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Two years ago, Donna Cowley had been desperatdiyverwith Brodie
Fox until she found out what he was really like amatl broken their
engagement. Her new life in Paris was satisfyirgyssecure; she hadn't been
back to England and she didn't want to risk se@raglie again. Now, it
seemed she had no choice. Her fraternal twin bro@evin, was in trouble
and Donna couldn't refuse to help him, even thoiigmeant crossing
swords with Brodie. But even if Brodie did think had the upper hand,
Donna wasn't going on her knees to him. She'd raileé



CHAPTER ONE

DoONNA first became aware that she was being followedwghe turned the
corner into the Boulevard Malesherbes and heardstieps behind her
immediately quicken. She'd been vaguely aware iwiesme behind her for
several minutes without thinking too ~.ach aboult tvas almost half past
one in the morning; there were few other peoplaiabod almosbc traffic.

Suddenly realising that there was a man hind her was running to catch
up with her made the back of her neck prickle drelvgalked faster, too.

Marie-Louise had offered to drive her home, butls&e cheerfully refused.
'No, thanks, | feel like a stroll! It's such a Ibyeight.'

'Don't you get nervous, walking through Paris ia thiddle of the night?'
Marie-Louise had frowned. 'l really think | ougha drive you home,
Donna.’

‘After that bottle of Chablis? No, | think I'd bafer on my own two feet. At
least you can't get arrested for drunken walking!'

Marie-Louise had laughed. 'Oh, I'm going to misa!yéou must come and
visit us whenever you can get to Lyons."'

"I will," Donna had said before giving her a huglavalking away. She was
going to miss Marie-Louise too. Paris would neverthe same. People
make places, and during the two years Donna had livParis she had seen
it through Marie-Louise's eyes and learnt to loyed think of it as her
second home—but as she quickened her footstepsandvheard the man
behind her quicken his, the city seemed suddendyilbo

For the first time she regretted the silence irstieets where she lived. She
had fallen in love with the Boulevard Malesherlies first time she saw it.

It had been a hot August Sunday afternoon; litiddfit on the road, no
shops open and most of the apartments empty. lugtu@arisians flood
out of town forles vacanceby the sea or in the country, but Donna hadn't
realised that the day she first came to the Boutealesherbes. She had
stood under the plane trees watching their shaddseses flickering on to



the pavement, staring at the tall shuttered hodisegsing in the heat like a
row of grey cats, enchanted by the atmosphere.

She had taken the apartment she had come to $emigtit the rent was
higher than she had intended to pay, rather mane she could afford, in
fact. But she had never regretted it, especiatigrahe had begun to make
friends and settle down.

Nov. though, she became very aware of the deepcsileroken only by the
tap of her high heels and the echoing click ottéels coming closer behind
her.

The Boulevard was wide and shadowy, especially utigetrees. Donna
looked upatthe shutters and knew that most of the apartniesitsxd them

were empty now, this August, as they had beenfifstAugust. In that

month Paris belonge the tourist, French retreat in disgust.

If the man behind her, caught up with her andssineamed would any one
hear? Donna suddenly crossed the road obliqueipimg. The man behind
her broke into a run, too, but she was now withieva yards of the door of
the apartment building. She could see the brassrgtd the doorknob, she
put on speed and reached it with a gasp of relief.

Only then did she realise that the man following had vanished. She
glanced round, hearing the silence, the absencethalr footsteps. The
Boulevard was empty; the lamplight gleamed, thedsivs of leaves
flickered on the road around each lamp. There wasdy else in the street
but herself.

Far from making her feel easier, that alarmed h&r diving inside the
building. The concierge was dozing over her tabddind her lace curtains.
She started, head jerking back and Donna gave Wwarva as she went past.
'C'est moi, madame. Bonne nuit.'

It made her feel safer to know that Madame Lebran keeping a wary eye
on anyone who went in or out. When Madame wasihieapost, Monsieur
Lebrun took over from her.



Donna's apartment was on the fourth floor. Thers n@ lift. She had to
climb the narrow stairs, which seemed to take Yer.en the first months of
living here she had lost pounds. Tonight she wasely conscious of the
fact that the apartments she passed on her climé alieempty. The other
tenants had left two weeks ago; they would be bdeinla rentreestarted,
the weekend at the beginning of September wheryernercame back to the
city.

This time of the year was Donna's favourite moHigr. part of Paris was so
still and peaceful in August; tourists didn't floackMalesherbes, the closest
they came was to the Boulevard Haussmann, to #geggirops: Printemps,
Galeries Lafayette, and C & A. That was a mere fiewmutes' walk from
Malesherbes, yet it might have been another pldPatis was a city of
villages bordering each other but sharply separated

Unlocking her front door, Donna hurriedly switched the light in the
corridor and listened. The apartment seemed siempty. Yet she still felt
nervous. She went quickly through the rooms, swigglon all the lights.
Nothing had been disturbed, there was no sign afitamder. Relaxing, she
closed the front door and went into the tiny kitchie make herself some
hot chocolate to take to bed.

She was just stirring the milk into the mug whea fihone began to ring.

She jumped. The shrill sound seemed very louderstlent fiat. Hurrying

into the sitting-room, she grabbed up the phoneydeang who on earth
could be ringing her at this hour of the night.

'Donna?’ The voice was male, low, distinctly Erglis

'Yes?' She was instantly on her guard, her nemeklipg.

'It's me, Gavin.'

Donna's expression changed; her eyes wideningjmise. ‘Gavin? Where

are you? Do you know what time it is? It's two Ime tmorning here. Is
something wrong?'



'‘Are you alone?' Gavin asked in a whisper, andrslvened.
'Of course I'm alone. | . . .

'Has anyone rung you from London?' he interruptéave you heard from
anyone today?'

'‘Gavin, what on earth are you talking about? Wnatfspened? Why should
anyone ring me from London?'

'‘Never mind," said Gavin in a strangely dry voiceok, I'm coming to your
apartment now—uwill you tell that woman to let m&'in

‘The concierge?' Donna's mind was working slowig was so tired. 'Yes,
of Course—do you mean you're in Paris? You're heve?'

'I'm in a telephone box just up the road. | warttetbe sure the coast was
clear. I'll explain when | see you; in five minsite

He rang off and Donna automatically put down thergh then picked it up
to ring the concierge to warn her that Gavin wdagdarriving any minute.
Without warning, Madame Lebrun wouldn't let him phsr. She often
refused to admit male visitors after ten o'clockight, even when they were
respectable middle-aged men like Donna's boss ard & they were
accompanied by their wives. This was a respectatlise, she always said
flatly. The landlord didn't like all this coming @going at night.

'Votre frere, mademoselle Mladame repeated suspiciously with one of her
loud sniffs. Donna could imagine her expressionriyocynical.

Oui, vraiment! C'est mon jumeau.'

'Ah, oui,'Madame said reluctantly, remembering then thatiadrad a twin
brother who had visited her before. She couldniibtidhe relationship
because the likeness was unmistakable. Donna avid @aren't identical
twins, of course, merely fraternal, but they stdisembled each other
enough for a stranger to spot the fact that thenewgins when they were
together.



Madame grimly agreed to let Gavin into the houstt anna hung up and
drank her hot chocolate quickly. There was no painthinking about

getting ready for bed now. She frowned anxiouslyslas waited for his
knock. Why had he arrived without warning in theddie of the night? It

was true that she had been out all evening, halimger with Marie-Louise

in her apartment, but why hadn't Gavin rung eathat day?

He knew very well that she usually went out in évenings—to see a play
or film, go to a party, meet people for dinner. Sfa@l a wide circle of
friends in Paris—half a dozen of them would be idgvup to Lyons

together for Marie-Louise's wedding next week. Tihdgnned to make a
long weekend of it and stay at a motel on the @ittgkirts.

Marie-Louise was marrying a man she had known rabsier life. Their
families were old friends; it was almost an arrahgetch, except that they
were very much in love. When Donna first heard leager Marie-Louise's
family were for the marriage to take place, she leh disturbed.

'Don't let them stampede you into anything!" shd hearned. ‘It never
works, that sort of marriage. It almost happenedns once—my father
wanted me to marry someone and | almost did, lsatrie to my senses in
time. You have to stand up to that sort of pressAiter all, it's your life, not
theirs!’

Marie-Louise had laughed affectionately at her.uYlink I'm crazy? I'm
glad my parents are happy about it, but I'd maimyswhatever they thought.
There's never been anyone else for me—and Jearfdetsithe same.’

Donna hadn't been convinced until she met Jeandalbaw the way he
smiled at Marie-Louise. They were so radiantlyowvd that it made her heart
ache with envy. It hadn't been that way for her.

She absent-mindedly washed up her mug and huragktib the cupboard,
listening intently for the sound of Gavin's arriv8he had a very uneasy
feeling that he brought bad news.

The doorbell rang sharply and she went to answ&atvin! You choose the
funniest times to drop in!



He smiled at her, wearily leaning on the doorp&sttry. Are you as tired as
| feel?'

He looked more than tired; he looked crumpled atithested, a thin figure
in a lightweight suit, his tie undone, his collgrem. He was carrying an
overnight in one hand and she got an instant inspresof someone
running—from what?

'Well, come on in, you're always welcome, you kribat. Any time, day or
night.' She took his bag, her anxiety deepeningl kaquarrelled with their
father? Had he been thrown out of the house fod gbis time?

He followed her into the sitting-room and threw Batf into a chair, closing
his eyes with a long sigh. 'God, | feel like death!

"You don't look too well,' she said, watching he&cé They were both
fine-boned, fair-skinned, fair-haired. On Donnattbane structure and
colouring was ultra-feminine; made men's heads iurthe street, Gavin
didn't have that effect on women. He was oddly edéss, his features
weak, his manner unimpressive.

'Has something happened?’ she asked him. She towtersGavin
instinctively, they had a form of telepathy; afédl; they were twins.It was
working overtime now. She hadn't had any premonitisat he was in
trouble, but the minute she heard his voice shepiaded up tension and
uneasiness. Gavin was frightened. About what?

'I've been a fool," he said, opening his eyesa& bt her warily.

Donna smiled. 'So what's new in that?'

His grin was mere pretence. 'God, I'm tired. | cawer on the ferry from
Dover and got lost on the road from Calais."

'How on earth did you do that? Didn't you usepbage?'

'l got lost after | left the motorway. | stoppeddarang you, but I'd forgotten
your number and whoever answered didn't make sé&fme.know my



French is terrible. So | pushed on to Paris, bigmigot here you were out
and your concierge wouldn't let me in to wait fouy | hung about waiting

for a while, but a gendarme gave me a funny lookfsti I'd better go and

have a snack while | waited.'

She frowned. 'Were you out in the street just ndbWw@ard someone running
behind me but when | looked round, he'd gone.’

Gavin sat up, a tic beating beside his mouth. 'Somevas following you?'

‘It wasn't you? No, | suppose if it had been ydwdde caught up with me.’
She looked sharply at him, alarmed by his expres&i#avin, what are you
frightened of?’

'I'm in bad trouble, Donna," he muttered, very pa@ed he's found out. |
had to get away before all hell broke loose.’

'He? Who are you talking about? Father?’

He shook his head, his mouth turning down at thgeed'Brodie, but he's
going to tell Father, so it comes to the same thing

Donna's face became paper-white. She might hawerktizat Brodie Fox
was mixed up in this somewhere. She looked seaglyhet her brother.
What have you done, Gavin?' But she was alreadinbieg to guess; she
knew him too well.

He caught her glance and bit his lip. 'l was desjgeior money, Donna. I'd
got into a run of bad luck, but | was sure it wagg to change—it couldn't
go on for ever and all | needed was a chance tdawk everything I'd lost.'

Oh, Gavin," she groaned, flinching as if he'd leit.[lGambling again after
you'd promised faithfully . .."

"You don't know what my life's like," he burst dutiously. 'You're okay,
you're out of it, but I'm stuck :here. Day afterydae same thing—the
office, the boredom of that desk, the stupid peawlgging at me all the



time. And Father, looking at me with that expressan his face, as if he
wishes I'd never been born "

Donna knelt down beside his chair as he buriedfdte in his hands,
shivering violently as if he had a chill. A longcloof blond hair trailed over
his fingers and she brushed it back with a sigh.

'‘Don’'t, Gavin." If he started to cry she wouldrtable to bear it. He was a
man now, he wasn't a little boy, but he wal so helpless, he had come to
her because he didn't know what else to do.

'Help me. Donna,' he whispered, as he always had.

'Of course | will,' she promised, stroking his ha&itthough they were the
same age exactly she had always felt she was d@gen as a child, Gavin
had been in need of her protection, he had alwags lthe weaker of the
two, perhaps because he was born second, halfuerafier Donna, and had
almost died. He had been rushed to an incubatowatzhed closely for the
first week. In some ways Gavin had needed to lehed ever since.

'How did Brodie find out that you'd been gamblingj®e asked him.

'I'd borrowed from the private account,' he saislféice hidden behind his
hands.

Her face tightened in shock. ‘Gavin! From Fath&csount? But you said
it was Brodie who found out...’

'‘Brodie runs the firm now," Gavin said bitterlys twiands dropping to show
her a face pale with angry emotion. 'Father harmest control in the
spring. He hasn't been well for a long time."’

'What's the matter with him?' Donna asked urgefhe was getting shock
after shock tonight. She'd had no idea that hérefatvas ill or that he no
longer ran the family firm.

'‘Angina,’ Gavin said shortly. 'Don't look so wodkeit isn't as serious as
it sounds. He has to take it easy, that's all. kg gets attacks when he's



upset or overtired. His doctor advised retireménnae, but Father wasn't
ready to give up altogether, so he appointed Brh@aging Director
and became Chairman. He comes in for board meaiimgi&eeps an eye
on what's happening from a distance.’

'So Brodie Fox runs the firm now?' Donna's moutbkton a cynical
curve. He hadn't had to marry her to get what heteeq after all. Wasn't
that nice for him?

"You sound surprised!" Gavin said bitterly.

'‘No, I'm not surprised at all." Her voice was flzreful.

'‘Nor was |. He's been after control ever sinceoireed the firm. Father's last
attack was his big chance.’

'Why didn't you tell me before?' asked Donna, staat him. 'You were
over here in the spring.’

He looked away shiftily and her frown deepenedidh't want to upset you.'

She didn't quite believe him; Gavin was a bad Eowly she asked, 'How
much did you take, Gavin?'

He moistened his lips, still not meeting her ejlemeant to put it back, you
know. | was sure my luck was about to change; uldmt get worse, |
thought.’

'How much, Gavin?"

'I took a thousand,' he muttered, and she madea f3id she have that
much in her savings account?

' might be able to raise a thousand,' she thoaighid, and Gavin glanced at
her and away.

‘That wasn't all, you see, I . . .



Her breath caught. "You borrowed more than a tho@&low much more?’

'Don't get angry with me!" Gavin protested, flinegi "You know Father
keeps me short of money. He treats me like a sbbgpldoles out little
sums when he | feels like it. If | worked for angoelse I'd earn far more
than | do—and after all, one day the firm will benen’ He stopped, gave her
a quick look. 'Ours, | meant. You know Father'd \@hves it to both of us
equally.' His face had become petulant, aggriel&tlthat money lying
there and one day it's going to be mine why cangile me more now? |
wouldn't have | to take it if he hadn't been shittifisted.’

Donna couldn't speak for a second; his attitudekgup her. He talked as if
their father had no right to keep his money, aeitouldn't wait for Father
to die.

'‘Gavin,' she whispered, shaking her head. 'Oh,rGgemetimes | . . ." She
broke off as his weak mouth quivered. He hateckteeproached or blamed.
The only influence she had with him was that hexkalee loved him in spite

of his faults, and if she began to be too criti@aVin would stop confiding

in her. She had to hide her shock and distress.

'How much do you need?' she asked him patiently.
He still looked sullen. 'Sixteen thousand.'

Her head swam, as if she was about to faint. Senbeer dreamt it would
be that much. The sum was wildly beyond her reddtey had each
inherited a legacy from their dead mother on the®nty-first birthday.
Donna had used her money to move to Paris, pag@sden this apartment
and her fees at language school until she wastfemsugh in French to be
able to get a job as a translator. She knew Gaadhsimply gambled away
his money.

She took a harsh breath. '‘Gavin, | haven't evesigtgen thousand pounds!

His face broke up in tremors of pleading and aigitat'lf you talked to
Brodie . .



'‘No!" she broke out, shuddering. She had promisedelf that she would
never set eyes on Brodie again, and even to heljmGhe couldn't face the
thought of it.

"You don't understand,” Gavin said desperatelyhdftells Father, I'm

finished, he'll cut me out of the will. He told ree last time.' He broke off,
looking at her, then away—first red, then whiteoriba, | know you must

despise me, but | get so depressed because Ipteate Father however
hard I try, and that makes me feel so low. | havgdt away, and gambling
is the only way | know of forgetting everything @lSVhen you're at the
tables, that's the whole world. You shut out a# groblems. I've often

thought that war must be like that. Suddenly allryoorries seem tiny. You

just have to concentrate on staying alive. Thaltiatvit feels like when I'm

gambling—every spin is life or death."’

She stared at him, shaken by the sudden outbueshdd never been so
frank with her before, but he had made a sort ited sense. Their father
was partly to blame—he was too cold a man, hisdstats too high, his

attitudes too rigid. He despised Gavin becausedrswasn't made in his
image, and he had never hidden that contempt. NwlargGavin was prone
to bouts of despair and tried to sink his worrietha roulette table!

She got up and ruffled his fair hair gently. "Whond you go to bed now? In
the morning we'll see what can done. I'll help ydon't worry.'

Some of the tension went out of his drawn face lamdighed, getting up
too. 'Thanks, Donna.' He gave her a hug. 'What evbdb if | didn't have
you to run to?'

Would he learn to rely on himself? she wonderedkhatv that she couldn't
risk such an experiamt in case Gavin went to pieces altogether. Their
mother had died when they were very small, and Rdmadbeen all the
mother he had ever known.

He gave a smothered yawn. "You're right, | am ti®chere s my overnight
bag?' He picked it up from the chair where shegiaced it. ‘Any chance of
a cup of hot milk?"Of course, get into bed arldting it to you.'



He grinned faintly at her, brushing that stray lokair hair out of his eyes.
'‘Could you show the brandy to it? | need a pickupé-

She smiled, nodding, and watched him walk weardwwl the corridor to
the tiny boxroom she used as a second bedroom.

She heated the milk and added a finger of brantty Gavin had undressed
and was in bed when she tapped at his door.

She put the milk on the bedside table, smiling datimis pallid face. 'Try to
sleep. | won't be going to work tomorrow, of coyrag it's a Saturday. Do
you want me to wake you or let you sleep?'

"You'd better wake me by nine, if | haven't gotythen,' he said ruefully.
'Donna, I've been thinking— you said someone foldwou tonight? Did
you see who it was?'

'No, but I got the feeling it was a man. It caalvé anything to do with you,
Gavin. It was probably just a prowler who decided to jump me.'

T suppose so,' Gavin said slowly, frowning. 'I'nggdthat's all. | had an
interview with Brodie this morning. He told me he'dcovered the amount
I'd borrowed—he had the nerve to call me a thiafd him! He told me he
was going to speak to Father on Monday morningriedfee board meeting.
He said he'd give me the weekend to tell Fathereffiyybut he knew |

wouldn't be able to face it. | saw his face; tlbaki—the way Father looks at
me. Brodie despises me too | walked out of thewnking | had to run, and
| think Brodie knew, too. All the way here I'vetfeure he was behind me.’

Donna stared at him fixedly. His face had a pecui@enish tinge. He
looked the way he had looked as a child when heinvlasuble; Gavin had
usually been sick with nerves when Father was awghyhim.

'Stop thinking about it,’ she ordered, trying tarsd calm. "You won't sleep
if you keep brooding.’



'‘Brooding over Brodie!' he said, laughing on thgeedf hysteria. 'How can |
help it?' He picked up the glass of milk in botindis, sipping it. 'I'll be okay.
Sorry to keep you up, Donna. I'll see you in themmy.'

He was looking slightly better already. He had leghtis problem to her.
Donna gave him a wry smile and went out. She wasnirtg to find it so
easy to sleep. How dared Brodie call him a thie#i® shouldn't have
taken that money, but at least he was one of tindyfaBrodie Fox wasn't.
He had walked into the firm five years ago with sle¢ intention of taking it
over if he could. What right did he have to tallGavin like that?

She undressed and got into bed, her head throblnnde darkness her
bedroom seemed unfamiliar; as if Gavin's appearaocsuddenly had
changed her world.

He had been here before, several times. Her fatdwmever visited Paris
since Donna moved there, but Gavin had. She hbéeft back to England
since she left it; she didn't want to run any w$lseeing Brodie and knew
that if she went home her father was quite capablproducing Brodie
without warning.

She turned over, sighing heavily. What was shegando about Gavin?
She had promised to help him, but how? She wasitiggon her knees to
Brodie Fox. She would rather die. That would feeddgo, wouldn't it?

He would love that, having her at his mercy, waighier beg.

Two years ago she had told him what she thoughinefoefore she left for
good. She hadn't minced words, or disguised heteogst, and he had
watched her with icy blue eyes, not a shred of @sgion in his face.

She had been armoured against the threat of regmee then; if she had to
go to him to plead for her brother she would bedeéless. But she couldn't
think any more tonight. She must sleep. She tuaved again, her body hot

and aching. It was a very warm night; the sheetsgcto her skin. How was

she going to get any rest when her mind wouldaft storking?



It was another half-hour before she finally unwowmbugh to relax, and
when she woke up the room was full of sunlight &rel smell of coffee.
Surprised, she realised Gavin must be up already.

She stumbled out of bed, yawning. It was nearlgn8he felt as if she had
barely closed her eyes, but she must have hadéues' sleep. She pulled

on a cotton night-robe and tied the wide satin belfore going to the
kitchen, where she found her brother making codifes squeezing oranges.

He gave her a wry smile. ‘Good morning. Did yoep#®
'‘Not too well. How about you?' Her eyes searcheddue. 'You look better.’

'l slept like a log," he admitted. 'And now I'mrstag—is there any bread? |
can't find it.’

'I've run out. I'll have to get some from theulangeriedown the street.’

'l go," he said. 'Tell me where it is.'

Turn left at the next corner and you'll see itossrthe road. Get some
croissants and rolls and a baton loaf." As he tltoego she asked, 'Got
some French money?' and Gavin nodded.

'Keep the coffee hot, | won't be a minute.’

The front door slammed behind him, and Donna drifiewly towards the
bathroom. She splashed cold water on her faceheduser tousled hair and

assessed her reflection with a grimace. Her grges were smudged with
shadows of weariness, her blonde hair seemeddggleer skin was pale.

'You look terrible,' she told herself.

The doorbell rang and she sighed. Gavin had comledmoner than she had
expected.

"You were quick,' she said, opening the door, frere in shock as she saw
the man outside.



Donna would have slammed the door shut again lifdum't pushed his way
into the apartment while she was still thinking aioit.

'What are you doing here?' she protested, and giwiila of dry cynicism.

'Where's Gavin?' He walked into the sitting-roond &woked around, his
eyes curious. She had furnished it from sales awbrsl-hand shops,
picking up solid pieces of furniture from betwedre twars, not quite
antiques yet still made by craftsmen and intendeldgt. The room had a
late twenties feel to it; even the ornaments werneerriod.

'‘Gavin?' Donna fenced, and got another of his cxddittle smiles.
'Don't play the innocent, it doesn't suit you.'

He had eyes like blue ice, deep-set and faintlydeddy heavy lids. A tall
man, he was frighteningly self-contained, impossiial outthink. She felt
an angry need to see him lose his temper, to wsdale sort of emotion
wrecking that calm certainty.

'l know he's here," he said, walking past heristalvered that he'd skipped
the country yesterday afternoon and | got a Patisative agency to check
to see if he'd come here.'

"You had my apartment watched?' she snapped adaheed into the
kitchen. 'How dare you?'

He gave her a dry sideways smile. 'Don't talk l&kenelodrama, Miss
Cowley. There was no point in my following him tarB if he hadn't come
here. | never waste time on red herrings.'

'l suppose that it was your peeping Tom who folldwee home last night?
He was lucky I didn't call the police!"

Brodie shrugged. '‘Breakfast for two, | see,' he m@mted, eyeing the table
Gavin had laid before he went to buy bread. 'Gatiinin bed? Or have you
got a lover in your bedroom?' His smile mocked her.



'Yes,' Donna said coolly, and for once caught hynslirprise. She saw his
blue eyes harden. His colouring was dramatic—tarsied, dark eyes,
black hair. Raven black, she thought. What othamplge for a bird of

prey?
‘That's a lie," he said tersely, lids lowered.

She smiled; a taunt in her eyes. 'l wouldn't adyme to check—he might
teach you better manners.'

She saw the glacial anger in his face with satigfacShe might not be able
to draw blood, but at least she had inflicted gppok.

As she had known he would, he turned on his heglsarode down the
corridor to the bedroom. Donna ran into the sitliagm, unfastened the
high windows and stepped out on to the balconydkatlooked the street.
For a second she thought she was too late to Gadehn, but then she saw
him coming, swinging casually under the plane tnegh his arms piled

with food. He had stopped to buy fruit, too; she savatermelon balanced
on top of a bag full of croissants. Leaning overitbonwork railing, she was
just going to call a warning, when a hand suddéstened over her mouth.
She shot a startled look backward; Brodie's face mahind her shoulder.
He pulled her, struggling, back into the room.

She tried to bite his hand and he whirled her sadeswuntil she was arched
helplessly over his arm, her eyes spitting ragdiat above the hand
silencing her.

"You're cleverer than your brother," Brodie saidllyo "You had me fooled
for a minute, until | heard you scampering in heamd realised you'd sent me
on a wild goose chase.’

Donna mumbled furiously against his hand, trielit him. The doorbell
rang and Brodie gave her a mocking smile.

‘Too late. He's here.' She found herself being gileg toward the front
door, still gagged by Brodie's hand. He only redeiliser at the last minute,
then pulled the door open after he had pusheddtent him.



'‘Come in, Gavin,’ said Brodie, and over his shauldenna saw her
brother's face grow white and stiff with shock.



CHAPTER TWO

THE watermelon wobbled and fell, bouncing off down toeridor. Donna
chased it; that gave her time to think. She couldh'Brodie bully Gavin,
she had to separate them somehow. She heard Gigenrego the kitchen
with Brodie following him like a cat after a mouséh no hole to go to—by
the time she joined them her brother had collapsida chair and Brodie
was looming over him, talking softly. She caugl# thil end of a sentence. .
. won't get away with it. This time you're goingféee the consequences of
what you've done.'

Donna dropped the dark green watermelon on to dabke twith a thud.
Brodie looked up; their eyes met as if over crosseards.

'l want to talk to you in the sitting-room," shedseersely.
‘Later.’

'‘Now!" She was bristling with rage, but it didréiuse so much as a ripple in
that controlled face.

'I'm talking to your brother," he said calmly, dissively.
The arrogance made her teeth meet. Through thenhissed, 'Who the hell
do you think you are? You work for my father. Yoontt employ either me

or my brother, so don't talk to me like that.'

'l work for your father, not for you, Miss Cowleh¢ said with a dry smile,
his eyes narrowed as he deliberately emphasiseaanee.

Hot colour burnt in her face, her chin went up. &/hght do you have to
play detective, follow my brother all the way toriBaforce your way into
my apartment and use threats and physical violenagee?’

Gavin looked up. 'What did he do to you, Sis?'sleed angrily.

'Manhandled me."



Donna was still staring at Brodie; she saw his maampress. 'l stopped
you warning your brother that | was here—it hardlymes under the
heading of grievous bodily harm."

'Keep your filthy hands off my sister!" Gavin toldm aggressively,
beginning to get up.

Brodie put one hand on his shoulder. Donna watetigda sense of shock
as he exerted enough pressure to force Gavin béckis chair. The little
defeat made Gavin go white again; this time witmhmation.

'Don't get into a fight with me, Gavin. You'd losk.wouldn't have made
Gavin wince so much if the older man's voice habde&n calm; almost
gentle.

'Why don't you pick on someone your own size, thB@hna muttered.

"You, for instance?' For a second she saw a glédamosement in his cold
blue eyes, then it was gone. 'This wasn't the Wwhplanned to spend my
weekend," he said drily. 'Following your brotheraass the channel wasn't a
game, Miss Cowley. | could have saved myself adl ime and trouble by
doing one of two things. | could just have told ydather that his son had
embezzled a large sum from the private accountatied in the police
without bothering your father. If the thief had hesnyone but your father's
son that's what | would have done. Your fathert isnpposed to involve
himself in the day-to-day running of the firm angma, especially if it might
upset him." He paused, eyeing her grimly. 'l detiedeal with the whole
problem myself without involving the police, and wysur brother had
skipped the country | had to cancel my plans ferweekend and follow
him.'

'I'm sure my father will be very grateful to yosidid Donna, thrusting her
hands into the pockets of her cotton robe. 'Orother hand, if you hadn't
scared my brother senseless he wouldn't have rag.atou wantedimto
go to my father, didn't you? If that had causedhalfheart attackou
couldn't be blamed."



His face tightened. 'My one concern is to make gate fatherdoesn'thave
another attack!

She laughed disbelievingly. ‘Do you expect us tbebe that? You're
determined to make sure he knows about the moneyn&aok. You want
him to turn against Gavin and cut him out of hif.wWihat would leave you
sitting prettily waiting to move in once my fatheas dead.’

'If I wanted that, | could just have told him. | wldn't have followed Gavin
here.' He had himself on a tight rein again, buvae angry, she was glad to
see, and she smiled again, eyes cynical.

'Oh, | think you're shrewd enough to work out thatould put you in a very
good light if you galloped after Gavin and brougith home to face the
music before you broke the sad news to my father!

"You have a devious mind, Miss Cowley.'

Suddenly her temper snapped. 'Don't keep callinghait She wished she
hadn't lost her cool a second later when she sawliht in his eyes.

