wondered how he’d hurt them, and when. They were obviously older wounds than from when he’d rescued her.
 
   Another man in a white coat entered and he and the first doctor held a discussion about removing the neck brace. They decided on some more x-rays first and they manoeuvred him onto a trolley before wheeling a protesting Adam away.
 
   Daniel walked over to the side table and started reading Adam’s notes. He laughed at something on one of the sheets.
 
   “If this had been anyone else the doses of morphine would have killed them. God! He’s something else isn’t he?” He was beyond relieved to see his friend awake at last.
 
   Caroline glanced up at Daniel. She read over his shoulder and smiled with him. 
 
   “Oh yes. He’s definitely something else. Have you ever checked how he reacts to kryptonite? Just to make sure he’s not from outer space?” She heard a low laugh and looked towards the other two people in the room. She hadn’t even glanced towards them when they first entered. She had been focused on Adam entirely, but now she lifted her head and almost cried out in shock as she saw the elegant blond woman who had driven Adam’s car.
 
   The woman came forwards and Caroline noticed the endless, slim legs once again. They were encased in tight denim. She swallowed hard as the woman went to the bed and ran her well manicure hand gently over the dented pillow. She picked it up and plumped it, then lay it back down and smoothed the surface. She lifted her head and looked at Caroline closely. 
 
   “It’s good to see him awake at last. But I pity the staff here. I don’t think he’s going to be a very patient patient. I shall have to make sure he has everything he wants or he’s going to be impossible. Maybe I can persuade them to let him come home. I can look after him far more easily there.” Her voice was dark and sultry, just as it had been over the telephone. 
 
   Caroline dropped her gaze to the floor, unable to speak or even think clearly at that moment. Nearly choking with the emotions that threatened to overtake her, she moved towards the door. She couldn’t take the pain that seared her heart. She certainly couldn’t stand there waiting to see Adam again while his lover smirked across at her. 
 
   She pushed her way out of the room and walked into the corridor, waving Daniel away from her when he looked as though he were going to follow. 
 
   There was nowhere for her to go except to find David. He was by the nurses’ station sitting on a chair and obviously trying to keep out of the way. He turned and stood as he heard Caroline’s strangled sob.
 
   “What’s happened? What’s going on? Is he okay?” He asked, taking hold of her shoulders and giving her a gentle shake.
 
   Caroline looked up at her brother.
 
   “His girlfriend is in there.” She managed to gasp out. “I can’t go back in and tell him I’m pregnant while she’s there. I just can’t. Please take me home David, I can’t bear to be here a moment longer.” She slumped helplessly against him, her voice nearly choking her.
 
   A door squealed open along the hallway and David looked up just in time to see Adam’s huge feet appearing as he was pushed through the door at the other end of the corridor.
 
   He grabbed Caroline’s shoulder. 
 
   “Come on, let’s get out of here. You’ve seen him awake and you know he’s going to be okay, now he can get on with it by himself. You can do better than him.” He steered Caroline quickly towards the exit and she went with him, hardly knowing where he was taking her, her feet feeling like lead as she walked.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty
 
    
 
   It took Caroline just one night of dreadful sleep to know that she had to leave the area. There was no way that she could stay around here and perhaps accidentally meet him. That would be impossible for her. She went to talk to Cathy, asking her to meet up at a nearby café.
 
   “But what about the business Caroline? You can’t just up sticks and leave us now.” Cathy wailed.
 
   Caroline tried to reassure her friend.
 
   “No, I know. I have too much invested in it anyway. No, I was thinking that if I took over wedding cake orders and more of the baking, Gemma can do the van with you. That’s if everyone is agreeable.” She looked at her friend’s woeful face. “I’m sorry Cathy, I really am, but I can’t stay here with the possibility of bumping into him every other day. What if he was with her when I come up the road looking like I’m about to burst? I couldn’t take the humiliation, or the pain.” She added.
 
   Cathy took hold of her hand.
 
   “Are you sure about this Caroline? It’s a big step. You’ll have to sell your flat.”
 
   Caroline sighed deeply.
 
   “I know, but I’m going to have to sell anyway. There’s no way that my place is big enough with a baby around, so I might as well do it now. I’m not going to go too far. Just far enough.” Her voice was a little bitter. Adam had hurt her beyond all reason, and even the fact that he had now rescued her twice wasn’t going to keep her hanging around just to be hurt again.
 
   Cathy tried to persuade her again.
 
               “But why don’t you tell him about the baby. It may change everything. That may be more important to him than she is.”
 
                Caroline shook her head.
 
   “I doubt it. That was the second time I’ve seen her. She was out in Dubai with him, she drives his car and uses his personal phone. She’s obviously long term. I don’t see why a baby would make any difference to him.” Caroline looked at Cathy and then glanced out of the café window. “I’m seeing an estate agent later today. I should make a small profit on the flat so with a bit of luck, something further away being cheaper, I could get something nice and leave some money over. I hope so at any rate. David tells me that babies are horribly expensive.”
 
   Cathy’s face darkened.
 
   “But why should he get away with it scot-free?” She argued hotly. “He earns millions. He should pay for his kid. It shouldn’t be up to you to take over his responsibilities. You’ve got to tell him to pay up for his night of pleasure.”
 
   “I’m not going to tell him anything yet.” Caroline scowled bitterly. “If I see him in the future, well, maybe I’ll decide differently. But it was my fault I was stupid with my pill. I have to accept the consequences and pay for them myself.” Her face was set as she turned to leave the café. Cathy caught her arm.
 
    “I know it’s your choice Caroline, but it is his baby. I really wish you would change your mind. For goodness’ sake! He nearly killed himself saving your life. Are you really sure he doesn’t have feelings for you? I mean… Isn’t there anything I can say that will keep you here?
 
   Caroline breathed in deeply.
 
   “I’m sorry Cathy. I know what he did, but he would have done the same for anyone. It’s his job to save people, there was absolutely nothing different or special about it because it was me in trouble.” Her face crumpled. “Believe me, I wish I meant that much to him, but you didn’t see that woman fussing over his pillow and drooling at the thought of looking after his every whim. I was nauseated at the thought of them together. If you and the girls can manage the van then there’s absolutely nothing to keep me here.” 
 
   She turned and walked to the door. Cathy just stared after her friend, wishing that there were something she could do to make everything right for her.
 
    
 
   Caroline returned to her flat and started tidying up immediately. David came to help her and they cleared and dusted as much as they could before the estate agent arrived. Caroline dumped forgotten bags of flour and sugar into waste bins and David gathered yards of misfiled paperwork from cupboards. 
 
   The estate agent arrived on time and after he’d made his appraisal he told Caroline he already had several interested parties. He would phone the same day. He didn’t even need to put up a sign. The flat could be sold by the end of the week. He left, confident that his commission would soon be in his pocket.
 
   David closed the front door on the man.
 
   “Why don’t you come and stay with Natalie and me for a few days?” David suggested after the estate agent had taken all his measurements, checked on all the facilities and shook their hands before he left. They were drinking tea and Caroline was trying to get her head around finding a new place to live. David nudged her arm. “It would get you away from here for a while. You can leave a key with the agents. Why not let them earn their money?”
 
   She looked at him carefully
 
   “Are you and Natalie speaking again now then?” Caroline asked suddenly interested.
 
   David grinned.
 
   “Of course we are. It’s as you said. These little tiffs soon blow over and I had to tell her what had happened to you anyway so I rang last week. I was going to go back home on Saturday but what with all the excitement of you being nearly drowned, I decided to stay here. Now we can go together, the kids will love seeing you. It’s been ages and it’ll give you some practice.” He laughed.
 
   She smiled at him. 
 
   “Okay, you’re on. I’ll just check with Cathy and the girls, but I’m sure they will understand. Thanks David, I think I need the break. Go and give Natalie the bad news. I’ll start packing a few things.” She stepped into her bedroom and pulled down her travel bag from the top of the wardrobe.
 
   It only took a couple of hours to get everything arranged and piled into her tiny Mini and then they drove the hour’s journey back to David’s house. 
 
   There was an amazing reception waiting for them. For a few minutes, it was all squeals and shouts from the children. David’s three daughters had drawn ‘welcome home daddy’ pictures and they threw them around like confetti as they flung themselves at him and Auntie Caroline, but she had to turn away as David drew Natalie into his arms and kissed her passionately. Seeing the love and devotion in their eyes was almost too much for her to bear. 
 
   She let the children drag her away to their playroom and she ‘ooed’ and ‘ahhed’ enthusiastically over their myriad of new toys, more than glad of the distraction. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-one
 
    
 
   Caroline’s few days stretched out and eventually she stayed for with David and Natalie for over three weeks. 
 
   She returned home to start the dismal task of clearing her flat. It had sold quickly just as the estate agent had predicted, and all her time was now taken up with packing clothes and furniture and looking for a new place to live. She couldn’t believe how difficult it was to find the perfect house for her and her baby. She had looked at several and none of them were suitable. 
 
   Finding a unit to cook in proved to be a lot easier. She signed the lease and quickly had fitted it out with all their requirements. The hygiene inspectors called and gave them a clean bill of health and Caroline and her team had increased their output by over fifty percent. Cathy and the girls managed the van brilliantly by themselves, drawing up a Rota for all the different routes. Caroline spent the days baking and experimenting with new recipes. 
 
