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      The messages kept coming.

      Cormac had left his phone behind while they’d gone away on their honeymoon, as had Victoria. They’d enjoyed two weeks on the Royal Yacht, only reachable via the on-board satellite phone which he’d used twice a day to check up on James—who’d had the time of his life with Auntie Alexi. At the time, Cormac had had no idea what the girl was doing to entertain his brother but had been grateful. However, not so much on his return home.

      He’d come back to find his brother covered in bruises from adventures such as paintballing, learning how to skateboard, and other insane activities she’d had the two of them doing. However, he had to grudgingly admit the photographs she’d sent to his phone were adorable.

      But that was when he’d seen the messages. Several a day had come through to his phone while he’d been gone. More images of Cormac posing almost naked, one that suggested he definitely was. The worst was an image taken from a security camera of Geri oiling his shoulders and back where he couldn’t reach. It looked highly sexual, even if it was the furthest thing from it; in fact, he was sure the images were from his last night at the club. He was never more thankful for refusing the fluffing service she had to offer the strippers than he was at that moment.

      He did as Marcus said and messaged the Guard with simply, 7-7-7.

      ‘Happy to be home?’ Victoria asked as she came into the bedroom of the penthouse they were still renting, kicking off her high heels before standing before him. ‘You know, we have the whole place to ourselves tonight. No James until tomorrow afternoon.’

      ‘What are you thinking?’

      ‘I was thinking,’ she said with a wicked smirk. ‘That we could christen a few more of the rooms here.’

      ‘Really?’ Cormac looked towards the doors that led out to their private sitting room. ‘Do you think they’re jealous?’

      ‘That these rooms keep getting all the sex? Most definitely,’ she said with a solemn nod. ‘How about we take a swim?’ Cormac’s cock instantly twitched at the idea. Since their wedding night, she’d had a bit of a penchant for outdoor experiences. The pool and the sun lounging deck on the yacht had become her favoured places for their fun. The possibility of them being seen was a thrill for her, even if the crew knew that when he’d told them they wanted complete privacy, they weren’t to be anywhere above deck, not just on the parts they were enjoying. It was the titillation of the idea of someone watching or overhearing that drove her wild. The fact their pool here was in the open—even if they were at the top of one of the tallest towers in all the land—was obviously giving her the same ideas.

      ‘Want to go skinny dipping?’ His fingers slipped under the thin straps of her summer dress before slowly pushing them over her shoulders and down her arms. She breathed in deeply as the dress fell from her torso, exposing her breasts to the air. He lowered his head to hers and kissed her lips before moving to her neck.

      She moaned as he kissed just below her ear, her hands grasping his arms to keep herself steady as she turned into his touch. His fingers gently stroked up her side, causing her to shiver, her breath turning ragged as he lightly skimmed the side of her breast.

      ‘Cormac,’ she hissed breathlessly, arching her back slightly, trying to get him to touch her properly. ‘Please.’

      ‘Now, now, princess,’ he whispered in her ear as his other hand reached up to her hair to undo the clip that held her locks in place. ‘We’re not at the pool yet, isn’t that where you want me to fuck you?’ She moaned wantonly at his words. ‘Isn’t that where you want your sweet prince to turn you from a royal lady into a common whore?’

      ‘Oh, God!’ she whimpered before grabbing his face and bringing it to hers. She kissed him with such ferocity that it took Cormac a second to respond in kind. He pulled her against his body, holding her tightly as he poured every ounce of his desire, his love for her, into the moment.

      He pushed the dress over her hips, before slipping his fingers into the sides of her knickers and pushing them down to join the discarded dress.

      Her hands moved to his belt, quickly unbuckling it while he worked on his fly. They weren’t going to make it to the pool, but he’d ensure he make it up to her afterwards.

      ‘Cormac,’ she said against his lips. ‘The window.’

      ‘What?’ he asked, glancing towards the glass. The curtains were open; did she suddenly want them shut?

      ‘I want you to take me up against it.’

      ‘Oh, you are—’

      The shrill ringing of his phone made the two of them jump. He frowned down at where he’d thrown it on the bed when she’d come in. Private number flashed on the screen, and he ignored it, pulling Victoria to him and capturing her lips once more. But when the phone rang out, it started all over again.

      The two of them groaned.

      ‘Just answer the thing,’ she said as she turned around. He grabbed the phone, hating the damn device even more, and swiped up so hard he thought he could crack the glass on, before all but shouting what? into it.