'Sorry, | had the impression | wasn't allowed tth yau Donna any more.'

She looked across at her brother, too angry todpalde of answering
Brodie. 'Eat your breakfast, Gavin, while | havevard with him in the
sitting- room." She lifted the coffee-pot and palitesr brother a cup of
black coffee, handed it to him, walked past and afuthe door without
looking to see if Brodie was going to follow her.

She heard him behind her after a brief hesitatte watched him walk into
the sitting-room and closed the door. Brodie turtedace her, his long
body tensely at rest the way a panther waits inddr&ness of the jungle;
every muscle poised for the spring to kill and yety still. He frightened

her, although she wouldn't let him see it. She kaedchim, frowning,

wondering how to get through to him.

'If you really care about my father, you won't tath what Gavin has done,’
she began, and saw his mouth tighten.



'Sixteen thousand pounds is missing from the adseshow do you
propose | hide that fact without incriminating miy8e

'‘Give me a few days and 111 see that the monegpkaed,’ she said
huskily. She didn't know how she was going to gebut she would move
heaven and earth to do it.

Brodie folded his arms, considering her as if skeeena new species he had
never come across before. 'You have that much monewediately to
hand?'

Tll get it.'

'‘Borrow it from someone, you mean?'

'Does it matter how I'll get it, so long as | do?'

'Yes, | think it does,’ he said. 'The money hasdoeplaced by Tuesday.’

Her lips went dry. "Tuesday? Can't you give me ntione than that?"

His brows rose. 'You don't understand—the offi@atit takes place on
Tuesday and that money must be back by then.’

'‘Couldn't you explain that . . ." Her voice brokeamd he bent towards her,
his face ironic.

'Yes?'

'l don't know," she muttered. "You must think ofrgbhing.’

'Lie for you, you mean?' he enquired, and her fashed again.
'Do you have to put it like that?'

'l was merely trying to define our terms. | wanktmw what you're asking
me to do.'



‘Surely you can stall the auditors for a few dass pntil | get the money?”

He walked slowly to the couch and sat down, crgs$iis legs. Donna

bitterly noted the quality of his pale grey suitmust have cost the earth.
The shirt was pale silk; a lucent blue which echthedcolour of his eyes,

and the dove-grey tie was silk too. Brodie's tasig always been good; he
liked the best and now he could afford it. He hiaailzed the mountain and

he meant to stay there, whatever he had to do ke isare of it.

'Suppose | did as you asked?' he said quietly. Wanit ever get that money
back from Gavin, you know. He'll be full of gratitel for a few days, then
he'll put it all out of his mind. He doesn't likertemember things that make
him feel a failure.’

‘That's my business!

'In a way it's mine, too. In a few months he'll g@mbling again—he's
compulsive, he can't stop. It's a sickness anaighoto be treated as one, but
your father prefers to believe that all Gavin ladad is make up his mind to
stop—he won't admit that there's anything wrondnv@avin.'

Her green eyes held a darkness. She didn't wantchimderstand Gavin so
well, she resented his shrewdness. It alarmeddrerebsons of her own.

Brodie waited, then went on, 'Sooner or later mskd money desperately
enough to steal again, but this time it won't lmerfithe firm because | have
no intention of allowing him anywhere near any é&asums of money in

future. And if he steals from someone else, it wba'so easy to cover up
next time.'

‘There won't be a next time," Donna denied angAyd you must be crazy
if you plan to push Gavin out of the firm—have yougotten that one day
he'll own it ?'

'l didn't say | wanted him out of the firm—only tHeom now on he can't be
allowed access to money. He won't be able to sighsh out of the private
account again.'



She laughed furiously. 'Who do you think you are® féimily run that
company—you just work for them. How dare you tadkfany brother were
some junior clerk caught with his fingers in tH&ti

Brodie's steady gaze didn't falter. 'That's whatigraeand if he weren't
Gavin Cowley I'd have called the police by now. Y@ think that's fair?
One law for Gavin and another for any other emptGye

Donna bit her lip. 'Gavin wasn't really stealing,\as taking money which
he knew was . . ."His father's? You think thattsaily acceptable?' His lip
curled and she flinched.

'Of course not.' She turned away and walked toninedow, aware that he
watched her, his eyes wandering. Their assessmeatle mher
self-conscious, and that made her angry again.

She swung round. 'You don't intend Gavin to betangat to you, do you?
If he's allowed to stay on he'll be given a sineeda peripheral job where
he can be forgotten while you really run things.'

'Do you think Gavin could run the firm?' Brodie sbged those firmly

muscled shoulders. 'Within two years the companylevbe bankrupt and
the staff would be out of work. Or don't they cauire you happy to see
them out on the streets looking for new jobs?’

She laughed shortly. 'Oh, you're clever, | grani ylwat. And lucky too.
Gavin has played right into your hands, hasn'tf&?didn't have to get rid
of him, he did it for you.'

Brodie got up and she backed, gripping the windsilk-On his feet he was
disturbingly tall, potentially dangerous, espegialfhen his hard-boned
features took on the look they wore at the momemtieyaimpatience in the
blue eyes, the mouth reined and the jaw rigid.

'Perhaps we can cut out the insults if you've gates of the poison out of
your system," he said through his teeth. 'Thegeattion is—what are we
going to do about Gavin now?"



'We?' she threw back, her eyes rejecting the plural

Brodie took two steps and was far too near her. bledy arched
instinctively away from him, her chin defiant.

'Don't keep fighting me, Donna,' he said quietlgteting her.

Her mouth quivered. 'Oh, you'd like me to be puttyyour hands, |
suppose!

The blue eyes flashed and she caught a ripplesgion in that tanned
face. It alarmed her, especially when" he smileavbt.

'What an interesting picture.'
'Forget it!" She was husky with fury.

He was even closer now, his hands shot out angeplabe window-sill on
each side of her. Donna found herself trapped @okeld at him nervously.

'What do you think you're doing?'

His face brooded; the blue eyes very dark, the méitel. 'What went
wrong, Donna?' he asked suddenly. 'Why did you against me like that?
What did | do?'

Her eyes shifted, her colour ebbed and flowedphesithing became erratic
and her heart beat frighteningly fast. Why did bk lsave this effect on
her? She had thought she was cured, she had ltEhewsas nothing to her
but an enemy, a man she must be wary of and watatfutly. It was
worrying to feel those physical reactions to hisamess. Her body
remembered things she wanted only to forget.

'l don't want to talk about the past,’ she said nmeeting his eyes.

'l do." His body shifted, he was almost touching bee muscular firmness
of his thighs an inch away.



'l don't care what you want," Donna muttered, stpgt his grey tie. This
close she could pick up the cool fragrance of ties-@have, the warm scent
of his skin, muskier, more disturbing.

'Don't you?' His voice had dropped to a murmureniacy that did crazy
things to her heartbeat.

'Don't waste your time flirting with me,' she séetcely.

‘You're very tanned, It makes your hair like sifvsilk.' His hand came up
to touch her hair and she jerked away like a fegkt horse, tossing her
head to dislodge his hand.

'Don't touch me!'

"You used to like me to touch you,' he said in #udt, seductive voice, and
her throat closed up. She had forgotten how comwinice could be; if she
didn't know better she might almost believe that lttok in his eyes was
genuine attraction, not the mimicry of a shrewdrap who saw her as his
insurance policy if his other plans didn't work.out

'What are you scared of, Donna?"

‘Not of you, never of you,' she said feverishlyd asaw his smile with
dismay, wishing she had sounded more in commariself. He picked
up every tiny signal like a Geiger counter sensamjoactivity. She must
learn to disguise her feelings better.

'We were talking about my brother!" she said slyatplisting her body free.
Brodie didn't try to stop her He swivelled to watoér cross the room, her
limbs not quite in control, her breathing far test:

‘Gavinneeddreatment.' he answered calmly as sheleain on a chairHe
ought to see a psychiatrist. Gambling is a symptbendeeper problem.’

Donna was surprised by his insight. She couldgli@rith that, it was what
she had come to think herself. Brodie leaned ag#ieswindow-sill, his
body casual. 'I've tried several times to conviyaer father that Gavin is



sick, but he has nineteenth-century attitudes tdsvany form of mental
illness. He's afraid of the stigma attached tblé.simply loses his temper if
| raise the matter. He seems to believe I'm tellimg that Gavin isn't sane,
he doesn't recognise depression and compulsivevioeihas an illness. But
when he hears that Gavin has taken this money,dysoegin to realise that
| am right.’

Slowly Donna said, 'Especially if he has to chobstveen having a son
with criminal tendencies, and a son who is onlk saad needs medical
help?'

'Exactly." Brodie strolled towards her and sat dagain on the couch,
facing her. 'And it would help if you were thereaid your opinion to mine.’

She stiffened. 'No!'

'If we talked to him together we might have morieetf’ Brodie went on,
ignoring her protest.

"You know | haven't spoken to my father for two nggaand anyway, he

wouldn't listen to me. He never did. Your opini@uats far more with him

than mine.' There was bitterness in her voice adfisished speaking and
her mouth was quivering. Her father had hurt her ywars ago; she hadn't
forgiven him yet. He had been duped by Brodie Fmxx tand when the

scales fell from her eyes she hadn't been abletsupde her father how
wrong they had both been about Brodie.

'If you really care about Gavin . . .’
'Of course | do!" she interrupted fiercely.

"... you'll come back to London with us and help t&& to your father,'

Brodie finished as coolly as if she hadn't spolda.had another mild heart
attack a few months back, he isn't the man he teséd. | try not to upset
him or get into arguments with him. This busineg avin is going to be

a big shock to him. | want to make it as easy on &s | can—that's where
you can help.' He paused and eyed her without egje. What was he
thinking about? she wondered with a sharp stalppfednension. She didn't



like that look in his eyes—whenever Brodie lookedcalm as a millpond
you knew he was up to something. He was a bornrptaeer, but that very
blankness told you a little—it warned you that loehhis cool face he was
thinking and whatever he was planning was likelpegootentially lethal.

'l still don't think that he'd listen to me!" BubBna knew her voice betrayed
uncertainty and of course he heard it.

'l think you ought to go home soon anyway,' he tad "Your father may
not have much longer to live.'

Her breath caught and she fixed shaken eyes oriGaxin didn't tell me he
was that ill.'

'‘Gavin probably doesn't know. Your father refusesatimit how ill he
is—he's good at refusing to face things he finddeasant, as | said.’

‘Then what makes you think . . .’

'His doctor warned me after the last attack.’

'‘And you kept it to yourself? Why didn't you tela@n?’

'l didn't think he could handle it.'

The cool answer took her breath away. She stareonatlumbly, realising
that he was probably right. How would Gavin reachéws like that? With

shock and distress. yes, but wouldn't he run away facing it?

"You had no right to take that decision,’ she said voice. "You should
have let me know and I'd have talked to Gavin.'

His brows shot up, derision in his smile. 'We wérexactly on confidential
terms,’ he drawled, and watched her flush, witreagmt mockery.

'l had a right to know that my father was serioulywWhat | think of you
has nothing to do with it. You should have writterme.’



'It occurred to me, but | had a feeling that if yeaognised my handwriting
you'd file my letter in the wastepaper basket.'

'Rung me, then,’' she said, beginning to lose mepée.
'Wouldn't you have hung up when you recognised oige?’

'Oh, don't be ridiculous!" she snapped, glaringrmat "You know you should
have let me know my father might die at any mirute.

'If I'd thought it was likely to happen I'd havensér you,' said Brodie with
the cool arrogance which made her blood boil.

'Who the hell do you think you are?' she eruptédu'd have sent for me?
As if | were an office boy? To come when you snapnfingers?'

'Make up your mind," Brodie said drily. 'First yeangry because | didn't
send for you, and then you're angry because | sayuld have done if the
need arose. | get it in the neck whatever | dee@ms.’

'l don't like the way you feel free to take chaafemy family's affairs
without consulting any of us!" she snapped.

'I'm consulting you now,' he pointed out. 'So wds& you going to do about
Gavin? Are you coming back to London with us oryda want me to deal
with it?"'

His smile held amusement. He knew she wouldn'détae him, after what
she had just said about resenting his interference!

Il come back to London,” she said reluctantjut’' | have to make
arrangements first—my boss will need a warning,ah't leave until
Monday, at the earliest.'

He shrugged. 'That suits me. A weekend in Parddways a pleasure.' He
glanced at his watch and got up. 'l managed to laoa@om at the Ritz, I'd
better go and check in—I sent my luggage on wightéxi driver.'



"You may never see it again!

'Oh, it was only a small suitcase. | brought vettjel with me, and in any
case, | took his number.’

He moved to the door and as they walked into theidmr Gavin's face
appeared at the kitchen door.

'Have dinner with me," Brodie said casually, shathre invitation between
them.

Gavin made a horrified face and didn't answer. Rogave him a hesitant
glance, then decided it might be wiser to accepeylwere going to need
Brodie's help if they were going to persuade thHiather to recognise
Gavin's deep-seated problem.

‘Thank you, what time?' she said, conscious thabhsher was looking
furious but not daring to say anything.

‘At the Ritz at seven-thirty?'

'The Ritz?' muttered Gavin, a sneer curling his tinoNice to be able to
afford it. | can't, but then | don't sign my owrpexses.'

Brodie gave him a sardonic glance but didn't makeobvious rejoinder.
Donna said hurriedly, 'We'll be there," She hadendeen to the Ritz for
dinner, but she had once had cocktails in the lér seme friends. Brodie
nodded and left.

As the door shut, Gavin burst out, 'I'm not hawdiigher with him—it would
stick in my throat. What were you talking abouthere all that time? What
did he say about me? What's he going to do?'

'He was telling me that Father's really very ill.'

'l told you that.'



'‘Brodie seems to think his condition might be ms@gous than we thought,’
she said carefully. 'He said | ought to come badkandon.’

Gavin's face brightened. 'Are you going to? Oh, igmplease do! You can
talk to Father, you always got on better with himart | did!" He gave a half-
angry, half-miserable grimace.

Gavin was insecure; he had a vulnerable personaliiyle, always under
threat from pressures inside himself as much asntbre obvious external
pressures. Gavin had learnt to despise himselfthedveakness of his
personal identity made him permanently angry, patgermanently at risk.

| shouldn't have left London, thought Donna. | ddali have left Gavin
there alone. It was selfish of me to run like tihat, at the time it seemed the
only thing to do.

Her own sense of self had suffered a crisis twosy/eefore. Finding out that
the man you're in love with is only interested guybecause he wants your
family company is a shattering blow. She had hagktcaway to grow new
scar tissue over that wound. She had forgottenrGawid now she blamed
herself. If she had been around he might never s@arted gambling again.

'When will you come?' asked Gavin, as she sat dawhe breakfast table
with a fresh pot of coffee ten minutes later.

'‘On Monday. | have to talk to my boss first—I'l} to ring him at home this
weekend, but he may have gone to the country. Tiaeg a cottage near
Chartres and try to get there as often as poss#ite. poured herself some
coffee and took a croissant. Brodie's arrival hadoked her appetite. She
ate very little breakfast before going to showet gat dressed.

Gavin was just going out again when she saw hirh dralhour later. 'l
thought I'd buy a paper and walk down to the riverye a coffee at a
pavement cafe near Notre Dame,' he told her.

He was already more cheerful now that his probless half solved. She
smiled at him wryly. 'What about lunch? Shall | mgeu somewhere?'



They arranged to meet outside Notre Dame at half peelve and have
lunch in the Latin Quarter at one of the cheaprdéstWhen he had gone
Donna rang her boss and was lucky enough to catochjust as he was
about to leave for Chartres. He was sympatheticnwteeheard her news
and gave her a week off to visit her father. It miadifficult for her to
arrange time off because she worked as a trandtater big international
magazine and did most of her work at home, traingldEnglish articles,
into French. Her editor would simply transfer heorkoad to another
translator. He had whole strings of them workingHion part-time—it was
an easy way for a student to earn spare cash. Deas&ully employed by
the magazine and earned a considerable amount tireomeshe had when
she first arrived in Paris. If she worked long twosine could earn very well
indeed, and she enjoyed the work. She knew thaimthgazine liked the
way she translated articles; she could echo styla way that the more
pedestrian translators never did. It was a knackhvhad improved with
practice, and she also worked part-time for othhend—several publishers
gave her work and if they had nothing for her slaadlated letters for a
multi-national company, but she rarely had tolfaltk on that as a source of
income these days. She was too well establishékipublishing world.

She spent an hour making sure that her apartmesttidy and then did
some quick shopping in the neighbourhood beforaggtkie Metro to Notre
Dame. She found Gavin basking in the sun amongowctrof tourists

watching a white-faced mime artist. Donna sat With brother for a while
to catch some of the act, then they dropped aifemc$ into the top-hat laid
on the ground and strolled away to find somewheeat.

The Latin Quarter of Paris is well supplied witlstbos of all sorts; mainly
foreign—Greek, Turkish, Algerian. Gavin decided fedt like some
Algerian food, so they went in to eat cous-cousofeéd by a sticky
sweetmeat made with nuts and sesame seeds, §badd with honey.

'l don't know why you don't live nearer the centk things,’ Gavin
commented as they wandered along the river in ftegn@on sunshine.
"You're so far from anywhere in that apartment.’

Donna gave him a wry sideways look. 'That's whdiké about the
apartment. It's peaceful.'



He wrinkled his nose. 'Dull, you mean.’
"You and | have very different tastes!'

He was serious suddenly. 'l wish you hadn't lefbdan, Donna. Things
were better while you were there.’

She slid her hand through his arm, leaning on ton't be glum. We'll sort
this out—but you must stop gambling, Gavin.'

' will,' he said with emphasis, but he had promisieat once before and
broken his word.

They took a taxi back to her apartment an hour.l&avin was sleepy after
being out in the sun for some hours, and kept yagvni

'l haven't slept too well for two nights now.' Havg her a furtive look
which she noticed. 'Donna, I'm not having dinnethwiBrodie Fox. |
can't—the food would choke me. | don't know how gan be polite to the
man. He's our enemy, don't you realise that?'

Her smile was grim. 'Oh, | realise it, but somesgeu have to have a truce,
even with someone you don't trust an inch. Youbmgto need his help
with Father, you'd better face that. He could do yceparable harm if you
offend him, and he wouldn't hesitate to do it, @ithHaving dinner with him
is the least of our worries. Compared to what Rathgoing to say when he
knows about the money, a dinner with Brodie Fox lagl a picnic!

Gavin did not appear to be any more cheerful attmuprospect. As they let
themselves into the apartment, he said wearilyldtt you go alone and
let me try to catch up on my sleep?’

She eyed him ruefully. 'Don't be such a coward,i@aBut what was the
use of saying that? Gavin's reluctance to facehamytunpleasant was one
of the problems she had to sort out.

His eyes pleaded and she sighed. 'Oh, very weltoGed then and I'll see
Brodie on my own."’



'Dinner at the Ritz should be quite a sugar-codimghe pill," said Gavin,
immediately lighthearted again.

Donna didn't bother to answer that—just watcheddaomter off to bed, her
expression ironic. Gc.vin had no idea how hardas\going to be for her to
stay cool and pretend to enjoy the food, howevatiafgtic, while Brodie sat
opposite her.

Gavin was almost entirely self-centred. He simpliefd to notice what was
happening to other people; their feelings passedby, he didn't suspect
what they were thinking. His private myopia had soadvantages. He
hadn't noticed two years ago that she was wildlgwe with Brodie Fox. He
knew, of course, that their father had wanted bemarry Brodie—like

Gavin, their father was blithely ruthless aboutiggtwhat he wanted. He
had made his views crystal clear and expectedtfatinto line. Gavin had

sympathised and urged her to defy James Cowleytheutomplexities of
the situation had escaped him. He had no idea ravd ih was for her to
refuse and go away rather than put up with theireiégs bullying, and she
hadn't bothered to enlighten him.

She changed into an austere black cocktail dressyikg full well that she
was going to find the Ritz crammed with elegantErevomen. Her dress
wasn't expensive, but it had the chic of utter dicitg and had been made
by a friend of Marie-Louise who was studyihgute couturen Paris. Most
of Donna's friends were also Marie-Louise's; Dohad met themthrough
Marie-Louise, who had been a nurse in a privateccin Paris. Through her
job, she had met a good many famous and influgmgiaple, a few of whom
had become her friends, and through her had be@mmea's friends too.

She had met Marie-Louise in a dentist's waitingsmmoshortly after she
came to Paris. They had had to wait for ages whéalentist attended to an
abscess on someone's tooth, and had begun todediuse it took their
minds off their own nerves. They might never hawt again if fate hadn't
taken a hand. The very next day they walked intcheather outside
Galeries Lafayette and at once stopped, smilingyTiad coffee together
and from then on they were friends. Perhaps ifrettin't met the other girl,
Donna might never have settled down so happilyaiisPMarie- Louise had
a wide circle of friends and a busy social lifeimthich Donna fitted easily.



Having come to Paris to train as a nurse to be meafiance who had been
working in a Paris hospital, Marie-Louise had sthge after he got a job
back in Lyons because she could earn so much mdreiclinic and they

needed as much as possible to start their maifezdBvery so often she
would fly home to Lyons and occasionally Jean-Riaw to Paris to meet
her. They were both very disciplined, which hadled€onna into thinking

Marie-Louise wasn't really in love, but she hadisea she was wrong in
time.

There was no sound from Gavin's room as she ledelieout of the

apartment. He must have gone to sleep immedialtédy.face wry, she
thought that it was just as well. He would makesuanomfortable third that
evening. Brodie didn't hide his impatience with hamd Gavin resented
Brodie's strength.

She took a taxi to the Place Vendome where Nap@aemiumn brooded
over the pale canopies of the Hotel Ritz, a favuelspot for Parisian society
to dine on summer evenings in a garden haunted paith pink sphinxes.
The desk clerk told her that she would find Bradi¢he bar on the left; he
had walked that way a moment ago.

Turning into the bar, Donna found it full of peopke pianist was playing
Cole Porter by the window, which stood open, a whreeze bringing the
fragrance of geraniums into the slightly stuffy moDonna hovered,
looking around, but couldn't see Brodie at anyheftables.

Someone saw her, however, and stood up, wavingn&@lea, cherie!;

‘Alain! Comment allez-vousShe went over to his table, smiling in
surprise. Alain Roche was a small, dark, rathey litfle man with faintly
bulging eyes which had given him the nicknalaésrenouille.He was a
journalist on a satirical newspaper run by the LeftParis and had
enormous charm which made him apparently quiteistible to women,
who fell for him in such vast numbers that his ride called thenles
mouches Alain's flies buzzed everywhere he went. His fiigrsaid he
gobbled them up, but in fact they rarely lost towgth him, even after an
affair was over. Alain's lady friends became justrfds once passion had
burnt out. Donna had never been one of them, baitwas fond of Alain



who was very witty and sophisticated, a charmingganion, and he, in his
turn, seemed to like her, perhaps because he fhisndexual reputation
trying, to live up to, and was grateful that witheowoman, at least, he did
not have to play the conqueror.

He asked what she was doing at the Ritz, made & granace at hearing
that she was there to have dinner with another arahinvited her to have a
drink, but, aware of the far-from-cordial gaze loé twvoman sitting next to
him, she smilingly excused herself and left the &gain, in search of
Brodie.

Alain followed her a moment later and caught uphwier. Au secours,
cherie! C'est une peste! J'aimerais mieux etre av#c

She laughed. 'Poor woman, what's wrong with hé&asked in French.

He told her in his hoarse, rapid French that tlmeotvoman was a shrew;
jealous, demanding, exhaustidg. vais devenir un ennemi des femntes!’
announced to her amusement.

'‘Bravo!' she said gravely, kissing him on both &ise@he idea of Alain as a
woman-hater was so absurd it was hard to kee@@lstiface.

Alain returned the formal salute, assumed a suifeexpression and went
back into the bar. It was only then that Donnaisedl that they had an
audience. Brodie was standing a few feet away,atadj brooding
displeasure.

'Where did you find that weird-looking charactdr@'asked curtly, moving
towards her. 'Is he a sample of the sort of merivgobeen dating while
you've been here? | can't say | admire your tAkieamount of kisses would
turn him into a fairy prince.’



CHAPTER THREE

THEY had dinner in the famous garden behind high wétls, sound of

music floating out from the bar at one end andctinegtter of French voices
from the dining-room to one side of their table. &mgy the flowerbeds
lurked the pink sphinxes carved with the Pompaddace. Moths were just
beginning to flit around the candles lighted onretable. The sky had an
almost purple bloom pricked with sharp white stdrshould have been a
magical, romantic occasion. It was more like a do¢he death.

‘Alain is a friend,’ Donna had told him an hourieain the foyer outside the
bar, and Brodie had been asking ever since abauifénén Paris over the

last two years. Donna told him as little as sheld;oshe resented his
guestions, and felt that every scrap of informatiba gave him might some
time, somehow, be used against her.

"So there's nobody special in your life?' he askeatching her with eyes
that gleamed like blue fire in the candlelight.

'l didn't say that.’
"You don't say much at all, do you?"

She gave him a tight little smile. 'Why should 18uvkeep asking me about
my private life—you don't tell me anything abouuys.'

"You haven't asked.' He gave her a curling, ingitsmile which she met
stonily.

'I'm not interested.’

He didn't like that. The hooded lids lowered argldmile smoothed out, the
pared planes of his face taut again. Donna putaobh&nd to her glass;

relieved to see that her fingers were steady. Biedepressed anger had
made her nervous, but luckily it didn't show.



They had both had cheese souffle, light as airtingebn their tongues. The
wine had a smoky tang which matched it perfecthhad irritated her that
Brodie hadn't asked what she wanted to drink. Q@uiner two years in Paris
she had learnt a great deal about French winergoglezl choosing what to
drink with food. She had to admit, though, thatld picked the right wine
for the souffle. She didn't tell him so; she wasrgy nothing away tonight.

'‘Gavin couldn't face dinner, | gather?' he enquired
'He couldn't face your company, would be more aaelrshe said frankly.

His eyes were ironic. 'He resents me,' he agrdled.very logical of him,
but then | suppose one can't expect logic from smmes screwed up as
Gavin.'

'Why should it be illogical for him to resent youshe asked sweetly.
'‘Doesn't everybody?'

The waiter removed their plates. When he had gaodi8 leaned forward
and said, 'You and Gavin aren't everybody.'

The wine waiter appeared and poured red wine e second glass with
the sort of reverent expression that made Donna teagiggle. Wine buffs
were okay so long as they didn't take themselvesherr wines too
seriously, she had learnt. Wine was to be enjoget treated as a holy
sacrament.

When they were alone again, she smiled coldly atligr ‘My father thinks
you're the cat's whiskers, I'm aware of that.’

'‘And that's why Gavin resents me? If | hadn't jditige firm, does he think
his father would think any more highly of him? livat in competition with

Gavin, even if he imagines he's in competition wi. | do my job as well
as | know how.'

'‘And you're ambitious,’ Donna said curtly.



'What's wrong with that? You think ambition is sosoet of unmentionable
disease?"

'It depends how you pursue it.'
'‘Now what are you implying? That I'm not honest?'

She laughed angrily. 'Oh, I'm sure you're far tever to make the mistake
of being dishonest. You're not human enough to maikeakes.'

‘Not human enough?' he repeated, his jawline ¥litat the hell does that
mean? You admire Gavin's brand of humanity moseippose? If | had a
few more weaknesses you'd like me better. What @o want me to
do—embezzle money, drink, start taking cocaine?’

'Don't be absurd, that wasn't what | meant, andkymuv it!'

‘Then what did you mean ? You prefer your men taéak so that you can
get them on their knees?"

The waiter reappeared looking professionally blamk, Donna saw his
quick, curious glance at her and knew that he hatdomly overheard

Brodie's last remark but had understood it. She Hefself flush and

clenched her teeth with rage. At least she didweho reply to that while

they were being served with their next course shetbrooded over it while
she sipped the red wine and toyed with her foodiakt a pity that the meal
had been eaten in a tense atmosphere, becausaadine tiere was superb.
She had always wanted to eat at the Ritz; allfemds said it was fabulous.
She couldn't wait to tell them they were absoluteit. There were no

prices on the menu, and she shuddered to think thaeh all this was

costing. Of course she wasn't paying, but she cduieélp wondering if her

father approved of Brodie living like a king on cpamy expenses.

Through lowered lashes she assessed his elegargudgrhis clothes were
obviously very expensive. He sneered at Gavinrgoezzling money from
the firm—but how on earth did he get her fatheapprove of the wahe
spent money? He had said that he didn't botherfétder with the
day-to-day running of the company, hadn't he? Bad inean that her father



no longer checked up on him? Was Brodie quite esrraptible as she had
imagined? Was he quite as faultless?

While they were being served with their coffee Alaind his companion
came through the french windows to have dinnenégarden. The woman
noticed Donna, gave her a frosty stare, but swegt. pAlain lingered,
asking in French how Donna had enjoyed her meal.

'Marvellous," she said, smiling, in the same laggudTry thefoie gras
frais, it's out of this world." She wondered how good dets French
was—did he understand what they were saying? Stienbticed that he
understood the menu without needing help, but despaken English to the
waiters. Perhaps he was sensitive about his aceédtef? two years, hers
was no longer so obviously foreign, but she hachliBeough a phase of
feeling self-conscious about it.

Alain gave Brodie several brief glances, so Dorwlagly introduced them.
Brodie smiled coldly, inclined his head. Alain l@ekamused. He was used
to getting hostility from other men. His reputationade them wary,
especially if they had wives.

Ignoring the smouldering looks he was getting frois own table Alain
asked quickly, 'Will you be coming to the party mwmow?"

'Olga’s party! Oh, I'd forgotten—no, I'm afraiddrit make it, I'm leaving
for London on Monday."

Alain pulled a droll face'C'est affreux! Est-ce tu pars longtemps?’

She shook her head, aware of Brodie watching leset}. 'No, | doubt if I'll
be there long—and I'll be coming to Lyons as areahgo I'll see you then.'

