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SUCH SWEET
POISON

Anne M ather



'I'm not asking you to go to bed with him. Jusirake up a four for a
meal.'

But Catherine was wary. After the failure of herrnae she had pulled
the pieces together and somehow carried on, debpitesense of guilt.
Now she was content with her spinster life andintgrested in finding a
new man, whatever well-meaning friends thought. Ybkere was
something in Morgan Lynch which struck a responsilierd. Attractive,
articulate, but clearly haunted by his unhappy,gdstgan was a man who
challenged and intrigued her. But was Catherine wisget involved?



‘I want to go to bed with you. I'd be a fool if idh’'t. But not to satisfy
some belief | have that I'm irresistible to woméinh just a. regular guy,
who finds you very attractive. What's so unusuabwbthat, for God’s
sake?’

Catherine bent her head. ‘Why?’

‘Why what?’

‘Why me?’ She took an uneven breath. ‘Did-did Dépat you up to it?’

Morgan swore softly, and then, as if unable to pn¢vhimself, he bent
towards her, his mouth covering hers with uncotedintent. ,



CHAPTER ONE

‘LIVE a little, Cat. He’s a friend of Denzil's andhe’s gorgeous! A
little-shy, perhaps, but what the hell? What have got to lose?’

Catherine Lambert stared at the computer screefromt of her with
impatient eyes. ‘Since when have Denzil's friengerb gorgeous?’ she
enquired, scowling at the display. ‘Damn, that’s mght.’

‘In this case, he is,” Kay Sawyer assured her $wifHHe’s an old army
buddy of Denzil's. At least, they met while they re&eoth in uniform.
Denzil didn't actually see any active service.’

‘No.” Catherine allowed a small smile to tilt hgrd.

‘Well.” Kay was defensive now. ‘Denzil’'s in US Armigtelligence, as you
know. Someone has to do the boring jobs. We cdintteawar heroes, can
we?’

Catherine made no comment. Her opinion of Denzivy®a was not
particularly flattering, but he was Kay’'s husbaadd because of that she
was prepared to be tolerant.

‘Anyway,” Kay persisted, ‘what do you say? You'd being me a real
favour.’

Catherine looked at the other woman. ‘Kay, how m@ames do | have to
tell you? | don’t need you to organise my socii.li

‘If 1 don’t, you'll spend the next | don’t know howany years going home
to that empty house, with only that damn moggy dompany,' retorted
Kay shortly. “You're a young woman, Cat. Just bessawell, just because
you made one mistake, you don’t have to spend ésé¢ of your life
brooding over it.’

‘I'm not brooding over anything,” Catherine protedt pushing her
spectacles up her nose. But it was not precisely. t6he always felt a



sense of depression whenever she thought about bigilshe had no
intention of admitting that to her friend. ‘And HecCs not a moggy,’ she
added. ‘He’s a black Persian.'

‘All right.” Kay abandoned that tack. ‘But how mamyen have you been
out with in the last six months?’

‘Does it matter?’ A faint trace of colour invadedt@erine’s cheeks.
‘It matters to me.’ Kay sighed. ‘Cat-’

‘Look, | know you mean well.” Catherine shook heyald. ‘But honestly,
I'd just as soon. not get involved.’

‘What’s involved?’ Kay cast her eyes towards thdirog ‘Cat, this is a
dinner invitation, that’s all. Nothing more; nothifess.’

Catherine moistened her lips. It was obvious Kag wat going to be put
off by prevarication, so she had to think of' sdmmeg else. ‘Well, who is
he?’ she asked. ‘What’s he doing in England? Imbe&ied?’

Kay glanced quickly round the large office, assgrinerself that her
conversation was not being observed by a highdroaity, and then said
confidingly, ‘His name’s Morgan Lynch, and he’s notarried.” She
shrugged. ‘He was-once-but, like you, he’s divoroewv, and, at present,
he’s working in Denzil's section at the Embassy.’

‘| see.” Catherine bit down on her lower lip. ‘Welllm sure if you want to
ask him to dinner he’s quite capable of findingdwa date.’

‘He doesn’t know anybody,” exclaimed Kay frustrdjedHe’s only been
in London three weeks! Oh, why can’t you just dis ttne small thing for
me?’

Catherine pressed her lips together. ‘Does-he--kiyow're trying to
arrange a partner for him?’

‘Who? Denzil?’ Kay pretended to be obtuse, but wtiet only aroused a
look of resignation she straightened away from Eatle’s desk. ‘It's only



a dinner party,” she said, looking down at herrfdeavith sulky eyes. ‘I'm
not asking you to go to bed with him. Just to majge four for a meal.’

Catherine expelled her breath wearily. ‘I'd likehtelp you, Kay, but-’
‘But what?’

‘Well-as you say-it's been months since | went witts anyone. Don’t you
think you ought to ask someone more-sociable?’

Kay shook her head. ‘It'll do you good.’

‘Will it?” Catherine was not convinced. ‘I'm not agtly anyone’s idea of a
blind date, am 1?’

‘What do you mean?’
Catherine lifted her shoulders. ‘I'm too tall, I'mo fat, and | wear glasses."
‘You're not fat!’

Kay latched on to the only one of the three thas wemotely arguable.
Catherine was too tall. At five feet ten, she lablkdwn on most of the
men she met. Which was one of the reasons Neil chadped her,
Catherine reflected obliquely. He had never likeelihg at a disadvantage,
physically or otherwise. -

‘Anyway, | think you should come,” Kay persistedhe trouble with you
is, you've had no confidence in yourself since Neil’ She broke off then,
as if aware she was invading forbidden territorgd &hen continued
heedlessly, ‘Well, it's true. And it's only becaukeare about you that |
say these things. For heaven’s sake, it's beensilmm years! Don't you
think it's about time you made a new start?’

Catherine looped one silky strand of night-darkr lehind her ear. ‘By
attending your dinner party?’ she enquired wryhyd &ay nodded.

‘Why not?’



Catherine hesitated. ‘Whose idea was it to ask r8&® couldn’t believe
Denzil Sawyer was in favour. Not after the way bBhd put him down.

‘Denzil’s,” declared Kay, astonishingly. ‘He saicklly he said you were
exactly what-who.. .” She gave a nervous smileaty who we needed.’

Catherine sighed. She suspected there must belsamseriously lacking
in Morgan Lynch, if Denzil considered her a suitabbmpanion. But she
could hardly tell Kay that. Not without getting inta whole nest of
sleeping vipers.

The appearance of Kay's boss, Andrew Hollingswooiie of the senior

actuaries, in the office doorway evidently lookiiog his secretary, made a
decision critical. And, although Catherine was slre was going to regret
it later, she decided to accept. After all, Kay waght. Since Neil had

walked out on their marriage, she had become Viyt@arecluse, going

from house to office and back again with neveneidiion in between.

‘All right,” she said, in a low voice, flashing Anelv Hollingsworth a
bright smile, and Kay, ever vigilant of any warnisignal, gathered up a
handful of papers from Catherine’s desk, as if tred been her intention
all along.

‘Do you mean it?’ she hissed, as Catherine detexdiynrescued the
results of the analysis she had been working od, sdared at the now
muddled sheets with some frustration.

‘Yes. Yes,” she answered, aware that Kay's boss getsing more
impatient by the minute. ‘Go! I'll talk to you laté

‘Great!” Kay made a circle of her thumb and forgin, and then, after
pulling a face at Catherine, she turned disarmimtgiyards the door. ‘Oh,
Mr Hollingsworth! Were you looking for me?’

* % %

Of course, Catherine regretted her impulsive degjsas she had known
she would. The idea of going to a dinner party-aliyyner party-and
spending the evening making small talk filled hethwdismay. She had



never been particularly good at small talk, and¢siNeil’ s defection, she
had become increasingly antisocial. Add to thatf#oe that she knew she
had put on weight since the divorce, and that stee rfothing suitable to
wear, and she had the perfect recipe for depression

Why ever had she allowed Kay to persuade her? shedeved that
evening, as she let herself into her house in QdcliRoad. Not even
Hector's enthusiastic welcome-rubbing himself abdwr legs, and
emitting little sounds of satisfaction-could lighteer mood. Putting down
her briefcase on the hall table, she kicked offdteres before walking into
the kitchen. After all, she thought, opening a @gd and taking down a
tin of tuna, all Hector wanted was feeding. He didmve any real
affection for her. Cats were not like that. Pafacly not aristocratic
Persians, with more than their fair share of amogaHe was basically an
independent creature; a loner-like herself, shectfd cynically. Only she
hadn't been created that way. In her case, it hadnba gradual
progression.

Hector buried his face in the bowl of fish, and ltgaine remained where
she was for a moment, gazing out of the windowhatgarden at the back
of the house. Orchard Road was a terrace that bad bonverted by a
developer into a row of modern townhouses, andgansequence, the
garden was very narrow. But it was also quite larg] when she and Neil
had first bought the house she had spent hoursndiggp the weeds, and
restoring its former beauty. Someone had once cabeut it, and the
lawn, and herbaceous border, and the little rockrthe bottom, had all
been designed by the previous tenant. Of course witl the first frosts
of winter baring the trees and turning the gradstg yellow, it didn’t look
much as it had looked then. And she didn’t havet @f interest in it these
days. Not when she was the only one who was tlesippireciate it.

She sometimes wondered whether she would have wisen to sell this
house and buy another. It did hold a lot of paimi@mories, but after the
divorce she hadn’t wanted any more changes inifeerHesides, she liked
the house, she liked the district, and it was corerg for her job in the
City, which meant a lot. Neil hadn’t wanted it. Had been quite willing to
allow her to buy his half of the house. He and e wife had an
apartment now, in Cavendish Mews. He had movedram this Fulham



backwater. Onwards and upwards, thought Cathetiggng not to feel
bitter. But it wasn't always easy.

Leaving Hector to his supper, she walked back atbeghall to the stairs.
The houses were simply designed: two reception soand a kitchen on
the ground floor; two bedrooms and a bathroom ablwactual. fact, the

present kitchen and bathroom owed their existeondbd developer. Until

the alterations had been made, there had beenta@nlyooms on each
floor, with no bathroom, and the only loo at thettbm of the garden.

Thanking whatever providence had decreed that dtierl half of the

present century should provide basic plumbing atiesnifor everyone,

Catherine went upstairs, walked into the bathroand, turned on the taps.
The bath was another advantage of the house, 8betee, examining the
parlour palm which she kept suspended in a wickanter over the tub.

The sunken bath was triangular in shape, and geslgrgroportioned,

allowing even Catherine to stretch her long legs.

The main bedroonher bedroom, she was getting used to calling it-was
equally attractive. After Neil had left, she hadihhe functional units he
had fitted pulled out, and in their place she had William Morris
wallpaper and walnut furniture. The dressing-talvkes swagged with a
matching fabric, and the enormous quilt, on the Ipeacquired four-
poster, was the same. It was a feminine room, ska&led firmly, but not
aggressively so. And at least she had a decensgthat she could afford
these little luxuries. If Neil had had his own washe'd have been
completely dependent on him.

Which might have saved their marriage. she refteomw. If she had been
prepared to be the little housewife and mother de Wanted, they might
still have been together. Of course, the fact shat couldn’t have children
would have still proved to be a problem. Neil wah&efamily. He wanted
a son whom he could teach to play golf, and a d@augto show off to his
friends. And when, to add to that, Catherine hastinhtely refused to give
up her career, the seeds had been sown that hatuale undermined
their relationship.

Sliding off her jacket, Catherine unzipped the tskaf her dark grey
business suit, and stepped out of it. Then, unbungpher blouse, she took
that off too, before peeling off her tights. Shdked into the bathroom in



her camisole and panties, bending to check the dfetite water, before
slipping out of her underwear and stepping into liagh. She sank down
into the deliciously warm depths with some satisec resting her head
back against the tiles and simply enjoying thexatian.

She did her best thinking in the bath, she thoutiie,almost embryonic
envelopment of the water giving her an unnatureliig of optimism. At
times like these, she could almost convince hestelfwas happy. She had
a comfortable home, a good job, and if she dida’bgt a lot that was her
fault, not the fault of her friends. There wereslof people far worse off
than she was, and she had to stop thinking abeumiktakes of the past,
and concentrate on the present.

Not least Kay and Denzil's dinner party, she rd#idcruefully, reaching
for the soap. She still wasn't at all sure how blad been persuaded to
accept. Except that Andrew Hollingsworth had be¢snding in the
doorway, and it had seemed politic to bring a swafid to their
conversation. But, for heaven’'s sake, she wasrraichfof Andrew
Hollingsworth. He had no authority over her. Nekieléss, Kay was his
secretary, and it was common knowledge that he Wwasoming
increasingly impatient with her propensity to stgodsiping when she had
work to do. And if Hollingsworth .did fire Kay, shiveouldn’t find it easy to
get another such lucrative position. '

And she didn't want that on her conscience, tooth&ne decided,
squeezing the soap between her hands and allowiogplop down into
the water. Even if it meant spending another ev@mnDenzil Sawyer’s
company. Catherine had never understood what tegrdfthad seen in the
brash American diplomat. So far as she was condetewas crass, and
ill-mannered, and unbearably arrogant when it ceonveomen.

Which was presumably why he and Neil had got akmgvell, she thought
sardonically, searching for the soap again, andnbew to lather her
arms. But even Neil would have had' a hard timeirgppwith his
resentment if he had known that Denzil had had ompzinction about
making a pass at Catherine, behind his friend’staadvife’s-back. And,
what was more, Denzil had initially taken Cathesrmebuttal as a come-
on, never admitting the possibility that she migbt find him attractive.
Of course, when he’'d eventually got the messagéadeturned nasty. He



had used every trick in the book to make Catheloo& foolish, but in
such a way that, when she complained to Neil, sltedppeared prudish.
Naturally, she hadn’t told Neil the whole truth. @rhaps not so naturally,
she considered now. But she had never really thotigit Neil would
believe Denzil might find her more attractive thaa vivacious wife, and
she hadn’t wanted to hurt Kay by breaking up tfre@ndship.

Since the divorce, however, she had had the peefemise for refusing
their invitations, and that had suited her verylw8he and Kay got
together for lunch occasionally, but that was @latherine had had no
intention of exposing herself to Denzil's derisi@md it was infuriating to
realise she had now done exactly that. But why hmdhvited her? What
was wrong with Morgan Lynch, that Denzil had dedidde was the ideal
counterpart?

The following evening, Catherine prepared for hewndr engagement
without enthusiasm. She didn't feel like going but-then, she never did.
When she got home from the office, she was quitdert to bathe and
change into baggy pants or a caftan, and spendweing loafing round
the house. She liked to read, and watch televiséom, sometimes she
brought work home with her, and spent the eventrtbecomputer in the
spare bedroom, which, since Neil's departure, ‘Bad turned into an
office.

She knew she ought to go out occasionally. Shelwiag a hermit-like
existence, and, for a woman of barely thirty sumendrwasn’t healthy.
But the trouble was that most of her friends watieee married or living
with a partner, and she refused to become oneosktkingle women who
was every hostess’s nightmare. Besides, she hadedeshe had had
enough of men, and marriage. The truth was, shposaal, she still cared
about Neil. Even though it was, as Kay had saidy ywars since their
marriage had broken up, she still thought about laind the love she had
thought they shared.

A maudlin thought, decided Catherine now, examirimg contents of her
wardrobe for something suitable to wear. But, es@nshe hadn’t expected
her first foray into sociability to include spendianother evening with the



Sawyers. If she had to go out, why couldn’t it haeen to a restaurant, or
to the theatre, with someone fairly anonymous, vdmin’'t know her
history? Not this unavoidably intimate gatheringhiethh was bound to
spark old memories.

The clothes in the wardrobe were uninspiring, aath€rine sighed. She
supposed she should have taken the trouble to gat dunchtime and buy
herself something new and fashionable to wear, $heé hadn’t felt

interested enough to do so. Now, however, she dethe at-least-two-
years-old dresses with a rueful eye, wishing sltesmanething different to
wear, if only to avoid their recognition.

The telephone rang as she was riffling throughumelerwear, and, glad of
the diversion, Catherine picked up the phone besidebed. ‘Yes?’ she
said, trying unsuccessfully to keep the folds af #ilk négligé she was
wearing around her.

‘Catherine? Is that you, darling?’

Recognising her mother’'s voice, Catherine sighattho else?’ she
responded, pulling a face at Hector, who was cusletier bed, licking his
paws. Her mother always began her conversationshah way, and
Catherine sometimes wondered what she would dbefgot a negative
answer.

But now she only nodded, and said, ‘Yes, Mum.ris. What can | do for
you?’

‘Well, you 'can stop calling me “Mum” for a startgplied Mrs Lambert
staunchly. ‘Mother, or Mummy, if you like. But ntilum”! It's-well, it's
not me.’

Catherine made no comment, though she had to dadatiher mother did
not look like anyone’s mum. Mrs Lambert was fiftyet, but she looked
years younger, and Catherine occasionally felt hi&eolder sister, instead
of her only offspring. In her more cynical momentsatherine had
sometimes wondered whether the fact that Mrs Laniizat been virtually
on her own since Catherine was born had anything twith it. Her father,
whose job as technical consultant with the oil stdp had taken him all



over the world, had been killed in an explosiorthe Middle East when
Catherine was only sixteen, and, since then, hethenchad refused to
think of marrying anyone else.

Catherine used to think it was because her patedsbeen so ideally
suited to one another, but now she was not so siee mother was no
one’s idea of a grieving widow. On the contrarythathe salary she earned
as a sales assistant in a rather exclusive galeemed by one of her
friends, plus the very generous pension the oilgamy paid her, she had
become quite a socialite. And, although she was simirt of male
admirers, there was never any question of commitmen

‘So,” she went on now, ‘how are you? Why havengekn you? Really,
Catherine, if it was left to you, we’d practicabhg strangers.’

‘That’s not true.” But Catherine felt a twinge afriscience all the same. It
was very infrequently that she visited her mothbome in Surrey. But the
trouble was, Mrs Lambert showed none of Catherioa/s reserve when it

came to arranging Catherine’s future for her. Im bginion, Catherine

ought to marry again, if only because she didnftrape of her job.

‘It is true,” Mrs Lambert declared firmly, and Catime could tell from the
tone of her mother’s voice that she was in for heotcase of computer
bashing. ‘And | suppose you’re still hibernatingegyv evening. For
heaven’s sake, Catherine, you're a young woman. sfowld be out every
night, having a good time, not pussy-sitting thacpcious tom!’

‘Hector’'s not precocious; he’s suspicious of stemsg that's all;
responded Catherine, choosing the line of leas$teexe. ‘And he’s good
company. And undemanding.’

‘That's what | mean,” exclaimed her mother impatiign‘You're getting
exactly like your Aunt Agnes. All she’s interestedare her cats and her
knitting. She won’t go anywhere, either, no matiew often | try to be
friendly.’

Catherine grimaced. Her father's unmarried sistet dlways been a thorn
in Mrs Lambert’s side. There was little to choosénNeen them in age, but
a veritable world of difference in attitude. Andthaugh Agnes had done



nothing to deserve it, Mrs Lambert had come to dbeclusion that she
disapproved of her.

‘Anyway,” her mother continued, ‘I thought, if yaueren’t doing anything
this evening, | might come over. Fliss managedeibagcopy of that print
you were interested in, so | can bring that with'me

‘No. . .” Catherine had to stop her before shedadlkerself into ringing off.
Even though she had hoped to avoid telling her srathhat she was doing
that evening, and the inevitable questions it waalduse, there was no
help for it. She had to admit she was going out.

‘No?’ Mrs Lambert interrupted her train of thoughi/hy not?’
Catherine sighed. ‘Well-as a matter of fact, I'mrgpout to dinner.’

‘You are?’ There was a wealth of expression inthether’s voice. ‘Who
with? Not that nice young man from the office!

The nice young man from the office her mother weferring to was

Simon Lewis, one of Catherine’s fellow analystsalmveak moment, she
had once mentioned that he had asked her out,iacel then Mrs Lambert
regularly brought his name into the conversatiome Tact that Catherine
wasn’t interested in him made no significant diéfece to her mother’s
attitude. So far as Mrs Lambert was concerned, @ wnmarried,

therefore he was eligible. Catherine sometimes wmdlwhat her mother
would say if she asked her why she didn’'t practibat she preached.

Now, however, though it was tempting to allow Mr@nhbert to think she
was having dinner with Simon, Catherine had to beelkt. Besides, it
would probably be simpler in the long run. The ldshg she wanted was
to give her mother any grounds for thinking she stasting a relationship.

‘Actually, I'm having dinner with Kay and Denzil,'she admitted
reluctantly. ‘Sorry.’

‘Kay and Denzil Sawyer?’ The enthusiasm had diedafther mother’s
voice. ‘Whatever for? | thought you didn’t like Kayhusband.’



‘I don’t.” Catherine cast her eyes towards theiegil Then, dragging her
négligé about her, she flopped down on to the badsing Hector to utter
a wounded miaow before beating a less than dighifreat. ‘Mummy,
they’re nottaking meanywhere. We’re having dinner at home.’

‘Just the three of you?’

Mrs Lambert was horribly tenacious, and Catherimeaered how she
would like it if she put her mother through thiswétiof catechism before
she spent the evening with friends-wehefriend, at least.

Deciding there was nothing for it but to be comgletfrank, she said
flatly, ‘No, not just the three of us. A friend &fenzil’s will be there as
well.’

‘A friend? You mean another man.’

‘An old army buddy, apparently,” agreed Catheriggadually losing
patience. ‘And I'm not even ready yet, so unless/'y® something
important to tell me, can we wind this up?’

‘Well, who is he?’

The interest was back, and Catherine wanted ta@scré don’t know,” she
lied, not prepared to go any further with this. tAdon’t start imagining
there’s anything more to it than that. End of sfory

Her mother snorted. ‘I wouldn’'t have thought youreveany friend of

Denzil Sawyer’'s type,” she remarked tartly, uncomssly echoing

Catherine's own suspicions. ‘Oh well. . .” She mad®und of resignation.
‘I suppose you know what you’re doing.’

‘I'm only going out for dinner.” Catherine knew sls®unded defensive
now, and it was infuriating. ‘I'll speak to you &t right? Um-thanks for
getting the print. I'll come down and get it thigekend, if that’s all right
with you.’

‘| suppose so.’



There was a trace of coolness in Mrs Lambert'sevoiow, and Catherine
uttered a rude word as she put down the phone. s$igneshe thought,

giving her reflection a baleful look, it was jusgriuck that her mother had
to choose tonight, of all nights, to ring. As ifesdidn’t have enough to
worry about, what with not knowing what to weardaanticipating the

evening ahead with about as much enthusiasm aw/@hied have had for

her own execution. Her mother’s disapproval washd needed to make
her wish she had stuck to her original intentions.

Still, half an hour later, she was ready-as sheldveuer be, she appended,
viewing her reflection in the long mirrors of theasdrobe. The black silk
jersey was not new, but at least its lines werepnand unpretentious.
And the cowl neckline did flatter the slender colurof her neck, she
thought, pulling the silky straight hair out of hawllar. It was just a pity
her hair was so dark. She would have to add a braw¢ with her sallow
skin, she would look as if she were going to a fahe

The short skirt was probably an advantage, shedddciHer legs were
undoubtedly her best feature. Unlike the rather ¢mmerous breasts
concealed by the loosely draped bodice. She reallyld have to consider
a diet. But, living alone, it never seemed to hamg purpose.

Behind their tortoiseshell frames, however, herygeges took in her
appearance with undisguised cynicism. Did it realtatter what she
looked like? she wondered. So far as Denzil Sawyas concerned, she
would always be a source of aggravation, and thi d@uhis unkind
humour. He had never forgiven her for turning hiowd, and in spite of
this invitation she had no reason to believe heai®y differently now.

Hector voiced his protest that she was leaving &imne for the evening as
she put on her cream cashmere overcoat. Twiningdifraround her legs,
he did his best to prevent her from walking towatdsdoor, and she bent
to scratch his ears before picking up her glove&xrry,” she said
sympathetically, pulling a face. ‘Believe me, thiasn’'t my idea.’



CHAPTER TWO

CATHERINE’S small Peugeot was housed at the entth@fstreet. A row

of garages had been built to accommodate the neetise townhouse

owners, and, while it wasn’'t as convenient as lgargarage next to the
house, it was better than nothing. Besides, Catbasnly used her car if
she went out in the evening, or at weekends. Duhegday, it was easier
to use public transport to get to work.

The Sawyers lived in St John’s Wood. Their house aatall, narrow
Victorian dwelling, with no garden to speak of, aflee shallow steps
leading up to the front door. It was in one of thdisy roads where there
was seldom anywhere to park, but Catherine managestjueeze the
Peugeot between a Volvo and a Rolls-Royce. Shebelihout reluctantly,
hoping it would still be there when she got backr Fhother was always
telling her she should have an alarm fitted, buhaloow she never got
round to it. Much like everything else, except Werk, she mused, locking
the car. So what was she doing here?

Kay herself answered the door to her ring, andalteaictive features broke
into a relieved smile at the sight of her frierMlle were beginning to think
you must have had an accident,” she exclaimedtimgvCatherine into the
discreetly lit hallway of the house. ‘Here-let make your coat. Mrs
Chivers is busy with the dinner.’

Catherine slipped off the cashmere overcoat, shiftier bag and gloves
from one hand to the other as she did so. Sincéatidast been here, the
hall had been decorated, and she tried to diverttied from the evening
ahead by admiring the plaster dado, and the elggstniped paper above.

‘Oh, a friend of Denzil's did it,” said Kay carekdg, when Catherine
complimented her on the improvement. And then, evig more
concerned about her friend’s late arrival thanrtdeicorations, she added,
‘What happened? Couldn’t you get parked? You shbaie taken a taxi.’

Catherine checked she was still wearing both ottmerex squares of gold
she had clipped to her ears, and suppressed asigimt ‘I-my mother



rang,” she explained, letting Kay take her gloved &y them on the hall
table. She checked her watch. ‘Am | so late?’

Kay expelled her breath heavily. ‘Oh-not especjallysuppose,’” she
conceded. ‘But we are eating at eight, and it'siartgr to now.’

Catherine grimaced. ‘I'm sorry.’

‘That's all right,” Kay seemed to realise she wasng ungracious, and
gave a rueful smile. ‘So-come on. Denzil and Morgaa in the drawing-
room.’

Catherine followed her friend up the stairs, wonagrhow soon after
dinner she could make her escape. Not immediapsyhaps, but after
coffee. . .

‘Here she is.’

Kay led the way into the first floor drawing-roommd her announcement
made Catherine feel even worse. She felt as if vgbee attending an
interview, and she had kept her would-be employeaging. Belatedly,
she realised that she should have got there bbforgan Lynch. Then she
would have had the advantage, and not the otheawayt.

The drawing-room was high-ceilinged and spacious, ckever
amalgamation of two of the house's previous roamt an imposing, and
elegant, living area. And, in keeping with the pdriof the house, the
Sawyers had bought some of the more attractive sitern Victorian
furniture, which blended well with a modern degoecomfort.

As Catherine followed Kay into the room, two memsedrom the high-
backed wing chairs that flanked the marble fireplak convincing blaze
burned in the grate, and had Catherine not knowterbshe would have
sworn the fire was real. But it wasn't. It was ordygas facsimile, its
flickering flames dispersing the shadows, and imghthe dark planes in
the face of the man she assumed was Morgan Lynch.

Her balance tipped for a moment as she met hisdgdagaze. In spite of
what Kay had said, she had not expected to finddtiall attractive, and it



was a little unnerving to find how wrong she ha@rbeShe noticed the
way he moved first, the lithe, easy way he pushewsélf up out of the

chair. Although he was tall-easily six feet twotloree-his height was not a
problem to him. He was wearing a suit, a threegisuait of fine dark

wool, which fitted the supple contours of his badiyh a loving attention

to detail, casually outlining the width of his skaers, and more subtly
defining his hips. He was lean, possibly too leahemw compared to
Denzil's more generous proportions, but it was adatistraction. And his

legs were long and powerful, the muscles movingliyuoeneath the tautly
draped fabric.

But, although she took in these extraneous detaigas his face her eyes
were drawn to: the deeply set eyes, beneath hobaeds, whose colour
was indefinable, within their veil of long dark kees; the high cheekbones,
and straight nose; the hollows in his cheeks; aadnwouth, with its fuller
lower lip-an undoubted trace of sensuality. Hig s dark-not as dark as
hers perhaps, but a rich dark brown. It was thio# straight, and lay close
to his head. It was just a little too long at thechky and overlapped his
collar slightly, but it all added to his appeal.tiédut doubt, he was one of
the most attractive men she had ever seen, ansesised Kay and Denzil
watching her, gauging her reaction.

‘Cat-darling!”” Denzil's greeting was unusually falme, and he came to
take her hand between both of his, before bestoatmgnwelcome kiss on
her cheek. “You look-wonderful,” he added, the ldligesitation before the
compliment not lost on its recipient. ‘Come and taeold friend of mine

from the old days, Morgan Lynch. Morgan, this idl@sine-Cat!’ He gave

a smug smile. ‘But don’t worry, old buddy, I've ped her claws, haven't
I, Cat?’

Fortunately Catherine was able to ignore Denzdisasm. Morgan Lynch
was shaking her hand, and his polite, ‘Hello, Catiee’ completely
obliterated the other man’s innuendo. His voice leas and deep, with a
decided Southern drawl, but, although his wordsevieendly, his attitude
was strangely withdrawn.

He was evidently nothing like Denzil, thought Cathe, as he drew back
to allow Kay into their circle. He had none of thi@sh presumption of his
own importance that Denzil exhibited at every tUfay had said he was



shy, and Catherine had to believe her. What o#eessan could he have for
standing silently by while his host and hostessggfied to include him?

Was that why Kay had been so touchy when she df?iv@atherine
wondered. It was not like her friend to pay sugitsattention to the time.
She couldn’t ever remember Kay being in such s dtafore. But what
made them think she would have any more success?

‘So-what can | get you to drink, Cat?’ Denzil emgdi now, indicating the
tray of drinks on the bookcase behind him. ‘I thin&'ve got everything.
Well, | know | have,” he added suggestively, thungpiMorgan on the
back. ‘How about you, old buddy?’

Morgan flinched. There was no other way to deschiige reaction to
Denzil's back-slapping joviality, and both Kay andenzil looked
uncomfortable now. There was another awkward sdemuring which
Kay exchanged a Kkilling look with her husband, befdCatherine
recovered sufficiently to say, ‘Just bitter lemplease. I-er-I'm driving.’

‘You should have taken a taxi,’ said Kay, obviously grateful for the
diversion that she didn't realise she was repeatimgt she had said
downstairs. ‘You have to be so careful nowadays;td@u, Denzil?’

‘What? Oh, yes.” Denzil turned from pouring

Catherine’s drink and handed her the glass. Heddoawkwardly at
Morgan. ‘A refill, old man?’

‘No, thanks.’

Morgan covered the glass he was holding in hisHaftd with his right,
and seeing the unbecoming rise of colour in Desizifieeks, Catherine got
a notion as to why she had been invited this egeniorgan’s line in
small talk was even less accomplished than her cama, she could
understand Denzil not wanting to involve anyone wiaitered to him.

‘Oh, well, we’ll be eating soon,” Kay murmured, gig Catherine a rueful
smile. ‘I hope you like asparagus. | found thisllgeanusual recipe for a
cream cheese and asparagus mousse.’



‘It sounds delicious,’ said Catherine, cradling brss between her palms.
‘Did you make it or Mrs Chivers?’

‘Mrs Chivers, I'm afraid.” Kay grimaced. ‘Cookingisot my strong point,
as you should know. Do you still make that luscigoslash, you used to
make when-when . . .’

Her voice tailed off as she realised where the emation was taking her,
and Catherine, aware of what she had been ab@atyianade an effort to
relieve the situation.

‘Not often,” she said, taking a sip of her bittemon, and allowing her
eyes to move to each of them in turn, safe betiedstreen of the glass.
‘I'm afraid I've become rather lazy. There’s not chufun in cooking for
one.’

‘Catherine lives alone,” put in Denzil, as if thrticular observation was
necessary. His eyes flickered broodingly over hife's friend. ‘I must
say, Cat, you don’t look as if you've been starwogrself.’

‘Nor do you,’ retorted Catherine tartly, and Deramiitomatically sucked in
his belly, which protruded over the waistband &f thousers. She turned to
Morgan. ‘Do you cook for yourself, er-Morgan?’

‘Occasionally.” Morgan inclined his head towards.hBut, like you, | live
alone. Food doesn’t come too high on my list obgties.’

Catherine noticed that both Kay and Denzil lookaduely startled at this,
and she guessed it was the longest statement Mbahuittered since he
came into the house. But why had Denzil invited ,himhe was so

excessively uncommunicative?

‘I bet I can guess what does come high on your dispriorities, old
buddy,” Denzil insinuated slyly, and Catherine weretl how he could be
so crass. It was obvious that his kind of humous wat appreciated by
either of his guests, yet he persisted in makiegehasinine remarks.



‘| doubt it,” Morgan replied, regarding him in a wthat would have made
a more sensitive man shrivel, and Kay, sensingssiple confrontation,

rushed in with a comment about the weather. It bex®ming increasingly
obvious that whatever Denzil and Morgan were to anether, it was not
friends, and Catherine was convinced now thatwes why she was here
tonight.

Mrs Chivers’s appearance to announce that the wasready came as an
enormous relief to all of them. Well, to three bkt it did, Catherine
amended drily. She was not at all certain how Mordealt. It was
impossible to judge what he was feeling behind thatrded facade, and
his brief spurt of confidence was not repeatedihay were served the
delicious asparagus mousse, rack of lamb with netatpes, peas, and
carrots, then a flaming baked Alaska.

During the meal, Catherine made an effort to talkay at least, and their
inconsequential chatter made it appear that theg @ejoying themselves.
But when the talk moved to Kay’s job, and her ragdisagreements with
Andrew Hollingsworth, Morgan looked at Catherineepthe rim of his
wine glass.

‘Are you a secretary, too, Catherine?’ he enquiraghing one dark
eyebrow, and, although it was ridiculous, she cofddl the colour
invading her cheeks at his unexpected involvement.

‘Er-no-’ she was beginning awkwardly, when Kay meeded on her
behalf.

‘Nothing so commonplace,” she said, and her smibs wnly slightly
waspish. ‘Cat’s an investment analyst. She tellsbmgs how to spend his
money.’

‘Hardly that,” murmured Catherine, giving her freera dry look, and
Denzil chose that moment to make his contribution.

‘Cat’'s a career woman,” he said, pouring himselfrenavine. ‘A real
workaholic. She’s not interested in men, are yaat?@Except as figures on
a balance sheet, of course.’



Catherine never knew how she stopped herself feding Denzil Sawyer
exactly what she thought of his petty efforts tdbamass her. She knew it
was another attempt to get back at her for turhimg down, and she
wished she had the nerve to expose his real clearact

But she couldn’t do that. Not to Kay. So, after ament, she said, ‘If it
makes you happy to think that, why not?’ choosing line of defence
which she knew would infuriate him. She pushed $pmctacles up her
nose in a decidedly defiant gesture. ‘I think Dérfimds independent
women threatening,” she added, to the table inrgeng8he adopted a
sympathetic smile. ‘Poor Denzil. He tries so hardé progressive. It's a
pity he doesn’t succeed.'