      He watched Victoria sashay her way towards the window, dressed only in her stiletto sandals. She reached the glass pane and turned around, resting her back against the glass. Her hand slithered down her torso between her breasts, moving down past her navel and into her small thatch of hair that crowned her glory.

      ‘What?’ he snapped again, having completely missed whatever it was the person calling him had said. He was enraptured by her fingers moving within her folds, her little gasps of pleasure as she stared back at him with lust filled eyes. She bit her lip as she tried to bite back a moan, but the wanton sound slipped between them and went straight to his straining cock. ‘I’m rather busy right now.’

      ‘I said, you’re late on your payment.’ Cormac froze as he finally recognised O’Malley’s voice. ‘Now put your bride down, tuck your cock away, and get your arse downstairs. I’m waiting.’ The line went dead.

      He slowly dropped the phone from his ear, staring at Victoria as she posed in front of the window, the sun framing her as a silhouette made it all the more sensual and meant to stoke the fire of desire within him, but at that moment, all it filled him with was ice.

      ‘Get away from the window,’ he growled at her, racing forward and seizing her by the arm to haul her from the glass.

      ‘Cormac!’ Victoria gasped as he grabbed the curtains and pulled them across the window, plunging the room into darkness. ‘What on earth—’

      ‘Someone was watching,’ he barked, turning away from her as he tucked his now very limp length back inside his boxers and refastened his trousers.

      ‘They were what?’ she cried, rushing for her robe, and throwing it around her. ‘How?’

      ‘I dunno,’ he answered honestly. ‘I’m going to go and find out what’s going on. I won’t be long.’ He didn’t look back as he strode from the room, cursing up a storm.

      He searched for Marcus’ number as he pressed the button to call the lift.

      ‘Hello?’ came Marcus’ voice over the line.

      ‘We got a big problem,’ was all he was able to say before the lift arrived and he hung up.
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      Cormac fumed all the way down to the lobby. The hotel’s other guests quickly moved out of his way or stared at him from their seats as he stormed through the reception area, shoving the doors open with the palm of his hand. The doormen jumped at the force the door swung open, scrambling to catch it in time before it pivoted all the way and it hit the wall.

      He had no idea how he knew the limousine sitting in front of the building was waiting for him; he just knew. He all but snarled as he approached the shiny, black car, the door opening before he reached it and the tall goon he’d shoved down last time O’Malley had paid him a visit was the one to climb out. He held the door open for Cormac who stopped and glared at the man before he dipped his head and slid onto the leather seat. The bruiser followed him a moment later.

      An orange glow from the interior lights lit up the back of the carThis time, the back of the long vehicle, highlighting the rotund, little man that was O’Malley. He faced him in the centre of the seat behind the driver. The only interiors of limousines Cormac had previously seen were the party-types that turned up to the club, but this… This was nice. A mahogany bar ran along one side of the car opposite a length of seats where another thug—this one rather stocky—sat staring at him. Tall-goon settled into the seat next to Cormac, and he knew it was so the man could grab him if he tried to get out before O’Malley gave him permission to leave.

      ‘Nice of His Lordship to deign to join us,’ O’Malley said around his ever-present cigar. ‘I hope you enjoyed the honeymoon.’ The two men who accompanied their boss sniggered.

      ‘Look, I don’t know what you want with me. I fulfilled my side of things.’

      ‘Kid, you got a lot of nerve, but I don’t think you understand the extent of the situation. See, I gave you something, and you gave me nothing. So, you owe me. Now, I have given you plenty of chances to make this right, so I’m going to give you one more and then I’m going to start making you wish you’d done as I asked.’

      ‘You’re going to break my legs?’ Cormac crossed his arms and sat back in his seat. ‘Going to look a bit odd if I randomly turn up with two broken legs.’

      O’Malley put his cigar between his lips and grabbed his phone from his inside pocket. He said nothing as he unlocked the device and searched for something on it. Cormac was about to roll his eyes, thinking it was going to be yet another picture of him when his own voice rang out loud and clear in the confines of the limo.

      ‘My car alarm started going off and so I ran downstairs. When I opened the door, I saw this fat bastard on his knees leaning over Lady Victoria who was out cold on the floor—’

      O’Malley pressed the screen and Cormac’s voice stopped. The fucker had taped their first conversation when Cormac had told him exactly how he and Victoria had first met. The story they’d told the world would be quickly unravelled if that got out. O’Malley watched him expectantly.