Alain gazed into her eyes, smiling wickedly. He was conscious of
Brodie's icy attention as she was and delibergidyed to the gallery,
taking her hand and kissing it lingeringly.

'l look forward to our weekend together more thaar say,’ he murmured.
'‘Au revoir, cherie—jusqu'alors.’



He sauntered away, and she glanced at Brodie wdtdleh apprehension,
trying not to smile.

Brodie called for the bill with a peremptory waviehs hand. It wasn't until
they were outside the hotel and the doorman wasgdbonna a taxi that
Brodie asked crisply, 'You're going away for theekend with that
Frenchman?'

Donna turned innocent eyes on him, nodding. 'Nexdkend, to be precise.’

"You'd better cancel it. You won't be going,’ s8iadie, biting out the
words like someone snapping cotton with their teeth

'Oh, yes, | will," Donna said firmly. The taxi drewp and the doorman
opened the door for her. She began to get in andi8teaned forward, his
face dark.

'You'll still be in London next weekend.'

‘Thank you for the wonderful meal,’ she said, henet melting.
‘Goodnight.’

He stood back, the door was closed and the taxechaway. Donna leaned
back, closing her eyes. She hoped he wasn't gaicigibto the restaurant to
have a vicious confrontation with poor Alain, altigh if he did, Alain
would have brought it on himself because he hdukén able to resist
showing off. He'd deliberately given Brodie the mgampression because
it amused him. He must have been very curious wieesaw her dining
alone at the Ritz with Brodie. Donna usually werduad with a crowd of
friends. She didn't have a boy-friend. She hadgienty of offers and had
gone out with a few people briefly, but none ofthiead been what she was
looking for, they didn't measure up to her memooieBrodie. She couldn't
take any of them seriously, and there was safetyimbers.

Many times during the past two years she had begnyawith herself
because after Brodie all other men seemed shaddeyadn't been what
she thought he was: it had all been an illusiok)exer conjuring trick
performed by an ambitious man who knew preciselatwie was doing.



She hated him but she couldn't forget him and shéda't fall in love with
anyone else, however hard she tried.

The next day she and Gavin had lunch in a smalilyamstaurant on the
Quai Voltaire across the river from the Louvrewdtis a cafe-tabac, simple
and unpretentious, with tables out on the paveniEmy ate Risotto de
Homard and drank Sancerre, watching the peopléifigcalong by the
river, crossing the Pont du Carrousel. The food g@sd and inexpensive
for what it was.

'Voltaire died in one of the rooms up there," Dotald her brother, pointing
upwards.

'l think I'd like to live in Paris," said Gavin,®@hing no interest in the great
French writer whatever. 'l like the pace of lifadé

'Oh, but it's August,’ Donna said. 'Paris is aedéht place in August—come
back in November and see how you like it then!

"You obviously like it," her brother pointed out.

'l love it,’ she agreed, laughing. 'But | work heny life's here. When you're
on holiday, there's no hassle. Try getting the Md#te at night or try
catching a taxi during the rush-hour, in the r&ifhen you live somewhere
all the time you see it differently.’

They walked back to her apartment slowly, stopgieneral times to have a
glass of mineral water or a coffee at pavementsocaferoute, so that it took
them a long time. Gavin loved to sit in a cafe watg the flow of people,
the rustling leaves of the chestnut trees, the afisraffic. The drawn look
had been smoothed out of his face and his smilebrnghkter. He would
have been much happier if he hadn't had to pldesefather all his life.
Gavin couldn't take any sort of pressure; he wasieak.

'Have you got a girl at the moment?' she askediigimiy.

He gave her a wry grin. 'Dozens.’



'l meant one you were serious about!'
'l know you did. No, not really. What about you?'
Her face sobered. She shook her head.

'Do you think we're too hard to please?' he murchurgth a rueful
expression. 'Do you want to get married, Donnadnltdl couldn't take the
responsibility—just thinking about it makes me stieid Mortgages,
insurance policies, being tied down to one womahtaving kids—no, not
me!'

'It's a pity you don't like working in the firm,dhbgh," she said, sighing. 'Is it
the work itself you hate, or . . .’

'l stifle shut up in an office all day," Gavin saidlkily. 'l sit at my desk and
dictate letters to this boring woman who's suppdedie my secretary and
sometimes | can hardly keep my eyes open. Brodkepkaked her out for
me. You should see her! | think she takes steraids;has muscles like an
all-in wrestler, and a little moustache. | keeptmgifor her to grow a beard.
She marches into my office with her pad and batksha like a drill
sergeant, and I'm too scared of her to tell hgotaway and leave me alone.’
She laughed. 'Poor woman—I don't envy her." Shencglh at him
uncertainly. 'Maybe if you took more interest i jlass production you'd
enjoy work more.'

Gavin laughed shortly. "You mean start working le¢ factory? That's
probably where I'm going to end up—when Brodie &ar charge he'll put
me on a stool beside the conveyor belt watchingfléows.” A flicker of
laughter went through his face. 'When | was a kehtember | used to want
to be the guy who took a hammer to the rejectsfatiddhem back into the
process to be re-cycled. There's something rattiesfyang about smashing
glass, don't you think?'

Their company was one of the biggest manufactwemdustrial glass in
Britain. They had several factories; one in the Istids and another in the
North and a third near London in one of the newn®wuilt since the



Second World War. The company headquarters in Lorgeordinated the
running of all three. They had offices in a largéding a stone's throw from
St Paul's Cathedral, in a new modern office complenil six years ago the
firm had been entirely family owned, but then tHather had decided to go
public in order to raise more capital with whichfieance an expansion
programme. That was when they had taken over ttterfasite in the new
town. Fifty one per cent of the shares had beeained in James Cowley's
hands so that he hadn't lost control of the firmg &is gamble had paid
off—the stock was more valuable today than it hadrnbwhen it was first
launched and they were paying a good dividend.

Donna looked thoughtfully at her brother. 'l wondeyou shouldn't have
started at the factory long ago? You liked makimgds, didn't you? All
those model kits, remember?'

Gavin grimaced. 'Not the same thing. That was Miaking moulded glass
is work and even today the factory's hardly a cotafile work place. The
sort of glass | might have liked to make is . e'lbioke off, shrugging. 'Oh
well, what does it matter?'

'Of course it matters! What were you going to saj@' asked as they went
into the apartment building.

Madame Lebrun and her husband were behind thetrdadains, eating a
late lunch. Donna recognised the smell stfupe de poissorsich,
aromatic, heavily spiced. Madame often made igwiimg all sorts of cheap
fish into a pot with herbs and spices and tomatied#g it cook for hours
so that the smell permeated the whole house.

They didn't stop eating, but they watched Donnalerdrother walk past,
their eyes unblinkingly curious. 'What on earth #rey eating?' muttered
Gavin. 'Extraordinary smell.’

'Fish stew.'

'Fish? It smells like curry.’



That's the spices. | think Madame uses lots ofesfmidhide the fact that she
buys the cheapest fish.’

Gavin paused, panting. ‘My God, how do you put uf all these stairs
every time you go in and out? Why do you live righthe top of the house?’

'It's cheaper than the lower floors and the viebater. It's quieter at night,
too,' Donna told him.

"You're so damned practical,' he muttered.

When they were in the kitchen of her apartmentking some tea, she
asked him, 'What were you going to say as we ga’h8omething about
the sort of glass you would have liked to make?'

'Oh, it was just a stupid idea | used to have whems a kid—I always

thought I'd rather like to blow glass. Not workthe factory line, | hate the
automated production process we use in the fastoriesed to daydream
about actually making glass the way they used tdhan days before
automation. There's something so magical aboutibpwlass by hand;
shaping it, making it do what you want. It's a like blowing bubbles;

watching them grow, all shimmery, like rainbowserihfloat away. Sheer
magic!'

'Did you ever tell Father that you wanted to bldasg by hand?’

Gavin gave her an angry smile. 'Oh, | was crazyighdo mention it when |
was about fourteen, | remember.’

'What did he say?'

‘That | was joking. When | said | was serious Hd toe to grow up, he said
there was nothing in making glass by hand, it wgarae for amateurs. He
said | had to learn to run the company and wasnwaste my time
daydreaming. So | gave up the idea.’

Donna looked at him grimly. ‘Just like that?'



'What was | supposed to do? Argue with him? Yowkmdat he's like. He
doesn't really listen. He just waits for you to gd&s way and if you don't
he gets very nasty." Gavin pushed his cup awaymiisth sulky. 'And,
anyway, | doubt if I'd have been very good at glalssving. | would only
have wasted a few years trying to pick up the tegles and then had to
crawl back to Father with my tail between my legs.’

'Oh Gavin, don't be so defeatist!"
'I'm not defeatist, I'm just realistic.’

The phone began to ring and Donna sighed, getpngSometimes | think
you need a good shake.'

'l get one every day of my life." Gavin said, aadghed. Donna didn't think
it was so funny.

It was Brodie on the phone, sounding oddly far awgye'll be flying
tomorrow at ten,' he said. "Where have you beetagf?’

'Showing Gavin around Paris.'

'Show it to me tonight. We could walk along theerit~there's a glorious
moon.'

His husky voice made her see stars. She swalloWede're leaving early
tomorrow I'd better get an early night.'

'‘Coward," he said softly, but he didn't try to thlirinto going. As she put
down the phone a few minutes later she crossly telio herself that she
had half hoped he would. He might at least hawsltrit was a gorgeous
night and she could see the moon above the Pajfiseskmysterious and
glimmering; it must look terrific on the Seine. Hhaight have taken a trip
on the Bateau Mouche, floating on the silvery watender the bridges,
silently, romantically. Donna shrugged, laughinghat own imagery. It
sounded fabulous, but she had taken those tripsrséw that there would
be children running about yelling and wanting totgdhe toilet, a nasal



Tannoy telling you about the famous buildings ocheaank, people eating
and drinking all around you.

That didn't mean it would have been wise or safgotdBrodie was a lethal
combination with anything, however unromantic. Hewd have been
there, those blue eyes inviting, mocking. She wdwge had difficulty
staying cool. No, much better to turn him down &stdy in tonight.
Tomorrow was going to be a trying day. Tomorrowsias going to see her
father for the first time in two years.

Brodie picked them up from the apartment next muagnin a taxi and they
all drove to the airport together in the usual he#affic. It was the
rush-hour both ways—people driving into Paris takypeople driving out
of Paris to get to Charles de Gaulle airport. Thexi driver made
frustrated, Gallic noises as he tried to make hay through other traffic.
Gavin chewed his fingernails and ignored Brodieodse stayed calm as a
cucumber and Donna wished she wasn't so awarein lsandwiched
between him and Gavin; Brodie's knee touching lessarm laid along the
back of the seat, ostensibly to make room for Bée kept feeling his
fingers. They didn't quite touch her, but they wiyere, almost against the
nape of her neck, softly drumming on the back efsbat. They drove her
crazy.

She was glad when they finally got to the airpod svere sucked into the
usual formula of checking in, going through passmamtrol, hanging
around waiting to board. She hurried into the dogg shops to buy some
perfume, bought herself some magazines to reakdeoplane and had a cup
of coffee. Brodie and Gavin sat in the cafe inrsike Brodie read his
morning paper. Gavin stared at nothing. This mayria was very sullen.
He was going home under escort, like a naughtyvdoy had run away
from school. He wasn't looking forward to his reti@p, even though
Donna would be there to act as a buffer againstvitrst of their father's
anger.



As they arrived in London it was raining. 'Home egtvhome,' Donna said
bitterly, following her brother down the steps bétplane. 'Wouldn't you
know it?'

'Laid on just for us," Gavin said glumly. His gloanfected her. She felt
deeply depressed at the thought of being back mdan, returning to her
father and the home she had thought she had le@vier. Throughout her
childhood nothing had ever seemed to change ind@uoweley's house, any
more than it had in him. From all that Gavin hdd teer, that still applied—

and yet from Brodie she had picked up a very dffiépicture. He seemed
to think her father was a changed man; a very dhrnwho was slowly

winding down.

Of course, Brodie and Gavin saw it from sharplyasaped angles. Brodie
merely worked for James Cowley. Gavin was subtti$ father in many
other ways—not least the emotional slavery of baihgghly unsatisfactory
son.

A loved and happy child has an emotional securityictv means the
freedom to come or go, knowing that either way itill loved. Gavin was
neither free nor secure because he felt he wased!

Her father didn't feel much for either of them. vl been silent ever since
she went away. At times she had wondered if heréalty noticed that she
wasn't there.

Well, he was going to notice her return, becaugeveds going to tell him
what he had done to Gavin, what he was still dtanigim.

Brodie'scar was parked in the car park at Heathmawd within a few
minutes of landing they were driving north-east,king for James
Cowley's home near Saffron Walden. He had a flaébwn, too, so that he
didn't have to make the long trip out into Esséa &t night on the occasions
when he had a dinner to attend, but since he haddeno doubt he had
given up the flat, Donna thought.



Brodie drove and she sat beside him in the froat, seatching as London
suburbs gave way to familiar countryside. Two yeassy hadn't altered
much.

As they got deeper into the countryside it stopmeding and a rainbow
broke; watery, shimmering, a blue sky behind ite Tields were full of ripe,
golden wheat and barley just being harvested; plasged several machines
trundling back and forth behind the berried heddack wings flapped
above the tumbling barley; crows following the rester and watching for
disturbed mice and perhaps a baby rabbit. Donnanied, looking away.
She didn't like crows. Ominous birds.

She glanced over her shoulder at her brother wisoalgs staring out of the
window. Gavin was wrapped in thought; not very hatfmught, from his
drawn face.

'How does it feel to be back?' asked Brodie, alyupt

She started, looking at him. 'Odd. Like going ® dentist.’

"You'll feel better once it's over,' he deducedyysmile curving his mouth.
'Does my father know we're coming?'

'No, | decided not to tell him anything in casadrdt get Gavin back here.'
"You thought he might bolt again before we arrived?

‘It occurred to me."

It had occurred to her, too, and she was relielad her brother hadn't
slipped off before they got into the car.

‘That's really why you insisted that | came, waigP'tshe said, watching his
profile. It had a carved authority in the afterndigit. He wasn't smiling;
he could have been a statue.



'One reason,' he admitted drily. 'l thought it migtake sure Gavin actually
went home.'

'What were the other reasons?'
His eyes slid sideways, a glint in them. 'I'll tgdlu when we're alone.’

Her nerves jumped. What did he mean by that? 't stay long.' she said
hurriedly. 'l have to be in Lyons next weekend, eember.’

Brodie's face changed, the smile going, a harshrfitaking its place. 'You
can't be serious!" His voice was curt. 'l don'iédaad you're having an affair
with that little creep.’

'l didn't say | was—yet,' said Donna, finding diaulously hard to lie to
him.

He shot her a hard look. 'And you're not going to!

The peremptory tone made her bristle. 'That's neysd®, not yours.'

'We'll see about that,” he muttered, turning irfte drive of her father's

house. She hadn't even noticed that they were athmere, she had been too
absorbed in arguing with Brodie.

"You'll mind your own business,' she told him thgbther teeth, staring at
the house ahead of them. It was a simple late G@olguse with a classic

facade: flat windows, a columned portico, the IqEaigeting on the stucco
covering the bricks, in a pattern of curved lines.

'I'm not letting you go," Brodie said, and hot eolstung her face.

‘You'renot letting me go? | don't remember asking forrymermission—it's
nothing to do with you who | sleep with.'

He pulled up outside the house with a screechrestgn gravel and swung
round towards her, rage in his face. She had nesen him that angry



before; she had never seen the usual calm of bis b@oken by such
violence. It made her flinch, as if she thoughttzes going to hit her.

Then he turned away and got out of the car, slamnfie door with a thud
that made the glass in the windows rattle.

Gavin whistled. 'Hey, what's up with him?'

She looked round and her brother was very paleggry smile, to hide his
nerves.

'‘Come on, Gavin, let's go in together," she saidlireg at him. 'Father
doesn't know anything yet, Brodie says—so let midia later. Don't you
say anything to him.'

Gavin groaned. 'l couldn't if J tried. I've beettirsg here all the way from
Heathrow, wondering what to say.'

'‘Just leave it to me,' soothed Donna. She wasdafihait even at this late
stage, Gavin might bolt for it.

Brodie was under the portico, ringing the front dhmdl. By the time Gavin
and Donna joined him, the door was opening. Thahdr's housekeeper,
Mrs Eyre, looked incredulously at Donna.

'Good heavens!' she exclaimed.
'Hallo, Mrs Eyre. How are you?'

'‘Well, | never,’ the woman babbled, laughing. 'O, fine, your father
didn't tell me you were coming, Donna—he must dérgeabsent-minded.
Don't you look brown? No need to ask how you aan see. I'd say your
hair's fairer than it used to be too; bleachedheystun, | suppose. I've never
been to France. Is it very hot there? Good heauvéisjs ... well, I'm
speechless. It's been such a long time. You'veggtiryes, you have. But
it's lovely to see you again. Come in, come inpwestn't stand here all day,
your father will be wanting to see you.’



Donna wasn't so sure about that. Brodie had justdht the cases from the
car; his ironic eyes met hers as she glanced amay the housekeeper's
excited face.

Attracted by the commotion in the hall, James Cgwleddenly came out of
his study at the far end, pulling his glassesluff,eyes irritated.

'Really, Mrs Eyre! What is all the noise? You knbean't work with ..." His
voice broke off as he recognised his daughter.i@@8hhe whispered, as if
unable to believe his eyes.

She hadn't expected to be so overthrown by seemgHbie looked older
than she had remembered, older than she had fé#isguhir had gone quite
white, his face was thin and lined, and he lookedShe could see the
etching of pain on his face and winced. The nesikgiout of his collar was
hollowed, wrinkled, grey; his eyes had sunk ded¢p ims head. If she had
seen him from a distance she might not have knamn h

'Hallo, Father,' she said huskily, going towards o kiss him.

"You've come home?' he asked in a shaky voicerdgphldrushed his face.
His eyes were glistening; Donna had never known tarehow emotion

before, not to her. Brodie hadn't been lying to-hker father wasn't the
same man. The change was deep-seated; his pergbiaalibeen wrenched
into other paths by the approach of death. Brodis wght—her father
hadn't long to live. She couldn't speak, bitingliggand blinking back tears
she was ashamed to shed, feeling an emotion sheadidaken taught to
express. All her life her father had been a colstadit figure in the

background. She didn't know how to respond togtrenger; involuntarily

her eyes moved to Brodie, asking him to help her.

'l brought her back from Paris,’ he said, readimegdiea in her face as he put
down the cases on the carpet.

James Cowley looked at him, his eyes widenixgubrought her back?'
There was an odd, excited note in his voice, hafég smile and threw an
arm around his daughter, hugging her awkwardlwads the first time in



many years that he had spontaneously shown hectiafieand he was
self-conscious, very aware of it.

'My dear girl, this is wonderful news! Brodie, yoel'been very secretive,
but never mind—I can't tell you how glad | am te@ s®u two together
again!'

Donna stiffened as she realised he was jumpin@nalasions from what
Brodie had said. She looked angrily at Brodie; eygamanding him to tell
her father he was wrong, to say or do somethingusostand there looking
amused.

'When will . . ." James Cowley began, and suddbrdke off, gasping for
breath, his hands clutching at his chest. Donnasawsag at the knees and
caught hold of him instinctively, going white.

'Father? What is it?"

Brodie got there before the older man fell to toeif. It was Brodie who
caught his waist and lifted him over his shoulaarrying him easily into
the sitting-room, where he laid him down on theaouGet the ambulance,’
he threw over his shoulder at Mrs Eyre, who rath&ophone. 'Donna, top
drawer in your father's desk, in the study—pilis),rget them. Gavin, get a
glass of water, quickly, quickly, don't gape at me!

Donna was already out of the room and into theyst8tie pulled open the
top drawer in the desk and at once found the boftleapsules. As she
straightened she saw the photo on the desk: aospatirait of herself,
framed in silver. It had been taken when she weageel; she had freckles
across her nose and a gap between her teeth. 8hethlly forgotten the
photograph until she saw it again.

She turned away biting her lip, and ran back todgravith the pills. Had
that picture been on her father's desk for more tivelve years?

Brodie grabbed the pill bottle and shook out twpstdes into his hand,
looking round. 'Hurry up, Gavin!" he said impatigras Gavin slowly came
through the door.



James Cowley's eyes were shut; he breathed stestprdiis face grey.
Donna found herself twisting her fingers behind beck like a child

making a wish. Please God don't let him die, sbedht with an intensity
that amazed her. He mustn't, he mustn't! She sfeedly at Brodie as he
gently, deftly, lifted her father's head and helped take the capsules with
a swallow of water. Brodie knew what to do. He Hatist his head. She
hated him, but in this crisis she had instinctivelyed on him. He was that
sort of man.



CHAPTER FOUR
DoNNA fell asleep in the hospital waiting-room. When & shook her
gently she woke up, bewildered, staring at him wiitle startled eyes. She

had forgotten what had happened, where she was, feaw seconds. Then
she remembered, and the flush of sleep ran outrdfalce.

Ishe...7?

'Sleeping,’ Brodie told her quickly. 'He's stalatis and the doctor's quite
pleased with him.'

A sigh of relief made her shudder. She had bedmgsithere for hours
waiting to hear how the fight for her father's Mes going. She felt totally
disorientated.

‘There's no point in waiting, they won't let yoe $em," Brodie told her. 'T'll
drive you home now.'

'Home?' The word had a lost sound. He looked asthamply.

'‘Come on, Donna. What you need is some breakfdgh&m you're going to
bed. You know it's morning, or hadn't you noticed?y

The stark waiting-room was full of grey daylightesrealised with surprise.
She hadn't noticed dawn; she must have slept thribug

'Where's Gavin?' she asked, frowning, looking adatie room. Her brother
had sat with her all night, but he had vanished.now

'He went for a walk to get some air half an how.dde said he'd get a taxi
home.’

'‘And you let him go?' she asked angrily, immediaggixious.

'I'm not his keeper.'



'What if he runs away again?'

'With his father this ilI? You don't think he'll dhat, do you, Donna? |
don't.’ Brodie's voice was calmly assured. She edsdhe felt quite as sure
about it. Gavin was unpredictable, especially whenwas emotionally
disturbed.

'He might do anything,” she muttered, following & out of the
waiting-room. The hospital was waking up; clangd eattles came from all
the wards, nurses walked quickly, their shoes ddngapatients groaned to
see another morning come so soon. There was a ehtadt fat from the
vast kitchens on the ground floor as they made thay to the exit, and
Donna's stomach protested. She was hungry andigasy. She didn't feel
like food, although she hadn't eaten for many hours

It was as they were driving away that she realbkés at Brodie, noticing

that his jaw carried a faint stubble. He hadn'tvedasince yesterday
morning and it was beginning to show.

"You look quite sinister," she told him with famtlice.

He threw her a puzzled look. 'What?'

You need a shave.’

He glanced into his driving-mirror, grimaced rugfuht what he saw and
ran a hand around his chin. 'Distinctly dishevelled agreed, then smiled
teasingly at her. 'Have you seen yourself?'

She blinked. 'l'd rather not.'

Brodie laughed. 'Very wise. We both show signs eamand tear. It's been
quite a night.'

She sighed and he put out a hand to her kneengattiightly. Donna
flinched and he took his hand away, frowning.



They finished the drive back to the house in sgerMrs Eyre opened the
door to them, her face pale, eyelids red as itsttebeen up all night too, or
had been crying.

'How is he?' she burst out.

‘Comfortable,’ said Brodie, smiling at her. 'Holglims own is how they put
it, | think. It wasn't a major attack, thank God.'

Mrs Eyre looked at Donna. 'I'm so glad. You looky#red, you ought to go
up to bed and catch up on your sleep.'

'l think we ought to have breakfast first," said@e.
‘No, I'm not hungry,' Donna said flatly.

'‘Some coffee and toast, Mrs Eyre—and a boiled eggitlie ignored her
protest. '‘Orange juice? Fruit?"

Mrs Eyre vanished and Donna turned on him. 'l domdnt any
breakfast—do you really think | can eat after laght? | feel sick.’

'l think you ought to try. It will make everythirfgel more normal. Even if
you just drink some milk and eat a slice or twoEnge it would give your
stomach something to do and stop you feeling asgihgour insides had
turned to water.'

How had he known the way she felt? Donna eyed houdity. She didn't
like the way he seemed to guess what went on irgdeit made her feel
exposed.

You'll see, you'll be able to sleep after a ligteal.’

Brodie pushed her into the downstairs bathroom.ad@a wash your face
and hands and come into the morning-room."'

She gave him a sulky look. 'Sure you don't wamhieck that | wash behind
my ears?"



She didn't wait for an answer, she banged the dathrdoor and ran the
taps noisily. Splashing lukewarm water on her fae her wake up a
little. She didn't bother to put on fresh make-8pe joined Brodie in the
morning-room, her face clean and faintly flusheet, blonde hair combed
and tidy.

The room was small and with early sunlight dan@ogpss the pale green
walls looked cool and yet bright. Brodie stoodhra window, staring into
the gardens.

Donna picked up the morning paper on the tablegéamted without much
interest at the headlines. Nothing much seemedattenthis morning. She
felt a million miles from the rest of the world. &eand emotional
exhaustion did that to you; pushed you out of theel hisolated you.

'l thought he was going to die,’ she said sudderdize husky.

Brodie turned and smiled at her. 'l know. But ladighter—he wants to live
now, that's a big help. You have to be motivatedhdve a reason to live,
Donna. And your father's got one now.'

She wasn't really listening. She was noticing tieahad had a quick shave
while she was in the bathroom. His skin looked stim@md cool; sunlight
showed her the graining of his pores, the anglehetkbone and jaw. Her
senses reacted so sharply that she suddenly got ang

'What are you talking about?' she demanded, scgwalitim.

'He wants to be here to see his first grandsowndiBrtold her with teasing
amusement.

'What?' She felt herself flushing. She had forgo##l about what had
happened just before her father collapsed. Fearwipeld her memory
clean. Now it came flooding back and her handsatled at her sides.

'Where did he get that crazy idea? Did you tell goa were bringing me
home? That we were going to get married after all?’



'l haven't been in touch since | left to catch uphwszavin! It was just
wishful thinking on your father's part.' He stiddked amused, though, and
Donna resented that.

'Why didn't you tell him it wasn't true?'

'Why didn't you?' he countered drily.

'l was speechless!

'So was |,' he said with a blandly grave expressama her head almost
exploded with fury.

You liar! You thought it was a big joke, | cariirik why!"

'If you'd seen your face you'd know why," Brodiswagd her.

She looked at him with intense dislike and saidulgh her teeth,” Well,
because of your stupid sense of humour my fathgots the wrong
impression and how on earth are we going to tetl ihisn't true?’

'We aren't,’ he said coolly.

Mrs Eyre came into the room while Donna was digesthat remark. She
deftly laid the table, apparently oblivious of tlaet that they were staringat
each other in a blank silence.

"Your eggs will be another two minutes,' she saading out.

‘Thank you, Mrs Eyre,' said Brodie.

The door shut behind her. Donna said in a hoaree y&Vhat do you mean,
we aren't? Of course we must! Sooner or laterdwa'so realise it isn't true.'

'Not while he's in danger of having another hettigick," said Brodie, sitting
down at the table as casually as though they wenelgndiscussing the
weather. He poured himself some orange juice fiwrmded jug, then filled
her glass, ice clinking as he poured.



'We've got to tell him," whispered Donna, appalled.

'Do you want to run the risk of causing a relapBe@die buttered a slice of
toast, took a sip of juice.

She must have been slow-witted after all the wofrthe last twenty-four
hours, because it was only beginning to dawn onnlogr that she was
caught in a trap.

She leaned on the back of her chair, biting heript sooner or later he's
got to know ..

"It will have to be later." He began to eat histaes though that disposed of
the subject, and Donna stared at him, maddenedstajrtof cool assurance,
by the blithe disregard of how she felt. Mountinggar seemed to press
against the top of her skull; she saw him througbdamist of pure temper.

'If you think for one minute that I'm going to peat | even like you, you're
crazy! she seethed, turning to leave the room.

Mrs Eyre reappeared with a tray and looked at Dannsurprise. "Your
eggs,’ she said with a faintly pitying kindnessjfd3onna was out of her
mind but it was only to be expected under suchrstra

Donna sulkily sat down, managing to mutter, Thaydu,' as the
housekeeper placed her eggs in front of her.

There was a barbed silence until Mrs Eyre hadteftroom. Donna didn't
look up; she cut off the top of her egg and atehait really tasting a
spoonful.

Only when she had finished the first egg did slke "s¢hat are you going to
do about the money Gavin took? You said it hadetdéck in the account
before the auditors started work.'

"It is back.'

'How? When.' She stared at him incredulously.



Brodie poured himself some more coffee and refiledcup. 'l put it back
before | took off for Paris,’ he answered as calagyf he were giving her
the latest weather forecast.

She made a strangled noise, her eyes enormousearfiack dark red with
fury.

'‘Something go down the wrong way?' he enquiredntern.

"You put it backbeforeyou came to Paris?’

'Eat your egg before it gets cold.’

‘You lied to us!'

'Mrs Eyre won't be very happy if you don't.'

'Why didn't you tell Gavin? Why did you pretend yloadn't put it back?'
"This toast is cold," he murmured, buttering anosiee.

Donna slammed her chair back and got up. 'Will gpgwer me? Stop
playing games!

Brodie put down his toast and wiped his fingersismapkin. "You'd better
go to bed and get some sleep. You're worn out.’

Her voice had a raw quality by then. ‘Answer me!’

He leaned back in his chair, considering her witk @yes. 'l replaced the
money from my own account as soon as | realisedndaad bolted. If I'd

told him do you really think he would have learntything? | wanted to
scare him into starting to think. Gavin has to hetar face up to himself, to
the consequences of what he does. Why should hkffssxteen thousand
pounds and get away scot free?"

‘Then why did you put it back?' she asked.



'‘Because | didn't want your father embarrassed fybdic scandal.’

