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  Dedication


  For Bob, with my love


  THE THREE CLANS


  The Hartes shown in line of descent


  Emma Harte: Matriarch: Founder of the dynasty and business empire


  HER CHILDREN


  Edwina: Dowager Countess of Dunvale. Emmas daughter by Edwin Fairley (illegitimate). First-born


  Christopher Kit Lowther: Emmas son by her first husband Joe Lowther. Second-born


  Robin Ainsley: Emmas son by her second husband Arthur Ainsley. Third-born


  Elizabeth Ainsley Deboyne: Emmas daughter by her second husband Arthur Ainsley. Robins twin. Third-born


  Daisy Ainsley: Emmas daughter by Paul McGill (illegitimate). Fourth-born


  HER GRANDCHILDREN


  Shown in line of descent


  Anthony Standish: Earl of Dunvale. Son of Edwina and Jeremy Standish, Earl and Countess of Dunvale


  Sarah Lowther Pascal: Daughter of Kit and June Lowther


  Owen Hughes: Son of Robin Ainsley and Glynnis Hughes(illegitimate)


  Jonathan Ainsley: Son of Robin and Valerie Ainsley


  Paula McGill Harte Amory Fairley ONeill: Daughter of Daisy and David Amory


  Philip McGill Harte Amory: Son of Daisy and David Amory. Brother of Paula


  Alexander Barkstone: Son of Elizabeth Ainsley and Tony Barkstone. Brother of Emily, Amanda and Francesca. (Deceased)


  Emily Barkstone Harte: Daughter of Elizabeth Ainsley and Tony Barkstone. Half-sister of Amanda and Francesca


  Amanda Linde: Daughter of Elizabeth and her second husband Derek Linde. Twin of Francesca, half-sister of Emily


  Francesca Linde Weston: Daughter of Elizabeth and her second husband, Derek Linde. Twin of Amanda, half-sister of Emily


  EMMAS GREAT-GRANDCHILDREN


  Tessa Fairley Longden: Daughter of Paula and Jim Fairley (Paulas first husband)


  Lorne Fairley: Son of Paula and Jim Fairley. Twin of Tessa


  Lord Jeremy Standish: Son of Anthony and Sally Standish, Earl and Countess of Dunvale. Brother of Giles and India


  Toby Harte: Son of Emily and Winston Harte II. Brother of Gideon and Natalie


  Gideon Harte: Son of Emily and Winston Harte II. Brother of Toby and Natalie


  Natalie Harte: Daughter of Emily and Winston Harte II. Sister of Toby and Gideon


  Hon. Giles Standish: Son of Anthony and Sally Standish, Earl and Countess of Dunvale. Brother of Jeremy and India


  Lady India Standish: Daughter of Anthony Standish and Sally Harte, Earl and Countess of Dunvale. Sister of Jeremy and Giles


  Patrick ONeill: Son of Paula and Shane ONeill (Paulas second husband). Brother of Linnet, Emsie and Desmond. (Deceased)


  Linnet ONeill: Daughter of Paula and Shane ONeill. (Paulas second husband). Half-sister of Tessa and Lorne. Sister of Emsie and Desmond


  Chloe Pascal: Daughter of Sarah Lowther Pascal and Yves Pascal


  Fiona McGill Amory: Daughter of Philip McGill Amory and the late Madelana OShea Amory


  Emsie ONeill: Daughter of Paula and Shane ONeill. Sister of Linnet and Desmond. Half-sister of Tessa and Lorne


  Desmond ONeill: Son of Paula and Shane ONeill. Brother of Linnet and Emsie. Half-brother of Tessa and Lorne


  Evan Hughes: Daughter of Owen and Marietta Hughes


  THE HARTES continued


  Winston Harte: Emmas older brother and business partner


  Randolph Harte: Son of Winston and Charlotte Harte


  Winston Harte II: Son of Randolph and Georgina Harte


  Sally Harte Standish: Countess of Dunvale. Daughter of Randolph and Georgina Harte. Sister of Winston II and Vivienne


  Vivienne Harte Leslie: Daughter of Randolph and Georgina. Sister of Winston Harte II and Sally Harte Standish


  Toby Harte: Son of Winston Harte II and Emily Harte. Brother of Gideon and Natalie


  Gideon Harte: Son of Winston Harte II and Emily Harte. Brother of Toby and Natalie


  Natalie Harte: Daughter of Winston Harte II and Emily Harte. Sister of Toby and Gideon


  Frank Harte: Emmas younger brother


  Rosamunde Harte: Daughter of Frank and Natalie Harte


  Simon Harte: Son of Frank and Natalie Harte. Brother of Rosamunde


  THE ONEILLS


  Shane Patrick Desmond Blackie ONeill: Founding father of the dynasty and business empire


  Bryan ONeill: Son of Blackie and Laura Spencer ONeill


  Shane ONeill: Son of Bryan and Geraldine ONeill


  Miranda ONeill James: Daughter of Bryan and Geraldine ONeill. Sister of Shane and Laura


  Laura ONeill Nettleton: Daughter of Bryan and Geraldine ONeill. Sister of Shane and Miranda


  Patrick ONeill: Son of Shane and Paula ONeill. Brother of Linnet, Emsie and Desmond. (Deceased)


  Linnet ONeill: Daughter of Shane and Paula ONeill. Sister of Emsie and Desmond


  Emsie ONeill: Daughter of Shane and Paula ONeill. Sister of Desmond and Linnet


  Desmond ONeill: Son of Shane and Paula ONeill. Brother of Linnet and Emsie


  THE KALLINSKIS


  David Kallinski: Founding father of the dynasty and business empire


  Sir Ronald Kallinski: Son of David and Rebecca Kallinski


  Michael Kallinski: Son of Ronald and Helen Posy Kallinski


  Mark Kallinski: Son of Ronald and Helen Posy Kallinski. Brother of Michael


  Julian Kallinski: Son of Michael Kallinski and his former wife, Valentine Kallinski


  Arielle Kallinski: Daughter of Michael Kallinski and his former wife, Valentine Kallinski. Sister of Julian


  Jessica Kallinski: Daughter of Michael Kallinski and his former wife, Valentine Kallinski. Sister of Julian and Arielle
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  PROLOGUE


  London: 2000


  The man stood in the doorway of the shop, huddled in a corner, sheltering from the icy wind. It was freezing on this bitter January morning, and he felt tempted to hurry off to the nearby Hyde Park Hotel for a cooked English breakfast.