      ‘You know,’ Cormac said, hoping he looked and sounded as unimpressed as he thought he did. ‘I’ve made rather good friends with the Head of the Royal Guard. In fact, he’s tracking my phone as we speak.’

      O’Malley’s eyes narrowed at Cormac.

      ‘I suggest you stop trying to blackmail me and that you quit texting me. All you have are a few pictures of me semi-naked, which, while embarrassing, would probably only raise my stock in the public eye.’

      ‘I can blow your little fairy tale apart with this—’

      ‘Nah.’ Cormac waved away the man’s words with one hand and turned to stare out of the window as if the view was far more interesting. ‘All that says is that Victoria recognised where she was that night and came to try and find me to save her. Yes, it doesn’t look as neat as it could, but you can’t release the whole thing without your own voice being part of it either.’ Cormac sniffed, turning back to the man. ‘So, you can release just that part and we’ll be able to talk it away; we’ll do a few photo shoots just to make everyone fawn over them. Perhaps, we’ll do it in swimwear so that I’m mostly naked.’ He hoped that got the point across of how the pictures wouldn’t really be much of a hindrance. ‘Or you have to release it in full, with your voice on it. And I have to say, Marcus Walker is very interested in you right now.’

      ‘Get out.’ The car immediately stopped its slow drive.

      ‘We are done,’ Cormac reiterated, opening the car door.

      ‘Oh, you so are, kid,’ O’Malley replied just as the car door shut behind him.

      The words left a bad taste in Cormac’s mouth as he watched the car pull away from the curb before turning left and disappearing. A few minutes later, his phone rang again.

      ‘Yes?’

      ‘We’re tracking him now. Good job.’

      ‘Make sure this really is over and done with, Marcus,’ he said as he began to walk back to the hotel. ‘I don’t want Victoria thinking she has another stalker out there, or that she’s got no privacy because of me. Also, he’s got a recording of me.’ He explained the full situation to the guard.

      ‘Leave that with me,’ Marcus said. ‘I can put out a few notices to editors across the country. Nothing like that will be printed or broadcast.’

      ‘Doesn’t stop the internet,’ Cormac told him before hanging up the call as he arrived back at the hotel. He glanced up, following the sleek glass all the way to the very top where he knew his wife would be worrying herself sick. Taking a deep breath, he stepped inside and began working on his story to tell her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      Victoria sighed and rubbed her eyes, pushing the tablet away to give herself a break for a few minutes.

      ‘What’s up?’ Cormac asked as he walked into the usually bright and airy sitting room. ‘Why’re the curtains all closed?’ He turned to stare at her. As she often was, she was tucked in the corner of the room behind the overly large desk, curled up on the generous chair that went with it. Usually, she was bestowed the gift of a beautiful view over the city leading out towards the bay, but today she’d pulled the curtains tight and the room was lit by one lamp on the other side.

      ‘Too bright. Got a headache’ she muttered. She cringed as Cormac sighed, seeing right through her lie. She didn’t want to admit it, but knowing people were sending up drones to try and capture them going about their lives had scared her far more than she thought rational. She’d been through so many scarier scenarios, but there was always a weak link in an elaborate crime, such as a kidnapping—that was how so many attempts against her had been foiled. That, and a stalker was spotted before they could become a threat to her—well, save for that one time.

      However, someone desperately trying to snap a picture just to sell to the media… She shuddered at the thought. Criminals needed punishment and rehabilitation; stalkers needed psychological help. How did you stop someone who was simply motivated by making a quick crown?

      Cormac put his cup down on the coffee table and scrubbed his hands over his face before turning back to her.

      ‘Victoria, you can’t lock yourself away.’ He had desperately been trying to reassure her that everything was okay since the moment he’d returned from his meeting with Marcus. He looked like a guilty puppy every time he found her squirrelled away somewhere she knew they couldn’t get easy access to. She hadn’t used the pool since, hadn’t allowed James to either, much to the child’s annoyance.

      She straightened in the chair again and pulled the tablet back towards her, purposefully scrolling through the images as if nothing were wrong save for Cormac’s assumptions.

      ‘I’m not. I’m looking at houses so we can get out of here. But nothing’s right,’ she said despondently. ‘It’s either too big or too small, or there’s not enough privacy, or it’s too far away from Highbourne—James starts school on Tuesday and unless you want him to board there—’

      ‘No way.’ He had been very outspoken on such a matter.

