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CHAPTER ONE

Tremg was & queu at the check-out at the supermar-
ket, and Cassandra Ventris tapped her foot impatiently
a3 she waited hes turn. Comie on, get a move on, can't
you? But the woman at the head of the line was fussily
g bec groceries nieatly into her shopping bags as
if she had il the time i the world, whereas Cassic had.
@ get home and cook the main course for tonight’s
dinner party as well as do the table and get herself
seady before seven-thirty. She glanced again at her
‘watch; it was almost six now. If that darned woman at
the front didn’t get a move on she’d stil) be arranging
che table whea the guosts arcived. She'd meant to do it
this morning, of course, but there hedn't been time.
No matter bow organised she was, there stili never
seemed to be time. At last the woman was paying an
moving away, and Cassie gave a sigh of elief as o
other twa people in front of her got quickly through

bastily pack the things in a couple of plastic bags.
‘Ouside the supermarket the February winds made
her shiver and she pulled her coat close aroynd her,

o the fiat and she hurried 2long, a tall, slim figure in
ber belted black coat and high-heeled boots, the winds
teasing out tendrils of chestout hair from the neat,
upswept style she’d worn to work.

flat was on the second floor of a largish block in

s
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St John's Wood. From the outside the building didn't

time- She found them, but bad to put down the shop-
ping bags outside the doar while she picked out the
vight one. There were letters on the mat behind the
door, but beyond stooping to pick them up and put
them on the hall table she ignored them; they sould
have t wait.

“Simon?” She calied her husband’s name in the faint
hope that be might have got home early, but the fiat
was silent, there was no answering call. She hurried 0
the kitchen, dropping her coat on & chair on te way,
and hurriedly began 10 prepare the main course, rolling
out a piece of ready-made pastry in which to wTap the
fille of beef, putting it in the oven and getting the
vegetables ready 1o put on later. The first course and
the dessert were to be cold, and she'd cheared and
bought them already made the day before. It wasn’t
that she couldn’t cook; she’d learnt the basics at school
and had taken #n evening class course on continental
cookery when she and Simoa had got engaged, but
there just wasn’t the time to mess about with long
complicated recipes. And besides, the practical side of
her rebelled at spending houcs preparing a dish that
would be eaten in about twenty minutes with nothing
Jeft to show for it but a pile of washing up that svould
take another hour to clear. Or at least it would have
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done if she hadn’t insisted that they lash out on a dish-
‘washer soon after they’d moved in.

‘With the meat cooking, Cassic was able to give her
atention to the rest of the flat. At least it was clean
and tidy, she could be sure that Mrs Payne, their

‘woman, had seen to that. Although she had
rather eccentric ideas about puncrusliey and was not
above helping herself 1o & drop of gin to keep our the
cold or the heat, depending on the season, ske was an
energetic worker and wes indispensabie in the smooth
ruaning of their fives. Not that Cassie ever saw her
very much, becatse she had always left for work before
Mss Payne arrived and didn’t get home untit after
she'd gone. She was just an invisible good fairy who
came twice & week and left notes in prominent places if
she needed anything—an arrangement that worked
very well so long as the gin didn’t run out.

The flac was carpeted throughout in deep-pile
creamy white and had very modeen furniture. The
walls, too, were painted white, but one whole wall in
the living rocm was given over to bookshelves and
racks of records, and there were seversl pictures on the
walls and Jots of brightly coloured and oddly-shaped.
custions on the long, low sertee. There was also 2 big
red which Cassie didn’
fike but which Simon had insisted on bringing with
him from his parents’ home. It was quite otd and rather
scratched, and there were scuff marks o ane arm be-
cause Simon always put his feet up on it while he was

the square of garden. In summer it was plessant to
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Iook out at the trees and you could almost imagine you
were out in the country if it wasn’t for the bum of the
traffic, but now Cassie gulled the beavy velver curtains
shut and rurned on all the lights while she put the
‘mats and cutlecy on the glass-topped table.

‘While she worked she piayed back the cassette on
the answer-phone, listening to the messages. There was
one from a local firm with an estimate for new fitted
wardrobes in the mein bedroom, and another in her
mather’s terse voice issuing n invitation-cum-con-
mand to visit them on ber father’s birthday. Cassie
smiled when she heard it her mother hated speaking
t the answer-phone machine and it had taken ages
before she’d been persuaded not to ting off and keep
rying il she found themm a1 bome. But then she'd

realisod how useful it could be when she wanted Cassie
10 do someting st might ot wast to without being
able 10 argue back, and had cansented 1o use the device.
A third call was from her dentist confirming the time
of an appointment, and then Simon's familiar voice,
critp and awboritative, even though husried: “Tm
1y, dasling, but something’s cropped up and 1 zny
R e etting home than 1 hoped, Should be able
to make it, though, if all goes well; )l phone you if 1
can’t, of conrse. Don't forger o put the wine @0 chill

if I'm not there on time. *Bye, darling. See you."

Cassie’s brows drew into & frown of annoyance. Not
sgin! Lately it seemed 1 though cvery time ey made

€5 10 entertain or to £0 out Simon was kept
fateatshe o, St ashe'd pointed out, she'd known
when she married him that his job as troubleshaoter
for a large industrial concern would be very demand-
ing, keeping him late 10 try and solve problems over
the phoae o, if there was an emergency, sending him



SEMI-DETACHED MARRIAGE 9
aimost anywhere in the world at a moment's notice.
And just now his company was having some trouble
‘with & new oil terminal they were building in Scotland,
amd Simon hed his hands full trying to deal with ic.
The clock in the ball struck the hour and Gassie
baurriedly checked on the roast before going into te
bathzoom for & quick shower, turning the radio o6 so
that she cuuld listen to the music oa Radio Two. She
d s made up sgain quicly, brushing bor ong
chestout hair and arranging it with deft, practised
bands by parting it in the middie and taking a lock
back from either side and fastening it at the back, like

Xitchen to put an spron over her dress while she did
the vegetables and put the wine o cool.

As she did 30 she heard Simom’s key in the Jock and
he calied out to her ax he hurried through to the bed-
room. Cassie glanced at the clock om the cooker—
seven-twenty-five. With any huck the guests would be

She had just finished and placed the centrepiece on
the table when the bell rang. Taking off the apron, she
threw it into the kitchen, ook @ last glance at herself in
the mirror in the hall as she smoothed her dress, then
ed the door with a serene, welcoming smile, as if

she had had all the time in the world.
The first coupie to arrive were Sue and Christopher
Martin, as Cassie had guessed they would be. They
Hadrt boen 1o he et before a» Sue had only begam
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work st Marsiott & Brown's, the big Loadon depart-
ment store where Cassie was a fashion buyer, a few

Ithough thcir friendship had developed
straight away. Also the conple were younger and were
oewly martied, 5o weren't sure enough of themselves
ta arrive more than a few mirmutes late,

‘Cessie took their coats and ted them into the sitting-
o0, accepting the pot plant they'd brought for her
and compliments on the room with genuine
pleasture. She had met Christopher Martin onty ce
befiore, at the store’s annual Christmas party, and
seemed nice meugh. quite good-looking and about e
own age of twenty-four.

Wi woud o 1 to deak?

“Have you got gin and tonic?

“Yes, of course. How about you, Chsistopher?”

“Ob, make it Chris, plsse, Chritopher dhvays
sounds like something from ‘nursery song: you
know, “Christopher Robin et dowm with Al or

whether he did it to draw artention to himself or just
10 make himself appear older. ‘Chris, then. What
would you like?”
“Vodka, please.”
‘Anything with it

Mo just s it come

t5ay to pour #t and handed

just 2« Simon came into the room, and

immedistely Christopher Martin seemed very young
and gauche, an overgrown schoalboy by comparison.

Simon erossed to her side and slipped an arm round
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her waist as he bent to kiss her, his eyes smiling down
at her. ‘Hi there.
i

e hed changed into a dark blue velvet jacket that
sat well on his broad shoulders and there sas a match-
ing bow tie at the neck of his crisp white shirt. He
focked casusl and yet elegant, and 1o one would have
guessed that he had arrived home to showes and change
only a quarter of an hour ago. Neither of the Martins
fiad met him before, bocause he had been away at the
time of the Cheistraas party, and it gave Cassie a smug
little glow of satisfaction as she saw Sue’s eyes widen
as she took in his wall, athietic figure and the dark,
saturnine handsomeness of his features. They bad been
married for three vears and dating for almost & year
before that, but Cassie stll got that thrill of pieasurc
when she saw another woman’s eves light with eavy or
admiration on seeing him. She introduced bim and
went 1o get hima whisky and soda while he sat down inan
armehair and talked to the Martins.

‘Cassie handed him his drink and perched on the arm
of his chair. He leant back, his lng legs stack out in
front of him and crossed at the ankles, completely at
case. Cassic put a hand on his shoulder and he auto-
matically fifted his frec hand 1o cover hers, playing
absantly with her fngers whilé he drew Chris Martin
out to talk abour his job. But even here the authority

though Simon was only about eight ears older,

“And you? Chris was asking him. “What do you
do?

“Oh, T'm a general dogsbody for the Mullaine
Group. I have 1o try and sort out the problems with
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their various subsidiary companies,” Simon answered

5.

“Mullaine’s—D've heard of them. They’ve got inter-
ests all over the world, haven’t they?

“Yes,” Simon admitted, °I get around quite a bit.”

The bell sang, imerrapring the converation, and
they both got up to welcome their last guests, Julia
ind John Russel, who were old iends, havioy
neighbours of Cassie’s parents before her marriage.
‘They were mose Simon’s age and John was almost as
succesaful in his own line of business as Simon was.
He had started his own textile manufacturing company
s00n after leaving university and, after some initial set-
backs, had built it up into a theiving business that spe-
ciatised in unusual fabrics for the up-market dress
manufacturers. 5o, in & roundabout way, he and Cassie
et both i the g rsde lnd oﬂcn helped one another
if they hiad the opportunity, John by letting Cassie
o 11 suppTied mtersd fo garmce he thought
she might be interested in and Cassie by recommend-
ing John to the menufactarers she bought from, an
asrangement that had offen been advntageous (o both
of them.

They sat down to dinner quite shortly afterwards,
and Cassie wax pleased to see that her guests seemed
to get on well, John tcasing Sue a fittle so that she
Iaughed and flushed and Julia being gracions to Chris
when she wasn’t passing on the latest bits of scandal to
Cassie. Simon, of course, was the pexfict host, sitting
at the other end of the table between Sue and Julia and
making sure that everyone’s glasses were kept filled.

e boeuf en crofite was exactly right when Simon
carved it, and Cassic was able t0 give an inaudible sigh
of relief and really sit back and enjoy her guests’ com~
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pny, the st smal e of tenio elaciog, m
the thought of e« busbacs diance parcy, when they

enerained the directors of Simon's firm, for cxatnples
o0, this was merely for friends who wouldn't mind if the

almost as if she had spoken his name aloud, he gianced
up and caught her eye. He grinned, guessing her
thoughts, and lifced his glass in & silent tosst of con-
granulation, Even as be did 5o the phone rang and be
Iaughed at the way she wrinkled up her nose in vexa-
tion before he excused himself and went to answer it
on the extension in the bedroom.

He was gone for scveral minutes and Cassie raised
her eyebrows questioningly when he came back,
boping thet this wasn't another emergency, but he gave
¢ slght sk of his head and she s bl 0 sl
e back to talk o Jobn again.

Tt was Jate before aayone made & move to leave, after
onc in the momning, and Cassie was heartily grateful
that tomotsow was Saturday and she wouldn’t heve to
work. She felt comfortably wara and lazy from all the

reiterated their thanks. Then the door was ckised and
Cassie could yawn luxuriously, able now to show ber
redness.
“That went off very swell, I think.’ Simon put the
chain on the door and walked into the living-room
behind her,
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Man. Dencorly Casse began to. collct up

Leave tha i the morning.”

“It won't take long.

¢ came up behind her and put his hands on her
sboulders. *You heard me—eave it tll tomorrow.”
She recognised the note in his voice immediately and
smiled a firte as she puc down the glasses and let him
gently massage her shouiders.
, that's nice.”

He continued for a few minues, his long fngers
expestly relaxing her, making hes feel soft and fan-
guorous, but thea he stopped and gently pushing aside
the curtain of her hair, bens and kissed her neck,
travelling upwards to bite the lobe of hen ear. Cassic
teaned back against him, eyes closed, lips parted as she

murmured into her ear, his breath warm against her
skin. “You kaow it turns me on.”

She laughed softly. *But, Simon, most of my dresses
seem to turn you on.

“Mm.” His lips explored the long, graceful curve of
her neck and his hands hud found her breasts. ‘And
your tight jesns, and bikinis, and those see-through
ightdresses you wear o tantalise me.’

Cassie turned 1o face him and put bes arms round
his neck. “That secms to be everything | possess,

“Maybe it’s just because you're in them, then.’

He lowered his head 10 Kiss het and Cassie felt the
familiar flame of sexuality begin to bum in her veins.
Her lips parted under his as she retumed his kiss
ardently, eagerly. Simon’s armms tightened and he
pulled her close against him, put a band low on her
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hips, his breathing quickening when she moved volup-

sly.
His voice thick, be said, ‘Let’s go ta bed.”
But Cassie decided o tease bim a litde. "But the

glasses .. .
“To hellwith the glamel” He meat 1 dra her o-
wards the bedroon, but she pulled away.

“No, Siznon, 1 really ought to rinae thern now.

His csmrnwvﬁi,hm::emndln«h:ru.hxdshc
was just piaying a game and a devilish glint came into

carpet.
*Simon!” Cassie pretended 10 be shocked, but her

whole body surged with excitement and anticipation.

I¢ was always like this, had been from the very wart;

he had only to kiss ber and she wanted him,

touch and be rouched, mlovcmdbelov&mlose

berself in passionate abandon until they reached a

exciting ber almost as much as the things he did 1
her. She moaned as he fondled her, lusuriating in his
Tovemaking, but, as alweys the first time, mparient to
e taken, wanting him now, now!

ut soright they were sommapted by the insistent
bleep of the telephone, and Cassie groaned & he rolied
off her,

“Damn that thing!" Simon swore as he sat up.
‘Don’c answer it,’ Cassie pleaded, but Simon shook
his head.
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‘Can't be done, love, I'm afraid. They know I'm
here.

He gor up and crossed to Bit the recxiver, standing
with his back to ber while he talked, Cassie pulicd her-
self ap on to hex knees and leant against the scttee,
straightening her hair and pushing it back over her

listened to his end of
tion, From the sound of ir, there was another emer-
gency in Scotland.

Simon confirmed her guess as soon e be replaced
the receiver, ‘I’s the oil terminal again, I'm afraid.
And this time the trouble can’t be solved over the
phone; Tl have to 2o up there.’

*Oh, Simon, do you have tor*

**Fraid so, love.

Resignedly Cassie went to stand up. ‘Ul get your
panic bag for gou, then, while you change. Ate You
going by

Moy o he company plane. They're sendling  car
to pick me up” He put his-hand on her shoulder to
stop her rising. ‘T told them to get here in half an

ue. A lot can happen in half a0 hour,' he added
with a wicked grin a5 he dropped to his knees beside
e,

“Can it?* Cassic smited ko s and pus e s
on his shoulders. ‘Such as;
*Such as this, for 2 start.’ And he again bore her
aown to the foor
Simon s ready when the ca areved, but rly ust
he had only finished dressing as the chauffeur rang
el Casste handed hien Ho evercoms s hed e
‘oanic bag'—a fold-over wardrobe case containing
another suit and enough clothes for a two or thrce-day
stay and which was alwways kept in readiness—whilc he
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shrugged it on. Then he grabbed his briefcase and was
moving towards the door.

“How long do you think you'll be away?® she asked.

He shrugged. “No idea. Depends on how auch co-
operation T get

M cher's invited vs to dinner on Daddy’s birth-

¥ ehould be back casily by then, but Il phone you
anyway." He put up 2 hand to push a stray lock of hair
from her forchead. Her face was flushed, her long hair
dishevelled, and there was a languorous, satiated look
abont her eves and mouth. “You look ss if you've been
made love toy’ he told her softly.

Cassic smiled and turned her head to kiss his palm.
“Do I? How do I look?”

“Like a smug, contented cat who's had a saucerfut of
cream,” e teased her.

She wrinkled her nose. ‘1 don’t think 1 like that.”

Sirnon grinned, ‘Didn’t you? 1 tiked it very mi

Balling her fist, Cassie gave him & mock thump on
the chiese, “That o't what I meant.” But then she was.
ia bis arms and be was holding her close. ‘Hutry

N ned bor e once, then more ightly. Dieam
about me." Then he et her go as he opened the door.
“Dant forgef to put the chain an again. 'Bye, durling.’

‘She heard him greet the chauffeur, and then the doos
closed and he was gone.

Slowly Cassic put on the chain and tumed back into
the flat. Suddenly it seemed very empty and very
sifent. She had been taken to the heights of passion
and thea back to seality, and the transition had been
too fast; she felt empry now and strangely loncly. But
then she dererminedly shrugged off the fecling and
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went into the sitting-room to pick up their scattered
clothes. She had becn left alone in the flat while Simon

heating hed tumed
turning off lights, and got ready for bed, pulling the
duvet close around her shouiders. Hlf asleep, she
tusned on her side and stretched an arm gctoss to the
other side of the big bed, then remembered that Simon
wasn't there and curied herself up into & tight ball to
full immediately asicep.

A6 2 fashion buyer, Cassandra only worked from
Manday to Friday, but whenever she got the chance
she would wander round other department stores to
sce what the opposition were displaying, so when Julia
phoned her late the next mosning 1o thank her for

inner, Cassie suggosted thar she might like to join her
for a couple of hours of window-shopping that after-
n

0o,
“Yes, I'd love to,” Julia agreed. 'I'm 1 golfing widow
today again; John's playing in some tournament or

Cassie smiled at Julia's mournful tone. ‘Why? Have
you beens overspending lately?"

trouble is I just can’t resist buying something | really
like. T bought the most gorgeous evening dress in a
lstle shop in Regent Street last week and it was a bit
pricey, I-must admit. Those little. shops never put a
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price on the things in their windows, then always
charge the carth when you'se tricd something on and
they know you've fallen in love with it. Aud heaven
knows when 'l wear it, because John never takes me

“Well, you'll have to take him out instead,’ Cassie
reptied haif fippantly. “Look, T'll have to go now. Tll
snoet you at Oxford Circus station st two, ckay?’

Tt was 2 good time to g0 swindow-shopping; the

January sales were over and the fashion departments
were full of new stock. Cessie browsed round bappily
for a couple of hours, making notes on anything that
interested her, while Julia was unable to resist buying
& skirt and blouse, but Cassie fiszuly stopped her from
buying 2 pair of shoes and a bag to go ith the cutit.

“Youse got oads of shocs, Jul, surely you rve got a
peir you can wear with themi

“But none that are exactly i tone of beige.”

“Well, wear a contrast colonr, then. Your suakeskin
shoes wonld logk pecfect, much berter than an exact
match.”

“D'you think so?’ Julia held che skirt and shocs to-
gether musingly. ‘Maybe you're right.” Reluctaatly she
replaced the shoes on the swnd.

‘I know P'm vight, I'm nat a fashion buyer for
nothing. Come om, these crowds ate getting 100 much.
Let’s find somewhere t0 have & coffee.

The two girls took the escolator down to the base-
et and found themselves 2 table in the coffec shop,
whih was ll apie green walls, white trelliswork dec-

p
*Oah, that's better! ]-uu gave a sigh of relief as she
eased her shoes off under the table. “Why is it that the
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pavemens azound Oxford Street are always hurder
an anywhere clsei

“You shouldat wear such igh hecls, Cassie o1
‘her, without sympathy. ‘Are you going o tell Joba
about the things you’ve bought?”

“No. He won't find out unil the credit card state-
ment comes in, and by thea we might be on

terms.”

Cassie didn’t sey anything, letting her friend decide
whether or 0ot 10 take that last remark farther. Julia
was silent for 2 moment, broodingly stirring her coffee,
then she burst out, ‘Honestly, Cass, you'd never think
that John was only a few years older than Simon!
Simon still makes a fuss of you and takes you out 5 los,
wheress all John wants 10 do when he comes home
from work Is eat 2 meal and then collapse in front of
the television. And he usvally falls aslcep in the chair?”
she added feetingly.

*But don’t forget that Simon and I have only been
marvied thee years, whereas you've been married ten.
Maybe when We've been married that long all Simon
will wan o do is watch television. Maybe ic happens
50 all me

Jutins ayebrows rose in disbelif and she shaok her
head. ‘Oh, no. Do you really believe that Simon’s the

of man who goes to bed and then tells his wife
that he's too tired to make love?”

Cansie bad, o wegh % i’y ooaed fwe. Oh,
come on ifs o 2 bad a8 char, urely?

‘Near enough. If I didn’t know thac Joho wat juse
100 luzy, 14 o2y thit he was havi

“Oh, you don't really think that, julm You can't”
There was res) shock in Cassie's vojee. “Why, joha
dotes on you and the
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Julia sighed. *Yes, I know he does. And I'm sure
hes faichtul, Ivs just thet ...’ She shrugged rather
helplessly. “Ivs just that T wish be was more affoe,
younger in spirit, Sometimes he seems about sixty
Years old, when he's not even forty yet.

Cassic thought it wiser to change the subject then,
and they talked of other things unti} Julia mentioned
the dinner party the previous aight.

“They were a nice couple, Sue and Christopher.
Have you Known them long?*

“No, only a few months. Sue only came to work at

& Brown's after they got marri

“They haven't been marvied very jong, then?”

No, just over a yeér, I think,

*He seemed interesting; quite @ sporty type by the
took of him.*

There was somethiog in Julis's voice that made
Cassie look at her quickly, but the elder giels face was
quite impasive, her artention given 10 the cream cake
she was cutting.

“Yes; T believe he's a squash addict”

“They usually are aowadays; 20 Gae seems (G go ia
for teanis 20y more. 1Us either squash ar badminton.
O, by the way,” Julia licked cream off her lips, ‘per-
haps you could give me Sue’s telephone number. 1
promised to give her my recipe for sabmon mousse,
ut she forgot to give me her number."

il weie f down Tor e Casee e the mummber
on a page torn out of bier notebook and passed it over,
Tooking at her friend searchingly, but Julia was com-
pletely casual as she took it and dropped it in her bag.
Cassie chided hersel for being a fool; as if Julia would
e interestad in 4 boy six years younger than hersclf!

They parted soon after and Cassie went home to
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spend the rest of the weekend catching up on jobs.
Simon phoned every evening, but it scemed that the
labour problems were even sorse than he had feared,
and they were also having trouble from a group of
environmentalists who were trying to disrupt the
building of the new terminal.

Monday was a busy day: getting the computer read-
ings of all the stock sold during the last weck, re-order-
ing where necessary, interviewing sales reps, looking
at sampies, wricing to the firms whose garments she
had admired in other shops and asking for catalogues
and quotes. She was constantly being sought out to
make decisions all day. She was busy, but she carried
out all her tasks efficiently and in a businesslike
manne, not asking for snyone’s advice and rot afreid
of making her own decisions. The job was demanding
and required her constant artention and energy. But
Cassie loved it, loved the adrenalin it roused, the ex-
citement of choosing from the new collections and the
satisfaction when s line sold particularly well, espe-
clally when it was & Marriott & Brown’s cxclusive. She
had come a long way in the five years she had been
working there, first as 2 humble trainee, then working
her way up to be an assisant (o a very small depart.
ment, then a larger one, and evenmally (o have 4 de-
partment of her own. Her flair for clothes hud certainly
helped her, but she also had an instinctive idea of what
women, the younger generation especially, wanted, She
seemed to have a constant finger on the pulse of fashion
and could tell whar London girts would be wearing six
months before they even thought of buying. S0 now
she controlied all the buying for the “Top Togs' de-
partment which filled haif the basement of Martiott &
Brown’s.
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“The rest of the wek fell ineo the same busy pactern,
except that at the weekly buyers’ conference on
Thursday she was asked to g 10 Patia ob the following
Moiday to select some goods from the new designer
collections which would éventually go on sale in the
in the autumn. Cassic accepted eagerly; this was
Quite a feather in her cap 8 she hadn’t yet been en-
trusted with many buying trips abroed sad had always
belore gone in compeny with another more experi-
enced buyer, but this time she was 10 20 alone because
the head buyer for the fashion department was away
on  skiing holiday. Cassie was very pleased, becase

It was her father’s birthday on Sunday and Cassic
was beginning to be afraid that Simon woulda't be able

<o make it. Although he hadp’t gone into details oves
the phone, she had gathered that the problems at the

Cassie was the one who was really worried about him
not being there; it was her mother who siways liked to
have the cntite family gathered around her on such
occasions, and that included son and. dxluhxen in-law
as well as Cassie and her twg brothers. Also she knew
that her father had  special regard for Simon and
would be disappointed if he couldn’t make it, even
though he wouidn’t say anything or shy

By Sunday morning she had resigned herself 10
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having (o go alone, but at eleven oclock when she was
having 2 long seak in the bath, the radio playing the
latest hit tunes neacby and & book in her hands, the
door was pushed open and Simon walked in. The noise
from the radio hud drowned the sounds of his arrival,
and she jumped with fright when he suddenly
appeated,

He grinned at the consternation on her face. ‘It’s all
right, it’s only me.”

“God, what a fright you gave me! Oh, lor’, you made
me drop my book in the water, and it’s a library book
too!" She fished in the bubbly water and brought out

i Now I suppose I’ i

“See what ir’s like whea it dries out.” Firmiy Simon
took the book from her and put it to one side. “Now,
woman, P've been away for 8 whole week. How about
grecting me properiy?”

He knelt down beside the bath and Cassie tilted her
head up to kiss him. His lips held hers for a fong time,
gradually becoming harder, and his voice was thick
when 2t last he drew away and said, “Wouldn't you
Tike your back scrubbed?”

“All right’

She found the soap and gave it to him and then
slowly stood up. The water ran in rivulets down her
stender body, but here and there the bubbles stifl clung
as if reluctant to leave her. Her long chosemue hair she
had pilted on top of her head, but a few tendrils hung
damply on her neck. She turned her back on Simon
and he carefully moved aside the clinging strands of
‘bair before he began to soap her. His hands moved in
unison over her, starting at het shoulders and moving
slowly down to her hips, his fingers Arm #nd caress-
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*Turn around,’ he demanded sfter a While, his voice

hu

Slowly she did so, her tongue licking lips gone
suddenly dry, et body starting ta tremble in antic
ion. Tt was strange to be it the bathroom toether like
this, Simon fully dresoed and she stark aaked. He
resoaped hi

the s0ap leaving long white his hands
gently circled each curve, asoused every nerve
en nt surged through her and Cassie.

panting through

Suddenly $imon made a sort of groaning sound deep
in bis throar and he lifted her bodily out of the bath,
sill wet and soapy as she was, and carsisd her into the
bedroom. He kissed her as he cacried her and kept on
Kissing her as be iaid her down on the bed and stripped
off his clothes. The first time he made love © her
‘rangrily, uzgently, as if he'd bee away much
than just 3 week, but. the sccond fime he did 5o slowly,
pleasurably, taking delight in her body uni} he was

and she took the oppon\lm!y to-tell Simon about her
teip to Paris the following day

Tt oac of the vig fshion bouse calections, of
course, se they would have sent ope of the
seniar buyers instead of me, but i’s by a comparatively
new graup of designers who've got together and
produced 2 whole runge of clothes for young girls—he
teens and twenties age range mostly. They sound really
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exciting, just the thing we need to lift Top Togs into
being the most up-to-date department in Londan,’ she
told Yim enthusiestically,
When exactly are you leaving?”
“Barly tomorrow moming. I have to be at Heathrow
by eight-thirty.”

Simon's dack bnows drew o sligh frowa. “Then
‘we oaly ha

et mvind and Teaned against ks shoulder. ‘But
we had this aftemoon,” she reminded him gently.

“So we i ks hagd came s o coves hers for @
moment, bur then he had to put it back on the steering

s overtook @ slow-moving lorry. ‘I'm afraid

1 won't be able to drive you to the aisport, darling;
have o be at the oliczumn:mntmdlmeﬂmgm
2nd find a solution to the oil terminal cri

"Criin Thats rather 8 suong word. Is # rally s
bad as that?

Simon nodded grimly. 'ICs cerwinly gerting that
way. The man in overall charge of the project doesn’t
scem 10 be able to cope. Or maybe it's because he's
reseniful because his company wey taken over by
Miulizine's und he jao'y 1rying. 1 veruinly Gidn't g
m\mh in the way of co-operation from

mean, you'll have to g0 up there agsin?’
‘Ve(y likely. T can’t see it getting sorted out unless I

ijm wrehied k&1 1o n “Tren'y
shame. The terminal’s miles from mywherc, it >
You must be bored out of your mind in the evenings.”

‘seabirds before they decided to build the oif eominal
there.”
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“Didn’t the local people object?”

“Yes, but it was an area of massive unemployment,
s they really had o choice but to agree. Better to lose
one bay on the coast than to have several thousand
people an the dol.

ly aferwards they arrived at the bouse and
woe et tely caught up in purely family matters:
congratutating her futher, greeting the rest of the
family and swapping gossip with het two brothers and
their wives, After the meal Cassie helped her mother
o wash up; the other girls had also offered to help, but
ber mother hed insisted that they stay in the Living-

‘everyday matters, but Cassie knew that her mother was
working up to the subject she always brought up
whenever she oould get her daughter alone. Naughiily
Cassie, half teasing, half serious, put her off by quickly

last, exarperated, the older woman said bluntly, ‘1 sup-
pose you haven't decided to start a family yet?

“No, Mother,” Cassie agreed. ‘You're sight, we
baven't”

“Well, I don’t know why not. You're neacly twenty-
five; it's high time you bad a baby. I'm
would love 1o have children, and be'd make a very good
father,

“Whenever he happened to be home to see them,

you mean’ Cassie commented drily. Then, im-
patiently, ‘I've told you dozens of times, Mother, we
don't want any children, we're perfcctly happy a8 we

are.
‘O, really®” Her mother banged a swucepan down
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angrily on to the draining-board. I don't know what
your generation think you're doing. Three children all
mazried and not ane of You with any babies. What's
the point of gettig martied at all if you're not going to
bave any children?”

“Are you suggesting that you would prefer us-to be
living in sin? Cassie demanded

*Certainly not! You kmow full well what T mean.’
Sceing that she wasn't getting enywhere, the older
woman chmgcd eactics. Yo faher i geting any
younger, saying only today how
Thach he'd love 1o have » Crandebld befone s gets too
old

“Ob, Mother,” Cassic exclaimed exasperatedly, ‘he’s
BOL even sixty yet. Anyone would think he'd got ove
foot in the grave, 1o listen to you."