  Yet he was unable to tear himself away from this doorway, where he had always had a perfect view of the building opposite, one which he had for so long coveted as his own.


  Leaning forward, he stared at the grand and impressive edifice across the road. It had been standing there for over eighty years, but it was unscathed, untouched by the passage of time and impregnable. He thought of it as a bastion of prestige, privilege and wealth.


  And it should have been his.


  Tragically, he had been cheated. It had fallen into the hands of Paula ONeill, who now thought of it as her own, when in reality it was his by rights.


  In the mid-1980s he had almost wrested the flagship Knightsbridge emporium and the provincial Harte stores away from her, when she had made a series of mistakes in a deal related to the stores. So flawed was her judgement that she had played right into his waiting hands.


  Unfortunately, just as he reached out, had the stores almost in his grasp, he had been betrayed. As a consequence of this unwarranted and unexpected betrayal, Paula ONeill had managed to outwit him.


  She had been his nemesis for years, but it was from this precise moment that he had become her sworn enemy, had vowed to wreak his revenge on her. And soon he would do that; he would finally triumph over her.


  Abruptly, the man stepped forward, moving out of the doorway, his attention on two young women who had hurried out of the store and were studying the windows fronting onto Knightsbridge.


  One of them was a redhead, and he knew her at once. She was Linnet ONeill, Paulas daughter; however, she was now a Kallinski, after marrying the Kallinski heir last month. His thoughts settled on the little church in Pennistone village where they had been married. How easily it would have burned to the ground, killing everyone in it, and his problems with the Hartes would have been solved for ever more.


  He cursed Mark Longden under his breath for losing his nerve. What a weak-kneed hypocrite he had turned out to be; he had been exiled to Australia by Paula ONeill, and good riddance to bad rubbish.


  For a moment the man was baffled, unable to pinpoint the other womans identity. She was bundled up in a loden cape and long scarf, and her face was obscured. But then she turned and he instantly recognized the distinctive chiselled profile.


  His chest tightened, and a virulent anger surged through him as he gazed at Evan Hughes. She was his new nemesis, the American woman who had insinuated herself into the family and was about to become a Harte. He muttered an expletive … she was already a Harte, thanks in no small measure to his fathers long-ago lust. And now she threatened everybody by her very existence, especially himself. She, too, was now a target along with Paula and her redheaded brat.


  A smile slid onto his handsome face; he stared hard at the two women for a very long moment before setting out in the direction of the hotel for breakfast.


  That self-satisfied smile remained intact as he turned up the collar of his expensive and impeccably-tailored vicuna coat and increased his pace.


  As he walked, he considered a plan he had recently formulated … one so devilishly clever it might have been devised by Prince Machiavelli himself. How ingenious it was and it would surely help to bring about the fall of the house of Harte. He was convinced of this outcome.


  Jonathan Ainsley laughed out loud. They were going to get their just rewards. He would see to that.


  PART ONE


  Quartet


  Envy slays itself by its own arrows.


  Medieval saying: Anonymous


  CHAPTER ONE


  Flurries of silvery snowflakes were blowing in the wind, sticking to the plate-glass windows of Hartes and on the faces of the two pretty young women gazing so intently into those windows.


  Evan Hughes brought a gloved hand to her cheek and wiped the dampness away. Then she drew closer to Linnet ONeill, shivering and hunching into her dark-green loden cape, feeling the sharp bite of the intense cold.


  Instantly, Linnet glanced at Evan, and exclaimed, Im so thoughtless, dragging you outside to look at our windows on a day like this! Youre freezing. Come on, lets go inside. Weve seen enough.


  Linnet took hold of Evans arm and hurried her towards one of the double doors leading into Hartes.


  Im all right, honestly, Evan protested as she was propelled across the floor of the cosmetics department, adding irately, Im not a cream puff, you know, Im not going to melt away.


  Youve got guts of steel, Im very well aware of that! Linnet shot back. It just became frightfully cold all of a sudden, and if you catch a cold, or get sick, Gideon will have my guts for garters.


  Evan burst out laughing, as usual amused by Linnets penchant for quaint, rather odd sayings; she was frequently startled by the other girls bluntness, as well as her pithiness, which could be quite stringent at times. Evan considered her recently-discovered cousin to be unique. She had never met anyone quite like her, and in this past year of working together they had become close, the very best of friends.


  Moving through the eye-catching, glamorous displays of cosmetics and perfumes, Evan felt her icy limbs beginning to thaw in the warmth of the store, and she loosened her scarf, opened her cape. Smoothing her hand over her huge, bulging stomach, she confided, I feel like an enormous beached whale, Linny. I cant wait to give birth.


  Linnets expression was sympathetic. I know. But just imagine, Evan, youre about to have twins. TWINS! Youve certainly given Tessa, India and me pause for thought. We forgot that twins run in this family, that theyre quite the norm. Grandy had twins, and so did Mummy the first time around, when she was married to Jim Fairley. Its only just struck us that we also might be candidates, have the same fate as you. Linnet smiled engagingly. What do you think?


  We share a lot of the same genes, I guess, so youre probably right.


  Julians hoping so, and actually so am I. It makes life easier, having twins. Two children born together … an instant family and less time off work!


  Very well put, Evan responded softly, laughter filling her eyes. She couldnt help thinking that Linnets inborn pragmatism inevitably came to the fore, but she admired her for being so down to earth.


  By now the two women had arrived at a bank of elevators, and they stepped into one as soon as its doors slid open. Falling silent, they rode up to the management offices and hurried down the long corridor.


  When they reached the alcove in the centre, where the famous portrait of Emma Harte hung, the two of them automatically came to a standstill, looked at each other, smiled, and then briskly saluted their great-grandmother and moved on. It had become something of a ritual with them of late, whether they were together or alone. It signified their pride in being her progeny and of working in the renowned store she had founded.


  A few minutes later, settled comfortably in Evans office, Linnet said, So, give me your opinion about the windows.