      ‘Then we really need to find somewhere quickly or he’s going to have over an hour to travel each way, every day.’ She sighed and rubbed her hand over her forehead. ‘It’s all my fault. I put it off for too long. I should have been searching before we got married—’

      ‘Victoria,’ he began as he made his way to her. ‘You have found, like, a hundred houses and I have said yes to about twenty-five of them—you’re the one who keeps saying no.’

      She turned the chair and levelled a look at him over the top of the tablet, hoping he’d stop in his tracks. He was far too distracting when he got near. Or when he wasn’t, and he started getting undressed. Or working out. Or lounging on the couch watching films…

      She shook herself of her thoughts and narrowed her eyes accusingly at him.

      ‘You said yes to a three-bed semi-detached on a housing estate,’ she reminded him. ‘It wasn’t even for sale. I just threw it in there to test you and you failed. Spectacularly.’

      ‘Princess.’ He dropped his voice, and it sent a shiver of desire down her spine. That usually only meant one thing; he was going to distract her. She quickly spun her chair around, but it was no good. His hands gently rested on her shoulders as he dipped his head and pressed a kiss against her bare neck. She couldn’t help the sigh that slipped from her lips. Or the smirk that spread across them. She’d taken to wearing her hair up more and more just to get him to do such a thing.

      ‘What have I told you about wearing your hair like this?’ He popped open the clip that held her twist in place. ‘It gives you a headache, makes you grumpy, and then you’ll never pick a place.’

      Her eyes fluttered closed as he nibbled at her neck and she dropped her shoulders to give him better access to that spot he’d somehow managed to find. His lips pressed against the juncture of her neck and shoulder and she didn’t even try and hold back the moan that fell from her lips as a shiver of pleasure rippled through her body.

      ‘Cormac, please,’ she murmured half-heartedly. ‘We need to find a home.’ He sighed against her, but pressed one last kiss to her skin before looking at the tablet she still held firmly.

      ‘What was wrong with the last one I liked again?’

      ‘It only had four bedrooms.’

      ‘There are only three of us,’ he pointed out. Victoria huffed as she dropped her head back to peer up at him.

      ‘There are now,’ she reminded him. ‘But when we have a baby, there will be four of us.’ He didn’t meet her eyes; instead, he kept them fixed on the picture on the screen as he nodded his head and pressed his lips together.

      Victoria cursed herself.

      She could get lost in his touch and kisses all she liked, could listen to him talk for hours about anything in his deep, sexy timbre. She could drool over his hot body whenever he revealed it, and could ache inside as she watched him play the father figure so brilliantly to James, but none of that negated the fact that this wasn’t a marriage for love.

      He was here because she was paying him. He was here to solve a problem she had. And she knew that no matter how kind, generous, and sweet Cormac was to her—and no matter how much she knew she could easily fall in love with the man behind her—he only saw her as a friend at best. A friend with benefits. Lots of benefits.

      His brow was probably lined because he was trying to fathom how to point out the fact that once she had a baby, their time was at an end and they wouldn’t need four bedrooms because there wouldn’t be four of them there. It would be her and their baby.

      Oh yes, they’d have joint access—as per their agreement—but that simply meant she could probably get away with just three bedrooms.

      ‘Let me guess,’ he said, leaning forward and swiping at the screen to change the picture. ‘You want a spare room for guests to stay with us?’

      Victoria released her breath and looked down at the screen. The image became blurry and she had to blink back the unexpected wetness in her eyes at the fact he didn’t point out such a fact. It didn’t make it any less true, but it gave her a sliver of hope that he wouldn’t pack up the moment she got a positive pregnancy test.

      ‘Well, think about it,’ she said and cleared her throat. ‘I have three sisters and you have your friends; if we throw a party, we’re quite a drive from the city, and wouldn’t you like having the option for them to stay over?’

      ‘That’s what couches and floors are for,’ he said without a thought as he reached over her and plucked the tablet from her hands.

      ‘The floor?’ she asked aghast. He nodded. ‘You’re a caveman.’

      ‘I’m a poor man.’

      ‘Not anymore.’

      ‘How many properties did she send over today?’ he asked, turning away and heading to where he’d been going to set up camp before he’d spied her.

