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"Don't encourage him," her mother told her

But the advice had come too late. Savanna Banswdtalready committed
to the devastating and wealthy Jago Kindersleyingder face on a fashion
magazine, he had followed her to the Caribbeamdsknd determinedly
wooed and won her. Savanna never had a chance.

The bewitched Savanna, head over heels in lovehinth had needed little
persuasion. Yet, deep down, she knew that her mgithstinct was right.

It was all too perfect. There just had to be a ffmewhere!



CHAPTER ONE

IN the scurrying crowd of commuters who streamedhaffeight-thirty train
when it drew into one of London's mainline stationsa frosty morning in
February, Savanna Bancroft caught the eye because, in flat- heeled
shoes, she was as tall as most of the men aroundalier than some of
them.

When she was wearing high heels, a man had toelkedptionally big to
look down at her. Her father had stood six foohis socks, and all his
children had inherited his long bones and wheatta@ld hair. In the case of
the four Bancroft boys, to be lanky was no disatkge. For Savanna, in
her early teens, to have legs like a colt and rsmbmoworthy of even the
smallest bra had been a cause of deep depression.

Now, nineteen and no longer flat-chested, she wh® the thin side of
slim, partly because, except when she was actiralhed, she was almost
always on the go.

It wasn't that she was restless by nature. Ashegrl in the family, with
her mother disabled by arthritis, she had too maco in the house to have
time to relax.

All day she rushed about London from one appointnerthe next. All
evening she bustled about at home, doing the jobishwher mother
couldn't manage.

Up to now, Savanna thought, she must be the ldastd girl in southern
England. Until she was eighteen she had been yo#disorbed in her
studies. For the past year her evenings had bdgnoktcupied in other
ways.

Apart from the fact that most of the men she emtemed in her working

life were not interested in . women, she had toeheight hours' sleep at
night. Who wanted to wine and dine a girl who hadbé¢ in bed by eleven
o'clock in order to rise with bright eyes at semext morning?



Showing her season ticket to the dark-skinned ticklector at the barrier
reminded her that, in a few days' time, she wo@dvhere his parents or
grandparents had come from—the West Indies.

It would be her first assignment in a glamoroud péathe world, and she
couldn't help looking forward to it, even though lagent had warned her
that she would be lucky to have any time for swimgnn the warm sea, or
sunbathing on the white beaches.

Apart from her height, there was nothing, at thatrhof the morning, to
make any of the male commuters give her a secaaacgl Dressed in
trousers and a full-length raincoat, with her ltaincealed by a knitted hat
and her eyes by dark glasses, she looked verydifférom the girl on the
cover of the new issue doguewhich the man at the station bookstall was
putting on display as she hurried past.

She had been iWogueseveral times, although never before on the cover.
But even if she had remembered that the magazime cait that morning,
she would not have had time to stop and look agetier

On the cover she was not wearing glasses, andange, | dark-lashed
topazine eyes were made up to emphasise their-jaeébrilliance. Her
lips, too, were outlined and shaded to make thet mmbsheir sensitive
shape. With soft tendrils of silky blonde hair hiaifling her forehead, and
her chin snuggled into the collar of a fabulous &lre looked ravishingly
feminine and alluring.

And they say the camera can't lie! All done by argsrand make-up-had
been some of the teasing comments made by herepsotvhen they had
seen the firs¥oguephotographs of her.

She had felt it was true. The camera, skilfully died, could perpetrate
fantastic lies; and almost anyone, taught to paéntface by an expert as
Savanna had been, could create an illusion of peaut

Really, she wasn't beautiful at all. It was meralyneaven-sent stroke of
luck—for her family if not for herself—that Gerald'Connor, a leading
fashion photographer, had happened to be looking tall girl with a long



neck, long legs, no hips, and an unblemished skid, had spotted her
before any of the thousands of other girls withdaeme basic qualifications.

If, at the time of her father's death, it had beaggested to her that she
should surrender her burning desire to go to usityefor the trivial career
of a fashion model, she would have dismissed ibbtiand.

She had been only seventeen then. A year lateoutéyok had changed.
The chance to make money had seemed like a gift the gods; and her
personal ambitions had become unimportant comparédthe needs of
her family.

The daughter of a couple who had adored each @hémplanned every one
of their five children, Savanna had grown up inwemest kind of family
circle. For her parents, or any of her brotherssaxrifice was too great.

The disappointing thing was that, although Gerada vapidly fulfilling his
promise to make her England's top model, she wagamming nearly as
much as she had hoped. Or rather she was makiog @ money but
without being able to spend it on her family's reedo large a slice of her
impressive income was whittled away by taxes.

So it was with several worries on her mind that &luk her place in the
gueue for taxis, unaware that, ¥egue'snewest cover girl, she would
excite much envy among her own sex; or that, tht#rday, on a Concorde
flight to New York, a man would catch sight of Hace and the course of
her life would be changed for the third time.

Her flight from Heathrow Airport took off in the whalle of the morning and
lasted for eight hours.

She had been too excited to sleep much the nightdbéNhile most of

her travelling companions were watching the mosie slept. She slept
not only through the film but while afternoon teasabeing served, not
stirring until Gerald nudged her. By the time slael$tretched and was



fully alert, the great aircraft was only a few tkand feet from the island
which was their destination.

To anyone watching it from the ground, the time wady afternoon. But
although they had put back their watches, accortbnipe passengers™
body clocks it was now six o'clock in the evenifRgr some days they
would suffer from jet lag or, in medical terms, tthsturbance of their
Circadian Rhythms.

With Gerald O'Connor and all but one member ofgaidy, the first sign
of this came before dinner when they began to semoyiawns, their
drowsiness increased by the rum in their pre-dicinieiks.

Only Savanna, who had slept for much of the flgmd who never drank
spirits, ate her meal with her usual healthy appeind showed no sign of
drooping even when, far away in London, it was Igast her usual

bedtime.

'l can't keep my eyes open. I'm going to turnanpiounced Janey, one of
the fashion assistants, after pecking unenthusaistiat her main course
and refusing a pudding.

The others felt similarly weary. They were all piarg to take a sleeping
pill to prevent themselves waking up between thmed four in the
morning. But, although she had followed Gerald&rirctions and asked
the Bancrofts' family doctor to prescribe some niidblets for her,
Savanna was reluctant to use them except as ietast.

While the others retired to their rooms, she wentaf stroll through the
lantern-lit gardens between the low buildings & tiotel and the sea in
which they had swum within an hour of their arrival

At this hour the beach was deserted. She hadta hkrself; half a mile of
powder-fine coral sand lapped by water clearervaacmer than any she
had ever bathed in.

Remembering happy family holidays on the west céast Scotland, in
Guernsey and, one memorable summer, in Brittare/sstod watching the



sea, lost in thought until she was brought badkegresent by a deep voice
saying quietly, 'Good evening, Miss Bancroft.'

Startled, she turned to find the tall figure of amstanding near her.
'‘Good evening,' she answered uncertainly.

That he knew who she was suggested that he waseastaff of the hotel.

But all the non-executive male staff wore a unifoconsisting of white

pants and boldly-patterned overshirts. It didrénsdikely that the manager
or his assistant would be wearing jeans as this wes Yet if he were a
guest, how did he know her name?

He introduced himself. 'Jago Kindersley. How do go@' He moved closer
and held out his hand.

'How do you do?' Savanna echoed.
His unusual first name rang a bell. She felt sheetsad heard it before. She
put her hand into his, liking the strength of hisyers and the dryness of his

palm.

The next thing he said was very odd. 'Good. | daitd a feeble handshake

in a man or a woman".

It was a dislike which she shared, but it stillreed a strange thing to say,
especially the 'Good.’

'‘Apart from ourselves, most of the people who aditoday seem to have
gone to bed,' he remarked, as their hands drew. ddaw is it that you
aren't tired, Miss Bancroft?'

'l had a long nap on the plane.’

"You find air travel boring?"



In spite of the brilliance of the moonlight, it wdsficult to see his face
clearly because of the shifting shadows of the p#lomds rusding
overhead.

She had an impression of dark skin stretched taty a bone structure
very different in shape from that of the islanderkeir skulls and their
features were rounded. His was an angular heada éaxck chiselled rather
than thumbed. High cheekbones. An aquiline nosehih aggressively
square.

'On the contrary, | find it very exciting. So musb that | was tossing and
turning most of last night,’ she confessed. 'Howtisatyouaren't tired, Mr
Kindersley?'

'Flying in from New York, | haven't suffered as riuame displacement as
you have. Also | have the knack of being able gzglat will. In a mobile
life, the ability to make up one's eight hours pi@eal is as useful as plastic
money.’

'‘Goodness, yes, it must be invaluable. | wish l¢dain myself to do it.’

'It's a question of relaxation. Most people camrda relax their bodies, but
not always their mental tensions. Shall we takera &long the beach?'

They were standing near one of the openings inlakae wall which
prevented the sand from encroaching on the welldesyns.

Apparently taking her assent for granted, he psitright foot on the wall
and, bending, turned up his jeans. He was weaniagdrespadrillesand
when he took them off she could see that his femevas brown as his
ankles. He must spend a lot of time in the sunetdhat dark colour all
over—unless it wasn't a tan but his natural pigmuort. By moonlight it
was difficult to tell.

"You can leave your sandals here. No one will thken,' he told her, with a
glance at her slender feet. 'Did you buy them iegGe?’



‘They were bought there, but not by me. They wegveeaent from a friend
who went to Rhodes for her holiday. I've hardlyrbaaywhere yet.'

She withdrew a foot from one sandal which consisfeal leather sole held
on by two straps, one across the tops of her tbessecond across her
arched instep.

It had been her intention, before he had distutimdeverie, to walk for a
while by the sea's edge. But to stroll with a mha didn't know along a
shore as sequestered as this one, particularlys & ends, made her
wonder if it would be wiser to return to her roondaead herself to sleep.

He seemed to guess what she was thinking. Hisdonéhe said, 'Have no
gualms, Miss Bancroft. | have nothing in mind boheersation.'

Directed by Gerald, Savanna could look extremephssiicated. She could
also look angelically innocent as, in practiceot theory, she was. In her
dealings with men she had a long way to go to cagpciith her two closest
school friends, Livvy and Clare. Neither of themulbhave flushed and
floundered as she did.

Ididn't...thatis ... ...

‘To be wary is sensible," he said. 'A beautiful eleslas exciting a quarry to
some men as a rich man to certain women.'

'How did you know | was a model? Have you somethimglo with the
hotel?'

'‘Apart from staying in it—nothing. A woman on miygtht to New York had
a magazine with your face on the cover. When yooecato the restaurant
this evening | recognised you.'

'Really? You must have an exceptionally good menharyaces.'

"You have an exceptionally memorable face, MisscBaih'



‘Thank you, but I still think it was clever of yaa place me. | was much
more made up for that cover than | am at the montéow did you find out
my name?'

'It wasn't difficult. If you had noticed me in thestaurant, and had you been
sufficiently interested, you could have found ouhen But you were intent
on your meal. For a slim girl you have a surprigrigearty appetite.’

'l didn't have much breakfast or lunch. Are youehen holiday, Mr
Kindersley?'

By this time they were moving briskly along the arpe of tide-washed
firm sand between the crystalline sea and thebsaith where pale, nervous
crabs scuttled back to the mouths of their holeshastwo tall humans

approached.

Glancing at her companion, who was walking on #&esard side of her,
Savanna estimated that he was at least a coupieloés taller than her
father and much wider across the shoulders.

Peter Bancroft had been a very thin man to whosgloey frame his wife

had never succeeded in adding an ounce of exsh.flago Kindersley
was lean rather than thin, and there was plentadcle cladding his

broad back and deep chest. He looked as if, likgyBder third eldest

brother, he could take a lot of pummelling in tegion of his belt buckle

without being hurt by it, and his close-fitting jeashowed long muscular
thighs. He walked from the hips, moderating hissestimbed stride to

match her shorter step, although not as much ds aviirl of average

height.

By moonlight his hair and eyebrows looked Indialack, but beneath the
strongly marked brows his eyes were not the dadwbrshe had half
expected. They , were a much lighter colour, buetwer blue or grey she
could not tell.

In answer to her question, he said, 'No, | wouldalk it a holiday, just a
short break. | may not stay more than a day or tixdepends.'



'What do you do for a living?' she asked.

Having admitted to making enquiries about her, t(\dd scarcely object
to a little reciprocal curiosity.

'I'm an entrepreneur,’ was his answer. 'If you kmdwat that is,’ he added.

'It means someone who brings together the compsrérdn important
commercial undertaking. In spite of my hair and eegupation, I'm not
totally dumb, Mr Kindersley," Savanna said coolly.

'l was hoping you wouldn't be.'

She stopped dead.

Two paces on, he checked and turned. 'What's thten?a
'Why were you hoping | wouldn't be?'

He folded his arms across his chest, his left lggadping his right elbow,
the other hand covering his biceps. Exposed byotlisd up shirt sleeves,
his forearms were hard and sinewy, lightly covesgtt dark hair which
thinned out between his wrists and his knuckleselation to the rest of
him, his hands were not large, although the lormgvbrfingers looked as
if they might fold into punishing fists if the neadose. There was a digital
watch on his wrist, but he wore no rings, and naich glinted inside the
open collar of his dark-coloured shirt.

'However beautiful a woman is, she still needs dimon of intelligence."
The wind caught and tossed her hair. As she putenhands to control it
and her lifted arms tightened her thin shirt, sl kis glance shift to her

breasts.

Forgetting that only instants before she had begmagsing parts of him,
Savanna felt a flash of annoyance.



She said, 'If, while | was concentrating on my @inryou were picking me
out as a possible diversion for your leisure momenthink | should tell
you that | shall be working non-stop. And even Hidd time to spare, |
shouldn't be interested in ... in what you havemind.'

She saw a flash of white teeth.
"You don't know what | have in mind,' was his blaagponse.

‘Nothing intellectual, if you didn't even credit nagth knowing what an
entrepreneur is,’ she said crisply, turning awagtmace her footsteps.

That patronising rider had touched her on a raw. dpavas one thing to
give up her career plans in order to expedite geFation which might cure
her mother's disablement and keep Joey, her yourgether, at his
expensive special school. That she could beamwahidgly. But to be taken
for a pretty nincompoop ... a feather-brained @sthorse ... a sex object . .
. thatshe could not bear. It made her hands clench wglntment.

Margaret, her agent, had warned her there woutddrewho would see her
as a plaything or a status symbol, and it seematdtiiis man was one of
them. His desirous appraisal of her body did ndy taith his earlier
assurance that he had nothing in mind but conversat

On the strength of a few minutes' acquaintancewkmpnothing about her,
he wanted her.

She half expected him to follow her, but he didn't.

When she reached the place where her sandals esidethisespadrilles,
she saw that after she had left him he had gorlet@xtreme end of the
beach and now was returning at a slow jog.

Perhaps he exercised the same way he slept, piatemnen and where he
could. For a moment or two she watched him lopiluma the curving

shoreline. At that distance he could have beenak®st for a man in his
twenties but, close to him, she had judged himetatdeast thirty, perhaps



thirty-five. Certainly a lot older than herself, daprobably married or
divorced as most men were by that age.

Walking quickly and quietly to her bedroom, Savafelasorry for a wife
whose husband, away from home, looked with desiother women.

Livvy and Clare, with whom she still had discussi@md arguments about
life and love, thought that her ideas were old4fas&d. Their parents’

marriages had broken up long ago, and neithererhtaxpected to find a

man with whom they could live happily ever afteccarding to them, that

was fairy-tale stuff: not real life.

But Savanna was the product of a marriage betweenpeople whose
occasional disagreements had only ruffled the sarfaf their long and
exclusive love affair.

She knew with absolute certainty that her fatheriever been unfaithful to
her mother, or she to him. From their first meetinging their teens to the
day of her father's sudden death, soon after hig-fifth birthday, Peter and

Mary Bancroft had supplied all each other's ne€étsy had been friends as
well as lovers, setting a standard for their cleitdwhich Savanna intended
to cling to through thick and thin.

She woke up at seven, local time, and, havingdraliour to spare before
the call from the switchboard arranged by Gera&drtight before, decided
to swim before breakfast.

Apart from two youths raking the sand and re-grogghe reclining chairs,
there was no one about on the beach.

The early sun was gentle on her bare skin as ghle dti her wrap. In
preparation for this assignment, she had taken wseoof artificial
sunbathing at a Knightsbridge solarium, and herybeds golden, not
white. Even so she would have to be careful ntutm when the sun rose
higher.



To be wearing a bikini in February, and to be dmlisly warm in the kind of

setting she had often looked at with longing on ¢beers of the travel

brochures, filled her with a joie de vivre whicheskxpressed by running
along the beach and turning a couple of cartwhaefigre leaping into the
invitingly clear jade-tinted shallows.

Unaware that her high spirits had been withessesbmeone other than the
two West Indians, she duck-dived under the suréaxceswam as far as she
could until her breath gave out and she had t@sarther long hair clinging
to her shoulders like spun sugar.

She had been enjoying her solitary sea-frolic tone minutes before she
realised she had an audience. Immediately, helfaosscious pleasure in
the Caribbean morning gave place to the disconefitdrbeing caught off
guard by a man whose society she had hoped to &wdiuke rest of his stay.

'‘Good morning. How did you sleep?' he called, dimogphe towel which
had been slung over his shoulder on to the sandeéhbers.

'‘Good morning. Very well, thank you.'

Deliberately, she turned away and began to swiim digeper water. She
knew it was a futile manoeuvre should he choostltow her, but she
hoped he would take the hint that she wasn't ionapanionable mood—or
not as far as he was concerned.

Yet even as she swam away from him, she knew #eoreshe had been
annoyed with him last night was not only becausetsdd recognised his
desire for her, but because she had felt the saage w

His fine physique, and the virile assurance of bearing, had excited a
reaction she had never felt before—and did not wafeéel again except for
a manshe knew and liked and-respected.

To have been aroused by a stranger made her ggglsded with herself. It
offended the idealist in her, the romantic, theadrer.