  I have to agree with you, they are a bit outdated. Oh, theyre beautiful, Linnet, of course. So well dressed. And they do evoke the kind of image we want for Hartes, but they could be a bit … fresher.


  Not enough pizazz, perhaps? Linnet suggested.


  Not pizazz, thats not quite right for Hartes, is it?


  I suppose not, Linnet agreed, sitting back in the chair, her eyes on Evan, whose opinion she valued.


  Evan bit her lip, then shook her head. I think the word Im looking for is … glamorous. Im talking about the fashion windows per se, Linnet, and they ought to be just a tad more eye-catching and inviting. Listen, they should say something to the customer … they should say come in, try me on, buy me.


  Linnet nodded, her face lighting up. Thats true. Youve put your finger on it.


  Evan said, Youve only recently come back from New York, and youve seen the store windows there. I believe youre now finding our windows somewhat flat. Evans grey eyes rested on Linnet thoughtfully. When Linnet made no response, she asked, Am I not correct?


  I think you are … but Im not sure Mummy would agree.


  Have you discussed the windows with Paula? Evan probed, sounding anxious.


  No, I havent had a chance, and she and Dad are staying in Yorkshire this week, recovering from Christmas, the New Year and all of their entertaining. Anyway, theyre taking a week off from work, and they just want to stay put, potter around at Pennistone Royal. They enjoy being at home with each other, doing what theyve always done since they were kids growing up together. Linnet shook her head. Anyway, Im not going to say a word until shes back here at work. Actually, Evan, there are some other things I want to discuss with her, certain changes I believe we should make at the store.


  Evan sat up straighter but said nothing, merely raised a brow quizzically, her eyes full of questions.


  You look surprised, Linnet exclaimed, eyeing her carefully.


  I am. What kind of changes do you have in mind?


  Ill get to those in a minute, just let me say this first. As you well know, the fashion retrospective was a big success last summer. We gained lots of new customers, and we did terrifically well, but eventually sales dipped. What we need to do is keep our customers coming in, and we need to garner those important new ones as well. I truly believe were in a new age of retailing. We have to make shopping a unique experience, and offer other services.


  Obviously youve studied this carefully, and come up with some fresh ideas, Evan ventured cautiously, wondering if Paula would permit any changes at the Knightsbridge store.


  I have, Linnet asserted. For example, Hartes ought to have a day spa, a really beautiful spa offering every kind of treatment.


  That would be great! Evan was swift to agree, and then thought to ask, But where would you put it?


  Linnet grinned, and explained, I think one of those boring departments such as mattresses would have to go. But seriously, we could carve out space. I know this store inside out and we could do it.


  I guess it doesnt have to be a huge spa, just unique.


  Thats it exactly. Evan, listen, dont you think we ought to have more places to eat? Snack bars, for instance. Especially on the ground floor near the food halls. We could feature shellfish, pizza, hot dogs, deli sandwiches, and pastas. The kind of fast food thats actually tasty. Im sure theyd be successful, and they would appeal to people who work in Knightsbridge and the areas nearby, as well as our customers.


  Thats a great suggestion, Evan agreed, and the bars would be popular. I can feel my mouth watering just at the thought. What I wouldnt give for a plate of oysters right now.


  And ice cream on top, Ive no doubt, Linnet said, grinning at her. Isnt that your favourite lunch these days?


  Evan shook her head. Not quite, although I have had a few peculiar longings for some very strange food combinations.


  Linnet leaned forward, her expression intense. Id appreciate any ideas you might have, Evan, youre always so creative, and I do think we really have to revamp the store. A little bit anyway.


  Evan nodded. I agree … She paused, hesitating, and then confided, I did have an idea a while back. A floor devoted to brides. Called … BRIDE. Naturally we would feature bridal gowns, bridesmaids dresses, page-boy suits, and all those things. But we could also sell bridal shoes, jewellery, gifts for the bridesmaids, and even bridal lingerie. And theres another thing: in the States wedding-planners are very popular, and we could offer that kind of service as well. People would welcome it.


  Evan, I love it! What a brilliant idea. And what about the Evan Hughes Bridal Collection? You know youd love to design bridal gowns. How about it?


  Evan considered Linnets words. I think Id enjoy that. I guess Ive been itching to design again. Evans enthusiasm was apparent. Actually, the store has had inquiries about your wedding gown. There were lots of photographs in the newspapers, and women seemed taken with it.


  I dont blame them, you created something out of this world. So, lets sell it to them, Linnet replied in a rush, and at the same pace she continued, Also, I think your idea for an entire floor for brides is inspirational. Id really appreciate it if you could give me something on paper. As soon as possible.


  Ive got a lot of stuff on my computer already. Ill print it out for you before I go to Yorkshire.


  Thanks. When are you going to Pennistone Royal?


  In three days. Gideon and I are driving up on Saturday. Im glad. Im already a bit panicky to tell you the truth, I feel as if Im about to give birth at any moment. She said this lightly, laughing as she spoke, but she was genuinely worried that this actually might happen.


  So was Linnet, although she also laughed and tried to reassure Evan. Youll be fine, darling. Julian and I will be there for the weekend, so I can help with any last-minute details for your wedding.


  Thats lovely, thanks for offering, but theres not much to do. Its only the family, after all.


  Your parents are coming over though, arent they?


  Oh yes, and my sisters. My mothers already here, she arrived several days ago, and the others will be flying in next week. Robins being wonderful, very kind, and hes invited my parents and sisters to stay at Lackland Priory.


  Well, thats nice of him, of course, but dont forget youve given him a new lease of life, Evan. Mummy says hes never looked better. And India tells me that Great-Aunt Edwina is bursting with joie de vivre, at the top of her form.


  So Ive heard, but thats surely because India is going to marry Dusty at Clonloughlin this summer. A big fancy wedding is just up Great-Aunt Edwinas alley, Evan pointed out with a huge grin.


  Linnet agreed, then pushed herself to her feet and picked up her coat. Id better go, Ive loads of paperwork to catch up with. Thanks for listening, and for your input. It was just what I needed. She paused at the door, blew a kiss. Ill see you later. Smiling, she was gone.


