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She hadn't expected a memorable summer

Julie had come to the Canadian summer resort tgefabout her
father's tragic suicide. Adam Price, her fianceulchandle the
business details. All she had to do was relax.

But how could anyone relax under the pressing tdies of Dan
Prescott? Vibrantly attractive, and the son of@pnent New York
family, he was vacationing nearby.

Julie was too serious a girl for a summer flingelahe soon realized
just how strong her feelings for Dan were. But gtleng seemed
against her: Adam, Dan's family--and her own comisEmse!



CHAPTER ONE

JuLIE made her way down through the trees, her sandaktdliding
on the needled slope. The smell of pine and juniyes all around
her, mingling with the earthy scents of the forasig although there
were occasional scufflings in the underbrush, slas wo longer
alarmed. After making this particular descent evagrning since
her arrival, she was used to the shy retreat osthall animals that
lived in these woods, and she had no real feareaftimg any human
intruder. Pam and David's cabin-style hotel wasas#td way off the
beaten path, and she doubted any intrepid moteosid risk the
forest track. Their visitors came by yacht or canoenotor launch,
and just occasionally on foot, but as no one netvdraved within
the last couple of days, Julie felt safe in assgnsime would not be
disturbed.

At this hour of the morning, and it was only alditafter six o'clock,
the lake held no appeal for their predominantlydieeaged clientele,
and Julie had grown accustomed to consideringripheate time of
the day. Soon enough, the vast reaches of LakenHwiuld be
invaded by speedboats towing sun- bronzed waterskand paddle
steamers giving their passengers a glimpse of swoirtee thirty
thousand islands for which the lake was famousrigat now, it was
quiet, as quiet as in the winter, when the lake fsa@zen over to a
depth of several feet. Then, the animals had thallr own way, and
the summer settlers returned to their centrallydedomes, and
dreamed about the long sunny days at the lake.

Georgian Bay—even the names had a special souhel tdought.
Beausoleil Island, Waubanoka, Penetang Rock, thantGi
Tomb—she had visited them all in the three weeksesher arrival,
and she loved their natural beauty and the timedesse of space.
She was grateful to Adam for giving her these weekseks to
recover from the terrible shock of her father'ssld, and she was
grateful to the Galloways, too, for making thisitlaly possible.



She heard the splashing in the water long befoeershched the
rocky shoreline. It wasn't the usual sucking sotlvedwater made as
it fell back from washing against the numerous spddut a definite

cleaving of the lake's surface, followed by a cgpmnding insurge of
rippling waves right to the edge of the incline.

Julie frowned as she emerged from the trees andhsadark head in
the water. She had half suspected it, of coursd yahshe was still
disappointed, the more so when she saw the heaptbes lying on
the rocks at her feet. They looked like a man'thels, but these days
who could be sure? Jeans were asexual, and thex ddmit could
have belonged to anyone.

Her brain flicked swiftly through a mental catalegof the guests at
present staying at the hotel. Perhaps it was oftteeaf, and yet none
of them seemed the type to take an early mornipgTidiere were the
Fairleys, but he was fat and middle-aged, and ahliko shed his
clothes in anything less than a sauna, and shsimasy not the type.
The Meades? Again she dismissed the idea. They wereh
younger, but they seldom appeared before noorRandhad already
speculated on their being a honeymoon couple. Saw?vidnly the
Edens were left, and a Mrs and Miss Peters, butstkln't imagine
Richard Eden being allowed to go anywhere withastwife and
their two whining children, and neither Geraldinetd?s nor her
mother would wear anything so inelegant as jeans.

A feeling of intense irritation gripped her. Thisam and she was
pretty sure he was male, had ruined her day, aadfedhvaguely

resentful. She was in the annoying position ofkmmiwing what she
ought to do, and while it would obviously be simpie turn and go

back to her cabin, she didn't see why she shout@ueeas if she
didn't have the right to be there. She probablyrhate right than he
had, even if no one had troubled to put up siggmgat was private

land.



She was still standing there, gazing rather moyasehis direction,

when he turned and saw her. There Was no mistdkmgudden

reaction, or the fact that he was now swimmingrgjlptowards her.
It made her unaccountably nervous, but she stoodjfoeind as he
got nearer. It was only as he got near enoughdoitdisee his face
that she realised his appraisal was coolly insplantd her denim
shorts seemed unsuitable apparel for someone whtedéo appear
distant.

'Hi!'

To her astonishment she realised he was addressng and
indignation at his audacity made her gulp a suddi&ke of breath.
He was obviously under the delusion that she had b&atching him
out of curiosity, and perhaps he thought she wasasted in him.

Ignoring him, she deliberately turned her headdsttaher eyes, and
making a display of gazing out across the waterhdps if she

showed him she wasn't interested, he would takelbtees and go
away, and she could enjoy the solitary swim shelbakied forward

to.

'‘Hi—you!

The masculine tones were faintly mocking now, tlanifiar
salutation suffixed by an equally annoying pronaiust who did he
think he was? she thought indignantly, and turrladigl green eyes
In his direction.

He was treading water a few feet from the shordgimgano apparent
effort to get out. The lake bed shelved quite rigpia@nd he was still
out of his depth, but she could see how brownkirswas, and how
long the slick wet hair that clung below his nape.



'‘Will you please stop bothering me?' she exclaimetappily aware
that the skimpy halter bra of her bikini was harllg kind of attire to
afford any degree of dignity, and his crooked geemed to echo her
uneasy suspicions.

‘Those are my clothes on the rock beside you,alled; and she was
momentarily struck by the familiarity of his acce¥as he English?
Was it possible to meet another English persohigwery Canadian
neck of the woods, or was it simply his accent dichatch that of the
Galloways or any of the other residents stayingthet hotel?
Whatever, she quickly disposed of her curiosityd am her most
frigid tones, she retorted:

'| can see that. Now will you please put them oth @&t out of here?’

'l will—put them on, | mean, if you'll be a goodigand go away,' he
replied, allowing his mocking gaze to move over lmeadmiring
appraisal. 'Unless you'd like to join me?'

‘No, thank you." Julie was not amused by his itata 'And why
should | go away? This land belongs to the KawaoatPHotel.
You're trespassing!'

‘The lake belongs to everyone,' he retorted, pgdback his hair with
long fingers. ‘Now will you let me get out of her#8 pretty damn
cold.’

'I'm not stopping you,' Julie responded coldlycKing the towel she
carried against her legs. 'And no one asked yewim.'

'‘No, they surely didn't,’ he agreed, his accenndmg distinctly
southern at that moment. '‘But | don't have no switnkttle lady, so
unless you have no objections—'



Julie turned away before he had finished speakinay, features
burning with indignant colour. How dare he go swimgnwithout a
pair of trunks? It was disgusting, it wisslecent!

'‘Okay, you can look now.'

The mocking voice was nevertheless disturbing, simel glanced
round half apprehensively to find he had put ondéeim jeans and
was presently shouldering his way into the matclshgt. He had
obviously not brought a towel either, and the pahisig in places
Julie would rather not look, emphasising his leapshand the
powerful muscles of his thighs. He was tall, easik/feet, with a lean
but not angular build, and he carried his heigktlgamoving with a
lithe and supple fluidity as he crossed the rookgtds her.

Julie took a backward step. Somehow he had seesss@ygressive
in the water, but now he was all male, all forceémergy, and
evidently sure of himself in a way Adam could nelser But then

Adam was older, more mature, and infinitely lessg#sious,

although how she knew this she couldn't imagine.

'Hi," he said again, holding out his hand. 'My nanigan Prescott.
What's yours?'

Julie was taken aback. 'l don't think that's anyafr business,' she
exclaimed, in faintly shocked tones, making normafteto return his
gesture. 'l— er—how did you get here?'

‘Motorbike," he said laconically, bending down tesp navy canvas
shoes on to his feet. 'lt's parked up there." H#ded towards the
trees. 'How about you?'

Julie debated whether to answer him, and then ddatdwould be
easier if she could prove her right to be hera.skaying at the hotel,’
she declared distantly. 'As | told you, this land—'



'—belongs to the Kawana Point Hotel," he finishely. '‘Okay, so
I'm trespassing. What are you going to do about it?

Julie had no answer to that. Glancing up at hine, whs intensely
conscious of his size and his strength, and sha'tdilink she
altogether trusted him. Perhaps she had been #ofabkllenge him.
After all, she was at least a quarter of a milarfrine hotel. What
could she do if he suddenly decided to attack Ner®dne was likely
to be about at this hour of the morning.

'If—if you'll just leave, we'll say no more abotjt she said, with what
she hoped sounded like calm assurance, and lasiglfdshes came to
shade eyes that were the colour of the lake oarengtday.

‘And if | don't?' he countered, half amused, arig Jaalised she had
as much chance of controlling him as she did orieefvild cats that
occasionally roamed down to the cabins in seardban.

With a helpless gesture she turned aside. His aecas confusing
her again. Sometimes he sounded almost Englislatlmtiters he had
a definite transatlantic drawl. She couldn't maike dut, and she was
infuriatingly aware that he was getting the bettethe discussion.

'You're English, aren't you?' he asked, regardergrtiently. '‘Are you
on holiday? Or do you work at the hotel?'

‘You really don't give up, do you?' she flared,imgvhim an angry
look. 'Why don't you just go back to wherever yame from and
leave me alone?'

'I'm curious.' He shrugged. 'As to where | camenfrel'm staying
along there. .." He indicated the curve of the lake

'l didn't ask," she retorted sharply. 'l really da@are who you are or
where you're staying.'



'‘No?' He tipped his head on one side, drops of wfaeden his hair
sliding from his jawline to the strong column oEmeck. 'That's a
pity, because you interest me. Besides,' the gyeyg danced, 'we're
almost fellow countrymen. My mother is English, .too

'How interesting!" Julie's tone was full of sweeida 'Now if you'll
excuse me, Mr—er—'

'‘Dan,' he supplied softly. '‘Dan Prescott. You nelidrtell me your
name.'

‘No, | didn't." Julie forced a faintly supercilioamile. ‘Now, do you
mind. . .’

‘You want to swim?'
‘Yes.'
'‘Go right ahead. Don't let me stop you.'

The inclination of his head was mocking, and Julas infuriated.
Did he really expect her to step into the waterautis insolent gaze?
She had no intention of giving him that advantagel the glare she
cast in his direction was venomous.

‘What's the matter?' he probed. 'Afraid | may dedadjoin you?'

Julie tapped her foot. 'Even you wouldn't risk thahight decide to
run off with your clothes. Then what would you do?'

He grinned. 'You have a point.'
Julie sighed. 'Will you go away now?'

‘Aren't you afraid | might steal your clothes?'



'1 don't swim without them,' she returned sweetly.

‘You should." His lazy gaze dropped down the leogtier body. Try
it some time. There's nothing like it.'

‘You're insulting!" she exclaimed.

‘And you're over-reacting,' he retorted. 'Whereehgou been these
last ten years? In a convent?'

Julie turned away, and began to scramble up thee dlowards the
trees. He could not know how accurate his gues®bad, but it hurt
all the same. Besides, it was obvious she wasaingdo be allowed
to enjoy her swim this morning, and his particltard of verbal

fencing was alien to her.

'‘Wait...'

She heard his feet crunching the shingle behind hershe didn't
turn, and when his hands suddenly caught her shiekzal. No one,
not even Adam, had gripped her thighs, and thosed hands
encircling the flesh at the tops of her legs seemisturbingly
familiar.

'‘Let me go!' she cried, struggling so hard that®herbalanced both
of them, his feet sliding away on the loosely packerface, and
pulling her down on top of him.

‘Crazy!" he muttered, as they slid the few feet nidle slope to the
rocks, and Julie, trapped by the encircling pressidrhis arm, was
inclined to agree with him.

'If you hadn't grabbed me—!" she declared frustitgtesupremely
aware of the hard muscles of his chest beneatshwrider blades,
and felt the helpless intake of breath that hedhalds laughter.



'‘Okay, okay,' he said, as she scrambled to heryaag there looking
up at her. 'lIt was a crazy thing to do. But—hehaivdid | do to make
you so mad at me?"

Julie pursed her lips. 'I'm not mad at you, Mr Po#is I—I have no
feelings in the matter whatsoever. | wish you'd go.

‘All right.'

With an indifferent shrug he came up beside hed, sire smelt the
clean male odour of his body, still damp and fgintiusky. His

nearness disturbed her, not least because he welg balf dressed,
his shirt hanging open, his jeans low on his hgs] she could
remember how he had looked in the water. He wasaiobr

attractive, she thought, unwillingly wondering wihe was. He didn't
look like the guests at the hotel, who on the whad that look of
comfortable affluence, and to be riding a motoreyitl a country
where everyone drove cars. .. She frowned, feaimgunfamiliar

tightness in her stomach, and to combat this aveaseshe said:

'‘Goodbye, then.'

He nodded, pushing the ends of his shirt into &ieds his pants, and
she waited apprehensively for him to finish. Butewhhe did, he
didn't immediately move away from her. Instead dwkéd down at
her, at the nervous twitching of her lips and loweethe unknowingly
provocative rise and fall of her breasts.

'‘Goodbye,' he said, and before she could prevemttre slipped one
hand around her nape and bent his mouth to hers.

Her hand came out instinctively, but encounterivgtaut muscles of
his stomach was quickly withdrawn. She made a ptioig sound
deep in her throat, but he ignored it, increasimg pressure and
forcing her lips apart. She felt almost giddy as benses swam



beneath his experienced caress, and then to hewrisive found
herself respondingNo!'

With a cry of dismay she tore herself away from hiumning aside
and scrubbing her lips with the back of her hartee &It cheap and
degraded, and appalled that just for a moment atleManted him to
go on.

‘See you,' he remarked, behind her, but she ditn't and presently
she heard his footsteps crunching up the slopd&trenhe said he had
left his motorbike.

She ~waited until she heard the sound of a powerfigine before
venturing to look round, and then expelled her threa a shaky sigh
as she saw she was alone. He had gone, the recedingf the

motorcycle's engine indicating that he had takenrdlute around the
lake.

Feeling slightly unsteady, Julie flopped down oratsmooth rock
nearby, stretching her bare legs out to the sumnsNigrisingly, she
no longer felt like going for a swim, and she womdkif she would
ever come here again without remembering what aagéned.

Shading her eyes, she tried to calm herself byesumg the outline of
an island some distance away across the waterytBigy was just
the same, she told herself severely. Just becassaraje man had
erupted into her life and briefly disorganisedtiglid not mean that
she need feel any sense of guilt because of ihdddaken advantage
of the situation—he was that kind of man. He waxbpbly camping
in the woods with a crowd of similarly-minded yosithall with
motorcycles, and egos the size of their helmets.

With a sigh she got to her feet, picked up her tpaed scrambled
back up the slope. She would swim later, she ddcilfaybe she



would persuade Pam's twelve-year-old son to jom Aeleast that
way she could be reasonably sure of not being bedhe

The hotel was set on a ridge overlooking the svedédipe bay. It was
a collection of log cabins, each with its own bexnoand bathroom,
private suites, with meals taken in the main boddiclose by.
Backing on to the forest, with a variety of wil@dibn its doorstep, it
was a popular haunt for summer visitors, who modined craft in
the small marina below and climbed the stone stefise front of the
hotel. Theonly other approach was through the tpimsg the trails
were not easily defined unless one knew the way anly
occasionally did they attract visitors this way.

Pam Galloway's mother had been a friend of Mrs OstE Julie's
mother, and the two girls had known one anotheresthey were
children. But Pam was eight years older than Jaifid,in 1969, when
Julie was only ten years old, she had married a@ian she had met
on holiday in Germany, and come to live in this tiasautiful part of
Ontario.

Julie had missed her, but they had maintained anwlinfrequent
correspondence, and when tragedy struck three magih Pam had
been first to offer her a chance to get away farhde. Canada in
early summer was an enchanting place, and itsnidisthad seemed
remote from all the horrors of those weeks aftarfather's death.
Her friends in England, her real friends, that wessl urged her to go,
and with Adam's willing, if melancholy, approvaheshad accepted.
That had been almost a month ago now, and she #rawgoon she
would have to think about going back. But she didvant to.
Somehow, living here had widened her perspective she could no
longer delude herself that everything her fatherd@ne had been for
her. Returning to England would mean returninditogmptiness she
had discovered her life to be, and not even Adantdcamake up for
all those years she had lived in ignorance. She thadght her
mother's death when she was twelve had unhinged Mow she



knew that only Adam's money had kept the firm tbgetand her
father's whole existence had been a sham.

Pam and her husband, David, had their apartmenthienmain

building. It was easier that way. It meant they evavailable at all
hours of the day and night, and an intercommurdoasystem
connected all the cabins to the small exchangendehie desk. The
reception area was already a hive of activity whaire came in, and
Pam herself hailed her from the doorway leadinght® spacious
dining room.

'Hi," she exclaimed. It was the usual mode of gngetn this side of
the Atlantic, and Julie was getting used to usirerself.

'Hi," she responded, swinging her towel in her hasdhat coffee |
can smell brewing?'

'It sure is." Pam wrinkled her brow as the yourggeapproached her.
‘You're back early. No swim?"

'‘No swim," agreed Julie, not really wanting to gimidetails, but Pam
was too inquisitive to let that go.

'Why?' she asked. 'You're not feeling sick or ammgthare you? 'Cos
if you are, I'll phone Doc Brewster right away.'

'‘No, I'm not sick." Julie forced a smile. 'As a taabf fact, the lake
was already occupied, and as | didn't feel like gany.. .' Her voice
trailed away, and passing Pam's more generous miamo with a
sideways step, she walked across the restaurtakdgder usual table
by the window.

The dining room was empty, but the waitresses \a&eady about,
and one of them, Penny, came to ask what she vi&ald



‘Just toast and coffee,’ Julie assured her firralyare of Pam's
enquiring face in the background, and the girl krimetter than to
offer the steak or eggs or maple syrup pancakésthaany of their
visitors seemed to enjoy.

'‘Well?' Pam prompted, coming to stand with plummsarolded,

looking down at her young friend. She had put omghiesince her
marriage to David, and having sampled the mealgedent the

Kawana Point Hotel, Julie wasn't really surpris@tkaks tended to
weigh at least half a pound, with matching helpiofjsaked potatoes
or french fries to go with them, while the dessaftiream-filled

pastries or mouth-watering American cheesecake lgiragded

inches just looking at them. Julie felt sure she, tvould burst at the
seams if she enjoyed their hospitality for muchgkm although her
own level of metabolism seemed to dispute thisetgixi

'‘Well, what?' she said now, hoping Pam was notgytwrbe difficult,
but the other girl seemed determined to discowefdhts.

'‘Who was occupying the lake? No one from the hadbel,sure. |
didn't know anyone else knew of that cove.'

‘Nor did I," replied Julie, playing with the cutyerBut obviously we
were wrong.'

'So who was it?' Pam persisted. ‘Not campers? Brggiecly room to
pitch a tent.’

'‘No, not campers,' Julie assured her resignetilya$ just some man,
a tourist, | suppose. He said he was staying déwrfar end of the
bend in the lake near the cove.'

‘You spoke to him?' Pam was interested, takingséa® opposite her
and gazing at her with twinkling eyes. 'Hey, howuatithat? All these



weeks you've rebuffed every introduction we've ragesl for you,
and now you go and meet some guy down at the lake!

‘It wasn't like that," declared Julie wearily, wigl she had played
invalid after all. '"He was just—swimming, and—wsdike spoke to
me. It was all perfectly innocent and certainlyhiog for you to get
S0 excited about.'

Or was it? Julie couldn't prevent the unwillinggeinf some emotion
along her veins, and the remembrance of how hehe&tiher and
kissed her brought goose-bumps out all over hey.bddping Pam
would attribute them to the chilly air-conditionin§the dining room
and not to any other cause, she folded her armthe@nable and
surreptitiously looped her fingers over the mostiobs flesh on her
upper arms.

'So who is he?' Pam urged her, arching her blormes 'Did he give
you his name?' She frowned. 'l don't know who hghinbe staying
with. The Leytons and the Peruccis have summeeplatong there,
but they don't normally associate with the commawd.'

'‘Pam, it was no one like that.' Julie shook hedh#&#e was riding a
motorbike, or'—she added blushing—'he said he Wagust wasn't
the type you think.'

‘Ah, older, you mean?"'

'‘No. Younger.' Julie looked up in relief as Penrgught her toast and
coffee. 'Mmmm, this is just what | needed. It'stgwhilly in here,
iIsn't it?'

Pam waited until Penny had departed and then loakedher
impatiently. 'So what was his name? Did you geét it?

Julie sighed. 'Prescott,’ she said reluctantlyn'Peescott.’



‘No!'

Pam was regarding her in disbelief now, and Juisthed she would
go away and stop making a fuss about nothing. & bad enough
having her morning disrupted, without Pam sittingre looking as if
she had just delivered her a body blow.

'‘Pam, look, | know you mean well, but | am goingnarry Adam,
you know. It's all arranged. Just as soon as Idbld—

‘Julie, did he really say his name was Dan Pregdegm interrupted
her, leaning across the table, her hand on the geugirl's wrist

preventing her from putting the wedge of toast Is&e just buttered
into her mouth.

Julie pulled her hand free and nodded. 'That's Whaataid.'
Pam shook her head. 'My God!

Julie regarded her half irritably now. 'What's wgonith that?' she
demanded, popping the wedge of toast into her manthwiping her

fingers on her napkin. 'lIt's a common enough nasnd, it? | mean,

he's not an escaped convict or anything, is hef?fdédures sobered
somewhat at the thought.

'‘No, no.' Pam shook her head vigorously now, hetfigg up from
her chair and then flopping down again as shesedllulie deserved
some explanation. 'Julie, Dan Prescott is Anthegdrés nephew!’
She made an excited little movement of her haddghéa Leyton
was a Prescott before she got married, and the Waw Prescotts
are the Scott National Bank!'

Julie put down her knife and lay back in her s&a.what?'



'So what?Pam licked her lips. 'Julie, don't you realisey'ye been
talking to Lionel Prescott's son!'

In spite of herself, Julie's nerves prickled atth@ught. The names
meant nothing to her, but banking did, and juddiygPam's awed
expression the Prescotts were no ordinary bankougdn New York

bankers tended to be immensely rich, and she hdduilat that it was

this which had stunned her friend.

Forcing herself to act naturally, she poured anathp of coffee, and
taking the cup between her cold fingers she shrdther fancy you
might be wrong, Pam. He—er—nhe said his mother wagi&h, not
American.'

'‘No, she's not!" Pam was really excited now. 'Heay#at confirms
it, doesn't it? Sheila Prescott is English. | thistke was only a
debutante when they met. You know how these stgeesaround.’

Julie took a deep breath. 'Well—' She tried to appenchalant. 'l've
provided a little bit of gossip to brighten up yalay.'

‘Julie!” Pam looked at her reprovingly. 'Don't sggu're not
Impressed, because | won't believe it. | mean—imagieeting Dan
Prescott! What was he doing here? What did he say?'

Julie put down her cup as David Galloway came tingodining room
looking for his wife. He grinned when he saw thetting) together by
the window, but before he could say anything Pamdaed into an
extravagant description of how Julie had made fisewith Anthea
Leyton's nephew.

‘That's not true,” Julie felt bound to contradiotr,hlooking
apologetically at David. 'As a matter of fact, Isyrather rude to him.
|—er—I told him this was private land.'



'‘Good for you!" David was not half as awed as hife wand she
adopted an aggrieved air.

‘You know how Margie Laurence always talks abowt ey tons
going into her store,' she protested, getting omfthe table. 'Well,
I'm looking forward to seeing her face when | tedl about Julie.’

'Oh, no, Pam, you can't!" Julie was horrified, imagy Dan Prescott's
reaction if the story ever got to his ears. Pam iaddea what she
was dealing with, but she did, and her face buatetie thought of
being gossiped about in the local chandlery. 'leleasorget | ever
told you!

‘You've got to do it, Pam," David asserted, shakisdhead. 'Besides,
if what Julie says is true, the least said aboig the better.' He
grimaced. 'Just remember, we lease this land flenieytons, and
I'd hate to do anything that might offend them.’

Pam looked sulky. "You mean | can't tell anyone?'

'‘What's to tell?' exclaimed Julie helplessly. '‘Pamsorry, but | wish
I'd never told you.'

Pam hunched her shoulders. 'But Dan Prescott,! Jutizgine it!
Imaginedating Dan Prescott!'

Julie gazed at her incredulously. 'There was newgrquestion of
that, Pam. Besides, have you forgotten Adam?'

‘Adam? Oh, Adam!" Pam dismissed him with an impétgesture.
‘Adam'’s too old for you, Julie, and if you were &snwith yourself,
you'd admit it.’

'Pam!’



David was horrified at his wife's lack of discretjcand even Julie
was a little embarrassed at the bluntness of hmex. tih seemed that
meeting with Dan Prescott had been fated fromtdme, &and now she
was left in the awkward position of having to adcty® apologies
David was insisting Pam should make.

‘All right," she was saying, when he nudged hexawtinue, 'l know
it's not my business, but—well, I'm only thinkinfyyou, Julie. Adam
was yourfather'spartner, after all, and he's at least old enougake
over that role. Are you sure that's not what youewkinking of when
you accepted his proposal?'

There was another pregnant pause, and then, tesludllief, the

Edens came into the restaurant, the children'segadisrupting the
silence with strident shrillness. It meant Pam aadason to go and
summon the waitresses, and David, left with Judgyeezed her
shoulder sympathetically.

'‘She means well,' he muttered gruffly, his homalgef mirroring his
confusion, but Julie only smiled.

'l know," she said, grimacing as one of the Edeysstarted doing a
Red Indian war-dance around the tables. 'Don't yyddavid. I've
known Pam too long to take offence, and besidesyé disappointed
her.’

‘Over the Prescott boy? Yes, | know.' David shaskead. 'Take my
word, you're well out of it, Julie. | wouldn't like think any daughter
of mine was mixed up with him. | don't know howsrtiis, but | hear

he's been quite a hell-raiser since he left collegel there's been
more scandal attached to the Prescott name. ..’

'You don't have to tell me all this, David," Jutiaid gently. 'I'm not
interested in Dan Prescott, and he's not interastade. We—we
met, by accident— and that's all.’



'I'm glad.'

David patted her shoulder and then excused hinmselftend to his
other guests, leaving Julie to finish her breakifapeace. But as with
the swim earlier, her appetite had left her, argpde her assertion to
the contrary, she could not help pondering why & méh all the
lake to choose from should have swum in her spptaak, and at her
special time.



CHAPTER TWO

JULIE'S cabin was just the same as all the other cabktgpe that in

the month she had been there she had added aufefetof her own.
There was the string of Indian beads she had draped the

lampshade, so that when the lamp was on, the fighked out the
vivid colours of the vegetable dye; the Eskimo duflo sat on the
table by her bed, snug and warm in his sealskihamé fur cap; and
the motley assortment of paperweights and key-ramgsashtrays—
chunky glass baubles, with scenes of Ontario iroped within their

transparent exteriors.

The cabins were simply but comfortably furnishele Tvell-sprung
divans had rough wood headboards, and the redteobédroom
furniture was utilitarian. There was a closet, asttof drawers with a
mirror above, a table and chairs, and one easy.chiae bathroom
was fitted with a shower unit above the bath, dretd was always
plenty of hot water. Julie had discovered that @&res expected this
facility and remembering the lukewarm baths she tadkn in
English hotels, she thought they could well leasmsthing from
them. Everything was spotlessly clean, both inddigins and in the
main building, and the staff were always ready amwtling to
accommodate her every need. She would miss thesertth
friendliness when she returned to England, shegihtpstill unable to
contemplate that eventuality without emotion.

Changing for dinner that evening, Julie viewedlieeoming tan she
was acquiring with some pleasure. She had lookeghate and
drained of all colour when she had arrived, but mewcheeks were
filling out a little with all the rich food Pam wasessing on her, and
she no longer had that waif-like appearance.

Regarding her reflection as she applied a dark anado her lashes,
she decided Adam would see a definite change irSher had grown
accustomed to seeing a magnolia-pale face in theomiwith



sharply-defined features and honey-coloured haowdhe had a
different image, the thin features rounded out,Hbae bleached by
the sun and streaked with gold. She had not lad for months, and
instead of her usual ear-length bob it had lengiieand thickened,
and it presently swung about her shoulders, cuiiagk from her
face in a style that was distinctly becoming.

She had not troubled much about clothes eitheressite left

England. Most of the time she wore shorts or jeatkling an

embroidered smock or tunic at night instead ofdbion vests she
wore during the day. Adam, who had always compli@erher on

her dress sense at home, would be appalled if llel see her now,
she thought ruefully, putting down the mascara tbrarsd studying

herself critically. He did not approve of the nggint morals of the
younger generation, and in his opinion the casttdalde towards

appearance was equally contemptible. Still, Juasoled herself
wryly, she had paid little heed to what she hadwhr into her

suitcases before she left London, and because shieahad brought
was unsuitable to her surroundings, she had bahghtheapest and
most serviceable substitutes available.

Now she turned away from the mirror, and checkatl she had her
keys. They were in the pocket of her jeans, andhdhested the cords
that looped the bottom of her cheesecloth shirbrgefeaving the
cabin.

It was a mild night, the air delightfully soft amddolent with the
scents of the forest close by. She crossed theresqunathe main
building with deliberate slowness, anticipating whlae would have
for dinner with real enthusiasm, and climbed thallskv stairs to the
swing doors with growing confidence. These weeks lkiane

wonders for her, she acknowledged, and she felharense debt of
gratitude towards Pam and her husband.



The reception hall was brightly illuminated, evéough it was not
yet dark outside. Already there were sounds ofviigtirom the
dining room, and the small bar adjoining was daengood trade.
Julie acknowledged the greeting of the young receist, a biology
student working his vacation, and then was almaist flat by an
energetic young body bursting out of the door tlemt to the
Galloways' private apartments. It was Brad Gallow&am's
twelve-year-old son, and already he was almostaedas his father.

'Hey...

Julie protested, and Brad pulled an apologetic.fdte sorry," he
gasped. 'But there's a terrific yacht coming ifte tmarina! D'you
want to come and see?'

'l don't think so, thank you.' Julie's refusal vdag. 'And you won't
make it if you go headlong down - the steps.’

'1 won't.' Brad exhibited the self-assurance thaanadian children
seemed to have and charged away towards the d®eesyou, Julie!
he called and was gone, leaving Julie to exchangefall grimace
with the young man behind the desk.

'l know—kids." he grinned, not averse to flirting with an attreet
girl, so far without any success. 'Did he hurt y@#h | do anything
for you?'

'l don't think so, thank you.' Julie's lips twitchéd think a long cool
drink is in order, and Pietro can supply me withtth

Pietro, the bartender, was an Italian who had eategrto Canada
more than twenty years ago, yet he still retainedlistinctive accent.
He had been quite a Lothario in his time, butffy-three his talents
were limited, and Julie enjoyed his amusing chaties wife, Rosa,



worked in the kitchens, and their various offsprvgre often to be
seen about the hotel.

'So, little Julie,’ he said, as she squeezed arstool at the bar. 'What
have you been doing with yourself today?"

Julie smiled. 'What do | usually do?' she countereztiging her
shoulder against the press of George Fairley'sdraak. He and his
wife were always in the bar at this hour, and iratdy hogged the
counter. 'Yes, the same as ever,' she noddedetns Reld up a bottle
of Coke. 'With plenty of ice, please.’

‘Wouldn't you like me to put you something a liglearper in here?'
Pietro suggested, pulling a very expressive féackttle rum perhaps,
or—'

'‘No, thanks." Julie shook her head, her smile tke ltight now.
'l—er—I'm not fond of alcohol. | don't like whataain do to people.'
She gave a faint apologetic smile, circling thesglde pushed
towards her with her fingers. 'It's been anotheelpday, hasn't it?'

Pietro shrugged, a typically continental gestured accepted her
change of topic without comment. 'A lovely day, éehoed. 'A
lovely day for a lovely girl,' he added teasing¥ou know, Julie, if |

were ten years younger. . .'

‘And not married,’ she murmured obediently, andalighed. They
had played this game before. But, as always, shetlsa gleam of
speculation in his eyes, and picking up her glagsmade her exit,
carrying it with her into the dining room.

She chose a shrimp cocktail to start with. Thesalf&h were

enormous, huge juicy morsels served with a barbseauwee that
added a piquant flavour all its own. When Julistftcame to Kawana
Point, she had found herself satisfied after omlg oourse, but now



she could order a sirloin steak and salad witheglirig unduly
greedy.

She was dipping a luscious shrimp into the barbsauee when she
looked up and saw two men crossing the receptidirtdwards the
bar. Her table was situated by the window, butasvin line with
double doors that opened into the hall, and sheahaghobstructed
view of anyone coming or going. The fact that sherted her eyes
immediately did not prevent her identification ofeoof the men, and
her hand trembled uncontrollably, causing the shrita drop
completely into the strongly-flavoured sauce.

Putting down her fork, she wiped her lips with Imapkin, trying
desperately to retain her self; composure. What Bas Prescott
doing here? she wondered anxiously. People lik€tascotts did not
visit hotels like the Kawana Point. They stayethair own summer
residences, and when they needed entertainment vile@y into
Orillia or Barrie, or to any one of a dozen privakagbs situated along
the lake shore road.

Her taste for the shrimps dwindling, she pickedhap glass and
swallowed a mouthful of Coke. It was coolly refreg)) and as she
put down her glass again she felt a growing impagewith herself.
What was she? Some kind of cipher or something? hkrcause a
man she had never expected to see again had wpregdthe hotel it
did not mean he had come in search of her. That thesmost
appalling conceit, and totally unlike her. Was mreasonable that
having discovered the whereabouts of the hotehbeld come and
take a look at it, but how had he got here thig#r8he had not heard
any motorcycle, a sound which would carry on thenavwg air, and
although he was not wearing evening clothes heéokad wearing an
expensive-looking jacket, hardly the attire for twbeels.

Appalled anew that she should remember so disgindtiat he had
been wearing after such a fleeting appraisal, Jdéerminedly



picked up her fork again. Then she remembereddbhtythe yacht
which had aroused such excitement from the noraladlgnic Brad.
Was that how they had made the trip across todhe™h

The appearance of Pam in her working gear of co$taint and
denims, her plump face flushed and excited, dithingtto improve
her digestion. Her friend came bustling towards, leerd it was
obvious from her manner that she knew exactly whe i the bar.

'Did you see him?' she hissed, bending over Jubiéke, and the
younger girl deliberately bit the tail from a shprbefore replying.

'‘See who?' she asked then, playing for time, buh Ras not
deceived.

‘You must have seen them cross the hall,' she et@dpmpatiently,
casting an apologetic glance at her other residéittsy're in the bar.
What are you going to do?'

Julie looked bland. 'What am | going to do?' shHeed.