“Well, he probably will have if he waits for you, And
anyway, he'll be retiring s00n,” her mother added de-
fensively. “Tt would be nice ta have grandchildren we
could take on outings.”

*Well, go and talk to your daughters-in-law, then,’
Cassie told her without sympathy, ‘becanse I certainly
don’t intend to saddie myself with children fust to
satisfy your grandmaternal instincts.’

*You know I can’t talk to them about ic. They don’t
Bike it i I do.?

“No, and nor do 1." Cassie dropped the tea-towel on
t0 the deaining-board. “We live in an entirely different
world from the one when you were a young wife, We

can choose our own way of Jife and whether or not to
have a career. Motherhood Ist’t the be-all and end-all
that it was when you got married, Mother, and frankly,
quite apart from the fact that they would be an
unwanted encumbrance, the whole idca of having chil -
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dren bores me to tears!’ Thep Cassie wrried on her
e and walked iy ot o e Kitchen, e brghe
parches of angry colour on her cheeks

Eveeyone Tooked 4t Bet curiousty a she exveced che
sitting-room and she realised with some annoyance that
they must have heard the raised voices. No one said
anything, though, and the episode was glossed over,
although her mother tather pointedly ignored hur for
an hour oF 8 afterwards.

On the way home Sitnon asked her, ‘Whar was all
that about?!

Cassic shrugged. ‘Oh, the usual thing: when are we
o star s aly. Though why she shuays picks
on me when the athets have beea married longer,
domt know.”

“What did you tell hex”

That we didn' want any children, of course, ever
We ageeed on b that right gt the st

Did we? ] don't remember i mmmmung it o the
masriage vows.’

The stightly sardonic note in his voice made Cassie
Jook at hira sharply, bur thea she laughed. “Simon,
don't tease. You know it was an accepred thing:’

je was sileat for & said
absenl, “Yes, of course.
-hanged the subject then, and it scemed no dme

Paris. Simon dropped
Cderground sation @ Corde geve i 8 st i
of farewell,

“*Bye, darling. Must rush—I'm sure P'm going 1o
be late,’ Cassie said burriedly s she hauled ber case
out of the car.
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Simon laughed. ‘Stop panicking, you've got plenty
of time.”

But Cassie wes already shutting the car door. ‘T'l}
calt you tonight. "Bye!”

But when she did finally get round ta phoning him
late that evening her only reply was from the metal-
fic-sounding voice on the answer-phone mape. She
had spent an exciting, exhausting day booking into a
Botel, mecting her French contacts, and being intro-
duced 1o the team of young French designers, who
had insisted on taking her out to dinner. Cassie spoke
French reasonably well, but it had boen & strain
teying to follow and join in s conversation an style
and design that had rurned into a prolonged debate
with good-nsmured but voluble argument ranging
back and forth, and it had becn late when they
finally broke up and she had got a taxi back to her
hotel

Now she looked down at the recciver in her hand in
some puzzlement, almost s if it could teR her why her
husband didn’t answer. Her finely-arched brows drew
together into 2 frown, then she shrugged philoso-
phically. Well, there was nothing she could do about it
bere and now anyway. Stifiing a yawn, she left 2 mes-
sage for bim on the tape to say that she had arrived
safely, then got ready for bed. This kind of life was
very stimulating, of course, but it was also certainly
very tiring.

The next two days were also extremely hectic as
Cassie attended the fashion show, taking notes of the
garments she particulurly liked the look of, and go
wogether with the designers and a French manufacturer
who was 10 produce cheaper versions of the clothes for
Marrior: & Brown’s. Quite a lot of haggling took piace
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and, being in France, most of it was done over & meal
and & bottle of wine, There was also a trip OU 10 @
fabrics factory s that Cassie could check on the quality
of the cloth that was 10 be used, and here agein there
was some hard bargaining, but at last they managed to
agree on figures for quantity and price that left every-
one happy, and Cassie also had the satisfaction of get-
ting the designers to sign an exclusive comtract
& Brown’s which also gave them the first re-
fusal on their next season’s collection.
Somehow, during that second busy day, she found

trying 10 get through that in the end she just gave it
up as a bad job.

Thursday saw her back in London, but when she
took the lift up o the top floot of the Marrion & Brown
buidicg to ber offie to make o e eport on on the
Paris trip, she was immediately grected by the news
st Do, Ashiy, th bead buyee for the whoe of the
fashion department, had broken a leg while skling and
wouldn't be able to rerarn to work for guite some

time.

“We only heard yesterday,’ her secretary told ber
excitedly. ‘It seems he weat out on the ski siopes after
a blizzard during the night, but there was jot under
the snow and be lost control. Fractured his leg in two
places, he did. Not just broke it, but fractured it,” the
girl added with motbid enjoyment. “Oh, and Mr Jepps
said T was 0 ask you 0 go to his office as 500 39 yon
artived.”
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Cassie thanked her sather faintly and made her way
to the office of the Buying Manager, thinking that if
e ow pane had crashed on the way back from Pasis

idn’t have to wait long it the outer office before she

was told to g0 in 10 see Mr Jepps, Who was the head of
the Buying Department and ko a disecior of the firm.
Afer exchanging greetings, she started 1o tell im
Aboul her txip to Paris, but he stopped her almost at

‘Tell me about that later. Have you heard sbout poor
Ash

Yl.'s, my secretary fust told me. ls lm ceally that
badly Tuurt, or has it gained in the te

“That bad, I'm afraid. He's going to o ot of corne
mission for at least six months. So Tve dzc)d:d to

and T want you 1o take over all her departmens as well
5 yous own. Can you &0 that?”

He looked at her keenly, but for a moment Cassie
ould oaly stare at him open-mouthed, Then she
hastily pulled herself together and said, “Yes. Yes, [
kiow 1 can. Thank you for—for giving me the
chance.”

He smiled. “Well, you'd better cut along and talk to
Mrs Nichols as s00n 83 you can. You can tell me all
about the Paris trip some other time. Oh, and by the
way," he added as she moved towards the door, ‘there
will, of course, be a raise in salary and expense allow-
Bace while you have the extra respomsibility.”

Simon arrived home again on Friday, going first to
1 office 1o Giscuss the ofl terminal problems with the
ditectors, He Jooked tired and there was a taut, sttainied
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Jook about his eyes when he came into the fiat, but
Cassic was keyed up with excitement; she seemed ta
Teave been on 2 high ever since she’d heard of her tem-
porecy promotion, and hadn't et come back down to
carth. She was full of ideas that would give the various
departments now undes ber control a more modern
nage and was wild to tell Simon about them and use
himm a5  sounding board, but she held herself in check
wntil he'd changed and waited untl they were sesed
¢ 3 wable in their favourite bistro-type restaurant
before she told him.

“Oh, don’t bother with that, let’s just have the usual
wine." Impatiently she tock the wine list hie had been
sbout to study and gave it back to the waiter. “T've g0t
something o fell you.”

Simon smiled slightly and nodded to the waiter.
The Mosel, plesse Then be trmed to hier, the snule
deepening. ‘All right, what is it? Something px
00d, from the look of you. Did the Paris wip go o

“What? Oh, yes, fine.” Cassic dismissed Paris with a
wave of her hand. ‘This is much more imy X
You know Don Ashby, the head fashion buyer? Well,
he’s broken his leg.’

Simon's left eyebrow rose. “That's suppased to be
good news?”

“Not for poor old Don, of course, but it is for me.!
She raised a glowing face o his. ‘Mrs Nichols has taken
over Don’s work and ...’ she paused, ber eyes bright
with excitement, ‘oh, Simon, 've been put in charge
of all Mrs Nichols’s departments! That's the designer
rooms, evening and day deescs, separaies and swim-
wear, as well as Top Tog:

oo naxed st het for + ong moment before saing
slowly, T s

P
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“But do you?’ Cassic demanded, impatient at his
apparent lack of interest, wanting him to share her
excitement, ‘Can’t you see it’s my chance to really
prove myseif? Top Togs has been a great success, but
it was mn enitely niew inpovation. The swre had had
oothing like it before and so they've becrr unable 0
compare tmy work with anything else. For al they know
anyone could have done it. But now that I've got all
those departments that have been in the store from the
beginning I'ti be able to show the directoss how sales
can be improved by a really modem approach.
Fashioawise those depastments are still back in the
Middle-Ages.’

She paused as the waiter brought their firac course
and poured the wine, looking at Simon with 4 puzzled
frown, He didn't seem to be sharing her excitement at
all, in fact he bad & rather frowning look in his dark
eyes. Which was anusuaj for him, ususlly he was right
in there, encouraging ber, listening to her problems,
giving advice and help. But fonight he seemed to have
somtething on his mind and didn't even Jook pleased to

hear ber news.

“Well,”she demanded us soon 45 the waiter had gone,
“dan’t yon think it's the most marvellous chance? If 1
make a really big success of it 1 might even be allowed
o keep the deparaments, because Mrs Nichols & due
%0 retire in & couple of years

“And whise Goes Mrs Nicbols do ik the mesime
Sinon scked iy

‘Cassie shrugged irritably. “Oh, I do’t know, They'll
find ber something, they always do. Well’ she

ed again, ‘what do you think?”

“Is 2 wonderful opportunity, of course. But) u

look came into his eyes, ‘as & matter of fuct I
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bave some news of my own. At the Directors’ meeting
T went to wdzy it was decided o get rid of the cbap

een in charge of the oil terminal up to now and
7t & o o 0 R plice. And the mar would have
o be at direcior level to have the necessary authority
10 take over.’ He picked up his glass and twok a drink,
then set it down, his eyes fixed on hers. ‘And they've
offered me the job with 3 junior dicectorship.

“A directorship? Cassie’s eyes lit up with surprise
and pleasure. ‘Why, Simon, that's marvetlous!”

She went to go on, but Simon stopped her. ‘Ts it?”

“Way, what do you mean?”

Deliberately he replied, “To get the dirccrorship T
have to take the job—and the job means that we'll have
10 leave London at once and g0 to live ia Scotland for
at least three years!”




CHAPTER TWO

For a full mioute Cassie could only stare st him in
dumbfounded amezement. Then, her voice sticking in
her throat, she stuttered, *Scotland? For three years?
1¢'s @ joke, yes? Please tell me ic’s a joke,’ she added,
watching kit hopefully, but he didn’t answer, just sat
Tooking at her with the same half rueful, half troubled
expression. Slowly she sat back with a sigh and put
down het fork. ‘You're not joking.”

“Afraid not, darling.”

Cassie shrugged. ‘Oh, well, the idea was nice while
ic lasted. Never mind, darling, | expecr something else
will come along some time soon.

Simon’s éses natrowed stighty. ‘For whom?"

Eyebrows rising in surprise, Cassie replied, ‘For

, of caurse. Mullaine’s are bound to offer you an-
other directorskip seones ot later.”

‘Not uecessarily. Vacancies for junior directors
aren’t that thick on the ground. I I rar this ane down
for 10 reasan they'rc going to think twice before offer-
ing me another.

“But you've got a reason,” Cassie pointed out. ‘I’s in
Scotland. No one in their right mind is going 1o bury
themselves alive in Scotland for three years!”

“Except the few millivn Scots who happen to live
there,” Simon put in sardonically.

“Unfortunately the poor things are stuck with it. But
that's neither here nor there.’ Cassie dismissed the
entire Scottish population with a shrug of her shoul-

36
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ders. ‘Simon, yn: can’t evea contemplite going there.

v, the place is dead, & cultural descrt. I¢'s all spow,
Soomall hbotgans and theoe dreadal acceats that yon
@'t understand a word of. And didn't you say that
the ol terminal is on the caast, absolutely miles from
amywheres

‘It i in a remote spot, yes. Tt has 10 be, for fous of
am sccidenr, but .

‘ou mean ir's likely to blow up at any moment?’
Cassic interrupted caustically. ‘Charming!’

‘Simon’s features hardened, his lips drawing into a
thin linc. “That’s always a possibility that has to be
taken into account when any kind of fuel is being
swored. But the site director’s house is over  mile from
the rerminal, you can't even see it, It sits by itself in
the next valley with beautiful views over the sea.”

Cassie’s green cyes widened as she stared at him.
“The site director's house? You mean youw've already
been to see it? Simon, you're not—surely you're not
seriously comsidering this crazy idea?’

Tight-lipped, her husband said firmiy, “Yos, 1 am.”

‘But—but you can’t! What about my job, my pro-
motion?’ Simon’s lips twisted into 8 grimace and be
opened his mouth to speak, but before he could do s0
Cassie added in obstinate anger, “F'm not going to give
it up, Simon. T'm just notl®

is dark brows drew intq & sharp frown as he said
e loving co-operation

o her plate and found that her appetite had com-
pletely gone; she wished that she'd mever ordered ir,
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wished that they were at home.

As soon 25 the man had gone she tried to placare
Simon by ssying, ‘Look, I'm sorey if I was & bit blunt,
but m;

“Leave it,' he commanded brusquely, ‘We'll discuss
it when we get home.”

But his high-handed tone armoyed her. No, T won't
leave it. §t conoerng e & rauch 88 it does you. My
job’s important to me, Simon, and I doa’t think you
have any ight to ask me to give it up.’

‘And has it occurred ta you that my job s of equal,
if not more impartance, 1o me?”

“1 Qon’t see how it can be more important.”

“Posably bectuse I'm supponed 1o be the bresd-

er,” Simon pointed out in heavy sarcasm.

b et That kind of thinking wen out with
the Ark. Marviage is an equal pamership now, and 1
have a right to work if I want to. And anyway, we
need the money that [ earn.”

Anger came into Simon’s eyes 28 e leaned tos
her and said forcefully. “You know darn well chat fsn'c
. T was casning guite enough 10 SuPPOrt you when
we mastied, but you wanted to go on working, 70 ane
was forcing you 1, 50 don’t try and meke our chat
we'd be on the breadline without your salary.”
Gasies mouthses into 2 petulat foe. Ot 13ce, 30

¥

Moodily Cassie glared down at her plate and picked
at the food on it. She bad been so looking forward to
tonight and now the whole evening was ruined. Simon,
0, attacked his meal, pleased to let the mater drop
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for the time being, but Cassie coulda’t tet it alone.
"Ofay,’ she said after 3 minute or ™wo, ‘maybe 1 doo’t

hose women who could sit * home all day with
moxhing to do. You know I'm not
Orhnwmnmuunmﬁndplmlywﬁﬂlhn(ume.
Stenca pointed ou reasonably.
“Oh, coffee mornings and afternoon bridge partics.
tike

ter o few years, Bither that, or they feel that they
Bave to start having children 1o justify their existence.
that's in London where you have cinemas,
theatres, muscums and gallerics to go to. Heaven alone
Tnows what it ould be ke in Scotlend. I'd probably
o stark, staring mad within three months,” she added
morosely.
“It isn't the back of beyond,’ Simon told her im-
pusiently. ‘A daity sttt plane fics from Glasgow 10
London.

scezhity in his voice surprising her because it wasn't
oae she was used to hearing directed at her, but before
abe could make any remark, Simon pushed bis hardty-
touched plate away and said, °T don’t want: this. How
lboul you?

Le(s get out of here, the

He <ullet the water over and asked for the bill,
but had to give repeatcd assurances that there was
nothing wrong with the food before he was allowed
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10 produce his Diners Card and pay.

On the short drive home Cassie sw i, oying o
svork out ail the argumeats she could use to try and

Simon change his mind. Not thet she didn’t
sympathise with im; 1o have been offered & direcror-
ship in such a large and important company
Mullaine’s at the relatively early age of thirty-two wa
she knew, 4 real advancement and proved that they
had great feith in him. But to go to live in Scorland—it
just wasn’t on.

in the flat, Simon immediately walked over to
the drinks cabinet and poured himself  large whisky.

‘D’d Jike one t00," Cassic told him tartly, aithough
she hada’t wanted a drink until she saw that he hadn't
bothered to get her one.

“Sorry." He banded her a glass and then went to sit
on the setiee. Cassie sat opposite him in the armehair
and took a rather defiant drink of whisky.

“Lock, darling, I'm sorry if this means that you'll
Jose your chance of being a director for # while, but
just couldn’t live in Scotiand, 1 know T coulde’t. T'd
never be happy there.’ She looked at him pieadingly.
“Please ty 1o understand, Simon.”

‘O, 1 understand all right;” he answered bicterly.
“You want everythinig to go your way and you aren’t

o make any sacrifices, or even any concessions,
‘o pltse someune clse.

Cassic fired up immediately. ‘Why should 7 be the
one to make concessions and sactifices? I've just
reached the highest 've ever got in my job and yow're
asking me to give it up.’

Simon drained off his whisky and stood up. ‘So are
you,” he pointed our heavily. ‘And don’t forget that
T've worked just as damned hacd, and for longer, to
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get where T am. But that scems o mean pothing to
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up what is virtually an unprecedented rise to director
level. The fact that I’ then lose the confidence and
reliance that the Board of Directors bave placed in me

“For God's sake use your brsin and think, Cassie.
Or even bring it down to the basis of economics;
whether you ke it ar pot, I'm earning more money
then you and therefore my job is mose important to

‘But mine has great potential, Cussie put in
heatedly.

Simon’s face hardencd, S0 has mine—
and for - whie today | bad the Jaughabie belief that
you would be pleased thar I'd achieved that potential—
Bot throw it back in my face!” He shot the last sentence
at her, waited for her 10 teply, but when she didn’t
turned o his heel and walked out of the 00 towards
the hall.

Cassie gaped in surprise for a moment and then got
up to run after him. ‘Where are you goiog?”

“Down to the pub for a drink.

“Don’t you dare walk out on me when we're in the
‘middle of 2 discussion!”

“Is that what you call it he demandsd jeeringly.

“Al right, argument, then.”

He turned on her, saddenly angry. “What's the point
of going on? Its checkmate. You won't give up your
job and T won't give wp mine. So, unless one of us is

repared to give in, we've reached en impasse. And a5
¥ Goa's feet e arguing round and round the subject
all evening, T'm going out for an hour.’
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Just an hous?” Her voice was smalt, uncertain,

‘Just an hour,” he agreed, and Cassie was retieved to
hear same of the coldness had gone from his voice,

She was siting on the settce watching television
when he got back, but her attention hadu’t really been
on the screen, she'd been thinking sbout the Situution
and realised that she wasn't bandling it very well
Coming right out and saying that she refused (o go to

2 stand-up fight about it. So she'd changed into 2 new
black lace nightdress that she’d bought in Paris and he

dn’t seen beforc and brushed her hair until it shone
ke a brifliant Aame upon her shoulders.

Simon didn't speak whea he came in, just tossed his
jacket to one side and came 1o sit at the other end of
the settee, picking up her bare feet 1o make room and
esting them in his lap. Idly he began 1o phy with her
toes, and Cassie was glad that she’d peinted the nails
with a delicate pearly-pink varmish.

‘Was there anyane at the pub that we know?” she
askea him, liking the way his hands caressed her feet.

‘Just @ couple of the chaps from the tennis club,
‘They dida’t bave their wives with them.”

“Oh.’ His hands moved down fmm her toes and.
tickled 5o that Cassie wriggied her

He wemt t le g0 of her feet, but Cassie said swiftly,
*No, I like ic. It just tickied, that's all. Don’t stop.’

He smiled slightly. “Youll be tetling me next I'm a
foo fetishist!™

I always wondered how people like that ger their
Kicks.”



SEMI-DETACHED MARRIAGE P

“With feet as perfect 2s yours it's hardly surprising.”
And lifting up er foot be Kissed her instep.

“Humm, Of course, you don’t find any woméh who're
foot feaies

on burst out laughing. *Are you seying that all

e e ugly feet? You're crazy, you know that.” He
looked ar her then strerched out 3 hand. ‘Geme here,
woman.”

‘Happily Cassie twisted round until she was sitting
‘on his iap, her arm rousd his neck.

Is that a new nightdress?”

Yeor

His eyee ran over it, taking in the while gleam of her
skin behind the thin lace, the curves of her waist and
hips. 'k s very sexy. Why don't you ake it off”

“Simg

wela mm s the idea of sexy nightwear, it it? That
it's 0 be taken off?’

“You have no romance in your soul,” Cassie com-
plained. “A girl likes to be Rartered a linle firsc.”

“I've already told you you've ot besutiful feet, what
mote do you want?*

“There’s more to me than my feer,” she pointed out.

“Mm, so I've noticed.’ Undoing the silk bow at the
front of the nightdress, he parted it to reveal the
creamy swell of her breasts. He undid another bow to
open it to the waist, then his hands moved inside to
cup the soft fulloess of her breasts, to gently fondle
and caress them unt! they hardened under his hands,
thrust towards his mouth as he bent to kiss them,

Cassie put ber hand down 1o bold his hesd here,
Toving what he was doing to her, the soft, imsistent puil
of s lips already driving her wild with desire. His
head came up and he kissed her hard on the mouthy
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bending her head back against the arm of the settee.
*Does this nightdress turn you on?”
Simon laughed softly. ‘Now who isn’t being roman-
tie?

“Does it?” she insisted.

“Why don’t you find out for yourself?® He took her
hand and guided it down.

‘O, Simon." Her eyes gazed into his pleadingly. ‘T
love you s much, Please, please dow’t let’s argue any
more. I can't stand it when we fight.”

For a morment his hand tightened on her arm, hurt-
ing et 5o that Cassie bit her lip to stific a wince of
pai, flectingly afraid that she had been too direct, had
aroused his anger again, but then be said roughly,
Dot worry, we'll work something out. We have o
work samething out.’

And she knew 2 glow of inner satisfaction as she
pessionstely returned his kiss, using every sexual wile
she knew to rouse him into & violent storm of love-
making, from which all outside problems and differ-
ences were completely obliterated.

2t was Saturday the next morning and Cassie slept
fae the st rig of the lgrm clock turned offand

curb ber except the usual incessant hum
o tafe et wi 50 e ‘part of the background that
only its absence would have penetrated. She Enally
about nine, turned over in bed and realised that
she was naked. Simon wasn’t beside her, so she hur-
riedly slipped out of bed and pulied on a bathrobe,
fully aware that, although their quarre] last night had
been more than adequately made up, it still hadn't been
settled. She padded our of the bedroom and through
the flat, looking for kim, her bare toes sinking into the
soft, decp pilc of the carpet.
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Fe was sitving in an cesy chir by the window of the
‘Stting-room, reading the morning paper in the soft
February sualight, casually dressed in jeans and a
sweater, an empty cup of coffee on the small table
beside hin. As she came in he looked up, smiled and
Beld out & band to her. Cassie went 1o him at once,
took his hand and bent down to kiss him.

When shie raised her head he kept hold of her band
a5 he said, “You look ery sexy like that, sill half asleep
and your hair tousled. I've a good mind to take you
Back to bed.’

Cassie laughed at him and backed quickly away. Not
undl Pre showered and cleaned my tecth, and then 1t
be fully awake and you won't feel like it any more.”
She turned 0 80 to the bathroom, but paused in the

y. “What are the plans fot today? Da you wans
to go down to the Portobelio Roed antique market, or
would you rather go up to the West End to do some
shopping?”

Simon regesded ber levelly. ‘Maybe we'll go out lster
an, but right now I think s have some talking t do,
don't you?’

‘The brighe smile faded from Cassic's fuce. ‘Gan’t it
‘wait until some other time? Tarotcow may!

Simon shook his head in  single, curdy negative
gesture, “No, we have to settle it here and now.

Her voice tight und a ltle unsteady, Cassic shrugged
and suid, Okay, fthat's what you wnt”

She had spoken casually encugh, but her heart was
bnnng rather fast and she felt strangely nervous as,
Tully dressed and carrying a mug of coffee, she came o
sit down opposite him.

Sinion tossed aside the newspaper and rn Kis ¢yes
over her, taking in her black swearer and long logs in
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black cord designer jeans, If he also noted the wary
look in her eyes that she was trying unsucceasfully 1o ]
hide, he gave no sign of it. He merely looked amused
and said, “Why the all-black outfit? Dy you intend to
take up cat-burglary or are you going to & faneral?’

Cassie shrugged rather impatiently. ‘I just felt like
wearing them, that's sll.”

“Because they suit your mood?*

Her eyes ficked over him and then quickly away.

Dama Simon; he knew her far too well. *I'm nor in 2
black mood, if that's what you're trying to imply.’ She
made a business of stircing her coffee. ‘Al Tight, you
wanted to talk, So why don’t you start?”

“All right.” He loant buck in the chair and put his
hands together, pyramiding his fingers, his face stern
and serious, and Cassic had @ udden nsght o how
e must appear to his colleagues, especially those under
s highty inceligens coldly cfficient and rather
remote. For 3 brief second he seemed to be a stranger
and the idea frightened her, but then he spoke again
and the feeling was gone. “Straight question—after
sleeping on it are you willing to give up your job and
come with me to Scotland?

Now

His dark brows flickered at the boldness of her
answer, but he went on, *Not under any circum-

ances?

‘None - that 1 can envisnge.”

He pmmd for & moment and Cassie said impatiently,
“Look, Simon, what's the point of this? Nothing's
cbanged since last night. I'm sorry, but 1 just don’t
want to

The skin at hic fingercips whiteaed a5 he pressed
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them harder together, but he said essily, ‘But let’s bear
in mind that you haven't even seen Kinray yet.”

“Kinray? Is that where the oil terminal is?*

“Yes. I2's on the north-west coast of Scorland and is
actually called Mull of Kinzay. As I tld you, the house
i about & mile from the terminal and hidden from it
by a range of hills. It faces the Atlaotic and has the
most marvellous views of the ses and coastline, with
e hith, b with beather i satner, 1 the cight

it, The first time 1 weat up 1 stayed there
inrimuple of days and it was fascinating o have the
whole valley, or glen as they aall it, filled with & mist
that comes up from the tes in the morning, which
would gradually thin and then suddenly it to reveal
this most fancastically beausiful scencery."

Cassie gezed at him for a loog moment, for the

her feel strangely jealous; she wanted to be the only
beautiful object in his fife. But then she realised that
he was trying to sell the place o her and that he e
bound 10 come over stong So, 10 squash any bor
e anighe have on tht score, s el samdondeally, e
sounds extremely oold end damp. It must be hell there
in the winter, with the gales biowing in straight off the
Adtantic. And it must get snowed up all the time—they
always have terrific amounts of snow in Scotland.’
Siman looked at ber for a mament over his steepled
fingers, then lowered them as he ssid, ‘Strangely
enough they don’t heve very extreme weather in that
area because it’s In the pach of the Gulf Stream. You
can even grow pam tress and other wopical plants
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there. Thar's onc of the reasons why the oil terminal
wwas sited in thar ares.”

*So that they could grow paim trees? Cassic
quipped. “What are they going to do—resort o palm
cil if North Sea oil runs out?”

ery funny.” Simon stood up abruptly,
anger in his face. *When yow've finished making cheap
puns perhaps you'd care to remember that this is our
furure we're discussing. Perhaps even a future in which
we would be able to see more of each other, not just
pess one another going through the door and corres-
pond in notes stuck on the fridge door or messages left
on the answer-phone,” he added grimly.

e i

4 hie wen into the kitchen. Plugging in the percolator,
be stood silently waiting for it to heat, bis face averted.
Afier 8 moment, Cassie said exasperatedly, ‘All
right, I'm sorry. But let’s face it, Simon, alf you've
done 50 far is try (o sell me something T don’t want to
buy. Okay, the place may be beautiful on summer days
whea the mist lifts and the son shines. But what about

whole twenty-four hours? I've been on holiday to

cotland more than once with my parents, Simon, T
Huow how miserable the weather can be. And even then
there’s all the other things that would be missing—
work, entertainment, friends.”

The percolator started to bubble and the red light
went out. Simon switched it off and picked it up to
pour himself another cup of coffee. ‘Couldn’t you look
am it 85 & sort of sabbatical, an interval of peace and
quiet in betwean work? You could always go back to
work afterwards.”
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*Simon, it's three years! In that time T'd heve lost
‘most of sy contacts, someane else would heve taken
my position snd consolidated themselves in it
Fasbion buying i Just as much & cutthrout business

2 anything else; ¥ you leave it for any length of tim
there’s litde or no chance of getting Tack 164 all or
pothing.”

Simon looked at her keealy, the coffee pot still raised
in his hand. “Will you at least meet me halfway by
coming wkly me 0 Kinray o see the place before
‘making any final decis

Cassie shook ber 9 unhappily. ‘Simon, it

- wouldn’t do any good, T've aiready . .
Wil you?’ he interrupted ber, his voice suddealy

She stared at him, realising that never before had
she ever deliberately defied her husband, that she
hardly knew him now that his will was crossed. It was
something new and something she didn’t know how to
handle. There was no other way out, 30 slowly, almost
n & whisper, she answered, ‘Ves, elt right. If that's
what you want.”

“Itis.” He set the coffee-pot down with a snap. “We'll
80 up there next weekend."

Her lips drawn into o tight line, Cassie glanced ac
him for 3 moment, then said, “Well, now that's settled,
perhaps we can get on with the present. I'll go and get
Teady 10 go to the antique market; if you remember we
said we'd go and look for that litle table we wanted
for the hall”

She rumed and went into the bedsoom, Simon
warching her frowningly. She hads’t openly defied
him, of course, but by wanting to go ot and choose
samething for their present home she had clearly
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shown bow little importance she placed o the prases-
ted trip to Kinray. It was just gomg to be a complete
‘waste of time, Cassie thought as she put on her lipstick,
‘watching her image in the mirror. They would heve 3
Tong, tedious and tiring forty-eight hours in which she

‘would still be the same, and afl Simon was doing was
postponing the mevitable. He was just being mfurint.
ingly stubborn and impiacabie. Because nothing, tot
even'if Kinray curned out to be another Garden of
Eden, was going 16 persuade her to leave London!