      ‘Just six,’ she said miserably, resting her cheek in her hand. ‘We’re going to run out of options soon.’

      ‘You mean you’re going to.’

      Victoria held her breath again. Had he been looking at places on his own? Had he picked one in preparation for when he left her? The idea made her heart sink and her stomach churn.

      ‘What’s wrong with this one? Looks nice—eight bedrooms, so more than enough—and it has a pool.’ He waggled his brows at her and a deep swell of relief flooded her body before flushing red hot at the memories of their honeymoon. She’d enjoyed their freedom for those ten days very much—nothing to plan for or do save soak up the sun, frolic in the sea, and make love to her new husband. She had hoped their easy camaraderie and the heat between them would continue upon their return, and she knew Cormac was more than willing, but after the drone incident, she felt as if they were constantly being watched and she hated it. She’d not been able to get into the mood properly since. She’d asked Merryweather to take a couple of the paintings out of their bedroom because their stares made her skin crawl.

      Cormac hadn’t said anything, but he hadn’t tried to initiate sex since that day.

      She sighed.

      ‘Indoor or outdoor?’ she queried—indoor might work. She stood up and went to join him on the couch to peek. She had to admit, it sounded good so far.

      ‘Both.’ He grinned, and she couldn’t help the small smile in return. That only seemed to make his brighter.

      ‘Oh, no.’ Her shoulders sagged in disappointment as Cormac flicked to the next image. ‘Look at those stables, they’re a mess. We can’t live there.’

      Cormac paused, his whole body going still before he slowly turned to her. ‘We… What?’

      ‘Pardon?’ She blinked, unsure what his problem was.

      ‘The stables mean we can’t buy a house?’

      ‘Just look at them, Cormac. They’re terrible!’

      ‘And are you planning on keeping horses?’

      She glanced up at him in confusion. ‘No.’

      ‘Then what’s the problem?’

      ‘Well… they’re… an eyesore.’ She hesitated, suddenly unsure of her protest. She recalled his flat, how small it was, how there was only one bedroom between he and James, and that he’d slept in the living room on a sofa-bed. She was being a completely spoilt cow, but she just wanted the best for them. Perhaps if she could find the perfect house, he might decide to stay. She closed her mind off to such thoughts; she didn’t need him, didn’t need to be hurt more than she knew she was going to be when he up and left her.

      ‘They’re not far from the house—look, you can see them from the outdoor pool.’

      ‘So, we do them up, turn them into workshops or…’ He smiled at whatever thought popped into his head. ‘What about guest suites? Then you can invite anyone you want to stay over, and they don’t need to be underfoot.’

      Huh. She’d never thought of converting something before. She leaned in close to him and he threw his arm around her, pulling her against his chest as they continued to flick through the pictures. She supposed they weren’t too bad. They looked structurally okay, and they could put in a few windows here and there, maybe some skylights in the hayloft above. Oh, they could theme them!

      ‘Maybe we could go and see it,’ she said cautiously. ‘You know just to make sure they’re not completely decrepit.’

      ‘Yeah?’

      ‘Yes.’ She nodded, rubbing her cheek against his t-shirt. ‘I’ll make the arrangement with Kirstie tomorrow.’

      ‘Good girl,’ he said as he pressed the power button on the top of the device. He tossed it on to the chair nearby, much to her horror. But she didn’t get a chance to protest, because as soon as the tablet was out of his hand, he pulled her up and over his lap.

      ‘Now, with eight bedrooms, that’s a lot of christenings,’ he said with a completely straight face. He waited for her, kept his hands on the couch in case she wanted to bolt from him. She stared at him, her heart fluttering in her chest; unsure if it should race in fear of someone spying on them or dance in happiness and excitement at the idea of making love to the man beneath her.

      ‘Do you… Do you think that we’ll need to practice?’ she asked warily, still unsure she’d be able to actually play along. That was until Cormac’s smile broke wide across his face.

      ‘Oh, yes, princess.’ His hands gently stroked up her thighs. ‘If we’re going to ensure that we give our home our best performance, we’re going to have to practice a lot.’

      Our home. The words made her heart beat wildly for a completely different reason. One she chose to ignore as she smiled back at him, before lowering her head to his.
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      Victoria had to admit, it was perfect. The house was old, a manor home from the late 17th century, probably owned by a lord or baron at some point. At least someone far too low down the royal line for the house to have been taken into the crown estates when the family had decided to vacate it.