"You have no right to take over our lives like thihie said hoarsely. 'Fixing
this, fixing that, giving Gavin orders—pushing mrewnd. Who the hell do
you think you are?'

"You're tired, go to bed.' Brodie got up; a tadlam man with a coolly
impervious face set in lines of authority.

She resented him visibly, her eyes flashing withger. 'Stop telling me
what to do!"

'Don't be obstinate, Donna.'

Tl be what | like, do what | like," she mutteréu confused irritation. 'l
won't dance to your tune.*

'‘Won't you?' He was coming towards her and she dotmat far too
disturbing. Sometimes Brodie reminded her so mditteofather; that cool
insistence on his own way, that ruthless self-gisserShe looked at him
with hectic eyes.

'l want to have this out now. You're not manoeuynne into pretending
we're back together again!

'What do you suggest we do? Walk into your fathextsn at the hospital
and tell him he made a mistake, we aren't recailizilEhe dry voice made
her nerve ends flicker with angry fire, but whatdaed had the deadly ring
of fact. She couldn't do it, of course. She couldsk upsetting her father.
She looked at him with homicidal yearning.

'I'd like to kill you!'
Brodie's eyes flashed; dark, burning blue, infigisdarming. He took hold
of her waist with one arm and lifted her bodily #sshe were a

featherweight, an arm under her back.

'Put me down!" she gasped, taken aback.



He took no notice, carrying her out of the room fimst for her to have time
to grab anything to hit him with.

Mrs Eyre was coming across the hall. She starathiazed consternation at
Donna's wriggling, kicking body.

'I'm carrying her up to bed, she's feeling ratreentf' Brodie explained
smoothly, smiling.

Donna made a noise like a kettle coming to the, limit went limp and
stopped struggling, under the housekeeper's cugaus.

'Would she like a hot-water bottle? Some warm mifiiPere's anything |
cando...

‘Thank you, Mrs Eyre,' said Brodie, going up tharst one eye on Donna'’s
brooding, ominous expression.

When they were out of earshot of the housekeemesald tersely, 'One day
His mouth twisted. 'Yes, one day,’ he murmured,sdredhad a sudden stab
of apprehension as she heard the way he saidvitingtt did he mean? Not
what she had meant, she was sure of that.

He carried her into her own room and put her dowthe bed, but he didn't
move away, he knelt above her, holding her shosldewn on the pillows,

his face inches from her own.

'‘Get out of my room," muttered Donna avoiding hazeg Her throat beat
with a frantic pulse; she hoped he couldn't see it.

'‘Don't you want me to help you get undressed?aietéed.

'‘Lay one finger on me and . . ." Her ragged voimd caway in sheer
confusion under his curling smile. He thought he wa funny!



'What's the matter, Donna? Why are you so worrlgesliehaving me in
your bedroom?' His eyes were fixed on her neck;tsbd desperately to
still the tepid beating of that telltale pulse. Helpless reaction to him
wouldn't matter so much if it weren't visible, ther body betrayed her all
the time.

'Mrs Eyre will be shocked,' she muttered.

'l doubt it. We're both adults, and she thinks slane as your father,
remember.’

T'll tell her the truth!"

'‘Not until we've told your father," he contradictéatly. 'She might say the
wrong thing to him, even if we warned her that &saall a mistake. We'll
explain to her once your father knows, but not befo

'No, that's going too far," she said furiouslyjrigyto sit up, but he held her
down on the bed by the weight of that powerful hdtdgt go of me, will
you? | won't be manhandled by you!'

He was too close; she didn't want to see his Havded face inches away
from her. She didn't want to be forced to notice trared strength of
cheekbone and jaw, the sensual potential of that, fmale mouth. One
brief glance was enough to send her stupid pulddsagain.

'She may talk about it, tell people—the next thHikgow, I'll be reading the
announcement ifthe Times.'

'You're overreacting,’ Brodie assured her, butelveas a glint in his eye
that made her very nervous.

'Will you let go of me?' she mumbled, trying to ack the grip of those
strong hands. 'You're going to leave bruises orshoulders.'

'Where? Let me see,' he said, his hands moving downbutton her shirt,
putting on a contrite expression.



Donna knocked them away, seething. 'Get out ofthere

He sat up. one hand raking back his ruffled blaak. W'l tell Mrs Eyre to
let you sleep, not to wake you. Don't worry abootiryfather. I'll keep in
touch with the hospital, and if there's any neWsvike you up to hear it.’

'‘Aren't you going to sleep?’ He had been awakagllit too. He showed far
less sign of that than she felt.

'l may catch an hour or two, but | have to go ®affice. Today is the start
of the annual audit.'

Her face lost colour. 'Oh, yes, I'd forgotten. Yeisure the books are okay
now?"'

'Quite sure. They won't query the movement of gdaum in and out of the
account—that's what the private account is foremporary transfer of
funds without needing to go through the long rigotarof using the
company accounts. As long as the books balance tlamdmoney is
accounted for, there will be no problem.’

"You might have told me that in Paris, insteadetfihg me worry myself
sick about Gavin!" she snapped crossly.

'Would you have come back if | had?’

Donna lay there, her fair hair tumbled across titlews, looking at him
angrily.

‘No!'
He shrugged. 'That's what | thought.'
‘"You're despicable,’ she told him in a low, sha&ics.

'l had good reasons for wanting you to come btk tinknotted his tie and
Donna stiffened, watching him warily.



'So that | could persuade my father to make Gagenas psychiatrist, you
said—what was the real reason?"

And why was he undoing his shirt collar? she woadgebut didn't ask
because if he laid one finger on her again she&hsat until not merely Mrs
Eyre but the whole village came running to find wat was going on.

‘That was one very good reason," he said caswalbyttoning the rest of his
shirt.

'What do you think you're doing?' she burst owdyeto jump off the bed if
he came any closer.

'I'm just going to have a bath," he said, gettipg e paused, eyeing her
taken-aback expression. 'What did you think | waisgto do?'

'Oh, get out! yelled Donna, throwing a pillow aimh Brodie went,
grinning, and it didn't make her feel any happeefdilow him to the door
and bolt it once he was outside.

She slid out of her clothes, tense with rage. Skghtthave known that
Brodie was up to something. He had been lying taahd Gavin—playing
some complex game of his own and using Gavin'y folitrap them both.
She had been a fool to take his bait and let hia her back here. She had
been on her guard from the minute she set eyesnonblat it hadn't done
her much good. She had still fallen for his plalsslites, exactly as she had
before.

But what was behind it this time? Naked, she pauksedface stiffening,
'Oh, no," she whispered. 'He couldn't ...'

He couldn't still hope to talk her into marryingrt¥ Could he?

Hadn't she made her views on him very clear twosyago? He must have
armour-plating to be able to forget what she hadl t®ehim, the insults she
had hurled at him. How could he think he would eyetrher to marry him,

after that?



She went over to find a nightdress in the tall @&or chest of drawers. Mrs
Eyre had unpacked her clothes and put them neatly.e&She pulled a short
white cotton nightshirt out and was about to dtapver her head when she
caught sight of her reflection in the long mirrorthe corner of the room.

That was when she saw that her breasts had hardieedipples darkly
pigmented against the pale gold of her flesh. Sbged her eyes angrily,
bitter stabs of desire penetrating her. Brodie Wasgtnpid. He must have
known what was happening to her while he held fvrdon the bed,
watching her with those hooded blue eyes. She laatddlespised him, but
he was in her bloodstream. She had told herselfifforyears that she was
free of the disease; cured for ever. She haddieckived herself. At the first
opportunity it got the addiction had resurfacect tfearning had begun
again. From the minute she saw him in her apartimeparis, she had been
torn apart by the old craving. A few minutes age Bhd felt it so painfully
that she had had a hard job of hiding it, but Beoslas far too clever not to
have picked up her hidden feelings.

If he did realise that in spite of her anger anddpen dislike, she still felt a
deep attraction towards him, it would explain wieytadn't given up on the
idea of marrying her. He had made it clear thatiGaas never going to
run the firm, but Gavin and herself would inhefitetfamily shares,
controlling the company. Brodie would want thosarsk badly. Without
them his hold on control was weak. Once their fathas out of the way
they could always get rid of Brodie.

She pulled the nightshirt over her head and rah bahds over her weary,
disturbed face. She felt almost as distraught asald two years ago, when
she first found out the sort of man Brodie Fox Isealas. She had been on
the point of getting engaged to him when she nggtlas a party given by
old friends of Brodie's. Donna had gone alone,Byodie had promised to
meet her there—he had been held up by a strikeattlae one of the
factories.

Brodie's friends were a married couple—Tom Reeudegalthy stockbroker,
and his wife Jinny. They lived in a spectaculard®in Virginia Water and
made a big fuss of Donna, insisting on showingdreund, making sure
that she had a glass of champagne and a platdiabde hors d'oeuvres,



introducing her to other guests. While she wasutag, chatting to

people, she kept seeing another girl who didn'teonwer to her but who
watched her oddly from a distance. What struck Bonas the other girl's
beauty—it was the opposite of her own and far nodmé@ous. Tall, sexily

dressed in a scarlet silk dress, she had rich bilkgk hair and liquid black
eyes—her figure was attracting quite a bit of diten but she seemed
indifferent to the men who kept trying to chat her

Donna perched on a window-seat when she was tirecmdering around
the room and a moment later the other girl came.ove

"You're Donna Cowley, aren't you?'
Donna gave her an uncertain smile. 'Yes, how didkrmow?'
'I've seen a picture of you. I'm Christabel Clay the way.'

Donna did a double-take, realising then why thesoiirl had been so
familiar—Christabel Clair was a well-known photoging&c model.

'l should have recognised you,' she had said,inffdrer hand. 'l knew I'd
seen that face somewhere. Where did you see arg@iofume? I'm not
famous.’

Christabel had hesitated before offering her owmdhand her fingers had
been icy cold.

'‘Brodie showed me a picture of you.' Somethindnenduiet bitterness of the
voice made Donna freeze. As if she had a premongie felt like getting

down off the window-seat and running away, but sfas too sensible to
give in to such crazy impulses, so she went onisghgolitely.

'‘Brodie? You're another friend of his?'
Christabel gave a hard laugh. 'A friend? No, | watil call myself that,

exactly." She suddenly lifted her right hand andhio stared blankly.
Christabel was wearing a ring on it; one big diacth@urrounded by a



number of smaller ones. It glittered as she movedHand: cold, icy,
beautiful.

'He gave me that.'

Donna's mouth had gone dry with fear. She had lkbdiken the ring to the
girl's lovely face, and that was when she saw thostility behind
Christabel's tight smile.

'l thought of sending it back after he broke off engagement but | was too
angry.'

Donna swallowed, shaken. 'You were engaged to BRodihen?'

Christabel kept her eyes on Donna's pale facesthde was acid now. 'For
six months before he met you—we were going to begiethlast week. I'd
even bought my wedding-dress. But then he wasdotred to you and
decided | wasn't good enough for him." She snapeth the little silver
evening-bag she was carrying in one hand and peatadolded piece of
paper. 'He sent me that the day after he firstyoet

Donna hadn't wanted to take the paper, drawing fvaokit, but Christabel
had impatiently pushed it into her hand. 'Read!on, read it! You ought
to know what Brodie's really like. I've no doubtshfooled you the way he
fooled me!

Pale, her fingers trembling, Donna had unfoldedcteased piece of paper.
It had been written on the firm's stationery, ahé secognised Brodie's
handwriting. There was no doubt about it, he hattewrit. It was a brutally

brief note. First a scrawled date—she hadn't ne¢dletheck her diary to

realise that Christabel had spoken the truth; Brddid written this the day
after he first met Donna. That had been a landnmaher life, she couldn't

have been mistaken about that date, the day sherfet Brodie. Below the

date a few callous words.

We won't be getting married, Christabel. It's oMedon't want to see you
again, and don't make a fuss, it wouldn't do angdgd’'m going to marry
someone else.



She had stood there, staring at his name; hurfak Iscrawl right across
the paper. Brodie.

Christabel had taken the note back abruptly, andnBdchad looked up,
blank-faced with shock.

"You had what | couldn't give him," Christabel headd bitterly. ‘Money,
status, a future—I didn't have any of them. | hiadrdde it in modelling
then; | was just getting a few jobs. Brodie's ambg, he couldn't wait to
see how my career worked out. He's always beerurrg to get to the top
and you looked like an easier ladder, but if I'dribthe one with money he'd
have stayed with me, I'm certain of it. We wereifierin bed—it really
worked with us. You'll never turn him on the wagidl, for all your money.'
She looked Donna up and down, her lips curlingy dorry for you, Miss
Cowley. If you love him, you're going to have adbaudife with him. I'd
think again if | were you. You may buy Brodie, lyaiu'll never own him.'

She had laughed, then turned on her heel and walkegl, and Donna had
sat there white-faced for a while until she feleab walk away herself. She
had somehow managed to smile politely at her hested explain that she
had a headache and couldn't wait for Brodie anerréine was going home,
Jinny had looked worried and asked if there wastrang she could
do—Donna had wondered if Jinny had noticed Chradtaking to her and
been shaken. No doubt all his friends knew Brodm leen engaged before;
no doubt they had all been whispering about it ietier back, wondering
how long it would be before she found out.

She had forced a smile and said it had been aylquaity, she'd had a
wonderful time, but she had to go now, her headaaseso bad. Jinny had
followed her to the front door, still concerneddddonna had been deeply
relieved to get away from her, from the bright tgghnd laughter, the music
and cheerful voices. She had driven home and goneetl, and next
morning she had gone away for a couple of daysue kerself time to
think.

She knew she couldn't marry Brodie after discogerinat he had so
callously broken an engagement to another girl s sas he had met
someone richer. That wasn't what she had to decide.



The question washow should she tell him she wouldn't marry him? She
could simply tell him she knew about Christabel] nead that note, knew
the whole story—but that would be so humiliatingyould tell him she was
hurt and jealous and angry. It would make him thimkt all he had to do
was soothe her down, reassure her, wind her roisndtre finger.

If she didn't tell him why she no longer wantedrarry him whatvasshe to
say? And how was she going to explain to her fathar she wasn't going
through with the marriage?

After two days of sleepless thinking and crying amning up with no
answer she had gone home and Brodie had been svifather.

Oddly, it had been very easy. Brodie had wantekinmv where she had
been—and with whom. He had been dark with rage.

Her father had been glowering at his side; in drfi@somore icily bullying
moods.

Donna had refused to tell them where she had beehyor with whom;
she had refused to tell them anything. Her fatlaer $tamped out, saying,
"You talk to her, Brodie. Get some sense out of her

Brodie had demanded an answer, but Donna had tefiesgive one.
Instead she had taken off his ring and thrown hiat, then she had told
him at length what she thought of him. She hadmin that she could be
so fluent. She hadn't realised until then the paispth of her hurt and her
anger.

Brodie had stiffened as he listened; first whiteert an angry dark red,
staring at her as if he couldn't believe his e8f®e hadn't given him a
chance to interrupt, to ask any questions, to ptoi&hen she finally ran
out of insults she turned on her heel and walked slfamming the door
behind her.

Of course, that hadn't been the end of it. NeiBiredie nor her father could
believe she meant it. They saw her outburst at & female rage. They



tried to soothe her, to coax and wheedle herntbdut what had happened,
why she had turned against Brodie so suddenly.

Donna had become silent; obstinate, dogged. Shd. rhade her

arrangements without telling them what she meadbtand then one day
left for Paris. Her French had always been good; ddrided to become
fluent and get a job in France, where she had avelyat home. She had
known she couldn't stay in London, where she rarmitk of seeing Brodie
all the time. She had to put space between thetreifvas to learn to forget
him. Over the past two years she had been stupidgénto think she had
managed it; that Brodie was just a dark shadowempast, locked away
and forgotten.

Now she knew how wrong she had been—Brodie wastked away. He

had sprung out, like a jack-in- the-box, and Dowaan't safe any more. If
Brodie had guessed that, she was in more dangerstiea had ever been
before, because this time if he turned on the $teaimight wake up to find

herself married to a man she did not trust or likewho had a dangerous
power over her senses.



CHAPTER FIVE

DoONNA didn't wake up until the middle of the afternodkfter a cool
shower she dressed in a pair of white cotton trsused a blue tabard, put
on some make-up and went downstairs. She foundnGavihe garden
wandering around with his hands in his pockets amerried look on his
face.

'Oh, hi!" he said, turning to face her. 'Had a gslegp?’

"Yes—where did you get to this morning?'

He shrugged. 'Went for a walk. | needed to thimid bdon't find that easy
around Brodie Fox.'

'‘No," she accepted, her mouth taut. 'l was worlsalit you.'

Gavin grimaced at her. 'Sorry, Sis.'

'Have you seen Brodie since you got back?'

He nodded. 'We had a talk.'

'Did he tell you about the money?"

'Yes. He says there's no need for Father to heartabnow, so long as |
stay put and don't run off again." Gavin starethext his eyes fixed and
strained. 'l can't go back to that office, Donneguildn't bear it. What am |
going to do?"

'Did you tell Brodie how you felt about the jobPiesdidn’t need to see him
shake his head; she had known Gavin wouldn't ketattblk to Brodie, any
more than he could bring himself to talk franklytheir father.

'What's the point, anyway? I'm not trained for amy else. | should have

done what you did—got out and got myself some imgih Gavin put a
casual arm around her, making a face. 'l respegtfgothat, you know,



Donna. Leaving, taking time to study and then daendifficult job—I
admire you for it. | wish I'd had the guts to ddaitit I've never been able to
stand up to Father.’

'Father isn't here,' Donna pointed out.

Gavin looked sharply at her, puzzled. 'Well, | kndwt he's going to be
coming back home quite soon. | mean, it wasn'tres® attack, was it?
Brodie said he'd be home within ten days or sbpalgh he'd have to take it
easy.'

‘Ten days is a long time," Donna pointed out. "€lseat lot you can do in ten
days—you could start seeing a specialist who'd yelpfight that addiction
to gambling.' She felt Gavin stiffen, pull away.€Skound her hand through
his arm and held on to him, going on lightly, 'Yoould investigate
glass-blowing, find out where you could get sonaéing.'

He laughed impatiently. 'You're kidding—I'm too ol start an
apprenticeship.’

'How do you know? Have you checked up on it? Yaudago to a technical
college and train—aren't there colleges who takkerostudents? Gavin,
sitting around daydreaming won't get you anywh¥mi've got to get out
there, make your dream a reality. Okay, if you fi‘gltoo hard or you just
can't bring yourself to make the effort, at least'lf know yourself a little
better. But whatever you do, you must get help whth gambling. It will
ruin your whole life if you don't. It's a sicknesie alcoholism—it isn't
your fault you've got it, but it will be your fauftyou don't do something to
get help.’

His mouth was turned down at the edges in sullsistance. 'What are you
saying? That I'm crazy? I'm not crazy, | just likeget away from here, grab
a little excitement.'

"You know it isn't just that.'

Her grave voice made him angry. 'Oh, why don't yound your own
business! You know nothing about it.'



He pulled free and walked back towards the houséaln hair gilded by the
late afternoon sunlight. It gave him a halo. Dostaaed after him, sighing.
She hadn't done that very well. It wasn't goingéaeasy to talk Gavin into
having treatment, and she hadn't been as tactBlie@should have been.

She began to follow him, but found herself sudddatyng Brodie. 'Mrs
Eyre thought she'd seen you out here,' he saitjisigbetween her and the
garden door through which Gavin had just goneust came from the
hospital—your father's condition is quite stablevndhey're pleased with
the progress he's making.'

'l know,' she said shortly. 'l rang the hospitatasn as | got up."'

He was wearing a pale grey suit with a formal gaagl white striped city
shirt and a stiff white collar. The clothes were iaBnaculate and as
expensive as all his others, and again she wondenece could afford to
spend like that. She knew so little about him,refadised. What had he done
before he joined their firm? She had a vague itlaa lte had worked for
another similar firm in the north, but Brodie ha@var been very
forthcoming. He didn't talk about himself or hispa-with good reason, no
doubt.

‘They thought he shouldn't have visitors until toraw," said Brodie.
'l know, they told me."’
His eyes raked her cold face. 'What's wrong now?'

Her eyes rejected his curiosity. 'l don't have lamg to say to you, that's
all." She moved to walk past and he side-stepdedkimg her way again.

‘There's one thing you might tell me,' His voicesvaay.
'What's that?'
'Why you changed your mind about me two years af®.Sounded calm;

his curiosity was purely academic. She hadn't hint, because he had
never felt anything for her. Marrying her had bgeond business strategy; it



had gone wrong, and Brodie would like to know whytlsat he wouldn't
make the same mistake twice. He was a clever maredrnt from his
mistakes, unlike Gavin—and herself. They were lidithts, it seemed; they
couldn't shed their follies so easily, or live twvay their minds dictated.
They were stupid enough to follow their heartst timade you weak and
vulnerable, especially to people like Brodie Fox.

'l realised what a mistake | was making," Donna sairtly, 'l thought I'd
made that clear at the time.' She didn't wantédse much of him while she
was back here; she was afraid of what she migtg batrayed in her room a
few hours ago. Brodie didn't need to have a diagteawn—she was afraid
he might have picked up enough clues already.

'Oh, you were very clear,' said Brodie, his moetise.

She shrugged 'Well then!" She tried to walk paatrgdut he wasn't letting
her get away that easily. He caught her arm betiagar and thumb and
she looked down at it distastefully as if it wereiasect landing on her.

'Get that off!" She flicked her fingers at it, tngi to look cool. She did not
want him to pick up any more echoes of her emotim®ctions to him. Her
face must not give anything away. He had once aateli enough to

convince her that he loved her; surely she coutchadcy indifference to

him?

'l was too numb to think straight at the time,ddarodie, without releasing
her. 'It was only later that it dawned on me thdith't really know why you
turned against me, what I'd done to make you léokeaas if you hated me.'

"You were just yourself, | suppose,’ Donna saidhaitid sweetness, baring
her teeth at him. 'And I'd realised a little lateatvsort of man you really are.’

'‘No," he said tersely, shaking his head. 'Somethmuogt have happened.
Something triggered it. What?' His finger and thumetd her like pincers;
she winced, pulling her arm away.



She was free now, but made the mistake of goirthenwrong direction.
Instead of making for the house she backed furiter the garden and
Brodie advanced, making her agitation deepen.

'l thought about it for weeks,' he said in thatlcdeep voice. 'l went over
everything that had happened before you told mas off—looking for the

significant break in the pattern. There's alway®;oa moment when
something breaks and after that things are differeghether you're talking
about a stock- market graph or a love affair. Etheng was fine between us
that spring, but then it dawned on me that jusbteefou went off on your
own you went to a party at Tom Reed's place.’

Donna stiffened, paling. She should have realisatte would try to work
it out; he was brilliant with tiny detail. Her faghhad often said so, Brodie
was a man with a careful, complex mind. He hadrst jet it go; he had
worried at the problem. Had he come up with thitrgplution?

'l never made it to the party, did | ? | got calledo settle a strike at one of
the factories—I remembered then that I'd rung yolian's and he said
you'd just left. He made a joke about it—said d'sid you if | didn't pay you

more attention. He was kidding, but when | thouggatk to that night, after

you'd gone to Paris, | wondered if he hadn't hitr@nexplanation.'

Her eyes flickered away to hide the relief in them.

Brodie hadn't found out that she had met Christ@hat that night, after all.

Obviously Tom Reed hadn't noticed them talkingh@d he deliberately left
out that telltale detail? Why had Christabel beetha party, anyway? The
Reeds must have known about her engagement to eBrtdihey were

friends of his, why had they invited Christabelrgjovhen they knew that
Brodie and his new fiancee were going to be theo@ t

'Was that it, Donna?' asked Brodie, an odd roughimekis voice. 'Didn't |
take you seriously enough? Did you think | caredearabout the firm than
you?!

She took another step backwards, disturbed bydtesin his voice, as well
as by her own thoughts. Had the Reeds been invatvetiat happened that



night? Had they deliberately set up a meeting betwéerself and
Christabel? Why would they do that?

'l didn't think—I knew,' she said coldly. 'You wadtto marry me because it
would make you father's son-in-law, but that washy | walked out. | went
for my own reasons—because | suddenly knew | cdubsrar being your
wife.'

His eyes glittered in a taut, hard face. 'Just tile?"

'I'd thought | wouldn't mind marrying you to pleass father,’ she lied
hurriedly, shaken by that expression, 'but | wokeand realised | didn't
have to let him run my life for ever. | knew yowsjwanted to marry me for
business reasons, you're ambitious and cold- btbedeugh to go through
with something like that—but I'm not, and once rédlised what a crazy
mistake it would be | knew | had to get out of it.’

He was breathing harshly, his brows black and dralove those ominous
eyes. 'Cold-blooded?' he repeated through his.t&étln think I'm cold-
blooded, do you? Maybe it's time you discovered gang you are!' His
hands shot out and grabbed her shoulders, puléngplvard him in spite of
her struggle to get free.

'Don't,’ she muttered hoarsely; terrified of whatwd happen if he kissed
her. She would lose her head, he would know shdibddbout how she
felt. He must not kiss her. She kicked him andy&ree a grunt of pain, his
hold on her slackening enough to allow her to beagay, and this time she
remembered to run towards the house instead of &oayit.

Brodie came after her, but as she shot througfrittiech windows into the
sitting-room she ran straight into Gavin, who lodlke her in surprise.

'Where's the fire?"

A second later Brodie burst into the room, and &atared at him with hard
eyes, comprehension coming into his face.



Brodie stood still, staring back at him. 'l wanttédk to your sister alone,
Gavin.'

'‘No way," said Gavin with sudden angry malice. \leeher alone, she wants
nothing to do with you. How many times do you h&vde told ? Do you
want it in writing?"

Brodie's hard-boned face radiated pure rage. 'Daket that tone with me,
Gavin! This has nothing to do with you.'

'While I'm around, you won't push my sister intondpanything she doesn't
want to do," snapped Gavin, bristling at the disnaescontempt in Brodie's
voice. 'You dont scare either of us. You may havetaf pull with our
father, but as far as we're concerned you can dizag!"

Donna slid her hand into her brother's and Gavld heightly, looking at

her sideways. 'Okay, kid, no panic. Il deal withm." There was
complacency in his voice, he grinned at her, coeksind pleased with
himself for having defied Brodie. He had never daie defy their father.
She couldn't remember him tackling Brodie head efore, either. This
must be a first for Gavin, and he was enjoying it.

Brodie watched them both, his mouth crooked. Adtpause he walked past
them out of the room, and Gavin swung her hanadhtbfeo, laughing.

'Hey! He backed down. What do you know?"'

"Thank you," she said, smiling indulgently at him.

'If you have any more trouble from him, let me knb@avin boasted,
squaring his narrow shoulders. There was a flushisnface; a flush of
triumph. 'That will teach him to push women arourfte’} have me to deal
with in future if he tries again!

'I'll keep out of his way,' she thought aloud.

Gavin sobered. 'That won't be easy. He's moved timo house while
Father's in hospital.’



'What?' Her voice rose sharply and Gavin shrugdedking at her
helplessly.

'He did that last time Father had an attack—Bradiel it was so that he
would be close to the hospital and able to getethfast if anything
happened. It takes so long to drive from London."’

'Did he just move in without your permission?' ask®nna, frowning.

'‘Can you see him asking my permission for anythidg?he just moved in
and | knew Father would approve, so there was natpo arguing.
Anyway, Brodie often stays here at weekends. He BRather shut
themselves in the study and talk business for hblgsises this house like a
second home.'

'Or a hotel," Donna said tersely. The thought ofifga Brodie under the
same roof made her blood run cold. 'What aboutoffiee? Will he be
commuting from here every day?"'

'Why would he tell me? Last time he didn't go ittte office for a couple of
days, until Father was out of danger, | rememberwds on the phone most
of the time, doing business from here."

'‘And Father just lets him do as he pleases,’ steedhdrowning blackly.

"You know Brodie's the sort of son he really warit€ahvin muttered, and
she looked at him with anxious compassion.

'He loves you, Gavin, I'm sure he does—in some wilagdwo of you are
very alike.'

Gavin laughed shortly. 'Are you being funny? I'nthiing like Father.’

'You don't recognise it because you can't see gtutsut you both have
similar personalities, and that may be why you doi'it off some of the

time. Father resents the very qualities in you kigahas himself; that's why
he keeps nagging at you to change.'



'You're crazy,' Gavin said, but he looked shakenh&ps subconsciously he
had always known that he was rather like his fathermight not want to
admit it, but wouldn't he secretly be aware of it?

He gave her a quick, almost furtive look, smililgly. 'l thought over what
you said about finding out about courses in gldegding. You may have
something there. | might check it out.' His voicasacasual, throw-away,
deliberately off-hand.

Donna didn't want to be too eager. She smiled b&ekat!" Having put the
idea into his head she would let him work it outhwut further interference.
What Gavin really needed was to start running tis life without dictation
from their father or Brodie. It might actually hetgm to realise that their
father wasn't as perfect as Gavin had always hbetdiev

'‘But I'm not seeing any doctors,’ Gavin said flatly

She didn't argue. She had to feel her way towagasgt to persuade him

into thinking about it. Gavin had the obstinacytlod weak—she suddenly
wondered if he had the weakness of the strong,Was that why he had
always let their father order him around? Gaviniobsly wanted another
sort of life than the one he had always had. Hisiaslion that he had always
had a secret ambition to be a craftsman, blow giaasvery different sort,

showed that. Did he gamble to fill an emptineskigilife? Their father had

a drive towards success which he had channellechistbusiness. If Gavin

had the same drive but was drawn to other fieldswbst have been angry
and frustrated ever since he began to grow up,hbwever much he

resented his father's tyranny he hadn't actuallkedaout as she had. He
had stayed there, pleasing neither their fathehmoself. Why?

She looked at him thoughtfully. Could it be thatiadoved their father too
much to break with him openly as she had done?

'I'm hungry,’ she said. 'Have you eaten? Did yeas| by the way?"
'For a couple of hours," he admitted. 'l don't findasy to get to sleep in

daylight. I had a sandwich and some coffee whet ug, but | wouldn't say
no to another snack if you're having one.'