  Evan gazed at the door, her face already clouding over.


  She was fully aware that Linnets nonchalance was assumed, that in fact she was concerned, worried what her mothers reaction would be to her ideas for the Knightsbridge store. Although they were not particularly radical, Evan knew they would fall flat. As a newcomer, she saw Paula ONeill from an entirely different viewpoint from her daughters and India Standish, Paulas niece. Evan was aware that their boss was a woman who had become a trifle set in her ways. She was also determined to keep Hartes in its traditional mode, to keep its image intact. What Linnet wanted to do wouldnt destroy Hartes image. On the other hand, Paula would be upset. She was Emma Hartes granddaughter and heiress, and she never deviated from the rules set down by Emma. Having run Hartes in exactly the same way for well over thirty years, since before Emmas death, she wasnt likely to make any changes now.


  Therell be trouble between them, Evan suddenly thought with a sense of foreboding. Real trouble.


  Endeavouring to brush this irrational feeling aside, she turned to her computer, went to her plans for the bridal floor. She hoped to lose herself in her work, but this did not happen. That peculiar sense of uneasiness persisted, and it disturbed her.


  CHAPTER TWO


  He could see her in the distance, high above him riding on the escalator, obviously heading for the upper floors of the store.


  The bright red hair was a fiery halo around her face, impossible to miss, as was the sleek silhouette of her smartly-tailored black suit, austere except for the touches of white at the collar and cuffs.


  She was the spitting image of Emma Harte and knew that she was, because everyone had told her this for years. And they had also told her how smart she was and canny, like her great-grandmother, and that she had inherited her intelligence, vivaciousness and drive. But, Jack Figg, head of Security and old family friend, suddenly wondered, had anyone ever told her that she, and only she in the entire family, had been lucky enough to inherit Emmas enormous glamour as well. Certainly Linnet was much more glamorous than Paula or her half-sister, Tessa Fairley. In fact, Linnet stole everyones thunder on that score.


  Such a hard thing to define, glamour, Jack thought, walking towards the escalator. It couldnt be acquired. A person was either born with it or not … glamour was innate, something which came from within. It had nothing to do with the length of a womans hair or its colour, or the beauty of her skin, or her face and figure. Glamour had much more to do with enormous presence and charisma, rather than anything else. And those lucky enough to possess it, be it man or woman, made an impact wherever they went, always caused heads to turn, induced people to make a beeline for them.


  A small smile flickered on Jacks face as he stepped onto the escalator, and he acknowledged, somewhat ruefully, that he was prejudiced when it came to Linnet ONeill. She was his favourite and always had been. To Jack she was the smartest of the younger generation in this family. She and her cousin Gideon Harte were the best and the brightest of the whole bunch. Not that their siblings or cousins were dullards or dimwits  far from it. Very simply put, it was these two who outshone the rest in almost every way. As a whole, though, the family was quite spectacular, with plenty of brain power between them. Hard-working, diligent, loyal and trustworthy, each and every Harte was also extremely good-looking, just like Emma and her two brothers had been.


  His thoughts swung to Gideon Harte, who was to marry Evan Hughes in ten days.


  Evan Hughes … now there was a name to conjure with. The newly-found American relative … quite a story that was. Sent to London a year ago by her dying British grandmother Glynnis Hughes, to seek out Emma Harte … who Evan quickly found out had been dead for thirty years. Evan stumbling into the midst of the Hartes, meeting Gideon that first day in the store and falling under his spell … as he had fallen under hers. Instantly. Love at first sight was grand when it happened. Evan impressing Linnet enough to be hired to work at the store … eventually causing Paula to wonder about her origins and delve into the past to uncover the truth about Evans antecedents … Paula discovering that Evan was the granddaughter of her uncle, Robin Ainsley, Emmas favourite son.


  And then another story had emerged and unravelled. Robin had had a secret liaison with Glynnis during the Second World War. Glynnis had borne Robin a son called Owen, soon after her marriage to her G.I. boyfriend, Richard Hughes, who had brought the boy up as his own. At the end of the war Richard had taken his Welsh bride and the boy to New York, and there she had lived until her death. But there was a much more complex story to the relationship between Robin and Glynnis, Jack knew that now. They all knew it.


  Everything was out in the open; there were no more secrets, and with their typical generosity of spirit the entire family had welcomed Evan, made her feel at home amongst them. And later they had welcomed Evans parents, Owen and Marietta Hughes, brought them into the clan without a murmur or qualm.


  And then there was Jonathan Ainsley. He hadnt welcomed the Hughes family at all. Now theres the rub, Jack thought with a grimace, as he considered Robins legitimate son, who had been thrown out of the family years ago for double-dealing, disloyalty, and cheating the division of Harte Enterprises which he ran.


  Paula, her father David Amory and her cousin Alexander had dispatched him, and he had become their sworn enemy. David was long dead, and all of Jonathans hatred had been focused on Paula for years. He considered her his great nemesis.


  Because of his dangerous games, Jack had Ainsley under surveillance at all times wherever he was in the world, as it happened mostly in Paris and Hong Kong. Jack needed to know what Ainsley was up to, when he was up to it, and most importantly, where.


  Ainsley was currently in London, and this disturbed Jack. Now that he was once again running Hartes security on a full-time basis, he felt responsible for every member of the family. Ainsleys sudden presence was like a time-bomb ticking.


  There was Evans and Gideons marriage to think of and it was uppermost in his mind at this moment. It was taking place on Saturday, January 19th, in the little church in the village of Pennistone. Small though the wedding was going to be, most of the immediate family would be present and undoubtedly they offered great temptation to Jonathan Ainsley.


  Jack was convinced that Evan and her father were undoubtedly targets now, just as Paula and Linnet were. Linnets resemblance to Emma must inflame Ainsley no end, get his hackles up. And he must loathe Owen Hughes, his newly-found half-brother, albeit an illegitimate brother. As for Evan, she was the grandchild Robin had always craved. Jonathan, who had been married and divorced, had never produced any children.


  Stepping onto the top floor of the store, Jack glanced around. Linnet, who had been in his line of vision a moment ago, had disappeared.