Denzil’'s face was a picture, but, short of beingvdoght rude, there was
little he could say. ‘Well, thank heavens, Kay omlgrks because it suits
her,” he declared, through tight lips. ‘Not becait&the only successful
aspect of her lifel’

‘Denzil!’

Kay was embarrassed now, and, as Catherine washs®afor a response
which would not reveal how Denzil's words had stumgg, Morgan chose
to intervene.

‘What does an investment analyst do?’ he enquirgdpring Kay’s
abortive attempts to silence her husband. ‘I gutekas something to do
with the stock market.’

‘Well, there’s a lot of bull involved, if that's vat you mean,” Denzil
retorted, riding high on his previous success. I8und bears, and a few
cows thrown in, for good measure, eh, Cat?’

‘Why don’t you just shut your fat mouth?’
Morgan’s tone was almost silkily pleasant, but Wwisrds were clear and

unmistakable. Both Kay and Denzil gasped at thexpmetedness of his
attack, and even Catherine was astounded by lokeimse.



‘Now, look here. . .” Shaking off his wife’s warmgnhand, Denzil's face
contorted. ‘You can't talk to me like that,” he siea, getting to his feet
and looking down at the other man.

‘Can’'t 1?7’

Matching Denzil's move, Morgan pushed back his ichad stood up, his
superior height automatically signalling a chanfestatus. He rested the
tips of his fingers on the table, and regardedater man steadily. His
features were completely expressionless and cuyitacking in emotion.

‘No, you can’t,” muttered Denzil, less convincingliie met Morgan’s
eyes, and then looked away, encountering his wedeXious gaze in the
process. ‘For God’s sake, man, can't you take @7bke mumbled? his
whole aggressive demeanour crumbling. ‘Cat wasti@noed, were you,
Cat? She knows | don't mean any harm. Isn’t thgt?

He was appealing to her now, and, while Catherioalevhave liked to
savour such a moment, she knew it was up to heedcue the situation.
For Kay’s sake, if nothing else.

‘Please,” she said, not prepared to accept Dengilisiging apology, but
looking up at Morgan with rueful eyes, ‘won’t yout flown again?
Denzil’'s tongue often runs ahead of his brains.u'sed to it.’

It wasn’t what Denzil wanted to hear, she knew, hisdsulky expression
boded ill for her friendship with Kay. But at leadbrgan seemed prepared
to accept her explanation, and, although he waitatll Denzil had
resumed his seat before sinking back into his chiarcrisis was averted.

However, there was little chance for normal conagos after that, and,
although Catherine made an effort to talk to Kdye svas glad when the
coffee was served, and she could think about lgaWWhat a dinner party!
she thought, keeping her eyes firmly fixed on tb&e2 in her cup. So
what if it misted her spectacles? Better that thmeeting Denzil’s

malevolent stare.

‘Well,” she said, when Mrs Chivers came to ask niy@ne wanted any
more coffee, ‘I think | ought to be going.’



‘Oh, no.” Kay's protest was genuine, Catherine wae, but she couldn’t
be expected to act as a buffer between the twoanghonger.

‘I'm sorry,” she said, giving Kay a wry smile. ‘Blitdo have to be in early
tomorrow. Besides, Hector isn’t used to spendimgwhole evening on his
own. And, as Denzil says, you do have to keep poiorities in order.'

Kay sighed. ‘Well-if you must. . .’

‘Perhaps | can give you a ride home,’ said Mordamuptly, and Catherine
turned to look at him with startled eyes. ‘I jugted to phone my driver. If
you can hang on for fifteen minutes-’

‘I have my own transport, actually.” Catherine mtgted him, with a
nervous gesture of her hand. ‘But, thank you,haigame. . .’

‘Why don’t you give Morgan a lift?” Kay suggestdtie swiftness of her
guestion revealing the urgency with which she waskigey would both
leave. She flushed a little as Catherine turnedtaoe at her. ‘Well,” she
murmured, defensively, ‘it's not much out of youaw

‘That won't be necessary,” Morgan interposed, gettup from the table
with the litheness of movement Catherine was beggto associate with
him. ‘As a matter of fact, I think I'll walk. | cdd use the exercise.’

Now Catherine felt mean. ‘Don’t be silly, she saidxchanging a
frustrated look with Kay, as she got to her feet.t'Of course, I'd be
happy to give you a lift. Where exactly do you /e

‘It doesn’t matter-’

‘Bayswater.'

Both Morgan and Kay spoke simultaneously, but is Weorgan who had
the last word.



‘I'd prefer to walk,” he averred, drawing Cathermehair away from the
back of her legs, so that she could move towardsdtior. He looked at
Denzil. ‘Goodnight.’ g

Night.”

Denzil didn’t get up, and Catherine guessed it iasvay of showing his
defiance. But it was a childish defiance at best] ahe thought Kay
looked at him a little disgustedly as she led tlag @ownstairs.

Kay rescued her cashmere coat from the hall clbsgtMorgan apparently
had no overcoat. Not that he seemed at all perdubeen when the door
was opened, and it was discovered to be raininghbeed no concern. He
merely thanked Kay for dinner, and offered them hba& polite
‘Goodnight’, before striding off into the darkne€&atherine was left to bid
farewell to her friend, in the certain knowledgatthothing between them
would ever be the same.

‘I'll see you tomorrow, then,” Kay offered, as Catine stepped out of the
door.

‘Yes,” Catherine cast a rueful look up at the raitearly visible in the
streetlights. ‘What a filthy night!’

‘Yes, isn't it?’ Kay grimaced, and then added skyjft'm sorry, Cat. |
didn’t know. . ." She shrugged, and glanced bacdgrdwer shoulder. “You
know.’

Catherine shook her head. ‘Forget it.’

‘I can’t.” Kay bit her lip. ‘But you know Denzil, @n't you? He doesn’t
mean what he says. It's just the wine talking, thall.’

‘Hmm.” Catherine nodded. ‘Well-thanks for dinnenyavay.’
‘Don’t thank me. You hardly ate anything,” exclaidhiéay unhappily.

‘Well, what | did eat was good,” Catherine assuhed, going down the
steps. ‘See you in the morning.’



‘Yes. We'll talk then,” Kay agreed eagerly, andg thay her eyes darted up
the road after Morgan’s departing figure, Cathegnald guess what she
wanted to talk about. ‘Goodnight.’

‘Goodnight.’

Catherine lifted her hand in farewell, and, turnupgher collar against the
rain, she started across the road to her car. Siseglad Kay closed the
door behind her, and didn’'t wait to see her extithet Peugeot from
between its two bulky neighbours. It would have rbéwpocritical to
behave as if it had been a perfectly normal evenirigen it so obviously
hadn't.

She would have liked to have driven away in theosgp direction to that
which Morgan had taken, but her car was pointirg ghme way, and it
was going to be too much trouble to turn it arouddsides, why should
she go miles out of her way, just to avoid pasdimm? she thought
defensively. She had nothing to be ashamed of h&teoffered him a lift,

and he had refused. That was all there was t6 lie chose to walk home
on a cold, wet October evening, it wasn’t her conce

Even so, she wasn’t happy about it. He had apdgrbaén driven to the

Sawyers’ in a chauffeured car, and he had obviobegn expected to go
home likewise. She didn’t know why he should hawwranted a car and a
driver. To her knowledge, Denzil had never beemtgi that privilege.

But perhaps they had simply been hired for the ieggrirom an agency.

Whatever, it was foolish to consider walking angtaince tonight. With

colds and flu to contend with, a person was asftongrouble going out in

the rain, without an overcoat.

As she eased the Peugeot out from the kerb, shaghha@bout the fine
wool suit he had been wearing-the suit, which htdd his lean body so
immaculately. It wouldn’'t look so immaculate nowhes thought
impatiently. In this downpour, it would soon resdené wet rag.

The Peugeot picked up speed as she moved outhatwatffic. She raised
her hand in thanks to the driver behind her, whi fleshed his headlights
to signal her to come out, but her eyes were ajresadrching for a tall,



dark pedestrian. It was stupid really, but sheredponsible. If she hadn’t
been so churlish over offering him a lift, the idea walking would
probably not have occurred to him.

She hadn't gone far when she saw him. Even thougthdd left the
Sawyers’ at a brisk rate, his pace had slowed derably. Indeed, with his
hands pushed into the pockets of his jacket, héninfigve been taking a
summer evening’s stroll. People he was passingppe® up in coats and
scarves, and carrying umbrellas, turned to stahenain amazement. They
probably thought he was crazy, thought Catherirdtfirggy her teeth.
Possibly he was.

Even so, she couldn’t pass him by. Ignoring. thesyh@rotest from the
driver who, minutes before, had so courteoushhéstout into the stream
of traffic, she braked hard, and pulled over tokbeh. She was in an area
where there were several small boutiques and aeSaimestaurant and,
aware that she was parking in a no-parking areadgin’'t waste any time.

‘Get in,” she yelled, leaning across the passesgat, and pushing open
the door. ‘You can’t walk to Bayswater in this. Cewn. I'll take you.’

At first, she thought he was going to refuse. Alihjlo he stopped, and
looked in her direction, he made no move to get thie little car, and
Catherine wanted to scream. However, the cacoplobriyorns blowing
behind her, which drew attention to the fact tlngt was causing a hold-up,
seemed to galvanise him into action. Without sagingord, he crossed the
pavement, and folded his long length into the beaide her, closing the
door behind him with a carefully controlled click.

‘Seatbelt,” said Catherine automatically, presdieg foot down hard on
the accelerator, and, although he gave her whatalle only describe as
an unfriendly look, he did as he was told. Nevdeb®e he made no
attempt to speak to her, and the atmosphere inaheent from cordial to
hostile in the space of a few seconds.

The whole ambience of the car had changed, thoGgttierine irritably,
half wishing she had not been so impulsive. Whefere there had been
only the fragrance of her own perfume to invade riastrils, now all she



could smell was the musky odour of wet wool, arel tasculine scent of
his body.

Pushing up her spectacles again, as she was iddlindo in situations of
stress, she said shortly, ‘Where exactly do yowe?iM don't know
Bayswater awfully well, so you'll have to direct me

Morgan turned his head and looked at her beforgirep Then, loosening
the button of his shirt beneath his tie, and pglline tie a few inches away
from his neck, he said flatly, ‘I don’t know Baystigaeither.'

Catherine cast a disbelieving glance in his dicgctin the light from the

street lamps outside, she could see that his hasr ssaked and dripping
down the opened neck of his shirt. His jacket waaked, too, and she
guessed from its appearance that he was probaltlyigi® through to his

skin.

To her annoyance, it gave her a disturbing feelimgking of Morgan’s
skin, and, to hide her disconcertment, she saidensbarply than she
would have done, ‘Don't be silly! You have to kngour address.’

‘Do 1?" He lifted his shoulders, and she heard daenp sibilation of the
cloth against the upholstery.

‘Of course.” She sighed. ‘Look, you're soaked te #kin. The sooner you
get out of those wet clothes, the better.’

‘I agree.’

Morgan inclined his head, and to her astonishmeatiugged off his tie
and dropped it on to the floor. His jacket followeahd the satin-lined
waistcoat, a couple of the buttons on his shirigipig against the car
windows as he yanked it open to join the rest.

‘Hey-stop it!”’
Catherine was horrified now, her hands tremblingttesy gripped the

wheel. She couldn’t believe anyone would do suttiray, and her startled
glance took in the silhouette of his leanly musclgtest with some



disbelief. He couldn’t be doing this, she told ledfrdiercely, but already
his hands were moving to the belt that 'held up thisisers, and she
couldn’t pretend it wasn’t happening.

‘What's wrong?’ he asked, giving her a sidelongngka ‘I thought you
'said the sooner | got out of these wet clothespttter.’

‘You knew what | meant by that,’ retorted Catherirtensely.
‘Please-people can see you!

‘Can they?’ He cast his eyes towards the mistediaws. ‘I doubt it. But
even if they can, so what?’

Catherine gasped. ‘Are you mad?’
‘I guess.’

It was not the answer she had expected, and Ga¢hakinost ran into the
car in front of her as she turned wide eyes induisction. ‘Don’t joke
about things like that,” she exclaimed, when sheé fecovered from the
shock of almost causing an accident.

‘Who's joking?’ he responded, and she saw the clsneishudder that ran
over him as the still-cool air in the car attackesinaked flesh.

Catherine shook her head, trying to concentratthemoad ahead. But she
didn’t know what to do, what to say. In retrospehg rest of the evening
seemed like a sinecure compared to this. What wasying to prove?

‘1805, Jermyn Gate,” said Morgan abruptly, draggihg sleeves of his
shirt out of the sleeves of his waistcoat, andipgtte shirt back on.

‘I beg your pardon?’

Catherine had been so wrapped up with her own titsuthat she didn’t
immediately comprehend what he was saying, and Momggarded her
quizzically for a moment, before saying again, 480ermyn Gate. That's
my address.’



Catherine blinked behind her spectacles. ‘Well-wlethat?’

‘Your guess is as good as mine,’” declared her pgseseshivering again as
the damp silk of his shirt touched his flesh. ‘Serhere off the Bayswater
Road. | guess | could find it in daylight, but tghi...” He shrugged
expressively. ‘Just drop me here. I'll pick up #¢a

Here was at the junction of St John’s Wood Road Eagware Road, but,
although there were plenty of people, as well affit; about, Catherine
didn’t stop the car. She couldn’t put him out hesfee thought, imagining
what a taxi driver would think if he saw a man is khirt sleeves, in the
pouring rain, thumbing a ride. Heavens, he coutcagested! She knew he
hadn’t drunk much during the course of the evenlmg, would anyone

else believe it?

Coming to what she hoped would not prove to beckless decision,
Catherine shook her head, abandoning that ideatcakdthe next turning
for Kensington. It would be easier to use the bgpake thought, mentally
calculating the advantages of staying out of cértodon. She could
double back to Shepherd’s Bush when she reached! \Mate.

‘It depends where you're going, | suppose,’ shd,saer hands tightening
on the wheel. ‘You can’t get a taxi in that state.’

Morgan’s dark brows drew together. ‘So where aregoeag? To your
place?’

‘Only to dry your clothes,’ retorted Catherine dihgmot liking the cynical
note in his voice, ‘I'm not interested in you, Miyhch, if that's what
you’re thinking.’

‘Only in cementing East-West relations, right?’ r@marked, his eyes
sardonically intent. ‘What about this guy-Hectadrdt you say? Won't he
object to an unwelcome visitor?’

Catherine caught her breath. She wouldn’t have @ggehim to remember
what she had said to Kay.



‘Er-Hector’'s my cat,” she admitted, glad that thghility in the car did not
extend to colour. ‘As your-friend was at painset you, | live alone.’

Morgan'’s eyes darkened. ‘OK. If that's what you wan

‘It's not whatl want,” said Catherine brusquely. ‘I'd have preéeryou to
call your driver from the Sawyers’, and have hirketgyou home, as any
sane person would have done on a night like tohight

‘So why are you doing this?’ Morgan’s voice wasdiianow. He put one
hand on the steering-wheel, and she was terribed inoment that he was
going to turn the car into the oncoming trafficréf’t you afraid 1 might
prove to be a psycho? | mean, you said yourseffyina have doubts about
my sanity.’

‘| didn’t say that.” Catherine’s knuckles were whdround the leather grip.
‘I just meant it wasn't . . . sensible. . .to wdleme on a night like this.
You could-take a chill. Pneumonia!

Morgan released the wheel, and his hand droppet ¢is thigh. ‘“Your
speech sure is littered with pretty words,” he destl caustically.. ‘I guess
that’s why old Denny was busting a gut to pleasg’yo

Old Denny For a moment, Catherine couldn’t think who he wedlsing
about. But then, the penny dropped. Deepzil! Strangely enough, the
abbreviation pleased her. She could imagine howzDevould react to
such a disparaging appellation.

‘He said-that is, Kay said-you and he were oldnfdi&’ she ventured. ‘But
you’re not. You-don't like him, do you?’

Morgan shrugged. ‘Do you?’
‘No.” Catherine moistened her lips. ‘But | askediytbe question first.’
Morgan sighed. ‘Denny and | go way back,” he saiihout elaborating.

Then, glancing out of the window, ‘How much furtheithis apartment of
yours?’



Catherine hesitated. ‘It's not an apartment. ItBoaise. Just a small one.
And-it's not much further. About half a mile, the@all.’

‘Good.’

Morgan ran his hand along his damp thigh, andpalth she didn’t want
to, Catherine couldn’t help observing the actiois ldng fingers stretched
the cloth over the relaxed, yet powerful musclesisfleg, and she felt an
unwelcome awareness assault her senses. It wasskeitawas so long
since she had been alone with a man, she told lheeseerely, but it
wasn’t entirely the truth. His sexuality disturbleer as no man’s ever had-
not even Neil’s.

She decided not to park the car in the garageoiildvbe easier to park
outside her gate, and run the half-dozen yardetalbor. Besides, the last
thing she wanted was for any of her neighbourset ls&er coming home
with a man who looked as if he’'d just got out oflbe

‘This it?’ enquired Morgan, as she drew the caatbalt, and Catherine
nodded. Now that they were actually here, she veggnbing to realise
how reckless she had been. What did she know ahmsuman, after all?
Except that he was crazy enough to attempt a #tripner car. The
excitement he engendered in her was no excusenwting him to her
home. Quite the opposite, in fact.

Still, it was a little late now to be having secatimbughts, she reflected
wryly. They were here, and she was committed tandris clothes and
calling him a taxi, at the very least. On top ofietth she was flattering
herself if she imagined he had any interest in Bé&e had brought him
here. He had had nothing to do with it.

Pulling the keys out of the ignition, she pushedroper door. Morgan did

likewise, standing for a moment in the road, logkimp at the narrow

frontage of the house. It was still raining, butdign’t seem to notice how

wet it was. Slicking back his soaking hair withaay hand, he sauntered
round the car, while Catherine fled up the pattheodoor, in a hasty rush
for shelter.



‘Come on,” she said, turning on the hall light, ahdvering on the
threshold. ‘Can’t you hurry? You're getting eventige’

‘You can't get wetter than wet,” retorted Morgam, & careless drawl,
stepping after her into the hall, and instantly dimg it. ‘Don’t worry
about it. I've been wet before.’

Catherine shook her head as he leaned his showdeanmsst the door, and
pressed it closed behind him. The Yale lock dropipéal place, securing
her inside, with him, and for the first time shgnetted that Hector wasn’t
a Dobermann. Protective as he was, Hector was wp&badea of a
bodyguard.

But, as if the thought was father to the deed, éfecthose that moment to
come stalking out of the living-room. He had evitdiemeard the strange
voice, and, with his head held high, and his lamghiristling, he did look

aggressive. But although he emitted a few protgstimaows, he confined
his resistance to arching his tail.

‘I guess this is Hector, hmm?’ Morgan remarked hrously, dropping his
jacket over the banister rail, and squatting dowside him. ‘Hey, there,
fella, aren’t you some dude! You want to be frietids

Hector's growl was reassuring, and he backed avetynk Catherine’s
legs, evidently not prepared to be sociable. Indasdhe bent to pick him
up, Catherine could feel his little heart poundawgay, and she felt a sense
of pride in his loyalty.

Morgan straightened. ‘Suspicious little beast, tishe?’ he observed,
without rancour. ‘What is he? A Persian?’

‘Yes.” Catherine was surprised that he knew. Sied her cheek against
Hector’s fine hair for a moment, and then deposditead in the sitting-room
again, and closed the door. ‘I've had him for thstltwo years, and he’s
not used to strangers.’

‘No.” Morgan inclined his head, his wet hair flopgi over his forehead.
‘Cats are very territorial. They don't like otherahes invading their
domain.’



Catherine’s lips tightened. “You're hardly an inead she declared, lifting
his wet jacket off the banister, and grimacing @se drops of water fell
on to her feet.

‘He doesn’t know that,” replied Morgan, his smikiritly mocking. ‘So-
where do | change my clothes? Would you like meadt here?’

‘In the hall! Of course not.” Catherine hesitatedm@ment, and then,
walking quickly along the hall to the kitchen, sti@pped the offending
jacket on to the stripped pine table.

However, when she turned round, he was right beherdand her breath
caught in her throat as she rammed into his chissucked in his breath,
too, and she thought for a moment that a spasnaiof grossed his face.
But then he recovered himself swiftly, and stepgsatk, allowing
Catherine the space to move around him.

‘We-we might as well go upstairs,’” she said, braoghpast him, supremely
conscious of how hard and unyielding his muscleamsich had felt
beneath her hands. The thin shirt was hardly advao his taut flesh, but
its clammy feel was a sharp reminder of how coldniust be.

‘OK,’

After a brief glance at his jacket, Morgan followeer back along the hall
and up the stairs. From the sitting-room, Cathedosld hear Hector's

protesting wail, but she determinedly ignored ithaééver happened, he
was not going to be of much use, and he might prmeee of a hindrance

under her feet. Her bedroom had never looked mam@nine than when

Morgan halted in the doorway, supporting himsekiagt the whitewood

frame. Although she had been married to Neil fancat five years, at that
moment she felt decidedly spinsterish. And Morgesbably knew it, she

thought impatiently. A little house; a cat; all steeded was a canary.

But all he said was, ‘Nice,” as Catherine riffldddugh her wardrobe for
something he could wear while his clothes werendyyi



‘The-er-bathroom’s there,” she said, moving roumd hgain, and pointing
to the half open door. “You can-take a showerpifi'd like to. In fact, that
might be a good idea. To-er-to ward off a chill.’

Morgan’s lips twisted. ‘“You're determined I'm going catch a cold,
aren’t you,” he remarked, taking the peach-colou@aelling robe she
gave him with a wry look. ‘I'm not that fragile, ycknow. But | may just
take you up on that shower. | guess | do feel kinchessy.’

‘Help yourself.” Catherine turned away from himsiip off her coat, and
then started when it was taken from her hands.ti@inks.” She moistened
her dry lips. ‘There are plenty of towels on thektd’ll-er-I'll just go and
let Hector out.’

Morgan laid her coat on the bed, and looked dowhistrain-streaked
trousers. ‘What should | do with these?”’

Catherine swallowed and adjusted her spectacleis:ju€t bring them
down when you're finished,” she said, not liking Imamediate reaction to
his words. ‘I'll-make some coffee.’

‘Fine.’

He pulled his tie from around his neck, and, héléid he was going to
take his clothes off in the bedroom, Catherineibdrout on to the landing.
It was ridiculous, she told herself, as she wentrdthe stairs. It wasn't as
if @ man’s naked body was any novelty to her, aedspe was behaving
like an outraged virgin. For heaven’s sake, Morgaght be taller, and
more powerfully built, but the permutations were game.

Even so, she couldn’t help images of him takingp@ager in her bath from

invading her mind. She could see him lathering kingith her jasmine-

scented soap, washing his hair with her moistugisshampoo; drying

himself on her fluffy cotton towels. They would alhve to be washed, of
course. She couldn’t run the risk of using a tolmehad used, of smelling
his distinctively male fragrance . ..



CHAPTER THREE

HECTOR was awkward about going out, and in the €atherine lost
patience, and scooped him up and put him outsithe ®gretted it
immediately. She was allowing her nervousness abtmrgan Lynch to
influence her dealings with the cat, and she gukebksewould be feeling
pretty huffy about it when he came back in.

Morgan’s jacket was still lying on the table, arigk icked it up to hang
over the radiator. It wasn’t the way a jacket sfquality should be dried,
she supposed, but she didn't have much alternaBesides, Morgan
evidently didn’t care that he had risked ruiningytwalking in the rain, so
why should she worry?

However, the weight of it warned her that the pégkeere not empty, and,
flipping it open, she discovered a long black waifethe inside pocket.
She hesitated before taking it out, and puttingloivn on the table.
Emptying his pockets smacked of prying, and sha’'tlidant him to think
she had lured him here for any questionable reason.

The jingle of coins warned her that if she turnieel jacket sideways, as she
had intended to do, they would all spill out ortlie floor. She hesitated,
briefly, and then plunged her hand inside, and dednipe contents of his
other pockets on the table, beside the wallet.

There were several coins, and some notes, as svkbys, a handkerchief,
and a small bottle of coloured capsules that lodkexl medication. The
temptation to read the inscription on the bottles\aémost irresistible, but
she resisted it, and, shaking the coat out, sheedrd over the hot radiator.

The kettle had boiled, and the dark liquid wasefilig through the grains
when she heard Morgan coming downstairs. He wasngailently, but
the stairs were inclined to creak. Immediately, hands felt all thumbs,
and she had to steel herself to continue settimgnugs, and a cream jug,
and a small basin of dark brown sugar.



As she had expected, he had washed his hair,lthaugh he had towelled
it dry, he had evidently not used her brush or colintwas a dark tangled
mass that somehow managed to give him a look obleesinrsensuality. The
towelling robe didn’t look too bad. Although it gagb a little across his
chest, exposing the darkly tanned skin beneatHeiigth reached below
his knees. However, his legs and feet were baksha tried not to think
about the fact that he was carrying the rest otluthes.

‘Um-let me take those,’” she said, when he haltethendoorway, his eyes
going automatically to the small pile of his belorgs on the kitchen table.
‘I-er-1 hope you don’t mind. I've put your jackever the radiator.’

Morgan’s mouth compressed. ‘Why not?’ he said, ¢fothere was a
certain tightness in his tone. He handed over g, svaistcoat, trousers,
socks, and the scrap of grey silk which she guessedhis underpants.
‘Thanks.’

Although the clothes were wet, the scent of hisydotjered on them, and
Catherine could smell it on her fingers, even aftee had hung the
trousers and waistcoat beside the jacket, and pustes other garments
into the tumble dryer. She thought of washing hemds, but that would
have looked too obvious. Besides, it wasn’'t an eaghnt smell. On the
contrary, it was disturbingly appealing.

‘We’'ll-er-we’ll have our coffee in the living roomshe said now, filling

the mugs and adding them to the other items orcquéed tray. ‘You

know the way,” she added, as Hector's voice codchbard, demanding
entry at the front door.

‘Do you want | should let him in?’ Morgan asked, @atherine’s hands
were full, and she sighed.

‘I-if you wouldn’t mind,” she agreed, silently cumg Hector for not
staying in the back garden. She just hoped no @seabout. It wasn't late,
but hopefully the weather would have deterred peépim turning out.

Morgan walked along the hall to the door, and diftee latch. He moved
easily for such a big man, and, to distract herfeln her thoughts,
Catherine tried to drum up a feeling of resentmanthis familiarity.



Really, she thought, anyone seeing him would in&agi& was staying with
her. And, while she was responsible for him beirgehshe couldn’t help
feeling aggrieved. She didn't want to get involvedgain, however
fleetingly, with anyone. And, although she guesthed a man like Morgan
Lynch was unlikely to be attracted to her in thenmal way, she had no
intention of being used, not even as a sexual gaup-

A draught of cold air wafted into the hall as Mangapened the door. And
Hector, after discovering it was not his mistres®vinad let him in, gave
Catherine a disdainful look before padding intolthieg-room. Of course,

he was wet, she thought, guiltily remembering saénft thought of that
when she’d put him out. He had probably come rotmdhe front, to

shelter under the canopy. Oh, dear, she had prpbé&kehded him, too.

Morgan closed the door again, and as he came blaclg'athe hall
Catherine quickly followed Hector into the livingam. Setting the tray on
the low table before the hearth, she switched @ouple of lamps, and
carefully positioned herself in an armchair. Thatyywhe could have the
sofa to himself, she thought decisively.

Hector was hovering on the hearthrug, his tail spl and swishing slowly
from side, to side. He didn’'t have a long tail, hetmade good use of what
he had. He watched Catherine balefully as she @andn the chintz-
covered armchair.

Morgan grinned, all tension leaving his expressashe seated himself on
the sofa, at right angles to her chair. ‘I guesd’'shwhat you call the evil

eye,” he observed, spreading his legs and alloviiisghands to hang

loosely between.

‘I suppose itis.’

Catherine forced herself to respond, and conceutran the tray in front
of her. But her eyes were drawn to the shadowegtheof hairy leg visible
in the opening of the bathrobe. He was completelgeliconscious, she
thought, angry with herself for noticing. He dids&em to care about what
constituted a breach of etiquette and what did#é.was totally unaware
of his body, and she was a fool to be disturbed.by



After setting his mug of coffee beside him, Cathereased herself back in
the chair, and crossed her legs. Perhaps it wautdwage him to do the
same, she thought, peevishly, but it didn't. Heetyeremained where he
was, drinking his coffee, and studying his surrangd with a lazily
interested eye.

His eyes were like Hector’s, she noticed unwillingUntil now, they had
invariably been veiled by his dark lashes, but@sobked up, she saw that
they weren’t brown, as she had imagined, but aoasrshade of amber.
Cat’s eyes, she thought fancifully, considering ¢benparison. In fact, he
was not unlike Hector in the way he moved. Theyhisitared a sinuous
grace that lesser mortals coveted. And they boththa same God-given
belief in their own supremacy, she reflected dquslyrsing her lips.

‘Did | say something wrong?’ he asked suddenly, &@atherine blinked
behind her large lenses.

‘No. Why?’

‘You just looked kind of grim, that’s all,” he respded, putting down his
mug. ‘I guess | didn’t thank you for bringing merée

‘You don't have to thank me.’

Catherine’s voice was crisp, and she knew it. Bt couldn’t help it. The
truth was, it troubled her to see him looking stvatne onher sofa. As if
he belonged there, she thought tensely.

He moved then, but, although she automaticallyested, all he did was
settle back against the cushions. And Hector4ttaitor, she thought
disgustedly-Hector walked delicately across therfland jumped up on to
the sofa beside him.

Deciding she was allowing her reactions to this nmaget completely out
of hand, Catherine ran her tongue over her dry, lgsd then said,
woodenly, ‘I understand you work at the Embassy. ti must be
interesting. Have you-have you worked in other ¢toes?’



Hector was presently employed in settling himselfMorgan’s knee, and
Morgan ran his hand along the whole length of thgscarching spine
before replying. ‘Some,” he conceded at last, nomittally. Then, ‘You

never did tell me what an investment analyst d@&syou work for the

stock exchange?’

Catherine’s lips tightened. It was obvious he didiKe talking about
himself. This was the second time he had turnedjhestions against her,
and, in spite of her determination not to get imedl with this man, her
curiosity was piqued.

‘I'm employed by an insurance company,” she saigv.nd study the
economy, and make recommendations about investméntsure you'd
find it very boring.” She paused. ‘Not at all glaraos, like the diplomatic
service.’

Morgan’s hand paused midway along Hector’'s baci fiot a diplomat,’
he said flatly. He drew a considering breath, drmhtcontinued, ‘I guess
you compare the performances of different industréon’'t you? So that
pension schemes give good returns, that sort g thi

She was surprised at his understanding of herhabshe refused to let
him divert her. ‘That’s right,” she said, dismisgithe topic. ‘So-if you're

not a diplomat, what do you do? | thought Kay said worked in Denzil's

section.’

‘I do.” Morgan expelled a heavy breath, watchingvhidector’s fur rose
between his fingers as his hand moved along thaalis spine. ‘I guess
you could say I'm a general dogsbody,” he added,vamen his eyes lifted
to Catherine’s face, she felt impaled by their lotgl penetration. ‘Does
that satisfy you? Or would you like to know exachlgw | spend my
days?’

Catherine felt a wave of heat envelop her. ‘| wasmat is-I'm sorry if you
think | was-prying. I'm-interested, that’s all.” 8look a steadying breath.
‘You didn’t haveto answer me.’



‘Didn’t 17" A little of the coldness left his facdyut his mouth took on a
half-contemptuous slant. ‘And if | hadn’t answenrgali, you’d have left it
there, right?’

Catherine’s free hand moved nervously to the dillack hair at the back
of her neck. Her hair was straight, unflatteringlg, she sometimes
thought, but it was decently cut, and tilted unsleghtly where it brushed
her shoulders. Just now, it provided a suitablepsttpto hold on to, and
she met his sardonic stare with some defiance.

‘You can ask questions about me, but | can’t aséstjans about you, is
that right?’ she asked, amazed at her own audaaity,he held her gaze
for only a moment longer, before giving a ruefubtn

‘Something like that,” he agreed, and now she ktisa his contempt was
directed towards himself. ‘Let’s just say I'm a mamystery, hmm?’

‘Like Houdini?’ suggested Catherine quickly, hericga little unsteady
with relief, but Morgan shook his head.

‘More like the Phantom of the Opera,” he remarkedcing as Hector
tried his claws against his bare leg. He studiedctit for a while, and then
said quietly, ‘Do you ever go to the theatre?”’

Catherine leant forward to put her coffee mug bawk the tray.
‘Not-usually,” she admitted, wondering what he wbuhink if she told
him how insular she had become since Neil walked ‘bdon’t go out a
lot.” Which had to be the understatement of the'lyea

‘Would you? If | invited you?’ he asked, still lowky at Hector, and
Catherine caught her breath.

‘What?’ she mumbled, playing for time. ‘Go-to theeatre with you?’ She
shook her head foolishly. ‘When?’

Morgan looked up then, his tawny eyes strangelyywa¥henever,” he
said, holding her gaze. ‘Would you?’



Catherine swallowed. She was not prepared for Tiis.last thing she had
expected was for Morgan Lynch to invite her oute 8lasn’t his type. She
wasn’t anyone’s type, let's face it, she thouglttebiy. Particularly not a
man who, for all his claims of being a dogsbodyrevexpensive suits, and
looked like every woman'’s sexual fantasy. He wasnérested in her. Not
really, If she hadn’t practically kidnapped him amught him here, she
doubted they would have even seen one another,dghialone made a
date. For some reason, he must feel he owed hestsimmg. Maybe he felt
obliged to make some kind of offer, because, whdtleehad wanted it or
not, she had rescued him from the rain. Yes, thdtth be it. He probably
felt sorry for her. Well, she didn’'t need his syrtipa She was quite
capable of finding someone to take her out, if sher felt the need to do
so.

Now, uncrossing her legs, she linked her handsheg®n her knees. ‘It's
very kind of you,” she began, choosing her word$hware, ‘but--’

‘You'll take a raincheck, right?’ Morgan finishetld sentence for her, his
tone ironic, and, although they weren’t quite theras she would have
used, Catherine nodded.

‘I-er-I'd better go and see how your clothes arétigg on,” she said,
getting to her feet. ‘You-you finish your coffeewbn’t be a minute.’

In actual fact, she was several minutes. By the time had let herself out
of the sitting-room and walked the few yards to kitehen, Catherine was
shaking quite badly, and she took quite a whilgather her composure. It
had taken some courage to turn him down, not lbasause she really
hadn’t wanted to do it. If she was honest with aBEyshe had to admit that
the idea of going out with Morgan was compulsivafypealing. And it
wasn’t just because she thought he might be feeslangy for her that she
had turned him down. It was because she sensedlhngerous it would
be for her to get involved with a man like him-armaho looked like an
angel, but who was probably a devil in disguisee #$fas attracted to him.
There was no denying that. But something told herrisks were too great;
that Morgan Lynch could hurt her far more than Neitl ever done.