   Though she had sold the flat quickly it took over three months to finally sign all the relevant papers. She still didn’t have a place of her own to live in and had decided that the only answer was to rent for the time being. She found a larger flat on the outskirts of town which suited her perfectly and moved in until she could find a house.
 
   She didn’t admit to anyone how she felt inside. On the surface, she was happy and busy enough, but on the inside was a completely different story. She had thought the tears had stopped and that she was over Adam, but that had been before she had known that she was carrying his baby. That knowledge seemed to change everything for her. She wanted so badly to be with Adam, to share every moment with him. Each night as she lay alone in bed, feeling their baby moving inside her, she cried herself to sleep as thoughts of Adam washed over her.
 
    
 
   The days began to meld together in a never-ending round of cooking, planning and invoicing new clients. The local pubs had taken well to the idea of cakes with coffee and she had seen a huge increase in her regular orders. The book work was taking a considerable amount of time and the next thing on her to do list was to find someone capable of running the office.
 
   Before she knew it, she had been in her new rented flat for over four months and her baby bump was becoming ever larger. 
 
    
 
   Caroline worked all hours, ignoring the tiredness in her body and the pain in her heart.  Today was no exception. She was meeting David in the afternoon. They were house hunting again, even though she had rented her flat for a six-month lease and there were still another two months to run. If she didn’t find anywhere that very afternoon she had decided to extend the lease on her flat and stop looking until after the baby had been born.
 
   David opened the car door for her and handed her the end of the seatbelt so that she didn’t have to twist. He nodded up at her flat.
 
   “The six months will soon be up on this place and unless you buy something new, you know it takes about three months to get all the paperwork sorted. Your flat took that long to complete and that was a cash buyer.” David warned her when he picked her up. “You need to keep looking, believe me.”
 
   Caroline rested her head on the back of the car seat.
 
   “I know David, it’s just such hard work and the areas that I can afford don’t have schools or nurseries within easy reach. It’s something I have to consider if I don’t want to be in the car driving us both about all the time.” She winced and rubbed her stomach where the baby had just kicked her hard.
 
   “Is he having a bit of a run about?” David asked, looking fascinated as he gazed at her stomach.
 
   Caroline let out a long breath.
 
   “He’s been doing it all day. It actually hurts along here where he kicks me.” She pointed to her belly where a lump protruded larger than the rest. She grimaced as pain shot through her again.
 
   David nodded knowingly.
 
    “Well they do that sort of thing. He’s just getting used to being active. When you think of who the father is, I bet he’s a whopper too. I imagine it’s getting to be a tight fit in there. He’s bound to protest at the cramped quarters.” He put his hand on her stomach and gently rubbed the hard spot that stood out through her dress. The baby was poking out an elbow or knee. It wriggled about inside her as he rubbed. She laughed and winced at the same time too. 
 
   “How long do you think you have to go?” David queried, looking in fascination at her now rolling stomach.
 
   Caroline winced again.
 
   “About another two month I guess. Ouch, Stop that baby; be good for your mum.” She massaged the side of her bump and looked up at the house that David had brought her to. It was bigger than the others she had looked at and it was situated in a nice area. At the moment, the road was quiet what with everyone being at work. She could hear birds singing in the trees lining the path and the faint sound of a radio coming from an open window of the house. She looked at the details given to her by the agents. 
 
   “It’s right at the top end of my limit David. I won’t have anything left to play with. I don’t know whether it’s worth trying for. I don’t want to over stretch myself, what with having to pay you back for the van too.” She folded the piece of paper in half and shoved it in her bag.
 
   David shook his head.
 
   “Well, you won’t have to worry about paying back the van money for a while. You can do that over the next few years if you need to. Not that I think it’ll take you that long what with the way your figures are looking. Come on, we’re here now, and the owner is expecting us. We might as well go and look. You never know, if you like it, you may be able to bid a little lower.” David opened the gate and marched up to the front door. 
 
   He was knocking loudly before he realized that Caroline wasn’t right behind him. He turned to see what she was doing and froze as he saw her standing stiffly by the gate.
 
   Her face was a mask of pain, her mouth open in a silent scream of agony as her hands held the sides of her protruding stomach. He raced back to her just as the front door of the house opened. A woman stood staring down the path at the pair of them.
 
   “Caroline! What’s wrong?” David put his arm around his sister’s shoulders. He could feel the heat coming through her clothes and see the sweat beading on her brow, but she couldn’t speak to him as the pain wracked her body and she gritted her teeth. She cried out as her legs gave way and she slumped against him. He lowered her gently to the ground, horrified as he noticed blood pooling beneath her. He lifted his eyes to the astounded woman at the front door of the house, his face ashen with shock. 
 
   “Call an ambulance! Something’s very wrong here. She’s not ready to have the baby yet, it’s way too early.” He shouted as the woman looked on.
 
   She frowned for a second, not completely understanding what was going on but she took one more look at Caroline and caught sight saw all the blood spreading across the pavement. She let out a small shriek and grabbed the telephone by the front door.
 
   By the time the ambulance arrived less than ten minutes later, it was obvious to David that Caroline was going to be having her baby very soon. He’d seen his wife give birth three times, but Natalie had never seemed to be in this much pain so quickly and there had never been so much blood. 
 
   He knew something was badly wrong but he kept his expression neutral and said nothing as he sat beside Caroline in the ambulance and mopped her brow. Her face was contorted in agony and she clamped her jaw shut as screams threatened to pour out. He gripped her hand tightly and murmured words of encouragement he didn’t really believe.
 
   They rushed through triage and were immediately taken to the emergency suite. The doctors gave Caroline a quick but thorough examination and then came back to David who had been ushered outside.
 
   “Are you the husband?” The doctor didn’t wait for him to respond and rushed on. “It’s bad, there no other way to tell you this, but we must deliver the baby immediately for there to be any chance of saving it. The placenta has become totally detached. We don’t know the reason for this but we do have to do something immediately. It can’t be put off or the baby will be harmed.” The man put his hand on David’s shoulder to steady him. “Look, we’re going to take her into theatre straight away and do a C-section. I’m sorry you can’t come with her. It’ll take too long for you to scrub up. Stay here and try to keep your spirits up, we’ll do everything we can. Someone will come and find you as soon as we have any news.” He turned swiftly, his white coat flapping in his own breeze, and left David standing there, his mouth wide open in shock. 
 
   He just could not take it in. His sister was in deep trouble. Feeling completely out of his depth and totally useless, his hand shook as he picked his telephone out of his pocket and began to dial her best friend’s number. Cathy was her closest friend as well as being a colleague and he didn’t know what else to do; he just had to speak to someone.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-two
 
    
 
   Cathy and Lucy were serving long queue of hungry site workers. A constant line of them stood patiently in front of the van as they stocked up on cakes and chocolate to eat with their break time flasks of tea. 
 
   It had been the same every day since she had come up to this end of the seafront. Now it was a twice daily visit at approximately eleven and three o’clock. She wondered how long it would be before the building was finished and if this line of customers would dry up or maybe become even longer with all the new people coming to work and to live in the area. 
 
   Her phone kept ringing but she hadn’t had chance to answer it. It rang again and she ignored it once more as a suited man took his turn at the front of the queue. 
 
   She recognized him vaguely but she couldn’t remember where from. The ringing phone stopped only to be replaced by the sound of a text message being received. She glanced at the phone. It was a missed message from David. She wondered what he wanted but decided that the customer must come first. 
 
   She turned to the familiar man as Lucy took and wrapped an order from the next person in line.
 
   “Do I know you? It really bugs me when I can’t remember where I’ve seen someone before. I’m pretty sure it wasn’t down here buying cakes though.”
 
   The man smiled up at her and then looked back at the cakes. He was trying to decide between a thick slice of carrot cake or a wedge of heavily sugared bread pudding. Both looked delicious and he considered buying both. 
 
   “No, I’ve not had this pleasure before. I only came down for a quick visit and the queue caught my eye. They all look delicious by the way.”
 
   Cathy grinned back at him.
 
   “Oh sorry, you must remind me of someone else then, though I’m pretty good with faces normally.”
 
   Dan shook his head and pointed to the carrot cake.
 
   “No you’re right; we did meet once before though it was under slightly more stressful circumstances. I’m Dr. Daniel Fields, a good friend of Adam Cavendish. I met you when Adam and your friend Caroline had that bit of bother with the tide.” He smiled again, and spoke lightly, but Cathy frowned. Any friend of Adam Cavendish was nothing to her.
 
   Cathy had been about to put the slice of cake in a box, but she stopped dead. She flung down the cake tongs and glared down at Daniel.
 
    “Oh yes. And how is the Almighty Mr. Cavendish these days? Back on his giant feet yet is he?” Her tone was harsh and Daniel looked surprised at her.
 
   “His back’s mended if that’s what you mean? Took about four months of very determined physiotherapy, but then he’s not one to shirk. Other things I’m not so sure about.” Daniel was pensive for a moment. If he was truthful with himself, he was more than a little worried about Adam. 
 
   He’d taken to coming to the site nearly every day to check up on him. Cathy’s expression hadn’t changed and he blundered on wondering why Caroline’s friend was so angry with the man that had saved her life twice.
 
   “What about Miss Masters? I haven’t seen her since she left the hospital. I was a little surprised at her behaviour given the circumstances, but there you go, can’t interfere too much. How’s she getting on?”
 
   Cathy’s face began to turn red as her temper flared even more. She dropped the cake box and fisted her hands on her hips. 
 
