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About the Book

Nell O’Driscoll’s  known Marcus Kilburton for years – according to her diary, she even had a crush on him as a teenager.  When he decides to open Kilburton Castle to the public, Nell takes a job as his assistant – and soon sparks are flying between them.  But is Nell free to pursue Marcus, when part of her past refuses to let go?

The world fell apart for Nell’s best friend, Hetty Brewster, when her husband Tony abandoned Hetty and their teenage daughter for a bitchy but successful writer.  Now the press is full of stories about the frumpy, boring wife losing out to a younger, slimmer model.  But Hetty’s about to get her chance for sweet revenge – if she can stop being nice long enough to take it!





For Lydia and Cino 
with my love




Chapter 1

It might be Easter, but it certainly wasn’t springlike. Marcus Kilburton, home from boarding-school for what was laughingly known as the spring break, lit a cigarette in order to practise his smoke-rings, tapped his foot in time with the Mini’s windscreen wipers and broodily surveyed the miserable landscape as rain swept in waves across Kilburton Park. The lake was the colour of charcoal, the walls of the castle beyond it darker still. Even the deer, huddling together for shelter beneath the wind-blown chestnut trees, looked depressed.

Hell, he’d only been back a day and a half and already his father wasn’t speaking to him. Other people, no doubt, would automatically envy him, assuming that because he was the heir to an earldom he had a brilliant life, no worries and everything a sixteen-year-old could ever want.

Hmm, thought Marcus, narrowing his eyes against the Marlboro’s smoke and focusing on a figure approaching from a distance. Whoever it was, was going to get seriously wet. The trouble with being automatically envied as the boy who had everything was the fact that people conveniently forgot the flipside of all it entailed. There was nothing they liked better, furthermore, than hearing about the failings of so-called privileged families like his and gossiping about them.

Which was why he had been forced to tackle his father this morning, in an attempt to make him realize what a prat he was currently making of himself.

It was what had provoked this morning’s huge argument and got the holiday off to such a thrilling start. Having to tell the ninth Earl of Kilburton that his supposedly discreet affair was, in fact, both common knowledge and the subject of much scornful derision, hadn’t gone down at all well.

The lone figure battling through the rain was only a couple of hundred yards away now, and he was able to see who it was. Marcus’s eyes narrowed further still as recognition slowly dawned. Just what he needed, he thought with bitter amusement. Yet another bloody O’Driscoll.

He’d never spoken so much as a single word to any of them, of course, but he knew of them only too well. Everyone did. The O’Driscolls were notorious, as talked-about in their own way as the Kilburtons themselves, and as common as they were colourful.

He even knew this one’s name, simply because it was so outlandish. Petronella, he mouthed silently, his lip curling with disdain at the ludicrous, gypsyish sound of it. Petronella O’Driscoll, supposedly the smart one of the family. If she was that smart, thought Marcus, why wasn’t she wearing a coat?

He hadn’t formulated any particular plan as he put the Mini into gear and began to drive along the single-track road towards her. When it was raining this hard, it would be only natural – as a rule – to stop and offer a lift to the person on foot.

When the person on foot was an O’Driscoll, however, the overwhelming temptation was to push her into the lake.

Close enough now to see her properly, Marcus observed that she looked as if she’d just crawled out of the lake anyway. The black, waist-length hair was plastered to her head as if it had been painted on. Dark eyes deliberately ignored him. Her cheeks, bright red with cold, matched the thin scarf around her neck. Every single item of clothing she wore – from the navy school blazer and cheap-looking white shirt to the short, grey, box-pleated skirt and navy tights – was absolutely sodden.

Marcus had been driving slowly, still undecided whether or not to stop. The next moment, however, the girl’s dark gaze had locked with his and the corners of her mouth lifted in a smile.

No, not a smile; a smirk. A condescending smirk at that. It was, he realized, a sly acknowledgement of the link between their two families, coupled with the merest hint of triumph.

Infuriated, he crashed his foot down on the accelerator. She was walking on the right-hand side of the road, skirting a large and muddy puddle. If he swerved just a fraction to the left, he would avoid it.

But why the bloody hell should he? The park was privately owned after all, Marcus reminded himself. She was trespassing, using it as a short cut home. Sod it, how dare she smirk at him like that?