CHAPTER THREE

Tay left London for Scotland the following Friday
evening, and even Cassie had o admit that the journey
was airly painless. A company chauffeur called w pick
them up and drive them to Heathrow Airpart where
Twelve-seater plane, again owned by Mullaine’s, was
‘waiting to take them end ten others to Glasgow. There
{ra n g checken o quene a2 siting aroun
in

they were just ushered into a pnvlu room and given a
drink while their luggage was pus ov board, then taken
out to the place with the others and took off within
‘minutes, The plane was smooth end huzurious, even if

that Cassic was used to on holiday tips, and there was
au artmactive Young stewardess to see 1o theis needs.,
Cassie Iooked the stewardess over, noting het pi
face, slim figure and teim ankles, and decided that she

artractive (oo, oe or two of them openly 10 chat
het up, and Cassie wondered wryly just what chey got
up to while they were away from home. Si

told her that most of the workers had a contract in
which they worked every day for three weeks, then
had @ whole week off. From the 1ook of some of the
men they wese no saints, and she could imagine tiem
genting up 10 4l sorts of mischief whea they were away

st
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The stewardess brought them drinks and Cassic
watched Simon as he took his, murmuring a word of
thanks. For the firsc time in their macriage it ocourred
1o Cassie to wonder if he, 00, was ever unfaithful to
her during his frequent trips awey from home.
Certainly the opportunity was there, for it was obvious
from the wty the gii bud Juoked bim over when they
the plane that she found him sttractive, and

sould much prefer a young, handsome junior execu-
tive o any of the rather crude labourers who were
trying to chat her up. But beyond giving her  brief
smile of thanks, Simon showed no interest i her at
all, merely turning his eyes immediately back t the

CGassie accepted her own drink and sut back in her
seat, laughing at herself for being & fool. Simon had 6o
eed to even look at another woman, had he? Not when
their sex Hife was 30 good, o completely satisfying. 1n
fact they had had very few differences, really, in all the
three years of their marriage. Small things, of course,
at the beginning, when they'd been getting used fo
living together, 1o being a couple instead of individuals.
But aothing major. Nothing till pow, that wes.

She sighed and Simon turmed to look &t her.
“Fired?

o, ot relly. Wil we b stayiog st the house you
wld me about, the site director’s

“No, at & hotel. The house wan't o wvsable val
the other man moses ou st the end of the mouth
T've asranged for you to look it over.”

For & second Cassie was tempted to say again that it
was all & waste of time, but reiterating the obvious
wasn't going 1o heip; it would oaly pur Simon's back
up and make the weskend even more unpleasant than
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#t was already. She tried to think of something else w.
@k sbout, but couldn’t, 5o took a long sip of her drink.
After & momsent Simon tumed away and resumed his

reading.
They spent that aight at 2 hote! in Glasgow, leaving.
there immediately after breakfast the next Moming o

be taken by helicopter to the site a Kinray. It was the
first time Cassic had ever flown in a helicapter and
e felt more than # little nervous, It seemed so much
more unwieldy than a plane, and the engine was 0
noisy that she wanted 1o put her hands over her ears,
but they were already occupied in tightly grippiag the
arms of her seat.

“The helicaprer is a godsend to the ol} industry,’
Simon remarked a5 the machine started to rise.
“They're used continuously, especially ferrying men
and equipment 10 the oil Tigt out in the sea. Rather
ke a bus service, reslly, only fur more relisbie and
efficient than London Transport, of course.”

His hand came dow 10 0over hers, Warm and corn-
forting, while he went on talKing, gently reassuring her
by his choice of sonds, Jerting ber know that be knew
she was afraid, but that the flight was a safe, everyday
occurrence.

“Look aut of the window,” be weat on. “When you're
only this high everything looks as if it’s on & model
e, s  you're a gient with the whole earth to play

Rel\unzmly Came turned her head to look out of
the window and, aftér the first hesitant glance, im-
mediately became fascinated us she saw the airport
reduced to toy size below thern, But everything was in
such perfect detail: the planes waiting (o take off, lmlc
vans being driven up to umload them, tiny men in w
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averalls hurrying along like ants on an anthill. This
was, she supposed, what the term ‘bird’s eye view’ was
all about.

‘They were in the aiz for almost balf an hour, flying
%o the north-west across Scotland’s rivered valleys and
deep green, rolling hills, most of them still capped by
220w, il they. weee suddenly ar the cost ith the

Simon pointed over 1o the right and for @ moment
Cassie thought it was a large seaside town they were
approaching, but then she saw the massive round oil
stosage tanks, some already builr, others in the process
of construction and the ather mass of building work,
the whole covering a huge area of land.

“Fly us round the site before you land, will you?’
Simon instructed the pilot, who nodded and banked
the helicopter into a steep turn that took them round
the perimeter of the massive site. ‘Down there, ont to
sca, you can see where the jetties for loading and un-
loading oil tankers arc being built, Simon told her.
“There will be three initially, with & fourth being built
Iater. We expect to have up 1o twenty crude oil-carry-

ing tankers a weck when the terminal is fully opera-
Lional, and i 8 srllr mtres of 8 carriers.” He
pointed again 25 e helicopter tumed away from the
sea. “That building thore is the terminal’s own power
station which is essential to give us the puwer to run
the separation plant.’ He saw her blank look and added,
*Coming ashore in the crude oil will be a mixture of
hydrocarbon liguids, dissolved gases, and some water,
s0 we have o separate the gas and water from the oil
10 yield products that can safely be transported >
He went on w0 point out other sspects of the site,



SEMI-DETACHED MARRIAGE 55
But Cassie listened with only half an esr, Her mind

the comtrol of this whole huge operation that lay spread
below her tike some huge-scate map. She aiso noticed
how be used the posessive pronoun when talking
about it, and realised that be was already decply
iavotved in the project, event if 00t yet parc of it.

The helicopter finished its circle of the site and flesr
on for about a mile towards a group of buildings that
l.l‘ustmu did torm out to be a small tows with ifs own

T mis i Kinrey village, Simon tod ber. “The co
sruction company we took over from buk t © houes
all the workers on the site before they started the tes-
mingl, They finished it some time ago and ic’s alrcady
settled down into being a community—as much 43 &
place can be, that IS, whm ‘most of its inhabitants are
constantly changin

The helicoprer s:((lgd down gently on the landmg

almost physical release. Some steps were wheeled up
€ the door and Simon took her hand 28 she climbed
rather stffly down.

“Good morning, Mrs Ventris—or may 1 call
Carsiey. Remember me, T Pasick. Brights e
Financial Director of Mullaine’s.’

*Yes, of course. How are you, Mr Bright?

"Oh, please, call me Patrick.’

He took her arm, 3 short amisble-looking man of
sbout forty-five whose keen financial brain was belied
oy his appearance. (‘unnh-dmzllnmun.lya[ew tmes
before at various functicns rather
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overwhelmed that this member of Mullaine’s hierarchy
‘was making such a fuss of her. He led her 10 a car, sat
down beside her and insisted on spreading & rug over
her knees.
“T's just a short drive to the hotel, won't take more
afew mimlt:i,' he t01d her as Simon got in at her
other sidk
Tewak, a5 he'd s, a shore dive, and he kept alking
the whole time 50 that Cassie had to give him her at-

10 sort of azchitectural embellishments, just large bar-
k- lie Blocks adapted for diferens uses » prade of
& post office, u garage, and several that were
obvm\lsly hostcl for the siagle men who mumbered
the greater part of the large work foroe.
The hotel was a lictle better; some thougtic had boen
given 1o its design and it resembled some of the more

ber fur jacket before Patrick Bright had hurried her
into the contrally-heated warmth of the hotel. This, at
first, was comfortingly warm, but then began to foel
rher oppressive 50 that the soon stipped off et Jacket
anager himself came forward to greet
Trem nd hen Tod shem o & lounge where Patrick
Bright ordered coffec.
“Thought you might [ike & hot drink before you go
up o your soom. Don't worry sbout your suitesse, the
poster will have taken it up.”
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The coffee came almost at once, as if the order had
becn anticipated, the waiter and the hotel manages
fussing arousnd them to make sure they had everything
they wanted.
“OF course, you've got to remember,’ Pacrick was

had already besn put up when we took over, s0 we had
00 say in their design, and,’ he leant forward confi-
dentiglty, ‘quite frankly, Cassie, they'ze extremely
ugly, But now that we've taken over we hope w im~

stadium, a bowling aliey, 2 weil 28 2n Olympic-sized
swimming ool Tou mame i, we've gt it he added,
with some pride.

It all sounds wonderful,” Cassie said politely, be-
canse he obviously expected hes to make some
comment. ‘Far people who are interested in sport, that
i

, we haven't forgotten the arts and sciencey
either,” the older’ man told her. ‘We have two large
cinemas, a theatre where good touring companies can
Ut on their shows, musical as well as theatrical. Then,
of Gourse, there’s an extremely good library, one of the
best for a place this size that there Js in Scotland.

“Well, T expect therc’s plenty of time 10 xcad; the
nights in winter are extremely long, aren’t they?’

She spoke civilly enough, but there was an edge
hex voice that Simon picked up at once. He had been
sicting silently, letting Paurick Bright tke over the
conversation, but now be glanced quickly at her and
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reatised from the set look an her face that she was be-

m.y‘ has a very ceajoyable time whenever she comes

‘Yca, “but then she doesn’t have to Live here, does
she?

e got it then, realised that he was averdoing it, and
imemediately stood up, glancing at his watch. “Well, if
yow'lt excuse me, I have an appointment shordly. And
T expect you'd like (o get settled into your room, But [
hope yowl join me here in the restausant for fanch &t
one, and then we've arranged for you 1o have & tour
round Kinrsy.”

He took s leave and Cassie and Simon imumediately
went up to their toom. Cassie was silent as they went
up in the Lift with the porter who was showing them
the way, waiting until he'd shown them jato the room.
Only it wasn’t just a room, it was 2 suite, with a large
sitting-room as well 28 a huxurions bathroom and a
beautifully furnished bedroom with twin beds under
gold-coloured counterpanes. On  side table there was

flowers, oo, in both the sitting-room and the bedroom.
Ordinarily 10 stay in such luxury would have dhrilled
and excited Cassie, but right then it only added to hier
anger, to the feeling that she was being wooed into
accepting something she dido’t want. So a8 s00n 35 the
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porter had gone she turned on Siman angrly.

“If you think P'm going o .

But he swopped ber by the simple cxpedicnt of
coming wp o her and kissing ber bard oa the mouth.
For a moment she tried to resist him, but he put a
hand on the back of her head, pressing her against him,
and after a few minutes she reluctantly opened her
mouth and was instantly lost to everything else.

When eventually b let her go she stood still in bis
arms, her body quivering. Slowly she lifted her head
to look at him.

“That wasn’t fairl"

He grinoed. No, it wasn't, was it? But at least it
gave me the chance 1o get a word in"before you
erupted.”

Gassi stiffened. T had a perfect right (o be angry.”

T know. 1 quit

“You do? She looked at him in some astonishment

“Yes: Poor old Patrick overdid it, I'm afraid. But
you'll have to forgive him; he really is enthusiastic
about this project and wants it to be carried out #s
auickly and efficiently as possible. And if having me in
charge of construction is going t0 help, then he'll do
everything in his power to help briog that about.”

*[ncluding giving your less than enthusiastic wife the
hard sell,’ Cassic said accusingl

Simon shrugged. “To him it isn't a hard sell. He
genuinely belicves that we're creating something
worthwhile here, a place that provides every need of
the workers and more—a place where even a London

sould find encugh and
ot be bored.”

Cassie stepped back out of his arms and glared up at
him. If that's supposed 1o mean that I'm 00 snobbish
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ot stubborn to accept what there is here, then you're
wroag. I'm quite capable of filling my time and eater-
teining mysel, i necess:

His eycbrows tising quizzically, Simon said, Bue
cven so, ou'e sl quite convinced dhac you'd be
bored here, area’

ee? Corve et sway and took a few paces round
the room, then tumed 1o bim, her hands opening to-
wards him in a pleading gesture as she tried to make
him understand. “Because what's offered here is only
entermainment, a means of passing the time, Oh, per-
haps pleasantly enough, if you realy let yourself get
imvotved. But that's ali it is. There’s no creative stimu-

here, T'd still only feel that ¥ was marking time, just

ing in the hours of waiting untit I could get back to
London and start living again.”

She came o an sbrupt sto, het face fhshed, her
green eyes guzing camestly up into his.
Troment, she seded You do ungersand, don't you?

Simon laughed mirthlessly. ‘Ob, yes, I understand
all right. Though it's not easy for a man to accept that
he takes second place to his wife’s work!”

Cassi stared up & him in consternation. But that
isn’t what | meant at all. That doesa’t come into it

“Doesn’t it? 1 seem 1o remember you saying, before
we were married, that you loved me 50 much that you'd
Sollow me anywhere [ went. But it scems that that only
applies 50 long as it's in the environs of London,' be
added with bitter irony.

Green eyes Sashing, Cassie said heatedly, Ob, for
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heaven’s sske stop it! You're taking this personally,
when there’s nothing personal about it. If you'd been
offered  post in some other city where 1 could have
80t 3 similar job J would have gone with you sillingly.
And if you went to quote what we said in the past,
WAsD'L it you who said that all you wanted in the world
was 10 make me happy? Well, I wouldn’t be happy
here." She shook her head helplessly. “T've tried to
explain 10 you how T feel. 'm sorzy if you domt like it,
but that's the way it is”

She gaced at Simon, helf unhappy, half defiant,
waiting for him to speak. For & long moment he stood,
hunds shoved in his pockets, looking at hes broodingly,
then be sighed, came over o her aud pulled her to

head o his shoulder. Ruefully he said,
Novee tight, neither of us can help it. We're both
‘products of our age. You fighting for equality, and me
agreeing in principle that you should have i, but the
first time our paths diverge expecting you to conform

r me.” He gave 2 wry gri

Cessie sl buck up at b, el i her face. &
typical male chauvinist pig.”

He laughed and kissed her nose. ‘We'd better unpack
or we'll be Tate for hunch.”

Do you still want me to ga on the tour this after-
nooa?

I think you owe that much to Mullaine’s—if not to
e’

Simon spoke lightly, but those last four words made
Cassie realise that na matter how much be pretended

otherw
sl bmugh( the issue down to the basis of she either
hirm enough to give evesything up for kim or she
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didn’r. Really, to Simon, it was & simple as that.
Opening the suitcase, Cassie took out her make-up
and went into the bathroom, locking the door
behind ber. She tumed on the tp but didn’t im-
mediarely begin to wash, just stood and stared at her-
self in the mirror. Why did kife have to be 5o compli-
cated? You were going along happily with everything
fine and even gerting better, and then, suddenly—
‘wham\—life hit you in the face and knocked you down.
again. And it was afl because of Simon’s stubbornness.
He must have known, even before he'd asked her, that

tirne about it, for the first time since she’d known him
feeling so angry with her busband that she wished he'd
just go away and leave her alone.

Lunch wasn't an easy meal, nor the tour afeer it, but
Patrick Bright had obviously realised his mistake and

ber tawny hair and green cyes—had advised hor to play
¥ cout. ‘Afer o, Ptrch sy bows, h reminded het.
So somehow they got tiough the afternoon with
Cassie obediently inspecting every ameniy inciuding
even the half-finished sports complex and making suit-
able remarks whenever she could think of them.
Actally, if syching, she was raher impressed with
81l the facilitics available for the constructior

ind 1o s lesser extents for the sl percentege oF
peopte who lived permanendy in Kinray. Permanently
in most cases, of course, being for the Two to three
years it would take to build the terminal. Thon the
number of workers would gadualy decresse unl dtis
places were taken by the maintenance and speci
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people who would man and operste the oil terminal
and its jetties when these were fully functionsl. Just a
very small number in comparison to the thousands who
were here now. Yes, the facilicies were idesl for men
who bad done @ hard dey’s physicel work and just
wanted to sit back and be amused, but there was
nothing here that could attract Cassie, nothing that
woutdn’t make cach day spent here a small, individual
hell of boredom and frustration.

Dinner that night was easier, because three other
couples had been invited together with Patrick Bright's
secretary 10 keep the numbers even, They ate in & pri-
vate room in the hote), the f00d was good, there was
plenty of wine and the atmosphere soon beceme
relaxed and congenial, so that it was gone midnight
before they went up o their room. Cassic flopped
down in sn armchair and icked off her shocs, more
than a Jittle inebrinted. Rifling through the box of
chocolates, she faund one with a nut ceatre and put it
in her moud

“Mm, T could get sed to this kind of treatment,” she
told Simon mumblingly.

*Didn’t your mother ever teach you not to speak with
yous mouth full?* he demanded with a mock frown.

Cassie wrinkled bex nose at him, but swallowed the
sweet. ‘Do you szay at this hotel every time you come
up here?

“Yes, in this suite sometimes. Shall we open the
champegne?”

“We might s well. Another couple of drinks aren’t
going to make any difference after what we've had
already.’ She waited wndl Simon had opened the
bottle, the cork flying off with a satisfying beng, ‘Tt
must seem rather @ come-down to g0 home after this,’
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she remarked, not looking st

Simon ganced at het shary, en answered, “The
service here is ceraialy very gocd and the food s
atways excellent.” He paused, and Gassie thought of all
the meals she'd ruined or dished up out of ting at the
tast minute. ‘Bus,’ Simon went on smoothly, T must

Cassic taughed and pur her armis round Bis neck.
“Oh, the hotel doesn’t provide eversthing, then?

N s fas 26 L' concerned.” He saightened up
and gave her her plass of champagrle.

‘She watched him a5 he took off bis jacket and tie, as
always @t this point beginning to be sexually avure,
Knowing every inch of the powerfu body cancezled by
his clothes. She sipped her champagne, watching him,
ought_oocurred 1o ber.
imon? You said that Mulleing’s docsnt provide
everything as fa a5 yow're concerned. Bue docs it for
everyone clse? I mean—ail those single men who work
here? Is there a—you know—a place for them 10 g0
to?'

Simon had his back to her and she didn't see the
flash of Taughter that came into his £es, but, schooling
his features, he tumed & bland face towards her and
was deliberately vague, ‘A place?'

“Yes. You know—a place where they can meet gitls.”

“Well, there's a dance every Sanurday night. I believe
quite a few local girls go there.’

o, Casste shook her head impatiently, T meant &
place where they can go to—well, have sex. A—a
brothel” She flushed as she seid it and looked up to
find Sitmon grinniog widely. Settng down her glass,
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she jumped up and ran to hit him on the chest with
ber fits. “You beast, you knew swhat I meant al the time!”

“Yes, but it wes more fun trying o get yon to say it
Fe pur his arms round her and kissed her. ‘My darling
i, if you want to ask a question like that then yow've
£0t o come right out and say it. It only becomes em-
barmassing when you beat around the bush like that.”

“Well, you still haven't answered me. Do they have
a brothel here?”

Simon laughed and picked et up. ‘Of course they
dou’t, This site is in the centre of & moral God-fearing
community. They'd have the whole project closed
down at the merest hint of such 4 thing. No, the men.
0 home to their wives and girl-friends o satisfy ey
sexual appetites. Just a3 1," he .dded. smaking for
bedroom, ‘am going to satisty min

*And mine, I hope, Cassie e o ber sems round
his eck, her mouth biting his

"Gt rmomt definitely yours a4 well” He siopped ©
iss her, then picked up the bottle of champagne. ‘Let’s
et et of this i bed, shall weh Why dom't 700
put out the light?*

Cusw obeyed and he carried her into the bedroom,

shouldering the door shut beliad chem. Setring her
down, he began to undress her, his fingers sure and
skilled. Cassie let him for 2 while and then she, to,
began to undress him, but her hands often stopping to
touch, explore, until Simon grabbed het hands end
exclaimed, “You litte Issy! Get in bed before I ke
you biere and now.

She pulled a peruiant fuce, put her arms round his
ek and moved her breasts aguinst s bate Chest 50
o tia bair SoRly ke her °L don't ke singte
beds,” she complaing
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“Oh, but in single beds you have 1o sy very. <
close 11 night Simon o1d hex 25 e pulied back the

Ho langhed. “That's not just a promise, sweethr,
that's a ceruainty. Move over and Ill show you.”

Cassie awake early in the morming and tried to tra,
she woke Simon a3 well. He grunted and reached out

b

“No, Clssxe mumbled, stll more than half asleep.
Ivs tao el

e enachied and Kissed bix ear, Always knew you
wouldn't be able to stand the pace!”

" ou'se Iy on my armn, Bt puts”

*Okay, okay, I can take 4 hint.’ He got out of bed
and climbed into the other one. ‘God, this fecls cold.

“Oh, shut up and go to sleep.’ Cassic yawned and
spreset herself luxuriously, then almost immediatcly
fell ssleep again as Simon laughed at her bullying
cone.

Tt was just as well they had split up, because a few
houss latez & maid brought them up breakfast and the.
papers, courtesy of Mullsint’s, of course. Cassie was
50 prude, but she didn’t relish h being goniped about

by workers at the hatel. Not thar they were directly
employed by Mullaine’s, because another group had
the hotel concession, but sbe could weil imagine that
in & close-knit community such as this, everyome
already knew that Simon had been offered the post of
site director, and that she bad come up 30 Kinray to
Taok the place aver. :
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300 heavenst she exclaimed. *They've seat us up
7 the Sunday papers. We'll be able to have a colour
supplement each, instead of fighting over "

Cassie o0k her time over breakfast and gerting
dressed, and Simon didn’t hurcy her, although be was
ceady long before she was, sitting stretched out in the
armichai reading one of the papers more thoroughly.
It was perverse of her 1o take 5o long, because she

house 2t eléven and it was almost that alresdy. But
some instinct told her that even now Simon was cling~
ing 10 a last-dlitch hope that she would sce the house
amd be willing to live there, He wasn't the type to give
wp easily, of course, she'd always known that, and for

to have 1o accept defeat would be very hard,
especially 8 he wanted this job, wanted it badly. This
weekend, if it had done nothing else, hiad shown hex
that. And because she loved him and dida’t want to
‘hure him, she was reluctant for the time to come when
she would have to sy that fast, definite

Atlast she couldyt procrastinste sny onger and turnet
to him. T ready.’

He folded the paper neatly and stood up, locking
her over sardonically. “You're quite sure you haven't
Forgotrca 2nything?

Gassie ushed, knowing the ber was deserved but
said stcadily, “No, T dort think 5o,

“Let’s g0, then.”

He took her arm and led her down to the foyer where
the chauffeur was waiting. He had been waiting some
rime and apologised becwuse the car had got cold,
which made Cassie feel rotten. They drove out of
Kinray and skirted che long perimeter of the construc-
tion site, the bouse being o the south of the oil ter-
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mina. The morming s cold and oty bt very lear,
and as they drove the sun came out, tuming the o

the new wide highway thar had been specistly built to
supply it, on to @ much narrower road only wide
enough for cars to pass at special places every quarter
of a mile ot 50 where the road had been widened. The
roed wound through a king of pass between the hills,
hills that were dark grey and iphospitable, the white of

hills, just the dry brown sticks of heather plants, their
flowers long faded.

y ronnded the shoulder of 2 hill, the car de-
scended int a valley, and to her surprise Cassie saw
that there were trecs there, mostly firs and evergrecns,
growing in an area sheltered from the wind. The road
ran through them and then tumed in between stone
pillars leading up to a house. The road didn't go past
the entrance, it led only to the house. They came out
of the trees and Cassic saw the sea on her right, with a
Tong open sweep of land leading down to i, bordered
on both sides by the gentle slopes of the hills. She was
sitting on the right-hand side of the car 5o had a perfect
view as they drove along, and she didn’c even turn to

the house until the car drew up outside and the
chauffeur got out 1o apen the door for th
The boust was the type that you either fell in love
with immediately or couldn’t stand at any price. It was
buile of the same grey stone as the hills, melfowed by
time and its harshness softened by the rich greenness
of ivy, and had a front door set into & sort of rounded
tusret to one side. It was old, probably eighteenth or
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carly nineteenth century, and three-storied, With the
1op storey windows set into small gabies in the Foof.
The original windows in the sest of the house were
also small, probably to let in Jess of the sea winds, but
some on the groand floor had been enlarged at some
time and there were also patio doors set into a corres-
‘ponding turret at the other side of the house, leading
into & garden. Not so much a garden in the English
sense with neat flower beds, lawns and shrubberics,
but a Jong expanse of rough grass hedged on cach side
by wilderness-like areas of spindly trecs and rhodo-
dendron bushes, but with the view to the sea left open
and vninterrupted so that the smell of it came clear to
Cassie’s nostrils on the light brecze.

‘A woman had come to the door at the sound of the
car and for & moment Cassic thought she was going 1o
have the embarrassing expericace of meeting the
woman whose husband Simon had been asked fo re-
place. But it was soon made cleat that the woman was
only the maid.

*Mr and Mrs Richards are at the kisk, she informed
them in a broad Highland accent. “They told me to
show you over the housc.’

The honse was large, much bigger than Cessic had
expected, and was well looked after and modernised.

“This was originaly the local laird’s house,’ Simon
told her. ‘He owned nearly the whok of Kinray and all
the land that the terminal’s being built on. When our
predecessors bought it he moved out and went to live
in the Bahiamas on the proceeds, 2nd the company fally
renovated and modernised this house. 1 undesstand
that it had been rather neglected for some time beforc

‘Och, that it was, sis,’ the maid, Mrs Campbell, con-
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firmed. “The old laird didn’t have 8 spare penny to
spend on it, and now they say he’s & millionaire.”

Cassie looked at the middle-aged woman curiously.
“Didn’c you mind the oil terminal being built here?”

“Noj indeed,” the maid reptied warmly. T've a hus-
band and three grown sons, and all of them out of
work for years until the oif came.”

She 100k them up the wide wooden staircase and
insisted on showiog them every corner of the house,
sight up into the top storey bedrooms and down to the
cellar before Simon thanked and gently dismissed her
and she seluctantly left them alone. They were stand-
ing in what was probably the best room in 1he house.
It had 2 high, ornately plastered ceiling and the partly-
panelled walls were hung with a series of flower paint-
ings. The floor was of polished osk partly covered by &
beautiful Indian carpet and the room was warmed by
the rich dark red velvet of the curtains a5 well as by
the bright log fire which burnt it the hearth and the
sun which shone through the sparklingly clean window

producions in @ past] pnk flowered pattern.
beautiful the soom, it was the view that

enness of grass
and the séintillaring lines of light that marked the et
of cach wave ag it moved into the shore, enly t burst
into myriad rainbows of spray as they broke on e
beach.

For a while they both stood silently, then Cassic
sighed and said, “You were right, it is beautiful.’
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Sim behing her and put his hands on her
shouiders. Tm giad v0u like 0
He spoke lightly, but Cassie could feel the tension in
bis fingers 24 he waited for her o give her decision.
And it would have been 50 casy t0 have given in, to
say, Yes, all tight, Pl do what you want, I'll give up
y job and come here with yon. And for @ while it
would have been worth it, t0 see Simon’s face light up
with happiness and triumph and have him show her
bow much he Toved her for it. But she knew that it
wouldn’t be long before this beautiful house would
like & privon and her naturally happy dispasi(ion
begin 10 be eaten away by frustradon and bitternes
Sh loved Sivon very mnih, bus she 't Know i i
was strong entugh o survive something like that. She
owed it 10 them both to be homest, to say how she
cealty fele.
Simuon was saging. “Lve mever soen such & magnifi-
cent picce of landscape.”
Delibentely Castie moved out of his boid and
wmed 1o face bim. “No. Bt who was ¢ who said that
n become extremely tedious whea that's
b ek
He looked at her for a moment, then shoved his
hands in his trouser pockers; a habit he had when he
didn’t want to show bis emotions. Does that mesn
what 1 supposc it does?”
Thar 1 wan't come o v hee? Yeb, Im afraid it

e gave a short, mirdhless laugh. T was swpid to
hope that this place would change your mind, 1 sup-
pose, but nevertheless 1 clung to that. T thought that if
anything could persuade you it would be chis bouse.’

“Im sorry,” Cassie said inadequately. *{ know bow
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mmuach you want this job and wilt hate having to give it
up, but 1 just can’t live here, Simon.”

Pulling a packet of cigarettes from his pocket, he kit
one and drew hard on ic. He was still standing by the
window, looking out, but his expression was ab-
stracted, as if bis thoughts were miles away. When at
length ke did turn to ber there was a cold, withdrawn
Yook on his face.

*All right, then Il just bave to accept the fact. But
'm afraid I'm not goiog to urn this job down, Cassie.
Not fust because it too good an apportunity to miss,
but because I've already got so irvolved with this pro-
ject that I've g0t 1o see it through. 1 ' give it up
any more than YOu can give 4 your jol
Cassic mu:hm\ed. her brow

1

“I know what you said," Simon cut in, ‘but it doesn’t
euake any difference. Tomorrow I'm going to tel the
‘board of directors that I'll accept the jol

Casse steed ¢ him, hes fac bowee. s this some
kind of ultimatum? Are you ordering me to come and
live here?”

on's mouth wwisted woly and he sousdd
suddealy tired. ‘No, I'm not issuing any comimands.
Unfortunately you 're one of the few people here that 1
can’t order around. Tromic, isn’t it?” be added bitterly.
He drew on his cigarette, then looked at it and ground
it out in an ashtrsy @ if he suddenly found it distaste-
fut. No, I'm simply saying that you've made your
decision and I've made mine. We both want different
things and ceither of us s williog to make any con-
cessions. So we'll just have to go our separate ways
instead of being together.”
‘His words made Cassie feel suddenly very, very cold.
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Her face peied and her voice stuck in her throst as she
said, “What do you mean?*

Simon turmed to face her. “That Pl live and work
here while you go on living in the fiat jn London. Il
fiy down s often as I can at the weekends, of cours,
but I may not be able to get away cvery Weckend,
especially at the beginning, but perhaps you could
come up here sometimes. [f that wouldn't be asking
100 much, of course,” he added cynically.

Cassie’s first reaction was the overwhelming rush of
relief ane aiways feels when a great fear is suddenly
removed. Her beart began o beat again and colour
rushed into her checks.

*Ob, Simon!” She ran o him and threw ber arms
£ound bis neck, pressed closely against him. 'F'm sorzy,
Pm so sarry.’

His arms came round her and held her tighty, but
he didn’t speak.

Lifting ber head, her eyes close 10 tears, Cassie said
haltingly, *lsn't there any alternative? | don’t Want us
10 be apart”

Rucfulty, Simon shook his head, *Nor do I, darling.
But I can’t see any other way for us both 1o get what
we want out of life."

“Bat for three years! k¢ will seem like a lifetime” She

Mullaine’s wouldn’t send you off somewhere elte when.
this project is finished?”

“A lot can happen in three years,' Simon reminded
her. *And by then, if I've made a success of this, Il
have a bit more weight to throw about with the ather
directors.” He put his band up and wiped a teur from
her cheek. “Don’t worry; we'll both be busy, the time
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will soon pass, and we'll see each other as often a5 we
can. Then Pll make sure we're together.”
“Promise?
“Promise.” He bent and put his mouth on firs, scal-
promise with a kiss.
Slowly Cassic opened her eyes o look at bia, study-

tionship, was going to change. Up until now she had
been 50 happy, had had everything she’d ever wanted.
Even now she hag, . She supposed, agen got wht she

ed satisfaction
because of it but e e had b den chat S
ould ever decide on such a solurion. That he coutd
even contemplae it startled and ac first appalied her.
Never in her wildest imaginings had she dreamt that
they would live apart, but a5 she thought about it she
vealised that it made sensc, and Simon was right, the
time would soon pass, and they would soe each other
28 much as possible, almost a5 much ax they did now
really, because Simon was 0. often away. As they feft
the house and walked to the waiting car, Cassic felt
almost cheecful again, Even if they were apart, at least
there was o conflict between them any more, there
were holidays and lots of other times together to look
forward to—and, she thought with satisfaction, she
could now give her whole attention to the improve-
ments she wanted to make in the fashion departments
at Marriore & Brown’s.