‘Yes.' Pam sighed. 'Well, | mean it's obvioustig?'He didn't come
here just to taste the beer. His cousin's with hableast, | think it's
his cousin. He calls him Drew, and | know Anthegtba has a son
called Andrew—'

'‘Pam, their being here has nothing to do with me¢lared Julie
firmly. 'If they choose to come—to come slummingatts their
affair. | have no intention of speaking to Dan ot so don't go
getting any ideas.’

'‘But, Julie, you can't just ignore him!'

'Why not?' Julie hid her trembling hands beneaéhrthpkin in her
lap. 'Honestly, Pam, | don't even like the man!'



‘You said yourself, you hardly know him.'
‘All the more reason for keeping out of his way.'

'‘Well, | think you're crazy!"Oh, do you?' Juli@agd up at her, half
irritated . by her insistence.

‘Yes."! Pam dismissed the younger girl's objectiom¢h an
Inconsequent wave of her hand. 'Julie, you may mgee another
chance to meet him socially—'

'l don't want that chance, Pam."'

"Why?'

'‘Because I'm not interested.’

Pam gazed at her disbelievingly. 'You mean youhad'
‘Afraid?' Julie gasped.

'Yes, afraid." Pam straightened, resting her hamdiser broad hips.
‘You've had your life organised for you for so lpggu've forgotten
what it's like to take a risk—'

'So you admit it is a risk?"

Julie tilted her head, and Pam pulled a wry fadéright. So he does
have a reputation. What of it? You're an adultpnangou. You can
handle it.'

Julie sighed. 'l don't want to handle anything, PRjust want to sit
here and eat my dinner, and afterwards I'm goingvatch some
television and then go to bed.'

Pam made a defeated gesture. 'l give up.’



'‘Good.'

Julie determinedly returned to her shrimp cockaaitl Pam had no
alternative but to leave her to it. But she shoek head rather
frustratedly as she crossed to the door, and Jwiaching her,
doubted she had heard the last of it.

By the time she had eaten half a dozen mouthfulseofsteak, she
knew she was fighting a losing battle. The awaremméthe man in
the bar, of the possibility that he might choosedme into the dining
room and order a meal, filled her with unease, simel knew she
would not feel secure until she was safely locketitd her cabin
door.

Declining a dessert, she left her table, walkingftsmthrough the
open doors into the reception area. It was usudakerted at this hour
of the evening, most of the guests either occupyirglining room or
the bar, and she expected to make her escape uweths@/hat she
had not anticipated was Brad Galloway, deep in emsation with the
man she most wanted to avoid, or to be involveatah discussion by
the boy's artless invitation.

‘Julie!" he exclaimed, when he saw her. 'Do youerailyer that yacht |
told you about? Well, this is Mr Prescott who owtris

'l didn't say that, Brad.' Dan Prescott's voice juasas disturbing as
she remembered. 'l said it belonged to my familgoks. | just have
the use of it now and then.'

His grin was apologetic, both to the boy and teeJldut she refused
to respond to it. In fact, she refused to look ah[Prescott at all after
that first dismaying appraisal. Yet, for all thahe knew the exact
colour of the bluish-grey corded jacket he was wggrand the way
the dark blue jeans hugged the contours of hish#higis clothes
were casual, but they fitted him well, and sheisedl something she



had not realised before. Men like Dan Prescothdicheed to exhibit
their wealth. They accepted it. It was a fact. Athat extreme
self-confidence was all the proof they needed.

‘What do you say, Julie?'

Brad was looking at her a little querulously nomdashe forced
herself to show the enthusiasm he was expectihgt's great,' she
murmured, realising her words sounded artificiakrevo her ears.
"You must tell me all about it tomorrow.’

'‘Why not right now?’

The words could have been Brad's, but they werani, Julie was
obliged to acknowledge Dan Prescott's presencéhioffirst time.
Even so, it was almost a physical shock meeting) peaetrating
stare. The lapse of time had been too brief fotd&rget a second of
their last encounter, and it was only too easyetoamber how she
had had to tear herself away from him, breakingntisnate contact
he had initiated. Nevertheless, she had brokercdhéact, she told
herself firmly, and he had no right to do this &r.hBut as his eyes
moved lower, over the firm outline of her breastsl he rounded
swell of her hips, she felt a wave of heat floodmger her, and
nothing could alter the fact that if she were alffarent to him as she
liked to think, it wouldn't matter what he did.

With a feeling of mortification she felt his eyase back to her face,
and then the heavy lids drooped. '"Why not right Pidve repeated, as
aware of her confusion as she was herself, andcoussof Brad's
puzzled stare Julie tried to pull herself together.

il—why, | don't have time just now, Brad," she offé, addressing her
apology to the boy. 'Some other time perhaps...'

'‘Okay."



Brad shrugged, obviously disappointed, and shesegay, but then,
to add to her humiliation, Pam appeared. It onbktber a couple of
seconds to sum up the situation, and acting purelinstinct Julie
was sure, she exclaimed:

'Oh, there you are, Brad. I've been looking for.ybler smile flashed
briefly at Dan Prescott. '‘Come along, | want youh&p me hang
those lamps in the yard.'

'Oh, Mom!"

Brad's voice was eloquent with feeling, and aftafyoa slight
hesitation Dan said: 'Perhaps | could help you, Gaoway.

Pam was obviously taken aback, but Julie's hopesmfeve were
quickly squashed. 'That won't be necessary, Mrdeteghank you,'
her friend assured him warmly. 'Brad will do it—dlevays does. He's
such a help around the place.’

'I'm sure he is.' Dan's expression was amusedastéd on the boy's
mutinous face. 'Sorry, old son, but there'll betheotime.'

'‘Will there? Will there really?'

Brad gazed up at him eagerly, and with a fleetitanee in Julie's
direction Dan nodded. "You have my word on it,hbeded, pushing
his hands into his jacket pockets, and Brad's demeavas swiftly
transformed.

'‘Oh—boy!" he exclaimed, and grinned almost defiantly aeJodifore
his mother ushered him away.

But when Julie would have left too, lean brown &ng) looped
themselves loosely around her wrist. ‘Wait...'



The word was uttered somewhere near her templehansdarmth of
his breath ruffled the strands of silky hair tregt &cross her forehead.
It was a husky injunction, a soft invocation toajeher while Pam
and her son got out of earshot, yet when shetieglease herself his
fingers reacted like a slip knot that tightenedrigge it was strained
against. His command might have been mild, butai$ & command
nevertheless, she realised, and she was forcedatal ghere,
supremely aware that if she moved her fingers traghed his leg.

'So,' he said at last, when they were alone, thaest receptionist
having departed to take his dinner some time befaigy are you
running out on me?"'

Julie contemplated denying the allegation, but s no desire to
start an argument with him. Besides, he was expest enough to
know if she was lying, and opposition often provible® interest that
otherwise would not have been there.

'‘Why do you think?' she asked instead, assumirgyediexpression,
and the long thick lashes came to shade his eyes.

'"You tell me," he suggested, and with a sigh shit §&ecause | don't
want to get involved with you, Mr Prescott.’

'l see.' His look was quizzical.
‘Now will you let me go?'

He frowned. 'Why don't you like me? What did | dgptomote such a
reaction?'

'l neither like nor dislike you, Mr Prescott,' stetorted twisting her
wrist impotently. 'Please let go of me.’

'Is all this outraged modesty because | kissed'you?



'I'd rather not discuss it." Julie held up her heladon't know why
you're here, Mr Prescott, but I'd prefer it if ydéorget we ever met
before.'

‘Would you?' The smoky grey eyes drooped brieflyggomouth, and
it was an almost tangible incursion. ‘Would youly&a

'Yes,' but Julie had to grind her teeth togethesap it. When he
looked at her like that she found it incrediblyfidifilt to keep a clear
head, and almost desperately she sought for a médn&rsion. 'l—

where is your cousin? Won't he be wondering whereare?'

‘Drew?' Dan Prescott's look changed to one of nmggciiquiry. 'How
did you know | came with Drew?' His eyes narrowBa. you know
him?’

'Of course not." Too late Julie realised she hadema mistake.
'|—er—I saw the two of you come in, that's all. Ardnd Pam said
something about him being your cousin.'

'Pam? Oh—Mrs Galloway, of course.' With a shrugdieased her,
but as she moved to go past him he stepped intpatkr 'One more
thing. . ." 'What?'

'l want you to come out with me tomorrow.' The tation was not
entirely unexpected, but its delivery was, andelfgilt a sense of
stunned indignation that he should think it wousdtbat easy. ‘No,’
she said, without hesitation. "Why not?'

He was persistent, and she found it was impossibiget by him
without his co-operation. '‘Because— because | deatit to,' she
retorted shortly. 'I've told you—'



'—you don't want to get involved with me, | knowé pulled his
upper lip between his teeth. 'But you don't reblglieve that any
more than | do.’

'Mr Prescott—'

'‘And stop calling mévir Prescott. You know my name, just as | no\
know yours—Julie.'

Julie found she was trembling. This verbal fencivgs more

exhausting than she had thought, and she lookeatrbalplessly,
wishing for once that Pam would interfere. But apaom the

Meades, who were leaving the dining room with tlaems wrapped
around each other, there was no one to appeahdosize could not
intrude on their evident self-absorption.

‘Why are you fighting me?' Dan's breath fanneddagras she turned
back to look at him, and an involuntary shiver sineger her. '‘Come
and have a drink,' he invited. 'I'll introduce ytoumy cousin, and then
perhaps you might begin to believe my father watimt devil
incarnate!'

'You—you're—'
'‘Disgusting? Yes, you told me. But | can be fun tbgou'll let me.’

The grey eyes had darkened and Julie felt her Iséast and then
quicken to a suffocating pace. Oh God, she thowghkly, he knows
exactly how to get what he wants, and she didrdinkwhether she
had the strength to resist him.

'I—I can't,' she got out through her dry throatah't.'



With a laconic shrug it was over. Almost before.shas aware of it,
he had moved past her, walking with lithe indoletwgards the bar
where his cousin was waiting, and she was fre®to g

With her breath coming in tortured gasps, she mabt ran across
the hall, dropping down the two shallow steps thdtto the swing
doors, going through them with such force that themtinued to
swing long after she had left them. She didn't stadg she was inside
her cabin, but even then she did not feel the seihsecurity she had
expected.



CHAPTER THREE

JuLIE did not go down to the lake to swim again for adtreweek. It

was foolish because she had no reason to suppatsPdh Prescott
might be there, but a necessary interval seeméedctlr, and she
contented herself with going out with Brad in hiaghy, or taking

the controls of his father's power boat so thatdwdd water-ski. He
was quite good at it, but although Julie tried, paesistently lost her
balance and ended up choking for breath in the ptwat's wake.

Eventually, however, common-sense overrode herooeness, and
she returned to her early morning pastime. DandBtelsad not come
back to the hotel, and although she had succeededading Pam's
more personal questions about what had happenegd®them that
night, her continued abstinence was provoking comim8o she
began to make her regular morning trek to the cawmd, after three
days of solitude she began to believe she wouldmsse him again.

Then, on the fourth morning, he appeared.

Julie was already in the water, swimming vigorouabyross the
mouth of the inlet, when she saw the tall figusnding motionless
on the rocks. As before, he was dressed in deransjand shirt, and
even as she watched, he peeled off his shirt assedbit on to the
rocks. She turned quickly away before he unbuckhedbelt of his
pants. She had no desire to see him naked, arahidreness that he
was coming into the water with her filled her witrembling
anticipation.

There was no way she could get out without padsimg Around the
mouth of the inlet there were currents she waanilfar with, and
besides, it was a good half mile round and intorniéet cove where
David had built his marina. She was trapped, andkrieav it. No
doubt he had planned it this way deliberately. Ahd despised him
for it.



She heard the splash as he entered the water amdtpéd herself a
backward glance. He was nowhere in sight, probakymming
underwater, she thought apprehensively, and themostl lost her
breath when he surfaced right beside her.

‘Hil'
Julie drew a trembling breath. 'Don't you ever gipe"

'It's a free country, isn't it?' His eyes mocked l@r are you going to
tell me the land is private?

'l know your uncle owns it, if that's what you mealulie retorted,
pushing back her hair with an unsteady hand. 'Epyr swim.
You'll be happy to know you've spoilt mine!'

The word he said was not polite, and his handseshfor her before
she could defend herself, pulling her down into weger until her
nasal tubes were blocked and she thought her lwegs going to
burst. Then he let her go, allowing her to floattapthe surface,
gulping desperately for breath as he came up bdtend

‘That—that was a rotten thing to do,' she got aiditen she could
speak again, and he made no attempt to deny d@odld have
drowned!

He seemed to consider her protest for a few secandsthen he
shook his head. 'l don't think | could have allowieat,' he remarked,
in all seriousness. 'Great though the temptatigghtbe.'

Julie pursed her lips. "You enjoy making fun of mhen't you?'

'l enjoy—you," he said, slowly and deliberately that her whole
body seemed suffused with heat, in spite of thdresds of the water.
‘Or rather | would— if you'd let me."



There was a brief pause while Julie's green eyaedin troubled

fascination into his, and then with panic quickegnhrer limbs she

struck out blindly for the shore. It was usele$® ®ld herself, she
could not have an ordinary conversation with hine. persisted in

turning every innocent remark into something peasoand her

inexperience in these matters made her an easgtta&8ge should

have known he would not let her be. He was a poedand right now

she was his prey. And like all hunters, the hatderchase, the more
satisfying the Kkill.

Her feet found the stony lake shore, and she wagedut of the

water on slightly wobbly legs. The exertion hadrbed the more

tiring because of her awareness of him behindaref the fear that at
any moment he might grab her flailing feet. Howesre made it
unscathed, though as she groped for her towel st linim emerge
from the water behind her.

Squeezing the excess moisture from her hair, séebtty ignore him,
but he walked across the shingle and sprawledylanila flat rock.
Almost compulsively, her eyes were drawn to himd dms lips

curved in amusement at that involuntary appraisakas obvious
from the apprehensiveness of her darting glanceé she had
expected the worst, but to her relief she saw rewearing thin navy
shorts, and although they left little to her imadian, he was
decently covered.

"You didn't really think I'd do that, did you?' baquired, propping
himself up on one elbow and regarding her bikiadclfigure
quizzically.

‘Do what?' Julie was evasive, towelling her hathvmore effort than
skill, wondering if she could wriggle into her steowithout making a
spectacle of herself.



'‘Swim in the raw,' Dan answered bluntly, knowind fell she was
not unaware of his meaning. 'l wouldn't want to améss you a
second time.'

‘You didn't embarrass me, Mr Prescott,' Julie tethrmot altogether
truthfully, deciding the shorts would have to watil she had gained
the privacy of the trees. '‘Goodbye!’

‘Julie..." With a lithe movement, he sprang off theks and caught
her arm as she bent to pick up her belongingse,Jidn't go. Look,
I'm sorry if I've offended you, but for heaven'kesavhat's a guy got
to do to make it with you?"

Julie gathered her towel and shorts to her chesistlas if they were
a shield, and avoided looking up at him. 'Mr Prés¢adon't know the
kind of girls you are used to associating with, imeh don't—make it

with me, as you so crudely put it. Just becausérgapparently
accustomed to every girl you meet falling flat e Face when you
show an interest in them, don't—"'

'‘Why not flat on their backs?' he interrupted hamshly. "That would
facilitate matters, wouldn't it?' and her breathmgckened to a
suffocating pace.

‘As | said, you're—'
'Forget it!" he snapped. 'l don't know why | canseeh

'‘Because you can't bear to think you're not irtdxed’ Julie retorted
recklessly, and then quivered uncontrollably asohe the towel and
shorts from her fingers and jerked her towards him.

When he bent his head towards her, she had nodigweiding him
and although she turned her head from side to &ide€pund her
mouth with unerring accuracy, fastening his lipsh&rs and taking



his fill of her honeyed softness. His damp body wasaggressive
barrier to any escape she might attempt to makktrgms she might,
she could not prevent the awareness of her breasiening against
the forceful expanse of his chest.

It was impossible, too, to prevent him from partiveg lips. Choking
for breath, she gulped for air against his moutih e invasion of his
lips robbed her of all opposition. He was devourirey, hungrily
teaching her the meaning of the adult emotions d® avousing, and
as her lips began to kiss him back, the pressisede® a paralysing
sweetness. His hands released her arms to slidssaeer back, and
her legs trembled as he pressed her body int&@hiscould feel him
with every nerve and sinew of her being, and tlmevgrg awareness
of what was happening to him made her acutely awhtiee fragile
barrier between herself and his thrusting masawlini

He released her mouth to seek the hollow behingaerkissing her
earlobe and her neck, brushing her hair asideré&estthe sensitive
curve of her nape with his tongue. Julie knew sighoto draw back,
that this was her opportunity to get away from hbui she was
consumed by the urgency of her own emotions, aadatoused to
think sensibly about anything.

The bra of her bikini slackened as he releasedlipeand a silent
protest rose inside her as his fingers found tlse-tgpped mounds
that no man had ever seen before, let alone touched

‘Don't..." he said, as her hands sought to obgtioct'Don't stop me.
Oh, Julie, you're beautiful"

‘Am [?'

Her breath came in little gasps and his mouth a@iimesensuous
approval. 'You know it,' he groaned, his lips agairer creamy flesh.
'Oh, God, what am | going to do about you?'



‘Do about me?' she echoed confusedly, but his moatkred hers
once again, silencing any further speculation. Thgency of his
caress drove all coherent thought from her heatlsaft arms wound
around his neck in eager submission.

Her convent upbringing had not prepared her fos,tbr for the
unexpected sensuality of her own nature, and lséinctive response
was all the more unrestrained because of it. Sleeweam and soft
and responsive, her silky body yielding to his withocent fervour,
and Dan almost lost his own grip on sanity as hdicoed to hold
her. She was so completely desirable, so eminegglyonsive to his
every overture, and the urge to lay her on thesaokd submerge
himself in her honeyed softness was almost overgoge He
doubted she would oppose him. She was all meltagsipn in his
arms. But if he had been overwhelmed by her ardabsission, he
was still rational enough to realise that she wasentirely aware of
what she was inviting. He could imagine her reactunen she came
to her senses, and she would resent him bitteHg ook advantage
of her innocence.

For all that, it was incredibly difficult to resiker, and a groan was
forced from him as he compelled her away. Thenidavg her look
of hurt bewilderment, he bent and picked up heretpwressing it
into her fingers with a rough insensitivity.

Julie was mortified, as much by the awareness pfola& wanton
behaviour as by the realisation that he had giventlme towel to
cover her nakedness. He had taken advantage oahérshe had
encouraged him, and what was more humiliating,dterkjected her.

'I'm sorry.' His apology came strangely to her eansl her averted
gaze turned blindly from the shocked realisaticat tie was no less
aroused than before. 'But—well, | guess | lost rejdh' he muttered
half reluctantly, 'and | guess you did too.'



Julie licked her dry lips. 'Lost your head?' shieo&t, as his meaning
became clear to her. 'But | wouldn't—"'

‘Yes, you would," he retorted harshly. 'We're rtoldecen, Julie, and
you know | want you. However, aside from other ¢dasations, |
don't honestly know what you want.’

Julie blinked, trying to make sense of what he sagng to her. It
appeared she was wrong. He had not rejected hausewf any
inadequacy of her part. He had actually considgregossibility, but
because he was more experienced, he had dismissédkt. There
was something horribly cold-blooded about the witadtair, and her
head moved helplessly from side to side as shetbemdtrieve her
discarded bra.

‘Julie!" He was speaking to her again, but shesesfuo answer him.
She just wanted to get away, the farther away #teeh and she
struggled wildly when he endeavoured to detain Hale/' he said
again, more forcefully this time. 'Julie, listenmb@! When am | going
to see you again? Today? Tonight? When?'

‘Never, | hope,’ she choked, throwing back her hdwd hair
cascading damply about her shoulders. 'Just lejonre

‘No, | won't.' He thrust his impatient face closehers. 'You're not
being sensible, Julie, and I don't intend to lat go until you are!'

'l scream—

'In that state?' His mocking eyes flicked the shgpends of the towel
and her face suffused with colour. But all the humbad left his
expression, and he was deadly serious as he@&mly, you want the
truth, you got it. When I'm with you, | can't thislanely.' His eyes
burned above her. 'But unlike you, | accept thajppehave feelings,
and | didn't want to hurt you.'



Julie faltered. 'To—hurt me?"

‘Yes, damn you,' he muttered, unable to prevenséiinfrom pulling
her to him again. 'There,' he added hoarsely, ‘t@wne you don't
know what ,, I'm feeling—you're not that naive. Bulo know you've
never been with a man before, even if you do lést’

Julie's tongue appeared in unknowing provocatidr-l 'don't
understand. . .’

'‘Don't you?' His hands slipped possessively ardwerdwaist, hard
and warm against the cooler skin of her hips. '@gol have stopped
me? Honestly?' He bent his head to her shouldsridgth gently
massaging the soft flesh. '‘But wouldn't you havedhane if | had?'

Julie's face burned. "You shouldn't say such things
'‘Why not?' Dan lifted his head to gaze intently dat/her. 'It's a fact.’
Julie drew an uneven breath. 'Let me go, Dan.’

Her husky request brought a faint smile to his.ligg last,’ he
murmured. 'l wondered what I'd have to do to get y@ say my
name.'

‘Dan, please...'

Julie pressed her hands determinedly against hestcliout the
hair-roughened skin was absurdly sensuous aga@nspdams, and
she stood there helpless in the grip of emotiorsssiarcely knew or
understood.

‘Tonight," he said, his breath fanning her chediedsent towards her.
‘Have dinner with me, on the yacht. We can servseabuwes—-just
the two of us.’



“ can't.'

The denial sprang automatically to her lips, arsl rhouth turned
down at the corners. '"Why not?'

'‘Because | can't.' Julie freed herself from himhaiit too much
difficulty, and quickly slipped her arms into thebfastening the clip
with trembling fingers. Then, gathering up her $ei@nd the towel,
she turned back to him. '‘G-goodbye.’

If she had expected him to object as he had dofedyeshe was
disappointed. With a weary shrug of his shoulder&ént to pick up
his own pants, and thrust his legs into them withgiwving her
another glance. It was as if he had grown boredh Wit whole
exchange, and as on that evening at the hotelati@bandoned the
struggle.

Conversely, Julie was left feeling strangely berafid stepping into
her sandals she made her way across the shinglewlistinct sense
of deprivation.

The feeling had not left her by the time she reddhe hotel, but in
the sanctuary of her cabin she faced the facsti@mhad probably had
the most lucky escape ever. As her blood coolexttien set in, and
she sank down on to the bed trembling at the ed&dis of how near
she had come to losing all respect for herselflzetdaying Adam's
trust in her. She didn't know what had come over, had for
someone who for so long had regarded herself asimanfrom the
kind of behaviour gossiped about in the dormitdtgrdights-out, it
was doubly humiliating. She would never have thawgte might
have reason to be grateful to Dan Prescott, but&t®e albeit that
gratitude was tinged with anxiety. How long coulee drust a man
like him, she wondered uneasily, and how long cshleltrust herself
if he persisted in pursuing her?



It was lunchtime before she emerged from the cabig Pam

intercepted her in the reception hall of the hdd&le had a letter with
an airmail postmark in her hand, and Julie guetseas from Adam

before the other girl spoke.

'‘Where have you been?' she exclaimed, looking sathe concern at
Julie's unusually pale features. 'l thought you Brad were going
into Midland this morning. He was hanging about &k lost sheep
until David went to collect the mail and took hihorag.'

'‘Oh, Pam, | forgot all about it." Julie was disnyem sorry. Where
Is he? | must apologise.'

'‘He's tackling a hamburger right now,’ Pam assured lightly,

pulling a wry face. 'You know nothing affects hispatite. He did
come to look for you earlier with this letter, yttu weren't in your
cabin.’

'l was." Ruefully Julie remembered the hammerinigeattdoor which
she had taken to be the janitor. 'l— well, | hattemdache,' she
explained. 'l didn't feel like company.'

'‘And are you all right now?' Pam asked, handing ther letter
addressed in Adam's neat handwriting. 'l must saydp look a little
washed out. What say we have our lunch togetheéheierrace? A
nice chef's salad with French dressing, hmm?"

Julie nodded. It was easier than thinking up amusgcbut she knew
better than to suppose Pam was that easily satisike read her
letter while Pam went to see about the meal, bnithe salad and
freshly baked rolls were set before them, the adgiéreturned to the
attack.

'You've seen Dan Prescott again, haven't you?' rehearked
perceptively. 'Did he make those bruises on yomnsar



Julie crossed her arms across her chest, selficos$ccovering the

revealing marks just below her shoulders with legdrs. She had
been going to pass them off as the result of asfal had had in the
woods, but when Pam made so forthright a statenséet,found it

impossible to lie with conviction.

'He was down at the lake,' she admitted, avoidiagn'® indignant
gaze. 'And that's all I'm going to say about it.’

Pam shook her head. 'The brute!" she exclaimedfegimg. 'l only
hope David doesn't notice, or he'll blame me faoainaging you.'

Julie sighed. 'Pam—please, forget it. It's not ingat—'
'| disagree. If he thinks he can—'

‘Pam, it wasn't like that.' Julie could not infadhesty allow her friend
to go on imagining the worst. 'He wasn't—violer@he paused,
wishing she had never admitted anything. 'l—I wssily, that's
all.’

'So what happened?'

Pam was all ears, ignoring completely what the rogwe had said
earlier, but Julie refused to discuss it. 'lI'llée&rad into Midland this
afternoon,' she said instead, deliberately chantfiagsubject. 'If he
still wants to go, that is.’

Pam was silent for a few minutes, and then sheetettdefeat. 'Oh,
he still wants to go,' she agreed offhandedly s'teiking forward to
you treating him to one of those enormous sundatsedce-cream
parlour. He wouldn't miss that!

Julie forced a smile. 'l know how he feels. | smais them myself
when | go home.'



Pam glanced quickly at her. '"You're not thinkinggofng home yet,
though.’

Julie hesitated. 'Well—yes, actually | am. | thougarhaps—at the
end of next week—'

‘The end of next week!" Pam put down her fork atadesl at her.
‘Julie, you can't be serious! Why, we're expecyiog to stay at least
until August!'

Julie bent her head, resting her elbow on the eddbe table and
cupping one pink-tinted cheek in her hand. 'lI'veetb being here,
Pam, you know that,' she said uncomfortably, 'liut@idays must
come to an end, and | think six weeks is enough’t gou?’

‘Not really." Pam was brusque. 'David and | hagewssed this, and
we feel three months might be long enough for yowét over

everything you've been through. Julie, don't bl®amuch of a hurry
to get back. Remember what you left behind.'

' do remember, Pam—'

‘What is it? Is it Adam? Is he urging you to golsats that what his
letter says?'

'‘No. No. At least, not intentionally. He misses me¢ourse—'

‘Then invite him out here,' said Pam abruptly. ‘Agk to come and
stay for a couple of weeks. He has holidays, | egppDoesn't he?'

Julie's brow was furrowed. 'Well, yes, but—'
'‘But what? Isn't the Kawana good enough for him?'

‘Don't be silly, Pam." Julie sighed. 'lt's not tHat!| just don't know
whether he'd come. He—well, he doesn't like America



"This isn't America.'

‘Well, North America, then.' Julie's flush deepenédion't know,
Pam, honestly. ..'

'Invite him. See what he says. At least that wayl\get to keep you a
little bit longer.’

'‘Oh, Pam!" Julie stretched out her hand and grigpedlder girl's
arm. 'You've been so kind to me...'

‘And | want to go on being kind," declared Pam 8jotYou know
what | think? I think you're letting this—this aiifavith Dan Prescott
frighten you away.' She paused, watching Juliejsressive face
intently. 'I'm right, aren't I? That's really widsdcided you to go.'

‘No!" Julie could not allow her to think that. 'lell, | have to go
back sooner or later.’

‘Make it later,’ Pam pleaded gently. 'Please, Juliable Adam.
Telephone him, if you like. Explain how you feémIsure he'd come,
if you asked him.’

The trouble was, Julie was sure he would, too, iteeshpis
reservations. If she really wanted him to comeywbald make every
effort to do so, but something held her back froakimg the call. She
didn't know why, but she was loath to introduce Wdéo the
unsophistication of life at the Kawana Point. Heuldn't like it and
he wouldn't fit in here. It wasn't that it was h@turious enough for
him; the appointments of the cabins compared vavgdrably with
hotels back home. It was the casual attitudes hddaabject to, the
lack of formality in manner and dress, and the dasyliarity of the
other guests.



During the next couple of days she managed to anw@king any
decision in the matter. When Pam asked her, sHedegputhfully
that she was thinking about it, and when she wdh ®rad she
succeeded in putting it out of her mind for houra ime.

The weather remained hot and sunny, and they swknt) éhough

never from the cove where Julie had encountereddascott. It was
easy to put her problems out of her mind when she spinning
across the lake at the wheel of the power-boatdamiging the
swinging sail of the dinghy, but not so easy whiea ietired to her
cabin at night. Then she lay for hours before stzape to claim her,
waking in the morning much later than she used tith \ihe

unpleasant throbbing of an aching head.

In spite of herself she was unable to put Dan Btesat of her mind.
She could speak quite offhandedly to Pam whenedverchose to
broach the subject, but in the privacy of her thdsgt was a very
different matter. However she tried to avoid ite sfould not forget
the abandoned way she had behaved, and she buritbd
embarrassment every time she recalled the intimaslee had
permitted him. She told herself she dreaded thegihioof ever seeing
him again, that if she did she would just die ohrsle—and yet
somehow these verbal castigations did not entrretytrue.

This had been made patently obvious to her onendien two new
guests arrived at the hotel. The man was tall aadt,dand from
behind he had looked absurdly like Dan. There wasman with
him, a slim attractive woman in her late twentees] Julie's stomach
had contracted painfully until the man had turned she had seen he
looked nothing at all like her tormentor. Neverdss, the experience
had served to shake her realise that she was notpastial as she
cared to think, and she drank three beers that mgin effort to dull
her over-active imagination.



By the end of that week she was no nearer makdegesion, and on
Saturday afternoon she rode into Midland with Dand Brad on the
motor launch he used to collect supplies. Leavivent at the dock,
she sauntered lazily up the main shopping streeking idly in the
shop windows. There was an amazing assortmentadsgfor sale,
and as well as the usual sports and food shopg, Were dress shops
and leather dealers exhibiting attractive styles rffmore formal
occasions. Midland was not a large town, but it kdave a large
tourist population, and in summer there were pleftyisitors to the
thirty thousand islands.

Julie was looking in the window of a book store wishe became
aware of someone standing behind her, and swingingd, she
came face to face with him. In an open-necked rsgoyts shirt and
the inevitable denims, he looked lean and powerfd disturbingly
attractive, and Julie's limbs seemed to melt adaiteed up at him.
She was glad she had not succumbed to the implis® bothering
to change before coming into town, and insteadhefshorts she had
been wearing, she had put on a smock dress of whiieed cotton
that was square-necked and sleeveless and delict.

'Hi," she said, rather breathily, when he didmt aaything, and he
inclined his head in acknowledgement. 'Small wadd't it?'

He glanced up and down the street, and then th&ysgmrey eyes
returned to her slightly flushed face. '‘Are youra®'

‘At the moment,' she replied, pushing her hands tim¢ pockets of
her dress. 'l came in with—with Brad and David—thd®am's
husband, but | left them down at the dock.'

'‘Come and have a coffee with me.'

‘A coffee?' Julie licked her lips.



‘A milk shake, then,' he said shortly, tucking th&cel he was
carrying under his arm. 'Or a beer, if you'd ratlast so we can talk.'

Julie drew an unsteady breath. 'l don't know. ..’

'‘Well, 1 do,' he retorted, and taking her arm, tgeed her across the
road and into the busy ice-cream parlour whereasite Brad had
spent many happy hours.

The bartender recognised him. Of course he wouldlight Julie,
half crossly, acknowledging his family's influenicethe town, but
she wondered what they thought of her, and whelhe@afternoon's
encounter would reach his aunt's ears through #rg efficient
grapevine.

After installing her in one of the booths, Dan waenget their order,
chatting amiably with the proprietor as he spoadreetream into tall
glasses and whipped up the milk for their shakeitk Bhakes in
Canada tended to be twice the size of anywhere &hgkJulie had
enjoyed too many in her opinion. They were terriialigening, but if
Dan had them often, he certainly didn't show itefEhwasn't any
spare flesh on his bones, and she knew from expmerieow hard and
muscular his body really was.

Remembering this brought the revealing colour dacker cheeks,
and it didn't help to discover she had alreadwetéd the interest of a
group of young people seated in the opposite bddtky spoke to
Dan when he came back, carrying the two shakeshanmhused to
exchange a few words with them before taking he.s€veryone
seemed to know everyone else, thought Julie unatabiy,
wondering whether they thought she was his lat@sjgest.

'‘Good?' he asked, after she had swallowed a mdutirough the
giant-sized straw they provided, and Julie glangeat him through
gold-tipped lashes.



‘Very good, thank you,' she replied politely, ansl imobile mouth
slanted down rather resignedly.

'So," he said. 'Do | take it you've forgiven me?"
‘Forgiven you?' Her eyes felt glued to the glass.

‘Yes." He pushed his glass aside to rest his ammshe table,
regarding her intently across its narrow width. nDgretend you
don't know what | mean.' He paused. 'You've giveswimming in
the mornings.'

'How do you know?' The words were out before shddcprevent
them, and darting a look up at his set face, skesviihe answer for
herself.

'How do you think?' he demanded roughly, and sHe tfee
constriction of quickening pulses. 'l want to see wagain, Julie,' he
went on in a low voice. 'Don't make me wait toogon

Julie's throat closed completely. 'Dan—'

‘Don't tell me no," he warned her harshly, caséingmpatient glance
towards the opposite booth, and then turning backhdr with
smouldering eyes. 'This is a public place, anddsguyou feel safe
with me, but don't push it.'

'‘Oh, Dan, stop it!" With trembling hands she grigpplee edge of the
table. 'l—I can't see you again. At least, not ssilgou mean like
this.'

'You know what | mean.’
‘Yes—well, it's impossible.'

‘Why?"



'‘Why—why, because I'm not—not free.' 'What do yoelam—not
free? You're not married, are you? You don't wedm@'

 know, 1 know. But there is someone. We—we have .
understanding. He trusts me.'

'‘Does he?' Dan's eyes regarded her with cold deahnow. 'How
foolish of him!'

"That's not fair.'

'Isn't it?' He stifled an oath. 'Was it fair to d@ace way you did the
other morning, knowing you were practically engagedome other

guy?’
Julie's mouth was dry. "That wasn't how it was.'
‘Wasn't it? How was it, then?'