When she eventually pulled herself together su#fitty to remember why
she had come out to the kitchen in the first pl&@=gherine drew a breath,



and moved over to the radiator to examine his ewat waistcoat and
trousers. Lifting the trousers off the radiatore stiscovered that they at
least were virtually dry, but the shoulders of jasket were still damp. But
not damp enough to prevent him wearing it, she ghguhardening her
heart. And, as the dryer had already switchedfitg€l his shirt, socks and
underpants had to be dry, too.

And they were, the shirt sliding silkily betweerr fiegers, so that she was
made inescapably aware of its quality. On impusdes brought the soft

fabric to her cheek, rubbing it against her skinvds deliciously sensuous,
and it was only when she felt her lips turning agtits smoothness that
she thrust it away from her. God in heaven, what sfee doing? she asked
herself disgustedly. It was only a shirt, after &he had silk shirts of her

own.

Deciding the jacket might as well stay on the retias long as possible,
she folded the other garments over her arm, ankeddack to the sitting-
room. A glance at her watch had alerted her tddbethat it was already
half-past eleven. Late enough for someone who tide tup at seven-thirty
tomorrow morning. Indeed, it was at least an haierl than she usually
went to bed-though she had no intention of telhing that.

However, when she opened the sitting-room door,rehksed that telling
Morgan anything would be purely academic. In hesealoe, he had shifted
his position, and now he was stretched out on dfiee $ast asleep. Asleep,
she thought frustratedly, with Hector curled coimigly into the curve of
his hip.

Her first impulse was to slam the door and wake pnBut she was not
naturally a spiteful person, and a closer inspectié his supine form

revealed the unexpected evidence of exhaustionsifaice. There were
dark hollows beneath the silky fringe of his lash&se saw now, and a
certain weariness to his expression that wasniredynterased, even in
sleep. He looked. .. She sought for a word to desdrim, and could only

come up with one-vulnerable.

But that was ridiculous, she chided herself impalye There was nothing
remotely vulnerable about Morgan Lynch. It was jhsr imagination
working overtime, as usual. And yet, that world-wetiredness was not



faked. It couldn’t be. Not when he was unconsci@g. for some reason,
he must find it difficult to sleep in his own bed.

It wasn’t until she had shooed Hector out of themp and covered her
unwanted houseguest with a warm quilt before sggkia sanctuary of her
own bed, that Catherine thought of an alternatotaten. Curling her toes
into the cuffs of her satin pyjamas, she refledteat it was quite possible
he had been burning the candle fairly continuoushce he came to
London. A man alone, with no wife or girlfriend ¢artail his activities, he
probably slept in a different bed every night.

She found this thought so unpalatable that it wakeast another hour
before she got to sleep herself. And when, in thdyehours of the
morning, Hector came to warm her toes, she unkikitked him off.
After all, he hadn’t proved himself to be much glidge of character, she
thought uncharitably. He had been quite preparesivMitch his affections
when it had suited him.

It was still dark, though not as dark as it hadnheehen Hector started to
howl. At first, Catherine thought he was protestiggause she had kicked
him off the bed, but then she discovered he widostithe bed, though not
in his usual position. Instead, she could see biine at the foot of the

mattress, tail up, back arched, in his most aggrestance, and her spine
tingled at the thought of what might have causedalgitation.

‘Ssh,” she said, rolling over and reaching for Bpectacles. Sliding them
on to her nose, she struggled to sit up. She had beund asleep and it
wasn’t easy to pull herself together. She couldmagine what could be
the cause of his distress, and, while she triecotwvince herself that she
couldn’t have an intruder at five o’clock in the mimg, Hector's howls

were not abating.

She was wondering whether she should switch ogh&When she heard it.
Over and above the cat’s squalling, she could laeather sound, one
equally as nerve-tingling, and her blood frozevdis a man’s voice, of that
she was fairly certain. But the unearthly soundsas making were barely
human.



And then she remembered who was occupying her dofanstairs.
Morgan Lynch. Swallowing, she reached for the lampd turned it on.
Was it possible that he was making that noise? [at! She shivered
uncontrollably. What kind of man was he? Was héyeaad, after all?

She thought of hammering on the wall for help, th& Tollands on one
side of her were away, and she wasn’t keen on \gakm the Randalls.
She hardly knew them anyway, and what she did kneas not
encouraging. Mrs Randall was the kind of woman vgbjugated her
needs to those of her husband, and pretended shlkinitohave it any
other way. And, although Mr Randall didn’t actudtlgat his wife-at least,
Catherine had never heard him doing so-he did tneatwith a certain
amount of contempt. He was not somebody Catherméddirchoose to run
to in a situation like this, and, realising she ldat just sit there and let
Morgan wake the whole neighbourhood, she swungldgs reluctantly
over the side of the bed.

Hector leapt off the bed and accompanied her, aopbned the bedroom
door and padded to the top of the stairs. His Igstpresence was not
exactly supportive, but at least 'he had stoppsdbisy protest. However,
it meant that the sounds from downstairs were rtinath louder now, and,
not knowing what to expect, Catherine started down.

Hector ran ahead of her as they reached the bottamCatherine’s legs
were not so steady. Indeed, they were decidedlyeady, and belatedly
she remembered that she hadn't put on her dregeing- Not that she was
cold. On the contrary, she was perspiring quiteljreBut still...

At least the sitting-room door was closed, she aawlector paced angrily
before it. She had half expected Morgan to be syatieally laying Waste

to the house, and, now that she was downstairs,frive door was

infinitely more appealing. She could just grab atcand rush out into the
street, she thought. There were people who woulp her not a dozen
yards away. The Scotts, for example. Oh, Mrs Seei$ inclined to be
nosy, but what did that matter, if the choice wasnseen life and death?
Would she rather be embarrassed and alive, or secaative corpse?

The harrowing sounds went on, and she drew a tieghblreath. It was
like some sort of ritual keening, she thought,rtgyto be rational about it.



The rise and fall of cadence had all the anguisa laiment, and yet there
was a harshness to its tone that was more savagenrtburnful. Whatever
it was, it scared the hell out of her, and, for fingt time in her life, she

wished she had a weapon of some sort to defendlhers

And then the noise stopped. Abruptly, without angrmng, the sounds
were cut off, and their place was taken by an esitence. Catherine
swallowed, and she heard its echo with almost déajeresonance. Even
Hector stopped his pacing to stare at her with sioguyellow eyes, and
she shook her head in a gesture of helpless intibgna

But what now? What should she do? Go back updiaibed, and pretend
she hadn’t heard anything? Was that what Morgandvexpect her to do?
Perhaps he had heard her coming down the staineugh how he could
have done in the circumstances was beyond her. a¥ératshe would
probably be well-advised to do just that. There waspoint in courting
trouble-or danger either, for that matter.

But she didn't. No matter how sensible it might ree¢o avoid a
confrontation, she couldn’t go back upstairs withénding out exactly
what had been going on. This was her house, altiestee told herself
defensively. He had no right to behave as if it vaasunatic asylum.
Besides, she was very much afraid that if she wank upstairs now the
noise might start all over again. And she didnihkhshe would have the
courage to come downstairs a second time.

Acknowledging Hector’s impatient stance, she trémhg the hall to the
sitting-room door and halted. Should she knock,vgbedered, or was that
just another attempt on the part of her subconscioudelay the evil
moment? It did seem ridiculous to think about knogkwhen for the past
goodness knew how long Morgan had shown absoluielgonsideration
for her feelings whatsoever.

Taking every bit of courage she had in her hanus psit her fingers on the
handle of the door and turned it. Darkness. Beybeddoor, no flicker of

light was visible, and, with trembling fingers, steached for the hall light
switch and turned it on.



Immediately, the interior of the sitting-room wamty illuminated, and as
her eyes adjusted themselves to the light she &@lv NMorgan was,
amazingly, where she had left him. The only diffe® was that the quilt
she had thrown over him was now on the floor, bbewise he didn’t
appear to have moved.

She licked her dry lips, her thoughts racing. Wgsossible that what she
had heard was his reaction to a nightmare? Wamitaivable that he had
been unaware of what he was doing?

She could hardly believe it. But what other solativas there? He
certainly seemed to be asleep now, and her hetstist@adied at the
thought that there could be some reasonable exmarfar all this.

Hector had slipped into the room when she openedidtior, and, although
he hadn’'t resumed his previous position on the,S0&herine knew she
couldn’t leave him in there. It was possible thabriyan had awakened
earlier, and he would know Hector hadn’t been gréhthen. So perhaps it
was unwise to pose the question now as to how tiedtarned.

Her bare toes curling into the soft carpet, Catteetiptoed across the floor
to where Hector was standing on the tumbled qu@ome on,” she

whispered, overpoweringly aware of the sound of ddofs harsh

breathing, as she tipped the cat off the quilt picled it up. But when she
moved to cover the man on the couch with the gh#gt;, attention was
caught by the sight of Morgan’s face. Even in tifeugsed light from the

hall, it was impossible not to notice the beadsweat standing on his
forehead, or the moist strands of hair that layiregahis neck. Although

his skin was dark, it was oddly pale, and evenstie of his chest, bared
by the parting lapels of the bathrobe, was obvipdamp.

Catherine only hesitated a moment before putting loer hand and
touching his brow. It was cold, and clammy, and kuked around the
room in dismay. But it wasn’t cold. Certainly nailé¢ enough to induce
symptoms of this sort, and she was nervously fingeher spectacles
when he spoke.

‘What time is it?'



Catherine jumped, and even Hector gave an indiggeowl. After the
horrifying sounds of the last fifteen minutes, t®ah Morgan speak in a
perfectly normal voice was almost unnerving inlffsend Catherine could
only stare at him in mute consternation.

Morgan stared at her, too, uncomprehendingly at, fand then with slow
recognition. Levering himself up on one elbow, la@ the palm of his
other hand down his cheek. It came away soaked wistlown sweat, and
he uttered a groan before sinking back againstubkhkions.

‘God, | guess | went to sleep, right?’

Catherine nodded. Pushing the silky black hair tirashed the collar of
her pyjamas behind her ears, she took a hasty &dke clock on the
mantelpiece. ‘It-it's half-past five,” she said,|ltimg the quilt in front of
her, as if it was a shield. She moistened her l®-are you all right?’

Morgan drew a deep breath, before looking up athreugh the thick vell
of his lashes. ‘Did | wake you?’ he asked, withanswering her.

‘Er-1 think so,” she admitted awkwardly, and, whes made another sound
of protest, and drew up one leg so that the bathfeld apart across his
thighs, she quickly thrust the quilt down on tophain. But not quickly
enough, she acknowledged, the memory of hair-raugghéimbs indelibly
imprinted on her mind.

Morgan'’s features twisted. ‘What did | do? What g hear?’

Catherine, bereft of the quilt, felt unbearably esed. ‘Er-oh, nothing
much,” she lied, unable to tell him the truth. Nwiw. ‘I-er-Hector woke
me, actually. He-he hears everything. Any-any ss@lind.’

‘Or any loud one, right?’ Morgan continued drilye jroaned again, and
raked the nails of both hands across his scaldl,‘Ha sorry. | shouldn’t
be here. Why didn’t you just wake me up and sen@mey way?’

Catherine half turned towards the door. ‘It doesméatter,” she said,
uncomfortably aware of her own body’s reaction,hbim the shock of his
recovery, and his sensuality. Even in a situati@a this, macabre as it



was, she couldn’t help being aware of him, andiéleéngs he engendered.
But turning sideways only threw the thrusting asdusf her full breasts
into profile and, not for the first time, she wishker breasts were small
and insignificant. '

‘I'l go now,” Morgan said abruptly, pushing theiljaside, and putting his
feet to the floor. ‘If you could just tell me whemey clothes are-’

‘You can’'t go like that” The words were out befofeatherine could
prevent them, but, in any case, she didn’t wamét@act them. He couldn’t
go in that state. He was as much in danger ofrgeiheumonia now as he
had been earlier, and she told herself it was besaence that insisted on
doing the right thing. ‘I-I'll make some coffee,he said, reaching the
doorway and looking back at him over her shoult&hy-why don’t you
take another shower? There’s plenty of hot water.’



CHAPTER FOUR

CATHERINE was trying to estimate the relative adeges of choosing
Micro-Bite Electronics over Hereward Industries wh&ay stopped beside
her desk. The other woman looked vaguely embamassel she offered
Catherine a rueful smile, before saying awkward8orry about last
night.’

Realising she was not giving the calculation hdrdttention in any case,
Catherine pushed her spectacles up her nose, akedat her friend with
tired eyes.

‘What?’ she asked, hoping Kay wasn’t about to igduin a long post-
mortem. After approximately four hours of sleepg sfas in no mood to be
charitable. However, it was not in her nature tacbmpletely ungracious,
and, lifting her shoulders, she said, ‘It doesréttar.’

‘It does matter.” Kay evidently did want to talkpdy after a swift glance
around her, she perched on the edge of Cathemnlesk. ‘I'd never have
invited you if I'd known he was going to be so aitjenable.’

Catherine sighed. ‘So what's new?’ she repliedydsurprised that Kay
was prepared to criticise her husband so openlgnzd and | have never-’

‘Not Denzil, silly"” Kay slid off the desk in hempatience. ‘Morgan, of
course. Morgan Lynch. Honestly, the way he spoKkednzil, | just wanted
to diel’

Catherine’s eyes narrowed. ‘You don't think he desé it?’ she remarked
slowly.

‘Who? Denzil?” And when Catherine’s silence proddeer answer, Kay
snorted. ‘Of course not. You know what Denzil’selikHe just-teases you,
that's all. There was no need for Morgan to comgdor defence like a
bull at a gate! For heaven'’s sake, the eveninghaas enough without him
making it any harder?’



Catherine drew her lower lip between her teeth-Why did you invite
him?’ she enquired softly, and saw the way the wot@me into the other
woman’s cheeks at her words.

‘Oh-as | said the other day, he’s an old army ftieh Denzil's.’

‘Friend?’ Catherine looked sceptical.

‘Well, all right. Not-friend, exactly.” Kay hesitatl. ‘As a matter of fact,
they're cousins. Only second cousins,” she addeattlgwBut family is
family, isn’t it? You can’t choose your relations.’

‘No.” Catherine was fairly sure Morgan felt the sam

‘Anyway,” went on Kay defensively, ‘at least it ggbu out of your shell
for the evening. And you have to admit, Morgan listfy devastating to
look at, isn’t he? It's just a pity he-’

She broke off abruptly, but there was no mistakieg agitation now, as
she ran nervous fingers into the blonde curls atnia@e. It was obvious
she regretted starting such an ambiguous staterauedt,turning her head
from side to side, she pretended to be admiring rbe#éection in the
windowed wall that divided the office.

Catherine let her believe she had got away witbria few moments, and
then she said quietly, ‘It's just a pity he-what"h&V/ were you going to
say?’

‘What?’ Kay turned to look at her with deceptivatyocent eyes.

‘You didn't finish what you started to say,” Cathmer responded smoothly.
‘About Morgan. Why is it a pity?’

‘Oh . . " Kay licked her lips, playing for timeDid | say that"?’
‘You know you did.” Catherine was terse.

‘Oh, well-1 just meant-it was a pity the eveningded as it did,” declared
Kay, her words gathering speed and conviction, hes realised she had



found an escape route. ‘I mean, imagine walking éamall that rain! He
must be m-stupidStupid! She uttered an embarrassed little laugh, and
looked at the watch on her wrist. ‘Goodness, is tthe@ time? I'd better go.

| don’t want to get into Mr Hollingsworth’s blackobks today. Denzil's
taking me to Paris for the weekend, and | wantstoifl can have Monday
off.” She pulled a face. ‘See you.’

Catherine nodded. ‘Have a nice weekend,' she sall,aware that Kay
was not being completely honest with her. But themembering her own
dealings with Morgan, she wondered if she wasndsilly. She didn’t

even have that excuse.

Catherine looked back at her computer, trying t&kensome sense of the
spreadsheet of net present values, but it wasajuginfusing jumble of

figures, the projected balance sheets she had recepghe day before

providing no elucidation whatsoever. She was aftmat sea of corporate
information that for some reason refused to clatggilf.

Resting her elbows on the desk, she massagedrpletewith long, slim

fingers. Her spectacles slipped down her nose,shatdidn’'t bother to
replace them. Her head ached with the effort ahgyyo concentrate when
her mind simply wasn’t on her work. It was a newpe&rxence for her, and
one she didn’t appreciate in the slightest.

It was Morgan Lynch’s fault, of course, she ackrexdged. In spite of her
defence of him to Kay, she was in no doubt thatvhe responsible for her
present lack of concentration. And not just becausene way or another,
he had kept her awake half the night.

She wondered what Kay would have said if she hatiiter that Morgan
hadn’'t walked home at all. That he had, in facendpthe night at her
house. God, she could imagine the speculation wlaid have caused!
Not least because Kay would never believe nothiad Ikappened. Well,
nothing sexual anyway, thought Catherine wrylyjing her head to rest
her chin on her hands. As for what had happeneg-thelre was no way
she could ever tell anyone about that. 'In faaikiong back on it now, she
was half inclined to believe she had imagined thwles thing. But she
hadn’t!



She sighed. All the same, the whole incident hapliaed the ambience of
a bad dream, and she preferred not to think alo@uit it wasn’t easy
putting it out of her mind when the man himselfpgrsistently occupied
her thoughts.

A shiver ran up her spine. Kay had been right alboetthing, she thought
reflectively. Morgan was just about the most deatasty man she had ever
seen. She had only to close her eyes to see tgadmk lashes that veiled
his curiously tawny eyes, the hard planes of hie fdbeneath the tautly
drawn skin that covered his cheekbones. There wtsny soft about his

face, and yet at times it was strangely beauttitd, mouth compressing
over even white teeth.

She shook her head. She didn't like the feelingaifhaving control over
her own thoughts. Even when Neil had left her, Ishe been able to find
solace in her work. But just now she was findingiitually impossible to
do what she had to do, and, discovering it was sinhanchtime, she
realised that she would probably have to spendvieekend catching up.

Leaving her desk, she walked across to the coffaeéhine, and punched in
her requirements. Then, collecting the polystyreme, she carried it to the
windows, looking down at the city through troubleges. As usual, on a
Friday lunchtime, the streets below her were cldggeéh traffic. Lots of
offices closed for the weekend at lunchtime on d&y&] and travel-weary
commuters were struggling to make their way honte&nk goodness, she
didn’'t have that problem, she thought wryly. Besid¢éhe offices of
Bracknell Associates, Insurance Consultants, didiidse until five
o’clock, a circumstance she had not really apptediantil today.

And why was that? she asked herself irritably. Véhpuld she want to
stay on at the office, when most of the staff calldvait to start their
weekend? Why should she want to stay at her deslkenwshe was
fortunate enough to have a comfortable home t@@o t

She sipped her coffee with some impatience. Thevamsshe knew,
involved Morgan Lynch, and it was unbearable thatshould be having
such a ridiculous effect on her life. But her honmespite of its earlier
association with Neil, had always been her refug@mes of trouble. After
Neil had left her, she had made it over to her osign, and, since then,



no man had invaded her territory. Morgan had charaglethat, and while
she could hardly accuse him afvading he had-temporarily, she
hoped-destroyed its peace and tranquillity.

But it wasn't just the atmosphere of the house toacerned her. After he
had left that morning, she had systematically dgstl all trace of
Morgan’s occupation, even to the extent of throwang a perfectly good
half-full bottle of an expensive shampoo, simplgdugse she suspected he
had used it. She had even stripped the cover fhrengailt she had used to
cover him, and left a note for the woman who caméwice a week to
clean for her to send it to the cleaners. Her dewirrid herself of any
reminder of what had happened was almost paraaoid,that was what
troubled her most.

And why? she asked herself frustratedly. What haddbne, for God’s
sake? He hadn't even touched her.

She expelled her breath unsteadily. He hadn't lbaghe acknowledged
bitterly. She hadn’t needed his participation todweare of him in a way
that bore no resemblance to her immature attrattidyeil. Just looking at
him, she had suspected how unsatisfactory herigestip with her ex-
husband must have been, and the rampant possibibfi that realisation
were another part of her depression.

Of course, he didn’t know any of this, she consdiedself firmly. At least,
she hoped he didn’t. Surely he could have readimptfexual into the cup
of coffee she had offered after his second shower@p of coffee he had
declined, she remembered uneasily, recalling hisf fout unequivocal
refusal. He had come downstairs, a little less icutaely attired than
earlier that evening, with the shadow of a niglgtewth of beard on his
chin, but dressed and ready to leave. And apam fusing her phone to
call a minicab he had behaved as he had done reaglizvas polite, but
curiously remote.

Which was probably why she was thinking about hownshe told herself
forcefully. It wasn't that she had found him so ovieelmingly attractive
at all. It was his-unpredictability that disturbleer. She was worried about
him, that’s all. Worried that, in some strange wag,wasn’t exactly what
he seemed.



What he seemedZatherine stifled a groan. She really was geiagnoid
about this. Morgan Lynch was exactly what he seeanedod-looking,
moderately wealthy man, with a steady if unexcitjolg at the Embassy.
And he was perfectly capable of handling his ovie IHe didn’t need her
to worry about him.

All the same, she couldn’t help associating whay Kad just said-or
rather, what shbadn’t said-with what had happened during the night. Had
it been a nightmare? He hadn’t actually told helt. & had done was
apologise for disturbing her.

Her mother phoned soon after she got in from whbék €vening. Catherine
had hardly taken off her coat and bent to greetdtdmefore the telephone
rang, and she felt an immediate return of tensider thoughts leapt
instantly to the possible identity of her callendait was with some
reluctance that she lifted the receiver.

‘Catherine? Is that you, darling? Have you beeming®’ -

‘Yes, and no.” Catherine endeavoured to regulatebheathing. ‘I've just
got in actually. And-the phone startled me.’

‘Oh, | see.’

Mrs Lambert seemed to accept her explanation, feeting the need to
endorse what she had said, Catherine added, Yot usually phone at
this time.’

‘No.” Diverted now, her mother was more than wijito explain. ‘I just
wanted to confirm what day you're planning on cogndown. Will it be
Saturday or Sunday? | mean, as far as I'm conceryaa could come
tonight, and spend the whole weekend, but | know ywon't leave that
animal of yours, will you?’

Catherine swallowed. She had completely forgoteying she would go
down to Oakley this weekend, and, with the amountvork she had
brought home with her, she didn't really have timet Besides, the last
thing she needed at the moment was a cosy téte-avit# her mother.



‘Catherine?’

Her silence had become noticeable, and, takingep dheeath, she said,
‘I-hadn’t really thought about it.’

‘About what? When you're coming?’

‘No.” Catherine hesitated. ‘If.’

‘But you said you would!” Mrs Lambert sounded hwahd Catherine felt
awful. After all, it wasn’t her mother’s fault thahe had allowed thoughts
of Morgan Lynch to distract her from her work.

‘I've... just got such a lot to do,” she admitteanely. ‘I promised John I'd
have some figures ready for him on Monday mornargy I'm not even
halfway through the calculations.” She paused.elvad to bring them
home with me.’

Mrs Lambert sucked in her breath. ‘So, you're gdiogspend the whole
weekend hunched over the computer?’

Catherine sighed. ‘Something like that.’

‘Well, 1 don’t believe you.” Her mother sounded apgow. ‘You weren’t
too busy to have dinner with the Sawyers, were yalgh’'t remember you
worrying about any figures that evening. No, youravguite happy to
oblige your friends, but when it comes to your nesth

‘All right. All right. I'll come.’

Catherine broke into the tirade to make her peawcd,her mother gave a
peevish sniff. “You mean it?’

‘Yes, | mean it.” Catherine considered for a moméilitcome on Sunday.
For lunch, if that's OK. That'll give me at leasdlhthe morning to work.’

Mrs Lambert sniffed again. ‘You really are busyerh



Catherine suppressed her own irritation. ‘I wa$yitg, Mother,” she said,
realising it was only half the truth. In normalaimstances what she had
to do could have been accomplished in a few hdBus.these were not
normal circumstances, and she wasn’'t absolutely Baw long it would
take her.

‘Very well.” Her mother hesitated for a moment, &batherine prepared to
ring off. But then, as if compelled by forces stgyen than herself, Mrs
Lambert added, ‘Did-er-did you have a pleasant exemwith Kay and
Denzil?’

In other words, what was Denzil’'s army buddy liki®ught Catherine
impatiently. Which was probably the real reasonrhether had rung. The
ploy about which day she planned to visit had bee#tf but Mrs Lambert
was nothing if not tenacious.

‘It was all right,” she said now. ‘Kay’s housekeepeade a cream cheese
and asparagus mousse, and that was deliciouhavié to get the recipe.
I’'m sure you'd like it.’

'I'm sure | would.” Mrs Lambert's tone was dry. ‘Ning exciting
happened then, | gather.’

Catherine bit down hard on the flesh of he; innpr INo,” she replied
tautly. ‘Nothing exciting."'

‘And-Denzil’s friend? What did you call him? Whatw he like?’

Catherine’s fingers tightened round the receivan hot seeing him again,
if that's what you mean,’ she said, keeping hecgaven with an effort.
‘I'll see you on Sunday, Mother. Bye!

She put down the phone before Mrs Lambert couldasgyhing else, but
after she had done so she experienced the usisd eéguilt at her lack of
patience. After all, her mother was just being-redth Like all good
parents, she wanted her daughter to be happy.rdotbklé¢ was, her idea of
happiness and her daughter’'s were not necessaripatible.



Catherine spent the evening watching televisiore Biew there was no
point in taxing her brain cells any more that dagd the undemanding
procession of game shows, situation comedies, amchal that filled the
screen were exactly what she needed to distracthibeights. Of course,
her eyes strayed often to the sofa, where Morgdndia the night before,
and just occasionally she thought she could sétect the aroma of his
shaving lotion. But she was sure it was only heagmation, and she
chided Hector when he stalked around the sofafirsmifssiduously. She
didn't want to be reminded that the cat had beensasceptible to
Morgan’s influence as she had herself.

Catherine slept fitfully, and awakened to the degntealisation that she
felt no more like work this morning than she haaelthe day before. But
at least it wasn't raining, and already a wateny sas filtering through the
blind in the kitchen.

After letting Hector into the garden, Catherine madpot of coffee, and
then settled down to read the morning newspapees. &buld have her
shower and get dressed later, she thought. Iftsineed work at ten o’clock
she could guarantee herself at least two hoursrddtmch. Of course,
there was shopping to do. She generally went tosty@ermarket on
Saturdays and stocked up for the week. She wowe ba do that this
afternoon, and by then she would probably be gfabeobreak.

She was engrossed in a story about a Member aaait who had been
accused of insider trading on the stock market wiendoorbell rang. A

glance at the kitchen clock informed her that isviarely nine o’clock,

and, guessing it was probably the post, she puindwsv coffee cup and
went to answer it. She didn’'t give much thoughthte fact that she wasn’t
dressed. She was sure the postman had seen far siginés than her in the
silky dragon-printed kimono which Aunt Agnes hadumght her back from

Tokyo. It was at least live years old, of courseqg aot really her sort of
thing, but it was soft and comfortable, and she nitasxpecting any

visitors. Unless her mother. . .

But, when she slid back the bolt and opened the,dbavas neither the
postman nor her mother who was standing on thecsttgide. A tall, dark-
haired man dressed in faded jeans and a blackelegitket stood on the
threshold, his attention momentarily distractedalyyair of motorists, who



were having a noisy duel with their horns across gtreet. However, he
had evidently heard the door opening, because mmeduhis head and
looked at her, and Catherine caught her breatheaglentified him.

‘Hi,” said Morgan evenly. His tawny eyes made auising appraisal of
her appearance. ‘Did | get you up?’

‘What?’ For a moment, Catherine was too shockedn®swer him. Then,
‘Oh-I-no. No. | was in the kitchen.’

‘Right.” Morgan inclined his head. ‘I guessed yob&lan early riser.’
‘Did you?’ Catherine wasn't sure she appreciated tomment.
‘Yes.” Morgan glanced pointedly beyond her. ‘Catoime in?’

Catherine tugged at the stem of her spectaclesshwturled behind her

right ear. ‘Er-yes. Yes, | suppose so.” She steppgide automatically,

even though all her instincts were screaming atithveefuse. But she was
very much aware of her vulnerability, standing éfar anyone to see; and
when Mrs Scott, across the road, came out to takei milk she was glad
to step back into the shadows. ‘I-er-I was justihgwsome coffee,” she

added politely, making an effort to behave natyrall

‘Would you like some?’

‘Of your coffee?’ queried Morgan, stepping past h@o the hall. He
pulled a wry face. ‘Could you make that tea?’

Catherine frowned at him as she closed the doer.tHere something
wrong with my coffee?’ she enquired coolly, and Nen’s face split into
an irresistible grin.

'‘Well, let's say it-defies description,” he repliethamelessly, and then
spiked any reply she might have felt compelled akenby bending to rub
Hector’s ears. The cat had come to see what wagy @mi, and he made no
demur when Morgan picked him up. ‘How are you doibgy? Met any
sexy felines lately?’



Catherine’s face suffused with colour as she brigiast him on her way
to the kitchen. Just who did he think he was? gtwught furiously.
Coming here at this hour of the morning, and malsagcastic cracks
about her coffee. Not to mention embarrassing har dlector. They
didn’t know one another well enough for him to malersonal remarks
tother cat!

However, as she filled the kettle she had to admait once again she was
over-reacting. For heaven’s sake, it wasn't as ettdr was going to be
embarrassed. On the contrary, as she turned toipltige kettle, Morgan
paused in the doorway, with Hector purring and iaghhis back
responsively against his hand. The little traitad lbetrayed her again, she
thought indignantly, jamming the end of the flexoinhe kettle with more
force than intellect. He had never been half snfifly with anyone else.

‘I guess you're not pleased to see me,” Morgan rkathafter a moment,
tipping the cat gently on to the floor, and progpihis leather-clad
shoulder against the jamb. ‘Do you want me to go?’

Catherine, who had been clattering cups into sayead taking the teapot
out of the cupboard, turned to give him a startteak. ‘I-didn’t say that,’
she protested, uncomfortably aware of how shrewish must appear to
him. A proper old maid, she thought bitterly, disntng the fact that she
had been married. After all, the marriage had bmake, and Neil had left
her, not the other way about. If he didn’t actuadgard her as a spinster,
he probably considered her the next best thing.

‘You didn’t have to,” Morgan said now, one brow lairgy with quizzical
intent. ‘Don’t bother with the tea. I'm not thirsty just came to-well, to
thank you, | guess. You don't have to entertain Flideave right away.’

‘No, I. . .” Catherine put out a hand as he straagbd away from the door,
and then allowed it to fall again when he turnetbtik at her. ‘| mean-stay
and have some tea. Please. | didn’t mean to beaaiogrs.’

She watched as he came back into the room, unaplevent herself from
stiffening as he came to lodge his hips againstdbée, not a yard away
from where she was standing. But, crazy as it sdeste knew she didn’t



want him to go, and her body suffused with heahiaseyes moved over
her.

‘Ungracious!” he said, whistling softly. ‘Now, theds a word I've not heard
in many a long year. And certainly never addressedhe. How can |
refuse?’

Catherine allowed her breath to escape in shalltie Qulps. She was
intensely conscious of him lounging there, agaiest table, arms folded
across his chest, his jacket falling open to revedhded denim shirt,
unfastened at the neck. Her nervous gaze was di@whe silver buckle

that snared the belt that rode low on his hipssdemed to be a
representation of two snakes, wound together ireahdy embrace, but
when her eyes drooped to the faded fly of his jeasch tautly outlined

the proof of his gender, she quickly tore her gazay. Lord, what was
wrong with her? she wondered sharply, turning &b her hot palms on the
cool steel of the drainer. Was she suffering someé &f mental aberration,
or was this simply a case of premature senility?

‘Who looks after the yard?’ Morgan asked suddeahd the draught of air
against her neck warned her that he had comerd s&hind her.

‘The-the yard?’ she echoed, through dry lips, aaanade a wry sound.

‘Oh, right,” he said. ‘You call it the garden, doyou? So, OK, who looks
after the garden? You?’

‘Yes.” Catherine’s voice was clipped, but she catiltielp it. ‘I-er-there is
no one else. It's not big enough to employ a gagdén

‘No.” Morgan agreed with her, but he didn't moveay and Catherine
was aware of him with every nerve in her body. ‘gm) go to work in the
City, you do some gardening, and you look after anstocratic friend
here. What else do you do?’

Catherine swallowed, and edged sideways, so thatdsa’'t immediately
behind her any more. ‘Oh-this and that,” she replwishing the kettle
would boil, so that she would have something pecatto do. ‘I read; and |
watch television. And-I like the theatre.’



‘How about men?’ Morgan gave her a sidelong glaficguess there’s no
man in your life, right?’.

Catherine didn’t know why, but she was suddenlyiofus at his

presumption. ‘Why-why should you think that?’ shettered, realising she
should have put on her shoes before answeringabe d wasn't usual for
her to have to look up at a man, and Morgan waertad begin with. She
caught her breath. ‘I suppose you think Kay andzZilemly invited me to

make up a four for dinner, because they felt storyne! Is that it?’

Morgan’s brows creased. ‘Do you want to run thatr®yagain?’ he asked,
his own expression hardening, but Catherine wasatagy to notice his
reaction.

‘I am not a lonely old woman! she declared, tremdplwith indignation.
‘I I live alone, it's because | choose to do sot hecause no red-blooded
male has asked me to join him. Strange as it maynsé find my own
company quite satisfying, thank you. | don’'t neé@ kind of sexual
stimulus most men consider indispensable!’

‘Hey!” Morgan caught her arm, and swung her roumdaice him. ‘What
did | say, for God’s sake?’ His tawny eyes glitteengrily. ‘Did | suggest
you were either old or lonely?’

‘No, but. . .

Catherine made one abortive attempt to shake md fram her arm, and
then stood rigidly still. She would not behave l&eme outraged prude,
she thought determinedly. She was a mature, indigménwvoman, and
indulging in any kind of physical by-play was aliém her. Besides, she
had the sense to know that in any kind of contéstrength he was bound
to come out the winner, and she had no intentiostreiggling with him,
just to prove the point.

‘What is it with you?’ demanded Morgan harshly, @i wondered if he
realised how painful his grip was. His hard fingexse biting into the soft
flesh of her upper arm, and she could feel the tessaround them going
numb. ‘I was simply trying to find out if there wa®meone else-some



other man,” he added, his mouth revealing an esgeof contempt now,
which could have been against her, or self-deragat@vhy would you

assume | was taking a shot at you? You're a bedawtibman, for God’s
sake! And | guess you don’t need me to tell you #ither!

A beautiful womanCatherine opened her mouth to deny this outrageous
statement, and then closed it again. But she kriewsasn't a beautiful
woman, and he must know it, too. It was just aemafit to disarm her.
However, she would not give him the satisfactioraguing with him. If

he chose to make exaggerated observations, thémietShe would show
him how. little it meant by not even acknowledgthg fabrication.

‘Will you let me go?’, she asked instead, her fezdias frozen as the rest
of her, and, as if just realising he was bruisieg &rm, Morgan’s hand fell
to his side.

