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In bed with her enemy!

Justin Waite made it plain that Lucy could losergtleng if she

didn't marry him--so she agreed to tie the knattidihad claimed he
only wanted a marriage of convenience, but sotedame clear he
actually wanted a wife--in the fullest sense of wad! Justin was
supposed to be Lucy's enemy, so why was she tzedaby the

thought of sleeping with her own husband?



CHAPTER ONE

'‘JUSTIN, this is unbelievable; there's a photographer—soiny, |
didn't realise you were with someone.'

Lucinda Waite paused on the threshold of her hu$batudy, then
swept in, continuing, 'But it's only you, Sasha—wglou and
someone else. How do you do?' she added politéhetthird party in
the study. 'I'm Justin's wife Lucinda, but mostgeacall me Lucy.
Who are you?' she enquired, extending her handogisly.

'‘Robert Lang,' the third party murmured, risingtiyasand taking the
extended hand. 'How do you do, Mrs Waite?' He whsuta
twenty-three and looked both embarrassed and kligazed.

‘Not very well, thank you, Mr Lang," Lucy Waite teg with a
grimace. '‘My privacy is being invaded—and | caelphfeeling you
might be responsible for it all.’

Robert Lang blinked beneath a clear blue gaze asmdkema mental
note that registered some surprise. Theyethe colour of deep blue
velvety pansies, her eyes, and her skin had thereexof cream
rosebuds while her hair, caught back carelessly tivacolour of ripe
wheat. Now, now, he cautioned himself, lettingdage drift over the
rest of Lucinda Waite, it can't be all perfecti®@hort legs possibly,
out of proportion with the rest of her, or hippydgrear-shapedhick
legs—no, his eyes widened, talk about legs, thag wensational...

‘You're staring, Mr Lang,' Sasha Pearson saidlliraudibly and
not quite kindly. She was an elegant redhead irebdy thirties but
whether she was family hadn't been made clear.

But Robert Lang, despite his youth, was not withomarm and
ingenuity. 'l sure am,' he conceded boyishly. ‘tnpof fact, I'm
quite bowled over. | don't think I've ever seenarg/ as lovely as



you, Mrs Waite—er— if you'll forgive me for sayirgp, sir!' He
turned deferentially to Justin Waite still sittibghind his desk, not
altogether in a further demonstration of his chhunbecause, to his
mind, Justin Waite was not the kind of man one gzffence to and
possibly least of all in the matter of his stunmyrigeautiful, flawless,
twenty-year- old-if-she-were-a-day wife.

‘You're forgiven, Mr Lang," Justin Waite said. 'Myfe has been
having that effect on people since she was in faelle.' He moved in
his chair and stood up, revealing most of the @merfoot, lean,
muscled length of him that, coupled with ratherdhgrey eyes and a
look of worldliness and experience, had kindled €ébd_ang's
wariness in the first place. ‘My wife has also,Weat on coolly, 'been
leading people up the garden path for almost ag.'lon

Lang's eyes widened and jerked to Lucinda. But, ffam any
expression of outrage, she merely smiled fainttyd awurmured,
‘What have | done now, Justin?'

'Invaded your own privacy, my dear, from what | gather. Did you
or did you not write to a certain publication andite them up here to
do a story on the place, and on you?"

'Yes, | did—so that's who you are!' Lucy said togavith a glorious
smile. 'But you didn't let me know you were comihghought you
must be one of those maverick journalists who tprfrom time to
time and make my life a misery.’

‘Lucy, that happened once and has never been egpehistin Waite
said in the kind of voice that caused Robert Lamges trepidation,
although it didn't seem to have any effect on hfs.w

'‘And the reason you didn't know he was coming, L'u8asha
Pearson—wherédid she fit in? Robert wondered—rose and picke



up a letter from the desk, 'is because while Jastthl were away you
didn't bother to open any mail although you assuaned/ou would.’

‘That's right," Robert Lang said eagerly. 'l dickevand suggest today
iIf it would suit you.'

'Oh, dear,’ Lucy Waite said regretfully. "You rgahould have
waited for a reply, Mr Lang, but now | know who yare, we might
as well go ahead. I've got nothing else on. By \lag, you are
indispensable, Sasha, aren't you? Forgive me faragaubting it! I'l
just go and get changed.’

*You'll do no such thing, Lucy.'
‘Justin,' Lucy protested. 'Why not?’

Blue eyes stared into hard grey ones and, despiyenaild protest
registering in Lucy Waite's expression, the atmesphvas suddenly
electric and Robert Lang found himself, to his aemaznt,
wondering what went on behind locked doors betwhkestin Waite
and his wife. Did he beat her or did he throw heesd on the bed and
make punishing love to her...

'‘Because | say so, Lucy," Justin Waite said witldsen detachment as
he looked away from his wife thereby seeming to tbet electric
current between them. '‘Go back to your horses, eay,cand | will
apologise for this misunderstanding.' .

Lucy Waite shrugged. 'Whatever you say, Justie,'mbrmured. 'Do
forgive me, Mr Lang,"' she added. 'l haven't beerrigdvery long,
you see, so I'm not altogether familiar with th&es, | guess, but I--'

‘Lucy--'

‘Just going, Justin. Bye!' She strolled out withave.



'| gather,’ Justin Waite said across the dinndetdb his wife, ‘that
today's events were more shots in the war you @@anine the day
you married me, Lucy.’

Lucy Waite smoothed down the skirt of the clingithang-sleeved
black dress with a heart-shaped neckline that siieldged into for
dinner and picked up her soup spoon. She'd aldedua creamy
gardenia into the hair that was lying loose andlimg on her
shoulders. "You gather right, Justin.’

‘It wasn't much of a shot.’

Lucy sipped her soup then grinned. 'As a mattdacif | thought it

quite got you off the bit for a moment, Justin.'eSthanged her
expression to one of severity and mimicked, ' "Miyevhas been
leading people up the garden path from the cra8let'yes, it would

have been better if it had come off,' she concetfaali do so hate
publicity, don't you, Justin?"'

'l can't believe you really enjoy it," he commendieidly.

Lucy wrinkled her nose. 'lt was only a rural pagehought it was
rather tasteful to choose a rural paper insteaal i@tional daily. And
all I'd planned to do was show them the house amaesof...our
treasures, and all your improvements to the prgpértvould have
been quite a scoop for that young man, don't yokthSomething
about the Waites in a newspaper, even just a mal You've
probably blighted his career, Justin, and he wierasweet, really.’

'l haven't blighted his career at all, but he daederstand now that
my wife is off limits so you might as well forgeinm, Lucy. And any
other young man who takes your fancy.'



Lucy laughed and pushed away her soup. 'You percars quaking
iIn my shoes, Justin,’ she murmured. 'Still, all may be lost," she
mused. 'There's got to be at least one personheut now who's
thinking that the Waites of Dalkeith and Riverbemave a very
strange marriage.'

'On the contrary, there could be at least one peosit there who is
actually thinking that Lucinda Waite is a spoilaband deserves a
good lesson.’

'‘From my experience of young men, Justin, theytdgmierally have
those thoughts about me. It's only your generatiahieast, you're
the only one of your generation | have to go owl, lamave to tell you
that if you mean what | think you mean--'

‘That you deserve to be put over someone's kneeeaminonially
spanked?' he broke in lazily.

'‘How picturesque.' For the first time a little dlof anger lit Lucy's
eyes. 'l have to tell you | should probably getasgry I'd even be
capable of taking a pot-shotyaiu. Don't forget I'm an excellent shot
and | would know exactly how to inconvenience yansiderably
without doing a lot of harm—and make it all lookdian accident

anyway.'

‘That wasn't what | had in mind, Lucy,' he drawladd reached for
the decanter to pour himself some wine.

‘How brave you are,' she retorted.

‘What | had in mind—were | so minded," he continusalding his
wine glass up to the light meditatively, ‘was atesof another kind.
Such as--' he put the glass down gently and thgss docked
'—removing your dress from your delectable bodyawering your
breasts and the rest of you and making love touyaillyou're—shall



we say, in a much more amenable frame of mind¥é Kais theory

on women,"' he went on, idly inspecting the pulsd ttad started to
beat rather erratically at the base of Lucy's thr&éhat without

regular, satisfying sex they become fractious amgliesome, and in
your case in particular, dear Lucy, that what yeally need is a
couple of kids to keep you out of mischief.’

It took Lucy several moments to gather enough caupoto be able
to speak, moments that were made worse for hemubedaer tall,
satanic husband did not relax his leisurely scyuth her in the
slightest and then had the gall to pour her a giéggne and push it
towards her with a faintly amused twist of his lips

In the end, as she sipped the golden liquid, it mew/ho spoke first.
‘You don't agree?"

'l think," Lucy said carefully, 'that it's a pityoy didn't live in a
different era, a bygone era for example, when womere treated
like chattels and it was accepted practice to gdiserabout them as
if they were so many... sheep. As if they had nedsy only instincts.'

‘Then tell me this—you've ordered the course & tharriage so far;
how happy has it made you?'

‘You've gone along with it,' she said tautly.

‘Were you secretly hoping I'd do something as uticcand
as—excitingas taking you against your will after you made ryot
dramatic declaration on our wedding-night?'

Lucy gasped. 'Only minutes agouwere talking about... yowere
talking about...'

‘Something quite different, Lucy,' he said.



'l can't see it, personally.' She looked at himaately .

'l was talking about finding out what your will tBas in this matter,’

he said and his teeth glinted in a sudden grimDook so worried,

I'm not going to do it. Not tonight, at least. Budo make the point
that to a certain extent you've given me yoursgla dnostage in this
ridiculous war, Lucy, and perhaps you should biearmind the next

time you decide to fire any shots. Would you caralish up the

casserole or shall I?'

Lucy put down her napkin and stood up. The sihasserole was on a
hot plate on the sideboard. 'l will, she said, loidn't move
iImmediately. 'Justin, you gave me very little cleoabout marrying
you. You made it very plain that | could lose evbnyg | possessed,
not the least my home, where I've lived all hfg, if | didn't marry
you. You put it to me that we could fight each otfar years over
Dalkeith and that yowouldfight for it although it was more or less
all I had, while you'd inherited Riverbend and magdarself a huge
fortune on top of it--'

"That's debatable--'

'‘Don't interrupt,' she commanded. 'But since yoveh#@ was never
my fault that our fathers were foolish enough tonabis place in
partnership and then even more foolish to falvaithh each other and
leave us to inherit this mess--'

‘Lucy, the cold, hard facts of the matter aretkeldifferent. Because
Riverbend and Dalkeith are ad-joining propertied decause our
fathers were friends, when your father got int@fiaial difficulties,
my father offered to inject some money into the pland accept a
partnership in return—silentpartnership,” he said significantly. Anc
waited while Lucy tried to look unaffected but &dl He went on,
'‘What broke up the friendship, despite this conoes® your father's
ego, despite trying to help save Dalkeith from goumder the



hammer, was that your father persisted in believirg Australia
could ride on the back of its sheep forever andgtwuevery
suggestion my father ever made for diversificatimway from
growing wool.'

Lucy bit her lip. 'l didn't know all that," she daravely, however.

'‘No, but that wasn't my fault," he retorted impatiie 'It was his fault
that you didn't know, his fault that you were alemhto queen it over
all and sundry as Lucinda Wainright of Dalkeith areler suspect
you'd have to share this place with anyone, letalwithme,whom
your father had given you the impression you shatigant to know
any more anyway.

Although--' his eyes glinted '—there were times wh®u didn't
mind knowing me, Lucy.'

She coloured faintly but said with spirit, 'If yoei'referring to the
days when | was barely out of rompers and didrdinkbetter than to
follow you around whenever you were here--'

'‘As a matter of fact I'm not referring to those slayhe said
softly—and said no more.

She blushed properly this time, which made heriangif this is
your revenge for--' She stopped abruptly.

It isn't," he answered equably. ‘Not against ymyway.'

‘Then tell me this, Justin: whatsyour motivation for coming to see
me only a fortnight after my father's funeral aetling me that the
only sensible course for us to pursue was to getie'

‘Ah, well, my better nature did slip a bit therave to confess. You
were so proud. | could also visualise the comphbeoat that might



arise if someone else married you or got you preghafore we'd
sorted it all out. You have to agree, Lucy, that yeft a trail of
broken hearts around the district—it was reallyyanmatter of time
before you—er—fell. But of course, there was alse way you'd
grown up, five foot see of sheer perfection, a lyatbhzzler in fact,’
he said with a shrug. 'lt occurred to me that md¢ aould | not mind
being married to you, but, since we had such amlcbmmon--' his
eyes drifted around the beautiful room '—it woulchi®ify matters
considerably.’

'I'm only surprised you don't have another thednygy said through
her teeth. 'That wives can be schooled and trdikedorses. Or is
that still to come?’

'‘Provided you get them young enough, it could pessibility, even
though you were so spoilt and indulged by your dathhe said
indifferently and shrugged again. 'Lucy, how muohder do we
have to wait to eat? We've had all this out beféred you were the
one,' he said with sudden impatience, 'who accepiggroposal.
Which to my mind, if we're really discussing mosabperiority, puts
us on a par. Although you mentioned earlier thttréatened you
with something like poverty. In fact | offered tayyou out, and that
would have been a long way from poverty, my dear.’

'‘But | didn't want to be bought out. | decidedight in the only way |
could think of for my birthright, Justin. My gregtandparents
happen to be buried here, and my mother and novathegr, | love
every acre of Dalkeith and sometimes, when you lssething
enough, you're prepared to go to extraordinaryttentp preserve it.
Besides which, it occurred to me,' she said softihat you'd find it
not considerably simpler but much more difficult dspossess a
wife, Justin.'

‘A wife, yes, Lucy,' he said. 'But there are certhings you have to
do to become a true wife.'



'It's only your word against mine—abh,' she saithecself. 'So that's
why you haven't forced me to go to bed with youluYe keeping
your options open, aren't you, Justin? But whil@anulment on the
grounds of non-consummation may entitte me to leksyour
property, it is only your word against mine.'

He lay back in his chair and watched her. 'Would Ve about
something like that, Lucy?'

'‘Where you're concerned, | might. Don't forgetavé to put up with
your mistress parading herself around my home—wimMs what
flights of fancy the mere fact of that might pronmptme—where is
Sasha, by the way?'

‘She's gone back to Riverbend and she's not myassst
‘Then she's dying to be your mistress.'

‘She happens to be an employee, my private adsistelmarge of the
stud at Riverbend, as you very well know; and séeteemely good
at her job, that's all; what makes you think she..hdahe ambition
you're accusing her of?’'

Lucy turned to the sideboard at last. 'You'd prop&lave to be a
woman to understand that. But | would have thoaglen you could
see the sort of censorious way she treats me.'

‘There are times when you lay yourself open to, thaty.'

Lucy heaped a fragrant portion of lemon chickentaa plate, and
some steaming, fluffy rice, and laughed. 'Perhags. But she does
so obviously hold this conviction that you were nmadmarry me

whatever else she is or isn't, you see. On theestibf mistresses, by
the way..."' She turned and carried his plate avéirh, not unaware
that his gaze was following every move she mads Went back for



her own. 'At thirty, you must have had some, propdbzens. You're
successful, you're good-looking when you're nohdaaritical and
superior—did none of them prompt you to think ofrrizage for all

the right reasons?' She sat down and helped hdosstilad then
courteously handed the crystal bowl to him. 'Taganha Madden,
for example,' she added pointedly. 'I'm sure afgbeople thought
that was dait accompli.'

'So did I—once upon a time,' she said musinglyraftevhile when
she thought he wasn't going to answer.

‘What happened? Did she have nothing as enticitigeasther half of
Dalkeith to offer you?'

‘She—had her reasons.'
'You don't seem particularly perturbed," Lucy saitheringly.

He smiled fleetingly. 'One lives and learns, | gudsucy," he said
after a pause, 'considering our feelings on thejestibof
Dalkeith—and while | acknowledge mine aren't asltmiatic and
loving as yours, nonetheless it is very importantne—considering
that we have" its best interests at heart in otlerds, would it be so
hard to see whether we couldn't make a go of thisiage?'

She considered for a long time then she said rdtleakly, "That's
like asking a nation to love their invaders. | domink it's possible. |
mean, for another thing, there's the problem tloat gon't respect
me— you surely couldn't if you really believe thagular sex is all |
need to keep me happy--'

‘There's a difference between regular sex andd@atissex.'



She shot him an oblique look. "Your ego is realgnomental, Justin,
even for a man. Altight, but I'm still just another giddy girl to you,
aren't I?'

'l suppose it wasn't a help possessing such stgmmaks on top of a
father who spoilt you rotten, but you certainly dayo out of your
way to dispel that image, Lucy.'

She looked across at him and there was somethimgusly haughty
in her eyes. 'Perhaps not, but that might not beéhate is to me. For
example, | do know quite a lot about Dalkeith amavht runs—if
young men can sow their wild oats, why can't didse a few giddy
salad days, anyway?'

He put his knife and fork together and stared attHor a long
moment, before raising his eyes to hers. And theeret was
something curiously enigmatic in them as he sdiek told you,
what's history can remain so. Your legion of loveasd
my—multitude of mistresses. Unfortunately, you'e¢ igto the habit
of sending out unmistakable signals—you're probalgiit about
young Mr Lang and the kind of thoughts he's haahbgut you now.’

Lucy grimaced.

‘Not picking up the bait, Mrs Waite?' Justin saidtlg but with an
undercurrent of mockery.

She tightened her mouth and subjected him to a deeplook of
considerable scorn.

He only laughed quietly. 'Just one more thing, Luicycase you
haven't already got the message, if celibacy isfnetg irksome then
| am your only alternative. Remember that.'



She burst into speech. '"What about you? You deallyrexpect me to
believel amyouronly alternative.'

‘Well, you are, so bear that in mind as well, mard®&ut I'm afraid
celibacy, inside marriage, certainly won't suit foeever.' He stood
up. 'And you know, Lucy, while | give your devotitm Dalkeith full
credit, there's no way a twenty-year-old girl could it. There was
no way you could have gone on without the kind asicit needs
again—and Dalkeith has become a rather expensistrgafor us
Waites.' He stopped and watched her as she toglotheand looked
away uncertainly. Then he went on quite gentlyt ‘tBis way, here
you are, mistress of it, and if you've got as msehse as | think you
have in your more rational moments you must kndsviit good
hands. By the way, I'm taking a couple of weeksaoff we're giving
a house party this weekend. You might need to meixira help.
Goodnight.'

A couple of hours later, Lucy walked into her bemmoand closed the
door.

As part of the austerity measures her father hagh derced to

introduce before his death, there was no live- aude help on
Dalkeith. In fact Lucy had cut short her bachelbrads degree to
come home and look after her father six months awb after her
marriage, a curious marriage to say the leastd steeided to keep it
that way. It gave her something to do, and shesdodiered that, in
lieu of her deep interest in Dalkeith being takenauisly, her interest
despite herself in the crops Justin planned to grod the sheep it
still ran across its thousand acres of outback emesNew South
Wales, that only left her horses for her to occhpyself with. And

two mares in foal and two gelding hacks, devotethéon though she
was, didn't take up a lot of time.



She did have a cleaning lady who came in daily afarmhand to
tend the fireplaces, but it had come as some s@poi her, in those
last days of her father's decline, to find that shyed cooking and
gardening.

She sighed suddenly, pushed herself away fromdbe ahd picked
up the silver-framed photo of her father from hexsding-table. No
matter the things that she'd come to suspect egebhis death,
such as his being eminently suited to being a gerath of leisure but
nota gentleman farmer, and what she'd discovered dloufter his
death—that he'd tried to rescue Dalkeith from thiekbagain by
gambling on horses, despite it all, she'd loved amd, only three
months later, still missed him unbearably at tinfflesothing else he'd
certainly loved her unstintingly, and he'd taugét all the things he
held dear to his heart, among them riding, shoamdfishing. He'd
also taught her about art and music, he'd takemohfaraway exotic
places, he'd helped her to fix her taste in clotmed all manner of
things and yes, spoilt her wildly. But he'd newasted a stepmother
on her after her own mother, whom she couldn't rebe¥, had died.
In fact, she suspected he'd never got over heraristdeath, and
certain things in life hadn't had much meaning han after it.
Including Dalkeith.

He'd also sent her to a very expensive conventosalbere the
Mother Superior had been strong-minded enough teepere with
the motherless, precocious, mischievous and oftewndght

naughty Lucy Wainright despite the battles royaytd had since
Lucy had been placed in her care at nine and g hatl she'd
continued there until she was seventeen and a Thia#dy'd even
parted on terms of mutual respect and by that guie some mutual
affection, although each was loath to admit it.

But had her father, Lucy wondered, as she staregindat his
handsome likeness, never really realised how mualkdith, above
all else, had meant toer! That even in her giddy salad days whe



she'd been queening it over all and sundry—her digshed
briefly—it, even more than her father, had beenrthek to come
back to. Did she have more of her Scottish greatdparents in her
than he'd ever had? A spiritual affinity with tlandl that was like a
physical tie? Had he not known that, without himd amithout
Dalkeith, brave, bright Lucinda Wainright, darliofjsociety, was in
fact lonely and more than a little frightened? Bathad known how
much she loved Dalkeith; wasn't that why he'd néserher he'd lost
half of it to Justin's father?

She pushed off her shoes and curled up in the yehlet armchair
beside the fireplace, and stared into the fliclgrilames with a
faraway look in her eyes.

It was ironic but true that she had hero-worshipjestin Waite as a
child. It was also true that Justin had, withoutdngite understanding
it, achieved the status of a hallmark in her mindrey her adolescent
years. A hallmark that she had involuntarily fouredself measuring
other boys, then men up against, and finding mb#tem wanting.

This had also led her, once she'd left school anthe few social

occasions that they had met, to treat him with dalteur, yet to
experience an undoubted desire tonbgced.

‘And he noticed," she murmured a little bitterlgr ltheeks feeling
warm again. 'Although the only sign he ever gavetafias that
hateful little glint of amusement in his eyes—I lleao hate him
now!'

She sat up breathing quickly but also feeling aotisr mixture of
confusion and guilt. Why hadn't she pressed hdrefator details
about his rift with the Waites, despite his extremkictance to say
more on the subject? Well, | did try, she admitédd of course |
know now that he couldn't bring himself to tell nvbat was going
on—the fact that Riverbend did diversify and gooirireeding
racehorses with spectacular success must haveabhesmful blow to



his pride, but why couldn't | have realised it la time? And then
what he did say, about us no longer being good gimdar the
Waites, set my back right up. With the result, stveceded gloomily,
sinking back in the chair, that | made myself ndicwis by treating
Justin the way | did. But did | really offend hirm&.ugh for him to
take this kind of revenge? To make me marry hitmoaigh he didn't
love me and so he can get all of Dalkeith? she dadkerself
miserably.

And answered herself a little tartly—apart from amg him, | doubt
it. | mean, | nevesawhim without some beautiful woman on his arr
or doing something spectacular like playing polem@wing on some
twelve- metre yacht, and of course he then proakéalanake his
own fortune.

She brooded darkly for a moment on how Justin redcert a

run-down saddlery business and built it into aoratide success
story—another one—and so not only did Riverbendd Sitoduce

top-flight progeny, but Riverbend Saddlery produsaddles of the
finest quality, with an international reputationdaall sorts of horse
products, as well as clothing—riding boots et cet¥es, Justin was
clever and not only with horses— and there wasayéar age gap
between them, damn it!

She got up and paced about angrily. 'So what?'nalvenured to
herself, and picked up her silver-backed hairbarsth turned it over
and over in her hands. Then she stopped and |lodé&ed at it and
fingered the ornate 'W' engraved into the handié, drew herself
upright and stared at her reflection with cold eydsst remember
what he said when he proposed. He said, "We waoeh @ave to
change the monograms, will we? Surely that dematestrwhat a
practical arrangement it would be.™

But she shivered suddenly because, in a momeragef and panic,
she had accepted. And then, in a moment of further pamicher



wedding-night had made her 'dramatic declaratidmat she'd never
willingly sleep with him. Had she in fact been sesly unbalanced
by grief and everything else?



CHAPTER TWO
'I NEED you. Justin--'

‘Well, well--' Justin Waite put out a lazy hand agrdsped his wife's
wrist '—did my little lecture set you thinking, ddaucy?'

Lucy closed her eyes, attempted to free herselbtavail and ground
her teeth. 'l need tialk to you. About this party.’

It was a bright, chilly morning but Justin had agpdly been up well
ahead of her, which was how she'd encountered liming in

through the kitchen door as she was on the wayNarmally she'd
have kept on going.

'‘Ah.' He released her wrist. 'Then talk away whilestart my
breakfast.'

'‘What have you been doing?' she said involuntasiyshe followed
him reluctantly back into the kitchen where hisakfast was keeping
warm on the range. He had on jeans, boots and@awsleater, his
thick dark hair was ruffled and the cold morningseemed to have
agreed with him. In other words he looked fit, toumnd capable,
alert and slightly mocking, and more than a matsther. But when
did he look any different these days? she wondeitéztly.

''ve been out and about,’ he said idly, and cartlee plate of
sausages, scrambled eggs and toast to the kitahkn There was a
pot of coffee bubbling gently on the stove.

Lucy went over to it and poured two mugs which shgied to the
kitchen table and sat down opposite him. 'You edmte, you know.
Not only is the place still half mine but I'mterested,she said with
extreme frustration before she could stop her8&buldn't | under



normal circumstances have some sort of voting p@veomesayin
what you do?'

'I've only been inspecting fences in the twelveenphddock, Lucy,’
he said mildly. 'l made no momentous decisionsradtien that they
need repairing.'

Lucy drew a breath and thought how much she'd lenyeyed a
gallop down to the twelve-mile before breakfasteasl of the lonely,
aimless ride she'd been about to take. 'What attwutooundary
rider's hut?' she asked tonelessly. 'The last Lisaaw it it was a bit
ramshackle. Grandad always liked to keep it promsd and
weatherproof because the twelve-mile can flood,itaibn the only
high ground, so if you did get marooned out thére--

‘That too. They're starting on it today.'

She lowered her lashes instead of glaring at Mrell;' she said even
more tonelessly, 'tell me about the house party. Maven't given me
much notice.'

Justin spread marmalade on his toast. 'l can getaoe in to do it all
if you like. | have mentioned that there's no némdyou to do so
much of your own work, Lucy.' He put the lid on tinarmalade with
some impatience.

‘And I've told you, I'd go round the bend that wawstin, not to
mention feeling as if | was on the receiving engadr patronage.'

He smiled. 'l can assure you it's not patronagard@ide one's wife
with household help.’

‘But then we've agreed I'm not much of a wife. Ldatan do it. | can
get Mrs Milton and her sister to come up—as I'veaedbefore on
Dalkeith.’



‘Then do it," he said curtly. 'What do you wanknow?'

'‘When they're arriving, when they're leaving, wheyt are and just
what kind of a weekend you have in mind!'

'‘Why, the kind of weekend Dalkeith is famous foucl,' he said
blandly. 'I'm sure | don't have to tell you. Thiédee four guests and
Sasha.’

She stared at him then forced herself to relaxll;Wehey come on

Friday afternoon, we'll have an informal dinnebudfet and a simple
evening—music, cards and so on. Saturday, a panibe creek,
some sightseeing around the place, some targetisb@o archery, a
little gentle croquet for the ladies, then a forrdainer to which |

could invite some locals." She considered. 'Yespuld invite the

Simpsons, and Miles Graham for Sasha! That shougdd #hings up.'

Her eyes glinted. "'Then on Sunday morning a ladaldast, and they
can do what they like until they leave after luhch.

‘And you and Mrs Milton and her sister can copehvaill that?' he
queried.

Lucy shrugged. 'They've got it down to a fine Ehts Milton does the
cooking, although a lot of it is prepared beforahaand her sister
makes the beds, tidies up, waits on table et cetesaall in the

preparation, Justin” So long as you feed peoplyreell, the rest

seems to take care of itself.'

'It's Tuesday today, Lucy," he warned.

‘That gives me three full days, Justin,' she sadnly. 'Besides, |
think | need a challenge,' she murmured, and prbppe chin on her
hands.



He regarded her steadily then said quietly, "Youaking things
awfully hard for yourself, Lucy.’

'‘No, you're making them hard for me, Justin.’

'l hesitate to labour this point, but if it werefot me you wouldn't be
here.'

‘Perhaps. But | might have felt I'd gone down ifaia fight—who
knows?'

‘How are you going to handle us in front of thesepie?'

She blinked, then grinned. 'l hadn't thought of-thget.' She sat up
suddenly and tossed the thick plait she'd brai@edhir into over her
shoulder. 'Do you mean we'll have to put on a lgwwhow?"

'It's not unexpected in newly-weds," he observed.
'‘Oh.’

‘And | don't expect I'd take kindly to being madi®al of,' he added
without the least emphasis, yet a curious undeddyis words that
made her nerves prickle oddly. Perhaps it was dantgein his eyes
as well, as they rested on her.

She opened her mouth, closed it then said withiwgiglit's not a
pre-requisite to... | mean, some of the peoplekivewvn who really
were in love didn't.. .sort of flaunt it.'

'‘Perhaps not," he agreed. 'What I'm trying to gist are you prepared
to be sensible or are you going to cook up sometliike yesterday to
advertise to the world that we're not in love?"



Lucy pursed her lips. 'l might just be normal agidthem work it out
for themselves,' she said thoughtfully. 'l donibkhyou can expect
much more from me, Justin.'

‘When you say normal, do you mean you'll includeimgour come
hither--?'

'l don'tdo that,' she cut in sharply.

'‘Perhaps you don't realise you're doing it. Perlit&ggpsecond nature
now. Didn't you notice Robert Lang going weak & kimees when
you smiled at him yesterday?' He lifted a dark egefat her.

Lucy set her teeth.
He waited then gathered his plate and took it twéhe sink.
'l can't help how | smile!" she said in a goadet sbvoice at last.

‘No, but with a bit of age and maturity you shobklable to use it
with discretion. Otherwise you could find yoursielfa situation you
might find hard to handle one day.’

Lucy tossed her head and stood up, with not tlghtsst idea, as he
came back to the table, what he had in mind. 'thie' he said softly,
standing right in front of her so she had to tét thead back, and
taking her in his arms as her eyes widened. 'lrptsition of being
kissed by your sworn enemy.’

Her lips parted. 'Justin...'