Julie looked at him helplessly, her green eyes \aittktroubled, and
eloguently appealing. 'Dan, please. ..'

'‘Don't look at me like that, Julie! So pure andaoent!" He flung
himself angrily back in his seat, .his mouth prdssegether
ominously. 'So—who is this guy? Where does he 1Ae@ what's he
doing letting you run around without him?'

Julie bent her head, her hair falling silkily abdwr ears. 'He—he
lives in England,’ she managed to say quietlye kmown him all my
life.’

'So why isn't he with you?"

Julie sighed. 'Something—happened. Something | ettdd get
away from. Adam sent me here to—to recover.'



‘Adam? That's his name?"
'Yes.'

There was silence for a few moments, and she vemhitook up at
him. Dan's face was grim and as rigidly carved tases He was
staring broodingly into the middle distance, and skondered
anxiously what was going on behind that stony facad

As the laughing group across the aisle dispersé lboked down
into her rapidly flattening milkshake. That was heWe felt, she
thought miserably, all the lightness evaporatirggving only the
weight of her own guilt inside her. The trouble wsise didn't know
which was worse—the guilt she felt towards Adam Faving
betrayed him, or the equally unsettling realisattwat without Dan's
self-control the situation could have been far mneggous. Was he
thinking that, too? Was he chiding himself for having taken what
she had offered when he had the chance?

Taking the straw between her lips, she drew on athar

unenthusiastically. It made a horrible sucking sbas only air was
drawn into the tube, and she pushed it aside istrtion, feeling
Dan's eyes watching her as she lifted her heady Weee dark and
disturbing, a mixture of anger and impatience,dftér taking in the
tremulous uncertainty of her expression they logdiitie of their

aggression.

‘I must be crazy,’ he muttered, surrendering higathenent and
leaning forward to take one of her hands betweeh bbhis. "You
know, in spite of everything, I still want you.'

‘No!'

Julie stared at him, half in fear, half in fascioat and he nodded his
head, raising her hand to his lips, rubbing thesisee palm with his



tongue. 'Yes,' he insisted, spreading her fingeditle his between
them. 'lIt was good, Julie, you and me, | mean. '$Heiw | want it to
be again.’'

‘No!" Julie shuddered, and sat as far back in &&tr &s his restraining
fingers would permit her. '1— 1 can't. And you ddati ask me.'

'‘Why not?' His eyes were narrowed. "What differetices it make?
You're still the same person. So am |. No one re¢s®l ever know.'

Julie gasped. 'That's immoral!’

'Practical,’ he corrected her coolly. 'What do gay, Julie? | want
you, you want me. Why shouldn't we enjoy it?'

Julie's nails dug painfully into the formica toptbé table. 'Is—is this
your usual ploy, Dan? Does nothing have to startderway of what
youwant?'

'If you mean do | usually go for girls with comgitons, then the
answer is no,' he retorted without rancour. 'Madrmemen are bad
news, and | avoid breaking up a good relationship.'

'‘How generous of you!'

Julie's sarcasm was not lost on him, but his liply curved into a

mocking smile. 'That's not to say there haven'hlmszasions. . ." he
drawled, and she felt an agonising twist of jeajaesr into her. 'So?
What do you say?'

*You know what my answer is.’
'‘No?'

'‘No,' she agreed tautly.



'Oh, Julie!" His mockery fled and in its place vgasnething far more
dangerous. 'Julie,’ he repeated, sliding roundoimguette until his
thigh was pressing against hers. 'I'm crazy about Pon't do this to
me. | need you!

He was too intense, and her heart palpitated wildg, was so close
she could see every inch of his face, every podesaery groove, the
strong line of his jaw, the slightly crooked curet his nose, the
shortness of his upper lip and the sensually futberer one, the
blue-grey eyes, and the long dark fringe of hisiéss His skin was
brown, faintly tinged around his chin with the sbadbf the beard he
had shaved that morning, and his hair lay thicksandoth against his
head, long enough to brush his collar at the backam irresistible
temptation to her fingers. His open shirt revededupper half of his
chest with its light covering of dark hair, and steald remember
only too well the feel of his skin against hers. Was right, she
thought in consternation, she did want him. And kmewledge

horrified her.

His arm was along the seat behind her, his hargingjgpossessively
over her bare shoulder, and her knees shook. Wkémgyers probed
beneath the strap of her dress, however, she knewaild stand no
more.

'‘Dan, don't!" she got out chokingly, unable to labkim but instilling
her voice with the urgency of her feelings. 'l—WvBdo go. David's
waiting for me—"'

Her words died beneath his mouth, his parted lgp®&ing hers and
taking a moist possession. The pressure he exgdagtight, but Julie
felt her senses swimming.

The sound of voices penetrated her sexually- indliieertia, voices
she recognised, and she managed to drag herssiffemaa Dan just
in time as David and his son came to occupy th@sippbooth.



‘Hey, Julie!’

It was Brad who saw her first as his father wasuabmgo to the bar,
and she prayed she did not look as disconcerteshadelt. With
Dan's fingers still imprisoning her wrist under eowf the table* top,
and his lazy eyes upon her, she found it incredibtifcult to act
normally and had to force herself to listen to whatboy was saying.

'Hi, Mr Prescott." Thankfully Brad had switched hisention to her
companion, and David paused to greet the other man.

'l didn't know we'd find you here, Julie,' he sadd she wondered if
she imagined the note of disapproval in his vdidkought you had
some shopping to do.’

There was no mistake. David was not pleased, dielchuld hardly
blame him. After all, he had warned her about Deesébtt, and he
also knew of the loyalty she owed to Adam.

'l was looking in shop windows when—when | bumpetb+-into
Mr Prescott,' she volunteered. 'We—er—I was justileg.’

'‘Oh, don't go!" Brad looked disappointed. 'Say, mvaee you going to
show me the yacht, Mr Prescott. You haven't foeggthave you?'

'‘No, | haven't forgotten, Brad,' Dan assured himmdgloumouredly, as
the boy's father uttered a word of reproval. dkay, Mr Galloway,

honestly. | know what it's like when people makerpises they don't
keep.' He had to release Julie's wrist to slideaduhe booth, and
while she ran a nervous hand over her h”ir he soad: 'I'll come by
one afternoon next week, and we'll go for a saswhivould that suit
you?'

'Really, Mr Prescott, that's not necessary," Daegdan, stung by his
conscience, but Dan dismissed his objections.



'It's okay, Mrs Galloway,' he assured him, witlria @nd transferring
his attention to the boy added: 'It's a date. $eg Brad.'

‘See you, Mr Prescott,' Brad agreed excitedly Juhd emerged from
the ice-cream parlour with the uneasy feeling thla¢ held his
happiness in the palm of her hand.

The sunlight was brilliant after the dimness of bo®th, and as she
shaded her eyes Dan slipped a possessive handredvoudist. "Walk
with me,' he said, and she had no choice but torapany him down
the steeply sloping street to the dock.

It was quite an experience walking with him. Hewrreearly half the
people they passed, and their close proximity was last on
speculatively probing eyes. But Dan seemed ungestyr and
exchanged a word here and there without any appar
embarrassment.

‘You can leave me here," Julie said at last, #fiey had crossed the
railway line and were standing on the dazzlingpstf concrete
fronting the dock. 'That's David's launch. I'll wiir them on board."'

'‘Let me take you home," Dan suggested casuallyartie on the
Honda, and it'll be much cooler riding through #@ods.’

And much more dangerousgded Julie silently, shaking her head.
don't think so.’

Dan sighed, resting one hand on each of her shayld@oking down
at her in mild irritation. "You're not going to gtall over, are you?' he
protested. 'You know it's only a matter of timedrvet— well, let's
agree that we attract one another, and wherelsatme in a holiday
relationship anyway?"Are you on holiday?' Julikeassuspiciously.

'Sort of.'



‘What's that supposed to mean?'
Dan grinned. 'I'm supposed to be recuperating.'

Julie could not prevent the twinge of anxiety thapped her. 'Have
you been ill?'

‘Appendicitis,’ he explained dryly. 'D'you wantsiee my scar?"

'‘No!" Julie flushed, and then realising he was itep$er, turned
away. 'l'd better go. ..'

His hands on her waist prevented her from doingusd presently she
felt his body close behind her. 'When am | goingde you again?' he
demanded urgently. 'Tonight? Tomorrow? Promise méllycome
down to the lake in the morning and I'll let you'go

Julie drew a deep breath. 'And what about yourlighido they know
what you're doing? Do they know about me?"'

He was silent for a few moments, and then he saiéltlyg: '‘Drew
does.'

"Your cousin?'
'Yes.'

‘And your aunt and uncle?' Julie couldn't prevearsélf from going
on even though it was like sticking a knife in ledirand twisting the
blade. 'Pam told me about the Leytons—about yauilya

Dan took her arms and turned her to face him. 'So?"

""So—'Julie pressed her lips together for a montemrevent them
from trembling, 'they don't know about me, do thég? nothing to
them, just another of Dan's little—'



‘Stop it!"

He cut into her words angrily, but she was commiitte destroying
their relationship and she had to continue.

‘They wouldn't approve of our association, wouldyth | mean—a
suicide's daughter and a banker's son! It's jusbmois it? And that's
the way it is with you, too, isn't it? All you waftbom me is an affair.
A holiday relationship, as you said. Well, | damave—affairs, Mr
Prescott. So you'd better save yourself for somegdmedoes!

‘You don't know what you're talking about,' he sawddly, but his
hands had dropped to his sides, and with a littikees she turned and
walked away— and he let her.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE Boeing 747 landed at Toronto's international airpgest before
six o'clock, but Julie had to wait another half hatile the baggage
was unloaded before Adam was free to walk throoghée reception
hall. He was among the first to emerge, a portewyicay his suitcase
and the briefcase without which he went nowherd, l@looked so
dear and familiar that Julie practically threw ledirento his waiting
arms. His gentle embrace was so soothing aftend¢loic emotions
she had been suppressing, and tears came to Iseaekie drew back
to look at her.

'Did you miss me?' he teased, though his shrewd gyazs apt to see
more than she either knew or wanted. ‘Are youighit? You look a

little feverish to me. | thought you said that thignate agreed with
you.'

'l did. It does." Julie urged him impatiently towarthe lifts. ‘Come
along. The car's parked on the sixth level. Wetalknafter we've left
the airport.'

Adam obediently followed her, taking his cases fitw@ porter and
thanking him for his trouble. Then they squeezew ithe metal

elevator and shared the ride with a dozen othélseat on the same
purpose.

The traffic was brisk as they joined the parkwayt, for once Adam
relaxed in his seat beside her. Perhaps the jounayired him, Julie
thought, for usually he objected to her taking\lieel when he was
in the car. He did look a little pale, but perh#pst was because she
was used to David's weathered appearance, andofibs&t men she
knew were tanned. He seemed smaller, too, his blitaner, his fair
hair lighter and thinner—but again, the larger d¢ourseemed to
breed larger men, and she had been here moreixhareks. . .



'‘Did you have a good journey?' she asked, asdiffectbegan to thin,
banishing the unwilling thoughts of Dan Prescotttpersistently
troubled her. 'At least the flight was on timeel@nly been waiting
about forty-five minutes.’

'Forty-five minutes!" Adam sounded appalled. 'Whgnit you just
book me into an hotel, and let me take a cab maccity?'

'‘Because | wanted to meet you,' declared Julietlgywi¥ou came
here because of me. The least | could do—'

‘My dear girl, | came because you needed me," Acdanted dryly.
''ve missed you, and when you telephoned | wasamed about
you.'

Julie pressed her lips together. 'But you nee@veltome out here.’

'l wanted to," exclaimed Adam forcefully. 'You sded so—so
strung up on the phone. | realised you were nt fihake the journey
home alone, so | decided to accept the Gallowaylation to spend
a few days at Georgian Bay.'

'‘Oh, Adam..." She glanced at him affectionatelyouYknow you'll
hate it. The great outdoors is not really your s¢cenit?'

Adam chuckled. 'Perhaps not. If what you're wearsng sample of
the current fashion, I'm going to be hopelesslyafydlace.'

Julie laughed too, relaxing for the first time iayd, though her mirth
was short-lived. She had forgotten Adam's aversioeans and in
her haste to get to the airport in plenty of tistee had not bothered to
change.



'‘Nobody cares what you wear at Kawana Point," shha him,
sustaining her smile with difficulty. 'But they'wery nice, and very
friendly, and | know they'll make you welcome.’

Adam nodded. 'But | gather they don't dress foneliri he remarked
wryly, and she shook her head. 'So | won't be mgediy dinner
jacket, will 1? Unless you and | spend some tim&@ anonto before
going home.'

Julie's expression grew a little doubtful, and ghessed he could
sense her uncertainty. 'Perhaps,’ she murmuredhingisshe had
defied him and taken the London flight. '"We'll see.

It was a long drive to Midland and after leaving thutskirts of the
city behind they passed through miles and milespen land, not
unlike England but bigger and flatter. The treesengparser too, and
the houses they saw seemed remote from their naigshb

'‘How can anyone live so far from any suburban doation?' asked
Adam in dismay. 'l hope we're not going to be stgyniles from
anywhere. You know | like the daily papers, and saimere to buy
my tobacco.'

Julie sighed. 'Well, the Kawana is off the beatank," she confessed,
'but | warned you—'

'‘How far off the beaten track?' he cut in resigpeaihd she shrugged.

'‘David has a motor launch. It takes about thirtywmes to get into
Midland.'

'And Midland is what?'

‘The nearest town. It's quite a pleasant plackas# hotels, and a
cinema, and plenty of restaurants. | like it.’



Adam's note was thoughtful. 'Oh, well, | supposar put up with it
for a few days,' he conceded. 'But going back tareadoesn't appear
to have done you a lot of good.'

‘Adam, the Kawana Point is not "going back to returshe
protested, turning to give him a half impatientdodt's a modern,
comfortable hotel. The food is out of this world!'

‘Well, you do appear to have put on a little wejghtlam agreed
dryly. 'Or perhaps it's just those clothes you'saiing. Where did
you get that shirt? Isn't that what pregnant mathesar?’

Julie contained her indignation. 'It's a smockg' &lid him patiently.
'l suppose pregnant mothers do wear them, butalseyhappen to be
very cool and very comfortable.’

‘But not very fashionable,' put in Adam shortlydasthe decided not
to argue. 'So,' he added, when it became obvias/ak not going to
continue, 'why did you want to come home so aby@dtthought you
were enjoying your stay.'

'l was. | am." Julie caught her lower lip betweeer heeth.
'Only—well, | just wanted to come home, that's Hibmesickness, |
guess.'

‘You guess?' Adam's tone indicated his opiniorhefAmericanism.
‘And why did you suddenly get homesick? It doeapftear to have
worried you up until now?"'

Julie shrugged. 'l suppose | missed you.'
'‘Well, thank you." His response was ironic. 'ls gt
'‘What else could there be?'

'You tell me.'



Julie hesitated. 'Did you—did you clear everythupy"

‘About your father's estate? Of course. There wammch left to do,
as you know. You handled most of that before youecaway.'

Julie nodded. 'l—is—is Mrs Collins still living #te house?'
‘Naturally. Until you decide to sell, she'll conieto do so.’

Julie's fingers tightened on the wheel. 'Would— ldde really have
gone to prison?'

‘Julie, your father knew there was every chancewdeted to save
you that, so he took his own life. That's all thaeds to be said. He
wrote his own epitaph.’

'If only I'd known him better," she sighed wistjulll saw more of you
than | did of him.'

‘Julie, after your mother died—'

'l know." She sighed again. 'Well, it's over, aa gay. Nothing | say
or do can bring him back.'

'‘No.' But Adam's voice was gentle now. 'Let's tthlout other things.
What have you been doing since you came here? ldwmagine
there's plenty of scope for swimming and sailihgt sort of thing."'

‘There is." Julie closed her mind against Dan'ggan&Brad—that's
Pam and David's son—he's been trying to teach mater-ski. He's
quite good at it, but I'm just a mess!

‘Water-skiing?' Adam grimaced. 'You mean—in wetsw@hd the
like?'



‘Actually, no. Just bathing suits,’ said Julie uligf 'It stings like mad
when you do a belly-flop!

‘But the lake must be freezing when you get oumfrtbe shore,’
Adam protested, and Julie nodded in agreement.

‘It is. But you get used to it. And when it's hat.

Adam looked as if the whole idea appalled him, sinel allowed the
topic to lapse. She couldn't expect Adam to appteduch youthful
pursuits. He was a lot older, after all, and shddiot ever remember
him liking to take his clothes off. She remembeadtbliday she had
had with him and her father at a villa in the SoathFrance. Her
father had spent more time in the pool than Adanh bad he had
been at least ten years older.

Shrugging, she applied her attention to her drivargl it was Adam
who broke the uneasy silence that had fallen. theze any other
hotels within reach of Kawana?' he asked. 'Do pelyt around the
lake? Are there villages, settlements?’

‘They're mostly holiday homes,' Julie replied #€litightly. 'There
aren't any villages, as such, Adam. There are tpamg there are
small towns. That's it.'

‘Hmm.' Adam was thoughtful. 'But what about thegdeavho live in
these holiday homes? Who are they?'

'l don't know, do 1?' Julie gave an impatient shfgp you want to
stop for a meal? There's a small town up aheadenercould have
some dinner, if- you like.'

Adam glanced sideways at her, then he made a weggdsture. 'l
don't think so, thanks all the same. You know wtiatlike on that
transcontinental flight—they ply you with food addnk from the



minute you get on board. And besides, my metabdtisaps telling
me it's after midnight.'! He paused. 'Are there mgogsts at the
hotel?'

Julie's fingers tightened over the wheel. 'Aboutd@zen,’ she
answered offhandedly. 'What film did they show amgnover? Did
you go and see that French film we were discussefgre | came
away? I'm probably hopelessly out of touch withrgtheng.’

Once again Adam subjected her to a probing stacktheen, shifting
more comfortably in his seat, he replied to herstjoas, talking
about the movie they had shown on the flight, desag the various
French and Italian films that were presently playimLondon. For a
while, he succeeded in distracting Julie's mindnfeverything else,
and her knuckles ceased to show through the créaomn skin.

Inevitably, however, the conversation shifted batk their
destination, and Julie tried to speak casually wstendescribed an
ordinary day at the hotel.

‘How long do people stay?' enquired Adam curiousthyl she replied
that occasionally guests had lingered for three fand weeks at a
time.

‘There's plenty to do, if you like fishing and sail' she protested, in
response to Adam's grunt of dismay. 'It's a spatssparadise, and
the scenery is beautiful!"

'Hmm. But | imagine most people commute at weekemtis' Adam
averred. 'These holiday homes you mentioned—I diubgy're in
use all the time. | knew a chap from New York omt® had a cabin
in the Adirondacks. | suppose this is a similareat.'

Why had Adam to mention New York? Julie asked Hers
despairingly. New York was synonymous with all ttéengs she



wanted to forget, and the fact that Dan lived theas prime among
them. It was useless to pretend she could forgeitdbm here. Until

she got away she would always feel this hollow emagss every time
she let some casual association remind her ofrtieethey had spent
together.

‘Have you got to know any of the guests personally?

Adam's query brought her back to the present, Hmitdok she cast
his way revealed the blankness in her eyes. 'l-rohNo,' she got
out jerkily, as her brain comprehended his questiamean, they're
usually couples, or families—and I've spent moshgftime with the

Galloways.'

'l see." Adam pulled his pipe out of his pocket bagdan to examine
the bowl. 'So who has upset you, Julie? Someon&imgrat the
hotel, perhaps? Or David Galloway himself?'

If Julie had not had to concentrate on her drivshg might easily
have burst into tears at that moment. It was hatmig to feel one
was so transparent, and while she applauded hes@rn, she could
not forgive his timing.

'l don't know what you mean,' she lied, keepingdyas glued to the
road ahead. 'No one's upset me, least of all Dafidiu knew him,
you wouldn't suggest such a thing.'

‘All right." Adam tamped his pipe down, and themplagd his lighter
to the bowl. 'My apologies to Galloway, but somésngset you, and
I'd like to know who it is before we get there.'

‘Adam!" Julie glanced indignantly at him. 'I'vedglou—"'

'l know what you've told me, Julie,' he repliednalyl slipping his
lighter back into his pocket and drawing comforyatsh the burning



tobacco. 'But | also know that you're more hightyiisg now than
you were before you went away, and that's notylike at all.'

‘You're imagining things.' Julie licked her sudgeaty lips. 'I'm just
a little fed-up, that's all. Secondary reactiomgulkss. Losing one's
father so suddenly and in such a way isn't easyvalow.'

'l know that." Adam's tone was compassionate.yButwere over the
worst of it Julie. Believe me, you were on the meviten you left
England. That was why | let you come here, becadlseught this
holiday would complete the cure. You've never bagrarticularly
neurotic girl. You're emotional, | know that, budtrabnormally so.
Now | come here to find you're on edge and impatemswering my
questions as if | was subjecting you to an ingiaisitYou're nervous,
and touchy. Not like my Julie at all. And | mearkteow why.'

'Oh, Adam. . .

'‘Don't look at me like that. | know what I'm talgirabout, Julie. |
know you too well to be deceived. Now, somethinggppened,
hasn't it? Are you going to tell me? Or do | hawefihd out for
myself?'

Julie heaved a heavy sigh. She didn't know whatotoAdam did
know her well, it was true, none better, but thiaswsomething
outside the bends of their relationship. Indeedotild destroy their
relationship once and for all, and she didn't what.

'‘Adam,’ she said at last, 'it's nothimgally.' She paused. 'If | admit
that something did happen, something that did upsetill you just
let it go? Please?’

Adam was silent for a few minutes, drawing on hgepand then he
said quietly: 'Are you sure you want to let it dalie? Isn't that what



all this is about? Wanting to come home? Your uiaagly? \Wouldn't
it be simpler if you were completely honest withuyself?'

‘But | am being,' she protested, taking her atb@ntiom the road to
stare at him appealingly. 'Honestly, Adam, it—itsiwa important.
And it's all over. Over!'

'‘Really?’

‘Yes, really." She paused, realising he deservetkets$ong more. 'It
wasn't—well, like you think. That is, there was aewany question
of—of it being serious. It was just a brief intettu Nothing
happened, Adam. Nothing at all.’

He frowned. 'I'm beginning to see a little lightdelt was someone
who stayed at the hotel, wasn't it? Someone théo@Ways know
about. And that's why you're on edge, why you did@nt me to
come here. Because you were afraid they mighitell

Julie opened her mouth to deny this, and then dldsagain. How
much simpler it would be if Adam thought that, stenceded,
ignoring the pangs of her conscience. If he imagjinéhad been a
brief holiday romance with someone who had nowtledtarea, she
might conceivably be able to relax.

When she didn't say anything for so long, Adam maddnd then
stretched out a hand to grip her knee for a moniéott don't have to
say anything, Julie," he said quietly, making hesl feven worse.
‘You're young—and beautiful. It's natural that ygunen should be
attracted to you. And I'm not going to blame yoyati enjoyed the
experience. Perhaps it's served a useful purpteesadif It's brought
us together again, and that's what matters, t8h't i

Julie forced a smile and covered his hand with ohéers for a
moment. If only Adam wasn't so understanding, bbaght, taking a



determined grip upon her emotions. She might heitebttter if he
had ranted and raved and blown his top. As it wlas felt a little like
a child who has stolen a handful of sticky sweetsy knows he has
done wrong, and isn't punished for it. The guilswat expunged, it
remained.

David and Brad were waiting for them at Midlandd alie handed
over the reins of responsibility with some relighe car, an old
Pontiac, was left at the wharf, and they all clichiaddoard the motor
launch.

'‘Did you have a good trip, Mr Price?' David engdipslitely, as he
stowed the luggage, but Brad forestalled any replyamping in with
his own exciting news.

'He came, Julie, he came!' he exclaimed, almospijughup and
down in his enthusiasm, and the boat rocked alayimitMr Prescaott,
Dan! He said | could call him that," he added ptputivhen we were
out on the lake.'

Julie's legs gave out on her and she sank downlykakide Adam,
hoping he would imagine her unsteadiness was dilre tapheaval of
the boat. David, aware of her suddenly pale fabhasttsed his son
roundly for almost overturning the launch, and threpeated his
qguestion to Adam as if nothing more important haggened.

'He took me out on the yacht,' Brad persisted,jrigliover Adam's
moderate reply. 'D'you know what it's called? Tlaeht, | mean?
Spirit of Atlantis'.Isn't that a terrific name?"

'‘Brad, will you be quiet?' His father's hand upas $houlder was a
distinct warning, and the boy pulled a sulky fasdna subsided on to
the engine housing. 'I'm sorry, Mr Price, my somkb there's
nothing more important than sailing at the moment.'



‘That's all right." Adam crossed his legs, thegtwd toe of his shoe in
direct contrast to David's canvas plimsolls. 'l wnahat boys are
like. I have two nephews myself.’

David smiled his understanding, but the look het gasJulie's
direction was more constrained, and catching hes eypon her, she
was puzzled by his expression. He looked both aagdyfrustrated,
but when she arched her brows in anxious enquityimed abruptly
away, the shake of his head almost imperceptible.

For her part, Julie was desperately trying to medmear self-control.
Brad's words had certainly robbed her of the compmoshe had
achieved during the journey from the airport, ardinind throbbed
with unanswered questions. Why had Dan come thidied? Had it
only been to take Brad out? Had he expected tdhvageOr was he
merely keeping the promise he had made to the boy?

Whatever the answers to these questions, one tasgcertain. He
would now know all about Adam. Brad was too much chatterbox
not to have related where Julie was and why, anelysthat would

curtail any further intentions Dan might have hadantinuing their

unsatisfactory association. It was four days sthe¢ awful scene on
the wharf, after all, and Julie had succeeded mvicwing herself that
she was never likely to see him again. Apart frawtlang else, the
callous way she had thrown her father's suicideirmtwould have

deterred the most ardent suitor, and Dan certaaly not that.

It was a beautiful evening, the sky hazing from danyellow to

deepest purple, and Julie made an effort to painttlee places of
interest to Adam. She indicated the deserted anest¢&Snake Island
and the tangled mass of islands beyond, and thelaie®d that the
Kawana Point Hotel was situated at the mouth of @indhe many
bays that intersected the coastline.



‘It's like an inland sea,' exclaimed Adam, in r&m¢ admiration. 'One
could almost imagine getting lost on such an enosrexpanse of
water.'

‘You can get lost among the islands unless you ki@achannels,’
put in Brad, with a hasty glance at his father.uYan run aground,
and Mr Prescott says—'

‘That will do, Brad.' Once again, David interrupteidn, and Julie
couldn't prevent the wave of sympathy she felt tolwahe boy even
if his words did fill her with apprehension. Where hooked

indignantly in her direction, she gave him a syrhpat smile, and
then half wished she hadn't when he scrambled Adam's suitcase
and came to join her.

Adam was talking to David, asking about the kindigtiing that was
available in the area, and Brad took the oppomnnitspeak to Julie
alone. 'You should have been there,' he exclailmedyes wide and
excited, and she had no need to ask to what heefersing. 'She's a
beauty—the yacht, | mean. There are three cabirt three

bathrooms—heads, | should say,' he grinned, glgreunreptitiously

over his shoulder to make sure his father wasténing, 'and it can
do nearly thirty knots!'

Julie tried to assume an interest she was far fe@ting. 'Really?’ she
asked, apparently impressed. 'You'll have somethingell your
friends when you get back to school.'

‘Gosh, yes.' Brad nodded reminiscently. 'He's itrePrescott, isn't
he? He let me take the wheel. Dad wouldn't belreeewhen | told

him, but Mr Prescott doesn't worry about things likat." He paused.
'He likes you, Julie. He said so. He asked whetewere, and | told

him. That's all right, isn't it?'

'Of course.' Julie drew an uneven breath. 'Why'not?



Brad shrugged. 'l don't know.' He cast another tfallook in his
father's direction. 'Dad said you wouldn't be iegted in anything Mr
Prescott had to say. Not now that your boy-friehdi®.' He frowned.
'Is Mr Price your boy-friend, Julie. He looks—old!

'He's only thirty-eight, Brad,' she retorted impatly, annoyed to
find that she could resent David's assumption es@nAbout the
same age as your father.’

'l know, but Dad's been married for years and years

'| doubt if your mother would appreciate your sewmmnts,' remarked
Julie dryly, but Brad was unrepentant.

‘Anyway, Mr Prescott-Ban—said that he expected he'd be seeir
you again.' He moved his shoulders offhandedlyly@an't tell Dad
| told you.'



CHAPTER FIVE

THE invitation came at lunchtime the following day.man in the
uniform of a chauffeur delivered it, arriving abdar highly-powered
cruiser and insisting that he had been instruciedsit for a reply.

Julie saw the man as she and Adam sat at thee talithe dining
room, and although she had no reason to suspechaha@s or why
he was here, she could not prevent the tingle pfedqension that
rippled along her spine when Pam carried the epeeinto the
restaurant. She looked uncomfortable as she apgpmdatem, and
Julie, used to her casual, easygoing manner, \aasiedl.

'I'm sorry to disturb you,' she offered apologdlycandicating the
envelope in her hand. 'But he—' she glanced ovesiheulder, 'he
insisted on waiting for a reply.’

'What is it?" Julie tried to sound unconcerned &ml@éd. 'Not bad
news, | hope.'

'‘Not exactly." Pam was hesitant, and Adam gaveahe¥ncouraging
smile.

'I'm sure it can't be anything too terrible, Paméi@ assured her
gently. 'The gentleman's not a policeman, is he?'

'Heavens, no!' Pam shook her head and gave alabght, and Julie
wished she would simply tell them what it was aedligover with.
'It's from— from the Leytons, Julie.’

She gave the younger girl the envelope, and Jiftexd Ithe thick
parchment flap with unsteady fingers. Inside wasaed, a single
card, the edge delicately serrated and tintedespedse. It was from
Anthea Leyton, inviting Mr and Mrs David Gallowaydtheir two



guests, Mr Adam Price and Miss Julie Osbourne,ldarbecue they
were holding that evening at Forest Bay.

Julie said nothing. She couldn't. She merely hamldedard to David
and while he read it, exchanged a look of shakeviltherment with
Pam. The other girl lifted her shoulders in helplasquiescence and
looked at Adam as he spoke.

'Is something wrong with this invitation?' he askedising his
eyebrows. 'lt seems eminently satisfactory to méwoVere these
people? Do you know them? Well, of course, you ndosif they're
inviting uJ to dinner.’

Pam sighed. 'l—we—I haven't actually met—Mrs Leytoshe
admitted. 'l—er—I've met her nephew.' She glancpdealingly
towards Julie. 'You remember Dan Prescott, dont, ylie? He
came to the hotel a couple of weeks ago.’

‘Yes." Julie's mouth was dry, but she managed tocukate. 'l
remember. |—are you—going to accept?'

‘Are you?' Pam's meaning was clear, and Julie canlgl move her
shoulders in helpless indecision.

'‘Prescott, Prescott?' Adam was saying thoughtfifithere have |
heard that name before? Oh, yes, it was your sameR.. Didn't he
say that Mr Prescott had taken him out on his yacht

‘That's right.' Pam couldn't deny it. 'He came gekty, Julie. After
you'd gone to the airport to meet Adam.’

Meeting Pam's eyes as she said this, Julie felt tile of
embarrassment sweeping up her cheeks. She hadgbokeher way
to avoid discussing the previous day's events ®dm, but now it
seemed it was impossible after all.



‘Well," Adam was speaking again, 'l must say #'s/\civil of them to
invite us. Are they residents in the area?'

Pam hesitated, then she said: 'Forest Bay is tlyeohg summer
residence. Mrs Leyton is Lionel Prescott's sisteu may have heard
of the Scott National Bank?'

' ThatLionel Prescott?' Adam was impressed.

‘Yes.' It was Julie who answered him, giving Parmgmatient look. 'l
expect it's just a—a gesture. People like thahdséd sort of things.'

'l think we should accept’ Pam made her statenadmiost
belligerently. 'After all, we are their tenantsdald hate to offend
them.’

Julie stared at her friend incredulously. Pam didally believe that,
any more than she believed the invitation was genuban was
behind this, it was at his instigation they hadrbesited—but what
his game was she didn't dare to think.

‘Yes, | agree." Adam's words broke into her agitateoughts. It
sounds delightful, and it will give me a chancemear my dinner
jacket after all, eh, Julie?'

'‘What?' Julie was still looking accusingly at Pamdl it was difficult
to concentrate on what Adam was saying.

'l said—I'll be able to use my dinner jacket," Iper@ted, and then
turning to Pam added, rather doubtfully: 'A dinfeaket will be in
order, won't it?'

Pam assured him that it would, and then retriethvegnvitation card
from Julie's unresisting fingers, she went to dgiveir reply to the
messenger. Julie, unable to continue with her luncher present



state, excused herself on the pretext of fetchihgradkerchief, but
after the man had departed she followed her frietal the small
office behind the reception desk.

‘And what do you think David's going to say?' semdnded, closing
the door behind her so that their conversation Ishawt be

overheard. 'You know how he feels about the Leyteasd Dan

Prescott, for that matter!

Pam shrugged, perching on the corner of the deskeareading the
card with annoying deliberation. 'He can't refusgvncan he?' she
responded without heat. 'And I've always wanteskt® the inside of
that place.’

Julie did not deign to ask what place. She metelydsthere, pressing
her lips together, waiting for Pam to say somethmgase her raw
emotions.

After a few moments Pam looked up and seeing Imside, adopted
a conciliatory tone. 'Don't look like that, Julighe exclaimed. 'It'll be
fun, you'll see. And it's not as if you're going@raé. Adam will be
with you, and Dan Prescott can hardly come betweentwo, can
he?'

Julie stared at her for a few minutes more, theridresion seemed to
snap and her shoulders sagged. ‘Why is he doilsg B@m?' she
groaned, sinking down on to the chair beside tloer,dand her friend

regarded her compassionately.

'l think he's more serious than you think," she igéoh unwillingly.
‘Wait and see. Maybe the invitation's as innoclasug seems.’

"You don't believe that." Julie sniffed, looking aipher.

'‘No.' Pam was honest. '‘But you shouldn't jump techusions.'



‘Pam, I'm going to marry Adam!'
'I'm not denying it, am 1?'

'‘No," Julie conceded with a sigh. 'But Dan Presto#ésn't care about
that. He doesn't care about anybody but himselfptaetically told
me there had been other womemarriedwomen. . .'

Pam sighed. 'Well, | don't know of any." She griathc'Chance
would be a fine thing!'

'Pam!

‘Well!" The other girl was unrepentant. 'He is shdisn't he? It would
be worth it just for the experience.’

Julie shook her head. 'You're crazy!