'Let's go into the kitchen and see what we can,'fisite said, 'Mrs Eyre
won't mind if | borrow her domain for a little wkil She used to let me learn
to cook with her, do you remember?’

'l remember eating some rock-hard fairy cakes yadeyl Gavin teased.
'What a lie! They were delicious!

Gavin laughed at her. 'Well, | survived the expemt but to be on the safe
side why don't we have something simple, like beantast, today?’

The kitchen was empty. Donna hunted through the @iins in the pantry

until she found some baked beans, then she hahdduhtto Gavin to open

while she cut some bread and popped it into thetéoaGavin put the

saucepan of beans on the hob and they found theessebme plates and
knives and forks. It was a long time since they tedaixed together like this.
As children they had been very close. Growing wprhaant growing away,

too, keeping secrets from each other, no longeirghaverything.

They ate in the kitchen and had just finished tlsesmck when Mrs Eyre
came bustling into the kitchen with a basket oslfitg picked soft fruit from
the orchard at the bottom of the garden. She stbppesurprise, seeing
them.

'We just had some beans on toast,’ Donna told feeling she had to
apologise for being in the housekeeper's kitchen.

'If I'd known you were hungry, I'd have got you simng,' said Mrs Eyre.
"You only had to ask, I'd have been happy to do it.

‘It was fun doing it ourselves,” Gavin murmuredd ahe housekeeper
softened, giving him a fond look. She had alwaysdwaeak spot for Gavin.

'Well, is there anything else | can get you?' S¥uk ttheir plates and put
them in the sink. Donna and Gavin shook their hegdting up, feeling
they were being politely but firmly turned out bktroom.



'I'm going to make a summer pudding for your diirdrs Eyre told her,
seeing Donna glance at the basket of fruit.

'Would you like some help with preparing the cuts&h

‘No, thank you, Donna, | can manage. That's my Mbs Eyre had never

liked having her in the kitchen. Donna had got unuer feet too much.

Occasionally, Mrs Eyre would let her spend an hbare, learning to cook
something, but more often she would say she wabuep and push her out
of the room. Donna had had to learn all her housewiwhen she began
living in an apartment in Paris. That was the ftnste she had ever been
given the chance to find out what domestic skitis sould acquire.

In the hall, Gavin looked at his watch. 'What tidwes the library shut? |
thought | might drive over there and see if thewenany books on
glass-blowing.' He was self-conscious, a littleegiigh, his ears pink.

'What a good idea! You might try the bookshop # libbrary haven't got any
books. Oh, I just thought—why don't you ask thedry if they've got a list
of the classes the technical school are givingmember when Mrs Eyre
did pottery at evening class one year she asketb et her a leaflet from
the library—they usually have the syllabus handaumshe counter at this
time of year, because the classes start in thelenafd&september.’

Gavin went off, nodding, and Donna heard his cart $tp a few moments
later. She wandered idly around the house, loc&irigmiliar objects with a
strange sense deja vu—nothing had been moved let alone changed. While
she was in Paris her father's life had gone onthestsame, although she
wasn't there. The thought made her sombre. Paaest so far away; her
two years there had flown. Yet she had come baktieefind exactly what
she had left behind.

Mrs Eyre knocked on the sitting-room door a few ut@s later. 'I'm just
going shopping, is there anything | can get you?'

Donna shook her head, smiling politely. 'No, thanks



"'l only be half an hour or so," Mrs Eyre toldrh&irBrodie should be
around, if you need him. | saw him going upstairs.’

She vanished before Donna had realised what sheadddBrodie was still

here? She had thought he must have gone out. Witbck it dawned on her
that they were alone in the house. She simply etuldce him again—the
last time had been traumatic enough. She tiptotw thre hall, listening

intently for any sound. She would go down into tirehard where she
would be safely out of view of the house and steye until either Gavin or
Mrs Eyre got back. Brodie was bound to assumestiathad gone off with
one of them.

As she was creeping across the hall the telephegarbto shrill and she
froze, mid-step, shooting an apprehensive glanearts the stairs. What if
Brodie came down to answer that? As if in replychlded from somewhere
upstairs. 'Mrs Eyre! Answer that for me, would ydt!&probably my call to
the office—tell them I'll be down in two minuteskathem to hang on until |
get there. I'm just getting a file from my room."

Donna bit her lip. If she didn't pick up the phdreewould probably come
down to find out why it was still ringing. She raack across the hall to the
nearest phone and lifted it.

'‘Can | speak to Mr Fox please?' a woman's voiaklaagourously.

Donna's brows lifted. Was that his secretary? Shended more like a
femme fatalePerhaps a telephone manner which was seductivddem

one of the qualities he had insisted on for higetacy? Perhaps it wasn't
merely on the telephone that she had to be se@udionna thought
viciously.

'He isn't here at the moment,’ she said in a vigigEd with ice. '‘Can you
ring again later?’

There was a pause. 'Could you ask him to ring Glréd as soon as
possible, please?"



Donna took a sharp breath, her body stiffeningri&tdibel?' she repeated
huskily, as if not sure she'd heard correctly.

'Yes, he knows my number,' the purring voice said.

There was a click. She had hung up. Donna slovglaoed her own phone,
staring down at it as if it were a snake. Brodiesvgaeing that woman
again—which meant that the affair wasn't over aiteHe had gone back to
Christabel the minute Donna was out of the picture.

Her mind raced like an overheated engine; cominwitp one conclusion
after another. He had gone back to Christabel &edhad been ready to
forget and forgive, had she? No doubt she had Wwe@mg with open arms,
damn her. Was that what she had been banking on sWteecame up at that
party? Had she been hoping that by dropping & lttlison in Donna'’s ear,
she would get Brodie back?

And it looked as if she had been right! Oh, she hadn clever, Miss
Christabel Clair! What woman could have listenet/t@at she said without
feeling the sting of jealousy?

Donna had never forgotten a syllable of that cosatton at Tom Reed's
party. The words had been burnt into her brain. [&tewoken up at night,
long afterwards, remembering them, maddened by.them

'We were terrific in bed, it really worked for 0&ou’ll never turn him on the
way | did.'

Donna groaned, closing her eyes, her teeth grating.

She hadn't wanted to believe it, even in the 8tsick of hearing it—but
Christabel's smile had carried such conviction. Hkack eyes had
glittered—she had eyes that knew everything, amoly that advertised her
knowledge. A full, luscious red mouth; rich blaakls; a body charged with
sexuality—Donna had looked at her and felt podiiveive. Christabel's
stare had dismissed her scornfully, given Donn&k lihe reflection of

herself that she had taken to Paris with her andd®d over jealously for



months. Compared with Christabel she had felt saradl pale and washed
out; an insignificant little mouse.

A thud of feet on the stairs made her jerk bacthtopresent. She began to
hurry towards the kitchen, to escape, but Brodjgeaped on the stairs and
looked down at her.

'Did you answer the phone?'

She nodded, unable to say a word.

'Was it for me?'

Her lips parted and snapped off the one word. 'Yes.

‘Are they hanging on?' He glanced along the hall.

‘No.'

'Who was it?' he asked, looking curiously at herzzbed by her grim
expression.

'Christabel,’ she said, the name hurled at him.s@laehim start, caught the
flicker of alarm in his deceitful blue eyes. He lpdl himself together
quickly. Of course he would; he had had plenty &cfice at lying The
more you did something, the better you got atritl Brodie must be a past
master at deceit by now.

'Did she say what she wanted?' he asked casually.

Donna held on to her self-control. She wasn't goingcream jealously at
him; she had more self-respect.

She wouldn't laugh bitterly, either, much as she lfke it, or tell him

scathingly that he knew damned well what Christalmited—and what he
no doubt gave her in private from time to time whenwasn't too busy.
How could Christabel accept her situation? If themgagement was on
again, Brodie had managed to keep it very privabtel he couldn't have



married Christabel without it getting to James Geyd ears. Their affair
was hole-and-corner, furtive, hidden from all Besdlifriends.

If Donna hadn't disliked her so intensely, she miwve felt sorry for the
other girl, but she wasn't saintly enough for that.

'She wants you to ring her back," she said icBje' said you knew her
number.’

Brodie shrugged. 'l don't suppose it's urgent.'cdme down the stairs,
apparently unaware of the fact that she was lookingim with loathing.
'‘Where's Mrs Eyre?’

'Out.’
'And Gavin?'

It was only then that she caught the glimmer indyss, the watchful little
smile that meant he knew Gavin had gone out. Haselka him go in his
car?

'He's out too,' she said defiantly. If he thought dne second that being
alone in the house with her was going to give hichance to get at her, he
could think again! Five minutes ago she had beéatad and on edge at the
prospect, but that had been before Christabel tdag, Donna would have

no problem keeping him at bay if they were maroomed desert island for

weeks.

'So we're alone,’ Brodie said softly, coming clasérlooking at her through
his thick black lashes, a coaxing smile curving misuth. She eyed him
coldly. Did he really think she would fall for thabvious stuff?

'What am | supposed to do now? Swoon?' she askeaksaally.
If she had hoped to surprise him or deflate himveag disappointed. Brodie

merely laughed as if he thought she was playing taget, running so that
he could follow.



'l promised to prove something to you, didn't Ehurmured, close enough
to touch her now and looking down at her, a mockimgat lurking in the
depths of his eyes.

Donna didn't get the point at first; they were kg at cross-purposes. She
had Christabel on her mind. Brodie had somethimy d#ferent, as she
realised too late.

'Prove .. . what?' she stammered, thinking forsiopid instant that he was
about to tell her about Christabel, deny it allyegiher some plausible
explanation which, of course, she wouldn't belielvet which she half
hoped he might make at least half convincing.

‘That I'm not cold-blooded,' he whispered an imomf her mouth.

She saw too late where he had been leading amtlttriget away, but his
arms had gone round her waist and as she twistéisigrip his mouth
burrowed into her throat, just below her ear, thesh of his lips warm and
tormenting. Her whole body seemed to shiver; egetlymelting, her pulses
wild with fever and her breathing totally haywire.

'Let go,"” she mumbled almost inaudibly as his Kkisselled upwards,

searching for her mouth. She was terrified by theveg of excitement
pounding through her. She didn't want to feel likis. Was she so weak-
minded that she could just forget what sort of im@mvas the minute he took
her in his arms?

Still holding her with one arm, Brodie took her rhin his other hand and
firmly drew her head round. Donna's eyes openesl hslan't known they
were shut until then. She looked dazedly at himj B&s hard face poised
above her for a second. Those narrowed eyes wagttlenseemed to read
her emotions at a glance, then his mouth descemutidhe was lost.

She had almost forgotten the sensual power ofibss it was a revelation to
her, behind her closed lids flashed a lightningaliHit up her own feelings
and Brodie's power over her. His mouth moved hagblyssessive and
demanding, and Donna was helpless to halt her amwgry response to



him. Her body swayed yieldingly, her arms goingnatnis neck, and she
kissed him back with a sensuality which matched his

Brodie lifted his head a moment later and Donnach#@e ragged drag of
his breathing above the hoarseness of her own—gbegded like people
saved from drowning, their bodies weakly leaningeanh other.

Her eyes drowsily opened and saw dimly. Dusk hadded the house; she
stared up Brodie, still clinging to him, her minahapletely off balance, as if
she were waking from a dream.

His eyes smiled. 'Did | prove my point?’

She didn't know what he meant—everything that hegpkned before he
kissed her seemed a million light-years back inpst.

'I'm not cold-blooded," he reminded her huskilyd &ent his head to kiss her
neck, a sharp desire in the way his lips burnt en gkin. 'l want you,
Donna," he muttered, his hands moving, touchingphssionately.

She still had her eyes open and now her mind wakimgy too. She
remembered Christabel's phone call with a statawf. plow could she have
been so weak-willed, so stupid? She had been ceemtly telling herself
that she was armoured against him, he wouldn'tageer again—but one
kiss and he was under her skin, back in her bloeatst. Hadn't he hurt her
enough two years ago? She must be a masochistiie back for more,
clinging to him like this, begging him to hurt hegain.

Cold-blooded? Wasn't he? How else did you deseriman who kisses you
like that when he's having an affair with anothenvan?

'‘Well, I don't want you!" she spat out furiouslysping his head away and
breaking free at the same moment.

She caught Brodie off guard. He looked at her biaak if she'd slapped his
face.



'l just wanted to see if | still fancied you, buldn't,’ she said with vicious
iciness. 'l wouldn't touch you with a bargepolayStway from me!" He had
taken a step back towards her, his jaw taut, the bles flashing rage. 'If
you lay one finger on me again you'll have to lethnve house. | won't have
you under the same roof with me if | have to bargnguard all the time.
You're a guest here. This is my home. Just remethbét

He seemed speechless, which satisfied her. Shedtwm her heel and ran
up the stairs. She should have kept going, butdmper betrayed her. She
looked back down at him, from the top step, heseyelten with fury.

'‘Now you'd better ring your girl-friend before shets impatient. You
needn't keep her a secret any more—I'll make syrather knows all about
her!"



CHAPTER SIX

BRODIE'S face seemed to freeze; the cheekbones angular threleanned
skin, the mouth hard and straight, the blue eyespig as they stared up at
her.

'What?' He dropped the word like ice into a glasgl Donna had a rush of
fear to the head.

She turned and ran, knowing that he was coming a#e his long legs
carrying him up the stairs faster than she was ngp\vdhe had a head-start,
though; she got into her room and slammed the dodrbolted it, leaning
on it breathlessly, wishing to God she had helditvegue.

He crashed a hand against the panels and the ldoak.sDonna! Open this
door!

She backed, her eyes stretched wide until they Bin¢ was furious with
herself for having let him see that she knew atiLalhis secret love affair.
He might start thinking backwards, guessing too Imaigout the past—she
didn't want him to realise why she had broken With and gone to France.
Brodie was quite capable of using that informatagainst her. Knowledge
was power, hadn't someone said? It was far safke¢p him in the dark
about her motives, then he couldn't think of waypersuading her to
change her mind.

'What did you mean by that? Open this door! Youtgast chuck that sort

of accusation at me and run away. Tell me whatpeant. Donna, open

this door—I can't talk to you through it!" His veievas hard and angry and
she wasn't tempted to do as he asked.

She sat down on the bed and stared around the togng not to listen to

him. Nothing here had been changed, either—there Wwer books on the
built-in shelves in alcoves on either side of tlee;ther dressing-table still
held bottles of perfume she had never used, afssiiver brushes and
combs which her godmother had given her on hertywinst birthday but

which she hadn't taken to Paris in case she lest;tlon the wall hung the
same two pictures that had always been there,spahtPre-Raphaelite



paintings, one of girls with flushed, healthy fadeghting a bonfire of
autumn leaves and the other Millais' 'Blind Gmla cornfield speckled with
scarlet poppies. Donna had gone to sleep and wiokdwenty years with
those pictures above her head. When she was a titelyl had been
mysterious and intriguing; now they held a poigntmiliarity. Both of
them had an elegaic echo which haunted. Why hathttesr chosen them?

'Donna, sooner or later you're going to have toriel’ Brodie threatened. 'If
not now, next time you come out of there. You dogdlly think I'll let it
pass without explanation?' His voice rose sharlhat the hell did you
mean?'

She turned her head suddenly, hearing the roan @hgine on the drive.
Gavin was home. The car braked, the engine diedjnGgot out and
slammed his car door.

'‘Okay."' Brodie said curtly, 'I'll talk to you latdbon't think I'll forget about
it."

She heard the thud of his feet on the stairs watpdelief, but it was only a
respite she had gained—he meant what he said, hielmioforget or give
up, not now that he had had a glimpse of what weasggon inside her head.
Why had she been so stupid? All this time she tedd her tongue, not
betraying what she knew, and then in an incautrnament of sheer rage
she had given herself away.

She went to the window to get some air, but theniempwas so warm.
Laden with the fragrance of honeysuckle and rdse,air hardly moved.
How many summer evenings had she lain in this rdwegthing that heady
sweetness, listening to the stillness of the ni§@affron Walden was out of
sight across the green fields, but a few lightsusgrup as she watched, in
houses in the village down the road. She lookedeatwatch; it was still
early and still light outside.

Was her father awake in his hospital bed? Wasipbténed? She bit her
lip—she had never got to know him very well, had’s8&e had resented his
impatience with her brother. She always felt whavi@ felt; they were

twins, after all, how could she help it? Their fathadn't been fair to Gavin;



he had wanted him to be someone else, and thahevas fair to a child.
Gavin was himself; with all his faults he wasnffidult to love—she had
managed it easily enough. Why couldn't their f&2Héhe had loved Gavin
more end expected less of him, things would haea Ise different.

She heard the bang of the front door, and starleelglanced down in time
to see Brodie walking to his own car. He didn'tdag at her window, so
she could watch his tall, lean body without hidmgat she felt.

He moved with power and grace, his body as streethlias his car, as
capable of speed and dynamism too. Her mouth wesnividh desire and
she was instantly furious with herself. When woshe learn?

He got behind the wheel, the engine flared, thesbat away at a terrific
speed, churning up gravel. Where was he goingch athurry?

Donna's mouth twisted cynically. To see Christabietourse—where else?
To placate her, no doubt, tell her she neednédleys, Donna didn't mean a
thing to him. Or perhaps Christabel didn't know stz back! Had Brodie
been going to spend the weekend with her—and dadcikleir plans to go
to Paris? Was he hoping to keep Donna's return €bnstabel as long as
possible?

Donna knew the other girl was still one of the topdels, her face appeared
in women's magazines from time to time and Donnays flipped over the
pages averting her eyes. She hadn't wanted anydensi of Christabel.

Her eyes watched his car disappear, then flickesd the beautifully kept
gardens; the billiard-table smooth lawns, the cypes on each side of the
gate, the roses and the white marble fountain ptagimong the shrubs. All
this was a symbol of her father's wealth and statbss was what Brodie
wanted so much that he was ready to sacrifice difsrespect, even his
deepest feelings, for it.

She didn't understand how he could want anything@ahless so much.
There was more beauty in a violet growing in a leedthere was more
happiness in a tiny flat shared with someone ywe,lanore pleasure in



eating a hot-dog walking in the rain in a city stréd thousand things meant
more to her than money or power. Why did Brodie wwaam so badly?

He must love Christabel, or he wouldn't have gaaekto her. Donna hated
admitting it, but it was dogged insistence on fgcup to things as they
really are that had sent her off to Paris two yegis There was no point in
living in a fool's paradise, and it was obvioust tegen though Brodie had
sent Christabel that brutal note of dismissal hetrha deeply involved with
her or he would never have gone back to her.

Yet he wasn't prepared to marry Christabel, wasThe&y must have been
together for some years now— how long had they kneach other before
he met Donna? Yet whatever his feelings, Brodiefheshed her aside with
that callous shrug. What sort of love was it thaild act like that?

And Christabel had to be crazy about him or shelavduhave gone back
when he snapped his fingers, knowing what she lgodighim. How could
she do it?

She turned away from the window, her fingers curlaglards, her nails

digging into her palms. She had no right to mockistabel for being ready
to forgive Brodie anything! Only a short time agadh't she herself been in
his arms, kissing him back with hunger, clinginghtom?

There was a tap on the door and she started. 'DbGw&vin's voice said
uncertainly. 'Are you asleep?'

She ran her hands over her face to erase the emdtie had been feeling,
and went over to open the door.

Gavin grinned excitedly at her, several books uridgrarm. 'l got three
books—two from the library and one from the boolkshoSaffron Walden.
They're a bit heavy going, but one of them has saeseéul illustrations, and
| did get a brochure from the library—they had k pin the counter, you
were right. The technical college opens again rtyezeptember, but if I'm
going to take a course I've got to enrol fast eréimay not be a place.’



She laughed at his breathless rush of words. 'Glowastairs and we'll go
through the syllabus while we wait for dinner. IssMEyre back yet?'

'Yes, she's in the kitchen and there's a gorgemad sf steak and onions
floating about.' Gavin gave her a shy look. 'l edlht the hospital. Father
was asleep, but they let me peep through the winddie door. He looks
better than I'd thought he would. They said we dous$it him tomorrow
afternoon at three.'

Gavin had a very human need to love and be lovadhatheir father had
never understood. Donna linked her arm with hethens and smiled
affectionately at him.

'Is he allowed to have flowers?' she asked.

'l think so. Should | have taken him some?' At oGewin looked guilty; he
had failed in something again.

'Idiot—I meant we'll take him some tomorrow.'

He grinned. 'Oh, | get you. Right, we'll do thabtr@e on, let's go through
this brochure and find out if | have to have anwldications to take the
course.’

'Are you going to discuss it with Brodie?' she akleger as they were eating
their dinner alone. Mrs Eyre had come up with gcamls sirloin steak with
black peppercorns and fried onions followed by mgly light summer
pudding which fell apart as you touched it, spglimaspberries and
redcurrants across the plate.

'He'd tell Father,” Gavin said sullenly. 'And tltkfind a way of stopping
me.’

'Let me talk to him," said Donna, her eyes harthad just dawned on her
that she had a weapon to use against Brodie—hedwowant James

Cowley to know about his long affair with Christhdehe wasn't afraid his

boss would disapprove, surely he wouldn't have Iseesecretive about her
for so long?



Gavin stared at her. 'What makes you think Brodiklsten to you?'

'Oh, | think he will," she said with a cold smiland anyway, he won't be
sorry to see you out of his way, Gavin. If you take a craft and stop
bothering about the company that will be quiteleeféor Brodie Fox.'

‘That's true," Gavin agreed, much struck by thaugjint. "You're cleverer
than me, Donna. | should have realised that a fiong ago.’

'Everyone has a personal motive somewhere,’ Dosudansth a cynicism
that made her brother frown.

"You've toughened up a lot since you went to Pdmessaid reproachfully.

'‘Grown up, maybe,' she shrugged, quickly smilinigiei 'Being away from
home changes you. A little independence wouldniaoany harm.’

'It hasn't been as easy for me to walk out on FatBavin said, his face

sober. 'l don't know why. | just couldn't do it. dmow there's the sixteen
thousand | owe Brodie—he put the money back himbeliv on earth can |

ever pay him back? I'll have to tell Father so tlen repay the money and,
once Father knows, I'm back with my head in a nooaeght in the same
old trap—not wanting to stay, not wanting to guelmade a mess of my
life, Donna.’

'For the moment, don't say a word to Father," st Isurriedly, her eyes
anxious. Gavin's confession could precipitate agrofieart attack.

'I'm not that much of a fool!" protested Gavin eoffled. He yawned, looking
at the clock. 'I'm going to bed now. It's been eticeday and | haven't really
slept properly for ages.’

Donna went to bed, too, but couldn't sleep. Shealagke listening for the
sound of Brodie's car returning. He had been gamehburs now, she
thought, sitting up to look angrily at the clocksime her bed. It was nearly
one in the morning. Wasn't he coming back at aligiot?



Was he in bed with Christabel? The thought maddHhrew herself down
again, on to her face, her hands screwed up ists. fShe wouldn't be
jealous, she scolded herself. Why should she lie ba edge with nerves
when Brodie was with another woman, making lovedan perhaps talking
about Donna, laughing behind her back?

She hated him, hated both of them, hated herselfgtong through
this—next time she saw him things were going tovéey different, from
now on Brodie was dancing to her tune instead @ther way around.

If he wanted to keep his affair with Christabelnfrdames Cowley, he was
going to have to pay her price. Brodie knew that Fether was
old-fashioned—he might laugh at gossip about atien having affairs, but
he would be furious if he found out that Brodie Ipatled the wool over his
eyes by having an affair while he was pretendingeian love with James
Cowley's daughter. Her father would see that aarsomal insult to himself.

Brodie would have to agree to help Gavin if he wdnher to hold her
tongue about what she knew.

Donna must have drifted off to sleep shortly afteat, because the next
thing she knew was that she was opening her eydmytmht and the smell
of coffee right under her nose.

She blinked dreamily, then came awake with a rsshhe realised it was
Brodie holding the cup of coffee.

'What are you doing in my room? Get out beforeréam the place down!
She sat up, clutching the sheet to her chin.

Brodie put the cup down on the bedside table artiedehimself
comfortably on the bed. 'Scream away. There's npbothe house but us.’
He linked his hands behind his head and surveyedidshed face with
quizzical enjoyment.

'‘Gavin!" she yelled. 'Gavin, come here!’



There was no answer. Brodie's smile mocked. 'Het \icana drive ten
minutes ago. Mrs Eyre's in the orchard picking gbesries by the bucket
to make into jam. You'd have to use a megaphogettber to hear you.'

Donna held on to the sheet with fingers that tredbDon't push your luck,
Mr Fox!" she hissed. 'I'm getting very tired of yadea of a joke. Get out of
my bedroom! If Mrs Eyre comes back and finds yobhere she'll think . . '

'Yes?' he asked softly when she paused in confusalising that it might
be foolish to finish the sentence.

She felt her face stinging with hot colour and doiil meet his eyes. The
way Brodie was smiling didn't make her feel angleseasy, either.

Donna pulled herself together with an effort. Heught he had her pinned
in a corner, did he? Well, he was going to find loigtmistake.

'l wanted to talk to you,' she began, and he uslinkis hands and leaned
back on them, across her legs, tethering her tbede

'‘Good, | wanted to talk to you, too!" She didrKelithe sound of that or the
glint in his blue eyes. He had shaved recentlyjsbleed angrily away from

the smooth brown skin, the strong jaw and warm,cumase mouth. She

didn't want any reminders of his sexual potencg kihew all about that.

That was what got her into this tangle in the fpistce. From now on she
wasn't going to let the sexual issue cloud her mind

'‘About Gavin,' she said firmly. 'He wants to ledmow to blow glass by

hand, he doesn't want to work in the office anyenbee isn't interested in
industrial glass of the kind the company makes,Heuis keen on learning
the history of glass-making, the techniques of dainoday. My father isn't

going to be too happy about it, but if you're ornviéds side he may accept
the plan, so I'll make a bargain with you--'

'Done," he said quickly, too quickly. She stareHiat in stupefaction.



'l hadn't finished," she said warily—what did himkhshe had been about to
propose? Had he realised that his affair with Gl put him at risk with
her father? Had he been about to suggest somefdmtgain about that?

"You don't need to—I like the idea. Believe me, @avno addition to the
work force—half the time he isn't there, and thieeothalf he gets under
people's feet and drives me scatty.'

Donna looked grimly at him. 'In other words, yowrdy too glad to get him
out of your hair?'

He nodded. 'And when he's learnt all he can—or svimt-about glass, he
could always come back as a consultant. | thiskait' excellent idea, but of
course I'll want something in exchange for my supdb| persuade your

father to agree about this, I'll expect Gavin te sepsychiatrist. | still

believe he needs straightening out, and | donriktine's going to stop
gambling until he understands what makes him do it.

She gave a little sigh. 'He may not agree to that.’
‘Then you'll have to talk him into it. You have raanfluence with Gavin
than anyone else does.' He glanced at the cuprdmeldside table. 'Hadn't

you better drink that before it gets cold?"

She picked up the cup with one hand, holding treeshbp with the other.
Brodie observed her balancing act with dry interest

'l saw Christabel last night," he said conversatiign
The cup shook in her hand; a few drops of cofféastied over the edge.

'Lucky that isn't hot any more,' Brodie remarkeid, llue eyes ruthless as
they watched her flushed face.

'l don't think my father would be too happy abootiyrather furtive private
life," Donna ground out between her teeth, glaahgim.



He sat up with a sudden movement that had violende and she tensed,
her eyes flickering. Brodie was alarming when heked like that. Male
rage was always unpredictable and hard to handfgcslly when you
were at such a disadvantage as to be half nakeoh dosdl.

‘All right!" he said tersely. "What's this all at@u
'‘Ask your girl-friend!" she threw at him with bitteess.

His eyes were dangerously dark blue; the pupitetl with fury. "What do
you know about Christabel and myself? Who told you?

'She did.'

'Last night on the phone?' He looked baffled; fusibut incredulous. "Why
on earth should she start talking about that orptizae? You've never met
her, have you?' He must have caught somethingeirexipression on her
face, because he focused on her interttlgve you?' he repeated, and she
could see him thinking, the little wheels goingmdibehind those blue eyes.
Brodie was nothing if not clever, and she had gilién a clue at last.
"You've met Christabel?' he thought aloud. "Whé&w@n?'

'Does that matter? | know what's been going on éetwyou and | don't
think my father would like it if I told him, do y&u

Brodie considered her, a harsh frown on his faBee 'you trying to
blackmail me, by any chance?' he asked slowlyhasgh the idea amazed
him. No doubt it did. He was good at blackmailirepple himself, but he
didn't expect the tables to be turned, certainlyhyher.

"You wouldn't like him to know the whole sordid stowould you?' Donna
asked bitingly. 'His opinion of you wouldn't belsigh after hearing that.’

"You don't think so?' he murmured, almost blan&tgying.

She laughed; the sound more rage than amusemehtieDstill think he
could talk her round?



'My God, you're cool, I'll say that for you,' steadswith contempt. 'In your
place most men would be embarrassed, not to sayresh—but you think
on your feet, don't you? Well, if you're tryingwork out how to wriggle out
of this you can save yourself the trouble. You whobdwink me a second
time!'

'When did | hoodwink you the first time?' he askaal] she saw that he was
still trying to find out how much she knew and hske had heard about it.

'‘Never mind that," she said impatiently, becausgeladlt thing she wanted
was for him to realise why she had left him tworgeago.

'l do mind it,’ said Brodie with a snarl. 'l minegry much." He leaned
towards her and she shrank instinctively; the @kas blue eyes made her
skin grow cold. 'l want to know precisely what ythink you're talking
about and how you came to get this story.’

'Don't try to bully me! Unless you want me to gragjht to my father with
what | know!"

His smile held menace. 'Yare blackmailing me . . ." He laughed shortly. 'l
was beginning to get the distinct impression tluat were.'

'l wouldn't call it blackmail!"

'No? Then what would you call it?"