  After walking around the top floor for a few minutes, Jack spotted Linnet in the auditorium. Pushing open the glass doors, he called out, Linnet! Good morning.


  Swinging around, a smile struck her face at the sight of Jack; she sped over to him and gave him a hug, then stepped back, and said, What a lovely surprise! And how did you know where to find me?


  He grinned. Im good at that, finding people, you know. Actually, I spotted you on the escalator and jumped on behind you. Youre a sight for sore eyes, Beauty. Im glad youre back. How was your honeymoon?


  Brilliant. Barbados was hot. New York cold. And exciting. We had a great time, enjoyed both places. But its nice to be home, and to see you.


  Linnet had known Jack Figg all of her life, and he was more like a favourite uncle than a colleague; now she tucked her arm through his in an intimate way, and together they walked across the floor to a grouping of chairs near the stage.


  Linnet said, I was going to phone you a little later, to talk about Gideons wedding.


  As they sat down, Jack told her, Everythings in place, and the security will be as extensive as it was for your wedding last month. Truly, theres nothing to worry about.


  Linnet nodded and leaned forward. Mummys staying in Yorkshire to have a rest. Ostensibly. But she felt shed better be there to help Aunt Emily and Uncle Robin with the plans for the reception, since itll be at Pennistone Royal. Mums could do it by herself, but the others want to be involved. Insist, actually. Robin because of Evan, and Emily because Gideons her favourite child. Nothings too good for him.


  Does anyone ever admit to having a favourite? Jack asked, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. Especially in this family?


  Linnet laughed, amused by his tone. No. But they have them. Any everyone loves Gid, you know that. Hes special.


  Immediately Jack thought of Gideons brother Toby, whom he found highly competitive when it came to his younger sibling. Toby was jealous. But Jack decided not to comment on this. He merely said, True enough, and continued, Your mother gave me Emilys guest list, and I received Gideons a couple of days ago. It seems to me that family only have been invited.


  Yes, thats right.


  There was a small silence.


  Jack broke it finally, his voice grown more serious when he said, Theres something I need to tell you, Linnet … Jonathan Ainsleys back in London, I wanted you to be aware of that.


  He always manages to show up at the wrong time! she cried, her voice rising.


  I have everything under control, Jack reassured her swiftly. My people have him under surveillance on a permanent basis, thats how we know hes back here. Having no wish to upset her unduly, he refrained from telling her that Ainsley had been spotted that very morning watching the store from across the road. And so he went on quietly, his voice as always calm and soothing, Im simply telling you this because I promised to keep you informed about him. I just want you to be aware … and on your guard, so to speak.


  I will be. Have you mentioned it to Gideon?


  Not yet.


  Shall I say something to Evan?


  No, dont. It could upset her, and, after all, shes very, very pregnant.


  Shes holding her own, though. And the babies are not due until the last week of March. But its probably better she doesnt know Ainsleys around. She and Gideon are going to Yorkshire to stay at Pennistone Royal until the wedding. She can take it easy up there, have a rest.


  And shell certainly be safe, he murmured in response. That place is like Fort Knox these days.


  Thanks to you! And no doubt Gids had you working on Beck House. Installing a security system, I bet.


  He has indeed, Jack answered, smiling. Its a lovely old house and theyre both thrilled it came on the market when it did. Gideon especially, since his father owned it once.


  With Daddy when they were gay young blades, Linnet pointed out. Gid told me its almost ready for them to move in.


  I know. But getting back to the guest lists, do you think there might be any last-minute invitations? To non-family members?


  I doubt it. You see, Jack, Evan hasnt really made any friends, I mean outside the family. Shes been caught up with Gideon most of the time, and with India, Tessa and me. Oh wait a minute, theres that couple who own the hotel … George and Arlette Thomas. Her fathers friends. Im sure she would probably invite them, but—


  She did, Jack cut in, theyre on Gideons list.


  Then I cant think of anyone else.


  Jack nodded. As I said, therell be plenty of security, but I do need your help with one thing, if you dont mind.


  Tell me.


  More than anyone else, you know every person whos going to attend the wedding. You would spot a stranger in a crowd, and instantly. Far quicker, certainly, than me. Or any of my people. And also, although Im acquainted with every member of the family, I obviously cant be everywhere at once. So, heres what I want you to do … Keep your eyes peeled, make a mental note of everyone whos there, and particularly strangers, and tell me or one of my operatives if you see anyone you dont know. Immediately.


  Linnet nodded her head. I could wear a wire, or whatever you call it. A mike and an earpiece. Like you did at my wedding.


  Jack burst out laughing, and sat back in the chair, staring at her, amusement reflected in his eyes. There was no one quite like her … except for Emma when she was alive. She would have made exactly the same kind of outrageous suggestion as Linnet just had.


  Why are you laughing? she asked, looking baffled.


  Because only you or your great-grandmother would have said that to me. My God, youre so like her.


  Im glad I am, but getting back to the wedding, I could wear an earpiece and a mike, couldnt I, Jack? I mean, why not? Whats to stop me? Or who?


  No one really, but dont you think it might alarm some members of the family? Like Great-Aunt Edwina, for instance.


  Oh come on, Jack, not Edwina! You know better than that. Anyway, if Edwina were to spot me with a mike on my lapel shed want one, too. You know shes the general in the family, bossing everyone around and taking charge at the drop of a hat. But shes a good egg.


  Indeed, he murmured, biting back a smile. There was no denying it, at times Linnet took his breath away, but he had no doubts about her whatsoever. She was brave and determined as well as smart, and one day she would take charge, be the one to run the Harte stores. She was a star.


  Jack, what about it? she pressed. Can I wear a mike?


  Its not a bad idea at that, Linny, he replied at last, thinking: But would Paula stand for it? Wouldnt she balk at her daughter being miked-up at a family wedding?


  Almost as if she had read his mind, Linnet announced, Mummy might object. If she knew. But she doesnt have to know. Im sure I can hide the mike on my lapel, behind a large flower. And nobody would notice an earpiece. My hairs longer. As she spoke she fluffed out her auburn bob, staring at him pointedly, her green eyes intense.


  Your hair is longer, thats true, he murmured and stood up, glancing at his watch as he did. Listen, Ill get back to you on that idea later in the day. Let me think it through. Basically, I dont believe it will be necessary. It is a small wedding, after all.