‘And you're far too serious for a girl of your adeke it easy, Julie!
Don't worry. Just think—in less than two weeks ijdoe back in
England, and all this will have faded from your thin

Julie wished she could feel as confident. The tiwas she was
finding it increasingly difficult to keep Dan's igea out of her
thoughts, and somehow she doubted even a distdrsmme three
and a half thousand miles would make the sligldd&trence. She
had only to close her eyes to find his face imgdnon her lids, his
grey eyes crinkling at the corners, his mouth difie that lazy
sensuous smile.

As expected, David objected to Pam's arbitrary atecee of the
invitation, but he was on a fishing trip with twbtbe guests from the
hotel, and by the time he returned it was tootiado anything about
it. Besides, as his wife argued, they had a vetigfaatory staff, and
it was time they had a night out together.



Julie, for her part, had mixed feelings. Despitefbars, she could not
deny the purely physical excitement she experieesedy time she

thought of seeing Dan again, and in consequenc®skéonger than

she should choosing what to wear.

Eventually she decided on a simple black eveningngshe had
stuffed into her case all those weeks ago in Emjl&he had not
expected to need it, but it was easy to pack aeaserresistant, and
its. plain lines were both flattering and elegd@uot-lace straps tied
on her shoulders above a draped bodice that waalmatst to the
waist at the back and fell in soft folds to a fewhes above her ankle.
It was made of a silky acrylic fibre that clung wéé touched, and it
accentuated the creamy tan she had acquired. Witthdar loose
about her shoulders, she knew she would not disajpppdam, and
she felt a little more prepared to face the Leytons

They used the launch to reach the party, crosdmegbiay and
rounding the promontory to where the Leytons' summsidence
was situated. It was a warm evening, and not yet da David
steered the small, craft across the water, and E&achanged a
conspiratorial smile with Julie.

'You look gorgeous,’ she said, looking down rugfdt her own
flower-printed cotton. 'l wish | was twelve poundghter. I'd wear
something sexy too.'

Julie looked a little apprehensive at that. 'Do ybunk it is—too
sexy, | mean?' she asked anxiously. 'l don't waybee to—'

‘No, of course not!" Pam overrode her protest vath envious

grimace. 'Honestly, Julie, you look lovely. Doesfie, Adam?' She
turned to the man who was standing beside Davithatwheel.

‘Doesn't Julie look stunning?’



‘Stunning,’ Adam echoed, with an indulgent squeéter arm. 'But
then she always does,' he added, for her earsamlyshe wondered
why Adam's compliments always sounded slightlygasing.

There were several boats moored at the breakwetejutted into the

lake below the Leytons' house, some of them aseofylluxuriant as

Brad had described the Leytons' yacht to be. Akddnetty was

connected to the gardens of the house by a flighrboden steps, and
the whole landing area was illuminated by colourglts concealed
inside swinging Japanese lanterns. The sound oicransl laughter

and muted voices drifted over the water, and Jelieher nerves

tightening as David tossed the painter on to tttg gnd vaulted out
after it.

'I'm petrified," Pam confessed, as she gatheredlgs ready to go
ashore, and her husband gave her an aggravated look

‘Don't blame me!" he declared pointedly, uncomfa&an his formal
clothes, and his wife pulled a face at him as donmed steward
came to assist him.

'‘Let me do that for you, sir," he insisted, fastgnihe rope quickly
and expertly before offering a hand to each ofdins in turn, and
David grumbled gruffly to himself as they all watkalong the jetty.

Pam and David climbed the steps first and Juli¢ el heart
hammering in her chest as she and Adam followenh tidow that
she was here, she was convinced she ought notéoclane, and her
hand tightened uncontrollably on Adam's sleeve.

Their hosts were waiting to greet them, and Jutie'tiknow whether
to feel relieved or apprehensive that Dan was ntht them. There
was no sign of him, and her tongue came to moiseerdry lips as
she took in the animated scene. There was so rowsgetand absorb,
and the gardens of the house seemed full of peogeery style and



mode of dress, from the inevitable denims to ewg@mowns and
white tuxedos. There were so many colours, so naadkty, and the
white-coated waiters threading among the guestyiogrtrays of
champagne and canapes seemed impervious to thessfyelaced
hands and feet that impeded their progress. Beylomdnanicured
lawns she could see a flower-filled patio and bufédles, and an
enormous charcoal grill smouldering under a hudeisiof beef.

Many curious eyes had turned in their directioMaxwell Leyton

took over the introductions. He and David had nefoke, although
not under these circumstances, and he thanked @Hlepolitely for

coming before turning to his wife.

Anthea Leyton was one of the most beautiful womdie had ever

seen. She was dark, like her nephew, with the saisky grey eyes
and curling lashes, and her gown of rose-printkdcsimplemented
her olive skin. She wore diamonds in her ears arathroat, and
the chunky bracelet around her wrist was obviousbyth a small

fortune, but if her appearance was attractiventerner was not. Her
acknowledgement of the Galloways had hardly beditepand now

she turned to Julie with a vaguely speculativeiliyst

'So you're Julie,” she said, and the way she gaidas hardly
flattering. 'My nephew has mentioned you, but | wasous to meet
you for myself.'

'Yes?'

Julie's heart seemed to stop and then start dgamuring under the
effort. What was this woman trying to say? That $tael been
responsible for issuing the invitations? That Dad had nothing to
do with it?



'l believe you're English, aren't you?' she comtuapparently
unaware of Julie's faltering expression. 'You ntabtme what you
think of our small country.’

Julie made a helpless gesture, and to her reli¢ghe®nturned her
attention to Adam. 'Good evening, Mr Price. | hgpa'll enjoy your
evening.'

'I'm sure | shall,’ he assured her politely, andoface Julie was glad
of his very English self- possession, althoughwbrdered what he
had made of Anthea's oblique comments. 'This igautiful place
you have here, Mrs Leyton. An oasis of sophisticatior an old
epicurean like me.'

Anthea looked as if she wasn't sure whether ortodiake him

seriously, but at least his remarks had taken tiois off Julie. It gave
her the opportunity to scan the crowd once again, ib was

impossible to distinguish one tall man among soyn&e tried to
tell herself she was glad he wasn't around, that alght to be
grateful to Anthea for confirming what she had scted, and then,
just as Adam was leading her away to where PamDawid were

waiting, a lazily familiar voice said: 'Hi.'

Julie felt as if someone had just delivered a biower solar plexis,
and her hand in Adam's arm fell abruptly away. D&as standing
right behind them, casually dressed in light bheeisers and a cream
silk open-necked shirt, the only sign of affluetice dark blue velvet
jacket that accentuated the width of his shoulders.

‘Glad you could make it," he remarked, giving Adaswift appraisal
before seeking Julie's heated features. 'I'm $amgsn't here to meet
you, but my aunt insists on utilising every avaiabhand.’

'‘Er—this is Dan Prescott, Adam,' Julie manageaydsstily. 'Adam
Price, Dan.'



‘How do you do, Mr Prescott.'

Adam held out his hand and Dan shook it, movingvbeh them to
do so, successfully isolating Julie on his rightefi he grinned at
Pam and exchanged a word with David before sugggshat he
introduced them to some of the other guests.

It seemed the most natural thing in the world thatshould walk
between them, though Julie sensed Adam's dissat@iawith the
arrangement. However, with Pam and David right deegiim he
could hardly offer any objection, but Julie guesktedwould have
more to say later.

Most of the guests acknowledged Dan's introductiaith only
minor interest. Several of the women gave Julieitecal look and
once or twice she sensed the hostility she hadrtett Anthea, but
for the most part, people were bent on enjoyingndedves, and the
freely flowing alcohol had oiled the stiffest bewyi There was the
hum of conversation, the outburst of laughter, tuednusical sounds
from the loudspeakers to ensure that no awkwaetha#is occurred.
Some of the younger guests were even dancing quatiee and with
darkness falling across the lake the whole scedelf@appearance
of a stage set.

'‘Well? What do you think?' Dan murmured in an utate, bending
his head towards Julie as if in answer to somethivgghad said, and
she smelt the clean fragrance of his aftershavd. Abnt Anthea
make you welcome, or did she give one of her fanmopsessions of
Lucrezia Borgia?'

Julie couldn't say anything in reply, but a faimile touched her lips
as she looked away. He was the same Dan, in dptesoything, she
thought, but she wished he would not make it sd Farher.



Glasses of champagne were offered, and Julie bbaedose in the
bubbling liquid. Adam was talking to David and amn his left,

who apparently drove formula one racing cars, and Rrinkled her
nose above the delicate rim of her glass.

‘Nectar," she mouthed, rolling her eyes expresgiaeld Julie wished
she could feel as uninhibited as her friend.

Dan swallowed his champagne without reverence épgdesl his
fingers around Julie's wrist, twisting it behing lhiack. 'Dance with
me,' he said, all the humour gone from his facel sime felt the
familiar pull of her senses as his thumb massagegdm.

'I—I can't,’ she murmured, hoping Pam could not lieam, and his
lean face darkened ominously.

'‘Why not?' he demanded, apparently uncaring of theroundings,
and she cast an imploring glance up at him.

'‘Because 1 can't,’ she whispered, her eyes danthdam's direction.
'Please, Dan, don't do this. You're making a stene.

‘This is nothing to what | can do, believe me gheted, and she didn't
doubt it.

'l can't leave Adam,' she insisted in a low tofey and understand
my position.’

'‘Why should 1? Do you try and understand mine?'
‘Dan. ..'
‘That's my name!'

‘Dan, we had all this out before—'



'You wanted to meet my family. Well, you have. Whkéte do you
want me to do? You came here. You accepted myaitnoit—'

"Yourinvitation?"
'What else?"

He was looking down at her as he spoke, and ifictieg light she
could sense the intensity of his gaze. She couldin those eyes,
she thought, weakening under the physical onslaafghs attraction,
and she had to force herself to concentrate olicpinel in her glass as
she spoke.

"Your—your aunt implied that she had—offered thetation," she
said through taut lips, and chanced a glimpsesa¢xpression.

‘She did," he responded, bringing a furrow to loeeliead until he
elaborated. 'But | asked her to do it." He pau$#dl. you dance with
me now?'

'Dan, she doesn't like me. She doesn't want me-Here

'l do," he said, and what she saw in his face wbisr of all
resistance.

She managed to replace her glass on a passingdrag drew her
after him on to the tiled floor of the patio. Shdrdt dare to wonder
what Adam must be thinking, and presently Dan'ssaanound her
banished all other considerations. She was clos@stchim, her face
pressed against the smooth silk of his shirt, mssaencircling her
waist so that she was obliged to loop hers arousmddtk.

'Mmm, I've wanted this," he muttered, bending leiadhto nuzzle her
ear, and she had to steel herself from restinghaghim.



'l thought—atfter that day on the wharf—' she begasteadily, but
his finger across her lips silenced her.

*You didn't think you'd get rid of me that easilj you?' he mocked
gently, and she turned her lips away from the s@nsmptation of
his.

'How—how did you persuade your aunt to invite ns¢® persisted,
trying to maintain a detachment she was far froelirig, and he
moved his shoulders in a lazy shrug.

'‘She's not so bad," he remarked dismissingly, aligwis hand to
move from her waist to the silky skin that covetssl shoulder
blades. 'l like your dress,' he added huskily, blike you better
without it. . '

‘Dan!'

Her protest was almost desperate, and for a fewentshey turned
in silence round the tiny dance floor. It was hardncing, and the
music didn't help the way she was feeling. It wasianting melody,
all piano and rhythm guitar, and sung by a sexyngosinger whose
music was full of mood and innuendo. It seducedtired as well as
the senses, and Julie could feel her emotions nelspgy to its
insidious appeal. It wasn't fair, she thought fatstdly, but when
Dan's fingers probed inside the low back of hesslghe didn't try to
stop him. On the contrary, she withdrew her armsnfaround his
neck and slipped them about his waist, insidedukgt, close against
the fine silk of his shirt. It brought her closertim, she could feel the
warmth of his body through the thin material, andeagain she felt
the stirring urgency between his thighs.

When the music finally came to an end, Julie fiaticst drugged with
emotion, and Dan made no attempt to let her gan&on,' he said,
resting his forehead against hers, 'l want to spawsomething.'



Julie looked up at him helplessly. She was awaatttte longer they
stood there, the more attention they were dravortheémselves, and
while the alternative Dan was offering was dangsrouwas also
irresistible in her present condition. With a &tdound of protest she
acquiesced, nodding her head, and Dan releasauhlyeso far as the
encircling possession of his arm would allow aswaked her
towards the house.

Several people saw them go, but no one Julie resegnand she
silenced her conscience with the unconvincing ass& that she was
doing nothing wrong. She had wanted to see Damsehor at least
the place where he was staying, and now she wasg lggven the
chance. Even so, nothing she had seen so far bpdned her for the
luxury of the Leytons' house and her eyes widemedtunned
disbelief as they entered the massive hall-cunmgijvoom.

She supposed it could be called a cabin. The wai® of wood,
certainly, but there the resemblance to a hurdbelier ended. Forest
Bay was a tasteful country residence, a millionsiretreat, that
combined all the comfort of a luxury apartment whike plain fabric
of simple elegance. There was lots of leather, Snp#eather sofas
and chairs, and leather- topped tables that suggbaatvariety of
Indian relics. The walls were hung with Indian pgiengs, and over the
massive open fireplace, which could surely roasbanvere a pair of
crossed rifles. But overriding everything was then@sphere of
wealth and affluence, evidenced in the fine siltheflampshades, the
lush velour of the curtains, the glittering crystiaat ornamented a
polished cabinet, and the rich skin rugs upon liwer f

'‘Uncle Max collects these things," Dan remarkediceting the rifles
with a wry grimace. 'Sometimes | think it's a sigh repressed
masculinity. Aunt Anthea likes her own way.'

'l can imagine,' agreed Julie with fervour, and 'Barm tightened
protectively.



'You don't have to worry about her," he asserteskily turning his
mouth against her cheek, and she felt a shiventifipation slide
along her spine.

'Is there something you want, Mr Prescott?'

A woman in the uniform of a housekeeper was apogcthem
across the hall, and Dan shook his head. 'Thad'g, dltrs Carling,' he
assured her politely. 'I'm just showing Miss Osloeuthe house.'

‘Yes, sir.' The woman gave Julie an appraisingestaefore

withdrawing again, however, and Julie began to feetasy. The
compelling spell the music had cast over her walinfp and

common sense began to erode her confidence. 'l—s/hatou have

to show me?' she asked, linking her fingers togethdam—Adam

will be wondering where | am. Perhaps it's not saigood idea, after
all. I mean, what will everyone think?'

‘The worst, | guess,' Dan admitted laconically, beatdid not seem
perturbed. 'Relax. Enjoy yourself. That's what g@tere for.'

Julie sighed. 'Dan—'

'It's upstairs,' he said. 'What | want to show Yyéle released her
shoulders to take her hand, drawing her resistinglyards the
staircase. 'Will you come with me?'

Julie hung back. 'What is it? What do | have to?sBan, if this is
some trick—'

'It's not." Though his mouth had hardened slighilylie, trust me.'
‘Can |?'

'‘Well, can't you?'



Her doubts faltered. 'l suppose so.'

‘You know so,' he declared harshly, drawing heratas him. Then,
when her lips parted in protest, he added: 'Cometomon't take
long.'

The staircase comprised two flights of stairs tlt up to an
encircling balcony. Julie reached the top and ldaoe the rail
overlooking the hall below, and Dan rested his bae&ide her and
folded his arms.

'‘Out of breath?' he enquired, the blue-grey eygbtsl mocking, and
she straightened to gaze at him.

‘Are you taking me to your room?' she asked, stgdierself for his
reply, but his mouth only curved in lazy humour.

‘Miss Osbourne! You surely don't intend some mistcta my body,
do you?' he demanded, in a broad Southern acashtstze gave a
helpless shrug of her shoulders.

‘Dan, please—'

'Follow me," he interrupted her shortly, and withfeeling of
inadequacy, she did so.

A long corridor opened out before them, carpeteshisdes of green
and gold, with double-panelled doors along its tenthat were
presently closed against them. Wall-lights were igsetsconces
between the doors, and the silence was barelyrbdeduby the
drifting sounds from the garden. They were alona] ahe was
completely at his mercy, she thought uneasily,isea that neither
David nor Adam knew where she was.



She was about to make some excuse for not goinduatiyer when

she realised they had reached the end of the oorAdsingle door

confronted them, set into the woodwork, and totatiiike any of the
panelled doors they had passed. A latch secunedpiiace, and as
Julie reached him Dan lifted the latch and the dsvaung open to
reveal a narrow twisting flight of stairs.

Her anxious frown aroused his sympathy, and wislight smile he
said: 'lt's not Bluebeard's den, or Rapunzel's todwest a room that |
want you to see.’

Julie hesitated, and with a sigh Dan went firsbtigh the door. After
a moment she followed him, curiosity getting thétdreof her, and
they climbed the spiral staircase to the tiny turoem above.

It was still light enough to see that the room Wasished as a den,
with specially curved bookcases along its circwalls, and a small
desk strewn with an assortment of charts and paparsturned on a
small lamp, however, and its mellow light showed thvages that
time had wrought. Now Julie was able to see whyetheas such a
musty smell about the place. The books were olddmadying, and
the papers on the desk were sere and yellow weh ag

'‘My grandfather's hideaway,' remarked Dan, watclhi@greactions.
'He used to come up here to escape my grandmadthespect. She
was a woman much like Aunt Anthea'.

Julie shook her head. 'lt's a—fantastic place." Blowed to the
windows. 'And look at the view!'

'l know.' He came to stand behind her, and althcwgldidn't touch
her, she was aware of him with every shred of kérd 'That's what
| really wanted to show you. Look here...'



He indicated an old-fashioned telescope set onaadshear the
windows. It was trained on the sweep of bay beybedromontory,
and although it was almost dark, it was possiblesde the lights
glinting among the trees at the far side of theswat

Julie adjusted it to her eyes, and then made axpacéed discovery.
'l say,' she exclaimed incredulously, 'that's tbeeh isn't it? Look,
Dan, those lights shining over there. It's the hata't it? Heavens, if
it was light—'

'—you could see a lot more,' he finished dryly,dieg to look over
her shoulder. 'Like the cove below, for instance.'

Julie gasped and turned so quickly she almost lewbdkm off
balance. 'You—you mean, you saw me!' she exclaimed.

Dan straightened, regarding her penitently. 'I'mnaidf so," he
admitted, although he didn't sound remorseful.

‘You—you trained that telescope on me!'
‘Are you shocked?'

Julie could hardly speak. '‘But—but | could have rbe#ping
anything,' she objected.

‘Like swimming in the raw?' He gave a crooked goea
'You mean—you came to find me?'
‘Hmm—mmm."

'Oh, Dan!"



'I'd tried for days,' he said wryly. 'That coastlimas dozens of inlets,
and at first it didn't occur to me that you migbktdiaying at the hotel.
| didn't even know there was an hotel until Dre\d tme.'

Julie bent her head. 'l—I must have been a disappent.’

'What do you want me to say to that?' he askedilguslulie, don't
make this any harder for me than it already is. Xoaw how I felt
when | saw you— how | feel about you still.'

Julie caught her breath. 'We'd better go. ..'
‘Do you want to?'
She looked up. 'Do you?'

He shook his head, and with a little gulp she tdrm&de from him to
stare unseeingly through the window. In this smafm, it was
incredibly difficult to remember her earlier intems. And

discovering that their meeting had been no accitibed her with a

reluctant excitement. Imagining Dan standing upehé&aining his
telescope on her small cove, was a tantalising rexpee, and the
sigh she uttered revealed the conflicting uncestaahher emotions.

‘Julie,' he said; and she did not resist when arglh drew her back
against him. 'Julie, you're tearing me to pieces!'

'I—I think you're doing the same to me,' she cosdds resting her
head against him, and with a groan he sought thie wld easy chair
behind him, dropping down on to its scarred leaigat and pulling
her down on top of him.

His mouth found hers with unerring accuracy, and slas too
startled to object. Warm and insistent and subtiyngelling, it
robbed her of all resistance, and with his hangmgpher neck and



his thumb probing the hollows of her ear, she radifl to avoid the
hungry pressure of his lips. Her mouth opened uhdike a flower
to the sun, submitting eagerly to his searchingssgrand her hands
slipped around his neck, and tangled in the thrkah hair at his
nape. She was gripped with a mindless ecstasy, exgi@ah in a
wine-dark sea of emotion that left no room for dsulbut set her
heart pounding at a suffocating pace. His moutbsss@d her ears anc
her cheeks, descending with purposeful sensualityet neck and
shoulder, pushing the boot-lace strap aside arsihgéhe sensitised
skin.

‘You don't know what it's been like, staying awagni you,' he
muttered, threading his fingers through her haa dawing it across
his lips. 'Waiting for Anthea to issue her invitati—dreading the
possibility that you might refuse. .." His mouthught hers once
again. 'When Brad told me where you were yesteidagnted to kill

you!'

Julie drew an unsteady breath, but she couldmiktboherently at
this moment. 'He—he said you had told him to tedl you—you
would see me again,' she whispered. 'l was—afraid.'

'‘Of me?' he groaned, cupping her face in his handsgazing down
at her, but she managed to shake her head.

'‘Of—of myself,' she confessed helplessly. 'Oh, Danan't think
straight when I'm with you.'

His humour was rueful. 'l know the feeling,' he ceted dryly. 'I'm
not usually so intense, believe me.’

'I—I expect you usually get what you want more lgasion't you?'
she probed huskily, and his lips twisted in relatt@cognition.



'If you mean what | think you mean then | don'hhi should answer
that question,’ he teased, allowing one tormenfinger to trail
pleasurably from her chin to the hidden hollow lesgw her breasts.
‘But if it's any consolation to you,' he added, Vogce deepening as
his own emotions were aroused, 'l've never beenwhay with any
girl before.'

'‘No?'

'‘No." His eyes were narrowed and disturbingly passe. 'l don't
know what you do to me, but | don't seem able toktlof anything
else.'

'Oh, Dan.. ."' For the first time, she drew his htalers, and her lips
played with his. "You do things to me, too.'

‘What things?' he demanded, imprisoning her moattehath his, as
her fingers sought the buttons of his shirt, anel gressed herself
closer.

'l like looking at you,' she confessed, drawingko&x stroke his
chest- with her palms. 'You're very— brown, argrou? Very
brown—'

'‘Dear God, Julie, what do you think I'm made off#® groaned,
dragging her hands away from him, and as he dagbsweone called
his name. The sound was insistent, a feminine soilvad echoed
hollowly up the spiral stairs. Julie barely had &ino struggle off
Dan's knees before footsteps accompanied a repetdi the
summons. Dan tried to stop her, but she wouldittiife even though
he made no attempt to get up. He just sat theokirig soberly up at
her, one leg draped insolently over the arm of ¢hair, and she
wished desperately that she had the right to be\wgh him.



The girl who erupted into the tiny turret room darzJulie. Tall and
slim and willowy, with Afro- curled hair tinted aastling shade of
red, she was wearing a scarlet jump-suit that somghst failed

from clashing madly. The jump-suit was made ofrsatnd clung to
every line of her slender body, and it was obvieusn to the least
perceptive of eyes that she wore nothing beneatBlite eyes

surveyed them from beneath artificially-long lashesd black

mascara had been used to elongate them to goad. &lflembined

with shiny red lip-gloss, her make-up was perfeanhd Julie

wondered who on earth she could be.

‘Darling,’ the girl exclaimed, as soon as she saw.DI'here you are!
I've been looking everywhere for you.' Her eyesk#iired scathingly
over Julie before she continued: ‘Mommy's simphgdlidarling.

You've been neglecting your duties. You know hoe gdbapends on
you to keep all the little ladies occupied.’

'‘Go away, Corinne, there's a good girl.' Dan's wevdre mild, but no
one could doubt the menace behind them. 'Tell gwather I'm busy.’

Corinne Leyton, for Julie could only assume thas tiwas Dan's
cousin, made a sound of frustration. '‘Don't be am®e Dan,' she
protested, approaching his chair and stroking heeve with

scarlet-tipped fingernails. 'Darling, you know wiMommy's like,'

she added wheedlingly, finger-walking her way upitoneck. 'lIf she
doesn't get her own way, she'll blame me, and hirhgve to tell her
where you are and who you're with. . .’

Julie was feeling a little sick now. The recklessh@f her own
behaviour was hard enough to justify without bemngde to watch
Dan being mauled by this female predator. It wasias from

Corinne's attitude that she considered she had paoreclaim to his
attentions, and judging from the way she was lepower him, she
did not consider Julie any competition.



'If you'll excuse me—' she began, only to halt utately as Dan
sprang up from the chair, brushing his cousin aambkgrasping her
arm with possessive fingers.

‘You don't have to go,' he muttered, his eyes stilbuldering with
emotion, and for a moment Julie wavered.

But then the recollection of where she was and sloevhad got here
came to sober her. 'Oh—yes, | do,'she got out addye
'‘Adam—Adam will be looking for me—'

‘To hell with Adam!" he snapped, apparently inddéfg to Corinne's
shocked disapproval. 'l want you, Julie, no onelels

‘Dan!" It was Corinne who interposed herself betwdsm then,
pressing her fist against his shoulder. 'Don't beod'

‘Get out of my way, Corinne!’

There was no mistaking his accent now. It was rpablite 'English
heritage that faced his cousin with ice-cold aggioes and Julie felt
her hold on reality slipping. This couldn't redtlg happening to her,
she thought disbelievingly. It was some awful dresdma was having
and very soon she would wake up to the warm sgctiréit Adam
represented. Dan did not offer security. He onfer@fd himself, the
disturbingly sensual man he was, and that only par&time basis.

With a twist of her wrist she broke free of himddre was baulked by
Corinne's clinging fingers as he tried to go after. Julie's heels
clattered noisily on the stairs, as Corinne's hagkedon the way up,
but soon enough she had reached the long striprpetthat led to
safety and sanity, and she walked swiftly along it.

‘Julie!" She heard his voice behind her, but she'dturn, although
his quicker stride easily brought him abreast of. héulie, for



heaven's sake,' he muttered savagely, 'stop ded tswhat | have to
say!

'‘No.' She shook her head and continued to shalseshe reached the
head of the stairs, pressing her palms to herteatence his bitter
protests. 'Don't say anything else, Dan, pleaden’t want to hear it.

| don't want to listen to you—'

‘Julie!’

The torment in his voice was almost her undoing. k&ad jerked
helplessly in his direction, and she was torn leyathguish in his face,
but she couldn't stop now. Somehow she had toajette feelings
he aroused inside her, and so long as she washmththat was
impossible to do.

She was partway down the second flight when shieseglahe had
stopped at the halfway landing, and blinking sive &g reason why.
As she self-consciously removed her hands froneaes, she saw the
hall below was now milling with people, all sheitey from the
sudden shower of rain that had driven them indodnsl watching
her descent with varying degrees of hostility w&am, David,
Adam—and Anthea Leyton.



CHAPTER SIX

THE remainder of the evening was a disaster. How cibhlave been
anything else? Julie tormented herself later tigdttnlying sleepless
in her cabin. The worst that could happen had haggheand the
emptiness of her future stretched ahead of hewlohisolation.

She didn't know which had hurt most—suffering thensuring

silence of her friends, or having to watch Dan mgkhimself

amenable to his aunt's other guests. It had bezert@ugh knowing
her behaviour had been unforgivable without beirgdenforcibly

aware that Dan appeared to have recovered himegiarkably

quickly. Observing his easy conquest of men and evoralike,

watching that quizzical smile come and go, sheldesh torn by the
growing conviction that he had been lying to héaklang, that he had
not been as distracted as he had pretended, aml eh#ook his
cousin on to the dance floor, Julie had turnedhst $he could not
even see him.

Of course, that had been after the icy receptian hlad greeted her
return. She had wanted to apologise, to try andb@xpo Adam that
what had happened would never happen again, btiiendie nor
David appeared to be speaking to her, and it wiistdePam to
suggest they might visit the powder room.

Once there, Julie had realised why the two menld@dced at her so
contemptuously. She had Dan's mark all over hem fihe tumbled
curtain of her silky hair to the shiny barenesbe&fmouth. She could
Imagine what they had thought of her, what everylogi® must be
thinking of her, and she had cringed at the thoo§¢turning to the
party. Did they imagine she and Dan had been tddupether? They
had had the time, goodness knows, and her fleshlentaat the

humiliation he had wrought.



'‘Couldn't you at least have repaired your make-Bp#\ exclaimed,
speaking for the first time since she had suggesieyl left the two
men, and Julie sank down weakly on to the paddsul before the
vanity mirror. Fortunately the powder room was attmempty, and
the two other occupants were more interested inr tbgn
conversation than in Julie's ravaged features.

'‘No,' she said now, moving her shoulders helple$3gm, |I—'

‘Don't try to explain yourself to me," the older gaterposed swiftly.
'‘Really, Julie, | wish you wouldn't. This whole mg has turned into
a fiasco, and | wish | hadn't come."'

"You wish!" Julie reached for a tissue and begassaging the skin
around her nose and mouth. 'Pam, might | remandyguwanted to
come!’

Pam sighed, and as if giving in, she sank dowrodhé stool beside
her. 'All right," she said. 'So I'm to blame. Bot, heaven's sake, why
did you go off with him?"

Julie bent her head. "You wouldn't understand.’
‘Try me.'

Julie sighed. 'What if | told you | loved him? Whhaéen?"Julie!" Pam
was aghast.

'l know. Crazy, isn't it?' Julie indicated Pam'sming bag. ‘Do you
have any powder base or lipstick? 1 didn't thinkotimg anything
with me.'

Pam rummaged in her bag and brought out a comtyngact and a
lipstick. Then, while Julie endeavoured to keep hand steady
enough to apply the make-up, she said desperdtabver expected



this to happen, Julie, believe me! Oh, | know whsstid about dating
Dan Prescott, but | never intended you to takedenously. I—I just
wanted you to see that there were other men invibvéd besides
Adam.'

Julie shrugged. 'Well, you certainly succeedede faused to give
her friend a half sympathetic glance. 'Don't wordgm, I'm not
blaming you. It's all my own fault, and | should/B&known better. |
will in future.’

Pam bit her lip. 'Did—did anything happen? | megoy looked
So—so—'

‘Dishevelled?' suggested Julie tautly, but Pamlisheo head.’
'‘No. No—dazed! Julie, did he—'

'No." Julie's tone was flat now. 'He hasn't sedunedif that's what
you're thinking.'

‘Thank God for that!" Pam was fervent. '‘Oh, Julifhought David
was going to blow his top when Anthea Leyton asidwdre you
were.'

Julie frowned. 'She asked where | was?"

'Yes. About fifteen minutes ago.' She shivered, dnhe, | don't like
that woman. She's horrible!'

'‘Why? What did she say?'

'‘Well, at first she was very polite." Pam pausectpace her compact
In her bag. 'She asked if we were enjoying ourselyeu know the
sort of thing—isn't it a warm evening—have you hadme
champagne— so pleased you could come, etc. Theas&led where
you were. | had to tell her the last time I'd sgen, you'd been



dancing with her nephew, and her whole manner ad@ngst like
that.' She snapped her fingers, and then lookedy awa
embarrassment as she realised she had attractatteh@on of the
women at the other end of the room.

‘Was she rude?' Julie applied the lipstick witmioéng fingers.

'She was—insulting. She said she hoped you wergaing to make
a nuisance of yourself, that Dan spent his timei@ting himself

from relationships with girls who persisted in imagg he was

seriously interested in them. She laughed—you kraowe, of those
supercilious sophisticated laughs, saying thatai$ yust as well her
stepdaughter had a sense of humour, otherwise gje amoose to
give Dan a taste of his own medicine.’

Julie tasted the sourness of bile in the back of tmeoat.
'‘Her—stepdaughter?' she echoed fain@prinne Leyton?'

‘That's right. Have you seen her? She's wearingnmgpsuit that's
practically indecent—'

'I've seen her,' Julie put in flatly, and Pam natidesympathy.

‘Anyway,"' she went on, apparently unaware thaeJufis paler now
than she had been before, 'David got really madsaie he didn't
know about any of the other girls Dan's supposduhie dated, but
that he—ban—was making all the running so far as you wel
concerned. Of course, that didn't suit her, andv&iaished it off by
saying that you and he were going to be marrigtarfall.'

'‘Oh, Pam!

Julie closed her eyes in agony, and with reluctd?ene concluded
what she had to say. 'She had to accept it,’ stiedeggedly. 'What



else could she do? Then, ten minutes later, yole @own the stairs
like he'd been all over you, and | guess we alldedtty foolish!"

'‘Oh, God!" It was worse than she had imagined,ahshe wanted
was to run and hide, somewhere, anywhere, away frem®, where
she could lick her wounds in private.

But she had had to go back to the party, and thyanmay she could do
that was by adopting an air of indifference shentbualmost

Impossible to sustain. Nevertheless, it enableddereet the eyes of
Anthea Leyton and her friends without flinchingdahshe , wavered
a little every time Dan looked in her directionathwas easily

remedied by avoiding him altogether. Certainly,nmede no further
attempt to come near him, and she guessed his auathing had

been sufficient to deter him.

It was harder coping with Adam and David. David wassque and
abrupt, speakingly only when obliged to do so,dudr the plates of
steak and salad that were served by the unifortadicl Adam unbent
sufficiently to ask whether she was all right.

'Of course. Why shouldn't | be?' she had countstiétly, unable to
relax even with him in case her whole facade of posare should
collapse; and he had shrugged his slim shouldersomfusion,
obviously bewildered by this unexpected turn ofrese

They were all relieved when they could reasonabbkentheir
escape. Maxwell Leyton wished them farewell, withiwe inimical
presence of his wife, and Julie climbed into thentdh eagerly,
desperate to put some distance between hersethandan standing
watching them from the top of the steps. He musthseard them
saying their goodbyes, she thought bitterly, amded her head as a
shadowy figure blended itself with him, a slendeaith outlined in
scarlet.



At the hotel, when she might have spoken to Adastpbk himself
off to his cabin with only the briefest of goodnighand left with Pam
and David, Julie could only offer her apologies.

'‘Forget it,' David advised brusquely, his exprassmmre sympathetic
than it had been eatrlier. 'l warned you about Daasddtt. Perhaps
now you'll believe me when | say he's bad news!

'Yes, David.

Julie conceded the point and wished them goodngiitshe knew it
wasn't going to be that easy to put Dan out ott@ughts, in spite of
his duplicity.

In the morning she awakened with a muzzy headndwoubt to the
amount of champagne she had consumed the nighteb&be was
not used to such high living, but she had usedaime to dull the

sharp edge of vulnerability. Now, she wished shddcdo the same
again, and exist in a numb, unfeeling state uhal tawness of her
emotions began to heal. Perhaps after she gottbaEkgland, she
thought, clutching blindly for a lifeline, and theealised she might
well have forfeited that security once and for all.