‘Sorry,” he muttered, in a low voice, watching dee $acked away from
him, the fingers of her other hand trying to masssgme life back into her
arm. He raked his scalp with a hand that she cdubefp noticing was not
quite steady, and then walked rather stiffly rotmel table. ‘I'll let myself
out.’

This time, Catherine made no attempt to detain tiat, after she heard
the front door close behind him, she scurried ite sitting-room, and

peered rather anxiously through the curtains. &adised now that the
sleek grey Mercedes parked at her gate, and whiehhad paid little

attention to earlier, was his. As she watched, Morgame out of her gate,
and crossed the pavement, unlocking the car witbrdrolled movement,

and folding his long length behind the wheel. Geese often parked at her
gate, but seldom a car as powerful as that, shegtitogrudgingly. She

drew back as he gave the house a cursory inspdotimne driving away.

Thank goodness, he had gone. And after what hapenag, she doubted
he’d be back.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE flowers were waiting for her when she got hofram work on
Monday afternoon. They must have arrived while Mislland was
cleaning, for the daily woman had taken them in kgfidthem in the sink,
their stems safely dipped in water.

What Mrs Holland must have thought, Catherine cotildnagine. She
was not in the habit of receiving extravagant batsof flowers, and,
bearing in mind the season, and the shortage afiyogrown blooms, they
were doubly surprising. There must have been st ldundred pounds’
worth of flowers spilling over the drainer, theierfume filling the house
with the freshness of a spring morning.

There was no card. As soon as she had preparedrtdeevening meal,
that was the first thing Catherine looked for, thére was no small square
of cardboard to indicate who they had come fromc@ifrse she knew the
identity of the sender. That was why she had folwadelf to feed the cat
before confirming her suspicions. But, once ag®laorgan had succeeded
in outmanoeuvring her, leaving her almost certdie was right, but not
quite.

Still, they were beautiful, she thought, touchimg tpetals of a delicate
mauve orchid. Roses and lilies, tulips and carnatidreesias-where on
earth had they been cultivated? Not in Fulham, west for sure.

Leaving Hector licking his paws, Catherine walkextl along the hall to
the stairs. The sight of the phone on the semitarctable by the door
momentarily distracted her, but she moved passhe could hardly ring
and thank him for flowers she didn’'t even know lagl Isent. Besides, she
didn’t know his phone number. Just 1805, JermyreGahich might, or
might not, be his address.

In spite of her most immediate problems, it wal atirelief to shed her
business clothes and high heels. Deciding to tade Hath later, she
removed her make-up and washed her face, and ttessedl in black
woolly tights and a sloppy sweatshirt. She was wravof it, but in the



casual clothes, without make-up, and with her bapping her chin like an
ebony bell, she looked about nineteen, her spagaxily accentuating the
youthful transparency of her skin.

However, Catherine felt every one of her thirty rgeas she went
downstairs. It had not been a good day, she thoughtrning to the
kitchen to confront the daunting array of flowelst’s face it, she added
silently, it had not been a good weekend. Inddeidgs had started badly
with Morgan’s arrival on Saturday morning, and haghtinued going
downhill ever since. Even the flowers, beautifutlasy undoubtedly were,
could not lift the depression that had gripped leeer since Morgan had
walked out of the house. She had wanted him to gmofse she had, she
told herself. But the fact remained that his deparhad signalled the start
of her depression, and it wasn't over yet.

It certainly hadn’t helped her to concentrate. &y morning had been a
complete waste of time, and, after doing her shuppin the early
afternoon, she had had to spend the rest of thebd#jing with the
computer. She had made some progress, but natankbibeing obliged to
go to Oakley on Sunday for lunch had successfuliped that day’s
concentration, too.

Her mother hadn’t helped either. Mrs Lambert haghb@ore interested in
the evening she had spent at the Sawyers’ tharerinvork, and when
Catherine had mentioned her predicament her maiaeérswiftly put her
straight.

‘I've told you before, Catherine,’” she said, ‘fagitheir pre-packed lunches
out of the oven, and setting them on the hob. Masnlhert had never
enjoyed cooking, and since Catherine had got ntheie seldom, if ever,
prepared a traditional Sunday lunch. ‘You’'ve maaderywork the most
important thing in your life, and that's foolish.eBvens, | enjoy my
independence as much as anyone, but | wouldn'tndrelabringing my
work home. A place for everything, and everythingits place, as your
grandmother used to say. You need a man, Cathé&¥Mhether you choose
to admit it or not.’

Catherine could have said that, as a salespersom,L&mbert couldn’t
very well bring her work home, even if she had wedrnb, but she held her



tongue. It was easier not to get involved in argotsief that kind. Besides,
there was some truth in what her mother said. #nitanecessary for her to
work at home. If she chose to do so, that was taigm.

But, at the same time, she couldn’t tell her motkiey she needed to work
this weekend. If she had been afraid that Kay mgapgeculate over the
news that Morgan had spent Thursday night at hasdyohow could she
confide that fact to her mother? Mrs Lambert woudéhd all sorts of

interpretations into the reasons why her daughadridrought him home in
the first place. It wouldn’'t do to simply say thetie had given him a lift

because it was raining, and that she hadn’'t beentalfind his address.
Her mother would insist on knowing every minuteailedf the events of

that evening, and she wouldn’t rest until Cathetiael been completely
de-briefed. On top of that, there were certainghiabout that night that
Catherine didn't feel she had the right to tell @amg, least of all someone
like her mother.

Hoping to change the subject, she got up to takendbe plates that had
been warming above the oven. ‘This looks intergstishe said, indicating
the individual foil dishes that appeared to contaimixture of rice and
fish. ‘What is it?’

‘I's salmon and prawn fricassee,’ retorted her imotshortly, not at all
pleased by Catherine’s refusal to discuss her farivi@. ‘I don’t suppose it
will suit you. Nothing | do ever does.’

Catherine sighed. ‘Mother-’

‘Well, it's true.” Any hope of avoiding the issueaw dispelled as Mrs
Lambert launched into her favourite topic. ‘You aelisten to anything |
say. And when | show a perfectly natural interasgaur affairs, you clam

up.

‘I don’t clam up, protested Catherine wearily, bber mother was
adamant.

‘You do,” she said. ‘Take last Thursday, for instanYou tell me | can’t
come over, because you're going to the Sawyerd ,when | ask you



about the evening all you can say is that Kay'ssk&eeper made some
fancy mousse or other.” "

‘She did.’

‘Yes. Well, don’t you think that's rather strangePean, you spend a
whole evening with the Sawyers and this man theyiwated you to
meet-’

‘It wasn't like that!’
‘And all I hear is what you've been eating”
Catherine sighed. ‘What do you want me to say?’

Her mother snorted. ‘| want to hear about what leaggd, of course. I'd
like to know what this man was like for a start. yMhidn’t you like him?
Did he like you?’

‘Oh, God!" Catherine sank down into a chair at thkle, and pushed her
fingers into her hair. ‘I've told you. It wasn’tahkind of arrangement. Kay
needed someone to make up a four for dinner, abtiged. End of story.’

Mrs Lambert stared at her penetratingly for a fewosds, and Catherine
was beginning to wonder guiltily if her mother hadided mind-reading to
her other talents when she turned away to diseood.

‘Well, 1 think you're wasting your life,” she saidher words bringing her
daughter some relief. ‘It's not as if Neil had died anything, and you
could be excused on the grounds of being griettstri. The man walked
out on you, Catherine. He’s living it up now, wittat bimbo he married,
and you're going around in sackcloth and ashes!

‘Hardly that.” Catherine was surprised at how ditther mother's words
touched her. A few days ago, she would have exgdtie reminder of
Neil's infidelity to be painful to her. But it wa¥nAll she felt now was a
lingering sense of bitterness, at having wasted ytbars they spent
together. She should have realised sooner howslselieil was, how
basically insecure their marriage had been.



‘Well, anyway,” went on her mother, ‘I think you &w what I'm getting
at. It's probably why the Sawyers invited you tartér, whatever you say.
Kay must know how you keep to yourself. She no daoMated this man
because she hoped you’d hit it off.’

‘It wasn't like that,” exclaimed Catherine againgrhvoice rising in
frustration. ‘For heaven’s sake, Mum, men and worhawe been known
to socialise with one another, without feeling tieed to fall into bed!’

Of course, that had been the end of the discussigmot of the argument.
Catherine had left, after making a gallant attetagwallow at least half of
her share of the fricassee, knowing that Mrs Lamivas unlikely to be
silenced for long. But at least she had avoided ranye questions about
Morgan. God willing, her mother would have forgattall about him,
when next the subject of Catherine’s single sta&umse up.

Even so, she had not found it any easier to worknnghe got back home,
and this morning John Humphries, her immediate soipenad been less
than understanding over her unfinished report. @frge, she had known
that part of his ill humour stemmed from the harggdwe invariably had on
Monday mornings, but nevertheless his attitude tauriped to relieve

her own tension.

She ran out of vases long before she had accometdditthe flowers.
Instead, she was forced to use jugs, and a winé&eroeven putting a
tender bunch of freesias into an ornamental te#pait was never used.
When she had finished there were flowers everywhard Hector looked
askance at the bowl she put in the downstairs obaei.

‘Well,” she said defensively, ‘you can’'t deny thbyighten up the place.
And | can hardly send them back when | don’t knoois sent them, can
I?” She frowned. ‘Why do you think he did it? Whghe trying to prove?’

Hector didn’t have an answer. He only wound himsdlbut her legs, in
his usual illustration of affection. Well, camaradeanyway, amended
Catherine wryly, remembering how perfidious Hecould be.



She made herself an omelette and a salad for ppesuand spent the rest
of the evening waiting for the telephone to ringh&r that, or the doorbell,
she anticipated, determining not to give in touhge to go and change her
clothes. She didn’t care whia¢ thought of her, she told herself grimly. She
had no intention of dressing up and putting on mgkejust on the off-
chance thahe might call. She wished he hadn't started it allagain by
sending the flowers. She had been depressed, itrwasbut she would
have got over it. She had done so before. Besideshywher depression
had been mostly caused by guilt. Guilt she couldecwith. Emotional
involvements, on the other hand, were poison.

The phone rang as Catherine was taking a showengkiemorning. She

had put off taking her bath the night before, uhmgl to take the chance
that Morgan might ring. Oh, she had told herselfds because if he had
sent the flowers she could tell him she was senttiam right back to him.

But whether she would actually do so was sometbimg had refused to
consider.

Nevertheless, when she frustratedly turned offtdpe snatched a towel
from the rack, and tramped, dripping, across ttdrdmam carpet to answer
it, the possibility that it might be Morgan didréten occur to her. At this
hour of the morning, she thought it was most like¢y mother, ringing to
inform her that in her haste to leave on Sundayhstieforgotten the print
that Fliss, the owner of the gallery where Mrs Lamlvorked, had got for
her. Catherine had remembered that the night befooe but the idea of
ringing her mother then had not borne thinking d@bou

Now, however, she was resigned to hearing anotleerotogue about her
shortcomings, and how ungrateful she was to somedtmeonly had her
best interests at heart, and when a male voiceeargvher rather weary,
‘Hello?’ she was too shocked for a moment to makerasponse.

‘Miss Lambert? Catherine? | do have the right numten’t 1?7’

‘Yes.” When Catherine did find her voice againwas decidedly breathy.
‘Er-Mr Lynch?’

‘You got it. Mr Lynch,” he agreed drily. ‘I hopeni not interrupting
anything.’



‘Like what?’ Catherine was instantly defensive, aid heard his rueful
laugh.

‘Hey, | don’t know, do 1?’ he exclaimed. ‘You coulik having an orgy
there. I'm not suggesting anything.’

Catherine felt a smile touch her lips in spite efdelf. ‘I-was having a
shower, if you must know,” she told him, keeping tume entirely neutral.
‘What-what can | do for you?”’

‘Now, there’s a question,” he countered, and, evghout seeing him, she
could imagine his dark sardonic face. ‘You knownady just need a little
time to come up with an answer to that.’

Catherine drew in her breath. ‘What do you want,Uvinch? | don’t have
a lot of time. | do have a job to go to, in casea’ye forgotten.'

‘Oh, Miss Lambert, I've forgotten nothing about yobelieve me.’
Morgan’s voice was low and to Catherine’s earsjtikaimocking. ‘You
start at nine o’clock, right? That gives you-’ thevas a pause while she
assumed he consulted his watch ‘-about anothdywe minutes before
you need to leave.’

Catherine’s lips tightened. ‘I thought you wereiamiliar with London.’
‘I'm not.” Morgan paused. ‘Il asked someone who is.’

‘Not-Denzil?’

‘Right.” "

‘Oh, lord!” Catherine made a sound of impatiené&hat did you have to
ask him for?’ she demanded, well aware that Kay wdsely to let that
juicy piece of gossip slip through her net. God!iAlser mother’s prurient

curiosity had not been enough.

‘I didn’t,’ remarked Morgan evenly. ‘You sarbt Denzil, and | said right.’



Catherine snorted. ‘You deliberately misled me,e séxclaimed, her
annoyance at his confusing her momentarily outwegher relief at
knowing that Denzil had not been involved, and Morgucked in his
breath.

‘Hey, I'm not the one who’s making the mistakes éyehe protested
mildly. ‘Just because you don’t understand plaiglsh-’

‘Is that what you call it?’ Catherine was scathifigl say that, like my
coffee, your English defies description!’

‘Is that so?’ Morgan sounded thoughtful. ‘Seems Nou’ve not forgotten
anything I've said either.’

‘Don’t flatter yourself!” Catherine was getting cplbut she was aware that
the goose-bumps on her skin were not wholly cabgetie temperature of
her body. ‘And-if the only reason you’ve calledastell me you know how
long it takes me to get to the office, do you mifigve continue this at
some other time?’

‘Does that mean you want to see me again?’ Morgauiead, the husky
timbre of his voice sending little darts of fireoafy her veins, and
Catherine struggled to remain calm.

‘It means that if | don’t hurry I'm going to be &t she retorted, clutching
the folds of the towel closer about her. ‘Reallyddn’t think there’s any
point in-’

‘Did you get my flowers?’ he interrupted abruptiyd her knees sagged.
‘I-got someflowers,” she admitted, allowing the backs of hegs to rest
against the side of the bed. ‘As they didn’t haweaad, | didn’t know who
they were from.'

‘Ah.’

Morgan was silent for a moment, and reluctantl\ifgeobliged to make

some concession, Catherine added stiffly, ‘Theyevibeyare-beautiful.
But you shouldn’t have done it.’



‘Why not? Didn’t you like them?”’

‘That's not the point...” Catherine’s tongue cittlaer lips with some
uncertainty. ‘Il mean-you shouldn’t spend your mooayme.’

‘Is that how you see them?’ Morgan'’s voice soundgucal suddenly, and
Catherine was reminded of other, not always congreible things he had
said.

‘No,’ she said now. ‘But-well-they must have beepensive.'

‘Cost is relative,” replied Morgan flatly. ‘As amvestment analyst, you
should know that.’

Catherine sighed. ‘That doesn’t alter the fact-that
‘You didn’t want them, right?’

Catherine shook her head, and sank down on toideeo$ the bed. Her
spectacles were lying on the table beside her &edi, sliding them on to
her nose, she took a steadying breath. Now waglinence to tell him
exactly that: that she didn’t want them, and, whik permission, she’d
send them to the nearest hospital. But she didvtten it came right down
to it, she couldn’t do it. She didnikantto do it, moreover. But-that didn’t
mean she had to get any more involved than shadineas.

‘Look,” she said, choosing her words carefully, ‘m@man in her right
mind would say she didn't want them. As | said Ibefothey're. .
.gorgeous! All | am saying-’

‘Have lunch with me,” Morgan broke in bluntly, withnother of his
capricious changes of mood, and Catherine staretheatphone with
dismay. Once again, he had totally swept the grdtomd under her, and,
although she knew what her answer should be, intvdkat easy to
articulate it.

‘I-1 only get an hour for lunch,” she temporisedondering why she was
searching for an excuse. All she had to sayneatt was as simple as that.



‘That's OK.” Before she could say any more, Mordaad accepted her
statement as valid. ‘I guess an hour is long enouglone o’clock all
right?’

Catherine was tempted to say, ‘Long enough for Whiatit as her eyes
focused on her bedside clock, she was shockedactton. ‘I-I've got to
go,’ she said, and, putting down the receiver,esied the conversation.

Of course, all the way to work, strap-hanging oa thnderground, she
worried over what she had done. She should havesaid, no, one o’clock
wasn’t all right, and left it at that. She couldeavhave hung up on him
then, without fear of recrimination. But, insteatie hadn’t given him an
answer. She’d just put down the phone, like a sceakbit, and hurried out
of the house, in case he rang again.

Not that he hadn’t had time to ring again, befdre’'d left Orchard Road,
if he’d wanted to, she admitted reluctantly. Afal, although she had
forgone her own breakfast, she had had to providetdd with his, and
there had been her hair to dry, and her clothesiton. . .

Oh, what the hell! she thought irritably, as sheked from the Tube

station to the skyscraper block of offices in whiBracknell Associates
occupied the top two floors. It didn’'t matter, @thway. Morgan Lynch

just found her amusing, that was all. It amused distorted sense of
humour to play with her, knowing that, in spitehsr divorced status, she
was unused to his kind of sophisticated baiting.vidmder Hector hadn’t

objected too strongly to his presence. He had fgbeecognised a

kindred spirit, she thought sourly. Two predatos$o enjoyed teasing
their prey before destroying it.

Destroyingit?

Catherine winced at her own exaggeration. For heawsake, Morgan had
done nothing to warrant such a derogation of heratter. As usual, she
was overdramatising the situation. She was allovireggfact of her own

unwanted infatuation with the man to colour his lehmersonality, and just
because she didn't know how to handle her emotwas no excuse for
allowing irrationality to overtake reason.



With this analysis of the situation firmly decidedatherine settled down
to work with renewed enthusiasm. She doubted sheldvbear from

Morgan again. Apart from anything else, he didnftow where she
worked. That was something she hadn’t told himt Jogt she was an
investment analyst and nothing else. Analyst, amalyhyself, she
misquoted drily, and fed another segment of prepkdhterest rates into
the computer.

She saw Kay briefly during the morning. Catheriaene out of a cubicle
in the ladies’ washroom to find the other girl waghher hands at the sink.
She thought Kay looked momentarily discomfited &® sher, but she
quickly recovered her composure, to say lightlyjd'Dyou miss me

yesterday?’

‘Miss you?’ Catherine frowned, as she turned ontdips and Kay made a
sound of indignation.

‘Obviously, you didn’'t,” she declared, turning drethand-dryer. ‘Well, for
your information, we had a marvellous weekend!

‘Oh-yes. You went to Paris.” There had been so nahgr things to think
about that Catherine had completely forgotten Wdaat had told her.

‘That's right.” Kay hesitated now, but as if therduof telling Catherine
about her trip overcame any reticence she stiliaiebut their fateful dinner
party, she propped her hip against the wall. ‘Oat, Ccan't tell you how
exciting it was! You should have come with us.’

Catherine managed an envious grimace, as she loeledwn hands, but
she could imagine few things less attractive thémpao Paris with Denzil
Sawyer. Still, Kay had always had a blind spot wh&enzil was
concerned, and, after what had happened last weatherine had no
intention of trying to expunge it. Instead, sheeled politely to Kay's
extravagant account of the restaurants they hatkdjsand the clothes she
had bought, and eased her way carefully towardddbe.

'Did you have a nice weekend?’ Kay enquired at Jast as Catherine was
about to make her excuses and leave, and she haaiglal



‘Oh-the usual,” she murmured, not wanting to geblaed in a discussion
about her activities. ‘I-er-l went to Oakley on Sayg. That's about it.’

Kay nodded, rather smugly, Catherine thought, &ed thided herself for
being so sensitive. After all, it wasn'’t as if strevied Kay her Continental
weekend. Just her naiveté about. her marriage,apsyhshe admitted
ruefully.

The morning passed surprisingly quickly. Somehofteraher chat with
Kay, Catherine found it easier to concentrate, iamgsn’t until the office
started to empty at lunchtime that she realisedhstteused her dislike of
Denzil to keep other thoughts at bay.

‘Coming for a drink, Cath?’ Melvin Scott, one ofrheolleagues, asked,
stopping by her desk, and she looked up at him tfigiyb

‘Oh-I don’t know,” she murmured, her nerves priokjivery slightly at the
thought that Morgan might be outside, waiting fer.nt wasn't likely, of
course. In fact, it was highly unlikely. But leagirthe building would
make her vulnerable, and her nerves rebelled agains

‘Why not?’ Melvin was a married man, not much oltlgin herself, and in
the ordinary way they had often enjoyed a drink as@ndwich together in
the local pub. ‘Come on,” he urged. ‘Look, the suaven shining. | know
John wants those figures, but you're entitled break.’

Catherine hesitated. She was being silly, reallgd Ahe couldn’t truly’

justify her reasons for refusing. As a matter @t féhe figures her superior
wanted were almost ready for the print-out. He doidve them after
lunch, no problem.

‘All right,” she said, giving in, and switching othe monitor, she got up
from her chair. ‘I'll just get my coat.’

It was a little after a quarter to one when theyersgad from the building.
The block of offices stood in a square, just ofh@an Street, and the pub
they usually visited occupied the corner site. #swt far to walk, but
Catherine was intensely conscious of every statjonahicle as they



crossed the square. But there was no grey Mercadesshe breathed a
little more easily as they reached the corner.

‘Am | late?’

The words, spoken in that low, distinctive, drampught Catherine up
with a start, and Melvin’s fair, good-looking fackew into a puzzled
frown. They had actually reached the entrance ® pghbb, when the
casually spoken enquiry arrested them, and thdytoobed to confront the
man behind them.

Morgan looked infuriatingly relaxed as he faced nthehis weight

concentrated on his left leg, his hands thrustlesséy into the pockets of
another immaculately styled jacket. Unlike Melvirvg was not wearing an
overcoat over his navy-blue suit, and, feelingwed whipping about her
own shoulders, Catherine wondered at his apparatifféerence to the
elements.

Melvin was the first to speak. One glance at Catleés shocked face had
assured him that she was as surprised at thicepgon as he was, and,
although it must have taken a considerable amdurduwrage to face down
a man who was so much bigger than he was, hedatlithe occasion.

‘Are you talking to us?’ he asked, with some coméesion in his tone,
and Morgan’s attractive mouth twisted.

‘Not to you, friend,’ replied Morgan, pleasantlyaergh. ‘| was speaking to
the lady. She and | have a date for lunch, don;t@a?’

Melvin blinked, and looked at Catherine, but, sgai recognition in her
face, he ploughed on. ‘I don't think so,” he beg#aking her arm and
urging her into the smoke-filled atmosphere of bae. But, before they
had moved half a step, Morgan’s hand fastened snshoulder, and
Melvin winced in obvious agony.

‘| said, | was speaking to the lady,” Morgan repeéathis tone decidedly
less than pleasant now, and, realising she coulliotv this to go any
further, Catherine released herself from Melvinsakening grasp.



‘It's all right, Mel, honestly," she said, givingdvigan a brief, but killing
glance. ‘l-er-I'd forgotten about this.’” She gaveeMn a gentle push
towards the bar, so that Morgan was forced toilat ¢o. ‘Go ahead. Get
your lunch. I-er-1 may join you later.’

Melvin hesitated, rubbing his shoulder. ‘Are youieti

‘You heard the lady,” said Morgan, without emotioand, much to
Catherine’s dismay, he slung his arm across heuldbrs. ‘Go on, Mel.
Get your lunch. But don’t hold your breath where’€aoncerned, will
you?’

Catherine was furious, but she knew that if shevgldoher real feelings
Melvin would feel obliged to defend her. And shealrdi want that.
Goodness, she could just imagine how embarrasgingould be, if
Morgan chose to handle the situation his way. Ste’tdthink Melvin’s
wife would appreciate having her husband come haittea black eyeor
worse

Forcing a rueful smile, she nodded, but as soodelsin had reluctantly
entered the pub she dragged herself away from Mégmssessive hold.
‘How dare you?’ she exclaimed, her anger sustairiieg against the
unwelcome wave of heat his touch had engenderstfaua moment, she
had been close against his hard body, and she awaflty aware that she
hadn't really wanted to break free.

‘Something wrong?’ Morgan was maddeningly unruffldadough she
glimpsed a trace of other emotions, swiftly core@) in his cool amber
gaze. He was not quite as unconcerned as he wawlel trer believe, she
thought, and it was to release this inner conflldt she allowed her
temper free rein.

‘You ask me that?’ she blazed. ‘What do you thioki'ye doing, hanging
about outside the office like some second-rategpeieye? Threatening my
friends! This is England, Mr Lynch. We don’t behdie savages here!’

Morgan’s features had hardened as she was speauigCatherine
refused to be intimidated by his expression. Hesyemo did he think he
was? Her keeper?



‘Is that what you think | am?’ he said at last, whahe paused for breath,
and, in spite of her outburst, Catherine was byrigfleechless.

‘I-what?’ she said at last, moving out of the wdyaayroup of accountants
from the office, who looked at them both with evitleuriosity as they
filed into the pub.

‘A savage, said Morgan harshly, his mouth thinnioega fine line, and,
although Catherine had just said it, she falterezt the endorsement.

‘Well-you-weren’t exactly polite, were you?’ she mhled, pushing her
own hands into the deep pockets of her cashmerte $ba didn’'t know
what the temperature was, but, in spite of the faat the sun was still
shining, she was freezing, and she was pretty Blonggan must be, too.
‘Oh, forget it,’ she added, dipping her chin inter lzollar.

Morgan didn’t move. ‘Is that the current man in ytite?’ he asked, and if
she hadn't felt so distracted Catherine thoughtvetiddd have laughed.

‘Mel?’ she exclaimed. ‘Melvin Scott?’

‘If that’s his name.’

Catherine sighed. ‘Mel’'s a married man!
‘So?’

‘So-no. No, of course he’s not the current man i life.” She bent her
head. ‘There is ngurrentman, and you know it.’

‘Do 1?

Morgan regarded her intently for a few moments, @atherine felt every
hair on her body rise. No, she told herself seyefgb, this could not be
happening. But it was-and when he put out his reardigripped the back
of her neck, she didn’t resist as he pulled heatols him.



CHAPTER SIX

His mouth was firm and persuasive; not aggressage,she had half
expected, but warm and possessive, his tongueipgassistently against
her lips. Although she kept her hands in her ps;kdie was aware of his
nearness down the whole length of her body, atabk the utmost effort
to keep her lips together. His free hand linkechwite other, his thumbs
tipping her face up to his. The touch of his adeditly cool hands on her
warm skin caused shivers up and down her spinethleut familiarity sent
flames of fire licking along her veins.

When he let her go, she stepped back in confusioinentirely in control

of her movements. Her glasses were steamed upslandrushed them
with an impatient hand. Morgan’s lips tilted in kmag sympathy. ‘Lunch,

hmm?’ he suggested, as Catherine became embagigsainare of her

surroundings. She had no idea how many people &sskd them while he
was kissing her, but, judging by the amused fatégbheawindows of the
pub, they had caused quite a spectacle.

‘... She looked awkwardly around her. ‘Oh-all hiy She gave in
unwillingly. ‘But | only have about three-quarteysan hour left.’

‘That's OK.” Morgan shrugged, and held out his hahdt's walk.’

In spite of her misgivings, which grew with everysging minute,
Catherine went with him. But she didn’t take hisffered hand. She kept
her balled fists securely anchored in her pockatsl, with a careless
shrug, he accepted the rebuff.

‘You kiss like a virgin,” he said, after a few mies, and Catherine could
barely restrain her indignation.

‘I'm sorry,' she said, her voice icy. ‘You, on thther hand, kiss, as you do
everything else: arrogantly!”

‘But not savagely, right?’ he suggested drily, aslte gave him an
aggravated look.



‘Why did you do it?’ she asked, shaking her hedou must have known |
didn’t expect you to.’

‘What?’ Morgan arched a dark brow. ‘Kiss you?’ kfeeld his shoulders. ‘I
wanted to.’

‘No.” Catherine could almost swear he had delilyatisunderstood her.
‘Come here, to the office, to meet me.” She frowrietbw did you find
out where | worked anyway? Oh-not Denzil, please!

‘I did find out where you worked from him,” declaréorgan, taking her
arm to guide her over the road, and although skie gen a horrified look,
he was undeterred.

‘I thought | made it clear-’

‘I didn’t precisely ask him where you worked,” heathred, allowing her to
escape him again when they reached the oppositenmmt. ‘1 asked
where Kay worked, that’s all.” He gave her a wryilsmClever, hmm?’
Catherine expelled the breath she had hardly krelvenhad been holding.
‘Hardly,” she retorted, tersely. ‘As Melvin, and kdast half the other
members of the staff, saw us together, it's nohgdb be long before it
reaches Kay's ears, is it?’

Morgan gave her a sideways glance. ‘And that natteyou.’

Catherine made a helpless gesture. ‘It should miattgou.’

‘Why?’

‘Oh-well, because-’

‘Because, what?’

‘Well, because-Denzil’'s bound to find out, too.’

‘So?’



‘Oh . . .’ Catherine felt herself flushing now. ‘B¢ be so obtuse. Denzil’s
bound to rag you about seeing me." And that waanalerstatement, she
thought bitterly.

Morgan’s brows drew together. ‘You and Denzil-iseréh something
between you two?’

‘You have to be joking! Catherine was appalled.
‘Do 1?” Morgan didn’t look convinced.

‘Yes!” Catherine ground her teeth together. ‘I knb@is your cousin, but |
wouldn’t touch Denzil Sawyer with a barge-pole!’

Morgan’s hand on her arm halted her abruptly. ‘Himwou know he’s my
cousin?’ he demanded, and now there was no traceaoith in his
expression. ‘What have they been saying?’

Catherine swallowed. ‘Nothing. They've been sayingthing. Kay
mentioned it, that's all. By accident, | think. Theorning after the dinner

party.'

‘Ah. . " He let her go then, and they continuedlkiay towards the
Embankment. Away to their left, the solid wallstbé Tower of London
rose against a clear blue sky, with the grey wabérde river reflecting
their endurance. ‘So-why wouldn't you touch old Benvith-what was it
you said-a barge post?’

‘A barge-pole,’ corrected Catherine shortly, wighthey could get off this
topic. ‘I . . .just don’t like him, that’s all. lever did.’

‘Never did,” echoed Morgan doggedly. ‘That implysu’ve known him a
long time.’

‘Long enough! Catherine hesitated. ‘We-that is,IN®y ex-husband, and
I, used to go out with the Sawyers, in the old d&psce-since the divorce,
| don’t see much of them at all.’



‘And that's a plus?’
‘So far as Denzil is concerned, definitely.’

Morgan considered her averted face with some shresal ‘I guess he
made a pass at you. Am | right?’

Catherine sighed. ‘Yes. No-" She broke off unwijito say anything that
might later be used to hurt Kay. ‘That is-I'm nobwy cousin’s type,
believe mel’

‘Why do you continually put yourself down?’ Morggmotested, shaking
his head. ‘You've got beautiful skin, beautiful haseautiful eyes-even if
you do have to wear these,” he added, pushinggestacles up her nose
with a careless finger. He gave her a crooked srike eyes sweeping
intimately over her body. ‘And a figure any man Wwbkill to get his
hands on!’

Catherine’s face was burning now. ‘Please,’ shd, saishing the ground
would simply open up and swallow her. ‘You're enrthasing me.’

‘Why? It’'s the truth.’

‘It's not the truth.” Swallowing her pride, Catheei turned to look at him.
‘I'm too tall, too fat and too ordinary to warraodompliments of that kind,
and-and | wish you wouldn’t make fun of me!’

Morgan’s eyes narrowed. ‘| guess this guy-what Wes name? Neil?
Yeah, Neil. | guess he’s responsible for this lopineon you have of
yourself, isn't he?’

INO_I

‘Well, someone sure as hell is,” he ground out éygiord, what do |
have to do to make you believe me? I'm here, al@h’t

‘Only because | didn't fall into your arms at thesf opportunity,’ retorted
Catherine, glad of the chance to tell him what g@ly thought. ‘It must
have been quite a novelty for you to find a womdrowasn'’t interested in



your body! | dare say you thought that was whyoktgou home to dry off
that night. Well, it wasn't. | felt sorry for yothat's all’

There was silence after this outburst, and, glansideways at his closed,
unreadable expression, Catherine felt a reneweskesainguilt. He hadn't,
in all honesty, done anything to deserve the thsigshad said to him. She
didn’t really know why she had said what she dideffect, it had been a
defensive gesture; a desire to defend herself, rbefmy attack was
imminent.

He halted suddenly, and Catherine, who had beemepaped for this
move, walked on a few steps, before realising henivavith her. When
she did comprehend what had happened, she lookeiddbder, and,
seeing him just standing there, his hands in hisk@ts, she cautiously
walked back.

‘Morgan-’

Her use of his name was questioning, and he loakdter with eyes like
yellow ice. ‘That's me.’

Catherine licked her lips. ‘I-what are you doin@*ie lifted her shoulders
awkwardly. ‘I-thought we were going for a walk.’

Morgan’s lips twisted. ‘What's the point? As youdsd’'m only interested
in what you can do for me. If you’re not preparedcbme across, why
should | waste my time with a homely broad like You

Catherine’s colour drained away. No one, not eveil Bt his cruellest,

had ever made her feel so stupid-oruggy. She felt shocked: beaten;
totally defeated-and numbed by a pain that wasatereng to tear her in
two.

Her legs felt numb, too. When she tried to movarththey felt like two

amorphous lumps of jelly that wouldn’'t go where stented them. She
wanted to run. She wanted to put as much distamtercen her and
Morgan Lynch as was humanly possible, but all shddcdo was stumble
away. And, when she heard the footsteps coming &fte, there was
nothing she could do. He caught her easily, etisdlly overpowering her



feeble attempts to fight him off, and propelling l@ack to where he had
been standing before. That was when she saw theTbar sleek grey
Mercedes was parked at the kerb, right where henaked. And, although
she did her best to resist him, he bundled hed&sliding in after her, so
that she was forced to scramble inelegantly ovegtar console.

She heard him lock the door behind him long begire could reach the
passenger door-handle. It had a central lockintesysof course, so there
was no point in her thinking she could escapesgt She was trapped in
here with him, for as long as he chose to detainleless she hammered
on the windows, she thought bitterly. And did skelly want to draw
attention to herself all over again?

‘'m sorry.’

The harsh apology took Catherine completely by rssgp She had been
endeavouring to pull the skirt of her coat downuab her knees. Her
unconventional entry into the car had left herludstin some confusion,
her blouse having separated from her waistband,h@ndskirt riding up
around her thighs. However, when Morgan spoke hiaaeds momentarily
stilled, her eyes moving to his dark face, as disbevarred with
uncertainty.

‘I mean it, he said, half turning towards her, ket arm dropping along
the seat behind her. She felt his fingers brushhber and jerked her head
away, but his hand still descended on her napeu’¥oonly yourself to
blame,’ he continued, the pad of his thumb massgggispot just below her
ear. ‘Christ, how do you think | feel, when you ase me of lying about
you, just to get you into bed? That is how you khiget my kicks, isn’t it?
The things I've said about you-they're just a coome+ight?’

‘Well, aren’t they?’