It wasn't that she was a prude. She had alwayd fketry, and the erotic
verses of the'Golden Age of the English love lyma@ade her long to
experience the raptures so graphically describe@dmalier poets such as
Thomas Carew and Richard Lovelace. But it seemfzat ary from their
descriptions of lovemaking to the shortlived sexad¥entures which she
saw going on all around her.

She swam well, having learned very young and tliienreaompeted with
her brothers. But her crawl, although better thasingirls', was no match
for a powerful man's strokes. Jago Kindersley sm@arhauled her, making
it pointless to continue to exert herself.

She changed to a breast-stroke, and he to a IBisiarek-stroke so that they
were facing each other. Seen in sunlight, his eyge an unusual true grey
with no hint of blue in it. Cold eyes, in spite thie laughter lines at the
corners of them. Hard eyes, matched by a mouthed bard and sensual.

'‘Obviously you enjoy the sea. Do you snorkel?'sied.

'‘No, and this will probably be my only chance tarawoday. We start work
immediately after breakfast.’

‘Shall you object to my watching you do your thing?

'‘Our photographer will,’” she said crisply. 'Geraldesn't encourage
spectators.'

However, when Gerald O'Connor arrived at the beatdw minutes later

and saw his protegee coming out of the sea, dwéarfealtall, tanned man

whose dark looks were the perfect foil for Savamrabndeness, the
photographer saw at once that the guy who had gibkeup was as macho
as she was feminine. If he could be persuaded de path her, the result
could be some great pictures.

To Savanna, Gerald's arrival was a relief. Shedhtced them and went off
to shampoo and shower, confident that he would khow to brush off
Jago much more effectively than she could.



Although it was the first time she had been abre@t Gerald, she had

worked on several outdoor locations with him. ltswaart of his style to

involve passers-by in his pictures. Traffic wardessreet sweepers,
postmen, office cleaners and many others had mmded as background
figures on previous assignments.

Last night he had spoken of using some of the satgliters and maids, or
possibly some of the countrywomen they had seetherdrive from the
airport.

Contrast was what Gerald liked to achieve. Thegpasition of a willowy
model in expensive resort clothes with an outsizst¥hdian matron in a
home-made dress and cotton headtie would be coatrds most extreme.

When she joined the others for breakfast, and éshthat Gerald had
changed his mind and enlisted Jago as the principaiber of her
supporting cast, Savanna was horrified; the more/lsen she discovered
that he was going to play the bridegroom to hedéin a honeymoon
sequence.

'‘But he's not a professional. He'll be useless, shtested.

'All he has to do is to look amorous, and he'lltiat a hell of a lot more
convincingly than most professionals,’ said Gerald.

With this she was unable to argue, but it madeskerthat, if she couldn't
deflect him from carrying out his new idea, she Imilge able to dissuade
Jago from lending himself to it.

Making an excuse to return to her room, she wetltdéalesk and asked for
Mr Kindersley's number.

Her tap on his door was answered by a clear, ‘Gorhe

She raised her voice. 'lt's Savanna Bancroft. Ma&pdak to you for a
moment?'



The door opened. He must have come out of the ghonlg minutes
before she had knocked. A towel waswrapped rours Hips, the
whiteness of the fleecy Turkish pile accentuatimg lbronze sheen of his
torso.

Although, unlike Clare and Liwy, she was still agin, the male body held
no mysteries for her. Growing up in a one-bathraoonse with four

brothers ranging in age from twenty-four to sixtemevitably there had
been many occasions when she had seen all fouowtitthothes on. The
boys had been brought up to respect her modestyy@trto barge into her
bedroom without warning; but her parents had seereason to curb their
sons' casual attitude to their own nudity.

So why was it that, when the sight of a naked maalevnot ordinarily
have startled or embarrassed her, Jago Kinderskepath towel made her
draw back and feel uneasy?

He, for a different reason, also stepped back a.p@éton't you come in?'

‘No, thank you. I—I just wanted to say that perhyms haven't considered
all the possible repercussions of this idea of {@&xa

He folded his arms in the same way he had the nigifore. It seemed to
be a characteristic posture with him.

'What repercussions?' he enquired.

'l know it's only make-believe, but your wife magtrike you pretending
to be someone else's husband. She may feel pedpleugh at her.’

'I'm not married.’

'Oh . . . aren't you?' Did he mean he was not exhmi present, or had
never been married? 'Well ... in that | case, geshau haven't realised
that it will take more than a day or two to photagn all the clothes we've
brought out. We're here for a week.'

'I'm my own master. | can spend a week here ifritvt@.'



'‘But why should you want to? They won't pay youy yamow—or not
much. You won't get the professional rate.’

'I'm receiving a strong impression that you arahdll keen on my taking
part in this assignment,’ he said dryly. 'l wondéy that is?'

She felt herself flushing at the mockery in hisey@learly he was aware of
his effect on her.

'If you knew more about most male models, | ddmiik you'd be keen
either. They're nearly all homosexuals.'

'So | believe; but | don't think anyone is likety jump to that conclusion
about me. You asked why | had agreed to O'Conmsoggestion. The
answer is simple; | want to get to know you better.

She decided to be blunt. "You mean you want to laavaffair with me?'

'‘No, I never have affairs with girls of your ageolre a beautiful creature,
Savanna, but don't overrate your desirability. ¥ twice as attractive at
thirty, and certain women of forty, and possibfjyfi can give a man just as
much pleasure as a smooth-skinned young thing/bkeself.'

His mouth curled in a sardonic half-smile. "Thewshinstinct is inborn, but
making love is an art which | think you have yetdarn.’

Her colour deepened. Baffled, she hurried awakgeltlidn't want to go to
bed with her, why did he want to know her bettér@dn't make sense, or
none that she could understand.

It was a difficult day. Jago, the amateur, didtait was required of him
with unruffled aplomb, but Savanna felt as stiflamsure of herself as she
had on her very first day in front of the camera.

She had gone to bed early, but was still sittingvitp the light on, when her
bedside telephone rang.



She expected it to be Jago, but it was Gerald. &tged to come and talk to
her for a few minutes.

The photographer's private life supported Jagasestent that some
middle-aged women might have little to fear fronetpr girls. Gerald was

thirty-six. His second wife, Lolly, was at leasttig perhaps more, with a
huge bust and hips to match, and a wild shock ohaed hair. An inspired

cook and genial hostess, she must also have alests. In spite of her

unfashionable size, Gerald had never been knowmatce a pass at any of
his models.

So it was with no qualms about his intentions 8eatanna admitted him to
her room, and climbed back into bed to hear whatédmted to-say to her.

"You were off form today, Anny-lovey.' He rarelyllea her Savanna.
'What's up? More troubles at home?"'

She shook her head. 'l suppose I'm still tired ftbenjourney. I'll be better
tomorrow," she promised.

'l hope so. This fellow's a natural. The two of yook great together. He's
some kind of tycoon, I've found out, ; so it's spay of him to play ball. It
must be that he fancies you.'

'l don't fancy him,' she said shortly.

'l don't why not, for God's sake. The other gids-¢ this being a reference
to the magazine staff who were supervising theidaskide of the of the
assignment. 'Youcould do a lot worse for yourself. You have too man
worries, and not enough fun. It's time there wamsaa in your life. Why not
this one who's loaded and can make things easigotc’

'It's just not my style," she said quietly.

Her hair was tied back with a ribbon, and her rigkss of flowered
Liberty cotton had a shirred top and tiny puffegesies. Without make-up,
with her slender arms clasped round her updrawesknghe looked very
young and unworldly.



'Maybe not,' Gerald agreed. '‘But you'll have teettle plunge some time,
and | don't want you falling for a lopal lad whaoisent your career and
expect you to wash his shirts and cook his sugpemveen him and your
family, you'd be run ragged.’

'Don't worry. | have no intention of adding to nmpplems.’

‘A rich boy-friend could relieve you of most of the You have to be
practical in this life. Take it from me, romancédighly overrated. As some
wise man said, "The voyage of love is all the seedébr an outside
stateroom and a seat at the captain's table".’'

You're a cynic, Gerald.'

'Yes: | see things as they are, not as they oaghe tWhen | was your age,
life wasn't as free and easy as it is now. The gnd | fell in love with
wouldn't live with me—it was marriage or nothingo e married, and
spent five years finding out it was a big mistaketrial run would have
saved us that bad experience. People are likeedptyou have to shop
around and try on before you find out what suits.yo

Savanna shook her head in disagreement. 'Maybe fystirwife was
immature for her age. My parents married very yoamgl theywereright

for each other. Anyway, having a rich boy-frienduln't help me to find
the right husband. Quite the reverse, | should inegrhe kind of man |
want to marry wouldn't want his wife to have beesuad too much.’

‘That's your mother talking," said Gerald sagedgk'your brothers what
they think about it. My bet is they couldn't caesd. They'll have been to
bed with a few girls before they settle down, thédr sure." He stood up.
'‘See you tomorrow.'

After he had gone, Savanna switched out the ligdtapened the curtains.
The bedroom was air-conditiond, with a sheet afegpigass and a glass door
between it and the balcony overlooking the gardarsthe sea.

As she stood for a moment, watching the shimmarinogn-glade between
the shore and the reef, which was marked by adinghite breakers, the



figure of a man appeared beyond the tall trunkb®palms segmenting the
view.

It was Jago, loping along the shore as he hadigjie before.

Was it possible that, in spite of his denial thtermoon, he did want to have
an affair with her? Gerald thought so, and he washwiser than she in the
ways of rich men of the world.

Although sometimes, working in a studio, he liked devise elaborate
set-pieces using bizarre accessories, on locatiGoror's technique was
much like that of a film director.

He would suggest a series of actions for his mtwpkrform, then leave it
to her to improvise variations on his theme whike darted about using
yards of film to achieve a single brilliant actishot.

It was a method which made life more difficult fitve fashion staff as it
meant they could not pin and peg the clothes tk tpmod from one angle
only. But it was a way of working which suited Sama.

Hitherto, even with onlookers, she had had nodlifty in carrying out his
instructions to run, jump, dance, spin like a tmpdo anything else he had
asked of her. But waltzing by the Serpentine wittbaoperative Cockney
park attendant had been a hundred times easier fhaying at
honeymooners with Jago.

His attitude to it was that of someone taking padharades at a party, and
doing it to the top of their bent.

When Gerald asked for a light-hearted chase aldrepah with no one else
on it, Jago chased her, and caught her, and legdjeand did it again and
again, making her feel like a mouse being playdt by a cat.

Each time he caught her, he did something diffel@mte snatching her up
in his arms and striding into the sea as if he readrop her in the water;



once making her fall on the sand with him, but op of his broad brown
chest so that there was never any danger of hisnguner; and finally
pulling her close to him and looking as if he mearkiss her.

Through it all, Savanna forced herself to radiatwide-like enjoyment of

these antics. But when he held her against himshadgaw the gleam in his
eyes as his dark head bent towards hers, her bsigiie faded. She

trembled, forgetting it was only a pretence, thatnouldn't really force his

mouth on hers, not with Gerald near, full of entasis.

'‘Great! Marvellous . . . absolutely fabulous!" haswsaying, while Jago
loomed predatorily over her, using his superiorgheito sway her
backwards, off balance, so that she instinctivélycbed at his warm bare
shoulders.

He was wearing only white linen shorts; she a dklbikini with the
matching Bermudas. The top of the bikini was no enttran ordinarily
skimpy, but it felt non-existent as his hand onlbeck pressed her closer to
him, crushing her small, soft breasts against #rd all of his body.

There was more than one swimsuit to model, anddoh one her hairstyle
was altered while Jago lounged in the sun and ethatt Gerald about his
photographic equipment and his rise to the topoplofession.

Considering how different they were in every respine two men seemed
to get on surprisingly well. Although that mightJyeabeen because Jago
was clever at drawing the other man out while rengdittle about himself,
thought Savanna, as she listened to their convensat

When she was ready to model the black bikini whigs the last of the
swimwear, she went to join them.

'I'm ready when you are.’
Gerald had a cigarette between his lips and wahirfigl with his lighter.

Jago who, like Savanna, was a non- smoker, legrey gaze slide slowly
over the gentle contours of her body.



'‘According to my observations, the bikini has beaperseded. It's smarter
to wear a monokini and a string of beads," was&ssial comment.

She glowered at him. 'We're working fdogue notPlayboy.'

'Yes, but he's right," said Janey, who had ovethddre in thing to do is to
knot the top round your leg, Savanna.’

'‘Although, of course, in real life a bride on thiach would be
skinny-dipping,' Jago murmured, with a quizzicahgl|

'Yes, but we must show part of the bikini,' saide}g taking him seriously.
'Eileen, bring the gold rope necklace and the bRek sun specs, will

you? Savanna, take off the top and [I'll fix it rdugiour leg.'Savanna
glanced furiously at Jago. She had known that, eoomnlater, she would be
required to model a see- through shirt or a tramspganightgown. To that
she had no objection as she felt that Geraldwagtito her body was as
impersonal as that of a doctor, and the photogragtish he took of hep

would be for other women to identify with, not far lascivious male

readership to gloat over.

Once, looking for some Blu-Tack in the large alteriroom shared by her
three elder brothers when they were at home, sldechae upon a
magazine which she thought had probably been btantghthe house by
Benjy, the least intelligent of the Bancroft boys.

It had not been carefully concealed, merely putadusight in a drawer.
Rather guiltily, knowing that broad- minded as parents were they would
not approve of that type of periodical, Savannalbaled through it.

What surprised her was that most of the modelddwaebd what her mother
called 'nice girls’. No matter how high the feeswtcould girls with clear
eyes and sweet faces have posed for those degrpdotggraphs? She
hadn't understood it then, and she didn't now. Ntten how desperately
urgent her family's need of money, there were stnings she could never
bring herself to do, and modelling for pornograpiniagazines was one of
them.



Baring her breasts for the lubricious enjoymena agtranger was another.
But before she could say no, Jago said, 'In tres tlhgo for a swim. Shout
when it's okay to come ashore, will you?'

As he spoke, he unzipped his shorts to reveal ks obrief black
stretch-fabric trunks. The shorts discarded, heetiand sprinted into the
sea.

'How very Edwardian -of him," said Janey, watchingn take a header.
'Who would have thought he would be so gentlemaiily® way he was
looking at you a moment ago, | thought he wantese®you strip off.’

So had Savanna. As she watched Jago swimming deayark golden
eyes were puzzled.

‘Actually that French-cut bathing slip he's weaiigglmost the twin of hers,
so maybe he should be in this shot,’ said Jan®etald.

'‘No," Savanna intervened firmly. 'If | have to beless, I'd rather he wasn't
around.’

The older girl stared at her in surprise. 'Whafiedédnce does it make? We'll
all be topless later on when the sun isn't so hot.’

She and the other girls, being white-skinned, wgeigrding against sunburn
by working in loose cheesecloth trousers and flinbsy long-sleeved
cover-ups.

'l shan't.’

'Why not? Everyone does now, unless they've gaghtig boobs.'

It was typical of Janey to use fashionable slangraference to standard
English. Her life was governed by what was in aidtwas out.

'"Yes, but my mother's doctor says there are goinbet some horribly
prune-like bosoms around in ten years' time, sabirgoing to risk it," said
Savanna.



This was something she had invented. On hearindpeof trip to the
Caribbean, Doctor North had merely advised hestaureliable sun cream
and, every day, to drink a pint of water for every degrees of Fahrenheit
temperature or, in terms of the metric system,siciiavo litres a day plus a
litre for every ten degrees of Centigrade tempeeatu

'Oh, did he? I didn't know that. | thought it waslyofaces which could
become prematurely wrinkled," said Janey. 'If ¢htte case, you'd better
slap on some more oil for this shot,’ she addedgasnna undipped the
bikini top and handed it to her.

By this time Jago was in deep water, too far fromghore to see her in any
detail as, presently, she paddled through the ®hig)la half naked sylph
with her eyes veiled by large smoky lenses asifted her face to the sun
which was making the gilt tassels shine as theybletyveen her satiny
breasts.

Why had he taken himself off with such unexpectad ald-fashioned
gallantry? she wondered. And why had she madeett@tse not to join in
the others' topless sunbathing as long as Jaganvaad?

What was it about him which made her feel unwontestly? More than
shy. Nervous of him. Afraid. But perhaps not so mathim as of herself;
of the feelings she had felt stirring within heremhhe had held her in his
arms and seemed to be on the point of kissing her.

Before he returned to the beach, she had put obdr&rpleated sun top,
and the others were packing up the props to rétutime hotel for lunch.

They did not work that afternoon. Arrangements lb@ein made in advance
for them to spend the evening at an old plantatiaumse where, its owners
not being in residence, Gerald had permission totqgraph evening
clothes against a background of eighteenth-cemrfiegance combined with
twentieth-century luxury.

Fortunately, Jago's luggage included some eventnghkch, although not
designed for the tropics, was sufficiently light weight to be wearable
there.



Also, Janey had discovered, he had with him a dardwn silk
dressing-gown which had caused her to Telex to boridr some trousseau
underclothes and night things to be despatchéduktastand by air.

The house, with its high-ceilinged rooms openingtora terrace on the
ground floor and a pillared gallery above, appeate8avanna’s romantic
streak. So did the selection of evening dressemfdool cotton voile or
silk chiffon in white and the sorbet pastels whseh off a tan.

The evening session involved a good deal of stgndbout while Gerald

and his assistant set up the supple- mentaiy fighfihe house had its own
generator and was wired to the highest modern atdad but the soft

old-world glow of candles and antique oil lamps s effect which the

photographer wanted to achieve.

There was a beautiful Spanish mahogany staircask wilt-framed
ancestral portraits grouped on the wall behind@he first shots were taken
there with Savanna wearing an apricot shouldeditess and high-heeled
gold sandals so that, standing two steps above, Jag@mnce she was
looking down at him.

| wonder if these people are genuine ancestoran’t cee much family
resemblance, can you?' she said, to deflect l@staih from her.

Being scrutinised by him, at such close quartees addly unnerving.

'Perhaps they were bought for decorative purposesome people buy
books by the yard when they want an instant ligrdrg remarked, after
glancing briefly at the portraits. 'Would you lik@ be painted?"