'What do you call the way you got me to come baatle irom Paris?'
His mouth twisted. 'An appeal to family loyalty?'

Donna's smile was scathing. 'And what do you balMay you let my father
believe we'd been reconciled?’

'Silent amusement,’ he said blandly. 'l told youwals afraid I'd laugh if |
tried to explain he was wrong.'



She fizzed helplessly, longing to hit him. "You egpme to believe that? My
father played right into your scheming hands—yoalkgays looking for
weapons to use against people. That's how you tepaigell, I've got a
weapon to use against you now—and in future yoettebremember that!

He shifted on the bed and she shrank against ttllecle, the sheet held
higher. She felt very vulnerable in her flimsy righand the sheet was all
the protection she had.

"You're scaring the hell out of me!" he mocked. &hdd see he didn't mean
a word of it; his eyes held a secret enjoymentt {u still haven't told me
what exactly you're blackmailing me with!

"You know very well,' she said shortly. '"You andriStabel!

He still gazed at her, his brows lifting in enquignd her temper flared
again.

'l know you were engaged to her just before younmadt she spat furiously.
His face lost the smile and darkened.

'Who told you that? Christabel?"

'What difference does it make how | found out? “ain't tell me, did you?
You never breathed a word about her, about haveen lengaged before.’

'It wasn't something | wanted to talk about," hd sartly.
She laughed. 'l bet it wasn't!"
'Did she tell you why | broke off our engagemeh&?asked harshly.

'Oh, yes, she told me that,' said Donna, swallowmgumiliation she didn't
want him to see.

‘Then you must see why | wouldn't want to disciessahen we first met—I
was still too angry. | just wanted to forget her.’



Donna looked at him uncertainly; his tone wasnitequhat she had
expected. He didn't seem to be on the defensiveth@icontrary, he was
looking angry.

Slowly she asked, 'What's your side of the stdwgm® I've only heard hers.’
She didn't intend to believe everything Brodie sddt suddenly she
wondered if there was an alternative explanatiothéoone Christabel had
given her. Something didn't quite add up—Brodie&ctions to discovering
that she knew about Christabel weren't what shebbkad expecting.

His mouth was hard, his eyes cold. 'l discoverezldsheen away for the
weekend with a married friend of mine. Is that wéiag told you?'

Donna's nerves jerked in surprise. She had beeecgrg some sort of
plausible excuse, but somehow Brodie's words hathaof truth—perhaps
because she could hear the anger in them. Hadt@lbeldeen unfaithful to
him, had he been jealous enough to decide to hwihkher and marry for
ambition instead of love? She bit her lip, lookdayvn.

‘No, she didn't tell me that—but she did show ngertbte you sent her, and
| did notice the date. You wrote that the day afterfirst met, didn't you?
And you said you planned to marry someone else.yDidmean me? Did
you decide to marry me there and then?'

There was a short silence. She looked throughdséek at his face; it was
tense and angular.

'‘No," he said flatly. 'The day we first met, Donhajas too bloody angry to
notice you much at all. I'd only just discoveredaw@hristabel had been up
to—it was the only thing on my mind. You hardly imged at all.’

Hoarsely she whispered, 'But you decided to maeaihthe same because
it would give you more power with my father?' Hiengds had stung, she felt
her eyes grow hot with unshed tears. How stupicb@ohurt by his
admission—she had known for two years that he lese@mloved her, why
should she feel as if he had slapped her roundaite by telling her the
truth?



'l didn't decide anything of the sort," he saidrpha
'In your note to Christabel you said . ..'

'l was saving my face," he snapped. 'How do yookthifelt? Finding out
that she'd gone away with someone else, that sheheating on me with
one of my oldest friends, what do you think that ti me? | felt a fool, to
say the least. | wanted to hit back. | did havdazibhg row with the guy
involved—we had a fight and | lost my temper anokierhis nose. He had
to go to hospital for a week, we narrowly escapedlece enquiry. He lied,
as much to save his own skin as mine. His wife 'didrow—still doesn't. |
never told her and I'm damn sure he didn't. Butdwaw furious | was with
Christabel | don't hit women, so | took out my tempvith a few terse
words. | said | was marrying someone else becadsm't want her to think
she'd broken my heart.'

'Had she?' Donna asked huskily, watching him jedjout was partly a
rhetorical question—Christabel had obviously humn hbadly. Why,
otherwise, would he have beaten up his oldestdfie'who? she thought
suddenly. Who had Christabel gone away with ? Bahtno doubt the
friendship had ended there and then. Brodie whisaly to forgive the man
involved, so she had probably never met the man.

Brodie shrugged drily. 'l thought so for a few wedbut it was my pride that
was wounded, not my heart. Christabel's stunning-rtbst beautiful girl
I've ever known, | think.'

Donna's lips tensed, her teeth gritted. She knevasttrue; that didn't make
it any easier to listen to.

'‘But she's like one of those tropical plants thatenravishing flowers; the
first time you see them you're bowled over by thent, then you realise
how gaudy and unreal they are, what shallow rdety thave and how
quickly they fade. There's a lot to be said for Braglish rose, its beauty
lingers longer.' His blue eyes were on her facesssangly moving from her
eyes to her mouth in a leisurely scrutiny that maeleflush. She pretended
not to notice the insinuating compliment—he wasvtieedling her into

forgetting the obvious!



'‘But you went back to her after all that," she sailg. 'And don't give me
that innocent stare, as if you didn't know whatkwalking about! She rang
you last night and you rushed over to see her &yea out half the night.'

'How do you know how long | stayed out?' he askedathly.

Donna's flushed face tightened. 'l do, that'saaltj I'm not so naive that |
can't guess what the two of you were doing all tima¢! So don't give me
any fairy story about having got over her, becatisebvious you're still
just as involved.'

"Your imaginationhasbeen working overtime!' he drawled, moving even
closer on the bed.

'‘And let go of that sheet!" Donna snarled. 'Getajuny bedroom before |
hit you with something!'

'I'm shaking in my shoes!" murmured Brodie, laughiend far from letting
go of the sheet his hand slid down over her, magldhe sheet smoothly
over her body, like a sculptor making a plastet vah infinite care. The
slow movement of that hand made her shudder witbhpakawareness, a
pulse throbbing crazily in her neck.

'Stop that,’ she muttered breathlessly.

Brodie watched the way the fine linen clung to sleoulders; her breasts,
her waist, and her face burned at the way he wdtche

'How long have you known about Christabel?' he dske soft voice, and
Donna stiffened, but she didn't have to answen aitle because at that
moment she heard Gavin running up the stairs. Hgt imave come back
without either of them hearing his car, which wasarprising considering
their intense concentration on each other for dse thalf-hour.

Brodie turned his head, grimacing, and got up leeg movement.



He heard Donna's sigh of relief and looked wrylh@t 'Saved by the bell?
Don't be too complacent. I'll talk to you later' promised, but at least he
left the room a moment later, almost colliding w@havin.

Her brother stood in the doorway, frowning, staratgher. 'What's been
going on? Why was he in here?'

'We were talking about you,' Donna said evasivélg's going to help us
persuade Father to let you take that course—buytibgbu agree to meet
some tame psychiatrist of his.’

Gavin scowled. 'No way. I'm not going to any hehdrker. There's
nothing wrong with my mind.’

'‘Gambling's an addiction, Gavin," she said geritlike taking drugs or
drinking too much. And it can be cured, but youdherpert help.’

'l can stop whenever | like," he said flatly.

'What harm would it do to see someone about it&dtuld be purely
voluntary, you could stop going to see the docssa@on as you liked, but if
you agree to go at least once, Brodie will be oarygade with Father.’

Gavin made an irritated face but shrugged afteinaite. 'Oh, very well, but
only once, mind. I'm not spending hours lying acobach talking about my
childhood or my dreams to some quack. If it mearwl® will talk Father
into letting me leave the firm to start classeglass-blowing I'll go through
the motions anyway."'

Donna smiled at him, relaxing. It was some soprogress.



CHAPTER SEVEN

JAMES COWLEY's face seemed colourless against his pillows. s Were
sunken and pallid, his cheeks lined, his eyeshdtfen under drooping lids.
The Sister had already warned them that he wasilhesedated, they
mustn't stay long or talk too much, but the weasneas still a shock to
Donna.

She sat close to the bed and held her father's emghing we can get you,
Father?' she asked gently.

He whispered his reply, not moving. She got thereapion he was afraid to
move. 'No, thank you. I'm fine.’

Gavin stood behind her, looking miserable. He h#tedatmosphere in the
hospital and he was upset to see his father so ill.

'‘Brodie?' James Cowley asked with that care nas&up too much energy
which betrayed his own fear.

'He's coming later." They had been asked not io trmgether. Two visitors
were all he was allowed, Donna told him, smilingrodie is waiting
outside. Gavin and | wanted to come in together.’

Her father's fingers pressed hers a little morehtlyg 'You and
Brodie—wonderful news. Always wanted it. Like a gorme.’

Donna managed a smile. 'l know.'
Gavin shifted resentfully, his eyes hurt. 'I'll Brodie come in now,' he said.
His father looked up at him. 'Hardly seen you yet,5aid.

Gavin bent and kissed him awkwardly. 'You're logkgreat today, Father.
Better than yesterday.’

James Cowley frowned. 'Did you come yesterdayhitdemember that.'



"You were asleep. | just had a peep at you." Geeumded sheepish. Their
father gave him a faint smile.

'Oh, | see. Thanks for coming, Gavin.' His eyescivadl his son back out of
the room; Donna heard his sigh.

Tentatively she said, 'You know, Gavin's studyirfge thistory of
glass-making, Father? He's become really interaestéd I'd no idea how
far back the process went. Gavin says Roman géasshbeautiful bluey
colour, cloudy, because the process was so errdim many
imperfections, he says.’

James Cowley stared at her in surprise. 'He alwigydhave a romantic
streak; impractical, I'm afraid.' He sighed again.

Brodie joined them and she watched her father's legrghten a little. 'Good
of you to come, Brodie. How's the order book?"

'No business," Donna ordered flatly.

Her father frowned as petulantly as a sick chilgist want to know what ..

'No business,' Brodie agreed, smiling teasinglpuYieard her. You don't
want to get me in trouble with her, do you? She matyscare you, but she
scares me!'

Donna bristled at the mockery but hid that from Fether, who was
chuckling delightedly.

"Start as you mean to go on, lad," he said in inesl tvoice. 'Don't let a
woman rule the roost.'

Donna pretended to laugh, but her hackles rosescedly when Brodie
gave her another sidelong glance, his blue eyesrghg with amusement,
not at what her father had said, but at what hevidod well must be her
reaction to it.



'Oh, I'll keep her under control,’ said Brodie, king.

This little masculine fun had one good effect—it purace of colour back
into her father's face and he was really smiling.ridonna swallowed back
the irritation she was tempted to express.

It wasn't until she and Brodie had left the roord began walking down the
corridor that she turned on him, flushed and indign

'Don't do that again!' she snapped.
'What?' He opened blue eyes at her, innocent aby@s

'Don't give me that sweet stare—you know very wdiat | mean! All that

stuff about keeping me in my place. | didn't saythimg because | didn't
want to upset my father and you knew I'd have to gnd bear it, that's why
you did it." She was angry enough to get confusedwords tripping over
each other.

A student nurse came towards them, very young agttlygn her rustling
uniform. She stared at Brodie, listening to thesslae passed, and he gave
her a wink, as he had James Cowley.

'No need to get so grim about it. Your father tisialkwvoman's place is in the
home. | was humouring him.’

"You don't think a woman's place is in the homd#® threw at him
disbelievingly, suddenly realising that the nursesvistening and irritated
about that too.

'Me? No, | think a woman's place is in a man's tsig Brodie, grinning.
The nurse gave a little giggle and pattered away.

Typical" muttered Donna, even more furious now. Whas playing to the
gallery again and she was sick of being his sttamgan. If he wanted
someone to bounce jokes off he could find himgediter victim.



They came out of the main doors and turned towdrelfospital car park
where Brodie had left his car. Gavin was sittingitinhe had fled the
hospital ambience as soon as he left his fatheo's y obviously. He was
sitting in the back of the car, his head back agjaime cushions, his eyes
closed. Donna looked at him anxiously—had he besmy Yurt by his
father's obvious preference for Brodie's compang?itopened his eyes
and looked at her blankly.

'l think I'll go up to town and see a film tonighte said in a casual, offhand
way. 'l feel like some bright lights."

Donna got into the car, her face concerned. dithe with you,' she offered.

'We'd better not both go in case there's an emeygsall from the hospital,’
said Gavin.

Brodie drove back to the house without commentingt, as he parked
outside on the drive he looked over his shouldeGavin. 'Skip it for

tonight, Gavin—go tomorrow. You're still tired andt of sorts. You'll feel
better in the morning.'

That was a red rag to a bull. Gavin wasn't taking advice from Brodie
tonight.

'Damn you, mind your own business!" he snarled,tmmjed out of the car.

Donna hurriedly got out too, but he was alreadynapge the door of his
little sports car. By the time she could get owehnim his engine was racing
and he was moving away at a speed which made gy qut of his way
with a startled cry.

'Oh, damn,’ she muttered, on the point of teaesjngt after him. Brodie
loomed up beside her, frowning, and she lookedagmgrily, her face pale
and stiff.

'He's going to one of those clubs—he'll gambleragaihy didn't you try to
stop him?'



'‘We'll try," Brodie said in cool tones. '‘Come on-Anm and change into
something pretty and we'll do a tour of his uswalrts. We'll find him at
one of them, but they won't be open until aroungenGavin will probably
catch a film first, have a meal, then start ganthliwe'll have plenty of time
to get on his trail, so stop looking so desperataight not be a bad thing
for you to see what exactly he's hooked on.’

She stared at him, biting her lip. 'How do you knetere he may be?'

''ve had to pay some of his debts," Brodie saity,dand she flinched.
'When Gavin doesn't pay they get in touch withfateer—I take the calls
and keep it from the old man's ears.’

"You knew he'd been gambling and you didn't pubp ® it?' she broke out,
and Brodie gave her a long, hard stare.

'What do you suggest | should have done? Tied Ipith@macked him? Or
told your father and got him to stop Gavin's mosapply? | did what |
could—I talked to Gavin, he promised he wouldn'tidagain and for a
while he'd keep his word, but sooner or later begk out again. The least
pressure and he snaps. Do you think | don't knowhe's gone off tonight?

Seeing his father upset him, didn't it? It's alwtdngssame trigger. You could
almost say Gavin's allergic to his father. He lolies, but it's a destructive
love. It's no good for Gavin, anyway.'

Donna listened soberly and had to admit that Bragks shrewd in his
assessment of her brother's problem. She noddedaddhuskily, 'I'm
sorry, | wasn't fair to you. I'd no right to sayathlt isn't your fault, and I'm
grateful for everything you've done for Gavin.'

She went into the house and upstairs to her bedtoahange into a dress
more suitable for hitting the nightspots in Lond8he picked out an apricot
satin, very low cut, leaving her shoulders bare laidthg very little of her
breasts. The lustrous material gave a deep gdhertekin and heightened
the colour of her blonde hair; she felt a little m@heerful when she saw
herself in the mirror. Colour altered her moodilways had. As a child she
could remember sitting staring at a rainbow witpt idelight.



Her eyes were misty, faintly sad, even after she $raoothed a glittery
green eyeshadow over her lids. She glossed hewiijpsa warm orangy
pink, brushed blusher over her cheekbones—and tikée head to consider
the result. Well, she had given her face a littlerencolour, even if it was
merely artificial. She looked as if she were goiag party now, but she
found it hard to smile. She didn't want to go tontlon with Brodie, to scour
the nightspots and gambling clubs for her brotBert even less did she
want Gavin to stay out all night losing money héndihave.

He was deeply in debt to Brodie already—how woutdpay him back
unless the money came from their father? Why dmtligr go to the trouble
of paying Gavin's gambling debts?

Anxiety and suspicion darkened her eyes, as shemand walked to the
bedroom door. What was Brodie up to? Where did dtealy his money?
That car of his, his expensive clothes, the sotiatéls and restaurants he
frequented—all added up to money, and a great afedl Where did it
come from? How could anyone afford to pay Gaviebts to the tune of
sixteen thousand and more when it was obviousrépatyment might be a
long time coming?

As she came to the head of the stairs she saw hitmw/for her in the hall.
There was only one lamp on; the dusk was stilifglgently in the warm
summer evening. By that soft light she saw Brodaklup at her, his black
head gleaming, his eyes a vivid blue between gwapt-back lashes. Her
heart turned over and she could hardly breathe.

He had changed, too. He was wearing a black evgaokgt now with a

crisp white shirt and black tie. Formal clothestesdiihim; he looked even
more striking in them. He came to the foot of tkars, watching Donna
walk down carefully, her long skirts lifted so thelte shouldn't trip over
them. She was intensely self-conscious under lzs.gghe wished at times
she really knew what he thought of her. Now ana thiee almost believed
he did find her attractive—at others she suspeitteds all pretence. His
face was unreadable; set in that sculptured miaslddrk biue eyes fixed on
her.



Nervously she stumbled into speech. 'We oughtltivis Eyre we're going
out before she starts cooking dinner.’

'l did. Told her to have an evening off for once.’

She gave him a sharp look. He gave orders hefdasiere already master
of the house!

Brodie caught the look; his smile wry. 'She sawimy dinner jacket and
obviously wondered what was going on—so | explaitied | was taking
you dancing.' His eyes mocked. 'She thought it avesry good idea, give
us some time together. Mrs Eyre has a very romatrgak.'

Donna said crossly, 'You shouldn't let her get sdiee that! When she
realises it was just an act, she's going to féebb—I know | would. I'll go
and explain to her now.'

His hand looped round her arm, pulling her in thieeodirection, towards
the front door. 'If we're to catch up with Gavirg'@ better get a move on.'

She let herself be led out to the car, but gavednmbstinate look. 'I'll tell
her tomorrow, then.’

Brodie pushed her into the passenger seat of theittsout comment and
she settled down, arranging her full, shimmeringtskcarefully. Satin
creased too easily, that was the problem with it.

Brodie got behind the wheel and started the engivieur dress is
ravishing,' he said softly without looking at h#rreminds me of a peach,
that colour—rich and luscious, and very tempting.’

She felt her face flow with colour. "Thank you.'

He drove away, a smile curling his mouth, as thohghreaction to the
compliment amused him.

'‘Aren't you going to ask me what's so temptingZhnemured.



Donna stared out of the window at the leafy hedgemushing past; pink
campion and white rambling roses among the netiedsraveller's joy and
the small pale stars of the nightshade.

He shot a quick look at her stubborn profile, thermswered his own
guestion. 'Most men will find the idea of peelingat dress off very
tempting.’'

She threw him a cold stare. 'Can we have some hugion't feel like
talking, especially if you're going to make remalike that all the way to
London.’

'Pick out a tape,' he shrugged. 'They're in theeglmmpartment.’

She flipped through the neat row of tapes she famdlpicked out some
Gershwin piano music. Leaning back in her seahasrusic began, she
watched the sky turning a warm, purplish shadedigrdrove in silence at
great speed, his car moving smoothly along the matpto London, eating
the miles while Gershwin's melodies occupied theffont of her mind.
Under cover of that, she was able to worry abowiii;@about Brodie's taste
for luxury and how he paid for it, about her fatlaad the future for all of
them. In Paris she had got away from this tangde; she was caught up in
it again, like a fly caught in a sticky web. Withegy day that passed she
wondered how she was ever going to break free again

When they reached London Brodie parked the cardrptivate car park of
the first club they visited. They took the lift frothe subterranean vault up
to the top floor of the hotel that owned the club.

'‘Good evening, sir,’ the manager greeted themngiBrodie an assessing
glance. 'A table? I'm not sure if we have one frdereu'd care to wait?'

Brodie took a step forward and glanced round tleex,adimly lit and noisy
with the clamour of a cabaret singer currently @gtng the small stage.
She wasn't beautiful, but she was throbbing withléy and the audience
obviously loved her, a ripple of applause and laegkept breaking out.
Donna was so busy staring at her that she didhdenwhatever Brodie said
or did, but suddenly they were being shown to detablow had he



persuaded the manager to let them jump the quéga®andered cynically.
A discreet bribe? Probably.

Brodie ordered champagne and caviar casually, amh®stared at him, all
her suspicions surfacing again. How could he aftarsi? Did he come to
places like this often?

"You don't really think we'll find Gavin here?' skaid, and Brodie leaned
over and said very softly in her ear, 'If you lonkhe corner you'll see some
of his friends—the noisy crowd in evening dresg, them?’

Donna stared through the blue, smoky air. Shetdiecdognise the people at
the table, but they were a type she identifiedgasiough. Two young men

and a couple of girls; all very well dressed, fledHaces, a little drunk,

rather silly, obviously wealthy.

'‘Gavin goes around with people like them?' Her mowgs stiff with
distaste, as one of the men called a waiter oveoashered champagne in a
cut-glass English accent that rang with arrogance.

'Lately he has, so | gather. They gamble, too—amdtema nuisance of
themselves in places like this. Having fun, thel itaExpensive fun for
Gavin.' Brodie's mouth was hard with contempt.

'He'll never be able to pay you back unless he tpgtsmoney from my
father,’ Donna said suddenly. 'Can you afford ta2va

He shrugged without answering, sipping his champagn

She picked up her own glass and drank a littexplect these people charge
the earth for champagne and caviar,' she addedepymn'Does this go on
the firm's expenses?’

'‘No, | wouldn't call you a legitimate business enxg®' he said ironically,
staring into her suspicious eyes. 'Now what's gatou? | know that look.
What am | being accused of now?'



'I'm not accusing you of anything, I'm just curiedgyou seem to live very
extravagantly. That car can't have been cheap anod glothes are very
good. | suppose you feel you have to project aesgfal image, but it can't
leave you much of your income at the end of a year.

Brodie's mouth twisted. 'l see,' he said slowlypuYvonder if I'm cooking
the books? Embezzling your father's money, the @ayin did?"

'l didn't say that!'
‘The implication was obvious enough.' His face bagdtl.
' merely wondered . . .’

‘The answer is no, Donna," he said curtly, his lsrdvawn above his fixed
blue eyes. The frown made her nervous. She shoultwe said
anything—the only evidence she had was guesswaskdan her own
observation of the way he Ilived. There might be &npte
explanation—perhaps he had money of his own? Heneadr told her
much about his background. He was oddly secretieitathe past, about
his family, his earlier life. She hadn't noticedttntil she met Christabel at
that party and realised how little she really kredvout Brodie. Until then
she had been too wildly in love to think of anythibut him—where he
came from, what he was, didn't seem to matter.

'Do your family have money?' she asked, her eyeered and her face
flushed.

'Have some caviar,' he invited coolly, pushinggiteer dish towards her.

She wasn't hungry, but she took a spoon of thélpearls, a slice of lemon
and a little chopped boiled egg. The toast was pedpn a damask napkin
and still warm.

If he thought she was going to stop questioning hienvas wrong, though.
'‘Are your parents alive?' she asked him, pushiaglibh back to him. The
salty taste of the caviar was perfect with the wine



He helped himself, his eyes on her. 'No. Both dead.

'Oh. I'm sorry. When?' She softened, her eyes stmapa as she watched
his face.

'I never knew them.'

Her head came up and her eyes widened. 'l didilisee. . . you mean they
died when you were very young?'

'Yes.' The admission was terse, the face rigiddRralidn't like talking
about this and he changed the subject firmly. 8¥i@ doesn't show up here
within half an hour we'll go on to the Rambouillete-gambles there more
regularly than anywhere else.’

She nodded, aware that he was putting up a no siginy Looking back,
she realised how often he had done that in the Y4stnever she did come
close to asking him questions about himself Bradanaged to steer her
away from the subject.

This time though she wasn't going to let him slautup. 'How old were you
when your parents died?' she insisted.

She saw the reluctance in his face—why was he wdlliung to talk about
himself? What was he hiding?

'l was just a baby,' he said shortly, refilling lgéass. 'More caviar?’

'No, thank you." She absorbed what he had toldfbeling very shaken.
What would such a childhood do to someone? Hereawvty years had been
happy until her mother's death and the sudden iogmgf her father's
feelings towards his children. Looking back, shaised how much those
first years had meant to her later—creating a goideage to which she
looked back nostalgically whenever she was unhagdpy.early childhood
had been radiant; the sun had always seemed toitiag Perhaps it did
for everyone when they were very young. But what heeen like for
Brodie?



'Who did you live with, then?' she asked hesitarilgd he been brought up
in an orphanage?

'‘An uncle. My father's brother.’
'Did you like him?"

Brodie gave her a barbed smile. 'Not much, no. lda'dlike me much,
either. We existed in the same house and toleesied other.'

Donna bit her inner lip, eyeing him uneasily. 'Wiasmarried?'

'No. | suppose you could call him a convinced mysigf. There were no
women in his house at all. Not that he liked anyonueh—he was a surly,
bad- tempered man, full of grievances, and verpisiais. | didn't have to
put up with him once | was old enough to go awagdiool. As soon as |
was eight, he packed meoff to boarding-school angbt all about me.’

'It must have been very lonely,’ she said. 'Did hk&i school?'
'It was Okay. At least | had friends and wasn'tasaisvon my own.'
'Is your uncle .. .’

'He died when | was fifteen,' he interrupted, lowkat his watch. "We might
as well move on now—if Gavin was going to come lhedere by now.'

He turned and signalled to the waiter just as #impet began again with a
pop group playing vibrant, noisy music of their owbonna watched
Brodie settle the bill and got up from her chair.

As they made their way out a new party arrivedhanfbyer next to the lifts.
Their table wouldn't be empty long, Donna thougtitydThe place was
packed—she couldn't imagine why, because the chgmephad been
faintly flat and the music far too loud. Even theviar seemed tired, but
then some people liked this sort of place. It wiasef own taste. Was it
Brodie's?



It wasn't until she and Brodie were at the entrahaeshe realised that one
of the group just arriving was Christabel Clair.

Donna felt her body stiffen in shock, her face tegled and the smile she
hurriedly put on seemed totally phoney, but shemv@®ing to let her real
feelings show in front of either Christabel or Bied

A second after she had noticed Christabel, theratioenan saw Brodie.

Donna bitterly watched the glance they exchangeeneaf she hadn't

known about their private relationship she wouldenguessed there was
something between them if she had seen that lobky Thadn't been

expecting to see each other. Their faces were wdgdafor a second;

Christabel flushed, Brodie became tense.

Christabel pulled herself together quickly. She \mawonderful actress,
Donna had to give her that. She smiled radiantly lagid out her hands.
'‘Brodie! Lovely to see you. It must be ages sirast time.’

Brodie almost didn't take her hands, Donna noticgaristabel leaned
forward and kissed his cheek, or rather, brushedcheek against his,
making a kissing sound. Brodie's face was grim.

'Darling, don't you look gorgeous? Having a nightt?01t was only then that
Christabel looked from him to the girl with him aheér eyes widened,
startled, before they hardened and glittered ke |

'‘Good heavens—it's Donna Cowley, isn't it?'

'Hallo," said Donna with ice in her voice.

The other people with Christabel were a few fedti her, watching
smilingly. She saw a man nodding to Brodie and Brahid something

coolly polite in reply.

There were diamonds in Christabel's ears. Sheddssehead back stagily
and the jewels flashed; her laughter was just asalin

'l thought you lived abroad these days.'



'l do." Donna couldn't bring herself to pretenceliker; her hatred was too
intense. Brodie had to be passionately in love Withistabel or he would
never have forgiven her for being unfaithful to hime wouldn't be seeing
her again. Christabel had just said lightly thatas ages since she had seen
him—yet Donna knew they had been together for héasst night. She
knew Christabel was a fluent liar, but it still sked her to hear such a
smooth lie coming out of that beautiful, selfishegdy mouth.

'I'm thinking of going abroad myself," Christabaids her eyes flickering to
Brodie's stern profile and away again. 'l fancy$tates, New York. That's
where the action is, isn't it?' She laughed oversheulder at one of .the
men in her party and he smiled back eagerly. D@awathe surreptitious
glance Christabel gave to Brodie as she turned.b&te might be
pretending to talk to Donna, but what she was spyias really for Brodie's
ears. Was she threatening to leave him if he didaitry her? wondered
Donna bitterly. How would he react to that?

'‘Are you still modelling' asked Donna. 'lt's a vetyort career at the top,
isn't it?" The malice in her own voice made hett tehamed as she felt
Brodie give her a sideways look.

Christabel showed her teeth in a dazzling, hossieile. 'Darling,
modelling's only a stepping-stone to better things.

Like sleeping with rich men? Donna thought vicigudier face flushed.
She wanted to slap Christabel across her lovedyrad face, but she hung
on to her self-control.

Christabel looked her up and down dismissively. a8i\én colourful dress!
Terribly sweet, isn't it, Brodie darling?’

Donna's teeth met. Her lustrous apricot satin sdexagaudy as a marigold
next to the sophisticated black silk which clungingly to every curve of
Christabel's sexy body. Donna knew enough abold gtyguess the name
of the designer; that dress had cost the eamfadtintended less to clothe a
woman than to emphasise her sex appeal, and ostélyel it certainly did
that.



Brodie put a hand under Donna's elbow, moving cld$é must rush, I'm

afraid. Nice to see you.' He didn't look at Chi&a though, he smiled
politely at the people behind her, her friends, wiaol been curious and
silent throughout the little interlude. Dithey guess at the secret
relationship?

Angrily flushed, Donna let herself be steered prast the waiting lift. She

felt that Christabel had von that round. She showder have let herself
challenge the other woman; losing your temper viaays a mistake with

people like that.

The doors shut; they sank downwards smoothly, tyjeDonna stared at
nothing, her mind in turmoil. What had been goimgoetween Brodie and
Christabel back there? Was their affair really aves time? Or had they
been playing some complicated poker game behindgheles, a mixture
of bluff and threat? Who had been the winner?

As the lift stopped and the doors slid back Bradiked her, 'What are you
brooding over?'

‘I'm not brooding,” she denied with vehemence, imglkout into the
darkened, empty car park.