Catherine turned her head and looked at him, tryioigto show how his
caressing fingers were affecting her. This wasaiame to him, she was
still convinced of that. It had to be. Men like hiwere not interested
in-how was it he had put it? In ‘homely broads#éliker!



‘No,” Morgan retorted now, startling her. His eydmrkened. ‘At least-not
for the reasons you say,” he added, his gaze dngppi where the buttons
of her blouse had parted in their struggle to retlealacy bra beneath. ‘I
want to go to bed with you. I'd be a fool if | ditlnBut not to satisfy some
belief | have that I'm irresistible to women! I'not You've proved that,
haven’t you? I'm just a regular guy, who finds yery attractive. What's
so unusual about that, for God’s sake?’

Catherine bent her head. ‘Why?’
‘Why what?’
‘Why me?’ She took an uneven breath. ‘Did-did Dépat you up to it?’

Morgan swore softly, and then, as if unable to pn¢vhimself, he bent
towards her, his mouth covering hers with uncotecbintent.

Catherine strained away from him, but the door et back was an
unyielding barrier. There was no escape withinlitmé¢ed confines of the
car, and the hand she pressed against his cheshavdgterrent to his
determination. His weight compelled her back adaihe seat and when
breathlessness decreed that she take a gulp ohiairtongue slipped
between her teeth.

Immediately, the whole tenor of their embrace cleahgThe heated
pressure of his lips gave way to a hot, wet inugshos tongue stroking
hers like rough velvet. Her spectacles misted cwed, as if he objected to
not being able to look into her eyes, they werecatided on to the
dashboard. Then his free hand gripped her thighghbeve her knee, and
the passing thought-that she had obviously notedmd in pulling down
her skirt-was quickly stifled by the hungry urgerafyhis kiss.

Her senses were swimming with the mindless padsowas evoking, and
she couldn’t prevent her hands from sliding inte thick dark hair at the
back of his neck. His hair was so clean, and smauotd silky, clinging to
her fingers when she wound the rich strands ardbech, and he made a
strangled sound in his throat, his hand movingherup her leg.



And then, abruptly, she was free, and Morgan wasimgoback into his

own seat, straightening his trousers, and adjushtiedapels of his jacket.
Running one hand over his crotch, and the otheutfir the tumbled state
of his hair, he made a concerted effort to conliaiself, and Catherine
took the opportunity to button her blouse. But fiegers trembled as she
endeavoured to thread the buttons back into theshohnd Morgan,

noticing her difficulty, brushed her hands aside.

Tll do it,;” he said huskily, taking hold of the fi@nding studs, and,
although she resented his high-handedness, sheintetake over. The
unusual awareness of her own arousal, that washteeigd when his
knuckles brushed the sensitive skin above her taeass causing her no
small sense of anxiety. And, while she realised gtmuld be grateful to
him for calling a halt to something that had rapibeen getting out of
hand, she wished she had been the one to do it.

‘There you are,’ he said, after a moment, tugghegttvo sides of her coat
across her chest, as if he couldn’t bear to loowlzdt he’d done. ‘And

here are your glasses,” he added, rescuing themn tihe ledge in front of

him. He watched her put them on, and then slumpeendin his seat.

‘OK.’

Catherine’s tongue appeared to moisten her lipasn ‘Gyo now?”’

‘If you want to.” Morgan was staring straight aheaddd she saw to her
relief that no one outside the car seemed to hatieed what was going
on inside it.

‘Well-if you’'ll unlock the door-’

‘Don’t you want lunch?’ he interrupted her shortind her eyes widened
with the incongruity of his question.

‘Lunch?’ she repeated, staring at him, in what $ioped was cold
disbelief. ‘Do you realise what time . .Ch, God!

Her scathing question gave way to real dismay, fentboked at her. But
Catherine was staring at her watch, unable to \ekehat she was seeing.
It was nearly two o’clock! She had been due backhat office about



fifteen minutes ago, and here she was, at leastmientes’ walk from
Cannon Square.

‘What's wrong?’

His tawny eyes were concerned, and, forgettingafanoment that he had
just forced her into the car against her will, daklen advantage of her,
Catherine told him. ‘So what?’ he said carelesSlyn late, too, but |
doubt if the might of the US Embassy will grindadalt because of it.’

Catherine gave him an impatient look. ‘I don’t sape it matters to you-’
‘I don’t suppose it does.’

‘But I'm never late.’

‘There’s always a first time.’

Morgan’s response was mocking, and, guessing slsegaig to get no
help from him, Catherine reached to open the door.

‘Wait.” His voice arrested her. ‘I'll take you bacjkou know that. But-well,
as you're late already, it wouldn’t hurt to compduhe offence, would it?’

‘If you think I'm going to some restaurant-’

‘Who said anything about a restaurant?’ With a wrymace Morgan

turned, and hauled a small picnic basket off theklseat. He balanced it
on the console between them, and flicked it opgantwiches, fruit, and a
bottle of champagne,’ he said, looking up into &stonished face. ‘It was
supposed to be someplace more romantic than tHis.indicated the

customs buildings across the street. ‘But what lie#? It's better than

nothing.’

Catherine shook her head. “You planned all this.’'
‘Well-not all of it he admitted drily, his eyesolding hers with

disconcerting solemnity. ‘Particularly not all thgérbage about why I'm
seeing you.” He gave a short, mirthless laugh.uéss | really blew it,



didn’t 1? Just now. God, | didn’'t mean to get sawg You going on about
Denny bugged me, | guess.’

Catherine caught her lower lip between her tedththink-1 think we
should just forget about it,” she said, realisimayvhprudish that sounded.
She put a nervous hand up to her spectacles. ‘Wieithis come from?”’

‘The picnic?’ Morgan shrugged. ‘I bought it,” Heysed. ‘Are you going
to have some?’

Catherine hesitated. ‘Are you?’

‘Sure.” Morgan was indifferent. ‘I'm hungry. If lam’t have what | really
want, | guess eating’s the next best thing.’

‘Oh.’
Catherine bent her head, and he sighed. ‘Havedksbyou?’

‘Of course not .” She cupped her jaw with slightipsteady fingers.
‘You-you do deliberately try to shock me thoughndgou?’

‘It's not difficult,’ he responded, lifting the k& of Cristal and gently
easing out the cork. It hissed enticingly, and beéded towards the basket.
‘Pick up the glasses, and I'll pour this stuff.’

The question as to whether or not Catherine woalkkHunch seemed to
have been decided for her, but she didn’'t say amythif she was totally
honest, she would admit that Morgan’s idea of hguarpicnic appealed to
her, and, ignoring the dictates of her conscieske,raised her glass to her
lips.

The champagne was cool and sparkling, with an\efference that went
straight to her head. Catherine had always beenivatebt where
champagne was concerned, but she realised novhttatvas because she
had never tasted the real thing. The champagneamstieNeil had had at
their wedding, and which was brought out at offpaties, was nothing
like this. This was deliciously light, and unknowin potent, tickling her
palate, and loosening her tongue.



Munching on a delicately thin smoked salmon sandwghe felt more

relaxed than she had ever done in his presence takidg another sip of

her champagne, she looked at him over the rim ofjlass. ‘Why did the

Sawyers ask you to dinner?’ she queried, askingtiestion she had been
wanting to ask ever since that evening, and Mogarsidered the wine in
his glass before replying.

‘I-guess because I've only been in England a mohthsaid at last. ‘Have
another sandwich.’

‘I shouldn't.’

Catherine pulled a rueful face, and Morgan archedemaquiring brow.
‘Why not?’

‘Oh-well, because | shouldn’t,” she declared. ‘bsll be losing weight,
not trying to put it on.’

‘You're not fat.” Morgan’s gaze would have distudober at any other
time. ‘You're not thin, but you're not fat.’

Catherine grimaced. ‘Overweight, then.’

‘I wouldn’t say so.” Morgan’s mouth twisted. ‘Dort¥e so self-conscious. |
like you just the way you are.’

‘But not enough to-’

Catherine broke off in confusion, pressing a hamdér mouth as if to
silence her runaway tongue, and Morgan’s eyes datke

‘Not enough for what?’ he asked, holding her gaae] she felt the heat
rising up from her neck.

‘Nothing. It doesn’t matter,” she said, dragging lgaze away to look at
the sandwich her fingers were tearing apart.



‘Not enough to-try and make it?’ he suggested wgotihd the look she
darted at him over the tops of her spectacles wawer enough. ‘Hey, |
haven’'t made it in a car since | was sixteen!’

Sixteen!Catherine swallowed. When she had been sixteenhal been

more concerned with books than boys. The kind $ gvho preferred the
latter were not the kind of girls her mother hadnted her to associate
with, but she could quite believe Morgan would haael no such qualms.
On the contrary, if he had looked anything like lb®ked now at

sixteen-and he must have done-she doubted theagitl have given him

much choice in the matter.

She shook her head, and Morgan expelled a heawathbrerou think |
didn’t want to?’ he demanded, his voice low andshaand she realised
she was getting out of her depth. °

‘It doesn’t matter,” she said again, putting dower hglass, as the
association between her careless words and theyhigalv she was
drinking coalesced. ‘Er-how long have you workedffr the Embassy?’
‘A month.’

Catherine’s brows drew together. ‘The-month youeen in England.’
‘Right.’

Catherine hesitated. It was obvious he didn’t wantalk about himself,
but anything was better than risking another iréisen, and swallowing
another mouthful of her sandwich, she said, ‘Antbteethat?’

Morgan’s mouth compressed. ‘Washington.’

‘You worked at the Pentagon?’

‘No. Not at the Pentagon.’

Ignoring his increasingly withdrawn expression, l@gine forced herself

to go on. ‘Denzil worked at the Pentagon, beforedme to London,” she
said.



‘Did he?’ Morgan didn’t sound interested.

‘Yes.” Catherine considered for a moment, and tioek another sip of her
champagne to fortify her. ‘And-you and he were aichy buddies, weren't
you?’

Morgan picked up the champagne bottle. ‘Who told teat?’
Catherine licked her lips. ‘Didn’t you?’
‘No.” He was very definite about that.

‘Oh-well, then, Kay must have done,” she declaracelessly. ‘Does it
matter? You were in the army, weren’'t you?’ Anottiesught occurred to
her. ‘Did they show you how to do what you did telvn?’

Morgan was scowling now, and she knew she wasitrgatie very thin
line between advantage and disaster. ‘What did th&gh you? Karate?’

Morgan gave her another daunting look, and theasththe bottle back
into the basket. ‘I guess,” he answered curtly,,antden she refused
anything else to eat, he tossed the wicker bagkébd the back seat of the
Mercedes. She wasn’t sure, but she suspected ttie Wwasn’t empty, and

the possibility that he had spilled champagne dkierglove-soft leather
upholstery caused her head to turn. But she sersgtling she said now
would be futile, and she was not surprised whenelaat forward and

started the engine.

‘I guess you’d better buckle up,” he said, checkimg rear-view mirror for
traffic, and, before she could empty her glassy there moving away.

It was half-past two when he dropped her outside ldlock of offices,
pausing only long enough for her to make a hasityfem the car.

‘Thank you for lunch,” she said awkwardly, but Margonly nodded,
before setting the tyres spinning. The Mercedeapglisared around the
corner of Cannon Square without him giving her ascimas a backward
glance, and Catherine entered the building with istingt sense of



anticlimax. Not even the lingering taste of therapagne could elevate her
mood, and she made her way to her desk feelinthtotflated.

* % %

‘Are you all right?’

She had hardly settled into 'her seat before MeBadntt was beside her,
and, looking up into his flushed, anxious face, sifted her own miseries.

‘Of course,’” she said, as if it was the most ndttireng in the world for a
strange ,man-a strange man to her colleaguesastttle accost her in the
street. ‘Surely you weren’t worried about me?’

‘Well, of course | was worried,” exclaimed Melviarsely. ‘Do you know
what time it is?’

‘I know.” Catherine tried to keep the edge out ef koice without really
succeeding. ‘I-er-well, you know what-restaurants l&kke. They take ages
to serve you.’

Melvin frowned. ‘That's where you've been? Havingnt¢h in some
restaurant?’

‘Where else?’ Catherine wondered at her own capdott lying. ‘I'm
sorry if you thought something terrible had happete me, but, as you
can see, I'm still in one piece!

‘Hmm, Melvin acknowledged the truth of this statemt, but he still
looked troubled. “You-er-you've known him some tinheth?’

Catherine sighed. ‘Does it matter?’

‘No. No, | suppose not.” Melvin looked a little &ylnow. ‘But I'd look out
for myself, if | were you. He can be a nasty custgrwhen it suits him.’

Catherine bit her lip. ‘I'm sorry if he hurt you, @@’



‘Oh, that’s nothing.” Melvin dismissed her apologith some indignation.
‘He didn’t hurt me. Well-not really. But you wouldn’t stand mudhmaace
with him, if he turned awkward.’

'l realise that.” Catherine was getting tired ofthonversation. Besides,
Melvin’s voice was carrying right round the roomndashe doubted any of
her fellow operators was in any doubt as to how s spent her lunch
hour.

‘Anyway, if you’re sure you know what you're doing.’

‘| do.” Catherine was terse now.

‘Well-all right. Oh-by the way. . .’

‘Yes?’

‘John was looking for you earlier. He wanted sonwures you were
supposed to have ready for him.’

‘Oh, yes.” It was a salutary reminder of what shasvsupposed to be
thinking about. ‘I'll-er-I'll get them printed righaway. Thanks, Melvin.’
She paused, and then added reluctantly, ‘For eviegt



CHAPTER SEVEN

CATHERINE spent the rest of the day anticipatingylseaappearance, but
Mr Hollingsworth must have kept her busy, becauee fliend did not
come around. And, in spite of her prolonged lunobirhJohn Humphries
made no complaint. ‘It's not as if it happens eveay, he remarked, after
complimenting her on the. set of figures she hagrmgihim. ‘Who is this
chap? Anyone | know?’

‘I don’t think so,” said Catherine politely, loadjrsome papers she wanted
to take home into her briefcase. ‘Thanks, John.y®adan the morning.’

She thought he would have liked to have continuil te discussion, but
Catherine had had enough for one day. There wiaghsticorridor, and the
lift, to face, and she was overwhelmingly reliewglden she emerged from
the building without having to give another accoahherself. Really, she
thought, men could be as bad as women sometimdsinMead acted just
as her mother would have done, and even John Huesphad shown he
was not indifferent to her activities. She was sigmgl to be free, and
unattached. Yet as soon as another man came osctre, everyone
wanted to get in on the act.

Only Hector asked no questions, she reminded liglatdr that evening,

tucked up on her armchair, in front of the telesisiAt least he took her as
he found her, making no statements, no generaisgtiand definitely no

criticisms. Ensconced on her lap, he was quiteesurto share her space,
but never overrun it. They each had their own platee told herself

firmly, and then wondered why that declaration ®rdg seemed so

hollow.

Damn Morgan Lynch, she thought painfully, sniffiigwas all his fault.
Before he had come on the scene, her life had seemcomplicated. Oh,
she had been nursing a misapprehension about dlarge for Neil, but
that hadn’t really been important. In fact, it habably helped her to be
more discerning when it came to other relationships



But with Morgan there had been no discernment, rmice, just a blind
need that grew with every minute she spent in bmpany. And it was so
crazy! She had never been that kind of girl. Shekdlevays considered sex
as a vastly overrated pastime, and her relationsfitip Neil had owed
more to a simple compatibility with one anotherrtita any great passion
on either side. Indeed, she had been firmly coradrghe was incapable of
feelings of that kind, and it had come as no reabrsse to discover that
she couldn’t have children. It had hurt, of coufde.woman liked to feel
she was incapable of accomplishing her primary iolée, but her work
had always been ample compensation. Now it wadolw she found
herself wanting other things, and the very ideaha¥ing a baby with
Morgan filled her with emotions that were insangistracting.

Her lips tightened. Not that her deficiency waghkto mean anything to
him, she thought bitterly. Morgan was firmly in ¢l of his feelings
where she was concerned, and, although he appafeltitsome attraction
for her, there were limitations on their relatiopsht was all right as long
as she understood what those limitations wereif Istie overstepped some
invisible line he had drawn the consequences weveas.

Well, to hell with him, she thought tearfully, rubg the heels of her hands
across her eyes. If his fragile ego couldn’t starféw simple questions it
was just too bad. The next time-if there was a reme, she admitted
tremulously-he came around, she would tell him &b Igst. Her original
fears about getting involved with him had beenifiest, and she might as
well get out now, before he really hurt her.

She had gone into the kitchen to make herself acdupcoa when the
doorbell rang. Hector miaowed, and Catherine steoth a saucepan of
milk clutched in one hand and a teaspoon in thesrptmomentarily

incapable of thought. Then, setting the saucepamgdshe took the breath
she had been holding. Morgan, she guessed, rumeingus hands down
the seams of her sweat pants. He must have hadeloughts after
leaving her that afternoon, and come back to ajstod\nd here she was,
looking her worst in the outfit she used to do &erobics.

But, so what? she asked herself abruptly. Gooddrea\wonly live minutes
ago she had been rehearsing what she would saydaime around again,



and she was getting into a panic, just becausedsimét look her best.
What did it matter? She wasn’t going to let himWwas she. . .?

Even so, as she walked along the hall, she couldifi noticing how the
long-sleeved leotard hugged her full breasts, aodt the loose-fitting
pants exaggerated the swell of her hips. If onb/lshd had her bath, as she
had intended. But she had flopped down into herr efier exercising, and
apathy had kept her there, staring mindlessly attétevision. But it was
too late now, and, summoning all her confidence,@klled open the door.

‘Neil?’

Never in her wildest dreams had she expected tb Har ex-husband on
her doorstep. Since the divorce, she had seen hignamce and then in
company with her solicitor. There had been no $awatact whatsoever,
and for a moment the sense of devastation thatpeglipher at the
realisation that it wasn’t Morgan robbed her fatalbcolour.

‘Catherine.” Neil acknowledged her stunned use isf fame with some
concern. Then, misinterpreting her reaction, hesddgently, ‘I'm sorry if |
frightened you.’

‘You didn’'t.’” Catherine struggled to regain her qouosure. She might have
had doubts about her ability to handle Morgan,dté had none where her
ex-husband was concerned. ‘What do you want, Neil?’

‘Can | come in?’

‘Come in?’ She was staggered, and showed it. Sbieetb beyond him.
‘Is-er-is Marie with you?’

‘No. I'm alone.” Neil checked his tie with what shiecognised was a
nervous hand. ‘I-can we talk?’

Catherine shook her head, but after a moment €ppeatl aside to allow
him into the house. How could she refuse? she thtotgsignedly, They
were not enemies, after all. In fact, they had hadamazingly civilised.
divorce, and, although it had been due in no smait to her desire for



anonymity, Neil had been co-operative when she hadted to keep the
house.

‘Oh-this is nice,” he said now, walking into thétisig-room, and Catherine
thought how amazing it was that his presence imdben meant absolutely
nothing to her. He could have been a stranger, tadting him as she
would a stranger, she offered him a seat.

‘I was just making some co-coffee,” she said, clvagpghe word at the last
minute. What little pride she had would not adnoitrhaking cocoa. It
smacked of hot water bottles, and bed-jackets,saedhad no intention of
providing him with that kind of ammunition.

‘I'd prefer something stronger, if you have it,’ iINeanswered now,
perching on the edge of the sofa. ‘But if not, eefivill do. It's damn cold
out there.’

‘Is it?” Catherine lifted her shoulders in an iridient gesture.

‘You'd better believe it.” Neil stretched his necks if his collar was too
tight, and Catherine remembered how that partichédoit of his used to
irritate her.

Turning away, she ran a hand round the back ohkek, under the silky
weight of her hair. ‘'ve got some sherry,” shedsaspening the door of a
darkwood cabinet. ‘Will that do?’

‘Fine.” Neil nodded. ‘Will you join me?’
‘I don’t think so.” Catherine glanced thoughtfuligwards the kitchen, and
then, lifting Hector into her arms, she seateddiens her armchair again.

‘I don’t want anything right now.’

‘Oh-well, OK.” Neil swallowed a generous mouthfiltbe oloroso she had
given him, and licked his lips in appreciation. i3s good.’

‘Good.” Catherine pushed her spectacles up her, raeos® regarded him
coolly through the curved lenses. ‘So, what do want?’



Neil grimaced. 'That's not very friendly. Why do Have to want
something? Perhaps this is just a social call.’

‘Neil-’

‘Well, it could be. We are still friends, aren’t @eHe looked down at his
drink. ‘I thought we were.’

Catherine sighed. ‘Neil,” she said again, and hekéd up at her with
curiously defensive eyes.

‘You're looking well, anyway,” he said, and for anche didn't wilt
beneath his critical appraisal. ‘Really well,” hddad. ‘You always were a
good-looking woman.’

Catherine almost gasped. ‘You didn’t used to tlsak
‘Yes, | did.” Neil was indignant. ‘Oh, | know I'veaid some cruel things in
my time, but | didn’t always mean them. Haven’t yeuer said anything in

the heat of the moment, and then regretted it2ater

Catherine stared at him in disbelief. ‘You’re neltihg me you came round
here just to see how | am?’

Neil pulled a wry face. ‘Not exactly.’

‘What then?’

He sighed now, and stretched his neck again. H+@an into Mrs Scott
yesterday,” he said, with some diffidence. ‘You wnthe Scotts, don’t

you? They live-’

‘Across the street. Yes, | know who they are,” @aitie agreed shortly.
‘So?’

Neil cradled his glass between his hands, and hadhdtis shoulders.
‘You're not making this easy for me, Catherine,' rhattered, casting a
resentful look at Hector, curled so confidinglyhier lap. "I only have your



best interests at heart, you know that. Why dolyaxe to make me feel as
if 'm being nosy?’

‘Are you being nosy, Neil?’ Catherine was beginningget an inkling of
what this might be about. ‘What did Mrs Scott teu? | imagine she must
have told you something, or you wouldn’t have biauger name up.’

For a moment, his anger flared. ‘You’re so clewaeen’t you?’ he snapped.
‘Always thought yourself cleverer than me. All rigso Mrs Scott did talk
about you. Why shouldn’t she voice her opinion? @d&weound here are
pretty conservative on the whole, and if you sketting men out of the
house at six o’clock in the morning, what do yopeot?’

Catherine was furious. ‘And you came all the waynfrCavendish Mews
just to tell me this?’

‘Not exactly.” Neil held up his head. ‘Naturallywlas concerned-’

‘Why?’

‘Well, you were my wife-’

‘Werebeing the operative word,’ retorted Catherine hg an indignant
Hector off her knee, and getting to her feet. ‘Hdave you think you can
come here and make any remarks about what | domwt do? My life is

my own, Neil. And I'll do what I like with it.’

Neil’'s mouth took on a sullen twist, but he didgét up. ‘Well, who is
he?’ he demanded, looking up at her.

‘Who?’ Catherine put her hands on her hips and rdsgh him
contemptuously. “You saiohen didn’t you?’

Neil did get up then, emptying his glass and sgttidown noisily on the
coffee-table. ‘Stop trying to provoke me,” he saidou know who |
mean.’

‘Do 1?7’ Catherine found she was enjoying this ifuany, self-derisory
kind of way.



‘Yes.' Neil's mouth worked uncertainly. ‘Is it soomee | know? Not-Simon
Lewis!

‘It's none of your business.” Catherine was adamant

‘Then it is him!"

‘No, it's not.” Catherine was frustrated, but slefused to give him that
satisfaction. Neil had always regarded Simon as#t afba wimp, and it
would have cheered his ego no end to think thah&ste had been
compelled to resort to his company. ‘It's no on@ ¥oow, but that's as far
as I'm prepared to go. Now-will you?’

‘Will | what?’

‘Go,’ said Catherine pointedly. ‘And mind your ownsiness in future.’
Neil looked at her rather strangely now. ‘I alwdii®ught you were my
business,’” he said, surprising her again. He Bitijpi ‘I still love you, you
know, Cat.’

Catherine caught her breath. ‘No, you don’t-’

‘I do.” Neil's expression grew faintly resentfulf you hadn’t been so all-
fire keen to pursue your career, we'd probablyl & together. A man

only goes looking for what he can’t find at home.’

‘Oh, honestly” Catherine stared at him. ‘Is thdtetexcuse you've
invented?’

‘It's not an excuse-’
‘Well, it certainly sounds like one.” Catherine @dnit believe this was
happening. ‘I thought you were in love with Mart least, that's what

you told me when you said you were leaving.’

Neil shrugged. ‘I thought I did.’



‘You thougtt you did?

‘Yes.” Neil made a defensive gesture. ‘But-wellintls haven’t been too
good between Marie and me lately, and then, wisatwl Mrs Scott-’

‘You thought you’d come and say your piece!’
‘As | say, | still care about you, Cat-’

‘Do you?’ Once, that would have meant so much, raw it was only
academic. ‘Well, I'm sorry, Neil, but | don't ca@bout you. Not any
more.’

‘Il don’t believe that-’

He grabbed her arm then, trying to pull her towdnds, but Catherine

fought him off. One of the advantages of being akds she was, she
thought wryly, realising she wouldn’t have escapatgan so easily. She
suspected Neil's real motive was that he resengedbacoming involved

with anyone else. It was all right so long as hautfht she was sitting at
home, pining for him. Discovering she was makingeaof her own must

have really pricked his ego.

‘It's the truth,” she said, when she was free ahhiubbing the arm he had
held with rueful fingers. *You can’t rekindle sorhetg that's already dead
and cold.’

Neil scowled. ‘I suppose you think this man, whaeke is, will marry
you,” he sneered. ‘Getting a bit old to play theddi aren’t you, Cat?’

This was more like the Neil she remembered, antheéCaie sighed. ‘Just
go, Neil’

‘Oh, I will.” Neil moved aggressively towards theoat, and Hector
scurried out of his path. ‘But don’t forget whatvd’ said. You may be
riding high now but this bloke may not be so kedrew you tell him you
can’'t have children.’



Catherine closed her eyes as he passed her. Oillwdldd have brought
that up, she thought disgustedly. Why hadn’t sher esalised before how
mean and small-minded he was?

Opening her eyes again, she picked up Hector, @ifahied Neil along the
hall, noticing almost inconsequently how thin heswlaven the trousers of
the suit he was wearing looked too baggy on himwillingly she was
reminded of Morgan’s hips, and his buttocks, whigére lean and tight
beneath his jeans, but tautly muscled. Morgan’s,légo, were not like
Neil's legs. They were muscled, as well; strong paderful. Not like the
legs of someone who worked in an office at all, s#flected, with sudden
perception. Was that why his skin was so darklyhéal? she wondered.
Because he was more used to working outdoors? @&epit could be
because he did a lot of sports, she argued. Waitesspr skiing; golf,
even. One thing was for sure-he was unlikely tiohtei.

‘I'll go, then.” Neil had opened the door, and padi®n the' step. Catherine
inclined her head.

‘Goodbye,” she said, unconsciously stroking Hestaars as she spoke,
and Neil’s lip curled.

‘What's he?’ he asked contemptuously. ‘A substiRutand Catherine
slammed the door in his face, no longer able te hier feelings.

Of course, she still had Kay to face, and Cathenas not surprised when
the other girl appeared midway through the follaywmorning. But, just as
she was preparing to fend off the inevitable qoesti Kay said, ‘Are you
free for lunch?’

Catherine blinked, and adjusted her spectacles. l[lfch?’ she echoed,
surprised at the invitation. It was months since ahd Kay had had lunch
together, and, whenever they did, it was alwaysm@d days in advance.

‘Yes. Today,’ said Kay, glancing over her shoulderd Catherine guessed
she was taking Mr Hollingsworth’s threats seriouslyhave to talk to
you.’



Inwardly, Catherine groaned. She could guess whatita Why couldn’t
people just allow her to get on with her life, iertown way? she wondered
wearily. They meant well, she was sure. At leasimes of them did. But
she wasn’t a child, after all. If she made mistakiest was her prerogative.

Now, she shook her head. ‘I-don’t know, Kay. | aretfy busy.”

‘I's important,” said Kay flatly, and, realisinghe couldn’t put it off
indefinitely, Catherine gave in.

‘Oh-all right,” she said, resting her elbows on table and cupping the
back of her neck with her hands. ‘One o’clock, OK?’

‘One o’clock,” agreed Kay, with none of her usudlulience, and,
watching her friend walk quickly across the floardaout of the office,
Catherine surmised that she was in for anothewdectBut why? she
pondered wryly. MorgawasDenzil's cousin, and they had engineered the
introduction. Surely the fact that Morgan had kesker in full view of the
accountancy department didn't warrant some kindfosfmal warning?
They didn’t know the half of it, for heaven’s sake!

Still, Kay had always been fairly straight with heand she supposed she
did owe her an explanation. She just hoped shedcget away without
being too honest. There were things about her agsowcwith Morgan that
she preferred to keep to herself.

They went to Salki’s, a little Italian restaurantthe next street, where the
pizzas tasted nothing like the pre-packed ones €diath occasionally

bought at the supermarket. She studied the mertu avijundiced eye,

aware that everything she liked was at least asdwod calories, and then
rejected her misgivings. So what? she thought mesily, choosing the

deep-pan cheese and tomato, with extra cheesegyofmit measure. She
might need this. Kay was looking awfully serious.

The waiter brought a pot of coffee for them to shahile their pizzas
were cooking, and Kay waited until Catherine hadealdcream and was
stirring the fragrant brew before she said shoftNhy didn't you tell me
you were seeing Morgan?’



Catherine gave herself a moment to absorb this tfzew looked up. ‘I'm
not exactly-seeing him,” she admitted evenly. ‘Nothe way you mean,

anyway.’
Kay snorted. ‘Don’t give me that! Not after whappaned yesterday.’

Catherine could feel a faint prickling of irritatioWhat gave Kay the right
to speak to her like this? she wondered tightly.eWwlhad she ceased to
function as an intelligent adult?

‘What did happen yesterday?’ she enquired, refusinmake it easy for
her. ‘Why don’t you refresh my memory?’

Kay looked a little disconcerted now, but she pleedjon. ‘I never thought
you could be so-so irresponsible!’” she declaresetgr ‘It's not as if you
don’t know what kind of man he is!’

Catherine expelled her breath carefully. ‘What kwfdman is he?’ she
demanded. ‘You tell me.’

Kay ran distracted fingers into her mop of blondédsc ‘I always thought
you were so sensible,” she said, evading the aquestWhen Denzil
suggested you should join us for dinner, | was siweuld be all right. |
mean,’ she spread an expressive hand, ‘you saiggibuyou didn’t want
to get involved-with anyone!

Catherine caught her lower lip between her teddmes it matter?’” She
paused. ‘Whats wrong?’ A cold hand gripped her heart. ‘He’s natlie
married, is he?’

‘No!" Kay’s dismissal of the idea was so derisohat Catherine was
forced to believe her. ‘I told you. He was marrmate. But that was over
before-well, years ago anyway,’ she finished hgstil

Catherine shook her head. ‘So? Why all this?’ Sldéated the restaurant.
‘| can’t believe you brought me here just to expresur disapproval.’



‘I didn't.” Kay gave her a resentful look. ‘HonegtlCat, | thought you had
more sense!’

Catherine felt a twinge of perception. ‘Don’t youeam, you expected
Morgan would have?’ she suggested drily.

‘What do you mean?’ Kay’s face turned red, andlise® she had struck a
nerve, Catherine pressed on.

‘I mean, you didn’t think Morgan would be interedi@ someone like me,
did you?’ she asked equably. ‘As you said, he sy attractive man.
Why would he go for someone who couldn’t even Keepown husband?’

‘I's not like that"” Kay looked indignant now, buCatherine suspected
there was a grain of truth there, somewhere. ‘leer blamed you for
Neil walking out .’

‘Denzil does.’
‘Yes-well, Denzil likes Neil. They're a lot alike.’

More than you know, thought Catherine drily, bute smerely
acknowledged her friend’s words with an indifferéfitof her shoulders.

‘Anyway, that doesn't alter the fact that your geitinvolved with Morgan
Lynch is-not a good idea.’

Catherine was pretty sure Kay would have prefetedise a stronger
expletive, but experience had taught her caution, Waiting until the
waiter had set their pizzas down in front of theime went on in the same
conciliatory vein. ‘“You don’t understand, you seshe said, taking out her
frustration on the pizza, ‘Morgan was in Vietham.’

‘Was he?’

Catherine barely whispered the words, but, befoeelead had the chance
to consider the implications of this revelation ykantinued.



‘He volunteered, you see. He didn't have to gocaidirse. Denzil never
did. And with Morgan’s father-well, never mind albabat now. Suffice it
to say that Morgan has never done what his famxiheeted of him.’

Catherine frowned. ‘But what has that to do with seging him? I'm not,’
she added swiftly. ‘But-if | were.’

‘Oh!” Kay sighed. ‘Must | spell it out for you? Yoknow what happened
to men in Vietnam!

‘| believe it was pretty horrific.’

‘There was nothingpretty about it,” retorted Kay grimly, and Catherine
inclined her head.

‘All right. Perhaps that was the wrong word to usassume you're saying
he saw active service.’

‘He enlisted Cat. Of course he saw active service.’

Catherine sighed. ‘Well, I'm sorry if | seem obtuseit | still don’t see
what you're getting at.’

‘He was captured, Cat. By the Vietcong. Thesured him!’

The smell of the pizza was suddenly more than Caeould stomach.
Pushing her plate aside, she poured herself anotipeof coffee, hoping
Kay wouldn’t notice that her hands were trembling.

‘Now do you see what I'm getting at?’ Kay demandegparently as

indifferent to the food as her friend. Having mather pizza, she too
pushed the plate aside, and propping her elbovihenalble, she rested her
head on her hand. ‘When he came home, he speeastttivo years in a
mental institution!’

Catherine felt sick. Physically sick. All aroundeth, the sounds of the
restaurant were going on. Plates clattering, opfbargling, the steady hum
of conversation from the patrons. But all she cdudar was the keening



sound Morgan had made that night he’d slept orsbfx, and all she could
see was his sweat-streaked face, as he’d apologisacking her up.

‘Are you OK?’

Kay was looking at her oddly now, and, realising slouldn’t allow the
other girl to know what she was thinking, Cathenmanaged to nod her
head.

‘Yes, fine,” she lied, even though she had nevenbso close to throwing
up. ‘Er-could we get out of here, do you think? Ifrat very hungry after
all”’

‘Nor am |,” admitted Kay, summoning the waiter wétident relief.

Outside, the cool damp air was reviving. Cathedoeld feel the nausea
receding, and the colour came back into her fate Vietham war had
been over for fifteen years, she reminded her3ékere was no way those
sadistic monsters could hurt him now.

‘So you see, don't you,’ said Kay, continuing heguanent, as they walked
back to the office, ‘it's crazy for you to get irlved with someone like
him. Oh, I know he’s Denzil’'s cousisecondcousin,” she amended, as if it
was important to emphasise that remove, ‘but Demziy acknowledges
their relationship because he has to.’

‘He has to?’ echoed Catherine, still busy with logvn thoughts, but
catching those words, and Kay sighed.

‘Well, you might 'as well know, | suppose,’ shedsahortly. ‘Denzil will
probably kill me when 1 tell him I've told you, bW¥lorgan’s father is
General Lynch. He’s virtually retired now, but haswone of the security
advisers at the Pentagon.’