As he spoke, his keen eyes resumed their detailpchizal, taking in her
neck and shoulders, the hollow at the base of imeat, and the deeper
hollow revealed by the low-cut decolletage.

'My parents had each of us drawn when we reacheeighih birthday," she
told him, striving not to mind the feeling of beingder a microscope. 'My
brothers were nice-looking children, but | lookedrmlike a bush baby, all
eyes and ears.'



'How many brothers have you?'
'Four. Three older than me, and one younger.'

'So it's probable that when you have children y@do have more boys
than girls.’

'l suppose so—if | have a large family. Most peagilek at one or two. |
doubt if my parents would have had five of us #ytld foreseen galloping
inflation, or that my father would be killed beforthe boys were
independent.’

'Has his death left your mother in straitened cinstances?'

'It has rather. Three of my brothers are very aleggpecially the youngest
one, Joey. His IQ, is so unusual that any ordisahool would have been
useless for him, so he goes to a school for exmegity gifted children in
Switzerland. He's only sixteen, but already he kepdment French and
German,' she added, with affectionate pride.

'What's your own 1Q?'

‘Not worth testing,’ she said, with a smile. 'Miehand Richard are almost
as brilliant as Joey, and Benjy and | are the didlaf the family.'

This was not strictly true, but Savanna had alwsaag a specially soft spot
for the brother nearest to her in age, and the @méyof the young Bancrofts
not to be blessed with a good brain. For this neaalthough he had been
hopeless in every field of academic endeavour dre aly in certain
subjects, she had always allied herself with hiembaning her failures at
school and playing down her successes.

'However, as I'm lucky enough to be photogenidoésn't really matter that
| was the despair of my maths mistress,' she saglecting to mention that
in history and geography she had always been tbotbee top of her class.



'You are more than merely photogenic,' Jago tolddngdy. 'l think you're
too thin at the moment, but if you put on a few mpasI your looks would
match your brother's intelligence.'

'Put on weight! Are you mad?' she exclaimed, in knloarror. 'A plump
model is an ex-model.'

'l wasn't suggesting you should become too plunngt. d little more curved
here and there.' His hand closed on her waist Bishd@vnwards from hip
to thigh. 'You're not as undernourished as mogoof kind, | agree. But the
figure admired by other women isn't the one whiging men on.’

He had taken his hand from her thigh now, but #e bf it lingered,
sharpening her awareness of their closeness.

'I'm not employed to turn men on but to show ofitieks,' she said stiffly.

He gave her an amused look. 'l think it was Cotgrigvho said that men
desire women and women desire to be desired.’

'‘By one man—yes. Not by all of them."
He was smiling openly now. 'l don't think you knawch about it yet.'

Before she could answer, Gerald announced that,li¢ieing being
satisfactory. he was ready to shoot.

"Your left hand on Jago's shoulder, and your raghthe handrail, please,
Anny. With your body turned slightly this way. Tlsafine except for the
facial expression. It's much too aloof for a britiejey. Let's see a little
roguish smile ... as if, having kept him waitingilehyou got dressed, you
wouldn't mind too much if he took you back upstainsl undressed you.'

'l should be delighted,' said Jago, in an undertone

He covered her hand where it lay on the smooth eoadil, and his other
hand returned to her waist.



'Roguish smiles went out with silent films, Gerasdhe said, hoping to hide
her confusion with an air of nonchalance.

'‘Okay, a sexy smile, then," Gerald amended.
'Is my expression satisfactory?' Jago enquired.

While one palm held her hand captive, the otherfaagling her waist. His
eyes were narrowed and intent.

'It's fine,’ the photographer told him.

But the lighting was still not quite perfect, argey had to remain in the
pose while his assistant carried out an adjustment.

By summoning all her professionalism, Savanna methdg maintain a
provocative half-smile, but inwardly she was sewghiwith mixed
sensations, including being intensely conscioughefpowerful shoulder
beneath the black silk barathea on which her fil@®dhwvas resting. The
conservative cut of his dinner jacket, and the omaed plainness of his
shirt suggested that whatever form his tycoonesi+teand she wished she
had asked Gerald to elaborate on that disclosurge-dia not suffer from
any nouveau-riche leanings towards ostentation.

In a way she rather wished he did, for then shédcloave rationalised her
wariness of him. But there was nothing about himarafrom his risque
aside a few moments earlier, and really Gerald baagely to blame for
that—on which to peg her dubiety.

Physically, everything about him from his brushadlraven's wing hair to
his well-scrubbed, neatly pared nails was pleasinger. As close as they
were, she could smell very faintly the clean aramhhis shaving soap, but
none of the pervasive after-shave lotions useasy dliscriminating men.

Influenced by her father and brothers, she didiketmen to be scented as
strongly as women, or to give more time to their Haan was taken bg.
daily shampoo and a regular haircut. Any man sieffity preoccupied with
his looks to have his hair styled was too vaindatiractive to her.



'‘Okay, that one's in the bag. You can relax fog fivinutes while Anny gets
changed for the next one.' Gerald was speakingdo.J

For the next shot she wore a straight tunic of adoccrepe-de-chine with
plaited rouleaux straps and a matching girdle. Bdtone waterfall
ear-rings were her only jewellery.

This time, to her relief, they had to pretend tgla/ing backgammon, and
there was no direct contact between them. But wdenhad put on the
white dress, Gerald posed them on a sofa in theidgaroom, she with her
feet up and Jago seated beside her, one longhighddressed to hers as he
leaned towards her, his forearm stretched alongdlckrest.

The unselfconscious ease with which he obeyed Gsralstruction to kiss
her hand would have made it clear— had it not dlydseen obvious—that
he must be a very smooth operator.

'Won't your business associates be amazed at gndinlg yourself to this
sort of thing?' she asked while, once more, thihg was being perfected.

'‘Amazed at my luck, | should imagine," was his agbeeply. This dress is
very becoming. You ought to buy it.'

'| should never wear it. | don't lead this kindit#. And even if | did, a dress
like this would pay for a whole winter's fuel bills

'l suppose so.'

He sounded as if fuel bills meant as little to lamthe cost of a ride on the
Underground. Not that he was likely to use thatvcted and uncomfortable
form of transport. Probably he always took taxiswas even grander and
went about London reading thEinancial Timesin the back of a
company-owned Rolls-Royce.

'Right: ready when you are,’ said Gerald.

She pinned on her smile, and Jago again kissedhdret, his lips warm
against her knuckles, making a quiver run through h



They returned to the hotel in two cars, Savannagiaith Gerald and his
assistant, and Jago driving the other girls. Shi draanged for a light
supper to be left on a tray in her room, and sdendt see him again that
night.

But she could not put him out of her mind, or dissnihe feeling that his
co-operation was more than an unmotivated whim.

It was on their penultimate day on the island, whety one travelling
outfit and the honeymoon lingerie remained to betpijraphed, that
Gerald came to her room before dinner.

‘Now that you've spent the better part of a weeth wim, what's your

feeling about Jago, Anny?' he asked, after follgwher out to the balcony
where she had been drinking iced water from theiwacjug which the

maids replenished several times a day.

'I'm not sure what you mean. | haven't any spdegling about him," she
answered untruthfully.

'He seems to have taken to you. Tomorrow he wantske you on a
picnic—just the two of you,' the photographer imied her.

'What? B-but he can't! We have work to do. And tbesj | don't want to
picnic with him.’

'Don't you? Are you sure about that?"
'‘Absolutely sure,’ she said firmly. "You told hingduldn't, didn't you?'

'Yes, but he isn't the type to take no for an amsfMee's set his mind on
something.'

'He argued about it? What cheek!



‘No, he didn't argue. | shouldn't think he eversdd#¢e has more effective
methods of getting his way,' remarked Gerald. '‘dmpensate me for the
trouble of finding a reason for not being able wrkvtomorrow, he offered
me this.'

He dipped two fingers into the pocket of his shand extracted a small
folded paper.

Savanna looked at the cheque bearing Jago's buatare, then raised
incredulous eyes to his.

'He must be mad!

'Or very much richer than I'm ever likely to bel Want to cash it | have to
give him the negatives of those topless shots wk tm our second day
here,' he added.

'OA/" As the implication sank in, a hot angry flusiffused the gold of her
sun-tan.

She would have torn the cheque to shreds, but ti@pated her reaction
and whisked it away from her.

'‘Gerald . . . you couldn't . . . you wouldn't?" sixpostulated, in shocked
dismay.

'Don't fly off the handle, lovey. Think about itthis is a tip to me for letting
you off work tomorrow and handing over a few negggi what's in it for
you, ask yourself?'

Savanna drew herself up till her spine was a ditaag a ramrod. Her soft
mouth tightly compressed, she looked at him withaentempt.

'l don't need to ask myself, Gerald; and I'm sgoy don't know me better
than to think that I might, for one second, considach a sickening
suggestion. Keep your "tip". | don't care what ytou But I'm going to tell

Mr Kimdersley that he may be able to buy your cevagion, but he can't
buy mine—not at any price!'



She sprang to her feet and brushed past him, fgrdinthe arm with which
he attempted to stay her.

A few moments later she was striding purposefuilptigh the colourful
shrubbery which separated her block from the oneviich Jago was
accommodated.

A white-haired West Indian gardener with whom, nallgy) she passed the
time of day whenever they saw each other, lookent Bér in surprise as she
marched past a few yards away without even notiking her bearing stiff
with indignation.



CHAPTER TWO

LAST time, she had tapped at his door. This time sbesed the buzzer, and
continued to press until the door opened.

'Hello, Savanna,’ Jago said calmly.

There were people passing along the path whiclhefull length of the
block.

She said, 'Aren't you going to ask me in?"
'By all means.’

He stood aside, and she stalked past him, intoomn nwhich she had
expected to be the same as her own but which wasidarably larger,
with a screen wall between the sitting and sleepiegs. The bed was a
double one, she noticed.

'Won't you sit down?' he suggested. 'What caneé gou to drink?"

‘Nothing, thank you,' she said furiously. 'l dairink with men of your
sort. | wouldn't be here, in the same room with,ybludidn't want you to
know what I think of you and your kind!" She waskimg with rage, her
eyes flashing.

'My kind?' Jago said mildly.

"Your kind," she repeated, with a snap. "The kiho whinks everyone has
a price . . . that anyone will do anything if threyoffered enough money
forit. .. that all girls are whores, to be boughd bedded and forgotten.
Oh! | can't tell you how you disgust me . . . yand the hateful men like

you. That you're not an old man makes it worse. Youyou could have

women for love.'

He said nothing, looking down at her with an expi@s she could not
read. She had a feeling that her outburst had aeeaste of breath; that
there was no way she could pierce the thick, ingeaskin of a man who



believed that everything in the world could be buui§one had enough
money.

That her fury was all the fiercer for being shabtigh with disillusionment
was a factor she was too worked up to recognisthadtmoment all she was
conscious of was an overwhelming need to get thrdaadim, to dent the
armour of his indifference.

Impelled by a blaze of temper completely foreigh¢o nature, she took one
impetuous step forward and struck him with the dliaher hand.

Even before her palm had connected with his leak dheek, she was
regretting an action totally at variance with hpbringing, and indeed with
her everyday instincts.

Slender as she was, her right arm still had thechawgeveloped by several
years of enthusiastic tennis, not only at schoalduthe grass court at
Clare's house during the holidays. The slap dithiake Jago stagger as it
would have done with a smaller man, but it had ghdorce to swing his
head sideways.

The next instant she found herself with both armsoped and her spine
arched like a bow as he held her helplessly captiggdace now as wrathful
as hers had been moments earlier.

But his voice was controlled as he said, 'If yoeredo that again, you'll
regret it. My hand is much harder than yours, nly ghd don't think | won't
hit a woman, because | will . . . here . . . anthwiterest.'

The single vigorous spank with which he demonstrdkes threat made
Savanna stifle a yelp. Her buttock smarting, shersged unavailingly to
free herself. But the hand which was clipping hesis was as inescapable
as a handcuff, and his other arm was round hertwaming her to him.
‘Let me go!" she demanded, through clenched teeth.

'When you've calmed down enough to listen to wietve to say to you.'



'l don't want to hear what you have to say. I'vartiet already from Gerald.’
'What did he tell you?'

Realising she had no hope of escaping until heeclhmselease her, she
forced herself to relax and submit to his hold en triving for calm, she
said bitterly, 'He showed me your cheque . . . yale to him. | don't
know what men usually pay for pictures to gloatroweprivate, but I'm
sure you could have bought several albums of giniytographs for what
you've just paid for a few shots of me in a monbRivell, they're all you'll
get for your money. Gerald may not object to ouingoon a so-called
picnic tomorrow, but | do. | wouldn't "picnic" wityou if you were the last
man on earth!'

To her astonishment, Jago laughed and releaséubldi®n her.

'Sit down, Savanna, and listen to n®&t down*—as she glanced towards
the door.

The repetition wasn't shouted. If anything the seécinstruction was
spoken more quietly than the first, but on a ndteammand which she
didn't dare flout.

Reluctantly she chose the upright chair by theimgitable, and sat down,
giving him a mutinous glare as she did so.

"You're right,’ said Jago. 'Not everyone has agpiBut if you were me you
would have learnt a long time ago that, when a marery rich, a great
many people will be nice to him—in every sensehat expression—in the
expectation of being handsomely rewarded for theiability. | didn't
think you could be bought, but | wanted to be derth guessed the
construction which Gerald would put on the cheqgave him, and | didn't
disabuse him of his ideas,’ he continued sarddpicé&tvidently he
conveyed them to you—or did you jump to those usga@t and mistaken
conclusions off your own bat?'

Ignoring his question, she asked, 'What do you megnmistaken
conclusions?'



'| offered Gerald money for the negatives in ontedestroy them, not to
gloat over the prints," he said dryly.

'To destroy them?' echoed Savanna, mystified.
'l didn't wish them to be published.’
'Why not?'

'l want you to marry me, Savanna. And if you ddoh't want photographs
of my wife's breasts appearing in a magazine, e énVogue.'

Her body sagged with the shock of a statementediible that at first she
didn't believe she could possibly h?.ve heard romectly.

"T-to marry y-you?' she murmured faintly.

"'To marry me," Jago repeated firmly. 'What you niseal drink," he added
and, turning, opened a cupboard which turned ob¢ta small refrigerator.
She watched him dislodge some ice cubes and tip thi® tall glasses. 'l
know you don't care for spirits, but a small measafrrum won't hurt you.
It will pull you together. This is called a rum &' he told her, a few
minutes later, when he brought one of the glassesit

With a hand not perfectly steady, she accepteddtink and sipped it,
finding the taste unfamiliar but in no way unplaasa

"You can't be serious about marrying me," she mredywatching his tall
frame relax on the chintz- covered two-seater sofa.

'Perfectly serious, | assure you. Don't you remambesaying that I'd seen
you onVogueon board Concorde? When | reached New York | ingdlcs
made to find out if you were English or Americacame here specifically
to meet you. To be recruited by Gerald to playghe of your bridegroom
was better luck than I'd anticipated. I'm hoping past week has been a
dress rehearsal for our real honeymoon later &wgs.Yy

'‘But we don'knoweach other,’ she protested. 'We only met a fe\ws dgg.’



'We have the rest of our lives to find out evenythabout each other. As
soon as | saw your face, | knew it was the onerite@to look at across the
breakfast table for the next forty years,' Jagd gaietly.

All at once, in a flash of perception, Savanna ustded why Gerald's
guestionWhat's in it for you? ask yourséléd caused her to lose her temper
and come blazing round here to tell Jago just whatthought of him.

She loved him.

All week she had been falling in love with him. Bhthis mistaken belief
that he thought of her as a tart had been thelest@f shocks.

'‘Come here."' He put out a hand and beckoned Hemto

Leaving her glass on the writing table, Savanna siewly to her feet and
obeyed this much gentler command.

In her fury, she had stormed out of her own roortheut stopping to
change the Turkish bathrobe and mules supplietl guasts by the hotel.
Her hair was still damp from the shower, and sheewmt a scrap of
make-up, not even waterproof mascara and lip gloss.

When she came within reach, Jago took her by thd had drew her down
beside him.

'Have | been wrong in thinking that you liked melittle?' he asked
quizzically.

'More than a little,' she admitted. '‘But | think weght to know each other
for much longer than six days before thinking abuoatriage.'

'We shall have to be engaged for at least two nspbcause | have various
commitments which will prevent me from taking timi for a honeymoon
until early May. It was difficult to fit this tripnto my schedule—I lead an
erratic life, Savanna. Shall you mindreouvementexistence? Presumably
not, or you wouldn't have chosen to be a model.’



'l didn't choose. Gerald chose me.'
'‘But without any strings, | understand.’

'No—certainly not!" she said vehemently. 'Did y@k &im that?—If there
was anything between us apart from a professi@tationship?’

'Yes. If | want to know something, | ask. Why not?'
'What did he say?'

‘That, unlikely as it might seem in this day ane,dge believed you to be
still a virgin. Was he right?'

She nodded, blushing a little.
'‘Good. | prefer it that way.'

'Why? So that | shant be able to compare you—psrha
unfavourably—with my previous lovers?' she askedite first time daring
to tease him.

'No, I've never suffered from an inferiority compte in any field," was his
dry response. 'However, as you will discover, ohie penalties of wealth
is that it makes it very difficult to keep one'svpate life private. My
marriage to a leading model is bound to attraci@gleal of publicity and,
inevitably, if there are any skeletons in our cugrlolg, the gossip writers
will find them and rattle them. As you're a virgthere's nothing they can
write which will embarrass you. Nor is there in rogse, as far as I'm
concerned. But you may read things about me whittlupset you.'

'What sort of things?' she asked uncertainly.
'I'm thirty-three. | haven't always lived as disatig as | shall in future,’ he

told her. 'Any normal man of my age is bound toéhavpast, you know.
Don't let it concern you.'



'No ... no, | shan't,’ she said gravely. 'As losgleere's nothing shady
about your business dealings. You don't make mdno&y armaments, or
anything of that sort, do you?"

He smiled, and shook his head. 'No, none of myisies is lethal, illegal or
in any way dubious.-Now, having demonstrated whbeligerent young
woman you can be on occasion, how about a kissakenit better?'—
offering the cheek she had struck less than temnitesnearlier.