CHAPTER FOUR

At first Cassie hardly missed Simon; it was just fike alt
the other times when he ws away somewhere sortin
out prablems for Muliaine’s, and she dida’t feel at all
Tonely. They spoke on the telephone nearly every night,
but this gradually became every other and then once
every three or four nights as they ran out of new things
to talk sbout. They cach listened politely when the
ot aked sbour work and its difficulties, but perhaps

both sensed that the interest was only cursory,
it the s were 00 fll of he o problems 10
pay any res! attention to the other’s.

He was unable to get away for the first three weck-
ends and Cassie voluotarily spent the Saturdays in the
stoee, going through the stock lists in the departments
she'd taken over and deciding on what lines she wanted
10 replace them. Unfortunately, from her poist of view,
the January sales were over and Mrs Nichols had
already stocked up with new merchandise, so it would
take 2 month or two before she could put her own
plans into operation, but 2t least it gave her plenty of
time to decide on exactly What she wanted. In che
evenings she worked late, often not getting home until
cight or mine o'clock, when she either opensd & couple
of tins or else took & ceady-meal from the froezer
and just heated it up, and set and ate it in front of
the television, 100 tired to do anything slse but let
the screen’s flickerings lull her'into & soporific, semai-
trancelike state until she rolled into bed.

7
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‘This was fine for a while, but gradually the pressure
of work eased as she took full control of the new de-
partments and became familiar with their stafl and
needs. She decided to concentrate on modernising ons
d at a time, and decided 1o start with the
swimyvear department as that was the smallest and was
just coming into its own again after the winter run-
down. She had a talk with the girts working there,
finding them keen and enthusiastic about ber new ideas
and making sure that they were behind her. It was a
policy she bad always adopted and found that it gen-
erally worked well, especially among the younger
members of staff, alchough there were always & fow
dihards amang the people who had woeked here for
‘years and didn’t see any pain i
oo Tins wnd merhods. “But we've shwars d:sphyed
that model there,’ one would complain when Cassie
tid her 1o move the headless and limbless torsa clad
in 4 pink, boned corselet.

Yes, but now I warit 10 put one of the more lifelike
models with the latest silk French knickers and iace
bras there. You see, it's near the escalator nd we want
the model o catch the eye of women going up 1o the
ext fioor and draw them into this deparaent,’ Cassie
would explein patiently, adding & clinching, *After ati,
the mote people we get in here the more are likely to
buy something, and then your commission gocs up,
doesm’t it?”

It was stimulating and exciting and Cassic loved it,
but gradually she began to feel a little restless and
foely, began to wish thar Simon would come home.
Of course thexe was always Sue Martin, her assistant,
with whom she could bave tunch or slip imto a_pub
with for a drink before going home, and & couple of
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times she went on shagping trips wich Julia Russell, or
some other friend, but it was iv the evenings, esperially
when she lay alone in bed, that she really feit lonely.
She would tie in the big double bed, tossing and turn-
ing restlessly, unable o get 10 sleep even though she
s both mentally and physically tired, and it gradually
dawned on her thet it wasn’t only Simon she missed 50
much but also his lovemaking. Botk of them had a high
sex drive and made love often when he was home,
Simon—by far the more expetienced—always able
to bring her to a dizzying climax time after time.
And she missed that, missed the joyous ecstasy of sex
and missed just being oar 1o him, held close in bis
arms, fecling his strong male body against hers and
anticlpating with certin exchement the pre to

e when he did come homme ¢ wag osy for aBeeting
visie and most of the precions few hours were spent at
office. Also it was the wrong time of the month,

s0 Cassie fel, if anything, even more frustrated when
sh: e wenc with him in the car to see him off at the

S urel they can sparé you for a1 Jesst ancther day,”
she complained s they drew up ouside the sir ter-
miinal. “Iv's ridiculous coming all this way just for
twenty-four houss.’

Simon put his arm round her and drew her to him,
pus his face against her hair, savouring s clean, sweet
amell. “Is all T could manage, love. Do you think 1
woulda't have stayed longer if 1 could possibly have
arcanged it?”

“When will you be able o get home agai

He shrogged. I just can't say, I'm sfraid. A the
moment we're working out @ Whole new pay structure
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system with the unions that we hope will settle all our
Jabour difficulties once and for all. But as there are
over  dozep different unions invotved in various jobs
‘on the site it no easy matter to get them all in agree-
ment. Often you think you're really getting somewhere
when one union will bring up a poi¢ that throws them
all into distuption agiin’ He grinned wryly and went
0.g00n, bu glanced at Caie's e and then e back,
his arm. “But you doa't want to know

oo

For  second she almost made the mistake of agree-
ing with him, but just in time saw the tight look in
s face und was filled with a suddets surge of fove and
need. Impulsively she leaned over and grabbed the
tapels of his overcoat, saing fercely, ‘T do, if it's
what's keeping us apart. Yowve mever been away for
30 long before and T miss you.” She kissed him, her
lips uxgent, ‘And 1 want you. Oh, Simon, 1 want you
50 muchl’

His arms went round her again 3 he reurned her
Kiss, answering her urgency with a fierce aeed of his
own, his arms husting her as he crushed her t him.
After be at length raised his head, he still beld her
close, her head against his shoulder 2 he put up &
hand w gently stroke her face, to smouth back a lock
of hals, His voice thick, he said, ‘Look, rry and get up
1o Scotland nexe weckend, okay? I'll try nd arrange
fot the firm 10 fly Yoo up.”

“Oh, but next Saturday 1 was going to have a meeting
with the window dressers to decide on how to display
the new Spring collection.’ She felt his fingers tighten
against her face and saw a bleak, closed-in ook o
into his eyes. Impulsively she reached up end caught
his wrist just as he was about to withdraw his hand.
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“All right, Il come. Tt will be the devil's own job to
get everyone to stay behind one evening after work
instead, but Pll manage it somebow.’

Tmmediately his eyes gress warm and he kissed ber
again. “That's great. I'll lay it on with the

He went to get out of the car, but Cassie stopped
‘him. ‘Wait. What clothes will T need? ¥s ic stili cold up
there? What will we be doing?

Simon griunsd, » dewilis: lght in bis eyes. ‘Tus
bring your sexiest nightdress. Because I'm going to
take you o bed and we're going to stay ek o e
whole weekend!’

Cansie laughed and pretended to be a lirtle shocked,
but as she drove back to the West End she felt gey and
bubbly with inner excitement, glad chat she’d promised
1 g0 even though it meant asking several people to
organise ther schedir ust o chieve it As soon a

he reached the store she asked Sue Martin 1o get the
st of he people on the phone.

“Shall I talk to them?* Sue offered.

“No, I'd better speak to them myself; they'll be upset
enough at having to change the time of the meeting,
‘better not make it worse by delegating the job to you.”
As Sue disiled the number, Cassie added, “How sbout
you, Sue? | know you were going to come to the
Sacurday meeting, bat I expect you'll want to get bome
t Chris in the evening, won't you?”

Her assistant pulled & wry face. *Oh, there’s no
huasry. Chris seerms to be working late t the office quite
a bit lately, much more than he used t0."

“Is there a special job on or something?”

‘Not really. He said that someone left rather
suddenly and hasn't yet been replaced, 3o he's having
to take on an extre work-load. He even bad 0 ga ino
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the office Jast Saturday and again this week.”

“Well, P'm sure his firm will appreciate him helping
them out, and it all helps in the promotion stakes. Look
on it as logging up some credit for the future,’ Cassic
seid eacouragingly, adding, ‘Anyway, I dom’t expect it
il be for I

“1 hope no, Sue answered ghmly. *U'm getring fed
up with being by myself. Weat's the pois of being
‘married if you can’t be tog

Cassic’ looked at the ymlngu gﬂ sharply, but she
was 100 wrapped up in her own problems o realise
that ber remark also applied to Cassie’s siruation. Then
the person Cassic wanted t0 speak to came on the line,
%0 the two girls were plunged back into the work rou-
tine, their domestic difficulties for the moment
shelved.

The rest of that week was both hectic and frus-

eore crop up. And this happened at home gs well as in
the offce, fevt the televiion went o fuzy tiacs and
then Cassie got a panic phone call from the people in
the flat below and she rushed home to find that the
washing machine, which she'd left working bappily,
hed gone wrong and was continually pouring out water
that had flooded the itchen and spread 1 the sitting-
room carpet. Cassic managed to turn the water off and
mop up the worst af the mess, but then had 1o-dash
ack to the store (o interview a salesman who had come
all the way from Denmark and had only stopped over
on his way to America.

By the time Friday evening came all she wanted 1o
do was put her feet up, but she had arranged with
Mullaitte’s for a car o pick her up straight from work,
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bt of course there was—inevitably for that ghastly
week—a last-minute phone cell with another problern
stie had to solve, 50 the car was left waiting for balf an
hour and then there was  mad panic to get through
she Friday night rush hour traffic of workers trying to
get home while others were driving into the West End
1 do some window-shopping or to have a meal before
going on 1o a show or cinemna. The driver was none 100
pleased with her and let his anmoyance show by making
the ride as rough and jerky 28 possible, taking corners
100 fast 50 that she had to kold on 10 the strap to stop
herself swinging across the ca and putting on his
brakes sharply at traffic lights o that she shot forward

- inher seat.

When she got to Heathrow she was secthing with
anger and would heve given the driver a piece of her
mind if he hade'c thwarred her by dumping ber case

* on the pavement and immediately getting back in and
driving off, leaving ber staring after hitn, fumiog with
‘annoyance. Cassie picked up her case and walked to-
wasds the ares far private flights, trying to will herself
o simmer down, longing to gt on the plane and relax
with a drink. God, she necded it, she thought, her
necves felt lke the tecth of a saw, cutting their way
into her brain.

Ang when she reached the desk she was told there

i bt

coffee and a sandwich, but then had o stand up to ear
them because all the seats round the tables were taken;
not that Cassie particulacly wanted 1o sit down when
she saw the white plastic tables piled with dirty crock-
ery, their surfaces unwiped and wet with spil drinks.
After half an bour she went beck to the desk and
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demaned to know what was happening,

because of freczing fog that's come down in the
Glasgow and Edinburgh ares.

‘Indefinitely?’ Cassie stared at the man in horror.
“But haven't you any idea how long it's going to be?
“Sorry, we'v fust go to mait uni) e fo lifs

“But that might ot be until tomor

“That's possible, quite likely even,’ e it
& shrug, then pointed out, “But perhaps, if you don't
want to wait, you might consider going by train? 1
could phone through and book you a seat on the night
express 1o Glasgow If you like?”

Cassie hesitated only 8 moment; there was 50 way
she wanted to go bome nd then come afl the way out 1o
the airport again tomorrow. ‘Yes, all right, do that for
me, would you? And book me a slesper, please.”

The receptionist phoned through while Cassie
thought miserably of the long journey ahead, but &t
least she'd be able to get some sleep on the way. But
that, 100, was 1o be denied Ber in this worst of all

“I'm sorry, Mrs Ventris, but ali the sleepers have
e aken, but Tve managed o get you ¢ et class
seat. The train leaves at nine

“Tnanke: Cesie picked up her case again
walked aut into the cold air to get & taxi to teke her
back into London.

She spent the hours on the train in reading 2 novel
that she’d bought s the bookstall in the station. She
had also had 2 meal in the restuuran there because
here was o buffer car on the train, %0 at least she
wast’t hungry, only extremely bored as the high-spesd
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trein scorched through the night, past towns whose
inhabitants were spugly cucked up in bed or seated in
front of the fire, satching television. Cassie pictured
them in her imagination and heartily envied them, her
only comfort that she would be with Simon in just &
few mere hours.

Towards midnight it grew colder, despite the heat-
ing, and when she lifted up the blind she saw that it
was snowing, large driving flakes that pelted the

times y up.
Manchester and Carlsle, close to the Soortsh border.
At the latter station Cassie got up w stretch her legs
and noted gloomily that the snow was alseady quite
deep, clinging to the roofs and blowing into drifts at
every exposed corner. But at least there was o fog
here, although that didn’c necessarily mean that there
wouldnt be any further north in Glasgow, of course,
bt Cassie lived in hope.

And she was right; there wasn't any fog when she
finally arrived in Glasgow in the early bours of the
‘morning, just now, a blinding, raging blizzard of saow
that had taken evory taxi off the streets and left them
white and deserted, so that it looked more like Moscow

& phone. First she tried the airport, only o be told that
conditions in the north-west were even worse than in
Glasgow and thet nothing—planes or belicopters—
would be taking off until the blizzard stopped. Next
she tried 1o photie Simon, but had to g0 through the
operutor aud there was a great deal of delay and wrong
until she finally got through to
“Cassie?’ he exclaimed in sleepy surprise S hea b
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heard ber voice, then, on & sharper note, ‘What is it?
What's happened?’

“The planc couldn’t take off becavse there was fog
in Glasgow, 30 T took a train,’ she explained. “But now
there’s snow here and T can't get out to the site.”

“Took a train? D'you mean to say you'se in
Glasgow?”

“Yes, of course. Wheee did you think I was?®

“Beck home at the flat, The company's represcatative
at Heathrow phoned me to say you woulda't be acri
ing by plane, but 'd o idea yowd come up by train.”

“You weren't waiting up for me, then?' Cnme
demanded, her mental picture of Simon pecing th
floor with worry begiuning o fragment.

*No, | was in bed.”

CIn bed! While 1 wes siting up in tt dam cold
train for hours and hours? And now I'm stuck in this
sotten scation at three o'clock in the moring with 4
blizzard raging curside, and o planes and no taxis and
nowhere to gol’ Her voice rosc in shrill anger. ‘Added
o which I'm not dressed for a damn blizzard and I'm
freczing!” Which was an exaggeration, because she was
wearing & brown pedded cotton jacket over her twoed
suit, but her feet in a pair of the latest high-heeled
eather boots were definitely beginning to feel the cold,
a3 were her hands and nose.

Simon, recogniving the noteof extreme dredness and

in her voice, was immediately soothing and
busincste. Tracdy wheee e

“I told you, in Glasgow Station, and there aren’ any
taxis and T

“Okay, 30 here’s what you do,” Simon inserrupted
tersely. “You go and find the waiting-room and stay
there until someone comes for you. Pl phone the botel
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thar Mullaine’s uses—the one we staved in last tame,
remember>—and get them to send a car for you.”

*And what happens if 1 get attacked or mugged or
something while I'm swaiting?’ she demanded indig-
nantly.

Even over the miles of line she could hear the
s voice. ‘Just turn round and tell

Glasgow in particular; they'll soon turn round and

“Simon? But even through her indignation she saw
the fanny side of it and had o laugh. ‘Oh, darling,” she
sighed, ‘T'm sorry, only it's been such a rotten night.
What stall I do, tsy to get & helicopter later on this
moming?”

'No, you sit tight at the hotel. Ul try and get to

Al it Bt do tursy, darting, T miss e

“Don't worty," he anmwered softly. ‘If there’s any
way of getting throvgh this to you, I'll make it

But the wintry conditions decreed otherwise and,
after several abortive and frustrating attempts to reach
Glasgow, Simon bad to give up.

“Pm sorry, love,’ he told her over the phone Jate on
Saturday night, when the storm had raged without
lesting up all day, ‘but there’s just no way I can make
it. T've tried everything: the helicopter, a Range Rover
‘with chains 0o the yzes, snow-ploughs, even & boat (0
take me by sea, but they either refuse to risk the
weather or else get bogged down after only a couple of
miles; even the snow-plough couldn’t make i’ The

and Cas
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and yet be thwarted by a simple snowstorm.

Cassie gave o sigh of pure frustaton, ‘O, Simon,
just when are we oiug to get toget

‘Just s soon as 1 can make it o you think that
being away from you is's deiving me 0 distracion,

007 But at least we can tlk on the phone.

“We could have done that when 1 was at home in
London,” Cassic pointed ont acidly. ‘I didn’t come all
this way just so that we could exchange platitudes ovee
the phane.”

“But we're not going (o just exchange platirudes.’
His voice became soft, caressing. “You're going o lie
o your bed and I'm going to tell yon exactly what I'm
g0ing to do to you the next time I make love to you.
Now, Tie back.”

Cassie smiled to herself and did as she was told,
wriggling down deliciously on o the piliow and hold-
ing the receiver close to ker ear. ‘And just where do
you propose (o start?” she asked him huskily.

“At the top,” e told her, ‘working my way slowly
down with 2 couple of ver, imersing diversions to
Teft and right on the wa

Back in London, Cassie threw herself into her work
with 2 rather geim determination to forget about Simon
and being lonely. She tried 10 be philosophical about

it, telling herself that other women, who were married
10 sallors, or soldiers, or something like that, were apart
for far longer periods and menaged 1o survive. The
fact that the divorce rate emong such couples as glso
very high, she could ignore; her’s and Simon’s feelings
such

a long separation as this. And gredually, as she again
immersed herself in her work, to the exclusion of nearly
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everything clse, it began to have an immuaising effect,
cushioming her from any real feelings, so that her frus-
tation and loneliness were buried beneath constant
activity, channelting all her energy into her work where

divided it between work, home, friends and
her social life.

A che beginning of April she went 1o Pris agin for
& big fashion fair showing all the pew French and
Itslian ready-to-wear collections. e exciting, it was
fun, and Cassie came back full of ideas and plans that
shse was eager to work on and develop at home while
they were fresh in her mind. Bur when she got back
from the airport and went up to the fiat, Simon opened
the door for her before she even got hes Key aut of her
bag,

‘Oh, if’s youl’ For a moment she was 50 taken aback
at seeing him tha she could only stare foolishly.

He laughed and bent down 10 pick up hey case, then
drew her inside and shut the door. “Stop looking at me
as if I were a ghost. D'a real.”

“Are you? she asked huskily. ‘T was beginning 1
wonder.”

“Well, in that case I'd becter prove it to you.” He sec
down her case and moved pusposefully forward, taking
her in his arms to Kiss her, slowly a¢ first, his Tips ex-
ploring hers gently, as if he wes kissing her for the
very first time, but then they grew herder, awakening

4 response %o that she opencd her mouth in susrender,
giving herself wholly to his embrace.

When at last he liftéd his head, Cassie looked up at
him, her green eyes misty and langnorous. Breathlessly
she said, “Now I kaow it's you. Only you could Kiss
like that.”

His eyebrows cose. “OL? And jast who hive you beca

3
3
E
3
k
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comparing me with?" he demanded,

‘Cassie laughed. “Wouldn't you like to know? Then
she began to fire questions at hir as she anburtoned
her coat and he helped her off wirh it. ‘When did you
gec home? How long can you stay? Have you worked
out the new pey policy? Have all the unions agreed?
Have you eaten yet? P'm starving,’ she added as she
made for the kitchen and putied open the doot of the
fridge. “Did Mrs Payne get the groceries I asked her
w? Let's cook some ..

She broke off as Simon caught hold of er shoulders
and rarned fer round 10 face him.

“Yesterday, till Mondzy, o, o,

Canei lockest 2t him 1 bewildsreoent. ‘Whn( di¢

you say?
2L merely answered your questions 1 got home yer
sesday; X can stay Gl Monday; 0, the usions haven’s

gecsareed oz pay policy; o, 1 haven't caten, and yes,
Mrs Payne did get the groceries. Now, will you just
simmer down a minute and let me tell you something.”

“What? Is it important?” Cassie asked on a note of
alarm.

“Very important, he sgreed gravely, but then he
smiled ss be put a hand on either side of her face and
said softly, ‘I wanted 1o tell you that D've missed you, [
need you, and 1 love you—so very much.’ Then he
kissed her again, long and lingeringly.

“Oh, Simon! Cassie put her arms round his neck
and Jet him bold hee close. “T’s been such 2 long time.”
Ste sailed at him. ‘I was beginning to forger what it
was like to be married,

Simon laughed with i as b lt her go, but 3 faint
shadow came into his eyes as he watched her busy her-
self with the preparation of a meal. After a moment he
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put out a band 10 stop her. “Tell you what, why don’t
1 o out and get a Chinese meal?’

“Would you? That would be lovely; 1 didn’t reslly
feel ke ooviing.”

“Be back in about twenty minutes,” he promised 35
he kissed her on the nose before going to put on his

ercoat.

Buc it was neaser half an hour before Simon
returned, and then he was rather annoyed zo find that
Cassie was sitting 2t the tble writing in 2
and had made no attempt t set the table of put any
plates 10 warm.

She Jooked up in some surprise as he walked in.
“Good heavens, ate you back already? Sorry, 1 just sat
down o make & note of some idess I had on the Wiy
back from. Paris and forgot the time.” She jumped up
and began 1o get out the curlery and mats. ‘Tt wor't
take a minute.”

w did you get on in Paris?’ Simon called from
the Kitehen where he wes plunging 3 coupleof disver
plates in hot water to warm the

"Oh It was super. ¥ think this was one of the most
successful fashion fairs they’ve held.” She went on telt-
ing him about the trip as they ate, describing the new
styles in detail, and enthusisstically cutlining her own
plans for displaying the goods in the various fashion
departments at Marriott & Brown’s.

Simon listened and asked several questions, but the
warm, interested ook in his eyes gradually faded and
was replaced by a slight frown 26 he detected & barder
ote in Cassie’s voice as she talked sbout a deal she'd
pulled off, a slightly ruthless edge that had never been
there hefore.

‘After the meal they sat together on the setree fof 2
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while, listening to some new L.P.s that Simon had
ught, bis arm round het and Cassic’s head on his
shoulder. But after a while she began to fidget restlessly
ad then sac up. “Shar’t be 4 minure; I just want to
make 2 note of an idea I v fo the mwimwesr depart-

Pldcmg p ber notebook, she sat down at the table
again and began 1o write hurriedly; her

00 fast for hex to write in anything neater than g hasty
scrawl. When the record ended she was still writing
and Simon got up and quietly turned it over. His eyes
settled on her reflectively as he went back to his sesr,
realising that she was so immersed in what she was
doing that she hada’t ¢ven noticed that the music had
stopped.

An hour later he stood up abruprly, turned off the
record player and cam 1o take the pen from her hand.
Cassie looked up, an indignant frown on her face, her
mouth open to make » sharp objecsion, but then she
realised who it was and she flushed goileily.

O lor T 4 it again, didnt B Camntzly she
clased the notebook and stood up. ‘I'm sorry, darl
It's just that 'm 30 full of ideas after Paris, and I'm
mm that if I don’t put them all down F'li forger

O tooked up at him, her green eves wistful and
pleading, and Simon found it impossible to be angry.
He reached up to stroke the smooth, pale skin of her
cheek and the harsh comment he had been about to
make died in his thraat, Instead he said thickly, ‘Let’s
20 10 bed.”

Her face came alive with love and longing. ‘Oh, yes—
Tevs?

They made love with & twrbulent passion, each of
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them satisfying their own needs greedily, but in so
doing arousing the other's to new heights of sea-
suatity—new and yet oot new—for each of them knew
the other’s body a5 intimaely a5 their own and Wis
aware of what plessed and excited them

St had taaght Cuie nover s e shy or 10 back,
1o tell him when something he did gave her anjoyment,
until there was no longer any need to tei] bim and she
‘could only moan, *Yes—oh, Simon, yest as he brought
her to ane ecstatic climax after snother.

They had been apart for a long time and it was late
when Simon finally mmed her on to her side and lay
clok beside he, iy arm ccom her posssaively en-

wpassing her with the protection of his body as he
i ot 8 Gontented e
Some slight noise woke him a couple of hours later

asn't there, the bed was empty. He thought she must
have gone o the bathroom, but the bathroom opened
off the bedroom and there was no light uader the door.
Getting up, be slipped on @ bathrobe and walked
quietly down the corridor to the sitting room. Cassie
was sitting on the settee in the pool of light thrown by
the standard lamp, her dressing grown wrepped round
her and her feet tucked under her, She wes busily
writing in her notebook agaia. Simon watched her for
2 long moment, then turned and went silently back to
he bedoom, o e thougheuly and smoke 8 cigwete
as he waited for his wift to come back to

‘Cassie? 1¢'s Juhn Russell.’
“Oh, b, John. How are you?’
I was 2 Saturday afternoon, the weekend afrer
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Simon had managed 1o get bome, and Cassie had been
washing her hair when the phone rang.

“I'm fine. You?

“Yes, great.”

“Good. £ wasaftid 1 wouldn't cach you, thes you

“Yes. Look, she's gone out without her chequrbook

it cards—I've just found her wallet on the hall

table” He chuckled. ‘She’ll b mad as fire when she
goes 10 buy somerhing and finds she can't’

“Wtt, I don't suppose yow're altogether soery,’ Cassie
rerumed, okingly. But ook, Joba, you've gt it
wromg, 1

She was gmng o add that she hadn't made any
arrangement to meet Julie that day, but he interrupted
her by saying, “Must rush, I've got a golf match this
afternoon. But she said she was going out with you, 50
I thought T'd berer let you know in case she started
panicking and reported the wallet stolen or something.
You know what she’s like,” he added with all the hus-
bandly Jack of sympathy thar comes after 3 en-year

marr;

"B, Joim

“Must go, love. See you.”

And e put the phone down before she oould protest
any farther. Gassie shrugged as she replaced het own
receiver; obviously he'd got her mixed up with some
other friend that Julia was going shopping with, ai-
though he'd seemed pretty definite about it. And, come
1o thiok of it, Julia had never mentioned having
shopping trips in the West End with anyoae else, often
saying that she liked to go with Cassie because she had
such a good fashion sense, Well, whoever she was with
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she wouldn't be buying much todsy without her

oney.

It was only later, when Cassic was blow-drying her
hair and reading & magazine at the same time, that her
eve chanced on a letter to the agony column in which a
married woman who was having an affair avked for
sdvice, and it occurred to her to wonder #f fulia had
been using her as an excuse and that she might be
meting another man. At first she dismissed the idea
a5 ludicrous. Julia just wasa’t the type, and besides,
she Joved her home and family too much. But then

ssie remembered uncasily that Julia hadn't phoned
her to 0 out om a Saturday for several wecks, and that
the Tast time she had seen her she'd been more than a
litle fed up with John and his incessant golf. The more
she thought about it, the more Worried she became.
One read 50 often of people having affairs that it had
become commonpluce, but the thought that it was
someone you knew quite well made the whole idea
shocking and wrong, Cassie decided in the tod 0
phone Julia #s if nothing had happened and suggest
they meer and then try to find out if she was right. She.
didn’t want o do it, it was like peeping through bed-
room keyholes, but she felt that she bad a right to know

John, and the last thing she wanted was to be invoived
in a marital row.

But as it happened any approach she might make
was forestalled, because Julia phomed her at work on
the Monday morning and asked her 10 have lunch with
her. Almosc & soon as they met, Cassie knew that she
had been right. There was a slightly ashamed, obstinste
Jook in her friences eyes, but apart from that she looked
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radiant. She had always been smart and had kept her
figure in good shape, despite having had two children
close together, but now there was & snap in her walk
and she carried herself with a confiden i, her head
high, and she looked young and happy.

‘They st down at & table in a small French restaurant.
behind Oxford Street and Cassie looked at Julia in sur-
prise and perturbation. They gave their order and then
Julia looked across at her and flushed.

I suppose 1 don't have to tell you. You've already
guessed, [ can see it in your face.”

Cassic nodded, unable to spesk, then burst out,
“Julia, how coutd you?®

Julia’s fush decpened and she looked down ot the
table, then shrugged defensively. ‘Tt just—happencd.”

“Oh, rubbish!” Cassie returned, angry now. ‘Don’t

.ty and fool me, Julia, things like thar doo’t just
happen. There has 1o be a moment when you either
commit yousself or draw back. You've gone into this
with your eves open and it's no use preteading other-

ise, even to yourself.”

“Well, all right. But I don’t know what you’re getting
50 upset abou” Julia retorted, the flush on her face
giving wey to anger.

ecause & like John, of course. 1 like you bott, For
Teavew’s sake, fulia, you're my friends!”

For & moment they fell into an awkward sitence,
prolonged a5 the waiter brought their first course.
They ate without speaking, neither of them knowiny
quite what to say, until Cassie said impulsively, °T just

or’t understand how you could do this to John. {

“Then why, Jalia? What has he done to make you



SEMI-DETACHED MARKIAGE 9
cheat on him with another man?

Jalia’s reply was heavy with cynicism. ‘Nothing—
that’s the whote point.’

Cassic shook her head. ‘T'm sorry, 1 don’t under~
stand.

]ulm pushed her plate away and Jeant forward.

affice and golf. Ok, be loves the kids, of cousse he
does, and he gives them time during the school holi-
days—in fact be has more time for them than he does
me;” she added bitterly. ‘And be never seoms to want
10 g0 out sacially any more, unless it's 10 a golf club
function.” She paused for = moment, her hands grip-
ping cach other en the tble. ‘We still make love, if
you can call & quick five mimutes once or twice & week
making love. But I don't get anything out of it. As 2
matter of fact I never have; John was never very good
at it. But that dido’t used to matter, because } Joved
him and because he was attentive and caring in other
ways. But now he isn’t, and there’s only 50 much pre-
tending one can, do, s0 much indifference onc can

Sh: ‘broke off, her voice unsteady, while Cassic
tooked at her in horror. Fmpulsively she put out a hand
to cover her friend’s. *Of, Jutia, I'm serry. ¥ didn't
Koow, J bad i dea. You always seemed so hapoy (o~

gether.
Julin sat up and shrugged. < suppose we are, really,
a far as most g0. John's quite happy, at any

‘marciages go.
rate. But for a dong time P've felr that I'm missing out

on life. That P only thirty-one years ol but that
Te alrcady sceled o the pareen that U be i for
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the rest of my fife. That was until I me
She besitated and Cassie said mfuy, I don't want
o know who it is. Please dom’t tell me, Julia.’
*No," her friend answered slowly, ‘maybe it's betrer
if you don’t know. Anyway, when I met him my life

Can you guess what it's like, Cassie, to find yourself
wanted again, to have 2 man find you so desirable that
he's crazy 10 g0 10 bed with youd*

“But susely other men have found you attractive, too?
T've seen you flirt at parties before and . . >

‘Oh, harmless suburban party flirtations—just &
couple of kisses and a quick grope when you've both
had ks nat to cate what you're doing.
That’s almost de rigueur,’ Julia declared scathingly.
“No, this is real, Cassie. He started chasing me the day
after we met and wouldr't take o for an answer unti}
we'd stept together. And iC’s wonderful, Cassie, it
really is. For the first time I'm getting something out
of sex, as well as giving. And he's 5o young end strong!
Her eyes sparkled with remembrance. ‘Sometimes
‘make love all afternoon wntit it's so late that 1 st hsve
t g0 home, and even then he doesn’t wer

sie looked away, embarraswd ot heariog gich
bedroam secrets, and yet no oager able to condemn
her friend completely. At leagth, when Julia fell siient,
Cassie said with difficulty, ‘Are you going w leave
John?