‘I see.’

The pieces were beginning to fall into place. TWwas no doubt why the
Sawyers had been obliged to invite Morgan to dinAsrhe was General



Lynch’s son, Denzil couldn’t afford to offend hilot overtly, anyway,
she appended, remembering how the two men had atowe to blows.

‘Anyway, I'm glad we’ve had this talk,” Kay saidsahey reached the
swing doors of the office building. ‘I mean, we ledveen friends for a lot
of years, haven't we? And | couldn’t let you go thinking Denzil was to
blame for what happened the other night.’

|Kay_1

‘No. Let me finish. Morgan Lynch is poison, beliewe. Actually, Denzil
thinks he’s still half-crazy; him, and that man wlooks after him, both.
His father should have left him down in Florida. sBmed happy enough
there. But, no, General Alexander Lynch had to haie son doing
something for his country, even if Morgan himsedsho interest in the
work.’

‘At the Embassy?’

‘At the Embassy,’ agreed Kay, preceding Cathenme the lift. They were
alone, and, pressing the button for the fourtedottr, she gave the other
woman a penetrating look. ‘You do agree, don’t y¥o@ do see that there
is absolutely no sense in going any further withrigationship?’

Catherine forced a tight smile. ‘I've told you,’essaid, ‘we’re not having
a-relationship. We had-lunch together. That'’s all.’

Kay looked sceptical. ‘But you did let him kiss you

‘Well? Insanity’s not contagious, is it?’" enquir€htherine politely, and
Kay gave her a doubtful look.

‘You're not-l mean-you wouldn’t...see him again, Wl you?’ she
ventured, clearly troubled by her friend’s ambivele, and Catherine was
glad when the lift doors opened at the fourteefdgbrfand she could get
out.

‘Tell Denzil | appreciate his concern,” she repliedithout really
answering. ‘Oh, look, is that Mr Hollingsworth laakg for you?’



By the time Kay had realised this was just a diger,sCatherine had put at
least a dozen yards between them. And, as herdtig in precisely the
opposite direction, she could hardly follow.

‘T'll see you tomorrow," she called, as Catherinsagpeared around the
corner, and Catherine was relieved to avoid arginder.



CHAPTER EIGHT

A WEEK later, Catherine was forced to face the fodifact that she was
unlikely to see Morgan again. He hadn’'t phonedh&én’t called; she had
had no communication with him whatsoever. Evenfiitneers he had sent
the previous week were already losing their petaid, although she knew
she should throw them out, she had put off doingitseas stupid really,

but they had become her only remaining link witmhand, despite the
fact that he had never touched them, they wererhetangible reality.

Of course, it had made things easier at Brackn8ls could tell Kay
honestly that she was not seeing Morgan, and, withds disruptive
influence on her life, she was able to put all éreergies into her work. She
suspected some of her appraisals were not as shaswetie would have
liked them to be, and the judgements she made Wwexerays verified by
their performance. But she plodded on regardlesgrshined not to give
in to her emotions.

After all, it wasn'’t as if they had had a real telaship, she told herself
when she felt really down. At best, it had beema-sided affair, with her

being completely frank about her divorce-well, atticshe amended-and
Morgan clamming up every time she asked a persquestion. If she

thought she knew now at least part of the reason ké had been so
reticent, that didn’t really change anything. Iinply reinforced the fact

that she hadn’'t known him-not the real Morgan Lyratany rate. All she

had been permitted to see was the face he showtheé test of the world,

the guarded mask that hid so many secrets.

Except that nightshe consoled herself in moments of extreme aityers
Then, briefly, she had glimpsed what those tortureanories were doing
to his subconscious. She tried not to think abol&twhis captors might
have done to him. She didn’t want to think of hitarging, or filthy, or
forced to suffer the basest kinds of humiliatiohe $lidn’t want to think of
him in pain. It was as simple as that.

But that didn’t stop the recollections of news igeshe’'d seen, articles
she’d read, from filling her head with horrific dés. It seemed as if she



couldn’t open a newspaper or a magazine withowingasome new report
of the atrocities that had been committed-not jagainst the soldiers
themselves, but against innocent civilians, caughin the fighting. There
were accusations about the use of napalm, a forjelledd petrol, which
stuck and set fire to anything it touched; aboet féct that some soldiers
developed a drug habit; and the underlying problgmpsychological
difficulties. But when she considered that the ager age of the men
fighting in Vietham was nineteen, Catherine didfihd that at all
surprising. Dear God, she thought, it was like sagpén army of college
students to fight a war, and then being shockeduse they reacted
against its futility.

The conversation she had had with Kay had satigfieddoubts she had
had about Morgan’s not being used to working irofiitce. Although Kay
hadn’'t elaborated about his being in Florida, Catleesuspected he had
spent a lot of his time there outdoors. It wouldplain his physical
appearance, and the fact that he had so littlerasitein his present
occupation. She wondered what he had done in Elo¥hatever it was,
he had been happier then, she was sure of it. §dradh his father insisted
on him returning to Washington? For that was onegtiMorgan had told
her: he had worked in Washington, before he hadeconbondon.

But the things she did know about him seemed sgnifecant compared
to what she wanted to know. In truth, she wouldehéiked to know
everything about him, and, although she knew it wagy, she couldn’t
stop thinking about him.

So much for her determination not to get involvauk thought ruefully as
she prepared Hector's meal one evening, about tweksv after the

Sawyers’ dinner party. She should have stuck tagghas and refused their
invitation. That way, she would never have met Mordtynch.

The doorbell rang as she was running her bath. ilgiroff the taps,

Catherine went to answer it. As luck would have she hadn’'t yet

undressed, and only the unbuttoned sleeves oflbesdflapped about her
wrists as she opened the door.

She didn't expect it to be Morgan, and it wasmi.the early days after
their parting, she had jumped 'every time the phang, and rushed to the



door every time she had a visitor. But she had kinge admitted that he
wasn’t going to contact her, so that finding hettimeo on the doorstep was
no great disappointment.

‘Hello, darling.” Mrs Lambert kissed the air besi@atherine’s ear and
stepped past her into the hall. ‘Am | intruding?d@ryou have the time to
offer me a cup of tea?’

Catherine sighed, and closed the door. ‘You'reinwuding,” she averred,
gesturing for her mother to go ahead. ‘| was jushg to have a bath,
that's all.’

‘Oh, well.” Mrs Lambert tucked the parcel she wasging under her arm,
and preceded her daughter into the kitchen. ‘Wesbaine a pot of tea then,
can't we?’

‘Why not?’

Catherine tried to sound enthusiastic, but she wmsppily aware that it
didn’t come out that way, and her mother gave htoaghtful look before
noticing Hector, hunched over his feeding bowl.

‘I see that creature still warrants primary attenfi she remarked, as
Hector paused to give her a slant-eyed stare. g@hon with your fish-
heads, or whatever it is you're eating! Don't lcatkme as if | had no right
to be here.’

‘Stop exaggerating, Mother,” exclaimed Catheringing to fill the kettle.
‘And sit down, if you're going to stay in here. Hecwon't bite you. He’s
just curious, that’s all.’

‘Hmm.” Mrs Lambert didn’t sound convinced, but sbeated herself on
one of the kitchen chairs, and put the parcel entéible beside her. Then,
patting it, she said, ‘You know what this is, oficge.’

‘I imagine it's the print,’ replied Catherine, ghg her a rueful look. ‘I'm
sorry. | forgot all about it.’



‘Yes. | guessed you had.” Her mother nodded. ‘I w@hder if you might
come over last weekend, and every day this week ¢&xpected you to
phone, but of course, you haven't.’

Catherine finished setting out cups and saucerb ttzan, unable to delay
any longer, she too sat down. ‘It's been-pretty ticecat work,” she
murmured, not altogether untruthfully. ‘I meantpioone, but-'

‘But | come low on your list of priorities, is th#®’ enquired Mrs Lambert
drily. ‘Yes, | had gathered that.’

Catherine shook her head. ‘I'm sorry. . .’

‘Well, that's something, | suppose.” Mrs Lamberlled a wry face as her
daughter busied herself opening the parcel. Ana,tiperceptively, ‘Is
something wrong?’

‘Wrong? What could be wrong?’ asked Catherine dafety, pulling off
the string, and unwrapping the brown paper. ‘I'mefoh!’

She broke off as the print was revealed, swallovgomigvulsively. She had

almost forgotten what it portrayed, but now, as phehed the paper aside,
the substance of the painting was exposed. Shéegdt¢hen why she had

liked it so much. The landscape at dusk, with ufistie hues of purple and
blue and grey, was wonderfully evocative, just bs eemembered. But
what had caused her to take that sudden intakeeatlbwas the distinctly

oriental influence in the painting. The skylinegthelds, even the stark
sinews of the bare trees, with the mountains beyeovete essentially

Chinese in origin. Why had she never noticed ibke? And why was she
noticing it now?

Hot tears were suddenly pressing at the backsroéyes, and, turning her
face away, she dashed a hand across her cheekstatistodging her

spectacles. 'Oh-the kettle’s boiling,” she saidjtterably relieved to have
an excuse to get up from the table. ‘I'll make tbe.’

‘| didn’t realise you found it so moving,' remarkédr mother, watching
her daughter as she poured hot water into the tedjlotell Fliss. She
might know of other work the artist has done.’



‘No. . . Catherine answered too fast, and hadestrain herself. ‘That
is-one is enough for me. l-er-I haven't even degigddere I'm going to
put it.’

‘How about your bedroom?’ suggested Mrs Lamberewhiy. ‘Catherine.

.. She paused. ‘Something is upsetting you, igR'CCan’t you talk about
it?’

Catherine shook her head. ‘There’s nothing to #dl&ut,” she denied. She
glanced over her shoulder. ‘Are-er-are you stayang meal?’

‘Are you inviting me?’

Catherine determinedly stirred the tea in the tedffoyou’d like to stay,
you’re welcome,’ she said. ‘It's only chicken salad

‘Ah.” Her mother made a considering sound. ‘Youstenming.’

‘No.” Catherine turned to set the cups on the taSke could hardly tell
her mother that her appetite had practically disapgd since Morgan had
driven out of her life. ‘It's simple to make, thall.’

‘Well, you have lost weight,” declared Mrs Lambéand if you're not
slimming, it must be something else. Have you s@em doctor?’

‘Of course not.” Catherine set the teapot on iga@t and pushed both it
and the jug towards her mother. ‘Help yourself.’

Mrs Lambert poured her tea, added a splash of railld, then sat back in
her chair. ‘Anyway,” she said, ‘much as | woulddiko accept your
somewhat.. .” she grimaced ‘. . .reluctant invdatil can’t. As a matter of
fact, Billy brought me up to town. He’'d arrangedhave a drink with his
broker at his club, so | suggested he dropped mefbean hour, and then
I'd meet him for dinner later.’

‘I see.’



It was a relief to know she wouldn’t have to kegp an appearance of
normality all evening, and Catherine was grateilly Saunders was the
latest in the long line of her mother’'s escorts],a@though she knew it
was unlikely, their friendship did seem to be pesging into a genuine
relationship.

‘He’s such a love,’” said Mrs Lambert now, sippingr liea reflectively.
‘He’ll do anything for me, you know.” She looked @atherine across her
cup. ‘It's a pity you don’t know anyone like thdarling.’

‘Yes, isn't it?’ agreed Catherine shortly, lookidgwn at her hand where it
rested on the table. ‘What time are you meeting?him

‘Seven o’clock,” replied her mother, with just tii@ntest edge to her
voice. ‘You don’t have to look at your watch. e going soon.’

‘I wasn’t.” Catherine was indignant, but when sHied her head, and met
her mother’s penetrating stare, she realised thdtjbst been a ploy to
attract her attention.

‘It's not Nell, is it?” Mrs Lambert ventured nowHé hasn’t been pestering
you, has he?’ She waited, and getting no answerw&mnt on, ‘I did hear
he and Marie were having problems, and it wouldike him to try and
shift them on to somebody else.’

Catherine moistened her lips. The reason she haprdtduced an
immediate reply was simple enough. Sometimes, lothen's perspicacity
amazed her, and she was wondering whether shedshelllher about
Neil's unsolicited visit when Mrs Lambert spoke ega

‘You wouldn’t-well, you wouldn’t take him back, wéiyou?’ she asked.
‘Oh, darling, don’t let him hurt you again.’

‘I don’t intend to.” Catherine could speak quitenfidently now. ‘Neil and
| are finished. Totally.’

‘Welll" Her mother’s eyes gleamed appreciativelym' pleased to hear it.
Little weasel! | never did like him.’



Which was true, thought Catherine ruefully. Mrs lart had always had
her doubts about Neil's character, and, when heléfacCatherine for his
secretary, she had been the first to denounce Nimh.that she hadn'’t
harboured a sneaking relief when the divorce wanbugh, Catherine
acknowledged now. But she had supported her daughtéhrough that
terrible time.

‘Anyway, | suppose | ought to be going,” Mrs Lamibgaid, finishing her

tea and refusing a second cup. ‘I don’'t want Bilyhave to stand around
waiting for me. The secret of a successful relatmn is to know when to

make the right moves, and keeping him hanging aiwotite cold is not a

good idea.’

Catherine had to smile, her mother’s incorrigilgildireaking through her
own black mood, and bringing a trace of humour é¢o flace. If only she
were more like her mother, she reflected. Her nrotheuldn’t be sitting
here, wondering what Morgan was doing, and whetherwas ever going
to see him again. She’'d have balanced her needssades, and if the
scales had come down on her side, she’d have donetlsing about it. . .

An hour later, Catherine left the house to get.itite cab that was waiting
at the gate. ‘Jermyn Gate,” she said, hoping tinedmould not ask her

where it was, and, slamming the door behind her ssimk back against the
leather upholstery.

Already, the doubts were nagging at her, and hdlizen times during the
journey from her house to the West End she hatet berself not to ask
the driver to turn the cab around, and take hereéhagain. But, somehow,
she restrained herself from doing so, and as tifgsliof the city closed
around them she accepted the fact that she was it@tm

She looked down at herself instead, wondering & should have worn
something a little more formal. The close-fittingadk trousers were
flattering, and that was why she had chosen themeyTaccentuated the
graceful length of her legs. But whether she shbhalk teamed them with
a wrap-around white sweater was something else h8ped he wouldn’t
think the generous cleavage it exposed was a datdbeeome-on. She



zipped her soft leather jacket just a little higheerd hoped she didn’t look
too much like the black widow.

‘Is this it?’

The cab driver had turned into a lamplit squaré, stopped beside a fairly
new block of luxury apartments. Catherine looked aipthe towering

skyscraper, with the words ‘Jermyn Gate’ writtengald letters on a
white-painted sign in the forecourt, and noddedhead.

Thrusting open the door, she climbed out and phel fare. She was
tempted to ask him to wait, but that seemed an cessary safeguard.
After all, if Morgan wasn’t in-or didn’t want to spk to her, she appended
tensely-she could always pick up another cab. isghrt of London, they
were often running around, and, if not, she colidhgs call a minicab.

However, her first obstacle proved not to be Mordmmself, but the
commissionaire who apparently vetted all callels.Mr Lynch expecting
you, miss?’ he enquired, his manner not exactlyltimg, but not exactly
courteous either. Did Morgan often have young wormaming asking to
see him? she wondered uneasily. And if so, whatarth was she doing
here?

‘Er-no,” she admitted now, half prepared to bedtasty retreat, but the
commissionaire was already picking up the phone.

‘T'll just tell him you'’re here, miss,” he said. ‘Wat was the name?’ And
Catherine, who didn’t want to give it, told himpgly because not to do so
might have convinced him she was some kind of umggvcharacter.

The phone rang for some time before it was answened Catherine was
just beginning to believe she had been grantedpaere, when the
connection was made.

‘There’s a Miss Catherine Lambert here to see wgou, she heard the
commissionaire say, in an insufferably deferertiimle. ‘She says you're
not expecting her. Do you want me to send her up?’



Catherine couldn’t hear Morgan’s reply, and she wasg to decide
whether it would be better if he refused to see bweif he let her in, when
the commissionaire replaced his receiver.

‘You can go up, Miss Lambert,” he said, with comsably more warmth to
his voice. ‘The eighteenth floor. Number five.’

‘Yes, | do know that,” said Catherine tersely, watkrather jerkily across
to the lifts. Well, she really had burned her begidehind her now, she
thought. Dear God, please let her not make a fbbécself!

The corridor was carpeted in a deep green pileixxary she had never
experienced in any other apartment building she kaited. And
Morgan’s door had the number on it in little goldjuires. Nothing
ostentatious, of course. Just plain cardinal nusld2aunting, all the same,
she thought, lifting her hand to tap at the panatgl then stepped back
aghast, when the door was opened.

Morgan was wearing a bathrobe, and she guessedvdsatvhy he had
taken so long to answer the phone. His hair wagodamd tousled, his legs
and feet, below the hem of the robe, bare. But &g jwst as disturbing to
her emotional balance as ever, and, pushing hetshiamo the pockets of
her jacket, she endeavoured to adopt a casual pose.

‘Hello.’

‘Hi.” The tawny eyes moved over her face with digrve intensity, and
settled on her mouth. ‘Come in.” ‘May 1?’

Catherine’s mouth was dry, but Morgan’s invitatissas sincere. ‘How
could | refuse?’ he countered, stepping back towalher to enter the
hallway. ‘You didn’t.’

‘What?’ Catherine blinked behind the lenses of hgpectacles.
‘Oh-no."Understanding his meaning, she acknowledgedrony. ‘Thank
you.’

The hall was wide and spacious, nothing like hdt, kéth its narrow
passageway along to the kitchen. What was moreyraing staircase



indicated a second floor above, with a crystal dediar suspended above
it that glinted with a thousand prisms of light.

She had no time to absorb any more than this béftanegan closed the
door behind them, and came to lead the way intequally impressive

drawing-room. At least, Catherine would have cailed drawing-room.

She wasn't sure what Morgan would call it. She dkhew there was a
silky Persian carpet on the floor, and a rich mmetef fine wood and

leather in the chairs and cabinets that furnisthed@here was a sofa, too,
upholstered in a deep burgundy velvet, and curtafrs matching shade
hanging at the long windows.

‘Like it?” Morgan asked, and Catherine, who hadrb#@nking how the
apartment mirrored the enormous gulf between thlgavwe a nervous nod
of her head.

‘It's beautiful,” she said politely. ‘I-had no idetawould be like this.’

‘Didn’t you?’ Morgan’s expression was unreadablgvell . . " He
indicated the tray of drinks residing on the topagbolished cabinet. ‘Do
you want a drink? | could use one.’

‘Why? Because I'm here?’

The words just slipped out, and Catherine’s nailg thto her palms as
Morgan’s eyes narrowed in sudden contempt. ‘Cowd be responded
coolly. “You should have phoned before you left leom

Catherine held up her head. ‘So you could havepgidpne from coming?’
‘Perhaps.’

Morgan was non-committal, and it was only the thdugf confronting that
supercilious commissionaire again that kept herrevlshe was. This had
not been a good idea, she thought, trying not &bl her mother for
unknowingly putting the thought into her head.

He shrugged now. ‘So, what'll it be? Scotch? Gin?’



Catherine wanted to refuse, but she thought hasimyink in her hand
might make her feel a little less tense. ‘Do-eryda have any sherry?’ she
asked, and when he gave her an old-fashioned lbeksaid quickly,
‘Oh-Scotch, then. No ice.’

He poured her drink and gave it to her, their frsg®@uching as the glass
changed hands. The contact caused a shiver of a@&sdo run up her
arm, and she wrapped both hands around the glass.

Morgan poured Scotch for himself, a generous meastiich he threw to
the back of his throat. Catherine was sure he cdulthve tasted it, but
that didn’t stop him pouring himself another befauening to face her
again.

‘Sit down,” he said, gesturing with his glass. ‘psu’re here, the least we
can be is civil.’

Catherine hesitated, and then cautiously seatesklfiean the edge of a
buttoned armchair. Now that she was here, she tdkaiww how to handle
it, and it crossed her mind, belatedly, that hehnigot have been alone.
She should have phoned, she thought unhappily.r Alte as far as she
knew, Morgan hadn’t intended to see her again. fstteallowed a totally
unsolicited sense of responsibility for him to fe¢ better of her common
sense.

‘Now,” he said, propping his hips against a mahgghareau, ‘Do you
want to tell me what you’re doing here?’

Catherine looked up at him uneasily. She had ergetttat he would sit
down, too, but, although he hadn’t, she didn't feabable of getting up
again. Instead, she found her eyes moving over dimost hungrily,
noticing how his navy-blue bathrobe accentuatediark masculinity. She
knew it was ridiculous, but she hadn'’t realisedilumw how much she
had needed to see him, and the urge to tell him wm@y barely
controllable.

Something of what she was feeling must have shoimedher eyes,
however, for with an oath Morgan moved away from Haon't,’ he said



roughly, and she didn’t need any more elaboratoknbw what he meant.
‘You're wasting your time.’

Catherine got up then, feeling as if she were sparécularly obnoxious

kind of insect, and he had just put his foot on fitde heat in her stomach
gave way to an unnatural sense of chill, and, ¢kengh she swallowed
the remaining Scotch in her glass, in an effortstop the blood from

congealing in her veins, she doubted she would feetmwarm again.

‘I'm sorry,” she said, putting down her glass andkmng for the door. ‘I
shouldn’t have come here.’

‘Why did you?’

His question deserved an answer, and although Qatha@idn’t feel much
like giving one she paused in the doorway and |dokack at him. ‘I
wanted to see you,’ she said flatly. She touchedspectacles. ‘Stupid,
wasn't it?’

Morgan regarded her through narrowed eyes. ‘Whg?emquired harshly.
‘Because you feel safe with me now?’ ,

Catherine blinked. ‘I beg your pardon?’
‘Oh, don’t pretend you haven't been asking Kay ¢joes about me! |
wouldn’t answer you, so you got Kay to tell youguess you two had a

real good bitch about poor old Morgan!’

‘That’s not true!” Catherine turned back into treom. ‘I didn’t ask Kay
anything.Sheshe insisted on telling me.’

‘Really?’

‘Yes, really.” Catherine tucked her hair behind bar with a nervous hand.
‘What do you think | am?’

‘I guess it's more a question of what you thinknh,aretorted Morgan,
pouring himself a third measure of Scotch. ‘Damhaim what | am. It
doesn’t really matter how you found out.”"



Catherine stared at him. ‘Found out what? That served in Vietham?
That you were captured by the Vietcong? So wh&™iit something to
be ashamed of.’

Morgan’s lips took on a cynical twist. ‘The ubiquis do-gooder!” he
taunted scathingly. Do you know how sick | am oflerstanding women?’

Catherine flinched, but she refused to let him hineelast word. ‘Better a
do-gooder than someone who pities himself,” sherted, standing her
ground, even when he left the tray of drinks anche&aowards her. ‘You
can't offend me, Mr Lynch.” She took a steadyingdih. ‘You-might
make me feel sorry for you-’

‘I don’t need anyone to feel sorry for me,” he $edy halting in front of
her, and, although she had spoken confidently emo@atherine was
practically shaking in her boots.

‘Then stop-stop behaving as if you were the onkgran with-with-’

‘With what?’' He thrust his face close to hers, ahd could smell the scent
of whisky on his breath.

‘With-problems,’ she finished, in a small voice,daMorgan closed his
eyes.

At once, Catherine wanted to cut out her tongue &ted saying these
things to him; she hated hurting him. Dear God, s thought she would
have done anything to try and make things easiehifo, and she hated
the thought that he might think she was simplyausi

‘Morgan. . .’

Acting purely on impulse, she put her fingers uphie face, cupping it
between her hands, and bringing her mouth to his.efles opened then,
the dark pupils dilating as they bored into hers.ditin’t move, however.
He merely stood there, letting Catherine run hewvames tongue over his
lips.



And then, when her failing confidence reminded thet she was no good
at this sort of thing, and she would have drawrkphis hands slid inside
the neck of her jacket, and closed about her throat

She wasn’t scared. Amazingly, considering her amesg of his strength,
the knowledge that he could snap her neck as easilye might break a
twig didn’t frighten her. On the contrary, the fesfl those hard hands
around her throat was wonderfully familiar. And siweayed against him.

‘Cat,” he said, and now his tone was thick with &omg ‘this is not a good
idea.’

‘Isn’t it?’” Unzipping her jacket, she dropped itf'oher shoulders, and
slipped her arms around his neck. ‘Kiss me, Mor@dease’

She would never have believed she could act so eleasty, but she was
beyond the point of worrying about her reputatiShe had rejected any
modesty by coming here, and, if begging him to kouwer was
unsophisticated, then so be it.

‘You-don't-understand,” he said in a strangled egibut when he looked
down at the dusky hollow between her breasts sheoay raw need in his
eyes. He wanted her; she knew it, and almost asft@n-thought she
realised she wanted him. Until then, it had beenpiain, his anguish, she
had been trying. to assuage. Oh, she had wantedohkiss her, to touch
her, but anything else had been purely incidemtaking love with Neil
had taught her that foreplay was everything, ané&twdame after had
mostly been an anti-climax. Indeed, she had conikaaonclusion that a
woman’s expectations, and their lack of realisagtimnmed the origin of
that word. The occasions when she had felt soni&faztton had been few
and far between. But this was nothing like anythsig had felt before.
Now, she was experiencing a totally different fiegliEvery nerve in her
body was alive and tingling with the awareness oid4n’s lean muscled
frame, and a moist ache invaded her lower limbs.

‘Don’t talk *** he said savagely, using an expie¢ she had never
realised could have such a sexual connotation,hbisds on her hips
burning through the fine material of her trouséfis hands were sure and
sensuous, the soft jersey only a small barrierddnérd fingers.



With undisguised urgency he covered her lips withy ind Catherine’s
mouth opened beneath his demanding tongue. Shedvhist tongue in her
mouth, she thought mindlessly. She wanted to fee] And taste him, and
her own tongue joined his in a sensual imitatiopagsession.

Her hands gripped the damp hair at his nape, aenl shpped inside his
bathrobe to caress the warm-scented skin of hisldés. She hadn'’t
known a man’s skin could be so smooth and silkgl when he released
her mouth she turned her lips against his neck.vi&ged to kiss him all
over, she thought fancifully, as his harsh breaghmoistened her ear. He
was so beautiful, so beautifully male, and thedwot inside her throbbed
in anticipation.

Her hands trembling a little, she allowed her fisgeo slide down the

lapels of his bathrobe, parting the material ay thent, and exposing his
chest to her lips. His chest was broad and musalediponly slightly spread

with curling dark hair. Like his arms and legsyas deeply tanned, but the
tips of hair were bleached a lighter shade.

However, when her exploration reached the knot&lt d& his waist, his
fingers came to grip hers with grim determinatitho,” he said, in a
hoarse, unnatural tone, and she looked up to fiaddte was pale and
streaked with sweat.

‘Morgan?’ she questioned uncomprehendingly, sboll willing to believe
he meant to stop her, but, with a constricted spbedout her away from
him. Half turning away from her, he wrapped thedfobf the bathrobe
more closely about him, and Catherine was leftifigdike an unsuccessful
courtesan.

‘I'm sorry,” he said, his voice sounding as if #dhbeen dredged up from
some place deep inside him. ‘That-shouldn’t hayepkaed.’



CHAPTER NINE

IF SHE hadn't felt so utterly humiliated, Cathericeuld have laughed.
Wasn't it usually the woman who said that? Instebdhich, she was the
one who had been made to feel as if she had takealcome liberties.

Finding her spectacles on the chair, she pushed treto her nose. Not
that it wouldn’t have been easier to leave them sife thought. Without
her spectacles, everything beyond a certain distaleveloped a slight
haze around it, and just now she would have prdethat imprecise
aspect. The last thing she wanted to see was Masrgamtempt, and,
keeping her eyes averted, she bent and pickednjpdket.

She hadn’t brought a handbag. Just her purse, whkiah safely zipped

inside her pocket, and, trailing the jacket behed, she walked out of the
room. If she could just make it out of the buildinghe told herself

encouragingly. She refused to let that supercilmuamissionaire see that
she was crying.

She didn’t even make it to the lift. She was reaghbor the Yale lock on

the outer door when Morgan’s hand reached pashé®d, to prevent her
from opening it. ‘Don’t go,” he said, his lips agai her hair, and she
swung round and slumped back against the paneiseyes raw with

unshed tears. ‘Don’t go,” he said again, and whHengazed up at him in
total confusion he bent his head and gave hemgering kiss.

She tried not to respond to him. She had alreadyome& disappointment,
and she didn’t think she could take another. It was bewildering, too

shattering, too much of everything she had swornavoid. Getting

involved could be painful; with Morgan, it was dowght dangerous. He
made her do things she had never done before; madéeel things she
had never felt before; and he made her want songethe was very much
afraid she could never have.

But Morgan'’s lips were too demanding-too persuasiveesist, and, once
again, she felt her defences tumbling. He had tmliouch her, and the
blood ran like liquid fire through her veins. Wighlittle moan of protest,



she wound her arms around his neck and kissed hitk, land Morgan
bent and put one arm behind her knees and swungffitesr feet.

Keeping his mouth on hers, he carried her up thiesstout Catherine was
too bemused to notice where he was taking her.oHr contribution was
to remove her spectacles again, and they droppaa lfrer hand, to land
unnoticed on the bottom stair.

She opened her eyes when she felt the soft terfusik at her back. The
short, wrap-around sweater had bared her midriffl sime felt the cool
sheets against her spine. Morgan had laid her @narmous bed-his bed,
she surmised, with fiissonof excitement-and he came down on it beside
her, stifling any comment she might have made ltartéa urgent pressure
of his lips.

She wanted to protest that she was still wearingbbets, and that their
soles might soil the satin quilt that her outstrett hands had encountered,
but such mundane considerations were soon outwetiglgeother, more
important matters. Morgan’s mouth had moved froms e slide down the
slender column of her throat, and her skin burnkdrer his lips touched.

She was sure she must look a blotchy mess, but &oogly murmured,
‘Beautiful,” as he cupped her breasts in his haraigl brought one
burgeoning nipple to his mouth. The hard little pearged against the taut
cloth, and it was an immense relief when he slippsdhand inside her
sweater and her bra, and freed the swollen flesh.

‘How does this thing come off?” he mumbled, hemhgpin his mouth, and
Catherine fumbled behind her to release the wodié=n

Once she was without her sweater, and the lacy sifrbra, Morgan took
full advantage of her responsive breasts, caresbi@g sensuously, and
suckling at each of them in turn. To Catherine, Whd never experienced
this kind of excitement before, every tug of hisgoe or teeth caused a
sharp pain in the pit of her stomach. It was notiapleasant pain; in fact,
it was excessively enjoyable, and she moved aghinsurgently, arching
her back to bring her into closer contact with leign body. But Morgan
resisted her efforts to wind her legs about hinesBing her back again, his



hands found the zipper of her tight trousers am#nog it, he began to
peel them down over her hips.

Her boots were discarded without her needing tcasghing, dropping on
to the floor at the foot of the bed with a distimetthud. Then her trousers
followed them, and Morgan’s teeth skimmed the elattd waist of her
panties.

Catherine felt as if she was burning up. Every iméhher body was
sensitised to the sensual brush of his lips, allneeves straining to meet
his every demand. With infinite patience, Morgaedikis teeth to tug her
panties away, his lips seeking the dusky curlhatjanction of her legs,
while his fingers completed the process. Then, wiennervous fingers
dug protestingly into his shoulders, he slid backeroher, his mouth
finding hers once again.

‘Good?’ he murmured, and Catherine nodded vigoyousl|

'‘Good,” she echoed, finding it difficult to say #myg, with his hand
between her legs bringing her to the brink of aZred spasm. ‘Mor-gan,’
she choked, trying to tell him she wanted to shiasewith him, but it was
too late. She was beyond reason, beyond restsgimning out of control
over the precipice of her emotions...

She came down to earth all too soon, to find Morlyamg on his back

beside her. Like hers, his skin was damp and ¢anlshe didn't need a lot
of experience to know that he had not shared hgghdeThe pleasure he
had given her had been entirely one-sided, andlbdinked her eyes

bewilderedly, as she struggled up on to one eldtw had he done what
he did? she wondered, looking down into his facd woubled eyes. His
eyes were closed, but she could tell he was neepsHe was breathing
too quickly for that, his chest rising and fallibgneath the loosely drawn
folds of his bathrobe. She could have sworrmhd wanted her. Had she
done something wrong?

‘Morgan,’” she breathed now, bending her head andhiog her lips to the
warm hollow of his neck. ‘Morgan-what’s wrong?’



He opened his eyes then, and, although she hadafesd that he might
be angry with her, his expression was warmly indatg ‘Nothing’s
wrong,” he said, though there was some tensionsrtdne. ‘Are you all
right?’

Catherine caught her lower lip between her te&thy did you do it?’ she
exclaimed, instead of answering him. ‘Why didn’tuyo. .?’ She pressed
her lips together. ‘I wanted you inside me, when-’

Morgan'’s expression darkened. ‘Didn’t | please you?

‘Of course you pleased me.’” Catherine smoothed Haelkdamp hair from
his forehead. ‘But you could have pleased me anlwie-’

‘No, | couldn’t.” Morgan rolled away from her, asadt up, drawing one leg
towards his chest, and resting his chin on his kiideat's what I've been
trying to tell you. | don’t-that is-" He broke ofbr a moment, and then
continued harshly, ‘I'm useless to a woman!’

Catherine stared at him. ‘I-don’t believe that.’

‘It's true.” Morgan gave her a cool, indifferenage. ‘It's not something I'd
lie about, believe me!’

Catherine moved her head from side to side. ‘Batehmust be something
you can do-?’

‘No.” Morgan was adamant. ‘I'm sorry you had todiout this way, but
there it is.” He paused. ‘But I'd be grateful if yalidn’t broadcast the
news. | don’t have much, but | do have a littledpri

‘Oh, Morgan!’

Catherine scrambled on to her knees, and would paveer arms around
him and hugged him, but he held her off. ‘Don’t¢ kaid quellingly, and

now there was no warmth in his gaze. ‘I don't wamiir sympathy. | don’t

need it. I'm lucky, really. | still have my healthnd strength, and all my
faculties, such as they are. Believe me, not ever'goso lucky.’



Catherine shivered. ‘Oh, Morgan!

‘Don’t look at me like that!” With a muffled oatthe swung off the bed,
crossing the room to stand with his back to hethatwindows. ‘I think
you’d better go,’ he said heavily. ‘I'll call youaab.’

Catherine hesitated. ‘Can’t we talk about this?’
‘What's there to say?’ He didn’t turn.

‘Well . . .” Catherine stared helplessly around. ks there nothing | can
do to help you?’

‘There’s nothing anyone can do to help me,” replMdrgan flatly. ‘Do
you think they haven't tried?’

‘No, but. . .” Catherine slid to the edge of thedb®ow, realising how
unselfconscious she was of her nakedness with‘hoould try to help.’

‘How?’ He spun around then, staring at her with atmgnt eyes, and
Catherine’s brief spell of positive thinking evaatwd. With fumbling
hands she searched for her bra and panties, malhguaway from him as
she did so, to avoid his contemptuous gaze.