   “I don’t know how you have the cheek to even ask?” She hissed as she glanced at Lucy. Cathy wasn’t sure how much the girl knew and she wasn’t about to spread gossip but Lucy was fully occupied with the next customer in line. “How the hell do you think she is? She has to work like a slave to keep this cake business going while having no proper home or support and she’s coping alone with a difficult pregnancy too. How do you think you would feel being left in the lurch like that?”
 
   Daniel was shocked at the outburst. 
 
   “What?” He took a small step back from the van. It was quite intimidating having a very angry woman tower above him. “How’s she lost her home? Didn’t she have a flat somewhere near here? I heard through one of the workmen that she was that she was selling up and leaving. Has she got mixed up with the wrong type of chap? Has he gone and dumped her?” Daniel raised his eyebrows.
 
   Cathy laughed bitterly. 
 
   “Ha! You can say that again. He was the wrong chap alright!” Cathy was incredulous. “That has got to be the understatement of the year. But your good friend Adam Cavendish would know all about that wouldn’t he as he’s the “chap” at the root of it all! Everything had been fine until she met that two timing bastard. If he was shacked up with that blonde floozy all the time, why did he have a fling with Caroline and then break her heart? Answer me that!” She glared down at him, daring him to answer her.
 
   Daniel was astounded. She must be talking about someone else.
 
   “I don’t know what or who you mean.” He was more than puzzled. “Adam isn’t with anyone. Especially not a ‘Blonde Floozy.’ He hasn’t ever had a long-term partner. I should know; I’ve known him since we were at school together, we shared digs at university and while I was at med school and I go round to his place often enough now. Are you sure we are talking about the same person?” 
 
   Cathy gawped at him suddenly confused by his obvious sincerity. She frowned as she spoke.
 
   “But Caroline told me that this blonde woman was at the hospital when Adam was having his back sorted. She was visiting at the same time as you and Caroline, so don’t lie to me. You know exactly which blond floozy I’m talking about.” Cathy looked down at her phone as it began to ring once more. David again? She turned back to Daniel as she heard him take in a massive breath.
 
   “Blonde floozy? Don’t be daft woman! That was Trish at the hospital when Caroline and I were there. She’ll be as mad as hell if she hears you call her anything like that.”
 
   Cathy spoke over her shoulder.
 
   “I don’t care what her name is or how mad she’s going to be. It’s the truth. Caroline didn’t know what her name was, she just knew that it was that same woman who was with Adam in Dubai. She’d answered his phone once before and Caroline recognized her voice. She heard her talking to him. It broke her heart.”
 
   Daniel was shaking his head.
 
   “Hang on a minute. You don’t understand. That’s not right, Trish was never in Dubai. She was fielding his diverted calls after his phone was stolen, but she was never with him. She stayed here with Alf.” Daniels eyes were suddenly wide. “Is that why Caroline walked out that day at the hospital? Because Tricia was there when Adam woke up? Oh My God! What a stupid mistake.” Cathy was looking at him open mouthed but Daniel continued before she could interrupt “Tricia is Adam’s house keeper, cleaner if you like and she’s very happily married to Alf, his chauffer. They live in the guest flat at the back of Adam’s house. I know Tricia doesn’t look or sound like your average cleaning lady, but that’s what she is. And Caroline thought that Adam was having an affair with her?”
 
   Cathy’s brain clicked into place as she heard what he was saying. 
 
   “Oh no!” She slumped over the counter with sudden understanding. “Caroline thought that Adam didn’t want her, that he was seeing this other woman.” She paused, weighing up whether to say anything else, and then she decided she had to ask another question. “Daniel, do you know if Caroline spoke to Adam about anything at all, later I mean, after he’d left hospital?” She sighed as she saw the frustrated look on Daniels face and carried on. “Does he even know that she’s pregnant, that she’s going to have his baby?” The shock on Daniel’s face told her the answer to that question. Cathy carried on, her voice quieter. “We all thought he’d told her to get lost. She sold her flat and left town because she couldn’t stand to be near him and not be with him. She loves him Daniel, she loves him and she’s having his baby and the great fool doesn’t even know it!” 
 
   Daniel didn’t know where to start.
 
   “Adam is in pieces over her, Cathy. When he came home from Dubai and saw her with her new man he completely lost it, and since she left him at the hospital, well, I’ll be completely honest with you… I have been having serious doubts about his mental health. I don’t think he’s spoken to anyone about her since she left him lying in that hospital bed. I just know that he’s a broken man.” Daniel finished as her phone rang again. She ignored it again, looking at Daniel curiously. 
 
   “What new man? Caroline doesn’t have a new man. Adam must have been mistaken. She hadn’t seen anyone for months before Adam came onto the scene. 
 
   We were too busy with setting up the business. She certainly hasn’t been with anyone since him. The only man she ever sees is her brother David. He was having some family problems of his own and he came over and stayed with her for a few days earlier on in the year. I know she sees him quite a lot.” Cathy stopped as the phone kept on ringing. “Sorry, I’ve got to get this.” Cathy’s eyes were wide as she spoke. “David keeps calling. He only rings me if he needs to get hold of Caroline but I thought they were going house hunting together today. She has to find somewhere for her and the baby. It must be something pretty important if he keeps ringing. Perhaps there’s a problem with their dad.” She picked up the call.
 
   Daniel had turned back towards the building site. He had to go and see Adam now. This news might make all the difference to his friend. He was just about to leave when he heard Cathy’s strangled gasp, and a crashing as she dropped the phone onto the floor. He turned back to what the problem was.
 
   Cathy’s face was ashen as she gasped for air. 
 
   “For God’s sake go and find Adam.” She shouted at last. “David’s with Caroline. She’s gone into hospital. There’s something wrong and they’ve got to get the baby out now.” She looked straight at Daniel. “It’s way too early, she’s only seven months pregnant. Daniel, can you persuade Adam to go and see her? She needs him, not her brother.”
 
   Daniel didn’t see the blood draining from her face as she spoke. He was already sprinting up the road to the site cabin.
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-three
 
    
 
   Adam sat back in his chair and gripped the armrests with white-knuckledhands. He stared out miserably through the window. The site looked so different now, almost complete. It wouldn’t be long before they were out and the finishers were in, but he wasn’t interested at all anymore. He didn’t even know what day it was and he didn’t care. He couldn’t wait to get this job out of the way and then he could leave. He didn’t know where he would go or what he would do, none of the other projects on his books interested him. There was no point to anything anymore, he couldn’t see further ahead than the next few hours. 
 
   He still couldn’t believe she’d walked out on him. One minute she was there at his bedside holding his hand with tears in her eyes and the next she was walking away from him, leaving with the man he’d seen her hugging in the street. 
 
   He’d thought that perhaps his rescuing her would have made a difference, but it obviously hadn’t. He kept telling himself that it wouldn’t have made any difference to him who it was that was drowning, that he still would have jumped into that water. But in truth, he couldn’t be sure. All he could see in his mind was that mass of swirling dark hair in the current. Would he have known that it wasn’t seaweed if he hadn’t been so familiar with it? 
 
   The pain in his chest was worse than ever before. Punctured lungs and broken ribs were nothing to this agony. He thought of her every single waking moment and most of his sleeping ones too. He didn’t know if he could live without her for much longer. He didn’t think he wanted to try.
 
   The months of physiotherapy had passed in a painful blur, but they had been a breeze compared to the stabbing that was constantly present in his chest now. He’d had enough. If it meant that the pain would go away, he’d rip his own heart out with his bare hands.
 
   He hadn’t told anyone else these dark thoughts.
 
   Every morning he fixed on his public face. He smiled when appropriate, he responded when spoken to, he went to the gym and played squash with Dan, but it was all just an act. He was dying inside every minute of every day and he couldn’t tell anyone. 
 
   He swivelled his chair round as he heard scrambling feet at the steps of the cabin and fixed his smile back on his face as Daniel hurtled through the door, gasping from running hard.
 
   He ran straight up to Adam and grabbed his arms lugging him out of the chair.
 
   “You’ve got to get to the hospital now! I mean right now, come on let’s go.” Daniel was breathlessly tugging at his arms, shoving him away from his desk.
 
   Adam tried to shake his friend off while moving quickly towards the door. Daniel wouldn’t be acting like this if it wasn’t a real emergency.
 
   “Has one of the men had an accident? I didn’t hear anything. Nobody came for me.” Adam was already out of the door with Daniel now just a pace ahead. Even if he didn’t care about the build, he couldn’t stand the thought of one of his men being hurt. It happened occasionally but this build had been without incident until now.
 
   Daniel gaped at him.
 
   “It’s not one of your workers. It’s Caroline. She’s in hospital. She’s having your baby right now Adam and it’s way too early. She’s having emergency surgery. You have to be there for her.” Daniel dragged his friend up as Adam staggered and his legs gave way under him. “Come on man! Get up!” He shouted. “You don’t have time to collapse, this is too serious!”
 
   Adam struggled against Daniel’s grip as he gathered his senses.
 
   “What do you mean she’s having my baby? If she’s pregnant then it’s far more likely to be that other bloke’s. I only slept with her once and she was with him soon enough after me.” He couldn’t help saying it even though his heart began to pound in futile but desperate hope.
 
   Daniel shook his head firmly.
 
   “You idiot. I told you to go and sort it out but you never listen. She hasn’t been with another bloke since you Adam. You made a mistake. That man at the hospital, and before when you saw them together outside her flat, he is her brother, David.” Daniel was about to stop and explain everything Cathy had told him, but Adam had suddenly started sprinting for the Mercedes.
 