“Oh, no! No, of course not.” Julia’s answer was swift
and certain. 'F know that this can’t last, that it's nothing
but sex and will eventually burn itself out. And, as T
said, T iove John and don’t want to hurt him. And you
know, Cassic, it's the strangest thing, but somehow,
having this affair has made me appeeciate John more. [
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know that sounds crazy, but it’s true. And when it's
over and T have to settle back into my old familiar rut
again—well, at least Il have this to look back oa and
remember.”

Seeing the sparkle in her friend’s eyes, the glow in
her face, Cassie could only look ar her in wonder.
Could just pure sex, sex without Jove, have such an
effect? And would Julia be content to just returs to
her old life when the affair ended? Somehow Cassie
couldn't befieve that it would be that simple. There
weas always the risk that John would find out, a5 he
almost had yesterday. And perhaps, even if this afoir
did end amicabl
Iater on and look round for another man. If she could
get away with having an affa successfully once, why
ot twice, o ?

Deliberately Cassie changed the subject, reluctant
pussue her thoughts further, and luckily Julia refrained
from saying anything else, although it was clear that
she was disappointed, that she would deasly have loved
o talk about her new found happiness. So neither of
them mentioned it agsin until they were standing out-
side the restaurant on the pavement, under a thin Aprit
sanshine. Then Julia said, ‘I will be all right to tell
John P'm going shopping with you again next Saturdey
afternoon, won't it

With difficulty, Cassie answered, ‘T sorry, Jukia,
T'd rather you didn’e

“But whty? I thougit you were my fiiend.”

“T bope T am. And if it was just you perhaps then I'd
say yes. But John’s a friend as well, and I couldn’t tie
o him~-1 don’t want to have to lie o him.”

I see” There was a reprosch in Juli's tone that
‘made Cassie almost change her mind, because she was
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quite sure that their friendship would never be the
e again, bt she stayed slnt. Well, [ jux have
to think of some other excuse, won't I¢ Nor that it
mmm. 1 find that you can always think of a thousand
excuses if you want something badly enough.”

Gassie looked ar her defiant face and swid sadly, ‘A
thousand lies, you mean.”

For a moment the older girt glared at her angrily,
then she seemed o crumple, ber shoulders sagging. ‘T
can’t help it, Cassie. T need him 5o badly, you see.”
Then she hurriedly turned away and walked quickly
down the street.

Cane ws(c.h:d her o and,non o e fse e in

e, thanked ber stars that Simon was an
axdenty viel lover

i
1



CHAPTER FIVE

It was several weeks before Cassic began to fully real-
ise-that not only the work and home pattern of her life,
but also the soctal onc, was changing. She and Simon
had entertained quite a lot and been asked out in
return, and they often went to parties and discos, less
often to night clubs, but always with some of their

Comemporarcs. They also had various iends, cuples
they would make up a four or six with t g0 to the
theatre and ballet, both of which Cassie thoroughly
enjoyed. But now that Simon was in Scotlend sbe
found that the sociel invitations had come 10 an abrupt
5t0p. At frst hier new responsibilities had kept her t00

ment, bu when she thought about it rationally she
realised that an odd woman stood out at most gather-
ings like & sore thumb. Since her marriage—no, before
that even—since she had first started dating seadily
with Simon, all their social life had been with other
couples, and she felt 2 pang of guilt when she thought
of all the not-so-hucky girl fricnds that she used 10 go
around with that she had almost immediately dropped.
Now most of them had dropped from sight complerely,
and the two or three others she met perhaps once &

99
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year or just exchanged 2 letter with the annual
Christmas card. And Cassie could understand why she
wasn't invited along by the usual crowd; there were far
t00 many single girls or divorced women in London
already, looking for & man, and not loath to look at
someone clse’s if they couldn't find one thar wasn't
attached. And with a jolt Cassie realised that that was
virtually what she was now; & single girl during the
sweck and a wife on the few weekends that het husband
could get home and claim his rights, she thought
cynically.

Deciding that she waso’t going to sit back and pas-
sively let her social life die, she made the effort t0 get
herself tickets for a ballet she had wanted to see and
for the new play at the National Theatre, but although
she enjoyed the eveniags, it just wasn't the same with-

intermitteni sex-life, she could stand, bur che fact that
her social life was going 1o be virrually non-existent
for three years nagged at her constandy, especially

minute, and she knew it was unlikely that the people
would invite them again while Simon was in
Seotland.
er phone calls to Simon started to become less than.
loverlike as she d:mxnd:d € know exactly when he
was coming hom
v told you, desling, he would explain patintly,
‘most of the Stuff has to be brought in by sea, and the
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gales over the North Sea for the past month have
delayed everything."

E aren’t any gales now,’ Cassic pointed out
irascibly.

“No, which is why everyone’s working flat out to get
the ships unloaded and to get back on schedule.”

“Can't you at least get Easter of?”

“Pm afraid not, everyone’s working seven days a
sweek at the moment.”

‘Bur you dom’t heve to, surely? You're the boss,
Sinmon, you're supposed (o delegate, for God's sakel”

His voice grew cold. “This is my baby, Cassie. 've
taken the job on and 1 have 1o be on hand to-3ec it
through its teething troubles before 1 can take any
length of time off.”

‘Oh, for heaven's sake. Your baby! Her tome
sharpened with sarcasm. ‘Anyone would think it was a
veal baby, the way you fuss over that sitel”

Even over the phone Cassie could hear the with-
drawal in his voice as he answered, °T woukde’t know
about t

“And what's that supposed to mean?” she suapped.

“It doesn’t mean anything. Stop trying to pick &
fight.”

T am not trying to pick & fight. T'm ...

“No¥ His voice was sneering. “You're certainly
giving a good imitation, thea.”

*As 1 wes seying,’ Cassie went on throvgh gritted
teeth, "P'm merely trying to find out if there is any
possibility whatsoever of us having even a semblance
o soci e Do I aceept fis metason 10 Anne and
David’s panty or got®

Simon sighed. “D've already told you, fove, I just
can’t leave bere at the moment. Lok, why don’t you
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come ap tis wekead and ¥ meet you in Glsgow
and we'll.

“No, T won't,’ Cassie retorted angrily. ‘['ve seen
enough of Glesgow hote) rooms 1o ot e o 2 hfe-
time, If it's too much effort for you to try an
home, then why the hell should T bother?* frvion
slamsmed down the phoe-

It rang again almost immediately and she sat looking
at it resenttully, seething With anger, knowing it was
Simon and derermined not to answer ic. But the stri-
dent rings kept on and on and eventually she shot out
her hand and picked it up.

“Well?* she demanded befligerently.

“Hey, we're both in the same union, remernber?”
Simon's voice said softly, forcefully, and suddenly hor
temper was gone, the anger disappeare

*Oh, Simon, what an idiot thing to say!” And she
Iaughed despite herself.

“But true, be insisted.

Cassie was silent for a Jong moment, then said, ‘T'm

sarry. T was beastly, wasn't 12*

He laughed, his voice back to normel. ‘A temper is
to be expected along with green cyes and chestut
hair.”

She wrisikled her nose. °I do try not to lose it”

% know.” He pavsed, then added, “You want to heve
it both ways, Cassie; o keep your job and 1o have me
with You, but you've ot to realise that you cen’t have
both. I'll get home when I can, you know that

“That sounds a very reasonable attitude.’ Cassie
snswered, her voice prickly again.

“But you doo’t feel ceasanable?’

“No I feel randy.”

Simon gave # laugh that was haif 2 groan. ‘When
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vou say things ke that you tempt me t0 just throw up.
everything and take the first plane home.

“Then do it;” Cassie pleaded urgently. ‘Come home
and take e 10 bed, darfing. I'm tired of conducting
my sex life ar the end of & telephone line.

He groanca again. *Casse, for God's sake! Do you
think 1 don't want to?

"Bt you sron s i il dly.

She was silent or  long momen, then merely wid
bleakly, ‘Goodnight, Simon,’ and put the phone down
again before he had time 1o say anything mote than
ber name in protest.

He dide’t phone back #.second time. Cassie half
hoped he would, but they both knew thar it wouldn’t
do any good, they would only tear into each other
again, widen the gap that was beginning o open be~

Tween them,

During the next few weeks Cassie felt s if she was
o0 & roller—coster; the weekdsys were the dawnhill

rts Wl rything happened very fast and the
adrenalin flowed like mad, and the evenings and week-
ends were the everlastingly siow, dragging climbs up
o the next peak of activity. She dido’t see Julia at all
for shopping trips now, but once or twice she speat
Saturday afternoons with Sue Martin, whose husband
was still busy doing extra work for his company, and
they drew some comfort from being able to commiser-
ate with one another and grumble abour their hus-
bands” jobs.

One Friday evening, with only an empty weekend
ahead, o cheer herself up Cassie tried on 2 new outit
that she’d bought on her staff discount in the store.
It was the new buccancer fook with soft wine velvet
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Knickerbockers, & white biouse with lots of cescading
Tace at the front and on the cuffs, and a beaded sosh
which she put across her shoulder and knoreed a the
waist. To amuse herself she tried out a different way
of doing her face, using more colourful and rather
bizarre make-up. Her bair she tonged into tighrish
waves at the ends, and then pulled back from her head
on ane side, clipping it in place with & big ornamental
hairslide with a colonrful butterfiy on it. Then she
sprayed on some of the French perfame that she'd
brought back oa her last trip to Paris and stood back
o study the effect in the mirror.

At first she looked at herself with the critical eve of
a fashion buyer. This was the image that she had
decided 1o promote in the Top Togs deparmment for
this season, and already it was beginning to catch on.
But the important part was how it was put together,
every accessory to give the complete Jook had to be
available in the store 5o that the average giti would be
able to picture herself in the outfit and buy everything
there and then while she was 3tll full of enthusiasm. A
buyer had to decide on what her fashion statement for
that season was going 1o be ia each particular depart-
tment and then had to be careful 0ot to go cutside the
season's image

Then she looked at her reflection, knowing that the
clothes were't ealy ber scene, but secig thit she
looked ataetive. n thems 3o hioking, of the way
Simon would have: reacted, ulsing his eyebrows and
Iaughing ar her, but liking the change all the same.
And he would have taken ber out to a disco somewhere,
probably ane of the ‘in’ places in the West End, happy
1o show her off, his eyes provd as he looked at her, and
then he would have taken ber home and carried her
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into the bedroom, and said, "Now, this is what I do to
pirates.”

Abruptly Cassic turned away from the mirror and
strode into the sitting-room. What the bell was the use
in having new clothes if there was no one o see them?
She was too young and full of life and enesgy to just
sic at home alone every night. She poured herself 2
drink and took a long gulp of it, then picked up the
Fhone and searched through her sddress book until
she found the number of one of her single girl friends.
Several phone calls later she put down the receiver and
bit her lip, close 10 tears of frustration; cither there

i been no reply, of the girls already had dates, or
they were washing their hair in readiness for @
tomorrow. Cassic suddenly felt more lonely than she

ever boca in bor life, and she 100k another long
wwallow of her drink. It was too late 0OW 0 20 o the
cinema, 100 late © do anything except g0 to the pub
for a drink or 10 & restnrant for a solitary meal, But
she’d already caten, and, even in this enlightened dey
amd age, she dida’t care 10 go and sit in a bar on her
ewn. For a moment she contemplated going to visit
ber parents for the weekend, but couldn’t stan
thought of her mothet’s inevitable cross-examination.
Soall that was left was another evening alone watching
television or listening to music. Miserably Cassic
woured herself another drink and turned on the set just
1 the doorbel) rang.

‘The man standing in the hallway was a stranger. He
wras about thirty and tall, almost as tall as Simon, with
thick dark blond curly hair and one of thase mous-
taches tha came down on either side of his top lip. He
bad & decp suntan thar made his hair look lighter end
pale biue eyes that widened appreciatively when he
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tooked her over. He iifted his broad shoulders from

He .
name's Tom Rydell. Simon and  worked together a
few years back, and he told me 10 look him up when-
ever T was in London."

“Oh, Well—et—how do you do.” Cassie’s hand was
taken in @ strong grip that hurt ber fmgers. ‘You'd
better come in.”

She led the way into the sitting-room and thea
turned to look 2t her visitor. *Can I get you a drink,
Mr Rydell

“Sure, Scorch on the rocks would be fine. And I said
my name was T

Cassie smiled ac him, Jiking his open friendliness.
“All tight—Tom.’

‘She gave him bis drink and gestured to a chair. ‘Do
sit down.” She sat opposite him and said, “Pm afraid
Simon isn't here. Mullaine’s have put him in charge of
an ol terminal they're building in Scotland and Simon
is living up there until the job's finished.”

“Hey, that's 100 bad. T was really looking forward 0
seeing him again and rehashing the old days over a few
beers. But maybe I’ be able to get up to Scotland 0

ee him.”

see
“P'm sure he'll be pleased if you could. Where did
you work with Simon?’

“Over in the States. Hie was over there for six monts
in the New York office of Mullaine’s.’
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“Yes, that's right. But that was before 1 met him.”
“Yeah, but we kept in touch for a while. He cven

ot me an invitation t your wedding, but 1 couldn’t

ke it because by then F'd left Mullaine’s and decided
g0 it alone”

*You mean you sarted up your own company? That
s very enterprising of you. How's it going?”

e gave her a wide gvin, showing white, even tecth.
'mem As a matter of fact P'm over here o open
wa branch.’

He talked for & while about his company, then said,
Bot how about you? Why aren’t you with Simon in
Scotland?”

His eyes ran over her again as he spoke, openly liking
what he saw, and Cassie reacted instinctively to his
e : 4

leske straighter so that the smaterial of her blouse tight-
‘ened across her breasts. “Oh, I have my own career.’
She told him about it and then suggested she phone
Simon 5o that they could at least speak to each other.
Tosn thought it a great ides, and the two men talked
for quite same time while Cassie sat quietly in 2 chair
‘with 2 magazine, pretending not to listen to Tom’s half
of the conversation, It appeared that the two of them

pointed questons pext time she saw him—uhen she

e was sl chuckling 3 he put down the phone,
“Say, i’s a reat shame Simon isn't here. | was kind of
depending on him to show me my way around
London.’

“Haven't you been here before?”
No, it's my first trip.’
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“Would you like another drink?’ Cassie got up to get
his glass.

“Well, thanks, but .. ." He looked up at her as she
reiched out & hand to take it. ‘Hey, were you going out
or something before I called? 'm not keeping you, am
w

Cume smiled slightly. ‘No, T wasn's going ow.”
hesitated, *how about you coming out
mmme{o:.dnmxm:knmmyplmmum
and I'd sure be grateful if you could show me round a
listle,” he added with a grin.

Cassie, 100, hesitated, but oaly for # moment, then
she toased her hair back and said, ‘Okay, why not?”
She smiled back at him; that grin was infoctious.

She guessed that he'd like some typical English
atmosphere, 50 took him to an old-fashicned pub near
Highgate Hill before going on to one of the new discos
in the West End. Then, nearer breakfast than supper
time, they weat on to a salt-beef bar and watched the
assistant expertly cerve thick slices from @ huge roast
of meat, brown at the edges but still pink in the middle,
and place them between two slices of crisp white bread.
They munched the delicious sandwiches, wlking 1s
they ate; they hardly seemed to have stopped talking
since the moment they met.

By the time she got home at sbout four in the morm-
o, G Toh ke 3 iffeent the boredom
and frustration was gone and she felt young and alive
grn. It had been fun 0 show her ind of Landea ta
someone new, to someone who appreciated and
enjoyed the plmes she ook him. And, she had to admit
it it had been a great boost o her ego to have an escort

25 good-looking as Tom, to have other girls watching
and envying her. Bspecially when she could be com-
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Ppletely at ease with Tom bectuse he was just a friend,
there were none of the nerves she'd felt when she'd
been single and had gone out with a new boy-friead
ﬁrmeﬁls!ﬁmc would he ask hex ont again, wold he
sition het or take her back to his place?
el s et Simom 1 nd always been Jike that,
but it was emazing how quickly she'd forgotten, how
#lad shie was that she didn’t have to go through it again.
Tom sew her safely into the fiat and somehow, despite
ber wesk protests, she found herself promising to take
hin on & sightsecing tour round London the next day.
om then o life became full and hectic again, with
Tom monopolising every mintite of her spare time. At
first she tried to make & determined effort to protest
about him wasting his time with her when be could be
escorting mare eligible gicls, and offered to introduce
him 10 one of her mmattached friends, but he lzughed
the iden .
‘Arex’t you enjoying showing me around, Cossie?”

“Well, of course I am, but. .

“Then why try o push me off on one of your girl
friends?”

CFm ot tying to push-you off, s just thec
well, P'm married to Simon and youe fres, and you
might wanteer—might want t ave more fom—cr—
a relationship than I—er . . " She scopped, floundering
and then realised that Tom was openly laughing at hex.
She flshd wnd gave i 3 mock punch in the sibs
"Ob el you ke what [

s had been, walking alomg the secet, but now
Tom. Sopped and pulled ner st through hi. Hey,

“No, | dido't,” Cassie denied, her checks flaming
more than e
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Tom put 2 finger up o touch her foe. ‘Sue you
did. Say, you English girls are really something. [
haven’t met a gisl who blushed in years.”

el fyou & {ike English girls why don’t you let me
introduce you

e maved i inger w put it over ber lips. 1 ke
you. Why should T tske a chance on dating some
strange girl when I already have the prettiest one in
town to show me around?”

“Oh, but .. *

“No buts. And [ know what you're thinking, but I'm
quite capable of taking cate of my own sex life. Okay?’

Cassie looked up into his amused blue eyes, found
hersclf starting to blush again and hastily looked away.
“Okay.’ .

“Now,” he kept & firm hold on her arm, ‘dida’t you
promise me a ride on top of one~of your London
buses?”

From that moment on their friendship altered

|
{

<ll. And being American, he was very soli-
citous, making sure she was always comforwble and
had everything she wanted, buying her small, crazy
surprise presents as well as the flowers that he slways
brought whenewer he called at the fiat to pick her up.
And Cassie sparkled under his attentions, loving being
made such a fuss of, especially as there were 10 strings,
knowing that he valued her for her friendship. J¢ was 2
heady feeling, like old wine.
Simon was still battling with bis problems in
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Scorland; several times Cassie came home late from an
vening spent with Tom after he'd picked her up
raight from work, and found that Simon had left a
message on the answer-phone for her. She had told
im, of course, that she was showing Tom round
Loadon, but that was at the beginning and since then
abe bad played it down, knowing that there was no
barm in her going out with Tom for the couple of
wwecks he was 1o be in England, but afraid that Simon
wouldn't see it the same way.

Only Tom showed o sign of hurrying back 1o
America, He tad found premises for his new branch
quite quickly and had ordered all the necessary equi
ment: computer, telex, word processor, that kind of
thing, and had placed ads for staff in the London area
pepers. That he was a dynamic businessman behind
bis Jazy grin and casual air, Cassie found out almost at
once when she went with him 10 an estate agent's office
and they atiempied to kesp him waiting for someonc
they thought would be a more financially rewarding
clienc. Tom didsv say much, but what he did say made
the red-faced estate agent give him his immediate and.
undivided atention. So she knew that he could get
things moving when e wanted 1o, but now he showed
0 signs of hurry, taking his time in interviewing staff
and driving all over the place to follow up contacts and
leads for new business.

Cassie saw him nearly cvery night now #s a matter

0w took her to places she would never have dreamt of
going with Simon,such a 10 wateh greyhound acing,
Japanese wresing, of o an open-air jazz

Toe grounds of & manion in Herafordahire. “uing the



m SEMI-DETAGHED MARKIAGE
Latter they had shared a bottle of champagne and were
merry and laughing on the way back in the car that
“Tom had hired. Tom was singing old Colonial songs
and making Cassie join in the choruses even though
she protested thet she couldn't sing, %0 that she was
still gurgling with laughiter as she let herself into the
.

Tom followed her in. “You okay now?”

"M, fine. Cassie turned 10 face him. ‘Goodnight,
“Tom. Thanks for @ great evening.’

‘My plessure.’ He bent to kiss her goodbye and
Cessie giggled and put & hund up t0 rub her mouth.

What is it?*
“It’s your moustache, it tickl
He laughed and put his hnnds on ber arms, holding
her. *1t does, hub? Now 1 know how 10 get at you,

while Cassie laughingly pulled away. Only his hands
were holding her o firmiy that s couldn't move and
had to submit o his teasing. She wasn't quite sure
how or when it happened; one minute they were both
laughing and she was struggling to get free, the next
his hands on her arms were tightening, hurting her
and the laughter had gone from his face, to be replaced
by @ look of intense desire. And then his lips were on
hers, not friendly of teasing anymore, but filled with a
passionate bunger as his mouth pressed against hers,
hard and insistent, demanding that she open her lips
and yield hes mouth 1o the hot imporcunities of bis.

For a few brief minutes, Cassie submitted before
jerking her head sway and saying sharply, Nol Tom,
don'e”

Tmmediately he lifted his head, but his ngers stil
bit into her arms and his breathing was unsteady.
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“You—you'd better go.
L:xqz?‘ His voice still sounded thick as he put a
to her chin, made her turn and look at him.
ook, 11 Koow 1 shoulda't have. done that, but
sou're 50 dammed Jovely that L.’ He broke off and
ran & band chrough his huir, pushing ¥ back off his
forchead, then stepped away from her. ‘I know I
shoulda't have done it. I'm sorty. But it just happened.

going t touch her but then shoved it in his pocket.

Cassie Iooked at him, her eyes troubled, knowing in
Eer heart that & couldn’t be the same again and yet
willing to believe that he meent it because that wes
what she wanted, 00.

DR pick you up tomorrow; we'll ga for & drive in
the country, right?’

“I—I dou’t know.”

*Honey, trust me.’ He grinned at her. ‘Just pals,
bube

Cassic laughed and said in a mock Cockney accent,
“Right y'are then, me old mate.’

Tom's eyes widencd and he gave a full masculine
Limgh of appreciation. “You're erazy, do yot know that?
Beauriful but crazy.” He kissed her very lightly on the
forchead. “Sce you tomorrow.

Cassic lay awake for some time that night, telling
berself that Tom had just got a little carried away, that
was all. That it was just a kiss, and what was ane kiss
nowadays? Why, if she'd been single she'd have

fact, If Tom hade’t tried to make a pass. But even
thongh she told herself chat it was nothing, the fact
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remained that no other man had Kissed her like that
since her marciage, and she felt strangely guilty, know-
ing that she should have pulled away carlier, thar she

had been away for 50 long that she had begun to doubt
her own power and looks, and it was intensely satisfy-
ing to have them reconfirmed by someone 35 good-
looking and macho as Toma.

But even so the fact that it had happened at all
frightened her, and she wished fervently that Simon

it bis birthday next week; usully thy weat out o

e theatre to celebrate, but this year they might as
el be & ilion miles apart for ail the chance there
was of him coming hame, Cassie stirred restiessly

umped the pillow. For heaven’s sake, it w

only half @ day’s journey away, yow'd think he'd be
able 1 get home for his damn birthday! The thought
gave her an idea; perhaps he could be made to come
home.

The next morning she started phoning round their
friends, inviting them (o @ party the following
Saturday, Simon's birthday. Then came the more
difficult

and told her that Simon had gone into Kinray, so she
bad 1o leave a message for him to phone back. Tom
calfed 1o collect her before he did so, however, and it
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wasn't unnl st ot Bome that evening that thev tmally
‘made conta

"1 hooed ealis, Simon told ber, ‘but you were
out. You seem to be out quite often lately.”

“Do I?

Simon resisted the clalleag in her voice and asked,
“Where were you, &t your mother’s®

*No,’ Cassie hesitated for the bricfest second. ‘I was
with Torm. We went 0 see the Hell Fire Caves at High
Wycombe.’ She went an hurriedly, before he could
speak, “Siman, 've had a wonderful idea. Everyone's
cen asking me hiow you're getting on—all ous friends,
that is—and you haven't seen any of them for sa long
that I thought it would be great if we could get them
all together at the same cime, 50 I—well, I've arranged
2 pasty for next Saturday for your birthday. Don't you
think that that's 2 great idea?” she added on 8 note of
desperation.

imon's voice sounded tired. Yes, darling, 1 do, but

‘you know the situation I'm in here. Alf the negotiations
ate at a very delicate stage and 1 have to be on hand in
case any problems crop up. If you'll just be patient
until the new contracts are al agreed on, then
promise Pl take & couple of woeks off and we'll g9
away togeiher somewhere.’

“Oh, and when do you think that swill be?

If all goes well it could be at the end of this month."

1 all goes wel. Jf one of the unions doesn’t decide

¥

“No, you tisten. I'm sick and tired of listening to
‘your promises. It's been over two months now. I want
you here for that party next Sarurday. Do yow under-
stand, Simon? I want you herel”
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“Fhere was 4 pause in which she could heat her own
heart beating. She gripped the receiver until her
knuckles showed white, strivinig 1o control the mixture
of anges, feer and yearning that hed gone into her
demand.

“Cassie, has something happened?”

For & moment she was tempted 1o tell bim about
Tom, but what was there to tell, just a kiss that had
gone & bit deeper, that was all. So she answered, ‘No. I
just want you to be here, that's aft."

Hie voice hardened. ‘So you decided 1o pressgang
me by arranging this party?®

“Call it that, if you fike. If your head office sent for
you, youw'd be on the next plane,' she pointed out
furiously. “Well, now I'm sending for you. ¥ want you
here on Saturday, s0 just—just be here? Then she
slarmmed the phone down, afraid that she would break
Cown and . would heat her,

the rest of thar week, Cassie saw Tom as
often as before, and though at first she had been afrai
he would follow up his pass, he made no attempt to do
50, was just as friendly and atcentive a5 he'd been
before, s that she was able to relax in his company
again, For & while she had been in two minds about
inviting him to Simon’s party, but naw she did so, and
he immediately offered to buy ait the drink

‘Oh, but 1 couldn’c let you do that,’ Cassie pro-

‘Why not? Call it my birthday present 1o Simon, if
you tike.

And he overrade her objections, entering ino the
organisation of the party with enthusiasm and coming
round on the Saturday afternoon to bring all the drink
and staying t help ber with the food.
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“What time’s Simon arriving?’ he asked her when
they had more or less finished and were having a well-
eamed cup of coffec.

“'m ot sure, ic depends n when he can get away,’
Cassie prevaricated. Acrually she had oaly spoken 1o
Siman once since she had issued her ltimatum. That
bad been on Thursday evening when he had phoned
briefly to say that ‘he Would try o get home on
Saturday but couldn't gustentee it or give a time. And
that was ir. He had then rung off, obviously still angry
with her.

“I'm sure looking forward to seeing him again,” Tom
remarked casually.

*Yes, T expect youll have a 1ot 1o talk sbaut,” Cassie
answered abseatly, her mind still on Simon’s abrupt
telephone call. Tom seid something else which she
didn't catch. “I'm sorry, what did you say?’

I said that Simon wes a lacky man.’

Cassie turned wwards him and found that Tom was
watchin

“Lucky? Oh, why? Because e works for Mullaine’s
suill?

“No, because he bas this,’ he told her, putting out
his hand in a sweeping gesture to take in the fat, ‘and
Because e has you

Cassie shook ber hoad and opened her mouth to
protest, but before she could speak Tom want on, ‘O
coutse | also think hes kind of erazy

Why?"
Because he's gone t Scotland and left you alone

s fice Tardencd. ‘And just whavs that
supposed to men?’ She set down her cup and stood
up angrily. ‘Just because Simon's away it doesmt
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nccessarily mean that P'm going 1 be unfaithful 10
im, you know
“Tom, 100, stood up and came over 19 e ey,
simmer d dn't say it did.” He put his bands on
e e 1 merely rcant that a3 gy who can
stay away from someonc as beautiful as you for so long

g

“Oh! T'm sorry, I suppose 1 must be a bit edgy.”
Cassie became aware of bis hands on her shoulders, of
his closeness, and moved away. ‘Giving parties atways
‘makes me nervous.

Tom watched het for a minute as she fussed aver the
table, rearranging some of the dishes and smaighten-
ing the serving spoons. ° also think that you're not
the kind of girl who likes being alone.”

Cassie furned to him, shaking ber head and laughing.
‘Oh, but thaU's where yowre wrongs I'm very
independent and self-sufficient.”

“On the surface, maybe.' He moved to her side, his
biue eyes fixed on her face. ‘But underneath I think
you'te as vulaerable as the next girl. You need a man
around, Cassie, someone 10 take care of you.’

His eses held hers as Cassie gazed back at him un-
cerinly, then she quickly tumed her head and said,
“No. No, I doz’t. I'm quite conen to be on my own
while Simon’s away.’

She changed the subject then, and Fom left soon
after to go back 10 his hotel o change for the party,
but when he had gone, as she was herself getting ready,
Cassic looked at her reflection in the mirror and
wondered why he'd said that. Was she vulnerabic?
She'd never thought so before. But then she had never
been alone for any legth of time before; she hed lived
with her parents right up until hec marriage and since
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then had ondy been by herself on the occysions when
Simon had been away on business for a fcw days 2t a
time. Never long enough for her to have to rely on her
own resources of to get oacly or bored. Is that whar's
wrong with me? she wondeted, her green eves staring
back at her from the mirror shadowed by doubt. Am [
incapebtc of being alonc? Do I need someone, & man,
to take care of me?

Then she made 2 face at herself in the mirror,
shrugging off the idea. Of coursc she didm't need
anyone, she could manage perfcctly well by berself.
But even so the thought came to her that the first three
montbs without Simon had been almost unbeatable,
50 what would the rest of the throe years be fike?

‘party was as successful as any party can be when
the guest of honour doesn’t twrn up. Everyone Cassie
had fnvited carme and they all brought birthday pres-
ents for Simon. She told them all thet he would be
there later on and concentrated on being the hostess.
Jutia and John Russell were there, of course, Julia
looking young and sparkly and flirting openly with he
husband, tessing and laughing at him, so et John,
100, looked happier than be'd done for some tirme. At
first Cassic thought that this must be because Julia
had given up her affair with another man and named
her attention back to John, but then she realised that it
was because the affuir was still going on that Julia was
50 vibrant and alive, 2nd that some of her happiness

d rubbed off on to the husband who row locked at
her with such pride and pleasure. Cassic watched them
both and wondered how on earth John could be so
blind, so complacent.