He’d had to listen to Crispin Petersen-Vane in the sixth-form common-room drawling, ‘I say, Kilburton, what’s all this  I hear about your old man boffing some gyppo? The word is, he has to cross more than her palm with silver before she’ll let him near her. Do tell, does he also have to wear one of her pegs on his nose when he’s—?’

He had punched Petersen-Vane across the room. It had only helped a bit. Sending a great splattering wave of icy, muddy water over Petronella O’Driscoll, on the other hand, was much more satisfying.

The rock, flung with force and deadly accuracy, ricocheted off the boot of the Mini less than two seconds later. It sounded like a rock, anyway. Cursing, scarcely able to believe the nerve of the girl, Marcus slammed on the brakes and screeched to a diagonal halt.

‘You threw that stone at my car,’ he hissed, his face taut with rage as he pointed to the offending object which now lay on the narrow road between them. ‘What the hell do you think you’re playing at?’

To his even greater fury, as he leapt out of the car to inspect the damage he landed in another puddle. The girl, no longer smirking, still managed to look amused. At close quarters he was able to see the way the rain had spiked her eyelashes into clumps.

‘Repaying a favour?’ Nell, unafraid and not bothering to disguise the note of mockery in her voice, in turn studied Marcus Kilburton. Blond hair, flopping over his forehead in time-honoured Clark Gable fashion. Perfect profile. Very green eyes, straight dark eyebrows, and the kind of tan you didn’t get in Grimsby. Nice body, thought Nell dispassionately; shame about the attitude.

It cheered her immensely to see how wet he was getting. Great droplets of rain, seeping into his ancient jeans, turned them a darker shade of blue-grey to match the sky.

‘Look what you’ve done to my car,’ he snapped, jabbing an accusing index finger at the boot. Disappointingly, the stone hadn’t been as large as it had sounded, and there was no gaping hole to show for it, but at least the racing-green paintwork had been scratched. Only a small scratch, but still . . .

‘Oh dear me,’ mocked Nell. ‘What is it, a complete write-off ?’

Bloody bitch. In retaliation, Marcus gazed pointedly at the ladder in the left leg of her opaque navy-blue tights, and at the cheap shoes she wore.

‘Why, do you seriously think you could afford to pay for it if it was?’ He bent to run his fingers over the damaged paintwork, determined she wasn’t going to get away with this. ‘You’ll receive a repair bill, you know.’

‘Will I?’ Apparently unconcerned, she shrugged. ‘I won’t pay it.’

‘You caused the damage.’

‘You deliberately drove your car at me.’ The longer he stayed out of the car arguing, the wetter he got. Nell, hands on hips, took her time. ‘You asked for it. I understand why you don’t like me but it’s still pretty ill-mannered, trying to run someone over just because you don’t happen to approve of what their mother gets up to with your father. You should be careful,’ she added, shaking her wet hair away from her face and slowly running a pink tongue over her upper lip. It was an oddly insolent gesture. ‘Think how embarrassed you’d be if they  decided to get married. You wouldn’t be quite so superior then, would you? You couldn’t, really. We’d be related.’

This time it was Marcus’s turn to smirk. If this deluded girl seriously imagined such a scenario was even slightly on the cards, she was even more stupid than he’d first thought.

‘Oh dear, I hate to be the one to dash your hopes,’ he drawled, ‘but there are certain facts of life you should understand. My father, you see, is a member of the aristocracy. To be precise, he’s the ninth Earl of Kilburton. Kilburton Castle is our home. This is all ours . . .’ His brief gesture encompassed the five hundred or so acres of visible parkland. The girl, her eyes never leaving his face, said nothing.

‘People like us simply do not marry people like you,’ Marcus concluded, shaking his head slightly for added emphasis and silently congratulating himself on having put it so well. He’d never made a deliberately snobbish remark in his life before now, but she’d goaded him beyond endurance. For a first attempt, he felt, it wasn’t at all bad.

‘Maybe,’ the girl replied quietly, ‘because people like us have more sense.’

It had been an undignified exchange, Marcus realized later, and pretty much out of character for him. What had he got out of it, anyway, apart from a soaking and the uncomfortable sensation that he might just have come off worse?

Ah, but he did have something else. Driving back through the park later in the afternoon when the rain had eased, he had spotted the raspberry-red scarf lying limply at the side of the road close to the main gates. Without even knowing why he  was doing it he had stopped the car and picked up the scarf, which upon closer inspection was even more Bohemian than he’d first imagined. Made from panne velvet, silk fringed and tattered at the edges, it had been painstakingly hand-embroidered with deeper red beads and stars in what Marcus assumed to be typical gypsyish fashion.