      It had a perfectly central porch for the old heavy wooden door, the symmetrical wings on either side of the main entrance were home to glorious stone-framed double-storey bay windows, and rising from the north side of the house, was a four-storey tower but she had no idea what that was for!

      As they came around the long winding driveway, through the thicket of trees that lined it, Victoria twisted her fingers into her trousers to stop from throwing herself at the window to get a better look.

      Beautiful purple wisteria crept up the walls at the front of the building, winding its way around the tops of the bay windows and arching over the main entrance, creating a curtain of purple for them to walk through when they arrived.

      ‘The roof is going to need some work,’ Cormac murmured next to her. Victoria blinked; she’d been so captivated by the beauty of the house she’d forgotten she wasn’t alone.

      ‘Yes,’ Kirstie’s voice came over the car’s speaker. With Cormac now riding in the back of the Rolls-Royce with her, her assistant was now sequestered in the front seat next to Toby. Maybe they needed to get a different vehicle? ‘It will also need extensive redecoration inside. The pools will both need to be checked—I fear at least the outdoor one is leaking from the reports. And then there’s the…’

      But Victoria stopped listening again as she took in the breath-taking old home as they drove along the road that never seemed to end. It was set on a slight hill; the small moat that had once surrounded it long dried out, but it only added to the depth of the gardens that grew wild and unkempt. They were going to need a lot of work, she noted, but the idea of planning her own garden after watching the royal gardeners doing the same thing repeatedly for years gave her a little thrill.

      ‘Have there been any additions?’ she found herself asking her assistant, unable to take her eyes from the building.

      ‘The orangery was added at some point in the 18th century, but the house stands as it did otherwise. It was built in a U-shape with a courtyard open to the south. The entrance is on the west-side, the tower…’

      Victoria switched off again as they finally made it to the entrance of the building. She didn’t even wait for Toby to fully stop the car, let alone open the door for her, as she was already stepping out of the vehicle as he applied the handbrake.

      ‘Victoria!’ Cormac chided as he flung open his own door and hurried around to where she stood gazing up at the building.

      ‘How much again?’ she asked breathlessly. She didn’t care how much it cost. This was it. This was going to be their home.

      ‘Five million.’

      Her head snapped around to look at her assistant who was just jogging around the car to join them. ‘Crowns? No, that’s insane.’ Okay, so it mattered a little how much it cost. ‘Who the hell is the seller?’

      Kirstie hurriedly flicked through the papers in the folder she held, her eyes scanning each page for the information she needed. Victoria knew when she found it; her face twisted up into disgust.

      ‘Oh, that explains it.’ The private sectary sighed before meeting Victoria’s expectant gaze. ‘A Mr Bob Gallo. He’s an American.’

      ‘Let me guess; he inherited it decades ago, never lived here, and now wants to make a killing on the current price of gold which skyrocketed last week?’ Kirstie checked through the papers again, before nodding her head.

      ‘He’s never going to get the asking price on this. Are you sure it’s not US dollars?’ Kirstie shook her head. ‘Doesn’t he realise that properties just don’t sell for prices like that here? Did he get crowns mixed up with slivers? Because I’d pay five million slivers right now for it.’

      ‘We haven’t gone inside yet,’ Cormac reminded her. He was right, but she didn’t care if they walked through that door and all they found was a shell, she wanted this house. The location alone, she realised as she turned and looked out over the fields below them, would be worth every bit… for the price she was thinking.

      ‘How much land is with it?’ she asked Kirstie as she shielded her eyes from the sun with her hand and took in the beautiful vista beyond the jungle of a garden. There was just greenery for miles around. The landscape was filled with well-kept fields full of crops that would be ready to harvest soon. Dotting the view every so often were copses of trees and about midway down her view to the horizon, there appeared to be a body of water peeking out from what looked to be a good-sized woodland or forest beginning. She wondered if it was the start of the Golden Hills National Park; if so, then that was probably Lake Earling which only made her smile brighter. That was where her mother and father had brought them as children for weekends of sailing and horse riding during term-time. The idea she’d be able to do the same with her own children made her chest swell with joy.

      ‘Fifty-two acres.’

      ‘That’s not much,’ Victoria said, her brow marring with confusion as she tried to fathom how far away the lake was and if there was the possibility of a private mooring.

      Cormac spluttered at her side. ‘You want more? What the hell are you going to do with fifty-two acres as it
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