   Adam ignored every traffic light and every speed camera as he drove at a furious rate. He didn’t care if he lost his license. He just had to get to her. Daniel gripped the dashboard as they screeched to a stop just outside the emergency entrance of the hospital. Adam leapt out of the car leaving the door wide open.
 
   “Park it for me!” He yelled to Daniel and dashed through the swing doors. He looked round frantically and then saw his supposed rival, Caroline’s brother, staring furiously at him. He strode towards him and was about to speak when David’s fist came up fast and hit him hard on the jaw. He staggered back in surprise and stared as David leapt about wildly while cradling his hand.
 
   “That’s for Caroline, you bastard.” David hissed through gritted teeth when he had stopped jumping around.
 
   “Where is she?” Adam growled as he kept his temper and rubbed his jaw as he tried to ignore the slight stinging.
 
   David peered at Adam’s jaw, trying to see if he’d made any mark, and then glared back up into his stormy eyes.
 
   “They’re operating right now. I have no idea what’s going on, but you’ll be taking the blame if anything goes wrong.” David looked down at his hand and flexed the knuckles painfully. “Damn that hurts.” He muttered, and then carried on. “Look, I know she didn’t tell you about the baby, but it didn’t help that you were with the blond bird when she saw you in hospital. Caroline took it pretty badly. Don’t go and break her heart again.”
 
   At that moment, a nurse came out of a side corridor looking disapprovingly at the pair of them. She glanced at David’s cradled hand for a moment but then frowned up at both of them.
 
   “Are either of you two the father, or next of kin to Miss Masters?” She looked from one to the other.
 
   “Yes,” They both said together. 
 
   The nurse rolled her eyes in exasperation and Adam stepped forwards to clarify the situation.
 
   “I’m the baby’s father.” Adam looked down at her trying to read her expression. “Is everything going to be okay?”
 
   “I wouldn’t say that they’re completely in the clear yet, but yes, at the moment they’re both fine. Come with me. You can see them for a while.”
 
   Both Adam and David followed her through swing doors. Their footsteps echoed as they walked in silence along the corridor and then they stopped outside a smaller door.
 
   The nurse stepped back and waited.
 
   “Go on in then, but be quiet and don’t you dare fight again.” She smiled as she glanced at David’s hand again. “We’ll be seeing you in x-ray a bit later I take it.” She turned and walked off into another room.
 
   David looked up at Adam’s tightly drawn face. There were dark circles beneath his eyes and his cheeks looked hollow. He peered at the man’s granite chin and couldn’t see any mark where he’d hit him.
 
   “Didn’t I hurt your jaw at all?” He was curious. 
 
   Adam narrowed his eyes suspiciously.
 
   “What? What are you talking about?” He asked distractedly, and David held his hand up helpfully. He raised his eyebrows in realization and shook his head. “What, that little tap? No. If you want to know what a proper punch feels like, I can always show you.” He offered, bunching his fist. David took a quick step backwards but Adam shook his head and gave a grim smile as he turned back towards the door. “Do you think she’ll want to see me?” He asked David as he stood there, too nervous to enter.
 
   David shoved him hard in his back using his good hand. He grunted good-naturedly.
 
   “Get in there, you great idiot. She loves you, so go and see if you can salvage something out of this bloody mess. Cathy called me back before you arrived here. She explained all the misunderstanding. Now go and explain it to Caroline. Give me a shout when you’re done. Just let me know she’s okay and then I’ll go and get this sorted. It’s definitely broken.” He leaned against the doorframe holding his wrist tenderly as he waited.
 
   Adam shouldered the door and held his breath as he stepped into the small room. Caroline appeared to be sleeping in the bed. She looked small and pale. Her long dark hair was pulled back from her face, with just a few damp tendrils sticking to her cheeks and forehead. 
 
   Adam could see marks where the perspiration had run down her face. He breathed out suddenly and then stopped as he saw a small clear basket beside her. 
 
   The baby was lying on its back, tiny and pink-faced. It had a shock of dark hair on its head. He walked hesitantly around the bed to get a closer look just as the baby snuffled and turned its head towards him. 
 
   Adam gasped aloud as he saw a tiny, wrinkled, mirror image of himself lying in the basket. His whole body shook as the enormity of his child’s existence sank in. His heart pounded in his chest as his legs gave way and he fell to his knees at the bedside. He put his forehead on the sheets, too overcome to do anything else. He steadied his breathing, taking in great gulps of air, and then looked up again as he felt a warm hand on the back of his head.
 
   Caroline was looking right back at him. Her eyes curious, disbelieving.
 
   “Adam? Is that you? What are you doing here? How did you know?” Her voice was hoarse, tired-sounding
 
   He cleared his throat.
 
   “Daniel was buying cakes. He has a terrible sweet tooth you know. Cathy told him about the baby. About how something had gone wrong. He came and told me.” He stammered, still overcome. “Why didn’t you tell me you were pregnant Caroline? Do I mean that little to you? Or is it that you hate me so much?” His voice was filled with pure agony.
 
   Her eyes filled with tears.
 
   “Oh Adam.” She sobbed at his words, her heart leaping in her chest, too relieved to see him to lie. “You mean everything to me. How could I ever hate you?” She looked at him sorrowfully and then towards their baby. “I was in so much pain. And not just today. It was bad enough when you left me. This time I thought I’d lost him too.” She was whispering as she watched her baby. “He looks just like you doesn’t he? I wonder if he’s going to grow as big as you too.” She smiled a watery smile at Adam and closed her eyes again as she gulped back her tears.
 
   Adam couldn’t tear his eyes away from her.
 
   “Caroline, are you okay? You’re not in pain now are you? Shall I find someone?” He touched her cheek tenderly with his warm hand and he heard her sigh deeply.
 
   “No. I’m fine, just tired that’s all. It was all a bit of a shock. Is David still here?” She yawned.
 
   Adam nodded.
 
   “Yes, He’s outside, do you want me to bring him in?”
 
   She shook her head. 
 
   “No, just go and let him know everything’s fine. Ask him to come and see me tomorrow.” She caught Adam’s arm as he got up to go. “Adam, I couldn’t talk to you before. I was so stupid, I didn’t know how to tell you, but I need to talk to you now. We can’t leave things as they are. Please don’t leave me on my own.” Her eyes begged him to stay and his heart surged wildly within him.
 
   He took her hand off his arm and lifted it gently. He skimmed the back of it with his lips, his words a vow as he whispered.
 
   “I’ll never leave you again. Ever.” He turned to the door, but his eyes held hers for a long moment and he didn’t let go of her hand immediately.
 
   “Adam, be careful out there.” Caroline smiled wanly as she had a sudden thought. She turned her hand inside his and squeezed it, hope cascading through her veins even while she worried about her brother. “I think David wants to thump you. I told him it was a pretty bad idea, but he’s been down the gym working out and he’s a very determined guy when roused. Go easy on him. Please.”
 
   Adam let out a low laugh.
 
   “Huh! He’s already done it. Felt like he was swatting a fly. He needs to go and get a refund from that gym.” He joked as he rubbed his chin. “He thinks he broke his own hand.” Adam smiled at her as he walked to the door.
 
   He came back a few minutes later. A doctor was with him. He came over to Caroline and held her wrist while he took her temperature.
 
   “How are we feeling? More comfortable? The stitches are going to be sore for a while but you’ll get over it all soon enough with plenty of rest.” He turned to look at the tiny baby.
 
   “I’m just tired, I think.” She answered. “Is he going to be okay?” She asked the doctor as she stared at her son.
 
   The Doctor nodded. 
 
   “Yes, I’m as sure as I can be. Looks like he’s as strong as an ox, but that’s hardly surprising now I’ve seen the little lads dad.” The doctor raised his eyebrows as he looked a long way up at Adam. “He’s a little underweight, but not much for a two month premature baby and he’s breathing on his own well enough. Everything seems to be well-developed. We think he just used up everything and needed to get out.” The doctor smiled as he reached inside the clear plastic box and touched the baby. The tiny thing screwed up his wrinkled face and made a sound like a cat mewing. “Not many premature babies can even do that. So far, it’s all good news but we’ll keep him here until we’re absolutely sure he’s fit and well.” He stood up straight and turned to Adam. “Do you want to hold him?”
 
   Adam looked up nervously at Caroline. She smiled and nodded in encouragement. 
 
   He stepped forwards and put his hands into the box, just as the doctor had done. His one hand was bigger than the baby and it trembled slightly as he manoeuvred it to touch this tiny warm thing. His fingers brushed the almost translucent skin. It felt so fragile that Adam didn’t know if he should put his rough hands on him. Barely breathing, he looked up at the doctor nervously. 
 
    “It’s okay.” The doctor reassured him. “Babies are tougher than they first appear. Hold your hand under his head.”
 
   Adam slid his huge hand round and under his son’s dark hair. As soon as he felt the weight in his hand, he knew what to do. He lifted him gently, cradling his baby in hands big enough to crush him.
 
   The emotions that immediately surged through him were like nothing he’d ever felt before. His heart leapt in his chest, filling it with warmth. Strange but happy emotions flooded his body. This tiny little thing had been created by the two of them, in the most beautiful night of lovemaking the world had ever experienced. 
 
   He knew instantly that he would die from a hail of bullets, brave raging seas or fight savage, wild animals with his bare hands to keep his son safe from harm. 
 