She was drinking coffee at her table in the dimogm, both hands
cupped protectively round the cup, when Adam joireat. He

slipped into the seat opposite with the least ammotifuss, and then
looked at her with wary eyes. Julie returned rasestather nervously,
her smile only tentative, but Adam broke the icddaning towards
her and saying:

'l thought you might not want to talk to me—aftastinight. | let you
down, | know, going to bed like that, but | neededhink. Now |
have to know where | stand.’



Julie put down her cup with careful precision, theasped her
fingers together. 'Where you stand?' she said, ileghas words.
‘Where do you stand, Adam? Am | beyond absolution?'

'‘No!" Adam's response was sure and firm. 'At least,if you don't
want to be. Look, Julie, | realised something wasng on the way
up here—I told you that. Why couldn't you have bleenest with me
then?'

Julie shrugged. 'There was nothing—there is nothittgbe honest
about.'

'‘But you can't deny that you went off with Presdast evening, that
you—well, had some—contact with him.’

Julie bent her head. 'No, | can't deny that.'

'So tell me about it. Tell me what he means to'you.
That was more difficult. Julie looked up. "You wdikKe it.'
'l don't particularly like any of this, Julie.'

She sighed. 'I'm attracted to him.’

‘Are you in love with him?'

‘Perhaps.’

'l see." Adam did not sound entirely surprised.

‘And what about him? How does he feel?'

'It's not the same.' Julie could be certain of.tivadu heard what his
aunt said—Pam told me. | think she outlined theegion pretty well.'



'Yes."! Adam was thoughtful. 'It's not a relatiopshihe Prescotts
would welcome.'

'Do you think I don't know that?' Julie clenched fists.
'So how far has this relationship gone?"
'l haven't slept with him, if that's what you'reggesting.'

'I'm relieved.' He made a dismissing gesture Bitser if these things
can be kept simple.'

Simple!Julie's heart contracted. If only it was simple!

‘And what about us?' Adam asked now. "You know hésel about
you, how | have always felt. Our relationship—watls always
meant more to me than anything else, and—and k tyaur father
knew that and depended on it.'

'Oh, Adam. ..

'Let's get something straight, shall we?' He redcheross and
covered one of her hands with his. 'So far, I'velenao demands
upon you. Ever since | came to fetch you home f&inkelena’s, |
have considered you—respected you—endeavouregd¢o/gu time

to regain your balance.’

‘I know that, Adam.’

'‘But that's not to say, | don't love you, or deswe, just as much as
any younger man. | know I'm almost twenty yearepttian you are,
I know that must seem a terrible gap to someon@of age—'

‘No, Adam!'



'—but I've always considered you a mature and dapgbung
woman, perfectly able to share my life, my workg amy love! To be
the only woman in my life, the hostess in my houke, mistress of
my fate— this is what I'm offering you, and it'slisgours, if you
choose to take it.'

‘Adam. . . Adam.. ." She turned her hand so thatshld squeeze his.
'l know how kind you've been, | know | couldn't kamanaged these
past weeks without you, even here, knowing you vadsays there,

always waiting, caring. . .' She sighed. 'l ddmitk | have changed. |
think this—this affair with— with—well, you know—tasn't altered

my opinion of you, it's—it's strengthened it. | ¢orwant to change

anything. We—uwe are still the same people, are@t'w

'Of course we are." Adam's doubts had cleared aaray his smile
was confident. 'Oh, Julie, I'm so relieved. You '‘té&mow what a
terrible night I spent!’

'l do." Julie's smile was tremulous. 'Mine wasmi ¢reat either.’

Adam nodded. 'You know what | think? | think we sltbget away
from here, right away. And | don't just mean Tomritet's pack our
bags and leave anyway. We could go to the coabto@ga! Spend a
couple of months travelling. | need a break, to@ Might even get
married before going home.'

Julie couldn't prevent the sudden surge of despuarydihat gripped
her at his words. It was what she had wanted to kba told herself
fiercely, of course it was! So why did her spiatsuptly sink so low,
and misery envelop her at the thought of leaving place?

‘What do you say?'



Adam was waiting for her answer, and she knew stietth make a
decision. Who was she fooling, after all? There nathing for her
here. Nothing but pain and unhappiness and huroitiat

'If—if that's what you want, Adam,' she answeredkipg up her
coffee cup again, hiding her uncertainty behind steltering
thickness. '"You know | wanted to leave days ago.'

'‘Good. That's settled, then. We'll leave this aften.'
' This afternoofi Her cup clattered into its saucer again at that.

'Why not? I'm sure your friend Galloway won't oltjexdriving us to
the airport. And first class seats are usuallylabé.' He consulted
his watch, and then went on: 'l happen to knowetkea flight from
Toronto to Vancouver at eight. That gives us plaityme.'

Julie was in a state of shock. She had expectednAa make
arrangements for them to leave tomorrow, or evemtxt day, but
today!

‘Don't you think that's rather—rushing things?' géetured. '‘And it's
very short notice for Pam.'

Adam looked at her squarely. 'A clean break, thatat | always
recommend,' he declared. 'A clean break, and & s&st. We can
always invite the Galloways to stay with us in Eamgl after we're
home. You know your friends will always be welcome.

Julie couldn't take it all in. Half of her was agpd-ing his
single-minded strength of purpose, but the othdf dlaher was
holding back, protesting at the impulsiveness efdution, clinging
to the present with clenched fists.



'‘Not today,' she said at last, unable to meet Hith@way. 'Adam, |
need time—time to pack, time to say goodbye to |[@ecpo say
goodbye to Brad! We've been such good friendsnt ¢ast run out
on him.'

'Oh, very well." Adam gave in with good grace, asvdat he had won
a minor victory nonetheless. 'Tomorrow, then. Tamarafternoon.

| promise you, you won't regret it. I'll make yoagpy, Julie. It's all |

ever wanted to do.’'

Julie smiled, but it was a fleeting illuminatiomdawhen the waitress
returned to take Adam's order, she excused harsgd and start
packing.

'I'l come to your cabin after breakfast,’” Adamledlas she reached
the door into the hall, and she nodded a littleeatlg as she went out.

Crossing the tree-shaded square to her cabin, lewawe was struck
again by pangs of homesickness. It was curioustHisitplace had
come to mean that to her, and England and the houdampstead,
seemed a long way away. She had to leave soonateoy she told
herself fiercely, but the suddenness of Adam'ssimtihad left her
cold and strangely bereft.

Her cabin seemed shadowy after the brilliant sumesbutside, and as
usual it took her eyes a few moments to adjustsi@tpthe door, she
leant back against it weatrily, allowing her lidsdmop against the
prospect ahead of her. In a minute she would las&tt dismantling
her occupancy of the cabin, and all the little metoes she had
collected would all have to be stowed in her sg#sa It was not a
task she looked forward to, particularly as sh@nosvely knew that
Adam would not want them cluttering up any roorrhiad to live in.

'Hello, Julie!’



The low, distinctive masculine voice was shattdgirfgmiliar, and
her eyes opened wide, darting disbelievingly actblsgoom. It was
too early in the morning to be hallucinating, sheught, but the man
propped negligently against the end of her beditvd@ a figment of
her overactive imagination, and she blinked rapidlthe hope that
he might disappear. But he didn't. He straightenaah his position
and came towards her, and sheer unadulterated gamped her.

Her fingers groped desperately behind her, seagdionthe handle,
but she couldn't find it, and before she could tam had imprisoned
her where she was, his hands resting against threati@ither side of
her.

'Oh, Julie,’ he said, and there was a driven noteis voice now.
‘What am | going to do about you?'

'How—how did you get here?' she stammered, avoitisgeyes,
concentrating on the column of his throat risimgnirthe unbuttoned
neckline of his shirt.

‘Brad told me which was your cabin,' he concedattlyfl'Don't blame
him—I bribed him to tell me. | can be unscrupuldushave to.'

‘Don't | know it?' she got out unsteadily, presdneg palms against
the cool wood at her sides. 'Did— did you and—andrthe enjoy
yourselves after | left?'

He didn't answer her, and her eyes darted upwartintb him
watching her with weary resignation. 'Do you expmet to answer
that?' he asked. 'What do you think we did? Welettogether?’

'It—it wouldn't be unreasonable in the circumstaneeould it?' she
demanded jerkily, and he expelled his breath amg kigh.

'What circumstances?'



'You and she. Your aunt told Pam and David and—'

'l don't care what the hell my aunt told anyone,cit in savagely.
'‘Corinne and | mean nothing to one another. We miearee. And if
you think it's on offer, then you'll have to takg word that I've never
sampled the merchandise.’

‘Then why did your aunt—"'

'‘Why do you think?' he snapped, his temper givilg.viShe knows
the way | feel about you—she's not stupid. Shess yising every
weapon in her power to drive you away.'

'‘And she's succeeded," declared Julie tremulotishive—Adam
and | are leaving tomorrow.'

‘Leaving?’

'For California. He wants us to have a holiday tbgebefore we go
home to England—to the house my father left me.'

‘William Osbourne,’ muttered Dan broodingly. "Yespow.' Then he
shook his head. 'But you can't leave, Julie. | webyou.'

'‘How are you going to stop me? I'm going to mardam."'

‘Are you?' With a lithe movement he closed the sgzmtween them,
crushing her back against the door with the weaflitis body. 'And
does he know how you feel about me?"

'‘As—as a matter of fact, he does,' Julie got oethiessly, finding it
difficult to draw any air into her lungs. 'Dan, &kour hands off me!
I'm not your possession. Just because—'

‘What did you tell him?' he demanded harshly. Ynd explain how
we met? | can imagine he would find that very amgisAnd what



did you say in your own defence? That | chased §wt,| forced you
to do things you wouldn't otherwise have thoughRt of

‘No! No!" Julie jerked her head back. 'l—I justddtim |—I was
attracted to you—'

‘Attracted to me?' Dan shook his head. 'Well, olHdmat's one way of
putting it, | guess. And he'll marry you, knowirttat?' 'Of course.’
'Oh, God.

‘Dan, Adam's not like you—' 'That's the truth. Hed$,' he conceded
harshly, his hands at her waist tightening paigfdllulie," he bent his
head towards her, and she was disturbingly awareth@fparted
invitation of his mouth. 'Julie, don't do this temto us\We're so
good together!

'‘And is that all you think matters?' she got oustaadily. '‘Be-being
good together? There—there's more to life than—tHan

'Sex," he interposed smoothly. 'Why don't you $2yor is that word
not part of your vocabulary?'

Julie pursed her lips, pressing her fists agaiisstihest. 'Just let me
go, Dan,' she pleaded. 'Adam will be here soon. He'sjust having
his breakfast, then he's coming to help me pack.’

'To leave.'
'Yes.'

Dan's lips curled. '"Well now, why don't | just haagpound until he
comes? Perhaps | can give him some pointers aloout-y

"You wouldn't!’



Julie's words were torn from her, her head tippadkhin dismay,
eyes wide with consternation. She had never lookek desirable,
and Dan's expression softened slightly.

'‘Kiss me, Julie," he said roughly. 'Just one mione.t Then I'll go, |
promise.’

"You—you promise?' she whispered, not altogethavioged of his
sincerity, and he nodded.

'‘Scouts honour,’ he agreed mockingly, and cuppex Hand
possessively around her throat.

She had hoped to keep it brief, but when she rebagpdo touch his
lips and his mouth parted over hers, she knew Wsd not his
intention. Her breathing seemed suspended as hedrnog head
from side to side against the resisting barrienef lips, arousing a
response she had to fight to overcome. He did owtef her, and
although her fists were still balled against hitmgyt offered little
opposition as he continued to hold her.

'‘Coward," he said at last, his voice muffled agaires cheek, and
soon as she opened her mouth to protest, she kreehesl lost. Her
senses were already swimming, and when his lipshia hers, she
had no more strength to combat her own desires. kii¢sa

overwhelmed her, and her hands uncurled to spregathst his

shoulders.

When Dan finally lifted his head, his face was pgadmeath his tan,
but he stepped back from her abruptly and push#dhamds through
the virile thickness of his hair. '‘Okay," he sad,she endeavoured tc
gather her scattered senses, pulling the lapelseofdenim jacket
together, checking the zip of her jeans, anythingavoid the
inevitability of their parting. 'Walk me down toghmarina.’



‘That—that wasn't part of our bargain,’ she obpkctand then
submitted when he turned bruised eyes in her dorectAll—all
right. But I'll have to be quick or Adam will wondehere | am.’

'‘Right."

Dan waited until she had straightened and then atvexh open the

door, blinking as the brilliant sunlight floodedtanthe room. He

allowed her to precede him, and then closed thelgelund them and

matched his lean stride to hers as they walkeledéad of the steps
that led down to the small breakwater David hadt bui

She saw the yacht Brad had gone into such rapalrest as they
walked along the jetty. It truly was a magnificeraft, all cold steel
and mahogany, its sleek racing lines combined higkboat luxury.
The afterdeck was furnished with cushioned baskate/ehairs and
tables, and steps led down to the cabins below lwBiad had
described in enthusiastic detail, while the whee#fsopossessed two
squashy leather armchairs for the pilot and a comopa

'So that's thé&pirit of Atlantis' Julie observed tautly, needing to sa
something to break the uneasy silence between tlagah, Dan
inclined his head.

‘That's right. D'you want to look around?'

'‘Oh, no—no," Julie shook her head vigorously, fyim remain cool,

when the knowledge of how he could make her fesltwaning like a

screw inside her. 'l—it's beautiful, isn't it? Ne@rder Brad was so
impressed.’

‘Come aboard,' Dan urged tersely, glancing rournleatther vessels
rocking on their moorings, and she felt the devasiapull of his
attraction.



|—I can't—'

'‘Why not?' He bent to untie one of the ropes tlegt k steady. Then
he straightened and looked into her eyes. 'Jutiait dinake me say
goodbye to you here on the jetty.’

‘Dan, that's not fair,’ she protested. "We saidlgge up there.’

'Did we?' He held her gaze. 'Are you going to dira you'd like to
repeat it?'

'Oh, Dan.

‘At least step on to the deck,' he suggested, paisgehimself of one
of her hands. 'Look, it's easy. Just step acrasgdp—'

'l know how to get on board,' she exclaimed, imfralindignantly.
‘Dan—'

'I'l help you,"' he said, ignoring her objectioasd before she realised
what he was doing, he had picked her-up and degubker on the
afterdeck.

'‘Dan—' she began again, as he bent to releaseeanoibe, but he
continued to ignore her, and she realised with x@ure of dismay
and excitement that the yacht was definitely bregliree of the
mooring. 'Dan, this is crazy!

'l know," he answered, but his face had recovelgtlesof its colour.
'‘However, we can't all live by the book, can weAhhave no
intention of letting you spend today with Price.’



CHAPTER SEVEN

JULIE supposed she could have swum ashore if she hatkdvan
After all, Dan had to go forward to start the twowerful engines, but
the jeans and denim jacket she was wearing weedirsitd deterrent,
and she doubted she could strip in the time shelhsidad she stood
at the rail, one hand gripping the steel pillatt thgported the upper
deck, and watched the little harbour receding $wiifehind them.

‘Are you mad at me?' her captor demanded softtybfeath fanning
her ear, and she turned swiftly to face him.

'‘What do you think?' she exclaimed, emotion briggarbreak to her
voice. 'Adam will know where I've gone. Brad is hduto confess
when | go missing.'

'So what?' Dan's lean face was sombre. 'You'reAdaim Price's
possession.'

'I'm not yours either!

'Is that right?"

'Yes,' she declared fiercely, and he shruggedrbsdoshoulders.
‘Well, we'll see,' he averred flatly, and turnedkoewards the wheel.

Julie took another anxious look over her shoulaértaen sank down
weakly on to one of the cushioned loungers. Sheweesally afraid,
only apprehensive, but she couldn't help wondemvitat Dan
intended doing with her, and what Adam's reactiaight be.

He was probably only taking her for a sail, shd totrself firmly. It
was not as if he was abducting her, and once tbegark she would
explain to Adam how it had happened. Whether ohedielieved her
was not in question. Adam knew she would not ligitn.



With the cool breeze off the lake fanning her clseak was not

unpleasant sitting there, and she half wished sbklaelax and take
off her denim jacket. She had put the jacket orr @veotton vest
deliberately because she knew how much Adam deplmaies arms,
but now her skin prickled in protest against tharse fabric. Dan had
no such problem. In his usual narrow-fitting jeam&l a collarless
sweat shirt that exposed every muscle of his hady be looked cool
and controlled, and very much in command of theasibn. He was
lounging lazily on one of the leather chairs at Wieeel, casually
studying a map he had spread out on the contral rafront of him.

Now that Julie noticed it, she could see the yaslas very
comprehensively equipped with instruments. Varialals and
gauges indicated a sophisticated communicationgrsysand most
significantly of all, there was a slim radio telepie.

Pressing down on the arms of her chair, she pustieself to her feet
and strolled with assumed indolence towards him.nd&ed her
movements out of the corner of his eye, but he'didake any move
towards her, and she pushed her hands into heatjpokkets to hide
their agitation.

‘What—what are all these dials?' she asked at flasted to say
something, and he moved his shoulders in an offigasture.

'Oil and gas pressures, temperature gauge, echoedesn auto-pilot,
radar—'

'Radar?'She was astounded.

'It's a sophisticated boat,” he remarked exprelesisly, and she
nodded helplessly.

'l believe it.'



Unable to resist, she leaned over his shouldeuttyghe dials more
closely, and he turned his head to look at herwds too close,
narrowed eyes focused on her mouth, and she qustkdyghtened
again and ran a nervous finger round the insidesotollar.

‘Take it off," he advised, observing her discomfémd those, too," he
added, indicating her jeans. 'Or you're going teisty hot by this
afternoon.’

‘This afternoon!" Julie was aghast. 'You can't medeeep me out all
afternoon!'

'‘Why not?' He tipped his head on one side, buethes no humour
In his expression. 'Don't you think I'll do it?drcassure you | will.'

'You're mad!

‘Just desperate,’ he conceded dryly. ‘Now, if {@iMe me a few
minutes, I'll finish plotting our course—"'

‘Your course!" she burst out frustratedly, and wuth really
considering the futility of what she was doing, smatched at the
radio telephone.

Of course, he removed it from her resisting fingeitiout too much
effort, and she realised she had probably destrbgednly chance of
thwarting him. He would be on his guard now, and shight never
get the opportunity again.

‘Adam will come looking for me,' she warned, clubchat straws,
and Dan gave her an old- fashioned look.

'In what? A helicopter?' he enquired. 'l doubtltigtl us in anything
less. He doesn't know these islands. | do.’

"You—you arrogant devil"



'Relax, why don't you? Go make us a cup of cofiegpu want
something to do. Or there's beer and Coke in #ezér, and ice, too,
if you want it.'

Julie stared at him resentfully for a few secomalsgér, then she
turned away. 'You'll make me hate you,' she dedlahddishly, and
he made a sound of indifference.

‘That's better than nothing,' he remarked, benkiimtjead to the map
once more. 'Oh, and by the way, you'll find a hikmthe locker. I'd
put it on, if | were you. It might cool you down.'

She was tempted to defy him, but she was begintairfgel really
uncomfortable, and tossing off the jacket withgitkce, she swung
herself down the steps.

The cabin below was just as impressive as the @opénel above.
Sheathed teak panelling, wall-to-wall carpeting,taheng velvet

curtains—it was a luxury apartment in miniatured anable to resist
the temptation to explore, Julie ventured forwaud the two double
cabins, one with an enormous double bunk, and tier avith two

singles. Each of the cabins had its adjoining shoard toilet

compartment, and she discovered a third bathroothdaor to the

kitchen, with a real bath in it, and not just awbo

There were fitted cupboards in the cabins, anddi®githat Dan's
suggestion had given her justification to open theime looked
inside. They were disappointingly empty. Just & pacanvas shoes
had been tossed in the bottom of one tall cubiale another
produced a leather wet-suit and some oxygen cylmnde

Shrugging, she went back into the second cabin, animpulse
opened a locker set high on the wall above onéd@kingle bunks.
This was more successful. The locker contained ia gfajeans,
several thick sweaters, and a pair of men's pyjalhascouraged her



to look in one on the opposite wall, and here slimd what she was
really looking for, a cotton shirt— and two bikinis

The bikinis were much more daring than anything bhd ever
possessed, and she guessed rather unwillinglythiegt probably
belonged to Corinne. One was yellow, a rather spellshade, Julie
thought, and she could imagine how it looked wittigne's red hair.
The other was brown and delightfully simple, but stewed it with

some misgivings. Despite the discrepancies in theight, and the
fact that Corinne was obviously slimmer, it wouldipably fit her,

but she shrank from the possibility of Corinneact®ns if she ever
found out who had been wearing her swimsuit.

Realising that she was wasting time, she carriedntiv the

double-bunked cabin and quickly stripped off hetloks. There was
no lock on the door, and she wondered apprehegswkat she
would do if Dan got suspicious and came looking Her. But he
didn't, and she put the bikini on, grimacing at heftection in the

long narrow mirror beside the vanity unit.

As-she had expected, it was a perfect fit, and begoming. More
becoming than her own, she acknowledged reluctaalllywing for

the fact that it was a little too brief. It revedlthe swell of her hips
and the curving length of leg below, and she woedldir she really
wanted to display herself like that. With a feelofgesignation, she
reached for her jeans and put them on again, bedoriefs. The bra
would suffice, she decided, remembering that si®nthe lake. It
would be foolish to affect modesty after the intayaof their

embrace, and without giving herself time to chahge mind about
that too, she walked quickly through to the liverga.

The galley was equally as well equipped as theaktte craft. As
well as the cooker and freezer, there was a digh&raand
sink-disposal unit, and a variety of gadgets foeling, dicing and
liquidising food. The cupboards were well stockethviinned and



other convenience foods, and Julie paused to womderspent time
aboard.

She found the coffee beans without too much diffyjguand a
percolator, but after a moment's hesitation sheaddmot to make a
hot drink. It was hot enough already, and insteael extracted a
couple of cans of Coke from the fridge, and cluighihem against
her, she climbed the steps once more.

The yacht was plunging a little as it rode the vgaa®d she saw with
concern that they were well out from the shore namd in deeper
waters that she had hitherto sailed. The clustaslahds she had
explored were away to their right while on theft igas the mound of
the island known as the Giant's Tomb. This wasaisly not their
destination, however, and her heart flipped a Bsahe saw the great
expanse of water ahead of them.

'‘Here's your Coke," she said, approaching Dan tesitly and
offering him a can, and he took it with a wry smile

'‘Coke! How nice," he acknowledged mockingly, and sfalised he
would probably have preferred beer. But before atdd offer to

change it he had peeled off the cap and raisedath¢o his lips, and
she shrugged rather awkwardly as he wiped his mmuthe back of
his hand. 'That's cute!" he remarked, waving the tcavards her
outfit. 'A bra but no briefs! | wonder what happédrie them.’

Julie tugged aggravatedly at the ring screw ofcde. 'Unlike your
cousin, I'm not used to going around half nakéx'declared rightly,
and glimpsed his smile before he turned back talmsts. 'Anyway,
where are you taking me? Don't | have a right tovk?i

'Sure.' He jabbed a finger at the parchment. 'Heérat's where we're
going.'



Julie stepped forward warily and took a hasty labkvhere he was
pointing. Then she gasped. 'But— but that's rigletr there!"

‘That's right." He finished his Coke at a gulp.€y¥re the islands that
used to be used as lookout points by the Hurons.'

‘The Indians?' Julie was impressed in spite ofdiers

‘You got it.' Dan turned to look at her again. {@oy don't you just
stop fighting me and enjoy yourself?

'l have packing to do—'
‘The hell with that!" Dan's mouth thinned. '"Youa leaving, Julie.'

With a feeling of impotence she turned away, unmglkto argue with
him further. What was the point of making him ariytyntil she
could get off this boat, she was in his hands.

She returned to the afterdeck and after a fewassthoments leaning
on the rail, watching the places she knew and m@sed recede into
the distance, she put down her Coke and climbedatider to the
upper deck. It was more breezy up here, but shedfdbat if she
stretched out on the deck itself she was shelteyethe low metal
barrier that surrounded it. It was a sun-trap, sim@lmoved sinuously,
finding a more comfortable position.

She had been lying there perhaps fifteen minutesnvidan came to
find her. She was unaware of his approach untdguke, and then
she jack-knifed into a sitting position, starindhah resentfully.

‘Having fun?' he enquired dryly, and she tilted lin=id aggressively.

'‘Oughtn't you to be steering this thing?' she deledn and he
shrugged indifferently.



‘There's the wheel, if you want to take charget,bfhe remarked,
stepping over her legs, and she noticed the secprstaering
mechanism. 'But no sweat. It steers itself preatisfactorily.'

‘You think you're so clever, don't you?' she acdusin bitterly,

resentful that he had shed his jeans and shirasinow wearing
only navy cotton shorts. The fact that the shoitpldyed the
muscular length of his legs to good advantage wasdditional

source of irritation, particularly when he caugbt fooking at him,
and she deliberately turned on to her stomach anddher face on
her folded arms.

It wasn't a happy solution. She couldn't see himd,a@nsequently she
didn't know where he was or what he was doing, simel almost

jumped out of her skin when a chord, on a guitas stauck near her
ear. She rolled protestingly on to her back, armh tfelt a reluctant
surge of interest when she saw Dan seated withauk to the wheel
strumming the instrument. His legs were crossed, airkle resting

on his knee, and the guitar was draped lazily adnesthighs. As she
continued to watch him he flicked a mocking glaircler direction

before beginning to play a taunting Country and ¥#estune, the

lyric of which was in no way complimentary to and@pendent

woman.

‘Do you sing, too?' she enquired, propping hergeldbn her elbows,
and as if in answer he changed to an instrumdmaahtad topped the
singles charts some weeks before.

With a sigh, Julie sat up, crossing her legs anthfghim with some
impatience. 'All right, you're good,' she said c¢madly. 'What is
this—music to soothe the savage beast?'

‘The word is breast,' he mocked, playing a finalrdrand putting the
guitar aside. 'Music to soothe the savage breakttMfeminds me,
there's another bikini below with both pieces ittac



Julie's face burned, and she bent her head angnhgyed with her
own inability to control her emotions where he wascerned. 'You
know I'm wearing the briefs,' she told him moodlly-I just didn't
feel like—like making an exhibition of myself, tfeaall.'

Dan shrugged and stood up, but although she feioment's
apprehension he only stepped over her legs agdimwant down the
ladder, his bare feet soundless on the rubber-edaasys.

Her solitude destroyed, Julie decided to follow hand found that
they were approaching an island. There was a l&ywghin the
sheltering curve of the headland, and she gazikdvah undeniable
interest as Dan handled the controls.

The powerful engines were slowed to a snail's pacd,the yacht
moved slowly through the channel and into the B&yen, some
distance out from the sandy shore, he cut the esgftogether and
dropped anchor, and the sudden silence was almastving.

'Iroquois Bay,"' he remarked, turning from the whaedl looking at
her. 'The Huron Indians were practically wiped bytthe Iroquois,
even though they were both technically from the esdimguistic
family. But people are like that, aren't they? Thiyays see enemies
where there are none.’

'l imagine they had a reason,’ replied Julie taatiycentrating on the
pine-covered slopes that climbed above the bayPamdinclined his
head.

'Oh, sure. They were bitter enemies in the furdrdmlit the Hurons
were far the more civilised tribe. They made friemdth the French,
and the Jesuits made quite a number of convertistHgulroquois
were a bloodthirsty crew and | guess they didnitwa be civilised.'

Julie shrugged. 'Why are you telling me all this?'



He grinned. 'Just to prove that constant hostiptgvents the
development of a good relationship.’ He made d &ramination of
the instrumentation, and then came aft to whenaallslinghy was
suspended just above the waterline. ‘Now, do youotwa swim
ashore, or would you rather take the dinghy?'

Julie sighed. 'I'd rather not go ashore at alle &amined the narrow
Watch on her wrist. 'It's almost noon. Oughtn't webe turning
back?"

Dan just gave her a resigned look and waited wiithefd arms for her
to make her next move. It was obvious she was garigave to go
ashore one way or the other, and with an impaseund she said:

'l suppose we might as well use the dinghy.’
'‘Okay.’

He released the cradle and the small craft spladbech on to the
water, bobbing about unsteadily on the swell, mgklalie feeling
slightly sick just watching it.

She refused to accept the offer of Dan's hand tange the boat,
however. Touching him was apt to create difficslsde would rather
avoid, so she lurched into the dinghy with moresthatnation than
grace. She saw to her relief that it had an outboawtor, and she
waited impatiently for Dan to join her. The sootiey were ashore
the better, as far as she was concerned, and slerdoated on the
island, trying not to think about the heaving ctaheath her.

Dan climbed in easily, used to the unpredictabtifythe boat, and
leaning over, pulled the cord that started the mdttook a couple of
jerks before it actually fired, however, and by thee they started
out towards the shore Julie was feeling decidecigg.



‘What's wrong?' Dan enquired, noticing her paleefa¥ou're not
feeling seasick, are you?' He grinned. 'You're abbphungry. Did
you have any breakfast this morning?'

‘You have no sympathy, do you?' she choked, turanvey from him.
'‘No, as a matter of fact, I've had nothing sinset teght, but don't let
it worry you!'

Dan said nothing more, and a few minutes latedthghy grounded
on the shingly shore. Julie got up at once, eagget out on to dry
land, and in so doing lost her balance. Her heasl spanning, and
groping helplessly for the side, she tumbled otat ihe shallows. Her
jeans were soaked in seconds, and before she pollicherself

upright Dan had vaulted out beside her and hauédup into his

arms.

'Stupid," he muttered, swinging her off her feetd ashe had no
strength left to protest as he carried her up dab. He set her down
on the sand some distance from where he had bedlcbatinghy,
then reached for the fastening of her jeans atagheeakly back on
her elbows.

'‘What do you think you're doing?' she demandedmon, clutching
at her waist, but he brushed her hands aside.

‘Hold still," he said, compelling the zip down aletkasing the metal
button. "You can't lie around in wet clothes, Biligb get you a spare
pair of mine if you're so desperate.'

Julie's lips quivered. 'You have no right—"

‘Don't I?' he asked, looking at her quizzicallygd ahe had to tear her
gaze away before she permitted something irrevedalthappen.



In actual fact, his hands on her body were a pladébe experience,
but she wondered bitterly how many, girls he hadressed in this
way. He was certainly adept at it, although perh&ps was being
unjust. Jeans were jeans, no matter who was wetramg. With the
jeans removed, he stood up, looking down at hdr digturbing eyes
as he wrung them out. '‘Well?' he said. 'How d'yemiF Do you want
me to get you a sweater or something?'

'No.' Her eyes were sulky, and she was scoopirtangdfuls of sand,
allowing the grains to filter through her fingeghe knew it would be
silly to get dressed again now. She was just baginto feel coal,
and he had seen her anyway. 'I'm all right. Godmdhat you have
to. I'm fine here.’

Dan grimaced. 'l don't have anything to do," hd tokr patiently.
'‘Come and swim! The water's fine."

‘You swim,' she retorted, not looking at him. 'Inito sunbathe. Or at
least, that's all | intend to do. Until it's timar fus to go back.'

Dan sighed. 'Look, it's more sensible to swim oremapty stomach,
and as we'll be having lunch in a half hour—'

'Will we?'

‘Julie, don't bait me," he warned, an edge shangems tone. ‘Now,
do you walk into the water unaided, or do | carouy’

She was on her feet in a second, brushing the feammdher thighs,

gazing up at him in resentful silence, and withiaig he left her. She
watched him walk away, moving with the lithe fluydithat was so
unusual in a man of his size and build, and hesgaulquickened.
There was a disruptive excitement in just beindp\itn, she thought
helplessly, but then she remembered Adam, and loonecned and
angry he must be feeling, and the weakness left her



She walked some distance along the beach befotanreninto the
water, but she might as well have saved herseléttogt. Dan kept
pace with her, several yards out from the shore vamen she waded
into the water, he approached her with a purposzavil.

'Keep away from me!' she exclaimed, pursing hes, ljut he only
turned on to his back, kicking his legs lazily anaking no attempt to
do as she asked.

Shaking her head, she took the plunge, gulpinghascold water
assaulted her overheated body. But it was deliglathd she couldn't
remain angry for long when Dan started to fool atbuHe kept
disappearing, surfacing right behind her so thatwas startled into
sudden flight. Then he would just sink below ther@safor minutes at
a time, and just as she was beginning to panicdwédraappear again,
his grinning expression evidence of his awarenéhganxiety.

‘Better?' he suggested, turning on to his baclkdedser and kicking
water over her, and after a moment she nodded.

'l suppose so.'
‘Aren't you enjoying yourself?"
‘Maybe," she shrugged. 'But | shouldn't be.’

'‘Why not?' His eyes had darkened. 'No, don't anlvegr| don't want
to hear it.'

Julie sighed. 'Won't your—your aunt wonder where yoe?' she
ventured, and he grinned.

'She knows exactly where | am,' he stated drylgllWhaybe not the
exact location, but she knows who I'm with.’

'How could she know that?' Julie frowned.



‘Would you believe—I told her?’

‘You mean—you mean—' Julie gazed at him incredijoud/hy,
you—you—'

'Race you to the shore!" he challenged laughinghd needing
something to expunge the frustration she was fgelialie lashed out
at him angrily before threshing madly towards teadh.

She stumbled out on to the sand exhaustedly, ackdbround for
him with angry eyes. He was nowhere in sight, drelldinked and
wrung out her hair, waiting for him to appear. Hestnrhave planned
the whole trip, she thought resentfully, and if sbald have handled
the dinghy she would have set out for the yachtlefidhim to swim

for it.

As the minutes passed, however, her anger quick$ypdted. Where
was he? she wondered anxiously. Surely the blovhadedelivered
had not been that powerful. Even so, the doubtsgied, deepening
as the water rippled shorewards without any sigra glvimmer's
head.

‘Dan!'

Her first attempt at calling his name was a tewmgattry, barely
reaching beyond the beach, and she repeated toadend third
time, projecting her voice a little further. Ohepke, she begged, le
him be safe! She doubted she could bear it if angthad happened
to him.

'Did | hear my name?"

The unexpected enquiry behind her brought her rowitid a start,
her eyes widening in sudden relief at the sightisffamiliar form.
For a moment she gazed at him unguardedly, henféseplain for



anyone to see, and then anger banished all othetie@m as she
realised he had nqstcome out of the water.

‘Where were you?' she gulped, her chin wobblingmngniously, and
he gestured back towards the rocky slopes aboviesheh.

'l just wanted to see if you'd miss me," he rentrkgrinning
irrepressibly, and she swung her fist against thest in angry
retaliation.

‘You let me think you'd drowned!" she accused hingble to keep
the tremor out of her voice and all the humourrrdiout of his face.