Shyly, Savanna put her lips to the taut brown $latween his cheekbone
and jaw. As she pursed them in a light kiss, hegdhis head and she found
herself mouth to mouth with him.

To begin with he was very gentle with her; his lgpashing back and forth
on hers which, at first, she kept closed. At thége she was leaning against
him, and he was still holding her hand as he hadesdrawing her down
beside him.

Then, releasing her fingers, he put both his aimdyf round her, and his
mouth settled over hers and began to move in atovahich instinctively
she responded by parting her lips and sliding hesaound his neck.

The few kisses she had exchanged with friends olbtoghers, after parties
in her middle teens, were an inadequate prepartdidreing embraced by a
man as experienced as Jago. By the time he raisetielad, she was
breathless and trembling, her heart pounding wiltiginst her ribs, her
topaz eyes slumbrous beneath her dark silky laabehe opened them to
meet the slightly mocking grey gaze of the man wiaol induced her

excitement.

'Oh . .. goodness!' she exclaimed, in a fainteoic

'Don't tell me you've never been kissed before.t Thean't believe,' he
remarked, relaxing his hold on her.

‘Not very much . . . andeverlike that," she admitted.

'‘But you liked it, | gather?’



She buried her face in his shoulder. 'Don't tease myou know | did," she
murmured.

Jago chuckled. 'So did I. It's going to be a pleasniteach you all the other
things you haven't tried yet.'

She felt his hand slide down her back to rest enpllace he had spanked
with such painful vigour. This time his touch wasaaess.

"You could have a long lesson now, if you like,'Sla#d, close to her ear. His
voice came from deep in his throat.

Quivering, she drew away. 'Will you be angry ilydNo?' Before he could
answer, she went on hurriedly, 'It isn't that hthit's wrong if two people

really love each other. | want to be absolutelyeswafore . . . before I go to
bed with you. All this has happened so quickly. .It. it could be an

infatuation.’

Anxiously she studied his face for the first sidrhis reaction.

‘Not in my case it couldn't,’ he answered. 'Buyonirs . . . yes, perhaps it
might be.' He paused, his expression enigmatit.rigtht. As I've had the
rare luck to find myself an old-fashioned virgitil be an old- fashioned
suitor and allow you to set whatever pace you glefiyou want to be one
of the few brides for whom [ a white dress is mdian an obsolete
convention, so be it. We'll go to bed on our weddiarght. | can wait until
then—if you can.’

He tacked on the afterthought with a glinting laekich suggested that he
doubted if she could.

'I—I must go back and dress,' said Savanna, akdazge left her face and
moved downwards to where, while she was in his athes front of the

bathrobe had loosened, showing flesh which, altha@lgays visible at the
beach, somehow seemed more provocative indoors.



As she pulled the robe closer about her, Jago '¥ad, it is rather a strain
on my good intentions to have you here in my bearaad, by the feel of it,
wearing nothing under that bathrobe. But you mayelkfinish your drink.'

He stood up and fetched it for her. 'Unless you'tdmare for it,' he added,
not rejoining her on the sofa but moving way tceamchair on the far side
of the brass and glass coffee table.

'No, | like it. I've never had rum before. | hop&bn't go to my head.’

'l didn't give you very much. What about this pectomorrow? Have you
changed your mind? Will you come with me?'

'Yes, of course | will, now. But | think | ought work j tomorrow morning.
There's the yellow trouser suit to j photograph] #me underclothes and
nightie.'

'l don't object to the trouser suit. But the othiengs— no," Jago said
decisively. 'From now on, the only person who isngoto see youen
deshabilleis me. Will you mind giving up your career for me?

'‘But Jago, | can't—not immediately,’ she protested.
'Why not? Because of a contract?'

'No, nothing like that—I'm a freelance. But 1 nelkrel money I'm earning.
My family can't manage without it. | must go on retithg for a few years.'

‘No, | don't want a part-time wife. | want you tavel with me. Looking
after your mother and brothers will become my resgality.'

'Oh, no—that's not fair," she protested. 'l coul#'you, and they wouldn't
feel comfortable being dependent on you.'

‘They'll have to adjust to it,’ he said. 'Perhagfiduld make it quite clear
that, even though you are very young, I'm not, thiedlefore | want to have
children as soon as possible. Does the thought @ahggar from now, you
could be a mother disturb you?'



'I—I don't really know,' she said hesitantly. "Wt it be nice to have a
little time to ourselves before we start thinkirgpat a family?"

'I've done my thinking already. | want several dreh, and | want to have
them as soon as possible—which, however enthusadigtive make love,

will not be this year," he added. 'In your casejrichildren doesn't mean-
that you'll be tied down and hampered by them, asymvomen are. They'll
have a nannie to look after them.’

It seemed to Savanna an oddly down-to-earth coatrersto follow so
swiftly on a proposal. But she said only, "Yesyppgose so," and sipped the
rum float, and tried to feel a sense of realitgt@ad of the feeling that the
whole thing was a dream from which, shortly, sheiavake up.

'As soon as we get back to England, I'll come afidto your mother," Jago
went on. 'Whatever burdens you've been taking am gboulders will be
nothing to me, | assure you. You need have no coctmn at transferring
them to mine. Both physically and financially, theymuch broader than
yours are, my dear.'

'Yes, but even so . . ." she said uneasily.. 'Aiyywaertainly don't mean to
let Gerald get away with that ridiculously largeeghe. To pay for those
negatives is silly. He can easily make up someoreas explain why he
wasn't able to develop and print them.'’

‘Let him keep it," said Jago indifferently. 'liglé enough compensation for
losing his beautiful new discovery.'

‘To me it seems a small fortune. Just how rictyatg Jago?' she asked him.

'Rich enough to buy you all those dresses you \abtbe great house the
other night," he said lightly. 'Why do you frown?/Mcome should make
you happy. Most women enjoy spending money.'

'So do I—within reason,’ she answered. 'But if g@reallyextremelyrich,
you must have a life style quite different from ul—I'm not sure that |
can cope. For instance, what | know about givimgdalinner parties is as
little as you probably know about pot-luck and nmgkends meet.'



'If | want to give a dinner party, | have only tog up one of the many hotels
with a private dining-room. At present | live intkets. You can spend our
engagement house-hunting. I'm sure it won't be teymu to find us a

suitable place to live. | could see that you likbat plantation house.
Something of a similar order is what | envisageuss

"You seem to have thought it all out, yet this tilat sveek you'd never set
eyes on me.'

‘No, but I've been ready to take a wife for someetiAs soon as | saw you
onVogue| felt | had found the girl for me.’

'On the strength of a magazine cover?"

'Why not? Seeing you on a cover enabled me to stadyface much more
thoroughly than if our first meeting had been ahesocial occasion.’

But a person's face is such a small part of thelevbbthem. There are so
many other elements—their voice, their hands, tileas and dislikes, their
sense of humour... so many things. To come allaisto meet me, merely
because my face had caught your eye, seems suhldeg' she answered.

What had | to lose?' he said carelessly. 'The extrare, and the couple of
days which would have been wasted if the rest aflyadn't matched up to
the promise of your lovely face. Not much to stagainst the possibility of
finding the woman I've been looking for."

'Perhaps not."' She finished her drink and got ugoto

Jago rose to open the door for her. Before doinde@ut his hand under
her chin and repeated the kiss which had playeddwaith her senses; if
not at such length as before, long enough to quidler heartbeats and
make her reluctant to leave him.

'Off you go. Be ready at seven. This evening whbfie by ourselves,' he
said, as he opened the door and propelled herygavel the threshold.



Savanna walked back to her room in a trance, oga@ ablivious to the
gardener, who was still busy pruning a bush.

To her surprise and displeasure, Gerard was sthies balcony. She wanted
to be on her own, to start getting used to thetfeatt instead of returning to
England with the uncharted future she had had eudldly she left home, she
would be going back as the prospective bride oba who had swept into
her life with the irresistible force of a West Iadihurricane.

'As you left your room key behind, | thought I'dtiee hang on for a bit," said
Gerald. 'What happened? How did he take it?’

"You misunderstood him,' she said coldly. "You dtiotimpute your own
base motives to other people. Nor should | haviewed you could be right.
May | have that cheque, please?'—holding out hed fiar it.

'Why? What do you want it for?'

‘To give it back to him. For you to cash it wouldtyou on a par with a
blackmailer, and I'm sure you don't want to be gidwf in that light.'

'l didn't put any pressure on him. He gave me ttegjae voluntarily.'

'‘As a romantic gesture of quite unnecessary exgia@vee, considering how
small a favour he wanted from you. I'm sure if mgs up the Editor and
explains the position, there'll be no questiont@n using the shots he
objects to. And you'll make far more money if | y@u have the exclusive
rights to photograph my real life trousseau mla andParis Match,and
all the other magazines which thrive on featurethaf sort.'

'What are you talking about . . . your real lifeusseau?' the photographer
asked her perplexedly.

‘Jago has asked me to marry him. That's why | wagset when you gave
me the impression that he had something else imdl.nfive fallen in love
with him, Gerald, and it seems he feels the same'wa



For some moments he looked as stunned as she bacdehdier. Then he
said, 'So | was right—he did have his eye on you.’

'Yes, but not in the way you implied. | told youwwere too cynical. He's
not that sort of person at all. Or not now. He rhaye been once, but not
any more.'

Suddenly, in the same way that it had been a littide before she had felt
the kick of the alcohol in the rum float, Savanrasvbeginning to feel an
upsurge of happiness such as she had never exgatibefore.

Until his astonishing proposal of marriage, Jagotsverful physical
attraction had been more worrying than enjoyablee Bad seen it as a
threat to her peace of mind; a force which mightwthher off balance and
make her act unwisely.

But now, in the context of an engagement, it n@érworried her. As the
protagonists in a licit love affair, they were detl to be violently attracted
to each other. It was right and proper that theyukhbe. From now on,
whenever he looked desirously at her, she needbaatervous of his
intentions. They could not be more honourable.

She felt so relieved and joyful that, when Geralodpced the cheque and
handed it over to her, she forgot how angry sheldmah with him.

She said, 'Jago and | are going to have diamguxonight, which is bound
to make the others talk. But I'd rather you dit#lltthem what I've just told
you until I've asked him when he wants our engagenieebe made public.
Tomorrow | can pose in the yellow trouser suit, Imot in the other
things—he doesn't approve. And we can rely on yowgdt rid of the
monokini negatives, can't we, Gerald?"

'Sure. As you say, | stand to make a lot more bybor whirlwind romance
with England's answer to Onassis.’

'Is Jago orthatlevel?’

'l don't know. Maybe not quite. But how old is &, God's sake?'



‘Thirty-three.'

'Give him time, lovey. He may end up richer thara€sis. According to the
men | heard talking about him in the bar, soonraite arrived here, he's
some kind of financial genius who's made most effartune simply by

changing currencies at the right moment. Prettikyrid should have

thought, but then I don't know a stock from a shBte it might be as well if

you're taking him for bettesr worse.'

'‘But of course. | love him, not his money," Savasaa simply.
And she meant it.

Jago's wealth meant nothing to her personallypatth she would be glad
if it meant that her mother's operation could beeeited, and her brothers'
futures made secure.

For herself, she would have been even happier tmdmeying a man of
ordinary means. The prospect of being mistresshafuse which needed a
large staff to run it was not alluring.

After Gerald had left her, she thought how muchdvet wpuld have been,
at least from her own point of view, if Jago hadl e kind of income
which would have allowed them to afford a countitage and a tingied-
a-terrein London, both of which she could have run singended.

To have too much money had always seemed to Heg s fraught with
problems as having too little.

She wondered how Clare and Livvy would react torfesvs. They had both
been inclined to mock her belief in a life-longatebnship with one man as
the best way to live.

When Jago came for her at seven, she was waitifgrfoin a dress she had
bought in a Summer Sale, and carrying a shawl éahifor her by her
mother in exactly the same shade of emerald, aicalhich tended to look
garish in the soft light in England, but which cam& its own in the
tropics.



He took her to dine at a hotel not much differagotrf where they were
staying, except that nobody knew them and theydcail and talk
undisturbed.

'Do you realise | know nothing at all about younfly . . . your parents, and
your brothers and sisters?' she said, when theglhasken what to eat and
he had finished studying the wine list.

'My parents are dead, so you'll have no problents avmother-in-law. Not
that you would have done anyway. My mother wasaaraing woman. I've
only one younger sister, whose marriage has takertchCheshire. Her
name is Susan, and her husband, Edward, is a surgeaice chap, | like
him. As they very rarely come to London, | somesrfig up to Manchester
and spend a weekend with them. Susan has stronly feelings. She had
a close relationship with my mother, whom she stilsses. She'll be
delighted to have a sister-in-law.’

'What is she like? What are her interests?'

'Her husband, her children, and her house; althbedtre she met Edward
she was doing research for a well- known biogragiew she has a pair of
two-year-old twins to occupy most of her time, boé's a history graduate
and she talks of a career later on, when the kielstaschool. You needn't
be daunted by her degree. No one ever takes hanfegghead—rather the
reverse.'

Savanna was reminded of their first encounter, wieenad put her back up
by suggesting that she might not know the meanimgtepreneur. Did he
still think she wasn't too bright? Brainless enotglbe nervous of people
cleverer than herself?

'What about me, after I've produced your quiveriifl you mind if | take
up my career then?"

'l doubt if you'll want to by that time. If you hawight babies at two-year
intervals, you'll be in the second half of yourtileis before the last one is
born.'



'Eight babies!" she exclaimed, taken aback. 'Buteven the Queen has
eight children! |—oh; Jago, you're teasing again'—-as stalised that
although he wasn't smiling, there was a gleam afssment lurking in his
steady grey eyes.

He reached across the table for her hand. 'Alltrigilyou think eight too
many, I'll settle for four. | don't think we're &k to hatch any twins. That
strain is from Edward's side of the family.’

'Supposing | couldn't have any children? Have yamswered that
possibility?

'‘An unlikely contingency," he answered, addingerath pause, 'You've
never had any illnesses which might affect yothat tvay, have you?'

'No, I've always been extremely healthy.’

'l think it's a sensible precaution for people &wvd a check-up before they
marry," he went on. 'l have one every year, astéemaf routine, so | know
I'm in good general health. | can't actually vodichmy ability to father
children, but | have no reason to doubt it.'

For the second time that day it struck Savannaoagewhat prosaic for a
couple so newly engaged to be talking about paoceathBut then Jago
began to stroke the palm of her hand with his thuadcompanying the
caress with such an intent, ardent look that sharhe conscious of nothing
but the excitement singing along her nerves.

Later a steel band played, and they danced on an-ar terrace lit by
moonlight and coloured lanterns.

At first he held her very close to him. Unlike thight at the great house,
when the feel of his shoulder inside his dinnekgdachad been more
disturbing than pleasurable, tonight she was abknjoy the contact with
his strong body.



However, after a short time, he loosened his hold,not before she had
realised that dancing with her had rekindled thgirdeshe had seen in his
eyes at the beginning of dinner.

As he put a little space between them, she foumsketievondering when
was the last time he had made love, and with whdat.very long ago,
probably. But that was his past, and nothing toatt her. Their future
together was what mattered. Could she hold hirmagail the women who,
as Jago himself had remarked, saw him as an exatirarry? And not"
only because he was rich, she thought, but bedausas also a tall macho
male with finely-articulated hands with which taess them, and a mouth
at once stern and sensual with which to kiss them.

It was not late when they drove back to their owtehin the hired car.
Where the road ran close to a beach, Jago slowdddesve off the
macadam on to a stretch of firm turf which bordetrezisand.

'It's so beautiful here," murmured Savanna. 'hilaktit's a shame that these
islands haven't enough jobs to support all the lgampo were born in them.
If | belonged here, | should hate being forceddéayEngland or America to
find work. None of us wants to go back to Londoméorow. How must
West Indians living there feel? Coming out here imasle me realise how
wretchedly homesick many of them must be.'

Jago said, 'The older ones—yes, | expect so. Bot flarget that many
people of West Indian origin are actually born awéd Cockneys or
Liverpudlians. A beautiful environment is desirghbeit it's not the most
important thing in life.'

She had been gazing at the sea, but now she ttoreok at him, the light
being almost as bright as daylight, and the caren one.

'What is the most important thing?'

His arm was along the backrest. He was playing gttmoon-silvered hair
which was loose on her shoulders, winding a straodd his forefinger. At
her question, he shifted closer along the bench. $#a hand delved
through the thick tresses to find the nape of keekn



‘At the moment, for us, this is," he told her hiyskiefore he kissed her.

Very soon she knew he was right. Her whole bodylhed with
excitement as he taught her many kinds of kiss#s fesather-light kisses
on her eyelids,, little nibbling kisses round harsg and long, lingering,
burning kisses— like brands on the skin of herdhreas he tilted her head
back and traced a slow path down her neck to theftber dress.

Her eyes closed, her mind in a whirl, her wholengezngrossed by these
new and lovely sensations, Savanna gave no thaaghe outcome. She
was incapable of thought. Only feelings governednosv; feelings which
made her heart race, and her breathing rapid aenean

Even when she felt him beginning to unfasten h&iobs, she seemed to be
powerless to stop him. Her slim hands flutterech@nshoulders, but her
body remained lax and yielding as his sure finggened her dress, and she
waited to feel the heat of his lips on her breasts.

But Jago's ears, sharper than hers, had cauglirone of a motor. Not
ungently, he released her and straightened. "Bh@m@@r coming.’

Before its headlights swept the place where theg\parked, he was once
more behind the steering wheel, with a decorousespatween them. As
soon as the car had gone past, he switched omgiisecand followed it.

Savanna, whose trembling fingers had been quitgpatdale of refastening
her buttons quickly, and who had been holding hessl together, now
began-to do it up.

Stealing a sideways glance at Jago, she wonderathstwas thinking, and
why he had decided not to resume his interrupteesesas.

To be seen making love in a car—even if it was @blimpse which the
other driver would have had—was certainly rath@owting; but not to the
extent of quenching her excitement. If she stillt fall stirred up,

presumably he did as well.