  As Jack moved away, heading for the door, he turned, and said, Oh, there is one other thing. Your mother told me that all of the help at the reception are locals, whove been employed at Pennistone Royal in the past. Just scan them for me on the day, okay?


  She nodded, and rose, walked over to him. Ill mention it to Margaret this weekend, make sure theyre old hands. And of course Ill keep my eyes open at the reception.


  Thanks, Beauty.


  Linnet fell in step with him, and just before they reached the door of the auditorium she touched his arm lightly. Jack?


  Yes? He looked down at her questioningly.


  Do you really think Jonathan Ainsley might try to cause trouble? Do something insane?


  No, I dont think he will. Hes too smart. On the other hand, I like to be one step ahead of the other guys. So I play it safe.


  CHAPTER THREE


  Evan picked up a thick, felt-tipped pen and in her bold, flowing handwriting wrote across the manila folder the word BRIDE. Then she pushed the folder to one side of the desk, smiling to herself as she patted it almost lovingly. She had not realized how much work she had already done on the idea of creating an entire floor devoted to brides until she had gone into her computer an hour ago and printed everything out.


  After reading all of the pages written weeks ago, she knew she had a workable and comprehensive blueprint for the bridal floor, and she was pleased. She hoped that Linnet would also be pleased. More than likely she would be. But what about Paula ONeill? Would their boss really let them create a floor catering only to brides at the expense of other departments?


  The question hung there in the air for a moment. It was a tantalizing question for which she had no answer. A sense that problems were brewing, a premonition of trouble ahead still lingered in her mind. Very determinedly she tried to push this away, disinclined to ponder problems today. As Linnet would say, in her quaint way, there were better fish to fry.


  Rising, Evan walked across the floor to her long work table at the other side of her office. The top of the table was covered with photographs of the house Gideon had bought in Yorkshire, and she had an overwhelming desire to look at the pictures again.


  Sitting down at the table, she stared at those which she had laid out days ago. Once more she experienced the now-familiar pleasure and excitement that knowing this would be her home engendered in her, as well as a genuine longing to be there. Such feelings were paramount in her these days, and she could hardly wait to move in.


  As she shuffled through photographs of the grounds and the exterior of the house, she thought of that Saturday morning last October, only three months ago, when she had first seen the house.


  Gideon had driven her over to the small, picturesque village of West Tanfield, and had explained on the way that he wanted her to look at an old house with him. Its a house Ive always liked, and its on the market, he had said. My only worry is that it might be a bit ramshackle and need too much work. But we can walk through it, and see how we feel about it, cant we?


  Evan had immediately agreed, even though she was taken by surprise that he wanted a house in Yorkshire when they both lived and worked in London, especially since they could stay with his parents or at Pennistone Royal whenever they felt the need to escape the city. But then she had suddenly realized that he wanted a place of their own, especially after the twins were born, because his apartment in London, where they were currently living together, would become rather cramped. The idea of a house in the Dales appealed to her.


  On the drive over she learned that West Tanfield was halfway between Pennistone Royal, the great stately home which had been Emmas and was now Paulas, and Allington Hall, his parents family home, which had been inherited from his grandfather, Randolph Harte.


  Just before they reached the village Gideon had begun to laugh softly, and had confided that many years earlier his father and Shane ONeill had actually owned the house they were about to see. Winston and Shane were the same age, the closest of friends since childhood, and had been at Oxford together. They had apparently bought the house originally as a property investment, intending to renovate it and then sell it for a vast profit.


  Instead the two young bachelors had become so attached to the house whilst working on it they had finally decided to move in themselves. It became their weekend retreat until Winston married Emily Barkstone, Gideons mother. Shane had continued to live at Beck House for a year, but in the end he had felt lonely without his old sparring partner, and had finally told Winston he thought they ought to put the house on the market. Winston had agreed they should sell, and the house was snapped up almost immediately. And in the ensuing years it had changed hands only once.


  Dad told me it was on the market, Gideon had gone on, as he parked outside the house which stood at the bottom of a small hill at the edge of the village. He said that whatever its state I shouldnt worry too much, because he and Shane had practically rebuilt it. Anyway, come on, darling, I have the key from the estate agents. Lets go and take a look at what might become our family home.


  He had jumped out of the car and run around to the passenger side to help her alight, and then led her to the black iron gate set in an ancient stone wall. It was quite a high wall with lichen and moss growing between the stones, and many tall trees were visible above it.


  Beck House, she had read aloud when they finally stood in front of the gate. I like the name, Gid.


  He had merely smiled and led her through the gate, along the path to the house. Its called Beck House because theres a little stream, a beck, running through the grounds.


  The minute she saw it Evan was instantly enchanted, and she knew whatever its condition she wanted to live there. It was positively beautiful.


  Situated in a small dell, it was surrounded by sycamore trees and huge old oaks which encircled the back. Elizabethan in origin, it was a charming house, rather picturesque, low and rambling, made of local stone. It had tall chimneys, leaded windows, and a half-timbered front façade that was Tudor in style.


  In her minds eye Evan had always had an image of what an English country house should look like, an image instilled in her by her grandmother Glynnis Hughes. And on that cool and sunny October Saturday morning, she had seen this image in her minds eye take shape in reality. And when he put the big old key in the lock of the front door, her excitement knew no bounds; she couldnt wait to step inside.


  Evan knew she would never forget how she had felt when she stepped over the threshold and looked around the front hall … she filled with a wonderful sense of joy, and she felt, deep within herself, that she was going to live here with Gideon and their children … and she knew without any doubt whatsoever that they were going to be happy here. The house had a good feeling, and she was at ease, felt welcomed.


  She remembered that morning so well … walking through the big empty rooms … empty of furniture, but full of atmosphere and sunlight and dust motes rising in the brilliant shimmering air. She thought now of the enormous, old-fashioned kitchen with its dark-wood ceiling beams, mullioned windows and huge stone hearth. It was a family kitchen, the core of the house, the kind every woman loved. To her relief the reception rooms on the ground floor were spacious and well proportioned, while the upstairs bedrooms were cosy and intimate.