But he ignored both the look in her eyes and tloeeulity in her
voice, and held her closer so she couldn't helpgoaivare not only of
the feel of his hard, muscled body against her bwunof the faint
tang of aftershave and sheer maleness about him-fHatidg it
curiously heady, like some primitive assault onserses. This both



stunned her slightly and made her less able to acwipie what
followed. A searching, not particularly deep kigsathich she didn't
respond particularly yet which didn't exactly repklwas really
strange, she reflected afterwards. It was as ifduely had gone
languid and her mind was suspended above herdiagand storing
the event, monitoring her own reactions but, alkallijesearching for
his.

And when he lifted his head at last she blinkededhen stared into
his eyes, with her heart in her mouth suddenlyraitvghe might see.

What she did see was the way he narrowed his syasdiately, and
then the little laughter-lines beside them crea%®dll, Lucy,' he said
wryly, 'you have got that down to a fine art, hdvgau?"'

She licked her lips and said huskily, 'What do yoaan?'

His hands slid down her back to her waist andfteslher off her feet
and moved her away, and steadied her but did@tliekhands away.
"The art of kissing and giving nothing away at slaene time.'

A tinge of pink came to her cheeks and a pulse dtgthe base of her
throat, a pulse of anger as it happened. 'If tinat exactly what you
did, I'll eat my hat,' she retorted, and removeddlé from his grasp
but sat down almost immediately.

‘Then why are you so cross?' He leant againstdheec of the table
and folded his arms.

'‘Perhaps I'm tired of having it continually pointedt to me what a

femme fatald am." She picked up the lid of the sugar bowl ar
replaced it not gently. 'And if that was a warnofghe deluded sort

you were issuing yesterday--'



'It was a warning to behave yourself this weekdngy."Listen
Justin!" Her eyes were a deeper, decidedly stofdosy foow.

‘No, you listen to me, Lucy.' He unfolded his am@nsl pinned one of
her wrists to the table as her hand wandered tesnmhie sugar bowl
again, and he lifted her chin in his other oneg ast gently as she
resisted stubbornly. And his eyes were a cold, gaeg as he said,
'You can fight me all you like in private, but notpublic, because if
you do, I'll retaliate, believe me, in a way youuhdn't like at all, and

in a way that will make your little war look likenitd's play. Do we

understand each other?'

It was Mrs Milton who broke into Lucy's reverie. $/#ilton came in
daily and Lucy was still sitting at the kitchen l@lwhere Justin had
left her, staring into space, as she arrived.

‘Morning, Miss Lucy,' she said brightly and placegharcel on the
table. 'There's those sheets that needed mending.'

'Oh!" Lucy jumped. 'Oh, thank you, Mrs Milton— sgrt was miles
away. How are you?'

'Fine, love. Miles away where?' Mrs Milton pouregfdelf a cup of
coffee.

Lucy grimaced. 'Are you doing anything this week&iadu and your
sister?'

'‘No. Got a party on?'

'Yes, and | want it to be—something special, Mrétdhi. Hang on,
I'll get a pen and paper.’



Whether by design or not, Justin stayed out ofvirey over those
next three busy days, although they did meet feakfiast on the
Wednesday morning.

‘You have a dirty mark on your chin, Lucy,' her lbaisd said after a
more formal greeting had got him a cool look anoheely audible
murmur in reply.

This time she responded with a raised eyebrow asfdwg, causing
him to narrow his eyes and appear to drop the sulfat as they
passed each other later, he stopped her with a ¢ramer shoulder
and put his forefinger on the 'mark’ on her chin.

'‘Did | do that?'
She merely nodded.

He took his finger away and inspected the faineliwise. He also
let his gaze wander over her mouth, innocent of lgrstick yet
rose-pink and finely chiselled, the smooth lucdmt ®f her cheeks,
the deep pansy blue of her eyes with their sweelaisiges, darker
than her hair, and the escaping tendrils of whe#t gurling on her
forenead. 'My apologies,' he said. 'l didn't knoau ybruised so
easily.’

'l don't bruise so easily. Perhaps you don't knowrywn strength.
Or perhaps you do.'

'‘What | haven't known," he said with a twist of hps, 'is anyone
quite as stubborn as you. | suppose you've nowchith@efact that I'm
a callous brute to your list of my sins.’

‘Some of your threats left me in no doubt of iatheven before this,'
she murmured coldly. 'May | go now? | have a lotido



‘How's it going?'

'It's all under control.’

‘Do you need any assistance? From me,' he saidlgrav

Her look spoke volumes. 'All you have to do is leegh Justin.'
'l still haven't told you who's coming—apart frorasha.’

Lucy shrugged. 'l rang Sasha myself and got ftath her. She was a
mine of information, in fact. Two couples, althoughe unmarried
couple who will nevertheless share a bedroom--'

‘Unlike somemarried couples | know. | wonder if it's a new trend’
Go on,' he said politely.

‘Yes, well,' Lucy said evenly, 'Sasha also toldtna although it's not
strictly a business weekend, they will be inspectiome yearlings at
Riverbend on their way here and might be interestduiying them
at the upcoming yearling sales in Sydney—she shat very
significantly, Justin. In other words—don't rocle thoat, Lucyif you
can help it! And, she also gave me some helpfujssiipons which--'

*You will go out of your way to ignore," Justin gamusedly.

'Indeed | will." Lucy's eyes flashed briefly, rdoay Sasha's helpful
advice which had included the maxim that keepiriggh simple
might be a good idea. 'How you put up with her teadea!

'I've told you, she's very good at her job.’

‘She's certainly got a superiority complex. Is thlly you two get
along so well?" she asked innocently, and went ropatiently,
'‘Besides, being good at your job doesn't mean pve ko be treated
as a friend, necessarily.'



'‘Well Sasha is both actually, Lucy. And since | mdvo Dalkeith, so
that you might remain in your ancestral home,' did and held her
eyes in a suddenly cool look, 'she is more up te @& matters
relating to the stud and this crop of yearlingsitham. So she will be
here in what you might call an unofficial businesgpacity." He
paused then added with that same cool look. 'Dps#t Sasha, Lucy.
She may rub you up the wrong way but she has an bike a
computer when it comes to horses, and extremely gatgement.’

'‘As a matter of fact | believe you, Justin. I'veevthought she has a
certain horsey look about her—nothing less than hasmut
thoroughbred with wonderful lines, of course!" gilmshed with a
grin. 'As for upsetting her,' she added, 'l wish yauld tell me how
to, because it doesn't seem possible.’

They stared at each other—rather, Lucy found itlseaty impossible
to evade his gaze or to understand why it madsuddenly feel a bit
small, but it did and she said at last, 'Oh, ahti | won't upset
Sasha—so far as it's humanly possible for me ot to

'‘Good.' He said nothing more but moved out of hay.w
'‘Am | being dismissed now?' she demanded.
‘Why not?'

‘There are times, Justin Waite, when you irrithi ltfe out of me,'
she said precisely. 'And what with you and Sashiademe what |
should do and what | shouldn't do, it will be aawie if this weekend
doesn't turn out to be a disaster--' She brokaraffmade a disgusted
sound.

'‘And there are times, Lucy, when it's impossible t&dl you
anything—I wouldn't be too happy about this weekemding into a
disaster, so if you have any doubts tell me now.'



'I don't--'

'l suppose the proof of that will be in the puddimg said drily, and
studied her. 'By the way,' he said, flicking hizgaver her denim
overalls, and the two pigtails she wore her haitWould you mind
not wearing your hair like that over the weekend?'

She blinked. 'Why not—as if | would, anyway."'
'l could be accused of cradle-snatching, that'<dflyou go.'
'‘Perhaps you are!’

‘Now, Lucy, we both know I'm not. Don't we?' Hisegrgaze bored
into hers until she reddened and turned away algrapt angrily but
without words.

Fortunately for her seething state of mind, thees wnough to be
done to calm her and force her to concentrate—antconly that.
There was the knowledge that both Justin and Sesthdoubts about
her capabilities as a hostess. In her less angryants she
recognised that it was a useful spur, in her magryamoments she
told herself she would certainly show them a thimgwo. And by
Friday midday the fruits of her labour and Mrs Miits were very
evident. The house was polished and shining aledi fitith flowers.
The guest bedrooms were impeccable, with not akbeim their
bedspreads, and the cold room was filled with ecteln of pies and
pastries, cold meats, quiches, fruits and vegetalaled three
splendid, plump ducks hung there, ready to be edafstr Saturday
night's dinner.



It was also not long past midday when disastecktin the form of a
distraught phone call from Mrs Milton who'd gonepizgk up her
sister to take up residence in the staff quartarsie weekend.

"...Your mother? Oh, I'm so sorry, Mrs Milton," lyusaid into the
phone and a moment later, 'Yes, of course if litg serious, | do
understand. Um...you and your sister must be webiek and will
want to be with her...

Look, if there's anything | can do, please--'

‘You've got enough on your plate as it is, pets Miilton said down
the line in tones quite unlike her normal cheeduoks. 'lI've been
racking mybrainsand all | can come up with is my niece, Shirley
How would it be if | send her up, Miss Lucy? Shkegood cook, that
| can guarantee, and doesn't mind what she tumisamel to. There's
only one problem and that's--'

'‘Oh, Mrs Milton, please do," Lucy said into the pbo'l'd be so
grateful, and between us we've done most of itehdawe? What's
the problem?’

‘Well she'd have to bring her son, Adrian--'
‘That's no problem!

‘Mmm, | haven't told you about Adrian, have 1? Loplst... if you're
firm with him he's fine, but his father ran off whenvas two, so...
And Shirley worships the ground he walks on.’

‘Don't worry, I'll tie him up if... no, of courseoty Mrs Milton, |
wouldn't dream of it, but I'm sure we'll be abledmpe with him
between us. Now you just worry about your mothet gine her my
love—I'll be thinking of you all.’



She put the phone down and took several deep Ilsteétien
remembered she'd forgotten to ask how old Shirksgtsan was.

He was ten, with red hair, prominent blue eyes lamck teeth. He

walked with a swagger and didn't reply when spadkerdis mother

had faded blonde agitated-looking hair but otheswigss clean, neat
and presentable and obviously anxious to do herlvest.

‘Well, Shirley," Lucy said with a dazzling smileglhan hour before
the guests were due to fly in, 'l guess the immbrtaing is not to

panic. Everything in the buffet is either cold atyoneeds heating up
so tonight will be quite simple, and I'll nip irtéa to give you a hand.’
And she took Shirley step by step through the enggsirequirements.
Then she showed them to their room and showed Adite

television and even fetched some of her old booklsgames for him.

'He's not much of a reader," his mother said witlh@ologetic smile,
‘but it's lovely of you to bother, Miss Lucy. No#grian, you will be
a good boy, won't you?'

At five-thirty, the long, lovely veranda room plalBost to the glow
of lamplight, the chink of glasses and some exuliezanversation.
And despite the fact that part of her mind wasvetfse, Lucy was in
the thick of it.

She wore slim scarlet trousers, matching flat shexed a cream
pullover with a wonderful red, green and cream fsacaorn

shawlwise. Her hair was loose and she was faimtlly from some of
the extravagant compliments she'd received—mosh®isubject of
new brides and early wedded bliss. Their guest® wéicourse all
older than she was, the two women in the same masil®&asha,



elegant late twenties or early thirties, experienaed articulate and
both with careers of their own. But apart from tagpect of it, it was
a milieu she was very familiar with and one henhéathad taught her
to hold her own in some years ago. She'd beenssastehis parties
since she was about eighteen, after all. And ifSdkfewer resources
to hand than she'd ever had before, plus one DémaibMenace on
hand, she was damned if anyone was going to knoled#st of all
Justin, although she'd caught him looking at herecor twice with
something oddly alert in his eyes. But he's notiadmeader, she
reassured herself, and there's no earthly reasdnnfoto go into the
kitchen tonight, anyway. The longer | can keep mnthe dark and
still cope, the better, she reasoned—somewhat odigcahe realised
briefly, but didn't have the time to elaborate.

All the same, at six-thirty, when she suggesteeviryone that they
might like to freshen up although not to worry abolianging, she
breathed a sigh of relief when they all took thdwes to their
bedrooms and she repaired to the kitchen as urspdty as she
could. To find Shirley standing in the middle okthoom looking
wild-eyed and tearful.

'‘What's wrong?' she demanded.
'He's gone!’
'‘Who?'

‘Adrian! He could be anywhere out there! He's nabantry boy,
Miss Lucy; we're just spending a holiday with Aentiera!’

‘The little.. ,um, calm down, Shirley. I'll findri You just keep on
with the buffet. We've got an hour.'



It took her half an hour to locate Adrian in thé& lmbove the garage.
And the mild lecture she gave him brought no vesitdaction from

him even when she told him he'd frightened thedifeof his mother.

‘Now just stay put,’ she admonished as she maiainedack to his

room. "‘Tomorrow you can go out and see the hoi%lesrganise a

ride on a tractor for you, whatever you like—anduiyainner's

coming in a moment.' » * *Are you all right, Lucy?

'Fine, Justin,’ she said brightly, finding him aan the lounge. He'd
added a sage-green sweater to his informal geathesntair was
brushed and tidy, his grey eyes watchful. 'No coerdyet?'

'‘No. Have you been running somewhere?'
She laughed. 'No. Why?'

‘You look a little—harassed. Are Mrs Milton and lsester coping alll
right?'

'‘Everything's fine. If you could just have some fadence in me, it
would be a big help.’

‘Very well, Lucy. Ah, here are the first of our gte'

The buffet went off smoothly and with plenty of golments and

afterwards for a while they played music and adittdd together, and
then the men tended to group together at one et @bom, leaving

the women at the other and Sasha looking for ambeii life as if she
didn't quite know which group to join.

Lucy seized the opportunity and murmured in hertkat she'd be
grateful if she could deputise for her for a momeifiile she checked
that all was well behind the scenes. Sasha lookatifigd, as much,



probably, Lucy reflected, that 'behind the scers®uld need
checking. But she did as she was asked.

Behind the scenes, there was another story. ThHegdinoote was
cleared, the kitchen was tidy and a tea tray whelgebut there was
no sign of Shirley. What she was doing in fact, saabbing out the
staff bathroom and passage leading to it becausamtad allowed
the bath to overflow. He'd got so wrapped up in tékevision

programme he'd been watching, his mother explaimegd,forgotten.

Lucy closed her eyes and counted to ten. And, aniog them,
noticed Adrian watching her interestedly. Why, hesting me out,
she thought, the little wretch.

‘Isn't it time he was in bed?' she said as mildlglae could.

By the time she got back she was feeling decidédip—it had
taken the two of them a good twenty minutes of Kdgs mopping to
dam the flood, her feet were damp inside her slaoes she had
trickles of sweat running down her back, but no appeared to
notice and the party had come together again asddaacing to the
CD player.

'Oh damn,' she muttered to herself.

But two hours later her ordeal was ended, or sdtsheght. The party
broke up at last and everyone went up to bed apmgehappy and
contented with their stay on Dalkeith so far.

'Let's hope | can keep it that way,' she murmuceterself as she
tidied up. She'd sent Shirley to bed, reasoning ithenight keep

Adrian out of more mischief as well as having hegltt and fresh for
the next day. But when it was all done she stoatiérmiddle of the
dining-room, thinking about the three other womanthe house,
excluding poor Shirley.



Thinking about them in a context that surpriseddnéttle. In other
words, how much more appropriate any one of themldvbe as a
consort for Justin than she was. How, for exanpleywould react
to being told that without regular, satisfying sleey could become—
what had he said—fractious and troublesome?

Well, she mused, she couldn't imagine him sayimgetbing like that
in the first place. To them. So how would commuticca on the
subject take place with someone older and wiser?mére
sophisticated play on words? A simple expressiomaedd—with
Sasha he'd probably only have to crook his fingée thought
somewhat maliciously, then sighed.

But a moment later she discovered herself feelisgrnse of righteous
indignation—talk about hezome hithersmiles! Had he not noticed
that despite two of their female guests being jeaetth there had been
throughout the evening a discreet summing up dfrdteking place,
an awareness—yes, very subtle, thdre.Of course it was always
there with Sasha and he must be blind not to nati¥éhy didn't he?
But not only that, her thoughts ranged on, a sufitl@ming up of
herself had been taking place all evening, in ithecticontext of her
suitability for Justin.

She stood in the middle of the dining-room deepthought,
wondering if it was all part of the games peopléwa bit of age and
maturity played, wondering if he played it himsedf, wondering
finally if he just had this devastating effect oomen and had got so
used to it that he didn't notice it any more!

‘Lucy:

'Oh!" She turned with a start to find the objecther deep, dark
musings regarding her with some amusement. 'Youidd'tdhear
you,' she said lamely.



'l gathered that. You seemed to be a hundred miey.'

‘Not really," she replied ruefully. 'Well, thatlsdone. | think I'll go to
bed now—goodnight.'

'I'm coming up myself.He strolled beside her to the foot of the
staircase. 'lt was a very successful evening, eyiy.'

Lucy paused with her hand on the banister and ti@ethink of
something to say but ended up unsuccessfully tryagngmother a
huge yawn. 'Sorry, I--'

'You're exhausted. Come," he said, and withouhéurado he picked
her up and started up the stairs.

After a moment of supreme surprise, she lay guidt@mposed in
his arms, her lashes fanning her cheeks, her bolyght to wonder
what was coming.

But all he did was to put her down on her bed and away to stoke
up her fire. She lay quite still, watching him dedling an odd little

sense of loss, which translated upon a moment'sgtiioto the

realisation that she hadn't felt quite so lonelgtoung up in his arms
as she did lying alone on her bed the way she wélse bit back a
husky exclamation and sat up, feeling unreasonabhoyed and
stung to retaliation.

'It's a pity we couldn't have done that for theddgrof the gallery,'
she said ironically. 'Justin, is it important touydhe kind of
Impression | make on these people? | mean, aregbieng to judge
you on me, sort of thing?'

He straightened and came over to the bed. 'Why?'

‘Why what?'



'‘Why are you asking me that, Lucy?'
She stared up at him. 'Why shouldn't I? I'm curioliat's all.’

He looked faintly sceptical but said, 'l guess litigsnan nature to
wonder what people see in each other and make smrieof
judgement.'

'So,' she said slowly, ‘were | to be judged—if thngre to think for
example, well, she's pretty enough and all thatntughtn't she bore
Justin to tears after a while?—how will that afféciw they think
about you?'

He frowned. 'Lucy, if | knew what was behind thimight--'

‘You're the one who wanted me to make a good irsmesand not
look as if I'd been snatched from my cradle," sto&din tartly.

He smiled. 'Is that how you've been feeling torffgAtlittle out of
your depth? | thought you were a bit wrought upwlsmmething.'

The accuracy and the inaccuracy of his words broadfint blush to
her cheeks and a further sense of maltreatmemrtbdart. "You can't
have it both ways, Justin. You did marry me, evétwas for all the

wrong reasons, but they don't know that, so--'

'‘Lucy,' he interrupted gravely, 'let me set youndnat rest. | don't
give a damn what people think about my private lifeever have.
My concern about how you might behave this weekevab
motivated by this—when you invite people to speantetwith you,
especially way out in the backblocks like this whtrey can't get up
and go that easily if they want to, | think youdagly obliged not to
make them feel uncomfortable and as if they'rehm midst of a
domestic brawl. Don't you agree?"'



She opened her mouth, closed it then said scaghi@flcourse! That
doesn't explain the cradle bit, though.'

‘Well, as to that," he said musingly, and pickecgprand of her hair,
'l wondered if it mightn't be part of your strategfyat's all.'

Lucy blinked at him. 'l don't understand.'

'‘Don't you? | thought since I'd made it plain thatr femme fatale
act—your words, not mine, but not inappropriate—sasething |
wouldn't approve of you might—change tack.'

Lucy closed her eyes. 'Funnily enough, it didntusd¢o me at all,’ she
said bleakly.

"You wouldn't be losing your grip on this—war, wdylou, Lucy?' he
queried, slipping her hair through his fingers tlsemoothing it back
into place and standing back a step.

For the briefest moment Lucy wondered if she was.dBe said, 'I'm
rather tired, Justin, that's all.'

'Is it, Lucy?'

The way he said it, on a different note entirelydsder open her
eyes. 'What more could there be?'

'‘Unless you tell me, | don't know.' His eyes seadchers.

She looked away and found herself consideringngglhiim that she
didn't have Mrs Milton and her sister, only onestkred and anxious
substitute—and Adrian, and that if the rest ofweekend went well

it would be something of a miracle—he'd probabhydfiout soon

enough, anyway. But almost immediately she decgtesl couldn't

stand his scorn, not tonight, so she said weafihgre's nothing,' and
lay back exhaustedly.



'‘Perhaps you're trying too hard, Lucy.’

She stretched her throat and rubbed it. 'l realytknow what | have
to do tomakeyou approve of me, Justin.'

He moved so his face was in the shadows and sHdntoread his
expression. 'Just the one thing you won't do.’

For the life of her she couldn't help it, couldstém the images that
flooded her mind, of lying in his arms and beingdeé#ove to, of not

being lonely, at least. Images of surrender imthst complete way a
woman could to a man, but... 'But then | mightaqmbrove of myself.

It's a real dilemma, isn't it?' she whispered, saidup suddenly with

her hands to her face as hot tears sprang to lesr Blease, just go
away, Justin. | can't cope with you and all thithetsame time.'

He stared down at her shaking shoulders for a foagent, then he
said evenly, 'All right, I'm going. But if there asproblem you don't
have to--'

‘There's nothing!" She raised her tear-streakee &cuptly. 'Other
than that you've now managed to undermine my seifidence.’

‘Why, Lucy, | never thought to hear you say thabo@night, my
dear. Don't do anything stupid, will you?'

She didn't, not then, but before the weekend was shre seriously
interfered with Adrian's freedom and committed ai@osolecism of
considerable proportions.



CHAPTER THREE
IT wAs Sasha, who else, who broke the news on Sundayimgorn

She came into the veranda room where everyone awagyihg

around comfortably just prior to getting ready teave, still

commenting on the great dinner party last nightlaadly day they'd
had yesterday, and she said into a Iull in the emsation, 'Justin,
there's a child handcuffed to a fence outside.dys ucy did it and
that she threatened to shoot him.’

Everyone sat up with wide eyes and turned to Lucy.

'Oh,' she swallowed, 'that's Adrian. He's only bibeme for about ten
minutes. I..." She stopped and blushed bright red.

Incredibly, it was Justin who came to her rescwhdt's he done
now?' he said resignedly, and added for everydegisfit, 'Adrian is
the son of our cook, Shirley—a great cook, I'm sue'll all agree.’

Lucy stared at him open-mouthed but he murmuredygéiell us,
Lucy, otherwise people will think you're some safra monster.'

'He..." Lucy licked her lips. "Yesterdag handcuffedneto the towel
rail in the kitchen. Um—one of his uncles is a peinan and he gave
him this set. Fortunately his mother came to tiseue—eventually...
And today,' she said hastily, 'he actually pickeel lbck of the gun
cupboard—I caught him at it but of course luckile Weep the
ammunition in a safe anddidn't threaten to shoot him... but in light
of the fact that he laid waste every tomato planthe vegetable
garden yesterday, lit a fire in the chicken shed downed all the
washing on the line in the duck pond, | thought sash his own
medicine might be good for him... Yémew!'she said to Justin. 'All
the time you knew.'



‘Not all the time. Where are the keys? I'll...Heh out on parole.'

But a combination of all sorts of factors workedveofully in Lucy
and she was deaf to discretion. 'How could youR'asitused. 'Of all
the low-down things! To let me gon pretending...oh!" She ground
her teeth. 'l hate you, Justin Waite, you're thestnarogant, self-
opinionated man I've ever met and that's only sofmde things |
hate about you.'

The silence was electric but Justin laughed, akeifwas really
amused. 'Well, we nearly made it," he said oblygu8orry, friends,
but Lucy has had a traumatic weekend, haven'tiygdove? I'm sure
you only need to apologise, though. To them, noessarily to me,’
he added, and his eyes mocked her.

Lucy glanced round, flinched visibly as no one'ssguite met hers,
then became aware of an agitated murmuring shecamasng to

know well behind her. She dug into the pocket of jeans and
removed a set of keys. 'Here you are, Shirley," sdid swinging

round. 'He wasn't been there long and if | were jdwonfiscate
those handcuffs—they're more of a temptation tlwamespeople can
bear. | am sorry," she said contritely, swingingkbal've been
short-staffed this weekend and | have an unforeun@mper,

apparently. I do hope you'll all forgive me.

* k% %

She lay on her bed with her eyes closed but knevast Justin when
she heard the door open and close. She'd heandlahe take off
about half an hour earlier but she'd made her faltsw-she winced
as she thought of it—from the house.

What caused her to open her eyes was the saggihg ofher side of
her double bed, and she saw before she closeddaham that, not



content with sitting, he'd stretched out with hasitis behind his head.
He also said, '"You're not sulking, are you, Lucy?'

She sat up abruptly and crossed her legs. 'Nostilinangry as a
matter of fact, so if you've come lectureme you're wasting your
time.'

‘The thought never crossed my mind,' he murmured.
She frowned then turned to him. 'Aren't you—angry?'
‘Do | look it?'

She hesitated because in fact he looked perfestlyed and at home
and there was only a sort of bland query in hissejle-there are
times when | don't understand you, Justin,' shek agiast.

"That's rather obvious.'

'l mean, I've just done the one thing you didn'ntvene to do:
discomfited our guests in other words—yet you--'

‘Theywereon their way out, but go on.’

She breathed deeply. 'All right. | displayed septis not exactly
common to new brides, I'm sure; | probably gaventhmuse to
wonder whether | wasn't round the bend, handcufGhddren to
fences! Isn't that enough?’

‘And all without even trying.! He smiled unexpedyedAre you so
annoyed because you feel its sheer spontaneityedolibof malice
aforethought and robbed you therefore of somefaatisn?’

Lucy bit her lip.



'‘As for my—Ilow actions, what actually happened et | knew

something was up so | bearded a lathyoughtmust be Mrs Milton's
sister in the kitchen yesterday morning, only teehthe whole sad
story explained to me—although she didn't tell nMieatva monster
young Adrian is. | then acted as if I'd in fact limoand decided to
resume my mantle of ignorance with you mainly beeayou did

seem to be coping admirably and | thought it wdwétp restore your
confidence. That same confidence you accused med&rmining. |

now realise | should have bucked in and helpedmeshing like that
but then that would have meant explaining to pebkéSasha--'

‘That I'd got myself in a bind,"' Lucy said gloomily

'l thought you might not appreciate that.’

'I wouldn't have." She pulled a fold of the bedagdreéhrough her
fingers. 'Well,' she said grudgingly after someutljiat, 'l suppose I'm
now in the wrong on all counts.’

'Is that an olive branch?' he queried.

She shrugged. 'Of a kind. Which means we're onbk lta square
one, So--'

'‘Don't get any ideas, Justin. In other words." Heel st with utter
gravity but when she looked at him there was a &dditle glint in
his eyes.

She- turned away hastily with her heartbeat domgad tattoo. 'l
still have to live with the thought of at leastdiypeople seriously
wondering about me,’ she said with a toss of hadhe

'l wouldn't worry about that; one of them even sgjgd you could be
pregnant,’ he said placidly.



‘Well, I'm not!" Lucy sprang off the bed agitatedly

‘You know that and | know that, but they don't.'stieetched his arms
lazily.

'In a few months' time they're all going to knowWhat will they
think then?' she demanded.

He regarded her in silence for a moment. "Thingddchange in a
few months' time.’

She made an exasperated sound and stalked ovez t@iridow. 'l

still can't understand why you're quite happy feergone either to
know | do hate you or to think | have such a végadisposition you
must have been mad to marry me!'

'l told you, | don't give a damn what people thihklso happen to
prefer you when you're being spontaneous, eversifage volatile,
Lucy.’

She stared out of the window. It had started oanasher bright, cold
day but it was pouring now. She shivered. 'Remingl tm be
spontaneous the next time... it happens.'

There was silence, then she tensed as she hedrvedisprings creak,
but she refused to turn even when she heard hifosefall across the
carpet stop right behind her. She said, with hesita reflected in her
voice, 'Where do we go from here?’

'l don't know. Any ideas?'

She couldn't contain herself any longer. She swongd.'No. I'm
the hostage, don't forget.'

‘You're also seriously overtired and overwroughté said
impatiently. 'Why don't you have a bath and goad®



‘At three in the afternoon!" she said jerkily. 'Ajgaom anything else,
Adrian is still on the loose--'

'He's not. I've had a chat with Adrian and | domibte'll have any
more trouble with him. I've also toldShirley toaelfor a couple of
hours and thanked her for her considerable efforts.

'‘And she's no doubt got stars in her eyes now lain#s you're just
marvellous,' Lucy said bitterly.

He raised a mocking eyebrow. 'Being bitchy doelsatome you,
Lucy.'

'l wish | knew what did—other than gracing your bAd a matter of
fact | also thanked Shirley and apologised for whéit to Adrian,'
she said with irony.

‘Then you won't mind if they stay on for a few daS$hirley to help
you and Adrian to perhaps benefit from some mabesusion.’

Lucy's eyes widened causing him to say with genuirtation, 'He's
only a kid suffering from the lack of a father. Akid yourself who
suffered from the lack of a mother, surely--'

'Oh, shut up, Justin,' she broke in. 'Don't younkhi feel guilty

enough as it is? In any other circumstances I'cenéave...'" She
grimaced. 'l was just surprised you would wanttetthe time, that's
all. Is that really--' she hesitated '—what you fe¢he root cause of
all my so-called problems, as a matter of interd3t@ lack of a
mother?'

He shrugged. 'lIt mightn't have helped.’



‘Thank you,' she said very formally, and added,y®@know what? |
think | will do as you suggested after all. Therstjdoesn't seem to be
any alternative.'

‘There is,' he said drily. 'And one day you'll tatké.ucy. Because I'll
tell you what it is. Assuming you and | were in dagd of mental
unity—let's leave the physical aspect out of ittfoe time being.' He
smiled but it didn't reach his eyes. 'Assuming weravmentally
attuned, we could go downstairs and have tea it &rbthe fire in the
library, we could discuss the plans | have forribgt week, all to do
with Dalkeith and the kind of things that have bé&gging to be
done for years, you could play the piano for a eilt's that kind of
afternoon and | would enjoy listening while | retiek papers the
plane brought in this morning—then we could havendr, watch a
video and go to bed early. You would sleep likeop &nd be all
bright-eyed and bushy-tailed in the morning.'

Her lips had parted as he spoke and she staredhimteyes with a
kind of longing dawning in her own, which he sawt he made no
movement, no gesture.

