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‘What are you doing, Adam?’ Sienna asked fiercely when Ethan was out of earshot. ‘If you think spending money on him is the answer, think again. He wants you, not your money.’



‘You’re incredibly sexy when you’re angry—do you know that, Sienna?’



‘This isn’t about you and me.’



It was like water off a duck’s back. Adam smiled, completely unperturbed by her words.



Sienna’s heart drummed an age-old rhythm, each beat building up her senses, and when Adam’s lips claimed hers she was totally ready. It was like much needed rain after a dry summer. It was like finding water in the desert. It fed her inner needs, and against her better judgement she returned his kiss.
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Chapter One

SIENNA’S heart pounded as she stood outside the prestigious residential development, which was set in its own park alongside the Thames. Only the very rich could afford to live there. And the last time she’d seen Adam he’d definitely not been in that category…

When no one answered the intercom system, and it appeared that she had wasted her time, she felt strangely relieved. It had taken a lot of courage to come here and she was just about to leave when she heard Adam’s well-remembered voice.

‘Sienna?’

It was like velvet over steel. From experience she knew that it could be as soft as molten chocolate or as hard edged as a razor blade. She had felt both sides of his tongue, and as she stood there now Sienna gave an involuntary shudder.

She’d had no idea that a video camera was monitoring her presence. The thought that Adam knew she was there and that he had probably been watching the expression on her face as she waited chilled her blood.

Forewarned was forearmed, and she was at a definite disadvantage.

‘Adam!’ Was that really her own voice sounding scratchy and nervous when she had been determined to be strong? And why the hell was he keeping her standing here instead of allowing her entrance?

Was he taking some sort of perverse pleasure in it? Unless he didn’t want to see her! After all, it had been over five years. ‘I—I need to speak to you.’ Her mouth had gone suddenly dry, swallowing became impossible.

‘After all this time? How interesting. You’d better come in.’ Again his deep, dark voice scraped over her nerves and as the barrier to the landscaped gardens lifted Sienna made her way slowly to the main entrance door of the complex where she was confronted with yet another see-your-visitor system. With a sigh she pressed the appropriate button and waited—and waited.

After what seemed like several minutes, though was probably only one, Adam’s voice reached her ears again. ‘You look impatient, Sienna.’

‘Are you playing games with me?’ She heard the sharpness in her tone but was uncaring any longer. Her anger was building and she was beginning to wish that she had never decided to approach Adam.

‘I’ve been trying to work out why you’re here.’

‘And unless you let me in, you’ll never know. In fact, don’t bother, I’ve changed my mind.’ She swung on one of her ridiculously high heels, heels she had donned to give her the height and the confidence to do what she was about to do, and was about to march back the way she had come when he spoke again.

‘Wait!’

And she heard a click as the door opened.

‘Top floor, penthouse suite. The lift’s to your right.’

With his curt instructions echoing in her ears, Sienna approached the lift. It whooshed her swiftly and silently to the top of the building and she emerged in an entrance hall lined with beech panelling and lit by discreet, inset spotlights. Beneath her feet were exquisite tiles in varying shades of bronze and olive green. Glossy-leaved plants stood in corners and a mirror was directly opposite.

She looked, thought Sienna, petrified. Her wide blue eyes were burning like coals in her pale face, her chestnut hair awry, despite having taken care with it before she had left home. And having nervously nibbled her lips while she had waited to gain entrance, her lipstick was non-existent.

This was not the image she wanted to portray and she stood there a moment taking deep steadying breaths, pulling herself together, forcing a smile. She combed her hair, reapplied her lipstick and was popping the tube back into her bag when a door opened and Adam strode towards her.

Sienna took in a sharp breath. The change in him was dramatic. He’d gone from being almost too thin to broad-shouldered and well muscled. She could actually see his muscles rippling beneath the silk of his shirt. His waist and hips were still slender but he had powerful thighs, barely hidden beneath fine linen trousers.

Where had all this body development come from? she wondered. It looked as though he worked out on a major scale and yet from what she knew of him, and what she’d read in the press, he didn’t appear to have time for exercise. Work was still his ethos. If there had been more than twenty-four hours in a day he would have worked most of them.

His strong jaw with its cleft beneath sculpted lips was firm. His eyes, which were a dark, dark blue, were riveted on her face. Thick black brows jutted over them. The only thing that hadn’t changed was his black, curling hair, which was as awry as it had ever been. It touched his shirt collar and looked as though it desperately needed trimming and combing.

‘So—Sienna, I wondered if I’d ever see you again.’ His deep voice rumbled into the open space. ‘Actually, I’m intrigued. How did you know where I lived?’

Sienna allowed her fine brows to rise. ‘You’re in the news these days. A few enquiries and I had your address.’

Over the years it had been easy to keep tabs on what he was doing. He had gone from being a simple property developer to someone who bought ailing businesses, turned them around, and then sold them off at a huge profit. He had been voted businessman of the year on more than one occasion. To give him credit, he did a lot of charity work as well.

Wide shoulders shrugged. ‘I always knew that I would make it.’

‘Such modesty,’ she flashed. ‘But at what cost?’ His driving force, his need to make millions, was one of the reasons she had left him.

Adam’s lips thinned. ‘Are you here to discuss my success? Or is it a share of my money that you’re after? Is that why you’ve never asked for a divorce, so that you can lay claim to half of my worth? Well, I hate to tell you, Sienna—’

‘That is not why I’m here,’ Sienna said defensively, though in truth she could understand why he thought that. There were women who would go for the jugular under similar circumstances but she was not one of them.

She had struggled these last few years but she would never have asked Adam for a penny, not a single penny. She had her pride. And as for a divorce, she had liked the idea of being a married woman.

If she had met and fallen in love with someone else she might have demanded her freedom, but there had been no one, and clearly Adam hadn’t wanted to remarry either—which hadn’t surprised her. He enjoyed his life the way it was.

Inside his luxurious suite she stood for a moment looking around her. The large open space was entirely fronted by glass, which led out onto a wide balcony with a riven slate floor, studded with potted plants and cushioned cane furniture. It looked more like a courtyard than a balcony and the view over the Thames was stunning, but she had no time to give it more than a cursory glance before her attention was taken up with the room she was in.

The furniture was minimal. Chunky brown leather sofas and glass topped tables. A massive television screen on one wall. Everything in muted natural colours and the open-plan kitchen at the far end was to die for. Sienna couldn’t help wondering whether Adam cooked for himself or sent out for food, or even used one of the restaurants she had seen along the riverside walk.

‘Please—sit down.’ Adam indicated one of the leather chairs but Sienna shook her head.

‘I’d prefer to go outside.’ Although the space was immense, she felt suffocated by Adam’s presence. Strange when she had known him more intimately than any other man before or since.

‘As you wish,’ he said, leading the way. ‘Would you care for something to drink or would you prefer to say whatever it is that you came for?’

There was harshness in his voice and Sienna shivered. Adam had changed. He had always been a driven man, working hard, collapsing with exhaustion at the end of each day, but there was a hard edge to him now, a cutting edge. He clearly hadn’t got where he was without being utterly devoid of emotion and manically ruthless.

Thank God she had got out in time.

‘I’d like a drink, thank you.’ Something to lubricate her still dry throat. This was going to be far harder than she had envisaged.

‘Tea? Coffee? Maybe something stronger?’

‘Yes.’ Something strong and intoxicating, something to relax her tense muscles because otherwise she would walk out of here without telling him her reason for coming.

She had not imagined when she set out that Adam would be this coolly controlled man who had her at a disadvantage. She had known it would be difficult, she had rehearsed her little speech a thousand times, but this new Adam was making it ten times worse. She felt that he was toying with her, waiting for the right moment to throw her out and tell her that whatever it was she had come for he wanted nothing to do with it.

A dark eyebrow rose. ‘Yes to all three?’

‘I mean, I’d like…something stronger.’

His lips twitched but he didn’t comment. ‘Wine perhaps? Or brandy? How great is your need?’

His sarcasm wasn’t lost on her and Sienna lifted her chin, her light blue eyes meeting his darker ones. She had almost forgotten how amazingly good-looking he was and for one small moment she felt a rush of heat between her thighs. Banished in an instant, deeply horrifying.

That part of her life was over. Not once since she’d left him had he tried to find her, proving that he hadn’t been particularly disappointed or even worried. In essence it had given him a clear field to work even longer hours. To amass his fortune. She found it difficult to understand why anyone would let money be their god. There was surely more to life.

This apartment, for instance, was nothing more than a status symbol. Why would one man live by himself in a place like this? Unless he used it as a love nest. Did he invite lady friends here? Actually, she had not once seen him in the press with a female on his arm. He was either very careful or working his socks off was still his way of life.

‘Wine would be perfect, thank you.’

Left alone for a few minutes, Sienna closed her eyes, wishing she hadn’t felt the need to seek Adam out after remaining silent for so long. If she had any sense, she would blurt out her reason for coming here and then run.

Except that good sense seemed to have deserted her. All she could think about was the way she had looked into his eyes and felt an emergence of the hunger and longing she had always experienced when they were together. He had been an amazing lover, setting her whole body alight with a fire she had thought would never die.

But after their marriage Adam had quickly gone from being her knight in shining armour to working so hard, coming home so late, that he’d barely had time to speak to her before falling asleep each night.

‘Here we are.’

Grateful for Adam’s interruption, Sienna shot her eyes wide. As they cannoned into his she felt a further body blow. He was still devastatingly sexy, causing wave after wave of hot desire to flood her veins. Damn! All these years she had told herself that she hated him, so why was this happening now?

It had to be pure sexual hunger that she felt, it couldn’t be anything else. She certainly didn’t love him any more. How could she possibly love a man who thought more about his job than he did his wife?

The wine looked deliciously cool and inviting. Sienna watched as Adam poured the pale golden liquid, watching it swirl and then settle. Almost instantly a fine film of condensation formed around the outside of her glass and as she picked it up she stroked her finger down its side.

Adam watched her through narrowed eyes, making her wish that she hadn’t done it because he was looking at her as though she had made some kind of erotic gesture. As though she was stroking him!

Heat fizzed through her and she took a long swallow, amazed to discover when she set her glass down that she had drunk almost half its contents.

‘Is it such an ordeal coming to see me?’

The gruff tone in his voice sent her head jerking in his direction. She saw lips that were grim and eyes that were as cold as ice.

‘Why don’t you just spit out what’s wrong and get it over with?’

How could she? They needed to be at ease with each other first. And getting drunk wasn’t the answer!

‘It’s a very fine place you have here,’she said instead. ‘Do you have someone to share it with?’

‘If you’re asking whether I have a girlfriend, the answer’s no. You should know me better than that, Sienna. I have only one lover, and that is my work.’

‘So you haven’t changed.’ Sienna let her eyebrows rise. ‘You still work all the hours God made! Why, when you have this?’ She spread her hands, taking in their impressive surroundings.

‘It’s precisely why I work, for security, and to have nice things around me.’ His dark blue eyes watched her closely. ‘I also have a pied-à-terre in France and an apartment in New York. It gives me a feeling of great satisfaction.’

‘Or is that you have so much money now you have nothing else to spend it on?’ Sienna queried, unable to keep the distaste out of her voice. It was as though he was deliberately throwing his wealth in her face, showing her what she had missed out on.

‘If you’ve come here to question my lifestyle, I suggest—’

‘It’s not that,’ cut in Sienna quickly. But she wasn’t ready yet to disclose her real reason for being here. It was such a delicate subject that she had to get Adam into the right mood. ‘It simply seems odd that you have these other places to live and no one to share them with.’

‘Are you putting yourself forward?’ He smiled grimly and his eyes locked with hers, sending a fresh scurry of feelings through her veins.

She had thought that over the years everything she had ever felt for Adam Bannerman had died. She didn’t want to feel anything for him, she despised him and she wouldn’t be here now if it wasn’t entirely necessary.

There was ice in both her voice and her eyes when she spoke. ‘I’ve had a taste of what it’s like living with a workaholic. It’s no fun, I assure you, and I’m not entirely surprised that you haven’t found another woman to share your life.’

‘Are you suggesting that I should? Is it a divorce you’re after? I occasionally wonder why you’ve never filed for one.’

The deep sarcasm in his voice scoured over her already tense nerves like sandpaper.

‘I could say the same about you.’ She held her head high and met his eyes. For several long seconds they challenged each other, Sienna not wanting to be the first to turn away.

‘I’ve never had the time or the inclination,’ he drawled, his eyes still not leaving hers. ‘I knew that one day, when you were ready, you would start proceedings. What I didn’t expect was that you would visit me in person. It’s quite a surprise.’

‘And a mistake,’ she snapped before she could stop herself. ‘I really think I should be going.’ There was no way on this earth now that she could broach the subject that had made her come here. Adam was doing a very good job of letting her know that he liked his life the way it was. He wanted nothing to spoil it. She pitied him. He would become a lonely old man one day if he kept putting work first.

‘You’re not leaving until you tell me what brought you here,’ he said, his tone sharp and authoritative. ‘Why don’t you finish your wine?’

Sienna glared at him, but she picked up her glass and downed the rest of its contents in one swallow. ‘There, finished.’ And she stood up.

Adam followed suit and Sienna was glad that she had worn high heels because they made her almost as tall as he was. She lifted her chin and looked into his eyes—and felt a wave of something she dared not think about pass over her. The word began with S and ended in X.

Why was this happening now, when she needed to be strong and in control? Was it the fact that he was the first and only man she had ever fallen in love with? Had her body retained those feelings even though she had been convinced that they had not?

Hell, what a situation to find herself in. Especially as Adam showed no sign of returning them. She couldn’t believe how cold he was. It was as though she had never meant anything to him.

‘So why are you here?’

Sienna closed her eyes. It looked as if there was no escape. And if the truth be known, she had to do it. She owed it to Adam, to herself, to—She stopped her thoughts there, drew in a deep breath, and bluntly and coldly stated the facts.

‘I’m here to tell you that you have a son.’









Chapter Two

ADAM felt as though he had been poleaxed. The words that had just left Sienna’s lips sent him reeling across the courtyard.

She was saying he had a son!

A son!

A son who would now be…four years old!

And in all the time they’d been apart she had never had the decency to tell him!

The blood roared through his head like a hurricane and he wanted to hit out at her, shake her, ask her what the hell she had thought she was doing, keeping him in ignorance. This was a scenario he had never envisaged, not in his wildest dreams. It was something he was finding difficult, if not impossible, to take in.

He had never wanted a family, he was happy doing what he did. Happy, for goodness’ sake! He didn’t want a child in his life, disrupting his routine. The big question was, why had she told him now? Why not when she found herself pregnant?

His eyes blazed as a bigger scenario hit him. ‘I’m not the father, am I? Why in heaven’s name would you wait this long to tell me if I were? You’re after money. You’re trying to take me for a fool. Get out of here, Sienna. Get out!’

Never in his life had he been so angry. If Sienna had thought she could pull this stunt on him, she was very much mistaken. If the baby really had been his, she would have wasted no time in coming back. She would have made him face up to his responsibilities. Even if she hadn’t, no woman in her right mind would bring up her baby alone without seeking maintenance from the father. She would have insisted on that. She had to be lying.

Sienna’s back straightened and her fantastic blue eyes flashed with indignant fury. She looked like a tigress protecting her young. ‘He is definitely yours.’

‘So you say.’ He was not going to be so easily fooled. Words were easy. He had heard of women who did this sort of thing, who tricked their former partners or husbands into believing someone else’s child was their own.

‘Do you want proof?’ she demanded. ‘It can be arranged.’

Her eyes locked into his and held, and in that moment Adam saw nothing but blazing honesty. His brief suspicion was reluctantly relegated to the deepest recesses of his mind. Maybe it would resurrect itself. Maybe. Perhaps if he saw the child, he would know at once whether he was his or not. He’d had a strong resemblance to his own father so there was every reason to believe that he would see something of himself in this boy.

Adam folded his arms and looked hard into the blue of her eyes. ‘If the boy is mine, why have you waited so long to tell me about him?’ He was aware that his voice was still harshly condemning, and filled with more than a little suspicion, but, hell, she couldn’t drop a bombshell like this and expect no reaction.

His heart felt as though it was trying to escape from his chest and he was afraid to stand any closer to Sienna because he felt like shaking her. Why, for pity’s sake, had she kept her secret all this time? Why?

She looked stunning in a black and white top and stylish black trousers, which hid none of the curves of her sexy bottom. Her black high-heeled sandals gave her added height, even though they looked dangerously difficult to walk in. And her rich chestnut hair, which had always been her crowning glory, was cut in a short, chunky style that suited her elfin face.

She certainly didn’t look like the mother of an energetic four-year-old. She was dressed to kill. She had come here to drop her bombshell—and she had certainly done that. It was a wonder it hadn’t exploded and brought the whole apartment block down around their feet. Above them the sky was blue and serene but inside his body a war was raging.

‘My first instinct, when I discovered that I was pregnant, was obviously to tell you,’ she said, her eyes holding his.

Intense blue eyes, eyes that he had once felt himself drowning in. Eyes which now warred with his but were extremely beautiful nevertheless.

‘But as you’d told me enough times that you didn’t want kids, not for many years anyway, I knew it would cause another unholy row between us.’ Sienna lifted her shoulders and let them drop again. ‘So I decided to bring Ethan up on my own.’

And still she looked unswervingly into his eyes.

Ethan! The boy’s name was Ethan! He rolled the name experimentally on his tongue. ‘So why are you here now?’he asked harshly, ignoring the unease he felt at her words. It was true he had never wanted children and he hadn’t been afraid to say so. But he would never have ignored a son or daughter. They would have been given his love and he would have adapted his lifestyle. He would have had to.

Could he truly have done it, though? He hated himself for admitting that he would have been truly angry that his well-ordered life had been so rudely disrupted.

‘You said it wasn’t for money.’ He pushed his thoughts to one side for the moment. ‘What other reason can there possibly be?’ He did not understand her, not one little bit. The shock still hadn’t worn off and despite the fact that he didn’t drink he felt as though he could do with a generous slug of brandy. He needed something to restore his equilibrium.

‘Because,’ she began hesitantly, for the first time lowering her lids and looking slightly uncomfortable, ‘Ethan’s been ill, very ill.’ Then she looked at him again, a proud tilt to her head, trying to hide the pain in her eyes. ‘He had meningitis and I thought I was going to lose him. I realised that if he had died and you’d never even known you had a son, I would have done you an injustice.’

Adam felt a band tighten around his heart. He felt physical pain. His son had been close to death and he had known nothing about it! The blood roared in his head and he quickly closed the space between him and Sienna, taking her shoulders, gripping them so hard that he saw her wince. But he did not care.

‘What sort of a mother are you,’ he growled, ‘denying your son his father? Especially at a time like that. How could you? I’m presuming that he’s all right now?’

Sienna nodded and swallowed hard but she did not try to pull away from him. She stood there and looked sadly into his eyes.

He saw tears, big fat tears that welled and escaped and rolled slowly down her cheeks. One half of him wanted to brush them gently away with the tip of a caring finger, the other half, the angry half, wanted to shake her to within an inch of her life.

In the end he did neither. He released her and, pulling a handkerchief from his pocket, pushed it into her hand. Then he turned away, contemplating the London skyline instead. Not that he saw anything. His eyes were blinded by fury, by disappointment, by the knowledge that his son, his own flesh and blood, had lain at death’s door and he had been left in ignorance.

Adam felt a lump in his throat and an odd feeling he could not put a name to. He was not usually an emotional man, keeping an iron control over his feelings. He had a ruthless work ethic and it often crept into his home life as well. And yet Sienna had found a chink in his armour. She had hit him hard with this fresh piece of information.

Accepting the fact that he had a son had been bad enough, but to hear that he had almost died knocked him for six. How long he stood there staring into space he didn’t know. It was not until he heard Sienna’s tentative voice behind him that he snapped himself back to the present and turned to look at her.

Her eyes, which were sometimes more turquoise than blue, were incredibly pale at this moment. ‘I’m sorry.’ And her voice was so low as to be almost inaudible.

‘Pray tell me,’ he growled, breathing hard and looking fiercely into her face. ‘Would you have ever told me if—if my son—’ he wanted to say the name Ethan but he couldn’t get his head round it yet ‘—hadn’t fallen ill?’

‘I don’t know,’ answered Sienna quietly, still not taking her eyes away from his. ‘I honestly don’t know. But your reaction tells me that I did the right thing. You still don’t want children, do you? You still put your work first.’

Adam didn’t answer. She was so damned right that he felt guilty.

‘Ethan would have had no father figure to look up to if we had stayed and lived with you. He’d be in bed when you got home and you’d have left for your office before he rose each morning. Not an ideal life for a child.’

She paused but he still didn’t answer, he couldn’t answer. Every word she spoke was the absolute truth.

‘But,’ she continued, ‘I think he should know who his father is. Just as I think you should meet Ethan. We can still carry on living our separate lives.’

‘In other words,’ he growled, hating the scenario she had described, even though it was probably true, ‘you will now be well within your rights to claim money from me. Just as I thought.’

‘Damn you, Adam Bannerman! I want nothing from you except a father’s love for his child. I might have known it was too much to expect.’ Her eyes glittered as she swung around on her dangerously high heels.

The next second he heard a sharp crack and Sienna stumbled as one of her heels snapped off. He moved like lightning and caught her before she hit the floor, wrapping his arms around her and jerking her hard against him.

He had forgotten what she felt like. And what she smelled like. A summer’s evening after rain. A delicate fragrance that briefly drugged his senses. She had grown into a beautiful, sensual woman.

He felt himself grow hard and quickly thrust her away from him. Damn! Sienna had just devastated him with her news. He should be hating her, not feeling raw hunger.

Neither did he want her to know that she still had the power to arouse him in case she used it to her advantage. He still wasn’t entirely sure that her sole reason for coming there was to tell him about Ethan’s illness. Why do something like that after the event? There had to be more to it.

Sienna felt stupid. If she hadn’t moved so quickly she wouldn’t have broken her heel. What was she to do now? Walk home barefoot? Hobble? Call a taxi—which she could ill afford?

She had borrowed the shoes from a friend, now she would have to pay for a new pair. But not only had she ruined a shoe, it was her dignity as well. She should have known it was a bad idea. Adam had reacted in exactly the way she had expected him to.

She glared at him as she slipped off her other shoe and marched indoors. She did not want to spend another minute in his suffocating presence.

‘Where do you think you are going?’ Adam’s harsh voice sounded over her shoulder.

‘Home.’ That one single word was as much as she could muster.

‘And how far are you going to get without shoes on your feet?’ he wanted to know. ‘Don’t be ridiculous, Sienna.’

‘So what am I supposed to do?’ she asked angrily, turning to face him. ‘Perhaps you’d like to pay for a taxi?’

‘I could do that,’ he said slowly. ‘Or I could take you myself. And meet this boy I am supposed to have fathered.’

His eyes met and held hers but Sienna saw red. ‘Supposed?’ she queried, her eyes flashing hot sparks. ‘Thanks for your offer, but no thanks. If and when you two ever meet, I want to prepare Ethan first. He doesn’t know about you yet.’

‘So who does he think his father is?’ asked Adam, a sudden fiercely quizzical look in his eyes.

Sienna shrugged. ‘He’s not old enough to ask questions like that.’ Actually, Ethan had more than once asked her why he didn’t have a daddy but she’d always managed to avoid a definite answer, thankful that there were other single mothers at the nursery he attended. She believed that it would be best to tell him when he was older, when he could understand better.

‘But he will have to know one day. So why not now?’ Adam insisted.

‘Because I need to prepare him,’ she answered sharply. ‘I can’t suddenly introduce his father to him. I need to talk to him first, make sure he understands why you haven’t been a part of his life.’

To her annoyance Adam’s lips pulled into a brief, dry smile. ‘And you will tell him—what? That his father’s been busy making money? Actually, it should impress him. It does most people.’

‘Most people don’t know the agony it causes,’ flared Sienna. ‘It’s no life living with someone who’s rarely home.’ She saw a pulse jerk in Adam’s jaw and knew she had hit a raw nerve. Good! He deserved it. ‘I’d be obliged if you’d phone for a taxi.’

Adam closed his eyes momentarily and Sienna knew that he was warring with himself as to whether to do as she asked or insist that he run her home himself. If only she hadn’t broken her stupid heel. She did not want him anywhere near where she lived. She had been protecting herself as well when she’d said that she needed to prepare Ethan.

Just as she had begun to think that Adam was ignoring her request he reached out for the phone and barked a request.

‘My driver is at your disposal.’

Sienna’s brows rose though she said nothing, privately wondering whether there was anything this man could not organise at a moment’s notice. Money spoke. And money ruined marriages! She compressed her lips and nodded her thanks.

‘Before you leave I propose we arrange another meeting. We need to talk about our son and his future.’

Sienna felt her heart drop. It had been hard coming there, it would be even harder seeing him a second time. She had dropped a bombshell, which he would pick up and dissect and come back at her with suggestions that she would not like. Even though it was to be expected, even though she was the one who had started the ball rolling, she felt her whole body grow icy cold at the thought of seeing Adam again, of talking about Ethan, arranging for them to meet.

It was something she had shied away from for the past four years. She had known that Adam wouldn’t want his life disrupted. But now she had done it, and she had to face the consequences. It was quite possible that he might insist she and Ethan move in with him. How disastrous would that be? On the other hand he might be happy to settle a sum of money on them. Wasn’t money his god? Wasn’t it all he wanted in life? His answer to everything?

Ethan would naturally be delighted to meet his father. He wouldn’t know that Adam would remain a distant figure, seen only occasionally. So it would be up to her to stand her ground, declare that they were happy living as they were. She would allow him access, but as for anything else…

‘What are you suggesting?’ she asked stiffly. She was missing the extra three inches her shoes had afforded her. She needed to look up now into his face and it put her at a definite disadvantage. Nevertheless, she kept her chin high and her eyes cold.

‘Dinner tomorrow night?’

‘I thought you always worked late?’ Her response came back with the speed of a bullet.

Even though Adam smiled, it did not reach his eyes. ‘I’m prepared to make an exception.’

So miracles did happen! Or would it be a one-off? She’d like to bet that he would rarely make such exceptions. In the beginning maybe, but soon he would be back to his old lifestyle and poor Ethan would be left wondering what had happened to the father he had only just met.

‘Very well,’ she agreed reluctantly. ‘I guess there are things we need to talk about.’

‘I’ll send a car for you.’

Sienna raised her brows. He would send a car! Not he would pick her up. Oh, no, he didn’t have time for that. He would send his driver. It would give him extra time at the office. Damn the man. She felt like slinging his suggestion back in his face, telling him that he didn’t deserve to meet his son, he would be a failure as a father and she wished that she had never set eyes on him in the first place. But, of course, she said none of these things.

‘Eight o’clock. You do have someone who can look after…Ethan?’

It was the way he said his son’s name, the awkward way he said it, that made Sienna realise that the shock she had given Adam went far deeper than she had at first thought. It had shifted the earth from beneath his feet and he was having great difficulty in getting used to the idea.

Had she made a mistake? A big mistake? Nevertheless, she nodded. ‘I have a friend who will look after him.’

‘Good.’ The word came out harshly. ‘Till tomorrow, then.’

Within minutes Sienna was being driven away from the riverside development, sitting like royalty in the back of a gleaming black Bentley. In the rearview mirror she could see the driver’s impassive face and knew he must be wondering who she was and what sort of a relationship she had with his employer. If only he knew!