Determinedly she switched her attention to the cther
guests, putting on & happy face and trying to take their
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sympathy, as the time weat on and Simon still didn’t
show up, with as much bravado as she could muster.

“Never mind, Cassie, perhaps he got caught up in
another scrike at Heathcow, of someshiog. I'm sure 1
saw something in the paper about some kind of dis-
ruption that was threstened there,’ Sue Martin roid her,

“Yes, L expect its something like that,” Cassic agreed,
bur not really believing it. Ske poured Sue another
drink and one for herself. Although they didn’t know
Simon particularly weli, she had invited the Martins
10 the party because Sue had seemed so down lately;
she looked a little happier tonight, with her husband
by her side, but she stilt had a lost, almost frightened
Took behind the social smile. Chris, though, scemed to
bave changed since Cassie bad last scen him, he
appeared 1o be far more confident and self-assured;
evidently his new responsibilities at wock had been
good for

Tom came up to Cassic then and demanded that she
dance with him. Cassie took & long swallow of her drink
and stopped thinking about Simon and gave herself
over to just plain enjoying herself. The music was

So what the hell did it mattet if her husband cared
smare about working out some damn pay scheme than
coming home 10 his own birthday party! Cassie looked
up at Tom and gave him 4 brilliant smile a3 she oved
into his arms for a slow mumber.

e hac 2 great semse of rhythm, moving to the music,
taking her with him. Cassie could smelt his aftershave,
I wes different from Simon’s, he used a tangy-smell-
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ing one, whereas Tom's had 2 more subtie, musky
‘secma. He held her close, but not 100 closs, fis hands

r back, warm through the thin material of the
Whack harem outfit she was wearing, The roam was

she felt the bardness of his chest against her breases.
She muttered an apology and went 1o draw away, but
R held her there and she felt his face against her hair.
Quickly she Jooked up and found him gazing down at
Ber. For 3 long moment their eyes met and held, then
“Tom smiled at her and she relaxed against him, gradu-
ally letting her arms move upwards untit her hands
weze resting on his shoulders.

The record carme to an end and someone put on an
aggressive repgac disc, changing the mood of the party
completely for a while. Afterwards Cassie was busy
serving the hot moussaka she’d made for supper while
the guests helped themselves to the French bread, salad.
ad other cold dishes that she’d set out beforehand.
There was also a birthdsy cake with thirty-threc
zandlcs around i, but this she took back into the kit-

and pushed into  corner. For a minute she stood
ouking at i, bet mouth st 0 8 Oter in, bat then
Tom came in looking for clean glasses and she ywitched
back into the party again.

Tt was nearly three before the first people began to
Seave. Cassie. had expected John and Julia to be among
the first 1 go, but Julia had explained that they’d got
2 baby-sitter who was willing to stay overnight and so
they conld stay out late for & change. John, though,

gt (o wilt eartier, sitting down in an armchair
€ watch while Julia danced with Chris Martin or some
other man, and looking more frequently at his watch,
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then muttering about the golf touznament be was t
play tomortow.

By four there were only half a dozen couples lefr.
The music was low now and smoochy for fear of
waking people in the other fiats. John had gone to sleep
in his chair and Chris was dividing bis time between
his wife and Julia and evidently enjoying himself. Tom

taken Cassie’s hand an hour ago and they had been
dancing together ever since, except when they stapped
to drink or say goodbye to people who were leaving.
And it bad seemed natural, after the way they had
danced before, for him to draw her to him, his arms
round her, her head on his shoulder. _

‘Acfive Cassie rather bicarily tmade coffee and every-
one sat around and talked for 2 while until three of the
last couples Jeft, leaving only John and Julia, Sue and
Chris and Tor and herself. Tt was quite obvious that
John wanted to leave, and Sue, 00, looked s if she
was going to fall asteep any minute, but Julia and Chris
were both still full of fife and drink, jaughing and
‘making outlandish suggestions abouc what they should
do nest.

I don't want o go home,” Julia was protesting. ‘We
ought to do something to make this party really mem-
orable, Something like—oh, I dort know—like driving
the wrong vy up Oxfoed Sizeet or fying up to

Her husband grumted scomfly. “You'l only ead
up in a police station by driving the wrong way along 2
one-way street, and as for going up to Seodand—T've
never heard anything so ridiculous!”

“All ight, maybe it is ridiculous! Julia purned on
him in 2nnoyance. “But at least ivs something alive,
something exciting. But then what would you know
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about life or excitement?” she added pettishby. ‘Al yeu
ever think about is the office or golf. Anyone wosld
ehink you wese sixty instead of forty!*

There was a short, awkward silence, the kind there
always is when outsiders get involved in a married
‘couple’s quarrel. Cassie looked away in embarrassment
and saw that Sue was doing the same, bur she noticed
chat Chris was looking openty at Julia with a small,
amused smile on his lips. Even as Cassie began to
wonder how on earth he could find amusement in
someone else’s marital scrap, she saw Julia farn her
back on John and smile at Chris, @ skosr, secret smile
of knowledge and understanding.

Cassie drew in her breath sharply, reatising all too
clearly just who Julia’s lover was. A sound of protest
came 1o hee lips, but before she could utter it, Tom
beoke into the silence by saying, ‘Hey, if we want to

keep the going, how’s this for an idea? Tt’s atmost
| six o'clock; why don't we all go to the Savoy and
have an early breakfast?*

Immediately Julia was all excitement again. ‘Why,
yes, thats & wonderful idea. Dont you think so,
Cheis?

‘Yes, sounds great, he agreed. ‘How sbout you,
Cassie?
For a moment she hesitated, but Cassic had no wish

“I'll need to freshen up first, though,’ Julia seid, and
went off to the bedroom. John fottowed her and Sue
determinedly drew Chris into the kitchen and shut the
door, presumably to remonstrate with him if the sound
lm‘mm raised voices was anything 1o go by.
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Cassie walked over to the window, fecling suddenly
depressed by what she had seen and by Simon’s non-

in the pale sunlight. It was the middle of June now,
well into the spring, and it looked as if it was going to
be a lovely day. Tom came up behind her, put his
hands on her shoulders, then turned her slowly to face
him.

“Cassie,” be murmured, fis eyes exploring each fea-
cure of her face. ‘I don's think I've ever seen you look
lovelier than at this moment, with the light behind you,
creating a halo round your head,’

His fingers tightened o5 her shoulders and he drew
her slowly towards him. Desire flrmed in his eyes and
Cassic knew that he was going to kiss her. She was
filled, suddenly, with a strong blaze of intense sexual
awareness. She knew that she ought to move away, 1o
speak, to do something that would break the spell, but
she felt mesmerised and powerless to move, s if all
her will-posver had drained away. Her lips parted and
shie lifted her head o meet his.

“Cassie?

They both wmed, stattled, 10 sec Simon standing in
the doorway, a look of murderous anger on his face.



CHAPTER SIX

Fok 2 few seconds Cassie was too paralysed by shock
o move, She hadn’t heard his key in the door, hadn’t
eard bis steps in the ball. She felc Tom give & jesk of
sarprise, then be quickly took his hands from ber
shoulders and tumned to face Simon. He started 1o say
something, but Simon was already striding across the
soom, his hands doubled into tight fists, his mouth ser
into & snarl of determination and the look of savage
rage still in his eyes.

Realisarion of what he was about to do made her
gasp with horror, but there was no time t do more
than say his name before he was across the room and
bad grabbed Tom’s iapel, raising his other fist to smash
i into his face, Tom started to raise his amms in self-
defence, but he had been tken by surprise and
wouldn’t have stood 4 chance. Then the door
opened and Julia exclaimed, ‘Simon! So you did make
it after ali? How lovely!”

A look of total astonishment came into Simon's
furious grey eyes and he hesitated for a i
40z stll drawn back, and Tom had time to grab his
Bt before he could thrust it forward with all the force
of his arm.

“Hi, old buddy. How are you?” Tom pulled his hand
down and shook it as Julin came up to greet him
followed by her hustand. Then Sue and Chris, hearing
the noise, came out of the kitchen and everyone seemed
50 be talking at once.

125
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Cassie moved away, her legs feeling suddenty weak
and trembly. Tom looked at her quickly, but she

g saying he was sorey he hadn't been able to make i
eaclier. He sounded so offhand about it that Cassic
turned angrily oo her heel and walked joto the bed-
room. Jerking open the wardrobe door, she yanked out
4 black evening jacket, pulling it out s roughly that
the hanger fell off the rail. There was a mirror on the
wardrobe door and in it she saw that Simon had
followed hes into the bedroom. Renewed anger filied
her at his casual attitude, of the way he'd gone for
Tom for 1o reasn at all.

He came towasds fer, his face somewhat guarded.
“Aren't you even going to say hello to me?*

Cassie made 5o move to go to him, instead looked at
him coldly and said, ‘Hello, Simon. T suppose I aught
to wish you many happy renums of vesterday. Only
‘you didw’s return yesterday, did you?®

She went to walk past ki, but he caught ber arm
and opped her. ‘Caie, wait”

With a jeck of her arm she shook off his hand.
“Sorry,” she retorted acidly, ‘but Pve waited long
enough.’

An exasperated frown drew his brows together. He
began to say something, but Cassie ignored him and
walked back into the sitting-room. The others were
ready 10 leave and Tom silently took Cassic’s jacket
from her and held it while she put it on. She didn't
Took at him and he dido’t souch her, but both of them
were intensely aware of each other.
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¥ :

a0 was watching them, the frown stll between his eyes.
“We're rounding off the evening by having breakfast
& the Savoy,’ Julia 101d him with a laugh. *You are
g 10 come with us, aren’t you? After all, it was

T But petere Simon could anawer, Cassie put in, O,
but you must remember, ulia, that Simon will be tired
after his mad rush to try and get here. And if he’s
Hungry," she added shrewishly, *he can always eat his
tirthday cae?

She glarcd across at Simon as she spoke and saw the
frown give way 10 3 cold, remote Jook. She bad seen
that expression on his face before, but not often; it
‘meant that he had drawn his emotions within himself,
was holding them under q tight controt until the right
‘moment came to give them full rein, Whethes they were
af love or anger. Only there was 1o doubt now which
ome he was feeling.

*Ou the contrary,’ he answered with cool self-pos-
session, completely ignoring Cassie’s sarcasm and the
surprisec looks it had brougiht from the others, T shall
be happy to come with you

“In that case, Tom said casily, ‘P11 be pushing along.
Tl give you 2 call laer this evening.’

He moved o g0 towards the door, but Cassie caught
¥is arm. "No, you must come with us. At least you
Bochered to come to the party; why should you have to
Seave before it's completely over?”

Fom looked shightly taken 2back and the others un~
oomfortable, but Simoe immediately said, "Yes, Tom,
‘you mugt come with us. We're not going to take 0o for
a0 answer, especialty when we haven't scen each other
for 5o long.”

:
!
]
:
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So Tom had no choice but to agree, and they sl
yiled! into his Jarge car, Cassié working it so that she
<8t in the back between Chris and John who each had
sbeir wives on their knees, while Sion sat in the front
with Tom.
They got to the Savoy sbout seven, the sff there
ot even raising a0 eycbrow at their evening clothes;
presurnably the mad idea of finishing off a party with
breakEast there was commonplace to thern. Cassie tricd
10 avoid sitting nest to Simon, but his hand went under
ber elbow and she vas almost forced down inw 2 chafr.
She glared at him, but he merely returned her look
with ane of cold menace. For the irst time she felt the
chrill of danger, but was so angry stll that she could
ignore it. It was & strange kind of ange, one that mads
Ber want 10 hit out at Simon and burt. Tt wasn’t only
becanse he'd been late for his party, that was really the
Jeast pat of it, it was also a fury that had grown out of
ber weeks of laneliness, of lack of love and sex, and in

& CTazy Wy it was aiso anger at herself for dhar brief
fash of sexual awareness sich Tom. She hada't wamed
it %0 happen, and it never would have if Simon hadn't
insisted an taking the job in Scotland.

Strangely enough the meal was a happy one,
wmarred by marital friction at ali, mainly because Iulu

bitchy remarks Julia had made carliet obviously xuvms

found a mask. Tom turnied his attention t Sue, which
helped to make up for the facr that her husbend wes
wirtually ignoring Bes, #nd she, 00, began o enioy
herself.
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the moment that Simon bad seid be was
coming with them he seemed to have wken over,
ocganising the Gabie, wmsisting they wy the more
Gaote dbhes md ordecing champagne 1o drink,
which made Julia tell him carnestly, but rather
shucrily, that be wss @ man after her own heart.
Cassie drank as much champagne as the ochers, but
she didn’t feel at all drunk or moudling she talked
mmd laugbed, chppad Chris when he did his party
Piece impression of Winston Chuschill, but all the
time felt as if her mmd was amazingly clear and per-
ecpive, et nerves @ut and alert. She Lot as i she
had never had such conteol of het tmind and emotions
before.

Tt was gone mine before they left, Simon picking up
the bill and refusing olf affers to share. Julig was defi-
aitely tipsy when they came out and insisted that Chris
help her along, putting bher arm round him and whis-
pering and giggling in bis ear so that Cassic was afraid
that she would give herself away and there wauld be a
terrible scenc, right there in the foyer of the Savoy.
But Chris put his free arm round Sue and walked both
wornen, his wife and his mistress, out 1o the car. Cassie,
watching them with this new heightened percep-
tiveness, saw the sadistically triumphant Took in his
eyes and kaew, suddealy, that he was enjoying himself.
Enjoying having two atactive women loving him,
wanting him, looking o him gs the most important
person i their liver, He had probably come to the
panty in the hope that something like this would
happen, and was probably even getting pleasure out of
making Sue miserable by neglecting her wost of the
evening, and by making Julia jeslous when he did
dance with his wife. He was behaving badly, had done
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< e party at all, but Gassie was more
inclined to blame Julia; she had cbviously given herself
1o bim so wholeheartedly and humbly dhat b had
o think he was God’s gift to wornen and could
doas h: iked swith them,

ie urned away, fecling suddenty revolted, and
hurried to the car. She sat in the back as before, leaning
back in the seat with her eyes closed, pretending a
tiredness that was onty physical, not mental. But the
others, t00, had grown weary and Sue was asieep on
her husband’s lap. Julia was awake, but quiet, and
Cassic wondered if she, o, bad seen that glewm of

trivmph in Chris’s eyes.
“The streets were busier now and Cassie was worried

about John driving home.

*Stay bere and get some reat for a few hours,’ she
urged hitn when they arrived back at the flat and he
went to get in his car.

“No, no, Pm all right. T didn’t have that much 1o
ek, you koo, And weee got o get back for the

kids. Thanks for the party.” He bent to peck e check,
then said awkwardly, “Don’t mean to intecfere, Cass,
but don’t be 100 hard on old Simon, he would have
made it if he could, you know.”

when his own marriage was disintegrating around his
head and he didn’t even know it!

They said goodbye 1o the others and waved them
out of sight, then Cassie tmed and walked guickly
back up to the flat without even looking to see if Simon
was following her. Once inside, she ignored the debris
of the party and went straight into the bedroom to take
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ofF her jacket and throw it on 4 chair. Then she crossed
0 the bed, took her nightdress from under the pillow
and made for the bathroom.

Simon came into the room, saw wha she was doing
md immediately barred her way.

13 want 1ol o you, he told her, bis mouth set
0 & grim fin

“Well, umm-mmukmyou P tired and T'm
going to bed

‘And you don't want to undress in front of me s0
ou're going into the bathroom to change, is that it?”

“Yes, that's exactly it,’ Cassic agreed, and went to
move round him, but e swiftly stepped in front of her
and grabbed her arms. ‘Ok, no, you don’t, we've got
some talking 10 do first”

“I've already told you that P've got nothing 0 say t©
sou. Besides,’ she added nastily, ‘T wonder you've got
the time t0 stop and talk. Surely you seant ta rush back
 your beloved job.’

‘The grip on her arms tightened suddenfy, but Simon
mezely said coldly, It ian't my job thar's kecping us
2part, Cassie, ics yours.”

She Jaughed jeeringly. ‘Oh, that's right, put the
blame on mel That's s typical male get our when they
Xoow they're in the wrong.

Anger flamed in his eyes s he retorted, ‘All right,
so T didn't make the party and I'm sotry, bur I tried,
believe me T tried.”

“Oh, don’t spologise 10 me,” Cassie patried, her voice
as angry s his. “Why don’t you apologise 1o all the
friends who took the trouble o come and bring you
presents?’ she said, remembiring the pile of gaily-
wrapped parcels that were waiting for him on 2 table
in the sitting-room. ‘After all,’ she addcd bitterly,
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“sehat the hell do I matter? I'm just the one who has to
sit t home while you bave 3 lovely time piaviog the

Simon's jaw trust fmd angrily, and his eyes
narrowed. “All right, Cassic. You're abviously spoiling

TFurious words bubbled in her brain, words that
would tell him of her loneliness and need, but i thex
lag only self-pity, so instead she went off at a tangent
and bit out sercastically, ‘Oh, no, it isn’t me who wants
© fight. You were the one who .. she sought wildly
for & descriptive enough word, “who came rampoging
in here and tried to knock Tom down, Is that the way
you normally greet your old friends?’

A muscle jerked in his cheek and Simon's fingers bit
into her arms, making her wince. “That was sheer gut
reaction. L walked in and saw you, apparently alone in
the flat with another man. He had his amms round you
and looked a5 if he'd been Kissing you. How the hell
did you expect me to react? And just what was he doing
with his azms round you, anyway?*

‘Cassie’s heart began to beat faster, she felt again an
overwhelming urge to hurt him; 2 combinetion of
anger, fatigue, too much drink, and nervous rension

Was trying 10 comfort me in your absence.’

“What's that supposed to mean?” Simon demanded,
» dangeruus s i his voice o

*Mean?* Cassie knew she had touched a raw spot
and pllxhcd the knife in. ‘Why, nothing. But there
again it could mean that 've been secing a lot of Tom
while yowve been playing God in Scotland. It could
mean that hie had to take your pace as host at the party
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50 why the hell shouldn’t he take your place i my
bed?

Immedistely she'd said it, Cassic knew that she'd
gonc t00 far. Simon’s eyes grew dark with murderos
rage and she cried out with pain as his fingers dug o
ber flesh. For & moment she thought that he was going
t0 lose contro) of himself and strike her. But then, his
voice savage, he demanded through gritted teeth, ‘Are
‘you having an atfair with him? Are you?® As he bit the
questions out his emotion was 0 strong that he shook
ther, ber whole body swaying with the force of it.
Cassic starcd up at bim, wanting to go on hurting
but afraid now, afraid of the scarcely controled fary in
his face and the strengeh of his hands that gripped her
S0 violently. If she pushed him too fa and he lost that
fragile contrdl . .. Turming her head away, she said, %

No. No, I'm zot.

Slowly the grip on her arms eased, relaxed. She
Jooked up at Simon and saw that his eyes were still
hard but they had lost their violence. She gave an inner
sigh of relief, knowing that she was safe again, but
ber ungovernable temper made her add defintly,
“Alhough it would serve you damn well right if I was.

d anywes, | hardly expect that you've been leading
a celibate life up there. You're no monk, Simon. I'm
sure chat you've found at least one girl to have sex
with.”

“That ist’ true and you know i

No? 1 saw the ey tat ot o  the plune fooked
at you. It wouldmr't surprise me if .

“Cassie, stop it?” His harsh voice ripped through her
accusation as he moved his hands up to put them on
either side of her face. ‘Do you really believe what
you're saying? Do you”
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His grey eyes stared down into hers, steady and
unblinking, There was a white, set 100k to his mouth,
the mouth that had kissed her and murmured endear-
ments so many times. Anger gave way to pain and she
closed her eyes, shutting out his face.

“No.’

“AlL right, then lecs talk this through lenslbly‘ sl
we?” Slowly he drew his hands away and pi
down at i s, oo Tooking st hex grvaly. I 30
don’t believe that Pm being unfeithful then why say
it?” he demanded.

Gassie Jooked up & him mutely, her mouth set into
an obstinate line. Her head ached and she felt devthly
tired suddenly. Far too tired to try and put her feclings
into words. Not that she even knew that she wanted
50; somehow it just waso't the time for words. Her
head drooped and she shrugged her shoulders. ‘I don’s
know. 1 don’t know suything any more.” She pulled
away from him and said heavily, "' going to bed."

For a moment it looked a5 if Simon was going to
insist, buc then be saw the dark shadows round her
eyes and said, "Maybe we could borh do with some
rest,” and smoved out of the way so that she could go to
the bathroom.

Usually Cassic took good care of her clothes, but
that morning she just pulled them off and
them on the fioor, uncaring. She creamed off her make~
up and stood gazing unseeingly at her face in the mirror
of the bathroom cabinet, wishing that the party last
night had never happened, wishing that they could go

back in time to before Simon had been offered the
directorship. Not thar it would have made any diffe-
rence, she thonght dully. € it hadi’t been Scotland it
would have been somewhere else. Soomer or later
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Simon would heve been offered promotion and he

She put on her nightdress and went into the bed~
room. The curtains were open and she pulled them
closed, shutting out the mid-morming suntight. It
4 strange o be goin o bed in daylght. Simon
e through the bedroom 1 the bathroom and she
pulled the duvet up around her neck and tumed on
her side. She was 5o tired that she expected to fall
asleep the moment her head touched the pilow, but
ber mind was stll alest, defying her fatigue, and kept
going back o the party, to Julia deceiving Jobn with
Chris sad what the possible outoome would be. She
wondered if Sue knew, whether she'd guessed last
night, Restlessly Cassie turned over, trying to get more
comfortable, wrying 1o will herself 10 go 1o sieep. She
aried counting, but had only got 1o severiteen whea ber
\'houghts ‘wandered off as she remembered that electric
with Tom. Would he have kissed her, kissed
her properly‘ Almost from the beginniog he had kissed
her on the cheek in greeting and when saying good
night, but there was 8 woeld of differcrice in that sort
of Eriendly peck and the Jook that had been in his eyes
at that moment, And i he had tried ta kiss her woul
she have let him? Cassie coulda’t even pretend 10 er-

for that. And it had made her afraid. For the first time
since she'd known Simon she had become attracted w
smother man, end it had happencd at a time when she
was vuinerable and alone. She desperately needed some
kind of resssurance—wanted, reatly, 1 be tsken i
band and have her life firmly pur back in order again.
And perhaps the way she had behaved rowards Simon.
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had been an instinetive arge 1o rouse his anger and
make him do just that. Ske heard the door of the bath-
room opening and imemediately closed her eves and
pretended to be aslecp.

Simon didn’t come 1o bed straightaway, she could
hear him moving about the room in the half light, going
to the wardrobe 2nd putting things inside, opening the
drawers in the dresser and closing them again. All
thoughts of sleep had fled now, she was 00 tense, w0
busy wondering what he would do. She beacd him
come over to the bed and tried to keep her breathing
even as he pulled back the duvet and climbed gently
into the bed beside her. He Jay on his back, guite still.
Their bodies weren't touching, but even so Cassie was
tinglingly aware of his nearness, of his lean, strong
body 0 close to her own. And it had becn %o long
since they had made love—nearly three months. A
white heat of desize tare through her and she
t0 turn to him, to make him hold her and fove her, foot
his skin against hers, feel the hardness of his body
joining with hers aud washing away all doubts, all fear,
all frustration. The desire was 5o fiecce that she al-
most moaned aloud, but bit her lip in time, pride and
obstinacy refusing t allow her to be the one to make the
first move.

But the steady rhythm of her breathing must have

because Simon said shortly, “There’s really
Ko point in pretending to be asleep, Cassies 1 knaw
you're awake.”

For a couple of scconds she toyed with going on
with the pretence, but reatised it was Fatile, “Well, I
am now,” she retorred in a bostile tone

i out a hand, he pulled hes over on to her
‘back, His arm was bare,
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“Why aren’t you wearing pyjames? she demanded
accusingly.

“Why do you always get prudish whenever we have
a row? Simon countered.

I am ot being prudish.!

“Then take this thing off,' Simon's tone had altered
‘now, become soft, suggestive & he toached her night-
dress.

No. I told you I want to 0 o sieep.’

“Arc you sure, Cassie? Are you really sure that's what
you want?” His hand touched her neck, siid inside the
opening of her nightdress ead moved slowly down o
caress her breast

His touch soused her ac once, sending a fame of
sexuality coursing through her body. She wanted to
527, yes, yes, thar's what I want, but her stubborn pride
wouldn't let her forgive him 50 easily, 5o quickly.
Using all her will-power, she pulled away from him
#nd snapped out, “Take yoor hand off mel Just what
right do you think you've got 1o walk in here after
three whole months and expect to just have sex on
demand?

“What the hell have rights got o do with it?” Simon
retorted exasperatedly. ‘Al right, 50 we've been apart
for theee montlrs, isn’t that all the mote reason o make
Tove ow we're together?”

x isn’t going to solve anything,’ Cassie
cold him vehemently, so vehemently that she almost
believed it. “The same problems will still be there
afterwards. Tt won't make sny difference.”

Simon istened to her grimly, and then, his voice
harsh, dcmznded “Since when did it become having
sex instead of making love? What the hells got
into you, Cassic? He propped himself up on ane

1
3
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elbow and looked at her angrily.

wel ot be married at all, for God's sake! And
to bed together isn't going o put things right,
e always Thik 1t ¢ Wi, of coutsey’ st

and pex
il be sweemess and light again. Wel, i,
oeomre work?

“Are you talking about men in general or me in par-
ticular?” Simon enquired, his voice cold.

“About all mea, of course.’

“And T wonder just how you've suddealy come w
know bow men’s minds work?” Simon remarked, his
‘mouth set into & grim line. He wasn't touching her any
meore, not his hands nor any part of his long lean body.

s grey cyes were ice-cold and there wan a shut-in
Took about his face #5 i he hed withdrawn into himself.
“But I'm afaid you won't be able to prove the truih of
that statement, with me at any Tate, because you've
Killed any desire I had for you stone desd. So go to
sleep, Casie, | won't diseue you- His eyes glineed
down st her, hard and enigmatic, then he added ca
Gically; *Sweet dreams, darling, before rolling over
with his back t her.

Cassie bit her ip and closed her eyes, trying to go 10

salling into tight fists st her side 10 stop her from
wembling, She risked a Jook at him in the dim light,
but his back was st towards her, 85 hard and rigid as
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Bis uncompromising ariitude. A rush of frusrated

surged through her. Damn him! Damn him!
't he see? Couldn’t he understand that she
him to make her, to forcs her to do what he

ive reconciliation, she wanted to have it proved o
ber, without any shadow of & doubt, that Simon was
the boss.

But he lay completely still, so still thar she guessed
he'd gane to slecp, and anger turned to a wave of pure
batred, so violent that it shocked her. She'd been angty
with him masy times before in the past, but oever,
‘ever had sh hated fir. She tay still, gazing up ot the
ceiling, feeling bleak and miserable until at last she
drifted into a0 exbausted sleep.

‘When she awoke, late in the afternoon, she yawned,
still hlf asleep, and reached across the bed for Simon.
But the bed was empty and she heard his muted voice
in the sitting-room. Quickly she got up, showered and
dressed, wondering who he had with him, but when
she went into the room she found that he was talking
on the telephone to someone who had been at the party,
e pile of now unwrapped gifts on the low mble in
Eront of him. There was coffec, hot in the percolator.
Cassic poured # large mug and carried it into the sit-
ting-room, curled up on the settee and picked up the
Sunday paper. Her head throbbed, tut the ooffee &t
least got tid of the dry, parched fecling in her mouth.
She shouldn’t have had any champagne with
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this moming; mixing her drinks always gave her 2
hengover. The thought of the Savoy made her re-
‘member her discovery of Julia's lover. Should sbe tell
her she knew? Cassic wondered. But perhaps better
not, bettex to keep out of it altugether.

Simon finished his conversation and looked across
at her, but Cassie pretended to be engrossed in the
paper, holding it up 5o that he comidn’t sec her face.
After a moment he dialted again and spoke to another
friead. He made two more calls, then put down the
receiver ecisively.

T trust you siept well?” he enguired biand

“Yes, thank you.” Cassie turned a page, making sure
that the paper still hid her from bis view.

“Good. Thank you for the birthday presents, by the

way.
‘T bope you like them,’ Cassie returned stiltedly,
remembering the care she’d taken on selecting the
expensive sweater that she'd bought in Paris, and the
cuff-links from the jeweliery department in Marriott &
Brown’s.

“Very much. Are you feeling okay, quite rested?”

“T10ld you,” Cassie answered iscitably, ‘T'm perfectly

‘T'm glad.” He stood up, came over to her and jecked
the peper out of her hands, dropping it on the floor.
“Sa miow let’s have that talk.” But as he sat down on the

of the settee, he said deliberately, ‘But first there’s
this.’ And he Seant forward and kissed her firmly on

Taken by surprise, & first Cassie’s lips were soft
sad yielding, bur then they hardened as she quickly
pulled away, brief second @ biter, fed-up Jook

in Simon’s eyes, but it was quickly masked a5
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e said harshly, “That was for the binthdey proce.
And now you've got some explaining ro do.’ H cyex.
id 35 Water over stone, hored into Ders xs be bit owt,
*And we'll start by you telling me just how often you've
een sceing Tom Rydelll

Cassie stared at him, sensing his anger altbough he
Bad it under control, and feeling glad that he was
smgry, willing 1o fuel it to enrage him furcher.

*What does it matter to you how often 1 go out with
Tom? After all, you should be glad that one of your
friends is willing to entertain me while youre up in
Scotland playing

“Don’s say that again, Cassie,” Simon put in savagely.

‘All right. While you're up in Scotland wor
then. Wefl, shouldn’t you?” she demandes, ——
didn’t answer.

‘The comner of fis mouth twisted scornfuliy. ‘Re giad
that some other wan is taking my wife oue? T don’t
think you know me very well, Cassie.’

“If you're not here to take me out, then why the hell
sbouldr’t 1 go out with 2 friend? she demanded, ber
woice rising.

‘Siman stood up and took &n angTy step away, tarned,
his hands shoved into his pockets. ‘To ga out with
friend from time to time is one thing, but youwd never
even met Tom Rydell before he came to England. And
doa’t try telling me that the friendship’s Platonic, be-
cause I won't believe it; no man and woman yer ever
had & purely platonic relationship.’ He reached forward
suddenly and hauled her to her feet. ‘And you still

His anger was out in the open now, she could feel it
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in his hand that held her wrist like a vice, hear it in
his voice, although he still had his features under
control. And her own blood was ruaning hot in her
veins, pumping sdreplin into her heart so thet it
beat loud and fast, filling her with an intoxicating,
bubbling kind of fear and excitement all mixed up
together. From somewhere 8 small voice of sanity
told her to play it cool, but it was lost beneath the
fascination of seeing how far she could go, how far
she could push him, Belligerently she seplicd, ‘As
often a5 possible.’