She turned away.

She took a long bath and in a sudden spirit ofnogéried to sort out
her thoughts in the process and to reduce her diketo stark facts
rather than overheated, panicky emotion.

But the resultsverestark, she decided as she added more hot we
and stared dismally through the steam. She wasedda a man who
didn't love her, who'd stood to gain by marrying &wed had virtually
forced her into it. A man, she mused, who must hiaken a
conscious decision that a marriage of conveniended him best
and had possibly decided he could mould her irddhbk kind of wife



he wanted. What kind of man would do that? A math\&i grudge,
perhaps, yet it wasn't realtys affair, more his father's, and it seeme
an extreme length to go to surely, especially wiregould have had
virtually any wife he chose. No, there had to berento it, she
reflected, and wondered if there'd been anythintheJustin she'd
known as a child to indicate this... hardness, @ort

'He was always—I don't know," she murmured to herseu just
knew he would always get what he wanted somehat/'sttrue. He
was self-contained and... and of course, talkingualmothers, he
didn't have one either after she ran off with someed”erhaps he
suffered from a lack of it more than | did." Shewgawith a frown in
her eyes. 'Perhaps that's why he thinks he cahvii@aen like this:
because he never had a woman he could respecp@cee in his
formative years. | bet that's got something to at W'

But a moment later she sank back ruefully, asos®ed her mind that
coming fromherthis character-analysis of her worldly, sophigeda
husband would probably be treated as laughablethdaghts ranged
on. Assuming she did give in, she moved uncomfdyrtisthe water
then forced herself to consider the possibilitysésing she did,
what kind of a husband would he be for the restenflife? Always a
little distant, always the boss, so to speak—wiliad f a marriage
would that be? Or would she really, once she Wadded,be so
besotted it wouldn't matter, or it would all comight in some
mysterious manner she just couldn't foresee.

'‘And | can't,’ she said with some force, 'because if he's amenig
now, he always will be, and even if he isn't aibberhusband it will
only be half a life. Of course, there's always [@élk.. is it such a
price to pay?"

She shivered suddenly, and not because the watercald but
because it was occurring to her more and moresti@tvas going to
have to pay a price for her beloved home.



* % %

She also slept for a couple of hours, somethingwlaa unheard of
for her during the day but although she woke feglass tired she
also felt cold and lonely as the rain- laden dukitéd out the
landscape. She pulled on a navy-blue tracksuitsamdbrushing her
hair for a long time, staring at her image in theron because it was
in her mind to take a step she hadn't believedesbewould...

Justin was reading the papers in the library aeskered and closed
the door behind her. He raised his dark head andhed her
thoughtfully as she stood just inside the door, leerd still on the
handle as if she might change her mind and leaamag

Then he said, 'Feeling better? Dinner's nearlyyedoklieve.'

'Oh. Yes. | am. Justin--' She stopped as he stpoahd was nearly
overcome by nerves and by something else. A sudeéeise of
frustration, because knowing Justin Waite was kkewing the

cover of a book you'd never read and because temre some ways
she knew him that were infinitely disturbing, anok mhings she'd
taken into account during her bathtime analysishef situation.

Things, for example, that only struck her when s¥es in his

presence—or in his arms. Things like the feel af Bnd the feel of
his mouth on hers, the easy strength of his arrdsshaulders. And
the knowledge that he was a dangerously attraatmas, and

suddenly being in the position of having to admihérself that she'd
always known it and that no amount of taboos ondonid make her
completely immune to it. It had been there, of seuwhen she'd
been measuring other men up to him, there whenl skeblutely

ignored him but noted every little detail of themen he was with,
There now, as he stood watching her looking big @mlial in his
jeans and green sweater—and the treacherous thoagt# to her
that if she just walked across the room into hmsarif he would just



hold her and perhaps smooth her hair and touchfduer gently,
before he did anything else nitightall come right...

‘Justin.' She released the door-handle and toauple more steps.
‘What you said earlier,’ she went on hurriedlyptgtbeingmentally
attuned. Could we— talk about that a bit more?'

His lips twisted but he said after a moment, 'SWeuld you like a
pre-dinner drink to—help it along?'

‘Thanks,' she murmured and sat down opposite kis.ch

He poured her a brandy and soda and one for hirasdltame back
but didn't sit. Instead he propped an elbow onnta@telpiece and
sipped his drink, not looking at her. '‘Go ahead.'

Lucy took a large swallow of hers. 'Would it commise me if |
said,' she paused and licked her lips, 'if | saiduld give it a try?"

‘Compromise you how?' he enquired.

'l mean, would it lead you to think that it's alpngnary to going to
bed with you?' she said tartly.

He considered gravely. 'Probably.' He lifted hiadhat last and there
was amusement in his grey eyes.

She tried consciously to stem the tide of pink taahe to her cheeks
but of course that wasn't something one could ¢ously control so
she said evenly, 'Well, you'd be wrong.'

He moved his shoulders briefly and murmured, '‘Mgtake. What
would it mean, Lucy?'

She hesitated then said honestly and bleaklyn't tank what else to
do, that's all.'



'‘Are you proposing, in other words, that we spémdrést of our lives
in only mental affinity?'

Her nostrils flared and she took a huge swallovhaf brandy this
time which caused her to cough and splutter adfdre she got out, 'l
can'tthinkthat far ahead! All I'm suggesting is that—all baying is

that | can't go on like this. I'm...1 just don'oknwhat else to do. For
the moment. And while I'm in this awful situatiomhich is all your

fault, don't forget, life is sort of slipping awdywom me and | feel
useless and...' She gestured helplessly.

He studied her in silence for quite some time antl ber nerves
started to prickle. Then he said, '"You're very y@uaren't you, Lucy.'

‘Are you asking me or telling me?'

He smiled faintly. 'Telling you, | guess. All righwe can give it a try.
So long as you understand | won't be content witbrever.'

She raised her eyebrows ironically, "'Who knowsighimight change
in a few months.’

‘Yes, well, you're also very articulate, my dehg'said drily, 'for
someone so curiously...naive, sometimes.'

‘That's a change—again. Has it occurred to youtinjuthat you
haven't really worked out what | am?"

'On the contrary, | know exactly what you are, Lucwouldn't be
married to you if | didn't.’

Her eyes narrowed and another faint flush staimectheeks and her
heart started to pound uncomfortably. But he ¢andiv, she thought.
Everything he's ever said has gone along withnd %&hat would that
be?' she asked with a quiver in her voice.'Oh-shragged and stared



into the fire for a moment '—a bit confused, availatile at times--'

he lifted his head and that wicked glint was bankhis eyes

'—stubborn but not without courage, bright as & tpossessing a
sense of style—quite a lot of admirable virtuedaict.'

'Is that a fact?' Lucy tossed her head and grimaddeen | was
right—I think | mentioned it to you before. I'm inable in your eyes,
aren't I? You really feel you can mould me intaaable wife, don't
you? You must also feel I'm not too far gone dolenpgath ofemme
fatality to be redeemed, and of course I'm also a Wainmojht
Dalkeith, let's not forget that. I'm just wonderimdnat I'd get in
return—assuming | ever allowed you to mould me emgthing. In
other words, Justin, say | had ideas about the édriisband I'd like
you to be—am | allowed to do that?'

‘Why not?'
She blinked.
‘What did you have in mind, Lucy?' he asked caguall

'..." It was one thing to tell yourself in a bathtexactly the kind of
husband you'd want him to be, another to tell ronhis face, she
decided darkly, as the words were curiously diffite formulate.

'I've always held the theory that honesty and opssithetween men
and women is the best way, if that's what you méasaid seriously
after waiting politely for a moment. 'But womenys® women,' he
amended, 'find it rather difficult—uh—they have atural reticence
on the subject. Are you naturally reticent aboosththings, Lucy?'

'What...what things?'

'How you like to be made love to, for example, hgw like to be
touched and what turns you on—all things that eedly at the core



of a marriage wouldn't you agree?' he said so#lyl added, 'l
certainly think it can make or break a relationstopyes, if you have
any preferences I'd be quite happy to go along thgm.’

It was a moment or so before Lucy realised thatfheial muscles
actually felt stiff with effort. The effort not tocontort with anger. Her
voice, she realised, sounded even stiffer, butketeas nothing she
could do about it. 'l didn't mean that. Do you etrenk of anything

else?’

'Frequently." His eyes were amused again. 'In thetext of a
marriage it just seems to spring to mind, however.'

'‘But there must be more to it!" she burst out. férehould bdove,

otherwise you grow tired of each other. There shdut—there
shouldn't be the kind of unequal feeling our maeiavould have to
have, and the gaping chasm of me knowing I'm beitgyed and
made suitable for you—of just not understanding, y@ustin, and
why you've done this!'

'‘Or why you agreed to it," he said significantly.
'‘Or why I..." She stopped and sighed.

‘What if | told you | had no desire to make youl f@gequal, Lucy?' he
said into the silence.

'‘But you do." She grimaced at the slightly forloimte in her voice.
'‘And just the fact that this is a marriage of cangace for you will

always make me feel unequal and I'll always fesy't understand
you.'

'Is there anything, apart from the way | marriedu,ythat you
particularly dislike or distrust about me, Lucy?'



She'd turned her head to stare into the fire disgliy but she looked
up with a frown because there was no amusemerns inace now.
And she saw that his eyes were rather intent gsrésted on her.

'l... well..." She stared at him helplessly. Hetegias her lips worked
again but all she could say finally and foolishlgsy'Why?!

'l mean, does the thought of going to bed with ithgdu with disgust
and make your skin crawl, and do you seriouslyevelithat | don't
have the best interests of your beloved Dalkeitieait?'

She stared at him fixedly and discovered she weething rapidly as
she wondered frantically how to answer him. Shkelicher lips. 'l
haven'treally thought of going to bed with you; I--'

'‘Haven't you, Lucy?' His impenetrable grey gaze wagertheless
mercilessly compelling and her cheeks flamed raghtue.

She took a deep breath. 'Not... seriously, then.’

‘What was the verdict—unseriously?' His lips twilste

'l thought | mightn't feel so lo..." She stoppedugpily.

'So lonely?' he said very quietly.

'Yes,' she whispered.

‘You wouldn't.'

‘Justin,' she got up agitatedly, 'this--'

‘What else did you think?' he overrode her. 'Anyulgion, Lucy?'

She closed her eyes. 'No. But that's not the shimg aswantingto,
with every fibre of your being!



'l agree, but it's a start. How many times have rgally wanted to
with every fibre of your being, Lucy?"

She tightened her lips. "That's for me to knowmdto worry about,
if it worries you at all.

‘All right—what about Dalkeith?'

What about Dalkeith—the words seemed to reverbéhateigh her
brain. 'Yes,' she said and the word was torn frem 'hthink you do
have its best interests at heart, but--'

‘Then, Lucy, I think it's time you grew up and guesl that life isn't
all roses and sweet dreams, and that, when realihes, most of us
pick ourselves up and make the best of it. And remadity is, |
am—and | apologise for it, but | am—to some extedisillusioned
cynic, | do want Dalkeith, for a variety of reaspand if you want it
too, and as badly as you say, then this is thes gag for it. On the
other hand, | wouldn't have married you if | hadrelieved that,
while it might not have been made in heaven, itld¢dae made to
work. Many, many marriages have worked on less. ddol expect
you to be grateful or feel patronised; in fact duy made it a
commitment wouldn't expect a passive, unequal-feeling \aifell.
I'd expect and be happy to accommodate your feelmgthis place
as well as your spirit and your courage—and evesdhimes you
feel justified in losing your temper with me.' Hegped and lifted his
head. 'Dinner's ready, by the way. | hear the Beithg your drink, it's
quite informal tonight.'

It was, in fact, macaroni cheese served at thehdatctable in
company with Shirley and Adrian.

Lucy managed to contain her surprise—she wasashit dazed by
what Justin had said anyway—and then there wadabet to him



that she'd not suspected. That he'd take seridbslyplight of one
fatherless boy and his mother.

It was obvious he'd already worked a small miragta Adrian. Not
that Adrian was suddenly a model of virtue but $usliness had
disappeared and he caused Lucy to all but choka Wwadanded her
his handcuffs and said, ‘"Mum reckons you bettep kiese until I'm
reformed." And she recognised that, coming fromi#&drthis was
equivalent to an apology.

But there were more surprises in store. Justin reaoa 'lt's school
holidays, Lucy. Adrian has three weeks so he'sgyarstay with us--'

‘And Mum too,"' Adrian said through a mouthful ofcaeoni.

'Of course, darling," Shirley said. 'Mr Waite's egkne to help you
out for the three weeks, Miss Lucy, and he's gtorget Adrian some
chores every morning to make up for the... damagelid.' She
blushed, then brightened. 'And if he's good, heiisgyto take him up
in the plane and teach him to ride a horse ane@@ritvactor. Is that all
right with you?' she added anxiously.

'Fine!" Lucy said heartily. 'Yes, that'll be gre&hirley." But she
avoided Justin's eyes because of two simultaneoogghts she
had—a sudden ridiculous affinity she felt with Aairj and the rather
indignant thought that, given the right time ancumstances, she
could have managed him just as well. Why the difthishe
pondered. Oh, | getit. There are times when Jusdéikes me feel just
like a recalcitrant child and times when he usegdéward system, the
old donkey- and-carrot trick, she thought bittejlyst as he's doing to
Adrian. And, just like Adrian, I've got the feelilige "met my match,
she reflected.

She couldn't help brooding on this, but no one sekto notice her
reticence—she winced at the thought—as Shirley omdpd to



Justin's conversation yet didn't for a moment losedeferential air,
as if to assure him she would never take advarséges lapse in
normal household relations, and Adrian ate his s@idly through
three helpings.

But as Shirley was bustling about, making coffeg eearing away,
Lucy looked directly at her husband at last and saiddenly, 'Do |
have to make a decision right now?'

"You could think it over for a few days.'
T will.'
He smiled faintly and changed the subject—or did héhought of

doing an aerial inspection tomorrow if it's stoppathing. Care to
come?'



CHAPTER FOUR

THE next week proved to be a comfortable, peaceful-coe the
most part.

They did all the things Shirley had enumerated Addan trod the

road of being "reformed" quite successfully whilecl discovered
herself delighted to be included in the goings bthe property for a
change— for the most part. It did sometimes saddgnto realise

how neglected it had been, and occasionally itdirker to watch

Justin in the role of owner, a role he played taovhboyantly at all but
with a cool, businesslike practicality, a deep klealge of the needs
of Dalkeith and the unmistakable aura of a man whs not to be
trifled with.

Like the great white hunter, she thought irrevdyaahce, but was
conscious that she couldn't help secretly adminisgstewardship of
her home at the same time. Which places me in &wavd position
and no doubt induces this ambivalence in me, shagtht with some
bitterness.

It was that same afternoon that she was in herobedtrying to

decide what to wear to a dinner party being givertheir nearest
neighbours, twenty-five miles away, that Justinkedlin on her as
she was conducting a conversation with herself.

‘Why, Lucy,' he murmured, stopping on the threstamid raising an
eyebrow at the colourful array of clothing thatered the bed, 'are
you moving out? And | thought | heard voices.’

Lucy put her hand on her hip and surveyed him imopsty. 'l was
talking to myself, something | do frequently andways
have—perhaps you should take that into accounbif ytend to
persist in being married to me. And I'm trying &cale what to wear



tonight— perhaps you shouldlso take into account that it can
sometimes take m#ays,let alone hours, to decide what to wear.'

'‘Dear me,' he said gravely. 'Mind you, that's notammon in
women.'

'It may not be," she replied with a toss of herdh&daut | don't intend to
change.’

'I'm not asking you to. On the other hand--' hell&d over to the bed
and picked up a dress '—husbands can be quitel wdfmes likes
these.' He picked up a dress. 'l don't believeséan you in this one.'

It was a grey flannel straight dress with long gé&seand a white,
lace-trimmed collar and cuffs. 'Funnily enough,'ciusaid. 'I'd
almost--' She stopped abruptly.

'‘Almost decided on it?' he said with a lazy liftai eyebrow. 'I'm
quite sure you're about to change your mind, then.'

Lucy bit her lip and said stiffly, 'I'm not thatugtd.'
‘Why don't you give me a preview, then?'
‘Why should 1?"

‘We could both reassure ourselves it's the rigkdsifor the occasion.
This is the first time we've been invited out aaple,' he added.

'l know that only too well," Lucy said with irony.

'Is that why you're a bit worked up?' he queri¥au' shouldn't be.
We've both known the Gardiners for as long as weremember.’

'Who said | was worked up?' Lucy countered codigcause she
would rather die than admit sixas,on top of everything else, at the



prospect of having to parade with Justin beforet @people she had
known all her life, but as Lucy Waite now. 'Anywaly| am it's not
without cause,' she added shortly. 'l feel--' shgspd '—J feel like a
yearling about to go on display.’

Justin moved away from the bed and sat down inpirék velvet
armchair. 'Sometimes you remind me of a long-legggstling,' he
commented. 'Why don't you try this dress on sonl gize you the
benefit of my wisdom on the subject?'

‘Not with you sitting there—I mean...’

He scanned her jeans and jumper. 'l presume yoe haslerwear
on?'

'Of course | do, but I'm not about to even give woglimpse of my
underwear,' she said virtuously.

'Is it—particularly saucy?' he suggested with dquly straight face.
'It's not saucy at all; well--' Lucy hesitated 'Hatderwear is--'

‘Suggestive?' He laid his head back and his eyes wekedly
amused although his face was still straight.

Lucy frowned. 'Justin—this conversation doesn'topee you, you
know," she said scathingly then. 'In fact | find particularly
gratuitous, if you must know!

'l don't think it is, not between a husband ancewifucy,' he replied
politely, and stayed where he was, apparently peyfeslaxed in her
favourite chair. 'But if you'd care to change inuydathroom, |
wouldn't mind.'

Lucy muttered something beneath her breath theopscbup the
dress and went to do just that. But once out ofidens and jumper



she looked at herself in her pretty white underwedlh little red
bows and felt drissonrun down her spine as she wondered seve
things. How would she look to a worldly, experiethdeistin Waite in
said underwear, and why was he doing this? Butib&t concerning
of her mental processes was the undeniable lidlehnshe suddenly
found herself caught in of being so aware of hitting) only feet
away and then, like a tide growing in her and aay$ier to tremble
foolishly, the thought that she could go out to l@amshe was, the
thoughtagainthat she could stop fighting and put it all ints hands;
this was a perfect opportunity to do just that...

Is that what he's trying to create? she asked lieasd observed that
her eyes were wide and stunned in the mirror. Tdx@ mstant she
was climbing into the grey flannel dress hastily.

‘There!" She glided out of the bathroom, did a ¢®oppirouettes and
came to rest in front of the pink chair. 'l do thwme're right about this
dress, Justin. I'm quite sure the Gardiners woplgt@ve, anyway;
they're extremely strait-laced and absolute strskier modesty and
propriety, aren't they, fond as | am of them? Ameblldn't be at all
surprised if Colonel Howard is there, and he'sshakl fuddy-duddy,
fond as | am ohim,so—I will wear it.'

For a couple of moments Justin simply stared atanerLucy was
quite sure, with a piercing sense of embarrassntkat, he knew
exactly why she was talking nineteen to the doaad,knew the rest
of her tangled emotions all too well also. And &le&d her breath as
their gazes locked.

But at last he stood up, although he still saichimgt as he smoothed
the lace-trimmed collar about her throat and Istgaze linger down
the lines of her figure beneath the grey flannat #nded just above
her knees. Then he said gently, 'Yes, dear Lucis & model of
modesty and propriety. You look almost Quakerislt.itHowever,



you also look young and lovely and infinitely desile, as I'm sure
even Colonel Howard and the Gardiners will recogihis

Her eyes widened and she could feel his hand titlatested on her
shoulder as if it was burning through the cloth,wasl as being

devastatingly aware of everything else about hia #ttracted her so
much, she thought with a jolt. The tall, lean lire#shis body, the

clever eyes... So much... she thought with anogbler and said

because she couldn't help herself, 'Do you meainirtha general

way? Of course you do, how silly of me." She swedld and went on
hurriedly, 'Well, | can't think of what else to wehmean that would
be less--'

‘Lucy.' He put a finger to her lips. 'The dresBns, in fact it's perfect
for you, but then so would sackcloth be, probable smiled
slightly, but not with his eyes. 'And yes, | did amein a general
way—nbut also in a very private way, and by thaelam just between
the two of us. When you're ready to acknowledgeaaept that, my
dear, | promise you life will be a lot easier.' stepped away and said
then, perfectly normally and with a slight grimateuess it's time |
got changed.’

* % %
'Well, it wasn't such an ordeal after all, was it?"

'‘No,' Lucy said quietly as they drove through tlaekd chilly night
back to Dalkeith.

‘You're very quiet,' Justin said a couple of mflesher on.
‘Sorry.'

‘Lucy, you've got me seriously worried,' he saiglyr



She moved restlessly and wondered how he would reslee told
him he'd gother seriously worried. 'lt's nothing, I'm just tiredlie
said, and managed to yawn right on cue becauseaha bit tired as
well as everything else. 'lt's quite a tiring besis playing at being a
wife, you know, Justin,’ she added, and could imatety have
kicked herself.

But he didn't make the rejoinder she expected.rdeedon in silence,
although he did speed up rather abruptly while lsild her breath
then cast a curious glance at him from beneatlalsees. But all she
could see was the familiar angle of his jaw, thg hia hair lay, thick

and dark, and not much else as the powerful LanceRchewed up
the miles of the uneven, unmade road.

And some little devil of perversity was just abéafprompt her into
further, no doubt foolish observations, when thveas a sudden dark
shadow on the road in front of them, the Land Revegrved wildly
then skidded off the track, hit a large bouldehvaitsickening thump,
came to rest at an angle with the engine cutting—aund Justin
slumped forward over the steering-wheel.

'‘Oh, no! Justin! Are you all right. Oh, no!" Lucgrambled on to her
knees awkwardly on the seat and felt for a puldeameck. It was an
all too familiar scenario on outback roads, eith&angaroo or some
form of stray livestock bounding in front of a vela at the last
moment, and then an unhandily placed boulder cgudurstin to

crack his forehead on the steering-wheel and khauokelf out.

‘That's all it is, please God,' she said to heaekhe found a pulse,
'something temporary—oh, don't let him have fraadulnis skull or
anything like that. And what do | do in the meargith

But after a few panicky moments she calmed downdaaided all
she could do was make him as comfortable as pessihlwith quite
some effort, she eased him back so his head wiasges the back



rest. There was already a livid bruise on his temghe saw by the
interior light, and decided to apply a cold compré&®m the water
bottle that no self-respecting vehicle travellethaut, attached to its
front bumper, in the bush.

So she climbed out, retrieved the thankfully undgecdawater bottle,
tried quickly to estimate whether the Land Roveuldao again, and
climbed back in because it was very cold.

It took him half an hour to come round.

Thirty minutes while the chill inside the vehicleegs, and it resisted
all attempts to start the motor so she could hagéeater on, and she
stopped putting the compress on and concentratgalyson keeping
them warm. Thirty minutes that felt like hours awed in a strange
and powerful way upon her for two reasons—the hgkterrible fear
In her heart that he might be more seriously imgfinet at the same
time, the unaccustomed freedom of being able t& teay fill upon
him and not to have to hide anything from him...

Oh, dear, she thought, as she realised all ttgsndt good trying to
pretend | haven't fallen deeply in love with himjtl? It doesn't even
help in the slightest to remind myself of all thgustices of the
situation, not now when I'm alone with him likeghiholding him and
wanting to be nowhere on earth but here becausdrigties me and
fascinates me and attracts me and | fear for himdHa&an't imagine
life without him.

Indeed, she was still looking her fill with her klean his shoulder,
her arms around him, when his eyes fluttered ogea although they
were dazed with pain, his lips twisted into a seanbé of a smile as
he said, 'Lucy? Is it you?'

Her heart lurched and her breasts felt curiouslgviteand her
stomach tightened beneath a sudden onslaught ef &heging for



him that told its own tale. 'Yes, it's me," shalsanftly, sitting up. 'I'm
trying to keep you warm—you hit your head. How adw yeel?'

He groaned and gathered her back against him. Hake
‘Justin,’ she said urgently.

But he chuckled huskily and stilled her movemea, I'll survive. |
just didn't feel like letting you go.’

Lucy subsided but only briefly. 'Are you sure yoavan't fractured
your skull or something," she said anxiously, bhdnhd move as he
started to stroke her hair.

'‘Quite sure—well, reasonably sure. It's all conbiagk now. Did | do
much damage to the Land Rover?'

‘It won't start. We hit a big rock--'

‘Are you all right, Lucy?' He pushed her away #eliat last and
looked into her eyes.

'I'm fine," she reassured him.

‘You look quite pale,' he said slowly, his eyesmo® over her face.
'l was... | was worried about you.'

‘How long have | been out?’

‘Half an hour. | was putting a cold compress onrywad but then |
thought | might give you hypothermia because d@'s@d anyway!

He raised a hand and touched the bruise on hidéemimcing as he
did so. But he smiled ruefully at her, touched tieeek gently and
said ruefully, 'Thanks. | feel like a bloody idiohe added drily,



pushing himself up. 'l was driving far too fast—iyét's see if we
can get this show on the road.’

Somehow he did get the Land Rover going again hag limped
home at a very sedate pace.

'Look, are you sure you're all right?' she saidausty again as they
came into the warmth of the kitchen and he flung kbys on the
table. "You look terrible now.'

‘Nothing a couple of aspirin, a cup of tea and adgnight's sleep
won't help. What's this?' He took a piece of fingsS cotton, white
with little blue flowers on it, out of her handsdaneld it up.

'Oh. It's my half-petticoat. It was the only thihgpuld think of to use
as a compress.'

His lips quirked. 'Very... Lucy,' he said. 'Is @rpof a matching set by
any chance?'

'‘As a matter of fact, it is,’ she said slowly.
'l thought it might be—don't look like that.'
'How am | looking?' she asked uncertainly.

‘As if you're not sure whether to subject me totla@olecture on the
impropriety of discussing your underwear or—someghelse.' And
for once his eyes held a sober, direct enquiry.

Lucy blushed, to her chagrin, then heard hersglfsaffly, 'If you're
sure there's nothing more | can do to help, I thihgo to bed.'

‘Nothing—I think that would be a good idea,' hadsaith a certain
irony but, curiously, she couldn't tell if it wagetted at her or him,



and her confusion caused her to murmur goodnigthtieawve rather
precipitately.

But as she lay in bed listening to him moving abtime adjoining
room—and then deep silence—the turmoil in her hexadtthe bereft
feeling she experienced didn't make for a peacegit.

And for the next few days the fact that he wasimat good mood at
all didn't help.

'It's his head,' Adrian said philosophically whex\dreceived a cool,
sharp set-down over something very minor.

‘Yes, it's his head," Shirley agreed with adoringrtones that caused
Lucy to grimace.

‘Well, I don't know why he doesn't take his headh& doctor,' she
said, forgetting for the moment how concerned sbe&h over Justin
Waite's head.

'I'm sure it's nothing serious, Miss Lucy," Shirkayd very seriously.
‘But a bump like that can give you a headache tmugple of days. I'll
think up something extra nice for him for dinner!'

‘Well, | think I'll keep out of his way for a whileAdrian remarked,
causing Lucy to grin this time and utter a simgantiment, but this
was something she didn't prove successful in. Nas whe
confrontation she finally had with him helped byr Heelings of
uncertainty and restlessness, the new awarendsshid fallen in
love with him up against the old awareness thatitie't love her...

It started when Sasha came to lunch two days #feeraccident.
Justin was looking much better but he still had bingise on. his



temple, which prompted Sasha to make enquiriesunoaturally,
Lucy supposed.

Justin explained briefly and then was called awaihé phone as they
sat down to a meal of soup and quiche.

'l hope you're looking after your man, Lucy," Sashal archly with
her soup spoon poised but a highly unfriendlydiglint in her green
eyes at the same time.

Lucy raised an eyebrow. 'What makes you think | io't?' she
countered coolly.

'‘Why, nothing," Sasha murmured. 'lt was just ontho$e things one
says. But, come to think of it, the last time | saw two together you
were, well, not in the greatest harmony, shall ag?s

Lucy gritted her teeth. "That has nothing to ddwibu, Sasha.’

'‘Oops! Sorry,' the other girl murmured. 'Now I'vpsat you," she
added blandly.

'I'll tell you what should upssefou,'Lucy retorted, 'is the fact that you
wouldn't have the courage to say things like thatistin were here.’

'‘Courage to say what?' Justin enquired coldly asehentered the
room.

There was a short silence then Lucy said, 'Nothing.

'If you two are squabbling,' he said sardonicdilyguld you mind
cutting it out? Sasha, we have quite a lot to discso I'd appreciate it
If you turned your mind to the business of the upitwy yearling
sales.’



Sasha actually blushed, but Lucy smiled sweetlizeat turned an
equally sweet smile upon her husband although sisethinking that
she must be mad to feel herself in love with hing aaid in a grave,
hushed voice, 'We're suitably squashed, Justin. danit feel we
ought to write out a hundred lines after lunch?ribd squabble, do
not squabble—that kind of thing?'

His mouth tightened and his eyes were very greylard as they
rested on her. He also said with the kind of prenithat would have
cut through a steel plate, 'You're not very longadischool, are you,
Lucy?'

If Sasha hadn't been there she might have pounedoug all over
him, although what she did do was nearly as bad. &mked her
spoon down but said meditatively, 'l don't know whut | seem to
have lost my appetite, so why don't | leave you twdave a very
adult discussion—yes, because to be honest, botbuojrown-ups
bore me to tears. Have fun!" And she got up an&eadhas lightly as
she was capable of out of the room.

But when Justin found her in the stables ten melaeer, there were
real tears streaked down her face, tears of angkrnaguish as she
employed a pitchfork with considerable energy todawn new hay

in an empty stall.

It was his tall shadow that fell across the flobthe stall that first
alerted her to his presence and she stopped wkeatvak doing,
turned to him and said brightly but witheringlyjnished already?
Thatwasquick.'

'Lucy--' he reached over to take the pitchfork frioen '—no." And as
she resisted, added curtly, 'Don't be an idiot,'lyanly get hurt
waving that thing about.’



Whereupon she resisted even harder, but after dignified, quite
unequal little struggle he wrested it from her &aht it against the
wall. So she glared at him, stalked past him andk®#d herself down
on a bale of hay. 'All right, go ahead! I'm sur@'ye come to tell me
how childish | am again.'

