
When they reached the creek, she smoothed out one of the blankets on the grass close to a 
huge oak which had lost most of its leaves, allowing the sun to filter through. At Hugh’s signal 
she sat and watched him unload a wicker hamper. Out came a damask tablecloth, serviettes, 
dishes and cutlery, and a spread of such sumptuousness it made Eleanor gape. There was an 
assortment of cheeses, pâté, smoked salmon, crusty brown bread, potted shrimp and sliced 
ham and for afters, a box of Cadbury’s Milk Tray chocolates. 

“What did I tell you?” With a grand gesture, Hugh produced a bottle of French Chardonnay 
and two glasses. After he had opened and poured the wine, he raised his glass to Eleanor. “A 
toast, to a beautiful—” 

“New baby,” Eleanor interjected. 
“Of course. To Jonathon Clive Beresford.” 
Eleanor ate and drank far more than she had planned. One glass of wine would’ve been 

quite sufficient; the two she had made her feel slightly light-headed. But eating and drinking 
occupied her and saved her from having to say anything but an occasional, “Yes, please,” and 
“Thank you.”  

The only man she’d ever really talked to was Barry. What on earth did you say to a man like 
Hugh Beresford, whose world—into which you had been dropped—was so far removed from 
your own? She could grill him about the school, she supposed—the curriculum, the teachers, 
things like that. Not that it would make any difference, now, with the girls set to start there 
shortly. She could ask him about himself—men liked to talk about themselves—his life before, 
or about his writing masterpieces and the painting in which he apparently dabbled.  

At present, he seemed content with the silence which had hung between them for the past 
few minutes. They sat on a folded blanket, their backs against the trunk of the oak, she, staring 
at the creek’s fast-moving waters below, he, concentrating on the smoke rings spiraling up from 
his just-lit cigarette. 

Finally, she felt compelled to speak. “That was a jolly good lunch,” she said, playing with a 
blade of grass she had plucked  

“It was, wasn’t it, even if I say so myself.” He blew another smoke ring and watched it 
dissipate. “A far cry from the picnics we used to have when I was a boy. We’d be lucky if we had 
a sardine sandwich, and made from stale bread, to boot.” 

She turned and looked at him in surprise. She had assumed he’d been born to affluence. 
“Really?” 

“Yes, really.” He stubbed out his cigarette in the soil. “I come from humble stock, my dear.” 
Codswallop. His father had been a prominent barrister, which hadn’t stopped him from being a 
bastard of the first order who had clearly hated Hugh—his only child. Thank the good Lord, the 
old reprobate had kicked the bucket five years ago. Hugh’s wispy little mother had come from 
good stock, too, but she’d spent most of her life tipsy. She was still alive, but if he’d gone to see 
her at the home he’d put her in after his father’s death—which of course, was highly unlikely—
she wouldn’t have known him from Adam. 

“That’s what we often had,” Eleanor said, feeling a slight lessening of tension. 
“Huh?” Hugh frowned. 
“Sardine sandwiches…you said you used to—” 
“Oh…right. Sorry…lost my train of thought for a mo.” 



“Mum used to make really good ones,” Eleanor said, “with lots of pepper and butter…when 
she wasn’t in one of her moods. My father died, you see, and she was never the same after 
that. Or we’d have cucumber sandwiches, or tomato, or lettuce.” She laughed at herself. “Not 
all mixed together, though.” 

“What about bread and dripping?” A staple of the working-class diet, he knew, and one he 
had no desire to sample. 

“Oh, yes. We often had that when I was a kiddie, with lots of salt on it. But I can’t say that I 
like it now. My husband’s mother does, though. And Barry—my husband—loved it.” 

“Tell me about him. What was he like?” He hoped she wouldn’t hold forth about the chap 
ad nauseum.  

She didn’t. All she said was, “A lot of fun. A bit of a devil-may-care type, really.” Then she 
fell silent, her hands clasped in her lap, one thumb rotating around the other. 

“You must miss him dreadfully.” 
“I do.” 
He looked sidelong, catching the glint of tears in her eyes. He reached over and briefly 

touched her arm. “I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have brought the subject up.” 
“No, it’s fine”—she sniffed a little—“I’d rather talk about him. That way I can keep him alive, 

at least in my memory.” 
Not at all what he’d had in mind. He’d just as soon banish the fellow from her thoughts 

entirely. 
He lit another Craven-A and pulled on it, turning ever so slightly so he could look at her. 

God, but he wanted to kiss her. More than that. He wanted to cup her breasts in his hands and 
flick his tongue over her nipples. He wanted to straddle her in the grass right here, grab the 
sweet little arse he knew she would have and give her a damn good fu… He put the brakes on 
his thoughts, conscious suddenly of her eyes on him as she leaned forward. 

“You and your wife must be so thrilled about the baby,” she said. 
His erection, hidden beneath the jacket he’d thrown across his knees, collapsed like a 

punctured tyre. “Ecstatic,” he said with an unintended edge. What sort of a damn fool was he 
to imagine he could seduce her just like that? The process required time, finesse, and the 
building of trust. Oh and cleverness; he mustn’t forget cleverness. “And speaking of my wife 
and baby”—he got up and stretched—“I suppose it’s time we thought about packing up and 
heading home.” 
 Eleanor scrambled to her feet, almost stumbling in her eagerness. God, talk about 

ingratitude. But for some untold reason, all she wanted to do, now, was get back in the car and 

head for Grentham Hall. 