‘Here,” he said, his voice sounding immeasurabbset, and she glanced
behind her to find him squatting beside the bedwds holding her flimsy
scraps of underwear out to her, and, taking theomfrhim, she
endeavoured to put them on. But her hands betrage@nce again, and,
although she managed to step into her panties, &homgas obliged to
fasten her bra for her.

‘What a novelty,” he said drily, handing her heresiter. ‘A man usually
takes a woman'’s clothes off. He doesn’t help hgauibthem on again. But
then, I'm not a man, am 1?’ he added, getting ®fhet, and returning to
his stance at the windows.

‘Well, I'm not a woman! blurted Catherine tremukldy, and again he
turned to give her a scathing glance.



‘What are you talking about?’

‘I mean it said Catherine fiercely, zipping uprheousers. She reached
for her boots, as much to avoid looking at him magtlang. ‘I-I can’t have
children. I'm-barren. Isn’t that what they call ih, the Bible? | can’t fulfil
my function in life.’

'Oh, God!" Morgan’s expression softened, and heokhais head. ‘You
didn’t have to tell me that?

Catherine bent her head, pulling on her boots. anted to,” she said
simply. ‘Apart-apart from Neil-and my mother-I'veever told anyone
else.’

Morgan groaned, but he didn’t move. ‘I'm sorry.’

‘Are you?’ Catherine looked at him then. ‘Well, dikyou, | don't like
sympathy either. It's just one of those thingsréak of nature, | suppose.’

‘It's not thatimportant,’ said Morgan quietly.

‘Isn’t it?’ Catherine got to her feet. ‘It's why Newalked out on me. He
wanted children, you see, and | couldn’t give himan.’

Morgan’s lips curled. ‘Then he’s crazy!”

‘What do you mean?’

‘Leaving you, because you couldn’t have a baby. r§ém made an
anguished sound. ‘It wouldn’t matter to me. If lu@ have you, I'd

consider myself a happy man.’

Catherine caught her breath. ‘If you . . .but-yoan chave me,” she
exclaimed, covering the space between them, bugMobacked away.

‘No. No, | can't,’ he said intractably.



‘Why not?’ Catherine was pleading with him, but stien’t care. She
loved him. Oh, Godshe loved hifnshe realised shatteringly. Whatever he
was, whatever he had done, whatever had been ddmet she loved him,
desperately. And he was sending her away. She keemas.

‘It wouldn’t work.” His tone was dogged. ‘I wouldndo that to you.’

‘What you are doing to me is worse,” protested €atte helplessly. ‘Oh,
Morgan, don’t-don’t say we can’t see one anothetiragYou-you started
this. It isn’t fairl’

‘| tried to finish it, Morgan reminded her wearilyl didn’'t ask you to
come here. You came of your own volition.’

Catherine spread her hands. ‘But-you didn’t sencavmay!’

‘God!” Morgan cast his eyes towards the ceiling.h&V do you expect of
me, Cat? | may be only half a man, but | am hunavénted to send you
away, but | couldn’t do it. | care about you, food>s sake! Hurting you is
like hurting myself !’

Catherine’s lips parted. ‘Then. .

‘Go home, Cat,” he intoned tiredly. ‘We had-what tvad, but now it's
over. Find yourself a man who can love you-in ewgay. You deserve it.
Between us, Neil and me, we've really screwed up Yite!

* % %

She broke her spectacles in her flight down thesstdahere was only so
much she could take without breaking herself, amel flimsy frames
crumpled beneath her boot. She picked them upoufse, and, when she
did so, she saw Morgan watching her from the tofhefstairs. But he said
nothing, and nor did she. There was nothing mosayjo

Of course, in the cab going back to Orchard Roatie®me told herself he
didn’t mean it. He couldn’t. Sooner or later, higl would crack, and then
he’d come and find her. He cared about her. Hedaddl so. That had to
mean something. He couldn’t throw it all away.



But, in the weeks that followed, that belief wagvdly eroded. In spite of
her conviction that he would come after her, haadid©Once again, she was
reduced to losing her breath every time the pharey,r or her heart
skipping a beat when someone came to the door. Bsit,before,
disappointment always followed anticipation, andwdy but surely she
was compelled to acknowledge the superior strengthis will. He had
meant what he said. Their brief affair was over.

That was when she started to develop other symptéiftisough during
daylight hours she managed to withstand the agohyeraotional
withdrawal, the hours of darkness posed an entd#fgrent problem. She
grew to resent having to go home to her little leousthe evening. She
began staying at her desk, long after her colleagusd gone home,
working sometimes until the building supervisor eaim lock up.

Of course, she accomplished a lot of work; nobhlt good, but most of it
adequate. And, because she was always willing, lpebggan to take
advantage of her. It wasn't that they were paréidylselfish, she realised.
It was just that they had lives to lead outside dffece, and if she was
prepared to shoulder some of their responsibiittegave them more time
to spend with their families-or lovers.

Naturally, she didn’t actually put this into wordswould have been too
painful to consider what it really meant. She didmant to think of other

people sharing their lives. Her own life was saidéhat she even found
watching couples together on television almost ntbae she could bear.
No; she steeled her mind to concentrate only orettaduations she made,
declining all offers to socialise with an indiffei@e that bordered on
psychopathic.

Nevertheless, eventually, she was always compdtiedo home, and,
when she did, Hector greeted her like a long-laenhél. She knew that in
his feline way he must know something was wrongtsGaere very
intelligent, and she had never neglected him inphst. Indeed, he. had
always been her ally, her friend, her bastion ajaioneliness. His
company had compensated her for Neil’'s absencehbutould never
compensate her for Morgan’s. And, in the dark reachf the night, the



memories of what she and Morgan had had-what they might have
hadtore her emotions to shreds.

She supposed it would have been better if she badrriasted what she
was missing. Until Morgan had taken her to bed; $side of a relationship
was not something she had thought she needed. $eenad missed Neil,
it had been his company she had coveted, the caomnsmp of knowing
someone else was in the house. Hector had filled #pace fairly
satisfactorily, and if she had missed having soradortalk to she had got
over it.

But Morgan was something else. In a few days hedchieved what Nell

had been unable to achieve in almost five yeammafiage, and she was
absolutely desolate. She ached for him; she liteesdhed with the needs
he had aroused in her. She would have given argjbst to be able to see
him, to touch him, to feel his arms around her. 8amnghts, her skin felt so
hot and vulnerable that it was as if she had expaseopen wound. How
could he do this to her? she wondered. How couldadhi¢ to himself?

Apart from the men at work, who probably thoughtr lelhange of

temperament signalled some kind of premature mersgpaher Aunt

Agnes was the first to notice that something wasogsly wrong. Her

mother was always so busy with her life, and, aitto she suspected
Catherine wasn’t happy, she assumed Neil was abdbk of it. She was
more concerned about the fact that her daughterlegisg weight, and

every time they met she asked if Catherine had aefttor yet.

But her father’s sister, who called unexpectedly &aturday afternoon,
and found her niece sitting in the front room, is@rblindly at the
television, was infinitely more astute. The unnatdidiness of the house,
the hollows beneath Catherine’s eyes, and the laiclany kind of
expression in her voice, disturbed her deeply. ece had always been
such a level-headed young woman, and, althougihatiéeen upset when
her husband had walked out on her, she had nesgérhler sense of
humour. Now, however, she was like an automatod, although Agnes
Lambert was a pragmatist, she guessed instinctihalythe problem was
an emotional one. '



‘Who is he?’ she asked pleasantly, after havingpgmed them both a cup
of tea, and carried it into the sitting-room. ‘Youight feel better if you
talk about it.’

Although her words were not dissimilar to her motheCatherine didn’t
do her the injustice of pretending not to undemstah can’t,” she said
flatly. ‘I want to. But | can’t.’

Agnes frowned. ‘I see.” She' surveyed her niecically. In close-fitting
woolly tights, and a thigh-length cardigan, Catheis narrowing hips
were sharply defined. ‘I suppose that's why youd&ng weight. Are you
eating?’

Catherine flushed. ‘Enough,” she said, picking @p teacup and forcing
herself to drink the hot sweet beverage her audtgrapared. ‘I'm not
hungry most of the time.” She grimaced. ‘Good d&t? | should write a
book.’

‘Hmm.” Her aunt was thoughtful. ‘How long has tihieen going on?’
‘What?’ Now Catherine did prevaricate, but her &iekpression caused
her to utter a rueful sigh. ‘I don’t know,” she dawearily. ‘Five or six
weeks, | suppose. I-1 knew someone. Back in OctdBet it only lasted a
very short time.’

‘And in three weeks it will be Christmas,” remarkédnes dauntingly.
‘Catherine, this can’'t go on. Does; your motherwnehat’s happening? |
can’t believe she hasn’t noticed.’

Catherine shook her head. ‘She’s noticed I've \sght.’

‘And?’

‘She thinks it's still Neil.’

‘But it’s not.’

‘No.’



‘But it is a man?’

‘Yes.” Catherine put down her cup and buried heefa her hands.

‘Oh, my dear. . .” Agnes put down her own cup, lftdher seat to comfort
her niece. ‘My dear, you've got to talk to someolieyou don’t-well, |

don’t think you can take much more.’

‘I can’t.’” Catherine pressed the heels of her haaghnst her eyes, but the
hot tears squeezed out anyway.

‘You can’'t what?’ Her aunt’s arm about her shousdegas very supportive.

‘| can’t-take-much-more,’ said Catherine, her throanstricting. ‘What am
| going to do, Aunt Agnes? | love him, and-itiepeless

Her aunt hugged her closer. ‘He’s married?’

‘No.’

‘But-there is someone else?’

Catherine shook her head. ‘I don'’t think so.’

‘| see.” Agnes looked puzzled. ‘So-doesn’t he |goe?’

Catherine lifted her head, her face pale and steakth tears. ‘Yes,” she
said wildly. ‘Yes, he does. At least, he said heedaabout me. But you

don’t understand . . .” She licked a tear fromlhgs. ‘He-he’s been ill.’

‘I?” Her aunt was getting more and more confusaat], realising she had
to explain at least a little of what she was tajkabout, Catherine nodded.

‘He’s an American,” she said carefully. ‘He-workarl, in London.’
‘At the Embassy?’

‘Why, yes.” Catherine frowned. ‘How did you know?’



‘| didn’t,” admitted her aunt ruefully. ‘It was jus guess. Go on.’
Catherine hesitated. ‘Well-as | said, he’s beehill
‘How ill?’ Her aunt was wary.

'Psychologically, | think,” said Catherine, trying be honest. If her aunt
was going to be shocked, then so be it. ‘He wagignam. And-part of
the time, he was in a Vietcong prison camp.’

Agnes drew back to her seat. ‘Oh, Catherine! sheé weakly. ‘My dear, |
don’t know what to say.’

Catherine wiped the tears off her cheeks, and lba@ethe older woman
with empty eyes. ‘| suppose you think I'm well aitit, don’t you?’

Agnes shook her head. ‘Having never met this mawpuildn't like to
make such a generalisation,” she replied. ‘And-thighy he. . .well, why
you're not seeing one another any more?’

Catherine bent her head. ‘Partly.” She sniffed.,'®@ant Agnes, | wish you
could meet him. You'd like him, | know you wouldvé never known
anyone like him before. He made me realise thavkenloved Neil-not in
the way you're supposed to love someone anyway. ®hew this
probably sounds very unlikely to you, but-’

‘I'm not completely without imagination,” protestdter aunt drily. And
then, more seriously, ‘I knew someone once. As #enaf fact, we were
going to get married. But. . .’ she shrugged. e..vnas killed in Korea. It
was never the same with anyone else.’

‘Really?’ Catherine stared at her aunt now, reagjghat in all the years
she had known her she had always taken her motbgeirson of Agnes’s
desire to remain single as gospel. It had neveuroed to her that her
father’s tall, thin, capable sister might once hbeen as vulnerable as she
was herself. ‘I'm sorry.’



‘Don’'t be.” Agnes was practical. ‘It all happenedlag time ago. It
probably wouldn’t have worked out. But, there we:at happened, and |
survived. Just.’

Catherine managed a watery smile. ‘Thank you.’
‘Has it helped at all?’

‘Some.’ At least Catherine didn’t feel quite so ked up inside. ‘Will you
stay to tea?’

‘If you promise to eat something, too,” Agnes agreé&nd now, let’'s go
for a walk, shall we? It's a cold day, but it's dAnd | think you could do
with some fresh air.’



CHAPTER TEN

A WEEK later, Catherine drove to Morgan’s apartménihadn’t been her
destination when she left the house-or she didnibkt it had; not
consciously, anyway-but it was Sunday afternoore tlvads were
comparatively quiet, and she found herself turnmafurally towards
Jermyn Gate.

Not that she intended to run the risk of enterimg Ibuilding again. Apart
from the fact that she was sure Morgan would retossee her-and the
fragile shell which Aunt Agnes was helping her Hudround herself
wouldn’t take that kind of rejection-she wanteddispel the memory of
how she had left here on that terrible evening,wkiergan had delivered
his ultimatum. She had run out of the building,tching her broken
spectacles, and she was sure the commissionairthbaght Morgan had
assaulted her.

There were few cars parked in Jermyn Gate this 8umadternoon. Like
other modern apartment buildings in London, thescawned by the
residents were housed in the underground garagkepaly the visitors’
cars occupied the limited parking spaces on thecfmurt.

Catherine halted a few yards from the forecourthef building. Although
it was unlikely, she didn’'t want Morgan looking oot his window and
recognising the car. Not that it was likely, shBeeted impatiently. There
must be at least a hundred navy-blue Peugeotssiatba of the city alone,
and the night Morgan had ridden in her car he heehhin no state to
notice its colour or its designation.

Turning off the engine, she drew a steadying breatall, she was here,
she thought tautly. There was the building, anshié looked up eighteen
floors she could probably identify his apartmentt that she had actually
looked out of the window, she reflected. But theyveize of it dictated

that, by the law of averages, she was almost cettabe able to see his
windows.



But she didn’t look. Like a patient with a phobshe decided that actually
coming here was enough to be going on with. It Wolbé something

positive she could tell Aunt Agnes. She had acyuplirked within a

stone’s throw of Morgan’s apartment building withéalling apart.

And then she saw him. He came out of the buildamgl walked across to
where the cars were parked. His shoulders werehmahmside a camel-
hair overcoat, and he was wearing a hat, but ithu@s She was sure of it.
And when he stopped beside a sleek Mercedes artddstearching his
pockets for his keys, she thrust open her doomganbdut.

This was not something Aunt Agnes would have apgiiasf, she thought,
as she ran towards him. But it seemed like fate b should have
emerged at just that moment, and she would not baea human if she
hadn’t felt that irresistible urge to speak to hilast this one time . . .

He found his keys, and walked round the car. Angutd, he was going to
get inside, and her opportunity would be lost. Nesitating, not thinking,
acting purely on impulse, she called his name,vainein he turned to look
at her, the bottom fell out of her world.

It wasn’t Morgan. Oh, it was like him. The heightdabuild were very
similar, but this man was older, much older. Andréhwas no trace of
recognition in the enquiring eyes that turned indigection.

‘I'm-sorry...” Catherine halted uncertainly, her est heaving, her
spectacles sliding down the perspiration that haddbd on her nose.
‘I-thought you were someone else.’

She turned away, pain and exhaustion making a mypaieher bid for
rehabilitation. She felt almost as bad now as sigk done that night she
ran out of the building, and she shook her heagalesgly when the
man’s voice arrested her. She didn’t want to talkitn. She didn’t want to
talk to anybody.

‘Miss,” he said, his accent unmistakably transaitam origin. ‘WaitV’
And when she reluctantly turned to face him he ddd&re you looking
for my son?’



Catherine’s jaw sagged. ‘Your-son?’ she whispeitsdedievingly.

‘Yes, my son,’ agreed the man, leaving the car\&atking towards her.
‘Morgan Lynch. Do you know where he is?’

Catherine felt faint. She was trembling so badhge didn’t know how her
legs continued to support her. No wonder she hadgiit he looked like
Morgan, she thought. The similarities were so obsinow that she looked
for them.

‘Do you know where he is?’

The man had reached her, and was looking down atwhi# cool,
enquiring eyes( His attitude was polite enough, bBbe sensed his
impatience when she continued to stare at him witlspeaking. She
guessed he was not a man who took kindly to inglibation of any kind,
and, remembering that Kay had told her that Morgdather had been a
US Army general, she realised how aggravating o her attitude must
be.

‘I-no,” she said now, swaying a little, as the cdddcember afternoon
chilled her sweating limbs. ‘Isn’t he here? | kntvs is where he lives.’

‘Lived,” corrected Morgan'’s father, glancing oves lshoulder. ‘According
to the doorman, my son hasn’t been seen for owsorath.’

‘Oh, God!

Catherine could feel a wave of blackness sweepweg loer, and, realising
she had to get back to her car before she collagdedput out a warning
hand. But Morgan’s father didn’t respond in the vghg expected. Instead
of leaving her to make her own way to her car, liehgs hand beneath her
arm, and said, gently, ‘Let me help you.’

Catherine was so dizzy that she scarcely caredemMherwas taking her.
But when he opened the car door and helped heleinshe realised at
once that this was not her Peugeot. Not that itMagan’s car either, she
realised now. It wasn’'t even the same colour. Buvas similar, and when



Morgan’s father walked round and got in beside Bae had a peculiar
sense ofléja vu

‘So,” he said, half turning in the seat beside Hegll me where | can buy
you a drink.’

‘Oh-no. Really.” Catherine swallowed. ‘There’s need for that.’

‘| think there is,” retorted General Lynch, turnibgck to the wheel, and
starting the engine. ‘I'd suggest we use Morgamparament, if there was
anything in it. But there isn’t. He, and that Fitip who looks after him,
haven't even left a bottle of Scotch to make it thatile.’

Catherine moistened her lips. ‘You've-been in Margaapartment, then?’

‘Yeah. That doorman opened up the place for medide’'t want to. But
when | told him I had friends at Scotland Yard leedme a bit more co-
operative.’

‘| see.’

Catherine breathed a little more easily. While ineoway it was

devastating to think that, even if she was prep&wedce his anger again,
she wouldn’'t be able to find him, the alternatithett Morgan might be
lying in his apartment, sick, evorsedidn’t bear thinking about.

‘I assume you're a friend of my son’s, right?’ timan beside her said now,
and without any other option open to her, Cathenndded. ‘And you
don’t know where he is?’

‘No.” The full weight of that realisation was beging to bear down on
her. ‘No. I'm sorry.’

General Lynch cast her a thoughtful look. ‘How loisgit since you've
seen him?’

‘Oh-some time.’ Catherine hoped she was not gargatve to go into that.
‘We-er-we agreed not to see one another for-fohdew It was only half



the truth. She couldn’t tell him that Morgan hafused to see her again,
could she?

Morgan’s father nodded, and then, noticing a smegtaurant in a side-
street, he swung off the main thoroughfare. ‘Wilstdo?’

Catherine shook her head. ‘Honestly. If you coulst jtake me back to
Jermyn Gate-’

‘I will,;” he promised, stopping the car on doublellgw lines, and pushing
open his door. ‘After we've had a drink.’

The waiter who met them at the door of the restaukas most apologetic.
Yes, he said, they had been open for the lunchoghebhut they were
closing now. It was Sunday; they were sorry, betthad their licence to
think about.

Two minutes later however, he was showing them taradle-lit table in
the window. Some notes-Catherine didn’t know hownyaaad changed
hands, and, with the utmost courtesy, they weréeddvto look at the
menu.

‘Just Scotch,” General Lynch declared, handing libhekover-sized bills of
fare. ‘And brandy for the lady. That’s all.’

‘I don’t want any brandy,” Catherine protested, Margan’s father only
quirked a greying eyebrow.

‘I think you do,” he said drily. ‘You nearly keeledver back there.
Girls-womenof your age don't just pass out for no reason. tumous.
What's wrong with you?’

He paused, and then added softly, ‘You can’t bgmaat?’

‘No!" Catherine realised Morgan’s father had themsadirectness of
manner as his son, and it was no easier to delal wit

‘OK.” There was a trace of regret in the old mafdse, but he hid his
feelings admirably. ‘So what is there between yao? he persisted.



‘Why should the news that Morgan’s left the countmgke you want to
faint?’

Catherine stared at him, her consternation evidémd then, after
acknowledging the drink the waiter set in front ledr, she exclaimed,
‘How do you know he’s left the country?"

‘I don’t. Not yet.” General Lynch studied the Sdotm his glass, before
swallowing a mouthful. ‘But I'd say it was a faiogsibility. Wouldn’t
you?’

Catherine pressed a hand to her throat. ‘I-dontivkh She hesitated a
moment, and then ventured, ‘Where would he go?’

‘Mango Key?’ suggested Morgan’'s father tentativelwhat do you
think?’

Catherine sat back in her chair. ‘Mango Key?’' Sleok her head
bewilderedly. ‘Is that-is that in-Florida?’

‘So he told you about that, did he?’

There was a wealth of hope in the old man’s voie,rbut Catherine had
to disappoint him. ‘No,” she said, stroking her rtitu over the rim of her
glass. ‘Kay did. Kay Sawyer.’

‘Ah.” General Lynch expelled his breath on a sighhought it wasn't like

Morgan to talk about himself.” He ran a weary hawdr his jawline. ‘For
a minute | thought you and he had been . . . close.

‘We were!” Catherine couldn’'t let him think she wasme kind of
American groupie. ‘We-oh-I thought something wagigdo come of it.’

Morgan'’s father studied her doubtfully. ‘Really?’

‘Yes, really.” Catherine groaned, and then unablerevent herself, she
asked, ‘Did you make him come to London?’



General Lynch looked a little formidable now. ‘WHaitsiness is that of
yours?’

Catherine flushed, and then realising she had ngtho lose, she said
unsteadily, ‘Because | love him. And-and | doninthyou understand him
very well.’

‘Don’t you?’ Morgan’s father sounded ominous nownd why should
you think that?’

Catherine bent her head. ‘Because-oh, because'l tthamk he was ever
happy here.’

‘Not even with you?’ There was definite sarcasmhia tone now, and
Catherine’s eyes sparkled with sudden anger.

‘No. Not even with me,” she conceded painfully, ahdn found refuge in
a little of the brandy.

‘Then what were you doing at this apartment thisrabon?’

That was harder, and Catherine wet her lips befepl/ing. ‘We-we had
an argument,’” she said, wondering how she coulchiel things she had
never told anyone else, not even Aunt Agnes. ‘Morgaid it wasn't . . .
fair to me, to go on with our relationship. I-ditlagree.’

Morgan'’s father looked staggered. ‘Then-you know! .

Catherine didn’t attempt to define what she knelae fist nodded, and the
old man closed his eyes with sudden emotion. Féeva moments he

remained silent, marshalling his composure. And tlas she was about to
tell him that a traffic warden was putting a patkiticket beneath the
windscreen wiper of his car, he said, ‘Morgan muste told you that. |

don’t think the Sawyers-well, I'm sure they didkitow.’

‘No.” Catherine inclined her head. ‘Yes, it was [dan who told me. It
was his way of ending our relationship.’



Her voice broke, and, as if understanding her esstrMorgan’s father put
his hand across the table, and squeezed her vedssuringly. ‘You
know...” He shook his head. ‘Oh, | don’t even kngour name!’

‘It's Catherine,’ she said huskily. ‘Catherine Laenty

‘Well. .. Catherine? May 1?’ And at her nod of assehe continued, ‘It
may be of some comfort to you to know that, asaai know, my son has
neverdivulged his . . .condition . . .to anyone.’

Catherine sniffed. ‘I believe you, General.”

‘General?’ His blue eyes were wry. ‘Now I'm sure igan didn’t tell you
that.’

‘No.” Catherine forced a small smile. ‘Your son dpn& talk much about
himself, or his family.’

‘Hmm.” He sighed. ‘I suppose it was Kay who enligied you. Is she a
friend of yours?’

Catherine shrugged. ‘We work for the same compbwg.known her and
Denzil for about five years, | suppose.’

‘I see.” He nodded. ‘You know then that Denzil issart of nephew of
mine.'

‘Yes.’

‘Poor Denzil"” General Lynch’'s expression was regd. ‘I don’t think
he’s ever forgiven Morgan for having a general &father. Denzil's a
career diplomat, and he would have so liked thstirdition for himself.’
So that was why Denzil resented Morgan, Cathehoagdht. It explained a
lot, not least his reasons for inviting Morgan torgér. She didn’t suppose
Denzil ever forgot the influence General Lynch cbeert.

‘Anyway,” went on Morgan'’s father, ‘it made his dayhen Morgan ran
away and enlisted for Vietnam. | suppose he hopédl tever come back.’



Catherine frowned. ‘But why did Morgan run away amiist?’ she asked.
And then, realising she was being abominably peis@he coloured. ‘I'm
sorry. Forget | asked. It's none of my business.’

‘No. I'd like to tell you,’ said the old man heayil‘lt's strange, but | have
the feeling you know Morgan as well as anyone.’grgpped his elbow on
the table, and rested his chin on his knucklesvds all my fault, you see.
| drove him to it.’

Catherine blinked. ‘You did?’

‘Yes.” General Lynch considered his drink for a nest) and then he went
on, ‘Morgan’s my only son, you see. My wife-Godtrieer soul!-and | had
three daughters before Morgan was born.” He gasbkaat laugh. ‘We’d
almost given up hope of having a son, so you cagine how delighted
we were when Morgan came along.’

Catherine nodded, and he continued, ‘His sistere \@aite a bit older than
he was. The eldest, Maggie, is nearly fifty; Rosd &lizabeth are a few
years younger? He paused. ‘They spoiled him, ofssulhey'd always
wanted a baby brother, and Morgan only had toalifinger to have all
three of them running to do his bidding.

‘However, | didn’t like it. | worried about him. Adut the influence four
women would have on him as he got older.” He madesary sound. ‘I
didn’t want my son to grow up to be effeminateklag the kind of moral
fibre I'd always instilled in the men of my command

He shook his head. ‘Of course, | was wrong. Morgas gentle, and
sensitive, that’s true, but never at any time del dxhibit any of the
spineless tendencies | accused him of.’

Catherine caught her breath. “You-accused him?’

‘For my sins.” The old man shook his head. ‘| wahitém to join the army,
you see. | wanted him to go to West Point, as |d@ue. | wanted him to
become an officer.” He lifted his shoulders. ‘Mangdidn’t want that. He
had no time for the army. 'He wanted to go to UChAt's the University
of Los Angeles-and study marine biology, for Goslake! | told him, he



didn’t have the brains to be a marine biologisté pulled a wry face. ‘He
said he supposed that was why | had become anraany

Catherine bit her lip. ‘So-he ran away?’

‘Not immediately, no.” This was obviously gettingrder for his father to
relate, and he swallowed the remainder of the &cwichis glass before
going on. ‘There was a girl, you see.” He grimacdthere were always
girls. 1 should have realised, a boy as . . . wedl,sexually attractive as
Morgan would have no trouble proving his mascuintiut | was-I still
am-a stubborn old man.” He sighed. ‘Anyway, thisl gvas totally
unsuitable. A little gold-digger; it was obvious attshe wanted. And she
got it. When | forbade Morgan to see her agaiwai$ the last straw.’

‘But-he married her, didn't he?’ ventured Catherinautiously and
Morgan'’s father conceded that he had.

‘I should have known better than to forbid him &z ser,” he said. ‘I know
that now. | knew it then, but it was too late. Bwe ttime | found out what
was going on, they were married, and Morgan hadtedl'

He made a harsh sound. ‘Oh-1 would have gotten dutagain. I'd have
moved heaven and earth to have him declared un8etve, but Morgan
swore he’d never speak to me again if | used mipenice to get him
discharged. In consequence my wife invited Delkt-tlvas the girl's
name-to move into our house in Arlington-that’'s m&dashington-and
Morgan went to Vietham.” He brushed a hand acrasdfdce, as if the
memory was too painful to bear. ‘He was eighteen.’

‘Eighteen!” Catherine remembered all those repstis had read about
Vietnam. He had been so young.

‘Yes, eighteen,’ said General Lynch, determineditgrggthening his tone.
‘He was twenty-five when he came back. And we hakdlew him.’

Catherine licked her lips. ‘What about Della?’

‘Oh...” Morgan’s father made a dismissive gestisde got a divorce, as
soon as the news came through that Morgan wasngjsiselieved dead.



My wife took it the hardest. Not the divorce, youderstand. We were all
glad to see the back of Della. But by then, Mary,wife, had discovered
that she had cancer, and she knew she would neeeher son again. |
think she lost the will to live.’

Catherine felt so sorry for him. Not only had hetla son, or believed he
had anyway, but he had lost his wife, too. Somagbument! she thought.

‘But-Morgan did come back,’ she reminded him, ardagreed.

‘Yes. Morgan came back. But not the Morgan who gade away. It took

some time for us-my daughters and I-to realise lileatvasn’t going to get
better without professional help. They called itaged stress syndrome.
But it wasn't just that. Morgan had spent five yesr a North Viethamese
prison camp. It was a measure of his strength bftlat he didn’t lose his

mind.’

‘But-he was ill.’

‘Oh, yes. He suffered all the usual symptoms-atienarage, guilt; but it
was when he tried to commit suicide that we redlise needed proper
treatment. He was hospitalised, and for six montksdespaired of his
reason.

‘But Morgan’s a fighter." He sniffed. ‘Imagine maysng that! Do you
know, Catherine, my son has shown more courageltaaer did. | fought
in the last war, | was with the liberation armyttisavept through France
and Belgium, but I never had the kind of experisndergan had.’

He shook his head when the waiter came to askelf thanted another
drink, and pushed his glass aside. ‘Afterwards, wkirgan came home
again, he asked if he could go and work in Floridafriend of his,
someone he knew before he went to Vietnam, had ranandown there,
and Morgan wanted to help him run it.’

‘And you said no?’ Catherine was horrified.

‘No, | said yes,’ said the general defensivelyletlhim stay there for-well,
for more than five years. But, you have to undete&atherine, Morgan



is my son. | wanted him to be with me. And-whemhdught he was fully
recovered, | suggested he return to Washington.’

‘And he did?’

‘Oh, yes. You have to understand-since...well, sidietham, Morgan
doesn't fight me any more. | don’t say he doesrantmo fight me, but he
kind of-humours me. Do you know what | mean? Scchme back to
Washington, and, for a while, it was OK. But theoeluld see the change
in him, the restlessness. That was when | suggéstBenzil that he find
him a job in London. | thought the change of scemght do what
Washington couldn’t. It seems | was wrong.’

Catherine shivered. ‘What you said-Mango Key. Thathere he was
before, isn't it?’

‘In Florida, yes. It's an island just off the gudbast! He grimaced. ‘I've
got an agent checking it out right now.’

‘An agent?’ Catherine frowned. ‘Do you mean a pievdetective?’
‘Something like that.” Morgan’s father looked sliyh shame-faced. ‘I
didn’t want to run the risk of him seeing me anahking | was keeping
tabs on him.’

‘But you are.’

‘Only because I'm worried about him,” replied thengral impatiently.
‘Catherine, when Denzil eventually had the sensteflome that Morgan
hadn’t been in to work for the past three weeksas$ desperate. | got the
next flight to London, half afraid of what I'd find

‘You thought he might have. . .?’

‘| didn’t know what to think. | only knew | had toome here and see for
myself.'

‘And the enquiry agent?’



‘That was my way of covering all possibilities,” Baid wearily. ‘Do you
have any idea what it's like spending hours inanp| not knowing what
you’re going to find at the end of it?"

‘No.” Catherine was honest. ‘I've never crossedAfiantic.’

The general regarded her with sudden intensity.uM/gou like to?’

Catherine gasped. ‘What? To cross the Atlantic.'séemed a totally
inappropriate question.

‘Yes.” Morgan’s father nodded. ‘To Florida. To Tamm@ctually. And from
there to Mango Key.’

Catherine stared at him. ‘You're not serious!’

‘Why not? If Morgan’s not here, I'd lay odds he’sthvSteve Whitney. I'll
know for sure tonight. When my agent calls.’

‘But . . .” Catherine swallowed. ‘I couldn’t go tteeon my own.’
‘Not on your own,” exclaimed the general. ‘With m&fill you?’
Catherine was dazed. ‘Why'?’

‘Because | think my son will be more pleased toysmethan he will to see
me.’

Catherine bent her head. ‘I shouldn’t bank on it.’

‘Nevertheless, if he is there-will you?’

Catherine hesitated. All her common sense waadehler to turn him
down, that seeing Morgan again, for whatever reag@s only going to
make it that much harder in the end. He didn't waeit He had told her
so. His father just needed someone else to leas@meone else to bear
the brunt of his son’s frustration.

But, in spite of all that, what she actually sai@sw'Don’t | need a visa?’



‘Not any more.” General Lynch’s face lit up. ‘Dodéisat mean you’ll
come?’

Catherine adjusted her spectacles with an unsteaadly. ‘| have a job,” she
said helplessly. ‘I'd have to arrange to take soime off.’

‘No problem. If Morgan is there-and I've told myead not to contact
him-we’ll leave on Wednesday. Leave all the traureangements to me.’

Catherine shook her head. It didn't seem possiid¢ she had actually
agreed to travel more than three thousand milels this man-a man she
hadn’t known until an hour ago! Provisionally agtea small voice added.
It was always possible that Morgan wasn’t thered Arine wasn't. . .

But she didn’'t want to think about that, and wheen€&al Lynch said,
‘Shall we go?’ she got up with; alacrity.

‘I'm afraid you've got a parking ticket,’ she murmaa, as they walked
towards the Mercedes, but Morgan'’s father only gaded.

‘A small price to pay,” he remarked, opening heordoYou've given me
hope, Catherine. That's worth more than a milliankpng tickets!'



CHAPTER ELEVEN

HECTOR was especially affectionate when she gotdyaand Catherine
wondered if he knew she was going to have to putihi a cattery for a
few days. It would be his first experience of belmgarded out, and, in
spite of her eagerness to see Morgan again, sh@tviasking forward to
leaving Hector with a stranger. But she had norditeve. She couldn’t
leave him to fend for himself. He was too valuabléer. She couldn’t run
the risk of someone kidnapping him.

Picking him up, she buried her face in his soft, fand he purred
approvingly. He hadn’'t had much attention thesd pa&gks, and she felt
guiltily aware of her neglect. ‘I wish | could taleu with me, but | can’t,’

she said, carrying him into the kitchen. ‘I'm syreu wouldn’'t enjoy it

anyway. This trip is strictly for the birds.”"

She phoned Aunt Agnes at six o’clock, and toldwleat she was going to
do. Her aunt took the news in her usual philosahiay, then she said
shrewdly, ‘And what will you do, afterwards? Conme again?’

Catherine’s stomach hollowed. ‘I don't know,” shénatted honestly. ‘I
suppose so.’

‘And do you think you can cope with that?” Aunt Agg’s tone was gentle,
but persistent.

‘T'll have to, won't I?’ replied her niece tightlyBut | am going. If-if he is
there, | have to see him again.’

‘Very well.” Her aunt accepted her decision, withdurther comment.
‘But what about Hector? What are you going to dthvaim‘?’

Catherine sighed. ‘I'll have to find a cattery také him.” Then,
remembering her aunt had cats, too, she addedydndknow of a good
one?'