'l haven't, as a matter of fact, but | did warn ymee, Lucy, that you
could fight me all you liked in private, but in did—it would be a
different matter.'

'Fight you!" she marvelled with magnificent scofou started it!
And I'll tell you something, Justin Waite—I donltjey fighting in
public either but | wilhotput up with being insulteith public. You're
only lucky you didn't cop a bowl of soup.'

'For someone who doesn't enjoy it you seem to gedui it fairly
frequently,’ he said drily.

'‘Only when I'm provoked," Lucy said proudly. "Iby two are
squabbling..." she repeated. 'Who do you think g@?' she added
intensely. 'lf you really want a wife then you leetstart treating me
like one.’

‘And if, Lucy," he drawled, 'l were treating yowkdi a wife, this

wouldn't keep happening.' Then he added with xeeldittle smile
suddenly playing around his mouth, 'But | haveit@ gou full marks
for sheer spirit and courage. I'm also beginningidmder how your
father ever coped with you, not to mention yourosth

Lucy stared at him then whispered suddenly, 'l jate Justin. | was
mad to think anything... anything--' She stoppediptby.

'‘Anything...?" He raised an eyebrow.



'‘Nothing.'She got up, but found he was barring her way.|&bleed
up at him for a long, tense moment, then her skosldlumped
suddenly and she said wearily, 'What now?'

'‘Whatdid she say to you?'
Lucy's lips parted. 'Do you mean...?'

' mean Sasha.' He lifted a hand and traced atesak down her face
then kept his fingers on her chin.

Several emotions chased through Lucy's eyes haltyfishe said with
simple dignity, 'I'm not going to tell you, Justinwas quite capable
of dealing with it on my own.’

‘Until | stuck my oar in?' he suggested, looking wr
‘Yes,' she said pointedly.

‘Something to do with the fact that we—don't alwaggt on?' he
hazarded.

But Lucy refused to speak, although her pansy-iglaee did not
attempt to evade his and after a long moment hghkza softly,
kissed her lightly on the lips and released hen.ct8uch a proud,
stubborn little wife. For what it's worth, I've se8asha back to
Riverbend with a lecture.’

Lucy's eyes widened. 'Why?"

'‘Why?' He grimaced. 'You are my wife, while sheoisly my
assistant.’

'If that's the case, why did you--?' She stopped &owned
bewilderedly up at him.



'‘Why did | say those fatal words in the first pfaggout squabbling?’
He paused and shrugged. 'Well, Lucy, | have todmest and confess
to you that there are times when it's not eaglaying at being a

husband,' he said with a significant little lookamx down her figure.

A slow tide of colour started to travel up the lioeher throat. 'Is
that... is that why you've been in such a bad mosh¥? whispered,
her eyes wide. 'Not your head?'

'‘Well my head hasn't helped,’ he said amusedly.

'l didn't... | didn't realise,' she said confusedBut now | do, | don't
quite know what to do about it. | can't...just seilg...come to bed
with you,' she said agitatedly. 'Only a moment hg@as quite sure |
hated you!'

‘And now, a moment later?' he queried with a widkéd glint in his
eyes.

'l haven't entirely forgiven you yet; | may stiéldl quite annoyed even
to think about it for a time!'

He looked down at her with something in his eyes&uldn't read,
something that made her feel very young, thougth raalise the total
irrationality of what she'd said, and she closeddyes suddenly in a
fever of embarrassment.

‘Then why don't we approach things from a differangle for a
while?’

Her lashes lifted and she frowned up at him. "\eayou mean?"

'We began this week in a kind of harmony; let's justo get back to
that,’ he said seriously but his grey eyes weresaghagain.

‘All right,' Lucy replied slowly.



'‘Good." He took her hand. 'Shall we finish our lumow? | don't
know about you, but I'm starving.'



CHAPTER FIVE

SoTHAT was what they did, and once again their housedtaltied to
shape up in a rather jolly way.

Adrian spent a few hours each day in the vegetgétden and the
chicken house, repairing the damage he'd wreakedyas rewarded
for his efforts each day with a flight over the peaty or a tractor ride
or just being allowed to accompany Justin. Lucyirmgaok part in

these expeditions and Shirley, seeing more contamttim her son
than she'd ever seen, probably, cleaned and pdlisii@shed and
ironed and cooked up delicious meals. She evennbeg#se her
agitated look.

But Lucy was hauntingly conscious that it couldyot on like this
forever, that she would have to make some decson, and confess
to herself that, her own feelings aside, these gges of what
harmony with Justin and Dalkeith could be like warearly
irresistible. Where did all my hostility go? sheered once, and
felt her cheeks burn as she remembered the rasigthdhat she
could somehow make him regret marrying her, andhemoeven
rasher thought—the crazy idea that she might easldwstin
Waite—only to end up the one who was enslaved Hers®@hat she
would have done once that was accomplished waguitat clear, but
that she should even have entertained it provdetonow that she
could think more clearly, that being really marrtechim had never
been so unthinkable. Indeed, perhaps at the bableromind there
had always been a fatal fascination about it.

| think | must have always been a little in lovetwihim, she mused
painfully, and all that anger was caused more by jide than by

anything else, because he doesn't love me thewagnadVhat would

be worse, she wondered: to be married to a mamatad or married
to a man you loved who didn't love you? And eveyoifi did decide
to live with it, how did you take that final stef..



It was ironic thus that what in the end did help $teould also be the
cause of Justin Waite's not loving her as she\mdishe loved him...
She had thrown Joanna Madden's name at him once&—t
relationship had after all been long-lasting andl-decumented.
Come to think of it, Joanna's was the only namdinJusd been
linked with like that... Then, out of the blue, doa had married an
older man who was very wealthy and twice divordaat what Lucy
had not expected was to meet Joanna Madden inldble &nd at
Riverbend.

They'd taken Adrian and Shirley to see the yeaslititat so soon
would be going to the sales—Shirley in quite atubf excitement
because this was her first flight. They'd not @@rSasha other than
buzzing the stud office, which was Justin's waysaying he was
arriving, and they'd arrived. There was anothehtliglane on the
runway which Justin had stared at with a frovn—eeddens'. And
they'd all met up in the stud office with Sashakiag pink and
confused and as if she couldn't believe this wagpéaing to her.

'Oh,"*Justin,' she said as he walked over the depysl.. .urn.. .the
Cawnpore filly... that is Mr Madden here... is vemjerested in her
breeding and he called me up on the HF and saidweee flying
over Riverbend and asked if he could take a Idok...

‘That's no problem, Sasha,' Justin said smoothliiagrey gaze
swept the room and took in the couple standingsacib 'Joanna,
Tim, how are you? | don't know if you've met Lucy?'

Joanna Madden, Lucy decided a bit dazedly as twaea slight
pause, was still lovely. About thirty, she was daall and graceful
and she had an air that marked her as a persomef grace—she
had had it when Lucy had met her briefly years feebut now it had
another quality that was hard to define exceptayp that it was
slightly haunting...



'Yes.' Joanna came forward, breaking the pausehtmhtbegun to
stretch. 'We did meet once, Lucy; | don't know @uyremember?
Tim," she turned to her husband, who looked tanld@s early fifties
but was tall and spare, 'this is Lucy Wainrightfir®alkeith, Justin's
next-door neighbour.'

This time the pause was crashing. Sasha actuailsed! her eyes
before Justin said quietly, 'In fact Lucy and | gwrried a couple of
months ago, Joanna.'

Joanna's eyes jerked to his, but that was the ity she gave that
this news might be momentous, because the next mosie
murmured, 'We've been overseas for so long! Ob,widh you both
every happinessVedo, don't we, Tim?' And she turned to him an
slipped her hand into his.

'‘Justin?'

‘Mmm...?'It was that same evening and, as they'thgmthe habit of,
they were sitting in the library after dinner. lasvraining again.

'l think you should tell me about Joanna Maddeastidyi Lucy said.

He stretched his legs and looked into the fireafavhile. 'What do
you want to know?'

‘Why she didn't marry you. Why she looks... sorsafl. Why she
couldn't hide for a moment what a surprise it waat twe'd got
married. And why, considering past history, herdaul should even
consider taking her to Riverbend, let alone buying Cawnpore
filly.'



He turned his gaze to her at last. "Taking thingsanronologically,
Lucy, that Cawnpore filly is the best of the bunShe shows signs of
wonderful conformation, she has marvellous bloadion the distaff
side—so much so that I've put a reserve price anekien Tim
Madden might find hard to fork out.' He looked todsthe fire again
and his gaze was extremely meditative.

Lucy was briefly diverted. 'lIf that's the case, wase you even
contemplating selling her?' she queried.

After a long moment he shrugged. 'l own her damlardgrandam
and--' he gestured '—Cawnpore.

He was a gamble but he's proving himself as ansive so you could

say I'm on a bet to nothing. It's all still theteRaverbend, the genes.
Not that everything is ever a certainty, but thgaia, | could keep

the filly and race her and have her break down enoma hundred

other things go wrong with her—it happens. It haygpall the time

with horses. I've hung on to what I've thought witwe best before,
only to find it wasn't so.’

'‘But mares—well, fillies," Lucy protested, 'eventliiey don't race
well--'

‘They can be barren, they can run into fences, tagyget colic. |
think too," he frowned, ‘that while |1 would hav&dd to retain an
interest in her if | didn't have her dam and grandasee myself
essentially as a breeder. Racing horses is ang#imee in a sense.'

Lucy stared at him. 'All right. | guess | can see logic in that," she
said slowly. 'But why would Tim Madden want herdidryou, |
mean.'

Justin smiled faintly. 'Tim is a racing man abollee. Horses are a
subject that transcend everything with him.'



‘Even to putting his wife through—an experience likat?'

Justin didn't move but he transferred a slightly ywrey gaze to her.
‘What makes you think it was such an experiencefinkband | broke
up two years ago.'

Lucy hesitated then she said simply, ‘Why?"'

She thought he wasn't going to answer so she taieh 'sm not
asking this because | want to poke or pry--'

‘Don't you?' He raised an eyebrow at her.

‘No,' she insisted a little heatedly. 'But my ifitin tells me it could
have something to do with why you marrieé.So why should | be
kept in the dark?' She lifted her chin defiantiyim.

He smiled again, idly and as if at some inner ttuty/ery well.
Joanna discovered she was unable to have children.’

Lucy felt her eyes widening and had to stop herselh staring at
him open-mouthed as well. 'So she wouldn't marny gad—and
married a man who already had a family. Justin! Qlow-terribly
sad!'

'‘Now don't get all carried away, Lucy. It's not igas dramatic as
you make it sound."'

‘But it must have been! When two people really leaeh other--'
‘That's fairy-tale stuff you're talking, Lucy,' baid drily.

'But she looked so—haunted for a moment or two!'



He said nothing, and his expression was indecifiess he looked
into the fire until Lucy said, 'And you've neverdoen her, Justin,
have you?'

He looked up then and said impatiently, 'Of courdeave. The
sadness you see in her is probably to do with amtgbable to have
anyone's children.’

'l—well—Justin--' Lucy looked at him confusedly '—dbn't know
about that but are you sure you didn't marry meabse it didn't
matter much to you who you married after—her?'

‘Lucy," his lips twisted and his eyes were suddemhused, 'if that
were the case, that | married simply for the sdke don't you think
| would have found myself a much mazempliantcandidate for a
wife?'

Lucy's brow creased. 'l suppose so, but don't fdiggy didn't have
the other half of Dalkeith.'

‘That's true,' he said wryly. 'So you're uniqueeneral senses.'

She tightened her mouth. 'l also very much resemgomarried
because it's spractical' she said bitterly. "That's what you said t
me!'

'‘My apologies,' he replied gravely. 'If I'd putatyou that we'd once
been good friends, how would that have affectedyou

'I'd have probably liked it better,' she said bhutdgingly.
‘Would you have admitted it, though?"

She opened her mouth, closed it and reddened. Thensaid
haughtily, 'l don't know what point you're trying nake, Justin, it's



quite lost on me. But the point I'm trying to makéhat we're locked
in a loveless marriage—and I'm beginning to see!why

‘Lucy,’ he said evenly, 'I've never denied the ficalities of our

marriage. But its lovelessness hasn't been pliettest yet. I've told
you that from my point of view it's a commitmendtisome nine-day
wonder, and | mean that. When you try it, you'# sérat | mean.' He
stood up and stretched. 'And here endeth thatressd perhaps |
could say one thing more. Romance and moonlightdaathrations
of never-ending love are all very well—indeed, ludn't expect you
to live without them entirely." He smiled down arhunexpectedly
and added wryly, '‘Not you. But there's a wholetote to it, as many
a romantically inclined girl has discovered to best. So don't be too
scathing about practicalities; they often builcbisbmething strong
and endurindpecausehey have a basis to build up.'

Lucy's lips parted and she frowned. 'Why not me?'
He lifted a lazy eyebrow. 'Why not you what?"

‘Why wouldn't you expect me @il people—you didn't say that but
you might as well have—to live without—well, allake thingsyou
were being scathing about?"

His lips twisted. ‘Are you not the Lucy Wainrighiaut whom some
bloke flew a plane over Sydney Harbour trailingaafer asking you
to marry him?'Lucy's eyes sparkled with indignatibdon't think it's
fair to blame me for that! I'd given him absolutalp cause to
imagine | would!

He grimaced. 'Perhaps not. | do remember the papémg you up
as rather heartless because you declined." HeegririBtill, some
very romantic gestures have come your way, you @asit.'



‘They did,' she said with youthful dignity and aysteady gaze from
her pansy-blue eyes. 'It may have escaped you didt't take any of
them up, Justin. No one rushed me into marriageaussc of

moonlight and roses. You were the one who did tiséing."'

‘You're only twenty," he said mildly, ignoring thest of her speech.

' may be, but I'm not entirely a fool.' She stapdherself. 'I'll have to
think abouthisrevelation now! | hope you have no objection &t

He took his time replying. He studied her braveastaand her outfit
of grey cords and a lovely chunky grey and whiteater. His gaze
lingered on her loose hair and finally her face ahdre was
something in it that caused her to catch her brshdintly and be
suddenly aware of him differently, something undedly admiring
In his eyes; it was as if they were a man and a avooaught in a
moment of intimate curiosityNo,she thought, as a sensation that w:
becoming familiar coursed through her body, a desrsaf leaping
pulses and trembling anticipation. He can't do thisne. Not when
he's just told me about Joanna! And she switchedghee away
confusedly.

‘By all means, Lucy," he merely said after a moment

She turned away and walked towards the door, pgayawouldn't
guess what an effort it was to appear completetynab

Yet despite that puzzling look, over the next feayslLucy couldn't
help feeling that Justin was withdrawn and preoemlipin fact he
spent a lot of time at Riverbend, much to Adriaisgust.

And she couldn't help wondering how much that ueetgd

encounter with Joanna had affected him. It alsawwwed to her that
he had never denied being in love with Joanna. &l thought to
herself often, it's all falling into place, isrt?ilt has to be. You don't



marry someone the way he married me unless theneason like
that behind it. So what do | do now?

It also struck her as unfair that during those flays she could settle
to nothing because of a curiously bereft feeling...

What she did do was quite unexpected, as it hajppera it all
boiled up one evening out of the blue...

She was sitting at the piano playing Chopin whestiducame
in—she hadn't seen him for two days and he'd afraféer dinner,
which Shirley had kept warm for him, and electedabin the kitchen
where Adrian had regaled him wikits doings of the past few days.

Lucy had stayed for a while then wandered intditrary and started
to play softly. She looked up now as he closeditia, and felt her
heart contract. He was wearing jeans and a blagat®rv and there
were marks of weariness on his face beneath Higdufark hair and
something drained and moody in his eyes. He alsb Isaefly,
‘What's wrong?'

‘Nothing. I... | was going to ask you the same.'
'Why?'

She played a chord quietly. 'l thought you lookedied and
disenchanted, that's all.'

He shrugged. 'l am tired. A consignment of tweffitye yearlings to
break in and get ready for a sale is a tiring bessti He sat down in
an armchair and lay back. 'Play some more,' heesigd after a
minute or so. '"How come you play so well?



‘Mother Angelica, at school,' Lucy said with a gaire. 'She used to
tie me to the piano stool—no, not really, but shaswa very
determined person, and eventually | grew to love it

‘She was your music teacher?’

'She was much more than that," Lucy said wryly. idadmistress,
the bane of my life often, yet, looking back, rathwse and someone
I'll always admire.'

He said no more, so she played, and noticed otlteo€orner of her
eye that his hand on the arm of the chair clenameldstretched a few
times, then relaxed. What she didn't notice wasamag he watched
her straight back, the sweep of her eyelashesassitentrated, how
she sometimes, as a lovely melody evolved beneatlingers, bit
her bottom lip.

She also found herself thinking about Mother Anggelis she played,
that hard-headed but wise nun who had had very dieas on a
whole host of subjects including the role of wifedthat would come
to most of her charges...

And she must have played for nearly an hour witdséhthoughts on
her mind, until she began to wonder if he'd fabsteep, but, as she
closed the piano softly and stood up, she sawhin&tad not.

‘Sorry,' he said, and grimaced. 'I'm not great comggonight, am 1?
That was very... relaxing.'

Lucy hesitated then sat down opposite him. 'Straagay,' she said
very slowly, 'I'm sorry | can't offer you the marenventional form of
relaxation wives are supposed to provide—but Itdbimk it would
help to try to be a substitute tonight—do you?'



She saw his mouth harden briefly then thought lghtrhave forced
himself to relax as he drawled, 'So that's whatghdring
you—Joanna again.’

‘Yes,' she admitted composedly, ‘but it may suepysu to know all
my thoughts on the subject.'

He lifted one black brow wryly. 'Well, go on, suga me.’

She looked down and smoothed the fabric of the tartgn skirt she
wore with a dark green angora cardigan that hdd pearl buttons.
Her hair was tied back simply with a matching grabhon. And she
answered obliquely, 'Do you... could you believatth think
domesticity is overtaking me, Justin?'

He narrowed his eyes. 'l think you'll have to expkbit better than
that, Lucy.’

'l... | just have it in me at the moment to belidveould be quite a
good wife, to be modest and industrious—you're @bbp going to
laugh--'

'‘No," he said slowly with a frown in his eyes. 'Buten did all this hit
you?'

When you walked in tonight, she answered in herthaad when |
thought of Mother Angelica, that's when it all dgtBsed, but she
said, 'Over the last few days, | suppose.’

'‘Well--' He paused and watched her searchingly.

'‘What are you suggesting?"That's up to you, redliyean--' she
hesitated '—if you still feel we could make a gatof



''ve never changed my mind about that. Lucy--phased '—you're
not about to sacrifice yourself on the altar of yao doubt highly
dramatised version of what happened with Joaneayar?'

‘Not while she's still so close to you,' she saij thought he swore
under his breath but made herself go on bravetygl feot that, no.
Just—well, you yourself told me it comes to mosbgle, a time
when they have to make the best of things, sa...#ad she lifted
her chin and stared into his eyes with dignity.

He swore properly this time and said roughly, '@a ¥now how old
you look, Lucy? About sixteen.’

She flinched. And said honestly, 'l feel a lot olth&n sixteen, Justin.
| know how young | must appear to you but right niofeel like a
woman for the first time in my life probably.' Sét®pped awkwardly
and licked her lips nervously as she sought toampihat was in her
heart. 'And I'm beginning to understand what myar# are, | guess.
Go away from here, or try to build something worttiies with you.
And | suppose it came to me that if I'd had theraga to go away, |
would have done it at the beginning. It's also coon@e that even if
you couldn't love me as you did Joanna, if youddice all the same,
then you're right, there is something to work on.’

'‘What if," he said very quietly, and she thougl& saw a tinge of pain
in his eyes, 'my...the way | love you doesn't coqméo expectations?’

‘You mean if | really fall in love with you but doesn't happen the
same way for you?' She stopped, but he didn't answvake any
gesture so she said, 'Then I'll have to pour itratl Dalkeith, and
you'll have to give me some children, Justin. Beté's one thing I've
got to tell you before you make up your mind." Slesitated, then
took a deep breath. 'It's one of the reasons whyngadhis decision
has been so difficult for me— | don't know if ydusklieve this but



I'm not very experienced about lovemaking. In paihfact.. .I've
never actually done it.'

' know--'

'‘Now if that altersyour decision I'd quite understand. | mean it's a k
different for two reasons at least—yathat?'She stared at him with
her lips parted and her eyes huge.

'l know that you're a virgin, Lucy.'
'‘But how can you possibly—know?' she whispered.

'‘Because your innocence in these matters—shinesalikkmp,' he
said with irony, self-directed irony she thoughtit Isuch was her
confusion that she didn't give it more than a pags#iought.

‘But everything you'veaid,'she protested, and bit her lip.

His lips twisted. 'lt suited me to—go along witheeythingyou said

with such bravado, my dear. | also--' he pausedragdrded her
crestfallen countenance with something unusualhtlgen his eyes
'—have known you for a long time and always hadegai bit of

respect for you, Lucy.'

'Respect,’ she murmured dazedly. '‘But what abalte'licked her
lips '—what about getting a proposal of marriagerfra plane over
Sydney Harbour? And, | did have—well, quite a feayfiends,
although--' her eyes flashed suddenly '—I certaildgy "queening”
it over all and sundry!'

'‘My apologies. In fact you were a sight for soreesywhen you
were—in full flight. Is that a better way of putgnt? But still quite
obviously a lovely, laughing girl who had given $ef to no one.'



'Oh." Lucy groaned and put her hands to her hatlcheThis is so
humiliating!'

'On the contrary, it's something to be proud of.’
'So you married me—you don't mind, in other words?'
'Why should | mind?' He smiled faintly.

'‘Well, | could turn out to be frigid for one thinghe said starkly. 'And
isn't it a little bit different—taking someone uotihed into a
marriage like this, other than someone who mighehabetter idea
of... all sorts of things!" She eyed him indignantl

He sat up abruptly. "You're not frigid, Lucy.’
‘That sounds so essentially male!

‘It may be,' he said with a tinge of impatiencey 'believe me, it's
true.’

‘Do all men know so much about women?' she asked with
turmoil and confusion showing in her eyes.

He shrugged. 'l don't know. And you're only oneng@woman we're
talking about. | don't claim ultimate wisdom on thebject. All it
means is that I'm quite a few years older and heavet more
experience.'

She stared at him for a long moment, then saiclpaudibly, 'Do
you know what | wish? | can't help wishing at thmment,' she
whispered desolately, 'that | were planning to bemadest,
industrious wife to someone who didn't necessahgve any
experience but who loved me so much that it wotldatter.'



‘Strangely enough,' he answered very quietlyhiatthoment, so do
|.l

'‘Justin--'

But he stood up and walked over to her and heldhmithand.
'‘Lucy—you could still take my other offer. You taltt of an
annulment once...' He paused as she put her hemkisnuncertainly,
and pulled her gently to her feet. 'If that's nealhat you want to do,’'
he finished.

She didn't realise the leap of fright that showedter eyes, but she
did make herself say, 'Because you saw Joanna,agjaims that--'

‘Lucy, that's over and done with,' he said gririly.

But she wouldn't let him go on. Speaking from apdeell of fear in
her heart, she said haltingly, 'Well, perhaps u gan't have her and |
can't have—an imaginary person who might nevert exagyway,
could we console each other, do you think?'

It was his turn to stare down into her eyes witmsthing like real
regret in his, until he said, 'We could try.’

‘Well--'

She got no further, because he put a finger tdirand murmured,
'l think we've probably said as much as one carpsaye subject. |
think the time has come now to—let things takertibeurse. Like
this." And he took her into his arms and startekige her.

It was quite some time later when his mouth leftshand she
discovered that just about everything else hadhleftmind, Joanna
Madden included, because it seemed she was whaotlyséd on
Justin Waite and the rapture his hps and his haadsflicted on her



body and imprinted on her soul. It was also a w@h because she
hadn't expected it, yet this kiss couldn't havenbemwre different
from the only other time he'd kissed her, and thas what she'd
expected—another give-nothing-away experience. imehs what
she'd expected to bestow, she realised shakilysiBit received and
bestowed far more, and her breathing was undoybé&ditic as she
stared up at him, not wanting to be released. Headyn with the
feel and the taste of him but completely abandaoddthis time, her
skin trembling finely in anticipation as his hanvadgndered down her
back and found the gap between her cardigan antdasid lingered
on her waist, then slipped beneath the elastictlansl of the skirt
and slid down to her hips, scantily clad in a {oayr of fine silk bikini
briefs.

Her breath jolted in a little flare of shock and biyes narrowed as he
saw it, but the shock waned almost as quickly hadtflared, and she
came unresistingly as he pulled her even closeausscthere seemed
to be a current flowing between them, or from himher, she
thought, a sort of sensual pull that both amazedine filled her with
an inner quivering that was a mature of longing exdtement—and
the knowledge that she wanted to be nowhere elseach but in
Justin Waite's arms.

It was like a compulsion such as she'd never knoamg an
awareness that made her drink in everything abiout the way his
dark hair fell and those little lines beside hie®y-they weren't
creased in amusement, she noted, in fact his sysWere half
lowered in a rather intent way and he seemed twddehing her
mouth with interest, just her lips, which sent &eottremor through
her as "she remembered how his own had explorezbthskin of her
neck and a little further down when he'd flicke@&on@ couple of little
pearl buttons...

And she made a helpless little sound because italss terribly
unfair that he could make her feel like this, thloud course, to be



perfectly honest, it had been growing in her ftoreg time, hadn't it?
It had probably been there when she was fourtedmegasuring up
her very first date at the school dance...

‘And what is going through your mind at the moméniy,' he said
very softly and kissed the corner of her mouth tHgs

' still think we should wait until...'

'‘No, now," he said and took her back into his afiiEs has gone on
long enough, and it will be all right, | promisewb

‘Justin,’ she whispered, her colour fluctuating, breathing erratic,
‘do you mean...?'

‘Yes, now, tonight." And stopped anything furthee snight have said
by kissing her.

'| feel—I feel so different,’ she said later.

‘Do you?' Justin drew his hand down her pale, glebddy and rested
his dark head on his hand so he could look intoelyes. There was
one lamp on in her bedroom and the bed was rumgiiedjre now
low. Tell me.’

'| feel translated somehow.' Her voice was low lansky. 'Does that
sound odd to you?'

'‘Not at all.' He stroked her cheek. 'l feel a béttway myself. You're
incredibly lovely, you know.'

‘But was | any good?' she said very quietly. Theeee faint blue
shadows beneath her eyes, her hair was damp aodielisd and
there was something young and bewildered in hes,ege if she



couldn't quite believe what had happened, coulginte make the
transition to having him lean and strong, dark makked in bed beside
her.

He smiled and pushed some golden strands of Hdneofface. 'You
were tender and—delicious. Didn't you notice my ctiem,
incidentally?'

She thought for a moment and closed her eyes ahémeory of the
feel of his hard body on hers and how he'd madevaat everything
he'd done to her, how he'd made her feel soft amwbth and told her
she was like a work of art—how there'd been no paall, how her
eyes had opened and her hands on his back had $édiek and she'd
gasped as sheer pleasure had risen in waves thiergbody and
she'd felt the convulsion of his with a sweet sesfgegumph.

'‘And you came yourself, didn't you?' he said athalpassed through
her mind.

'l...yes, something happened to me that was quatederful,’ she
confessed.

‘Then--' he pulled up the sheet and held her claias well.'

But she said seriously, 'Justin, | just have teislihg | may have
given myself away and I'm a little worried aboutybu see.'

He moved his chin on her hair and she thought aghlad softly.
‘Given yourself away how, Lucy?'

‘Let you know that | do love you--'

‘You don't have to worry about that.'



She grimaced. 'l suppose you knew that too all tinge |
was—pretending to myself. But what I'm worried abisuthat it
might be a burden to you so--'

‘No, Lucy--' he put his fingers to her lips '—itist, it never can be, so
don't say any more. Let's just relax and be ha@pyto sleep, in other
words, my sweet, talkative wife,' he said wrylyddassed her brow.

Lucy subsided, although part of her wanted to hawet with him,
but the rest of her couldn't help but feel warm safk, and it was so
lovely lying against him and feeling his hand singkher back that
she ended up falling asleep before she knew it.

And morning brought her some reassurance.

She woke to find him watching her with somethingnistakably
tender in his eyes. He also said, 'How do you tdes, Waite?'

Her lips curved. 'Fine, thank you, Mr Waite.'

‘Then would you mind—if | did this?' And he drewetbovers aside
and touched her nipples until they started to drdnd a sense of
longing travelled down her body, and her eyes wadem such
surprise that he laughed and kissed her. 'Dorktlike that, it's quite
normal to wake up feeling sexy. I've been doingl®auith it for
about half an hour." And he eased his weight dretagently.

They showered together afterwards and she atealiregkfast then
went for a ride, during which, for the first timmee their marriage,
she told him about some of her ideas for Dalkentl be listened
attentively and with approval. But after lunch ledshe had some
work to do so she, somewhat to her surprise, f@aunook and curled
up with it for the whole afternoon.

* % %



‘Lucy?'

She looked up to see Justin standing over herseithething wry in
his eyes.

'Hil'

'l wondered where you were—the place was so dbinet.stretched
and yawned and closed the book then glanced atvhtrh and
blinked in surprise. 'lt's nearly dinnertime! Isstivhat being married
does to one?' she asked with a glint of humour.

‘There's no sin in it," he replied, helping heramal kissing the top of
her head.

'It seems very slothful, however," she commentad, laant against
him.

'‘Perhaps that's what honeymoons were designed for.'

'‘Oh! Perhaps you're right!" She glinted a smilauipim. "To help new
brides get over the shock of it all.’

'‘Shock?' he queried tilting her chin up and witmething quizzical
in his expression.

‘What | mean is--'
'Did it come as such a shock, Lucy?'

'‘No, not really." She lowered her lashes. 'But gbing has to
account for the fact that | seem to be--' she ghusein a state of
suspended animation at the moment,’ she said tkfallgh'l mean,
after all the weeks of trauma, it's finally happereyou'd think I'd at
least be analysing it, turning it over and ovenng to poke holes in
it—that sort of thing, instead of peacefully reagia book all



afternoon. Oh, no!" And she looked up at him witlcwiously
comical, wide-eyed look of horror.

‘Lucy, you've got me seriously worried,' he saigllwr'Oh, no what?'
'I've just remembered something you said to me!'

‘Well, tell me." He fingered the collar of her bdmuand his lips
twisted. 'Before | die of curiosity.'