   For the first time in his adult life, all self-control was thrown out of the window and tears sprang to his eyes. There was nothing he could do to stop them and he let them run down his face. Caroline reached forwards and tried to brush them away with her hand. Neither of them had noticed that the doctor had left the room.
 
   “What shall we call him?” She asked when he looked as though he could speak coherently. 
 
   Adam blinked hard and cleared his throat.
 
   “I don’t know. It still hasn’t sunk in properly. I can’t think straight at all. One minute I was the most miserable man on the earth and the next I’m the happiest dad in existence.” Adam smiled indulgently down at the tiny baby in his arms. “Have you had any ideas? You’ve had a bit longer to think about it than I.”
 
   Caroline let out a small gasp.
 
   “I’m so sorry. I can’t believe how selfish that was of me. I should have had the courage to tell you. Will you ever forgive me?” Her voice was just a whisper as she dropped her eyes to her hands.
 
   “It’s okay Caroline. I’m not moaning at you. I know you had your reasons. Come on, tell me what names you’ve thought of.” He didn’t sound at all annoyed.
 
   “I thought Toby might be okay?” Caroline
 
    watched him carefully as she spoke.
 
   “Toby’s just perfect.” Adam agreed and he lifted Toby to his lips and kissed him gently on his forehead. “What surname is he having?” Adam didn’t need to look at Caroline for her could tell he was holding his breath.  
 
   She made him wait for a second and then she smiled radiantly.
 
   “Cavendish of course. Whoever else would he be?” She reached out a finger and touched Toby’s tiny hand.
 
   The relief and joy on Adam’s face was more than obvious, but he merely nodded and said.
 
   “Thank you Caroline. I don’t know what to say to you. I can’t believe that you’ve gone through this on your own. I should have been with you all this time. Tell me why, please. Why did you leave me, when I was in the hospital? Why didn’t you tell me you were having my baby?” Adam laid Toby down very gently in his cot and came to sit on the bed with her. He picked up her hands in his again.
 
   Caroline sighed before she spoke.
 
   “I didn’t want to leave, but I couldn’t be there with your girlfriend there too. I had to get out. Why did she have to be there Adam? She hadn’t bothered for the two days before, while you were still sedated, but the instant you woke up she was all over you. I knew you would stay with her. You wouldn’t be interested in me with her around.” Her voice was bitter and her eyes fell to the bed as Adam’s mouth opened in shock.
 
   “But I don’t have a girlfriend. I don’t know who you’re talking about.” His voice was hesitant as he tried to say the right words. “I didn’t want anyone until you suddenly came along. I haven’t dated for a couple of years. I thought after we spent the night together that you were going to fill that role. I know I was away for too long but I couldn’t believe it when I came back and saw you hugging David.” He kissed the back of her hand softly. “I didn’t know he was your brother. I thought you’d found someone else.” He paused again and this time Caroline spoke with sorrow in her tone.
 
   “Oh Adam, you idiot. Why didn’t you come to me? I would have explained. David’s wife had temporarily chucked him out. He’d been seeing far too much of his friends.  He came to visit me and the van for a few days. He’d loaned me the money for it.” Her face clouded slightly. “But you don’t have to lie about your girlfriend. I heard you making love to her once when I called, I could even hear the bed banging about. She was telling you to stop rushing it.” Caroline’s face flamed with embarrassment but she just had to get this off her chest. “It was just before I saw you with her at the lifeboat station the day you were late for that drill. She drove your car Adam. And then I heard you with her again when I tried to call you while you were in Dubai. I heard you telling her to get rid of me off the phone.” She looked back up at him, accusingly. 
 
   Adam looked totally confused.
 
   “What? Who was driving my car?” He sounded genuinely surprised. And then it all clicked into place.
 
   “But that was Tricia, my housekeeper. She cleans and sometimes cooks for me. I told you about her the day you stayed after you were drugged.” His eyes were as confused as Caroline’s. He continued. “She’s married to Alf, my driver. He drove you home the same night. Trish had been driving my Mercedes that day because she can’t stand the Bentley. It’s too big for her. Alf couldn’t drive because of his sciatica. He’s been in agony with it for months. And the banging, well that was probably me bashing the steering wheel. It’s a terrible habit that I have when I’m annoyed. We’d been stuck in traffic for ages and the boys were desperate to get out for a practice.” 
 
   It all sounded so simple when he said it like that. She had once seen him thumping his hands the steering wheel herself. 
 
    “But she was with you in Dubai. I heard you both. There was a lot of moaning and you made excuses not to speak to me.” Caroline blushed again as she floundered, still accusing, trying to take in what he was saying.
 
   Adam shook his head.
 
    “No she wasn’t. And no you didn’t.” He said firmly, obviously speaking the truth. “I had my phone stolen and any calls to my number were diverted to my home here until I set up the new phone service. I bet you heard Alf moaning about his legs in the background. Sciatica gets you like that. It’s agonizing apparently. He was as miserable as sin for months and they were trying to field all my calls. I expect that you caught him on a bad day. I’d told them to only put emergency work ones through.” Adam’s voice was still surprised. “Cathy said that you’d been ill, that’s why you went walking on the beach the day you were cut off by the tide, but you weren’t ill were you? You had morning sickness. I didn’t know Caroline, and I certainly didn’t guess.”
 
   She sighed deeply. She had been the one to make most of the mistakes.
 
   “What a pair of fools.” Caroline spoke softly now. “Why didn’t you come and speak to me when you saw me with David? And after you left the hospital. Why didn’t you call me? I thought I was going to go crazy all those weeks without you.” She looked deep into his eyes.
 
   Adam swallowed before he spoke.
 
   “I spent months getting my back better. I was in hospital for four weeks in that damned brace and then I was at home for what felt like ages after that.” He spoke bitterly. “I’ve only been back to work the last three weeks. Dan was my only contact and he said your flat had been sold. I assumed, quite wrongly, that you’d moved in with David.” Adam looked to his son, avoiding her gaze as his words turned bitter. “I wanted to die Caroline. And if you don’t take me back, I think I will. There’s no way I can go on without you, or without Toby now.” 
 
   He took another deep breath and turned back to her. 
 
   “Caroline, I love you.” He said simply. “I should have said it to you the night we made love. I think I have been in love with you from the moment I first saw you. You had mascara all over your face and you tried to run me over, but the way you looked at me…” He reminded her. “Will you marry me?” He was gazing into her eyes, the full force of the magnetic grey focused on her as he waited. 
 
   Her voice was filled with doubt as she replied.
 
   “But you said that you didn’t have time for a wife. That you’re too busy. I don’t think that will have changed. I told you before, I can’t share you Adam. I only want you if it’s all of you I get, not just a tiny part.” Her voice was serious and he was silent for a second longer as he took in her words. 
 
   Adam lifted his hand and cupped her cheek gently.
 
   “I’ve changed my mind about not wanting a wife. I want one now. I want you to be my wife. And I want my family too. Nothing is going to keep me from you both.” He paused again when she didn’t answer, and then added. “I sold the business in Dubai. That’s why I had to go away in the first place.” He looked at her shocked expression and carried on. “I knew as soon as I kissed you that day when you came to see me in the site cabin that I wanted to make you mine. I knew I wanted to sell that project but I had to make sure of your feelings before I made any final decision. A lot of people were going to be out of pocket on  the deal and I couldn’t do that without being sure of you. That’s really why I came and found you at your shop the day you closed. I needed to know if you wanted me as much as I wanted you. If you did, I was selling. I’d been going mad with wanting to see you but every time I tried something to do with the development would get in the way. The thought of having to go overseas for months on end was unendurable.” His intensity was almost overpowering as he continued. “When we made love, I assumed it was the same for you. I just assumed that you loved me and that you would know I loved you. There was no way that we could have felt like that, could have made love like that and not been made for each other. I phoned the development board early the next morning while you were still sleeping, and told them immediately I wanted out of it. You were awake for the last part of the call. They were not at all happy… Caroline?” He looked at her amazed face. “Say something. Say I made the right choice… I’m begging you.”
 
   She could hardly find her voice.
 
   “But when you phoned from Dubai you sounded so distant, and then I made the mistake about Tricia. It’s not fair of you to have a cleaning lady who looks and sounds like that. It’s very misleading! I jumped to completely the wrong conclusion and thought that you had just used me for sex. Adam, I can’t tell you how awful I felt. The thought that you’d just wanted a quick roll in the sack and not me. It felt like I was dying inside. I didn’t even realize I was pregnant until David spotted all the symptoms weeks later. He’s got three children of his own.” She explained. 
 
   He held her hands to his lips again.
 
   “It’s difficult to talk properly when you’re surrounded by a load of hairy builders Caroline.” His voice was becoming softer again.  “But how can you ever have thought that what we did was just sex? That’s impossible! We made the most beautiful love I’ve ever experienced. We’ve made a baby Caroline. How can you get more perfect than that?” He whispered as he leaned forwards, holding her face in his hands. “Will you marry me?” He asked again.
 
   The tears were streaming down Caroline’s face. He brushed them away with his finger and waited for her to answer.
 
   She blinked up at him.
 
   “Of course I’ll marry you, Adam. I only wish that we hadn’t wasted so much time. We could have been together for months.” She breathed through her tears.
 
   Adam shook his head.
 