In the hotel car park, he pocketed the ignition &agl came round to open
her door for her. Neither of them had spoken duttiregsecond phase of the
drive back, and his silence was beginning to makeddel ashamed of her
abandonment while they were parked.

'Would you care for a nightcap?' he asked, aswatked towards the main
block to pick up their room keys.

'l don't think so, thank you. Gerald says that hfiphts across the Atlantic
are usually fairly uncomfortable. | think I'll ttp make up some sleep.’

'Sleep can't be stored in advance. It can only d@engood afterwards. Did
you come over in the Economy Glass?’

'Yes.'

You'll be going back First Class with me. It's aod deal more
comfortable.’

‘Thank you, but | would rather go back the wayrhea—with the others. It
wouldn't be nice to separate from them at thisestagpecially as they don't
know about us.’

‘They will tomorrow, and | see no reason for yowansider their feelings
in preference to mine. There's not enough leg roothe Economy Class
for me. Everyone finds it cramped, and for someoheny height it's
purgatory. You'll travel with me," Jago said firmlgs they came to the
porter's desk.

'Very well. If you insist." She knew her tone wasardly formal.

He took both their keys from the porter, and estbher to the door of her
room.

Having unlocked it for her, he handed her the kayijng, 'l won't come in
to say goodnight. If I do, I'll be tempted to sty used to taking what |
want when | want it, Savanna. It's a long time sih@ad anything to do
with a young and inexperienced girl. | think it it be too difficult for



me to sweep you off your feet. Earlier today | tgtil you could set the
pace of our relationship. In future, don't rely e to call a halt as | did
tonight. Between now and May, there'll be many §wéen it will be up to
you to control how far things go between us.’

He put his hands on her shoulders, and droppedick duss on her
forehead.

'‘Goodnight, my lovely. Sleep well.'

Then he was gone; his tall figure striding awayptigh the shrubbery until,
soon, he was out of sight, and she turned to &eteroom.

A couple of hours later, remembering his injunctioer to sleep well, she
wondered if he was asleep now. Imagining him spedvith the wide bed,
she moved restlessly in the twin bed which sheaeaspying.

Until tonight she had been only dimly aware of ¢élverwhelming power of
passion; and of the voluptuousness of her own eatine could still feel
his lips on her throat, and the aching longinguoender herself to him
utterly.

Although he, with his wider experience, seemed s$ha¢ it was not an
infatuation on his side, how could she, with noegignce at all, be equally
certain of the nature of her feelings?

In that respect, an engagement of only two morglesned a short time in
which to test the strength of their day-to-day catiiplity. But when she
remembered his kisses, it seemed a long time to edore they could
spend their nights together.

After the flight back to England, the First Classgpengers left the aircraft
before the rest; but all of them waited togetherthfeir baggage to appear
on the carousel.



Savanna and the other girls, none of whom ran ahzat arrived at the
airport by Underground, and it didn't occur to tieat she wouldn't be
concluding her journey home in the same way.

However, when Jago had retrieved all the girlsglagg for them, piled it
on a trolley and pushed it through the Green sidin@ Customs hall, it
turned out that he had a chauffeur-driven car wgitor him.

'If any of you live near Savanna, we can give yoliftd he offered
pleasantly.

But none of them lived in the same part of Kenstas did. The party broke
up: Gerald and his assistant heading for the cak, @nd the fashion
girls-taking over the trolley to push their caseshte Underground, while
the driver carried Jago's case and hers to thengdolls- Royce.

When they were ensconced in the back of it, bepedsthrough the
outskirts of London in a typical early March slsbbwer, she said, 'Would
you mind if I introduced you to my mother just as a. a friend, to begin
with? I'd rather not spring our engagement on h#rout any warning.'

'By all means. Whatever you wish. I'll just makea#l to my secretary and
see what's been happening in my absence. Excuse me.

He lifted a section of the wide, padded armrestvbeh them, and revealed
a telephone receiver. Pressing a button, he wéite@ moment before
saying, 'Good morning, Elizabeth. I'm giving someeanlift home, but I'll
be in the office after lunch. Has anything urgemine up since | spoke to
you yesterday?'

Savanna looked out of the window at the sleet-ldshger suburbs. They
were cruising along a clearway flanked by semi-cietd houses with all

their windows closed. This could be because ofubather, because of the
noise of passing traffic, or because there wasnsoab home, the wives in
such houses being obliged to go out to work to palpthe mortgage and
the bills.



Until recently, in spite of the glamour of her jahe had belonged to that
world of mortgaged houses, small economical caud pairdensome money
worries.

Now, lapped in the spacious comfort of the Rollss® with its thick
Wilton carpet, pale grey leather upholstery andradled temperature, she
felt as if she were in transit between that wond dago's very different
one; just as, during the night, she had traveltethfthe balmy starlight of
the Caribbean to this wet, dreary morning in Endlan

When he had finished talking to his secretary, shid, 'l haven't told you
that my mother can't walk very well. In fact sha ¢terdly walk at all.'

'Why is that?'
Briefly, Savanna explained her mother's condition.

'‘But you needn't worry that you're landing yourseth a crotchety invalid
mother-in-law. She's incredibly brave and cheeahdut it. | know she has
a great deal of pain, but she never gives way lioptg. She's a very
positive person. When my father was killed, she slaattered ... we all
were. But now, instead of being miserable at haliegn widowed quite
young, she thinks of herself as lucky to have hadnty-six years of
happiness. If she weren't disabled, | expect shddwmarry again. | think
some people have a talent for loving like othergeha gift for music or
painting. It seems a great waste of Mummy's giftifi@king a happy home
for her to be left on her own when we all leaverbst.’

'She has domestic help presumably?’

'No, she does as much as she can, and | do tha tkstevening. Except for
Benjy, the boys are only at home during the vaaatiand not always then.
But we've got them all very well trained. Why doyttu come to supper
tonight? By then I'll have broken the news to la&d you can meet Benjy
and sample my cooking. It's not bad.’

'l should have liked to, but unfortunately | hameesagagement which | can't
break. I'm speaking at a dinner given by one oflitrexry companies,’' he



explained. 'As you probably know, most of themdefrom the mediaeval
guilds of the City of London which used to imposanslards of quality and
honesty on various crafts and trades. Nowadaysctmpanies make
generous grants to education, charity and resebacicepted the invitation
a year ago, and | can't back out at the last mament

'Of course not. | wish | could hear your speecha¥ghyour subject?'

'High finance—very dull," was his answer. 'Whenrev@harried, I'm afraid
you'll often have to sit through my speeches. Ydiadl it a great deal more
boring than holding a pose while Gerald gets tgkting right," he added
dryly.

'Why?—Are you a particularly dull speaker?' sheedslslightly vexed by
his assumption that his subject would be over eadh

'l hope not, but most wives are bored by their busls' pet subjects. I've
seen the glazed look in their eyes, and the coedegawns.’

'Perhaps that's because they're bored not so nyuble Bpeeches as by their
husbandsin toto. I've noticed that, as a rule, people who go in for
speechmaking do tend to be puffed up types, vegsald with themselves.
Do you speak in public a great deal?'

While referring to bored wives, Jago had unfoldeglrhorning paper which
had been lying on his side when they entered theaod begun to skim the
front page.

Now he lowered the paper to look at her. 'Not ofténce or twice a year.
Were you needling me, Savanna?' he added, withrevmed glance.

'Yes, because you'd needled me, although uninteailyo no doubt.’
'Really? How did | do that?'

'‘By implying that, if | were present tonight, | wida't be able to understand
you. Perhaps it will be too abstruse, but | findself able to follow the



speeches | hear on television . . . and sometimescbgnise them for the
gobbledygook they are,’ she added.

His lean cheeks creased with amusement. Keepirdydidhe paper with
one hand, he slid the other behind her and pukeddwards him.

'‘Come down from that high horse and kiss me," hemated, his eyes on
her mouth.

The kiss would have gone on much longer, but Saatonscious that the
driver must be able to see them in his mirror,qulfree.

Guessing the cause of her discomfiture, Jago 4ddiarsh is very well
trained. With a girl in the back, he drives onWwiag mirrors.’

It was meant as a joke—she knew that. But somehdidn't amuse her.

She said shortly, 'And | suppose it doesn't matteat the hoi-polloi in the
streets see. Who cares about them?'

His smiling mouth hardened. His gaze cooled.

'Cracks of that sort | like substantiated.’

She had already regretted the jibe which she krewalve been quite
unjustified. He had never said or done anythinguggest that he looked
down on people less affluent than himself.

'I'm sorry. It wasn't fair. It must be jet lag whits making me tetchy.’
'‘Could be. Have an early night.' Jago returnecttention to the paper.
Savanna recognised the snub, and knew it was rd#senved. Twice, in
quick succession, she had been deliberately urapieashereas neither of

the remarks which had offended her had been intetalannoy.

Another girl, faced with Jago's withdrawal, miglave reacted by pouting
and removing herself to her corner, there to ma&tters worse by sulking.



But until two years before, she had lived with pasevhose marriage had
not been entirely a matter of luck. The Bancrdiitg, all happy couples, had
known how to stop minor tiffs from becoming majanagrels; and, by
example rather than precept, had taught the teabrimtheir children.

So it was because she-had often seen her mothethenfather, eating

humble pie with a good grace, that she laid botidkan his arm and, with
a warmly repentant smile saidatinsorry—truly. It was horrid of me to say
that to you when it's not half an hour since yomdestrated what nice
instincts you have.'

His expression remained aloof, but he raised ahreyeand said, 'Really?"
'By staying to hoist the others' luggage off thevayor belt for them. Some
men with a car waiting outside would have left théon manage by

themselves. | thought it was very sweet of you.'

| should call it the normal behaviour of any maraibaggage room where
several of the women are known to him.'

'l shouldn't. Chivalrous manners are rare enoughbdo very much
appreciated.’

‘Not always. You'd be surprised at how often I"e&ra shop door open for
one woman, only to have six march through it, noindaem even bothering
to smile at me.’

‘That happens to everyone, and it's maddening.’

Not realising it could be pushed out of the way&ma moved round the
armrest and perched on the edge of his side fdhe

'If Marsh really never looks, can we kiss and mag@'
His charming smile appeared. 'With pleasure.'

He removed the rest, making more room for her tmgle against him and
offer her lips.



She was still in the circle of his arm, and theyevieoth reading the book
reviews, when she realised they had passed thithegireen belt and were
nearing the town where she lived.

'Had | better give Marsh some directions?' shedske

'‘No need. | gave your address to my secretary rgste She will have

relayed it to him, and he will have found out thaywhere. It's part of his
job.'

'‘But how did you know my address?'

'It was one of the facts | had checked when | waitdeknow who you were.'

'What other facts do you know?'

"Your birth date. Your height. Your weight. Yourtali statistics. Your
telephone number.’

'Where did you get all that information?’

'l don't know the source—probably your agent. | eherang up a friend
-who works for AmericarVogue,and left it to them to do the detective
work.'

'I'm not sure | like the idea of those details lgeso easily available. You
might have been some horrible old lecher plottmgeaduce me.’

*| am plotting to seduce you—nbut in the most resplele way, in a bridal
suite somewhere, with a marriage certificate inlaggage. Where would
you like to go for your honeymoon?'

'‘Anywhere you choose to take me.’
He nuzzled her ear, his arm tightening round heistwalust stay as

beautiful and biddable as you are at this moment, we'll be on a
permanent honeymoon.'



'l hope so.' Savanna gave a sigh of contentmenffyittion between them
forgotten as she nestled against his strong shoulde

'One thing is certain anyway,” she murmured, a feaments later.
'‘Although she's bound to be startled when | telldl®out our engagement,
my mother is sure to like you.'

But strangely, although she was usually the mostameing of parents to
any of her children's friends, Mary Bancroft's mantowards Jago was
courteous but markedly reserved.

Probably he did not realise that she was not hanabfriendly self, but

Savanna sensed it immediately. Thinking that, itespf her mother's
assurance that all had gone well in her absencee gwoblem must have
arisen, she cut his visit to a minimum.

‘Thank you for bringing me home. | expect you wianget back to London
if you're going into your office this afternoonkiessaid, when the three of
them had spent about a quarter of an hour makihtg gonall talk.

'Yes, there's bound to be a good deal of work ngifter a fortnight out of
the country, although | have a very able secretdmy can take care of most
things when I'm abroad,' he answered. He rose.diBeg Mrs Bancroft.’
He bent to shake hands with her.

Watching them, Savanna saw the contrast betweetamiand his fithess
with her mother's pallor, and her drawn look, wathache of compassion.

Leaving Mrs Bancroft in her chair by the sittingsro window, she went
into the hall with him.

"You have our number, but | have no way of contactiou. Do you really
live in a hotel?'

'Yes, and this is the number.' He wrote it on the peside the telephone on
the table by the foot of the staircase. 'But Hll gou later, after I've had a

look at my desk diary and know how much free tirsbdll have in the next

few days.'



Savanna's nod was somewhat abstracted. It wafatoshie wanted to say
goodbye to him, but she was concerned to know wizd behind her
mother's manner.

Jago took both her hands in his and kissed thematiar the other.
'‘Goodbye for the moment.’

He released her hands, opened the door and wemt tthevsteps to the path
which led past their plain front garden to the weodate.

At the back of the house there was a long narragegawith a garage at its
far end. The front garden was simply a space betwlee house and the
roadway, and her father had grassed over the flineds inherited from his
predecessor to save himself labour which he hadvied better applied to
the garden at the rear.

The house itself was Edwardian, built of dark regtkowith the many
ornamental embellishments which had been fashienabthat period. It
had a semi-basement kitchen with three floors abipvend it had been
modernised to the extent of putting in central imgat

When she rejoined her mother, the Rolls-Royce wi#lsng away, and Mrs

Bancroft was watching it with a troubled expressidnich cleared as she
looked up at her long-legged daughter and saidydsioenjoyed yourself,

darling? The Caribbean really is as beautiful 'asitade out to be?'

'More beautiful, if anything. The colour of the deandescribable, and it's
as warm as bath water. Bliss!" Savanna was wat¢hengeparting car. As it
moved out of sight, she said, 'But enough of np; #What's been happening
at home? Is everythingally all right. Mother?’

‘Yes, perfectly. Why do you ask?'

'l thought you seemed rather on edge while Jagdheses. . , as if you'd be
glad when he'd gone and we could talk privately.'



'l am glad he's gone,' her mother admitted. 'D@e&dnt to see you again,
Savanna?'

'Yes. He's going to ring up later on.’

'Oh, dear!" Her mother's worried look returned.cldn see that it's
tremendous fun to be whisked about in a Rolls,imgrland | haven't
forgotten that you're nearly twenty and quite oltbwgh and sensible
enough to run your life without interference frone.nSo please don't be

cross if, this once, | say, "Don't encourage him".

Savanna's heart sank, but her tone remained Iggsha answered, 'When
am | ever cross with you, dearest?'— stooping te §irs Bancroft a hug.
'‘But why don't you want me to see him again?'

'He's years too old for you, my dear. Presumabiylreow he isn't married,
or you wouldn't think of going out with him. Bun@an who's not married at
his age is usually single because he preferstitthg—especially if he has
money, and is tall and good-looking. You may besqulenty of girls have
tried to catch him, but he's eluded them. | shdwate to see you involved
with a philanderer.’

Before Savanna could say that, whatever Jago i done in the past,
he was not philandering with her, her mother card) 'Even if he were
several years younger, and more our kind of persoshould have

reservations about him, darling. He has a charmagner, | admit, but
underneath it | suspect he's a hard, ruthless nmarides roughshod to get
what he wants. | didn't like him at all.’



CHAPTER THREE

LATER in the day Jago telephoned to say there were mateers requiring
his attention than he had anticipated. It mightbepossible for them to see
each other again until the following Sunday, whenaould like to give a
luncheon party for her mother and her three eldathbrs.

'Have you broken the news to your mother yet?'shec

‘Not yet. I'll probably tell her this evening, albabe time you'll be making
your speech. | hope it goes well.'

‘Thank you. Are you working tomorrow?'

'In the morning. The afternoon is free, so | shallable to catch up with
various household things which had to be negldetstdveek.’

'In a couple of months all that housework will biniag of the past,’ he told
her. 'That's something we have to discuss—how smrenyour mother's
comfort after you've left home permanently. I'lllgeou again as soon as |
can. Goodnight, Savanna.'

She wished he had said;oodnight, darling.The Bancrofts were a
demonstrative family, free with hugs and kisseslamihg words. But Jago
had yet to call her by any endearment stronger thmnlovely', which
somehow had a different connotation.

As she replaced the receiver, she heard Benjyiegtiére house by the back
door, and went through to the lobby where they hupgheir raincoats to
greet him. It was he, not her mother, who was itis¢ tb hear her news.

A couple of hours after supper, when Mrs Bancraftl Hurned on the

television to watch a play, Savanna, whose real fifoblem made it

difficult to concentrate on those of the characters drama, went down to
the kitchen to make her mother a pot of tea. Sheddenjy there, the parts
of a dismantled typewriter spread on the table, archn of beer at his
elbow. When not out with a girl, Benjy was alwaigrfg something, either

to save his mother money, or to make some for Himse



Outsiders regarded Benjamin Bancroft as a misfd,aworry to his family.
Although he had been to the same famous, fee-payuigol as his
scholastically brilliant elder brothers, he had eabysmally badly in all his
exams and, since leaving, had been employed imbauof ways which
the more conventional of Mrs Bancroft's friendsutjat unsuitable for a
young man with his background.

At present he was working as a labourer on theo$itenew public health
centre. It was an unskilled job with no prospebts, it paid a high wage,
part of which he contributed to household expensssst of which he

banked in his travel fund. As soon as he reachedanget, he was setting
out to see the world.

'‘Benjy, | need some advice,' Savanna said, sittovgn on the opposite side
of the table.

Her brother glanced questioningly at her. He haddther's blue eyes. His
features were blunter than those of his brotheoth Blichael and Richard
had a flair for making amusing ripostes which Bengss quick-witted,
lacked. But he had his own sense of humour whighgwer, was also more
gentle, more on her wavelength.

"What about?'

'lI- I met a man while | was away, and he askedomadrry him.'

He whistled. "That was quick work, wasn't it?"