'l don't think | should—you'll be able to say Idoglou so! And | don't
think I'd appreciate that one bit...'

He grimaced. 'l can see I'm going to have to usmgtarm tactics,
Mrs Waite. Shall we go up to our bedroom?’

'‘What do you mean?' She was genuinely wide-eyed now

‘Just that | could kiss you there until you werpghato confide in me
without the possibility of Adrian or Shirley stunng upon us, and
just in case it went— further than that.' His gesyes were entirely
grave.

‘That's... incredible blackmail, Justin!
'l know but one of much the nicest forms of it ybptobably find.'

‘Then I'll spike your guns here and now, sir,' sl and started to
laugh. 'It's just that you did say to me once thahout regular,
satisfying sex | could get troublesome and fragidu

‘Actually | saidwomen--'

'It was still an amazingly superior kind of thing 4ay, whether you
were generalising or being particular, or so | tifttuNow | have to
wonder if you were right, which is rather demoralijsactually—-



‘Then perhaps this will help,' he interrupted. tineow on, without
regular, satisfying sex with you, Lucy, I'm the aneo could become
fractious and troublesome.’

She stared up into his eyes and was so totaligudd and fascinated
by this possibility, she forgot to say anythingakht

Until he said softly, ‘What deep, dark plans ane goncocting for me
now, Lucy Waite?'

‘Nothing!" But she blushed and got hotter as hghad quietly and
kissed her on the lips, and said, 'If it wererr'tthee fact that dinnas
only ten minutes away..." But he didn't go on a/theard Shirley
come into the dining-room next door; instead heseadia rueful
eyebrow—and Lucy breathed a tiny sigh of relief.

It was after dinner that he brought up the subgéchoneymoons
again.

'You know,' he said as they sat down before thratbfire, as it was
raining again, 'once the yearling sales are oveskhwild take our
delayed honeymoon. Where would you like to go?'

They were sitting side by side on the settee amy kaised her hands
above her head and said, 'Oh—the Seychelles, wheoald get
around in a bikini all the time and if it rainssitvarm. Or—Tahiti
sounds nice, Justin,' she said, parodying a teteviadvertisement
with a pert look.

'It does indeed, but seriously--'

Her expression grew serious. 'Closer to home? It doimd—that
didn't sound very modest or industrious, did it?"



He laughed quietly and pulled her onto his lape'fffrought of you in
a bikini all the time in the Seychelles is seriguslectrifying, all the
same. What | was going to say was, do you haseriausdesire to
see them or were you teasing me?"'

She considered for a moment then all of a suddaemdftnerself with
tears in her eyes.

'What's the matter?' He frowned down at her.

'l don't know—how very embarrassing! | think beinga positionto
tease you, Justin, is something of a revelation..amhd..." She
couldn't go on.

‘Lucy,’ he said quietly and stroked her hair, ‘thisnly reaction—it
has all been pretty traumatic but @\ger now.'

Lucy laughed shakily, and Adrian stuck his headuadothe door.
‘Mum's looking for you two.'

Justin stilled Lucy's sudden movement. 'Ask yoummé we can
have our coffee in here, Adrian. Is something wfng

Adrian advanced into the room and continued hiscati study of
them from close quarters. 'She sick?' he askeabat |

'‘No. Just tired," Justin said gravely.

'‘Didn't know you two felt like that about each athbe said with the
extreme unselfconsciousness of youth and becauseabeAdrian
anyway, and extremely perceptive with it.

'‘As you see, we do. | hope you approve?' Justinieszal

Adrian shrugged. 'Don't know much about it. | hdivgat a father so
my Mum doesn't go in for it.’



‘Yes, well, that could change one day, Adrian, éniddoes I'll tell
you how to handle it. The best way is to ignoranitl leave them in
peace.'

Adrian considered. 'OK," he said at length. 'l mtkget the message.
I'll tell Mum to knock like the clappers when shenlgs the coffee
and not to rush it.’

‘You're a bright boy, Adrian," Justin said with adireath of laughter.
'In fact I'll add to that, | reckon you'll go a lpmvay.'

‘Thanks," Adrian replied off-handedly. 'By the wélye changed my
mind. Not sure about being a fanner any more.nkiliil be a pilot.
See you later.' He withdrew and closed the dooimioethim.

But Lucy could contain herself no longer. She beganaugh
uncontrollably and felt Justin's iron control giveewtoo. 'Oh, God,
he's a character, isn't he?' she gasped.

'One of the best.’

It was minutes before they were quiet again, alghouucy was still
subject to the odd breathless little chuckle.

'Feeling better?' he asked.

‘Mmm." She moved her cheek against his chest amagktt how
warm and safe she felt and how she'd like to skaythis all night.
And as the thought took possession of her mindraked her lashes
and whispered, 'l can, can't I?'

'‘Can what?'

'I'm just thinking aloud; it doesn't matter."'



'Yes, it does.' He put his fingers under her cinich made her look up
at him.

'l can spend the night with you—that's what | wasking, that's all,'
she said, and shrugged and coloured all at the $amee "You're
probably wondering if I've gone feeble-minded," added ruefully.

He laughed quietly—and then swore as the phone rang

It was Sasha with the news that the CawnporeHglgt severe colic.
‘'l have to go—Lucy, I'm sorry," Justin said ingely.

'‘But it's dark and it's raining, Justin, and you--'

He sat down and took her hands. 'lt's stoppedngiand it's clear
over Riverbend, and | have an instrument rating foght
flying—Lucy, that filly could bring a hell of a lobf money at the
sales if we can save her and | don't have to tlltiat colic can be
fatal in a horse. | have to go, much as | hate to.’

Her hands quivered in his but she said, 'Of cougsad luck with
her. Will you ring me when you arrive?'

‘Yes.' He leant forward and kissed her. 'Sleep, Wi Waite.'

1 try...'

She was actually in bed although not asleep whephione rang, but
it was Sasha to say that Justin had arrived sadelythat they looked
as if they had a difficult night ahead of them anad to expect him
home until tomorrow.



Lucy replaced the receiver and regarded it balefoli a moment. 'l
don't know why | put up with that woman,' she alsermured. 'Only
she could, in the space of a few short sentenoas;ive to make me
feel quite useless while she's being so strongcamapetent,’ she
marvelled.

She put the lamp out with a snap and slid downtbup beneath the
covers in her pink and white polka- dot silk pyjam&hen it occurred
to her to wonder what Sasha and the rest of thelwaruld make of
the latest development in the Waite marriage, assputhey'd been
privy to what had gone before—which they hadn't sbminded
herself, but might have sensed or guessed it.

But her overriding emotion, she discovered, wasantingly new

feeling of vulnerability. Because I'm alone? shieedsherself. | didn't
feel like this earlier today, | felt serene and—wélappy. She

grimaced suddenly and tried to think back over wreat happened
and how it had happened but, as she'd found all i@y seemed
dreamlike and not susceptible to analysis...

It was as if all she could think of now was how imgbte loved Justin
Waite, and how, oddly, that had opened up a whels feld of
vulnerability for her. She fell asleep with it oarimind.



CHAPTER SIX

L ucy woke up to a warm, clear morning the next dayandll from
Justin this time, to say that the filly was respagdo treatment but
still not out of danger, and he'd have to stay Weth until she was.

‘Of course,' Lucy said down the line. 'l quite urstiend.'
'‘What will you do?'

'‘As a very new wife who's lost her husband on #e&sd day of
her—well, what should be her honeymoon?' she safdaxchuckle.
'I'm not altogether sure, Justin.’

‘Lucy--"--—

'‘No—I'm only teasing, | really am fine," she saidyly, and they
chatted for a few minutes more. And when she paitpthone down
she discovered she did feel a lot better, with nafrthe shadows of
the night before lurking in her mind, and afterdne Shirley during
the morning she had lunch then saddled her hosevant for a ride.

It was such a pleasure, after all the rain theyd, ho be out in
warmth and sunshine, that she actually found Hess®ling as she
rode along. She also thought wryly that she washékig classic
symptoms of being in love—and that just a few wdidsn Justin
this morning had achieved a minor miracle.

It was quite unwittingly that she rode towards tiweelve-mile
paddock, which true to form could be more accuyadekcribed as a
bog in parts. Any more rain and it would flood a®ften did, she
thought and paused to breathe in the air and theas# take off a
jumper as she let her horse pick its way. And ssieed got this far,
she decided to check the repairs to the old boynaders' hut.



The hut could not even by a long stretch of imaigomabe described
as anything but rough and ready but the roof anol dh@d been

repaired, a supply of firewood laid in for the stoas well as some
basic provisions and there were new mattressdseotwb bunks and
some heavy duty blankets that resembled horse &iamk texture.

She grimaced as she felt them then raised her sweddkenly as she
realised that in the half- hour or so she'd beddngoaround the

afternoon had gone curiously still. And the finarbian her body

stood up in the eerie silence which was brokeshaswung open the
door, by a sheet of lightning that filled the skydaan enormous clap
of thunder that caused her to jump about a fothenair. What was

worse was the fright her horse got, which caustdrigar and whinny
and break its lead, and, on discovering itself,feg®w her a clean
pair of heels as it headed for home.

'Oh, no!" The words were torn from her as the s@mtwout in a
manner of speaking and the first raindrops fek Ibullets from an
enormous thunderhead and more thunder and lighgpigthe sky.

But it was 'oh, yes'; she was marooned, the twehrke-was bound to
flood with this storm; she should have realiseduthesual warmth in
the air could lead to storms and she'd told nobetgre she was

going...

'‘Well, I'm quite safe,' she told herself as shesetbthe hut door
against the uproar outside, 'it's just that nobkayws it. And it did
come up so fast; anyone could have been caughtinmgpvell,
anyone with other things to think of. Could | barnked for this? Not
really," she reassured herself, resolutely stilling slight niggle of
her conscience by adding, 'All's well that endd ven't they say?'

It was nine o'clock before it finally stopped raigj but there was still
thunder in the air, and, when she peered out, &igidp flash of
lightning illuminated an eerie scene—water lyingiwhere below
the high ground the hut was built on, more watantshe'd ever seen



in the twelve-mile, probably waist-deep in sometgashe guessed,
and she shivered as she remembered her grandigthmgy her about
a flash-flood that had swept through the paddode@nd lapped the
door of the hut. So she closed the door and coratedton the fact
that she was dry and safe. In fact it was quitedheinside the little
hut. She had a roaring fire going in the stovedsbaten a dinner of
baked beans and biscuits and there was a potfeledadibbling away.
She'd also pulled the two mattresses off the bankput them on the
floor in front of the stove—it was now very coldhcha wind was
getting up which would probably blow the storms gwaood news
really, although the danger of flash-flooding stidpended on how
much water was draining into the paddock.

It was probably due to the rising wind and the kiaof the fire that
she heard nothing as she sat huddled on a mattndss one of those
hairy blankets and sipped her coffee. In fact rst intimation that
she was not alone came when the hut door openeibpaeely,
nearly blew off its hinges and a tall, drippingutg stood there.

She nearly died at the unexpectedness of it, Bpilt coffee and
yelped with pain then gasped as she put her cumddwstin! You
frightened the life out of me! Couldn't you haveokked--?'

But with a swift lunging movement her muddy, tonmdatattered
husband hauled her to her feet and grated throsgledth, 'What the
hell are you doing here, Lucy? Have you no sense atjakt how
long are you going to be a giddy, thoughtless, nbkeas eternal
schoolgirl?'

If he'd just not said those last words, the shusé&fto her own temper
might not have lit, but it did in a blinding flaglecause she knew she
was no longer a schoolgirl or giddy or thoughtlasd brainless, in
fact she knew she was a woman in just about eryesof the word
with a lot of the heartache that seemed to go thighcondition—and
all at his hands. So she wrestled an arm free,apgain, 'lhateyou,



Justin Waite! | wouldn'behere if it weren't for you." And she hit him
hard and accurately on his cheekbone.

His grey eyes blazed beneath his dark, dripping had his mouth
twisted in a frighteningly savage way, then he gérlher into his
arms, stared briefly into her widening eyes, darkgnvith fright as
her face paled, and started to kiss her ruthlessly.

She- sagged to her knees when he let her go atHastheart
pounding, her mouth bruised and her whole bodyislgak

He stared down at her for a moment, their eyesihgeckhen he said
grimly, 'Don't you realise that every able man ba place is out
searching for you, that we've even called in tha&eSEmergency
Services helicopter?’

She gasped. 'l... but there was no way | coulgiddatknow | was all

right. My horse b-bolted, you see--' her teeth telmat '—it was the
thunder, then it started to pour—it was reallyjadit... one of those
things,' she finished helplessly in a bare littleisper, and dropped
her head into her hands.

'‘No, it wasn't he said precisely. 'It was a case plain

thoughtlessness, Lucy, and in future don't you geegalloping off
into the blue without telling someomvehereyou're going. Do you
understand?'

‘Yes. Look, I'm sorry--'

But he cut her off. 'And for someone who knows agimas you do,
or claims you do, to comeerewhen you know the history of this
bloody paddock was sheer lunacy. Look at me, Ludtg'
commanded.



She did, and could have cried because of courseahleight. If only
she hadn't been so happily preoccupied! But sheseefto allow
herself the luxury of tears. "You're right,’ shielsa a stiff little voice.
'l was extremely stupid. | won't do it again. Hoig glou get here?'

His mouth set in a hard line then he pulled offdiiskin. 'l drove as
far as | could then | walked and finally | swamistdyes glinted with
mockery and she winced. 'l just hope,” he continyadling a
two-way radio wrapped in more oilskin out from untes shirt, 'this
survived the experience.'

It had, and she breathed a sigh of relief as Hectalff the search,
thanked everybody, and it was decided they'd be feafthe rest of
the night and a rescue attempt would be made imtiraing.

'‘We'll bring a boat this time,' the voice on thieestend promised with
more good-naturedness than one would have expected.

But it didn't appear to improve Justin's humour. pig the radio
down, glanced at her coldly then started to remineerest of his
wrecked, sodden clothes.

Lucy took a breath, wondered incredulously if slesweing sent to
Coventry, but some impulse made her guard agauishg it to the
test immediately. And she turned away and busiesklfe

'Here,' she said after a while, and handed him @ afusteaming
packet soup. There was a pot of canned braisedimetering on the
stove and she'd hung his clothes over the bunkd. dtepped to his
underpants and was wrapped in a blanket. Sheidrfaiind a coarse
old towel and he'd rubbed himself down with it &imel muscles of his
shoulders and thighs had rippled under his firaabea skin.

He took the soup and drank it in silence thenatlhoh the beef, and
all he said was, 'Aren't you having any?'



'I'm not hungry—I had something earlier.’

He didn't reply and she busied herself at the rediary sink which
was a bucket on a table, and wondered how longutladvbe before
she was considered suitably chastened and worttajkafig to.

He finished the coffee she poured for him and Egkbwith his hands
behind his head. She hesitated, then sat down-l@gged on the
other mattress half turned away from him and sigperdown.

And she nearly spilt another lot of coffee as hd saddenly, 'Would
you care to explain, Lucy, why you wouldn't be hiéieweren't for
me?'

'l—what | meant was,' she said carefully, 'thaadl some things on
my mind. And so | wasn't quite as— um--'

'On the ball as you should have been,' he complietetder drily.
‘That's no excuse.'

'Well--'

‘Lucy," he said dangerously.

She grimaced and sipped some coffee. '‘Perhapeyaglit.’
‘Perhaps?'

‘All right,' she said quietly. 'I've admitted it watupid, | am stupid--'

‘All the more so if those things you had on yound)i he said
sardonically, 'are to do with us.’

She took a breath. 'l can't quite agree with yauehJustin.'



He swore beneath his breath and turned to loo&ratésting his head
on one hand and then for reasons she couldn'tfathe swore again
but added in less abrasive tones, 'For what itishywb don't usually

go around kissing little girls quite as brutallythat.'

Involuntarily, Lucy raised a hand to her mouth, ahé said a little
foolishly because she couldn't think of anythirgedb say, 'I'm glad.
It's a bit—well--' She paused, then hastened tp'kdgn't usually go
around slapping people's faces either, but | ditktilou'd done me
an injustice, you see. | still do." She paused kwked at him

resolutely, then she said, 'What | didn't take sxtoount at the time
was all you'd been through. Could we both have hesna bit at

fault?'

Justin Waite stared at her expressionlessly andvse entirely
unaware that the firelight enhanced the gold ofHaér, deepened the
blue of her eyes, had brought a delicate flustetacheeks so that she
looked troubled but almost ethereally lovely. Nar she understand
why he closed his eyes briefly and sighed as hte $&hat injustice,
Lucy?'

‘Well I'm not just a little girl, I'm your wife foone thing and what |
meant about—not being here if it wasn't for you—ieessimple but
awkward fact that... that | was in a bit of a Istedck daze anthat's

why | wasn't completely on the ball,' she said iush. 'But now |

can't help wondering when you're really going sotdreating me like
a wife, Justin. Maybe one who makes mistakes oooaby but who

doesn't deserve to be treated like a child.’

His expression hadn't altered during her speechaliing said at the
end of it was, 'Come here, Lucy.'

Her eyes widened. '"Why?'



He raised a wry eyebrow. 'So | can start treatmglike a wife—why
else?’

But a defiant little spark lit her eyes. 'If yourtk that's all it's going to
take--'

'Yes, | do,' he interrupted. 'It's a time-honoucadtom between men
and women--'

‘But | think it should besaid.,'she objected.

'‘As a matter of fact, this will probably say atoebre than either of us
could say in words—Ilet me show you.' And he knpliand reached
for her and when she made a convulsive movemesighed quietly

but didn't release her and said abruptly, "Trustonence, Lucy.’

She looked up into his eyes and blinked away thestshe was still
determined not to shed. And the faintest smile lhedchis mouth as
he observed the tilt of her chin and he said,rigft, | apologise. But
when you've been wondering whether the body of yofe is going
to float past you, it tends to—well, as you saw. yom think you
could see your way clear to allowing yourself taunelressed now?'

She licked her lips and her pulses started to leeedtically.
‘Well—only if you'll allow me to say that | seridysregret hitting
you.'

‘Thank you,' he said gravely and pulled her sweaver her head
then removed her blouse, and with her help, hersjsa that all she
wore in the glow of the fire was a navy blue brahwittle white
flowers on it and matching briefs.

‘Very—fetching," he murmured.



‘They're French,' she confided, sitting on her $)detr hands on her
thighs.

‘There's one thing | can think of that would bette than you in
them—and that's you out of them.'

She laughed then sobered as she gazed at himré¥-ehave to tell
you | think you're quite magnificent, you know,'eskaid huskily.
‘Just in case you thought | wasn't affected or sbimg like that.
Indeed, the truth is, I'm quite seriously affected.

'‘Lucy--' he reached behind her and released her-beamny more
words along those lines and I'm liable to becomsoatrollable.’

‘Well, that | can't imagine,' she said, and caugt breath as he
touched her naked breasts, and she lifted her matdure what she
wanted to do, but he caught it and raised it tdipssand kissed the
palm.

'Firelight becomes you,' he murmured, turning Misrdion back to

her nipples until they unfurled. And he stroked thié soft, silky

places of her body—her armpits, the back of heknd® curve of

her waist, but each time returning to weigh hel; fuggh breasts that
quivered on the slender stem of her body like useifruit. Until she

could stand it no more and she leant forward ambesti her arms
around his neck and laid her brow on his shoulddrsaid his name
pleadingly.

She woke slowly to a dim grey light filtering intbe hut. And she
made a contented little sound and closed her eyan,sbut then her
lashes flew up and she was staring at close rarigelustin's eyes.
She blinked and other things intruded upon her @oansness, that



she was nestled in his arms, that they were cougyadio scratchy
horse blankets—and it all came back to her aneéyes widened.

'It's all right,' he said softly, and raised a hambrush her hair off her
cheek.

Lucy relaxed and said with a little sigh, 'Thistésribly nice, you
know. Even here.'

'I'm glad," he replied, his lips twisting slightlit.is for me too. | take
it I'm quite forgiven?'

'Of course,' she said. 'l thought I'd made thatais/last night.’

‘Well, you did let me make love to you last nightg said
thoughtfully.

Lucy's eyes widened. 'Wasn't that enough? | alswogised for
hitting you..."

'So you did. | was only wondering whether | hadfisigntly
apologised for kissing you the way | did.'

Lucy took a breath and looked at him earnestlyviath a trace of
shyness. 'To be honest I'd forgotten all abouant if that didn't
show—uwell, don't forget | haven't done this often.'

He smiled rather quizzically down at her. 'All teeme you do it with
a lot of style.'

She forgot to feel shy. 'Do | really? In what way?'

He moved the blankets aside leisurely and his gagg skimmed her
body. 'Well, there's the way you move, the things pay—and
sometimes the things you don't say, but | can tieanh in your eyes
all the same."



She grimaced. 'l had the feeling | was a dead giaga

‘There's nothing to regret in that. It's very apipga And there's the
way you're lying here discussing this so gravelghvae, with not a
stitch of clothing on—believe me, that's intenseppealing,
speaking as a man,' he said seriously but withhigrdurking in his
eyes.

Lucy blushed but laughed a little herself. 'Spegkas a woman,
you're tremendously appealing, | have to say, dugthd she put her
hands on his shoulders tentatively.

'‘Goon.'

Her lips quivered and she moved her hands acrassHaulders.
‘Well, you're tall, dark and handsome for one thifglid tell you
that last night. You can be very nice at times,aioother. | must say
it's also very reassuring to have you around, gesn when you're
cross with me," she said airily. 'Let me see,'crginued, 'you--'

‘Lucy,’ he interrupted, 'you're teasing me.'
She opened her eyes very wide. 'l wouldn't dare!'

'Oh, yes, you would. But | have to tell you | hakie perfect solution
for pert girls.’

‘You do?' She frowned. 'Let me guess.' And she leaward so her
breasts brushed against his chest and kissed ginthylion the lips.
‘Something along these lines?' she asked with fies @ancing
wickedly..

'‘Precisely. You're learning very fast, my dear.’

She laughed and rested against him. 'l think |dituhave a better
teacher. Justin—are you asking me to make loveoio ggain?



Because, if so, it would be a pleasure...what's rtradter? Is
something wrong?' she queried anxiously as he mswédenly then
swore.

‘Depends on which way you look at it.' He grimacBdt | think | can
hear our rescuers approaching. Does that soundalkeutboard
motor to you?'

She listened then sat up abruptly. 'Yes!'

His lips twisted. 'Well, it's not cause for alarmtlihey're bloody
early.’

Lucy scrambled up. 'You better put some clothes And she
gathered an armful of his clothes, felt them ansipuhen handed
them to him. "They're pretty dry.'

He sat up more leisurely. 'So they are. There istigona attached to
being caught in bed with your husband, Lucy.'

She cast him a rueful look as she started to dresgedly herself. 'l
know, but...'

‘You think there is?' He drew on his shirt and maktine other blanket
aside. Then he stood up with his shirt still untwtd and the hut
seemed to shrink.

‘No stigma, no,' she said, 'of course not--'

‘The lady doth protest too much, methinks,' he saydy, and caught
her hand. 'Tell me, Lucy.'

She stared up at him and for a moment forgot éntiveat she was
going to say as she studied the blue shadows onahis his
dishevelled hair and decided he looked youngewthig and that she
rather liked it...



‘Lucy?'
'‘Oh." She bit her lip and coloured. 'Sorry—what Wwaaying?'

‘Nothing," he replied amusedly, 'but you were logkperturbed
about being caught in bed with me.’

‘Ah, that—um..."' she said, dragging her mind awagnfher thoughts
with difficulty. 'Even married couples probably dorelish being
caught in bed.’

‘True,' he agreed gravely, buttoning his shirt asaching for his
mud-stiffened trousers. 'But there are probablgpteof people out
there who were wondering when we were going to tgkeur marital
bed.’

Several expressions chased through her eyes beafdmok of
indignation took hold. 'l know, but it has nothindnatsoever to do
with them?!'

‘True again,’ he murmured, and looked with disfavauthe thick
jumper he'd worn under his oilskin. 'That doesslially stop people
wondering.'

'I'm quite sure Sasha for one,' Lucy said with aerable hauteur. 'If
you must know, Justin, it will give me a lot of pkure to...
demonstrate otherwise to her.’

He grinned and pulled the jumper over his headat Doesn't seem
terribly consistent with your desire to get up ofitour bed a few
minutes ago, Lucy.'

She thought for a moment then tossed her head ambbds
mischievously up at him, 'Well, you see, Justierés a difference.
Being caught in bed, even with my legally weddeduse, by a



boatload of grinning, knowing men would quite pbssihave
rendered me all blushing and coy. Whereas dropinagpdd subtle
hint to Sasha would not.’

'‘Lucy.' He laughed and caught her again as she wwegt past him
and took her chin in his hand.

‘Yes, Justin?' she said demurely.

'‘Don't change, will you?' he said after a moment she got the
oddest feeling he'd been about to say somethireg His also added
wryly, ‘They're here.’

They were, and the news they brought with them nedggood. Not
only was the twelve-mile flooded, but the whole pedy was in
danger of inundation.

'Please, Justin, let me help!
‘Lucy--'

'You can keep an eye on me. You can give me oeseysu do to the
others. | promise you I'll obey them to the letter!

He raised a wry eyebrow. 'That would be a new e&pee but all the
same, Lucy--'

‘Justin.' She put a tentative hand on his sleederad to mask the
hurt in her eyes. 'Don't leave me out. | love Datkeand to sit by and
watch this happening, to know that stock are dragir@ind so on, is
more than | can bear. You said yourself you nettha@lhelp you can
get—and | can ride as well as any of them!'



'‘Lucy.' He paused and stared down into her eydsiow that. But
there are some things you won't want to see, shimgs you won't be
able to do.'

‘Perhaps,’ she conceded, 'but there must be sangs thcan do.
Please.’

He hesitated. 'All right—but | have to say this:yibu become a
liability at all, if we have to divert someone twk after you—well
we just can't afford the manpower.'

‘You won't,' she said quietly.

She was as good as her word and for the next waekthe
floodwaters peaked then started to recede, shd spery daylight
hour in the saddle, herding wet, bedraggled shemp bne soggy
paddock to another. And she fell into bed everynhexhausted. She
noted though that she was never allowed to workesrown and, as
Justin had predicted, there were sights she wishechadn't to see.
But she never flinched other than inwardly or taragvay.

Once, during the week, Justin who had not only Bigik but
Riverbend to worry about and divided his time betwehe two,
although by a freak of nature Riverbend wasn't adlybaffected,
stopped her as she was about to set out at thk ofatawn, and
inspected her face intently. 'How are you?' heiqder

'Finel’
‘Don't overdo it, Lucy,' he warned.
'I'm not. You must be worried sick about the yemd and the foals.'

'I've got all the yearlings out. And so far we halvéost a mare or a
foal but it's touch and go. Look, are you sure--'



‘Quite sure,’ she said quietly but firmly.

He narrowed his eyes then smiled unexpectedlyy Téleme you've
been as good as any bloke on the job.'

It was what kept her going, those words of praisd.finally the day
came when the crisis was past and she walkedhgtkitchen late in
the afternoon, knowing she wouldn't be needed ¢xé aay.

Shirley fluttered about her anxiously as she satrdat the kitchen
table. 'Oh, look at you, Miss Lucy, you've beenndotoo much!
You're only a slip of a girl--'

‘No, | haven't,’ Lucy protested, and stood up gglint her knees
buckled unexpectedly and if Justin hadn't comeutjnothe door,
she'd have fallen..

'Lucy,' he said grimly through his teeth as h&gdcher up. 'l warned
you!'

‘But | helped, didn't I?' she whispered, and cldsexdeyes.

His expression softened slightly. "You were a bioodrvel," he said.
'‘But one day you're going to learn to really dyas're told.'

'You were the marvel,' she said huskily. 'If yodiabeen here to
co-ordinate it all..." She shivered and didn't sedaie to stop, and
buried her face in his sweater.

‘Shirley," he said over his shoulder, 'in abouhaur, could you bring
our dinner upstairs?' And he shouldered his wayobuhe kitchen
with Lucy in his arms.

'I'm fine really,’' Lucy said as he set her on leat f



'So | see,' he commented as he started strippingldibes off. 'Lift
up your arms.’

Lucy obeyed, and he removed her pink vest, whitthkr standing
in her bra and jeans, the fact of which she seeunadvare as her
brow creased. 'lt hasn't been a total disasterjthdsknow we lost
some but we saved plenty too...Justin,’ she said smdden jolt of
breath, as she realised he was releasing henbra, '

Their eyes locked for an instant and her cheekgesitéo burn but he
continued what he was doing saying quietly, 'TBis ibit strange,
Lucy. Not that | can blame you fdt wondering whesire ever going
to be at leisure to consummate our marriage prppeit—I have
done it before. And all | intend to do at the momisninspect you
from top to toe. Seven days in the saddle is targmost people.'

‘You're right, | don't know what got into me," se&d breathlessly. 'Is
there any chance of the Seychelles?'

He laughed and kissed the top of her head. 'Unfatgly the blasted
Yearling Sales are almost upon us.'

An hour later she was ensconced in bed in her pim& white
polka-dot pyjamas, and Shirley had brought up difmethem both,
and was unfurling napkins and fussing around them.

'‘We'll be fine, thanks, Shirley," Justin said evely.
‘Well, if you need anything just give me a call!

Justin looked expressively at Lucy as she leftHausaid, 'I've had a
thought. How would you feel about taking Shirleymsrmanently?’

Lucy blinked. 'l think it would be great, but wowdtle want to stay?'



He laughed. '"Would she ever? Not only does shehwyotbe ground
you walk on, but the son of her heart is a reforpeson. I'm sure
she would. She'd be close to her aunts as welRdndn could enrol
in the School of the Air with the rest of the prdgekids. | get the
feeling it might be hard to tear Adrian away, anywa

'l think he worships the ground you walk on," Luogmmented.

He shrugged and said. 'Eat up, Lucy. We don't want wasting
away.'

She picked up her knife and fork. 'l don't thinkriis the least danger
of that--'

You certainly felt a few pounds lighter.’
Lucy ate some roast beef in silence.
‘What's wrong?' he said after a minute or so.

'l don't know," she replied, her brow creasingtesut her knife and
fork together. 'Well, yes, | do, although it's #@ldi hard to put into
words.'

'l think you'd better try," he said with a smilehiis eyes.

‘Would you...would you come to bed with me? Now?2 tdo.. well,
whatever you like, but I'm just feeling a littleethshocked, sort of,
and | think | need some help."'