Sienna lived in a rented two-bedroom ground-floor apartment in the north London suburbs and as Adam’s driver pulled up outside she could imagine what he must be thinking. Nevertheless, she held her head high and her shoes in her hand.

Once indoors she flopped down on a chair in her living room. Tiny in comparison to Adam’s oversized apartment, but comfortable. She had everything she needed here. Dropping her head back, she let out a deep sigh. It had taken a lot of courage facing Adam today and where had it got her? Precisely nowhere. OK, he now knew he had a son, and he wanted to talk about him, but he hadn’t been exactly enamoured by the fact.

She went over their conversation in her mind and could see no part where Adam had shown enthusiasm or pleasure. Anger that she had kept him in ignorance, yes. But he had asked no immediate questions about Ethan, hadn’t enquired whether she had photographs. She had to face him again to fill him in on the details he should have asked there and then. She guessed it was shock on his part, but even so…

And the outcome was that she would have to buy her friend a new pair of shoes. She glanced at her watch. Jo would be here any moment with Ethan. She had no children of her own and was always willing to look after him, even on a Sunday afternoon.

As if on cue, she heard the sound of their voices outside the door and jumped up to let them in. Ethan ran to her and wrapped his arms around her. Jo smiled. ‘How did it go?’

Her friend lived in the flat above. They had both moved in at the same time and become firm friends. ‘I broke your shoe,’ Sienna said with a rueful grimace. ‘It was a dumb idea, wearing them. I’m sorry.’

‘What were you doing? Running away?’ asked Jo with a laugh. ‘And don’t worry about it. They were stupid shoes. I could never walk in them.’

Ethan went to his room to play and Sienna grimaced. ‘As a matter of fact, yes, I was running away. It was a waste of time going there. Adam didn’t want to know. He actually accused me of trying to get money out of him. He suggested Ethan wasn’t his.’

Jo drew in a swift breath. ‘He didn’t! What did you say?’

‘I suggested DNA.’

‘And?’

‘He backed down a bit.’

‘And the outcome is?’

‘I’m meeting him tomorrow night—for dinner.’

Jo raised her brows.

‘He was in shock,’ declared Sienna with a wry grimace. ‘We didn’t talk much, he needed time to get used to the idea. Can you babysit Ethan?’

‘Of course.’

‘You should see his place, Jo. It’s out of this world. In fact, it’s on top of the world. He lives in a penthouse suite overlooking the Thames. His driver brought me home—in a Bentley no less.’

‘Then you should grab him with both hands,’ said her friend with a wide grin. ‘Why did you ever let him go?’

‘It’s a long story. Do you want a cup of tea?’

Sienna dressed carefully for her dinner date with Adam. She hadn’t many good clothes; as a matter of fact, the trousers and top she had worn to face him were the best things she had, bought a few months ago to attend a wedding. But she couldn’t wear them again or he would think she had nothing else to wear, so she matched a black strappy top—one she sometimes used to sunbathe in, but he wouldn’t know that—with a black floaty skirt that was years old but nevertheless still looked good. She fastened a silver belt around her waist, added a silver necklace and slipped into black sandals. Her hair had been brushed until it shone, and with a slick of lipstick and a dusting of eye-shadow she pronounced herself ready.

Just in time. The car arrived. The impassive driver knocked on her door. Sienna slid into the back seat, inhaling appreciatively the rich smell of leather. And almost immediately wished that she was going anywhere but to meet Adam again. It was going to be an uncomfortable encounter. There would be more recriminations and almost certainly the suggestion that he wanted to meet Ethan.

But she wanted to feel comfortable with Adam first. She wanted Adam to feel at ease as well. Otherwise when father and son eventually met there would be an undercurrent and she didn’t want that. It needed to be a happy meeting. She wanted Ethan to be ready, but even more than that she wanted Adam to treat his son in the way that a father should, with warmth and humour—neither of which were Adam’s strong points.

She wished for the hundredth time that she hadn’t gone to see him. It had been a huge mistake. One she might live to regret.

‘Here we are, madam.’ The driver jumped smartly out of the car and opened her door. Sienna felt almost like royalty. ‘Mr Bannerman is waiting inside.’

Oh, he was, was he? Sienna felt like telling the driver to take her back home. Except just at that moment Adam appeared in the doorway of the restaurant. They were in Mayfair, in the heart of London’s most exclusive district. Shopping, dining, living, all for the very rich.

Sienna felt distinctly out of place. Nevertheless, she kept her head high and her eyes firmly on Adam’s. He wore a grey suit and a white shirt with a grey and red tie and he looked the epitome of the successful businessman. While she felt like the poor relation!

‘Sienna, you look good. I’m glad you made it.’

Liar! On both counts. She didn’t look good, she didn’t feel good. At least, not right now. She had when she had set out, but she hadn’t expected to be wined and dined at one of London’s most elite restaurants. She had thought, she had hoped, that it would be at one of the eating places she had seen near where he lived.

Nothing had prepared her for this.

However, she smiled her acknowledgement of his compliment and when he took her arm to lead her inside she felt a crazy awareness of the man she had once been so madly in love with.

It was insanity. They were here to talk about Ethan. Adam wanted to know more about him. She had brought photographs. But here she was experiencing a reincarnation of the feelings that had once totally consumed her.

With an effort she dashed them away, relegated them to some safe place deep in her body. Hopefully they would never be restored. She was prepared to be civil with Adam, for their son’s sake, but as for anything else—she would fight it every inch of the way. He had hurt her once, and she had no intention of letting him do so again.









Chapter Three

ADAM had half expected Sienna not to turn up that evening. He had thought she would despatch his driver, telling him that she had changed her mind. Her revelation that he had a four-year-old son had stunned him, sent his whole world out of kilter, made a mockery of every thought he’d ever had about not wanting children to interfere with his lifestyle.

After a night lying awake, thinking about its implications, he had not even gone in to work today—which was unheard of. His PA had had the shock of her life when he’d phoned to tell her. Without a doubt his life was going to be disrupted, changed for ever, and it would take a hell of a lot of getting used to.

After Sienna had walked out on their marriage he had buried himself ever more deeply into his work. He had been fiercely angry that she couldn’t accept his need to create a good life for them. In a fit of rage after she had left him, he’d taken out other women to try to get over her.

It hadn’t worked.

Despite what he saw as her failings, and despite the reason he had married her in the first place, he had missed Sienna more than he had ever thought possible, and he’d eventually felt guilty because he’d known that he hadn’t given her the attention that she deserved. In equal parts he had experienced relief. Nevertheless, it had allowed him the space and time to build up his business without Sienna constantly complaining that she never saw him.

Now, though, he found it hard to believe that she had kept something of such monumental importance from him. A son! It did not make sense. It was a nightmare. How could she have done that?

His fingers curled and he wanted to wring her pretty neck.

Being a father would make a marked difference to his life. In the years since Sienna had walked out his business affairs had grown beyond even his own wildest dreams. Success had come to him and he’d embraced it with open arms. He needed no one. He was master of his own universe.

Or at least he had been.

Looking at her now, seeing how nervous she was, he realised that it must have taken a lot of courage to approach him yesterday. He had not thought of that at the time, he’d been too intensely angry to feel anything else. In fact, he was still angry, but he knew that he must hide those feelings if he was to come to any sort of an agreement with her.

‘Would you like a drink before dinner?’ he asked. Sienna not only looked gorgeous in black, she smelled divine too, and Adam felt a swift surge of hunger. The skinny straps of her top revealed velvety smooth, lightly tanned shoulders and the rapidly beating pulse in the long line of her throat gave away the fact that she was incredibly nervous. The swell of her breasts peeping over the top of her camisole made his fingers itch to touch, to feel their weight in his palms, to tease her nipples into tight, hard buds. As hard as he was feeling!

The crazy thing was that she was still his wife. He would be perfectly within his rights making love to her, and yet he knew that she was forbidden fruit. The sweetest fruit, the most tempting fruit.

Damn! It had been a mistake inviting her here tonight. They should have met somewhere far more austere, like in a solicitor’s office, and let a third party work out the best way forward.

‘No, thank you.’

Adam had almost forgotten his question. Sienna’s fragrance was exciting him, her nearness drugging him. He was in danger of making a fool of himself. Instantly he channelled his thoughts away from Sienna’s appearance, reminding himself that she had done the unforgivable. She had wronged him big time and he would find it difficult to forgive her—if he ever did!

They were led to their table and Sienna sat on the very edge of her chair, her back ramrod straight, her eyes wary on his, as though she was expecting him to declare that he was going to take Ethan from her.

Menus were handed to them and for a few moments they both pretended to be studying them. Twice Adam caught Sienna looking at him, her eyes quickly averted each time, and he gave a grim smile. She too was clearly wishing that she was anywhere but there.

Their food and wine orders given, Adam sat back in his seat and looked at her. ‘Are you ready to talk?’

‘About Ethan?’ Sienna knew that the huskiness in her voice gave away her inner tension. All day long she had been dreading this meeting, and with good reason. The stern look in Adam’s eyes, the mutinous set of his chin told her that he was still furiously angry with her.

Adam nodded. ‘What did he say when you told him that you’d been to see his father? Is he anxious to meet me?’

Sienna swallowed hard. ‘As a matter of fact, I haven’t told him yet.’ She had been waiting for the right moment but had begun to have her doubts that there ever would be one. Ethan wouldn’t understand her predicament. He would want to meet his father, he would be ecstatically happy, he would expect them to all live together like one big loving family. And if he discovered that Adam was wealthy enough to buy him anything he wanted, he would instantly become his best friend.

Adam’s reaction was exactly as she had known it would be. He roared with rage. His eyes grew even harder, shooting swift bullets of anger across the table, making a mockery of its fine linen tablecloth and elegant silver cutlery. ‘You have not told him? Why not? Why did you come to see me if it was not to acquaint me with my son?’

Sienna closed her eyes. ‘I made a mistake. I—’

‘No! I will not let you change your mind. You cannot hide him away from me any longer. I have a right to see him.’

Adam’s voice roared into her consciousness, overpowering her, stunning her. She snapped her lids open and stared straight into the harsh blue depths of cold-as-ice eyes. A shiver slid down her spine, reaching out icy tentacles to every part of her body.

‘And so you shall,’ she said, horrified to hear the tremor in her voice. This was not the way to react. She needed to be strong. Drawing in a deep steadying breath, she stared at him unflinchingly. ‘Once I have told him about you.’

‘And when will that be?’ came the caustic reply. ‘Today? Tomorrow? Next week? Next month? It’s not good enough, Sienna. You cannot drop a bolt from the blue like that and then expect me to sit back and wait patiently. I demand to see him. In fact, I don’t see why we shouldn’t walk out of here right now and—’

‘No!’ Sienna’s voice rose. ‘I will tell him, but in my own good time. And he’ll need to get used to the idea that he has a father before I introduce you. It will be a big thing for him.’

‘No bigger than it was for me.’ Adam’s face contorted into a scowl that scored deep lines on his forehead and narrowed his eyes until they were no more than two silvery-blue slits. ‘I’m still finding it hard to believe that you waited so long to tell me. You shouldn’t have had to go through Ethan’s illness alone. For pity’s sake, Sienna, I’m his father. I deserved to be told.’

He was right, of course. And she would have felt so much better during Ethan’s illness if she’d had Adam to lean on. It had been a terrible time, not knowing whether her son was going to live or die. As she’d sat for hours beside Ethan’s hospital bed she had longed for Adam’s strength, had told herself constantly that he ought to be here, that she should have told him about Ethan. The burden had been almost too much to bear.

Yet still it had taken immense strength to seek him out—and now she almost wished that she hadn’t. His anger was doing nothing to make her feel any easier about the situation.

She was given a tiny respite while her wine was poured. Adam as usual touched nothing stronger than water. Nevertheless, he tipped his glass towards hers. ‘Here’s to a promising future.’

Tension tingled in the air between them. His eyes locked with hers and Sienna felt her heart beating heavily in her chest. When she had sought Adam out yesterday she had never envisaged that she would be sitting here with him tonight, drinking expensive wine, experiencing shock waves of sensation because feelings she had thought long dead were making themselves felt.

It was actually impossible not to feel. Her love for him had once been so strong that she began to wonder now whether it had ever died. Or was it because he was dynamically sexier these days? Success sat on his shoulders like an invisible cloak. And a successful man was always irresistible. At least, to some women. She had never put herself in that category but looking at Adam now, seeing the man he had become, she could not contain a frisson of awareness. It ran through her veins like molten metal, hot and swift and consuming.

‘It might take Ethan time to get used to the idea that he has a father,’ she said quietly. And she needed time too. Their meeting, when it happened, would be an emotional one, there would be a big change in her life. Also in Ethan’s.

She didn’t allow herself to think of the effect it would have on Adam. He had been absent for so long that all she could think of at this moment was herself and her son.

Clearly she hadn’t been thinking straight when she had decided to seek Adam out, and she had not reckoned on the enormous personal trauma it would cause. If only she could turn back the clock. But, of course, that was impossible. She had started this, so now had to suffer the consequences.

Their first course arrived and for a few minutes there was silence between them, Sienna cautiously tasting her vinaigrette of white asparagus with truffles. It was, of course, superb. Adam would not have taken her to a restaurant where the food was not first class. He moved in completely different circles to her these days. It was a life she could have once had but had chosen not to. And she did not particularly want her son to be brought up in this exclusive society.

‘Does Ethan look like me?’

Sienna drew in a deep breath and nodded. ‘I have photographs.’ She reached for her bag and passed Adam an envelope.

He was silent for a few minutes as he scrutinised each photo in turn and Sienna took the opportunity to study him. She could see so much of her son in Adam that it was frightening.

Her lovable little boy was going to grow up in the very image of his father. Tall, devastatingly handsome, a real ladies’ man. And she would worry herself sick over the years, wondering what sort of a life he would carve out for himself. Would he be as driven as his father? Would he put success and riches before everything else? Before human relationships? Human emotions?

There had been times when she felt that Adam had never loved her, when she had wondered why he had asked her to marry him in the first place. His goal hadn’t been a happy marriage and children and she couldn’t help wondering now whether his relationship with Ethan would suffer as a result.

‘May I keep these?’

Sienna nodded.

‘There’s no mistaking that he is my son.’

The words were said calmly and with no malicious intent, but Sienna couldn’t help flaring. ‘If you thought that I would lie to you, you don’t know me very well at all.’

‘But you can surely understand? All these years and not a word.’

Their eyes met and held and Sienna was the first to look away.

‘I’m going to enjoy getting to know him. I’ll take him along the Thames on my cruiser, we’ll fly over to Paris to see my place there and—’

‘Adam Bannerman, don’t you dare!’ Sienna felt herself exploding. She felt sparks of white hot anger sizzling inside her head. If he thought money was the way to impress his son, he was sadly mistaken. ‘A walk along the river, feeding the ducks, a ride on some swings is all Ethan needs. Even just sitting down and talking to you, finding out he has a daddy, will be the most exciting thing that has ever happened to him. You can’t buy his love, Adam. Kids need companionship and love and caring. Doing little things together. And if you can’t get your head round that then it might be better if he never finds out about you.’

‘It’s too late for that.’ Adam’s eyes glittered into hers. Hard eyes, cold eyes, that told her she couldn’t back out now. That he would demand access to his son whether she liked it or not.

‘Nevertheless, we need to set out some ground rules,’ she declared sharply. ‘I don’t want you trying to impress him with your wealth. He needs to get to know you properly first.’

‘I agree,’ he answered with surprising quietness, ‘and the sooner the better.’

The subject of their son drew them closer by an invisible thread. Adam’s eyes had never seemed bluer. Or more fierce. Or more direct. They burned through into the very heart of her, making her wriggle uncomfortably on her seat.

‘Do I have to come knocking on the door and announce myself? I could do that, you know.’

And he would, thought Sienna. He would turn up without warning and she would be left quivering with apprehension. What if the two of them didn’t get on? Adam clearly knew nothing about children and their needs. He would overwhelm his son, maybe even frighten him.

‘I’ll tell him tomorrow,’ she promised. ‘But he’ll need a few days to get used to the idea. I’ll ring you.’

Adam threw her a look of disbelief. ‘And how long will I have to wait? Maybe I should come back with you tonight and—’

‘No!’ yelped Sienna, then looked around swiftly to see if anyone had heard her panicked cry. Fortunately not. ‘He’ll be in bed, for one thing. I’ll tell him tomorrow, I promise, and then I’ll leave it up to Ethan.’

‘What if he doesn’t want to meet me?’

Sienna shrugged. ‘That’s something you’ll have to deal with.’ Though she couldn’t see it happening. Ethan would be so excited he’d want to see his daddy immediately.

‘If you think that I’m going to ignore my son now that you’ve told me about him, you’re wrong.’ Hard eyes met hers. ‘Very wrong. But I appreciate that he’ll need a little time. I’ll give you two days then if I haven’t heard from you I shall turn up on your doorstep.’ He whisked a card out of his pocket. ‘Here’s my personal phone number. Use it.’

The rest of the evening passed in relative harmony. They had both chosen turbot for their main course, which was cooked to perfection, as were the accompanying vegetables. Sienna had never eaten such delicious food and she felt slightly sad that she didn’t have room for dessert.

By the time Adam suggested they leave Sienna felt more relaxed than she had expected. He had regaled her with stories about his work life, some amusing, some deadly serious, and she had finished the whole bottle of wine.

Consequently she felt mellow and sleepy and when they left the restaurant she didn’t even flinch when he put his arm about her waist.

‘Have I told you how stunning you look tonight, Sienna?’

His voice rumbled from somewhere low in his throat, vibrating along her nerves, making her pull suddenly out of his embrace. What had she been thinking, letting him touch her like this?

Without warning his head bent down towards hers and eyes that were the colour of a sun-kissed ocean took her prisoner. And lips that she had sworn would never touch hers again captured her mouth in a kiss that revealed with devastating thoroughness that none of her feelings had gone away.

They had simply lain dormant, waiting like Sleeping Beauty for her prince to kiss her and bring her back to life. Her body felt on fire, electric sensations fizzing through veins and arteries. Emotions she had thought dead rose up and embraced the kiss, responded to it, filling her body with a hunger she had not felt for a very long time.

But it was madness. Allowing these feelings to surface was sheer madness. Adam would gain the impression that she was willing to enter into a sexual relationship and that was most definitely not the case. He had caught her unawares; it was not going to happen again. Not ever! That part of their life was over. They would be civil with each other for their son’s sake, but that was all. She was not going to share his life or his bed ever again.

She jerked away, her eyes wide and fiercely angry. ‘What did you do that for?’

Adam’s smile was smug. ‘How could I help myself? You’re more beautiful than ever, Sienna. How could any man resist you? I bet they queue at your door. Is there someone special in your life at the moment?’

Sienna thought about lying and saying that there was. Except this was Adam, and no matter what had happened between them she found it impossible to lie to him. ‘There is no one,’ she said quietly.

‘Has there been?’

‘I hardly think it’s any of your business. We’ve both been free agents these last few years.’

‘We are still married,’ he reminded her.

‘And has that stopped you going out with other women?’ she riposted, her blue eyes hard and challenging.

‘Touché,’ came the unblinking answer.

‘So I suggest we stop asking each other invasive questions and go home.’ Actually, she would have liked to know how many other women there had been in his life but since she didn’t want him questioning her about her own love life, finding out that it had been non-existent, it was best they kept quiet on the subject.

‘And home is?’

‘If you’re thinking it’s back to your place, you’d better think again.’

‘So I’m coming back to yours, is that it?’

Sienna shook her head, her eyes very blue and wide with horror. ‘You know that’s not going to happen. Where’s your driver? He can take me.’

Adam grinned. ‘I’ve given him the rest of the night off. I’ll be driving you home myself.’

Sienna closed her eyes and gave an inward groan. ‘That will not be necessary. I don’t want you turning up at my house until I’ve told Ethan about you.’ The very thought sent a chill through her veins. It was her worst nightmare come true. She could just imagine what would happen if Adam followed her in.

He would insist on seeing his son. And even though Ethan would probably be able to cope with finding out that he had a father after all these years, she certainly would not.

‘I won’t come in if you don’t want me to.’

Sienna glared at Adam as he led the way towards his waiting car. Not the one she had been chauffeured in. Something small and snazzy, intimate. Not her idea of an easy ride. She would be sitting close and personal and her heart would inevitably play a tune of its own, maybe even loud enough for Adam to hear, make him aware of her plight.

When he opened the door for her and stood back, she slid silently and reluctantly into the seat. The fact that he was smiling made her even angrier, which in turn made his smile wider. It became a self-satisfied grin and she wanted to slap his face. Only good manners prevented her.

He leaned too close for comfort before he closed the door. ‘Have you any idea how beautiful you look when you’re angry? It makes me want to kiss you again, Sienna, feel some of that fire.’

‘I don’t think so,’ she slammed back. ‘The fire I feel is of a very different kind to how it used to be.’

‘Really?’ His brows lifted and he made no attempt to move out of her space. In fact, he was so close that Sienna could clearly see the outer dark ring around the incredible blue of his eyes, feel the heat emanating from him, but more poignant still was the citrus scent of his cologne, the musk of his skin. It wafted over her like a drug and she knew that if he did not move soon she would weaken.

‘You know what I mean. I’m angry with you, Adam. You engineered this whole evening so that you could take me home and hopefully meet Ethan. Well, you’re not going to set foot inside my house. Ethan will be in bed and I refuse to disturb him.’

‘Sienna, you might be angry with me right now, but I won’t go back on my word.’

Still the smile remained in place and Sienna was sorely tempted. But somehow she controlled her impulse. ‘I’m glad to hear it. Let’s go.’

It was with excruciating slowness that he lifted himself away from her and closed the door. For a few seconds she was allowed breathing space until he slid in beside her and the whole car was filled with his essence even more powerfully than before. Sienna closed her eyes, asking herself for the thousandth time whether she had made the biggest mistake of her life in seeking Adam out.

Never in her wildest dreams had she envisaged that she would still be attracted to him. She had thought only that he needed to know about Ethan. It had blinded her to everything else, in the same way that her love had blinded her all those years ago. But now, with her blinkers lifted, she was in grave danger. Adam still had the power to stir her innermost emotions. How cruel was destiny to inflict this on her?

The journey was accomplished in total silence, Adam seeming to know instinctively where she lived. She guessed that his chauffeur must have told him but it didn’t please her. The contrast between his sumptuous penthouse suite and her modest little flat could not be ignored.

She held her breath as he pulled up outside, waiting for his comment, but none was forthcoming. Instead, he looked at her long and hard, giving nothing away now of the raw feelings she had seen earlier. ‘Two days, Sienna. That is all you have. Two days. And if I do not hear from you I shall come to take my boy away.’









Chapter Four

ADAM knew that it had been the wrong thing to say. He had seen the flash in Sienna’s eyes, that over-my-dead-body look. And she had every right. If he was honest with himself, he would not be able to cope with a lively four-year-old on his own. It would mean employing a nanny, which would be stupid when Ethan already had a mother who doted on him and looked after his every need.

He could, though, give him a much better lifestyle. He had been horrified when he had seen where Sienna lived and he wanted to move both her and Ethan into his own place straight away. But he knew that she would need time to get used to the idea; she wouldn’t just up sticks and come. Persuasion had to be the name of the game. Persuasion and the promise of a better lifestyle.

He wondered how she had coped when Ethan had been in hospital. He couldn’t bear the thought of her coming back to her miserable little flat every day after visiting him. It didn’t even look a particularly safe area and it was certainly not somewhere where he wanted his son to be brought up.

Why the hell Sienna had chosen not to tell him about Ethan he did not know. What if she had never told him? What if he had never found out? It didn’t bear thinking about.

He would have to make some pretty dramatic changes to his lifestyle once he had convinced her to move in with him, but he could do that. All men with families had to adjust—except they did it more gradually! They didn’t have active four-year-olds suddenly thrust on them.

And he was taking things for granted! What if Sienna flatly refused to move? What would he do then? He could imagine the stubborn look on her face, the way her lovely lips would compress and her blue eyes narrow.

‘Over my dead body.’ He could hear her words in his head now.

Sienna was a force to be reckoned with. There was no way on this earth he could make her move in with him if she did not want to. He would have access to Ethan, she would not deny him his parental rights, but he wanted more. He wanted his son—and he wanted Sienna!

Both of them!

It hadn’t struck him until this moment how much he wanted Sienna. Those few hours they had spent together this evening had made him realise exactly how much he had missed having her in his life. She had always been hot in bed, no other woman had matched up to her. But he hadn’t analysed their love life until now, he’d always been too taken up with his work to think whether anyone else was a better lover.

His whole body began to ache for her. And Ethan was the one who could bring them back together! What he needed to do was tread carefully, not push her but let her think that she was doing what she wanted to do.

Adam went to bed that night and dreamt that Sienna was beside him, that they were making love, that he had never felt so physically aroused, so dynamically charged, so completely satisfied. It was hellishly disappointing, therefore, when he awoke to find the space beside him empty.

‘I’m going to meet my daddy?’ Ethan’s eyes were as wide as saucers. ‘Where is he? Did he come looking for me?’

Sienna had just fetched him from nursery and he jigged up and down with excitement. ‘Not exactly, sweetheart. I went to see him. I thought it was about time you two met.’

She needed to be honest with Ethan, even if she didn’t fill him in on all the details.

Adam had scared her when he had threatened to take Ethan away. She had lain awake all night thinking about it, and during the morning while Ethan was at school she ran the scenario through her head so many times that she felt dizzy.

Now there was no going back. She had set the ball rolling. Ethan was beside himself, he couldn’t keep a limb still. He wanted to go and see his father now, this very minute.

Every pulse in her body throbbed, her heart beat so loudly she could almost hear it. All she had to do was arrange a meeting but what if Ethan didn’t like Adam? What if Adam didn’t like Ethan? What if they didn’t get on? Had it been wrong of her to tell Adam after all these years? Ought she to have left things as they were?

‘Can we go and see Daddy now?’

Sienna winced as she heard the easy way Ethan referred to his father. He was so matter-of-fact about it. Almost as though he had known it would take place one day. On the odd occasions she had thought about them meeting she had expected Ethan to be shy and slow to accept.

It clearly didn’t look as though that was going to happen.

She could almost picture Ethan running towards Adam and throwing himself into his arms. Of course it wouldn’t be like that. They would stand off and size each other up first. Their coming together would be slow and calculated.

‘Mummy! Can we?’

Ethan tugged her hand and looked up imploringly, his dark blue eyes so very much like his father’s that her heart missed a beat.

‘Your daddy’s at work. I’ll ring him tonight and arrange something. Don’t forget he’s a very busy man.’

But when she phoned Adam later and told him that Ethan was ready to see him, she was shocked when he suggested they come straight away.

‘You’re not at work?’ Not for one second had she thought that he would be home.

‘I finished early,’ he announced abruptly. ‘Just in case. How did Ethan take it?’

Sienna drew in a deep unsteady breath and was glad Adam couldn’t see the pained expression on her face. ‘He’s excited. But I didn’t mean tonight. It’s still too soon.’

‘Sienna,’ he growled, ‘if my son is ready to meet me, let’s do it straight away. I’ll send a car.’

‘No!’ Sienna winced when she heard the screech in her voice. ‘I mean, I’d prefer it if you came here. I don’t want Ethan being overwhelmed. Meeting you is a big enough deal without him seeing how rich you are.’