'Hey,"' he exclaimed disbelievingly, 'you were realbrried, weren't
you?' He shook his head, taking hold of her bysheulders and
staring down at her. 'Julie—honey! | wouldn't figh you
deliberately. Hell, I'm sorry. I'm a louse! | dodé&serve for you to be
concerned about me.’

'No, you don't,' she concurred with a sniff, anthvai muffled oath he
pulled her into his arms, pressing her close to, laind burying his
face in the hollow between her neck and her shoulde

'l wouldn't hurt you, Julie," he groaned, and skaised he had no
idea how much he had done so already. But thatnethis fault. It
was hers—for allowing herself to fall in love witim.

'‘Did—did you say something about—about lunch?' gbé out
jerkily, as the compulsive warmth of his body begapenetrate hers,
spreading tentacles of flame along her veins andkemng her
already strained resistance, and he sighed. Shghhat first he was
going to ignore her, but after a moment he liftad head and
presently he drew back to look at her.



'‘Lunch,' he said, and his eyes were narrowed afity s@aressing.
'‘Okay, let's have lunch. We have plenty of time)'tawe?'



CHAPTER EIGHT

THEY ate on the yacht, though not in the cabin as halceexpected.
Dan installed her in a chair on the afterdeck, theth he went below
to prepare the food. Julie felt a fraud, allowinmito do it, but she
was not sufficiently familiar with him to insist grarticipating, and
only when the delightful smell of grilling meat fled up the steps did
she venture to investigate.

Dan was at the stove, turning the succulent handoigtgaks on the
grid, and there were sesame seed rolls and saléidgvan a tray. It
made her realise how hungry she was, and by nowletaty at ease
in the skimpy swimsuit, she crossed the floor &mdtwatching him.

'Forgiven me?' he asked, without looking at hed stme moved her
shoulders in reluctant assent.

'Of course.’
'Of course?' His grey eyes met hers and she caloure

‘Something smells good," she said evasively, antlitmed back to
what he was doing with more enthusiasm.

They ate lunch on the afterdeck, seated acrossdrananother in the
easy chairs, forking up pieces of steak and sataghching on the
sesame rolls. Dan had produced a bottle of red teidkeink with the
meal and it added to the flavour of the meat.dbahade Julie feel
deliciously drowsy, and she relaxed completely umdenfluence. It
was impossible to sustain hostilities anyway in hsudyllic
surroundings, the boat rocking gently on its mogyite sky an arc
of blue above. So they talked, about anything arety¢hing, and
Julie discovered what an entertaining companion éxand be when
she was not trading insults with him. He had beemany places and
done so many interesting things, and she was fasclrby his stories



of gold mining in South Africa and drilling for am the icy wastes of
Alaska.

‘My father believes it's important to know somethai the real world
before entering the cloistered halls of banking,elplained, with a
wry grimace. 'He says it's no use handling moneyoii have no
conception how it's made. He thinks there are t@myrpeople in
finance who come to it cold—straight from businedsool—without

any background knowledge. Economists deal with paggets, they
handle millions of dollars, but it's only paper mgnEven the gold
standard is a man-made institution. Gold itselfwisrthless—it

doesn't have the properties of uranium or the rayitpower of a
diamond. But in 1812 the UK adopted it as a moyetgstem, and
since then it's achieved international status,vitheat does it really
mean? The ordinary man in the street isn't allowemvn gold in any
quantity, there aren't even any gold coins any manel even the
standard itself is open to criticism. For one thingpakes it difficult

for any single country to isolate its economy fral@pression or
inflation in the rest of the world, and it's tetyileasy to forget, when
you're handling such enormous amounts of moneytlgxahose

sweat and toil have gone into making it.'

Julie smiled. 'So you did some sweating and toiiagrself?'

‘You better believe it;' Dan grinned. 'I'm sorry'th boring you, but
it's something | feel strongly about.’

‘You're not boring me," Julie protested vehemeritin fascinated,
honestly. | didn't know there was so much to léarn.

'‘God!" Dan gave her an indulgent look. 'My fathgosng to love you.
If he can get someone to listen to him, he's haapg,| don't know
anyone who knows more about finance than he does.’

'Oh!’



Julie bent her head, disturbed by his carelesem@it. It was
obvious he was speaking hypothetically. There veesarnthly chance
of her meeting his father, and she wished he hddsam it. It
destroyed the harmony they had achieved, and egstbe obvious
barriers between them.

'So, tell me about you,' he invited, after she leeh silent for several
minutes. 'Tell me how you've spent the last—whag/ht€en years?’

‘Nineteen, actually,’ admitted Julie in a low voit@h, I'm not very
interesting, and | certainly haven't done any @ things you've
done.’

‘That's a relief,’ he remarked dryly, and she &leluctant smile
lifting her lips once again. '‘Come on, Julie, te# about your father.
| want to know.'

Julie sighed. 'You said you knew..."
'I've heard the story. But | want you to tell ligtway it is.’

Julie put down her wine glass and lay back in leat,sstudying the
ovals of her toenails. 'Well,' she said slowly,shet himself. He put a
gun in his mouth and shot himself. That's it.’

'‘No, it's not." Dan was serious now, leaning foohiarhis seat, knees
apart, hands hanging loosely between. 'l want towkmwhat was
behind it. Where you were at the time. And what®si part in it all
was.'

Julie hesitated. The mention of Adam's name hadnaed her of
where she was and to whom she was speaking, bus Bamest
expression dispelled her momentary reluctance.



‘All right," she said. 'l was at school, at a finigy school in France,
when it happened. Adam brought me home.'

'And before that?'

Julie licked her lips. 'Well, as you probably knomvy father and
Adam were partners in a law firm..."

'Yes.'

'‘Daddy had originally been in partnership with than who founded
the firm, and when Mr Hollings- worth died Adamned him. |
suppose that was about—-fifteen years ago now.'

'‘Go on.'

Julie frowned. 'Daddy used to deal with all the kvaoncerning
probate and the administration of deceased estéteshandled
clients' investments, trusts, that sort of thingy#ay.. .' She paused,
composing her words carefully, ‘when my mother taéen ill, there
were apparently a lot of medical expenses. Daddy'dhave the
money.' She took a deep breath. "You don't neetbrtedl you what
happened.’

'l guess he borrowed from clients' resources?'iNially,’ she
confessed quietly. 'He—he borrowed what he cowdfthe bank,
and when that was overdrawn he went to a credii@ge

'l see.’

Julie shook her head. 'l knew nothing about itcairse. | was only
about seven at the time, and when Mummy died henseaway to a
convent school, and | only used to see him in wiadys, and not
always then. It was Adam who came to speech daysports days
and replied to my letters.'



Dan hunched his shoulders. 'l guess that's whaesnhin think he
has the right to look after you now.'

Julie shrugged. '‘Adam was always very fond of menEwhen he
and Daddy—what | mean is, he was always the sartteme.' She
caught her lower lip between her teeth. 'l thinknebmes Daddy
resented Adam's affection for me, but | don't thivgkreally cared
about anything after Mummy died,' she added, uniabtisguise the
break in her voice.

'‘Oh, honey. . ." Dan stretched across the spaseebatthem and
captured her hand in both of his. ‘Was it very bei@?shook his head.
'l didn't mean to upset you, | just wanted youal& about it. To get it
out of your system.'

Julie bent her head. 'I'll never do that.'

'‘Why not? It's over.' Dan squeezed her fingerd thety hurt. 'Baby,
believe me, you have your own life to lead now. Plast is over.
Dead! And you can't resurrect it.'

Julie's faint smile revealed her lack of convictiarthis statement,
and as if realising she was becoming too morosa, db@od up and
pulled her up with him.

‘Come on,' he said, releasing her almost immegidi#fe'll load the
dishes in the washer and then we'll go ashore aQéiay?'

Julie acquiesced, as much from a desire to didpelntood of
dejection which was gripping her as from any olilayato obey him.
For the present he had successfully banished ahgation to return
to the hotel. Adam was at the hotel, and right Aalam represented
too many things she wanted to forget. She refusecbhsider the
eventual outcome of this reckless abduction. Sheldvéace that



when she had to, but for now she wanted fun andd&n and
escape—though from what she hardly knew.

Dan took his guitar ashore, and she stretched/lanmila towel beside
him, enjoying the undemanding refuge of his musmwas so easy to
forget time and consequence lying there, to loseselh in abstract
pleasure, and exist only for the moment. The omiguders were the
wild geese who considered these islands exclusthelys, and who
uttered their mournful protest as they rose grdlyeiuto the air.

After a while Dan put the guitar aside and relaleside her, closing
his eyes against the unrelenting glare of the duire, already sleepy,
felt her eyes closing, and for a time there waesrdilence.

Julie stirred first, her skin protesting againg timremitting heat, and
leaving Dan lying on the sand, she went to submbageelf in the
cooling waters of the lake. It was a delightfuleisde, and when she
walked back up the beach she felt better than atielbne for weeks.

Dan was still asleep, flat on his back, one arree@ito protect his
face. He looked young and disturbingly attractiamed Julie felt her
senses stir just looking at him. This was what loald/ look like in
the mornings, she thought, picturing him in bedhénbed, and she
wrapped her arms about herself tightly, as if todaatf the dangers
he represented.

But after a few moments she realised the futilitythat and sank
down beside him. Crossing her legs, she adjusten tio the lotus
position, and then unwound herself again and rektedk on her
elbows. She was restless, and almost compulsieglgdze turned in
Dan's direction.

The uplift of his arm had shifted the waistbandhisfshorts lower on
his stomach, and she noticed how well the cuffsdihis brown legs.
They might have been made for him, she reflectacctantly, her



eyes moving up over the flat stomach to the wamthance more.
There was a darker mark on his stomach, she noticed and
leaning forward she realised it was the start efdmiar. Although it
had healed, there was still a puckering of thenfea®und it, and her
fingers moved almost involuntarily towards it, @us to see more.

'l said I'd show you if you wanted to see it,’ Damarked huskily,
and her hand was withdrawn without making contact.

'I—I was curious, that's all,' she explained, emdsed at being
caught out, but he only pushed the waistband lawdit she could
see the whole of the scar and the arrowing oflteow his navel.

‘Ugly, isn't it?' he observed with a grimace. 'Seaifor life!"

Julie dragged her horrified gaze away, seekindgtheindulgence of
his, and his fingers reached up to curve arounchbpe, under the
weight of her hair.

'‘Don't look so worried,' he taunted gently. 'lt sio€ hurt. It's six or
seven weeks since it happened. I'm not about takbopen, you
know.'

Julie shivered, but her eyes drifted irresistibdgk to the scar. Then,
almost involuntarily, she bent and put her lipshe narrow ridge of
hard tissue than ran diagonally across his bodyl felt his
convulsive response.

‘Julie,' he groaned, grasping a handful of her, laaid lifting her head
up to his. 'Julie, have some sense!' he mutteradshly, but right
then she didn't feel particularly sensible. Hissliparted almost
tentatively beneath the tremulous exploration aofrheuth, and she
knew this was what she had been waiting for.



It wasn't enough just to look at Dan. She wantetbtch him. She
wanted him to touch her. And there was an achiegl neside her that
she sensed only he could fulfil. She wanted tolbsecto him like

this, closer than even his shorts or her bikini ldaallow, and her
legs curled seductively between his, unconscioa8lyring in her

search for satisfaction.

'‘God, Julie," he muttered, rolling her over oné¢o back and covering
her damp body with his. 'Let me go and cool othi@awater or | won't
be responsible for the consequences.'

'Isn't it good?' she breathed, her silky arms emgdiaround his neck,
and he took possession of her mouth with hard wusgdrefore
pressing himself away from her.

She watched him plunge into the lake, the ripplssentry made
spreading unevenly along the sand. He wasn't eidibt several
seconds, but when he did emerge, he was sevedd gat from the
shore, swimming strongly against the current.

With a sigh Julie sat up, realising dully that atfg the sun was
sinking in the west, and soon they would have tdgck. This had
been a day out of time, but it was almost over, iand very short
while she would have to see Adam and explain wkkeshad been
and why. Tomorrow she was leaving, and eventuaiy\vgould have
to go back to England and the trailing threadsheflife she had left
behind. There was no point in railing against aashed fact. It
was there. It was irrevocable. And she had to d@atep

She had gathered the towels and Dan's guitar &taihghy by the
time he returned, and he gave himself a quick rotwndbefore
piloting them back to the yacht. Once on boardestpected him to
start the powerful engines, but he didn't, he weslbw, and she
fretted about on deck waiting for him to reappear.



He didn't, however, and beginning to feel sliglatiylled in her damp
bikini, she ventured down the steps. To her ashoment, she found
Dan heating soup on the stove, dressed now in ¢hasj and
sweatshirt he had been wearing earlier. He was eawadir her
approach, and noticing the goosebumps on her ls&isaid:

'If you're cold, get dressed. The soup won't bg.fon

She hesitated, tempted to ask when they were lgaamd then bit on
her tongue. She would know soon enough, and the adeetting
dressed and sharing a bowl of soup with Dan wasattvactive a
prospect to spoil.

She found her vest and jeans in the cabin wherbadhé&eft them, and
quickly towelled herself completely dry. Her haiasvstill damp, of
course, but she secured it with a piece of stiregfeund in one of the
drawers, and emerged feeling infinitely warmer.

Dan had laid two places on the table in the cadomg, she paused a
moment to admire the silver cutlery and slim criysgéasses.
Everything was suited to its surroundings, she ghouwnot least Dan
himself.

As well as the soup, there was some cold ham aipg@th potatoes,
or crisps, as Julie was used to calling them. Thenee more of the
sesame rolls, and a bowl of salad, and anothelehuitivine, white
this time.

"It will be dark soon,' she ventured, as he joihedon the banquette,
and he nodded his head. Since that disturbing mborethe beach
he had said almost nothing to her, and her skiokjgd at the
awareness of feelings suppressed.

'‘Have some wine,' he said, uncorking the bottlel sime held the
delicate glass for him to fill. 'It's hock,' he &dil as her tongue circled



her lips in anticipation, and her eyes smiled at hcross the rim as
she tasted its slightly dry flavour.

'It's delicious,' she averred, in answer to higpoken question. 'But
so was the wine at lunch- time,) She paused. 'Hvieg's
been—wonderful.'

Dan averted his gaze and concentrated on spoooung isto his
mouth, and Julie put her glass down and applieselfeio the food.
She was hungry, but the prospect of what was abklaer tended to
inhibit her appetite, and after a few spoonfuls Is&a& had enough.

If Dan noticed that her dish was almost full wheréturned it to the
sink, he said nothing, and she endeavoured to raaketter effort
with the ham. But it was no good. Her throat seetoatbse up every
time she allowed herself to think that this timentwrow she would
be aboard the 747, and she pushed her plate aghlla Weeling of
desperation.

‘Don't you like it, or aren't you hungry?' Dan emed at last, and she
gave him a sideways look before getting up fromldaerquette and
wandering aimlessly round the cabin.

'‘We ought to be going back,' she said, grippingettige of the sink
and staring broodingly through the porthole atrtieky headland. It
wasn't what she wanted to say, but it had to keb s&id maybe she
would find it easier once it was over. "We haverajlway to go, don't
we?'

There was silence for a few minutes, and then Rahguietly: 'Are
you so desperate to leave me?'

Julie swung round, still holding on to the sink imehher. "That's not
the point, is it?' she demanded, her face flusiadd.l know | haven't
any room for complaint regarding your behaviour.aiprom the



fact that you tricked me into coming with you, youeu've behaved
commendably. | know | haven't. But you—I've nevenigd | find
you—attractive.'

'‘Oh, Julie..." Dan spoke slowly, shaking his headhe did so. 'Stop
trying to find excuses. We're good together, wewknleat before
today.' He regarded her with "lazy indulgence. iBsimore, isn't it? |
think we both know that today can't end. Not in thay you're
envisaging anyway.'

Julie stared at him, her lips parting anxiouslyd &e got up from the
banquette and came towards her. His feet were batde was still
several inches taller than she was, and in thelenghg shadows of
the cabin he seemed absurdly menacing.

'‘Dan...' she murmured, putting out a hand aswdal him off, but he
just used it to pull her towards him, hauling hieise into his arms.
'‘Dan, don't touch me...'

‘Touch you?' he groaned, burying his face in har Balie, I've got to
touch you. I've got to hold you.' He lifted his dea look down at
her. 'l love you, Julie, | love you!

"You—Ilove—me?'

It was a disbelieving squeak, and for a moment,dwrrdeepened the
lines beside his eyes. 'Yes, | love you' he regegbeobing the

contours of her lips with his thumb. 'l love yomdal want to make

love to you.' His eyes darkened passionately. titw@abe part of you,
Julie. Don't tell me you don't want that too.’

His husky confession had left her weak and confumed totally
incapable of fighting him. When his mouth foundseith sensual
sureness, she could only cling to him urgentlyym@ng his kisses in
helpless abandon. All day she had been aware ofutineltuous



craving inside her, and his lips ignited the flastee had tried to
subdue. Released from the bonds of inhibitionurhid like a forest
fire, eating away her resistance, engulfing hex lntaze of passion. If
Dan had had any doubt about her feelings, they s@rsumed by the
eager submission of silken arms and seeking lipg, l@is own
emotions ran wildly in concert with hers.

Swinging her off her feet, he carried her througé twin-bedded
cabin to the double bunk in the master cabin. Withmouth still

clinging to hers, he deposited her on the damas&rcand subsided
on top of her, the muscular weight of his body gepbintoxicant to
her already enflamed senses.

Kisses were rapidly becoming not enough, and wignoan he drew
back to tug the sweatshirt over his head, expasiadprown expanse
of his chest. Then, when his fingers would haveegorthe belt of his
jeans, she forestalled him, unfastening the buagtself, holding his
eyes with hers as she did so.

‘Julie,)’ he moaned, half in protest, but she seertwedknow
instinctively how to please him, and pleasure caere all else.

With quickening passion Dan undressed her, his mbaird and
persuasive on hers when she felt the muscled hssdaridnim against
her for the first time. It was a disturbing expaade, but wonderfully
satisfying, though her face flamed when he drewkbadook at her.

'‘Don't be coy,' he said huskily, when she withdtesy arm from
around his neck to cover herself. 'We have no sedrem one
another. And you're much better to look at tham! a

'I—Il wouldn't say that," she breathed, drawingrh@ith back to hers,
and he crushed her beneath him as the urgencyg ofm needs made
anything else impossible.



It was odd, but she wasn't afraid.

Years ago, in the convent, when she had heardvghilspering about
the things that happened between a man and a wamamad been.
Even the practicality of biology lessons had natspaded her that
anyone could find enjoyment in such pursuits, amd $ad

determinedly put such thoughts from her mind.

Even later, at the finishing school in France,lshe felt apprehensive
of that side of marriage, but Adam had always b&emetiring in
terms of a physical relationship that she had asdushe would get
used to it when she had to.

But since meeting Dan, all those preconceived netltad gone out
the window. She had suspected from the first timédld her in his
arms that a girl might feel differently with himne she was right.
Being close to somebody, becoming a part of theras wot

something one contrived. With the right personwés a natural
extension of their love for one another, and wignZhe wanted to
experience everything. It wasn't enough to lie ia &rms—she
needed to know all there was to know about him...

It happened so naturally that afterwards she slaresmembered the
sharp stab of pain that heralded his invasion ofifm@cence. The
sensual possession of his lips left her weak wotiging, and she
instinctively arched herself against him, invititige penetrating
thrust of his body.

But even then, she had had no conception of hanight be. Her
timid expectations had been limited by a physieality, and she had
had no idea of the sensations Dan could arouseeirsr. She had
wanted to please him, to give him pleasure, toedamway the look of
strain he had worn when he left her on the beachinstead he was
pleasuring her, exciting her, invoking feelingsttdamanded a full
and consummate expression. When the crescendo hedamild



inside her, she heard the moans she was emitting handly
recognised herself. Her nails were digging into 'Bashoulders,
raking the smooth brown skin, and when the releasee she would
not let him go. Instead, she wound herself abomt, lier mouth
clinging to his, and minutes sank into oblivionthe world slowly
steadied and righted itself.

Dan lifted his head with reluctance some minutésrJdnis eyes still
dark and glazed with emotion. He looked down atihtmtly, just
visible in the fading light, and then he said hlyskit was good,
wasn't it?'

Julie reached up to touch his cheek with her fiagand when he
turned his lips into her palm she whispered: 'Elgou, Dan. But you
know, don't you? I'm not very good at hiding mylitegs.'

‘Thank God for that!" he murmured fervently, anokipossession of
her mouth again, tenderly now, and eloquent wittemn.

Some minutes later he aroused himself sufficietatigdd gently: 'In
answer to your question, | did suspect you didtdgather object to
my attentions.' He gave a wry smile. 'Even thougih lyave given me
some bad moments.'

I have?' She brushed the thick swathe of dark etk from his
forehead with soft fingers and he nodded.

'Like at the party, for instance,' he averred hyskWhen Corinne
broke in on us. | didn't sleep well last nightjdul didn't sleep well at
all." 'But you will tonight," she murmured breaghidnd he nodded.

‘With you,' he said, his voice deepening. 'We'll lgack in the
morning, hmm? Then we'll tell them we're going éorbarried.’

‘Married?' Julie gazed up at him.



‘Don't sound so surprised,’ he teased. 'Or havégduots of lovers?'
She flushed. "You know that's not true.’

'‘Mmm—mmm.' He grinned with satisfaction. Then hatldas head
to kiss her once more. 'But you will marry me, voyou?' he
breathed, against her lips. 'Just as soon asdeiaa licence?'

Julie caught her breath. '‘Oh, Dan, you know | vianbut—"'

'‘But what?' He propped himself up on one elbovotiIdown at her.
Then his expression hardened. 'Don't tell me yaostite going to
marry Price?'

'‘No.' She sighed. 'No, of course not—' She brokaohe stroked her
lips with his tongue. 'But Dan, your aunt—your famt'

'—will love you as | do,' he interrupted her roughdind there was
silence for a while as he explored her mouth wighan. 'Julie, I've
never asked any girl to marry me before. Don'trtedino.'

'Oh, I'm not,' she confessed eagerly. 'Of coulismérry you, Dan.
Tomorrow, if it was possible. Only—only please—'

‘What?' His smoky eyes were narrowed.

'—make love to me again!' she finished huskily, amth a muffled
groan, he complied.

They drank the remains of the wine at midnightlemimup in the
comfortable double berth. They had had a showesthay earlier,
and now Julie was pleasantly sleepy and utterpeate.

'I'm so glad you kidnapped me,' she murmured, buing against
him, and Dan relaxed on his back, gazing contentegl at the
ceiling.



"You didn't think so this morning,' he mocked, silagna look down at
her, his expression indulgent in the mellow lammpligand Julie
pummelled her fists against him, pressing her agsénst his chest.

'l guess | was afraid of you—or of myself,' she #@thd soberly. 'l
was afraid to get involved. | was afraid of beingth

‘And did I hurt you?' he asked, rolling over orhis stomach beside
her, and she wound her arms around his neck.

'‘Some," she confessed softly. '‘Oh, Dan, this ik rgdt it? I'm not
going to wake up and find it's all just a dream,|@m

'‘Nope.' He stroked her hair back from her face wetinder fingers.
‘You're stuck with me,' he conceded gently. '‘Nowydu want any
more wine, or can | put out the light?'

'‘Put out the light,' repeated Julie happily. 'Hrtimat sounds nice. Put
out the light, darling.’

Dan was not proof against such endearments, arbeirensuing
darkness his mouth sought and found hers with @&sing urgency.



CHAPTER NINE
THE radio telephone disturbed them at six in the nmyni

Julie awakened from a sound slumber to find Daeaaly stirring,
squinting at the dial of his watch with impatieges. It was already
light outside, but the drawn curtains made thercahadowy, and it
took some seconds for him to focus. Then he groasdue pushed
back the sheet that was all that covered themlandtthis long legs
out of bed.

'‘What is it?' Julie asked drowsily, not recognisthg distinctive
buzz, and Dan paused a moment to bestow a warnotkissr parted
lips.

‘Just the telephone,' he murmured, tucking thersaalgout her again
and reaching for his jeans. 'l won't be long.'

She watched him walk through the cabin beyond ¢olithng area,
zipping himself into his jeans as he went, and e&lirfg of cold
apprehension gripped her. She guessed only hisyfamew how to
reach him, and her lips felt dry as she passedomgue over them.
After all, the Leytons must be wondering where B@s and whether
he was all right, and her conscience stung héeatdalisation of how
little thought she had given to whether anyone mnigd worried
about her.

It seemed ages before he came back and by themeshstting up in
the middle of the wide mattress, the sheet tuckebasly under her
chin. With her silky hair loose about her shouldesbe was
unknowingly provocative, and Dan's eyes darkenetiheg met the
troubled depths of hers.



'‘Who was it?' she asked, gazing up at him, and lartabresist the
artless temptation she represented, Dan sank dovm the bed and
tugged the protective sheet aside.

‘Would you believe—Aunt Anthea?' he murmured, asfaithe
creamy flesh of her breast, and she slid her fexgeo his hair to pull
his head back and look at him.

'Yes?'

Dan shrugged, his eyes drowsy with emotion. 'Ciéniait?' he
suggested huskily, seeking the curve of her eat,aiough she
wanted to give in she had to know the worst.

'‘Dan, please.. .’

'‘Okay, okay.' He drew back from her completely amok a deep
breath. 'Apparently your friend— friends—have bemncerned
about you.'

Julie's brows drew together. 'Do you mean Pam aadid? Or
Adam?'

Dan shrugged, his shoulders smooth and bronzedenetrly
morning light. 'I'd guess the latter, but | domibky.'

'So what happened?’

Dan sighed. 'Well, when you didn't get back by ngth
he—they—phoned Forest Bay.'

'Oh, lord!

Dan shook his head. 'No sweat. Max told them ybe'dkay with
me.'



Julie could imagine how Adamhkew all of them—
would have taken that. 'Is that all?'

'‘No." Dan pushed a weary hand into his hair. 'Thkegned again
around two a.m. and insisted Max got in touch wish—Brad must
have told them about the radio link. But Max reflise phone at that
hour of the night, so Anthea waited until it waghi and— that's it.’

'‘Oh, Dan!" Julie sat cross-legged facing him, agxdarkening her
delicate features, like a slim naiad in the pdlemination filtering
through the curtains, and she felt his sensesngtiurgently. ‘We
must go back.'

'l know it," he said huskily. But not yet. Not yet—

It was a little after nine when thepirit of Atlantissailed in to the
mooring below Kawana Point. Dan was seated at theely with

Julie on the seat beside him, her arm around ik aed looped to
the other arm that circled his chest.

In spite of the apprehension she felt at seeingAdgain, she was
supremely content in the knowledge of Dan's lovédn&y, and he was
already talking of taking her to New York to meéet parents. So far
as he was concerned, he saw no reason why thelshdoe married

almost immediately. He didn't like bringing her kao the hotel, and
he showed the first trace of anger towards her whéer he had
manoeuvred the yacht into the marina, she saidwshéd rather

speak to Adam alone.

'‘Why?' he demanded, his expressive eyes steeligrhis tanned
face, and she almost succumbed. He looked tiresdntiorning, she
thought, smoothing back the hair from his temphed then smiled
when she recalled the cause of his weariness. "$atfunny?' he



added harshly, his hands hard on her hips, andjsick&ly put her
fingers across his lips.

‘Darling, | was just thinking how handsome your ¢pagl look is,' she
protested, evading his urgent response. 'Whenl wéke you again?
Later this morning? This afternoon?'

Dan sighed. "You'd better make it this afternoba,said heavily, 'if
you insist on going through with this alone. Ifend the time making
the arrangements for our trip to New York. | gugss don't have a
visa, do you?'

Julie shook her head, and with a groan he gatheeedlose to him
again. '"You won't let Price change your mind, wau?' he muttered.
'l think I'd go out of my mind if you left me now.’

'‘Oh, Dan. .." Julie's voice was shaken, too. 'THasetwenty-four
hours have been the most wonderful in my life! veoyou. How
could I change that?'

Dan let her go unwillingly, retaining a hold on heand as she
prepared to step ashore. 'I'll come by after lutghsaid. "We'll spend
the afternoon on the lake. At least that way | barsure of having
you all to myself.'

Julie glanced at him adoringly, aware of the meguiiehind those
simple words, and he took the opportunity to kiss dnce again. 'l
love you,' he said, in a strangled tone, and themett away as she
stepped on to the jetty.

Julie guessed the yacht had been sighted comiaghatmarina, but
there was no one to meet her. She did gain a caaldhtion here
and there from the yachtsmen who were stayingeahtitel and who
were "down attending to their craft, but there wasign of David or



Adam, and Pam was no doubt involved with her ragoiarning
routine.

She was halfway up the steps when she saw Bradilogiat the top
of the flight waiting for her. He was propped agithe rail, and as
she came abreast of him he offered her an awkward g

‘Hi!"
'Hi,' she answered, glad to break the ice with Hgn't it a lovely—'

‘Mr Price is real mad with you!' the boy broke ngently. 'And Mom
and Dad, too. Where've you been? Did you spenchitjie on the
yacht?'

Julie sighed. 'Yes.'
‘With Dan?'
'Yes.'

'‘Gosh!" Brad shook his head at this, and she szhlikat for the
moment he was more envious of her good fortune d@ingthing else.
'l bet that was terrific!'

Julie smiled. 'It was rather.'

Brad gazed at her admiringly, then shoved his hartdghe pockets
of his jeans. 'You know, I'd really like to do thdte exclaimed,
entirely diverted now at the prospect. 'lI've neslept on board a boat
before. Did you have meals, too? There's a prdpeesisn't there,
and a freezer—'

‘That's enough, Brad!" David's brusque tones inpted them, and
Julie saw that Pam's husband had approached thdnouveither of



them being aware of it. 'Go find Pietro. Tell hirw&ant some more
cases of beer up from the cellar.'

Julie stopped Brad, however, before he could daatyataking hold
of his firm young arm and saying gently: "You kndwnight be able
to arrange some-thing, about the yacht, | meayouf parents don't
object.’

Brad gulped. 'Hey, do you mean it?'

'l said that's enough, Brad,' David intervened cagaan. 'There'll be
no yachting trips for you. Julie's going away. Sfmn't be able to
arrange anything.'

Julie let the boy go, as much to save him the hatwh of arguing

with his father as through any desire to protect tnom what she had
to say. But as he charged away across the squatersied to David
fearlessly and in cutting tones she said:

'l think you've got it wrong, David. | shan't baleng, after all. Not
crossing the Rockies, anyway. I'm going to marry Paescott.'

David could not have looked more stunned, but bewered quickly,

and gave an impatient shrug. 'Perhaps you oughditcand see what
Adam has to say about that,' he muttered, indigahe hotel behind
them. 'Come along. He's in the apartment. He'dggib speak with

you.'

Julie sighed. 'He won't make me change my mind,iddts quite
made up already. And nothing he— or any of you—sanwill alter
it.’

Pam met them in the reception hall, her face fldgham the kitchen,
and she avoided her husband's eyes as she agkdid iivas all right.



I'm fine." Julie returned the kiss the other giffered her with
warmth. 'Honestly, Pam,' she insisted, looking casspnately at her
friend. 'l've never been so happy in my life.'

‘What—what do you—'

'‘Don't you think we ought to be saying all thisfiont of Adam?'
David suggested curtly, gesturing towards the dtwor their
apartment. 'He is most involved, isn't he?'

'l just wanted to—'

'l think you've done enough, Pamela,’ her husbamdnccoldly. 'If
you hadn't filled Julie's head—

‘No, that's not true!" Julie couldn't let Pam tétke blame. 'David, |
was attracted to Dan from the minute | first sam.hHe knew that,
and so did I. I've just been—fighting it, that'k'al

'You mean—he cares about you?' Pam stared at lastanishment,
and Julie nodded.

'‘He wants to marry me,' she said gently. 'Hone$tlg.re going to
New York tomorrow or the day after so that | carebtas parents.'

'Oh, Julie!

Pam was obviously overcome, but her husband omhgfbpen their
living room door and urged both girls inside withauaking any
comment. His face was grim, and Julie passed hittm afeeling of
resignation.

Adam was standing by the window, staring out broglyi at the
tennis courts where a good-natured mixed doublestalang place
amid gales of laughter. He turned at their entrahoeever, and the
pitying expression on his face aroused a curioutiefly feeling



inside her. In a light grey lounge suit, he loolkedstere after the
casual attire normally worn around the hotel, and dropped the
jacket she was carrying, deciding it didn't reaiatter what he
thought of her vest and jeans now.

'‘Good morning, Julie,' he greeted her, almost ag iiiadn't been up
half the night trying to discover her whereabolts pleased to see
you're obviously unharmed.'

His severe tone made David shift awkwardly from éo@t to the
other, and after giving Julie an assessing lookuhreed to his wife. 'l
think we ought to leave them to it Pam,' he saidipiby. 'After all,
now that we know Julie's safe, it's really not affair.'

Pam looked reluctant to leave and truthfully Jwieuld have been
glad of her support, but she could see how diffituivas for them,
and with a smile she said:

"'l see you later, Pam. We can talk then.’

‘All right.” Pam made an offnand movement of heopusters.
'If—er—if you need me, Julie, just give a call.'

Julie appreciated the gesture, and after they loed ghe sought
refuge in helping herself to some coffee from tlag bn the bureau.
Then, when it was impossible to continue avoidhwgitevitable, she
said:

'I'm sorry, Adam. I'm sorry you were worried abme, and I'm sorry
this had to happen.’

Adam folded his hands behind his back. 'Brad tadvhere you'd
gone, of course.'



'l guessed he would." Julie took a nervous moutbifaler coffee. 'I'm
sorry.'

Adam shrugged, apparently as calm and unflappatdeer. 'It's over
now. | just hope it's brought you to your senses.'

Julie's cup clattered on to the tray. 'What do yman?'
'Isn't it obvious?' Adam spread an expressive hand.

'I'm not naive, Julie. | can see what's happengasdsn you two. And
| can't deny a certain amount of—irritation, thaihgs had to go so
far. But,' he hastened on as she would have iqtEduhim, ‘perhaps
you needed the experience. Perhaps you neededtolght face to
face with reality. Obviously, my words on the matiad little effect,

but it must be apparent to you now the kind of npan're dealing

with—'

‘Adam, it wasn't—itisn't—like that!" Julie tried to explain. 'We—we
love one another, Dan and I. He—he wants to magy m

'Oh, does he?' Adam did not sound at all surpriged| Julie
wondered with a sense of bafflement what she hadatp to
disconcert him. 'And what does his family haveap about that?'

'l—we—don't know, do we?' Julie shook her heah. Jorry, Adam.
I know this must come as a great shock to you|-bat am going to
marry him. I'm going to meet his parents within tiext few days.'