  Its the perfect house for a family, she had told Gideon without a qualm. Its just right for us, and it has family history as well, doesnt it?


  Indeed it does, he had replied, his eyes full of laughter as he kissed her cheek, and asked, Shall we buy it then?


  Yes, please, she had answered him, and then wrinkled her nose. If it isnt too ramshackle.


  Gideon had laughed. I dont think its a bit ramshackle, actually, at least not the interiors. The outside woodwork needs a few coats of paint, and the stone wall needs repairing, but otherwise, I think its rather … a beauty. Dad said the structure was solid, the bones good, and he was correct.


  And so a decision was made in the middle of what would become their living room before they left, and three weeks later the house was theirs.


  Evan picked up some of the pictures and looked through them for the umpteenth time. The interiors had all been repaired and renovated, the walls and doors painted, the floors restored and polished, the chimneys swept by the local chimneysweep, and every window had been washed by the window-cleaner.


  Beck House was ready. It awaited them. And next week, whilst they were in Yorkshire getting ready for their wedding, she and Gideon and his mother Emily were going to supervise the hanging of the draperies, the laying of the carpets and rugs, and the placement of the furniture. Many of the wood pieces, which were mostly antiques, had been gifts from Emily and Paula. Both women had hunted through their attics and come up with some really wonderful finds.


  Evan had sent computer photographs of the best pieces to her father in New York, and he had sent her an email almost immediately, telling her how good the furniture was, in his opinion. All were Georgian, he was certain of that, he had written, and he had told her he couldnt wait to look them over when he arrived next week.


  Evan sat back, reading his latest, very loving email, relieved and happy that their relationship was back on an even keel. Her father was now warm and caring; it was as if there had never been a rift between them.


  A light knock on the door brought Evans head up from the photographs, but before she could utter a word, Ruth Snelling, her new secretary, poked her blonde head around the door.


  Do you need anything, Evan? she asked in her breezy voice, with a bright smile. As usual, she was showing her concern for her boss, as solicitous of her as she had been from her first day of working at Hartes.


  Im fine thanks, Ruth. But perhaps you could get me a bottle of water, flat not fizzy, please?


  No problem. Ill be back in a jiffy.


  Dont go, Ruth, Evan exclaimed. I have something for Linnet. Do you mind dropping it off in her office? As she spoke Evan rose, moved slowly across the floor, picked up the manila folder and held it out.


  Still smiling, Ruth came and took it from her. See you in a minute, she said as she disappeared, almost running out of the office, intent in her purpose.


  Evan smiled to herself. The young woman was extremely eager to please and efficient; nothing was too much trouble for her. Things had been running smoothly since her arrival a few weeks ago, and Evan kept asking herself how she had ever managed without Ruth. I was always slightly behind the eight ball, that was the problem, Evan thought now as she sat down in her chair and glanced at her computer, needing to know if she had any emails. There were none so far this morning, which pleased her. Work had begun to pall on her lately, and all she wanted now was to be settled in the peace and quiet of Pennistone Royal.


  Paula had insisted she stay there until the wedding in ten days time, and she was happy to do so. Evan felt at ease in that great house, where she had spent most weekends for the past year. It had been bought in the 1930s by her great-grandmother; she loved being there because she felt the presence and spirit of Emma Harte within its walls. Not only that, it was truly familiar by now and beloved by her. Everyone had made her feel at home, and Margaret, the housekeeper, never stopped fussing over her, was kind, motherly, and also protective of her these days.


  Emily hadnt minded that she wasnt going to stay at Allington Hall, and had insisted she had completely understood why Evan would want to be in such a familiar place as Pennistone Royal. Gideons mother was one of the sweetest women she had ever met, and hilariously funny at times, frequently a little bit blunt, just as Linnet was.


  When Evan had mentioned this to Paula she had laughed and nodded, her violet eyes twinkling. They both take after Emma, Im afraid. She was blunt, too, and Linnet, in particular, has inherited Emmas penchant for genuine pithiness. My grandmother always said what she meant, and so does Linnet.


  And what you see is what you get, Evan had replied, and the two of them had laughed.


  Winston Harte, Gideons father, was just as lovely as Emily. Both of them had made her feel really special from the moment she had started going out with Gideon. Like everyone else in the family, they had welcomed her graciously, and had shown their approval of her as a wife for their son. She couldnt have wished for nicer parents-in-law; or for a more lovely sister-in-law than Natalie, now back from Australia. She was pretty, and a charming girl, and they had taken to each other immediately.


  The only person who seemed somewhat aloof and in a sense rather removed was Gideons brother, Toby. Linnet had once confided to her that Toby was inordinately jealous of Gideon, in every possible way. And his marriage to the actress faltered almost immediately, so I guess his nose is now out of joint because Gids got lovely you.


  Not wanting to get into a long discussion about Toby, for fear of seeming disloyal to Gideon, she had merely nodded; luckily, Linnet had suddenly realized she was late for a meeting and had rushed off, much to Evans relief. The subject matter had never arisen again.


  Pushing herself to her feet, Evan went back to the work table where she sat down, and slowly began to look through the numerous photographs Gideon had taken of their wedding presents. Everyone had been extremely generous, had sent extraordinary gifts, which were not only costly but beautiful as well. As Gideon had said, with a chuckle, We dont have to put any of these in the attic to be forgotten. We can use everything. She had agreed, also laughing.


  Hi there! Howre you doin?


  Evan sat up with a jerk, not having heard the door open. But she stared at it now, in disbelief. Standing on the threshold, larger than life, was her twenty-three-year-old sister, Angharad, completely decked out in brilliant red, from her long cashmere muffler to her high-heeled leather boots. Not only that, she had dyed her hair, was now a platinum blonde.


  Evans jaw dropped, so startled was she, and it took her a moment to find her voice. Heavens to Betsy! she said at last. What are you doing here? I mean, Mom told me you werent coming to London til next week.


  I decided to come early. I wanted to mosey around London before heading north.


  Rising, Evan went over to her sister and kissed her cheek; her expression was warm as she went on, Well, goodness, dont stand there, come in, come in.


  Angharad did as Evan suggested, her eager and curious brown eyes glancing around the room as she sauntered across the floor. This office is fab. But then you always do manage to get a nice place to work, nicer than most people.