He had no idea what prompted him to keep the thing. His conscience might have been pricking him but it didn’t bother him that much. He certainly had no intention of delivering the scarf to the O’Driscolls’ house, for God’s sake. They lived in the High Street. He was damned if he’d give the residents of Kilburton the thrill of seeing him knock at the door of his father’s frightful mistress. Now that would give them something to snigger about.

In the end, Marcus did nothing. Having shoved the scarf into the back of the Mini’s glove compartment he put it equally firmly out of his mind and a fortnight later returned to boarding-school, leaving the car garaged in one of the converted stables behind the castle. One of the biggest pains about being sixteen – apart from having to put up with a hopeless, gambling-fixated father and a deeply tedious ten-year-old sister – was being limited to driving on private land. Roll on the summer when he hit seventeen, he thought impatiently. Then he’d really have some fun. Kilburton, with its sneering, smart-ass locals, wouldn’t see him for dust.

If Marcus Kilburton had put the brief, stinging encounter with the uppity O’Driscoll girl almost entirely out of his mind, Nell O’Driscoll had not. Much to her irritation, as she walked  through the park each day to catch the school bus, she found herself reliving their meeting. She didn’t even know why – there were far more entertaining things to think about, after all – but every day it happened again, with such endless script revisions that the end result bore practically no relation at all to the original event.

Realizing that she was fantasizing, and furious with herself for being so idiotic, Nell took herself in hand and changed her route. No longer taking the short cut through the park meant adding three-quarters of a mile to the walk between home and the bus stop but at least she still had her dignity, she decided. Happily, as soon as she put the ruse into practice, the fantasies stopped.




Chapter 2

‘I don’t know why you bother with all that stuff.’ Trish O’Driscoll, four years older than Nell, couldn’t see the point of it. At nineteen, she had everything she’d ever wanted: dead-goodlooking boyfriend, nice little job behind the bar at the Hen and Chicken, baby on the way . . . and she’d managed it all without the help of boring old exams. Why Nell wanted to spend a heavenly afternoon in the garden hunched over the kind of textbooks you needed ‘A’ levels even to understand the titles was beyond Trish. All that stuff was so bad for your eyes. If Nell didn’t watch out, she’d have to start wearing glasses. And then who’d bother to look at her twice?

‘Just making sure I don’t end up like my sisters.’ Nell, unperturbed, prodded one of the books with her Biro. ‘You should try reading occasionally. There’s even a chapter in here on contraception.’

‘Who needs it?’ Trish wriggled comfortably on the rug, reaching for her tumbler of Coke. ‘I’m going to have dozens of kids.’

‘And I’m going to have dozens of GCSEs, though how I manage to get any work done around here is a bloody miracle,’ grumbled Nell. ‘Do you have to have that radio on all  the time?’

‘Yawn, yawn.’ Trish, who had heard it all before, finished  off the Coke and adjusted the straining straps of her pink-and-white bikini top. Bosomy since the age of eleven, she was now overflowing the cups in truly spectacular fashion. ‘Wait till me and Ricky get our own place. You’ll miss me when I’m gone.’

‘I won’t miss that God-awful music.’ Nell, flipping shut the book she’d been studying, rolled on to her side and chucked a crumpled-up sheet of A4 at her sister’s stomach.

‘Ouch!’ lied Trish, cradling the sunburned bump and hurling the ball of paper back. ‘I’ll tell Mum.’

‘Can’t. She went out half an hour ago.’ Nell ripped open a packet of peanuts which would have made ideal ammunition. Too greedy to waste them, however, she tipped the corner of the bag up against her mouth. ‘Guess where.’

Since it had by this time been going on for years, Trish didn’t even bother to reply. It only continued to entertain the villagers to such a degree because they didn’t have anything else decent to gossip about. One of them, anonymously of course, had even submitted a message of mock congratulation to the announcements section of the Cotswold Gazette: To Miriam and James, five years and still going strong. Whoever said it wouldn’t last?

Nell had come to the conclusion that the world was divided into two halves, those who wanted to be liked and those who didn’t give a toss. Hetty Brewster, for whom she regularly babysat, had been compelled to say in flustered tones, ‘What a sneaky, rotten thing to do . . . your poor family . . . how awful for them . . .’