'‘Really?’ Adam's lip curled. 'l shouldn't be togéful of that, if |
were you.'

'‘Why not?' Julie stared at him.



'Simply that Anthea Leyton assured me last nigat there was not
the slightest chance of Dan marrying anyone butchigsin. His
stepcousin, that is. Corinne. You may remember, yoti imee at—'

‘Dan’'s not going to marry Corinne!" Julie's tonegravith conviction.
‘Why, he doesn't even like her!

'Liking is not a necessary attribute to marriagetorted Adam
calmly. 'Suitability; conveniencesxpediencyThese are the factors
people like the Prescotts and the Leytons takeaotount.'

Julie squared her shoulders. 'You're wrong.'
'l know these people, Julie.’

‘Well, even if you're right about what Anthea Laytold you, you're
wrong about Dan and me."' Julie took a deep bréa#alise this must
be distressing for you, Adam, but you wouldn't wemmarry me,
would you, knowing | loved someone else?'

Adam hesitated, his brows drawing together aciltussarrow bridge
of his nose. Then he came towards her. 'Juliegdm® placing his
hands on her shoulders, 'l know how you feel, kelime. And |
believe you when you say you love this man. Bus het worthy of
you—'

'‘Don't say that." Julie twisted away from him. 'Bathe most
marvellous—the most sensitive man I've ever known.'

‘And how many men have you known, Julie?' askedhAdaietly. 'A
handful, that's all.’

'You expected me to marry you, knowing the sanhme’'@untered,
and Adam sighed.



'‘How long have we known one another, Julie? Fiftgmars? A little
different from three—maybe four weeks, isn't it?'

‘I know Dan,' she insisted.

"You know what he's told you," corrected Adam eyeiou don't
know his home, his background—'

'l intend to.'
'And this is what he intends as well?'
'Yes.'

Adam shook his head. "You know what | think? | kniire realised the
kind of—fanciful, romantic girl you are. | think Henew that you'd
never agree to an—affair. There had to be sometmmaye.
Something concrete, for you to build your hopesa@nmeeéms upon. So
he came up with this idea of marriage—'

‘That's not true!" Julie's eyes were wide and imaig. 'You don't
know how it was. You have no idea. If—if Dan hadmwet an affair,
he—he could have had one.'

Adam's lips thinned. '"What are you saying?'

Julie flushed. 'I'm saying that—that it was—Dan wWietd back.' She
sighed. 'And he didn't ask me to marry him—beftireias after.’

Adam showed the first signs of crumbling digni§ou don't expect
me to believe that?'

'It's the truth.' Julie pressed her palms togeti@r, Adam, | don't
want to hurt you. | don't want to lose your friehgbs but you have to
believe this is the most wonderful thing that'srenvappened to me.'



'‘And what about his feelings when he discovers yatirer took his
own life?'

Julie bent her head. 'He knows.'
'He knows?'
'Yes. | told him.'

'l see." Adam was finding it difficult now to maam his air of
detachment. '‘But no one else knows, do they? Naimt and uncle,
or his parents?'

'l suppose not." Julie felt a faint twinge of ureedBut if Dan doesn't
care—'

'Oh, Julie..." Adam seemed to recover a littleisfdomposure. 'What
an innocent you are, aren't you?'

There was nothing to say to that, and with a hetpleovement of her
shoulders she would have left him then had not Adagsen to ask
one last question.

‘Your plans?' he said. 'Am | permitted to know wynat intend to do
now?’

Julie turned, her tongue moistening her uppetipn's coming back
this afternoon. He—well, he's making arrangemeaoitsu$ to fly to
New York, so that | can meet his parents.'

'l see," Adam nodded. 'This afternoon. Very wélidelay making
any decision about my own arrangements until toaverr

Julie didn't know why, but she was apprehensiv@o€onsideration.
It was as if his concern for her weakened her balizzhat Dan had
told her, and she didn't want to feel this sensmarking time.



‘There's no need,' she said now, forcing a notegylfness into her
voice. 'l—we—we'll probably be leaving for New Yot@morrow.
There's no need for you to delay your trip becaidsee.'

‘But | want to," said Adam firmly. ‘It occurs to rtteat Prescott might
well be leaving for New York tomorrow. But whethgou will be
with him or not...'

Julie didn't wait to hear the end of his suppositiSnatching up her
jacket, she left the room and stood for severabsa® in the hall
outside, trying to recover the feeling of conviatshe had had when
she came here.

Pam was looking out for her when she crossed tept®n hall, and
realising she owed it to her friend to explainjefbllowed her into
the almost empty dining room.

'I've caused a lot of trouble, haven't I?' she saefully. 'Is David
very angry?'

Pam grimaced. 'He's just suspicious-minded," sk, drawing
Julie down into the chair opposite. ‘Now, tell nmxs Dan really
asked you to marry him?"'

'‘Really," said Julie, and wondered why it didntirssh as convincing
as it had. 'ls that so unbelievable?'

'‘No.' Pam sounded defensive. 'Why should it be?'

'Oh, I don't know..." Julie propped her head onkmerckles. 'Adam
seems to think so.’

'‘Well, he would, wouldn't he?' suggested Pam restdgn'Mind you,
| don't think he was so sure of himself last night.

‘No?'



'‘No." Pam shook her head. 'We think he thought yoght have
eloped together. He was pretty sick, | can tell.you

'Sick?' Julie stared at her friend. 'l can't bedigv

'l know. He seems so emotionless, doesn't he? &ukgow, there
are emotions there—beneath the surface." Pam teekit&uite
honestly, Julie, I'm glad you're not going to mariy—'

'Because he's too old—I know!" Julie humoured Hmrt Pam
gestured her into an unwilling silence.

'‘No," the older girl insisted, 'it's something elS®mething | can't
really explain. A—a kind of—qut feeling.'

'Oh, Pam!

'‘No, listen to me. | know what I'm talking aboutidn't think your Mr
Price is half as—as nice as you think him.’

'Pam, he's been like a father to me—'

‘That's just it." Pam pressed her palms on the ta4bé's like a father,
but he's not. He wants you, Julie—'

'l know that."—and | think he means to have yaunmatter what.'

'Oh, honestly!" Julie was staring at her friendatngntly now. 'You're
letting your imagination run away with you, Pam. €dlurse Adam
wants me. He hasn't made a secret of it.'

‘And did your father approve?' asked Pam urgetitgn put her hand
across the table to grip Julie's arm sympatheyicdlin sorry. |
shouldn't have asked that.'



'‘Why not?' Julie looked at her squarely. 'l cark t@bout it now.
|—Dan asked me about it, and | told him.’

‘That's good.' Pam was approving. '‘So—did yourefattant you to
marry Adam?'

Julie hesitated. 'l think so. He never said he'tidn
'‘But did you discuss it?'

'No—o." Julie was trying to remember what her fathed said about
Adam. 'l think he just took it for granted. As Adalwal—asl did.'

'‘Mmm." Pam sounded thoughtful. 'l wonder.'
‘What do you wonder?'

Pam shrugged. 'I'm not sure. | just wish your fathas still alive,
that's all.'

'So do I!" Julie spoke fervently, and for a few namis there was
silence between them.

They were still sitting there, each involved witteir own thoughts,
when David came striding into the room. His squarefeatures
were set in dour lines, but they lightened somewlatn he saw
Julie.

‘The phone,' he said brusquely, approaching thebtet "You're
wanted on the phone, Julie. | think it's Prescott.'

'‘Oh!" Julie sprang up from her seat and stood fopenent looking at
him. 'l—where can | take it?'

'‘Go into the office," directed David shortly. 'Wiait here until you're
finished.'



"Thanks.'

With an apologetic smile that encompassed botherit Julie fled
across the dining room, hurrying into the smalicaffand closing the
door firmly behind her. Then, controlling the urastg tremor of her
hand, she lifted the receiver David had left lyorghis desk.

'H-hello?"
‘Julie!’

Dan's voice was so endearingly familiar that shrek sbown weakly
on to a corner of the desk, grasping the receigbtly in her fingers.
‘Dan? Oh, Dan, I'm so glad you called"

'‘Why? What's wrong?' Almost intuitively he sensed &nxiety, and
she had to force herself not to blurt the wholeystd the morning's
events into his waiting ear. It could wait untddaHp had not rung to
hear her troubles—particularly not when she hasereed him from
accompanying her.

'Oh, nothing,' she managed now, hiding the tensi@nwas feeling.
'‘W-why did you ring?'

'Would you believe to hear your voice?' he askeskiyy and when
she didn't immediately respond he added: 'No, dgfutawasn't just
for that. Julie, I've got to leave for New Yorkghafternoon. | won't
be able to keep our date after all.'

Julie heard what he had to say, but she couldfi¢veeit. Dan?
Leaving for New York? Without her? There had tesbene mistake.
But there wasn't. The words had been said, angttweg Adam had
hinted washed over her in humiliating detail.

‘Julie? Julie, did you hear what | said?'



She heard his words through the mists of disbedied, realising he
must never know the blow he had dealt her, she samachall her
fortitude to say: 'l heard.'

‘Julie!" Dan's voice was low now, and filled witletimpatience she
remembered so well. "You don't imagine | plannesl ttho you?'

Julie took a deep breath. 'P-planned what?' shewgoerkily, and
heard the oath he muttered half under his breath.

‘Julie, my father is not well.Haveto go, do you understand? It's not.
social visit.'

His father wasll? Julie absorbed this without conviction. She coul
Imagine Adam's reaction to that. And why not? d kartainly come
at a most convenient time.

'I'm sorry,' she said now, stiffly, but she senkedvas not satisfied
with her answer and his next words confirmed it.

‘What has Price been saying to you?' he demarideckw he'd try to
poison your mind against me. You don't believe deyou? You
think this is some clever ploy arranged by my aamd my father to
get me away from Forest Bay, from the lake, frpoa!'

'And isn't it?"

Julie heard herself asking the words and heardrgsy denial. ‘No,
goddammit,’ he snapped. 'l wouldn't do that. | lgga, Julie. But |
can't help wondering what kind of love you feeltioe that can be put
in jeopardy with so little provocation!

Julie gasped. 'That's not fair—'

‘And is it fair to convict me without any evidenc&@ take another
man's word before mine?"



'‘No, but—'

‘Either you believe me or you don't.'

‘Dan, Adam says you're going to marry Corinne.'

‘Do you believe it?'

.. .1 didn't. ..!

'‘Past tense?'

'l want to believe you, Dan.’

‘Then do it.' He sighed. 'Julie, this is a heladdime to do this to me!'
'‘Oh, Dan. ..’

'l have to go. I'm flying from Barrie in less than hour to connect
with a flight to Kennedy, and | don't have timectame see you.'

It's all right." Somehow Julie managed to squashféars. —when
will you be back?'

‘Tomorrow, the day after—how can | be sure!" Damnsied distrait.
'‘Wait for me, Julie. Don't let anyone persuade gtherwise. Promise
me!'

Julie licked her dry lips. 'l—I'll wait," she agce@uskily. 'I'll wait.
But please—don't make me wait too long...'

Putting down the receiver was the hardest thinghstteever done,
and even after the bell had rung signifying thensmtion had been
broken, she sat for several minutes more justrgjaai the grey
instrument. Then, when it became obvious that sh#da't stay in



David's office any longer, she rose from the desklat herself out of
the room.

She didn't want to have to explain what had haphém®am, but she
had no alternative. The Galloways were waitinggartwhat Dan had
had to say, and she couldn't avoid the inevitablewever, she
refused to let them see how shattered she wasdeednd she
adopted a confident manner as she rejoined the¢heirestaurant.

‘Dan’'s father's been taken ill,' she exclaimedyrasgy an anxious
tone. 'Isn't that a shame? Just at this time. Danibly upset.’

Pam exchanged a glance with her husband, thesgaathetically:
‘What rotten luck! Is it serious? Does this mean won't be going to
New York after all?'

Belatedly, Julie remembered she had not asked lgxabiat was

wrong with Lionel Prescott, and flushing a littleesavoided a direct
answer. '/ shan't be going to New York,' she repemndeavouring to
keep her tone light. 'Not yet, anyway. Dan hasdapaf course. It is
his father, after all.'

'Of course,' echoed Pam, but there was anothdrosktsignificant
exchanges with her husband, which Julie recogrésed plea for
sympathy. 'Oh, well..." she continued. 'That meaa4l be able to
keep you for a little bit longer, doesn't it?'

It was Adam Julie dreaded to face, and the encouwdme at

lunchtime. She had had to go into the dining roortake her meal.

Anything else would have prompted the suspicion @alavas not as

it should be, and she wanted to allay those kirdbabts. So she took
her seat as usual, ordered an omelette and aaald $hen started
nervously when Adam came to take the seat opposite.



"You don't mind if | join you, do you, Julie?' hequired, pulling out

the chair, and she shook her head quickly as haosgat. 'So," he went
on, 'they tell me the spare ribs are very good.hafteat would you

recommend?'

Julie shrugged. 'l don't know your preference, doshe returned
shortly.

'l think you do,' he averred, but he let it go. &/have you ordered?
Perhaps our tastes concur.’

'I'm just having an omelette,’ said Julie, shakiagher napkin. '‘And |
know you don't like them.’

‘Ah, you know so much about me, don't you, Julre?remarked,
leaning back in his chair. '‘My tastes in food, lotlees, in hotels—in
women—

'Please, Adam—'

'—and | know you,' he finished dryly. 'l know whgou're happy and
sad, when you're worried and anxious, or when gajpprehensive,
like now, aware that | predicted exactly what Po&tsewould do!

‘Adam—'

'‘What's the matter, Julie? Can't we talk any m@af?'t you confide
in me? You always have. And I've always respectedsd
confidences. Why is it suddenly so hard for youdiscuss your
problems with me?’

‘You know, why, Adam.’
'‘Because of Prescott? Why should that be so?'

'You're biased, Adam.’



'‘Am |? Well, perhaps a little. But if | thought lvas the right man for
you, do you think I'd stand in your way?"'

Julie bent her head. 'l'd really rather not tal&wghbt.'

'Why not? Because you suspect I'm right, and yaihad to accept
the truth?'

'No!' Julie lifted her head to look at him. 'Adam, Daves me, know
he does.’

'‘But he's gone away.'
'How do you know that?'

Adam shrugged. 'l could say your face says itBiit | won't. I'l
admit, | asked Galloway.'

Julie sighed. 'Adam, Dan has gone to see his fatheris unwell,
that's all. He'll be back tomorrow, so you haveneed to concern
yourself about me.’

'Oh, but | do, Julie." He toyed thoughtfully withetknife beside his
plate. 'You see, | know a little more about thesPotts than you do,
and | also happen to know that Anthea Leyton waslspg to her
brother yesterday on the phone, and he was psrfeedithy then.'

Julie had expected him to say something like tbs,she was
prepared for it, but that didn't prevent the twigtpain that tore into
her heart at this news. Adam would say anythinga&e her believe
the worst of Dan, she told herself fiercely, butili hurt.

'‘Look,' she said, trying to speak slowly and sucityn'l'm not a fool.
| know that this—this marriage—is going to causebbems. We
both— Dan and I, that is—know that. But if we lowee another—'



‘You're a romantic, Julie," exclaimed Adam scorgfuMy God, I'm
beginning to wonder if | ever knew you. | thouglouywere a sane
and sensible girl, not a sentimental fool with head filled full of
pipe-dreams! Come down to earth, Julie. It's mathey makes the
world go round, notove, and the sooner “you realise that the le:
painful it's going to be for you.'

The arrival of the waitress with Julie's omelettegeirupted his
remonstration, and Adam hastily ordered a stegletoid of her. But
to Julie's relief, Pam had noticed her flushed kkeand ignoring
Adam's sour look of disapproval, she carried aaugoffee to their
table and sat down.

‘Can | join you?' she asked, fanning herself eriexaly. 'I've been
run off my feet since breakfast, and | must sit daw I'll collapse!’



CHAPTER TEN

THE rest of the meal passed without incident, Pamé&seamce
preventing any serious conversation. Adam hardlgkspat all,

except when Pam addressed him directly, and Jwdge gyvateful for
the other girl's perception. She had a lot to th#wekGalloways for,
she thought ruefully, but she couldn't help wonatgnvhether she
would always feel that way. If Dan let her down. .

But she refused to allow such negative thinkingum the day.
Nothing had changed. She was still the same gid,Georgian Bay
was still as beautiful as ever. She would find Beadl ask him
whether he'd like to go swimming. Twenty-four howsuld soon
pass, and she would prove to Adam that she waasndisillusioned
as he imagined.

However, before she could put her plan into openetomething else
happened. She was still standing in the receptalh) Waiting for
Pam to find her son, when Corinne Leyton strolledugh the swing
doors. Today the other girl was wearing a purplghth length
tee-shirt over white cotton trousers, her vividrltainfined beneath a
silk scarf tied turban-wise around her head. Aghennight of the
barbecue, she managed to look startling, and tig ¢arling lashes
swept the reception area in mild disdain beforghdilng on Julie.

'‘What a coincidence!" she drawled, sauntering tdsvdwer. 'You're
exactly the person | wanted to see.'

Corinne was exactly the person Juast wanted to see, but she
stood her ground and surveyed the other girl whlatehe hoped was
equal composure.

"You wanted to see me?"



‘Well, not me, actually, darling. Mommy. She askaelto come over
and invite you to Forest Bay for tea. You do tada tlon't you, Julie?
All English people take tea.’

Julie expelled her breath on an uneasy sigh.vét'g kind of your
mother to invite me, but—'

'Oh, don't say no." Corinne puckered her lips. 'Mgnwill be so
disappointed. She so much wants to get to knowAnd.| mean—if
you're going to become part of the family. ..’

Julie's face suffused with colour. She didn't baiéor the smallest
instant that Corinne really meant what she sai@s Was the girl who
had expected to marry Dan, if all the portents virere. And whether
or not he intended to marry her, she was hardifito offer the

hand of friendship to a rival.

'l don't think having tea with your mother would bBegood idea,
Corinne," she said now, refusing to address hevlias Leyton. 'If
you'd thank her for me, and—'

'‘Would you like her to come here?' suggested Cermiidly. 'She
will, you know, if you refuse. And somehow | dathiink your friends
would appreciate the gesture. | mean, Mommy canabgood
friend—or a bad enemy.’

'‘Are you threatening me, Corinne?' Julie was apgdall

'‘No.' The girl shook her head, giving the studesitibd the reception
desk a considering look as she did so. 'I'm onfinggthat Mommy is

the wrong person to cross. Remember, the Galloways to live

here after you've gone.'

Julie bent her head. 'That's blackmail!"



'Oh, no!" Corinne uttered a light laugh. "You EsQliare so serious,
aren't you? You take everything so personally. ydu're being
offered is an invitation to tea. Now that's nobsal, is it?"

Julie shook her head. 'I'm not so naive, Corinrmur¥nother wants
to talk about Dan, doesn't she? About our loveofte another. She
thinks now that Dan's gone away...'

"You know about that?' Corinne sounded surprised Jalie stared at
her.

'Of course | know. He rang me and told me, thismmay.'

Corinne grimaced. 'Oh, well. | expect he had hissoms. But |
wouldn't like to think any guy who professed lowee e would take
off for Miami without me.'

'For Miami?' echoed Julie disbelievingly, then pdlherself up. This
was just another ploy, she thought incredulouslgwNhey were
going to tell her that Dan hadn't gone to see &ikefr at all. That
having achieved his objective so far as she wasetord, he was
now in pursuit of other amusement.

'‘Didn't you know?' Corinne asked now, arching thodeulously
dark brows. 'Mommy said that probably you wouldBlt then she
didn't know Dan had rung you. That was really sdnmet, wasn't it? |
guess | have to give him full marks for initiative.

'‘Will you go away, Corinne.' There was just so mtleht Julie could
take, and right now she was coming to the end ofétger. 'l don't
want to listen to any more of your lies, or yourth@'s lies either, for
that matter. | believe Dan. | believe he loves Awd wherever he's
gone and for whatever reason, he will come bakhkolwv it.'



Corinne's lips twisted. '"You really cling, don'twalulie? Dan said
you would, but I didn't believe him. | mean, I'édiefore I'd do what
you're doing. You know he doesn't have any intentb marrying

you, but still you hang on with those sharp littlaws of yours. Go
home! Go back to England where you belong. Go nthayysmarmy
lawyer of yours, and save yourself a lot of paid hamiliation!'

Julie turned away, almost stumbling as she wenindibw steps that
gave access to the tree-shaded courtyard beyorel.aifhbriefly
revived her, but she hurried as she made her wayetocabin,
pushing open the door and closing it behind hen hvinds that shook
as she fumbled with the lock.

Then she flung herself on her bed, burying her fagainst the
hand-worked coverlet, and letting the tears shebegth suppressing
since Dan's phone call give her the release staedee

It was early evening before she lifted her hea@ &khaustion of her
tears had given way to sleep and she awakenedaftoeavy slumber
feeling hollow- eyed and desperate.

Getting up, she sluiced her face under cold watdrthen surveyed
her reflection in the mirror above the basin. Stakéd awful, she
thought wearily, but then no one was going to ed@ut that. All the
same, she couldn't allow herself to remain in sitaite, and she spent
time reapplying her make-up to hide the worst ragagf her grief.

Brushing her hair, she tried to think positivelyt it was difficult

when she knew so little of the facts. Dan had twd his father was
ill. Adam said that the previous day . Lionel Prsdad been
speaking with his sister. She sighed. Dan had Isaidias going to
New York. Corinne had said it was Miami, and wlslee didn't trust
the other girl, she doubted she would tell an ghtriie. And yet why



not? If it was true, Dan had, and they were membérhe same
family.

Her head ached with the effort of trying to makeesense of what
she ought to do. Dan had said stay, she keptdgdikmself, but what if
he didn't come back? How long could she suffer Raoh David's

sympathy? How long before humiliation forced hep&zk her bags
and leave?

Putting down the brush, she walked across to tmelaws, staring
out disconsolately at the lengthening shadows. ds wvening; it
would soon be night. What kind of a creature wasigehe couldn't
give him the benefit of the doubt? He had said loalldy be back
tomorrow or the day after. Until that time, she babelieve. . .

She ate dinner alone, Adam apparently deciding ite gher a
breathing space, and then retired to her cabiny e@ax| watch
television. But the constant interruption of thevextisements
irritated her, and presently she turned the televi®ff again and
stared broodingly into the gathering dark.

Morning brought a respite from her tortuous thosglrad joined
her for breakfast, and with him she could brietiyget the problems
that were troubling her.

‘You want to go water-skiing, Julie?' he suggeshkegbefully,
watching her with anxious eyes, and she hesitaitdg @ moment
before nodding her head.

'‘Water-skiing it is,’ she agreed, her smile briggamimation to her
pale features, and Brad whooped his delight tordstaurant in
general.

Changing into her bikini in the cabin, Julie coutdhelp but
remember the last occasion she had put on a swini$at day, the



day she had spent with Dan, had assumed a stateedlity already,
and she wondered if she had only imagined his teeds and
sensitivity.

Brad offered no such soul-searching. His was a Isimj
companionship, an undemanding friendship, that hadhidden
significance, that held no traumatic threat. Beitp Brad was like
being with a favourite younger brother, and shedesad how much
different her life would have been if she had hdwlather or a sister.

Her own attempts at water-skiing were no more sagfaé than
before, and she returned to the hotel at lunch-exteausted by her
efforts. Still, she had provided Brad with a loaofiusement, and they
were laughing together as they climbed the stephedohotel and
found Adam waiting for them at the top.

‘Ah, Julie," he said, dismissing the boy with agaising gesture. 'l've
been waiting for you. | have a message—from FdBest | thought
you should see it right away.'

‘A message? From Dan?' Julie was instantly alarnvgdat is it?
Where is it? Let me see it!'

'It's here, it's here.' Adam was annoyingly unpedd. He handed her
the envelope calmly. ‘It came just after you |d8that chauffeur
person brought it.'

'‘How do you know it's from Dan?' Julie exclaimezhring open the
flap with frantic fingers, and Adam shrugged.

'l never said it was from Prescott,’ he retorteftlimi 'l said it was
from Forest Bay. Is it from him?'

Julie scanned the note she had extracted with asxages, seeking
the signature first. It was from Dan, and her hiipped a beat as she



turned back to the beginning. It was brief andh® point. He had
written it before he left the previous day. It saithply that he was
sorry he had lied to her, but he had not wantethud her, and
perhaps this letter would make it easier for hex.ditl care for her,
but not deeply enough to oppose his parents-' wjsdred while she
might imagine they could make a good life for thelwss, he knew it
would never work. He knew if he had tried to tedl Ishe would have
tried to persuade him otherwise, and there wasomd ; continuing

a relationship that had never been intended astiadeone.

Julie swayed a little as the last words swam bdieresyes. Words of
love and affection, and of his hope thahe would be happy with
Adam if she chose to marry him. She felt sick amgty, and totally
devastated, and she just wished she could crasvborhe corner and
die.

‘Is it bad news?"

Adam was looking at her strangely, and she did@&tthe avidity in
his expression. It was as if he knew exactly whead w the letter, and
she was loathe to tell him and satisfy that spé¢ieelgleam. She bent
her head, crushing the parchment between her fingard then
looked up to find his eyes were unexpectedly gentle

‘You don't have to tell me, you know," he said tjyiel can always
tell what you're thinking. Come away with me, Juligeave this
place. Let's go now— this afternoon. Before anyglhaise happens.’

‘What else can happen?' asked Julie dully, looldogin at the
envelope in her hands. 'But—all right, Adam, | wjtb away with
you.' Anything to escap€lust leave me alone now. |—I need t
think.'



'Of course.' With a brief smile he turned away, ahd watched him
stride firmly across the square. Beside the bro&kmadians he
seemed thin, slight— and older than she could rdmeem

Her own passage to her cabin was less confidente @mere, she
sank down on the bed and re-read the note, notincansequently
what an unusual hand Dan had. She would have egphbd writing

to be like him, firm and aggressive. Instead it \@bmost tentative,
the ts and Is looped with a feminine attention ébad. Something
else she realised, too. Once again she had onlgnAdsord that the
note was from Dan. She had never seen his hanohgyréo how

could she be sure this was it?

Her head began to throb. Surely, surely Anthea dreytould not
sink to this! Was this why she had asked to seetheiprevious
afternoon? Had she devised this letter—this vengfady written
letter? How could she find out? There was no wastti@g up from
the bed again, she stared at her reflection imih@r. Was she a fool
to suspect anything? Was the letter genuine? Waglsiiching at
straws in this attempt to hold on to her beliefs?vias she, as
Corinne had said, clinging to a dream, a statencdality, becoming
one of those girls that his aunt had deplored ta Bad David?

She didn't know what to do, who to turn to. Pamlaaell her
nothing, nor could David. They would probably addép letter at its
face value. Obviously Adam would. It confirmed exbmg he had
said.

Shaking her head, she picked up the envelope andtbed it out,
and as she did so she saw something she had mdbefore. The
envelope was not addressed to her, not to heredhgothat was. It
was addressed to the Kawana Point Hotel, justeasthtation had
been three days ago.



Blinking, she stared at it in disbelief. Were shgitve in to her vivid
Imagination once again she would say that it was#imeenvelope.
But it couldn't be. If that were saif that were sojt would mean
someone here had written the letter, someone diaiet...

With her breathing quickening in concert with hejitation, she
examined the handwriting once again. It wasn't likdam's
handwriting, but then, if it was he who had writtéme letter,
obviously he would have disguised it. And perhdy tvas why it
looked so detailed, why the loops were so carefdigwn. Had
someone invented the style just for the purposelssgliise?

She sank down again weakly. Would Adam do suchiraythshe
asked herself half impatiently. He was upset weh khat was true,
but inventing a letter like this... It didn't makense. He must know
that sooner or later he would be found out. All $hene, it did occur
to her that they could well be married by that tirHe had already
suggested getting married in the United Stateselilrag around,
moving from place to place. It could be weeks befany
communication from Dan reached them. ..

Trembling now, as much from inner cold as an ootes, she went
quickly into the bathroom and took a shower. Theithout giving
herself time to think or change her mind, she d@ss the fringed
suede suit she had worn to travel in, collecteddagr and passport,
and left the cabin.

David's motor launch was waiting at the jetty, ashé was glad she
knew how to handle it. The engine fired at the sdcattempt, and
with slightly unsteady fingers she steered it outhe marina and
across the expanse of blue water towards the dddidéand.



She spent a frustrating twelve hours trying totgdilew York. She
had no visa, and she was forced to spend a lorg dinthe United
States Consulate in Toronto to get one. This t@dkable time, but at
least she was able to fly direct from there to Néwark, and she
arrived at Kennedy airport very late in the evening

The time that had evolved since those momentsicadbin when she
had conceived the idea of coming to New York anaframting Dan
herself had had a debilitating effect on her neraes sitting in the
airport building, waiting for a cab to take herarthe city, she felt
isolated from everything—and everyone—she had &mewn and
loved. It was as if she was in limbo, between tloeldvshe knew and
the world she didn't, and indeed the world whiclgiminot want to
know her:

Because she knew the names of few hotels in New,Ystie asked
the driver to take her to the Pierre, then sat leatkralled to watch
the encroaching lights of the city. In spite of lmxiety, it was
Impossible not to be thrilled at this her firstrigf that most famous
of skylines, and she gazed through the car windofascination as
they crossed the Triborough bridge and ploughexutyit the suburbs
of Manhattan.

The Pierre stood at the junction of Fifth Avenuel aBixty-First
Street, and Julie was soon standing at the winddweoallotted room
looking out on the sleeping city. Only it didn'tpegar to be sleeping,
she thought wryly, hearing the curious whooping pblice car from
beyond the tree-shrouded mass of Central Park.

Still, she had to have some sleep, she thougldréé&icing whatever
ordeal was facing her, and after washing her faceusing soap on
her teeth, she sank wearily into the comfortabbi be



She must have slept, because when she openeddsegheyroom was
bright and sunlit, and from below her windows thevas the
increasing hum of the traffic.

She rang room service and ordered toast and cdifiere fook another
shower before putting on the suede suit once nAdrkeast the slim

skirt was not creased, she saw with relief, anthbyime her tray was
delivered she had examined the telephone direeiodydiscovered,
to her dismay, exactly how many Prescotts therewethe inner city

area.

Drinking black coffee, she decided gloomily thaé stould have to
ring the bank. Whether or not they would be pregphdoegive her
Dan's address was another matter, but at leastahéo try. Other
than that, she could only visualise making callevery Prescott
listed in the book.

The main branch of the Scott National Bank appetrdxe on Sixth
Avenue, the Avenue of the Americas, and she dighetr number
first, waiting impatiently for them to answer. Bbere was no reply,
and glancing at her watch, she realised why. It ovag a little after
nine o'clock, and the bank wouldn't even be opén ye

Finishing her breakfast, she left the hotel anckeailrestlessly along
Fifth Avenue, looking in shop windows. The layofitlze city was in

squares, or blocks, and the numbering of the straetl avenues
made it a simple matter to work out how far it wasny particular

junction. She understood now why Americans dendliisthnce in

blocks. The city was built like a gigantic crossdguzzle.

Despite what she had heard, she was not accosthdromalk, and
she was pleasantly surprised by the cleanlinefiseofity. She liked
the banks of fountains, too, that provided the tamtssound of
running water, and the sometimes crazy anticset#bs, that each
possessed the inevitable ravages of constant caiopet



It was after ten-thirty by the time she returnedhe Pierre, and the
doorman greeted her politely. 'Did you enjoy yolky ma'am?' he
enquired, opening the door for her, and she thartked as she
assured him that she had enjoyed it very much.

This time a telephonist responded to her call solthnk, but when
she asked whether it was possible for them to gereMr Daniel
Prescott's address, there was a flurry of activity.

‘Mr Daniel Prescott, Miss Osbourne?' the girl askiéer ascertaining
her name, and Julie said: 'That's right," in fgibtleathless tones.

The line went dead for a while after that, and sh&pected she had
been disconnected. After all, she could be anyating to ask for
Dan's address, but she continued to hold on and foogghe best.

Eventually another female voice came on the line:
‘Miss Osbourne?’
‘Yes.' Julie swallowed with difficulty. 'Who ampa&aking to, please?’

'I'm Mara Elliot, Miss Osbourne. MLionel Prescott's secretary.
Would | be right in thinking you are a Midsllie Osbourne?"'

Her voice had definitely Southern overtones, bliedvas hardly in a
state to register anything. 'l— why, yes," she got chokingly.
‘Do—do you know about me?"'

‘Mr Prescott isn't here right now," Mara Elliot toned, without
answering her question, 'but | know he'd surely ttkmeet you, Miss
Osbourne. So if you could come by at say—twelveiythi could try
to arrange for you to see him then.’

Julie licked her dry lips. 'To—to s&an?'



'‘No, Miss Osbourne. For you to meet Mr Lionel PotscDan's
father.'

Julie was stunned, as much by the realisationttigirl seemed to
think Lionel Prescott would want to meet her asthy knowledge
that Dan had been lying to her.

'l—er—I thought Mr Prescott was—was unwell,’ shet gt
unevenly.

‘Not to my knowledge,” Mara Elliot denied smoothlyVill
twelve-thirty be all right with you?'

‘Twelve-thirty? Oh—no, no." Julie couldn't evemthstraight. "That
Is, it doesn't matter, thank you. I've made a rkiestd'm sorry |
troubled you—

'‘Wait!" the other girl sensed she was about to oifigind interrupted
her. 'lf—if | could get in touch with Dan—"

‘That won't be necessary.' Julie's words were etippnd tense.
‘Thank you for your assistance.’

'‘And if Dan comes into the office? Where shalllllhén he can getin
touch with you?"

'He can't,’ said Julie tightly. 'G'bye.’

Of course she cried again, more bitterly now, butfigently
energetically to obliterate her make-up and leaareelyes all red and
puffy. She was a mess, she thought miserably, gumyderself in
the mirror above the chest of drawers. Slasa mess and she hac
madea mess of her life. Were the Osbournes fated nt&vénd
happiness?



She didn't feel like any lunch, so she remaineldeinroom, lying on
her bed, trying to plan what she should do now. [Ekter had faded
into insignificance beside these latest revelatidmg if Adam had
written it, he had destroyed the last links betweem.

She must have dozed because she awakened withtaosthe
phone's ringing. She was slightly dazed, but shié&od imagine who
might be ringing her here, and guessing it mughbeconcierge, she
groped for the receiver.

'‘Miss Osbourne?' It was the receptionist. "We havesitor for you,
waiting in the hall. Would you like me to send hip?'

'‘Him?' Julie swallowed convulsively. 'Who— who is it?"
‘A Mr Prescott, ma'am.’

'‘Oh!" Dan? Julie blinked rapidly. 'Oh, no! That iask him to wait.
[—I'll come down.'

How had he found her?