  Ignoring this hostile jibe, Evan murmured, Its warm in here, youd better hang your coat and scarf in the closet behind you. Evan padded across her office to the work table, where she began to pick up some of the photographs spread out on it, knowing it would be wiser to put them away before Angharad saw them. She was extremely nosey. But Evan was too late; her sister was heading her way. Turning away from the table, standing in front of it, Evan said, Lets sit on the sofa over there, its comfortable. And would you like something to drink? Tea? Coffee?


  Angharad shook her head, standing stock still in the middle of the room, staring at Evan intently. After a moment, she exclaimed, I cant believe your size! Its unbelievable. Youre so huge. She began to laugh, the laughter sounding harsh, brittle, and not at all warm. You look as if youre about to give birth to baby elephants not twin boys.


  Wincing at these words, Evan did not respond, and in a gesture that was totally involuntary she found herself putting both of her hands on her stomach, almost protectively, as if safeguarding her boys. She hadnt appreciated Angharads tone; she recognized it only too well. It held that hint of envy which the younger woman had never been able to disguise, not even as a child. It was indicative of her competitiveness, her absolute need to put Evan down whenever she could. She had always been jealous.


  Taking a deep breath, Evan now said softly, I suppose youre staying at Georges hotel with Mom.


  Yes. And Moms coming over soon. To meet me here. We thought we could all have lunch together. What do you think?


  Yes. Yes, of course. Evan swiftly agreed, although she was annoyed that her mother hadnt seen fit to phone first. She had a lot to do before the end of the day, and lunch had not been on her agenda. She wanted to fulfil her work schedule before taking maternity leave.


  Stepping around her, Angharad was suddenly at the work table, looking down at the photographs of Beck House, and within seconds she had zeroed in on the pictures of the furniture.


  This is all Georgian, she remarked, her voice rising, her eyes scanning everything with total absorption. Picking up one picture, she scrutinized it intently. Then turning to Evan she asked, Where did this piece come from?


  Out of the attics at Pennistone Royal. Thats Emma Hartes former home. Now her granddaughter, my boss Paula ONeill, lives there. Paula gave that sideboard to Gideon and me. It was a discard, found in the attic.


  A discard. Who would ever do that? Its a treasure. Have you had it evaluated?


  No, we havent. I was waiting for Dad. I sent him a set of the pictures, so he could look at them… after all, he is one of the great experts on Georgian.


  I know that. I work with him, dont I? When did you send them?


  Oh, three or four weeks ago now, Evan answered, staring at Angharad.


  I wonder why he didnt show them to me. Angharad frowned, her dark eyes filled with puzzlement, her mouth settling in a tight line. She appeared to be annoyed.


  Maybe he glanced at them and put them away without thinking, Evan suggested, wondering herself why their father had not shown them to the daughter who worked alongside him in his antiques gallery in Connecticut. The daughter who was actually his protégée.


  Is this the house? Angharad asked, leaning over the table, peering at the other set of photographs.


  Yes, thats it. Beck House its called.


  Very nice. Very nice indeed, Angharad murmured, without turning around, her interest captured by the pictures of the various rooms, as well as the other snaps of the furniture which Emily and Paula had unearthed at Allington Hall and Pennistone Royal and given to them.


  After a while, she straightened, almost angrily, and turned away from the many pictures. With a swift glance at Evan, her eyes bitter, cold, she said, Well, youve done all right for yourself, havent you? But then you usually do land on your feet, Evan. For as long as I can remember. You had everyone wrapped around your little finger when you lived at home. Mom, Grandma Glynnis, and particularly Dad and Grandfather. You were always their favourite. Elayne was second. I came last.


  But it wasnt like that, Evan said in a soft tone. You werent last. No one was last … and I certainly didnt come first. Dad treated the three of us alike.


  Thats a laugh. Its me youre talking to, Evan. Not Elayne. Me. I saw things very clearly. I was adopted and therefore I was not blood … I didnt have the Hughes blood running through my veins. Not like you. Oh no. You were the precious one, the peach darling.


  Oh Angharad, please, dont be like this. Elayne is adopted, too, and Dad loves you both as much as he loves me, Evan exclaimed.


  If you believe that Ill sell you a bridge. In Brooklyn.


  Evan shook her head and began to walk to her chair, suddenly feeling sick, needing to sit down. This was an old story, and seemingly one which had not lost any of its colour or drama over the years. Angharad had been repeating it for years, fully convinced that she was the lowest of the
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If you enjoyed Just Rewards, discover these other bestselling novels from Barbara Taylor Bradford – all available to buy now!

In Autumn 2021 comes A Man of Honour, the prequel to the million-copy bestseller, A Woman of Substance, where the story of Emma Harte and Blackie O’Neill begins …
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Orphaned and alone, 13-year-old Blackie O’Neill must leave County Kerry to find work and put food in his mouth. His only chance of survival lies with his mother’s brother, far away in Leeds.

There, amid the noise and bustle, the mills and manufactories of the clothing industry that have made Leeds one of England’s most prosperous cities, Blackie’s spark of ambition becomes a flame. Working in his Uncle’s business, he nurtures a dream of throwing off the impotence of poverty, of building houses and perhaps even of becoming a gentleman.

And then, high on the Yorkshire moors, in the mists of a winter morning, he meets a kitchen maid called Emma Harte. And as the Victorian world gives way to the freedom of the Edwardian age, so a young man and a servant girl seize a chance, against the odds, to build a better life …

Don’t miss this stunning new novel from Barbara Taylor Bradford – pre-order here now!
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Discover how Emma’s story began in the 40th anniversary edition of A Woman of Substance – now with a foreword by Fern Britton. 

  Click here to buy now


 

And don’t miss the first book Barbara’s latest sweeping historical series, The House of Falconer 
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London 1884: 

James Falconer works as a barrow boy in a flourishing London market owned by Henry Malvern. But James hungers for more. Turning away from family tradition, he dreams of building an empire of stores like Fortnum and Mason’s and believes that Henry, along with his daughter and heir Alexis, could offer him a way to climb beyond his beginnings.

  Click here to buy now
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