   “It doesn’t matter; we’re together now and forever more. Nothing will ever persuade me to leave you, either of you, again.” He moved his hands to under her chin and lifted her face to his. He brought his head down further and touched his lips to hers. He felt her soft breath on his mouth and began gently moving her lips under his, until they parted and he could touch his tongue to hers. She lifted her hand up, running her fingers through his near black hair as she kissed him back, wild jolts of electricity suddenly surging through her body.
 
   They broke apart as Toby mewed again. Adam took another look at his son.
 
   “Hmm. Half an hour old and already calling all the shots. Do you think he’s hungry or something?” He looked back at Caroline.
 
   “I think it must be the ‘or something’, he was fed almost as soon as he was born.” She reached over and touched her son’s head gently.
 
   Adam looked into the cot, but Toby was quiet again, his tiny fist waving in the air.
 
   “The blighter. I bet he saw me kissing you and didn’t like it. Well he’s going to have to get used to it, because it’s not going to stop anytime soon.” Adam’s smile was devastating as he moved to kiss Caroline again, but he stopped as she stifled a yawn.
 
   “Perhaps you’d better sleep while you can. Don’t worry. I’ll stay here and keep an eye on Toby. You just sleep and get your strength back. Everything will be fine. I’m not going anywhere.” He moved from her side, pulled up a chair and settled down in it, holding her hand as she drifted back to sleep. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-four
 
    
 
   “I still don’t understand why we couldn’t have moved over here weeks ago.” Caroline frowned slightly as they drove through the huge gates that fronted Adam’s beautiful house. “It’s been a nightmare living in my flat.” She complained. 
 
   Adam shook his head. 
 
   “I told you I wanted to get Toby’s room set up for him and he’s only been out of hospital for a fortnight. It’s not as though I had time to plan beforehand.”
 
   Caroline had the grace to lower her eyes to her hands.
 
   “Please don’t make me feel any worse Adam.” She spoke quietly, the guilt swamping her.
 
   “I didn’t mean to. I was only explaining about the wait.” He looked up at the front of the beautiful building. “It was my first project.” Adam explained. “I couldn’t bear to sell it after all the effort it took. Cost a bomb. At one stage I thought I was going to go bankrupt, but then suddenly everything changed. Some chap just happened to pass by. He saw this and asked to come in for a look around. He commissioned me to design and build his family something similar. I never looked back.”
 
   He pulled up at the front of the house but was suddenly strangely hesitant as he helped Caroline and Toby out of the car. He took hold of her arm as he opened the front door and gave a small apologetic cough as they walked in through the heavy glass doors.
 
   She almost choked at the change inside. It was barely recognizable as the fabulous art filled room she had seen once before. The room was nearly completely empty. There were no sculptures or paintings, the odd bits of furniture didn’t appear to have been matched and where the glass gallery had been there was now a rough wooden barrier. She looked around, shocked to the core.
 
   Adam took a deep breath.
 
   “And this is the other reason why I didn’t want to bring you back here. It still needs sorting out.” He waited quietly while Caroline turned in a full circle, her mouth hanging open in shock.
 
   “What happened here?” She eventually spluttered. “Where is everything? Has there been a fire or some sort of accident?” Her voice echoed back at her in the vast emptiness.
 
   Adam dropped his eyes and looked horribly ashamed.
 
   “It’s nothing that can’t be fixed. Don’t worry about it. Damien has already promised me another Angel.” He tried to be flippant but then caved in at Caroline’s dark look. “I thought I’d lost you.” He said simply. “When I arrived back from Dubai, I went straight from the airport to your flat. I saw you with David and I didn’t even consider that there could be any explanation other than he was the new man in your life. As soon as I was back here, I got rid of Trish and Alf for the weekend.” He looked down at her confused face.
 
   “Why?” She asked him, eyes wide with curiosity now. 
 
   His tone darkened. 
 
   “If they’d been here, or if they’d tried to stop me, I might have killed them.” He paused and sighed at her appalled expression. “I was so hurt and angry Caroline, you can’t imagine how I felt. I went completely berserk and trashed the place.” He confessed to her quietly. “I mean completely trashed it. Everything. I didn’t leave a thing unbroken down here. Not one single thing. I made sure of that.” His voice was a hollow whisper as he remembered the all-consuming rage that had swept over him. He shuddered once and then shook himself and smiled at her shocked expression. “Don’t worry. I was too tired to wreck too much of the upstairs. You wouldn’t believe how hard granite and oak is to smash with your bare hands. It’s mostly all fine up there.” He nodded towards the floating stairs. “Daniel came and rescued me from my own self-pity about four or five days later.” 
 
   Caroline began to breathe again. 
 
   “For goodness’ sake Adam! What am I going to do with you?” She exclaimed, trembling slightly at the thought of the power it would have taken to smash the huge oak table that had sat in the kitchen. “Don’t  you ever do anything so stupid again!” Caroline admonished him. “I’m not worth it.”
 
   Adam gave a gruff laugh.
 
   “You are to me.” He caught hold of her hand and brought it tenderly to his lips. “You are everything to me, my whole world. I don’t care about anything else and I won’t care about anything else ever. I am nothing without you.” He leaned over and kissed the top of her head.
 
   She ducked away from him, still unhappy with his explanation.
 
   “But that happened months ago and you obviously haven’t done much since to put it right.” Her face was still aghast as she thought of all the beautiful, priceless art that had been destroyed because of her.
 
   Adam shrugged.
 
   “I didn’t think there was any point to sorting it all out. We’ve given it a coat of paint where the walls were all scraped, but to be honest, I kind of lost interest in everything.” He looked down at the sleeping Toby crooked in his other arm. “That’s all changed now. We can put it all right together. You can choose the art if you want to.” He smiled contentedly his voice now warm. “Come on, let’s go and see if you like what I’ve done in Toby’s room.”
 
   They walked up the stairs together, Caroline frowning as she noticed deep gouges in some of the treads. At the top of the stairs they turned along the gallery and went into the room that Caroline had once slept in.
 
   Adam had changed everything in it. There was a beautiful blue cot with soft ivory drapes. The walls were now a rich cream with pale blue stripes and there were pictures of the sea all around. Curtains floated at the windows and an enormous pile of toys were heaped in the corner.
 
   “Oh Adam. It’s lovely.” Caroline whispered. Adam walked to the cot and gently laid the sleeping Toby in it. He settled down immediately and Adam leaned over and kissed his son’s head.
 
   “I knew he’d like it straight away… Do you want to come and see our room?” Adam asked as he linked her arm and started pulling her out of Toby’s room. Caroline was reluctant and she hesitated at the door, almost embarrassed.
 
   “Adam, I can’t sleep with you yet. It’s only been three weeks, I’m not ready.” She mumbled into her chest. He lifted her head with a gentle hand and kissed her lightly on her trembling lips.
 
   “I know that, silly. Don’t worry, I have read some books about pregnancy and all that stuff, you know. And I asked David. Daniel knows all the theory but he doesn’t have any kids yet. David is the most experienced bloke I know with this sort of thing. I’m not completely clueless… I won’t put you under any pressure at all. I just want to be close to you, that’s all. I want to lay in bed with you and hold you against me and feel your warm body next to mine.” He looked deeply into her eyes, his sincerity obvious. 
 
   Caroline almost cried out with need.
 
   “Oh Adam, I want that too. I love you.” She put her hand up to his cheek and felt his hot skin. They walked into their room and Adam moved her to sit on the bed with him. He wrapped his arm tightly around her shoulder.
 
   “We need to discuss wedding plans too. I thought about a four or five weeks’ time. I don’t want to wait too long. The development should be finished by then and I haven’t got anything else planned that I need to be involved with since I gave up the Dubai thing. We can have our honeymoon in this fantastic place I know in France.” He sounded excited but then stopped as Caroline glanced nervously back towards where Toby was sleeping in his room and Adam guessed the reasons for her worried look. “He’ll come with us of course, don’t worry so much. You didn’t think I’d leave him with someone else did you?” He chided Caroline.
 
   She shook her head.
 
   “I wouldn’t have let you anyway. He’s so adorable, I don’t want to miss a single minute with him. Well not a single awake minute with him at any rate.” She smiled up at Adam. “A month sounds good. But I really don’t want a big do Adam. Do you mind? I just want it to be us.”
 
   “No, I don’t mind at all. I would prefer that myself.” He replied obviously relieved. “Good, that will make it even easier to arrange. Leave it all to me; you just enjoy being a new mum.” 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-five
 
    
 
   Caroline gasped in wonder as they drove under the thick avenue of trees and out into the bright evening sunshine. The huge crenellated towers of the fabulous château stood massive and indestructible in front of them. Dark shadows cast by the setting sun behind the walls spilled out over the beautifully manicured lawns as they passed under a huge stone archway and stopped outside impressive wooden doors.
 
   Caroline climbed out of the car, still in her wedding outfit of pale jade green. It set off the colour of her eyes and the darkness of her hair, which shone over her shoulders. 
 
   “Adam, this is unbelievably beautiful, however did you find anywhere so incredible?” She was still looking up as he passed Toby to her. Adam began to unload the cases from the back of the Mercedes they had collected at the airport. 
 
   He looked up at the magnificent towers and smiled. Her reaction was just as he had hoped.
 
   “I’ve known it for a while, but I’ve only managed to stay here two or three times. It will be quite cosy though. Apparently there are only twenty bedrooms.”
 
   There was suddenly a shout and they both looked towards a great wooden door as a small man, babbling in French, rushed down the Château steps and grabbed Adam’s arms. He pulled him down and kissed him exuberantly on either side of his face. Adam dropped the cases and embraced the man affectionately. They slapped each other on the back, the Frenchman appearing to be slightly winded afterwards.
 