Scrambling off the bed, she stared in agony atréfection. Pale
cheeks, hollow eyes, traces of puffiness aroundidise-how could
she face him like this? And why had he come heré&atWwould he
possibly have to say to her now?

With trembling fingers she rinsed her face and taeplied her
make-up. Blusher only made her look hectic, likeamted doll, so
she had to be content with looking pale, thoughllyanteresting, she
thought unhappily. At least her hair was soft aiklysand if she
brushed it forward it tended to distract attentfoom her sallow
features.



The suede suit would have to do, she had no atteenand picking
up her handbag, she gave herself one last disedtegbpraisal before
walking the carpeted corridor to the lift.

Downstairs in the lobby she looked about her arstiguwanting to

be prepared for this meeting. She didn't want lwradme upon her
unannounced, and she hurried across to the renejsik to find out
where he was waiting.

'In here, ma'am,’ the young man behind the degctdid smilingly,
and Julie stepped hesitantly into the discreetlgtinosphere of the
bar.

It took her a moment to adjust her eyes, but be&re could
assimilate her surroundings a light hand touchedansm and an
unfamiliar male voice said: 'Julie?’

She looked up, startled, into eyes she recognisadace she didn't.
And yet the similarity was there, the way his lgggw back from his
temples, although in this case it was liberallgaked with grey, and
the faintly sensual curve of his mouth. It had ¢o0man's father, and
she panicked.

'I—no," she said foolishly, realising her accent wasngnher away,
and then heaved a heavy sigh. 'That is, | am Jyks, but |
didn't—want—expecto see you, Mr Prescott.’

‘That's good,' he said mildly. "You know who | @dow shall we stop
all this jittering and sit down?'

'Oh, but |—'

Julie glanced back longingly over her shouldernthealising there
was no escape, she acquiesced. Lionel Prescottexawomfortably
ensconced on the banquette, and ordered two Mal@iore seating



himself beside her. Then, when their drinks wetdeséore them, he
gave her a slightly rueful smile.

'So," he said. 'At last we get to meet.’
‘How did you find me?'

The words were out before she could stop themlimmel Prescott
didn't seem to mind.

'‘Well, | could say | hired a gang of private eyado the work for me,’
he remarked dryly, 'but | don't want to worsen itm@ression you
probably have of me, so I'll admit that Dan told.'me

‘Dan told you?"

‘That's right. He got the information from the Cglase in Toronto,
would you believe?'

Julie blinked, and then she remembered that wheasplied for her
visa she had had to state where she intendedytondteew York. But
if Dan had found that out, it must mean he hadrnettl to Georgian
Bay..



CHAPTER ELEVEN

SHE was staring blankly into space when Lionel Presqmike again.
'It doesn't really matter how | found you. The fagtl have, and |
can't deny I'm relieved. My son means everythingn& and while |
may have many faults, interfering with his lifenist one of them.’

Julie's brows descended and she turned to stdmenan disbelief.
"You mean—you mean Dan has— has told you—about—talsi

'You didn't know?"'
Julie shook her head. 'l—I didn't know what to kin
'‘But | understood him to tell me that—'

'He said you were ill, Mr Prescott,’ Julie brokedefensively. 'And
you're not, are you?"'

‘Ah. . .' Lionel Prescott nodded slowly. "You fouadt about that.
Who told you? Anthea? Corinne? Dan guessed thetenlhmuwas out
of sight they'd try to interfere.’

‘Then why didn't he warn me?' exclaimed Julie badfrfully, not
fully recovered from the emotive upheaval she hadffesed.
‘And—and why didn't he tell me the truth?'

Lionel sighed. 'That was my fault, I'm afraid. ked him not to.'

Julie couldn't take this in, and with a sympathskioug Lionel added:
‘This isn't really the place to discuss such thibgsit will have to do.
| asked Dan to come and see me because of a md'ssegeived.'

‘A message?' Julie stared at him.

'From a Mr Price?'



‘Adam?'
'l guess that is his name.'

Julie put a hand to her head. 'But—but why wouldardsend a
message to you? What could he possibly have tgdaf?'

‘Can't you guess?'

Julie's throat closed up. 'Oh, God!" Then she shwmokhead. 'But |
told Dan!

'l know it.'

‘But why would Adam do such a thing?"

'l imagine because he thought it might influencaggainst you.'
Julie hesitated. 'And—and that was why you senbDfam?’
‘Partly.’

‘Then I'm afraid | don't understand. Where is Défify are you here?
What are you trying to tell me?"

'‘Be patient,' he advised gently. 'At this momertinme,' he consulted
the gold watch around his wrist, 'Dan ought to behe airplane
bound for Kennedy. He'll be here in a couple ofreoAnd I'm here
to prevent you running out on him again.’

Julie was confused. 'You knew | called your office?

'Or course. Mara rang me at once, and as I'd airead Dan on the
phone from Forest Bay explaining that you'd disappe. ..' He
grimaced. 'We were all very relieved, believe me.’



Julie shook her head. 'If Dan had only explaingd. .

‘What about? Price's message? Or the publicitpdtisns are likely
to promote?'

'Whose actions? What publicity?' Julie was bewédetMr Prescaott,
if there's something more to this, something | &théaow. ..’

'l don't think it's my place, Julie," he said glyieand she gazed at him
in bafflement. And then, as if responding to heridemt
consternation, he added: 'You'll find out soon gmu guess.'

'‘Mr Prescott, please. .." Julie was almost besgdgdif. ‘Has this to do
with Dan and me? Did he tell you he'd asked medayrhim?'

'He did." Lionel Prescott nodded.
‘And—and you don't—disapprove?'

‘Julie!" He took one of her hands in both of Hdan has his own life
to lead. You want me to be honest with you? Alhtjd'll tell you.
His mother and |, we did hope he would marry a Wogerican girl.
But | didn't, so why should | expect him to?'

Julie shook her head. "Your sister—Corinne—'

'l know, | know. But although | have three daugbiéhave only one
son, Julie, and | don't intend to lose him. AnadWw | would if | tried
to stand in his way. He's a pretty easy-going guynally, but then so
am |. However, if you cross him. . ." He shrugd&du know what |
mean?’

Julie nodded, rather tremulously. 'l know.'



'So that's cleared that up. I'm not saying Dantherts going to greet
you with open arms—that's not her way. But she eetspDan's
wishes, and you know—I think she just might adngivar spirit.'

Julie pressed her lips together. 'So—so if it'sandb with Dan and
me, why did you mention Adam— and publicity?'

Lionel sighed. 'Julie—'
'It concerns me, doesn't it? Don't | have a righkriow?’

‘A right to know?' echoed Dan's father reflective¥es, | guess you
do at that. But Julie, these things are better leanoly lawyers, you
know. I'm just a banker. | wouldn't know how td tgu.'

‘Then just say it,' she exclaimed. 'Is it about—d @& He—he wasn't
murdered or anything, was he?'

'‘No.' Lionel pressed her hand once more and raledsé\o, I'm
afraid your father took his own life. However, Inciell you it has to
do with—why he died.'

Julie stared at him. 'Did Adam have something tavith that?' She
shook her head. '‘But they were friends! And in eage, how could
you find out a thing like that?'

Lionel studied her pale cheeks for several secdhds, he seemed to
come to a decision. 'All right," he said. 'I'll éxip what happened, at
least so far as | am concerned.' He paused. 'ytald had a message
from Price, didn't I? It was—Ilet me see—four dage aow. The day
you and Dan spent on the yacht, is that right? hddded, and he
went on: 'l got this telephone message, relayedAwithea, to the
effect that—well, that | ought to be warned themswinstability in
your family.'



'l see.'

Lionel frowned. 'Up until then, | hardly knew ofyoexistence. Dan's
mother and | have been in Miami for the past thveeks—'

Miami!

'—and although Anthea had phoned a couple of tico@splaining
that Dan was getting mixed up with some English, gve hadn't
taken her seriously.’

Julie quivered. She could still scarcely believat than was serious!

‘Anyway, your father's name was familiar to me, aredhlly
almost—accidentally, | learned of Price's involveiie

‘He was my father's partner.'

'Yes, my dear, | know.' Lionel looked solemn. 'Biabow well do
you know him?'

‘Very well. I've known him since | was tiny. And—nda after my
mother died and Daddy became—sort of withdrawnydeel to try to
take his place.’

‘Mmm." Lionel sounded doubtful. "Your father waglebt, | gather.'
‘That's right. Only Adam's money saved the firmmfroankruptcy.’

'Is that so?' Again there was a pregnant paus& tdoyou know all
this?'

‘Adam told me. After Daddy was dead. He—he had igtd
difficulties with interest payments. There was asiderable sum of
money involved. Several thousand pounds, | think.chuldn't face
prison, so he took his own life.'



Lionel was watching her closely now as he saidct'dow did taking
his own life solve anything?'

'‘Oh. . ." Julie shrugged. 'There was insurance nAdaalt with all
that. He said Daddy had done the only thing lefthbm, in the
circumstances.' 'l see.' Lionel sighed. 'And yoweneguestioned
that?'

'‘Questioned it? No. Why should 1?' Julie was puzzle

‘Julie, insurance companies don't pay out in cakssicide.’

'‘Oh, | know that, but Adam said this was a spemaak.'

‘A special case?'

'Yes.'

‘Julie, there is no such thing as a special casewKere suicide is
concerned. Can you imagine? Every guy who got fitancial
difficulties and thought of suicide would insurensielf several times
over. It's just not on, honey. Insurance compaarenot benevolent
societies. Believe me, | know!

Julie stared at him. 'But if there was no insuramoaey. ..’
‘Exactly. Where did the money come from?'

'Yes.'

'‘Would you believe Price?"

‘Adam?' Julie blinked. 'But if he could do that. ..

'—why didn't he do it sooner?'



She swallowed. 'Yes.'

Lionel sighed. 'l don't know how to tell you thimney, but the way |
hear it, Price had bought up all your father's slébhg before the
crash came.’

‘No!*
‘That's the way it's looking.'
‘But how do you know all this?'

Lionel hesitated. 'l have friends. Friends in EndlaRelatives,
moreover. | made a couple of phone calls, thalt's'After—Adam
contacted you?'

‘That's right." He shrugged. 'I'll admit, | wantedknow more about
this girl that Dan was getting involved with.'

Julie shook her head. 'But what did you mean apabticity?' She
moved her shoulders helplessly. 'How did anyonéagkhow?"

‘These things invariably come out, Julie. | suspgbet Price got
careless when he thought he'd gotten away witN'hitatever, it must
suit his purpose to be out of England right now.’

Julie tried to make sense of her thoughts. It waes, tAdam had been
unusually willing to leave his beloved apartmenid atome to
Canada, and he had deterred her from coming hootecdaild it be
true? Could he have professed friendship for hirefaand stabbed
him in the back like that? It didn't make senseeyithad been partners
for so long. . .

'‘But why?' she murmured now, hardly aware she wasing her
thoughts aloud, and Lionel said softly:



‘Perhaps you were the catalyst. Have you thougtitad®’
‘Me?'

‘Yes, you. Didn't Dan tell me that Price wantedn@&rry you?'
'‘Well, yes. But Daddy knew all about that.'

'‘Did he approve?'

Julie hesitated. 'l—I think so.’

'‘Didn't he think the man was too old for you? Dagsshe's at least
twenty years your senior.'

‘Well, he is, | know, but—' Julie broke off helpdfs ‘It was just
taken for granted.’

'‘By Price?"And—and me,' she admitted, unable solale herself of
all blame.

Lionel reached for his Martini. 'Oh, well, maybe'Nlveever know the
truth. The fact remains, he seems a pretty conibtapguy. Don't
you think so?"

Julie said nothing. She couldn't. She was too stub¢& make any
judgment. But one thing more needed to be confirr@geening her
handbag, she extracted the letter she had stufkreé the previous
morning and handed it to him.

'I—I received this,' she said jerkily, realisingwahat Dan could
have had nothing to do with it.

Lionel studied the letter disbelievingly. 'My Godbu don't imagine
Dan wrote this, do you?'



Julie licked her dry lips. 'l didn't know what toirtk at first. He'd
signed it. | couldn't tell whether it was his hamiiivg or not.. .’

Lionel nodded. 'It's not, | can tell you that.' pieused. ‘And if it had
been written at Forest Bay, the notepaper wouldehéeen
identifiable. Anthea has everything monogrammee.'fitdwned as
he examined the envelope. 'This is monogrammed!

'l know." Julie heaved a sigh. 'l think it's theelope our invitation to
your sister's barbecue came in.’

Lionel turned it over in his hands. 'So you're ssgimg someone else
wrote this letter. Who? Price?'

Julie shrugged. 'Perhaps.’
'Is this why you came to New York?'

She nodded again. 'l had to know, one way or therot had to speak
to Dan. But when | discovered you hadn't been ill—'

‘You thought the worst?"
'Yes.'

'‘Oh, Julie!" He touched her cheek with a gentledhanou've had a
hard time. And it's all been my fault. | told Danmake that excuse. |
wanted to warn him about Price, and | didn't kndwatwour reaction
might be. | had to speak with Dan alone.’

Julie felt too dazed to think coherently. So muet happened in
such a short space of time, she couldn't absalh @&nd all that was
real was that Dan loved her and wanted her, andad believe in
him.



Towards Adam she felt an intense feeling of incliggduEven now,
without Lionel Prescott's words ringing in her eatse could hardly
accept what she had learned. And yet she had itler®e in her own
hands. The letter—which he had delivered so cdlfedhe must
have banked on her lack of confidence in hersedfiog the balance.
And it almost had, let's face it, she thought deptdy. Without the
strength of her love for Dan, she might well haalkeh the easy way
out, and once she and Adam had left Georgian Baoutld have
been incredibly difficult to find them.

She shivered a little in the wake of this conclasiéverything could

have gone so badly wrong for her, just as it hach&r father, and
thinking of those debts William Osbourne had runale realised the
torment he must have gone through. She tried lnebether he had
shown any opposition to Adam's plans, but all #ret remembered
was his indifference towards her, which she hatbated to his grief

after her mother's death.

Noticing her drawn features, Lionel exclaimed: ishvlI'd insisted
that | should take you home with me, Julie, buDas said, | guess
you two young people need to be alone togethersigtesd. 'l know,
what say we take a ride down to the Prescott mgfliwe've got
plenty of time," he smiled, 'and we can always éeBan a message.
A genuine one this time.'

Julie agreed. She needed the break from her owmglhite, and they
rode the Avenue of the Americas to the giant slafser where the
Prescott group of companies had their offices. offeces were
closing, but walking the plate-glass walled halt&l aiding in the
high-speed elevators, Julie gained a little impogssf the efficiency
which had made the Prescott name so famous.

‘You know what Mark Twain said, don't you?' Liomemarked, as
she surveyed the sumptuous appointments of his btfge, and
when she shook her head, he went on: 'He said dgtda they ask,



how much does he know? In New York, how much isvbgh?" He
grinned. 'l guess this place appals you, doeg't it

Julie made an awkward gesture. 'Not exactly—-'
‘But you don't find it impressive?'
'‘Mr Prescott, | realise you expected Dan to mamglagirl—'

'l expected him to show good judgment, and you keomething? |
think he has.’

She stared at him. 'Were you testing me, Mr Pré&&cot

He shrugged. 'l admit, | was curious to see how would react to
this place.’

‘And if I'd reacted differently?'

‘But you didn't," said Lionel, tucking his hand endher elbow. '‘And
I'll be complacent and say that | knew it all aloAdter all, | taught
Dan everything he knows.'

Not everything, thought Julie dryly, but she didi@htradict him.

Back at the hotel, Julie entered the lobby halfrapensively. She
was tired, more tired than she had realised, archal yet to learn
whether Dan had forgiven her. His father had beed, bbut was she
not expecting too much of their relationship? Hae time and the
place not distorted their real feelings for onetha?

She crossed the carpeted hall on leaden feet, lerd gaw Dan
himself, standing beside the display cabinets, trapdy

contemplating their contents. It was a differenhDand yet the same,
his casual clothes having given way to a dark dpemge suit, the
usual open-necked shirts replaced by a pristinéewdne, a dark tie



slotted neatly beneath the collar. It accentuateddm, and his hands
pushed carelessly into the pockets of his pants tiex attention to
the muscular length of his legs. Oh, God, she thbhglplessly, | do
love him,l do,and then faltered in mid-step as he turned ancheaw

Julie...’

The word was uttered half under his breath, burehd her name on
his lips as he strode eagerly towards her. Ignomwgryone,

including his father behind her, he pulled her atmoughly into his

arms, and his mouth on hers erased all the hoofotise last three
days.

The kiss was not long, but it was hard and passorand their
intimacy was in no doubt when he lifted his he#ide 'been nearly
out of my mind," he toldher with barely suppresaaduish, and she
touched his face almost wonderingly as she said:

'So have I

His eyes narrowed, returning to the parted swestoéfier mouth,
and then realising they could not continue this veosation

satisfactorily here, he forced himself to look begder to where his
father was assuming a feigned interest in an enasntmwl of

flowers occupying a central plinth.

'So you made it,' he said, addressing the older, arach Julie turned
half tremulously to face her future father-in-law.

'‘Don't | always?' Lionel enquired dryly, giving i&ub conspiratorial
smile, and Dan's hand on her shoulder tightened.

‘Where were you?' he demanded. 'I've been waitlimgpsd twenty
minutes.'



'Didn't you get the message?' asked Lionel, frogniand Dan
nodded.

‘Yeah, | got it,’ he agreed, drawing Julie backiragahim, as if he
couldn't bear for them to be apart. 'But what tgoyd so long?'

'l was just showing your—Julie—your grandfatheffgce.'
'Oh,' Dan nodded, 'l get it. To see if she was esped, right?'

Lionel shrugged. 'Julie and |—understand one ampthihink." He
smiled again. "You don't begrudge me that, do you?"

Dan looked down at Julie with lazily mocking eyéguess not,' he
admitted. 'Just so long as you don't expect mevitel you to join us
for dinner. We have a lot to say to one another.’

'‘My dismissal,' remarked Lionel wryly, grimacingJatlie once again.
You'll come over to the house later?’

‘Tomorrow," said Dan firmly, and Julie quiveredellTMa not to
worry. We won't elope. | promised her a proper wegdand that's
what she shall have. And you can tell her that e arrange it,
hmm?' This as he looked down at Julie. 'We're yannily from now
on,' he added huskily. 'And we want to do it rigtgn't we?'

Julie nodded, too full of emotion for speech, amahkl decided the
time had come to make his departure. "Tomorrow),tle said, and
after a moment's hesitation he leant forward andched Julie's
cheeks with his lips. 'We'll look forward to thatg said gently, and
left them.

With his father's departure, Dan swung her rounth¢e him again,
his face a little strained in the artificial light$ the lobby. 'Do you



have a suite?' he demanded, and in breathlessdbaescplained she
had aroom.'Okay,' he said. 'Let's go there, shall we?'

The look in his eyes was unguarded, and her lipeg@an nervous
anticipation. Nodding her head, she led the waggto the lifts, and
suffered the bellboy's cheerful patter as they radeg to the
fourteenth floor.

Walking along the corridor, Dan didn't touch hergd@ahe fumbled in
her handbag for her key, pulling it out and drogpit) and having
him retrieve it for her as they reached the padali®or. Dan himself
opened the door, lifting the plastic card from desand hanging it
outside with the word®o Not Disturbplainly in view. Then he
closed the door and attached the safety chaindeéaching for her.

‘Julie,' he groaned, pressing her body closelyrag&im. 'Oh, Julie,
don't ever do anything like that to me again!

' won't,' she whispered huskily, then wound hemsaaround his neck
as his mouth searched for hers.

There was a hungry eagerness in his kiss, a kindewérish

desperation, born of the agonies of anxiety heshdféred in those
hours before he knew where she had gone. It wi$iacouldn't get
enough of her, and her lips parted beneath his.

After the emotional torment she had gone througtvas infinitely

satisfying having him holding her again, and shehed closer,
uncaring in those moments that there were stithaay things to be
said between them, so many things to explain. Sh@ed him and
she knew he wanted her, and no other assuagemeid ease the
aching hunger inside her.



Yet she found she was still nervous when he drevichiéhe bed, and
touching the fine mohair of his jacket, she murnduf®our—your
suit—you'll ruin it"

His reaction was immediate. 'If you're worried,téke it off,' he said
softly, unfastening his waistcoat, and suddenlyféars deserted her.

'‘Let me,' she breathed, brushing his fingers asidée,he. offered no
resistance as she unbuttoned his shirt and loodesdie.

‘Do you know what kind of a night | had last night@ demanded at
last, pressing her down on to the bed and covéengrembling body
with his own. 'l was desperate, not knowing whexeg'¢ gone or what
might have happened to you. And if I'd known youaveere—in
New York—'

'‘Don't talk,' said Julie huskily, winding her aram®und his neck and
pulling his mouth down to hers. 'Not now...'

Their lovemaking was as ardent and tumultuous less i&membered.

Dan brought her every nerve and sinew alive, sbgha wanted to
join herself to him and never let him go. Looking mto his taut

features as he brought her to the heights, shamelease when it
came, sliding down through the aeons of pleasutteeastasy, she felt
an enormous overflowing of love inside her, a degmse of

belonging, of involvement, of feeling herself atparthis man just as
he was a part of her.

'‘No one—but no one—has ever made me feel as yonelgroaned
at last, lifting his face from the moist hollowleér nape. 'Oh, Julie, |
love you so much. How could you believe I'd walk oo you?'

You told me your father was sick,' she reminded huskily, sliding
possessive fingers along his thigh, and he soughinfouth once
more before answering her.



'‘Didn't he explain that?' he asked, against her &pd she moved her
head in silent acknowledgement. 'He wanted tanellabout Price.’

'l know." Julie shifted sensuously beneath himt tBat wasn't all.’

'What else could there be?' Dan protested, impngoher teasing
fingers. 'Julie, be still. What do you mean—thattiall?*

Julie sighed. 'Let me get up and I'll show you.’

Dan pulled a wry face. 'Is that absolutely necggsar
'Only if you want to know.'

Dan drew an unsteady breath. 'l don't want todetgo.'

‘Then don't,’ she whispered, her tongue appearimgsiient
provocation, and for a while there was only the nsbwf their
tormented breathing in the room.

It was much later when Dan eventually rolled omiback, letting
her get off the bed. His eyes followed her, howgeward half
provocatively she put on his shirt, rolling up gheeves and wrapping
its folds closely about her. Then she picked uphasdbag and took
out the letter she had shown Lionel Prescott earlie

'Here,' she said huskily. 'Now perhaps you'll ustéerd.'

Dan sat up, pushing back his hair with a lazy h&tedfrowned as he
unfolded the letter, but the frown had deepenemargscowl when he
had read it.

‘The swine!" he muttered, crumpling it into a bdlhe swine! So that
was what he meant!'



Julie came to perch on the end of the bed, longj¢eged under her.
‘What who meant? Adam?'

'Yes,Adam!'said Dan savagely. 'The creep! I'd like to twistduts!
Julie shook her head. 'You've spoken to him?'

'Of course. Didn't my father tell you?"

‘No. He—he only said what—what he had told you.'

Dan nodded, massaging the back of his neck with bands. 'l guess
he thought it would be easier if | told you. Butel, it's not.' He
looked at her compassionately. 'Honey, can't wefquiget it?'

'‘Forget what?'

'‘Price! And his involvement with us! | doubt youdlier see him
again.'

‘You mean—he's gone?'

Dan nodded. 'He took off right after our little—teacation. Don't ask
me where. | don't want to know.'

Julie stretched out a hand and touched his knedinigers warm and
gentle. 'Dan..." She gazed at him adoringly. '#f i6 do with my
father, can't you tell me? Let's start as we meagoton. Don't let's
have any secrets from one another.'

'It's not my secret!" he muttered harshly, capturirer hand and
carrying it to his lips. 'But maybe you're right.aybe Price will
always stand between us if you don't know the truth



Julie nodded, and with a sigh he went on: 'Exaetiat did Dad tell
you? | guess you don't know about—about your f&hgebts, do
you?'

'Yes,' Julie reassured him. "Your father didn't imantell me, but |
persuaded him.'

'‘Ah!' Dan breathed a sigh of relief, pressing ips to her palm before
continuing. 'Okay, so you know that Price had beaming the
business for a number of years.'

'l suppose he had.' This was something Julie hathnaght of.

Dan nodded. 'What | guess you don't know is why—wubyr father
killed himself.'

'Because of the debts!"

Dan shook his head. 'l thought that at first. Bufidn't altogether
make sense. | mean, he'd been in debt for yeary. SNbuld it
suddenly become too much for him?'

Julie frowned. 'And you know why?'

'1 didn't. | was still puzzling that one out whamcE himself supplied
the answer.'

‘Adam?’

Dan sighed. 'Julie, | was desperate. You'd disapde@and no one
knew where you'd gone. | didn't even know why ydaken off like
that, and nor did the Galloways. They knew notlahgut this letter,
did they? Only two people knew about it. You—ane plerson who
wrote it.'



'‘Everything comes down to him, doesn't it?' Dansgee her cool
fingers against his hot forehead. 'Okay—so | werfirtd Price. He
was in your cabin. He seemed to be looking for sbimg. | guess
now it was the letter. He looked pretty sick whenshw me.'

‘*You told him you knew about—'

'Sure. | guess | said some pretty disgusting thibgswhatever, it got
him riled, the way | wanted him to be riled. A n@n make mistakes
when he's angry he'd never make when he's notd|hion that
whatever happened, | intendgolushould know the truth before you
entered into any further contract with him, andihk it dawned on
him you weren't about to come back. Not to him,veany:'

Julie stared at him. 'He didn't mention the letter?

‘Not in so many words. He only said that after winad happened,
you'd never want to see me again, but | didn't kndwat he meant by
that. And in any case, | was too hell-bent to ¢gacemuch over the
subtleties. | just wanted him to know that the Esiglpress were
getting mightily interested in his affairs, and @ipe investigation
was on the cards. | guess that threw him. Anywayyvént on about
you—how he'd done it all for you—'

'For me!’
'—and how your father had defrauded him.'
'‘Daddy?'

Dan nodded, holding her startled eyes with his o¥es. Apparently
Price lent your father the money as a kind of—d@agment. For
you!'

'Oh, Dan!"



He shook his head. 'I'm sorry, honey, but it's.teur father was
never for the deal, and | guess he tried everytaaet out of it.'

'And when he couldn't. ..’

Dan pressed her fingers to his lips. 'Don't blamarself, sweetheart.
You couldn't help it. Price was relentless. | guessknew you'd be
finished school in a couple of months. Maybe heeggwir father an
ultimatum. Whatever, he couldn't take it.'

'If only he'd told me!
'l guess he knew that if he did—'

'—I'd insist on marrying Adam?' Julie bent her he&té knew |
would.'

Dan tugged her gently towards him. 'So Price lastgamble. He
saved your father's name at the expense of his own.

'‘Oh, Dan'"

He sighed, pulling her close against him. 'Listgour father could
have gone to prison—'

'He knew I'd never allow that.'
'—s0 he did the only thing possible.'

‘But | could still have married Adam,' she exclaiimbalf tearfully,
and he cradled her head against his shoulder.

‘There is one more thing,' he told her gently. tié confide in
someone.'

'Who?' Julie lifted her head to stare at him.



'‘A—NMrs Collins?'
'‘Our housekeeper?'

Dan nodded. 'l don't know how much he told her. Majpist that he
was worried about your relationship with Price.'

'But she never said a word to me!'

'‘Perhaps when you went away she didn't realisedemeus it was.'
He paused. 'But from what my father learned fromdan, | would
say that Price has been making a nuisance of Hinggehg to the
house, acting like he owned it already. It got tenking—and
talking.'

‘And that's how the story came out?'

'‘Honey, where suicide is concerned, particularlytie case of
someone like your father, the press are alwaysasted.'

'l can't believe it!"
‘What? about Price?'
‘No. That—that Daddy would agree to such a thing."'

'He was desperate, too, remember? And your motlasrwery ill,
wasn't she?'

Julie nodded. 'She fell, quite by accident, andrag her spine. The
condition developed complications, a spinal infactthat affected
her brain—'

'‘Don't go on,' said Dan huskily. 'l know all ab@guDo you remember
when you told me your father had committed suicief? the wharf?
| remember.’



'Yes. Well, | had Uncle Maxwell find out all thecta for me then. |
wanted to know everything about you.'

‘And—and it didn't—deter you?'

'‘Does it look like it?' he murmured dryly, his lipgainst her temple.
‘Price knew that, too. | guess he decided to getvbile he could.'

'‘Where has he gone?’

'l don't know. Maybe the police will catch up witlhm. Whatever
happens, nothing can bring your father back.'

‘No.'

Julie nodded, and with an effort Dan said: 'How ldowu like to get
dressed now and go out for dinner?'

'Is that what you want?’

‘Me?' Dan's grin was rueful. 'No. But it's what yweant to do that
matters. Tomorrow you'll be meeting my mother. Thaty decision.
Tonight is yours.'

‘Then let's eat up here,' said Julie throatily. 8Afe ring room service,
and—'

"You're delicious, do you know that?' he exclaingdling her down
on top of him. 'You can read my mind. Going out ahdring you
with a hundred other guys is not my favourite oatign.'

'‘No." Julie forced the lingering regrets about fa¢iner's death to the
back of her mind, and smiled. 'l think | know wiiagét is.'

'‘Why not?' he demanded irrepressibly. 'You knowrghéng else
about me.'



Julie rested her head in the hollow of his shoult&yur mother? Is
she very formidable?"

Dan's chest heaved beneath her as he laughedveNgt he said
reassuringly. '‘Not where I'm concerned.’

‘You are her only son.'
'‘And you're going to be her only daughter-in-law.'
‘Am 1?' Julie lifted her head and looked into hyg® 'Am | really?’

‘You'd better believe it,' he told her fiercelydaihere was no better
conviction than the urgency of his kiss.

Eight weeks later, Julie walked out of the limplidds green waters of
the Caribbean, up the honey-pale sand to wherenirgvand was

reclining beneath a date palm. Dan had proppedditiragainst the

bole of the tree to pluck the strings of his gyibart he put it aside as
Julie approached him, stretching out his hand tde/her and pulling

her down beside him.

'‘Mmm, you taste salty," he murmured, nuzzling regyen 'But | must
admit | like the flavour.'

Julie returned his kiss with feeling and then peddsim away from
her. 'You'll get wet," she teased, indicating Weatshirt, but he only
flopped back on to the sand, pulling her on topiof.

'l guess | can stand it," he remarked lazily. ¥&d enjoy your swim?'

‘Very much,' she agreed, and then pleased himrhyntupink. 'Were
you watching me?'



‘All the time," he told her huskily. 'l told youwas good. Perhaps I'll
join you tomorrow.'

‘Dan, if this wasn't a private beach—'

'—I| wouldn't suggest it,’ he grinned, and she hal face in the
hollow of his throat.

Later, after she had towelled herself dry and resiithe bikini she
had shed before bathing, Dan stroked a rueful fidgevn her spine.

'‘Only four more days,' he said, with a sigh. 'l 'devant to leave. |
don't want to take you back and share you withreélseof my family.’

Julie smiled. 'Darling, we'll have our own homer own house. We
needn't go out a lot, if you don't want to."'

Dan pulled her close to him. 'At least Dad's pra&disme that job in
Toronto in the spring. You'll like Toronto. It'st&o abrasive as New
York. And we'll have more time to ourselves.'

Julie shook her head. 'You may get tired of that...

‘Never,' he said vehemently. 'l can never get emaig/ou. You're
under my skin, and in my blood. You're a delightl antemptation,
and | can't believe you're my wife.'

‘You'd better believe it,’ said Julie humoroushkanging down at her
still flat stomach. 'Remember, there'll be threeusf moving to
Toronto in the spring.’

'l know.' Dan's eyes were gentle, and his handgsissessively over
her stomach. 'Don't you really mind?'

‘Do you?'



'Oh, honey. .." His lips stroked her ear with wansistence. 'l can
think of nothing more desirable than knowing myla¢hs growing

inside you.' His eyes darkened into passion. ‘Yoo'tcknow how
good that makes me feel.'

'l do," she breathed unevenly. 'The child—he's.ddess part of you,
in me...

Dan was not proof against such emotive talk, and fwhile only the
seabirds disturbed the deepening shadows of Istenabn. But at
last he let her go, and Julie sat up, looping hersaaround her
drawn-up knees.

'‘Can we go and see Pam and David when we get bdd¢gw York?'
she asked, gazing out towards the shadowy outlindastinique,
only twenty miles distant, and Dan stretched lazily

'If you like," he said drowsily. 'But be prepared iy mother to want
to take care of you. You're going to have her firsindchild. She can
be very possessive.'

‘Like her son,' declared Julie provokingly, andntlaelded: ‘Do you
think we could take Brad out in the yacht one ewg®il once
promised | would ask you, but | never did.'

'l guess so.' Dan grinned up at her. "You knowhaeas we ought to
stay with Anthea and Max. | got the feeling at ¥edding that she
admired you for what you did. And now that Corisndécided to go
to England. ..'

Julie shrugged. 'If you like. So long as we're thge' She glanced
down at him. 'l never knew one person could beagpi!’

Dan sat up, and draped a lazy arm about her shsulifée're very
lucky," he agreed, kissing her shoulder. 'Now,Iski@lgo back to the



villa? Clothilde will be preparing dinner, and | mao take a shower
first.' He paused before adding wickedly: '"With you

Later that evening they sat on the verandah o¥ittee at peace with
the muted sounds of the island. The Prescotts otmedilla at Cap
d'Emeraude in St Lucia, and these past four wedkgheir
honeymoon had been a heavenly time of sun andssahdater, and
warm, intoxicating nights of love. Already Juliedha kind of glow
about her, that wasn't just the result of the golten she had
acquired, and Dan's possessive gaze rested ofteardissom form.
They loved, and they were in love, and they neexedne else.

Now, however, Julie sighed, and Dan, attuned toewery mood,
leaned towards her perceptively.

'l know," he said. 'You're feeling sorry for Priten sorry you had to
find out.'

Your father knew | would want to know,' she samdiching his cheek
with tender fingers. "You were right to show me letier. Things
have been kept from me for too long.'

Dan nodded. 'He had it coming.'
'‘What will they do to him?'

'‘What can they do? He didn't actually cause yotlrefato take his
own life. The business over the debts may warramstigation, but |
doubt there's enough evidence to convict him.'

Julie shook her head. 'Would you think | was sillysaid I'm glad?'

'‘No." Dan covered her fingers with his, and squeéeaad she went
on:

'I—I have so much, somehow. | can't begrudge hmfrieiedom.’



'l wouldn't have you any other way,' said Dan hiyskCome on, let's
go for a walk. We still have four more days—ninsty-more hours!
And | intend to make the most of them. . .’