‘You find my wealth obscene?’

His words were sharp and she could imagine the fire in his eyes. ‘Since you put it into so many words, yes. Ethan’s world is very different, and I want him to be impressed by you, not your money. You’d be his hero if he knew you could buy him anything in the world that he wanted. We have to count our pennies, Adam. I want him to grow up knowing that money has to be earned. Do you understand?’

‘And you think that I haven’t had to earn my money? Dammit, Sienna, I’ve had to work very hard to get where I am today. Nothing came easily. I admire your principles, you’re clearly instilling into Ethan the value of money and that is good, but—’

Sienna did not wait for him to finish. ‘Actually, I think it would be best if—’

‘I’ll be there in half an hour.’

The line went dead before she could protest further and Sienna suddenly realised that her son had crept up behind her.

‘Does Daddy have lots of money?’

‘Ethan, you should not have been listening.’

‘But does he, Mummy?’

‘It’s not important.’

‘Is he coming to see me?’

Slowly she nodded and wrapped her arms about her son. ‘But he won’t be staying long because it’s almost time for bed. Do you understand?’

Ethan nodded, sucking his thumb, something he’d done as a baby but Sienna had thought he’d got out of it. Although he had claimed to want to meet his father, he was clearly as nervous as she was.

Ethan was looking through the window when Adam’s car pulled up outside. ‘Wow!’he exclaimed. ‘Is this him, Mummy? Look at his car!’

It was the same black sports car that Adam had brought her home in last night and Sienna sighed. So much for her telling him not to show off. The whole street would be out looking at it in a few minutes. And she wasn’t wrong. Even before he had reached her door a band of youths appeared.

She saw Adam say something to them and then hand over a note. It reminded her of a film she had seen. Pay them well and they would look after his car. This wasn’t the impression she had wanted to create. Maybe it would have been better to go to Adam’s place after all.

But too late now. The bell rang and she hurried to open the door, and even though she knew that all Adam was interested in was his son, she could not stop her heart from racing when they came face to face.

He wore a casual cotton sweater and jeans, and she appreciated that he’d dressed down for his first meeting with Ethan. He’d clearly thought everything through and did not want to overwhelm his son in a Savile Row suit and tie, but had he realised how much it would impact on her own senses?

It was all she could do to drag her eyes away from him. A whole range of feelings danced through her limbs as she moved back stiffly for him to enter. Why did he have to be the sexiest man on earth? Why hadn’t she got over him? All these years she had thought her feelings dead and yet all it had taken was a steady look from those deep blue eyes to bring everything back to life.

Of course she must deny it, even to herself. She was doing this for Ethan’s sake. Her own feelings didn’t enter into it.

‘You’d best come in. You’re causing quite a stir.’ She stood back for him to enter. The door led straight into her living room and Ethan had disappeared. For all his excitement he was suddenly shy.

Adam brushed past her and the clean smell of him, the same musky aftershave that had aroused her senses last night, infiltrated her nostrils. Behind her back she clenched her fists.

‘You are all right with this?’ he enquired, pausing to look intently at her.

Would it make any difference if I wasn’t? she asked beneath her breath. She hardly thought so. Adam was on a mission and nothing was stopping him.

She nodded.

‘And Ethan?’

‘He’s anxious to meet you. I’m doing this for his sake, Adam, you do realise that?’

The look in his eyes told her that he was very well aware of the fact that she had agreed to them meeting only because she thought it was right for their son. That if it had been left to her, she would not want anything to do with him ever again.

‘Where is he?’

He looked around the room and Sienna could almost imagine him comparing it to his own sleek apartment. Too tiny, too cramped, the furniture too old. She jutted her chin without realising it, already on the defensive.

Before she could answer Ethan’s head appeared around the door from his bedroom, and with excruciating slowness he walked into the room, his eyes never leaving Adam’s face. ‘Are you really my dad?’ he asked, a whole host of wonderment in his voice.

‘I surely am.’ Adam squatted so that his eyes were on a level with his son’s, and Sienna drew in a swift painful breath. They were so much alike it was unreal. Her little man would grow up to look exactly like Adam. He would have girls flocking around him like birds after crumbs.

As she stood and watched Ethan edge slowly towards his father Sienna felt her throat close. It had been wrong not to confess to Adam that she was pregnant. He had missed all those precious first years of his son’s life.

She was filled with dreadful guilt as she watched Ethan’s serious face suddenly break into a wide smile.

‘I always wondered what my dad looked like.’

‘And do you approve?’ asked Adam.

Ethan nodded, suddenly losing his voice again—until suddenly a thought struck him. ‘Do you have lots of money?’

Adam glanced at Sienna and she frowned fiercely, wishing that Ethan had not overheard their conversation.

‘I’m all the richer for knowing you, Ethan.’ And he held out his arms.

With only a moment’s hesitation Ethan walked into them, taking Adam at face value and clearly liking what he saw. Sienna guessed that whoever his father had been he would have approved.

All she could hope and pray for now was that Adam wouldn’t let Ethan down. That he wouldn’t disappoint his son by carrying on his exhaustive work lifestyle, leaving no time at all to spend time with him. That he wouldn’t believe buying his son’s love with expensive gifts would compensate for his absence.

‘Mummy, can we?’

Sienna realised that while she had been deep in thought Adam and Ethan had been having a conversation. ‘Can we what, sweetheart?’

‘Can we go and see Daddy’s house?’

‘I didn’t mean tonight,’ said Adam quickly as he saw Sienna’s swift frown. ‘But perhaps the weekend?’

‘It’s too soon,’ she retorted swiftly. ‘Getting to know each other is far more important. You can visit here, or we’ll go for walks, the three of us.’

Adam’s frown gave away the fact that he thought she was being deliberately awkward. But Sienna stood her ground. ‘You need to get to know your son before you impress him with your living standards.’

‘But he’s only a child, he would not understand the difference.’

Sienna’s brows shot upwards. ‘Really? I think it might be best if we talked about this some other time.’

He finally got the message and for the next half-hour Adam played with Ethan, who dragged him into his bedroom to show him his toys. Sienna was actually surprised by how good Adam was with his son. She had expected awkwardness, an inability to come down to Ethan’s level, and yet he lay sprawled on the floor, letting his son climb all over him. They played battles, and had races with his cars, until Sienna decided enough was enough.

‘Much as I hate to interrupt your fun, it’s past Ethan’s bedtime.’ She stood in the doorway, her arms folded, but she was not feeling as tense as she had earlier. Her fears that Adam would let his son down had been unfounded, although she knew that there was still a long way to go.

Adam ruffled Ethan’s hair. ‘Time for bed, I guess. It’s been fun, Ethan. We’ll do it again.’

‘Can’t you stay and put me to bed?’ he asked plaintively.

Adam looked at Sienna and saw the mutinous set of her face. It looked as though he had already outstayed his welcome. ‘Not tonight, but another time perhaps.’

‘Will you come again tomorrow?’

This time Adam did not look at Sienna but he sensed her objection. It was telling him loud and clear not to overstep the mark. ‘Maybe, if Mummy agrees, we could go out somewhere at the weekend?’

‘Yes, please,’ said Ethan immediately. ‘We could go to the park. You can push me on the swings.’

‘We’ll see,’ declared Sienna. ‘Now, tidy your room before bed.’

‘Can Daddy help?’

‘Daddy is leaving,’ she said pointedly.

‘But I’ll be back,’ Adam called. ‘Goodnight, son.’

‘Night-night, Daddy.’ Ethan darted across the room and wrapped his arms around his father’s legs, and Adam felt a curious sensation that he had never felt before. Pride and love. It welled in his throat and threatened to choke him, and at the same time he felt a resurgence of anger towards Sienna for keeping him in ignorance of his son for all these years.

When Ethan was safely back in his room with the door closed, Adam turned to Sienna. ‘I’ve missed out on so much. I have a lot of making up to do.’ He did not tell her that when he had first seen his son, when he had seen the strong family likeness, he had felt a pang of guilt for thinking that Sienna had been lying.

It had been wrong to doubt her. He should have known that Sienna was too honest and decent to do anything like that.

‘Which you can’t do all at once,’ she said softly. ‘No matter what you’re thinking, you need to take things slowly. You can’t overwhelm him.’

Adam frowned. ‘He didn’t seem overwhelmed. He accepted me instantly.’ What was Sienna trying to say? That she was going to regulate his visits? Once a week only? Once a month perhaps? This was his son they were talking about, his own flesh and blood. He would see him whenever he wanted to.

Sienna looked totally gorgeous with her face aflame and her eyes shooting sparks. He was so angry with her and yet at the same time he wanted to kiss her. He marched across the room and the intent in his eyes must have been clear because she moved away, heading for the door instead, her hand on the handle.

‘Dammit, Sienna, I’m not going yet. We need to talk.’

‘And I need to put Ethan to bed.’ Her eyes flashed beautiful outrage.

‘He’s a fine boy, Sienna. You’ve done well. But he needs a man in his life.

‘I think you should both move in with me, as soon as it can be arranged.’ It was the best solution. He hated the thought of them living here. He wanted to take them away, give them a lifestyle more suited to his wife and child.

Sienna’s eyes widened into enormous orbs of disbelief. ‘If we did that, Adam, I’m afraid Ethan would be disappointed by the amount of time you spend at work.’

‘I would change.’

Sienna sniffed her disbelief. ‘With your track record? Don’t forget I had a father like you. He was always at work, I rarely saw him as I was growing up. It’s why my mother divorced him. I don’t want that for Ethan. I’d rather he had no father than one who neglected him.’

Adam felt Sienna’s anger. It shot over him in hot waves and he had never seen her look more beautiful. He wanted to pull her into his arms and kiss her senseless. Dared he try it? Would it work? Or would it make things worse? He guessed the latter.

‘I could learn to delegate.’

‘And I’m expected to believe that?’ Sienna’s beautifully shaped eyebrows rose dismissively. ‘You never took time off for me, no matter how I begged or complained. Why should I believe that you’d do it for Ethan?’

‘Because circumstances are different now.’ He drew in a steadying breath. He wanted to fight anger with anger but knew that it would get him nowhere, so forced himself to remain calm. ‘I’m established now, I can afford to take time off.’

Sienna tossed her head, her blue eyes flashing. ‘You didn’t think it important enough to save our marriage. And yet you’d do it for Ethan. Have you any idea how that makes me feel, Adam?’

Adam kept his temper—just, but his fingers curled into fists. ‘Sienna, Ethan is a great boy and I want to get to know him better, but I want you to be a part of my life as well.’

A flash of blue was Sienna’s response. He had hoped she would say yes, he had hoped she would realise that it would benefit both of them. But her answer was clearly negative. She was telling him that he didn’t stand a chance. Well, he would see about that. There were always ways and means.

‘Goodnight, Adam.’

It was the definite way she said it that made him kiss her. He hadn’t meant to act so soon but how dared she dismiss him just like that? And once he had the taste of her on his lips, once he felt the soft warmth of her body, he could not contain himself.

He tightened his arms around her and deepened the kiss, feeling a surge of raw hunger. Sienna was all and more than he remembered. She smelled divine, like a breath of spring, and his heart began a manic beat.

Sienna felt as though every atom of air had been drawn out of her body. What was she doing, allowing Adam to kiss her when she was so angry? Why hadn’t she opened the door and pushed him out? Now she was in danger of responding, and what a fatal mistake that would be.

But could she help herself? Heck, no. Her body had a mind of its own and her lips parted beneath his. Memories returned of kisses in the honeymoon stage of their marriage, deep passionate kisses that had led to hectic love-making.

Whoa! She forced herself to stop there. Would allowing this kiss lead back to the same place? She dared not let it. It was too dangerous. She did not want a repeat of the unhappiness she had felt when Adam had been absent. And she did not want Ethan to experience it either.

At this very moment his father was his new idol, but if Adam let him down then there would be tears and arguments, and it would be the same old thing all over again.

With a strength born of desperation, she pushed Adam away. ‘This isn’t part of the deal.’

‘You can deny yourself what you so clearly want?’ he questioned softly, though she saw something hard in his eyes, something that scared the hell out of her.

‘I don’t want it,’ she claimed loudly. ‘I want only my son to get to know his father. I want nothing for myself.’

Adam’s brows rose slowly, sceptically. ‘Doesn’t Ethan’s happiness coincide with your own? Don’t the two come together?’

‘That was not my intention when I sought you out.’ But heaven help her, something was going on inside her body over which she had no control.

When she had first met and fallen in love with Adam she had found herself thrown into a kaleidoscope of feelings from which there had been no escape. Even when she had walked out on him, it had been tough love. And it had taken almost all of the time they’d been apart for her to reach the decision that she was no longer in love with him.

And now this! The heat in her body was overwhelming. Adam’s kisses had re-ignited the flame that had once burned so brightly that it hurt, and it was going to take every ounce of her willpower not to give herself to him again.

‘Then it remains to be seen.’ There was a glint in Adam’s eye as he spoke, as he opened the door and headed outside.

Sienna closed it quickly, holding a hand over her thudding heart, but she could not help a covert glance through the window.

Adam was laughing and joking with the youths who had guarded his car. He handed them another note.

Sienna shook her head. He earned big money but it meant nothing to him. It had definitely been a wrong move going to see him. Her own life and Ethan’s would never be the same again.









Chapter Five

SIENNA’S dream was disturbed by Ethan jumping on her bed. ‘Wake up, Mummy, wake up.’

She opened her eyes sleepily. She had been dreaming about Adam, about the row they’d had that had ended their marriage. It was so vivid in her mind that she could recall it word for word…

‘It’s absurd the hours you put in at work.’ Sienna had been virtually dancing on the balls of her feet. ‘I’ve had enough. You never listen to what I say. If you don’t change I’m going to leave you, it’s as simple as that.’

Adam’s anger had risen as quickly as hers. ‘Don’t you dare criticise me when I’m only doing it because of you.’

‘Because of me?’ Sienna had echoed, her eyes widening. ‘Adam, I couldn’t care less if we didn’t have a penny. It’s a simple excuse but it doesn’t work. You’re doing it for yourself and no one else.’ Her body had been stiff with rage, her eyes almost spitting bursts of fire. They’d had this same argument over and over and it hadn’t made one iota of difference.

‘It doesn’t become you, Sienna, screaming at me like this.’

‘And neglecting me doesn’t become you either,’ she’d snapped. ‘Anyone would think you didn’t love me any more.’

When he hadn’t answered, when he hadn’t even looked at her, Sienna had turned and stormed out of the room. And the next morning she had packed her bags.

‘Ethan, Mummy’s tired. Go back to bed.’ She had been disturbed by her dream and wanted a few moments to herself. Their marriage had indeed been stormy and she had congratulated herself on getting out of it.

But now Adam was back in her life, threatening to turn it upside down again. And unhappily she had brought it all on herself.

What if Adam was an absentee father, the same as he’d been an absentee husband? The thought stayed with Sienna and she was not surprised when a few days went by and she heard nothing more from him.

Ethan kept asking where he was. ‘Your father’s a very busy man,’ she told him. ‘He has a big business to run.’

‘But I want to see him again.’

‘And you shall, but we must wait for him to find the time.’ What a thing to have to tell her son, but it was true. This was typical Adam. He couldn’t even spare a few minutes to pick up the phone.

It was totally unexpected, therefore, when he turned up on Friday evening and invited them to spend the weekend with him. Sienna was furious. Hadn’t she already told him that it was far too soon for anything like that?

‘I don’t think so,’ she said. ‘We can go out tomorrow if you like, just for the day, for a walk somewhere, a picnic perhaps, but—’

‘Oh, Mummy. I want to see Daddy’s house.’

Sienna hadn’t realised that Ethan was behind her, she had thought he was playing in his room, and although every instinct told her to refuse, she took one look at her son’s face and knew that she could not disappoint him.

If Adam had phoned first she could have told him that it was a no-starter, but, no, he had to come in person, knowing that she would be unable to let Ethan down when they were standing face to face.

‘I would have appreciated some warning.’ Anger flared in her eyes and she felt like pushing him out and slamming the door on him. Instead, for Ethan’s sake, she tried to keep some semblance of sanity.

‘There was always the chance that you’d say no.’

‘Exactly.’

‘But now the matter’s settled, I suggest you pack a few things and we’ll be on our way.’

Again her eyes flashed, especially when he was looking so smug and satisfied. Without another word she marched through to her bedroom, throwing clothes into a holdall, doing the same for Ethan, then returning to stand in front of Adam.

Her eyes were filled with resentment and anger but he chose not to notice, smiling broadly instead. Ethan, too, was jigging up and down with excitement.

Adam’s Bentley was waiting outside, his chauffeur standing beside it. Ethan’s jaw dropped but he said nothing. It was so unusual for him to be at a loss for words that Sienna knew he was overwhelmed, and sitting between them his eyes were everywhere.

She was actually glad that Ethan shielded her from Adam. Despite her anger, she was very much aware of him. There was some infinitesimal spark inside her that refused to die out. She had sworn to herself after her dream, the dream that had reminded her of all that had happened, all the bad times, that she would not let herself get aroused by him again.

But how impossible was that?

He was still incredibly handsome and sexy. The first moment she had ever clapped eyes on him she had known that this was the man she had wanted to marry.

And she had never fallen out of love with him!

Oh, God, was that really true? Was she still in love with him? The answer was a miserable yes, though she would never admit it to Adam. It scared her to admit it to herself. He would never change. He might try, he might even succeed for a few weeks, but he would inevitably go back to his old ways and where would that leave her and Ethan?

He would strive to persuade them to move in with him, and it really would be tempting. But wise? She did not think so. All he wanted was his son. And if she was a means to an end then…

She must keep a level head on her shoulders, not let Ethan’s enthusiasm or Adam’s sweet-talking change her mind.

Watching her son’s reaction as they approached Adam’s home, seeing the way his eyes widened as they passed through the gates, watching the expression on his face as they were whisked smoothly up in the high-speed lift, she knew that these first impressions were what she had feared.

But Adam was heedless of the long-term effect this might have on his son. He smiled each time he saw Ethan’s changing expression and over the top of his head he smiled even more complacently at Sienna.

And Sienna was yet further dismayed when she saw the toys that were piled up for Ethan in one of the bedrooms. It looked as if Adam had bought the entire shop.

‘What are you doing, Adam?’ she asked fiercely when Ethan was out of earshot. ‘Are you trying to buy his love? You could have given him a drum or a football and he’d have been just as happy.’

‘I have a lot of making up to do.’

‘If you think spending money on him is the answer, think again. It’s stupid. He wants you, not your money. Haven’t we already discussed this?’ She had been afraid that he would splash his money around to impress his son and she’d been right.

‘You’re incredibly sexy when you’re angry, do you know that, Sienna?’

Her eyes flashed her displeasure, her whole body stiffening and rejecting him. ‘This isn’t about you and me.’

It was like water off a duck’s back. Adam smiled, completely unperturbed by her words. ‘You have the most amazing eyes. They tell me what your voice doesn’t, do you know that? And at this moment they’re telling me that you’re wondering whether I’m going to kiss you again.’

Sienna shot him a blast of anger. ‘Trying to butter me up will not change my mind about how I think your relationship with Ethan should go. I want you to stop believing that you can buy his love. It has to be earned. He wants a father. Not presents, not fancy cars, not houses that look as though no child would ever dare play in them, but a father’s companionship. Can you give him that?’

By the time she had finished Sienna’s breathing was all over the place but she didn’t care.

But he either hadn’t been listening or he chose to ignore what she was saying. He had edged closer without her even realising it, his eyes darkening and narrowing, and if she didn’t move now all would be lost. For how could she not succumb to his kisses when her body was betraying her harsh thoughts? It knew only that this man could take her on an emotional roller-coaster ride, a ride that would tilt her into a world where nothing mattered except feeding her senses.

And what senses!

Even standing here, warring with him, every one of these senses was on red alert. It was as though the time they had spent apart had never happened. She actually wanted his kisses, her body called out for them, and yet the sane part of her mind warned her that to do so would be a huge mistake. One she might later regret.

But did she listen to the sane part of her mind? No! When Adam was so close that she could see each one of his incredibly long eyelashes individually, when she could, if she so desired, reach out and touch his jaw where already new growth was showing, when she could hear his breathing and see the sudden flare in his eyes, it was too late to back away.

A warm hand curved behind her neck and eyes that she’d once felt herself drowning in burned into hers, asking the question but not waiting for an answer.

Sienna’s heart drummed an age-old rhythm. Each beat built up her senses, and when Adam’s lips claimed hers she was totally ready. It was like much-needed rain after a dry summer. It was like finding water in the desert. It fed her inner needs and against her better judgement she returned his kiss.

It dived deep into the heart of her, arousing senses that had long lain dormant, sending thrill after thrill through her body so that she tingled and sizzled and did not want him to stop.

It was Ethan who put a stop to it, running into the room to show his father a toy boat. It did not faze him that they were kissing—he merely tugged at his father’s sleeve. ‘Daddy, I have a boat just like this at home.’

With her cheeks flaming, Sienna was thankful that her son saw nothing wrong. She guessed he thought it was what all mummies and daddies did. But it brought her to her senses, made her realise that spending any length of time with Adam was dangerous.

‘Then you’re a very lucky boy to have two boats,’ said Adam. He too appeared untroubled by the interruption, though he did look darkly at Sienna, as if to say that they would carry the kiss on at another time. ‘And guess what, Ethan? I have the real thing.’

‘You do?’ Ethan’s eyes widened into two enormous orbs. ‘A real boat?’

‘A real boat.’

‘Can I see it? Can I go on it? Where is it? Can we go now?’

‘Ethan!’ Sienna was appalled by Ethan’s questions. ‘You cannot go on your father’s boat. I will not allow it. You’re too young.’

‘I can swim, Mummy, if you’re frightened I’ll fall into the water.’

‘Of course you can, but it’s different in the river from the swimming baths. Go back and play.’

Ethan looked crestfallen but did as he was told and as soon as he was out of earshot Sienna turned on Adam. ‘You shouldn’t have told him. Haven’t I told you not to flash your wealth in front of him? You’ll make him impossible to handle.’

‘And why would that be?’ Adam’s thick dark brows drew together over eyes that were suddenly fierce. ‘He’ll find out one day, why not now?’

‘Because it’s too much too soon. He’s only four, Adam. He doesn’t really understand.’

‘Exactly. Therefore I don’t see what you’re worrying about. Now, what were we doing before we were interrupted?’ A faint smile twisted the corners of his lips as he moved in on her again, but Sienna was too quick for him.

If he thought she was going to slip back into a relationship with him because of Ethan, he was sorely mistaken. She might still fancy him like mad but she could get over that. She’d done it once, why not again?

Except that now, because of Ethan, he was a permanent part of her life. She could not introduce Ethan to his father and then never let him see him again. Somehow she had to ignore the emotions that flowed through her like a raging river. She had to pretend they did not exist. Adam was Ethan’s father. Full stop. Not her lover any more. Just Ethan’s father.

‘It’s time for Ethan to have a bath and go to bed,’ she declared, hoping her voice sounded normal.

Earlier Adam had shown her the bedrooms. One room with twin beds that he thought Ethan could use, a room with a double bed, both rooms having their own bathroom, and his own impressive suite with its king-size bed and not one but two bathrooms and an interconnecting dressing room.

Talk about excess, she had thought, though she had wisely kept her words to herself.

Ethan was totally impressed that he had his very own bathroom and Sienna thought that she might have problems getting him to sleep in a strange bed. But, no, he dropped off straight away, after persuading his father to read him a bedtime story.

Adam appeared a little awkward at first but soon his voice relaxed and he even managed to put on different voices for each character.

‘Thank you,’ she said. ‘Ethan loves being read to.’

‘He’s a good child. You’ve brought him up well, Sienna.’

His voice dropped to a low husky growl and alarm bells went off in Sienna’s head. Things were moving a lot faster than she had intended. It felt like only yesterday that she had faced him and told him that he had a son. Now they were staying with him and she was afraid that a weekend would lead to something more.

‘I only wish that I’d known about him from the beginning.’

Then you shouldn’t have ignored me and spent all your hours at work, thought Sienna. He had no one to blame but himself.

‘But I intend to make up.’

Her eyes flashed a warning. ‘All he wants is your love.’

‘And how about you, Sienna? What do you want?’

The steady look in his eyes, the husky tone of his voice, warned her that she needed to be careful. ‘I want Ethan to be happy. I don’t want him to get too close to you and then you let him down.’

‘You think I’d do that?’ Blue eyes darkened and narrowed, his chin lifted with familiar arrogance.

‘You let me down and it destroyed our marriage.’

‘Only because you didn’t understand. You never made allowances. There was a reason I—’

Sienna’s eyes flashed as fiercely as his. ‘The fact was you neglected me. And if you dare do that to Ethan, I’ll make sure you regret it to the end of your days.’

‘There is one way you can ensure I don’t neglect him.’

Sienna’s heart drummed a little more quickly. ‘And that is?’ She knew what he was going to say and she had her answer ready.

‘You can move in with me.’

‘Not in a million years.’ The words came out as quick as a flash. ‘I’ve had one dose of living with you, Adam. It didn’t work then and it wouldn’t work now. Besides you can’t cage Ethan in an apartment. It wouldn’t be fair.’

‘Then I’ll buy a house with a garden. Problem solved.’ He folded his arms and looked at her down the length of his nose.

If only it were that easy! Adam really had no idea what this was all about. It wasn’t about them moving in with him. Despite what Sienna had said, she now knew that this wasn’t about Ethan any more. It was about the two of them.

Their relationship.

Adam was as sexy as hell and there was clearly still an incredibly strong attraction between them. They would be spending more and more time together because of Ethan, and if things continued the way they were, Sienna knew, deep in her heart, that it wouldn’t be long before she was sharing his bed again. But there was more to life than making love. Adam could declare as many times as he liked that he would change his working habits but she knew differently. Words were easy. Doing it was another matter.

He enjoyed the cut and thrust of business, it was his whole life, it meant more to him than a wife, and it would inevitably mean more to him than a child. Even though he would say he was doing it for Ethan. To provide for his future.

Heavens, he was wealthy enough never to work again. But work was his first love and his last love. She and Ethan would always come a poor second.

‘I suggest we take things one step at a time, Adam,’ she said carefully. ‘Let’s see how we get on. This is all very new for Ethan. He’s excited now but—’

‘But you’re still afraid I’ll let him down? Maybe not today or tomorrow, not even next week or next month, but in a year’s time you’re wondering what sort of a father I’ll be?’

There was steel in his voice, which made her shiver. Nevertheless, she kept her tone firm and her eyes hard. ‘You’re forgetting I know your track record.’

‘We also had a track record in love-making.’ His voice changed, softened, and he took a step towards her.

Sienna held her breath. It would be so easy to melt into his arms, to let him kiss her senseless and carry her off to bed. That huge bed with its tempting gold and cream quilt. Not a man’s colour, though it creatively relieved the brown carpet and curtains.

It was a sumptuous bedroom and everything inside her quivered at the thought of sharing it with him. Their earlier kiss, brief though it had been, had rolled back the years, made her aware of the power Adam had once wielded over her. And when he looked at her from beneath those thick dark brows, the sort of look that would turn any woman’s bones to jelly, she knew that that power had not waned.