   “Jean-Paul, let me introduce you to my wife and son.” Adam ignored the man’s temporary fit of wheezing. “Caroline, Toby, this is my friend Jean-Paul Lozac’h.”
 
   “Enchanté Madame, et felicitations!” Jean-Paul exclaimed breathlessly. “When Monsieur Adam telephoned me to say ‘e was becoming an ‘usband and a father I was stunned, but now that I see ‘is beautiful bride I am not at all surprised. Welcome to the Château.”
 
   Caroline giggled as she was pulled into an embrace and kissed extravagantly too. Toby was fussed over as well, and then Jean-Paul grabbed the bags from the driveway and headed in through the great doors.
 
   “Wow! What a welcome!” She exclaimed as they followed the man. “You obviously made an impression when you stayed here last. I’m so glad we’ve arrived. It’s been such a long day, I feel absolutely shattered. I hope we can check in quickly.” She was looking around inside the vast entrance hall. There didn’t seem to be a reception desk to check in at. Adam pulled off his charcoal grey linen jacket and threw it over the back of a chair standing in the huge hallway, and kicked his shoes off underneath it.
 
   The relief was obvious on his face.
 
   “I’ve been dying to get them off. I think my feet must have grown. I swear they were fine the last time I wore them.” He looked down at his black socks as he wriggled his toes.
 
   Caroline was aghast.
 
   “Adam. Don’t be so sloppy, put them back on. The other guests won’t want to see your clothes lying about all over the place or those.” She scolded him in a whisper as she eyed his huge feet. Her eyes boggled as she spotted one of Adam’s toes fighting to escape from a hole in the end of his sock. Her words echoed around the great hall and she looked about furtively to make sure nobody had seen or heard them.
 
   He just stood there not moving, looking at her intently. 
 
   “I’ll dump my clothes wherever I like in my own home.” He stopped to watch her reaction. It was more dramatic than he had anticipated. 
 
   Her eyes widened even more as her mouth dropped open and she started to hyperventilate. She gasped, trying to breathe more slowly, but it was no good. The huge hallway started to spin around her and she swayed towards him.
 
   “Caroline!” He called out, suddenly shocked by her reaction. “It’s okay! Don’t pass out on me.” Adam moved quickly to her side and grabbed Toby with one hand as she looked about to fall. He clasped her to his chest with the other. Her eyes suddenly fluttered closed and her legs gave way under her. 
 
   Frantic with worry he shouted for Jean-Paul. The Frenchman came running and exclaimed at Caroline’s wilting figure. He took Toby from Adam’s hand and Adam scooped Caroline up into his arms, cradling her against his shoulder as he carried her towards a chaise. He laid her gently on the soft velvet and, sitting down next to her, he took Toby back from Jean-Paul. He brushed her cheek with his free hand and asked Jean-Paul for some water. Her eyelids began to flutter. 
 
   Caroline came round slowly, her head still spinning from the shock. She looked up at Adam, her expression incredulous.
 
   “I didn’t hear that right did I? You can’t mean that you own this place.” She eventually spluttered. “Nobody owns castles like this.”
 
   Adam laughed, relieved that she seemed well again.
 
   “Well, they do in France. And I own this one. Well actually I did own it but I don’t anymore.” He smiled at her confused face. “You own it now. It’s your wedding gift from me. Part of your dream. I hope you approve of my choice.” He examined her startled face carefully. “I’m sorry. I didn’t mean for you to faint. I thought it would be a nice little surprise for you.”
 
   Caroline stared about the hallway.
 
   “That has got to be the biggest understatement in the history of the world. But you can’t give anything like this to me. It’s too fantastic. And I don‘t have anything to give you back.” She stammered at him, her heart beating fast as he lowered his head to her.
 
   “I can give you whatever I want to and it’s too late anyway, it’s already done. The paperwork was finalized yesterday. As to what you can give me, well you already have.” He glanced down at Toby and then kissed her tenderly. “Happy wedding day Mrs. Cavendish.” He smiled at her shocked expression.
 
   She was staring around at the spectacular furnishings, trying to get her head back together. 
 
   “Adam it’s so beautiful. I don’t know what to say, it’s too much. Thank you.” She looked up at him with shining eyes. 
 
   Adam grunted.
 
   “I’m very glad you like it, but you haven’t seen the best part yet. I’m saving that for tomorrow. I want you all to myself tonight.” He growled down at her, sending little shivers through her whole body. 
 
   She smiled up at him as his eyes darkened. Sensing a change in the atmosphere, Toby suddenly gave out a great yell.
 
   “Attention seeker.” Adam muttered. “It’s absolutely uncanny how he knows when I might like to keep you to myself.”
 
   Caroline laughed and propped herself up on one arm.
 
   “That’s babies for you. Well I guess this changes our plans for tonight.” She rubbed Toby’s cheek and he turned into her finger, his little mouth opening and trying to find his milk.
 
   Adam chuckled.
 
   “Not a chance. I’ve got this little chap’s number and I’ve made some special arrangements. Jean-Paul has already offered his wife’s babysitting services.”
 
   He stopped and tried to read Caroline’s expression just as Jean-Paul returned with a silver tray with iced water and crystal glasses. She sipped the deliciously cold liquid and shook her head dispelling the last of the faintness. 
 
   She placed the glass back on the tray.
 
   “So are you going to show me around my new palace?” She asked.
 
   Adam raised his eyebrows.
 
   “I would, if I knew it very well myself, but to my shame I can’t say that I do. I bought the place several years ago, but I’ve only been over for the odd weekend. This will be fun. We can discover everything about it together.” He turned to Jean-Paul. “Can you ask Joseph to do dinner for us in about an hour? I think we’d like to get changed into something a little more comfortable before we eat.” He turned to Caroline.
 
   Jean-Paul looked back to Caroline’s still wilting posture and then spoke in his charmingly accented English.
 
   “Why don’t the two of you relax for an ‘our, let Mrs. Cavendish come round a little more.” Caroline could have sworn she saw the Frenchman wink at Adam. “Yvette and I would love to look after Toby for a while. You can see ‘im at the dinner table later.”
 
   Caroline looked warily at Adam, but he smiled up at Jean-Paul and without any hesitation, passed Toby to him. The Frenchman was in raptures again as he cooed over the baby, congratulating them and kissing them both extravagantly once more, he walked off through a door calling to his wife and as he went. 
 
   Caroline looked at Adam.
 
    “Will he be okay? I mean, do Jean-Paul and his wife know how to look after babies?” She sounded concerned as she watched the man’s back disappearing out of sight.
 
   Adam nodded and Caroline relaxed. She knew Adam would never do anything that he thought would harm his precious son.
 
   “He should do, he’s got six children of his own somewhere about here. I expect they’ll all give a hand. That’s the only proviso of you owning this place. You can’t get rid of any of the staff that live here. I’ve employed them for years and I can’t just throw them out.”
 
   Caroline nodded.
 
   “Not a chance, I’m going to need them to keep this place up and running. I’ve never seen anything like it before.”
 
   Adam turned back to Caroline and suddenly picked her up in his arms again and started towards the huge stone staircase. 
 
   “I’m okay now. I can walk by myself.” She tried to escape his iron embrace but it was impossible. He held her even more firmly against his huge chest and took the steps two at a time.
 
   “There’s one place I remember how to get to. I know where my bedroom is and as we only have an hour before dinner, and before Joseph starts to throw an almighty tantrum about us spoiling his latest culinary creation, be still and do as you’re told Mrs. Cavendish. I want to make love to my wife for the first time.” His eyes scorched into hers and she felt her heart flip over as he made his meaning quite clear.
 
   Adam didn’t put her down until they were inside the door of the huge bedroom. He was tearing off his white shirt a few seconds later, but before he could do anything else, Caroline caught hold of his broad tanned shoulders and pushed him towards the four-poster bed. She was kissing him hotly as she began wriggling out of her own clothes.
 
   “Hey, Mr. Cavendish.Stop trying to throw your weight around. It’s time you let your wife do some of the work.” She began to unbutton her blouse slowly as he slid his linen trousers from his hips. They dropped away from his muscled thighs and he reached out to grab her again. She pushed him gently until the back of his knees hit the huge bed. 
 
   She shoved him one more time and then he was lying back, naked, on top of the luxurious golden covers. She leaned over him and he reached around her back to unclasp her bra. She straddled his huge body and bent forwards to cover his mouth with hers. She lifted her hips and moaned with passion as she lowered herself gently over his fabulously hard but silky length, taking her time and making him groan in undisguised pleasure as she took him fully and began to make love to him… 
 
   Half an hour later Adam was laying on his back, his eyes glazed as he stared up at the canopy of the bed, completely enraptured. It was a few minutes before he was once again in control of his breathing and he eventually propped himself up on one elbow as he looked at Caroline, curled at his side, with love in his dark grey eyes.
 
   “I don’t think I’ll ever get over how amazing you make me feel.” He whispered as he traced the line of her lips with his finger. 
 
   Caroline opened her mouth and sucked his finger gently.
 
   “Hmm?” She let him slide his finger in and out of her mouth. “Don’t think I won’t put that to the test later, but shouldn’t we be getting changed for dinner? We said we’d be an hour and I don’t want everyone talking about us.” She sat up and tried to make sense of her tumbling, tangled hair.
 