Nell’s mother, on the other hand, had thought it the funniest thing ever, shaking with laughter upon reading the  announcement and gleefully embarking on a campaign of counter-gossip. The Earl of Kilburton, she hinted in the local shop, was boiling with rage and threatening to evict whichever traitorous coward had placed the ad.

Miriam O’Driscoll, the object of behind-the-hand whispering for the past forty-five years, positively revelled in the attention.

‘They need someone to brighten their mundane little lives, bless ’em,’ she declared, her dark eyes reflecting good-natured contempt for the villagers’ small minds and passion for gossip. ‘Can you imagine anything more depressing than always being the one doing the gossiping rather than being gossiped about? Good heavens, it isn’t even as if I’m doing anything so terribly wrong. The colourless old bags are just jealous, that’s all,’ she concluded with a broad, careless smile, ‘mad with envy because he chose me.’

Miriam’s four children needed no further encouragement. As far as they were concerned, their devil-may-care mother was without fault. And since the simple fact that they were her children meant they were already thoroughly accustomed to being whispered about, it didn’t bother them in the least.

They were individuals and they could do as they pleased.

In the case of Trish and Lottie, the two eldest daughters, doing as they pleased chiefly entailed getting a terrific name for themselves and producing babies out of wedlock at a rate of knots. Derry, the only boy, still only ten years old and already with the looks of an angel, seldom bothered to go to school and was widely suspected of having been the brains behind last  year’s great gnome escape, when poor Elsie Cutler’s gnomes spent the entire summer decamping, turning up in other people’s gardens, up their trees or on their roofs.

Fifteen-year-old Petronella, in contrast with the rest of them, at least attended school and appeared uninterested in the opposite sex. With her exotic looks and family background, however, it was generally acknowledged that it could only be a matter of time. Never mind the flashing smile and undoubted intelligence, they murmured. What about the quick temper, those eccentric clothes she sometimes wore, and that ferocious, unswerving loyalty to her mother? She was an O’Driscoll, wasn’t she? They were half-gypsy, after all. It stood to reason, then. Getting into trouble was in the blood.

Trish, who was supposed to be reading Miriam Stoppard’s  Pregnancy and Birth Book, lent to her by an ever-hopeful health visitor, struggled through a couple of paragraphs about the second stage of labour before casting the battered paperback to one side and giving herself up to Radio 1 and mindless sunbathing instead. Anything she needed to know, she thought, she could learn from Lottie. Her big sister might be a bit of a dead loss when it came to hanging on to boyfriends but she was brilliant at having kids. Three already and still only twenty-two. What Lottie didn’t know about gas, air and regular contraptions wasn’t worth knowing.

‘D’you know what I’d really love?’ she said hopefully, above the blare of the radio. ‘A chocolate milkshake.’

Nell carried on reading. ‘Me too.’

‘Oh go on, be an angel.’ Trish heaved herself on to her side and looked plaintive. ‘It’s my big craving. And nobody makes milkshakes better than you do. Pleeease . . . ?’

Nell, who had been about to go inside and get herself a cold drink anyway, seized the opportunity. ‘Only if you promise to turn off the radio.’

Trish pouted. ‘How long for?’

‘An hour.’

‘Will you do me a sandwich too?’

‘An hour and a half.’

Trish, tired of listening to music, grinned and said, ‘Deal.’

When her eyes had adjusted to being indoors after the brightness of the sunlight outside, Nell studied her reflection in the mirror over the mantelpiece. Definitely browner, she saw with satisfaction, pulling aside the shoulder straps of her black bikini to double check. It made a nice start to the weekend.

The blue-and-white kitchen was blissfully cool. Humming to herself, leaning her hot legs against the fridge door as she set to work, she whisked vanilla ice-cream and chocolate sauce together in a glass jug. Trish, still only six months pregnant, had already exceeded her weight allowance for the whole nine months. Her love affair with chocolate milkshakes, however, continued to flourish. Nell chucked in plenty of ice-cubes in an attempt to dilute the mixture and save her sister a few unnecessary calories, then smiled to herself as she recalled Trish’s hazy explanation of labour. The baby was unable to get out, she had solemnly informed Nell, until you were fully diluted.

The kitchen windows looked out on to the High Street, which was deserted. Everyone was enjoying the sun in their back gardens. Nell, cutting bread for the sandwiches, heard the sound of a lone car racing up the street and glanced up as it shot past.

All that really registered at first were the colours, dark green and a streak of red. When she had finished slicing the bread, curiosity rather than suspicion sent her across to the window.