His face pated. *And just how often is that?”

“Every weekend and almost every night during the
week.!

‘His jaw tightenied and his tips drew into a thin line.
“You said you weren't having an affair with him?*

“No, I'm pot,” Cassie answered coolly, fercely glad
of the punishment she was inflicting.

*Has he ssked you?*

“No." His face retaxed a little 50 she added cruelly,
‘Bt shac dossa't meac that | won'e sy gee when he

e band ‘holding hers jerked, and his fingers bit into
her wrist and a flame of anger shot through his face.
“You bitch! You cold-hearted little bitch!” Hot, mur-
derous rage shone in his eyes and Cassie, in & purely
reflex action, lifted up her left arm as if to ward off 2
blow.

It never came. When she clared to fook at Simor #is
face was still very white and there was 2 grim, bleak
Took in his grey eyes, but hie had himseif under contzal

&gain. He let go of her wrist, pushed hix hands in his
pockels and moved away from her to stare out of the
window: After a while he said curtly, ‘I notice you said
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wken he asked you and not if. Ts it inevitable that he'll
you, then?

T donn know” Suddenly Casse regretied what shed
done, felt ashamed. She put out 2 teacve band

touch his sleeve. ‘Simon, 1.

i pulled his arm fre from her wuch and moved
sway. The physical rejection hit her like # blow. He
bad no right 1o do that; she was the one who was
supposed to be doing the rejecting!

"urning o face her, he said forcefully, ‘I don’t know
why yowre doing this, Cassie, but if going out with
“Fom is some kind of moral blackmail to make me jeal-
ous 5o that Pl give up my job, then it won’t work. 1
don’t Like blackmai and even less do 1 like the people
who perpetrate it. Nor do 1 go much on your using
Tom as 2 tood."

Colour fiaced in Cassie’s cheeks. ‘I'm not usiag him!”

“No? Then 1 feel sorry for him.” Simon paused, then
‘went on heavily, ‘T love you, Cassie. And 1 want us ©
be together. You felt that you couldn’t live in Scotand
and T could understand that and was willing to com-
promise. BUE now it seems that that doesn’t satisty you
cither; you want an all-out surrender to your wishes

0 0n a5 we are, then it Jooks a5 if you're going to have
to make & choice.

“What—what choice?” Cassie’s voice was litle more
s whmm

your job.’ He said it slowly,

ulumnuy. vt e om0 get the words out

Cassic couldn’t spesk, could only stare ar him
umbly. She felt a5 if all the world had mddenly
stopped and she was acutely aware of Hitde :
birds quarrelting ourside the window, of the smell "
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Stale tobacco that still hung in the room from the party,
of the cold feeling that seemed 1o take her heart in its
iron grip.

When she didn't speak Simon's voice hardened and
he said roughly, ‘And leave Tom out of this. He oaly
complicates muttes. It would be berer if you didn’t
see hit as

inot. Botheing t think of the comsequences,

Cassie let her ungovernable temper and constant need

o assert her independence come to the fore and she

answered defiandy, T shall see him whenever and ss

often as T like?

imon’s lips drew back into @ grim, sardonic smile.

“Thar's what I thought you'd say.” He turned on bis
heet and walked into the bedroom.

‘Cassie stared after him for  moment, cursing herself
for a fool, then she foliowed him o the bedroom.
sew that he was throwing some clothes into his over-
night bag.

Where are you going?” she asked.

“Back to Scottand.

“Do you—have to go now?”

He gave thet grim littie smile again, a look that
Cassie had never seen an his face before today and
which she found frightened her to death.

“Why stay? There's nothing for me here.' He shut
the case, shrigged himself into a jacket and walked
past her as she stood in the doorway. At the door to
the halt he paused and looked back. His voice palite,
impersonal, #s if he was speaking co his sccretaty of

but she could only stare st him dumbly, and so he
gave a brief nod and walked out of the fat.



CHAPTER SEVEN

For 4 comple of days Cassic lived in a kind of vacuum,
certain that Simon hadn’t meant it, that he'd only
issued his ultimatum in the heat of the moment and
that he would soon ring and put everything right again.
Only he didn’t phone. The days lengthened into a
sveek, but still he didn’t call. Cassie rushed home every
evening, firmly refusing all Tom’s invications for a date,
just siteing alone and waiting for the phone 1o ring.
‘When it did she would start up cagerly, hes heart beating
overtime, trying to compose her voice but still sounding.
busky and eager when she said the number, But always
it was 3 friend, whom she would cut short in case Simon.
sried to call her and found the number engaged.

By the end of the week all certainty and self-confi-
dence had gone. She droaped over her work and was
short-tempered with her colleagues, who looked at her
in surprise, knowing that she didn’t suffer fools gladly
but never having seen her in this sort of mood before.
At the weekend she stayed at home, certain that Simon
would phone then, even if it was only to find out if she

flowers, but it was the phrase if Simon has forbidden
145
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Yau 16 see me again’, Plus a growing anger and resent-
ment, that finally made Cassic pick up the phone late
on Sunday night and ring Tom. On the surface the cail
was to thank him for the flowers, but she only put up &
Balf-hearted resistance when he tried t0 persuade her

o sec him again and she ended up by agreeing to have
tunch with him the following day.

It was & gesture of defiance, really, but o rather
pathetic, empty gesrare when she couldmt throw it
in Simon’s face. And immediately she'd accepted she
inew it was wrong. But it was only lunch, she told
hersclf, having lunch with a man was quite acceptable.
Everyone did it. In fact everyone seemed to be having
uffairs nowadays; only this week she'd heard that an
old school friend was gerting a divorce, of someone
else who'd Jeft bome to live with 4 marcied man. It
seemed that marriage was definitely ‘out’ this year.
Sexust morals were Like fashion, constantly changing,
what outraged socisty one season was perfectly accept-
able the next

B it wasn't just lunch, of course. Having gained 5o
‘mue, Tom soon got her laughing again and persuaded
her to have dinnes the Bext day, and before she knew
quite where she was, Cassie was geatly cocrced into
seeing him almost as often as before. But always, as
soon as she got home at night, the first thing she
do %4 10 T the tape 00 the answer-phone hoping for
a message from Simon. There were messages in pleary
from othet people, bus from Simon there was Bothing.

‘Worry and fear gave way to Stubborn anger; i Simon
thovght he could wear her down %o that she would
give in, he Was wrong, If he dide’t love her enough to
even phone her, then e could just go to helll

Tom watched ber a5 she went through all the range
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of emotional feelings, from worried and unbappy,
thirough angry and resentful, and waited wuntif she was
o sgai before showing his band. He had becn 3
avtentive as usual during the month that had elapsed
since the party, taking ber out 1o meals and the theatce,
making ber laugh and forget for & blissful few hours
the ultimatum henging over her head. He had been

Cassie began to think that she had imagined that brief
moment at the party when she thought that he had
been going to kiss her. But one Friday night, when
they had been out 10 a night-club for a meal and had
danced untif the small hours, he brought her home
and, instead of giving her 8 light kiss goodnight and
leaving her on her doorstep as he uwmally did, Tom
purposefully strode into the flat, shut the door, 1ok
her in his arms and kissed her.

Cassic immediately tried to pull away, but his hand
was at the back of her head, holding her still. Her
mouth moved under his as she tried to protest, but he
to0k advantage of it to force her lips apart, ssseulting
her mouth again and again as his kiss became deeper
and passion took aver.

Cassie’s head swam, for @ few moments longer she
feebly. tried to resist, but it had been sa long since
she’d been kissed, 56 fong since she’d been loved. Her
body ached with need, cried out to be touched,
aroused. She gave a low moan and stopped fighting,
surrendered her mouth to him. Tom made a small
sound of triumph in ks throat, his hand tightening in
her hair as his mouth ravaged hers. At fast he lifted his
head, put o hand on either side of her face and gazed
down at her, his breathing 50 unsteady that his body
trembied, his eyes naked with desize,
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, honey.”
Siowly she opeaed her cyes, came back to reality.
et her and she put up her arms 0 vainly try
and puxh ‘him away. ‘No, Tom, please!”

But he wouldn’t listen, hoiding her so that she
couldn't escape and saying, Don’t fight e Cassie.
‘You wanted me o kiss you as much as I di

“No, that isn’t true.”

“Yes, it §s. Yes. You've known how I felt about you
ever since Simons birtday parey. But youlve necded
time to get over Simon, ['ve Kniown that, and I've been
willing to wait. Bt you'e ready nom, Cassic, resdy 10
accept that he doesa’t love you any more.

Gassie stared at hir in horror, appalied that be conld
make such sweeping assumptions, and even more that
‘e cbviously believed them. She gave an incredulons
gasp, but before she could speak he was kissing her
again. his lips demanding 3 response that she had 1o
will-power 10 resist.

“Cassie darling,” he murmured against her hai, his
voice thick and unsteady, ‘I want to love you. Please
let me Jove you.”

“Oh, Tom!" Her hands crept up round his neck as
she looked into his face, then she leant her head on his
shoulder and said, "This is crazy. We both kaiow it is.”

“Love is crazy. And, boy, am 1 crazy about you! Ever
since the first moment I saw you Pve wanted

His voice went on above her head, saying the kind
of things that every waman loves to hear, even though
they were from the wrong man. Cassie could hear his
heart beating loud beneath her head, his hands gently
stroking her shoulders, his lips touching her hair.
Closing hes ees, she lost herself in the pure seasuality
of his embrace, let him go on doing what he wamed,
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caressing her with bis voice, his hands. Bax thos s

pleasure, then jerked quickly out of his embeace.

She stood a good yard away, stacing at him, hex bedy.
membling and her breathing scared, uneven. °I wat
you to go. Please, Tom.

He grinned, sure of himself, and moved towards bee.
“No, you don’t. You ..

*If you touch me again Il scream!” Cassic’s voice
rose s there s an ystercal sage o It thet made
him stop preclpnndy

Frowning, he said, ‘What is tais, honey? Doa’t say
vou did'e S e 0 Kise you.

“No—T don’t know.” Cassie sbook her head in con-
o g ‘rought her hands up in front of her de-
fensively. “Please, "Tom, just gol”

p o

“Ves.

He Jooked at her for & long moment, then shrugged.
*Okay, if that's what you want.

Moving towards the front door, he put out 2 hand to
apen i, but tamed owards her atain beiore e did 0.
“Aren’t you going to say

‘Goodnight, Tom.”

No, Bke this.” Before she was even aware of what he
was going to do, he had taken a swift stride towards
her, caught hold of her ars and backed her against the
wall. Then he bent his bead end kissed her for the

her head in a whirl, her body quivering with aware-
ness.
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‘Don’t send me away, Cassie. Let me stay. I want
you so much, 5o very much.’ His voice was in her ear,
soft and porsuasive as his lips caressed her neck, her
throat, the curve of her chin.

Her desire 10 be loved almost overshelmed her. It
would be 0 casy 10 yield, to say yes. And what differ-
ence would it make, no one would ever know. Simoa
didn’t love her, he'd left her alone. It would serve hira
right if she gave herself 1o another man. She’d warned
him that she would, hadn’t she, and he'd still gone
away. Demon reasons Tose up 1o tempt her to say yes,
and it would be so nice, so casy. His lips were hot
against her skin, his hands firm as they caressed her
quivering body.

But then tears spilted out of her eyes and she
1o cry, the sobs catching in her throat. Startled, Tom
raised his head, consternation in his blue eyes.

“Cassie, don't. Honey, please don’t cry." He tried to
stroke her shoulders soothingly, but Cassie had her
hands up to her face and was crying without restrsine.
*Here.? He thrust s large handkerchief into her hand
and then took ber by the arm and led her back into the
sitting-room and helped her sit down on the setzee.

He moved away, but Cassie hardly noticed. Her
whole body was racked by sobs a5 all the pent-up ten-
sions and emations of the fast month broke through at
last.

“Cassic, honey. C'mon, T want you to drink this.’
“Tom was kneeling on the fioor beside the settee, a glass
of amber-coloured brandy in his hand.

At first she shook her head in refusal, but he insivted
and it was casier to obey than fight, so she guiped it
down, the spirit making her cough, but easing the
heartbreaking sobs o that she sat passively, her body
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quivering a9 the silent tears can down her checks.
Tom sat down beside her and took her in his arms,
resting her head om bis shoulder. He stroked her-bair
gently until shed cried herself out.
“T'm—I'm sorry.’ Her voice was muffled against his

chest.
“No, F'm the one that's sorry. I didv'e realise—how
much Simon meant to you.’
“What do you nean? Cassi tited her head (0 look
him.

I thought you two were more ar less through before
1 cume slong. That Simon had gone 1o live in Scorlnd
because you weren't happy together.”

“No, it was because neither of us wanted to give up
our jobs.”

Tom frowied. ‘Are you saying, then, that you've

x been unfaithful to Simon? That I'm the first man
who's asked you?'

Cassie sat up straight and wiped het fice with his
handXerchief. ‘Ef you don’t mind, I'd like you 10 go
now. L'm very tired.”

*Sure.” He stood up end looked down st her where
she sat on the settee, head bent, not looking at him.
*Are yon sure you'l be okay alone?”

“Quite sure, thantk you.’ But there was & break in her
voice that she couldn’t dwg\nise as another mremor of
emorion ran through ber bod;

*Pit call you tomorrow.

“No, don't bother. §' be all right. Really."

He reached down and gently touched her hair. ‘You
know, Cassic, when I first met you I though that you
were  typicat career girl, tough and self-sufficieat, not
really needing @ man except a3 an escort and for sex.
Then T realiscd you weren’t the type whe would bave
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a casual affair, 50 T played it cool, but T sill thought
you were strong and independent enough to shrug of
a marrisge that hadn't worked out.” He paused, then
added wonderingly, “But now I see that I've been
wrong about you all along. Underneath that scif-con-
fident act you put on yow're as soft and fragile as deli-
cate china. T'd 0o idea just how badly Simon had hurt
you.” The pressure of his hand increased for 2 momear;
he said, “Goodnight, Cassic, rather sbrupty and then
turned and let himself out of the flat

He came back the following afternoon, Tinging the
doorbell continuously when she didw’t open the door
after his first ring. Cassie had slept late after not being
able 1o get to sleep for hours the night before. She had
bathed and put on 8 housccoat, but her face was
unmade-up, her hair lying loose on her shoulders. She
didn’t sy anything when she saw who it was, just
tumcd and walked ahead of him into the kitchen.

“I'm making wff« would you fike a cup?” she asked
without Jooking rou

“That would be fine. Tom leancd against the door
jambs it was raining outside and he had on e of those
trench-coat type macs that Americans always seemed

1 e watcting her closely, broodingly

As she put out another mug, Cassie said stiltedly,
“I'm sotty you were on the receiviag end of my crying
jeg last night.’

Unexpectedly, Tom answered, ‘Pm glad I was. It
felped me to see things a whole lot clearer.” He stepped
forward and put bis hands on her shouiders, gently
‘but insistently turning her round to face him. Then he
Kissed her, softly and very tenderly. ‘You look so young
today, o vulperable,’ he murmured as he lified his head.
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‘Cassie bit her lip, started to say determinedly, ‘Look,
Tom, 1. but just then the kettle boiled and she had
0 5t0p and rurm it off.

She curried their coffee mugs into the sitting-room
while Tom took off his coat, and she took care to sit
i an armehair instead of the settee. Tom sat down
s wached hor, aaking no aucmpt 10 drok bis

Cassc towered hee head, unable 1o mect his cyes.
Don't ook gt me e dut

“Like wl

“As J‘ch, you know pecfectly well what I mean.”

“Ay if I think you're wonderful, d'you mean?”

Cassie’s eyes fiew to meet his, then as quickly away
again. ‘N-no, that isn't what I meant’ she answered
wnsteadily.

“But ir’s erue.” He stood up and took the mug from
her nerveless fingers, set it on he table 5o thet the
steam rose and disappeared into the air. Then he pulled
be 1o her feet and held her arms as he gazed down
@m0 her face. “Don't look 30 scared.” He bent to Kiss
e but she rumed her head away.

“Tom, T don’ want this. Please stoy

T can't. You vee,” he added, ‘T've falien i love with
vou’

Cassie turned to stare at him unbelievingly. ‘But— _
but you can’t havel”

He gave 2 lopsided grin. “No two ways about it,
honey. P fullen for sou hard. 1 started off by jusc
wanting you, but now I love you—very m

“Nol’ She tried to pull away, but he ot Tx
her

“Yes, Cassie. I love you and | want very much to go
1o fed with you—to show you just how much [ love
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you. T need you, honey. And last night proved that
you need

“No,' she repeated, and his time succeeded in pull-
ing herself free. ‘Do you know what you're saying?
shie demanded sgitatedly. “You're asking me to be un-
faithful to Simen

“Yes, I suppose 1

But he didn't seem pmv:ulmy disturbed, so Cassie

“You

s The word sounded al e e shocking for b
said out loud, and they swete both # lttle stunned by it.

“That's an anriqusted way of describing it. Can’t you
jast admit that marrying Simon wa  big mistake?”

° thovgl he s supposed b # find of yours?
she sid scusing

rugged. i e i dove war, Cassie.”

Shet hegxn to feel angry and het Bp curled scornfally.
What n useful little saying that is! People always trot
it out when they sant an excuse for doing something

Tom’s tome hardened. °Is it underhand w fall in
love? Is iz wrong to wan the fulfilment of that love?”

Hex face puled and she answered in little more than
a whisper. ‘No. No, it jsn't.”

“And 1 love you, Cassie. So help me God, I do.”

He made a move towards her, but she moved away,
he eyes wide and moubled in her pale face.

“It's—it's no usc, Tom. I'm sorry, but I can't.” She
hield up a hand to $t0p him as he began t0 spesk. ‘T
Kniow what you’te going to say: that i 1 didn’t care for
you I woulda’t have responded like I did lasc night.
And it’s true, 1 do case for you.” She looked down at
her hancs, gripping them together. °I like you a lot.

've—you've made these las few weeks bearable for
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me, and I'm very grateful.’ She hesirated a moment.
then lifted her head and looked at bim sceadily. Boe
F'm not going 10 g0 @ bed with you, Tom. Fm fust
ot the type. I couldn™t live with myself afterwards,
and T most certainly couldn’t go on living with Simen.
not live with him and pretend that nothing had
bappened. And anyway, it woulde't be fair 1o anyove.
Not to Simon, to me, or most of al you.”

“Just how do you work that out?”

“Because yow'd never know whether I was doing it
Because 1 wanted to, or just because 1 was lonely and
needed someone, or even,” she bit her lip, ‘or even just
10 punish Simon. I woulda’t even know why myself,’
she added siowly.

There was a long pause before Tom said hollowly,
“Yeah, I see what you mean.’ He came to ber and took
bold of her hands, that were still agitatedly entwined,
beld them Srmly in his own. 'Okay, so well get

Cassic staced at him bug-cyed and opened hee mouth
0 protest, but Tom put his hand over it

“Don’t say snything yet, just think about it. Divarce
is casy nowadsys and you wouldn’t have to do a thing;
T get my lewyers to arrange ir. We could be married
within months.”

Slowly he took his hand away as she continued to
staze ot him. “Bur —but 1 don't know that 1 wmant 10
marry you’

He grinned suddenly. ‘Do you know that you
don’t?”

She shook her hoad, putting her fingers up tiredly
her temples. °I don't kaow enything any more.”

m left soon afiter, left her o sit alone wondering
what 1o 0. A times she wes sngey with Tom for
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having forced her into this, at other times glad because
e knew she had to do something, she couldn’t have
gone on for much longer as she was. But most of all
she hated Simon for ruining her life, for taking away
ber happiness and security, for even giving anather
man a chance 1o come into her life. At eleven o'clock,
when it was perfectly obvious, even to the wildest hope,
that Simon wasn’t going to phone vet again, Cassic
picked upafarge vae hat hud been  wedding prescnt
of his relations, and hurled it against the wall

Lhmlgh he pressed her to, She said that she wanted
o think it over, but perhaps she was subcon-
snously still hoping that Simon would phone or come
ions hope was nearly dead.
About that time 2 aew problem arose at work: Mrs
Nichols, the buyer who had been put in temporary
the whale fashion department, put ber foot
down and refused to atlow Cassie to make any more
changes in her departments until they'd seen the se-
sults of the ones she had atready made. They had an
argument about it and Cassie went over her head (0
Mx Jepps, the head buyer, and to her surprise and re-
ent he backed up Mrs Nichols. (b, he was nice
hout by sympathetic up 0  poiar, but insisted
that Mrs Nichols was in charge and that Gassie had to

‘Going back 1o her office, Cassie threw herself down
into her chair, thoroughly fed up, all her bright dreams
fos the new departments disappearing into a haze of
sed tape and penty officialdom. Moodily she looked at
her desk where she had been designing a new carousel-
type layout for the separates department that would
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splay every colour zange for the sweaters and car.
dagans. Picking up a thick, felt-tipped pen, she vici
sty drew two great lines across the drawi

Sue happened to walk it the office at that “moment
and stared in consternation. S

Cassic stood up decisively and picked up her bag.
“Come on, Sue, we're going out to lunch.”

“But it's not even twelve o'clockl’

“So what? We're going anyway.’

Instcad of going to the staff resaurant, Cassie

pub. She bought them each & drink and then told Sue
what had happened. They discussed it at some leagth,
ut they both knew that there was nothing they could

do.

“It's just bureaucracy gone mad,’ Cassic complained.
“Just because Mrs Nichols has been there since the
vear dot they have to put her in charge. But her ideas
arc way out of date, Sue, they really are.’

She lic another cigarette straight after the lsst and
drew on it gloomily.

“You're smoking too much,’ Sue toid ber.

“Tknow.” Cassie Tooked a the cigarette disasefuly
and ground it out. ‘I don’t even like the things.” St
lances at Sus. ou'se amoking ooy se poiared s
Sue didn't say anything an
asked rather unccrtainly, houe Com Ts e wi
doing that extra work?

The younger il didn answer ssighavay, sat
Iooking at the smoke Tising from her cigacette, the
her voice over-bright, she said, Ob, he's fine, How
still working lazc a lot, only . .  her voice broke, ‘only
1 doo’t think he's working at all, [ think he’s found
another woman!’ And tears spilled down ber cheeks.



158 SEMI-DETACHED MARRIAGE

“Oh, God!" Hastily Cassie pulled a hanky out of her
bag and thrust it into Sue’s hands. ‘Come on, let’s get
out of here.’

She fed Sue into a nearby park where they found sn
empty bench, and there Sue poured it all out; her
growing suspicions, the tell-talc hairs on his jacket and
smudges of ipstick an his shirt. ‘And then—and then,’
poor Sue sobbed on, ‘T walked into the bathroom one

Chris, but I'm not frigid, or anything. And we've been
married such a short time.’

‘I don’t kaow.” Cassie shook her head grimiy. ‘I'm
the last person you should ask. What are yau going to
doi”

Sue sighed. I don’t know. But I'm not going to let
him go on deceiving me,’ she added with sudden
strengeh. ‘I'm going to tell him that I know. Then he
can cither give this woman up, whoever she is, or
leave.”

“And if he chooses 10 stay,’ Cassie asked, ‘will you
be able to forgive him?"

Her eyes dark and troubled, Sue thought for 2

moment, then answered slowly, Yes, I think I'lf be
able to forgive him because I love him and need him,
but T don'r think I'll ever be able to forget what he's
done.”

Cassie could think of nathing else but her conversa-
tion with Sue all my, it pushed everything else to the
back of her mind, The poor girl bad been 50 anhappy,

L
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her whole life shattered. Oh, God, why did men have

‘be such swine? She sat at home brooding about it
for a long time, staring at the phone as she'd sat and
stared for so many nights, then she slowly picked up
the receiver and dialled Simon’s number.

For a fow minures, when he answered, she covldn’t
ek 1 fxd beem 50 fong since she'd heard s voice,
such & long tim

Who i3 thats Simon demanded, then, b tone

lering, Casie I tht you”
¥ Samehow she got the word out, though her

“'m very well.” There was a pause in which Cassie’s
throat was so tight she couldn’t speak or even think of
anything 10 say, broken when Simon said, ‘Did you
sant me for anything special?”

Cassie’s heart cried ont, oh yes, for something very
special, my darling. 1 want you to come home, to take
care of me and Jove me again. But just as she opened
her mouth to pour it aif out, she heard another voice, &
worman’s vmice on the other end of the line. The woman
started to speak and thea stopped abruptly.

Simom said uzgently, “Cassie? Look, 1...*

She ioterrupted immediately, her tone cold and
impersonal. ‘No, not really, T've had a letter from the
tenpis club wanting to know if yow're going 1o renew
your subscription. And there are letters from your in-
suzanee company and yorr ok colicge about 2 reunion
dinnee Do sou want me 1o deal with them or shall |

send them on to you:

“Perhaps Tl be e to el with thern myself. 1
might be able 1o get down to London next weekend.”
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“Come by all means,’ Cassie agreed briskly, T'll leave
the letters it the desk for you. I shan’t be here myself.
£’ going 00 & buying trip to Iraly. Goodbye, Simon,’
she added, putting the receiver down befure he could
say anything else.

thousand times during the following week Cassie

cursed herself for & fool for having made that phone
call. It had been a cry for help that had rebounded to
slap her in the face. Now she was tortused by pictures
of Simon with another wornan, and the idea made her
feel physically sick. But it was just snother miscry to
add 1o the generally wretched tide in her life. Nothing
scemed o go right at works oods it arive oz were
found to be below standard and had to be sent back,
Sue was upset most of the time, which made Cassie,

knowing that Chris and Julia had met at her house,
feel tespomsible. She couldirt sleep at night, lying
awake for hours on end and fecling like death when
she dragged herself to work in the morning. Tom, roo,
was pushing her to make a decision because he would
Rave 10 go back to the States s00n. Added to which the
weuther was continuously wet and cloudy, typical
London weather when it seemed that summer would
never come. All in all, Cassie just wanted to stop the
world and get off, fecling that if she had to cope with
anything else she'd end up having a nervous break-
down,

week went on she felt so beset on all sides

that she knew she just had o get away and be alone.

was 10 way she could go to Milan and buy

elothes for the store; she would probably order ail e
wrong things and give Mrs Niciols & weapon ty ho

against her. 30 she offered the trip to Sue, who )llmptd

atit, cager to get sway from her own problems for
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few days. Cassic had already told Tom that she was
going to Tialy and was o the point of phoning him 1
tell him of her altered plans when she changed her
mind. Perbaps it would do her good to be by herself
for & while, 1 get right away from the flat and all its
memories and go somewhere where she could think

holdall with a few essentials and took a train out of

lon towards the south coast. There were ot of
people on the train heading for the seaside, but she gor
aff at Taunton and caught a bus headed inland into
‘Somerset, which took heron an ualursid, ‘meandering
route theough slecpy vilages of sone and chaich
Carmges wntl it pulled up oatside & smal ot
tooked as if it was scil in the last century, where Coone
got off and booked & room.

The plumbing, t00, seemed pretty ancient, but
Cassic didn’t care. She spent the whole two dess walk-
ing round the countryside or sitting on s wall gazing at
the view, and, in the evening, lying on her bed, watch-
ing the mooa through the little dormer window set
under the caves. It rained most of the time, but that
didn’t matter either, in fact it scemed to wesh away
many of hs doulbesand unetsinties, esving only the the
bate essentials, so that for the first tim
she saw her way clear before her.

At first she had been filled with anger about Simon
and the woman he’d been with, but then she tried to
put herself in his place and realised that he must be
ftehng sy the same way sbont bes and Tomy and

rhaps with mare cause. She had turned to Tom out
S Toncliacas, ad might noe Simon, 150, be fecing Just
3 lonely, as much in need of love and companioaship,
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the things which she had bluntly refuged to give him?
And Tom? Did she love him enough to divorce Simon

could ever envisage was with Simon, and God help
her, she had been on the point of throwing it away.
Bt perhapa e was't o i he love forexchs other

had been very strong, perhaps it wes sull strong
eaough t overcome what had happened.

On Sunday evening Cassie began the journey back
to London, phoning Tom before she caught the train
at Taunton and asking him to meet her at the station.
He was waiting for her at the end of the platform,
cusually dressed in jeans and sweater and hooking s
masculine and virile that he drew every female eye
e lace, Casele Knew oy that sbe i love i
but as she walked towards him she reslised the power
of his auraction and how, for a while, it had gone to
Ber hesd 1o be loved and wanted by such @ mas. But
st Eirf's e would'tbe rumed by him? He was

an could wamr—but he wass't
Simen.

And that was, more or less, hatthe 1ol bim he
drove her home through the w

He didu’t take hn et o 8 Bght, st

trying wegument and persuasion to make her change
her mind and then ﬂbmmly Stopping the car and taking
ber in his anns to uy and persuade her that way, but
she held ou against it all, her deternination strong
enough ¢ withstand all his aegumenrs. At last Tom
bad t0 gocept it and sarted the car again to drive her
bome. He pulled up outside the block of flats and sat
looking bieakly out of the windscree, his hands tight
o0 the
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I guess this is goodbye, then?

“Yes. ' sorry, Tom. What will you do?* she asked
tentatively: ‘Go back © America?’

1 guess so.” He turned hisead o look at her. ‘What
if Simon docsn't want you?”

Cassie winced at his bluntness but answered steadily.
It doesn't make any difference. Ull just—live by
myseif?

“He'll take you back, he'd be 2 damn fool 20t 10"
Tom’s hand camme oux o cover hers for a moment, then
he abraptly got out of the car and came round fo open
her door for her. “Guodbye, Cassie.”

‘She looked at im uncerainly. ‘Goodbye, Tom.!

He shat the car door @nd looked 6 if he was going
%o walk away, but then he turmed back and hunged for
her, pulling her into bis arms and Kissing her with 8
compulsive passion. ‘Cassi God. If you cver need

me ... just remember I ove you!” He kissed her again,
then let her go 30 suddenly that she almost fell. The
next moment he was in the car and pulling away fast
out into the road,

Cassic warched him out of sight, then curned and
stowly climbed the staifs to the flat. It was late, she'd
been with Tom 2 long time, and she feie tired, but
pleasantly so. Now maybe she could start building her
life again.

The Yight was on in the hall and she bliked in”
surprise, then hurried into the sitting-room. Simon
was there. He was standing at the uncurtained
window that overlooked the entrance to the block of
fats.