It felt like a trickle of electricity running through her body, sparking and tingling and making her want to feed from his kisses. Which was crazy, considering their circumstances. But if he touched her now, if he attempted to kiss her, she would not be able to stop him. Instead, she would go up in flames.

‘That was then, Adam. Things are very different now.’ Somehow she kept her voice steady and indifferent.

Adam’s lips quirked. ‘A pity. It’s been a long time since anyone shared my bed.’

Sienna let her brows rise upwards in a searching question.

‘You think I’ve had a stream of women in your wake? Not so, Sienna. I’ve dated, yes, but I’ve brought no one here. This is my sole preserve—though I’m willing to share it with you.’

‘It’s a pity, then, that I don’t want to.’ Sienna kept her eyes steady on his.

‘Maybe I could persuade you?’

Another step and he was so close that she could feel the warmth of him, see the intent in his sensational blue eyes, smell the rich male scent of him. It was a heady cocktail. A dangerous one.

She closed her eyes in self-defence, not wanting to see him, not wanting to feel. And was totally shocked when his arms slid behind her back and his mouth claimed hers all in one swift, devastating movement.

Unable to move or speak, unable to stem the tide of hunger that shot through her, Sienna kept her eyes tightly closed and allowed herself the luxury of feeling Adam’s power, of experiencing a sensational explosion of feelings so strong that they stunned her.

Crazily she did not want him to let her go, she wanted to spend the night in his arms and in his bed, making amazing love. Adam had always been an innovative lover but she imagined that he would have improved, that he would take her to places she had never been before.

And her body cried out for fulfilment.

‘So what is your answer, Sienna?’ Adam lifted his mouth from hers and Sienna immediately felt that he had deserted her.

She shot her eyes wide. His kiss had disturbed her senses, made her forget everything except the thrill of the moment.

If he was going to carry on kissing her like this, turning her body into a mass of sensation that could only be relieved by making love, her answer had to be yes.

But if his intention was to win her over solely so that he could have access to his son, she would be foolish. There was no way on this earth that she was going to let Adam use her.

She pulled swiftly away from him, darts of sudden hostility shooting from her eyes. ‘I need my head examined.’ She needed more than that, she needed brain surgery. How could she have let him kiss her?

There were dark, dangerous thoughts going through his head and if she wasn’t careful she would play straight into his hands.

To her amazement Adam laughed, a cruel laugh that sliced into her heart, and his face was inscrutable as he moved away. ‘Drinks on the terrace?’

Sienna wanted to be anywhere but with Adam. He had tested her and humiliated her, and unfortunately there was no escape. It might be a luxury apartment but there was no place to run. She was committed to spending the weekend with him, whether she liked it or not.









Chapter Six

SIENNA chose to sleep in the same room as Ethan. Here she was safe. Here she could relax. Adam’s continual assault on her senses spun her out of control. But also served as a timely warning.

It was total insanity letting him see that she was still painfully weak where he was concerned and she needed to be careful, to be on her guard at all times, to make sure that it did not happen again. Otherwise he would have her back in his bed. Not because he loved her, she knew that there was no chance of that, but because he wanted Ethan and he knew that they came as a pair. In effect he would have the best of both worlds.

After breakfast they walked along the river, they fed the ducks, they lunched at a riverside restaurant, and Ethan never stopped talking.

He was a welcome diversion. This was what the weekend was supposed to be about. Ethan and Adam getting to know one another.

To give him his due, he was very good with Ethan. They had long conversations and he didn’t try to impress his son again by splashing his money around.

It was not until they got back to his apartment and Ethan shot away to play with his new toys that she found herself once more alone with Adam.

He had discovered what a joy Ethan was. How good it felt to have a son, his own flesh and blood. A little companion. Sienna had denied him that pleasure and he made no attempt now to hide his resentment. ‘I’ve enjoyed today with Ethan,’he said, ‘more than I thought possible. But I’ll never forgive you for keeping him a secret.’

‘Perhaps I should have told you sooner, but do you remember what our marriage was like, Adam? What do you think you would have done if I’d told you I was pregnant?’ Sienna’s brows drew into a swift frown. ‘Don’t answer that, allow me to. You’d have been angry, furious, in fact. You’d have said it was all my fault. You weren’t ready for children, or marriage for that matter.’

‘Maybe I wasn’t,’ he agreed, ignoring the hint of guilt at the back of his mind. ‘Nevertheless, you stole his first years from me, Sienna. I’ve missed out on seeing him learn to walk, to say his first words, all the cute little things that babies do.’

‘Cute little things?’ echoed Sienna, her eyes flaring. ‘When have you been interested in cute? You had time for no one, Adam Bannerman. No one, not even me.’

‘So how did we produce a baby if I had no time for you?’

She tossed him a scornful glance, one that could have frozen water. ‘Because like all men there’s one thing that you cannot do without. But rest assured, Adam, it will never happen again.’

Her demeanour, her whole attitude, fired him up and made him want to kiss her despite his anger. He knew that to do so would be fatal, but it did not stop him thinking about it. Sienna had grown spectacularly beautiful over the years. She had an added confidence about her now, a haughty look. He loved the way she tilted her chin, the way she challenged him. She’d been lovely before but the in-between years had turned her into one very stunning woman.

Her rich chestnut hair seemed to have thickened and he was sorely tempted to run his fingers through it. Snatch her face close to his and kiss her fiercely. Her blue eyes were clear and bright and they danced with fire. Hell, he could feel himself hardening.

It had definitely been a mistake suggesting they spend the whole weekend with him. He’d arranged it for his son’s sake, because he wanted to get to know Ethan, but the power of Sienna was in danger of overriding it.

He had never expected to feel like this about her. He’d been as angry as hell when she had told him about Ethan, so angry he could have throttled her with his bare hands, and, yes, he still was angry. But now that he’d spent time again with Sienna he was beginning to realise how stupid he had been to let her go.

And stupid also to think that there might be a future for them, because she’d made it crystal clear that it was not what she wanted.

Even though she responded to his kisses!

There was certainly more to Sienna than he had ever thought. Not only had she improved in looks, she had more guts, more of everything, in fact.

Sienna did not wait for Adam’s answer but walked away from him, out onto the terrace where she could look out over the Thames, throwing over her shoulder as she did so, ‘Why don’t you go and play with your son?’

She wished that her own body was as reassuringly calm as some of the boats making their way slowly towards their goal. Their earlier kiss still haunted her. It had been madness, letting it happen. On the other hand, it was a timely warning. One she must remember.

When Adam spoke softly in her ear she jumped because she had believed, had hoped, in fact, that he was safely with Ethan. She needed this breathing space to come to terms with what was happening. Had he deliberately trodden softly? Was he trying to home in on her thoughts?

She turned round swiftly—and found herself trapped between his arms. He was not touching her, not even a hair from his strong powerful forearms caressed her body. But she was his prisoner nevertheless, his hands either side of her on the safety rail. Judging by the way her body reacted, though, he may as well have been touching her.

The musky scent of his skin filled her nostrils and with her heartbeats accelerating to a million times a minute, a flood of heat gathering speed through her limbs, she stood in total shock, her eyes locked with his. ‘What do you think you are doing? Ethan might—’

‘He’s asleep.’

‘What?’

‘I think his walk wore him out. He was lying on the floor with his toy boat in his hand. I’ve lifted him onto the bed.’

‘I’d best go to him.’ Sienna attempted to push past Adam but he was having none of it. He caught her arm and swung her to face him.

‘He’s fine, Sienna, you worry too much.’

She worried! What did he think mothers did? ‘How dare you tell me whether I worry or not, Adam, when you know nothing about children? When I’ve spent the last four years caring for Ethan, worrying about him. When I sat by his hospital bed for days and nights, not knowing whether he was going to live or die. They were the worst days of my life. If Ethan had died, I would have wanted to die too. So don’t tell me not to worry.’

Adam’s face became harshly angular, his skin stretched so tightly across his cheekbones that it looked as though it had been carved out of stone. And she had no idea what was going through his mind.

‘You didn’t have to be alone,’ he said, his voice coldly damning now. ‘You could have told me. I could have shared your fear. I would have been there beside you. Dammit! You should have contacted me.’

Words were easy, she thought. It would have taken an earthquake to drag Adam away from his business affairs. She certainly couldn’t imagine him sitting for hours in hospital. His eyes, which were sometimes incandescently blue and dangerous, were now dark and accusing. His hand on her arm like a band of steel.

He didn’t care about her, thought Sienna. It was only Ethan. She could walk out of here right now and he’d be perfectly happy—so long as she left her son behind. Fuming, she twisted herself free.

She went into Ethan’s bedroom, pulling up short when she saw him safely curled in the middle of the bed. He looked such an angel when he was asleep, one hand outstretched on the pillow, his dark hair tousled. Adam had pulled a sheet over him and he hadn’t stirred. Her little man! How she loved him.

‘Are your fears allayed?’ Adam’s voice came softly over her shoulder, all the harshness suddenly gone out of it.

Sienna spun around and almost cannoned into him. She nodded, not trusting her voice.

When she walked from the room Adam followed. ‘We’ve created a unique little boy.’

‘Yes.’ It was all she could manage.

‘But he needs both parents.’

Shock waves rippled through her. Her words rattled into the air between them when she spoke. ‘We need to do this gradually, Adam. Ethan’s all over you at the moment, but it’s new. Wait until he finds you’re always at work whenever he wants to tell you something or do something exciting with you. The novelty will wear off.’

‘You’re not even giving me a chance.’ The disapproval in his voice did nothing to calm her down.

Sienna felt her hackles rise. ‘If you think I’m going to repeat this weekend, think again, Adam. It’s turning into a nightmare.’

‘Not from my point of view.’ There was still a hard glint in his eyes. And his lips pulled into a straight grim line, his whole demeanour one of superb confidence.

Sienna felt like taking a swipe at him. ‘You should be where I’m standing.’

Cold eyes condemned her, telling her clearly that if he had to he would fight for Ethan, and Sienna felt ice trickle down her spine, spreading its fingers until her whole body was frozen. He did have rights, she was aware of that, but even so…

She was the first to turn away, to walk stiffly out of the room, to turn her back on this man who had broken her heart once and looked set to do it again.

If only there was somewhere to run! She was effectively his prisoner here in this chillingly perfect apartment. And she had another day to go before they went home.

Sunday followed a similar pattern. Sienna had slept in Ethan’s room again and now they were on the London Eye. She pointed out St Paul’s Cathedral to Ethan. Big Ben and the Houses of Parliament. But he was more interested in the Thames itself.

‘Look, Daddy, boats!’ he exclaimed excitedly, pointing into the distance. ‘Which one is yours?’

‘It’s the furthest away,’ answered Adam, winking at Sienna. ‘Can you see it?’

‘I think so,’ said Ethan, screwing his eyes up and concentrating hard.

Sienna knew that she was not going to hear the end of Adam’s boat. Ethan would go on and on about it and wouldn’t be satisfied until he had actually seen it close up and been on board. But it was not going to happen today. Once they had finished their ride and had had lunch, they were going home. She would insist on it.

But things did not work out the way she wanted. They had lunch at the riverside restaurant near Adam’s apartment and afterwards he insisted on taking them both to see where he worked.

Actually, she was curious. Even when they had been together, she had never been to his offices. He had never invited her and she had never asked. So why he wanted her to see it now she had no idea. To impress, she guessed. Though Ethan was too young and she already knew that it would be state of the art.

She wasn’t mistaken.

It was a different address from the one he had used when they had first married. He had gone up in the world, of course. His offices were on the top floor—yet again—with views over London equally as impressive as those from the London Eye.

Everything was operated by the touch of a button and Ethan was in his element. Mirrors on the walls turned into screens for video conferencing. Monitors popped up out of desks. All the sort of stuff she had seen in futuristic movies.

‘It’s very nice,’ she managed.

‘Is that all you can say?’

Sienna shrugged. ‘What do you want me to say? Your wealth doesn’t impress me, Adam, and it never has. I wanted a man who cared for me, who thought more of me than he did his work. If you want my opinion, I think you’re happier married to your work than you ever were to me.’

‘So why didn’t you divorce me?’

Sienna shrugged. It was a fair question, something she had occasionally asked herself. ‘I didn’t need a divorce. I had no other man in my life.’

Adam’s brows rose. ‘So if anyone asked where your husband was, what did you say?’

She would have liked to declare that she had told everyone she had walked out on him because he was more in love with his job than with her, but she didn’t. She would have liked to say that she had told everyone that the love had gone out of their marriage, but she didn’t. She would have even liked to say that she’d told everyone he was the lousiest husband in the world, but she didn’t.

‘I simply said that it didn’t work out.’

A frown furrowed the space between his eyes, as if he had expected, wanted even, a better explanation than that.

‘I don’t believe in airing my dirty linen in public. What did you tell people? That I didn’t understand you, that I didn’t approve of your need to work so hard?’

‘Something like that,’ he agreed easily. ‘Ethan!’

They had both been so busy niggling at each other that they hadn’t seen Ethan climb on a chair. They knew nothing until he fell over backwards and his head hit the floor.

Sienna screamed.

Adam bounded towards him.

She saw blood—and almost fainted herself.

It was during the next frantic few moments that Adam became her strength. She did not remember him phoning for an ambulance, she remembered nothing except cradling Ethan in her arms, trying to stem the flow of blood with the handkerchief Adam had swiftly pushed into her hand, soothing him when he cried that his head hurt.

In the ambulance he was sick, twice, and when they got to the hospital they were immediately taken into an examination room where he was sick again. She continued to hold the pad to Ethan’s head and talked to him constantly because she was afraid of concussion. ‘Where is everyone?’ she kept asking, almost out of her mind with worry.

‘They’re very busy,’ answered Adam, trying to look reassuring when she knew that he was as concerned as she was. In fact, he probably blamed himself for letting Ethan play on the chair, for even taking them to his office.

A nurse came to check on Ethan and confirmed that they were doing the right thing in keeping him awake. ‘A doctor will be with you shortly.’

‘Can’t you do anything?’ Sienna asked Adam crossly when several more minutes went by and there was no sign of anyone.

‘Relax, Sienna,’ he answered calmly. ‘He is in the best place and if they thought there was anything seriously wrong they’d be examining him by now. We just have to be patient.’

‘Patient?’ she cried. ‘When my son’s split his head open? I thought head injuries were always treated seriously.’

‘I’m sure it’s not as bad as it looks,’ said Adam, trying to soothe her. ‘I remember doing a similar thing when I was Ethan’s age. Boys will be boys.’

But then a doctor appeared and after examining Ethan thoroughly he said that no serious damage had been done. ‘He’ll need stitches, of course, but you’ll be able to take him home. Keep waking him every two hours throughout the night in case of concussion but otherwise you have very little to worry about.’

When they left hospital Adam’s car was waiting outside. Sienna didn’t bat an eyelid, she was too worried about Ethan to even think about how it had got there.

‘We’ll go back to my place,’ he said decisively. ‘I’m as worried about Ethan as you are. I feel totally responsible. And naturally you will stay until he is completely better. I’ll take some time off to help you look after him.’

Was she really hearing this? wondered Sienna. Was this what it had taken to convince Adam that being a husband and parent was equally as important as earning a living? Wonders would never cease. But she wanted Ethan in his own bed.

‘Thanks for the offer, I appreciate it, really, but I’d prefer to go home,’ she told him firmly. ‘It will be better for Ethan. He’ll be more comfortable in familiar surroundings.’

Much to her surprise, Adam agreed. ‘You’re right, of course.’

But her comfort zone was shattered when they arrived at her flat and Adam calmly announced that he was going to stay the night. ‘You don’t think I’d leave you under the circumstances? I feel responsible, Sienna.’

Sienna began to panic. ‘It wasn’t your fault. We’ll be all right. He’s had cuts and bruises before.’

‘But nothing like this, I’m sure. And he is my son. I want to be there for him.’ The controlled look on Adam’s face told her that there was no point in arguing.

Fear skittered down her spine. Adam would take over. His presence would fill her tiny rooms. But more worrying still was where would he sleep. The couch wasn’t made for a six-foot-three hunk. And he certainly wasn’t sharing her bed. She did have a sleeping bag, though. He’d have to make do with that, on the floor if necessary. And maybe he might find it so uncomfortable that he’d go home.

And pigs might fly. She knew Adam’s gritty determination only too well. It entered into every facet of his life. It was what had made him the success he was. It was what would determine Ethan’s future, and maybe even her own.

A scary thought. When she had announced that he had a son she had somehow believed that he would be a part-time father, seeing Ethan only when it suited him. Not for one second had she expected that he would want, demand even, that he play a big part in his son’s life. And incidentally in her own.

Ethan was in his element, being the centre of attention, and he insisted that his father put him to bed. Sienna hovered and supervised and then sat by Ethan’s side, holding his hand, while Adam read to him.

Adam had never, in the whole of his life, imagined himself taking part in such a cosy domestic scene. Seeing Ethan in bed in his own apartment was entirely different. This was Ethan’s room, it was filled with well-loved toys, it had his own personality stamped on it.

And what a little personality he was. Already Adam was proud of his son and he’d been devastated when he’d fallen and cut his head. It had been the worst moment in his entire life. He felt totally responsible.

At the hospital it had reminded him of the occasion when he had been admitted with a suspected broken ankle—although it had turned out to be nothing more than a bad sprain. His anxious parents had never left his side, though, and he could now understand their extreme concern.

‘The end.’ He closed the book and looked at Ethan, but he was already asleep.

They crept out of the room and Sienna went in to the kitchen to make coffee. Adam wanted to follow but space in there was at a premium, and he also guessed his presence wouldn’t be welcome. She still gave off very strong vibes that he wasn’t wanted there.

He ended up sitting on the couch. A distinctly uncomfortable couch.

It had been a turning point in his life when he had found out about Ethan. And this was yet another one. Who would ever have thought that he’d be spending the night in a cramped little flat? He’d worked for years to lift himself above the ordinary. He’d reached the pinnacle of his career. And yet he felt happier here than he had for a long time.

It was the strangest feeling.

But it was only because of Sienna and Ethan. He could never allow them to continue living here. For one thing this place wasn’t big enough, and he felt sure it wasn’t safe. He’d been entirely serious when he’d said that he would buy a house with a garden. He had even phoned an estate agent friend of his and set the ball rolling.

Not that he had told Sienna. But if he presented her with a fait accompli, there was nothing she could do about it. She undoubtedly deserved better than this.

‘You look tired,’ he said, when she came in with their drinks, setting them down on a coffee table in front of him.

Sienna nodded. She was tired, tired of this game that Adam was playing. He was beginning to act as though they had never been apart, and Ethan was unwittingly drawing them closer together.

She sat in the chair and he watched every movement she made. The way she crossed her legs, the way she tossed her hair back from her face, the way she reached out and took her cup, holding it as though it was a barrier between them.

Adam didn’t fit into this place. She had never for one moment thought that he would stay. And now there was no way she could get rid of him.

‘Ethan’s quite a little soldier, isn’t he?’

Sienna nodded. ‘He’s always been a battler. He shrugs off wounds in the same way that we shake raindrops off our clothes.’ And how she wished she could shrug Adam out of her life the same way.

In the confines of her living room the air had thickened until every breath she drew became painful. At least in his apartment there had been acres of breathing space. Here there was nothing. It was like being caught in a trap with him.

‘I don’t mind admitting that he scared the hell out of me when he fell. What if anything had happened to him, Sienna?’

She looked at him with wide, pain-filled eyes. ‘It doesn’t bear thinking about. Ethan’s my whole life. I love him so much that it hurts.’

‘You do know that if I’d known you were pregnant I would never have let you go?’

‘Perhaps not,’ answered Sienna. His words were soft and all the more plausible because of it. ‘It happened, though, and we can’t put back the clock.’

‘You shouldn’t have had to bring him up on your own. Every child deserves both of its parents. And you certainly shouldn’t have had to cope with him being seriously ill. I wish you had told me, Sienna.’

Sienna wasn’t sure that it would have helped matters, nevertheless she could see that Adam was seriously affected now by Ethan’s accident. It had given him a taste of what it had been like for her when he had been seriously ill. It was something she never wanted to go through again.

‘We’ve both grown up a lot since I left,’ she said. ‘I’m not sure bringing up a baby would have been a pleasure as far as you’re concerned. We’d have probably had more rows than before.’

Adam groaned. He did not actually say that he agreed but she could see it in his eyes. ‘And now I need to make up. You’ve suffered enough on your own, Sienna. In future I’m going to take the weight off your shoulders.’

Quite how it happened she didn’t know, but her cup was taken from her and she was hauled to her feet and held in a powerful embrace. Unable to stop herself, Sienna buried her head in his chest, feeling the throb of his heart match her own. Tears filled her eyes, the events of the past few hours finally catching up with her.

When Adam lifted her chin to look into her eyes he gave a groan and held her even more tightly. ‘It’s all right, Sienna. It’s all right to cry. You’ve been strong for Ethan but you can let go now.’

He stroked her hair back from her face and kissed her brow—just as she did Ethan’s when he fell and bumped himself. Except that this didn’t feel like a mother’s kiss, or even a father’s. It felt like a lover’s…

And she had run out of strength. There was nothing that she could do to stop him. It actually felt good to be held against someone as strong as Adam. For the past five years she had had no one to support her. She had been the strong one, the capable one. Now, though, it felt as though all her trials had come together and she was unable to bear up any longer.

‘I think I’d like to go to bed,’ she said quietly, adding, when she realised exactly what she had said, ‘By myself.’ If she stayed in Adam’s arms any longer, she would melt. She would give in to the urges that were already beginning to form. Dangerous urges that ought to have no place in her heart.

‘If that is your wish.’

‘You know it is, Adam.’

‘And I am to sleep—where?’

‘The couch, the floor, the choice is yours.’ She struggled out of his arms. ‘There are only two beds in this house. One is Ethan’s, the other is mine. I have a sleeping bag somewhere you can use.’

‘That should be fun!’

It was his tone of voice that made her smile. ‘You knew the set-up before you invited yourself. You’ve no one else to blame.’

‘Have you no heart, Sienna? Are you sure that I cannot persuade you to share your bed? After everything we’ve gone through today, can’t you take pity on me?’

His expression reminded her of Ethan’s when he was trying to wheedle something out of her. It made her laugh.

And Adam jumped in.

With one swift movement she was back in his arms and he was carrying her through to the bedroom. Their coffees sat congealing on the table. She thought of nothing except the heat of Adam’s body next to hers.









Chapter Seven

‘ADAM, we shouldn’t be doing this,’ insisted Sienna. ‘Not while Ethan’s so poorly.’

He merely grinned. ‘You can’t get out of it that easily, Sienna. And since we have to keep waking him, there’s no point in us going to sleep. We have to fill in our time somehow.’

His kisses became more demanding, more urgent, as though he had been waiting all day for this very moment. Not that he could have expected they would end up here, and neither had she!

With a sigh she gave herself up to Adam’s kisses, his magical, heart-stopping kisses. Kisses that had more fire in them than ever before.

Feelings that had been buried rose as swiftly as a bird in flight and when Adam began to remove her clothes she made no attempt to stop him. With each inch of flesh that was exposed Adam covered it with kisses, her arms and shoulders, his tongue finding the pulse at the base of her throat, resting on it, feeling its frantic beat.

In fact, every one of her pulses throbbed. Sienna felt as though her whole body had been taken over by this man. He was making it his own and there was nothing that she could do to stop him.

She felt uplifted. As though something had been missing from her life and now she had found it again.

And this was only the beginning!

When Adam turned his attention to her breasts, when he cupped them in his capable hands, when he took her nipples between his teeth, nipping gently at first but then biting and sucking each one in turn into his mouth, her whole body was in danger of igniting.

Unaware that tiny groans kept escaping the back of her throat, Sienna gripped Adam’s shoulders. A smile softened his eyes but his mouth never left her nipple.

Sienna wanted to smile herself but was feeling too much going on inside her body to do anything other than grip Adam’s shoulders and dig her nails deep into his firm flesh. She wanted more of this man who had once been her whole life, who could arouse her more magnificently than any other man she knew.

A trail of kisses to her belly button had her squirming and writhing, and when he flicked the button on her jeans and dragged them off in one swift economical movement, her tiny black lace briefs following suit, she felt freedom as never before.

She lay back and closed her eyes, her legs parting involuntarily. Adam’s mouth continued its course, his fingers twirling and gently pulling the dark hairs that covered her femininity.

She heard the groan of satisfaction in his voice, a groan that continued as his tongue replaced his fingers, as it sought and reached the very part of her that was hot with need.

Involuntarily she lifted her hips, offering her now throbbing and parted core. It was her ultimate gift, born of desperation. Adam had reached deep into her emotions, he had brought them back to vigorous life, and she could not go on unless he made love to her.

At first it was his tongue and expert fingers that brought her to the edge, and it was almost more than she could bear. ‘Don’t do this to me, Adam,’ she cried, her nails clawing his back. ‘Don’t torment me like this. Make love to me.’

She was hardly aware of uttering the words, she knew only that she would be the one taking the initiative if he didn’t hurry up.

But in seconds he was out of his clothes, obeying her command, and Sienna’s world exploded. Making love in the past had been good but never this magnificent. She had thought it was, she had been eminently satisfied, but time apart had taught her that Adam was even more knowledgeable now in what women wanted.

When they were both fully sated, when their bodies lay limp, he held her closely to him, stroking her hair, letting her know without words that he too had experienced something uplifting and wonderful.

It was not until their bodies cooled and her breathing returned to normal that Sienna began to have doubts about her sanity. Their love-making had been intense and fantastic, she could not deny that, but how could she have let this happen? What had got into her? They hadn’t even used protection. And why was Adam a better lover now than he had been before?

Because of all the other women he had bedded in her absence!

It was a bitter pill to swallow.

Or had she been more receptive, forgetting the bad times, conscious only that Adam had the power to turn her into someone she hardly recognized?

Already she could feel her body springing back to life, ready for another assault on her senses. But it would be wrong to allow it. She had let herself down. It must never happen again, good though it had been. More than good actually. Remarkable, incredible, out of this world!

Adam’s hold on her relaxed. He had fallen asleep! With a grunt of satisfaction he settled more comfortably. Was he dreaming about what had just happened? she wondered. Did he feel as fulfilled as she did, but without the self-recrimination?

Adam would never blame himself for anything he did, she knew that for a fact. His actions were always calculated and deliberate, whether he was making love or finalising a business deal.

It was herself she had let down. She had given in too easily. Without words she had told him that she was his for the taking whenever he felt like it.

Heat of a very different kind flooded her body now and she rolled away from him in disgust, giving a little huff as she curled her knees up to her chin, vowing never to let him touch her again.

‘Sienna? What’s wrong?’

So he was not asleep!

‘This is wrong,’ she hissed fiercely, pushing herself up. ‘Me and you. After everything that has happened between us. You never loved me, did you, Adam?’ At last she asked the question that had troubled her ever since she’d walked out.

Adam sat up too and looked at her for several long seconds, seeming to be reflecting on her words, wondering how to answer, and when he did it was not what she expected.

‘It’s true, I didn’t love you.’

Shock waves rippled through her. Agonising waves! So she was right! It wasn’t good hearing it but before she could respond he spoke again.

‘I liked you, Sienna, a lot. I was very fond of you. But…’ He fought for the right words. ‘I don’t know how to say this, but…I’m afraid to love. I made a promise to myself many years ago never to do so.’