Having screeched to a noisy halt outside the village shop, the driver had already leapt out of the car and disappeared inside. That it was Marcus Kilburton’s Mini wouldn’t have bothered Nell. Home from school for the weekend and seventeen at last, he was undoubtedly showing off the fact that forty-eight hours after his birthday he had passed his driving test. Tearing like a maniac along narrow country lanes, terrifying the wildlife, Nell thought with some scorn, was something all seventeen-year-old boys seemed to have to do in order to feel macho.

The streak of red, on the other hand, bothered her enormously. Nell had spent days searching for that scarf. Now, seeing it tied to the car’s aerial like a trophy, she felt her fingers curl around the handle of the bread knife with almost murderous intent.

The bastard . . . how could he do such a thing? she thought wildly. It was as if he were openly taunting her. And what was worse – whether it had even occurred to him or not – was the fact that since it was such an instantly recognizable scarf, everyone in the village who saw it fluttering from his aerial was automatically going to leap to the wrong conclusions. Like  mother like daughter, they’d crow with malicious delight. Well what else can you expect when it’s in the blood?

Nell was out of the house and halfway down the dusty, deserted street before she even realized what she was doing. The pavement burnt the soles of her bare feet. The bread knife was still clutched tightly in her fist. She was also decidedly underdressed.

Nell, who wouldn’t have cared if she’d been stark naked, wasted no time. Since she was never going to wear it again, she used the bread knife to slice the scarf in two, freeing it from the aerial in one go. The temptation to carve up a couple of tyres while she was about it was almost overwhelming. Taking a deep breath and exerting ferocious self-control, she turned instead and walked away.

Back at the cottage, however, and still buzzing with adrenaline, she knew she couldn’t leave it at that. Simply removing her scarf hadn’t been enough, not nearly enough. If she didn’t do something more satisfyingly constructive she was likely to explode.

Minnie Hardwick, who ran the village shop, was a widow rumoured to have chattered her poor husband to death. Any customer even attempting to say they were in a hurry was immediately treated to one of Minnie’s endless ‘Now don’t you talk to me about ’urry, why only the other mornin’ I said to my son no wonder ’is ulcer’s playin’ ’im up when all ’e does is tire ’isself out rushin’ ’ere, there and everywhere’ diatribes.

Guessing that she had another minute at least before Marcus Kilburton could make good his escape, Nell gazed around for inspiration and found it on top of the fridge.

There was still no one else in sight. Covering the hundred or so yards quickly, she encountered no twitching curtains along the way. All the Mini’s windows were open in an attempt to circulate the air. Choosing the rear window on the driver’s side, she tweaked the carton’s cardboard spout, took careful aim and tipped three-quarters of a pint of full-cream milk on to the dark-green carpeting behind the front seat. It sank in within seconds. In this stifling heat, it would start going off almost straight away. By nightfall, Nell thought happily, the terrible stench would be enough to make even strong men retch.

Feeling tons better, she sauntered back along the street swinging the empty carton between index finger and thumb. Now that she had used up the last of the milk – albeit in a thoroughly deserving cause – she would have to visit the shop herself before it closed. It amused Nell no end to think that Minnie Hardwick, pink-cheeked with pride, would undoubtedly boast about having had Marcus Kilburton in there. She could almost hear it now: ‘. . . what a charmin’ boy ’e is, such lovely manners and so ’andsome . . .’

‘How on earth long does it take to put together a sandwich?’ Trish, shuffling into the kitchen, stared in dismay at the unbuttered slices of bread. ‘You haven’t even started,’ she grumbled. ‘What are you staring at, anyway?’

‘Oh hell,’ groaned Nell. Unable to resist peering through the window, she now wished she hadn’t. Because the stocky, dark-haired boy climbing into the dark-green Mini definitely wasn’t Marcus Kilburton.

Three weeks later, on the last day of term, she found him waiting for her as she stepped off the bus.

Marcus, having broken up for the summer holidays several days earlier, had parked in a gateway at the side of the road. His gold-blond hair glittered in the afternoon sunlight and his tan was deeper than ever. He wore very dark glasses, a loose, white cricket shirt and old, pale Levi’s. Leaning casually against the gate, lighting a Marlboro in order to look extra-cool, he drew gasps of admiration from the other girls on the bus. The blackness of the sunglasses might make it impossible to tell in which direction he was looking but Nell didn’t need to see his eyes. She knew anyway, with a sinking certainty, that he was waiting for her.