Ten minutes later, when he'd got rid of their dinplates and she was
lying in his arms, he said, 'Feeling better?'

'Oh...yes,' she whispered with a relieved sighrriSo



‘Don't be. You did far too much but, be that asaty, will you come
to Sydney with me for the sales?'

''d love to,' she said huskily. 'Would | be in thay, though?'

'Of course not. You might even be a considerabdetaghere's an
enormous amount of socialising that goes on. Yaudcalso, much
enamoured as | am of your French underwear, colleatself a
trousseau, meet old friends—have a break, in ateds.'

But Lucy, much to her embarrassment when he rerdihdeof it the
next morning, was fast asleep.

'‘Right. | have a few things to do—why don't youth& shops, Lucy?’

' will, in a while," she replied over her shouldes she completed a
tour of the downstairs area of Justin's townhousa fashionable
inner suburb of Sydney. 'l love it,' she added esitstically, looking
out over the tiny courtyard. The living area wasifshed mainly in
subtle beiges and sandy pinks with sandstone wadisden-framed
windows and multi-paned French doors with brasdbkn®here were
big comfortable chairs covered in ivory fabric ahe dining table
was clear glass and forged iron tinted a softgoékn.

'I'm glad," he said gravely. 'It's yours to command
'Oh, I won't change a thing!'

His lips twisted. But he said, 'By the way, we'aeb invited to a
cocktail party this evening. It's a pre-sales damull you care to
accompany me, Mrs Waite?'

'I'd be delighted to, Mr Waite,' she said grandly.



He smiled but his eyes were faintly probing as ttesyed on her face.
‘You're very chipper, Lucy.'

'‘Why shouldn't I be?' She eyed him innocently.

'You've just been through a rather harrowing exguee, my dear,' he
said after a moment.

'l recover quickly," she said ruefully. "You reatlgn't have to worry
about me.'

‘Sometimes the effect of these things can be—musiglious than
one realises. And | can't help thinking you haveak about you of
the kind of high spirits that give way to tearsdrefbedtime.’

She swallowed suddenly and hoped he didn't noBezause of
course he was right in a way. Her high spirits weefeont for a little
spring of tension that had hit her rather suddbelyause on the flight
from Dalkeith, it had begun to dawn on her thatahe her marriage
to Justin Waite were going to be very much on sbeer the next
few days. But she was curiously loath to let hiwirte this. So she
said with a laughing look, 'l got over that kindtbing when | was
about ten, Justin,' she said with a laughing Idok. just a naturally
ebullient kind of person.’

'l see. All right.! He looked her over narrowly enmore then
shrugged. 'I'll be back at five, we're due at thetypat six. In the
meantime, these are for you.' He drew his hanabhis pocket and
held it out to her. In it was a key-ring, a wadnebney and a bank
card.

Her eyes widened and she licked her lips. 'l..tidugou don't have
to--'



He picked up her hand and closed it over the cemtehhis. 'Of
course | do,' he said lightly. "You can't shop withmoney, you need
transport and you need the keys of the house. @adaaind enjoy it.'
And he kissed her briefly on the top of her headl\walked out.

She got back to the townhouse at three o'cloclkepithe racy little
sports car that was apparently hers in the doudnlegg, and carried
quite a few packages into the house. But only dribean contained
clothes, the rest holding food. A quick tour of gantry before she'd
left had shown her that it was bare. She'd alsglboai percolator, the
one bit of equipment the kitchen didn't seem toehawnd before long
the aroma of coffee was drifting through the hods®l she took her
mug with her as she made a more detailed inspeclioere were
three bedrooms upstairs, the main one done ouhitevand yellow
and overlooking the courtyard. She opened the lideset and
discovered it packed with thick, thirsty towels amdtching linen
sheets and pillow cases, some of them not eveaofdleir wrappers.

And the impression that this house wasn't used wds reinforced
when she checked the china cupboards and discogéasses and
cutlery still in their boxes. She grimaced and wened who had
bought it all. Perhaps he'd got an interior deaagafirm in, she
surmised, and they'd supplied it. Or perhaps.. sBatclosed the door
of her mind on that thought at the same time astébsed cupboard
doors, and thought instead, resolutely, well, wieoe@ld it, it'snice.

* % %

She was dressed and almost ready when she hedrdrthéoor open
and close, and she looked over the banister atedoalit that she'd
be down in a tick.

'‘No hurry," he called back. 'I've got to get chahget—is that coffee
| smell?!



'Yes, it's on the stove.'

They met as she was halfway down the stairs angldsestarting to
come up.

'Hi!" she said gaily as he stopped with his foottloa bottom step.
‘How was your day?'

‘Lucy...’
‘Are you lost for words? | do hope not iigapprovingway.'

He moved away and said wryly, '‘Come right down Hhibe able to
give you a proper evaluation.'

She hesitated briefly, although she wasn't sure, Wign continued
down and went to stand in the middle of the room.

"Turn round,' he said.

She did so obediently, then looked up at him gsav8hort skirts are
in, Justin.'

He said nothing as his gaze flickered over herragéhe wore a
midnight-blue Thai silk suit. The jacket was shamtl fitted into her
waist with a wide collar that exposed her throat #re tops of her
shoulders and the sleeves were elbow-length. Thght little skirt

came to six inches above the knee and she worepadeyfrosted
stockings and high-heeled blue shoes that mattieeoltfit. Her hair
was piled on top of her head with some curly stsafidming her
face.

'‘What do you think?' she asked at last, unabléatodsthe suspense
and quite unable to read his expression.
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'l think,' he said expressionlessly then smiledthgias her eyes grew
anxious, 'that you look simply stunning, my deandAhat | shall

have to watch out in case any susceptible blokéshaue take to
flying banners over the harbour again.'

Lucy relaxed and had to laugh. 'l quite thought ga@n't like it!
‘Why wouldn't 1?'

She gestured. 'l wasn't sure it was a terribly—nmatgdeifely outfit,
somehow.'

'‘But you chose to weatr it all the same?'
'‘Don't you think it is?' She looked at him serigusl|

'‘Not at all. | didn't say that. And wives are allhvto look stunning.
Husbands are usually quite keen on that, in fact.'

‘Then why do | get the feeling you don't entireppeove?' she said
slowly.

'l don't know—why do you?' he countered.

‘Well," she frowned up at him, 'you did—sort ofsi@hen you first
saw me.'

'‘Ah. So | did. But that's easy to explain. | was@y bowled over,
particularly by your legs.'

Lucy's eyes widened and then her lips curved irdmae. 'Thanks,’
she said huskily. 'l needed that.'

‘Lucy," his lips twisted, 'it's true—you would blel@to bowl a block
of wood over. Hell--' he looked at his watch '—#ekter get moving.



By the way, | see you did the grocery shopping.nkisal always
forget.'

‘You don't have to thank me; that's what wives farg especially
industrious ones,' she said, but distractedly.fnAtbey?'

A wicked little smile lit his grey eyes. 'Among eththings. I'll be
about ten minutes.’

* * %

Lucy drew a deep breath and Justin looked dowreatith a faint
frown. 'Something wrong?'

They were just about to enter the cocktail partyues she could hear
the buzz of voices and clink of glasses, but shesgd and realised
she had a vaguely uneasy feeling at the pit oftmmnach.

‘Lucy?'

‘Um—I'm fine, Justin,' she said with a glance am.hBut that made
things worse, she discovered. He wore a grey silit avpale blue
shirt and navy blue tie and he looked both worddig enigmatic, tall,
broad- shouldered and incredibly attractive—and way of my

league? she enquired of herself with a little sigh.

‘Are you feeling sick or something?' he asked watirown in his
eyes.

'‘No,' she said uncertainly. ‘Well, not really. Big just occurred to
me that there could be four people here who knowutme

handcuffing kids to fences, let alone telling yduate you. And that
the whole of Sydney might now know of it! And, muab | hate to
admit it, my stomach is doing strange things rigbtv and I'm not
terribly sure that | can... do this.’



‘Lucy--'
‘Justin--'

'‘No, Lucy, listen to me.' He took her hand and ¢édrher away from
the double doors, at the same time as he geswmi@gpassing waiter
carrying a tray of glasses, and after a short epqelieved him of

one that contained neat brandy. 'Here, have afslpso' He handed
her the glass but didn't release her other hand.

'It might make me sick..."
‘No, it won't," he said positively. 'It'll settl@yr nerves.'.

She looked up at him out of huge eyes and withipsrtrembling,
but he pressed her fingers gently, and she rasedlass to her lips
and took a sip, and then several more. Then shadshed, but as the
fiery warmth made its way down to her stomach st Herself
steadying. '"You're right,' she said blinking selvénaes.

'I'm quite often right,' he replied wryly.

‘All the same--' a frown creased her brow and sb&dd anxiously
past him ' —it--'

'‘Lucy—I've told you this before but it's true—I dbgive a damn
about what other people think and neither should. ybhis is
between us and it's all over anyway. But in pofrfaot, you do know
what most people will be thinking? That if | couldmake you
happy, | must be out of my mind. In other wordhis' lips twisted
'—it's me they'll be wondering about, not you.'

Her lips parted. 'If they do,’ she whispered, 'ttdyo must be
wondering if you're still in love with Joanna Maddedon't you
see?'



'‘No, that's over and done with," he said firmlg, ¢mey gaze as steady
as a rock. 'Now, we can do one of two things. Wegmhome if you
still don't feel up to this and it won't worry methe slightest. Or we
can go in there—and give them something else todhbut." He
smiled unexpectedly.

'Wh-what?' she stammered.

" Well should you choose never to leave my side+#wad of
thing—they might very well say to themselves thadtih Waite is
doing it right at last.' He stared down into hemibsed eyes and
grimaced slightly, but he added, 'Why don't weitt?y



CHAPTER SEVEN

WHICH was how it came about that for the first time an hife Lucy
Waite nee Wainright had an attentive escort who a&® her
husband. And it was a revelation. She wasn't quite how he did it
but he somehow contrived to make her feel speasaif he were as
interested in her as if not more so than anyoreetbksy met. Nor did
he give her the opportunity to stray from his sden if she'd wanted
to. And she couldn't help noticing that they wdre tentre of quite
some attention.

It's incredibly heady, she thought a little dizzillyone stage, as she
stood beside him and glanced up to see him watdtengyith a faint
smile on his lips and a look in his eyes that wadusively for her, a
look that contrived to make her feel ravishing amérestingand of
singular importance to him. Also to see the envytiler women's
eyes as they looked at him, particularly Sasha, wd@tbcome forward
to meet them as soon as they'd entered, and sjayedi to their side
ever since.

Yes, well, Lucy thought privately, as Sasha, wha wiaessed in
mint-green that went well with her red hair, movesitlessly, perhaps
you won't be quite so superior with me now?

And she had almost decided to let herself just Bppi+—she'd

certainly got over her bout of nerves and was laxght something

someone was saying to her— when she looked adres®dm and

straight into Joanna Madden's lovely, haunting epesl that was

when it all collapsed like a pricked balloon. Itsva coincidence that
their eyes had caught, she knew that in her baltasna had been
looking at her for some moments, she was suregdamt seem to be
able to look away either, so that it was Lucy with &nd, as she did,
it crossed her mind to wonder whether what Justid $aid about
"giving them something else to talk about" mighténdeen directed
more at one particular person?



‘Lucy?'

'‘Oh, sorry, Justin,’ she said a few minutes lat®rd | miss
something?'

He looked her over thoughtfully. 'No. But enouglemough, | think.
Shall we go home?’

She could only nod gratefully.

'‘Why don't you change into something more comfdetaihile |
make us a snack?'

'I'm not hungry, Justin, but thanks all the same."
‘Lucy--' he caught her hand as she went to walklpas'—do it.'
A spark of rebellion lit her eyes. '"Why should 1?'

'‘Because you'll make yourself sick if you don't,'ela¢ murmured
with nothing other than a slight tinge of amusemeis eyes. 'l only
had a sandwich in mind, and coffee.’

Her Shoulders slumped. 'OK.’

He let her hand go but his gaze held hers. Thesnhked absently
and turned away.

She changed into a creamy satin nightgown and &evitwelling

robe and sighed as she let her hair down, brushieei tied it back in
a simple pony-tail. For reasons she didn't think maich to do with
her exertions at Dalkeith, she felt really tired @nspirited— in fact
she knew the reason all too well, she chided Herselanna
Madden—is she going to haunt me forever? she wedd¥&vhy can't



| just take what I've got and make the best ofl ishouldn't have
come, she thought finally, I'm OK at Dalkeith blstis like being on
a rollercoaster ride... How am | going to be nawy,ifistance?

When she got downstairs, Justin had laid out hj{geu on an
occasional table and drawn it up to a settee. There open toasted
cheese sandwiches, a bowl of fruit and a frestopooffee.

'‘Mmm. Smells nice,' she said very mundanely. 'Indi#now you
were a cook.'

He grimaced. He'd taken off his jacket and loosdmnsdie. ‘A very
ordinary cook. Sit down.' He indicated the settdfuld you like to
listen to some music?

‘Yes, please.' Lucy sat down and watched him gldmwoeigh a pile of
compact discs. Then moments later some lovely gontesic flooded
the room. He turned it down and came to sit nekisio

‘Help yourself," he murmured. 'lIt's cheese or ohées

'l like toasted cheese,' Lucy heard herself say veomdered why she
should be feeling unwittingly soothed. The musidte Tact that
Justin had gone to the trouble of making this sA&ike grimaced.

‘Something wrong?'

'‘No!" she denied hastily, and concentrated on gdter sandwich.
When she'd finished he peeled and quartered are dpplher and
poured the coffee.

‘Tell me what else you bought today?'

She cradled her mug in her hands and tucked heufeker her. 'l
bought an outfit to wear tomorrow to the salegesslfor the ball you
mentioned tomorrow night, and that's all.’



He raised an eyebrow. 'Is that all you intend tp?bu
'l don't know. One has to be in the mood.’
'How does one get into the mood?’

'l don't think one can consciously do that—you aithre or you
aren't.’

'S0 events outside you are the telling factor¢dmamented.
She wrinkled her nose. 'Probably.’

'Is that to say if you were feeling happy and aderfit you would go
out and splurge?'

Lucy considered with a faint smile. 'lIt could be tither way around,;
sometimes people do things like that when theyrerdin the dumps
and need cheering up.’

He drank some coffee then sat back with his armgglbe back of the
settee. 'What I'm trying to get at,' he said adtevhile, 'is which of
those states you might be in.’

She turned her head to look at him and whisperedaard. "Why?'
'‘Why do | want to know? Why shouldn't I?'

'‘Sometimes I'm happy and confident, sometimes lotx-'nShe
stopped abruptly and put a hand to her mouth.

'For a little while this evening you were both.'

‘Justin,' she said huskily, and to her consternatiee felt tears in her
eyes, 'l...it's not easy to..." She broke off fiatedly.



‘There's one thing that makes it all much easien'tCcry,' he said
with a faint smile quirking his lips and he tookr lmeffee cup from
her. 'This." And he took her into his arms.

‘Justin!' she protested on a suddenly panicky note.
‘There's nothing to be afraid of.'
'It's not that I'mafraid of anything.'

'‘Good,' he said wryly, and lifted her onto his Idjfen you should be
able to relax." And he did nothing more than hadlfghtly and after
a while it seemed only natural to rest her headnagais shoulder
rather than sit tensely upright against his arm.

Although she did say, challengingly, 'l am rathesd.'

'So am |. Cocktail parties can be an exhausting fof socialising
and I'm not at all sure why people inflict them ogbemselves.'

She smiled against his shirt. 'That's what my fatised to say. Why
stand around doing a juggling act with drinks artd bf food stuck
on toothpicks when you have to shake hands witplpesl the time?
He used to say it was a cheap form of entertaining.

Justin laughed.

'How are the yearlings? Is that what you did totay?
‘Yes. They all seemed to have settled in well.’

‘Will they go under the hammer tomorrow?'

'Six tomorrow, the rest the next day.'

'l suppose Sasha has everything in hand?'



‘Sasha has,' he agreed. 'With her usual supedeeify. She is in fact
being quite painful at the moment.’

‘Justin!" Lucy beamed a marvelling blue gaze ugiat. ‘I never
thought to hear you say that.’

He grimaced. 'l don't know why, but lately it's ooed to me that
Sasha doesn't have a sense of humour.'

Lucy giggled. 'Poor Sasha.’

He looked down at her ruefully. 'You don't say thath a lot of
feeling."No, | don't,’ Lucy replied unrepentant§he makes me want
to bite sometimes.’

He grinned. 'She probably envies you terribly.'

'I'm sure she does, but only over you... | meahe Stopped and
moved restlessly.

He stilled her movement and put his fingers unéerchin so that she
had to look into his eyes. 7 meant,' he said guiétiat she envies
how young and fresh you are, how lovely, how natdraw vibrant
your personality is—those things.'

'Little to know if so,' Lucy whispered, 'what aalrisome of those
things are to me.

Something flickered in his eyes. 'They shouldn't ieey aren't to
me.'

Her lips parted and her eyes widened.

'In fact they're often the opposite,' he went efeasing her chin and
pushing some strands of hair off her face. And & his head and
started to kiss her.



'Oh," Lucy said breathlessly some minutes latdr."'O
'‘May | take that as approval?' he murmured.

She swallowed and moved her cheek on his shirtnasdunable to
reply because the fact of the matter was, she wlhsisbearably
affected by his kisses and she couldn't help thopkiow ridiculous it
had been to try to pretend to him that she wagited for his love-
making when she seriously doubted that would eeghb case...

'‘Lucy Waite?' he said gravely.

‘Justin--' it came out rather cracked '—I cank.thknow that sounds
ridiculous and I'm sure you're aware that I'm tadkright at this
moment, but--'

'l am. Aware of it.’

‘Well, it's not the same thing."
His hps twisted. 'lt's not?"
‘No.'

‘All right. Then let's devise a system of non-tatkifor those things
that can't be talked about. If you would like méiss you again, you
have only to nod your head.’

But he waited no longer and it was the same wontleKperience,
although this time he slipped his hand beneathrdiez and slipped
down the narrow strap of her nightgown. And, faimirresisting,
Lucy sighed with delight as she felt his fingerstireg very gently on
her breast.



‘Nice?' he queried against the corner of her mouth.
‘Lovely," she breathed. 'l didn't know it coulddme..'
‘Didn't you?"

‘Not until you did it to me—I feel a bit of a fooghe said ruefully, but
he took no notice and continued to touch her.

‘Justin?' she said, because in spite of her desghtfelt slightly
chagrined, she found, angbungas well as foolish. 'Is this doing
anything for you, Justin?'

He'd been looking down at her in a curiously hedidgled way, but
all of a sudden he stopped what he was doing aatchtravy-lidded
look changed to one of open amusement. 'Of cotiiseliwouldn't
be doing it otherwise,' he said wryly, and add&dhdt is going
through your mind at the moment, Lucy?' as he Kitgke corner of
her mouth chastely.

But she didn't want to be kissed chastely, sheghbrebelliously; it

was too late for that now, when her breasts weeénfg tight and

tingly and she was dying to slide her hands overdhin—all of

which added to her inner turmoil and sense of tigas 'l was

wondering if you can turn this on and off like @tamen can, can't
they?' she said tartly.

He raised an eyebrow. 'That's a rather cynical rern#es a matter of
fact there is a point of no return to which menaey vulnerable.’

Lucy said scathingly, 'l know that! It wasn't whaheant.'

‘What did you mean?'



'l wondered why you—stopped. | mean to say,' site ¥me minute
you were kissing me, then you were laughing at ltteenot a very
elevating experience, to be perfectly honest--'

‘And probably entirely new to you? I'm so sorrg' $aid seriously,
'but | wasn't actually laughing gbu.Because as anyone with you ir
their arms would know--'

Lucy sat up abruptly. 'l hate the thought of tlaistin, so don't say
another word!" she commanded.

He grimaced. 'lt was meant as a compliment.’

‘No, it was not! It was just like saying, give amma girl who is
reasonably attractive and—bingo. Which is somethirgsent very
much.' Her eyes smouldered.

'Lucy," he said thoughtfully, watching as she phlkeer nightgown
up, 'if you think it only takes a pretty girl whe eager--' their eyes
clashed '—I grew out of that quite a few years babdreover, | was
actually laughing at myself.’

She blinked. 'Why?'

'‘Because | was approaching that point of no retattmer quickly,’ he
said with a faint, dry smile, twisting his lips.

'In spite of me trying to pretend | was too tired?e you?'
Lucy paused then said hollowly, 'l get the feelimgight never be.'

‘Well, now,' he said gravely but with his grey epesfectly wicked,
'that's entirely appropriate for a wife.'

'‘But not essentially modest,' she whispered wittelactant smile
tugging at her lips.



'‘Wives are allowed to be sexy with their husbaiaslong as it stops
there.'

‘But--'

'In fact so far as being a wife goes,' he overtete 'there's only one
serious flaw I've found in you, Lucy.'

'l..." her lips dimpled at the corner '...talk tnach?' she hazarded.

'‘Much too much. Will you come willingly and happtiy bed with me
now?'

She opened her mouth to say something along tke i, Did he
know why she'd been unwilling and unhappy earlgu®in the end
she said simply, 'Yes, please.’

‘Lucy—-can't you drive any faster? The first yeagliis due to go
under the hammer in half an hour.’

'‘We won't be late, Sasha, trust me, but | don'ttvarget caught
speeding,' Lucy said reasonably.

'l know, but all the same—I should have been theregs ago,"' Sasha
said fretfully. 'Not only for the horses but thertiie hospitality tent to
be set up and the Riverbend Saddlery display—whywiny did |
have to break down in the middle of the most téripeak- hour
traffic?’

‘These things can't be helped,’ Lucy said soothigit with an
unholy inner wriggle of amusement. For once in liferSasha was
looking less than her usualsoignee self. Her has wiffled, her face
was hot, there was a streak of grease down hetifugdight-fitting
designer jeans, her handmade leather boots wefeedcand her



expression was strained. What had happened was, drecar had
broken down on the way to the sales complex, sbhagithem from a
phone booth and Justin had said he'd go to the leanmpmediately

and that Lucy should bring Sasha once she'd ete¢ddaerself from

her difficulties. 'I'm sure Justin can cope,' skhdea, and couldn't
help the faintest tinge of irony that accompaniedwords.

'You don't like me, do you, Lucy?' Sasha repliedlss scrubbed the
grease mark then cast an almost vengeful look ey't@ttire, which
consisted of a simple but striking coffee linenlide button-through
dress with a longish skirt, flat bronze suede slaoesa marvellous
straw hat with the brim upturned. Her hair was #bgneath it and
gleamed like silk, her skin was clear, flawless gtawing, her lips
were painted a frosted bronzy pink and the lightasth of Miss Dior
lay on the air as she moved.

Lucy couldn't help but be conscious of this scyytend she drew a
deep breath and said as mildly as she was abla, ake it rather
hard for me sometimes, Sasha.'

"You ,.." But Sasha stopped, perhaps fortunaseig, went on in an
entirely different strain as Lucy swore beneathldreath and slowed
down and stopped as she was flagged so to do bii@man, 'You

must have been speeding after all!'

'l was about two kilometres over the speed limacy said tartly,
'‘And only becausgouwere so—oh, well, if this isn't a sucker spo
I've never seen one, anyway. Which | will tell him!

Sasha groaned. 'We'll be later than ever! He'teli@bthrow you into
gaol if you argue with him!"

'‘Argue with him?' Lucy smiled sweetly. 'l wouldrdream of
it—Officer,' she said to the large young policenarher window,
'before you write a thing down on that ticket, nhaay a few words



in my defence? In fact, if you let me get out, ulkcbsay them even
better!

'Of all the..." Sasha appeared lost for words &y ttirove off,
unticketed, several minutes later.

'‘What was wrong with it?' Lucy queried, grinnirgnerely explained
why we were in a bit of a rush, pointed out to hguite deferentially
| thought, that he really should be policirdangeroustraffic
situations and not sitting behind a bush pickinfjlofie cars only
exceeding the limit by a couple of kilometres, &oifered to donate
the fine to his favourite charity if he would reswher his position.
Which he did.'

'‘Because he was drooling at the mouth," Sashdgtady. '‘But don't
think Justin will be taken in by these schoolgirlisays forever,
Lucy. Oh, you may think you have him enslaved atrtftoment but it
won't last. You're too young for him. And therelways Joanna...
She did up the Sydney house, by the way; did yawkibhwas all her
doing? And | can't help wondering if Justin's flang you at her
because he's still punishing her for marrying Timdden.'

Lucy clenched the steering-wheel until her knuckiest white but
surprised herself as she said quite steadily, geatly, 'Sasha, I'll try
to forget you ever said that to me. We're here,'astded flatly.

Try to forget, Lucy marvelled, as she sat in thendtreserved for
vendors later and watched Sasha, none other,Headawnpore filly
into the ring to an excited buzz of the crowd.

Somehow or other Sasha had got rid of the greasg she saw, and
was wearing a navy blazer with 'RIVERBEND' on tlaely and she
handled the filly lightly but expertly. And she wasnagnificent filly,
you couldn't deny it, with powerful quarters, aesplid deep chestnut
coat with a small white blaze and one white footd an alert,



intelligent eye as she surveyed the crowd withdags pricked. And
for a moment Lucy forgot all else as she watched.

Then Justin slid into the seat beside her and saidy, 'She's
handling it all like an old stager.’

‘She's magnificent,' Lucy said with an odd lumjbén throat.

'‘We could be in for a magnificent bidding duel tobe said
significantly as the auctioneer read through thig'si blood-lines.
‘Apparently there's a South African syndicate hatber interested,
as well as a sheikh from Saudi Arabia.’'

'Oh! Where is he?'

'l doubt if he's here in person but that's hisnegaiover there.' He
pointed.

'‘And-the Maddens,' Lucy murmured. She'd spottedid@and Tim
almost immediately—Joanna was dressed in eye-cajgfellow that
went superbly with her dark hair.

'‘Uh-huh. Here goes.

But the bidding opened quietly and after a few rtesu_ucy turned a
concerned face to Justin—to see that he was cela®ad. 'They're
playing cat and mouse,' he said.

And indeed they were, because, as the tension mauhie bids crept
up then started to leap up and the buzz from tber fgrew and
flashbulbs popped while television crews crept agnthre crowd as
they passed the quarter of a million mark, thengaud have heard a
pin drop as Tim Madden appeared to drop out an&dueh Africans
competed with the Saudi sheikh's trainer until tteey dropped off.
And Lucy clutched Justin's hand, thinking it waseowas the



auctioneer called.for the final and last timeBut before he could
drop his hammer, Tim Madden's hand went up. Thegs w
pandemonium briefly then silence again, and finallyuge roar that
sent the Cawnpore filly dancing across the rindhv@asha clinging
grimly to her rearing bit, as she was knocked doeviiim Madden
for a sales record.

And it was all recorded for posterity in the nealy@d newspapers as
well as being on television that night- Lucy holglidustin's hand
tightly and concentrating fiercely during the biagl Justin hugging
Lucy as the final hammer went down. Tim Madden lisgpiquietly
into his wife's eyes—both the Maddens and the Watesing with
the filly, Sasha posing with the filly—it went oarfthe rest of the day
and half the night. People congratulating them ppeemterviewing
them and in between the other five of the Riverbeodsignment
allotted to that day being sold most successfalipuyers who also
wanted to be photographed with the breeders.

So that by the time they got home Lucy was genyieghausted.
‘What a day! she said as Justin closed the ddontdéhem.

'l know—want anything?'
'‘Only bed.'

He picked her up, carried her upstairs and laidde&n on the bed.
"You were wonderful.'

Lucy grimaced. 'l didn't do much! Cawnpore's daaghid it all.'

'l mean--' he started to unbutton her dress '—yexewonderful with
the Press, with the proud new owners of six Rivedbprogeny,
everything a wife should be in those circumstandessaid with a
smile at the back of his eyes. 'A considerabletasse



'I'm glad,' she said huskily. 'But you bred hew gaved her life when
she got colic.’

‘All in a day's work," he said lightly. 'Sit up.’

Lucy did so obediently and he continued to undhesdike a child,
then slid her cream nightgown down her body. SHeesed these
ministrations gratefully then said thoughtfullyysfin?'

‘Uh-huh?' He'd got up to change himself and loakezt his shoulder
at her.

‘Tim Madden must have awful lot of money.’
'He does.’

‘More than the sheikh, do you think?'

'| doubt it—but enough. Why?"

'l just wondered.'

'‘Go-to sleep, Lucy," he said but gently, and satrdbeside her again.
'‘No," he put his fingers to her lips, 'not one memrd—well, unless
you'd like to explain to me why Sasha arrived todaptering about
you corrupting the due processes of the law?"

Lucy sat up indignantly. 'Is that what skead?Why, if it hadn't been
for her, | wouldn't have had to talk myself outao$peeding ticket in
the first place. She really--'

‘Talk yourself out of a speeding ticket, Lucy? dut think that was
possible.’'

‘Well, it is. Provided you get them before theywugten anything.'



He looked quizzically into her eyes. 'You've hditaf experience in
these things?’

‘No, that's the first time—all it takes is a bitefelash- batting—oh,
no,' she said on a descending scale. 'Justin, h'iMasing afemme

fatale if that's what you're thinking, | never was, neglty and

anyway, there isn't a part of me now that's notliyiaeken up with

you and--' But she stopped abruptly and bit her lip

‘Then that's fine,' he said gravely. 'l approve wheartedly of what
you just said. So don't look,' he said softlyjfgsu feel you ought to

retract it. And now, my deatr, it's definitely lightut and silence. But
only if you'll let me get in with you and only iby'll allow me to hold

you, because, as you once told me, that's veryingla

Which was how Lucy came to fall asleep in his arstifl, unable to
deal with all the impressions of an exciting yebtuent day—what
Sasha had said, how Joanna had looked, how Tindustoch had, for
one brief but piercing moment before shaking haretgstered a cool
yet battle-laden tension between them.



CHAPTER EIGHT

‘Lucy, why don't you go home?*' Justin said at abouttbtelock the
next afternoon. 'There's the Breeder's Ball tonigbn't forget, and
you've been yawning for the past hour.'

'Sorry,' Lucy said, and promptly yawned again. "(3Ke smiled up at
him and he bent his head and kissed her lightly.

And once home, she changed, lay down on the stttesdax and
bring her mind to bear on everything that had hapdever the past
few days, but fell asleep for a couple of hours.aiMs wrong with
me—why am | so sleepy, why can't | come to gripthwainything?
she wondered as she woke up feeling terrible.