His words made no sense and Sienna shot him a sharply suspicious glance. ‘So why did you ask me to marry you? Why did you let me think our marriage was a love match? No wonder it fell apart. What’s there to be afraid of?’ The situation was getting more bizarre by the second.

Adam drew in a long, slow breath and let it out again even more slowly. Sienna began to think he was not going to answer until he finally said, ‘My father loved my mother very much. So much that when she died he lost control of his life, couldn’t focus. He became a broken man and went from being someone I respected to someone I could hardly recognise. He turned to drink and eventually that became his crutch, his reason for living.’

Sienna’s fingers fluttered to her mouth, her eyes widening. She had met Adam’s father and had known of his drinking problem, but had never thought about the cause of it until now. The news that it had followed the death if his wife shocked Sienna terribly and she understood now why Adam had never talked about the issues before.

‘Is that why you never touch alcohol?’

Adam nodded, his eyes dull and sad, making her wish that she had not asked the question. ‘I did not want the same thing to happen to me. If losing the person you love causes such pain that you lose control of your life, change beyond recognition and feel the need to blot it out with drink, then it is better to never love at all.’

So Adam had never loved her and never would! It was a sickening, saddening thought. He was a strong man and it was ironic that he could make such spectacular love, and yet not be in love with her. And more incredulous still was the fact that she still loved him.

And Adam would never let her go now because of Ethan!

‘I’m sorry,’ she whispered, her heart aching for him. ‘Sorry for you and sorry for your father. I didn’t know that that was why he drank.’

‘And why would you?’ he asked sharply, swinging his legs off the bed and standing up. ‘It’s not something I shout from the rooftops. My father became a liability. A sad, drunken old man. His death was a merciful release.’

‘And your grandfather, how did he take it?’ She knew that Adam and his grandfather weren’t on the best of terms. She had heard them having a terrible row just before their wedding and Adam hadn’t spoken his name again.

Adam’s eyes grew icily remote. ‘I’d really rather not talk about him.’

Sienna nodded, she could see how painful his memories were. ‘Perhaps you’d like to go and wake Ethan? Check that he’s OK?’ She felt that he needed something to do to take his mind off their unfortunate conversation. She dearly wanted to check on her son herself, but Adam’s need at this moment was greater than hers.

Immediately his face softened into a ghost of a smile and he pulled on his pants before swiftly disappearing from the room.

Sienna struggled with the information Adam had given her about his father. She had only met him a couple of times and his drink problem had been strongly evident then. She had often wondered why Adam had not persuaded him to seek help but had never dared ask, as it had seemed such a touchy subject. Now she realised that he must have tried, he’d probably been in despair, but his parent had been beyond help.

And all because of love!

In an odd sort of way she could understand Adam’s reasoning about not wanting to fall in love. Understand it, yes. But not agree with it.

‘Mummy.’ Ethan seemed none the worse for wear as Adam carried him into her room. In fact, he seemed proud of his injury. ‘Daddy says I’m a brave little soldier.’

‘And so you are, sweetheart,’ she said, smiling. ‘And so you are.’

‘And Daddy says we can go on his boat tomorrow.’

Sienna frowned and looked at Adam, who simply shrugged and tried to look innocent. ‘Oh, Daddy did, did he?’ she asked. ‘And what about school?’

Adam answered for him. ‘I thought Ethan deserved a treat for being so brave.’

It sounded as though she had no say in the matter and although she was cross and intended telling Adam when they were alone, Sienna nodded briefly. ‘I wasn’t going to send him anyway, so perhaps yes. I’m sure Ethan will enjoy it. So long as he’s careful.’

‘And how about his mother? Will she enjoy it too?’

Sienna did not know how to answer. Travelling the Thames on a private cruiser had never been within her range. She had done the occasional river cruise but always with dozens of other passengers. This would be a totally new experience. And if Ethan hadn’t hurt himself she would not have agreed to it, at least not this early in Adam’s relationship with his son.

‘Won’t you be going to work?’

Adam shrugged. ‘I can afford to take a few more days off.’

Which he had never done for her!

Because he didn’t love her!

So why had he married her in the first place? Why had he needed a wife? Sienna wanted to ask him but now didn’t seem the right time. ‘I think Ethan should go back to bed. In fact, we should all try to get some sleep.’

‘I want to sleep with you and Daddy, Mummy.’

Sienna hadn’t the heart to say no and actually it would be easier as they had to wake him frequently. So Ethan snuggled down between them, a smile on his face, and although Sienna had thought she would not sleep, not after what had happened between her and Adam, and certainly not with Ethan sharing their bed, she somehow managed it, and when she awoke she had the bed to herself.

She had dreamt that they were making love again, desperate, uninhibited love. Her heart was still racing, her body bathed in sweat. She was a fool. She was setting her own fate by letting Adam get close. It was giving out the wrong impression.

Ethan deserved to get to know his father, yes, he deserved to spend time with him, but she knew that Adam wanted them to live together and she didn’t see how that scenario could ever work—not again. Her mind would constantly dwell on the fact that it was a loveless marriage. Always had been and always would be.

Hearing Adam and Ethan talking in the kitchen, she silently slipped through to the bathroom. After showering, she dragged on clean jeans and a white T-shirt with a broken red heart on it. There were no words but she guessed that Adam would get the message.

When she joined them in the kitchen, though, Sienna couldn’t help smiling. Ethan was busy laying the table while Adam whisked eggs. It was a perfect domestic scene. When had he become a dab hand at cooking? she asked herself when he presented her with perfectly cooked scrambled eggs on toast. It was not something she could ever imagine him doing. His eyes rested on the message on her T-shirt, and he looked at her questioningly but said nothing.

After breakfast she washed up while Adam took his shower, and after she had got an excited Ethan ready, Adam’s driver appeared as if by magic. When they arrived at where his boat was moored Ethan jumped up and down with glee.

Sienna was a little concerned that his over-excitement might have a detrimental effect. The stitches didn’t seem to be worrying him, though. He never even mentioned them.

She did her best to keep him calm while silently admiring the cruiser’s sleek lines. There was nothing modest about it and she had expected no less.

Adam was very much the man of the moment, taking charge with smooth efficiency, letting Ethan sit between his legs and pretend to steer.

But he never ignored Sienna. He included her in their conversation, looked across at her constantly with promise in his beautiful blue eyes, managing to keep her in a constant state of arousal—much to her annoyance.

She didn’t want to feel. She didn’t want this man back in her life, not like this, not when he was behaving as though it was a foregone conclusion that they would become one happy family.

He was undoubtedly doing his best to achieve that status but it was not so simple. Adam was hard to resist, as last night’s love-making had proved. Nevertheless, his confession that he had never loved her really had knocked the ground from beneath her feet.

As far as he was concerned, though, nothing had changed. And the stakes were high.

Adam wanted Ethan. And if Ethan came with his mother then so be it. She was good in bed and that was enough.

It was all he had ever wanted her for! It was a disheartening thought. And the more she thought about it, the truer she knew it was.

They stopped for lunch at a riverside café but as they made their way back afterwards Ethan began to complain of a headache.

‘I knew it would be too much for him.’ Sienna’s eyes flared as she faced Adam.

‘Sienna, he’ll be all right.’ Adam kept his tone calm, his whole demeanour suggesting that she was worrying for nothing.

‘I’ll take him into the cabin and see if he’ll go to sleep,’ she announced, her eyes flaring a magnificent blue. ‘He’s over-excited. Didn’t the doctor say he should be kept quiet?’

She did not wait for Adam’s answer, holding her son’s hand as they descended into the cabin. Here she laid Ethan down on one of the couches and sat beside him, smoothing his brow and singing softly.

Within a few minutes he was fast asleep.

‘I didn’t realise you could sing. You have an amazing voice, Sienna.’

With a start she realised that Adam was standing at the top of the steps, looking at her. And she realised also that the boat was no longer moving. ‘Why have we stopped? I want to get Ethan home.’

‘I thought I’d check that he was all right.’ He came slowly down the steps, his eyes never leaving her face. ‘But now I’d like you to sing for me.’

‘I don’t think so.’ Sienna looked defiantly into his eyes. ‘Let’s go, Adam. It was kind of you to suggest this boat trip but I was crazy to agree. Ethan’s clearly not up to it after his accident. ‘

‘I guess the little guy’s just tired after his disturbed night.’

He was probably right but she didn’t need him telling her what was wrong with Ethan. ‘I want to get him home.’

‘Have you any idea how fantastic you look when you’re angry, Sienna?’

If he thought flattery would get him any where he was grossly mistaken. ‘You never used to think that. You always said I made myself ugly when I shouted.’

‘I said many things I shouldn’t have said,’ he admitted with a rueful grimace, his eyes shadowed for a brief moment. ‘But I’ve grown up too, Sienna. We’re two different people now.’

Maybe they were, but it didn’t mean that they were going to get back together.

Almost as though he had read her mind, Adam said softly, ‘I meant what I said last night, I can’t change that, but for Ethan’s sake I think we should give our marriage another try. He deserves both parents.’

‘You mean you’re going to try to fall in love with me?’

Anger flared from his eyes then, fierce blue sparks that spelled trouble. ‘I didn’t say that. You know my feelings on the matter. But we make a good pair, Sienna.’

‘You mean in bed?’ she tossed hotly. ‘And that’s all you really want me for, isn’t it? Go to hell, Adam.’

‘Mummy, why are you shouting?’

Sienna groaned. She flayed Adam with her eyes and turned to her son. ‘I’m sorry, my darling. How are you feeling?’

‘My head still hurts.’

Again Sienna turned a recriminating stare on Adam. ‘We need to go home.’

Another glare and he had gone.

Adam had thought that for Ethan’s sake Sienna would jump at the chance of reviving their marriage. Last night in bed she had proved that the spark between them had never died. It had ignited into glorious passion and he wouldn’t be human if he didn’t want more of the same.

God, she excited him. It was a different Sienna who had embraced their love-making with open arms. Either that or he’d never realised her full potential. Maybe he shouldn’t have admitted his inability to fall in love. Was it this that was holding her back now? Would she never walk into his arms again? Never share his home?

And how he wanted her!

Every time he thought about last night a treacherous hunger filled his body. In fact, he had only to look at Sienna, to catch her eye, and he was ready.

He wanted her back in his home and in his bed. Tonight preferably.

Today had started with such promise that he felt cheated when they arrived back and Sienna barely spoke to him as he tied up the boat, and when he suggested that they go back to his apartment as it was nearer she flatly refused.

‘Ethan needs his own bed,’ she declared emphatically.

It was always Ethan, thought Adam, and he couldn’t help wondering whether she was using their son as a barrier to hide her own feelings. He smiled inwardly. If it was her feelings she was afraid of, it was all to the good. Time would tell. All he needed was patience.

The trouble was patience wasn’t one of his strong points. When he wanted something he usually went all out to get it.

When they reached Sienna’s flat and he made to follow her indoors she turned to him. ‘I want you to go home, Adam. I want peace and quiet for Ethan—he’s had quite a day.’

Even though she wanted him out of the way he was determined not to go. He could see no reason why he should not stay a while.

And in the end Sienna gave in. She decided that here was no sense in arguing in front of Ethan, who by this time looked very pale and tired. But she ignored Adam as she gave Ethan some medicine for his headache then undressed him and put him to bed.

Adam waited patiently, putting on the kettle and making tea because Sienna looked as though she needed it.

‘It was too much for him today,’ she said quietly.

‘It was my fault.’

She said nothing, she did not want to start another argument. Instead, she sipped her hot, strong tea, which was just as she liked it, and slowly began to relax.

After they had finished and put their cups down on the table, Adam took her into his arms and fool that she was she let him. She needed comfort, she needed reassurance. Last night and today had taken their toll.

Adam stroked her hair back from her face with warm, gentle fingers, and his closeness began working its magic. Already she could feel herself relaxing, feel the heat of him warming her, the clean male smell that was essentially Adam filling her nostrils.

But then amazingly, surprisingly, he announced that he was leaving. ‘You need your rest too, Sienna. You look tired.’

He was right, she was tired. Contrarily, though, she could think of nothing better than Adam joining her in bed tonight.

He smiled, as though he had read her thoughts. ‘Goodnight, Sienna. I’ll be in touch.’









Chapter Eight

IT WAS almost mid-morning and Sienna was keeping Ethan home again. He had looked pale when he had woken up and she didn’t think it fair to send him to school. They had just finished breakfast when the doorbell rang.

‘Don’t tell me you’re taking another day off?’ were her first words when she discovered Adam on the doorstep. If one small boy had made this much difference to his life then maybe they should have started a family straight away when they had first married. And maybe their lives would never have changed. She would not have walked out on him.

Maybe!

‘How’s Ethan?’

Sienna appreciated his concern but she couldn’t help wondering whether Adam had an ulterior motive in turning up here today. He had made it clear that he wanted them to give their marriage another go and that he wanted them all to live together as one big happy family.

Which was not what she wanted. Even though she had longed for him in bed last night. Even though she had imagined him at her side, and replayed in her mind the amazing way he made love.

It had been a frustrating exercise. It had made sleep impossible and left her feeling tired and out of sorts this morning.

And now he had turned up again!

‘You could have phoned to ask that.’ She didn’t want Adam calling on them at any odd time. It was disrupting for her and had to be the same for Ethan.

Not that Ethan minded. He heard his father’s voice and came running. Adam scooped him up in his arms with a big grin on his face. ‘How’s my injured soldier this morning?’

‘I’m good, Daddy. Have you come to take us out again?’

‘No!’ It was Sienna who spoke. ‘You need a quiet, relaxing day, Ethan. And I’m sure your father has much better things to do. Shouldn’t you be at work?’ she asked Adam pointedly.

He wore a blue short-sleeved shirt that matched his eyes and did nothing to hide his muscular chest, and a pair of navy linen trousers that sat low on his narrow hips. There was a raw sexiness about him that triggered an unfortunate response.

Sienna dashed it away. ‘Adam?’

‘I’m going in later,’ he told her, his lips curved in a mysterious smile. ‘There’s something I want to show you first. Both of you.’

‘Then I suppose you’d better come in.’ She turned back into the room, hating herself for feeling anything other than animosity towards Adam. ‘What is it?’

Another secret smile as he put Ethan down. ‘We need to go and take a look.’

Ethan looked at his father. ‘Where are we going?’

‘It’s a surprise.’

‘I like surprises. Will I like it?’

‘I jolly well hope so.’

‘Come on, then, let’s go.’ And he tugged at his father’s hand.

Sienna was less eager. There was something about Adam that worried her. He had an air of the cat who had stolen the cream. He was planning something and she couldn’t help feeling that she was not going to like it.

‘So where is this surprise taking us?’ she asked, attempting to keep her tone light, aware that she failed miserably.

Adam grinned again, one of those grins that seriously creased his eyes and made him look as sexy as hell.

Sienna felt like hitting him.

‘You’ll have to wait and see.’

‘You’re worrying me, Adam, do you know that?’ she asked as soon as they were alone, whilst Ethan went to grab his things. ‘Are you the same man who would never take a day off?’

‘The very same,’ he agreed. ‘But I have a family to look after now.’

‘To look after?’ Her eyes widened. ‘We don’t need looking after, Adam. I only told you about your son because—’

‘Because he almost died and your conscience was bothering you,’ he cut in swiftly and harshly, his smile fading. ‘But the fact is that now I know about him I intend behaving like a responsible parent. You cannot take that away from me. I will not let you.’

He would not let her! Sienna felt like telling him he couldn’t stop her, but at that moment Ethan came running back. ‘I’m ready, Mummy. Can we go now?’

With reluctance she nodded, trailing them out of the house. Little though he was, Ethan had the same walk as Adam, even his shoulders squared in the same manner, and she couldn’t help feeling proud of him.

Adam had driven himself here today and Sienna lifted her eyebrows when she saw that a child booster seat had been fitted into the back of a silver limousine. She was impressed but not for the life of her would she admit it.

He drove no more than a few miles before pulling up outside a house in a leafy cul-de-sac where houses had walled gardens and electronically controlled gates.

Ethan’s jaw fell when the gates opened all by themselves and Sienna wondered what they were doing here, who it might be that he was taking them to see.

It was with great astonishment, therefore, when they walked up to the front door of an imposing red brick house and he presented her with a key. ‘Take a look at your new home.’

‘My new home?’ It was all she could manage. Her thoughts were racing at a mile a minute and her heartbeat was erratic. What the devil was he talking about? She knew he didn’t like her living where she did—but he wouldn’t really buy her a new house, would he?

A host of questions flitted through her mind, each one tumbling over the other in their haste to be heard. She turned on Adam with a questioning stare. ‘You’d better explain.’

‘I’ve bought it.’

It was a plain statement of fact. But all the more devastating because of it. ‘Why?’

‘I’ve bought it for us.’

Us!

It was the one word that registered in her mind. Us! Adam, Ethan and herself. The three of them. Living together. Here. Permanently.

‘You’re out of your mind.’ They were the first words she could think of. ‘I have no intention of living with you.’ Was he crazy or what? Did he really think she would agree to move in with him? Had he no real idea how she felt?

‘Not even for Ethan’s sake?’ His eyes locked with hers. Serious eyes, a serious face. ‘He needs both of us. And I need to get to know him better.’

‘Which you can do, gradually. It doesn’t mean we have to move house. You cannot manipulate me like this, Adam.’

‘It’s not manipulation, Sienna. It’s logic. It makes perfect sense.’

Sienna closed her eyes, praying she was dreaming, that the house and the situation were not real. Adam was being so reasonable that she wanted to scream. But she knew it would get her nowhere. She needed to meet calm with calm, especially with Ethan hopping excitedly from foot to foot.

‘Is this where we’re going to live?’ he asked excitedly.

Sienna put her hand on his shoulder. ‘I don’t know yet, sweetheart.’

‘Can we go in?’

Sienna realised she still had the key in her hand. Reluctantly she inserted it into the lock and pushed open the door. Ethan raced inside. She stepped over the threshold more slowly. The entrance hall was huge, lofty and beautiful. Much as she was determined not to like this house, the immediate effect was one of awe.

The floor was tiled, the walls pale, and there was a profusion of pot plants. A staircase curved upwards from one side and several doors opened out on the other. There was a dark green leather settee and a table with a telephone and a lamp on it.

It was picture perfect and she guessed that the whole house would be the same.

‘What have you done, Adam? How could you buy this without consulting me?’ Ethan had skipped off to explore so she didn’t fear that he would overhear their conversation.

‘I don’t like where you are living.’

‘And you think that gives you the right to—to do this?’ Her throat felt tight and panic began to set in. ‘It’s very generous of you but—’

‘Generosity doesn’t come into it,’ interrupted Adam. ‘I will not have Ethan living in that lousy flat of yours.’

‘Lousy? We have managed fine there up until now, thank you very much,’ Sienna said, and glared into Adam’s eyes, which were almost navy and dangerously fierce. But deep down she knew that a part of what he said was true. Her flat was small and cramped and the area certainly left a lot to be desired. A number of times recently she had worried at how safe it really was for her and Ethan, but she couldn’t allow Adam to railroad her like this.

How she wished again that she had never gone to his damned too-grand penthouse that day. Adam had gone up in the world whereas she had gone down, but at least she’d been happy. Now he was taking that happiness away from her. He was making it his business to organise their lives.

‘Look, you’ve done a fantastic job with Ethan,’ he answered, his voice surprisingly calm. ‘But sometimes you need to accept help when it is offered. It isn’t always easy to see what’s best for us.’

‘And you’re saying that you know best?’ she asked, finding it difficult to keep her tone down. She did not want Ethan to hear them arguing, but on the other hand how impossible was it not to get irate?

Adam lifted his wide shoulders and spread his hands wide. He did not speak.

Sienna pushed herself to her feet. ‘I suppose I’d better take a look round while I’m here.’ She needed to put distance between them and to her relief Adam let her go. He did not even follow. She explored each room—the fantastic kitchen, the three separate living areas, a massive conservatory overlooking a garden with a swimming pool and a tennis court, and that was only what she could see! Upstairs there were six bedrooms and the same number of bathrooms, all furnished to a very high specification.

And he had bought it! He’d clicked his fingers and it was a done deal. What did it feel like to have power like that? Money like that? And did she want to be a part of it? As far as she was concerned, money did not buy happiness.

She and Ethan had been very happy until Adam had appeared in their lives, and they had had nothing. Happiness was a state of mind, not how much money you had to spend.

‘Mummy, are we going to live here? Mummy?’ Ethan had trailed after her, running in and out of rooms, jumping on beds, so excited that she feared he might fall and hurt his head again. At the very least she feared his headache would come back.

‘Mummy’s thinking about it.’

‘We’ll have to persuade her to say yes.’ Adam’s voice came from very close behind, a rough, deep growl. His persuasive voice. One that had once turned her limbs to jelly.

It seemed a long time ago now. When they had first married. She had thought he was the sexiest man on earth.

Actually, he still was sexy, but he was also aggravating and so damned sure of himself that she wanted to scream. If this was what money did, if it empowered him to such an extent that he thought he could do whatever he liked, have whomever he liked—which in this instance meant her—then she wished he was a pauper.

The man she had fallen in love with had had very little money. It had only been when making it had become his obsession that their marriage had failed.

Ethan ran away to explore some more and Adam turned her to face him. ‘Ethan loves it already.’

Sienna nodded. That was one thing she could not dispute.

‘So here’s the deal.’ He took her hands and although she would have dearly loved to snatch away Sienna remained still and silent, listening to her heart beat with sudden frantic haste. She wasn’t sure whether it was because of his nearness, his touch, or the thought of what he was going to say. Or maybe a combination of all three!

‘You and Ethan move in here and I pay all the bills.’

So he wasn’t moving in with them. It was as if a whole weight had lifted from her shoulders.

But her pleasure was short-lived.

‘In exchange we give our marriage another try.’

Sienna’s heart stopped beating. Her eyes fixed themselves on Adam’s face. He looked very pleased with himself, as well he might, but if he thought she was going to agree, he was seriously out of his mind.

‘You really think I’d do that?’ she asked, her eyes suddenly hostile. ‘It’s an impossible proposition. I’m wasting my time here, and I’m afraid you’ve wasted your money.’ There was the gravest danger that she would lose her heart to him again, only to have it once more broken when he went back to his old ways. It was something she dared not contemplate.

She loved the house and the area, it was such a far cry from where she lived now, and she would have no more financial worries. But as well as worrying about her heart she had Ethan’s emotional well-being to take into consideration. If it didn’t work out between her and Adam, she would be the one left picking up the pieces. She couldn’t do that to her son. She simply couldn’t.

She turned and was about to call Ethan to tell him that they were leaving when Adam spoke. ‘You’re making a mistake, Sienna.’

‘Am I?’ She drew herself up to her full height, which was still a few miserable inches shorter than he was. How she wished for high heels. But she met his eyes bravely, telling him without words that she did not agree.

‘You’re not thinking about Ethan.’

‘Oh, yes, I am,’ she declared firmly. ‘I’m only thinking about him.’

‘In which case you’ll realise that he’ll be far better off here.’ Adam’s eyes bored into hers. It was almost as if he was trying to hypnotise her into saying yes.

‘Not with an absentee father,’ she retorted, hearing the sharpness in her tone but not caring. Adam was being impossible. How could she live here happily? ‘He’s already beginning to idolise you, Adam. You’d break his heart if you let him down.’

Adam’s eyes flickered a savage warning. ‘I have no intention of doing that.’

‘Easy words. You don’t know what you’re doing half the time. You think that putting food and money on the table is the be all and end all. You have no idea that it’s relationships that count.’

‘So you’d rather our son be bought up in a slum than—’

‘My flat is not a slum,’ cried Sienna, aghast that he should think that and deeply offended. And yet she could see why his thoughts went along those lines, living the way he did.

‘No, it isn’t, Sienna. You keep it beautifully. It’s the area you live in that worries me.’ His voice dropped to a low growl. ‘You could keep this house beautiful. Doesn’t it appeal? Would you like me to—?’

‘Of course it appeals,’ she cut in speedily. ‘It’s lovely. It’s the nicest house I’ve ever seen. But I…’ Sienna stopped her thoughts. She was looking a gift horse in the mouth. She really would be crazy to turn him down flat. Maybe they could make it work.

But on her terms!

‘But what, Sienna?’ prompted Adam, a faint smile flickering at the corners of his mouth.

She met his eyes with her head high and a similar smile on her own lips. ‘Actually, I’ve changed my mind. I will move in with you.’

She saw the triumph on his face and took pleasure in knowing that it would be immediately wiped off when he learned what her conditions were. ‘I’m willing to give our marriage another go.’

‘I knew you’d see sense, Sienna.’ Her made a move towards her but Sienna backed away.

‘Provided that you take our marriage and your role as a father seriously.’

He nodded. ‘You have my word on that.’

Sienna seriously doubted it. Words were easy. Actions were harder. ‘In return, I shall expect you to leave your office at five o’clock every night. No working late. And every weekend we’ll spend together as a family.’ She watched his smile fade, though it didn’t go altogether. Perhaps he thought she wasn’t deadly serious. Perhaps her next request would tell him exactly how determined she was.

‘And if you break your promise just once—I shall leave and take Ethan with me.’

The pause that followed told her that she had read him correctly. He would never agree to this. He could not possibly give up so many of his working hours. She may as well call Ethan and leave now. It was a nice dream, thinking they might live here, but it would never happen.

Goodness knows what Adam would do with the house. Sell it again? Move in himself and get rid of—

‘I’ll do it.’

Sienna stopped breathing.

Adam smiled.

Her heart thudded. Had she heard him correctly? Never in her wildest imaginings had she thought to hear those words.

‘Have you nothing to say?’ he prompted now, still with an irritating smile on his lips.

‘I…’ Sienna swallowed hard. ‘I wasn’t sure that—’

‘That I would agree?’

She nodded.

‘I’ll do anything to keep my family together.’

The proprietorial way he said ‘my family’ stunned Sienna. He sounded like a proper family man and yet…

‘It will be much safer for Ethan, for one thing,’ he continued, cutting into her thoughts. ‘But it also means I’ll have my wife back. And I won’t let you down this time.’

Sienna struggled to come to terms with the fact that she was now going to be trapped in a house with a man who did not love her. He might say he wouldn’t let her down but that wasn’t the point. He had already done that. He had already proved that she didn’t really mean anything to him. It was Ethan he wanted now, and since they came as a package…

Fate was cruel. She had thought that she was doing the right thing on the day when she told Adam he had a son. And now she was going to be locked back into a loveless marriage simply so that he could have access to him. She had somehow walked right into his trap.

Half expecting Adam to take her into his arms, Sienna was relieved when he did nothing more than smile complacently, as though he had known all along that she would agree to move in. It would have made him look pretty silly if she hadn’t.

In truth, she was grateful to him, not that she would ever admit it. There had been times when she was a little bit scared living where she did. This was going to be an exciting new future for both her and Ethan.



The speed with which Adam moved her out of her flat and into the house left her breathless. She took few possessions with her—clothes, photographs, Ethan’s favourite toys. Nothing else was of any value. The only person she told that she was moving out was Jo upstairs, who wished her the best of luck and said she had known, from the second she had seen Adam, that it would happen.

Adam did not know why he wasn’t feeling as happy as he should that Sienna had left her dreadful flat and moved into the house he had bought for her. Was it because she wasn’t as thrilled as he’d hoped? Had she thought that he wouldn’t agree to her request that he make time for them? Or was it because he had a sneaky feeling at the back of his mind that he had somehow bullied her into it?