“Simonl* Cassie’s face lit up when she saw him and
she started towards him, then stopped as he turned
and she saw the cold, hsrsh look on bis face. *Simon?”
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she sid again, her heart filled with uncertainty and
foret
*Did yoll have a goed trip?” His voice, too, was cold
as the wind in winter.
“Why—why, yes, | suppose s0.”
i e, caking is ber casual chorby

the holdall. ‘Was that all the Inggage you took with you?”

Cassie frowned, trying to work our why he was tike
this, whar he was getting at. “Yes, I didn't need very
much.”

A look of such savage fury came into his face that it
frightened ber. ‘No, 1 don't suppose you do weed much
when you're spending e whole weekend in bed with
our lover!"

She stared at hism, appalled as much by bis assump-
tion as his fury. ‘Ne, 1 didet. 1,

“You bitchl Don’t lie to me. T sam yon out there

with him? He pointed savagely at the window. Do
you understand? 1 saw you!

“Ivs you who doesa’t undtmnd, Cassx! put in
desperately, but Simon hardly heard
I thought if I gave you enough time you'd come to
Jour sense e swept on Tortouly. 1 dhaght hat
when you phoned me it Was a way of saying that you
fete ready for us 1o talk things out, but now I see that
it was just e lie to me about going to Italy, to make
sure 1 wouldn’t come down this weekend.” His mouth
pulted back into a sncer. ‘But why bother to lie, Cassic?
And why borher 0 g0 2wy for the weekend? Surely,
if you’re going to behave like a cheap little slut, you're
not too fastidious 0 do it here in our marrisge bed!’
Cassie stored at hitn, too shaken for a moment to
speak, then anger fipped throngh her like She
swent for him with her fists and feet, hitting out ar his
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face and trying to kick him. Simen swore savagely as
e or two punches landed, then caught hold of her
wrists, twisting them cruelly, then with disdainful case
propelled her backwards and shoved her forcefully
down on to the seteee, He looked down on her for »
moment as she lay winded, his face contorted by rage
disgust, then he wiped ks hands as if he'd just
touched something dirty, picked up his case and left
ke lying there.
Staggering to her foct, Cassie called his name and

e ot down 10 he catrance of the Dlock of fts 1
was 0o late, be ws gone.
The following night she again dislled Simon's
number. When he wered It st id, cokly and
without preamble, ‘I want a divor



CHAPTER EIGHT

wes 4 long pause on the line, then Simon
replied, ‘Very well. I can’t get down to London
for a while, you'll have to come up here and discuss it.”
I don't see why we have 10 discuss it at all,’ Cassie
answered baidly. ‘Why can't we just let our solicitors
handie it
‘Divorce can be an expensive business; why pay
Tawyers when we could probably save time and money
by wmkmg ‘out how we'se going 10 yet about it fizet?”
T don’t.care how much it costs. 1 just want to be
free of your
There was an slmost tangible silence before Simon
said coldly, *As Tom Rydell’s abviously paying your
expenses 1 don’t expect you do care about cost, but
presumably you do care soout the time factor, in which
case you'l have vo come up here.”
No.

If yon want # divorce you'll have 0. And come
ilone, i b 3ou e e, I don' wan: Rl

e recognised that tone of voice and knew there
was 5o acguing with it. Afier g few minutes she eaid,
“All right, Tll come up on Saturda

“T'l make arrangements with Mulisine’s to fly you
in the fim’s plane.’

“Ill make my own way up, thanks,” Cassie put in

sardanically.
“Suit yoursef. But you'll have to take their helicopter
166
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out here from Glasgow. There's one leaving at three in
the afterncon.”

“All cight.”

Cassie snapped the receiver down, her hand trem-
bling, not trusting herself to talk any fonger without
breaking down.

On Saturday morning she dressed with extra care,
putting on a tight-skirted blue woolien suit 2nd a cream
silk blouse with ruffies and a bow at the neck. Her
‘make-up and hair she made sure were as perfect as she
could get them, because she was going to need all the
confidence that looking good could give her whea she
met Simon. The joumney up in the tain wes long and
uneventul, giving her plenty of time to think wbout
what she would say to him, All tope of 8 reconciliation
bad gone now, driven out by the unjust assumptions
te'd made about ber and Tom and the things he'd
u.llcd fier, What hopé could there passibly be after

Sh:wls(mupugh(nndn:rvwxmbexblemul when
she reached Glasgow, 50 she hired a cab and went straight
ot oy siting iath i oo with s anda

{he belcoprer. Surprisingl, it wsncraiing s she was
Ted across the tarmac, but the skies were grey and clo
and there s 8 waztah i the e The day Fl 8 cod

and miserable as her beart,
There were very fow passengers today, only another
herself.

belicopter in a wheeichair, obviously fresh out of s,
materairy hospital, and  man in a business suit cas
ing a bulging briefcase. They were led to & much
smaller helicopter than the one Cassie had wavelled
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in before; this one held only four passengers besides
the pilor. They climbed aboard, the new mother being
carefully helped out of the wheelchair and into her seat,
the safety-belt being put round her and the baby. Then
Cassic got in, foliowed by the male passenger. The

er woman smiled at het as Cassie fastened her own
Detr and Yooked as if she wanted 10 talk, But Cassie
gave only a perfunciory smile in return; she was 1o
tense and strung up to be able to make smell ralk now.
But Iuckily the noise of the engine and the fotor blades
wras 50 loud that talk was impossible anyway and she
was able to sit back thankfully o her seat and lose
herself in her own thoughts as the helicopter fose into
the air and began the long Bight up fne coast 1o
Kinray.

It rmust have been at least haif an hour later when
Cassic realised there was something wrong. She had
‘been s0 Wrapped up in her own problems that she had
been taking o motice ac all of what was going on
axound her, and it was only when the man next o her

ed her amm as he sat forward, his body tense,
that she came back o reality. She looked round, won-
dering &t first what was the matter, then saw that they
were flying In a thick, swirling mist that enclosed them
Tike a cloud, Cassie peered out of the window, but there
was 10 sign of the ground, the mist wes il around
them. The pilot bad the windscreen wipers going and
was wking on the rafio, his voice, although she
couldn't distinguish the words, sounding urgent. On
hex other side the woman's eyes weze wide and scared
and she was holding her beby tighty,

‘thz i+ " Casie raisud her voice above the noise
of the en

The ma mext to her shouted back, “The mist came
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down suddenly and he can’t see. And there’s high
ground ahead,

“But—but surely he’s got instruments and thing
Her voice died in her throat as she realised just how
little she knew about helicopters; they were just an-
other of the machines—like cars and planes—that you
always took for granted unti something went wrong
with them. And this time it looked 85 if there was
something seriously wrong.

By stroining her exro e could make out the pilot
calling aver the radio, but he didn’c seem o be
any reply because he kept repeating the seme things.
They seemed 10 be going more slowly now, bat it was
impossible to guess at what height they were fying
‘whe she coulda't see the ground.

pilot turned round and gesturcd downwa:

with i thaanb, shouteg, Hold on_T'm going down.
It might be clear therc.”

The helicopter swayed to the right and then began
to swoop downwards. Cassie felt fear grip her heart
and she chutched the arms of her seat, gripping them
il the knuckes showed white, Beside her the woman
gave a sob of fright, then cluiched wildly at Cassie’s
sleeve. *My baby! Help me hold him.’

Cassic stared at hes, and it took all the courage she
ad t0 tet g0 of the seat arm, turm towrds the woman
and put her arm across to help her hold the baby,

which sas crying now, either from being held too
tightly or becouse it had sensed its mother’s fear.

Things began to happen so quickly thea that they
merged into a jumbled kaleidoscope of terror when
there was no time to think, only to react 10 the primi-
tive urge for scif-preservation. Cassie remembered the
mist clearing for @ brief second and seeing the sea
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below them, but close, only @ few yards away. Someone
sbouted and the helicopter rose again, bur then it
h:nk-nd sharpty, throwing her violently back in her

The woman began to scream shrilly, bur Cassie
i only stare i appalled horror as she saw a wall of
sock appear in front of them, rising out of sight above

seconds she could bardly breathe, felt as. if she wa
going to suffocate. She put up feeble hands to try and
push the man off, but suddenty they were me right
way up again 2nd the helicopter was going down. It

met the ground with a terrific bump, then tilted over 1
one side. Cassie wassure that they'd come down in the ses

drown them where they
But the piloc was teking off his safety step and
pushing the door open, yelling at them o get our.
Somehow Cassic mafaged to make her fingers work,
to pull at the strap uaril it came free, but the woman
ekt (0 her a3 sorcaming hyetoreally, maring 20
move to undo her srap, ust bolding the baby and
scteaming, her eyes starting from ber head. The pilot
got out of his seat, pushed past Cassie and hit the other
sharply actoss the face; the screaming stopped
as if someone had turned off a radio. The other pas-
senger had got his door open and was jumping out.
Castic scramble out o ber sat and movas t fllow

‘chp your heads downf® the pilot yeited across at
her. “The rotory are scill goig round.”
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It looked an awfully long way down, but the man
tad wirmed und was bolding out 8 hand to her. Casie
ook it and jumped, landing in water and soft xin
She saw that they had landed on the tiny beach e
small sea-locked bay with tall rugged cliffs all around
it. The sound of the sez breaking on the rocky shore
was very loud, that and the gradually slowing rotor
blaes.

“Yow’l) have to h!lp me,’ the pilot shouted ro tem.
‘I can’t get her out.’

They waded round the front of the helicopter and
Cassie sew with horror that it was balanced pre-
cariously with one rail on the edge of a large rock in
danger of slipping sideways at any moment. The

woman had frozen with fear, clutching the baby to her
breast and refusing to move.

“Come on, you've got 10 get out, It could go ovef &0
any moment!” The pilot had undone hier strap and Was
1rying to pu the woman out, but she wouldn't come.
In desperation he snatched the baby out of her arms
and gave it to Cassie. ‘Get going. Run!” he yelied &t
her.

As Cassie turned to obey him she saw the woman

ream like a wounded animal and aimost fall ot of
the helicopter into the pilor’s arwas, her fear for bev
baby greater than her own. The two men picked the
soman up between them and began to run threugh
the shallows towards the beach as fast as they could.
Cassie’s high-heeled shoes sank into the sand at every
stop and she impatiently kicked them off. The shicgle
cut into her feet, but at least she could run

Behind her she heard 2 noise and turned to see the
helicopter start o stip off the rock, the rotor blsdes,
which were still spinning round, only mmch siower
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now, gradually geing nearer the ground.
‘Get downl”

Even as the pilot yelled & warning Cassic saw the
danger and dropped to the ground, somchow managing
to hold the baby out of the water. There was
n].n-ughry snapping sound as the first rotor hit the

und. Churned-up shingle flew with the velocity of
Bullcey it mined. up. with sca spray and ehasks o
broken metal thar whistled overhead and smashed
against the stone cliffs, some of then ricocheting off to
make o double danger. The second roto blde bt md
then the third, turning the beach into a nightmare of
fiying missiles and debris. Cassie eard 2 cry of paim
behind her and was almost sosked by the spray of
‘water, but then there was only the sound of the waves,
breaking everlastingly over the shore.

Slowly she picked herself up and looked around. The
baby was crying lustily, so that was it zight. The two
men had covered the woman with their owxi bodies,
but the male passenger had blood coming from &
wound in his back. Somehow they managed 1o wade
at 1o the beach, the pilot more or less carrying the
baby's mother. He set the woman down on the sand,

against the Ciff face, and Cassie gave her her
baby, then they helped the injured man off with his
jacket so that the pilot could look at the wound,

“Do you know enything sbout nursing?’ the pilor
asked fer.

Cassie shook er head. ‘T'm afraid ot

“There’s a first aid box in the chopper, 'l go back
and see if T can get it

He waded out to the gow half-submerged helicopter
and Cassie kooked at the ather man worriedly. Does it
burt very much?®
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2 5100k his head, ‘F'm 50 bloody wet I can’t feel i
iy name's Bitl, by the way—Bill Harris."

vepeated her name, adding, “How are you fecting®
“Not too bad. And the baby’s all right, that’s the
smain thing, the woman answered with a pleasant Scots
accent,
“Yes, of course. Is he your first baby?”
“Yes.! The woman looked up st Cassic. “We've
three

‘bed for aver five months to make sure I kept him. And
mow this—now this has to happen!” The wommn burst
into tears and began t cry noisily.

“Ob, don't. Please hush. We're safe now. Look,
what's your name?”

“Jeannis—Jeanmic Cooper. I'm sorry, I'm & bit low
at the moment.”

“Of course you are.” Cassie stayed and tatked to her
while the pilot put & dressing on Bill Harris’s back.
They were all wet through, but there was no wind ta
chill ther, and Cassie could only be glad that it was
summertone; i i¢ had happensd i the winter they
svouldn’t have stood & chan

When the piio hat finshed. be looked. about him
and then up at the cliffs. *I'd better try and climb those
and sce if I can get help.”

“Dida’t you manage t send off @ radio message?’
Bill Hareis asked.

I tried, but the cliffs must have been bouncing the
signal back; there was 4 fot of interference and 1 w.
having trouble with the radio before we ditched”

‘Gould a helicopter pick us up from here:
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“No.’ The pilot shook his head. “The cliffs are
close. The only thing I can do is go up. I've broughe!
some flares from the chopper; Ul take 4 couple of them
with me and if I hear or see anything Ill send one 5

He walked round the lirtle bay until he found &
broken patch of cliff and then began o climb. They o
watched him until the mist hid him from sight, them
‘Bill Hartis rurned and looked at the water. ‘T hope be
hurries up,” he remarked.

‘Cassie was sbout w say, so da 1, when she saw the

“We can, perhaps, if there’s a way up,” Bill agreed.
“But can sie?” And he jerked his head 1owards Jeannie
Cooper, who was leaning against the rocks, her eyes
closcd wnd her foct very pale.

e that there didiv scem much 10 say uatd) the
pilot came back

1 got to the top,’ he told them. ‘It prevty tricky in

seemed surprised when he shook his head.

“No, nene. Just open mootland, no roads or any sigs
of houses. Plenty of space for another chopper to laad
and pick us up, though, 5o 1 think we’d betver i7y and
et up thee.” e looked acoss at Jeanmie and then at
Bill. *You in much

“Can’t feel & thing,’ o replied in an obvious lie.

“Think you can help me with her?’

“Sure, but wher about the bat

The pilot turned to Cassie, but she spoke before he
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could even ssk the question. Don't wowry, E1
after iz, but 1 don't think 1 could climb p saet cac> o
ar the same time.”

‘I don’t want you o, I want you to juss wax e
unti T come back for you. Okay?”

Cassie smiled at him. ‘Okay.

He grinned in response. *Thanks, love. Right, ks
uy and rig something up 5o that | can carry her on exy
back.”

It was about twenty minutes hefore they set off, the
pilot carrying Jeannie almost s a dead weight on his
‘back with Bill Harris following behind to stcady him.
Even in that time the sea scemed to have come io &
Jong way and had almost sveted the heicopter. Cassie
watched them slowly begin the climb and felt more
alone than she'd ever felt in her life. Her rhmngms flew
t Simon, wondering if he was waiting for her and

whether he yet knew that they'd crashed. Would he
ik thar sherd been drowned? Would he perhaps b
glad? The very thought chilled her more than her wet
clothes, and she shivered violently.

by began to cry and she looked down at it,
taking notice of it for the first time. She didn't know
much sbout babies, but this onc was, she supposed,
quite a nice one; it wasn't all red and wrinkled like @
smonkey as most of them appeared to be, But it was so
tiny; impossible (o believe that anything that small
could live. She'd forgotten to ask the mother how old
it was, but it could only be a few days old at the most.
Tt opened irs mouth to cry again and she jiggled it up
and down, not knowing what to do to keep it quiet.
The poor lirde thing struggled in its blanket and its
hands came out, bunched into minute fists as it beat at
the air.
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“Htush, hush! Don't cry, baby.” Cassie marvelled at
its tiny hands, the fingers 0 bigger than her smallest
fingernail bus each ane perfectly formed. She held it
closer to her, tucking it inside her jacket, affaid its cry
would carry to its mother and alerm bes it had been
hard enovgh o persusde her to leave it behind as it
was. The pilot had almost hat t use violence in the
end.

“Tiny hends touched her breast, exploring, seeking,
and she looked down and saw that the baby had i3
mouth open.

Cassie Janghed softly. ‘Oh, 0 yow're hungry, are
you? Well, you won’t find anything there, chum—I'm
Tt your mum. Here, try this.” Tentatively she put the
joint of her bent little finger into the baby’s mouth and
he began ta suck on it happily, his eyes closing in
delight. Cassie stood looking down st the baby, for u
very long time, her eyes full of sadness.

back, he would have had to take frequent rests, and
then there was Bill for all he said he-was all right, he
must have been in considerable pain, the pilot might
even have hud to leave him part way and then go back
for him. They might even all be stuck up there some-
where
CGassie waited wnril the water was up to her knees,
then she buttoned the baby inside her jacket and held
it firmly in place with one hand, then slowly began to
climb the cliff at the spot where the others had gone

g,
When the pilot came down he found ber about 6if-
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teen feet up the cliff face, standing on a ledge and
leaning against  protruding piece of rock, resting. He
scrambled over to her and leant with her against the
rock, getting his bresth back.

*Sorry 1 took 5o long, hiad a bit of bother getting
Mirs Cooper up the tricky bic.” He glanced down st the
sca. *Getting & bit wet down there, was it?

“Just a bit,” Cassie agreed.

He grinned. ‘We'l go on up in a minute. *Fraid I'm
a bit out of condition, 1 don’t usually get this cuch
exercise. How’s the buby?"

“Asleep, 1 think." Cassie glanced down at the child
and settled it more comfortably in her arms. “Are the
others alf right?”

“I don'r think Bill Harris is very good—he passed

thing is that the mist’s lifting," he added cheerfully.

He rested for few minutes longer, han took off s
jacket and shirt, putting the jacket back on and fash-
ring hashirt e st of i fo is sy i hich
they put the baby, rathet like the North Americen Tndians
used to use.

“There, it should be sl right in there for a bit.” He
Tooked at Cussie quizzically. ‘Ever done any rock-
climbing?

“No. But if you can get up there, 1

He smiled approvingly. ‘Good girl! Jus! follow me
and ry and put your hands and fee where I do. 1f you
get stuck or penicky just yell and Il come back for
you!

‘They went up skowly, with several rests, for the piloc
55 mach a1 Caseies shver climbing e T tiice
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already he was wellnigh exbausted. Stangely enough

rocks.
Cassie found it extremely difficult. A piece of rock cut
1o ber foot and she glanced down to look for 2
better foothold. She found herself looking down a
amcer drep of Aty fect 1 the poling sea and. socks
below. Panic filled her and she gave & gasp of terror,
clinging to the tock face, and too paralysed with
fright to move.

Dimly above her she could hear the pilot cailing her

urging her on, but she couldn’t move, could ooty

on,’ he repested. *Your husband's waiting for you.”

Slowly Cassie’s fingers unfroze. She moved a ten-
tative hand upwards and began ta climb again, the pilot
encouraging and helping her. It scemed a thousand
‘miles to the top, and even then she could hardly believe
that they were safe until she crawled across the grass

blame hers she felt like having a good cry herself. She
Toy there for some time trying to still her poundiog
heart, then rollcd over and saw that the mist had almost
cleared and that, wonder of wonders, the grey clond
swas breaking up and revealing patches of brilliant blue
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sy throngh which rays of golden sunlight were shaft-
ing down 10 the
i s theough one of these pasches that they st
saw the helicopter. They heard it first, then Jeannie
Cooper gave an excited shout and pointed, and the pilor
upafiore. Th
before the craft, from R.AF. Rescuc, had landed and
picked them up, was taking them on to Kinzay.
Cassic looked out of the window as they flew over
the site, experiencing that Gulliver in Lilliput sensation

appeared to be completely finished. Simon’s doing? she

wondered. His drive and energy pushing the work on?

There were two ambulances waiting by the helicopter
eanni

slowly, her feet cut and sore. She grimaced wryly as
she realised what she must look like, with her hair Joose
snd windswept, her clothes torn and sea-stained. One
of the RAF. men went 10 lift her dawn, but then he
was shouldered aside and Simon was thore.

He was staring up at her, his face white and drewn,
more rd than she hag ever seen it. He said
urgently, “Cassie, then reached up and lifted her down.

roughiy into his amms to hold her very, very tightly.
Neither of them moved or spoke for some time, both
too choked by emotion to do more than just cling to
each other.

But then Simon put his hands up to her face and
asked unsteadily, ‘Are you—are you all right?’
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She nodded s tried 1o sl ‘Ver Bxcept that —
T Iost my shoes

Fie glanced down at her fer, then sooped 10 pick
her up in his ams, There was & car waiting nearby
and he carried her across, ignoring a doctor who
wanted her to go to hospital for a check-up and same
reporters who tried to ask questions and take pictures.
After putting her in the passenger seat, Simon got in
beside her and drove firmly through the crowd of
people, accelerating out of the oil terminal and along
the road to his house. Cassie leant beck in the seat,
content fust to look &t him, knowing that this wasn't
the time for words. Not yer. That time was still to
come, but now it Wass't 50 important any more.

At the house he lifted her out of the car and carried
her upstairs (o the bedroom, No one came t0 see who
it was; they had the place to themselves. He set her
down #nd helped Her to take off het ruined jacket and
skirt, then knelt and gently to0k off her tom tights.
Cassie couldn't help a tremor running through her as
she felt his hands on her legs, and his eyes came swiftly

o mest hers. But then he helped her isto & chair,

went into the bathyoom, nd coming back with a bowl

warm water began very tenderly o bathe her feet,
Them sy them on & seft el

Cassie sat in the chair, her eyes closed, feeling
drained of strength and emotion. That drere was still &
great guif between them she knew, but for the moment
she thrust all thoughts of it aside, fecling only his hands
tending her, taking care of her, knowing that he was
close.

Simon moved away and she slowly opened her eyes.
He was standing watching her, the drawn ook still in
his face bur not so pale now,
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Cassic tensod nervously nd set wp, her eges dge
and troubled. ‘Simon, I ..
But het words were broken off as he bex smlsbully
and Gaught her by the arms, pulling her 1o her feve. Hie
hss:d her then, 50 fiercely that he burt her, bondimg
head back so that she had to cling to him to s
hmelf faling. And then bis handswere o ber crbesy
pulting them off, clumsy in his haste. She wied
speak, but he silenced her with his mouth, picking her
up and cartying her over to the bed.

He stood looking down at ber, his breathing un-
steady. “Oh God, I'd almost forgotten how beautiful
‘you are. His hand came down o touch her breast and
she shuddered and gasped.

Simon began to pull off his clothes, throwing ther
down anyhow, and then he was beside her an e bed,
pulling her to him,

Suddenly there was so much Cassic wanted 1o say,

“No,” he said savagely, T'm not going to let you go.
Now or ever. You're mine, Cassic. You belong 10 me.
And I should have done this wecks gol’

He took her then, with a savage hunger, his need for
her 50 urgent that there was no time for gentleness.
Cassie moved under him, taking hs body as fiercely a3
he gaye it, wanting him 5o badly, her insides on fire
with passion aind desire. She dug her nalls into his
back, crying out his name, her body acching under him
4 she ot bisbody sadder with plasure, and cosasy
engulfed her. They lay, then, clinging t0
panting and breathles, theis bodics burning hots but
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it had been 50 long since they had been together that
soon Simon's hands and mouth were on her, touching,
kissing, and Cassie was moaning, “Love me again. O,
Siman, please, please love me againt’

He was more gende this time, hifting her to the
heights of desire and holding hes there until she cried
out for him and pulied him fiercely down on top of
her, giving herself to him in compicte surrender.

erwards they lay together, their bodies for the
moment_exhausted but still very close together.
Cassie’s checks were wet with tears of joy and gratitude
and Simon tenderly Kissed them away. He looked into
her face searchingly, his fingers gently oxploring every
fearure all over again. When they reached her mouth
be grew stil, then seid fiercely, I meant it, Cassie,
' not going 1o let you go! It doesn’t marter what
happened betwetn you and Tom. Not any more. God,
when I thought that you'd been killed . ..* He broke
off, his face twisted in remembered pain.

Quickly Cassie put her hands on either side of s
face. *Simon, lsten © me. There wes nothing
Tom and me. I was never unfaithful to you.'

His eyes flew to meet hers, incredulons, valnerable.
“You're not just saying that to.. "

Nl Ob, okay, we kssed 8 ovple of times, bt whea
be asked me 10 g0 to bed with him I said no. I—1
couldn’t, you see.”

Simon tensed and his hand tightened. ‘T saw you
together, Cassie.’ He didn’t say it secusingly, almost
sadly.

o vou sy Cassie wid ugently, ‘was Tom

ropping me off s¢ the fiac. I hada't been with him
mn weskend-—'d gone away alone ® try and think

ut. You can check with the hotel where I was
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staying, if you don't believe me. 1 phoned him and
asked him to pick me up at the station whea I got back
%o London becsuse I—well, because I'd made up my
mind that T wasn’t going 0 see hir any more.”

“You mesn ..

Steadily Cassie said, I toid him that night. He
wouldn’t accept it at first, but in the end he had to.’

‘O, Cassiel” A look of relief and thankfulness came
into Simon’s cyes. ‘If you vnly knew how hard ivs
beta t0 try wid live with the thought of you together,
of you in another man's arms.

Bon't O, please don'. I'm sorry, Sinon, I've been
such g fool. But 1 was 0 lonely, 1 missed you %0
muchl®

He pulled her to him almost viotently and heid her
tightly in his arms, “We've both been damn fools, me
more than yon. I thought that if we loved eschs other
enough we could weather any separation, @ny prob~
lems. But it was wrong of me 10 expect 30 much.”

No, you weren't wrong. It was my fanlt. | was 50
tonely without you that 1 got and wanted to hurt
‘you. But really it was just saying 2 that 1 needed you.
You see, 1 sissed you 50 much, Simon, 5o very much.

“Darling!” He kissed her gently, bur then frowned
and said, ‘But # you'd decided fo end it with Tom,
why did you say you wanted a divorce? Because I
jumped 20 the wrong conclusion?”

“Partly that,” Cassic pansed and added with diffi-
culy, ‘and pertly because you were With & Woman

“With 2 woman?* Simor’s eyebrows fiew up in in-
credulous susprise.

“Yes. T heard her start to speak and then stop.”

Simon began to trugh. “You adorable idict—¢hat was
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the television news. 1 switched it off with the remote
control.

“You mean I've been tormented by jealousy because
of a news announcer? Oh, Simon?® Cassie clung o him
as he laughed again

“P'm glad you were jealous,” he murmured. ‘I want
you always to be jealous.’ Hle bent to touch her lips
with his, exploring her mouth with tantalising little
Kisses, then moving on 10 trace the curve of her cheek,
her thraat, her eyes, coming back to her mouth with
ravenous hunger. ‘Ob, God, Cassie, T love you. No
matter what it takes, we'se never going to be parted
again.’

He weat to Kiss her again, but Cassie stopped him,
Tooking up at him searchingly. ‘Wonld you really have
v me o divorce?”

smiled and carried her hand o his Tips, kissing
er fngertips. No, but | was geuing precty despers
by then. That's why I insisted that you come up here.
1 realised what a stubborn fool I'd been and that the
only chance we had of getting. back together was here,
in this bed.’

Carsic nughed 4 1m|= “So this is where T womld

ended up an

“ow ety § Somon looked down at hes, his
face suddenly serious again, His voice raw with

exmotion, he said, ‘You see, yow're the most precious
thing in my lifc, and there was no way I could ler
vou go.’

e stared up at him, overwhelmed and feeling
stzangely humbled, but then, gs he began to kiss and
caress every cusve of her body, ewaken each sexual
nerve end one by one, she was again lost in passion,
her body responding to his touch as he made love to
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her 2guin and again, until they both fell mto 3 kwg.
contented sicep.

It was daylight before she awoke and for » kw
sconds she chought she was i the fx,ghome 2 bt 0
she had been for 30 long, and the fami
il her heart, but the she movea and fet Smon’s

body beside her. Recollection and joy fooded
through her in a wave 50 great she thought she would
burat with happiness. Tt swas all right. They were to-
gether again and everything was going to be fine from
now on. Carefully she wurned so that she could see
im, savouring this moment of pure bappiness w try
and hold it for ever in her mind. She wanted to reach
out and touch him, to frace the outline of his hard jaw
and straight nose, to smooth away
grim line at the cormer of his mouth that had never
been there before. But she was'afraid to wake him,
wanting to hoid on & this moment for ever.

She lay still until quite a while later when he moved
and rurmed an to his back, then she glanced at the clock
on the bedside table, sat up and reached for the phone,
She asked the operator to get her the Jocal cottage hos-
pital and then asked the matron on duty’ how Bili
Harris and Jeanoie were.

“Och,” the woman replied in a broad Scots accent,
“they're both fine. Wete keeping Mr Harris in for 2
day or two, but Mrs Gooper will be away home today.”

“And her child?’

“The bairn’s fine. Not a thing wrong with him.”

‘P so glad. Will you please tell them that Mrs
Ventris called.”

She put the receiver down slowly, remembering
those few hours of danger that had brought a group of
smangess so close together, only to part again when
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they were safe. Turning, she saw that Simon was awake
and watching her.

“Are they all right?”

“Yes, fine.’

He held out his hand to her, bur she surprised him
by sving determinedly, ‘Siman, are you very busy 3¢
the oil terminal? Can you take a few days of

He smiled rather wryly. ‘O course. Tll be be gving it
up unyway 1o come back to London with .

stipped domn o bed 10 stogale up 19 him. “That
‘won’t be necessary.

His eyebrows rose. ‘It woo’r?*

“No, because of the heavy schedule you've got over
the next few days.’ She moved against him volup-
tuously, arousing him at once.

“What heavy schedule?’ Simon asked thickly as he
reached for her.

“Msking quite sire you give me @ baby.”

His fingers bit into her flesh so hard that she gasped.

“What did you say? His grey eyes stared into hers.
D sou mean i Ob, G, Casie e you s
sofily, putting up a hand 10

7

It will just have to wait untl your job here i

finished and the baby's old enongh to go to aursery

school, If Marsiott & Brown’s won't take me back, Ill

open & shop of my own. In the meantime we'll just be

ogeches, here i Scotland, Becanse all T want is 1o be
it you.
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“Oh, Cassiel My darling girl?’ He held her very close
for a long time, until Cassie moved restlessly and he
loosened his hold.

She looked at him impatiently. ‘Well, what are you
waiting for? You do want the job P offering, don’t
you?

Simon laughed, a deep, masculine laugh of pure
happiness. ‘I most cestainly do. And Tl do my very
best 1o give satisfaction, ma'am.’ And he did.