'‘No?' He sounded unconvinced, quizzical. She ighehat and walked
towards his car, her footsteps echoing in the aiacrault above and from
the solid concrete walls. Brodie kept pace withourtrying. She saw their
black shadows leaping up the dimly lit walls intiesge, manic dance.

'Why did she lie about having seen you lately?'lso&e out suddenly. ‘It
was such a silly, pointless lie!"

'‘Ah," he said with mockery in his tone, ‘it's Chalsel you aren't brooding
over—I suspected it might be.’

'What was all that about, anyway? Have you quadedigain?' She tried not
to sound hopeful. What did she care? Let him havaffair with anyone he
liked. It didn't matter to her. She despised him.



He unlocked his car and held the door open fomh#trout answering her
guestions, but as he drove up out into the lanspiget he murmured, 'It's
too complicated to explain tonight—first we havdital Gavin.'

Donna gave a rough sigh. 'If he came to London.’
'I have a hunch we'll find him at the Rambouillet.'
'If we don't?' Her voice shook a little.

"Then we'll scour London until we do find him." Bie sounded so
confident and calm. She resented it, for some reaso

'We should have followed him when he first droveagivshe said angrily.
Your car is faster than his— you could have hunghgs tail until he
stopped.’

'Or crashed," Brodie said coolly.

She looked at him, startled. He turned his darkdhead his eyes
smouldered between their jet lashes.

'Hadn't that occurred to you? Ihaddriven after him, what do you think he
would have done? Put his foot down and driven dkeadman and heaven
help anyone who got in his way. Gavin can be le ltitazy once he gets into
the sort of mood he was in tonight. | wonder howlweu know your
brother.’

He parked again a few doors down from the St Jan@ab to which they
had headed. 'Why don't you wait in the car whilgkk a look to see if he's
there?'

'I'd rather come with you,' she said belligerentlydoubt if Gavin would
leave if you asked him, but he might for me."’

'He will if | ask, too," said Brodie with a menabtat made her stiffen. 'Stay
in the car, Donna. It would be wiser. | may needge force and you'd just
get in my way.'



He got out and walked away and she hesitated, wmgdevhether to
disobey him and follow. On the whole she decided/as probably right. If
Gavin was drunk there might be a scene, whethemstsethere or not.
Whatever methods Brodie used to get her brotheobiltat club it would
be best is she didn't have to witness them.

Nervously, she watched in the driving-mirror as @eaturned into the club
entrance. It was stupid to feel guilty, as thougHheitting Brodie go there
alone she was betraying Gavin. If she thoughtfanatant that her brother
would come home if she asked him, she would hawe gothere alone, but
she couldn't get Gavin's bitter face out of herankter brother was hurt and
angry and off balance. He wouldn't listen to hdratever she said.

She didn't have to wait very long. She heard thdflecas Brodie pulled
Gavin out of the door, heard her brother's voidsedhin drunken fury.
Gavin was swearing, using words that made her wince

Brodie ignored what he was being called. He hadifGaarm twisted up
behind his back and he was propelling him alongadhd as fast as he could
in the face of Gavin's violent struggles.

Donna got out shakily and opened the rear doohefcar. Brodie thrust
Gavin inside a moment later, and Donna got a lgoiknfher brother that
made her face go white.

Brodie got behind the wheel and she sank backhetoseat. Gavin was
wrenching at the door handle, but Brodie had alyedocked it
electronically from the dashboard. Gavin was agmes. Realising that, he
slumped back, fuming, and said nothing at all asdigr drove back to the
Cowley house along the motorway at a speed thaeradna clutch at the
seat and swallow in sheer terror.

They pulled up on the drive and Brodie switchedtb# automatic door
lock. Gavin stumbled out and into the house withegiance at either of
them.



CHAPTER EIGHT

WHEN Donna visited her father next day, she was adtediso find that he
was out of bed. She stopped and stared, her athts hiooks and flowers,
and James Cowley chuckled.

"Your eyes don't deceive you!

'Do the staff know you're out of bed?' she askedhing slowly towards
him.

'Of course." He was seated in an armchair, histiboty draped in a thick
dressing-gown, maroon terry towelling, a newspapgched in one hand.

She bent and kissed his cheek. "You look so muttbrbdit this rate you'll
be coming home soon.’

'In a week or so, they tell me. They think I'm nmakgood progress. These
days, they believe in getting you out of bed asispossible. Lying in bed
for weeks just gives you bedsores and makes yaovesy slower than it
has to be.’

She laid the bunch of roses on his bed-table aodeth him the detective
stories she had brought him. 'Nice light reading/fu—that will keep your
mind active without making you agitated.’

He grimaced. 'l had a heart attack, not a braingtdy mind's fine.'

Donna looked around for another chair and saw anthé corner. She
pulled it over next to him and sat down. 'How |dmeye you been out of
bed?' she asked.

'‘About five minutes before you arrived!" he saijlgg at her. 'And I'll be
put back as soon as you've gone. The general sdimafeed me back into
ordinary life as fast as they can. They want my é&ed don't scruple to tell
me so.’'



She laughed. 'is a busy hospital!’
'‘As you say,' he agreed, nodding. 'Are those rfvees the garden?’

'Yes, | thought you'd like to have your own rosestead of hothouse
flowers.'

'‘Can | smell them?' he asked, and she got up angjbt them over to him.

He bent his head and inhaled, closing his eyes, ¥&. Shop-bought
flowers never seem to have a real scent. Theywedypthank you, Donna.
Did you pick them yourself?'

'Every one!" she said lightly. 'And got a thormy finger to prove it.' She
held out her finger, smiling, and her father staatthe tiny dark red mark,
then bent forward and kissed it.

Donna was utterly shaken. They both were, fluslaing unable to look at
each other. It was the first time her father hadlyeshown affection since
she was a very small girl. He pushed the roseshiatdands in silence and
she got up and replaced them on his bed- table.

'Where's Brodie today?' her father asked huskily.

'He went to work." Donna sat down again, her egstassly skating around
the spotless, antiseptic room. 'He hadn't beeresinc' she broke off, not
liking to say that Brodie hadn't been into the adfsince her father had his
heart attack.

‘Well, work must go on,” James Cowley said appmglyin nodding.
'‘Brodie’s got a lot on his plate at the momenkpeet he's told you.'

He hadn't asked about Gavin, and she resentedrhatr brother's behalf
and reminded her father edgily, '‘Gavin would hasme, but he isn't very
well and we thought he'd better not visit you isefe was coming down
with a cold.' It wasn't true, of course. Gavin haémerged from his room
by the time Donna was ready to leave for the haspio doubt he was
sleeping off the excesses of last night. He hadoaisly been very drunk by



the time Brodie caught up with him in the gamblahgp. It had been one in
the morning by the time they got back to the harst Donna hadn't got to
sleep until well past two. It hadn't been easyhirto get up that morning,
andshehadn't been drunk, the night before. Gavin wouttbpbly have a
head like a furred kettle this morning. She wasajer to see him again. He
was going to be in one hell of a mood.

Her father frowned. 'l don't know what to do ab@avin, and that's the
truth. I'd hoped he would get his act together soon later. He's not a fool.
There's no reason why he shouldn't do well in itme—$but he just doesn't
give his mind to it.'

Donna considered him wryly. How could you get iotiigh to him that he
was trying to force a square peg into a round hole?

'Did you ever dream about being a painter, Fatlsbeasked.

James Cowley looked amazed. 'A painter? An ayiist, nean? Good God,
no. Can't draw to save my life.'

'‘Gavin's a talented artist, did you know that?'

Her father gazed, brows heavy. 'Are you tryingeibrme he wants to be a
painter?’

'No,' she said, and he looked relieved.

'Well, thank heavens for that! You had me worried & minute. | don't
know anything about artists and | don't much careknow, either, A
ramshackle lot- live in a hand-to-mouth way, moda't mean a thing to
them. I've always had a question mark against Gé@nwas a funny child,
and he isn't much better now, either.'

'He wants to do something more with his life thasrkain an office,' Donna
said gently. 'l think he may have real talent.’



'For what? Gambling? Drinking?' Her father was vierghed and his voice
had an agitated note. She wished she had nevedsthrs discussion and
drew back at once, smiling soothingly.

'l just meant that | think there's more to Gaviarttyou realise. He'll grow
out of his wildness, I'm sure he will.'

Her father relaxed a little. 'l wish he was mokelyou,’ he grunted. 'I'm
proud of the way you've grown up. Going to Framed{ing a job, learning
the language the way you did—I was angry at flvat,as Brodie said, you
needed to be independent for a while, find out whatworld's like before
you settled down. That might have been the rightgttior Gavin to do.

Maybe | was wrong, making him come into the firrm human, | make
mistakes, like anybody else. But for goodness' ,sBkana, he's nearly
twenty-four! When is he going to stop acting likéoal?'

She had prickled at hearing Brodie quoted as dmoaty on what she did.
So that was what Brodie had told her father, wastisounded remarkably
like 'give her a little rope, then we'll pull hemdk to us'. A shiver ran down
her back. Had Brodie always intended to come d&fégrsooner or later?
How had they kept an eye on what she did? Throwghr@ Her brother had
visited her several times and she had written to, Hbut she hadn't
communicated with either Brodie of her father amelthadn't been in touch
with her. Had Brodie used the detective agency dwbeen watching her
flat the night Gavin appeared in such a startlirmy®vShe wouldn't put it
past him. It made her feel hunted to imagine hirepkeg a long-distance
eye on her for the two years she had been in Paris.

‘Talking about Paris,” she said flatly. 'I've got go back there this
weekend—a good friend of mine is getting married bpromised to be at
her wedding. So | won't see you until | get bacithEr. Next Tuesday,
probably.'

'Is Brodie going with you?' he asked, frowning.

'‘No. He'll visit you. And so will Gavin. If I'm neled, they can get in touch
with me quickly, don't worry, and | will be backptomise.'



She wouldn't have gone if her father hadn't beemsch better. Only that
morning she had remembered that she must ring ARarhe and explain
that she couldn't come back that weekend, andrihgrnMarie- Louise to
explain to her too, and wish her all the happinedbte world. But having
seen how well James Cowley looked she decidedtshddsgo to Lyons.
She could fly back from there on the Sunday, i, fabich would mean that
she would only be away for two days.

She heard the bell signal the end of the visitpegiod and got up to kiss her
father. 'I'll try to be here on Monday, how's that?

He smiled, nodding, but even when he looked chegnfiobade her wince to

see how thin and frail he had become in the lastyears. He had more
colour today, it was true. His mouth no longer tfeat blue tinge nor was his
face a deadly grey. But his neck resembled the néektortoise, wrinkled

and scaly, and his eyes were so sunken and tiratkriwg a little all the

time.

When she got back to the house it was half past ligcause she had
stopped in Saffron Walden to do some shopping ane tea in a little cafe

close to the market square. Mrs Eyre was in the palishing the table

vigorously. She looked round, smiling.

'How's your father today?'
'Much better—out of bed and reading his newspaper!

The housekeeper straightened her back. 'Well,stma#rvellous news!
Those doctors are wonderful the way they get hioklma his feet. It was
the same last time he had an attack. | really thohg'd never pull through
that one, and Gavin was so upset—well, he woulavbaldn't he? It was all
his fault, but then he and his father have alwaysglled like dog and cat.
She gave Donna a rueful smile.

Thoughtfully, Donna asked, 'How did Gavin causefatier's attack?'

'l shouldn't have spoken out of turn, it's not nugibess,' said Mrs Eyre,
looking agitated. 'lt was just another of their wargents. Your father



collapsed and was whisked off to hospital and Gaham't eat a thing for
days. He's one of those who brood over everythamy, he? A funny boy,
he always was.’

Donna went up to her room, frowning. Was that wiavi@ hadn't told her
about their father's weak heart?

Guilt? A reluctance to talk about something he ati¢felt he had caused?

She looked into his room, but it was empty, therdwide open and no sign
of her brother. When had he got up? She turned toeagk Mrs Eyre where
he was, but at that moment Brodie came out of Wis mom.

'Oh, you're back early,' she said stupidly, feehegheart flip over. He had
been gone by the time she got up that morningshedcad been expecting
him back much later. She knew that office hourseenat five- thirty, and
even if he left on time—which, being Brodie, heetgrdid—she had
worked out that it would take him several hourdeast, to get back here
from the city during the rush hour.

'l left after lunch with a client,’ he said. 'I'damaged to get through the
backlog on my desk by midday, went off to lunclgrtlirove back to have a
word with Gavin.'

'Where is he?'

'Oh, he's gone,' Brodie said coolly, walking badio ihis own room.

Donna followed, startled. ‘Gone? What do you meaoreg'

Brodie began unbuttoning his shirt. 'I'm just gotoghave a shower,' he
said. 'lt was damned hot driving back from London.’

'Where's Gavin?' Donna insisted, too agitated tcaat first what Brodie
was doing.

'He's gone to the Midlands—he'll be away for a ¢@wgf days.' Brodie
shrugged out of his shirt, and her nervous eyekedied over his smooth,



muscled shoulders, the deep tanned chest, the rowdh of black hair

growing up the centre of it, and the flatmidriffrdglie might work in an

office at a desk five days a week, but he had thvegpful body of an athlete.
In the confined space of the bedroom Donna becatarsely conscious of
that fact and backed towards the door and safety.

She swallowed an odd little lump in her throat. Kerce sounded rusty
when it finally came out. "Why?'

Brodie put a hand to the zip of his trousers. '®@analk later? I'm dying for
that shower."'

Hot-cheeked, she spun on her heel and stood witbdek to him, saying
crossly, '‘Just tell me why Gavin has gone to thdlafids. | thought we'd
agreed that he wasn't to be left alone again twtisaw this psychiatrist
friend of yours?'

She heard the zip slide and hurriedly moved evethdu away, until she
was actually in the doorway.

'Donna, you can't treat Gavin as if he were a chilthe's determined to

gamble, nothing you can do will stop him. But hd&tialone, as it happens.
One of our sales reps was going up to the Midlamdsafternoon and Gavin
went with him. George is level-headed, he knowsiGsproblem and he'll

keep a fatherly eye on him. He has a son not maahger than Gavin. He
can deal with it.'

She heard him stepping out of his trousers, andabkast to leave when
Brodie said, 'lI've made an appointment for Gavithva small private
glassworks—if they like him, they might give him apprenticeship. It's
mainly stained glass they make, but it isn't adggctit's an honest-to-God
workshop, and he could learn far more there tharever would at a
technical school.'

Donna began to turn, then remembered that he wasably naked, and
stopped, her face very flushed.

‘That's very good of you, was Gavin thrilled?' steanmered.



She heard Brodie move and tensed as his voice tameight behind her.
'He seemed excited, and he jumped at the charleaue with George. His
appointment is tomorrow morning and we'll know wiegt he's got the
apprenticeship by tomorrow night.'

'Oh, good,' she said, shakily, anxious to get anay him, but as she began
to walk off his hands caught her arms and heldhaek, pulling her against
him.

'What are you doing?' she burst out thickly, a termanning through her.

His mouth moved against her nape, his breathimgedther hair. 'Is that all
the thanks | get for going to so much trouble fourybrother?'

'l thought you wanted a shower," she mutteredcdigraware of his thighs
leaning against the back of her legs.

'It can wait," he said, his hands sliding down &ens and closing on her
waist, yet still holding her a prisoner.

''ve got a lot to do,' she protested, trying tedk free.

His hands had wandered upwards, she felt his filpgelightly brush her
breasts and that galvanised her into a real steudgybodie let her go and
laughed as she tore across the landing and slanmaelder room.

She leaned on the door, breathless, angry, hot.d4oed he maul her about
like that when he was still having an affair withriStabel Clair? Whatever
they had quarrelled about and whatever threat afig forAmerica she
had made, Donna couldn't believe their affair wasrolt had survived
Christabel's infidelity—there must be a very sesidoond between them.
Perhaps Christabel had been unfaithful to him bezd&rodie had strayed
first? That had never occurred to her until thatmmeat—but now she
thought back over the way he had acted ever sineesaw him again in
Paris and angrily bit her lip.

He had been flirting with her for days and he wasdyat it. She wouldn't
find it hard to believe he meant it when he smigdher like that. Yet she



knew he still saw Christabel—which meant that Beostasn't to be trusted.
He was deceptive; how many other woman had theza lmehis life? She
had no idea, had she?

Was that why Christabel had been unfaithful to hiba?na didn't know her
very well, but she could imagine that ChristabeiClvas a jealous woman,
capable of ruthless retaliation for a slight. Clatel wouldn't stand for any
sort of treachery from him. She was tougher thanriaacould ever be.

Brodie was a match for her, though. He was goodraitting facts,
practising sleight of hand with the truth. Aftel, &le had never told Donna
about his relationship with Christabel. Not a dyléahad passed his lips.
Her father hadn't known he was engaged to anyofteebbe met Donna,
had he?

She thought back bitterly to the first weeks aftexy met. She could have
sworn that Brodie had nothing on his mind but warld herself. Who

would have guessed that such a short time befea itiet he had been
engaged to marry another woman and, presumablyy&?

They had met at a dinner-party in this house. Ddratbjust finished college
and was uncertain what to do next, but while shéeng her mind she had
taken a job with her father's newest factory ingaesonnel department. She
had made it clear to her father that it was a temanyoob. He had never
taken much interest in her career stategy—she kingtthat was because he
didn't think girls needed careers. Her father haadld-fashioned view of
women's rights. He simply thought that girls gotrmeal and stayed at
home, unless their husband needed a little extraesntor a year or two, in
which case they worked until they could afford &wé a baby.

Donna had always intended to have a career, ia spithat. Then she had
met Brodie and her plans had dissolved. She knéwpuarse, almost at
once, that her father was eager to pair them afhes Cowley made no
secret of it. He pushed her at Brodie. She migheHhzeen furious if she
hadn't been so attracted to Brodie anyway, rigithfthat first meeting over
dinner.



It was several months before Brodie first begahimd that they should get
married, and by the time he did mention the ideari2ovas head over heels
in love. She couldn't remember a formal proposabdi just talked
casually about the future and seemed to take griamted that it would be a
future they shared. The moment when it crystallifgecher was when he
asked her where she wanted to live.

'Do you prefer the country? London would be moravemient," he said
lightly. She had breathlessly said either was fine.

A few days later as they walked past a Bond Siexe¢ller's Brodie had
stopped and looked at rings in the window. 'Anynstyou particularly
fancy?'

She hadn't expected him to go down on his kneest Whasn't the modern
way. Men today approached marriage practically; slas happy with
Brodie's casual attitude.

She had been all too ready to fall in with whateéwersuggested. Now she
despised herself—she had been so easy to get!eBhadi |lazily stretched
out his hand and she had dropped into it like @ fipit.

Just at the moment when he was bitterly angry @hhstabel he had met a
girl who could offer him what Christabel couldn't-salid gold future. He
had begun chasing her with his eyes wide open vghiéehad gone around
in a besotted dream.

She bolted her door and sat on the bed, burnirsglincontempt. What a
fool she had been! And still was—even now thatlsteaw just what sort of
man he was, she couldn't get him out of her h&ad.he know she still
cared?

If he didn't, it wasn't because she was so gobdlatg her feelings. Angrily
she faced the fact that she kept giving herselfyakaery time he came
near her she went weak at the knees. She wasleage# Christabel that
she couldn't stop herself from making a cheappugiremark, something
she would never do in normal circumstances!



She got up reluctantly and went to her wardrobentbsomething to wear.
If Gavin was away, she was going to be alone withdi, apart from Mrs
Eyre, and the housekeeper stayed in her own fleg ber work was done.
Donna couldn't ask Mrs Eyre to join them. She cointhgine the

expression on the other woman's face if she dic# Eyre thought they
were lovers again, thanks to Brodie's insistenag ttiey shouldn't tell her
the truth.

He had an ulterior motive, of course. Donna wdsnled. She knew Brodie
was plotting against her—but it wouldn't do him aggod, because this
time she wasn't going to be taken in by any osShigoth talk.

As she took a quick shower herself and changethshght uneasily about
the future. She couldn't leave her father alon&avin did get a job in the
Midlands she was going to have to give up her apaat in Paris and settle
back at home again. That meant that Brodie wouldrband all the time.

And that, in turn, meant trouble; she didn't neelp ln working that out.

Angry though she was with Brodie, she had to beefirbto him for helping
Gavin to get this chance of an apprenticeship. Babt Gavin had been
over the moon about it. She was glad he was happyit left her such a
problem! Could she bear to return to this battldfen which she had been
defeated so painfully once, knowing in her secestrhthat her weapons
were no more powerful this time, that Brodie hade ooverriding
advantage—that she was still passionately in lonie lvm?

When she had dressed in a simple green linen shath stiff white collar
and cuffs she sat in front of her dressing-tableonistaring grimly at her
reflection.

She was such a fool. Brodie must know he had hieipalm of his hand. If
she came back here, he would coolly take possestimr unless she could
come up with some strategy for keeping him permtyean bay.

Brodie tapped on her door a short time later. 'Elyse would like to have
dinner early tonight—she's visiting her sister, amdnts to get away
quickly.'



Donna went downstairs with him to eat the cold nided Eyre had put
out—melon, followed by a salad with a platter ofidcaneat, and a
gooseberry fool.

There were roses on the table from the garden—edrknes with glowing
hearts and petals like smooth skin.

'l gather your father will be coming home next weskne time,' said
Brodie. 'That's good news, isn't it? Mrs Eyre'eadty combing her recipe
books for his favourite foods.'

Donna managed a faint smile, nodding. 'He lookednsch better this
afternoon—I hardly recognised him after the waydwked the first day.'

'If Gavin's going to be away, your father will blerse here," Brodie said
casually. 'Something will have to be done about'tha

She had hardly eaten a thing. She had no app8tie felt like a mouse
which had crept into an empty bottle left in adielshe was trapped and
couldn't escape although she could see freedoanalhd her.

"You'll have to come home, Donna,' said Brodie o voice, watching
her intently, smiling.

She felt fever in her veins; a hectic iciness. tae her cornered and he
knew it. She reached out a trembling hand and g@lleose out of the vase
and began methodically shredding it; crimson pgeyatrimson petal falling
from her fingers in a passionate rain.

She couldn't answer, although she had already eléc¢aldo just that. Her
eyes stared fixedly at the tumbling petals and Bredhtched her.

"Your father can't live alone, not in his stateheflth. It's either you or
Gavin, Donna. | can't make you come home, but if gon't, Gavin won't
get his chance to escape.'

Was that why he had gone to so much trouble to @avin an
apprenticeship in the Midlands? Only then did itwrcto her that Brodie



might have done that deliberately, with the intemtof forcing her back
from France. He had a convoluted mind; it wasrslyea follow the twists
and turns of it even when you knew the motives ellopg him.

It was at that instant that she decided to leavePfris first thing in the
morning without telling Brodie she was going. Sla€ Intended to tell him
and Mrs Eyre this evening, but now she saw thsttéfwas ever to establish
her own right to make a decision, if she was ewveddfy his attempt to
manipulate and control her, she must start at ddoer, tonight, she must
make a private declaration of independence.

She was going to Paris because she chose to—shgomwason to Lyons
with her friends because she chose to. If Brodenkehe meant to go, he
would try to stop her. She knew that with uttetaiety. He would threaten,
cajole, persuade—somehow he would find a way obmitm her if he
could.

So she wouldn't give him the chance to do anyat thhe would take a leaf
out of his book—if he could be cunning and deceitso could she! She
would tell him she had a headache, in a minute,gandp to bed early. Of
course, he wouldn't believe a word of it. He wosihdile sarcastically and
think she was running away because she was sadsocbbeing alone with

him. But he wouldn't be able to stop her and bexz&eswas so confident of
winning in the end he would probably let her gaj ance she was safely in
her room with the door locked she would quietlykpadew things.

Tomorrow when he had gone to the office she woeld\ys Eyre to drive
her to the railway station and she would get thst flossible plane to Paris.



CHAPTER NINE

MARIE-LOUISE didn't look radiant—she looked positively incanckad,
thought Donna, as she watched her friend at theliwgdeception, going
from group to group in the hotel ballroom, kissitigem in the French
manner, once on each cheek for distant relativaseton each cheek for
close friends and three times on each cheek when hslgged her
grandmother, who had lent Marie-Louise the sofidgavhite veil she
wore. It was more than two hundred years old, lded, and had been made
by one of Marie-Louise's family here in Lyons. Noutht it had been pure
white when it was first made, but time had conféroa it a gentle colour
change—it was now a yellowing ivory. Among its felgleamed pearls and
tiny white roses, the coronet holding it in place.

The wedding had been very long and very beaut#udung mass with a
choir hidden somewhere and a haunting echo of tteétes coming back

from the high roof of the mediaeval church. Lookiunqgvards, Donna had
seen angel faces among the dark wooden beamsdcgitded cherubs

flying over their heads. The sun had shone thraamtient stained glass,
colouring the faces of the congregation. Marie-lsets voice had sounded
unfamiliar, husky, uncertain, but there was nothungsure about her
now—she blazed with happiness.

"You look wistful,cherie' remarked Alain, leaning over to smile at Donna.
'Sorry, do 1?' She had been trying to smile forreawow. It wasn't easy
because she envied Marie-Louise so much. It mustdselerful to be so
secure in your love; to feel no doubts, no anxset® pangs of jealousy.
'Would you like to be getting married?’

'Is that a proposal?'

Alain laughed, putting up both hands in Gallic loorfAh, no,cherid | am

not the marrying type, but you, | think, are." iglsting eyes watched her
thoughtfully. 'Yes, | think so.’



'Most people are, sooner or later," shrugged Donna.
"This is true, but | am not most people," Alairdsaith grateful fervour.

An hour later they danced together and almost bdnmt® Marie-Louise
and her husband as Alain swirled Donna around,fuleskirts of her
strawberry- pink dress flying up in rustling layers

'Having a good time?' Marie-Louise asked over h&sbland's shoulder,
winking.

Terrific!'

It was odd, but Donna already felt that Marie-Lewsgas different—from
now on their lives would be totally separated, theght keep in touch, but
it would never be the same again. Marie-Louise wobhve other
preoccupations, other friends, other things omhied. A wedding was the
end as well as a beginning; one of the great dévaddife.

They had a chance for a talk a little later whenribtaouise and Jean-Paul
stopped dancing and came to sit at the same fdlblee-Louise sent Alain
off to dance with another girl in the party andsééher new husband away,
smiling at him.

'Go and talk to your mother! She is all alone. hivia talk to Donna.’

Jean-Paul kissed her nose. 'Okaygnonne!Don't forget, we leave in half
an hour!

‘As if | would!

'When women start talking they forget everythidgtan-Paul grinned and
went off, however, and Marie- Louise smoothed Haskveil with a tender
hand.

'Marriage is exhausting—it will take me a montlgét over it. | don't know
whether I'm on my head or my heels—I seem to haea lbushing about for
days now.’



"You look good on it,;" Donna said affectionatelgmileng back at her. "It
obviously suits you.'

Her friend laughed. 'Yes, | think so." Her facedme a little more serious.
'‘But tell me,cherie—what is this about your father being very ill? iil¢old
me a while ago. I'd no idea! Is it very serious?"

'He's recovering a little, but he has a weak hdadnna answered soberly,
and told her about the events of the past weekotight for a while that |

wouldn't get to your wedding, in fact, but he wasrmsuch better that |

thought | would risk it. | left the name and phanember of the hotel here
with the hospital and my father's housekeeperaoftlanything did happen
they could reach me quickly, but in any case I'eeidkd to fly back early
tomorrow morning. I'm sorry to miss the fun Alaindathe others are
organising for tomorrow, but I think | ought to detck.’

Marie-Louise nodded. 'Of course. You must be veoyrigd. It was good of
you to come all this way when you had so much am yeind.' She leaned
over and kissed Donna lightly on both cheeks. "Khgwu for the lovely

silver fruit bowl. We will cherish it.'

'‘And you'll keep in touch?"

'Without fail." Marie-Louise looked at her thoughity. ‘And what will you
do now? You won't stay in Paris, if your fathesasill?"

'No, I think I'll have to go home to live," Donngraed, sighing.

It is a pity, | know how much you enjoyed Paris-dt Eamily is family.'
Donna smiled ruefully. 'How true!

She didn't confide in Marie-Louise all the otheolems on her mind. It

wasn't something she wanted to talk about, andst the time or place for
such confidences, anyway.



Marie-Louise eyes twinkled. 'Alain will be very digpointed. He's always
fancied you and he probably thought he had a chianget you alone for a
while!"

Donna laughed. 'Too bad for Alain! He'll survivénefe are plenty of other
fish in the sea for Alain.’

The party continued for a long time after the brictauple had left on their
honeymoon. The band went on playing, the dancenst wa dancing,
people went on drinking and talking at the tables Jome hours until
gradually they drifted away in groups of two ordé@ror more, saying
goodbye to Marie-Louise's parents before they slibpway.

'l think we ought to go," Donna murmured to Alagtancing at her watch
and seeing that it was gone ten o'clock. 'If I'mfljoback to London
tomorrow, | ought to get to bed quite early.’

He made a wry face. 'The night's still young! lugbt we'd go on to dance
somewhere after we left here.'

The others in the group nodded cheerfully. 'Go@aid.et's do that!'
'l can't,’ said Donna.

They tried to persuade her for a few more minu#¥e. may not see you for
a long time! One last evening—come on, Donna!’

'Weddings depress me," Alain said mournfully, logkquite lugubrious, his
eyes dark circles in his ugly-attractive face €éd cheering up!

Donna laughed at him. 'I'm sure someone will da! tGme of your little
flies!

Their friends rocked with laughter. 'Mr Frog and Hittle flies," they
chorused. 'Yes, one will come buzzing around ydaim

He gazed coaxingly at Donna. 'But | want you to eeAjust tonight, one
evening together, just us, Donna.'



'I'd have loved to, but | can't, Alain, not tonigBbme other time we'll have
dinner together and talk or whatever.' His friet®ted softly, but she
ignored them, concentrating on Alain's reproaclefpression. 'lt's been
such a scramble to get here for the wedding anddad on my feet. | must
get some sleep tonight.’