‘Yes. Here,” declared Aunt Agnes flatly. ‘I'll lookfter him while you're
away. Don’t worry, | won't let Castor and Pollux rhdnim. And at least
you won’t have to spend your time worrying aboum hi

‘Oh-will you do that?’ Catherine was so relievebde sould have cried. ‘I
feel so bad about leaving him, after the way lreated him these last few
weeks. | was afraid that if | put him in a catteng,d pine.’

‘Well, that’'s something you won’t have to face,idaer aunt briskly. ‘I'll
pick him up on Tuesday evening. If there’'s any ¢w®anin the
arrangements, let me know.'

‘I will. And thanks.'

‘Good luck,’” retorted her aunt drily, and rang b#fore the conversation
got too emotional.

On Monday, Catherine saw John Humphries, and aedchngth him for
her to take a few days’ holiday. ‘I think | needbi@ak, she said, without
elaborating, and John, who had been aware of haw slae had been
driving herself these past weeks, made no demur.

‘Take tomorrow, too,” he said, when she broachedidea of starting her
holiday on Wednesday. ‘We can manage. Just givd whare doing to
Mel. He hasn’t been exactly overworked lately.’

General Lynch had said he would phone, as soonedsall any news.
Catherine had half expected him to phone on Sumaning, but he
hadn’t, and by Monday evening she was getting arsxible must know
something, she thought. Why didn’t he let her kn@&wven if the news was
negative-which she dreaded-she’d rather know thrstwo

Remembering the night she had put off taking heh,bavaiting for
Morgan to call, she decided not to alter her norsthledule. If the phone
did ring, she could easily jump out and run inte thedroom. And she
wouldn’t take very long.

In the event, she was drying herself when the dabrang. Frowning, she
quickly catalogued all the possibilities, and theame to the unwilling



conclusion that it must be her mother. The proligioif its being General
Lynch was simply too disruptive to consider. Shendtiwant to build her
hopes up, just to have them dashed again whenistevdred it was Mrs
Lambert, come to find out why she hadn’t seen her.

Wrapping her towelling bathrobe about her, she dawnstairs. In her
present state of anticipation, the possibility that visitor might not be
friendly didn’t occur to her, so that when she agmkithe door and Nell
pushed past her without her permission, she washooked to stop him.

Her immobility didn’t last long, however. Almoststantaneously, a sense
of outrage gripped her, and without even bothetintpck the front door
she charged after him into the living-room.

Hector, sensing a confrontation, was bristling dw® thearthrug, but
Catherine scarcely looked at him. Her attention w@ascentrated on her
ex-husband, pacing aggressively back and forthsadie floor.

‘What the hell do you think you're doing?’ she derdad, her spectacles
sliding down her damp nose as she spoke. ‘Thimyidiouse, Neil. You
have no right to barge in here as if-’

‘Shut up! Neil's temper was explosive, and, whhe had never been
violent, he could be objectionable, as she welkkri@/hat did you expect
me to do? Ignore it?’

‘Ignore what?’ Catherine clenched her fists. ‘Neil-

‘When you said there was someone else, | didné Itk You know that.
But | never thought even you would sink that low!’

Catherine blinked. What was he talking about? Hewkmothing about
Morgan, and there was no one else. Unless he lesdB3enzil. It occurred
to her that it might amuse Denzil to tell Neil abdorgan. Particularly if
he thought it would hurt her.

‘Neil-I think you'd better go-’



‘Not yet.” He halted then, and swung round on Heow does it feel to
have an old man crawling all over you?’ he demarmedemptuously. ‘Is
he any good at it? Better than you, I'll bet.’

Catherine clutched the lapels of her bathrobeon:dknow what you're
talking about,” she protested. But she did. Somehd&il must have seen
her with Morgan’s father. He thought General Lynas the man she had
been dating!

‘Don’'t give me that’ Neil was incensed, so incethsthat Catherine
suspected he had called at a pub for some Dutcragewefore coming
here. He couldn’t have been home. What excuse wbaldave given
Marie for going out again so soon? ‘I saw you witim,” he snarled,
gazing at her with glittering eyes. ‘Going into Lmy’s together. You
didn’t see me, did you? Oh, no! You were too intentletting him maul
you!’

Catherine sighed. ‘You're wrong-’

‘I'm not wrong. | saw you, | tell you. You’re nokactly unnoticeable, Cat.
Thinner, perhaps, but just as long-legged!

‘I mean, it wasn't what you thought,” said Catheriwearily, and then,
realising she didn’t have to explain herself to hghe caught herself up.
‘I'd like you to go. Now! | don’t wish to discussis.’

‘I'll bet you don’t.” Neil moved forward, and, alttugh Catherine moved
aside to let him pass, he didn’t go. Instead, hmecaloser, looking down
into the V of her bathrobe with insolent, probingeg. ‘You didn’t think
I'd see you, did you?’ he sneered. ‘Well, we ofteve lunch at Lowrey’s
on Sunday, and we had just got into our car wherbth Mercedes pulled
up. | might not have noticed you, even then, if y@aan't parked in a no-
parking zone.” His lips twisted. ‘Who is he, Cat@n& old guy with pots
of money, | suppose. God, couldn’t you do any bektian that?’

Catherine slapped him then, her fingers stingingr@tithey made contact
with his cheek. How dared he? she thougttw dared he?2Vhat she did
was her affair, and no one else’s. How dare he doene and behave like
some latter-day Karenin?



Her emotions were so incensed that she didn’t stofhink that Neil's
emotions might be equally as high. She had neveackshim before, it was
true; but then, he had never been so objectioraddtare. No doubt he had
had no reason to be, she acknowledged. She hadheeemocent party in
their divorce. He had been the one playing fast kwde with their
relationship. But now it was different. Now, he wgetting a taste of what
it was like to be powerless to stop what was haipgeriNot that he had
any right to those feelings, she argued. Neil fwafkited any right to a say
in her affairs when he’d gone to live with Marie.

Nevertheless, as he lunged for her, she realisstdwhat should be, and
what was were two entirely different things. For some megsNeil had

decided that the rules no longer applied, and sliethe first twinge of

alarm when he grabbed her arm.

Even then, she had no inkling of his ultimate ofiyec In her heart of
hearts, she didn’t really believe Neil would huerhbut when he twisted
her arm behind her back, and jerked her towards Alarm gave way to
real fear.

‘Neill” she protested, not finding it as easy ae blad thought to escape
him now. He was hurting her arm, and every timetslkd to pull away he
gave it another vicious twist. ‘Neil, this is ridious-’

‘How does it feel to be at my mercy for a change®’demanded. ‘You
were always in control, before, weren't you? Oteast you thought you
were. High and mighty Catherine, with her clevegrée, and her clever
job! Always thinking she was better than us lessertals-’

"That's not true!’

Catherine was horrified, and even Hector had comeress himself
against her legs, as if trying in his own felinewt@a give her his support.

‘It is true,” snorted Neil, and, looking into hi®mtorted face, Catherine
realised he was completely out of control. And sfas frightened. In all
the time they had lived together, he had never \mhéike this, and she
wondered what had happened to drive him over tlge.e8he couldn’t



believe it was seeing her with General Lynch. Itswtas if they had
behaved like lovers. There had to be something else

‘Let me go, Neil,” she said, struggling desperatelkeep the note of panic
out of her voice. Somehow she had to talk him duthts, and fighting
with him was not going to do it. ‘Can’t we sit dowand talk about this
like normal people-?’

‘Normal people?’ he grunted. “You're not normalndrmal woman would
have given me a family! Instead of which, your jplas always more
important than what | wanted.’

‘Neil, you know it wasn’t my job that stopped ustn having children-’

‘You women; you're all the same,” he overrode harshly. ‘I really
thought when | married Marie that she’d be difféer&ut she’s not. She’s
just like you. What | want just doesn’t count.’

Catherine blinked. Was that what this was all abothe fact that Marie
had refused to have a baby? It sounded crazy, tbutas the only
alternative she had.

‘Listen, Neil,” she said, wincing as he pressed &en to the limit of its
endurance. ‘You-you and Marie have only been tagetivo years. Give
her time. She’s young. You're still young yourse¥ffou've got years
ahead-’

‘What would you know about Marie and me?’ he retdrt'You with your
designer job, and your designer home, and yougdesicat-'

He kicked out at Hector then, and the cat's yowpitest gave Catherine
the determination she needed to bring up her kndedave it into Neil's
groin. His how! of anguish drowned out the cat’4, laithough Catherine
managed to free her arm from his grasp, she stuhter Hector as she
tried to get away. She fell, her spectacles flyiagg her head grazing the
hearth as she did so. And, as she lay there inzaddhaze, Neil flung
himself on top of her.



‘You bitch!” he grated. ‘Don’t you think you canytthose alley cat tactics
on me, and get away with it. I've been bloody @obind civilised so far,
but now I'm going to teach you-’

‘Why don’t you teach me instead?”’

Even in her state of drifting consciousness, Catberecognised that
voice. Although her mind was swimming, she wouldséhaecognised
Morgan’s voice anywhere, and, although she was sin@® must be
hallucinating, it gave her the strength to hold@her reason.

‘I'm neither polite, nor civilised,” that pleasadtawl continued smoothly.
‘Much more of a challenge, wouldn’t you say?’

Neil moved then, swinging round on his knees teefee speaker, and
Catherine struggled up on to one elbow to see Moiygenself propped
casually against the living-room door.

But Morgan wasn’t looking at her. His attention wakon the man who
was now scrambling rather inelegantly to his femtd, even as she
watched, he came forward and grasped a handfuéeibsishirt front.

There was a look of such murderous hatred in Mdsgéerce at that
moment that Catherine briefly feared for Neil's etgf Morgan was so
much bigger than he was, and infinitely strongest bdd mention having
the kind of experience of fighting that Neil cowldly guess at.

But even as her ex-husband started to blusterMbagan was interfering
in something he knew nothing about, Morgan turnisdnead and looked
at her. The look in his eyes was no longer frigimgnit was hot and
possessive, though, when he saw the smear of lbooder temple, the
hand that wasn't gripping Neil’s shirt clenched aagsively.

Ignoring Neil's frantic attempts to explain himselfe brought his arm
back and telegraphed a powerful fist into the othan’s face, and Neil
collapsed like a house of cards. Then, hauling hjmmagain, Morgan
hustled him out of the door, and presently Catleeheard the front door
slam.



Seconds later, Morgan was back, striding acrosdltloe, and dropping
down on to his knees beside her. ‘Are you all ffghhe demanded,
examining the slight gash on her temple with almpsbfessional
detachment. But he wasn’t detached. Catherine hidto look into his
eyes to see that. ‘He didn’t hurt you?’

‘O-only my pride,” she breathed unsteadily, anddyiss darkened.
‘Who was he? Why did you let him in?’

‘Neil,” whispered Catherine. ‘Just Neil.’

‘Your ex-husband?’

‘Mmm.” She tried to clear her throat. ‘Who-who didu think it was?’

‘I didn’t know what to think,” he muttered, and theas if the need to touch
her overrode his desire to assure himself thatng®indeed unharmed, he
pulled her up into his arms.

The mouth that covered hers was hard and passjdmatéingers at the
back of her head strong and possessive, but shiseghe was shaking.
As she lifted her hand to clutch his neck, she d¢dekel the tremors
running over his taut body, and, although her heas aching, the need to
reassure him was the only thing that mattered to he

Wrapping her arms around his neck, she pulled hemndto her, and his
weight almost drove all the breath from her lurigst she didn’t care. It
was so good to feel his arms around her again, vameh his tongue
plunged into her mouth she matched his sensuoulrakpn with an
exploration of her own.

‘I love you,” she breathed, not caring that she waposing herself to
rejection or worse, and his arms tightened about he

She had wanted him so much, she thought dazedhg asirted the lapels
of her robe to expose her warm breasts to his lyumgruth. She didn’t
know how he was here, and she didn’t care. She kamgyv that whatever
he wanted from her, she would give it. And gladly.



He was wearing a tweed jacket, and, needing to ctter to him,
Catherine pushed the jacket off his shoulders,Mayan shrugged out of
it. Underneath, the rough cotton of his shirt whsaaive to her hands, but
she could feel the heat of his skin through it, antll the male scent of
his body. And he smelt so good, she thought, hegefis invading the
neckline of his shirt. So good!

Her bathrobe was open now, her slim body exposetigopossessive
hands. He caressed her urgently, looking down atakehe did so, his
expression taut, but sensual. Catherine felt nsesarf embarrassment
beneath his intent gaze. Indeed, just knowing is Wéorgan who was
looking at her in that oddly wondering way made fwiole body weak
with longing.

‘You're-so-beautiful!" he groaned, bending his heabrush his lips to the
dark curls that sheltered her womanhood, and hgs [garted almost
involuntarily.

His fingers slid between her legs, and then, withaaguished groan, his
hands went to the belt of his jeans. Supportingwiagght on one arm, he
dragged the jeans and the silk underpants beneath down to his knees,
and Catherine, almost afraid to look at what he d@ag, stared up into
his dark, sweating face.

‘God! God! he groaned, almost like a litany, and Catherifesed her
eyes so she didn’t have to see his raw frustratioonly there was some
way she could help him, she thought, tears stindieg cheeks. If only
there were something she could do!

And then, incredibly, she felt the hard proof of mmanhood, hot between
her legs. As her eyes darted open, he guided Hinrdel her, and the
sensation it created was liquid fire.

‘Oh, God,’ he said, against her mouth, and witlttke Icry she wound her
arms and legs about him.

It was over fairly quickly, but Catherine didn’trea Morgan had made
love to her, and the shudders that shook his boady &fter he had slumped



across her were proof of his satisfaction. Not 8t& needed any proof,
Catherine thought triumphantly. She had felt trendhing spill of his seed
inside her, and never had she experienced suclateeshg sensation as
that.

It was some minutes before Morgan was able to puskelf up from her,
and when he did his eyes were raw with emotionhw#mbling fingers,
he smoothed her damp hair back from her forehead,tlaen, with the
utmost tenderness, he kissed her.

‘I love you,” he said simply, releasing her mouth rest his forehead
against hers. ‘And now you know how much.’

Catherine cried then, the tension of the last hoamslating itself into a
hiccupping storm of weeping, and, with a gentlectguMorgan licked the
tears from her cheeks.

‘I know,” he said huskily. ‘Believe me, | know. B@od help me! It's over
now.’

Catherine nodded, not trusting herself to speadt, after divesting himself
of his boots and trousers, and the shirt, whichletealready unbuttoned,
Morgan gathered her into his arms and got to &k fe

‘Let’s go to bed,” he said, and she thought thosed#& had never sounded
so good.

Catherine awakened next morning, to find Hectorirggaat her in cool
disdain from the open bedroom doorway. It was olbwithe was not
pleased, and, remembering how Neil had kicked hiennight before, she
felt a momentary sense of regret. But only a moargnone. Without
Hector’s intervention, she might never have triedescape Neil, might
never have fallen and nearly brained herself, mighwter have frightened
Morgan into-

Her thoughts broke off at that point, as the ra#lis of the meaning of the
warm body curled, spoon-like, around hers broughtawn delicious



awareness. Morgan was still asleep, his arm bensathead, his face
buried in her hair, and, remembering how they haehsthe last twelve
hours, she couldn’'t honestly blame him. He mustelbausted, she
thought, stretching with a delightful sense of &tly. She was pretty
exhausted herself. But so happy that she wanteggiode.

Realising it was daylight beyond the drawn curtasige squinted at the
clock on the table beside the bed. It was afterofelock, she saw, ,with
some amazement. No wonder Hector was giving herethkeeye. He

wanted to be fed.

Reluctantly, she eased herself away from Morgahsha hadn’t reached
the edge of the bed before he came after her. ‘@Heeyou going?’ he

protested, stopping her by the simple procedusdiding a possessive arm
and leg across her body, and, feeling the unmiatd&epressure of his
arousal against her thigh, her resolution desdrted

‘Hector needs feeding,” she said, but there wadke litonviction in the
words, and Morgan’s mouth took on a sensual curve.

‘So do I,” he said huskily, rolling on to his baakd pulling her on top of
him. ‘Do you still love me?”’

‘Madly,” she breathed, only half in fun, and thes, his eyes darkened, she
lowered her head and covered his mouth with hers.

His response was instantaneous, and, presentliglled her over again,
and parting her legs, eased his way into her. Timebbing ache that
seemed to know only a temporary satiation was featisagain, and
Catherine thought how amazing it was that she hemtl lall these years
without ever understanding what she had been ngsd$ieil had never
made her feel even a half of what Morgan made ée&lf &ind she realised
now how wonderful love could be.

‘I can’t get enough of you,” he muttered, inadvetlg voicing what she
had been thinking, and she opened her mouth agasehest.

‘Me, too,’” she breathed, as filaments of hair ileéhdher nose and mouth.
‘Oh, Morgan, I'm so glad you came back.'



‘So am |,” he agreed fervently, rolling on to hisles facing her, one leg
draped possessively around her. ‘If that-creeptoadhed you, I'd have
killed him?’

She thought he would, too. There had been suclkx@nession of hatred in

his face when he had seen what Neil was tryingat@aodher. But he had
controlled it, she remembered with some pride. Afram expunging that

one chunk of frustration, he had acted with extreestraint, and any fears
she had had that his years in Vietham might hawdeg his self-control

had been dispelled.

‘How did you get here anyway?’ she exclaimed. ‘Wagur father?’

She hated asking him that. She hated the thouglhthtlh might only be
here because General Lynch had asked him to come.

‘My father!” Morgan’s mouth twisted. ‘Did you knowe’d sent his pet
intelligence agent looking for me? Oh, yes. Of seuryou did. He told
you, didn't he?’

Catherine swallowed. ‘Yes.” She hesitated. ‘Did-delfind you?’

‘Who? Dwight?’ Morgan stroked a teasing finger dower breast,
enjoying the way her nipple hardened instantly. iHmuld he? He didn’t
know where | was.’

‘But. . .’ Catherine caught her breath as he toek mipple between his
thumb and forefinger, and gently tugged. ‘I-thougbtir father thought
you were in Florida.'

‘I know." Morgan looked at her through -narrowedegywatching her
helpless arousal. ‘But | wasn't.’

Catherine removed his hand from her breast. ‘Pleaske said,
appealingly, ‘Il want to know what happened.’

‘All right.” Realising he couldn’t go on holding hand relate what had
happened, Morgan turned on to his back. But heetuimns head towards



her. ‘I did go to the States,” he admitted softh.few days after-well, a
few days after you'd come to the apartment, | sealil couldn’t go on
living in the same town and not see you. | knewvdts only a matter of
time before I'd come looking for you again, andhbught that wasn’t
fair-to either of us.’

‘Oh, Morgan!’

‘Well. You knew how | felt,” he reminded her. ‘Thatas why | knew | had
to get away. | told myself | needed some time tcselfy time to think
about the future, and what | was going to do wity life. But the truth
was, | was fighting the need to throw myself onrymercy, and let the
future take care of itself.” .

‘Oh, love!’

She leaned over and kissed him then, and it wdsthét utmost reluctance
that he let her go again.

‘I thought-if | went back home-I might, see thinga their real
perspective,’” he continued huskily.

Catherine frowned. ‘But-your father said he hade¢n you.’

‘He hadn’t.’ Morgan grimaced. ‘I didn’'t go see himknew if | did, I'd
have to explain what | was doing there, when | wapposed to be
working at the Embassy, and | couldn’t face that.’

‘But-he does care about you.’

‘Oh, | know that.” Morgan sighed. ‘I've been a gréssappointment to the
old man, and if he hadn’t cared about me | guessd have washed his
hands of me by now.’

‘That’'s not true.” Catherine propped herself upare elbow and looked
down at him. ‘He’s very proud of you. He said s@ blames himself for
your-estrangement. | just don’t think he knows Houell you.’



Morgan absorbed this, and then shook his head. |-kiva&ybe,” he
conceded wryly. ‘But nothing can alter the factttiien not the son he
would have chosen for himself.’

Catherine hesitated. ‘So-where did you go?’

‘Oh . . .” With his eyes on her mouth, Morgan haddoncentrate to
remember what he had been saying. ‘Well, | visg#tddw of the places that
had meant something to me in the past. Los Angé¢lesnted to go to
university there, but | guess the old man told ydat happened.” And at
her nod, he went on, ‘I went to Arlington. Not teethouse, but to the
cemetery. My mother's buried there. Not in the taily cemetery, of
course, although 1 visited it, too.” His eyes dar&eé briefly. ‘Some guys |
knew are buried there.’

Catherine bent her head. She could imagine howfyddimat must have
been for him.

‘Anyway,” he said, more positively, ‘last of all,Wwent to a place called
Lawton Heights. It's in the Catskill Mountains; jhe in New York State.
There’s a clinic there | once knew very well. | gltbdo. | spent two years
there.’

Catherine inclined her head. ‘And?’

‘| talked to the doctor who had treated me. | thioh-l had met someone,
and-that | loved her, and wanted to marry her.’

‘Oh, Morgan."

‘He examined me. He said | was in good shape.’ Morgave a rueful
laugh at this point. ‘Of course, | didn't believenmh But at least it
convinced me | wasn’t going out of my head.” Heita¢sd. ‘He also said
there was no reason why | should remain-’

He broke off, and Catherine buried her face inftbkow of his neck. She
knew how hard it must be for him to tell her theékmgs, but she also
wanted him to know how much it meant to her.



‘That was when | knew | had to come back to England said. ‘Weak,
eh?’ He shook his head. ‘Whatever, | couldn’t iighout you.’

Catherine hugged him closer. ‘“You won’t have to.’

‘No?’ Morgan’s dark expression softened. ‘Does thraan you’ll have
me?’

‘Try and get away,” muttered Catherine, windingdedfrabout him, and for
a while there was a satisfying silence in the bexiro



CHAPTER TWELVE

‘AT LEAST | won'’t need to take sleeping tablets amore,” Morgan
teased her an hour later, as they shared a bddata#tfast in the kitchen.
‘I'm shattered! I've never made love in a bath lvefo

Catherine dimpled, only a slight trace of coloup@gring beneath the rims
of her spectacles. ‘I didn't hear you complaininghie murmured, as
Hector offered a satisfied growl! at being fed at.la

I'm not.” In her peach towelling bathrobe, Morgavas disarmingly
sensual. ‘I'm just making an observation. Do yowniM® come here, and
I'll prove it?’

‘I've got to get dressed,’” ‘protested Cathering, &he let him pull her on to
his knee, her silk kimono parting provocatively teveal a long,
curvaceous thigh. ‘Didn’t you say your father wagexting us at the
apartment in half an hour?’

‘Mmm.” Morgan nuzzled her shoulder. ‘But he can waitold him not to
hold his breath.’

Catherine gurgled with laughter. Morgan had told he had been as
surprised to find his father at his apartment, dlag before, as General
Lynch had been to see him. But prolonged explanatitad had to walit,
after his father had confessed what he and Cathéad been planning to
do. Instead, Morgan had come straight round tohloeise, to tell her he
was back. And she knew the rest.

However, this morning Morgan had stirred himselffisiently to phone
his father, and let the old man know that, conttarfis fears, his son was
no longer a victim of his experiences. Catherineld@uess how General
Lynch must feel, buts, even as she considered &ighd, a painful
realisation struck her.

Pushing herself off Morgan’s knee, she went to dtah the window,
looking out at the bare winter garden. She wastlieegarden, she thought:



barren, and unproductive. With her for a daughtdaw, General Lynch
would never have the grandson he so obviously woalat.

‘What's the matter?’

Ever perceptive of Catherine’s feelings, Morgan baohe to stand behind
her, sliding his arms around her waist and acresstomach, pressing her
back against his lean, strong body. Catherine a&tbierself the luxury of

resting against him for a long, languorous minugsd then she

determinedly tried to pull away again.

‘I am,” she said, with difficulty. ‘Have-have yowrgotten? I-can’t give
you any children.’ ,

‘I hadn’t forgotten,” declared Morgan huskily. ‘S&¥hat does it matter?
We have each other. Isn’t that enough?’

Catherine twisted round in his arms, and took acefbetween her palms.
‘It is for me,” she said painfully. ‘But you-you gerve someone who-who
can give you sons and daughters, as beautiful aangyourself.’

Morgan shook his head. ‘I deserve you,’ he toldflrerly. ‘I've convinced
myself of that. Don’t tell me you're going to taiteaway from me now.’

‘Oh, Morgan!’ She slipped her arms around his nédkve you so much.’

‘Do you?’ Morgan’s smile was teasing. ‘I think I'going to need a lot
more proof of that.'

When Mrs Lambert arrived about three-quarters di@ur later, they were
still not dressed, and when Catherine answereddbe in her kimono her
mother looked at her askance.

‘Good heavens!” she exclaimed, when Catherine spgmack to let her
into the house. ‘When Agnes told me what you weiegl | didn't believe
her.’



Catherine’s eyes widened, and she glanced revéalipgthe stairs, before
leading her mother into the kitchen.

‘Er-what did Aunt Agnes tell you?’

‘Not a lot,” her mother replied shortly, her shayes noting the two sets of
breakfast dishes still occupying the table. ‘Wha@ng on, Catherine?
Don't | have a right to know?’

‘Of course you do.” Catherine caught her lowerdgiween her teeth. ‘As a
matter of fact, you're going to be the first to knol’m getting married
again.’

‘Married” Mrs Lambert was clearly stunned. ‘But Agnes didisay
anything about you getting married. She just gaeesaome garbled story
about her looking after Hector, while you went @ifthe United States
with some old man, who was searching for his sBhe broke off. ‘You're
not-marrying that old man, are you, Catherine?’

‘Judge for yourself,” remarked Morgan, who had catoen the stairs, and
along the hall while they were speaking. He hadued his clothes earlier,
and, although the stubble of a night's growth ofardedarkened his
jawline, he still looked devastatingly attractive.

Mrs Lambert turned confusedly to face him, her egd®wing her
astonishment when she realised that the man sgubdinind her was one
of the most attractive men she had ever seen. Nygttbat, he was a man
in the prime of his life.

‘But, you’re not-you can’t be-" she began, and @aitie, who had never
known her mother at a loss for words, exchangedraonous look with
Morgan.

‘No,” he said, smiling as he came forward to offer his hand. ‘That was
my father. How do you do, Mrs Lambert? I'm Morgaynch.’

Catherine’s mother gulped as her hand was swallowgedn his much
larger one, and she turned to look at her daugigam with bewildered



eyes. ‘I-don’t understand any of this,” she toldr,heot without some
vexation. ‘Catherine, why didn’t you tell me?’

‘It's a long story,” declared Morgan disarminglyaging out a chair from
the table, and pressing her mother into it. ‘Catl &rhave known one
another for some time, but it's only recently tha've realised we can’t
live without each other. It's as simple as thatdAas Cat says, you are the
first to know we’re getting married. Even my fatlieresn’t know that yet.’

Mrs Lambert shook her head, as Morgan went to &ljpossessive arm
about her daughter's waist. For so long, she hgmedahat Catherine
might find happiness with someone else, but navdrer wildest dreams
had she imagined that her quiet, bespectacled ¢=ughould find
someone like Morgan Lynch. And yet, watching thegether, she had no
doubts about the depth of their feelings for onetlaer. The way they
looked at one another, the way they touched-sheslfelt as if she was
intruding. But they were both looking at her witlich obvious happiness
in their faces that she quickly abandoned any thbogleaving. Besides,
there was a wedding to arrange, she thought smuéglg. that was one
occasion Agnes wouldn’t pre-empt.

Three months later, Catherine came out on to theobw of the single-
storeyed villa Morgan had bought for them on Markggy, to find her
husband reclining lazily on a striped, cushionedinfger. In dark
sunglasses, and swimming shorts that were onlylybdexent, he looked
fit, and tanned, and outrageously handsome, ralt perturbed by the heat
or the humidity. That was one thing he had told &kout his days in
Vietnam: the fact that he, and his fellow prisonéisd had to get used to
all extremes of temperature. He seldom felt the,dolit equally he seemed
indifferent to the heat. But at least he no longad those nightmares, she
thought with satisfaction. He hadn’t told her exhiyg yet. But he would.
Slowly but surely, his mind was healing, too.

Hector was with him, stretched out on the tilestolwveng with a jaundiced
eye the nervous tactics of a humming bird. The kiad trying to hover
over the pink blossoms of the bougainvillaea, tiraiv in such profusion
over the balcony, while keeping an eye on the tdhe same time. If it



only knew, Hector considered hunting for his foad tbo energetic in this
heat, Catherine thought wryly. Besides, with théensaof the gulf giving
up a veritable banquet of fish, he had only to waibe handed the juiciest
morsels.

Hearing her footsteps, both males turned their siehdt it was Morgan
who came up off the lounger, and came to meet‘Hey,” he said softly,
turning up her face for his kiss. ‘I missed you. &/tid he say?’

Catherine wondered how to tell him. Son much hggpbaed since they
became a couple that it wasn't difficult to undenst how she had
overlooked it. First, there had been seeing Morg&ather, and getting his
blessing, and then all the excitement of the wegldih had just been a
family affair, with Morgan’s sisters and their fdies flying over from
New England, and her mother and Aunt Agnes, vyiiif) wach other in
their choice of dress. Morgan’s sisters had bees, welcoming her into
the family with real affection, proving, if any mbwere needed, that
Morgan’s happiness was all they cared about.

Morgan’s father had surprised them all, too. Wheorgdn had mentioned
going back to the Embassy in London, General Lymath declared that in
his opinion it would be better if his son made h@me in the United
States. ‘I'm an old man,’ he said. ‘I can't fly kmndon every time | want
to see you. Mrs Lambert, now, she’s just a slipaggirl. Crossing, the
Atlantic won'’t prove too arduous for her.’

Of course, Catherine’s mother had fallen for thapk, line and sinker. Or
perhaps she had only pretended to, Catherine thawyth Whatever, she
had made no demur when her daughter and new sawihad accepted
Morgan'’s father’s suggestion. As Catherine knew,rhether had her own
life to lead, and she had always enjoyed travelling

But the biggest surprise of all had been when Gengmnch had disclosed
the news that he owned the controlling interest dtondominium complex
on Mango Key. As well as the apartments, there aagolf club, and
marina, and, if Morgan was prepared to do it, hdddcgo down there and
manage the place for him.



Of course, Catherine knew why he had done it, bat tlidn’t stop her

from giving him a particularly enthusiastic hug whehe heard the news.
The general was learning, she thought, guessingutd still be some time

before he and Morgan became close friends. But kingd one another
and that was what really mattered. Catherine betien love.

Now, she dropped her clutch bag on to the drinkdgetly, and smoothed her
palms down the skirt of her loose dress. She haoh wee hot pink dress
with its flattering spaghetti straps deliberatebgcause it was light and
cool, and it was one of Morgan’s favourites. Buivnh@he wondered if

subconsciously she had known the real reason wlynsis wearing it. It

was so apt, and her heart, which had been pouradiegsince the doctor
had delivered his ultimatum, skipped a couple aitbe

‘He said-I'm pregnant,” she said with a rush, uealwhen it came down to
it, to spin the news out. ‘I-1 said it wasn’t pddsi, but he said it definitely
was.’

Morgan’s hands gripped her shoulders very tighgpu mean-?’

‘I mean, my throwing, up every morning has a pdlyeennocent
explanation,” said Catherine lightly, anxious that should be as pleased
about the news as she was. ‘Are-are you pleasemiltin’t believe it
when he told me.’

Morgan pulled her into his arms, burying his fanethe hollow of her
neck. ‘Of course I'm pleased,” he muttered rougHBut are you? It's not
something you expected, is it?’

Catherine caught her breath. ‘Oh, love,” she whisgpeturning her lips
against his shoulder, ‘to be havipgur baby! Are you joking? If | couldn’t
believe it, it's because | wanted it so much.’

He kissed her then, his mouth warm and passioshtgjng with her the
very special delight of their love. Her spectaclebjch always got in the
way in moments like this, were quickly discardedtorthe trolley beside
her bag, and, picking her up in his arms, he adrhier back to the sun
lounger.



‘So, where did you get the idea that you could@tvdn children?’ Morgan
demanded, a few minutes later, and Catherine, wihasel had been
straying innocently to the waistband of his shaytsse a rueful sigh.

‘I don’t know,” she said. ‘Or, at least, | do.” Skeoked up at him with a
grimace. ‘Neil told me.’

Morgan’s eyes darkened. ‘And what gave him the trigh make
judgements of that sort?’ he asked harshly. ‘I kmalould have flattened
that guy when | had the chance.’

‘You did,” said Catherine, with a guilty giggle, toMorgan shook his head.

‘Not nearly,” he told her, loosening the strap @ hdress on her right
shoulder. ‘Go on. I'm listening. What medical qtiahtions does he
have?’

‘None.” Catherine felt her cheeks turning pink. ‘Ment to one of those
clinics, where they make tests; that sort of thiHgs result came back
positive. | saw it.” She lifted her shoulders. ‘Bi&d it had to be me.’

Morgan shook his head. ‘It didn’t occur to you tlgati just might not have
been compatible, did it? | mean, let’s face it,amel his second wife don’t
have any kids, do they?’

‘No.” Catherine’s eyes widened. ‘Do you think tlsatvhy he made all
those accusations about her?’ She had told Morgarything that had
happened between her and Neil, including the wfaatory relationship
they had had when they were married.

‘Probably,” agreed Morgan now. ‘Though my gueséed realised he’'d
made a mistake. He wanted you back, baby. But lsetozalate.’

‘He was always too late,” said Catherine, touchimgycheek. ‘As soon as |
met you, | knew what Neil and | had had...” Sheashber head. ‘Well,
you know.’

‘Tell me,” said Morgan wickedly, and Catherine diol shyly, pressing her
lips against his ear.



‘What about your job?’ Morgan asked at last, plgywith the other strap
of her sun-dress. ‘| know you said you were gomfyée-lance, but-’

‘I don’t care about my job.” Catherine gazed at tadoringly. ‘I'm going
to have a baby! Our baby. I'll think about my jolhen I've got nothing
better to do.’

Morgan shifted then, until she was lying on theniger, and he was
supporting himself over her. ‘I guess this meandlwave to-well, be a
little less energetic in our relationship, hmm?’

‘Don’t you believe it! * Catherine grasped his naegkth possessive hands,
and pulled him down on top of her. ‘The doctor ségs already three
months into my term. And you know what that meas)'t you?’

‘You conceived the first time we made love?’ suggédorgan, his voice
just a little thick. ‘What a way to start our liveésgether.” He grinned.
‘Though, in the circumstances, | can’t say I'm hgalrprised.’

‘That wasn’t what | meant,” declared Catherinedisly her hands beneath
the waistband of his shorts, and inching them oW& hips. ‘I
meant-everyone knows, you only have to take carethe first three
months, in a normal pregnancy. And as the doctgs $a excessively
normal, and we didn’t even know-’

‘I guess we don't have to worry, right?’ Morganisined for her lazily.
‘Hey, | hope you locked that door when you camelimouldn’t want
Steve to be embarrassed.’

‘Would you be?’ asked Catherine, as the secong sifaher dress came
undone, and Morgan laughed.

‘Me? I'm used to an audience,’ he said, with aneanidg lack of self-
consciousness, and Catherine thought Hector tuhiedead the other
way.