It proved nothing that a soak in the bath didn'fecand she started to
do her hair and her make-up but she was still gonsof a failing to
come to grips with things. Perhaps, she loweredhesh, and stared
at herself in the mirror, | shouldn't even try. Whan | do to change
things, anyway? How can | alter that deep hostlyween Justin
and Tim Madden? How can | help Joanna, and so dafasha's
concerned, | can only hope to God she's wrong antbps it's about
time | was a bit more charitable...

‘Lucy?"

Her eyes widened as she registered Justin's inmageeimirror. 'l
didn't hear you come home!'

'l know, you were miles away,' he said wryly. 'What wondering is,
where?'

‘Somuchhas happened lately,' she said hastily. 'It meishat. | slept
for a couple of hours and woke up feeling like g ¢d wood!'



'You don't look anything like a log of wood at ti®ment." His grey
gaze drifted down her.

She smoothed her towelling robe, took an inwardtbrand turned to
him with a mischievous little glint in her eye dwessaid softly, "You
ain't seen nothin' yet, brother!'

He laughed and looked rueful at the same timewyl lsope | can bear
it.

Her ballgown was rather modest in design, a loogifig skirt with a
matching sleeveless gilet that buttoned to theathand came to her
knees. What made it quite stunning, however, wasttte lined silk
chiffon it was created from matched the deep pduhsg-of her eyes
and the buttons down the front of the gilet weraubéul little
prancing pearl, amethyst and diamante horses...

‘There,' she said, standing before Justin at &st'd put her hair up
again, and dotted in it were tiny flowers fashioffredn the same silk
chiffon as the outfit. Her purse and shoes wekesil

He started to smile as he surveyed her. 'Whergalidind it?'

Her mouth dimpled at the corners. 'lI've got théirigat found me. As
soon as | saw it, | thought, now how could | weaything else to a
Breeder's Ball"

'How indeed.'

'It's also very comfortable." She twirled beforeniio demonstrate.
‘Very suitable for dancing, and | know there'llfmbody in another
one because it's unique and—cost an awful ot of ywoney, Justin.’
She came to rest in front of him again and putralita her mouth just



a little awkwardly. 'Not that these are real--' sbeched a button
'—hbut | hope you don't mind.'

‘Why should | mind?' he queried.

'‘Well, even my father,’ she said soberly, 'useddba bit shocked
about the price of these kinds of clothes. Oh, d&arbeginning to
wish I'd never said those words about being a ghrpfudent wife.
I've got the feeling they're going to haunt me.’

‘Lucy--' he touched the point of her chin '—I, txe bther hand, am
quite happy to fork out a small fortune to see lamking so happy
and stunning. Just remember that.'

‘That's...lovely,' she said with an odd attacklofress, 'but it won't
take that, | promise. You know," she went on befarecould reply,
'you look rather devastating yourself." And indéeddid in a black
dinner suit, pleated white shirt and hand-tied bdey4 might have to
keep a sharp eye out for any ladies on the loose!

In the car, she said suddenly, 'l suppose thdlleathere.’
'l guess so.'
They were.

The Maddens, Sasha although with an escort, agadid-looking
man, the South Africans, the sheikh's trainer—amuitesy of the
Breeder's Association they were all at the samle.tab

| can handle this, Lucy told herself after takingleep breath, and
went forward with her head tilted regally.

It was Sasha she had to handle first, Sasha whe tasit next to her
after dinner had been cleared and a general laogamp of the
company occurred as the band struck up.



Sasha said stiffly as she slipped into a vacani ctext to Lucy, 'l
would like to apologise.’

Surprise made Lucy's eyes widen as she surveyeaathibegirl, who
was wearing a black strapless gown and a troubdpression in her
green eyes. 'Well, thank you,' she said slowlyh&es I've been—a
bit at fault too.'

But Sasha brushed that aside. 'l should never $edewhat | did. It
was only... sheer jealousy that made me do it. 3ém) after he broke
up with Joanna, who incidentally is a friend of mih' Sasha stopped
and looked unbelievably uncomfortable. 'Well, lugbt there might
be some hope for me—only to have that idea crublyeal slip of a
girl—by you, | mean, and it... rather brought duwe tvorst in me, I'm
afraid.'

Lucy blinked and sought a little frantically foretlmeans to cope with
this. 'Uh...1, well | wondered about that; | mearsay--'

‘You don't have to say anything, Lucy,' Sashadalg. 'l was never a
contender; | just couldn't bring myself to beliet/e

‘What did...| mean, why now?' Lucy asked involuihgar

Sasha looked away, looked oddly flustered therefies came to rest
on her escort and she said perfunctorily, 'l've soeteone else.’

Lucy stared at her averted profile and wondered thiis/didn't ring
true.

Then Sasha spoke again, 'I'm leaving Justin, byvthe'
Lucy sat up. 'Oh, dear! Do you have to? | meanh, I--

‘Yes, | have to, Lucy—I should have done it yeays.d'll tell him
tonight.' She looked up as a shadow fell across thét it was Joanna



Madden and she said gaily. 'May | join you? All then of the party
are talking bloodlines!" She grimaced expressiv8lg.l swapped my
seat with one of them.'

'Of course," both Lucy and Sasha said, but peraaplse only time in
their acquaintance they were united in the oddly aeief but wary
glance they exchanged as Joanna sat down. And laodymg across
the table, discovered Justin watching them bef@eswitched his
grey eyes away as someone spoke to him. How strahgeghought.
Three women either in love with him or having lovech. What is he
thinking? What is everyone else thinking? Probadig thought with
an inner tremor, they're wondering how Lucy Waitk eope with an
old mistress and a would-be mistress, so I'll jaste to show them...

‘Have you thought of a name for the Cawnpore iy, Joanna?' she
said brightly.

'I've thought of sixty," Joanna replied whimsicalbut none of them
Is quite right. Did you have any thoughts on thbjsct, Lucy? Or
Sasha?'

'‘Well, | always give them pet names,' Sasha saytiywt used to call
her Flopsy because as a baby she used to flopaltioe place, but |
did think of—well, he did save her life and | wondered
about—Justine.’

Sashal.ucy thought. How could you put your foot in ikdi that? As
if Tim Madden is going to have any horse named afteneone who
lived with and loved his wife...

But Joanna handled it superbly. She said, 'Telhow he saved her
life!’

And Sasha launched into graphic account of the esld how Justin
had kept the filly on her feet and walked and wdlker, how he was



the only one she trusted enough to help her thrdweghpain and
misery.

‘Were you there too, Lucy?' Joanna said in a ahably, to stem the
tide.

‘Well, no; Lucy,"' Sasha said, '‘chose to get hefsstfthat day--'

'It was the next day, actually,’ Lucy inserted gentand | didn't

choose to do it, it happened quite out of the bloe*-She looked up
as she felt a hand on her shoulder and was iniegeateful to see it
was Justin.

‘May | have this dance, Lucy?'

'I'd bedelighted' she said and stood up with a flourish, addindeun
her breath, 'l really need to get away!'

But it wasn't until they'd joined the growing thgpon the floor and
he took her in his arms that he said with a smailkihg in his eyes but
also something rather querying, 'Care to tell mg/ wbu needed
rescuing so urgently?"

'‘Well, to be quite candid,' she replied, 'l waswho... It was Sasha,
she said ruefully. 'She has about as much tactask#

'What's she said now?"

Did that odd question mark in his eyes subside,vebredered then
suddenly remembered Sasha's apology and the fattskie was
leaving Justin. 'Oh, it was nothing,' she said.

'‘Lucy--"No, Justin, I'd rather not be trite andttpé she said
determinedly, then grinned up at him. 'Have youidegp how good a
dancer | am?'



‘You could always show me.'

She did, and she really let her hair down and ghenwhole party
caught her enthusiasm.

But what came as stunning little surprise to soreawho could and
had quite frequently danced the night away was Hjagt, before
midnight, she suddenly discovered she didn't waetdoing it any
more and there was only one thing she did wane twding but Justin
was dancing with someone else, and she could onhlgng stare
helplessly at him as she thought of the way he rf@aeto her or just
held her in his arms when they went to bed.

And when he came back she responded mechanicallyheo
conversation for a little while until he frownedgsitly and stood up
and made their farewells.

Of course there were the usual friendly remarksg@sbout 'the
night being young but then so was their marriagy@, more friendly
raillery, when Lucy suddenly blushed brightly.

They didn't speak until they were home.

Then he led her into the bedroom and turned hé&ide him in the
middle of the floor.

‘Lucy?"
She-winced.

He put a finger beneath her chin and made her lgmk'What's
wrong?'

‘Nothing...'



He raised his other hand and started to undottleegrancing horses.
‘You could have fooled me.' He slid the gilet off.

'l just—didn't want to be there any more.'
‘That was increasingly obvious.'

She grimaced, wondering if she'd caused anotheofspéople to
wonder seriously about her.

'On the other hand, if you wanted to be here,thk®-' he reached for
the zip of her skirt and it slipped to the floortkere's nothing wrong
in that.'

'You knew," she accused, blushing again, and hdy tsembled.

His gaze was slightly amused as it roamed oveninsgiring nothing
now but a bra, a lacy suspender belt and equaijydadies and sheer
nylons, all blue, as she stepped over her skirt.

'l suspected,’ he murmured.

'So did everyone else,’ she said rather wretctaalyput her hands to
her cheeks. 'How embarrassing.’

‘There still nothing wrong in it. In fact, I'll garther.' He released her
bra and drew it off her breasts. 'Don't change.

‘But I'll have to—I can't go around being so traargmt!’

He laughed softly and put his hands round her w&st long as |
don't mind, that's all there is to worry about, beautiful ch...' He
stopped.

'‘Child?' she whispered. "You must really think | ane now.'



He stared down at her naked breasts and the louel of her hips,
the delicate satiny softness of her skin. 'No, onbt, Lucy,' he said
at last, ‘and don't let me ever make you feeldike; you're just... you.
Rather perfect, in fact.'

She wanted to ask him if he just meant her bod§/ibwas the kind
of perfection he could love, really love, as h&ded Joanna. She
desperately, she suddenly realised, wanted to iaskdhbe honest
about Joanna Madden and ask him why he was suigdur to this
close contact, although, she supposed, the alteznatould have
been to leave her at Dalkeith and realistically sthhdn't expect to
avoid them forever. But something held her back,suldn't really
say what, other than the feeling that the ball iwd%er court now—
she loved him, she was married to him and it watouper to make
the best of it, in other words. And at least onagbfgm had resolved
itself—Sasha. And yet, had it? Why was there thisstjon mark in
her mind about Sasha?

She sighed inwardly but said in a deep, huskyelitice, 'Well, so
are you.'

He smiled absently. 'No. Far from it, unfortunaddyt—-'

‘Justin--' she reached out and placed her fingetopis lips '—do
you know why else | wanted to get away?'

‘No.'

'l—seriously want to be alone with you for a whiest us. We only
seem to be together in a passing sort of way, cha?t

‘We don't exactly do this in passing, though. Buhéw what you
mean—Lucy, I'm sorry about all this,’ he said abdyupAnd that
includes Sasha, Joanna--'



'Did Sasha tell you?' Lucy asked, her eyes widening
'Yes--'

'I'm sorry about that. | didn't—it really wasn't anyipil did." She
hesitated, then added honestly, 'Other "*n beiagied to you.'

'l know.' He smiled, but it didn't reach his eyesl die moved his
hands on her waist then pulled her into his arhmeally didn't mean
for it to be such a traumatic experience, marriageme. And

unfortunately, with Sasha leaving like this, | wobé able to do
anything about the Seychelles for a little whileit kas soon as

possible, we will. In the meantime, though, at {e@s'll be at home
alone together. How about that?'

She didn't have to tell him what she thought. Istrhiave shown in
her eyes.

But first thing in the morning came the news via tiewspaper that
Tim Madden had suffered a massive heart attadiedBteeder's Ball
and was critically ill.

‘Justin!" Lucy whispered, her face paling. Theyever bed together
and he'd made some tea and brought the paper luputvitnrolling it.
And for a long moment they simply stared at the spmmt
picture—the one of themselves and the Maddenstiv#tlfCawnpore
filly. 'It must have happened after we left.'

Justin lifted his face and in spite of herself Lwegs shocked at the
deep lines of tension scored into it. But beforesbuld say any more
the phone rang—it was Sasha, but it was difficutinf his
monosyllable replies to make much sense of it. wWhdén he put the
phone down he got out of bed immediately and stadepull some
clothes on almost at random—jeans and a black ff-shi



‘What did she say?' Lucy asked.

He came to sit beside her and took her hands in3te was there
when it happened, Lucy. Apparently he's had a histd heart
disease although very few people knew about indaas devastated
and has no one to turn to. His family always resgmim marrying
someone so much younger, and she has no familgrafln. Sasha
has been with her all night but there's quite aobiinpleasantness
floating around. One of his sons actually accusethda of driving
him to an early grave and tried to keep her frosnd@dside. He also
made the accusation that spending so much mon#yeo@awnpore
filly as a thrust in his private duel with me ovesr, was theoup de
grace.Lucy...'

‘You have to go to her,' she whispered.
‘Will you come with me?'
'l... no, Justin. Not this time.'

'‘Lucy--' He broke off and looked tortured for a memwh Then he said
very quietly, 'lt'soverbetween us, just remember that.'

‘1 will, | promise,' she whispered. And he kissed &nd held her hard.
He also said, 'l love you, Lucy Waite.' And was gon

She lay back and thought that it was probably trua,way. She also
lay and wondered what good his presence in thetrofdee Madden
family crisis would do. And she couldn't stop hédrBem wondering
what would happen if Tim Madden died...

That day was the longest of Lucy's life as Tim Mexld life hung in
the balance. Justin rang a couple of times buetwéen those times



all she could do was think. And find herself goowgr everything in
her mind, round and round in circles, and comingwiifh some
surprises... Sasha, for example, who she had rmtrknvas an old
friend of Joanna's and who had proved to be a goodgh friend to
support her during the awful night that had justseal. Sasha, who
had admitted it was only after Joanna and Justihbdnaken up that
she'd allowed herself to hope there could be aegladterin Justin's
life. Sasha, Lucy thought, who so suddenly and rsingly ended
her little war with me but couldn't truthfully tethe why. Because she
knows now, if she ever doubted it, thatstidl Joanna she would have
to fight for Justin in his heart if nothing elsetme?

She was sitting in the lounge staring into spacernwbustin came
home. It was a dark overcast afternoon and she yeares and a
long-sleeved cream silk blouse with her hair tietkoin a blue
ribbon. And her eyes were shadowed and wary astebd up slowly
when the door opened.

He came wearily into the lounge and she was shaagianh to see the
lines of tension in his face. Nor could she fing aray to frame the
query that was uppermost in her mind.

And his grey eyes ranged over, standing so stifireehe said quietly,
'He's going to be all right. The crisis is pastibwuiill be a long, slow
recovery.’

'Oh, thank God," Lucy whispered, and sank downeaddgys seemed
to fold up beneath her.

He came to sit beside her on the settee, took ded taid his head
back wearily. And they simply sat like that for ssmminutes in
silence. Until Lucy made herself say, 'How is J@n

‘All right now.



‘And the...his family?'

He sat up and pressed her hand before releasifihéy've come
back to earth a bit; a lot of what was said wasl saider awful
pressure.' He rubbed the blue shadows on his jaamiywelucy—-

‘Justin,’ she said before he could go on and becghes couldn't help
herself, 'didn't they think it strange you shouédthere?’

He grimaced. 'lt didn't exactly help at first, buhink | made them
realise | was only there as an—intermediary. Jogymasee--'

But Lucy stood up suddenly. 'You must be—would yike
something to eat? You probably haven't had anythihglay. I'l
make us something now. How about a drink in thentie®? Stay
there, I'll get it,' she said brightly, but to hedfshe was saying, I'm
sorry, | know | brought it up but I can't talk albdeanna Madden any
more, Justin, | just can't!

'‘Lucy--' He stood up, caught her wrist and for amaeat towered over
her, dark and powerful, and she trembled inwardiy didn't know
that she looked both frightened and rebellious.

'‘Don't,’ she stammered, not quite sure what shentnima suddenly
sure it was all too much for her.

He paused, his eyes narrowed. '‘Don't what, Lucg?dd evenly
after a long moment.

'l...I—let's just leave it, please, Justin.' Herceosshook but there was
the sudden light of determination in her eyes.'djesst... pretend it's
all over.’

‘Lucy, itis, and--'



'‘Well-, good! Now if you'll let me go I'll get usomething to
eat—really, Justin,' she tried to laugh, 'you'rgihg me.’

He released her wrist abruptly then picked it ugim@nd inspected
the white marks of his fingers on it. Then he labk#o her eyes and
said drily, 'I'm only trying to reassure you, Lucy-

'Oh, | 'm reassured,' she broke in again. 'Is thesehope that we
could go home now, by the way, Justin?'

He said after a tense moment, "Tomorrow morniyguf like—Lucy,
will you come to Riverbend with me for a while?'

Her eyes widened. '"Why?'

'Because that's where I'll have to be for mosheftime until | find a
replacement for Sasha.'

'‘Well..." She hesitated, because in her heart sisedying to get back
to Dalkeith.

'‘We could bring Shirley and Adrian from Dalkeith.'
‘All right,' she said slowly.

‘After all, it is your second home now and," haergated, 'it certainly
needs someone to take an interest in it.'

But although that was what they did, things wefeedént.



CHAPTER NINE

| KNEW this wasn't a good idea, coming to Riverbend, Lthoyght a
week later. Which was not to say there was anythawging at
Riverbend other than a little tender loving cardjoh Shirley was
more than happy to provide. It was a more modermaséahan
Dalkeith but still a pleasant, gracious home. Bstrelative un-
familiarity was unsettling in her mood of the mormemwnhich
alternated between a kind of numbness and a kindrief that
contrived to make her stiff and awkward with Jusiwthdrawn and
then trying too hard and altogether right off bakan

She would also look around the rooms at times yater if Joanna
had designed them... There are no ghosts at Dalksie thought
more than once, that's why I'd be better off thBid, there was no
doubt Justin couldn't have been at Dalkeith at time; it was the
peak of the foaling season and without Sasha thasaundoubtedly a
mountain of work entailed in running the stud, tmtmention the
personal interest Justin took in the horses.

For not only did Riverbend run its own mares bustiod four

stallions, each of which had a list of outside radveoked to it, and
nearly all of these mares arrived to be served witbal at foot and
they had to be accommodated in pastures, theydhbd served and
kept on the property until they tested positivéi® service and their
foals had to be looked after as well.

She said once to Justin, 'lt's like a productioe!liNo sooner have
they dropped their foals than they're putoal again; it doesn't seem
terribly fair to me.'

'‘But it can't be news to you either, Lucy," he iegplith a faint look
of amusement.



'‘Well, no, it's not,' she confessed, 'butlois scale.. .1 mean, we're all
but swamped with mares and foals and...' She gekhalplessly. 'It's
a logistical nightmare if nothing else.’

'l can only agree, at times,' he commented wrligat's why Sasha
was so good; she had the kind of brain and honsgeesthat excelled
in these circumstances.'

'Have you... have you heard what she's doing now?'
'"Yes | have. She's got a job with the Magic Milsoorganisation.’

'Oh! You mean the Queensland sales where all tadiygs sold are
eligible for the Magic Millions race?'

‘None other. It should suit her eminently.’

'‘How are you going finding a replacement for hetey asked after a
moment.

''ve had a flood of applicants. It will take a bftwhittling down."’

'‘Could | help in the meantime?' Lucy said suddetly. | need
something to do.’

They were breakfasting together but Justin had bpeall night with
a foal that had got entangled in a fence. Thedatttis, that they had
so little time to spend together, was somethingyLditin't know
whether she was glad about or not. Because, ih, twhatever had
snapped within her that last afternoon in Sydned/dtayed snapped,
and she knew she was subtly holding Justin at dem(gh, knew he
knew, but perhaps the most heartbreaking aspéalbfvas that he'd
made no real effort to break down her defences.

Well, look, he's been incredibly busy and | canarsthnd why, she
told herself a little drearily several times. Aletsame...



Which was not to say she hadn't shared his bed #at day, nor that
he hadn't made love to her. But what she couldy'tirs all honesty

was that the thought that they might be interruftg@n emergency
call from the stables, as did happen once whemawauable mare
got into difficulties foaling late one evening, wie real reason for
her subdued, slightly tense response, althoughl siffgred it when

she'd sensed he was about to say something. Oftevéd a strained

little smile then tried, too hard, to be bright gretky while she was
feeling like dying within, and more so when he'ditgo...

'If you want to, Lucy,' he said at last, his grge®lingering on her.

‘Yes, | do." She realised immediately that she dedrdefiant and
stubborn, for no good reason probably, was crofis marself then
tossed her head in a further gesture of defiance.

He said nothing as their gazes caught and clashseh, with an
oddly dry inflection, he said abruptly, 'What's wgo Lucy?'

‘Nothing. Nothing in the world!" she answered btighand forced
the tears that were so close to stay away. 'Wihalélsstart and what
shall | do?'

She held her breath as she thought he was goirgpritest her
statement, but although his mouth set in a rathed hne, he said
unemotionally, "There is something you could do.ewlthe outside
mares are delivered or picked up by their ownémspuld be handy
to have someone in the stud office who could dmeart a bit of a tour
of the place, spend a bit of time with them—thatdkof thing. It
makes them feel wanted.'

Lucy's eyes widened with genuine interest. 'l thidKike that," she
said slowly.

'l think you'd probably be good at it,’ he commente



‘That would be a change,' she murmured, and biigher
‘Lucy--'

'‘No, Justin,' she sprang up and managed to ghimatdon't take any
notice of me. Ido know I'm very good at talking the hind leg off ¢
donkey! Can | start today?'

'‘By all means,' he said, but after another linggrimarrowed look.
Then he shrugged and stood up himself. 'I'm goingrab a few
hours' sleep. | don't suppose you'd care to—joifA'me

Her lips parted, her eyes widened and her heartedtdo beat
erratically. But she said, 'l've not been...up tbag, Justin. | mean...’
She trailed off awkwardly.

He looked down at her enigmatically for an age theriouched the
point of her chin gently and said, 'l know what ymean, Lucy.
Never mind. Why don't you wander off to the stuticef and—qget
started?' But there was a look of irony in his grggs that pierced her
heart.

She hesitated then turned and walked away, hen@msat turmoil.
What does he expect? she asked herself miseralglyShe must
know | can't help wondering what would have happenedirf

Madden had died, that | just can't stop thinkinguaht as well as
everything else...

* k% %

And for the next few weeks she threw herself irgo mewly created
job as the. flow of mares went both ways, incomamgl outgoing.
She also unexpectedly met an old friend, a young wao'd just
qualified as a vet and was assisting their regrdairHe was a couple
of years older but he'd been born in the distmct they'd moved in



the same crowd after she'd left school but onlyriaeds. He was
apparently delighted to meet her again and theyadew chats,
recalling old times and laughing a lot. He was I taell-built,
open-faced young man with a shock of blond curly &ad with one
serious passion in his life, horses—Lucy gatherelddd no romantic
attachment at the moment. But in the uncomplicgiedsure she
found in his company, she failed to notice thatlbeked at her
occasionally with new eyes. It didn't occur to I@rtwo reasons:
because she wasn't looking for it and becauseidh& kinagine, now
she was a married woman, that men would seriobgik tof her in
those terms.

Nor would she ever have been aware of it if shenthathe day been
laughing over her shoulder at something he saghaswvalked past
then looked ahead to see Justin watching themgisiguturiously
still.

She took an unexpected breath as she walked towamlser eyes
widening as he still made no move, but his greyegaemed to pierce
hers for a blinding moment. Then at last he movedl said with a
wry twist of his lips, 'Hi, Lucy. Having fun?'

'Yes—no, | mean... Justin?' She frowned at him.stsething
wrong?'

'‘No, of course not, Lucy,' he said easily. But &sathat evening he
told her that he had to go to Sydney for severgda

* k% %

‘Lucy?'

'Oh! Justin.' She looked up with a smile from tievin study she'd
been in since returning from the stables. 'l didedr you come in.
Finished for the day?'



‘Yes.' He threw down his hat and stretched. 'Yoldoking very
pensive,' he remarked.

'l was feeling a bit pensive,' she confessed bdédds she stood up,
‘Dinner is actually ready but I'll tell Shirley bmld it for half an hour
so you can have a shower. Would you like a drink?"

For a moment, his grey gaze roamed over her naraewt she
thought he was going to ask her what she'd beesieabout, but
then a faint smile touched his lips and he turneayssaying, 'l'd love
one. I'll be back in ten minutes.'

And they had their dinner then took their coffeetorthe terrace
where a crescent moon laid a silvery glow overdnescape.

‘Summer's really here," Lucy murmured, and oncenalga let his
gaze drift over her, taking in her sleeveless whltise and white
cotton skirt splashed with yellow daisies.

‘Mmm. It will be Christmas before we know where ave. Lucy, now
that things have calmed down a bit, | have to gayavor a few
days—a week at the most. Sydney mainly, and alinkess. I've
narrowed the applicants for Sasha's job down toamebl!'ll be seeing
them but if you'd like to come--'

'‘No, thank you,' she said hastily, then forced ¢léts relax. "There
are still a few mares coming and going. | can keepvith my job
here if you like.'

'It's whatyouwould like," he said, and there was somethingotisty
watchful and narrowed in his eyes.

She frowned faintly. 'l know you keep asking mes thut it seems to
be my turn now—is something wrong?



I've--' she paused '—known Rob Redding for yead wears, if
that...' She stopped and stared at him.

But he only, once again, said wryly, 'So have mékes me feel quite
old. Good to see him qualified. | think he'll mak&p vet from what
I've seen so far. No, nothing's wrong, Lucy—as keep telling me.’

She sat back and grimaced. 'l wondered if you tholig/as being a
femme fatalegain.’

'‘No.' He was silent for a long while then he stiett and yawned. 'l
don't know about you but I'm knackered, and I'vieegtrack-of-dawn
start tomorrow.'

'Oh," Lucy said with some concern. 'l promised Adrl'd help him
with a composition he's got to have in for the Sthaf the Air
tomorrow. He has to read it out over the radio.’

‘Never mind," Justin said, curiously gently, assteod up. Then he
bent over and kissed her briefly on the foreh€adodnight, my dear.
I'll try not to wake you in the morning and I'lhg you from Sydney.’

‘Goodnight,' Lucy said in a strange little voicegdavatched him walk
away unhurriedly with a stabbing sense of gridien heart.

* k% *

It didnt go away over the next couple of days, that sehgeef, nor

did her job, or Rob Redding, or even Adrian's ggtian A for his
composition mitigate it. All she could think of wasng stiff and

silent beside Justin that night when she did deetd longing for him
to wake up and take her in his arms, willing hdrselteach out and
touch him but not being able to do it as she woedievhether he
would be seeing Joanna in Sydney...



* k% %

Then came the proof that he had in the form of @upe in a
two-day-old newspaper she normally wouldn't havbé&@d reading
if Shirley, who was still avid for her hometown relwowever late it
might be, hadn't left it on the kitchen table.

She stared down at it and drew in a long, shakgthreEver since
they'd left Sydney, she realised, she'd longedkdastin for news of
the Maddens, but it had seemed like tempting fatewall as
establishing whether he'd been in touch—if he hamild she mind?
And yet it was not unreasonable for him to do sa,.bWell, he has
now, she thought unhappily, and wiped away a fodiesar. For the
picture that had captured her attention was oreistin and Joanna,
with his hand on her elbow, leaving the Sydney itabprhere Tim
Madden was still recovering, and it was dated thy after he had
arrived back in Sydney two days ago. It also bas®mgple but cryptic
caption to the effect that the Waite-Madden feupeaped to have
been halted in its tracks.

Why didn't he tell me? she wondered miserably. Thatasn'tall
business.

To make matters worse, she was out riding when amg rthat
day—he'd rung daily—so what she got was a messegdre'd call
early the next morning, and would she please make she was in
the house? To explain? she wondered dully. He'stlafbit late, or
perhaps he thinks the odds against my seeing pratey long. And
why doesn't he ring back this evening whendumeto be here? Is he
with., .her? | don't know how much longer | camsttéhis uncertainty
and torment.And the next morning Justin explainetthing, nor did
he mention the Maddens, but he did say he wouldhdmee the
following day late in the afternoon, that he'd apped Sasha's
replacement, and asked her how she was.



'Fine. Fine!' she reassured him.

'‘Good. No other problems?’

‘Not that | know of!’

'OK—see you tomorrow, Lucy."' And he rang off.

It was a moment before she put the phone downshadsaid to it

before she did so, I'm not terribly sure about,thastin. Because, you
see, | just don't think | can go on living with ttieught of you and

Joanna... any longer.

And two days later she sat in Mother Angelica'dgtat her old
school, a room she was very familiar with and whwas quite
unchanged since she'd first come to know it at,rand said jerkily, 'l
need some advice- thank you for seeing me at dumtt sotice, by
the way, but I'm afraid I've got myself into a bfta bind.'

Mother Angelica's hair was grey now beneath thetskeil and there
were new lines and wrinkles in her skin, but h#y spare figure was
the same and her keen blue eyes especially wenacsnfortably
all-seeing as they'd ever been. 'So it would apdasay,’ she said
thoughtfully. "And talking of by-the-ways, | woulbdave liked to
know about your marriage at least; it would haverba courtesy if
nothing else.’

Lucy sighed. ‘No, it wouldn't. Because, you semalried my worst
enemy—or so | thought at the time. | married fdrthe wrong
reasons, not to sayrazyreasons only—then | fell in love with him
and realised I'd probabblwaysbeen a little in love with him but he
loves someone else, someone he can't have, ekegier husband
nearly died a few weeks ago and if he had... wellst can't stop



thinking about it. You seef he had, they could have been togeth
again—if it weren't for me.’

'‘My dear child--' Mother Angelica began, but Luayerrupted her.

'I'm not a child any more," she said intensely, her eyeklenly
flashing blue fire in her white, weary face. 'Thdtbwhe thinks of
me but I'm a living, breathing woman now. In apects save one: |
haven't had a child myself yet.'

'‘And you think that's what it takes?' Mother Angalsaid quietly.

Lucy stared at her. 'What do you mean?' she sdldwip after a
moment.

‘Well, neither have I. But it's to me you've brougbur problems,
Lucy.’

Lucy grimaced. 'That's because you more or lesaghtome up,
thankless task though it may have been, but--'

'‘On the contrary, Lucy. | always felt | was workinagth the finest
material.'