'Yes, but that's how it happens sometimes. He'amotdinary kind of man.
He was flying to America, by Concorde, and he sawfawe on the cover of
Vogue,and made a special detour from New York to thellbaan to meet
me.'

'‘Some detour! Who is this guy? A millionaire?"

'He may be. He's very rich.'

'How old is he?'



‘Thirty-three.'

'How many ex-wives has he?"

‘None.'

'My advice is . . . grab him," said Benjy.

Savanna couldn't help smiling. But then, swiftlyiegs again, she said, 'l
want to . . . and it has nothing to do with his eyn've fallen in love with

him. The trouble is Mother took an instant disltkehim when he brought
me home from the airport this morning. She thinks hoo old, and a
womaniser.'

'‘Aren't we all, given half a chance!" Benjy stoppeark and drank some
beer, reminding Savanna of her intention to puthenkettle.

As she rose to remedy her forgetfulness, he €lvjously you haven't told
her he wants to marry you, or she would have ba&mg of nothing else."

'No, | haven't—not yet. I'd intended to tell heistafternoon, but after her
criticisms of him | felt it might be better to waitdidn't want to have an
argument on my first day back.’

'If there's going to be trouble sooner or laterttipg it off" only makes
matters worse,' said her brother. 'What's he &geyt from being loaded?’

'Very tall. Very dark. Very fit. His name is Jagandersley.’
Jago?J...A...G...0O0?”

'Yes. It's an old Cornish name. His mother was bor@ornwall, and |
shouldn't be surprised if her forebears includ&gpanish castaway from the

Armada. It would account for his black hair and tdaekness of his tan.
Perhaps for the name Jago, too. It may derive ftenSpanish lago.’



She glanced at the kitchen clock, wondering if Jags on his feet now,
giving his speech; or if, the dinner still beingarogress, he was eating and
making conversation with the women seated on egiuer of him.

As they were wives of the dignitaries of a livergmgpany, it seemed
unlikely that they would be notably attractive haligh he would probably
make them feel it— unless they responded to hisnchath suspicion, as
her mother had done.

'If he's fallen for you heavily enough to proposiéhim a week of meeting
you, how come he's not here this evening? Or itabkding his mother,
who'-s going to be equally hostile to you?' Bergiged.

'His mother is dead." Savanna went on to explago'daabsence, and to
mention the lunch party on Sunday.

"You can't ring up Richard and Mike until you'veken it to Mother.'

‘No, | know | can't,’ she agreed worriedly. 'Ohnje do you think she'll
come round? The one thing | didn't bargain for Wiher taking against
him.'

'She may come round right away when you tell hewasts to marry you.
Probably she thinks he only wants to go to bed with. She's still a bit
uptight about Mike and Catriona, although she dbodésnthem know it,’
said Benjy.

This was a reference to his eldest brother's |&haér avith a fellow medical
student who had announced, in front of Mrs Bangcritfat she had no
intention of getting married because it would cmtflvith her career plans.

For anyone like Mary Bancroft who had never hadaeeer, and whose
entire adult life had centred round her husband amidren, it was very
hard to understand Catriona's determination toiajiee in plastic surgery,
or the young woman's clear-sighted acceptance tioatachieve her
ambition, she would have to sacrifice much that waportant to Mrs
Bancroft.



'Perhaps you're right. I'll tell her tomorrow. B¢ at home in the afternoon.'

‘Tell her now . . . tonight," Benjy urged. 'Otheseiiyou'll spgnd half the
night worrying, and wake up with bags under youesyYou know you
always look like hell if you don't have a propeghtis rest,' he added, with
brotherly candour.

He cocked an ear towards the ceiling. 'She's tuoffatie TV. It must have
been the kind of play she doesn't like—brass bedsfaur-letter words.
Make the tea, and I'll come up and give you manppsrt.'

So it was that a few minutes later, when Benjy tedied the tea tray up to
the sitting-room, and sat down to have a cup widnt, Savanna mustered
the courage to say, in rather a rush, 'l-—I hop&eMand Richard are free
this weekend. Jago wants them and us to have Mitbhhim. It's to be a
celebration party.' Without pausing for breath, sleat on, 'He's asked me
to marry him, Mother. | would have told you righway, only you seemed
not to like him. But I'm sure you will when you getknow him.'

It was to be expected that Mrs Bancroft's reactvonld be much the same
stupefaction which Savanna herself had experiemdezh Jago had first
mentioned marriage.

Benjy's handling of the situation was not unlikeatthof his future
brother-in-law. He said, 'What you need is a stiférry. Mother.'

He went to the corner cupboard where the drinkewept, arnd came back
with two glasses of Bristol Cream, one for her and for his sister.

'I—I don't know what to say. | can hardly believaymean this seriously,’
said Mary Bancroft. 'To agree to marry a man whau'we only known for
a few days . . . and who's so unsuitable for yoli can't take it in yet,
Savanna. It's so extraordinarily unlike you. Youharer been the giddy
type of girl. | just can't think what's come oveuy

'Love has come over me, Mother.'



'In a week or less? Don't be absurd, dear. Lowemsething which grows
with knowing. All you know about him at presenttigat you find him
attractive. If in six months, or even three montiway both still feel the same
way, one will begin to take it seriously. But asdacelebration party, or any
kind of public announcement . . . that | cannoamg with, my dear.’

Ever since her mother's animadversions about himmediately after his
departure, Savanna had been worried that this wilter attitude to their
news. Now, torn by divided loyalties, she sat gdilemd downcast,
wondering how he would react to being told he waecaeptable.

'‘Can | put my oar in here?' asked Benjy. 'If thig Jago is thirty-three, he
at least ought to knowis own mind; and there are other things he could
have proposed which you would have liked a lot, Ib&sther.'

Mrs Bancroft's thin, pale face flushed. 'I'm awafethat, Benjy, and
certainly it's something in his favour. But I've triddr Kindersley. You
haven't, and--'

'For a few minutes, Mother," Savanna broke in. &quarter of an hour at
the most. Not for long enough to make a definitigjuent.’

'‘Anyway, whatever we think of him, it's Savanna \slgoing to marry him,’'
said Benjy. 'l think a filthy-rich brother-in-lavg iexactly what this family
needs. With Richard and Mike and Joey still beirgemsive passengers,
and only Savanna and me supporting ourselves anttitnating, we're
barely keeping afloat.'

"'To encourage your sister to marry in recklessehagrely because the man
is wealthy shows a very immature outlook, Benjy."N/passing through a
difficult period— yes. But it won't last for eve8avanna's marriage will, |
hope, last her whole life, as mine would have difrie hadn't been for
Daddy's accident. It's at times like this | missilsio much. He would have
taken the same view, and you would have listenduing Savanna. You
always took your problems to him, and acted orabisce.'



'‘But | was a schoolgirl then, Mother. I'm grownngw. | h"ve to deal with
my problems by myself—and | don't see why this twalbe one. Benjy is
right, darling. No one else can decide who is tgktthusband for me.’

'I'm not trying to decide for you, my dear. I'm mgrasking you to wait.
You're not twenty yet. How can you think of commnigtthe rest of your life
to a man who is virtually a stranger? Mostly, wmearriages break down,
it's because of a score of minor pinpricks whieahmalatively, make one or
both partners' lives intolerable.

These are things which one doesn't discover infitise flush of love,
Savanna. They only reveal themselves graduallyasele . please... be
sensible about this. Wait a while, that's all I'skiag of you.'

'l don't think Jago will wait—or not very long. l8ed man who, having made
a decision, acts on it,’ said Savanna.

'If he loves you, and you insist on a reasonabterval between your
meeting and an engagement, he will have to abideyday decision.
Marriage is essentially a give- and-take relatigmsHe can't expect to rule
the roost completely.’

'Why not?—If | don't mind his doing so?"'

‘This pot of tea will be stone cold if someone adgsour it out,' said Benjy,
reaching for it. 'l think we should all go to tHisnch party, and enjoy a
sample of the lifestyle he's offering Savanna, @uah you should argue it
out with him, Mother.'

'Don't be frivolous, Benjy. This is no laughing neat

'I'm not laughing, and nor is Savanna. She lookeertike crying,' he said,
with a sympathetic glance at her. 'l hope whenihghome a girl I'm
serious about, you won't be like this about héx pitetty deflating to anyone
who's just fallen in love to have all the snagsped out, Mum.'

'l do wish you wouldn't call--'



'Sorry. It slipped outiviother,' he amended, with a trace of impatience.

He was too fond a son ever to irk her deliberatdhjpough it amused him to
outrage some of their neighbours, as on the oacasgien, strolling in the
town at lunch time, wearing cement-dusty overafld aarrying a carton
from a fish and chip stall, he had encountered particularly snobbish
woman and invited her to try a hot chip.

One of Benjy's assets was his ability to adaphtoemvironment, and to be
accepted by all kinds of people as one of themseMe liked or disliked
men and women for their fundamental human qualiied was as happy in
the company of some of his present workmates ds thé friends of his
schooldays.

For that reason Savanna was curious to see wimnaatie of Jago. Although
he might joke about the usefulness of Jago's weaftlall her brothers
Benjy would be the least influenced by it in forignimis opinion of the man.

Seeing that there was little point in continuing thiscussion tonight, yet
relieved that, on his advice, she had at least dive subject, she said, 'In
spite of coming back First Class, | didn't get toach sleep last night. |
think I'd better go to bed early.'

'Yes, | should if | were you, dear. We can talkgs over again tomorrow,’
said Mrs Bancroft.

Climbing the stairs being a difficult undertaking her, she had made the
former dining-room into a bedroom, with a prefabtex shower unit in one

corner. Fortunately the house had already had askawvs lavatory, but the

basement kitchen was a great inconvenience. Wraheaded was a small
lift, but the difficulty of installing one made tlu®st prohibitive.

Being worn out, Savanna slept well. However, whée $ok in her
mother's early tea, she saw signs of a restlegs imighe circles under Mary
Bancroft's eyes and the pinched look about her mdrdin frequently kept
her awake, but last night, Savanna guessed, ibbad worry which had
done that. This was confirmed when she said, Be&en thinking things
over. Instead of the five of us being Mr Kinder&eguests on Sunday, |



should prefer to receive him here. It will be le$a strain. You know what
an effort it is for me to climb in and out of Miakls car these days; not to
mention the double journey being a waste of hisohét

Savanna forbore to reply that she felt sure Jagoldvaillingly send his

more comfortable car for them. Nor did she point that planning,

shopping for and cooking a special lunch for sigge at home involved a
lot of extra work which she could have done withaditen her life was
already very full. Seven people, if Mike broughtii@ma.

But the last thing she wanted was to launch anahguwment, so she said
only, 'Very well, darling, if you'd rather we hadrhhere, I'll ring him up
later this morning. | don't want to call him toalgaand risk waking him up.’

'What time does he normally get up? Or is thatafrtbe many things you
have yet to find out?’

'On the island he was a very early riser. But ategnding a public dinner
last night, and perhaps going to bed in the snmalf$y he could be forgiven
for deciding to lie in this morning," Savanna sauiddly.

Later, on the train to London, she sat looking attthe bleak winter
countryside, and wondering what she would do ifrhether continued to
find Jago an unacceptable son-in-law and he, m tuas unwilling to meet
Mrs Bancroft halfway.

When Savanna herself had told him that she thotingyt ought to know
each other for much longer before thinking aboutriage, he had seemed
to feel that a two-month engagement was an adeqielsey. He had
conceded, she remembered, that, in her case,l# bewan infatuation; but
not in his own.

How could he be so sure?

Because, in spite of numerous affairs, he had nesfare felt the way he
did about her?



She would have liked to believe this explanationhid statement, but
somehow she couldn't convince herself that, atgude twenty, she was
capable of enslaving an experienced man of thedwswlthat never again
would he look with desire at anyone else.

You're a beautiful creature, but don't overrate ydesirability. You'll be
twice as attractive at thirty, and certain womenfatty and possibly fifty
can give a man just as much pleasure as a smoathezkyoung thing like
yourself.

She had a clear recollection of Jago's negligestvan when she had
accused him of wanting to have an affair with laag he had said she was
too young.

On the same occasion he had told her that makireggi@s an art which he
thought she had yet to learn. Later he had fourtchewvas right; she was
the most virginal of virgins, inexperienced everkissing.

Remembering those first thrilling kisses, shedalupsurge of longing to be
locked in his arms, 'the world forgetting, by therld forgot'.

As soon as she arrived in London, she dialled theber he had given her,
and was answered by a girl on the switchboard efarthe most famous
hotels.

'Who's calling?' the operator enquired, when Saadrad asked for Jago.
'Miss Bancroft.’

'Hold on, please.’

A few moments later, to Savanna's surprise, a nvaitg said courteously,
'‘Good morning, Miss Bancroft. This is Matthews, Kindersley's valet,
speaking. He's out and about this morning, so firaical can't tell you

where to reach him before lunch. May | take a nges$ar you?'

'Oh, yes, thank you—if you would. He was going ieeca lunch party for
me and my family this weekend, but my mother wdiklel him to spend the



day with us. Do you happen to know if he has alyeadade the
arrangements he had in mind?’

'Mr Kindersley hasn't mentioned booking the roomemhhe usually gives
his private parties, but | can find out if he's d@o, and ask the person in
charge to await confirmation. Perhaps there is sdmee he can telephone
you?'

The call gave her a further insight into the smeatinning luxury of Jago's
life. Why hadn't he chosen a girl from that wortdnbarry? There was no
shortage of pretty faces among the daughters aichend influential.

As soon as | saw your face, | knew it was the amanited to look at across
the breakfast table for the next forty years.

It wouldn't do for him to see me now, she thouglefully, catching sight of
her reflection in the window of one of the statloosks, a wool cap pulled
down to her eyebrows, her chin buried deep in aflerubecause the cold
seemed more piercing after a week in the sun.

| shall have to start looking glamorous all the diftom now on, she
reflected, as a taxi took her to her first appoigriin

The ironic thing was that although she spent heking hours in furs, silks,
cashmeres and luxurious evening dresses, the frdbe dime she wore
clothes chosen for cheapness and practicality.

Nowadays, her second brother Richard was the oalixdressed member
of the family. He was at Oxford, hoping to achiearehonours degree in
P.P.E., the university's name for the final exarngmain philosophy,
politics and economics.

Clever, charming, and more than a little self-cestrRichard had a small
income from funds left to him by one of his grandhess, whose favourite
he had been.

He spent it partly on others, and his unexpectdts gvere always
thoughtfully chosen, but mostly on presents to lifrsold books, old



prints, and good clothes, which he said lasteddorigan cheap ones. He
was probably right about this, but his sister, dhé/ one of the Bancrofts
who had any idea what his clothes cost, felt it @ have hurt him to wait
a few years for bespoke shirts and silk pyjamas.

Savanna returned home that afternoon to find thgd had telephoned her
mother to say he would be delighted to lunch witant; and the local

florist, a member of Interflora, had delivered axhaf three dozen long-

stemmed red roses which did not have a card wamtlout could only be

from him.

Having divided them between two tall vases, onettiersitting-room and
one for her own room upstairs, she rang up to thamk As she waited for
the number to answer, she found she could hardly tawehear his deep
voice. But when the switchboard connected her soshite, once again it
was Matthews who answered.

Jago was not there. He was spending the night irs,Pgtaying at the
Plaza-Athenee.

‘The number is 359 ... 85 ... 23, Miss Bancisfiall | repeat that?' asked
Matthews.'No, | have it, thank you. Goodbye.’

Savanna rang off, and sat down on the stairs, pg@afed. She had wanted
so much to talk to Jago. But to call him in Pareswut of the question. He
might not be there. If he were, a few minutes' e@ild cost pounds which
they couldn't afford.

It seemed an eternity till Sunday. Knowing thatedaborate meal was not
going to cut any ice with a man accustomed toitrest cuisine wherever he
went, Savanna had settled for inexpensive and hofaet. For the first

course, buckling, a cheaper alternative to smoilad.tFor the main dish, a
pot roast. For the pudding, apple tart and cre&ngyes a favourite with her
father and brothers and, it seemed likely, withradin.



Jago, not Marsh, was at the wheel of the Rolls whdrew up outside the
Bancrofts' house at a quarter to one on Sunday.

'Impressive!" was Richard's comment, looking ousrdister's shoulder as
she stood by the window, awaiting Jago's arrivahwingled impatience
and trepidation.

'I'll go and let him in.’

Conscious of an almost tangible feeling of expeofass her family and
Catriona waited to meet her rich suitor, she hdrfiem the room.

He was not at the gate, as she expected, wherpsheathe front door. On
the point of running down the path to meet him, ehecked, not wishing
their greetings to be seen by anyone watching ftensitting-room.

Although Jago was hidden from view by the thicknesthe beech hedge
which retained its dead leaves through the winsé&e could hear the
expensive sound of the driver's door closing. A fmements later he
appeared at the gate, one arm full of parcels.

He walked up the path, smiling at her, taking ie tay she was dressed,
which was the way he was dressed— casually, irs&é@uwith a jersey and
shirt. Hers were camel-coloured with a black swinich emphasised the
blondeness of her hair.

Jago's shirt and trousers were grey, like the ndrhas shrewd mid-grey
eyes. His plain V-necked sweater was cashmerelkAssarf was folded
inside the open collar of his shirt. Reaccustomed to looking at pale
faces, Savanna saw his brown face and hands kisgityibronzed.

'Hello. Have you missed me?' he asked, as he nubtimtesteps.

She nodded. She had meant, very swiftly, to brei@khim that, as far as her
mother was concerned, their engagement was fagt accompli.But when
he stepped over the threshold and bent his tatl tee@ards her, the kiss he
pressed on her lips put everything out of her nbindher gladness at seeing
him again.



Prevented as he was by the parcels from embraeingith both arms, his
one-armed hug and quick kiss were affectionateerdtian passionate.

'l gather you've telephoned several times. I'mysidnaven’t been there, but
I've been exceptionally busy. I'm not always asdeasible as I've been for
the past few days.’

'It doesn't matter,” Savanna assured him. 'ThankKgmthe gorgeous roses. |
read the report of your speech.’