Their love-making had always been amazing. Even when he had been tired and brain-dead from a hard day at work she had always managed to entice his libido into life. And he was looking forward to a future with her back in his bed every night.

She had crept beneath his skin in a way he had not expected. He was still damned angry that she hadn’t told him about his son, but Sienna herself was sexier than ever, even in those dreadful jeans she insisted on wearing. He wanted to see her in something more feminine, something alluring. He wanted to take her shopping and buy her rich splendid clothes that showed off to perfection her spectacular figure.

And what had that damned T-shirt with the broken heart on it meant? Was she trying to tell him that her heart would never mend? That she would never truly be his again?

The thought crossed his mind that now she had found out that he didn’t have it in him to love someone unconditionally, she might try to back off. She might not keep her promise to share his bed.

It had taken a great deal of courage to admit the truth to her, but he had felt that if she was to become a major part of his life again then she deserved to know. Otherwise she would expect more from him, she would expect declarations of love, and that was never going to happen.

After his mother had died he had been grief-stricken. They had had a very close bond and having to put up with his father’s anguish as well as his own had shown him how dangerous it was to love someone so completely that they became your whole life. That you could not function without them.

Neither did it sit easily on his shoulders that he had shown his vulnerability to Sienna. He had thought it would help, but actually it looked as though the whole thing had spectacularly backfired.

She knew now that he had never loved her, that he couldn’t love her!

Sienna had been shocked by his confession but there had been no time for questions. Ethan had interrupted their conversation and he had actually felt relief. It had been a hard enough thing for him to do without an inquisition following.

He felt fortunate now that Sienna had agreed to move into the house—even with her conditions. For a while he had thought she was going to refuse altogether.

‘Do you have everything you need?’

Sienna nodded. ‘You’ve been very kind. I cannot believe you’ve done all this for me.’

‘And Ethan,’ he added curtly.

Of course! Sienna’s thoughts were suddenly bitter. It was for his son, not her, that he had provided this magnificent house. He would have left her to rot in her flat if she hadn’t borne his child. In point of fact they would never have met again because she certainly would not have gone to see him. They might even have been divorced by now.

‘Then I’ll leave you to settle in. I need to call in at the office as well as packing a few things for myself.’ He gave Ethan a hug and a kiss. Seemed to contemplate doing the same to her, but changed his mind, striding to the door instead. The next moment he had gone.

‘So, Ethan, what do we do now?’ It was more a rhetorical question than anything else because there was nothing to actually do. The house was beautifully furnished, the fridge and freezer well stocked. She was going to rattle round in it like a dried pea in a pod, and more especially when Ethan went back to school.

‘I’m going to ride the rocking horse,’ he declared loudly. One of the rooms had clearly been a children’s room and a huge rocking horse had been left behind—unless, of course, Adam had bought it! That was something she hadn’t thought of. Nevertheless, Ethan was totally impressed and happy to sit and rock.

Suddenly the front door opened and Adam appeared again. ‘I meant to give you this.’

It was a store card. A major, expensive department store. Sienna’s eyes widened. ‘Why? What for?’

His brows rose as if it was a stupid question. ‘For whatever you need. Clothes, toys, anything you like. Go shopping, Sienna. Have fun.’

She hadn’t even thought about clothes but clearly Adam had. She was his wife and he would want to show her off. Trying to bring Ethan up on a shoestring had left little or no money to spend on herself.

Living here, she would seriously need to update her image—was that what he was saying? He wanted a wife to be proud of, not someone who walked around in jeans and T-shirts.

‘You don’t approve?’ His voice cut into her thoughts, his tone hardening. ‘Have I made a mistake?’

‘It’s not that,’ she cut in swiftly. ‘It’s just I’m used to my own money. I—’

‘You don’t feel you can take anything from me? That’s ridiculous, Sienna. You are my wife. In a few days you will have a bank account in your own name. Meanwhile, I want you to use this card. Treat yourself.’

‘And what else do you plan doing for me, Adam?’ she enquired sharply. Everything was moving too quickly. How many days ago had it been since she had gone to see him? Eight! Eight short days. And look what had happened in that short space of time.

‘What else do you want?’

It was the impossible tone in his voice. The way his blue eyes looked as though they were made of ice. The way he held his body stiff and formidable, looking nothing like the lover who had shared her bed. And whose bed she was going to have to share again!

‘I want nothing.’ He thought she was being ungrateful. Which in a way she supposed she was. But she did not like the fact that she been uprooted from her comfortable flat into this monster of a house that looked like a show home. A beautiful home admittedly, but a lifeless one. She would make it hers eventually, she would stamp it with her own personality, but at this moment she felt as though she had been lifted up and dropped into a soulless building.

Strangely, she had not felt this way before Adam had left. Which meant, she supposed, that he had such a big physical presence that it filled every room.

It had felt as though something was missing when he had walked out. Her whole life had changed in a matter of hours and she wasn’t sure that it was for the better.









Chapter Nine

‘DADDY.’ Ethan heard Adam’s voice and came running down the stairs, launching himself into his arms. ‘Come and see me on the rocking horse.’

Instantly Adam picked Ethan up, glancing at Sienna over his shoulder as he climbed the stairs. ‘Are you joining us?’

It was Ethan’s ‘Please, Mummy’ that persuaded her. She had been relieved by Ethan’s interruption and would have preferred some breathing space, but she didn’t want Adam acceding to any more of his son’s requests. Whatever he asked for he would get, she knew that, and it wouldn’t be good for him.

After a few minutes’ rocking, encouraged by his father shouting, ‘Ride ‘em, cowboy,’ Ethan grew tired of the horse and took them into his new bedroom. ‘Which is your room, Daddy? Is it next to mine?’

‘If that’s where you’d like me and Mummy to sleep.’

Sienna drew in a shocked breath. It made the whole moving-in process sound so final.

‘I do, I do. I want you near me in case I wake up in the night. It’s a big house, Daddy. I might be frightened in the dark.’

‘You have nothing to fear, Ethan. I shall be here to look after you.’

Sienna still struggled with the fact that she would be sharing Adam’s bed. She wanted him and yet she didn’t. She wanted to be free of him and yet their lives were inextricably woven together. Could she really spend the rest of her days with a man who did not love her? The fact that he was a spectacular lover was a point in his favour—but would it be enough?

When Ethan had settled down to play with his toys they went back downstairs and Adam declared that he really was going this time. ‘Don’t miss me while I’m away,’ he said, his mocking expression making her grit her teeth.

Miss him? She wanted to lock and bolt the doors. It was hard finding out that her life was no longer her own.

‘And when you’re ready to go shopping call my driver—he will take you. Here’s his number.’

Sienna glared as the door closed behind him. He really did think money was the be all and end all of everything. He had no idea that it was just as easy to be happy without store cards and big houses and posh cars and chauffeurs.

She did not go out. She hung her clothes instead in the built-in wardrobe in the room she was being forced to share with Adam. ‘Forced’ felt like an appropriate word, even though she had agreed to this arrangement.

Then she and Ethan toured the gardens. The pool was set into raised decking with inset lights and easy chairs for relaxing. There were even lights in the pool. Sienna was glad that she had taught Ethan to swim at a very early age. He was like a water baby, he loved the water, so she had no fear for him living here.

He wanted to jump in right now but she persuaded him against it and instead they explored the rest of the garden with its massive lawns and a shrubbery and a small wooded area where Ethan could hide. It was paradise as far as he was concerned.

It seemed like only minutes before Adam returned, although it was actually about three hours, she realised when she glanced at her watch.

‘I don’t know about you but I’m starving,’ Adam declared. ‘Do we eat in or out? The choice is yours.’

‘In,’ she answered swiftly. She’d given Ethan a sandwich for his lunch but she’d had nothing for herself and she was hungry now too. ‘There’s enough food in the house to feed an army.’

Ethan became the buffer between her and Adam as she prepared their meal. He never stopped talking to his father and she was able to laugh and even enjoy herself.

‘So what did you buy?’ Adam asked when they finally sat down to eat.

‘Nothing. Ethan and I explored outside instead. The garden’s amazing. The pool’s amazing. Ethan wanted to swim. I told him that—’

‘But I wanted you to get new clothes.’

Sienna’s chin set in a mutinous line. She had changed into a clean pair of jeans and a plain pink T-shirt and had thought she looked OK. ‘Are you ashamed of me?’

‘I’d never be that,’ he answered softly, his eyes resting for a few seconds on the soft swell of her breasts.

Annoyingly she felt a faint response, a faint hardening. Her nipples tingled and she glared.

‘Every woman likes new clothes. I thought you’d be off like a shot. I thought you’d have a mad spending spree.’

‘Then you don’t know me very well at all, Adam.’ Blue eyes met blue. Sienna was the first to look away. ‘I will shop, but in my own good time.’

She remembered now that Adam liked his women feminine. He liked floaty dresses and low-cut tops. He didn’t approve of jeans. They had their place, he’d once said, but he preferred to see a woman’s legs. He was definitely a legs man. He had once complimented her on her legs, which were long, and when she wore high heels they seemed to go on for ever. Or so he had said. But that had been then and this was now. Jeans were more practical.

After dinner it was Ethan’s bedtime and Adam again read him a story. He seemed to enjoy doing this, it had become a ritual now, and Sienna sat quietly and listened and watched. It actually felt good to see him bonding with Ethan in this way.

Ethan’s eyes never left his father’s face and every now and then Adam looked at him and smiled, such a soft, gentle smile.

And it was not only Ethan he held in thrall. The deep tones of his voice were mesmerising. She had always found his voice sexy, especially when it went very low, and tonight was no exception. She didn’t listen to what he was saying, just the cadence. It reverberated through her nerve ends, heightening her tension until in the end she got up and walked out of the room.

How could she sit there and carry on listening when he was doing unmentionable things to her body? How could she hide the very real emotions that were careening through her veins? Fortunately Ethan had his eyes closed by this time, he was probably even asleep, so he had no idea that she’d gone.

What she couldn’t understand was why she felt like this when she had been forced into the situation. No—that was wrong. She hadn’t been forced. She had brought it all on herself by her ludicrous suggestion. How the hell had she been supposed to know that Adam would agree? She ought to hate the very sight of him. She ought to feel nothing. And yet, conversely, she felt everything. All her old feelings were tumbling back with indecent haste.

Which was good in one way as she’d talked herself into sharing his bed. If she had no feelings for him, if they remained dead, it would be hell. In fact, it would be impossible. There was no way on this earth that she could let any man make love to her who she didn’t have strong feelings for.

Adam finished the story, kissed his son, and then went in search of Sienna. The intervening years had done nothing to stem the hunger he had always felt for her. He had buried it somewhere deep down inside him, concentrating on building up his empire, and it hadn’t risen again until the day she had come to see him.

When he’d first seen her standing hesitantly outside his apartment, her face on his monitor a picture of unease and impatience, he had felt a swift surge of desire race through his body. There and then he had wanted her.

And now she was his!

Today was only the beginning. Today had actually been easier than he had thought it would be. He had been prepared for her to flatly refuse to leave her home. He had expected a challenge on his hands.

But it hadn’t happened, and she was here now, and with Ethan fast asleep she would have to spend time in his company.

When Adam joined her out on the terrace Sienna’s heart began an erratic beat. He had a look in his eyes that worried her. He wanted her and, yes, she wanted him too, very much so, every bone in her body ached for him. And yet it didn’t feel right.

Their marriage had been a lie. Even now it was hard to believe that he had never loved her. He had been an attentive lover but that had been all, and she had been drawn into his web with the same unerring skill as a spider catching a fly.

And the question still remaining was why he had married her in the first place. Had it been for her body? Had she simply been a conquest?

It looked like it and she ought to despise him—yet her spark was still there, the hunger, the need. It didn’t please her but there was nothing she could do about it. Her body had a mind of its own.

‘Ethan’s fast asleep,’ he said softly.

‘He was very tired—he’s had an exciting day.’

‘And your day? Has that been exciting too? Do you like your new home?’

Adam’s eyes never left hers as he waited for her answer. But what could she say without hurting his feelings? She could hardly tell him that it wasn’t to her taste. That it was too big, too pretentious. Not when he had made this magnificent gesture for his son’s sake. She was not stupid. She knew that everything he did was for Ethan.

‘It’s a fine house,’ she managed at last. ‘You’ve been very generous, too generous. It’s going to take some getting used to.’

‘Ethan loves it.’

‘He can’t believe all the space he’s got,’ she said with a fond smile as she thought of her son’s pleasure. ‘It’s a little boy’s dream.’

‘But not your dream?’

Her dream was of a man who truly loved her, for herself, not because she happened to be the mother of his child and they came as a pair. Not simply because he wanted a woman in his bed, available to him whenever he felt like it. ‘I was happy in my flat.’

‘And you think that you won’t be happy here?’

Adam’s eyes narrowed and Sienna knew that she needed to be careful. It was not only herself she had to think about but Ethan as well. ‘I’ll get used to it.’

‘I want you to do more than get used to it, Sienna, I want you to enjoy it. I want you to feel relaxed and happy. I want us to be a family here.’

How could they ever be a proper family? He was asking the impossible.

‘Sienna?’

‘It will take time.’ She evaded his eyes, turning away instead, walking across the lawn towards a summer-house. As a child she had always wanted her own playhouse and she was thinking now that this might be somewhere where Ethan could play. Not that he needed any extra space, but children loved hiding and this would be a perfect den for him.

She heard Adam’s phone ring and looked back, expecting it to be something to do with work. His expression changed from anger to concern as he listened. ‘Yes. OK. I’ll be there immediately. Thank you.’

But it was not his office who had called. He looked at Sienna. ‘My grandfather’s been taken ill. He’s in hospital. I need to be there. I haven’t spoken to him in years but I cannot ignore him now. I’ll try not to be long.’

‘Of course.’ Sienna felt compassion as well as relief. She had never had much to do with his grandfather, she had met him a few times but for some reason he had seemed to disapprove of her. And she actually hadn’t known whether he was still alive, but it was important that Adam go to him now.



Adam had mixed feelings as he drove to the hospital. There was no love lost between him and his grandfather and he couldn’t help wondering whether his visit would be appreciated.

What would the old man say, for instance, if he told him that Sienna had borne him a son? That he was now a father and he and Sienna were back together? It would probably finish him off altogether. His grandfather disliked Sienna intensely for the simple reason that she was too much like Adam’s mother, and in his own warped mind he actually blamed his daughter-in-law for dying and ruining his own son’s life.

It didn’t make sense that he hated Sienna for this reason, but when Adam saw his grandfather lying pale and lifeless in his bed he knew that he couldn’t open up old wounds. So he said nothing about her being back in his life. In fact, neither of them spoke very much at all. The old man kept his eyes closed, although Adam felt sure he wasn’t asleep. But he didn’t feel that he could just get up and go, he had to stay a decent length of time.

Sienna had been thinking of going to bed when Adam’s car pulled on the drive. There were taut, tired lines on his face and she wondered whether she ought to suggest making him a drink of hot chocolate before he retired. Except that Adam probably wasn’t a hot-chocolate man. He never had been in the past, whereas it was her favourite bedtime drink.

And she was right. Adam wanted strong coffee. Any sort of coffee. Instant would do.

‘How is your grandfather?’ she asked tentatively, putting the kettle on to boil and spooning coffee granules into a mug. He did not look as though he welcomed questions and she guessed that even his grandfather’s illness had not bridged the gap between them. Which Sienna thought was sad.

‘He’s had a heart attack. A bad one. He may be in hospital for some considerable time.’ His tone was clipped, his words concise, and it was clear that he did not want to talk about him.

‘I’m sorry.’

‘Even in his illness he did not welcome my presence. We barely spoke.’

Sienna felt even sorrier. ‘I didn’t actually realise he was still alive. He must be a great age.’

Adam shrugged. ‘Late eighties He’s made of tough stuff without a doubt. I wouldn’t be surprised if he doesn’t pull through.’

‘Does he live by himself?’

‘He has a housekeeper. She keeps him under control—or tries to,’ he added with a wintry smile. ‘He’s a cantankerous old devil. But enough about him. I appreciate you waiting up for me, Sienna.’

‘It was the least I could do.’

Without warning, without so much as a change of expression, he slid his arms around her waist and urged her against him.

Sienna had no time to protest, no time to lift her arms in defence. She was effectively his prisoner. The throb of his heart against her breastbone echoed the sudden frantic beat inside her.

It was fairly clear where this was going to lead. Adam needed something, someone, to take his mind off his hospital visit—and losing himself in her body would be the perfect solution. Already she could feel him growing hard and every sane emotion in her body told her to push him away before it was too late.

And yet she was committed. There was no escape. Even if she wasn’t a magnet pulled and held her against the steel hardness of him. A magnet stronger than herself.

Adam appeared bigger and darker and extremely dangerous. Already every pulse in her body leapt into life. Her heartbeat was loud and irregular, thudding against her ribcage, echoing in her ears, tightening her throat.

This was what it was going to be like. They would settle into happy family life—on the surface at least. Ethan would believe his parents loved each other and loved him. He would be in his element. Yet there would be no love involved.

For all Adam’s money, for all his success, he had denied her the one thing she really wanted.

Nevertheless, Sienna found herself leaning further into him. The scent of his body, his individual male scent that reminded her of when they had first met—when she had fallen in love with this impossibly good-looking man—stung her nostrils, swept a flash-flood of desire through her entire body.

Adam groaned, sensing her acquiescence, and his lips swooped down to claim hers in a mind-blowing kiss that sent every sane thought into outer space. The heat of him, the taste of him, both contrived to spin her senses, to leave her reeling, to want more!

How stupid was that when their marriage was over and the only reason he was being nice to her was because of Ethan? He had let her walk out of his life once before and had not once tried to find her, but now, now that he had a son, he wanted her again.

His coffee forgotten, Adam swung her up into his arms and carried her upstairs, kissing her senseless as he did so, giving her no opportunity to protest. Not that she wanted to. And once in the room they were to share his arms relaxed and she slid slow inch by excruciating slow inch down the length of his body until her feet touched the floor.

There was no disguising the fact that he was ready for her but he seemed in no hurry now. Sienna had thought that he would drop her onto the bed, rip off her clothes, and make love without any preliminaries.

How wrong she was. Instead, he traced the contours of her face with warm fingertips. ‘You’re incredibly beautiful, do you know that, Sienna?’ His eyes were an amazing blue, a deep, dark navy, and Sienna felt herself drowning in them.

They sent dangerous signals through her sensory system. Was it because Adam had looked so tired when he’d come home that she felt sorry for him? Or was it because once he had touched her she couldn’t help herself? Whatever, the feelings were crawling all over her body.

Adam’s arms tightened around her. And his kisses became more demanding. Sienna felt an explosion burst from the very centre of her, reaching out to fill her entire body. Sensations that exceeded everything she had ever felt before.

She had been young and immature when she had married Adam. Now older and wiser, she knew the power of his kisses, how they could trigger a potent response.

Arching her body into him, Sienna returned his kisses with fire, fire in her body, fire in her mind. Every sane thought had fled. And as soon as he felt her response Adam groaned, a deep, agonised growl low in his throat, and his kisses deepened, their tongues entwining, their hunger spinning them out of control.

For just a second his mouth left hers while he dragged off her T-shirt and unclipped her bra. His eyes were drawn to her softly moulded breasts with their dark pink nipples standing proud and ready, aching for him to touch them.

She felt no shyness, no distress. Everything was forgotten except the power of the moment. Her breasts swelled and seemed to surge towards him of their own accord, and when he lowered his head to take her nipples into his mouth, when his tongue and teeth nipped and teased, Sienna’s head fell back, her eyes closed, her mind taking her into a world where only sensations mattered.

Her fingernails dug into his back as she urged her lower body deeper and harder against him. The heat and power of his erection only added to the hunger sweeping through her. She did not want to wait, she did not want foreplay, she wanted him to take her now, swiftly and fiercely.

Even though she was unaware of it she must have groaned and wriggled even more fervently against him because Adam’s response was to rip off his shirt and let the muscular hardness of his chest with its springy dark hairs take the place of his hands and mouth. His body hair was like a whisper over skin, over her breasts, over her nipples, and yet its very softness created an entirely new sensation.

Hips ground against hips now and with trembling fingers he unfastened her jeans and slid them down-wards. With a quick hop and a skip Sienna was out of them. He wanted to touch her then, he wanted to feel for himself the urgency pounding inside her, but Sienna wanted to free him of all restrictions as well.

Her fingers were equally as shaky as she undid his trousers and he was out of them so swiftly that it was a miracle he didn’t fall over. Underpants were disposed of, thrown across the room, haste was the word. And now their liberated bodies came together.

It was all heat and passion, fingers exploring, mouths tasting, tongues teasing. Sienna felt as if her world was being blown apart. She could feel her heart thudding against her breastbone, feel the strength going out of her legs, and as if aware that any moment she would collapse Adam lifted her up and laid her down on the bed.

‘You’re beautiful, Sienna. You always were, but you’re different now. You’re a woman who wants to be made love to. I’ve never seen you more lovely, more exciting, more…’ His words faded as he lowered himself over her.

‘I need you, Sienna,’ he groaned. ‘I need you now!’

As she needed him.

Their coming together was powerful and instant, like thunder and lightning. Like a firework exploding. Like a rocket soaring.

A sheen of sweat covered Sienna’s body as she lay exhausted by Adam’s side afterwards. He was on his stomach, one arm draped over her, and she felt the heat of his body too. It was several minutes before their breathing returned to normal, before she felt able to move.

Then she shivered and Adam was instantly alert. ‘You’re cold?’ He pulled her into his arms, his hands massaging her back.

‘You’re really something, Sienna, do you know that?’ he questioned softly, his mouth against her cheek, caressing her skin with more kisses. ‘Why did I ever let you go?’

His touch evoked fresh emotions, renewed hunger, and before Sienna could answer, before she could even think of an answer, he was making love to her again. More slowly this time, more eloquently. Except that the slowness became torture and Sienna gripped his shoulders hard, moving with him, driving them swiftly into a further climax that shattered her body and left her gasping for breath.

For several minutes she was too sensitised to move, she lay there in a haze of pleasure, marvelling at such exquisite feelings. She hated to admit it but it got better every time. There was no going back. Not now that she had tasted heaven.









Chapter Ten

SIENNA felt amazingly lonely when she discovered the bed beside her empty. It was almost as though she had dreamt what had happened. And yet how could she have dreamt such magic? It had been real all right. They had woken in the middle of the night and made love again. It was as if the years she and Adam had spent apart had never taken place. Their love life had suddenly blossomed and deepened again—and her body hungered for him.

Except—that all it had really been was sex. What was she thinking? There had been no emotions involved. She and Adam were no closer together. She would be as well to remember that and not let herself get carried away.

The house was quiet, too quiet. Ethan! Where was he? He always woke early and jumped on her bed. She looked at the clock and saw to her dismay that it was almost half past nine. Adam would have left for work so where was Ethan? With a groan she leapt out of bed. The first thing she thought about was his injury. He’d been extraordinarily brave about the whole thing but perhaps the excitement of moving had been too much and he—

She skidded to a halt when she saw his room empty. Her stomach felt hollow. Then she heard voices in the garden. When she looked through the window she could not quite believe her eyes. Adam and Ethan—in the swimming pool.

So Adam had not gone to work!

Wonders would never cease.

She swiftly showered and dressed and ran downstairs. Adam grinned when he saw her. ‘Come and join us.’

In the brief second she looked at him Sienna saw Adam as she had never seen him before. A man in his element, relaxed, his normally unruly hair plastered to his well-shaped head. He looked happy, and she hated to use the word, but he looked human. He was not a machine who went to work and came home late every day. He was a family man. A man who cared for his son.

Amazing. Totally amazing. She actually felt the prick of tears in her eyes. This was something she had thought never to see.

‘Mummy,’ called Ethan. ‘Look at me, I can swim on my back. Daddy showed me.’

‘Why don’t you join us?’ suggested Adam. ‘Work up an appetite for your breakfast.’

‘No, thanks,’ she said. She did not want to spoil their time spent together. Ethan looked so very happy swimming with his father. It was easy to see that he idolised Adam. ‘I’ll get breakfast ready instead while you two continue your swim.’

By the time breakfast was cooked Adam and Ethan had showered and dressed. She had heard Ethan giggling as his father tried to dry him. Ethan was like an eel, especially when his ticklish bits were touched. It did her heart good to hear them laughing together.

She had cooked Ethan a sausage sandwich, which was his favourite food, and when Adam saw it he said that that was what he wanted too. So the two of them munched on their sandwiches while she ate a bowl of cereal.

Afterwards, when the dishwasher was loaded, Adam opting to do it, he suggested they take a ride out to Hampstead Heath where Ethan could run around to his heart’s content. ‘Have you ever taken him there before?’ he asked Sienna.

‘Actually, no. I’ve never had a car, for one thing.’

‘Then that’s something I must see to,’ he declared. ‘There’s always my driver at your disposal but sometimes you’ll want to be able to drive yourself.’

He was being too understanding for Sienna’s peace of mind. But she quickly forgot it as she packed a picnic and it turned out to be a day that she would never forget. Adam was like a boy let out of school. He and Ethan kicked a ball, they all played hide and seek; they even caught a butterfly. And Ethan spent the whole day giggling.

She felt totally relaxed. She had never seen Adam play like this before. He had always been such a serious man that she had thought he must have been born that way. But with Ethan he let his hair down and did everything on his son’s level, as though he was trying to make up for all his missed years.

A streak of guilt ran through her. When she had discovered that she was pregnant she should have gone back to him. Or at least let him know so that he could have been a part of his son’s early life.

‘Look,’ said Adam suddenly and quietly. They were standing by one of the ponds, looking for fish, when a kingfisher landed on the far side.

Even Ethan held his breath. ‘Daddy, he’s beautiful,’ he whispered.

‘And you’re very lucky to see him.’

‘And I’m lucky, Daddy, that you brought me here.’

It was a special moment between them. Sienna felt a lump in her throat as father and son hugged, and she felt certain that Adam too was welling up inside. He kept his face turned carefully away from her.

Afterwards they ate their picnic. They had sausage rolls and egg sandwiches, crisps and pork pie, even tiny individual trifles that Sienna had found in the freezer and were by now perfect to eat.

‘My parents used to bring me here when I was a child,’ she told Adam. ‘That was before they separated. I had such an idyllic childhood, it’s a shame it all—’ And then she stopped, suddenly realising what she was saying.

‘It’s not too late,’ Adam said softly. ‘Ethan has his best years in front of him. I bet you can’t remember what you did before you were four?’

‘I can’t remember much,’ she agreed. I do remember a tricycle I had and I got lost. My mother panicked. My father was at work. But I hadn’t gone far, I was soon found.’

Adam smiled and stroked the back of her hand. It was the lightest touch yet it sent tremors down her spine. ‘I did a similar thing. I loved my little trike. It became whatever I wanted it to be. A racing car. A train. A tractor even.’

Sienna conjured up an image of Adam as a little boy. He would look just like Ethan did now, with dark springy hair and a wicked grin. She’d like to bet that he had lived life dangerously and always worried his parents.

‘Does Ethan have a bike?’

‘No.’ She shook her head, her eyes vaguely sad. ‘There was never anywhere for him to ride safely. He can ride a bike, of course, they have them at nursery, but Ethan’s never actually had one.’

‘So we’ll have to see about getting him one, won’t we?’