" What?'Lucy whispered, her eyes now astounded.

‘But what was more," the nun went on in that samedhtful, quiet

way, 'despite our frequent conflicts, | always hobg®at you acquired
enough respect for me to benefit from my upbringhigpwever

old-fashioned it may have seemed at the time.'

Lucy blinked several times then said hoarsely, ' Yekd. And yes,
that's why I'm here, but--'

‘Very well. Let's take this step by step, my deand-bapologise for
calling you a child.’



So that was what they did. And at the end Mothegelica sat silent
for a time then she said, 'I'm surprised at yowyl.ithought you had
more spirit.'

Which was not what Lucy was expecting, and her eydened. 'Do
you mean...?'

'l mean, if you really love this man, why aren'tyfighting for him?

Lucy actually laughed, although it was a pale itrota "You know,'
she said, 'l came here all prepared for you toahtkut the sanctity of
marriage, but not this.’

'It's not a lot different,’ Mother Angelica commedt

Lucy was silent for a moment, then she said pdinftBut he does
make me feel like a child sometimes and there.aBhe stopped,
then said awkwardly, 'And there are things betwaen and, well,
women that are hard to explain--'

'‘Especially to a woman who has no experience of imémat way? |
believe you,' Mother Angelica said, 'but | don'liées it should
change one's morals or the thirygsi believe in or be a cause to rur
away—does he know where you are?'

'‘No,' Lucy said distractedly. 'What did you meamwathbthe things |
believe in?'

‘That you're a woman not a child, that you love ,hirave given
yourself to him and are entitled to do all thosedk. But | wouldn't
be saying this, Lucy," Mother Angelica narrowed égs, 'if it didn't
seem to me that you also respect him. Or if IHelivas some sort of
bounder who had taken terrible advantage of arathecent young
woman—which is how it would appear to a lot of peogn the face
of things.'



'l know, but that's not quite... It wasn't quiteelithat. As a matter of
fact, | respect him as much as | do you,' Lucy saakenly.

‘Then you've forgiven him for marrying you the wag did?' There
was an even more acute than normal little glinthiose blue eyes
now.

Lucy paused. 'l did have another option; | coul@nibg myself to
take it, as | told you,' she said at last. "Whditlh't realise at the time
was how difficult it would be to live with the thght of him loving
someone else.’

‘You haven't done it for very long.’
'‘No.'

‘And apart from this feeling that he doesn't love yhe way you love
him, how has he treated you?'

‘Very well—look, I'm not denying that he might lovee in a way,'
Lucy said desperately. 'Or that he would ever &g care of me
and all that. | don't even think he would dishono intentionally,
although..." She stopped. 'lt's just this awfulifigethat I'm not his...
soulmate, and she is.’

'‘Why don't you give him the benefit of the doubt2riy Mother
Angelica said, 'can change their minds. We all'can.

Lucy sat in confused silence for about two minuteen she said,
'‘Could | stay here just for a while?"

'Of course, but | do think you should get in towdth him in a day or
two if you've run away and he doesn't know whene .’

‘You do?"Wouldn't it feel cowardly to hide awaprit him for any
longer?'



‘Well | suppose so...'

In the event she wasn't given the opportunity teador any longer
by Justin either, but it was quite by accident 8ta overheard what
he and Mother Angelica had to say to each othenwlstin arrived
at the convent to look for her quite early the mextrning. Shehad
been with the junior boarders playing an early gafmeunders; that
was where Mother had left her when she was calley afollowing
her obvious intention of not allowing Lucy to mopebrood in the
plain, rather cell-like guest-room. The previouteafoon Lucy had
been called upon to umpire a couple of tennis nestadnd in the
evening she'd been roped in to play the piano aerairof-year
concert rehearsal, then have a late supper witlyéaza's senior girls.

But in the middle of the rounders she'd been sthyck mixture of
regret that things were no longer so simple for d&redt the urgent
thought that she had to sit down somewhere peaantliprivate and
think. She chose the little walled garden that was ofit§ to the girls
and thus was new to her, without stopping to thimkt it was also
directly below Mother Angelica's first floor study.

There was a bench, a patch of lawn, a bird badepars along the
grey stone walls and a riot of roses. There was als she sat down
and leant back in the early sunlight and closecelges, the sound of
voices suddenly from above, quite distinct and Yamyiliar...

‘How do you do, Mother Angelica? I'm Justin Waitel &ve come to
enquire whether you've seen or heard anything almguvife who
would have been known to you as Lucy Wainright afldeith.’

Lucy swallowed and sat upright abruptly.



'‘Ah, Mr Waite! | have as a matter of fact been logkforward to

having a few words with you. Please sit down.' €was a slight
pause and the sound of a chair on wood. 'Now," Bfo#ingelica

continued in a voice Lucy recognised only too wald her eyes
widened, 'would you please be so good as to telvimgyou took a
girl as naive and vulnerable as Lucy and forcedrtera marriage of
convenience? | can think of a very unpleasant nlamthe likes of

you, you know.'

Lucy gasped.

'Is that what she told you, Mother Angelica?' Thees the faintest
suggestion of a drawl in Justin's voice, but it wesnly as hard and
cold as the nun's.

'‘No, it is not what she told me. She apparentlyiegBrand respects
you and indeed, thinks sh®vesyou. So much so that she is prepare
to leave you so that you and some other woman eaodether again
and be— soulmates,' Mother Angelica said with uttyr contempt,
then, 'I'm waiting, Mr Waite.'

'‘Madam,’ Justin said softly but equally as icilyzdve no intention of
being soulmates with anyone other than Lucy, so--'

‘Then how come she's not aware of this?' Motherelog broke in
imperiously. '"How come this lovely child who was saaliant, so
spirited even when she was so lonely at times, mbhde it a better
day in most people's life even when she was bemgmard, a child
who is nevertheless completeijholesome-is like a broken flower
now? Tell me that, Mr Waite?"

Lucy dropped her head into her hands and could teee



'‘Look, Mother Angelica, just tell me where shelsstin said harshly.
‘It may come as some surprise to you but | camawsh about Lucy
and her welfare as you do.’

"Then you have a strange way of showing it, Mr \&ait
‘Would you rather I'd abandoned her after her fadied, ma‘am?"'

There was a little pause and the tension of it eeletm float down to
where Lucy sat so that she raised her head—andadvait

‘Why did you marry her, then—will you tell me that¥other
Angelica said in a very slightly, less hostile waic

'I'll tell you this—I have no thought aforrupting her if that's what
you fear; | have only her best interests at hé&wb, you see,’ he said
with considerable irony, ‘was aware from the stdrhot only her
innocence but her vulnerability when her fatheddiger loneliness,
the terrible burden of debt and so on she'd bdewilda. And if | may
bring this to your notice, Mother Angelica, I'veduwmn her for even
longer than you have, so | too know all about théeg—special
person Lucy Wainright is.'

'‘Will you at least admit you haven't been able tkenher happy, Mr
Waite?'

Lucy twisted her hands until her fingers went white

'So it would seem so far,' Justin said drily. 'Ttha¢sn't mean to say
I'll stop trying. Is she still here?'

A pause then Mother Angelica said, 'Yes,' and wernt a different,
thoughtful voice, 'If I've misjudged you in someysaMr Waite, |
apologise. But I still must admonish you to barahhoughts of this



other woman from your mind, because | hold yourehltresponsible
for Lucy—do | make myself clear?"

‘Eminently, Mother Angelica. It so happens | hohyselfentirely
responsible for her, so we are—in some agreenient...

Lucy heard no more, because she sprang up sudaealyan to her
room, where she started to pack hastily. But stentvgquick enough,
because there was a brief knock on the door—andhéia@dingelica
opened it with Justin just behind her.

‘Lucy.. .what are you doing?'

Lucy cast one look at Justin from beneath her kahe was shocked
to see how pale and tired he looked before sheedustio speech.
'‘Packing. Hello, Justin. I... | didn't expect teseu. Oh what's the
use?' she said under her breath and sank downtbe tmed, 'Look,

quite by accident | happened to overhear your amawien so | have
to say some things—thank you for defending me thg you did,

Mother, but I'm not quite such a broken flower aa ynagine and--'

‘Lucy!’

‘It wasn't my fault, | just happened to be sittinghe garden below
your window; | wanted to be somewhere quiet wheeeuld think,’
Lucy said tiredly, and turned to look at Justingedy for the first
time. 'And thank you for feeling so responsiblerfwe, but | probably
know better than most how... impossible it is taibla someone from
your thoughts unless there's no hope, and everpérraps, so--'

‘Mother Angelica,' Justin said quietly but quitergaellingly, ‘would
you allow me to handle this on my own?'The nunthéesil, then she
went out and closed the door behind her.

‘Justin,' Lucy said, 'don't think--'



I'm not.'

‘You don't know what | was going to say!" she otgdcafter a
moment.

'Was it along the lines of—don't think I'm comingck to you after
what | overheard this morning?'

Lucy took a breath then sat down on the bed. 'Web," she said
baldly, and added, 'If you must know, | was highigbarrassed this
morning. How did you find me so quickly anyway?'eshaid
exasperatedly.

'l remembered what you said about Mother Angelimaeo| thought
you might have—turned to her. But why embarrassaelqueried.

'‘Because... because | felt as if I'd never lefostHor one thing!" She
subjected him to an indignant pansy- blue gaze.

‘Some of the things you heard this morning are, thumugh, Lucy.'

She turned away, picked up a blouse and startiedttd on her lap. 'l

know, | do know," she said suddenly. 'l.. .it wa® of the reasons |
married you. | didn't know where else to turn, drdi have the
maturity to stand on my own, and now look at meckblaere,"'she
said, barely audibly and with a rueful look around.

He smiled drily. 'With two people who love you nigatoming to
blows over you this morning.'

Her eyes widened. 'Sheouldn't!’

'‘She certainly looked as if she would have deaned to flatten me
when | introduced myself.' 'Well—but that doesh#ege things.'

'It does for me,' he said. 'That—and finding that'g left me.’



'‘What do you mean?' Lucy whispered, and her heartesl to beat
erratically. 'Look, | have to tell you, | saw yoacaJoanna in the
paper, holding hands! But in any case, since herlynec
died—Tim—things have been different, and they wesger quite
right in the first place so—I couldn't help knowipgu were thinking
of what might have been. After all, you were the she turned to.
Then--' her voice cracked '—then this morning | badisten to all
those things you said about responsibility and exdhility and
innocence as if | were yoward, not your wife. How can you expect
me to believe I'm really anything else to you, inst

'l don't,’ he said, 'not yet. But I'd like the opjpmity to explain. Will
you let me try to do that, Lucy?'

'H-how?' she stammered.

He grimaced. 'For one thing, not here. Will you eoavay with me
now?'

‘What if it doesn't--' she stopped to brush awégaa '—make sense
to me?'

‘Then I'll do whatever you want me to do—bring ywack here, if
you like.'

She hesitated. 'Well | have to warn you I'm no &mng pushover,
Justin. Nor am | a broken flower.'

He was silent, just watching her as she sat straigicked on the bed,
her chin tilted although her eyes were still weigl ghere were tired
faint blue shadows beneath them. Then he moveldiagase some
mental burden and said, "You never were, Lucy. hea perhaps—
get some breakfast? It's about that time." ‘Ngauf live here; I've had
breakfastanda round of rounders,' she said with a sudden $amie,
though sobering almost immediately.



‘Coffee, then?' he suggested.
'‘AH... all right, but...' She gestured almost il
'I'd better make it good,' he said with a suddechioof humour.

Lucy caught her breath, but said bravely, 'Yes.'



CHAPTER TEN

JUsTIN drove her to the Rocks and chose a restaurantookarg
Circular Quay with an open veranda where they Ind Sydney
Harbour Bridge almost overhead, the sails of ther@plouse rising
across the Quay and the waters of the harbour migibeifore them in
the morning sunlight. And he went inside to plawartorder, taking
quite a few minutes.

Not that Lucy minded; she was trying desperatelygéb herself
together and even wished he'd been away longer Wwhesnd the
waiter arrived together with orange juice, a potcoffee and two
waffles spread with syrup and heaped with ice-cream

And she said quite spontaneously, 'Oh, dear! kdowow if | can fit it
in.'

‘Try," Justin murmured, sitting down opposite Heook upon it as
brunch; that's what I'm doing."'

And they ate in silence for a while until he pushedplate away and
poured the coffee. 'Lucy--'

‘Justin...'
They spoke together, and he smiled slightly and, $aio ahead.’

'‘No." She pushed her plate away and wiped her mauhnot sure
what | was going to say anyway.' She shrugged dt=yl

‘All right. Lucy, you were right about Joanna—on@¢hen she left
me and married Tim, a kind of blackness came oweanu | swore |
would never forgive her, or him." He paused andcihwed her
searchingly, 'And, while itvouldn'thave been true to say it didn'



matter whom | married after that, it was not a tna@riage that |
offered you.'

Lucy closed her eyes then made herself take af sipffee. ‘Go on,'
she said in a gruff little voice.

'‘But it wasnevertheless a gesture prompted by all those shimag
Mother Angelica and | catalogued so embarrassifglyyou this
morning. In other words, | did care very much abshat became of
you, not only Dalkeith, and | did know how much EKeth meant to
you and | did mean to... always have your bestrests at heart.
Unfortunately--' he paused and stared into the laiddstance for a
moment then returned his grey gaze to her with faungbleak and
sombre in it '—certain things happened unexpectedyyou know,
and while | would never have gone out of my wayldarish you at
Joanna, when it happened | couldn't help feelingeréain sense of
revenge.'

'‘Go on,' she whispered.
'‘But--' He stopped and looked at her white face.

'‘When | realised that, it very quickly changed tee@ling of remorse
and | came very close, when you offered to makentarriage a real
one, to letting you go.’

'l wish you had," she whispered, then her eyeswade'Well, you did
try, didn't you? That night. | wouldn't take you, tipough... oh...'

'‘Lucy, don't blame yourself for that, blame me,'daéd harshly. 'l
could have done it if I'd set my mind to it.'

'‘Why", .why didn't you?' she stammered.



His grey eyes held hers. 'Because | found | didally want to.' 'So
you could go on avenging yourself?"

'‘No. So | could really have you.'
‘But...but why?' She stared at him bewilderedly.
'It had become a matter of growing urgency for tiat's why, Lucy.'

She sat in stunned silence for a moment then &adause you're a
man and not a monk sort of thing?"

His lips twisted into a dry little smile. "You've@ised me of that
once before. No. Because @bu. An enchanting, sometimes
wayward source of increasing fascination for meewery way,
including the most intimate way—that's why | did it

‘Are you trying to tell me you started to fall iove with me, Justin?’
she said with difficulty.

‘You've hit the nail on the head, Lucy,' he agreed.
'l don't know if | can believe you...'
'l think you should try.’

‘But look here--' she sat up agitatedly '—it dididp you treating me
like a child sometimes—don't you remember what kapgd that
night in the twelve-mile?’

‘Very well, as a matter of fact. May | point ouatht didn't stop me
from treating you like a woman either?'

Lucy sat back and felt the colour rising from tlzesé of her throat but
with an effort, tried to compose her thoughts. Wildidn't blot
Joanna out entirely, though, did it?' she said ijuskknow because,’



she paused, 'for one thing | saw how you and Tioked at each
other after the sale of the Cawnpore filly, ande¢leould be only one
reason for you two to feel so hostile towards eattter, couldn't
there? Joanna,' she said miserably.

'‘No, it didn't blot out Joannammediately,Lucy,’ he said and
unexpectedly reached across the table and puahddver hers. 'But
that was partly habit, | suspect, and mostly a eewisremorse
towardsherby then. You see, seeing us together, sensingamefof
mind that day they flew into Riverbend to look la filly, opened it
all up for Joanna again. And | began to wondemis some sort of
monster, letting her see that flash of revengdiabit all came back
to her at the same time as | was falling in lovéhwbu.'

'‘Did she tell you this?' Lucy queried very quietlyhat it had all
opened up for her again?’

‘Yes, but not until the day after Tim nearly died.'
'‘But you knew it was happening to her all the sdme?

'Yes, | guessed,' he said and both his voice aes wgre completely
sombre. 'The kind of thing that in my black days direamt of

planning, only to find a growing horror when it Ipgmed quite
unplanned. And | guess most of the hostility | fedtvards Tim

Madden then was motivated by something you putwuaads once.

How could he put Joanna through it, all over a @@M/hich was why
| was glad he had to pay so much for it in the 'end.

'Oh,' Lucy said on a breath. 'But that still leavégnean, you still
cared about her otherwise... not that | mind, | meandon't know
what | really mean except that Joanna Madden ig kard to hate,’
she said frustratedly. '‘And she did turn to you--'



'She didn't,’ he said drily. 'Sasha did that withdoanna even
knowing, which was just the kind of thoughtlessithBasha was so
prone to doing. Joanna was actually horrified whiemned up at the
hospital, horrified and terribly guilty. Becauseedflamed herself for
Tim's heart attack, you see.'

'‘Why? And if so, why did you stay with her nearly day?' Lucy
whispered.

He moved his fingers on hers. 'l stayed becaused&iret have
anyone else to turn to and once the damage was domddn't stand
by and not try to bring some sanity to the situatible paused. 'Why
did she feel guilty? Because Tim knew what she gasg through
too, perhaps he'd even deliberately brought h&iterbend to find
out if she'd got over me—I don't know, but I'm gusture it was his
perhaps subconscious shobur war, buying the Cawnpore filly for
such a high price. I think he was trying to proemsthing to Joanna.’

'l see... oh, yes, | see,’ Lucy said, her eyesminge 'So they were
right, his children, after all?' She stared at kirth her lips parted.

‘Partly right," Justin agreed grimly. "What thegrdt know was that
by then what | felt for Joanna was an affectiondgably will always
hold but that | was no longer in love with her, areer had been in
love with her the way | love you. The other thimgy didn't know
was that the shock of seeing Tim at death's dodiopbaned Joanna's
eyes to her love for him.'

Lucy sat staring at him, absolutely arrested. Téles said shakily,
‘Do you really believe that?'

'Yes, | do. In fact, that picture you saw, whictvdsn't even aware
had been taken until Shirley showed it to me bezahe'd seen you
looking at it with tears in your eyes—that pictusmas the final
chapter. | went to see Tim with Joanna and togetleetold him all



this, but lonly did it because he'd had a relapse just afterveatr
back in Sydney and she was desperate enough tactomé and beg
me to do it. | think we got throughto him. And | svet holding her
hand as such; she'd tripped on an uneven tile staghped her falling,
that's all. We parted outside the hospital.’

'‘But why—Justin, did you know how Joanna felt tlag dfter Tim's
heart attack?'

'Yes.'

'‘Why didn't you tell me?' Lucy whispered. 'How abybu tell Tim
and not me?'

‘Lucy, when | came back from the hospital the diégralim's heart
attack | wanted nothing more than to do so. Biie-'paused and
looked deep into her stricken eyes '—you went afr@y me. You
made it quite clear you didn't want to hear anyemam the subject.
You even looked... repelled by it all. And | thotigthwas too late,
that I'd lost you and | didn't deserve any betemrause I'd been such &
bloody fool for so long. | thought, why would youamt to go on
being involved with me after all I'd done? | fel, put it mildly, as
guilty as hell as | watched you withdraw furthedduarther from me.
Then | saw you and Rob Redding, | saw you laughaggin,
becoming in his company your old, natural, lovelys-hard to put it
into words—self. And | saw the way he looked at god | thought...
how much better it would be for you to be lovedsbyneone with no
dark past, someone young and uncomplicated--'

‘Justin,' Lucy broke in urgently, 'yes, | did go awfrom you,
although not because | was repelled but becausmsuldwt stop
thinking about what might have happened if Tim ltheld, and
wanting to die myself out of sheer misery. You 'sd#& dashed at the
tears brimming in her eyes, 'you don't know this $asha... Sasha
seemed to confirm my worst fears just the nighbleeat the dance.'



She told him what Sasha had said and how it hatalhed to add up
to the fact that Sasha genuinely believed it wamrér between him
and Joanna. 'Then, when it was Sasha who rangSipe.stopped and
the tears fell unchecked now.

'I might have known," he said grimly, and closesldyes briefly. "You
were right, why | put up with her I'll never knoaut she was wrong.'

'‘She did apologise for all the things she'd saifbre¢ Lucy said
involuntarily.

He looked at her piercingly, 'Such as?'

'Oh, Justin," Lucy looked away, 'l don't think ter much
point—Sasha... was Sasha, | guess.’

‘Do you—Dbelieve what I've told you this morning,dy@’

'l..." She bit her lip and swallowed, wonderinglie dared to believe
it.

‘But there's more,' he said very quietly. 'Wheatllgack to Riverbend
and you were gone, when | confronted Mother Ange&ad came
close to hating a nun of all people because shegtitcshe loved you
and understood you more than | did, | knew thesuld never let you
go, Lucy, even if | believed you'd be better offwsomeone like Rob
Redding. | just—in the end, couldn't do it.’

Lucy stirred. 'This morning you said you'd take tveck to the
convent if I wanted it.'

‘Do you?' he queried quietly. 'l was hoping to pade you to give me
a second chance. | was hoping if | told you al #md told you how
you've grown into my heart and life so that I'lllost and lonely for



the rest of it without you, you wouldn't want towas hoping to be
able to prove to you that we are soulmates.’

But although he looked deep into her eyes, Lucgted her hands
and said disjointedly, 'l want...Justin, | wantlieve you with all
my heart but..

She stopped and became aware of a droning noisbeac then
aware of some of the waiters and some passersempisy and
looking upwards and starting to smile and gestteyllso she looked
up herself and saw a light plane flying over thebbar bridge flying
a banner. A banner that said in high, rather hyaptainted letters by
the look of it but quite clearly all the same, O\ E YOU, LUCY.
JUSTIN'.

She choked, looked upwards incredulously again thered to him
and whispered urgently, 'Justin, is it really true?

'If you let me, I'll spend the rest of my life piog it to you, my
darling Lucy,’ he answered, and then she was inahiss and
everyone's attention turned to them as it becarmar db all and
sundry who Justin and Lucy were, and people stadezheer and
applaud.

'l think we ought to get out of here,' he said inéo hair.

'Oh, yes, please,' she said. 'Oh, no! Do you thimkll get into the
papers again?'

'l hope it does,' he replied, and added with a. gtivould also make
my day if Mother Angelica were to see it. Let's'go.



'‘How did you arrange it?' she asked laughinglyhay tvere ushered
into a suite at the Regent very close by.

‘When | went to order the waffles. | rang a friexfdnine who owns
the plane. He gives flying lessons and trails beswa&d was just
about to take-off, fortunately—although I'm afréhé thought I'd
gone mad.'

'l should get in touch with Mother Angelica,’ Lusgid sobering.
‘Actually, I got the surprise of my life when sherbally attacked you
this morning, because her advice to me had beéghbfor you if |
really loved you, you know, Justin.’

'‘Was it?'
'Yes—that's strange, isn't it?"
‘Not so strange if she'd perceived that you ddyéae me.'

Lucy grimaced. 'l don't think anyone ever doubteat-+Justin,' she
breathed as he suddenly held her very hard.

‘Sorry. | don't know how | could have been suchoady fool, that's
all.’

‘Should we.. .should we go to bed, then?' she stigdelt might stop
you feeling like that.’

He lifted his head and she caught her breath abldme of love she
saw in his grey eyes as well as the laughter.

'Did | say something wrong?'

‘No. Oh, no. Lucy, another thing you said once thas you'd rather
you were married to someone with no experiencemmat loved you



so much it didn't matter— that's how | feel rightthe moment.
Delighted, devoted, renewed—and dying to go toverid you.'

‘That's lovely,' she said softly, and moved indri®s.

They made love twice before lunch and spent therradbn in bed
recuperating, as Justin put it. They watched a enowi television
holding hands but at about four o'clock he wenb itme adjoining
sitting-room and made a couple of phone callsintgher just to be
patient when she asked about it. Half an hour ke wasa knock
at the door and he brought into the bedroom a lboyeand a slim
envelope.

‘What's this?' Lucy asked.
'‘Open it, the box first.'
So she did and discovered two dozen bikinis inside.

'‘But--' she stared at the colourful throng dazeldgn lifted her eyes
to his '—if this is what I think it is, | only needcouple.’

‘What do you think it is?'

‘The Seychelles?' she hazarded.

'‘More or less. Open the envelope.'

So she did and this time her eyes nearly fell 6o head'Justin...'

‘What do you think? We've missed the QEIl herevireipick her up
in Singapore then cruise to the Seychelles, Momb&saban,
Capetown, so you could well need more than twoniski-hey,' he
said softly, 'don't cry.' And drew her into his arm



'I'm not. | mean, | am, but only from happiness. yoa remember
saying something tmeabout romantic gestures—well, yours are tr
very best!

‘Well, my first one wasn't the most original, betipaps I'm learning,’
he commented, and kissed her leisurely. Whereupmnrnade love
once more and then he had dinner and a bottleashphgne sent up.

'l still don't need two dozen," Lucy remarked wath impish Tittle
smile, later.

' know. | had an ulterior motive there, I'm afraide drawled. '|
ordered them on approval so you could try thenoalhnd select the
ones you liked. With my help,' he added gravely.

‘Ah,' Lucy murmured then laughed.
He raised a wry eyebrow at her. 'That amuses you?'

‘No, it delights me actually, and very shortly BHido just that, try

them all on, but first of all | think I'll do thisAnd she leant over and
kissed him fleetingly on the mouth. 'Thank you. Ewerything,' she

said a little shyly.

'‘Lucy--' he caught her wrist then pulled her onhts lap '—God
knows | feel guilty enough about you as it is--'

‘Justin, don't say that,' she whispered. 'lt wdke me start to wonder
again if--'

‘Then let me tell you this,' he said quietly, holgliher against him
gently. 'l have a vision of my life now that's itwsably linked with
yours. I'll always have the memories of the bealgjirl who became
a woman in my bed and told me she felt... trand|aad | know ['ll
want to keep on translating her for the rest of Ifey As well as



living in love and laughter with her, as well ath&xing her children,
as well caring for her— and receiving the speal sf sunlight you

bring to me, Lucy.' He tilted her chin and stare@mlinto her eyes.
‘There is only one way to say it. | love you, |éoyour body and your
soul and | can't live without you; it's as simpsetiat...'

If she had any last doubts they were dispelledhéxt morning when
they went to see Mother Angelica together.

'‘Ah," that wise nun said as they stood before tggther in the study
that hadn't changed for so many years, 'you'véuegda. Mr Waite, |
wasrather hard on you yesterday but one thing iretine convinced
me that you loved Lucy and that was the look okpressible relief
that came into your eyes when | told you she wildhste safe with
me. God bless you, my dears, and don't you daree ey
christenings without me!'

And to Lucy's joy things like that kept happenifigle touches of

proof. Such as the occasion on their delayed honeymaboard the
pride of the Cunard Line somewhere in the Indiapd@ddetween the
Seychelles and Mombasa. It was a formal eveningshettl dressed
in a strapless midnight-blue evening gown that medlher figure

and had a slit up the front, and put her hair up.

But she had to return to their state room whertigbts laddered and
it took about twenty minutes to change them andraskerself she
was perfectly presented again. When she returnesin, looking

magnificent in a black dinner suit, was standinghwa group of
people all superbly groomed, indeed he was flafiketivo stunning
women who seemed to be vying for his attention. Aody's heart
missed a beat as she saw, as she approachedstdet,dshuttered



look on his face, something that had been misdnegd past few
weeks. And when he looked up into her eyes, fooaant his own
were moody and disenchanted.

Then they changed and he excused himself brietlycame towards
her almost as if he was heading her off.

'Is something wrong?' she whispered.

'Yes. Come outside.' He put a hand on her elbowstsated her out
onto the deck, and kept steering her until theghied a secluded area
with no one around. 'This." And he took her indmiss.

'‘But. . . but why?' she asked minutes later wherddieen thoroughly
and urgently kissed. 'Not that I'm complaining...'

'l missed you,' he said simply. 'l couldn't workt ethy you were
taking so long, particularly as everyone was askimeggwhere my
gorgeous, sensational wife was. | wondered if yotadlen
overboard—or found another man.’

‘Justin!' she breathed her eyes wide and stunned.

'‘Moreover, Lucy," he continued and while his eyesenamused there
was something else lurking in their grey depthsnéked to be
reassured.'

Her lips parted. 'How...do you mean right now?"
'Indeed | do, Mrs Waite.'

'Like this?' she said not much later but in thdussan of their state
room, and reached for the zip of her dress.

But he stilled her hand as he stood before heddnis head inclined,
and murmured, 'Just so. May 1?'



And he released her hair first and ran his finglersugh its golden
length and then undressed her item by item urgilehvere only her
new tights over brief silk panties. He laid hertbe bed and drew
them off slowly letting his fingers lie cool andrfi on the inside of
her thighs until she moved with desire and saichhiwe in a grave,
husky little voice.

Then he ripped his own clothes off and lay downdeeker and took
her with a lack of finesse that he apologised ungvéor, but an
unmistakable hunger that told its own tale and tbek to heights
she'd never reached before.

And in the sweet, drowsy aftermath of their loves sradled his head
to her breasts, and felt herself to be Justin \W&itae partner in all
things.

'l don't know what got into me,' he said after aleviwvith her now
lying in his arms, as he stroked her hair. 'But vhédoked up and
saw you coming back at last, so...utterly loveljdt knew | had to
do this very shortly.'

'I'm glad you did," she said and drew her fingsrdpwn his face. 'If |
thought I'd been—translated before, it was nothantpis.'

He laughed quietly and hugged her gently. 'We'v&sed dinner.’
'It's well lost. | love you.'
‘Even after—wrecking you like that?' he said wryly.

‘More so, and--' Lucy paused, then sat up and bhakavn at him
wickedly, '—you're also the man who flew a banneeroSydney
harbour telling me you loved me, don't forget.’



‘The second man—is it any wonder | could get aphitanoid at
times?' he replied lazily, his eyes on her pinpéd breasts.

‘The only man. For me,' she said firmly, and lawd@gain.

'So you do...believe me now, Lucy?' he said inff@int voice as he
took her into his arms again.

She turned her face to his and laid her cheek®aoHast. 'Yes, Justin.
Is it... is it so important to you?'

‘The most important thing in the world," he saidyvguietly.

‘Well, you're the most important thing in the wotld me,-so it's
worked out astonishingly well, in fact.'

'Yes, it has. Thank God, it has.'