'Did you indeed? Very dutiful of you to scour thapers for it." He moved
towards the sitting-room door. 'Are your brotheesehtoday? I'm looking
forward to meeting them."

Had the situation been reversed, and it had bezwkb was about to enter
a room full of his relatives, she would have beevitching with
nervousness. But obviously Jago was completelpsd.e

She opened the door and re-entered the room, alségal of him.

'My mother you've already met. Let me introduce bt of the family.
Mike first, as he's the eldest . . . and this ssfliend, Catriona, who is also
reading medicine.'

After bowing and smiling at Mrs Bancroft, who wasated beside the log
fire which they lit on special occasions, Jago tieplosited his parcels on the
upright chair by the door. Now he shook hands wiibhael Bancroftand
the dark-haired, sturdily built Scots girl.

Next, Savanna introduced Richard and, finally, Bemho, having wrung
Jago's hand with a grip which made most peoplecHlinbut not his
prospective brother-in-law, asked, 'What can lygetto drink, sir?' as if he
were addressing someone many years his senior..

The Bancroft men were drinking lager, the womenrsheas Jago noted
before he answered, 'I'll also have beer, if | may.



'What very exciting-looking parcels,' remarked @uata, in the pause which
followed.

‘They're one or two things | picked up in Parisy&@ma,' said Jago.
'‘For me?"'

'For you.'

'How kind of you. Thank you.'

'‘Aren't you going to open them?' said Catriona,wihe other girl made no
move towards them.

'Oh...yes...yes, of course,' Savanna sastlif

But when she would have returned to the chair wtter@arcels were lying,
he stopped her, saying, 'No, they can wait, bst¢an't.’

Before she realised what he was about, he had t@kemnall leather box
from his pocket, opened it, removed something dpaykput the box away
and possessed himself of her left hand. A momeet e had slipped the
ring to the base of her third finger, and wasngther hand to his lips.

The whole thing was done very swiftly and unobtreki so that, had they
not been the centre of attention already, it miggste passed unnoticed,
except for the kiss"on her knuckles. Over thatjrigered a little.

For Savanna, as he let go her hand and she hadras@w of the jewel now
adorning it, it was a moment at once wonderful &mdble.

Clearly it had never crossed Jago's mind thatdrily wouldn't welcome
the engagement. How would her mother react tottinisof events?

Her pleasure shot through with the fear of an enalsamg scene, she gazed
at the diamonds which symbolised the bond betwdwmmi Not an
unbreakable bond, but not one to be set asiddylight



'It's beautiful, Jago," she murmured, raising hgrseto his face. Then,
mustering her courage, she turned to show it torfather. ‘Isn't it, Mother?
Isn't itlovely?

DON'T BE ANGRY. DON'T SPOIL IT, HER TAWNY EYES PLEADED

Mrs Bancroft took her daughter's outstretched hargtudy the ring more
closely.

'Yes, very beautiful,’ she agreed.

For an instant, Savanna thought it was going tallxght: that her mother
was going to accept this development without fas#&ast for the moment.

'However, | should have appreciated the courtesybahg consulted
beforehand,’ Mrs Bancroft went on, turning an utisignigaze on Jago.

"You mean you haven't told your family about us®'dsked, flashing an
interrogative glance at her daughter, one blackeye arched in surprise.

'Yes...yes, but...yousee... she fatter

'‘But you have not conferred with us, Mr Kindersley,' hertineo put in. 'As
you are a stranger to us, | think it would havevam@ greater degree of
consideration had you made yourself known to upgnyg before taking
this precipitate step.’

"You mean you would have liked me to ask permisgaamarry Savanna?'

'It would have been more gracious.'

"You've used the word precipitate, Mrs Bancrofsuggests that, had | been
gracious, | might have been graciously sent packimas his dry response.

'l should certainly have counselled caution. Saadsivery young, and--'

'‘But of age, and no longer in need of parental eot® her marriage. As for
myself, had | felt there was anything about me Whavanna's family



might object to, probably | should have consulted.yBut as | have neither
a previous marriage, uncertain prospects or anytieiise to make me
ineligible, | assumed that, if Savanna was happy,would be too.'

'‘Many people would consider your age to be a digathge,’ said Mary
Bancroft. 'Thirteen years is a considerable gd®' added, ignoring her
daughter's imploring, 'Oh, Mothegrlease--"

'‘But one offset by the fact that, unlike a muchnyger man, I'm in a position

to provide her with every comfort, including thetties and jewels which

her beauty deserves.' Half turning away from hstéss, Jago said, 'You're
her eldest brother, what is your view of our engaget, Michael?'

Earlier, Michael had been inclined to agree withrhother that for Savanna
to return from a week in the Caribbean committedhory a man whom
none of them knew, was an act of impetuosity whibke would almost
certainly regret.

Now, however, after flashing a troubled glance st mnother, he said
uncomfortably, 'Surely the purpose of an engagensefar people to test
whether they're right for each other. As long as gren't intending to rush
into marriage too quickly, I—I have no objection.’

Mrs Bancroft looked angrily at him, but before sloelld speak her second
son intervened.

'My opinion," said Richard smoothly, 'is that weosld defer this
conversation until later. Wherever her future may ht this moment
Savanna's place is in the kitchen attending tdumah.'

'Oh, heavens—the roast potatoes!' she exclaimed.

With a look of apology at Jago for deserting hitre fied to the basement to
check that the potatoes she had left in the”over wet becoming too well
browned.

She was followed, some minutes later, by Catriona.



'‘Anything | can do to help?’
'No, it's all under control, thanks. What's happgnipstairs now?'

'Richard is chatting to Jago, and Mike and Benjg amoothing your
mother's ruffled feathers. | must say | can't uatéard why she should be
put out. Except that it's happened very suddenbyrylago seems to
personify everything most mothers hope for in aiselaw. Can | feast my
eyes on that gorgeous ring for a minute?"

Rather than hold out her hand, Savanna slippedrtp®ff and offered it for
the other girl to take from her.

'It must be worth . . . goodness knows what? Wete mine, | should be
terrified of losing it, or having it pinched. Anywyal haven't the hands, or
the nails, to set it off,’ said Catriona, compatieg stubby fingers and short,
unvarnished nails with Savanna's elegant hands.

Lunch was served in the conservatory at the sidieesoiiouse. Warmed by a
radiator and with sea-grass matting on the fldoanade a pleasant place to
eat now that the indoor dining-room was no longeiilable.

It was a successful meal. The food was well coaketicomplemented by
three bottles of claret provided by Richard, whasidered himself to be
something of a connoisseur. The conversation flosyadothly and, by the
time they were eating biscuits and cheese, Savanoll see that her
mother was mellowing towards Jago.

Having crossed swords with her earlier, he had baemains to be
charming; and his charm, when he chose to exenas, a force which a
woman of arty age would find it hard to resist.

Afterwards everyone except her mother, and Rictdmal usually managed
to slide out-of any domestic duties, helped torclba table.

'In a family of this size, I'm surprised you havendish-washer,' said Jago,
seeing Benjy, in a plastic apron, beginning to wasivy hand.



"We have two—me and Savanna,' quipped her brotfieu're excused
today," he said to her. 'Mike and Cat will dry foe. Why don't you two go
for a walk?' He looked at Jago. 'It will give ustence to discuss you, and
you to discuss us,' he said, with a grin.

The older man laughed. 'A sound idea, Ben. Betteygur mac, Savanna.
Mine's in the car.'

'Did Benjy tell you he doesn't really like beinglled that except by the
family, and to say Ben when | introduced him?' abked, as they set out
down the road.'No, It was a guess on my part. &lalse chap, your brother
Ben. I like the way he takes some, of the weighyotir shoulders without
being asked. Would your mother be affronted ifrhaged for a dish-washer
to be installed?' Jago added. 'There's plentyarhrfor it, and it's something
which every large family needs. In the States, yoouldn't find a
prosperous family without one.'

'We aren't a very prosperous family. Even when atlydr was alive, we had
problems making ends meet. The thing is that whenwere born, his
income seemed equal to sending his sons to hiscblool. You might have
foreseen’ what was coming, had you been his ageD&d didn't. Inflation
hit us like a hurricane, and then he was killed andwell, you can imagine.
But that's no reason to batten on you.'

‘Allowing me to give you a dish-washer hardly conmés the category of
battening. Why is your mother opposed to our mgetahe asked.

"For the reasons she gave you—the age gap, arslittteenness of it. I'm

sorry she was so quelling when you first arriveshould have warned you
about her attitude, but already | think she's cgmound. And if the boys

like you, as they obviously do, that will bring heund more. She's not
really a martinet. She has a lot of pain and waaing it makes her appear
more severe than she ever used to be. Don't weiteffi because of that

scene before lunch.’

'I'm hardly likely to write off my future mother-taw," he said dryly. 'lt's
natural for her to be concerned for your hagpinBssyou like that ring? If
it's not what you'd set your heart on, it can behexged.’



'l hadn't set my heart on anything because | haldotght about it. | adore
this ring," she said, spreading her hand to aditnites gorgeous. | only pray
| never lose it.'

'If you do, it doesn't matter. It's insured.'

Savanna stopped short, her topaz eyes shotkagb! How can you say
that? This isn't jusanyring. If you'd bought it at Woolworth's it wouldils
be irreplaceable to me.'

He tilted an eyebrow. 'Would it?'

'Of course.'

'‘But you wouldn't be equally afraid of losing a Weorth's ring, my dear,’
he said cynically.

'No, because if | left this somewhere, the chaacest would be stolen. A
Woolworth's ring | might get back. Anyway I'm going take very good
care not to lose it.'

She glanced up and down the street, saw no one, @malstood on tiptoe to
brush a kiss on his cheek. At once his strong atos®d round her, and her
kiss was returned—on her mouth.

He had not kissed her properly, like this, sincairthast day in the West
Indies. And her long lashes fluttered to rest, felitea tremor of pleasure at
being held so firmly and possessively. Jago madéecleésmall and fragile,
and enjoyably helpless.

'Mm . . . like Baked Alaska,' she murmured, whemaiged his head.

'‘Baked Alaska?' He was still holding her close.

‘That pudding with ice cream inside hot meringuanD you see the
connection? Cold cheeks but warm mouths . . .'nice.



He looked at her soft, smiling mouth, and sometHiagce flared in his
eyes.

'Delicious!" he agreed huskily, and kissed hermagai greater length.

The sound of a child's bicycle bell brought Savabaek to earth. As she
and Jago broke apart, she turned dazed eyes towhrlssmall,
woolly-hatted figure who was pedalling energetigalong the pavement in
advance of a man with a push-chair and a womannigadtoddler.

She was still not fully recovered when they and ¢beple passed each
other.

The man nodded. 'Afternoon.’

Both he and his wife looked over-fed and sedatef iasvere a long time
since they had kissed in the street andlonged to bed with each other,
thought Savanna.

For that was how Jago's persuasive kisses had neadeel. If the onus for

keeping their relationship on a footing acceptdbl&éer mother rested on
her, as he had said it would, it was not goingaeé#fe to kiss him anywhere
butin public.

By the time they returned to the house it was lpggfinning to drizzle, and
the lamps were alight in the sitting- room, makiinigok very cosy as Jago
opened the gate for her.

In the hall, he helped her to take off her raindmefbre removing his own
light-coloured windcheater. She had pulled a caméugh her hair and was
putting on lipstick at the mirror above the telepbdable, when she saw his
reflection behind hers.

Watching her over the top of her head, he slicahss round her, his brown
hands stroking her breasts, finding the shape einththrough her
loose-fitting sweater.



Savanna stopped using the lipstick, her own haddenly shaking as his
strong gentle fingers rekindled the feelings damgedn by their brisk
two-hour tramp.

Although conscious that at any moment someone naghte out of the
sitting-room, she found herself leaning against,hmesmerised by the
gleam in his eyes and the slow caress of his hands.

Jago . . . don't!" she gasped, twisting to face dmch burying her face in his
shoulder.

His fingers searched for her chin, and he tiltedfaee up.
"You don't like my touching you like that?'

'l like it too much,’ she admitted. 'Oh, darlinghatis it you do to me?' Her
arms crept round his neck. She clung to him. ‘elgeu. | can't wait to be
your wife.'

'In two months from now you will be. | want youptbhe said softly. ‘Now |
think we'd better join the others.’

That night, preparing for bed in the pale blue-sliked cashmere robe
which had been one of Jago's presents, with anretherenchanting
artificial lemon tree, nine inches tall includinget miniature Versailles
pot— standing on her dressing-table, Savanna fgtioal deal easier in her
mind than she had before his visit.

He had stayed to have tea by the fire. After he ¢ale, none of her
brothers had had any faults to find with him, anmére her mother had
admitted that a second encounter had made her arheod revise her
original opinion.

Even so, as she turned out the light and lay dawhev side to gaze at her
engagement ring in its open box on the night tahkediamonds shining in
the glow from the street lamp outside their garddme still felt a certain

unease. A feeling that it was all too good to e tiThere had to be a flaw



somewhere. Themgasone: she could feel it in her bones. Yet somehoav s
couldn't pin it down.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE announcement of their engagement in Bwthcoming Marriages
column of a reputable national newspaper was quipkdtked up by the
sensational press. One morning, on the train, S@vaaw a number of
people immersed in tHeull Story on Page Behind the front page headline
Model to Wed Millionaire Playboy.

When the train reached London, she bought a coplyegpaper and read it
in the taxi taking her to her first appointmentn& no one had been in
touch with her, or with Jago as far as she knegvsthicalled report had been
concocted from information from other sources arainfthe reporter's
imagination. Savanna felt as if she were readirugyiah stranger. She hoped
the description of J ago as a rakish member ofehset had equally little
verisimilitude. If Mrs Bancroft read it, which itas to be hoped she would
not, it would confirm her worst fears.

With him, the reporter had had more to work on.a@liehe had featured in
the paper's columns on previous occasions whename had been linked
with other women. There were photographs of thriee ad failed to hold
him permanently, with potted accounts of their tiefeships. With one of
them, an actress, he was said to have been inbépéranearly two years.

Although, on the island, Jago had warned her thatdredging up of his
past was inevitable, she could not help being wedntdy the public
exposure of his amorous past for the gloating deld readers who would
probably absorb it as gospel.

During the day she was in contact with Margaretowhid she was under
pressure to reveal Savanna's address.

And if they don't get it from me, they'll find iub somehow—they always
do. There's just no escape from the Press. My adsito give them what
they want and get it over,’ said her agent.

'‘But why should | have to be interviewed against miyl?" Savanna
protested. 'l don't want all the details of my holife laid out for public



inspection. My family will hate it, especially mydest brother. Pictures of
me in the scandal rags will embarrass him hortibly.

'l don't know why. If he doesn't read them, presbimais friends don't
either. Don't let it get you down, my dear. The stdahat can happen is that
they will hang about outside your house until yewgwen them the answers
they want. They won't actually force their way imdebadger your mother.
With any luck, it will be a nine days' wonder; reten that if something
more sensational—hold on a moment, will you?'

There was a pause, after which she came back ofinthéo say, 'My
secretary has just put her head round the doetltme someone else wants
to know where to find you. Don't worry—not a Pressund: your
boy-friend. I'll ring off and give him your numbeCall me back, would
you?'

Savanna replaced the receiver, wondering what wasrgent that Jago
needed to speak to her during working hours. Hethkdn her and her
mother to the theatre the night before, bookingyado that Mrs Bancroft,

who found it difficult to sit still for long pericgl would be able to change
her position during the performance.

Tomorrow night they were dining together. Toniglet Was entertaining
some business associates from Germany.

The telephone rang. When she answered it, JagoBa&lPress has latched
on to our engagement. | think you may be subjetdealcertain amount of
harassment in the next few days. As | can't be yaith all the time, and |
don't want you to be put through too much thirdrdegstuff, I've arranged
for someone else to look after you.'

'Is that necessary? Will it be as bad as that?'

'Maybe not, but I'm taking no chances. Politiciang show business types
can cope with the limelight. They love it.'

Was he thinking of his 'close friend', the actress?



'‘But although the cameras won't upset you, thetmuessmay not be so easy
to handle," he continued. 'It takes a tough cotkisurvive a barrage of
personal questions, and you're not the type to&ayunder that kind of

pressure.'

Was that a criticism? she wondered.
Aloud, she said, 'Who is going to look after me?'

'Miles Masters. He's the younger brother of a mahared a study with at
school. Recently Miles has spent some time guarthegchildren of an
Italian manufacturer who was worried about themmpdidnapped. But |
gather there's a girl in England whom he wantg&rsore of, so he's come
back to this country, and at present he's freertdept you from being
hounded by the Press. What time are you finishiagkwoday?'

It was arranged that Miles should collect Savanomfthe salon where she
was having her hair cut.

When Jago had rung off, she re-dialled Margaret'slrer and told her it no
longer mattered if her address was released becawsshe had someone
to protect her if any Pressmen became too pressing.

Her first sight of Miles was from her seat undeatrger hood her hair was
too long and thick to be blown dry— when he walked the reception area
and spoke to the girl behind the desk.

She indicated that he should take a seat, whidafidyébut not until he had
paused by the short flight of steps leading dowthéchairdressing area and
scanned the faces of the clients.

To Savanna's surprise he recognised her, and sr8iedsmiled back. Until
then she had thought he was calling for someoree His wasn't the burly,
rugger-playing type she had expected, but a lightiyt man in his late

twenties, of medium height, with medium brown haand medium

looks—neither noticeably attractive yet not unatixee. She judged that
when she was wearing flat heels as she was atdheent, he might top her
by an inch. In high heels, she would be the taller.



He chose a chair from which they could still seeheather, but he didn't
look at her again. She watched him glancing thraugbpy ofHarpers &
Queerand evidently finding an article which intereskash, because after a
bit he stopped flicking over the pages and begaead. She wondered how
he had landed the job in Italy. He was not at ellidea of a bodyguard.

The Italian who always did her hair knew that, wka came for a cut, she
didn't want elaborate styling. He took out the lghich had held it in large
loose curls under the dryer, then gave it a vigetoushing with two bristle
brushes.