It was the way he said ‘we’ that got to her. She had expected him to state that he would buy Ethan a bike. That he would do it without consulting her. This was turning into a day that she would always remember. A surprisingly happy day.

After another energetic game of football Ethan grew tired and Sienna suggested they go home. He was asleep almost before they set off and she sat quietly too.

Inside her, hope began to grow that their relationship could be turned around. She was forced to admit that she was still very much in love with Adam, that she had actually never truly fallen out of love, despite everything. And Adam—well, he needed to learn that just because his father had gone to pieces after his mother’s death, it didn’t mean that every man was the same. Besides, she didn’t intend leaving this mortal earth for many years yet. She wanted to live into blissful old age with Adam at her side.

That night their love-making was better than ever, as though the day they had spent together had somehow intensified their feelings. And in the days that followed she let him see in every way possible that she loved him.

And yet no words of love ever passed his lips. He wanted her, he enjoyed her, and he adored his son. He played with Ethan endlessly. He never worked late, he honoured her wishes, but she was forced to the sad realisation that everything he did was for Ethan’s sake.

His grandfather remained in hospital but Adam rarely visited him, which Sienna found sad. ‘Perhaps I should go to see him?’ she suggested. They were sitting outside after dinner. The air was still, it was one of those warm, balmy summer evenings when the scent of roses filled the air and the birds sang their evensong. ‘It can’t be any fun lying in a hospital bed with no visitors to relieve the monotony.’ Although Sienna had never had anything to do with Adam’s grandparent, she did feel sorry for him.

But Adam shook his head. ‘He wouldn’t appreciate it.’

‘Why not?’ Her fine brows drew together in a frown. ‘How do you know?’

Adam sucked in a lungful of air and seemed to be having difficulty in finding the right words. Eventually, though, he spoke. ‘Because—because he’s never liked you, Sienna. He never approved of you. It’s the reason why he and I fell out.’

Sienna felt her heart stop and then race. ‘He doesn’t like me? What have I ever done to him?’ It didn’t make sense. All these years he and Adam hadn’t spoken and she was the reason! She racked her brains, trying to recall whether she had ever said anything to cause offence. And came up with nothing.

Adam did not answer her question. ‘It’s all water under the bridge, Sienna,’ he said instead. ‘Grandfather and I will never see eye to eye. We’re too much alike.’

Too pig-headed. Too proud. Too busy making money. His grandfather was a rich man. He’d made his money in advertising. Sienna had often wondered why Adam had not followed him into the business, the same as his father had done, why he had started up for himself in developing properties.

‘Nevertheless, I don’t like being the reason you and he fell out,’ she declared strongly. ‘I think I should go to see him after all and try to put matters right.’

‘The hell you will, Sienna. It’s too late, I tell you.’ Adam’s eyes grew starkly cold, filled with a sudden anger that she didn’t understand.

That night they did not make love. Adam lay with his back to her, still and silent, and although Sienna wanted to put her arms around him and tell him that she understood and was sorry for him, sorry for his grandfather, too, she did not dare.

He had erected a barrier around himself and she knew that only he could take it down. It was a pity because they had been getting on so well. Adam had shown a warmth towards her that had been absent even in the early years of their marriage. It was as though being a father had made a world of difference to him.

Now all that had gone again. Simply because she had suggested going to see his grandfather. Why on earth hadn’t he told her all those years ago that the old man didn’t like her? Surely they could have sorted it out.

Adam slept little, knowing that he ought to try to make amends with his grandfather. When Ethan grew up and hopefully had children of his own he would be heart-broken if they hated him as much as he had hated his grandfather all these years. Admittedly the old man had brought it all on himself. But Adam felt differently now that he was a father and he actually did not want his grandfather going to his grave believing that no one loved him.

A few weeks ago he would never have dreamed that his feelings would change so dramatically. And he had Sienna and Ethan to thank. Sienna was teaching him that relationships had to be worked at. Nothing came easily. Not love or hate. They were each born of communication and honesty. And when that was lacking…

For all these years he had worked towards one goal, he had let no one stand in his way. A selfish attitude and it had cost him his wife and the first years of his son’s life, but changing was hard, especially since his visit to his grandfather had dragged up old memories, old hatreds.

It really was not that simple to let go. Only in bed with Sienna could he lose himself. Then the world was a perfect place. He was never happier. Everything was forgotten except that moment in time.

Last night had felt like hell.









Chapter Eleven

I’D LIKE to come with you,’ said Sienna, her fine eyebrows lifted in hopeful anticipation. She didn’t care that Adam’s grandfather didn’t like her. She simply felt that he ought to have more visitors.

‘I don’t want you leaving Ethan,’ he told her firmly.

‘Marie will look after him.’ Marie was a woman who came in daily to do the jobs Sienna could easily have done for herself. It had been Adam’s idea but she hadn’t dared argue. And Marie had told Sienna that any evening she and Adam wanted to go out she would be more than willing to babysit.

‘You really think my grandfather would be pleased to see you?’ Adam’s eyes were much darker than normal, even his body language told her that it was a definite no-no. He stood rigidly in front of her, almost challenging her to argue with him.

‘Are you saying that he still hates me?’ Sienna began to find the whole conversation bizarre. ‘How can you be sure?’

‘He doesn’t know that we’re back together.’

It was a plain, matter-of-fact statement, but it shocked the hell out of her, made her heart pound. ‘You haven’t told him? He doesn’t even know about Ethan?’

She saw a flicker in Adam’s eyes, gone almost immediately, a blank expression taking its place. ‘I saw no need to. He’s very ill, Sienna, you seem to be forgetting that. I wouldn’t like to distress him further.’

‘Distress him?’ It was impossible not to raise her voice. ‘Why would telling him that he has a great-grandson distress him?’ Surely it would give him the will to live? Or did he still hate her that much that it would kill him off altogether? Was that what Adam thought?

‘You do not know my grandfather,’ he replied bitterly. ‘But if it will make you feel any happier, I will tell him tonight. Be prepared, though, to hear that he doesn’t want to see either of you.’

‘You are unbelievable,’ she said. ‘Your grandfather’s unbelievable. What kind of a family have I married into?’ She let her breath out on a long hiss of confusion and incredulity. In fact, she walked out of the house and into the garden, kicking at a blade of grass that had dared to grow on the immaculately mowed lawn.

They, of course, had a gardener, and a man to look after the pool. All of these things seethed in Sienna’s mind now. Adam could afford to do anything he wanted, buy anything he wanted, and yet he was afraid to tell his grandfather that his wife was back and they had a child.

It made no sense. None of it made sense. Was the whole world going mad or was she the crazy one? She ought never to have walked back into Adam’s life. She and Ethan had been happy as they were.

Actually, Ethan was still happy. Even happier. He loved his dad. He didn’t see his faults, he was too young to understand. All he knew was that he had a father to play with him, to read to him, to buy him wonderful gifts. His world was rosy.

Adam knew that he owed it to Sienna to tell his grandfather but it was not that simple. Sienna did not know the whole truth. Neither did he ever want her to.

Not now that their marriage was beginning to mean something to him! He wanted nothing to ruin it. And the truth, if it came out, would spell the beginning of the end. He would lose her altogether. And possibly Ethan too, even though he would fight for him. But Sienna was a fighter too and she would not relinquish her son to anyone, not even to his father.

It would be a blood battle, and did he want that?



‘So you’ve finally come to see me again?’ Adam’s grandfather was propped up with pillows, his face still pale and drawn but a surprisingly fierce light in his eyes. ‘About time, too.’

Adam groaned inwardly. He was glad to see the old man looking a little better, but he didn’t want a confrontation, not after he’d just walked away from one. ‘I’m glad you’re feeling better, Grandfather.’

‘No thanks to you,’ he growled. James Farley had wispy white hair and a pale complexion, with grey eyes not dissimilar in shape to his grandson’s. ‘What have you been doing instead of coming to see me?’

‘I didn’t think you were well enough for visitors.’ Which was only half a lie.

‘Poppycock! You’ll do whatever you want and to hell with everyone else.’

‘In that case, I take after you.’ It was always the same when they met. He had been prepared to talk quietly, to have the sort of comfortable conversation that grandfathers and grandsons should have, he’d been going to tell him that he had a great-grandson, but somehow in the space of a few seconds they had each managed to stir each other’s blood.

‘It’s a pity your father didn’t have the same backbone.’

Adam agreed with him. If his father hadn’t gone to pieces after his mother had died, he would never have fallen out with his grandfather over Sienna. It was a vicious circle and he could see no way out of it.

Neither did he dare now to tell the old man that he was back with her or all hell would break loose. It might possibly kill him off altogether. And he didn’t want that on his conscience.

Instead, he talked about the success of his business. ‘I’m doing better than I ever expected. I’m in Europe and America. I’m expanding all the time.’

Instead of being impressed, the old man snorted. ‘You wouldn’t have done that if you hadn’t got rid of Sienna. She would have held you back, your vision would have been clouded. It would be history repeating itself. Your father loved my daughter too much. He was no good without her. It’s a case in point, Adam. You’re better off without a woman in your life. You’d best remember that.’

Long after he had left the hospital his grandfather’s words swam round and round in his mind. He had always believed that he had been better off without Sienna. He had got on with his life without her to hold him back, he had become the success that he was. But success hadn’t bought him the happiness he expected. It had brought him loneliness instead.

Which he hadn’t truly discovered until Sienna and Ethan had erupted into his life. He had thought he was happy but now he knew that it had all been a pretence. Nothing had prepared him for the joy he felt knowing he had a wonderful son like Ethan.

It gave life a whole new meaning. He loved lying on the floor with him, racing cars around a track, he loved swimming in the pool with him—he was a brave little swimmer already—and he truly loved hearing Ethan call him Daddy. It gave him a warm, comfortable feeling.

But even more than this he loved having Sienna back in his life.

He had never fully realised what he had been missing. She had brought a whole new meaning to the word marriage. She was sensational in bed but even better than that she kept his feet firmly grounded. She taught him that family life meant a whole lot more than making pots of money.

On that point alone he did not agree with his grandfather.

Sienna was waiting for Adam. She had spent her time imagining the conversation he would have with his grandfather. James Farley would be surprised to hear that they had got back together, maybe shocked even, but he would surely be pleased. She couldn’t imagine that he would still hold his grievance against her—whatever it was. And he would be astonished to hear that he had a great-grandson. And once he’d got used to the idea, he would want to see Ethan.

Ethan, too, would be tremendously excited to find out that he had a great-grandfather. It would be a one-up on all of his friends who had grandfathers. A great-grandfather would be so much more important than a mere grandfather.

Her own father had gone to live in New Zealand after his divorce and she never heard from him. Her mother was remarried and had moved to Ireland but much to Sienna’s disappointment they saw little of each other. She had never been able to afford to go over there, and her mother hadn’t visited. They kept in touch by phone but that was all. It wasn’t the same.

Adam looked tired, she thought, when he walked in. He had lines of strain on his face and didn’t quite meet her gaze. She knew instantly what had happened.

‘You haven’t told him, have you?’ she demanded fiercely and loudly, not even waiting for him to speak. ‘After everything I’ve said, and after promising, you still haven’t told him.’

Her anger triggered anger. Adam scowled, his eyes navy and savage, his thick brows jutting ever more fiercely over them. ‘My grandfather’s a very ill man.’

‘And what’s that supposed to mean?’ She was fired up and ready to go. ‘That it would be too a big a shock? I would have thought that hearing he had a four-year-old great-grandson would cheer him up. Not the other way round.’

Adam towered over her like an avenging angel. His body was taut, looking ready to snap. Even his nostrils flared.

Sienna sensed danger and knew that she ought not to press the issue but something drove her on. Ethan deserved to know his great-grandfather. And the old man deserved to know Ethan as well. It was as simple as that.

Why couldn’t Adam see it? Why was he being so stubbornly obstinate? Why couldn’t he see the wider picture?

‘You can’t go on ignoring the bond between you.’ It was criminal that he was denying his grandfather the pleasure of young blood. ‘Ethan will light up his life. You’re being extremely unfair and negative about the whole thing.’

‘You do not know what you are talking about, Sienna.’ Adam rubbed the back of his neck and looked suddenly tired.

‘Then tell me.’

The look he gave her suggested that she was being irrational but Sienna did not think so. As far as she was concerned, she had made a perfectly normal request—and he had failed to carry it out. When he turned away she accepted that there was nothing more she could do tonight. Continuing to protest most certainly wouldn’t help matters.

In bed that night, when she had expected Adam to ignore her, he did nothing of the sort. He groaned and pulled her into his arms instead. ‘It’s been a hell of a day, Sienna. I need you like I’ve never needed you before.’

What she ought to have done was declare that she wouldn’t allow him to make love to her again until he had told his grandfather. Except that his nearness drove her crazy. Her body melted against him and the instant his knowing fingers touched and tortured, everything else was forgotten, she wanted nothing but Adam’s body beside her and inside her. She wanted everything he had to offer. And more importantly she wanted him to feel that way too. She wanted to help him forget his torment.

He made love without the usual preliminaries, driving himself into her like a man who was having his last wish granted. And it was all the more exciting because of it. Sienna felt as though she had died and gone to heaven.

And later, when they had both regained their breath, he touched and stroked more gently, seeking out all her erogenous places. He knew precisely how to suck her nipples into his mouth and stroke them with his teeth until she bucked and wriggled and wanted him inside her again. He knew that to nibble behind her ears created a similar response. He knew that even her belly button was responsive to his touch.

So many places, so much mind-blowing pleasure.

When he wanted to enter her again she bucked away from him. ‘Oh, no, Adam, it’s your turn this time.’ And she teased his nipples in exactly the same way, enjoying his reaction, the deep groans, the way his face screwed up as if he was in agony. Then she kissed her way down to his navel, exploring it with her tongue, then lower and lower.

Before she could reach her goal he hauled her on top of him. ‘Take me inside you, Sienna. Do it now, do it quickly.’

With their positions reversed, Sienna guided him into her. It was the first time they had ever made love this way and it gave her a feeling of power. Until his groan rent the air and he quickly turned her over. Within the space of a heartbeat he lost control.



Sienna stretched languorously when she awoke the next morning. She felt good, she felt warm and happy and wanted Adam to make love to her again. But the bed beside her was empty, and a note on his pillow said that he had gone to work. She smiled at the thought of him writing the note, it was something he had never done before. Perhaps a turning point?

As she showered her thoughts turned to his grandfather. Maybe James Farley didn’t like her, but was that any ground to hide Ethan from him? Adam was being pathetically cautious. There and then she made the decision to go and see him as soon as she had taken Ethan to nursery. She would deal with Adam’s fury when the time came.

Her heart pounded as she entered the hospital, a private one naturally—would the old man go anywhere else? And when she announced who she had come to see she was taken to a pleasant room where she found him sitting in a chair near the window. A fountain played in the centre of a lawn and a dovecote was alive with white doves. It was a satisfyingly peaceful scene.

He looked at her long and hard, and Sienna began to wonder whether he recognised her, before he said gruffly, ‘What are you doing here?’

Not a very auspicious beginning, thought Sienna, not the welcome she would have liked, but she ignored his beady stare and smiled instead. ‘I thought you might be in need of some company.’

A snort followed her words. ‘It depends who the company is.’

Meaning that she was not on his list of favourite people!

“Adam’s at work. I thought—’

Another loud exclamation of disgust, a flash of pale eyes. ‘So you’ve wheedled your way back into his life? How the hell did you manage that? He’s a very busy man, he can do without distractions like you.’

Sienna was beginning to see why Adam had found it difficult to tell his grandfather about Ethan. James Farley had become more obstreperous with old age. He’d always been difficult but…

What did she do now? Did she blurt out the fact that she had borne Adam a son and that’s why they were back together? Or did she try to get him onside first?

‘I guess we never really stopped loving each other.’ What a lie that was, but perhaps he didn’t know about his grandson’s incapacity to love.

‘And it took you five years to discover that?’

James Farley might be old but his mind was still sharp. It hadn’t taken him long to work out how long they’d been apart.

Sienna shrugged. ‘We were both busy.’

‘He’s a fool.’

‘I’m sorry if that’s your opinion,’ she said quietly. ‘May I sit down?’

‘Are you staying?’

‘I’d like to.’

‘Why?’

‘Because we’ve never really got to know each other. I thought that—’

‘You thought that you’d wheedle your way into my good books so that I’d leave you something in my will, is that it?’

Sienna shot her eyes wide. ‘Of course not.’

‘Good, because you’re not getting anything.’

Such bitterness. Didn’t old people usually mellow? Why was he like this? And would she be doing more harm than good if she told him about Ethan now? But this was her mission and he deserved to know. It might turn him around, give him something nice to think about, give him an incentive for living. It couldn’t be easy, sitting here day after day with no company. Perhaps it was loneliness that was making him bad-tempered.

‘If you really don’t want my company, I’ll go,’ she said, thinking carefully as she spoke, already turning back towards the door. ‘I was going to tell you something I really feel you ought to know, but—’

‘Wait!’ His voice wasn’t strong but it was a command nevertheless. ‘If you’ve come here for a specific purpose—apparently not simply to see me—then for pity’s sake have the decency to tell me. Don’t walk away like a coward.’

Sienna turned and fixed her blue eyes on James Farley’s rheumy grey ones. Swallowing hard, she said, ‘It’s something Adam should have told you, but felt he couldn’t. We have a son, Mr Farley. His name is Ethan and he’s four years old.’

Silence followed. A long silence. And Sienna was afraid that she had gone too far, that he wasn’t ready for such information. But amazingly his lips quivered, a smile followed. A weak one, a ghostly one, but a smile nevertheless.

‘I have a great-grandson?’

Sienna nodded. And waited.

‘Is he why you came back?’

‘Yes,’ she whispered.

‘What took you so long?’

‘Adam always put his work first. He’s a driven man. I thought he would be angry and send me away again. At the very least he would have accused me of holding up his chances of success.’

‘Which you would have done,’ he announced bluntly.

‘I’m aware of your feelings,’ answered Sienna, keeping her chin high. ‘It’s why you’ve never liked me.’

‘Adam told you that?’ he asked, a frown now adding to the other creases on his brow.

She nodded.

‘But it didn’t stop you coming here today? You have guts, girl. In the end you thought Adam deserved to know. The same as you felt that I should know. I’ve underestimated you, Sienna. It must have taken a great deal of courage to come here. Does Adam know?’

‘No,’ she said softly.

‘Why didn’t he tell me himself?’

‘Do you have to ask?’ she questioned with a wry smile.

‘I guess I wasn’t very well disposed towards him. I’m in shock, Sienna. How about I ring for a pot of tea?’

Sienna was amazed at how well he had taken her news. She had expected to be shooed out. She had thought he would show no interest in his great-grandson, just as he’d had no interest in her. Instead, it appeared that finding out about Ethan had performed a miracle.

She stayed another hour, telling him about Ethan and the life they’d had together, and she promised that she would bring him on a visit one day.

When she got back to the house Sienna felt pleased with herself. She had actually achieved something today. But her happiness was short-lived when Adam came home and she told him where she had been.

‘You did what?’

‘I went to see your grandfather,’ she repeated.

Adam groaned and closed his eyes and she knew exactly what he was thinking. ‘Did he throw you out?’

‘He wanted to at first when he found out that we were back together, but once I’d told him about Ethan we got on like a house on fire.’ She almost laughed at the expression on Adam’s face. ‘Don’t you believe me?’

‘He wasn’t angry?’

‘Why should he be? When he learned that he had a great-grandson he went all soft.’

Adam’s eyed widened. ‘My grandfather soft? I don’t believe you.’

‘Well, perhaps not quite soft and mushy,’ she agreed with a laugh, ‘but he warmed towards me and he’s looking forward to meeting Ethan. I thought perhaps we’d go at the weekend. What do you think?’

Adam did not know what to think. He had been horrified when Sienna had told him where she’d been, he had imagined all sorts of repercussions. And when she’d confessed to telling him about Ethan he’d gone cold all over. Much as he wasn’t overly fond of his grandfather he had no wish to see him further displeased.

And yet here she was, saying that James Farley actually wanted to meet Ethan. The very thought sent his mind spinning out of control. Ethan had brought him and Sienna back together, now it looked as if he was going to do the same with his grandfather.

Did the boy have magic powers? Or were children naturally good ambassadors?

He shook his head. ‘I cannot believe all that I am hearing.’

‘Believe me, it’s true,’ Sienna told him with one of her incredible smiles. She slid her arms about his waist and turned her face up to his. ‘This is one happy day.’

But her happiness did not last.

She said nothing to Ethan about his great-grandfather, she wanted it to be a surprise. She could imagine his pleasure, his whoop of joy, and if she told him too soon he’d be so excited that he would not sleep, and he’d keep pestering her as to when they were going to see him.

In the end Ethan never got to see his grandfather. Adam had a phone call on Friday evening to say that his grandfather had died. He’d suffered another heart attack.









Chapter Twelve

TEARS slid down Sienna’s cheeks. She had been looking forward to getting to know Adam’s grandfather, seeing more of him, introducing Ethan, watching the two of them interact and bond.

Now it was too late, it would never be. It was so sad and she couldn’t help wondering whether her visit had had anything to do with it. Her heart felt heavy at the thought.

Adam turned away and Sienna wondered whether he was blaming her, as well. Or if he was wishing that he had tried long before now to make amends. The old man hadn’t treated him fairly but even so he was Adam’s only blood relative. She saw the way his shoulders sagged and she wanted to comfort him but didn’t know how, whether it would even be welcome.

At least it had been quick, that was one consolation. James wouldn’t suffer any more. But the sadness remained with them, and Adam had the job in the days that followed of arranging the funeral.

It was a quiet affair. His grandfather had outlived all of his cronies so there was no one except Adam and Sienna to stand by his graveside and wish him a last farewell. More tears rolled down Sienna’s cheeks. What a sad ending to his life. She held Adam’s hand tightly as they walked away. He didn’t know it but she had seen a tear in his eye too.

Later that evening, after Ethan was in bed, unaware of the traumatic day they had had—Sienna hadn’t thought it fitting to tell him about the death of someone he had never known—Sienna asked Adam why his grandfather had never liked her. ‘It came across in waves when I went to see him, it was only after I told him about Ethan that he melted. It wasn’t a comfortable feeling to be hated so much.’

Adam drew in a deep sigh and shook his head. ‘It’s not a story that you’d want to hear, not today anyway.’ His lips thinned, his thoughts clearly flying back over the years.

But Sienna insisted. ‘It can’t make any difference now. I thought he was a lonely old man. I actually felt sorry for him.’ And she knew that she wouldn’t rest until Adam told her the whole story.

‘You wouldn’t feel sorry if you’d known him properly,’ asserted Adam, jumping to his feet and striding across the room. He looked out across the gardens and Sienna knew he was fighting his demons.

The air was very still outside, the sky even at this hour an intense blue. It felt as though the world was holding its breath, waiting to hear about his grandfather.

‘And since I didn’t get to know him, I’m looking to you to tell me about him,’ she added softly.

He turned then and looked at her with eyes that were filled with immense sorrow. Which Sienna found odd considering he had never liked the old man. Clearly a lot had gone on between them that she knew nothing about.

Finally he spoke. ‘He said that you reminded him of my mother.’ Adam’s voice was so quiet that she had to strain to hear. ‘And he wanted no reminders. He actually blamed her for dying, for the way my father went to pieces afterwards.’

Sienna saw raw emotion on his face, his eyes once again moist with unshed tears. Was she asking too much of him too soon? He had never spoken much about his mother but she knew that he had loved her dearly and had never got over her death. And his grandfather’s attitude must have made it far worse.

Several long seconds passed. So many unhappy memories were flooding his mind that it was painful to watch and yet she knew that she had to ask the crucial question. ‘So you went the opposite way and married me because I reminded you of your mother? You did it to spite your grandfather.’

His denial was instant and emphatic. ‘That was not my reason.’

Of course he would say that. He wouldn’t admit to such derisory grounds for asking her to marry him. There wasn’t a cat in hell’s chance of him admitting the truth. Sienna curled her fingers into her palms. This was not a day when they should be arguing and yet she could not help herself. He couldn’t make such a profound statement and then expect her not to react.

‘No?’ she asked, her eyes wide. ‘And yet you fell out with your grandfather because of me. It doesn’t make sense, Adam.’ None of it made sense. The whole thing was growing more bizarre by the second.

Adam drew in a deep breath, compressing his lips until they were almost non-existent, his whole being as still as the calm before a storm, and what he said next blew Sienna away.

‘I fell out with him because he said that if I married you he would disinherit me.’

She stopped breathing.

‘I couldn’t believe he had said that.’ Adam shook his head as if reliving the scene. ‘Did he think I couldn’t stand on my own two feet? That I couldn’t make a go of my life without his money? And you can bet your life that I wasn’t going to let him tell me who I could or could not marry.’

His words were suddenly harsh, his face flooded with anger.

Silence filled the air between them. A loud silence.

Sienna felt her head spin and thought she might faint.

Adam had married her simply to prove to his grandfather that he could do whatever he wanted! That he would not be dictated to.

Unbelievable!

It meant that there was no truth in his statement that he was unable to love because of what had happened to his father. The fact was he simply didn’t love her!

The only reason he had married her was to prove himself to his grandfather. It had been a war between the two men.

She had been stuck in the middle!

And now she had marched right back into his life!

Adam closed his eyes, needing to block from his view Sienna’s shocked face. It had been wrong to have this discussion today of all days. Today should have been a day of mourning, not disclosures.

He felt truly sorry now for having told her. He should have waited, he should have left it. He shouldn’t have mentioned it at all.

He hadn’t realised all those years ago that his grandfather had been trying to protect him when he had declared that Sienna was wrong for him. That his grandfather simply hadn’t wanted history repeating itself. He hadn’t wanted Adam to love Sienna so much that if anything happened to her he would fall into the same trap as his father.

In that moment Adam realised that the incredible had happened. He was truly and deeply in love with Sienna. He was in that trap. He wouldn’t be able to function without her.

But Sienna looked at him with eyes of stone. ‘I cannot believe that I am hearing this. I rue the day I ever met you, Adam. I thought that we had married for love. I know I accused you of loving your work more than me but deep down in my heart I didn’t mean it. I truly thought that you loved me. What a fool I was. I loved you more deeply than you’ll ever know. But it’s gone now. We’re over, Adam. I wish that I’d never come to see you.’

‘You cannot walk out, I will not let you.’

His voice was immediately strong and a fierce light shone from his eyes, a light that warned her, told her, that if she dared to attempt it he would be there to stop her. Well, let him try. He would soon discover how serious she was.

‘Sienna…’ Adam closed the space between them, ignoring the signs in her eyes, knowing only that somehow he had to make amends.

But Sienna was quicker, sidestepping away from him, darting to the other side of the room. Near the doorway. ‘It’s over, Adam. You have no idea how much I’m hurting. In fact, I don’t think the hurt will ever go away. Not that you’re worthy of such pain. I hate you, Adam, with the whole of my breaking heart.’

She ran out of the door and up the stairs, intent only on escaping him. She needed to be alone with her thoughts. Her heart was indeed breaking in two. Her whole world was crumbling around her. Hot, plump tears slid down her cheeks as she threw herself down on the bed.

It was amazing how one short declaration could change everything. She found it hard to believe that Adam had married her simply to spite his grandfather. What sort of a man did that? And what woman in her right mind would carry on living with someone who had made such an admission?