   Adam growled deep down in his chest, his grey eyes darkening even more as he watched her reach up to her head, her breasts trembling temptingly in front of him as she twisted her hair away from her shoulders.
 
   He leaned forwards and took her nipple into his mouth, sucking gently as it hardened beneath his tongue. He licked the tip gently and then moved his lips to the sensuous valley between her breasts. 
 
   “I couldn’t care less about dinner or who talks about us right at this moment.” His voice was husky as he gently brushed her hands away from her head. He caught up her hair and twisted it out of the way before he ran his finger down her spine, sending tingles running through to her very soul. She turned slightly trying to see his face but his head was dipped as he touched his lips to the soft skin at the side of her neck.  
 
   He slid his body across the bed and pressed himself against her. Caroline gave a barely suppressed moan of longing as his arousal pressed against her thigh and his hands moved round her body in a soft caress.
 
   They were very late for dinner. 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
    
 
   Chapter Twenty-six
 
    
 
    “I don’t know if I’ll ever want to go home.” Caroline looked up at Adam as they walked round the gardens with Toby in Adam’s arms. The rest of the household had gone to the local market and Caroline and Adam were enjoying their time alone with Toby.
 
   Adam smiled down at her. His face was relaxed and he breathed the clean air in deeply.
 
   “I know what you mean. Since I met you I don’t have the same urge for the commercial work as I used to. I think I might give it up entirely and go back to just designing. I don’t need to be on site all the time. I already have people in who can oversee things. I could be designing from here and go to the U.K. when necessary. It wouldn’t have to be very often.” Adam was thoughtful as he put the end of his little finger to Toby’s mouth. He smiled indulgently as the baby sucked on it, hard. “Hmm, hungry again Toby?”
 
   Caroline was almost shocked at his confession.
 
   “But won’t you miss all those high powere meetings and the hands on approach? 
 
   Adam frowned down at her and then gave a huge grin and waggled his eyebrows.
 
   “I don’t think so. There’s only one form of ‘hands on’ that I want to be dealing with from now on.” He ignored her playful slap on his arm and carried on. “I never wanted to be in that side of things in the first place, but that damned ball I told you about began rolling and I couldn’t stop it. I don’t want that anymore.” He sighed deeply. “Being apart didn’t suit either of us Caroline. We were both so miserable. Before Daniel came and told me you were having my baby,” he glanced lovingly at Toby, “I was in a very bad state of mind. I actually wanted to die, if I couldn’t have you back. Those are very dark thoughts and I never want to have them again.” He was speaking very softly. “I once said to you that I didn’t think you’d be able to save me from anything, now I think that you’ve saved me from myself. I will never be without you again Caroline. You are part of me now. I love you completely.”   
 
   Caroline caught hold of his arm and then turned to admire the view of the Chateau from this side of the garden. She could see Jean-Paul’s arms waving wildly as Joseph, their temperamental French chef, shouted some words in French and gesticulated wildly back.
 
   “What’s going on over there?”  
 
   Adam looked up.
 
   “Ah! They are back. And it seems like you are late for the second part of your wedding gift. You had better leave Toby with me and go and wash up. Joseph was a little put out with us last night. He said his sautéed clams and the Chateau Briand were completely ruined last night. If you don’t hurry up he’s going to completely lose it.”
 
   Caroline raised her eyebrows as she remembered the delicate shellfish beautifully fried with garlic and white wine and the perfectly cooked fillet steak finished with a delicious cream sauce and crisp fresh vegetables that they had eventually eaten some two hours later than intended. What with the splendid array of cheeses and the rich chocolate mousse, Caroline had thought it the most perfect dinner she had ever tasted.
 
   “Why is he going to lose it? What am I supposed to be doing with him?”
 
   Adam grinned at her.
 
   “This is your first day of working your way around this part of Europe and learning how to make exquisite French patisserie! Off you go, I’m expecting some fabulous creation for my dessert later.” He began pushing her towards a now glowering Joseph. “And don’t worry about the chef. All that shouting and waving, it’s all hot air. He’s actually dying to begin teaching you.” 
 
   Caroline couldn’t believe her ears.
 
   “Joseph is going to teach me? This is fantastic! Oh Adam, you have made my dream come true.” She was almost over whelmed.
 
   Adam snorted.
 
   “Huh! Not entirely, but by the time we go to my other places in Italy, Spain, Portugal and Germany you might have fulfilled some of it. We can go international next year, though I’m not sure what sort of cakes they make on the ranch in America.”
 
   Caroline felt her knees begin to wobble as she realized exactly what he was saying.
 
   “So, in how many countries do you own property exactly? I mean am I ever going to get back to my work in England to show the others how to do it all?”
 
   Adam laughed.
 
   “We’ll have to draw up a proper schedule. I’ve places just about everywhere. I did warn you that I was a busy bloke and I wasn’t joking, but we can take everything slowly. I’m looking forward to seeing “Cakes of the Continents” take off. Do you think Cathy and the girls will be keen? They could all come and learn the skills with you.”
 
   Caroline could barely take it all in.
 
   “I’m sure they’ll be thrilled. But I think I’d better get moving. Joseph is turning a very odd colour as we speak.” She started off across the lawn, but Adam quickly caught up with her and caught hold of her arm. Caroline laughed as she saw Joseph throw up his arms in defeat and he stalked back into the Chateau.
 
   Adam held her until he felt her body relax under his hand. Then, moving the sleeping Toby slightly in his arm, he leaned down and covered her lips with his, sending tingling jolts of electricity through her. His lips began to move with more urgency and he groaned as his tongue found hers. His kiss was deep but gentle and Caroline could feel the passion growing through them. 
 
   At last he released her. She was breathing in soft gasps at his intensity.
 
   “I love you Adam. I loved you from the very first time I saw you and you touched my face. I just didn’t recognize the signs. I will always want to be with you.” She reached back up and kissed him under his jaw, her hand running around his face and into his dark hair. 
 
   Adam glanced down at Toby.
 
   “Do you think he’s out for an hour?” His hot breath made his intentions quite clear.
 
   Caroline looked nervously back to the Chateau.
 
   “What about Joseph and your dessert?”
 
   “They can wait. I can’t.”
 
   She heard a deep groan of longing inside his huge chest as he immediately turned them back towards the chateau and set off across the lawn at a near jog. Caroline laughed as she tried to keep up with his enormous stride. 
 
   “Hey Mister!” She panted, as they sped along the gravel drive to the front door. “I thought you said that you’d changed. I thought you didn’t feel the need to rush about so much.”
 
    “Silly woman.” He laughed down at her, dragging her through the door, his superiority abundantly clear. “There are some things about me that will never change. Now, just do as you’re told and get upstairs while I put Toby in his crib. He pushed her gently towards the stairs as she hesitated and raised her eyebrows at his words. “I’m asserting my authority over you, just for a little while anyway.” He grinned wickedly.
 
   Caroline smiled back at him and then hardened her look until she looked positively furious.
 
   “Okay Mr. Muscles. I’ll give in just this once, but don’t try to make a habit of ordering me about. I may get annoyed.” She raged at him and then laughed as she couldn’t keep up the charade. His face was delighted.
 
   “Even better. You know I love it when you’re angry.” He growled at her and winked as she frowned deliberately at him before she laughed again. He turned towards the nursery, his broad shoulder shoving through the door as he took his son for a nap. 
 
   Caroline ran up the stairs, slipping out of her clothes as she reached their bedroom. She lay naked on the big bed, waiting for him, thinking about the months they had wasted over a stupid misunderstanding. What fools they had been! That would never happen again. She could hear Adam’s feet pounding up the stairs on his way to find her. 
 
   He charged through the door and stopped dead as he saw her, gazing at her naked body adoringly. 
 
   He couldn’t believe how lucky he was. A perfect wife and a perfect son. It was as though he had won the lottery. He started to undo the buttons on his shirt, never taking his eyes off her for a second. He pulled the belt from his trousers and quickly removed the rest of his clothes. She watched him, taking in all of his glorious body, breathing deeply as he lay on the bed with her. He wrapped his huge arms right around her gorgeously soft body and pulled her as close to him as possible.
 
   “You are one beautiful lady, Caroline. And you’re all mine.” He whispered to her as she 
 
   snuggled into his smooth, warm chest. “I feel as though all my lucky numbers have come up at once.”
 
   She reached up, put her lips to his ear and spoke gently to the man she loved so deeply. 
 
   “Maybe they have.” She whispered back to him. “Maybe you won the jackpot.” She pushed his dark hair from over his face and looked deeply into his beautiful charcoal grey eyes before he leaned his head on her shoulder. 
 
   “I’m not sure about jackpots, but I certainly feel as though I’ve had my cake and I’m eating it.” He was nibbling her neck as he spoke. 
 
   Caroline moaned as a delicious desire swept over every part of her body.
 
   “Well if that’s the case, you had best make sure that it’s all to your taste.” She moved her head back, kissed him tenderly on his hard jaw and lifted his hand to her breast, offering herself to him. 
 
   She was impossible to resist and he growled with pleasure as he massaged her warm skin beneath his hand, breathing deeply as he stared into her green eyes.
 
   He slid his hand gently down her beautiful curving body, leaving her panting with desire as he breathed in her ear.
 
   “Every single thing about you is to my taste Caroline, but having you here loving me and wanting to be with me is more than I could ever have imagined just a few weeks ago. It’s the icing on the cake.”
 
    
 
   THE END
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