He shrugged resignation. 'Okay—but I'll see youkbtcthe hotel." He
looked at the others, grinning at their amusedesgons. 'You can go on to
the disco club. I'll find you there later.'

'Much later?' they enquired wickedly.

Donna gave them a dry, irritated look. She knew twtiey were
thinking—that Alain would stay with her for a fevolrs. If that was what
Alain had in mind he could think again!

On the way back to the hotel, though, she realidath had no motive in
taking her back there except to make sure sheearcgarefully. As soon as
they were alone his manner lapsed into ordinargnttiness. His
persistence with her had been purely for the beoéhis friends—and his
own reputation.

It must be a bore having to live up to that, sleugiht. Poor Alain; did he
feel tired every time he saw a woman?

With her, at least, he could talk of other thinggeeks, plays, films. The
subject of sex didn't enter into their murmuredwaosation.

When they got to the hotel, Alain came with hetha lift up to the floor on
which they both had rooms. Outside her room he heatdher unlock the
door and switch on the light, then kissed her oth lobheeks, holding her
shoulders, as if she were a soldier getting a nfedalravery and he were a
general.

'Don't forget usgherie.I'm going to miss you—you'll keep in touch? You'll
write now and then?'

She nodded, smiling up at him. 'Of course, if yomtite back.'



'l don't have your home address," he said. 'Will give it to me tonight—if
you don't remember to write to me | can remind you!

She laughed and opened her bag to find a penciaper. Alain came into
the room and closed the door with his foot; theHatidn't click and she had
no worries that he might be planning to stay. edtpolitely watching her
begin to scribble down her home address.

His friends would never believe that their relagbip was platonic! She
might well have smiled cynically at the notion Heshad been told that
Alain's friendship with any other woman was purasexual. The trouble
with men was that their ego formed their idea entiselves and everyone
else accepted that self-image. Alain wanted to lsaxeputation as a great
lover—or had done when he was younger. Now he wasdbwith it but
couldn't shake it off. It had once been a halo dolis head—now it was a
millstone round his neck. Poor Alain!

She handed him the piece of paper and he glanctt address before
folding it and sliding it into his wallet.

'Have a safe trip back to England tomorrow," hd,d4arning to the dooAu
revoir, petite.l hope your father is much better when you get&om

The hotel was half empty, as they had noticed whey arrived, and now it
was very still and silent, presumably all the otgaests were either out
enjoying themselves or fast asleep, so they kepir thioices down
discreetly, murmuring to each other in soft French.

'‘Goodnight, Alain." said Donna, kissing his che&kave a good time
tonight.'

He grimaced. 'l don't know why | do it." The dotwal partially open now.
He turned to go saying, '‘But | suppose | must fbanothers or they'll think
the worst.' His eyes held a faint amusement. Hke hodd of the door. ‘Now
you can get to bed,' he said teasingly, and atsbednd someone pushed
against the door violently and Alain tumbled backdgataking Donna with
him. Instinct made her grab at him to save herfgdlihg. Alain collided



with the wall of her room, a stunned expressiomhigrsallow face. He threw
his arms round her, grunting as if winded. 'Are p&ay, cherie?'

'What ..." she began, looking round at the door.
'Some drunk, | suppose,’ Alain said in Frenchidme disgusted.

Donna was staring at the man framed in the doorlwayface first white,
then scalding red.

'T'll deal with him," Alain assured her, gently fsimg her to one side so that
he could square up to Brodie Fox. He had seen leiford, but he didn't
appear to have recognised him this time.

Donna couldn't move or speak; she was too horrifi#tiat was Brodie
doing here?

‘M'sieur, please leave before | call the hotel securityd #dain in clipped
French.

'l want to talk to you," Brodie told Donna in Ergflithat had icicles on it.
Alain's head swung back to her, brows risi@herie.You know him?"
Flushed, she began to say, 'Yes, he . ..’

'Get your boy-friend out of here before | spoil fase!" Brodie cut across
her stammered explanation.

Alain's eyes narrowed on his face. 'lI've seen hafiore, | think? Yes? In
Paris at the Ritz, that was the man you were diniitig?"

Half angry, half upset. Donna said, 'I'm sorry, iAdayou'd better go, I'll
have to talk to him.’

He gave one of his wry little shrugs. 'Are you sywe want tocherie?'



'Whether she wants to or not, she's going to," iBredid in Alain's own
tongue, investing the French with considerable bite

Alain considered him without seeming very impresset# looks rather
bad-tempered,' he said to Donna as if Brodie cduldrderstand him, in
spite of the fact that he must now realise thadiralid.

'"You had better believe it,' grated Brodie throbghteeth, Then he turned
on Donna with a violence that made her jump. 'Gatdut of here before /
do!

'‘M'sieur your manners leave much to be desired," Alainwélienormous
dignity, drawing himself up to his full height bedmpletely failing to look
any more impressive beside Brodie's six feet ofaleagspower.

'I'm not wasting any more time on him," Brodie sdij curling, taking a
long stride towards him.

Donna leapt between them as Alain immediately &eaneet whatever
Brodie meant to do.

‘That's enough! How dare you come bursting in hrewing your weight
around?'

'l am not scared of hintcherie,'Alain told her, dancing on his toes with his
fists up. 'Let him try to hit me! | learnt to bokschool.’

'No, | don't want any fighting in here—Alain, yoetter go now. Don't
worry about me, | can handle him." She hoped hereveounded a little
more confident than she felt. She suspected it'tditom the searching
look she got from Alain.

"You think so? It doesn't look like it to me! Béithat's what you want, I'll be
in my own room across the corridor—if you need yog} only have to call.'

Brodie was listening, his brows black and drawnvablois glittering eyes.
Donna ignored him and smiled waveringly at Alain.



‘Thank you. I'll remember.’

Alain nodded and gave Brodie a long stavksieur,upset Donna and you'll
have me to deal with.’

Brodie didn't bother to answer him; he merely ssthivordlessly, holding
the door open in a very pointed fashion. Alain weant, bristling, and
Brodie slammed the door after him.

'How dare you behave like this to a friend of minB@nna burst out,
trembling with anger.

'Friend?’ Brodie laughed shortly.

'What are you doing in Lyons, anyway? You must Hallewed me here.’
She was only just beginning to think clearly andaag of alarm flashed
across her face. 'My father . ..?'

'He's still holding his own—not that that bothecgaiymuch, or you wouldn't
have come over here to meet your boy-friend!

'Don't shout at me!" said Donna coldly, eyeing iith resentment. It was a
relief to know that her father wasn't any worse, dnce she had taken that
in she found her mind filling with other, just amient, feelings. Who did
Brodie think he was? What made him believe he hadright to put her
actions under some sort of moral microscope? Shembered Christabel
Clair with mounting fury and bitter dis- tate—Bredias a hypocrite. If he
thought he could walk in here and sit in judgemamther he was quite
wrong.

'How could you do it?" Brodie demanded, lookinghat as though he
couldn't believe his eyes. 'You came here with funthe weekend—is he
your lover?'

'Mind your own business!

'It is my business,' Brodie ground out almost withenclenching his teeth.



'Oh, no, it isn't!"

'Damn you, | tell you it is!" shouted Brodie, madgiher uneasily conscious
of the stillness of the hotel around them. Alainwdohave heard that from
his room. She didn't want him coming back. Brodaswn the sort of mood
where he might do anything, and Donna didn't warfirtd herself being

turned out of the hotel in the middle of the nightbeing taken off to the
Lyons police station in a pair of handcuffs.

'‘Be quiet!" she hissed. 'How dare you come intaooyn kicking up a scene
like this! | didn't ask you in here and | don't wgou anywhere near me, so
get out!

He took a step closer and bent, his face a threat éhough he didn't
actually touch her.

Have you slept with that Frenchman?'

Scarlet, Donna slapped his face.

Brodie's head went back with the impact, a hotthappearing on his cheek
where she had made contact. For a second Donnghthbe was going to
hit her back, then he took hold of her shouldes strook her violently.
‘That's no answer! Tell me the truth!

'It's all the answer you're going to get! What tigb you think you have to
guestion me about my private life? You haven't twld anything about
yours, have you? And mine is a damn sight lessteyeahat yours!

He didn't let go of her, ignoring her furious stgleyto get free.

'I'm trying not to lose my temper!" he said, ane daughed in angry
disbelief at this fantastic statement.

'What?'



'‘But | want the truth,’ Brodie went on, ignoringthoo. He appeared to be
breathing as if he had just done an hour's joggkigswer me!'

'Why should 1?" Donna threw back, and that seencethet a strategic
mistake, like pouring petrol on a fire, becausedddroke out even more
angrily.

'How could you let him come anywhere near you?Mdise thickened with
rage; he shook her with such force that her hawv fall over the place;
covering her eyes. 'lI'd like to kill you!

Donna peered at him throuh the strands of hairstoenach clenching at the
way he said that. If she hadn't known what a pldediar and hypocrite he
was, she might almost have believed he meant that.

'Donna,' he said huskily, the faintest softeningigvoice. 'You're torturing
me—tell me the truth. Why did you come here to nibat fellow? You
aren't in love with him, you can't be.’'

'Why can't I?' she asked rhetorically. 'Alain's@rman.’

Brodie made a grating, grinding noise with hislieet

‘A lot of women are in love with Alain,’ said Dondafiantly.

"You must be joking! That ugly little creep?'

'He has to fend them off with judo,' Donna saidwah angry triumph.

Brodie's expression was incredulous. 'l don't belie—but even if it's true,
| can't believe thagoufancy him.’

'Why shouldn't 1?"

'‘Because . .." Brodie's voice broke off, deeperivigu know very well why,
Donna. You belong to me.’

She went white, shaking. 'Oh, no, | don't. | hae\tery sight of you.'



'‘No," he said fiercely. His hands flew up to fraher face. He bent and
kissed her mouth with a passion that made her bpexd his lips hot and
insistent, refusing to let her pull away until bedy weakened and her own
emotions undermined her resistance. Her eyes clased her fingers
gripped his shoulders, her head sinking back utiaeforce of his kiss.

When Brodie lifted his head again she was dizzy anmk with
self-contempt. She had been so determined nat hinteget to her this time.
She knew only too well what lay behind his pursdiher to France, why he
was so angry at the very idea that she shoulddmather man attractive.
Brodie didn't care whether she slept with Alaimot—all that worried him
was his own future with her father's firm if he tanit persuade her to marry
him. He wanted her half of the family shares, heting power in the
company. He didn't want her personally at all. ideer had—it had always
been Christabel he really loved, if he could loagane.

He looked down at her, a smile curving his mouthsraéle of complacency,
triumph, self-congratulation, she thought, hatiimg.His eyes had a drowsy
excitement, his face was darkly flushed—if she Hakimown better she
might have believed that Brodie was in the grigmiotions as strong as her
own.

But the truth was that Brodie had forced her tadyeherself, and he was
cock-a-hoop about it.

'We'll get married right away, before your fathemes out of hospital. He
couldn't stand the excitement of wedding arrangespénwould be much
wiser to make his mistake the real thing withouhleang to tell him.’

Donna went ice-cold, swallowing on a hard lump er throat. ‘No!" she
whispered. He thought he had won, didn't he? Butdeegoing to find how
wrong he was! For once in his all-conquering carBesdie Fox was going
to suffer a defeat—and at her hands!

He looked at her mockingly. 'Yes, Donna,' he saiftlys eyes gleaming
with total assurance. '‘Don't waste any more oftioue with arguing.’



"You really must think I'm stupid!" she broke oitDo you think I've

forgotten Christabel Clair? | haven't. I'm not sh@ryou with her, any more
than she wants to share you with me. You'd bewe¢rntgnto your head,
Brodie! You're never going to marry me!’



CHAPTER TEN
BRODIE stared at her attentively. 'Christabel?' he echoed

Don't pretend you don't know what | mean! You ik lsaving an affair

with her—you admitted it the other day. She rang sd you went out to
meet her and didn't come back all night, and wheaidl you | knew you

didn't even deny it!'

'l told you | was out most of the night, | didrétysl'd been with Christabel.'
'It was Christabel who rang you. | talked to herself—I know it was her."

He walked over to a chair and sat down, stretchisgong legs with an
impatient sigh. 'Sit down, Donna.'

I'mnot. ..

'Sit down!" His voice cracked like a whip and shiffened in shock and
affront. But perhaps it might be wiser to humounhhis once because he
was frowning in a way which alarmed her, and anyvsaig wanted to hear
his explanation. She had no intention of believangord of it. She knew
what a liar and a cheat he was. But she might dislisten. Calmly, with
dignity, she walked to the bed and sat down onfuhest end of it, far
enough away from him to be able to move fast iftdwk a step in her
direction. A bed wasn't the safest place to be wymnwere alone with
Brodie Fox.

He watched her, frowning. 'When | told you why dke off my engagement
to Christabel in the first place, there was onedrtgnt piece | left out of my
story.'

She threw a barbed look at him. 'l noticed.'
'Don't interrupt!" he snapped. 'You want to hearwinole story—I'm going

to tell you the whole story, but | don't want yauerrupting every two
seconds.' He ran a hand over his dark hair. "Wvase1? Oh, yes, | didn't



tell you the name of the man Christabel had anraffith—you know him
and...’

' know him?' Her voice died away as Brodie fixad@nacing glitter on her.

'What did | just tell you? You've thrown me off irgck again. You can say
whatever you like when I've finished telling yowtluntil then for heaven's
sake, shut up!

'No need to shout!" she muttered. 'Well, go on!

‘Thank you," he said through his teeth. 'l did@hwthe story getting around
for his wife's sake—and he has a couple of kidighibmised him | wouldn't
tell a living soul. Give me your word you won'tltahyone, Donna.’

'l promise | won't," she said frowning.
He watched her uncertainly, then said, 'lIt was Rend.’'

Her jaw dropped.Tom?'She couldn't believe it. Tom's wife, Jinny, was so
pretty, a charming girl with kind, direct eyes amtbvely smile. They had
two children and had always seemed so happy. Doadalways preferred
Jinny to Tom who was slightly boring; a rather paup man with an
inflated idea of his own importance, interestednothing but his own
success and his own view of the world, it had sektmd&er. Donna found it
difficult to believe that Tom Reed would have afaafwith anyone, let
alone Christabel. He simply wasn't the type. Hen'tideem to Donna to
have the imagination to be unfaithful.

'l told you | broke his nose—didn't you notice Tembse is out of true? It
never set properly.'

She suddenly realised that dgh&d noticed Tom's nose, although she had
never connected Tom with the man Brodie had hadylat fith over
Christabel. At that party, in Tom's house, shes®ckral times caught sight
of his nose and had wondered if he had brokeraitipdy rugger the way a
friend of Gavin's had. It had looked like that—anrpuon the end of it and a
distinct twist to the right.



'l did wonder how he'd broken his nose,' she dawlg. 'l decided it was
probably rugger.’

'No, it was me," said Brodie with a sort of grinisfaction.

‘That doesn't prove anything," Donna threw at Hiou can tell me any
story you like—how do | know it's the truth? Fof lsdknow Tom Reed did

break his nose playing rugger and barely knows stityel." She fixed

Brodie with a cynical smile. 'If he was the manywdid you see so much of
him once you knew? | didn't pick up any hint thatiyhad anything against
him. At the time, | thought he was your best friend

'He had been,’ Brodie told her curtly. 'l stood fgtiuer to his little boy. I'm

fond of Jinny, she's a very nice girl. After | falrout about Tom and
Christabel, | had an almighty row with him, asltitgou. | didn't see him for
weeks, but we do business together, we belongdoséime clubs—if |

played golf, I'd see Tom. If | went for a drinkg ee him at the bar. |
couldn't just cut him off without a lot of gossipdawithout hurting Jinny's
feelings. Gradually it dawned on me that it wasi§thbel who was to

blame, not Tom. He isn't the type to wreck his mage over another
woman, he loves his kids. We met and had a fewkdramd he swore he'd
never see Christabel again, it was over, so ..sltlegged at her.

Donna stared. 'But she was at Tom's and Jinnytg!par
Brodie fixed hard eyes on her. 'And that's whene iy@t her, isn't it?"
She nodded.

"Tom told me that the other night." His smile wasg The night Christabel
rang urgently needing to talk to me—she needed ely. Tom had been at
her place that evening and had collapsed. He wablirzg, delirious, she
couldn't get any sense out of him and he obviooslydn't drive himself
home. Christabel thought he might be dying—she'tishow what to do. |
went there and found Tom with a raging temperatsoé put him in my car,
wrapped in a blanket. He was stark naked—Christahéh't been able to
get his clothes back on him. So | took Tom to apltal told them he'd
collapsed in the bath at the club after playingastu | think they believed



it—but it was Jinny | wanted to convince, of coursiead to make the story
convincing. | stayed long enough at the hospitdirtd out that Tom had
pneumonia, a viral kind, they said. Comes on sulgdeith a gallop, he'd
probably caught it from someone. They said he way Ul indeed and
might have pleurisy. They were scathing about pepfdying sports when
they are obviously ill. Once | knew Tom wasn't mmediate danger, |
drove to his house to see Jinny. | thought | otiglve there when she heard
the news. She was quite calm, actually, but shdedai® go to Tom, she
insisted on staying at the hospital all night. idesther had to drive over
from the other side of London, so | said I'd stathie house until the mother
arrived so that Jinny could go at once. The madiiér't get there until gone
midnight, and by the time | got back to your hoiiseas nearly three.’

Donna believed the story. It was too circumstaribdbe invented—it was
easy enough to check, after all. There were tooym#émer people involved
for it to be a lie—he couldn't get the hospitalbiack him up in a lie, or
Jinny's mother.

'So Tom hadn't stopped seeing Christabel," shestaidy.

Brodie's face was angry. 'He'd lied to me. He dlidnbw what he was
saying the night he collapsed, he kept on talkmnttis funny rambling way,
and | found out a lot of things—for instance, hoauycame to meet
Christabel. She engineered that, twisted Tom'starget him to invite her.
It was the last thing he wanted to do—he was tediéf Jinny finding out
what was going on. But Christabel blackmailed hmto ietting her come to
his party—she suggested that Tom told Jinny she am@sof his firm's
clients. Jinny was rather amused to hear that antmgel was investing with
Tom's help. It didn't dawn on her that there wasraore to it, of course. As
far as Jinny knew, she had the perfect marriage.’

Donna winced at the bite of his voice. 'Poor Jihny!

'Yes.' Brodie got up from the chair and came owerards her. Donna was
suddenly nervous of him again. She didn't likelttwd in his eyes.

‘That night was the first time I'd seen Christabeiwo years,' Brodie told
her in a crisp, insistent tone, sitting down nexhér on the bed.



Donna shrank back against the pillows. 'And alt rme Tom must have
been going on with the affair. How could he do tiealinny?' Although she
was nervous about having Brodie so close to her,vehs angry, too. If
Jinny found out how would she feel?

'How could he do that?' she said again.

'‘God knows," Brodie said tersely. 'l was so angaynost felt like telling
Jinny, smashing the whole thing wide open. Sherdbdeserve a guy like
Tom. | felt pretty furious with him about the wag'tl lied to me, but | knew
Jinny would be totally shattered. | couldn't tetirhMaybe | should have
done, | don't know—all | do know is, | couldn't.’

'Oh, no, you couldn't! Donna agreed. 'But it ddesgem fair that he should
get away with it. Years of lying and cheating! Almel knew Christabel had
deliberately gone out of her way to break up out'.She stopped, eyes
meeting Brodie's.

'Yes,' he said softly, dangerously. 'l finally fauaut from Tom that | had
him and Christabel to thank for that. It seemebdamn his conscience, he
kept talking about it while he was delirious. Toldm justice, | think Tom's
so obsessed with Christabel that she can make ummp ghrough hoops.
He's such a very ordinary fellow; not too brightseme ways, a careful
plodder more than a genius. He's always done ¢ things all his life.
Worked hard, been a good husband and father, ar pdf the
community—in the beginning | think he had a liftiag with Christabel out
of sheer boredom. Just for once he wanted to vgedrously. And then he
got hooked. He couldn't give her up. | don't kndwd call it love; it's too
feverish for that. Tom's addicted, that's all.’

He looked at her, and Donna felt suddenly very spedhere was a
warning glitter in his eyes.

She looked away, swallowing, 'You'd better go—vésy late and | have to
get up in the morning to fly back to London.’

'I've told you the truth. | could use a little tnufrom you in return," said
Brodie, ignoring that. 'What's going on between gad that Frenchman?’



She kept her eyes down. 'We're friends, that's all.

‘Just good friends?' he sounded sarcastic; he oslyididn't believe her.
She looked up defiantly. 'That's all! We aren'tehalone—we came in a
party of eight. A friend of ours got married heoeldy, we've been at the
reception. The others went out dancing afterwandsAdain wanted me to
go, but | said | had to get an early night so Ive se back to the hotel. He
was going to join the others later.’'

'‘And he doesn't fancy you?' drawled Brodie dishaligly.

‘Alain has a different woman every day of the wegé.has incredible sex
appeal, but he's rather tired of it, poor Alaim & friend, there's never been
anything else between us."

'He has sex appeal?' Brodie's brows rose in daHear 'You're kidding!"
You aren't a woman!" Donna said drily.

‘That's true,' he murmured, smiling. 'Want me wvprit?"

She shifted further away. 'l wish you'd get off bed! And leave!

'We still have a few things to discuss,' he samllgavithout budging.

'We don't have anything to discuss!'

'Why didn't you tell me that you were coming to bgoto a friend's
wedding? Why did you just leave?"

'l told my father and Mrs Eyre—and left my addrésse in case of
emergency!

"You didn't tell me," he underlined with a flick tfose cool eyes. 'Why,
Donna?"



'Why should 1? | don't have to tell you anythingh ka free agent. | can come
and go as | choose!" He might have convinced redrite wasn't having an
affair with Christabel, but she still didn't beleeyhe wanted to marry her
because he loved her. He wanted her father's fianshe was the quickest
way to get it.

"You wanted to make me jealous!" he accused.

Her face was hot. 'l didn't! | didn't tell you wieelr was going because |
thought you might try to stop me.’

"You knew | wouldn't like the idea of you joiningat Frenchman at Lyons
for a weekend, you mean!'

' mean that | didn't want all the hassle | knesvdet if | told you | was
coming back to France.'

'It comes to the same thing. You knew | wouldn'tdzehappy at the idea of
you spending time with another man!'

'I've been doing that for the past two years andhaven't known anything
about it!

His face stiffened. 'Has there been anyone elsen@®

She couldn't quite meet the probe of his eyes.dgh&t want to admit that
there hadn't; that would give him too much to cadvout.

He suddenly caught her chin in one hand and tipy@edhead back to make
her look at him.

'l love you, Donna,' he said huskily.

She felt a deep, fierce pain inside her chest. 'tiento me! You want my
father's firm, not me!'

'I've gotyour father's firm," he said harshly.



Donna's body jerked in shock. She stared at hirablento ask what he
meant. His face was grim and taut; all anglesjavisclenched, his mouth
hard, his eyes fixed on her.

'I've had it for nearly three years," he said dhoht bought a number of
shares before | joined the firm. I've been addmt¢hem since and when |
realised | wanted to marry you | suggested that yather sell me enough
shares to give me control. There was never anytigmes Gavin being able
to run the company. Not merely because his hedlttirsit, but because he
simply hasn't got the right sort of mind. Gavin Iousinessman—your
father knew that. When | told him | was going torngg/ou, he agreed to sell
the block of shares you were going to inherit anywée didn't see why |
was doing it until | pointed out that | didn't waamhyone to think | was
marrying you to get those shares.'

She bit her lower lip, very shaky. 'Why didn't yiall me?'

'l would have done—those shares were going to bevedygling present,’ he
said shortly.

Donna closed her eyes. 'Oh, Brodie, you fool!"

'Yes, | must have been a fool to think you'd tiegt,' he said with a dry
anger. 'l believed you loved me enough to marrywiteout knowing for

certain that | didn't want the firm. You never seehto doubt it until you
met Christabel. Everything was fine until then, but of that clear blue sky
you hit me like a hurricane and before | knew wivas happening you'd
gone.'

'‘But you didn't come after me, explain.'

'Explain what? | didn't know you'd found out ab@itristabel. You didn't
tell me why you suddenly turned against me, rememxu just told me

you hated the sight of me and left, and after kthegs you said about me |
was in such a state of shock that it was weeksrédfstarted thinking

clearly.'

'‘But you must have wondered.’



'Of course | damned well wondered! | went crazynigyto work out what

had gone wrong between us. Your father and | taikeder and he said he
thought you were probably just too young to thifknarriage yet. He said |
should leave you alone for a year or so, give yme tto have some fun,
experiment a little.' He paused, looking at heedily. 'Did you?'

'In some ways,' she said, looking down.
'What ways?' His voice thickened and she glancedith her lashes at him.

'l learnt a lot of French, discovered how to cogét to know Paris very
well," she shrugged casually, knowing she was angdyim.

'Stop playing games! You know what | meant!" hepgzd, moving closer
and watching her like a cat at a mousehole. 'Hagtheen anyone else?'

'No," she said, half smiling.

'Itisn't funny,’ Brodie gritted fiercely, grippirtger shoulders. 'Don't laugh at
me, damn you!

"Two years is a long time to wait,' she said, fegthe tension of his fingers
with a certain satisfaction. 'Why didn't you coroePfaris to find me?’

'Frankly, because there hadn't been a sign froni geuold her in brusque
impatience. 'l have my pride. | wasn't chasing ygou really couldn't care
less. | thought if you cared, you'd come home spontater and then I'd be
able to tell.’

Tell what?'

He shook her briefly. 'Tell whether I'd be wastmg time to try again,' he
said curtly. 'When your father started having thesart attacks | wanted to
get in touch, but he didn't want you brought bamktiiat, and none of them
was grave enough to warrant ignoring what he daithey had become
really serious, | would have felt | had to disoltew. It wasn't until Gavin

bolted and | guessed he'd gone to you that | fatbwim, and had a good
excuse for seeing you.'



Donna looked teasingly through her lashes. 'Exciseffelt you needed
one?'

'Of course | did! | didn't want you thinking | wasllowing you to Paris
because | couldn't live without you.'

'You're an idiot," she said, slipping her arms wbhis neck.
He looked down into her half-closed, smiling eyeam?"'

'How was | ever to know you really did love me duystayed away from
me?'

‘There is that,' he accepted drily, his arms rdwerdvaist, pulling her closer.
'‘But it works both ways. How was | to know how yfelt when you lived it
up in Paris and seemed to have forgotten | existed?

' hadn't,’ she said softly, staring at the pasgi®curve of his mouth.
'No?' His mouth came closer.
'l tried, but I couldn't," she whispered as it toed her.

'Darling," muttered Brodie, kissing her with a hanghat shook her to the
depths. He pulled her down on the bed, holdingsberghtly it wasn't easy
to breathe. 'l love you so much,' he said, kiseggneck. 'l can't begin to tell
you! | wondered if I'd still feel the same wheraixsyou again—two years is
a long time, as you said, and although | hadngdtien you | wondered if |
loved what | remembered rather than the real §ien | saw you in the
doorway of that apartment and | knew it was aliead as the floor under my
feet.’

She laughed, touching his cheek tenderly with caedh 'Brodie, | don't
believe it—you're a romantic under all the steel &imt. And | thought you
were just a businessman!'

'‘Business is romantic,’ he said, grinning. 'Gaviats young and crazy to
realise how romantic it is to make windows for petsgphouses, but you're



no fool, Donna. You must understand! Every timevepasta new housing
estate I look at all those gleaming new windows thimik ... we made some
of that!"

She kissed him. 'No wonder my father thinks theshines out of you! You
think just like him!'

He stroked her hair, his face sober. 'Will you mane, Donna?’
'Yes, please,’ she said, throwing pretence to thdswy

He kissed her again, slowly, deeply. 'I'll make yayppy.'

'We'll make each other happy,’ she corrected, andi& laughed.

'Yes, that's what | meant. One thing, though, iviGaloes take this job in
the Midlands your father will be alone in that dagmeat house.’

'I'd forgotten Gavin's interview—how did it go?'eshsked.

‘They seemed to like him, and he certainly flippeer the work they're
doing. They offered him the apprenticeship and &e to let them know
Monday. The one problem bothering him was youreattBrodie looked
uncertainly at her. 'How do you feel about livingttwhim after we're
married?"

'As long as you're there | don't mind where we,liske said. '‘And | couldn't
leave my father alone—you're right. I'd alreadylised | was going to have
to come back home if Gavin left. I'd booked on torow's plane and | was
going to wind up my affairs in Paris in due course.

'You mean | wasted my energy rushing after you lkis? You were
coming home anyway tomorrow?"

Donna made a face at him, knowing he was teaseaing the happiness in
his eyes, the lines of content in his face.



‘At least you made yourself clear, at last,’ shd.s&here are no more
secrets, are there, Brodie?'

'One or two," he said silkily, pulling her down tre bed again. 'But they
aren't going to be secrets for much longer, darlixgm now on we're not
going to hide anything from each other.’

A thought flashed through her mind as she curvetinag him. '‘But where
did you get the money to buy the block of familyasds?' she asked, and
Brodie groaned.

'Didn't | tell you? I inherited my uncle's moneyt@matically when he died.
He didn't make a will, he wouldn't have wanted méave it, but as | was
his only living relative | got it all the same, atthough he didn't intend it,
he's responsible for bringing us together.' He hadgdrily. 'He'd be furious
if he knew!'

'Maybe he'd be pleased,' she protested. 'Give lenbénefit of the doubt.'

Brodie eyed her through his lashes.ydfu'd given me that, we wouldn't
have wasted two years.'

'I'm sorry, darling, I'm sorry," she whispered, trid@, kissing his ear and
moving on to his neck, her teeth softly grazingdkis.

Brodie's hands explored and she shivered with pteaser eyes closing.
Very soon there would be no hiding-place, no pretsr—only the intimacy
and honesty of love.