He hadn’t been backwards in using her body. It had been the best part of their relationship. It was ironic that he had made her feel so very special when all the time it had been part of his devious plot to get one over on James.

Sienna clamped her lips tightly together, her mind going over and over the events of the last weeks. It had actually seemed as though everything was coming together, the future had looked rosy. And yet in an instant it had been shattered. It lay around her feet like shards of glass, like petals dashed from a rosebush by heavy rain. Never in her life had she felt so worthless.

The realisation dawned that Adam never actually kissed or cuddled her except when they were making love. Why hadn’t she put two and two together and recognised that all he needed was a bed partner? It saddened her to accept that this was all he had ever wanted her for.

There was no doubt in her mind now that it was imperative she get out of here. Where she would go she had no idea. But escape was her goal. She had Ethan to think about too. He would be devastated if he thought he was losing the father he had only just found. All of this needed to be taken into consideration.

She expected Adam to come after her, was surprised when he didn’t. But at least it gave her thinking time, planning time. How long she lay on the bed Sienna had no idea. At some stage she must have fallen asleep because she awoke shivering. She pulled the covers over her, still fully dressed, but did not go back to sleep.

The green glow from the clock told her that it was almost midnight—and the bed beside her was empty. Not that she cared. Adam could go to hell. She would never forgive him for the way he had treated her. Never!

The night was long and cruel, her mind tormented, but when morning came she had made her plans. Thankfully Adam had left for work by the time she got up, and after taking Ethan to school she began making phone calls.

For a few days they barely spoke. She slept in one of the other rooms, getting up early so that Ethan would not know there was anything wrong. Even Adam acted normally in front of Ethan, swimming with him, promising to take him out on his boat again, reading him bedtime stories, including Sienna in everything he did.

Sienna was suspicious. If he thought that by pretending nothing had happened it would all go away, he could think again. She kept cheerful for Ethan’s sake but as soon as he was in bed and asleep she ignored Adam totally, usually shutting herself in her room, watching TV or reading a book.

Until the night Adam came to see her. He pushed the door open without even knocking. ‘Things have gone on for long enough, Sienna. We need to talk.’

‘About what?’ she asked, her blue eyes coldly hostile. ‘About the fact that you don’t love me, never have and never will? That our marriage is a sham and Ethan is stuck in the middle? Is that what you want to talk about? Do you have a magic recipe to put everything right? I don’t think so. You and I are finished, Adam. I’ll soon be out of your hair.’

His nostrils flared as he stared at her for several long condemning seconds. ‘And Ethan?’

‘You’ll have rights.’ She noticed that he didn’t say anything about her leaving, it was only Ethan who concerned him. Just as she had thought.

‘Rights be damned! Ethan is not leaving this house. I’ve lost enough years already.’ His eyes were cold and condemning, his chin tilted arrogantly, the cleft beneath his lips clearly defined. He was firmly of the belief that he could make this happen.

Sienna thought otherwise. ‘If you really expect me to stay here, locked into a loveless marriage, Adam, you’re crazy.’

Jutting black brows gathered fiercely together. ‘We can work at it, for Ethan’s sake.’

‘Let’s leave Ethan out of this.’ Sienna kept her back ramrod straight, her eyes declaring war. Her chestnut hair was tousled where she had raked her fingers through it, but she did not care what she looked like. There was no way that she was going to give in. Her mind was made up.

She was leaving him.

And Ethan was going with her.

‘How can we leave him out of it when he is a part of both of us?’ Adam’s voice had never been stronger. It was like steel and Sienna shivered as a chill ran down her spine. ‘I will not stand by and let you take him from me.’

She would need to be careful. It had been wrong to tell him that she was planning to leave because he would now watch her like a hawk. She heaved a sigh. ‘I guess I wasn’t thinking straight.’

‘Indeed you weren’t.’ Gruffness filled Adam’s voice. ‘We don’t have to sleep together, Sienna, if you cannot face that, but Ethan has to be our main consideration.’

‘Of course,’ she said quietly, looking down at her feet, not wanting him to see that she was lying through her teeth.

‘Then I will say no more.’

She had half hoped that Adam would go back to his apartment after their argument. It could actually work if they lived that way. She and Ethan in this house, Adam in his apartment. Then Ethan could see his father frequently and she would be happy with him out of her hair.

But dared she even suggest it? Or would the fact that she would still be forced to see him periodically make matters worse?

She guessed plan number one was the best. She had already warned her mother to expect her.

Happily Adam did not know in which part of Ireland her mother lived. And if he tried to find her it would be like looking for a needle in a haystack. She would be perfectly safe.

On the day they left she waited until Adam had gone to work before she packed their clothes and a few of Ethan’s toys, telling him that they were going to Ireland to visit his grandmother.

‘How about Daddy?’ he asked.

Not wanting to tell him an outright lie, Sienna said, ‘Daddy has his work, he can’t come with us.’

‘But I will see him again soon?’

‘Of course you will,’ she assured him. Though she did not know how long it would be before she allowed that to happen. The way she was feeling at this moment it would be a very long time.

It wasn’t being fair on Ethan, she knew that, and she didn’t want him to forget about Adam altogether. They had had such a short time together it wasn’t really fair on him, or Adam either. But how could she stay under the circumstances? It still made her hackles rise every time she recalled that he had married her simply to get one up on his grandfather. What sort of a man would do a thing like that? Had he ever meant to tell her, or had he planned to go through his whole life keeping it a secret?

There would come a time when they would need to see each other again, perhaps when she wasn’t so angry, but meanwhile Ethan would be happy living in a new place with his grandmother. He’d have all sorts of new things to do, places to explore.

She had told them at the nursery school, though she hadn’t said exactly where they were going as she did not want anyone passing the information on to Adam. And she had hired a taxi to take them to the airport, rather than using his driver. They were taking a flight to Dublin and she had paid cash for everything so that Adam could not track her movements. The account he had opened for her was the one thing she could thank him for. For once she did not have to worry about money.

Although Ethan had been fretful when they were leaving the house, excitement soon took over when he found out that he was going on a plane. ‘Wow, Mummy!’ he exclaimed when they reached the airport. ‘Are we going on Daddy’s plane? Is he coming with us?’

Sienna frowned. ‘Daddy’s plane?’

‘Yes, he told me about it, he promised to take me on a ride one day if I was very good.’

This was the first Sienna had heard about it but she was not surprised. Whatever money could buy, Adam seemed to have. In her opinion it hadn’t made him into a better person, though. He had ridden roughshod over her, buying the house, insisting they move in, spoiling Ethan terribly with all the presents he bought. Every night there was something different. It wasn’t good for her son.

And Adam wasn’t good for her!

‘Well, we’re not going on Daddy’s plane today.’

Sienna suddenly realised how sharply she had spoken and softened her voice. ‘We’re going on a much bigger one. This is the biggest adventure of your life, Ethan.’

His little face split into a wide smile. ‘Thank you, Mummy. And when Daddy comes, I’ll be able to tell him all about it.’

‘You certainly will,’ she answered, grimacing inside, wishing that his hopes were not so high. Deep down she hated what she was doing to him. But for her own sanity she had to get away. She could not carry on living with a man who didn’t love her, who had never loved her.

During their wait at the airport Sienna constantly looked over her shoulder and it was not until they were on the plane that she was able to relax.

When they reached Dublin her mother was waiting. Sienna had tears in her eyes as they hugged. It wasn’t until she had had Ethan that she had realised the power of a mother and child relationship. It was a bond too strong to break, and they hadn’t seen enough of each over the years.

‘And look at you, Ethan,’ said his grandmother, folding him into her arms. ‘How you have grown.’

‘I’m four and a half,’ said Ethan importantly.

‘And do you go to school?’

‘Yes.’

‘Then you must tell me all about it when we get home.’

Home was a cottage on the coast. It was an hour and a half’s drive away from Dublin and Sienna had never seen anywhere look more welcoming or peaceful. This was exactly what she needed. Somewhere remote, somewhere where Adam would never find them. What little bit of guilt she felt for taking Ethan away from him she quickly forgot once they settled in.

Her mother was a good-looking woman in her forties with blonde hair and grey eyes, still as slender as she had been in her teens, and was clearly happy with her life here.

Her husband, Niall, was an artist and had a studio at the bottom of the garden. He specialised in seascapes and Sienna could not think of a better place for an artist to live and work.

Ethan was fascinated with all the brushes and paints and poor Niall was soon being bombarded with questions, leaving Sienna time alone with her mother.

‘Is there something wrong?’ asked Anne. ‘I didn’t want to question you before but as soon as you said you’d like to come and stay with us I couldn’t help wondering.’

Sienna sighed, a heavy sigh that lifted her chest before relaxing again. ‘I went to see Ethan’s father.’

Anne’s pale eyebrows rose. ‘And?’

‘We moved in together.’

‘I see. I take it it’s not working out?’

‘Not at all,’ declared Sienna, shaking her head. ‘I thought he deserved to know about Ethan, but it was a mistake. Marrying him was a mistake. The biggest one I’ve ever made. Bigger than agreeing to move in with him again.’

Anne took her daughter’s hands in hers. ‘We all make mistakes, darling. It’s how we deal with them that counts. Is running away the best solution, do you think? I met mine head on. I divorced your father. Why have you never wanted a divorce from Adam? Do you still love him?’

It took Sienna a long time to answer, and then all she said was, ‘I don’t know.’ There were times when she did and times when she didn’t. It was like riding a roller-coaster. There were so many ups and downs that she couldn’t keep count.

‘Which means you do still love him,’ said her mother sagely. ‘Otherwise it would have been a definite no.’



Adam was anxious to get home. As each day had passed and Sienna had still been there, he had counted his blessings. When she had announced that she and Ethan were going to walk out on him he had felt raw, as though he had been cut wide open. It had felt like salt being rubbed into a wound. And it had hurt like hell.

Thank goodness he had persuaded her to stay. He wanted her at his side for the rest of his life. He needed to be patient, though. He shouldn’t have told her about his grandfather. It had been an insane thing to do. And now he had to find some way of making amends.

Simply telling her that he loved her wouldn’t do. She wouldn’t believe him, she would think that he was saying it to try and get her back into his bed. Which wasn’t his main reason at all, even though it was one he would certainly enjoy. The nights had been hellish without her.

The house was quiet. Too quiet! It was too early for Ethan to be in bed, so where were they? Suspicion built in him and he raced up the stairs, taking them two at a time, calling out their names at the same time.

Her room was neat and tidy—and empty! The same with Ethan’s. He snatched open wardrobe doors and saw nothing but more emptiness!

His heart slammed down into his feet.

She had gone! Despite her promise, she had left him. She had taken Ethan, his precious son, and they had gone God knew where.

In that split second Adam wanted to sit down and cry. He wanted to drop his head in his hands and sob. Nothing had ever made him feel like this before.









Chapter Thirteen

ADAM had had no idea that Sienna was still planning to leave. He should have been more alert. He thought that he had persuaded her to stay. How wrong could he be?

‘I will not stand by and let you take him from me.’ His own words came back to haunt him.

‘I wasn’t thinking straight.’

‘Indeed you weren’t. We don’t have to sleep together, Sienna, but Ethan has to be our main consideration.’

‘Of course.’

‘Then I will say no more.’

She had looked truly contrite and he had been satisfied. He thought that she was of the same opinion as him, that Ethan needed both his parents.

And now she had gone!

Without leaving a single clue!

The first thing he did was try her mobile phone, but it was switched off. Every time he tried it, it was off. Then he phoned Maria, but he drew a blank there as well. It was her day off, he should have known. Sienna had cleverly waited until she knew that no one would see her leave.

He went to see Jo. Sienna’s old neighbour was as shocked as he to hear that Sienna had run away. ‘I’ve not heard from her. I thought she was happy with you.’

‘So did I,’ he growled. ‘Have you any idea where she might have gone?’

Jo shrugged. ‘Not really. Anywhere, I suppose.’

Which was no answer at all! ‘Does she have other friends?’

‘I don’t think so. She’s never mentioned anyone special.’

Adam felt that he was getting nowhere fast and his blood pressure was rising. How could Sienna do this to him? And, more importantly, to Ethan? It was unfair on both of them.

Did she really hate him that much that she couldn’t bear living with him any more? He shouldn’t, of course, have told her the real reason he had married her. It had been a fatal mistake, a damning admission, and had damaged their relationship further.

But hadn’t he shown her recently that he loved her? Surely she must have picked up on it? Did it matter what had happened in the past? Wasn’t the present more important?

He realised how little he knew about Sienna. He had, by his own insensitive behaviour, sent her running. He felt terribly guilty. Everything was his fault. Every damn thing! And now he hadn’t a clue where to start looking.

He checked her bank account and discovered that she had drawn out a huge amount of cash but paid nothing by cheque or on her card. He even checked Ethan’s school in case Sienna had told them the reason she had pulled him out, perhaps left a forwarding address. But to no avail. So what did he do now? The driver he had put at her disposal said he hadn’t been asked to take her anywhere—which meant she must have called a taxi.

She was clever. She had left no clues whatsoever.

By this time Adam was pulling his hair out. Sleep became impossible. How could he sleep without knowing where Sienna and Ethan were? And where did he begin his search? Because if he had to search every inch of the country, he would do so. Unless she had gone abroad, gone as far away from him as she could. Hadn’t she once said something about a distant relative in Australia? He groaned.

The thought that she had put as much space between them as she could cut deep. It stopped him breathing. It was like a knife turning in a wound. If that was the case, it would be impossible to find her.

Except that nothing was impossible! He would check all the airports. See if she had been booked on any flight.

Didn’t her mother live in Ireland? He was sure that she’d once mentioned it, many years ago when they had first met. Maybe they had gone there? He felt a brief glimmer of hope. As far as he knew, they never saw each other but where else would she go? Would it be a wild-goose chase? He had no address, nothing. He racked his brains to try and recall whether Sienna had ever dropped a clue. But he drew a blank.



Sienna was constantly on her guard, afraid that Adam would discover her whereabouts and come after her like a raging bull. She had done all she could to cover her tracks but was aware that Adam would leave no stone unturned.

Ethan, on the other hand, was in his element, learning to paint. Sienna was actually quite proud of him. He seemed to have a natural talent, which Niall said should be nurtured. He naturally kept asking where his father was, and Sienna’s answer was always the same. ‘Any day soon, my darling, you’ll see him. Don’t forget Daddy’s a very busy man.’

She tried to ignore her own aching heart. Despite everything, despite vowing to hate Adam for the rest of her life, there was no hiding the fact that she was still crazily in love with him. Her wise mother had been right. There were times when she even wondered whether they ought to go back, whether putting space between them was worth all the heartache.

It was then that she had to remind herself that Adam wanted only his son—not her, never her. She was someone to be used in bed! Making love was magical, she was able to forget everything in those moments, but was it enough? Enough to survive on for the rest of her life, or at least until Ethan was grown up and left home?

Her heart simply couldn’t take the pain.



‘Adam!’

‘Peter! What are you doing here?’ The last person Adam had expected to see was Peter Wain wright. He had been in Ireland for two days but so far hadn’t been able to pick up Sienna’s trail. She had definitely flown to Dublin, that was as much as he knew. But no one remembered seeing a beautiful chestnut-haired Englishwoman with a young, dark-haired son.

Peter was a long-time business acquaintance who he sometimes met socially. He had even been at their wedding.

‘Business, old boy. And I guessed you must be somewhere around because I saw Sienna yesterday.’

Adam went very still. He even stopped breathing. But he gave nothing away. ‘She never mentioned seeing you. Where was that?’

Peter smiled. ‘She didn’t notice me, she was too engrossed in your son. You’re a dark horse, Adam, you never told me you had a boy. I assume he is yours? He’s fine looking without a doubt.’

‘Of course he’s mine.’ Adam was swift to confirm it. Not many people outside his own immediate circle even knew that he’d been separated from his wife. But why hadn’t Peter answered his question? He did not want to give away the fact that he was here looking for them, but he was anxious to find out where they were.

‘They were going into that grocery shop down the road. Are you living here now?’

‘Goodness, no,’ answered Adam. ‘We’re visiting Sienna’s mother.’

As soon as they had parted company Adam went into the shop in question and when he came out he was smiling.



‘It’s Daddy!’

‘Don’t be silly, Ethan, it can’t be your daddy. He would tell us if he was coming.’ Nevertheless, Sienna felt her heart miss a beat before starting to hammer alarmingly.

‘But it is, Mummy.’ Before she could stop him Ethan had run out of the house and down the path. ‘Daddy, Daddy!’ he cried, and threw himself into Adam’s arms.

Through the window Sienna saw Adam swing Ethan up and hold him close. She saw their happiness. Complete happiness. And in that instant realised how selfish she had been in keeping Ethan away from the father he had only just got to know. The father he loved with all of his dear little heart.

She had thought only of herself, and her hurt. She had ignored what she was doing to their son.

How Adam had found them was a mystery. He wore a black cotton shirt and jeans and looked relaxed, as though he was on holiday. And yet she knew that he would be far from relaxed. He had obviously been hell bent on finding them and with his determination had left no stone unturned. Though goodness knows what had brought him to this tiny corner of Ireland so quickly. Somehow, some way, she must have left a clue.

The smell of scones fresh from the oven filled the air. Ethan had helped her make them and they had been looking forward to a tasting session. Her mother had already taken a couple to her stepfather in his studio.

She saw Ethan chattering away to his father, saw his animated face, his arms linked around Adam’s neck. And she closed her eyes. It was a scene that would remain etched in her mind for ever—no matter what the future held.

She moved to the doorway and her eyes met Adam’s. She watched as he slowly walked towards her, Ethan still clinging happily to him. Her heartbeat accelerated and she felt a prickly heat all over her body.

This was a defining moment.

It was make-or-break time.

What the outcome would be she did not know. There would need to be a lot of changes before she went back to Adam. Even knowing that Ethan was the hub of their relationship, she could not see herself living happily as a family unless there was also love on Adam’s side.

She needed to know whether he had come to take Ethan away from her, or whether he wanted her as well.

Her eyes remained on his face as he walked slowly up the narrow path. His expression was unreadable. He gave her no clue whatsoever as to what was going through his mind.

‘Mummy, Daddy says he’s come to take me home.’

Sienna’s heart grew heavy. So he had come for Ethan alone! Her chin immediately lifted, her eyes hardening as they met Adam’s. And she waited for him to qualify Ethan’s statement. But not a word was spoken. His eyes locked with hers but they told her nothing.

He came to a halt in front of her and finally spoke. ‘Aren’t you going to ask me in?’

‘How did you find us?’ she asked, uncaring that her voice was sharp.

Adam shrugged. ‘That’s not important now. What is important is that we need to talk.’

Sienna reluctantly stepped back and allowed him entry. Then she walked through to the sitting room with its view down the garden to the sea beyond. It was normally peaceful sitting here but right at this moment everything inside her churned sickeningly.

She could see Niall’s studio and her mother standing talking to him. What would her mother say, she wondered, if she knew that Adam was right here in her house?

‘Ethan,’ she said gently, ‘why don’t you go down and see Grandma and Grandad?’

‘But—’

‘Daddy and I need to talk.’

‘I want to talk too. I’ve missed my daddy.’

‘Ethan!’ she warned, and he took one look at her face and fled.

Sienna knew that her mother would keep Ethan with them, giving her time to sort things out with Adam.

‘You’ve been baking.’

Sienna nodded.

‘It smells good.’

Such banal talk when she knew he must be dying to lash out at her, give her hell for running away, taking his son away from him.

‘And you’re looking good too, Sienna.’

That was a lie, she looked anything but. Her face was pale and drawn without a scrap of make-up and she looked nothing like the vibrant woman with whom he had once enjoyed mind-blowing sex.

Sex! It’s all it had been. All it had ever been. She was a mad fool to still be in love with him. Simply looking at him drained the energy from her and she sat down.

Adam, on the other hand, remained standing, his eyes fiercely dark, almost black, thick brows beetling over them. ‘Why did you run away?’

‘Isn’t it obvious?’

‘You promised you would stay.’

Her eyes met his defiantly. ‘What woman would want to live with a man who had married her for all the wrong reasons?’ Only a woman who still loved him despite what he had done!

She watched the conflicting emotions cross his face. She saw grimness and doubt, she saw sadness, but she did not see what she wanted to see. There was no love, no tenderness.

What she would have liked was for him to say that he could not live without her. That he wanted to give their marriage another go. Actually, what she would have really liked was for him to say that he loved her.

‘Were you being fair on Ethan?’ Adam dropped down on the settee opposite, his knees apart, his elbows resting on them as he leaned towards her. His hands loosely linked.

He looked relaxed now and yet she knew that he wasn’t. He was wired for an argument. He was damned angry with her and he was here to take Ethan home.

Over her dead body!

‘Ethan hadn’t seen my mother for a long time.’ She tried to keep her voice reasonable. ‘He’s enjoying himself. He’s not cried himself to sleep at night because he’s missing his father, if that’s what you’re thinking.’ She didn’t tell him that Ethan constantly asked when he was going to see him again. No way was she going to put herself back in the firing line.

‘And how about you? Have you cried yourself to sleep?’

His eyes locked with hers and Sienna felt a tingle run through her as though she had touched an electric wire. Damn! How could she still feel like this? Here was a man who did not love her. A man who enjoyed her body but nothing else. The fact that he was the father of her child was incidental.

‘That will be the day,’ she declared, hiding her feelings behind a strong contemptuous voice. ‘I really don’t know why we ever married. It was a disaster waiting to happen. You conned me, Adam. It’s not something I can easily forgive you for. In fact, I might never forgive you.’

‘You don’t think that for Ethan’s sake we—’

‘Let’s leave Ethan out of this.’ Fire lit her eyes now, filled her belly. ‘He is the innocent party. And I wish with all of my heart that he wasn’t stuck in the middle.’

‘We could make our marriage work.’

Sienna stared at him for several long seconds. ‘You’re kidding!’

‘We’d both need to work at it, of course, but—’

‘But what, Adam? We both know that you do not love me. You took my love and threw it back in my face. How are we supposed to ignore that? How are we supposed to live happily in front of Ethan if we hate the sight of each other?’ She watched the play of shadows on Adam’s face, could almost hear his brain ticking away.

‘I do not hate you, Sienna.’

His voice was nothing more than a low growl now, coming from somewhere deep inside him. He was filled with an emotion that she did not understand.

‘Whatever,’ she snapped. ‘It’s not enough for me to move back in with you.’

‘I love you.’

The whole world came to a standstill. Had Adam actually said that he loved her? And if he had, did he mean it? Or was it simply a ruse to get her back on side? He wanted Ethan and he knew that she would never be parted from him so he had to say something drastic.

Like he loved her!

‘Yes, and the world’s going to end tomorrow.’ Her eyes flared magnificently. ‘I’m not a fool, Adam, I know what your game is.’ Love wasn’t even a part of his vocabulary.

‘I mean it, Sienna.’

His eyes met and held hers and a faint shudder ran down her spine. If only!

‘I’ve not always loved you, I freely admit it. Though I was damned attracted to you.’

Yes, he had certainly proved that. He had invited her into his bed with the swiftness of a sparrowhawk catching its prey. And she had enjoyed every minute! But marriage wasn’t totally about sex, it was about love and trust and honesty. They had been dismally absent.

‘Asking you to marry me was an irresponsible thing to do. I wanted to get back at my grandfather and I’ve regretted it ever since. I’ve lived with that guilt. Every day of my life I’ve lived with it. Inevitably I pushed myself hard to become a success. I needed to prove to the old bastard that I could do it. And you took the brunt, I’m afraid. I’m sorry, Sienna. From the bottom of my heart I’m sorry.’

To give him his due he did look repentant, but Sienna wasn’t fooled. ‘It’s not enough, Adam. Anyone can say they’re sorry. I was in love with you. Really in love. Have you any idea how it makes me feel, knowing that I’ve been used?’

‘Rock bottom, I guess.’

‘To put it mildly.’ Her eyes flashed into his. ‘And when I found out that I was having your child, I wanted to kill myself.’

Adam groaned and she saw pain in his eyes but she did not care. He deserved it.

‘Thank God you didn’t,’ he said hoarsely.

‘I would never have gone through with it, I didn’t have the courage,’ she confessed, ‘but it was how I felt at the time. Now Ethan is the biggest joy in my life. I love him to bits and when he was so poorly I nearly went out of my mind.’

‘You shouldn’t have had to suffer alone.’

‘But I did, didn’t I, Adam?’ Her blue eyes blazed into his much darker ones. ‘I’ve had years alone. And God knows why I ever thought I was doing the right thing in introducing you to your son. Because it’s him you want now, isn’t it? It’s not me. You’re saying you love me but—’

‘Sienna!’

He spoke with such force that her words dried up in her mouth.

‘Sienna, I do love you.’

Her eyes flashed strong disbelief. ‘So what’s happened to this afraid-to-love thing that you told me about?’

‘I was afraid, because of my father, the way he reacted to my mother’s death.’ His voice was fierce and urgent, wanting her to believe in what he had to say. ‘But I realise now that if you love someone, you love them no matter what.’

‘You didn’t love me when you married me.’

‘No, that’s true.’ He winced as he said it. ‘But I do now. I can’t face the future without you, Sienna.’

Sienna saw the plea in his eyes, but still something held her back. How could she be sure? He could be saying all this just to get Ethan. His son had made such a difference to him. It had turned him into a different man. And that man she loved. But was he the true Adam? How would she ever know?

‘I know I’ll have to change. I know I need to regulate my working hours in order to spend time with my family. Actually,’ he admitted with a wry grimace, ‘my business can run perfectly well without me. I’m just a figurehead these days. My directors even tell me I put too much time in. But I enjoyed doing what I did. I had nothing else to do. But now I do have something, Sienna. I have a whole beautiful new life in front of me, with a son I adore and a wife I’m deeply in love with.’

There was such pain and honesty in his eyes that she finally accepted that he was speaking the truth. New life breathed into her body, she felt it creep up from her toes and fill every bone, every sinew, every vein, every artery. It heated her blood and threatened to engulf her.

‘You really mean that?’ Even her voice had grown stronger and she could not take her eyes away from his.

‘More than you’ll ever know.’

She heard sincerity, she saw clear truth in his eyes, and her heart felt like bursting.

Adam loved her!

He truly loved her!

A miracle had happened today, here in this beautiful corner of Ireland where the air was soft and the desolate beauty blew your mind away.

‘I know that you don’t love me any more, but—’

‘Adam, I do love you.’ She leaned forward and pressed the tips of her fingers to his lips. ‘I’ve never stopped loving you.’ Maybe she had told herself that she had but in truth her love for Adam had never gone away. There had always been a part of him in Ethan. And she loved her boy. ‘ You’ve made me laugh and you’ve made me cry, but I love you still.’

The look in his eyes, the incredulous look, made her smile.

‘I don’t deserve you,’ he groaned.

His arms slid around her, pulling her gently against him where she could feel the frantic beat of his heart echoing the thud inside her own body.

‘Tell me I’m not dreaming this.’

‘You’re not dreaming it.’ Neither was she. There was fierce honesty in Adam’s eyes, humility too, which was something she had never expected to see. Adam had been brought to his knees by love. She too was bowled over. It was as if a fairy godmother had waved her magic wand over them. The past was swiftly forgotten, all the pain and heartache. Their future was rosy.

Together, the three of them—and the new little life that was already forming inside her…
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