‘Cor!’ sighed Sharon Meldrew, emboldened by the fact that he was twenty feet away and she was safely ensconced on the bus. ‘He can light my fags any time he likes. Coo-ee, gorgeous . . . over here! Go on, give us a smile.’

Maria Sharpe, sitting next to her, shoved her bony elbow into Sharon’s spare tyre. ‘Shuddup, he’s talking to Nell O’Driscoll. D’you suppose he’s her boyfriend?’

The bus driver, less enthralled by the idea than Nell’s classmates, pulled away from the kerb, leaving Sharon and Maria craning their necks over the back seat.

‘She doesn’t have boyfriends.’ Slumping back down, Sharon peeled the wrapper off a half-melted Mars bar. It was a source of some irritation to her that all the boys in their year lusted after Nell rather than herself, yet all Nell did was ignore them. ‘Lanky cow,’ she added in dismissive tones. ‘I’ve heard her mother only does it for money.’

‘I’d do it for money, if it was with that lad back there.’ Maria, deeply envious of Nell, was still peering out of the window. ‘Oh sod it,’ she admitted finally. ‘I’d do it for free.’

‘. . . you see, something like that’s OK when one’s learning to drive.’ Marcus’s mouth twitched as he fought to contain his smile. ‘But as soon as I’d passed my test I went for something with a bit more go in it. And sold the Mini to one of the stable lads,’ he added unnecessarily. ‘You’d probably have got away with it if you hadn’t taken the scarf, you know. As soon as he mentioned it had gone I realized it had to be you. And as for the milk, poor Robbie . . . he still hasn’t been able to get rid of the smell.’

He was loving every minute, Nell thought. As if she hadn’t felt stupid enough at the time. Why the bloody hell had it not even seemed to occur to him that he was the reason she had done it in the first place?

‘What are you saying, that it’s OK for people like you to steal other people’s property, but not OK for people like us to take it back?’ Her dark eyes flashed with anger. ‘It was my scarf.’

Marcus had the grace to look momentarily shame-faced. ‘I know. I had meant to return it, as a matter of fact. When Robbie found it in the back of the glove compartment he didn’t realize it was yours.’

‘And that makes it all right?’ Nell, beginning to despair, snapped. ‘I tell you what, why don’t I break into your house, rip one of those fifteenth-century Flemish tapestries off the wall, take it home and hide it in the back of my wardrobe? How  do you suppose the police will react when I tell them I’d meant to return it?’

Irritated by her vicious mimicry, waving away a fat, lazy bumblebee, Marcus removed his dark glasses. ‘Hardly the same thing,’ he drawled. ‘It was only a tatty scarf, after all.’

‘My grandmother gave me that scarf.’ Nell took a deep, shuddering breath. Her eyes glistened with tears. ‘Just before she died.’

‘Oh God.’ This time genuinely appalled, Marcus said, ‘I really am sorry. I didn’t know.’

‘Of course you didn’t know.’ Nell wiped her eyes and looked resigned. ‘You didn’t ask.’

‘At least you got it back.’ He half-smiled. ‘If I hadn’t found it, you might never have seen it again.’

The fact that she had bought the scarf for twenty pence in the school jumble sale was neither here nor there. Astounded by the sheer nerve of the boy, Nell said, ‘Oh please! If you’re expecting me to say thank you . . .’

Having come to gloat over her faux pas with the Mini, Marcus felt dangerously close to being out-manoeuvred. Yet again. What was it about this girl, he thought with rising annoyance, that made her think she was so superior to him? Anyone else would have been impressed by his new car, yet Petronella O’Driscoll hadn’t so much as glanced at it. He’d have bet money she’d never even sat in a BMW before now.

‘I don’t expect you to say anything,’ he replied, jangling his keys and moving towards the car. Dark blue, lovingly polished and a dream to drive, it was his pride and joy. The urge to show off overcame his irritation. ‘Come on, I’ll give you a lift home.’

‘No thanks. I’d rather walk.’

So much for largesse. Enraged, Marcus demanded, ‘Why?’

‘Don’t you remember?’ Nell hoisted the bulging, end-of-term haversack containing far too many textbooks on to her shoulder. ‘People like us shouldn’t accept lifts from people like you. If we did,’ she added sweetly, ‘we might start getting ideas above our lowly station. And that would never do.’
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