He had already remarked on her engagement, asked thvlb wedding was
to be, and hoped she would want him to dress hefdrat. Now, passing
the brushes to his assistant, he used his fingepilt a soft airy fringe
across her forehead, and loosen the rest intotarnlyatumbled mane of
pale gold silk.

‘Thank you, Luigi.' She slipped some coins intogusket, and followed the
assistant to the coats rail to exchange her pitioicavrapper for a black
quilted jacket.

Her guardian was on his feet when, having deah e bill with her bank
card, she turned to join him.

'Miles Masters, at your service, Miss Bancroft,'daed, holding out his
hand. Although lacking Jago's height and breadtishafulders, he had
latent strength in his handshake. His eyes werelhd@here was a scar
across his right cheekbone.

'Hello. How did you recognise me, sitting down undelryer?' she asked.

A model had to be exceptionally famous for her faxé&e known to the
opposite sex.

‘Jago described you.'

'What did he say?' she asked, as he opened thdaidaar.



‘That | should look for the most beautiful girl,dashe would be you.'

Her face lit up. 'Really? What a nice thing for hicmsay—»but not very
helpful. We all look terrible with our heads in eyelr, and you might not
like my kind of face. Thank you'—this as he pushpdn the outer door.

‘The car is round the corner,' he told her. 'l Waky to get a free meter. |
should think there are Very few men who wouldrkeliyour face, Miss
Bancroft,’ he added pleasantly, but as a statemiefdct rather than a
compliment.

Savanna gave a smiling shrug. 'My brothers areadtty impressed by it,
and | haven't got used to the fact that Jago séeivs. For how long has he
asked you to look after me, Mr Masters?'

'For as long as is necessary. As I'm supposed tofliend of the family,
rather than a hired watchdog, | think we shouldesseh other's first names.
Mine, as you may know, is Miles.'

She nodded. 'Your elder brother and Jago were lmoscdogether, |
believe?'

'Yes, their last year was my first year.'
So he must be either twenty-seven or twenty-egjig,calculated.

'My brother was head boy of his house, and Jagohsad of the school,

which made him, in my eyes, as awe- inspiring a&s tteadmaster," Miles
continued. 'On Speech Day, at the end of my fiesiryhis short speech of
thanks to the long-winded and boring Distinguisl@aest was received
with terrific applause. | remember my parents désauyg it afterwards, and
prophesying a brilliant future for him. That wastden years ago. My

brother thinks now that, given another ten yeaagoJwill be one of the

most influential men in the country.’

It was a statement which made Savanna consciobeweflittle she knew
about the man she was in love with. If his giftseveo highly thought of by
those who did know him, would she be able to lipaahim? Being much



younger than he was, and having had her educatipshort by Gerald's
discovery of her at a time when money seemed afrpaunt importance,
would she ever be able to keep pace with a brilarsband and the clever
men and women who were his friends?

The car was a small saloon belonging, she noticea car hire firm. Miles
put her into the passenger seat before going réaindhlock the driver's
door. Before he reached it, she had leaned aocoossldck it and push it
open for him.

‘Thank you.' He slid behind the wheel. 'Would yau pour seat-belt on,
please.'

She obeyed, but needed his assistance to extrfatlyifrom the reel and
then to adjust it to fit her.

'‘Don't you usually wear a belt?' he asked.

'l don't often travel by car. There's a good tssrvice from where we live,
and oh working trips outside London, I'm usuallyhe back of the car.’

'What about going out in the evening?—Before you Jago?'

'l didn't,” she answered succinctly. 'You may finddd, but | led a very
sheltered life until | met him,' she added, wignaile. 'The only man | know
who roars around in a fairly fast car is my brothichael, and as he and his
girl-friend are medical students, they always uséisb having seen the
results when people don't.’

'Yes, so have |—pretty horrific. And, with a fagkel yours, worse than
madness to chance windscreen cuts.’

He didn't refer to his own scar, so presumablydae dome by that in some
other way.

"You've been working in Italy, | believe? How ditht come about? | mean
how does one become a bodyguard?' Savanna askbdydsllowed a taxi



which was cutting through the side streets of Balgr to avoid the heavy
traffic in the main thoroughfares.

'l was in the Services for a while," was all hels@bviously he didn't want
to talk about it.

She tried another tack. 'What did you think ofyitalt's a country I long to
visit. All the nicest things in London seem to badwa there. | should think
the shops must be marvellous.'

'Yes, the Italians are very strong on good dedidgiked Italy, but my job
there—keeping an eye on a couple of children—wasally up my street. It
paid well. | saved some money, and learnt to speaisable Italian, so it
wasn't entirely a waste of time."'

'What are you thinking of doing next?—When youineshed looking after
me?"'

'‘Ah, that's the problem. | came back to Englandbtk up a girl who |
hoped might have missed me more than she expectedheén we said
goodbye. She hadn't; and, seeing her again, lsegakhe'd been right to
send me packing. We weren't right for each othem@v I'm in the market
for whatever adventure offers itself.'

His openness about the girl surprised her in viehi®evasive reply to her
earlier question. Could it be that he'd left thevi®es under a cloud? Been
cashiered?

No: because if that were the case Jago would kidmwtat, and would not
have entrusted her to him.

By road, at that hour of the day, the journey hoowd considerably longer
than by rail, but it didn't seem tedious to here $und Miles a pleasant
companion.

Outside the Bancrofts' gate was a car from whishhay pulled in beside it,
two men emerged.



'‘Brace yourself. Those are newshounds,’ said Miles.

Savanna stayed where she was while he went rouopeto her door. She
heard him say, 'Good evening, gentlemen,’ and daskhwpaper they
represented.

It was the one which had already printed a largelgk-and-bull story, and
which never mentioned a woman without giving heg,age colour of her
hair and, unless she was old, her measurements.

One of the men was a photographer. Accustomedciagaright lights,
and prepared for the flare of his flashbulb, shé&eeblinked nor flinched
when he snapped her stepping out of the car.

But without Miles' reassuring presence, she mighiehbeen flustered by
the questions which the other man fired at her. &ehe answered; some
Miles expertly parried. When asked who he was,d, $A friend of the
family.'

They wanted to come into the house and photograpthere, with her
mother, but Miles wouldn't have it.

'I'm sorry, but Miss Bancroft has had a busy day meeds to relax now. |
have Mr Kindersley's authority to say that if yoarw to take pictures of
them together, you can do so at seven tomorrowiegeat his hotel, before
they go out to dinner."'

‘That's fine, but we also want some pictures ofaBaa at home,' the
photographer persisted.

'Sorry, Miss Bancroft is tired. Goodnight, gentlemevas Miles' firm reply,
as he shepherded her through the gate and latchedind them.

Walking up the path, she heard one of them sayydice carrying in the
guietness of the tree-lined road, 'That bloke ifriend of the family. He's a
strong-arm man hired by the boy-friend.'



‘That's what I think," agreed the other. 'Can't $&fame him. She's not the
type | expected. Seems a nice girl, not one ofjthgetters.’

‘Thank you," Savanna murmured sotto voce, and sies Igrin.

But moments earlier there had been something imlisner which made
her understand why the two men hadn't gone onmgguith him. Jago had
used the expression 'a tough cookie' during hepteine talk with her, and
she had a feeling it was an apt description ofith@ who had brought her
home tonight. Easy-going and mild-looking normabiyt, when occasion
demanded, a very tough cookie indeed.

Miles' arrival came as no surprise to Mrs Banci8fte, too, had had a call
from Jago. When it emerged that Miles had instandito stay at the house
all evening and spend the night at the nearestl,hshe surprised her
daughter by insisting that he should make use e@y'sadoom.

Next morning he drove her to London, and for thet of the day he was
always somewhere near at hand until, at six, hehgawo the door of Jago's
suite.

Meeting Matthews for the first time, she found hotbe a middle-aged man
with grey hair and a kindly warmth in his eyes whreminded her of her
father.

Jago had not yet returned from his day's activitied the valet showed her
where she could change her clothes. Having no glamscevening things,
and feeling that tonight it would be wiser to véawards dignity rather
than glamour, she had rushed out during the dageeompanied by an
unembarrassed Miles—and bought a long, narrow skiblack wool
crepe, and a shirt of black silk. Linked by a sbfack kid belt, the
combination of these classically plain and undasiegarates had a simple
elegance which she hoped would please her futusbadmad and act as a
visual counterbalance to any exaggerated text winigiht accompany the
photographs he had agreed to have taken.

'Mr Kindersley returned while you were dressings®Bancroft. He won't
be long changing. Would you care for a glass ofrrghehile you're



waiting for him?' Matthews enquired, when he fotned wandering round
the sitting- room.

Savanna shook her head. 'You don't happen to hayeuasweetened
orange juice, do you? It would steady my nerveshrbetter than sherry.’

She was sipping the refreshingly cold fruit juickem Jago appeared and
made her heart leap with pleasure at the sighisda, lithe figure striding
into the room, making the atmosphere zing with vftal force of his
energy. Not for him the late-day fatigue of thedirbusinessman. Fresh
from the shower—she could see that his hair wlslathp—he looked as
if the day was just beginning.

'May | kiss you, or will it ruin your make-up?' Beked, removing the glass
from her hand and putting it aside.

Coming towards her, he had already scanned heraegpee, taking in
what she was wearing, and the way her pale hairbruashed back and
clasped at the nape of her neck to make her lodér @nd more poised.
Her only jewellery was his ring, and the pearl leathich went with the
gold pins she had worn since having her ears plerce

Savanna shook her head. She was wearing make-upndsi of it was
round her eyes.

'Does that mean | can't kiss you, or- that it wbalt your make-up?'

He was teasing her. He was going to kiss her whkatslre said. He was
looking at her mouth with an anticipatory gleam evthimade her quiver
inside. She drew in her breath, her lips partirg,l&ashes flickering with the
shyness revived by the interval since their lasetalone together.

Jago bent, his mouth alighting on hers featherbgetiteir lips barely
touching, but the warmth of his breath interminglimith her own
qguickened, uneven breathing.

His hands came to rest on her hips, but so ligite/scarcely felt them until
they moved up to her waist, then behind her toagpn her back, warm



and firm through the thin black silk. But he diddfaw her against him.
There were still several inches between them.

When he touched her lips with his tongue, her bredypiled like a gun from
the sudden sharp shock of excitement which racech th@r spine and made
her slender thighs tremble.

Minutes later, when he straightened and moved lzagace, she was
uncrushed and undishevelled, only her inner sstidbed.

‘There you are: every hair in place.'

His grey eyes gleamed with amusement. She coulihaeke knew what he
had done to her; that, without even pressing hdrrtg he had made the
blood burn in her veins, and all her nerves tingiih longing for more of
that soft, sensuous kissing which no one had shmwtefore him.

'l saw this today. It's on approval, so don't baidfto say if it isn't your
style," he said, taking out of his pocket a roparafsual beads and handing
them to her.

'Oh, but it is!" she exclaimed. 'What sort of beadsthey, Jago?'

'Cloisonne and pink jade, carved. | was buying ta sigke for myself, and
they caught my eye. They're old, but the tasse¢vs, of course.'

Savanna examined the beads more closely. The omeball called

cloisonne were decorated with enamel in many cslowith fine lines of

metal in their design. Alternating with them wetee tsemi-translucent
rose-coloured jade beads, spaced by knots of 8ilkkthe rope finished
with a handsome tassel.

'Put it on. Let me see how it looks," Jago commende

She obeyed him.

'Yes, | like it on you. It looks well with black.o0 must keep it.'



‘Thank you, I'd love to . .. but. . . but | halteyiven you anything,’ she said
regretfully.

'On the contrary, you give me pleasure every tino®k at you—and even
more when | touch you. Come here.’

He had moved a few paces away to appraise the Wbeadsa distance.
Now, almost reluctantly, she went towards him, kadfading, half longing
to feel him savouring her lips again.

Before she reached him, his manservant enteree réffresentatives of the
Press have arrived, sir.'

‘Then you'd better show them in, Matthews.'

In the brief interval between the valet's withdrvaad their visitors'

entrance, Jago looked at her with an expressiarhioh she read irritation
at being interrupted, a resigned acceptance teatdming interview was a
tedious necessity, and the promise that when itavas he would again
demonstrate his power over her senses.

The interview went smoothly, because he domindtedPtessmen as easily
as he dominated her. As they had on the islang, plesed together for
photographs. When urged to kiss her, he did so-kerback of her hand.
They sat side by side on a sofa, their fingersrieted, her face lifted
attentively to his as he answered their questionsgnored them, as he
chose, never as they chose.

Afterwards he took her out to dinner, feeding herdelicious things she
had never tasted before; gulls’ eggs with rockasadtvery thin brown bread
and butter;

breasts of chicken cooked in sherry and cream pridksed with finely
chopped truffles; praline ices with kissel, a haitly blackcurrant sauce.

'How are you getting on with Miles?' he enquiregkjng dinner. 'l haven't
seen him for some time.'



'l like him. So do Mother and Benjy. He's a very comfortable person.’
‘Not always,' Jago said dryly. They're a toughtlo¢ S.A.S.'
'He was in the Special Air Service?' she askedy gitickened interest.

She remembered watching, on live television, timeoias rescue by the
men of the Special Air Service of twenty peoplaedh®bstage by terrorists
in the Iranian Embassy in Prince's Gate, a teroatall, dignified houses
overlooking Hyde Park.

Occasionally Savanna went there to buy her moth@redery wools
from the house occupied by the Royal School of INeatk, not far from
the burnt-out ruin of the former Embassy.

Everyone who had seen the programme had felt pobdlle brilliantly
executed rescue of fifteen men and five women whizenterrorists had
threatened to murder at half-hourly intervals. Diperation ranked with
the Israeli rescue raid on Entebbe, and had fodugseattention of the
nation on a crack force of daring men who wouldehpreferred to avoid
the ensuing publicity for their Regjment.

To discover that Miles had belonged to this militalite showed him in a
new light, and explained his evasive reference mnid also the instinctive
recognition by the reporter and photographer wibldegen waiting for her
outside her house that he was not someone to taitle

'l wonder why he left it?' she pondered.

'To please the girl he wants, | believe. Foolishiaf!" was Jago's rider.
'Why do you say that?'

'‘Because girls should take men as they find thend-vare versa. Nothing
is more unwise than to try to change people. Ifanfnas a bent for that

kind of soldiering, he can't be converted into akdeound commuter, or
whatever it is she wants him to be.’'



'She doesn't want him—nor he her now.'

'He told you that?'

'Yes, last night, driving me home.’

'‘Unusually forthcoming of him. According to Guy—hisother—Miles
keeps his cards close to his chest, and rarelyidemfin his family or
anyone else. | wonder why he's made an exceptiogoaf' he said
thoughtfully.

'l asked him what he was going to do next.’

'Which didn't oblige him to discuss his love lifethvyou. | hope he's not
going to be even more foolish and fall in love wythu now.'

'Of course not! I'm engaged to you.'
‘That doesn't stop other men wanting you. Evemmanriage won't do that.’
'It stops me wanting them,' she said gently.

'‘Nevertheless | shouldn't have engaged him to &ftéde you had | known
the affair was over.'

Prompted by a sudden longing to hear Jago say korgeds gallant as his
description of her to Miles, she gave him an imgstile. '"Am | really so
irresistible?’

Instead of the ardent assurance she had hopdtefeaid merely, ‘A man on
the rebound is peculiarly susceptible.’

'l don't think he is on the rebound. It sounded #ee fire had burned out on
both sides.' She decided to change the subjeat.t®d me you saw these
beads while buying something for yourself. A netskwas that the word?'

‘That's how it's pronounced. It's spelt n-e-t-s-e-k



'What exactly is it?'

He put his hand in his pocket and produced a sofigdict which he placed
on the white damask cloth near her wine glass.a$ & piece of ivory,
carved to represent two mice on a cob of maizea®®v picked it up and
turned it between her fingers, examining the extpdetail of the animals'
beady eyes and hair-fine whiskers.

'It's enchanting. But why these holes?’

'‘Because netsuke were used to fasten pouchedsodrdio fix the ends of a
sash. | began to buy them as an investment, anddoaivfor pleasure as
well. I have rather a fine collection, although ttompare with the one in
the Victoria and Albert Museum. The next time Itgdook at it, I'll take
you with me. Perhaps, somewhere else in the musguti, see something
which you'd like to collect. | should like my wite be able to enjoy my
resources with more discrimination than the woméose only interest is
in clothes.’

'‘Sometimes clothes can be an investment,' she 'Baiduny dresses, for
instance. Christie's auctioned a Delphos, which lisng gown of pleated
silk, and it fetched three and a half thousandadsllAnd it was his most
popular design, in production for over forty yeas®, examples aren't
particularly rare.’

'Yes, I've heard of Fortuny,' he answered. 'Perhjpss things appeal to
you, we might find you a well-preserved white dresshich to be married.
But possibly you would rather have your wedding sdrespecially
designed?’

'l haven't thought as far ahead as that."

'Only ten weeks ahead. We're going to be marrietheminth of May. But
you needn't worry about the arrangements. Thdllkeataken care of. You
and your mother have only to make certain choiddshe practical side
will be handled by members of my staff.'

'Is it going to be a very large wedding?' she asked



In occasional daydreams about her future, before Isfd met Jago,
Savanna had vaguely visualised having a quietynmdty close-family-only
kind of marriage; the honeymoon being more impdrthan an elaborate
and costly ceremony.

'‘As far as I'm concerned, a register office withuyand the necessary
witnesses would satisfy me. But | should think t@tr mother, as you're
her only daughter, would prefer to see you mariette traditional way,'
said Jago, turning to cast his eye over the seledf cigars in a humidor
which had been wheeled to his elbow.

'l didn't know you smoked cigars,' she commentdeemhe had decided he
didn't wish for one.

'Sometimes | smoke Davidoff cigarillos or, if | wam switch off for an
hour or two, I'll have one of their No. i HavanBsit there are other ways of
relaxing, and I'll give up the few | do smoke ifuyfind it objectionable.’

'l don't mind the smell of cigar smoke. It's likeetsmell of good cooking.
Cigarette smoke is what | can't bear.’

"You may not like cigar-scented kisses,' said tpgpzically.

They were seated opposite each other, and he nmis/ézty under the table,
rubbing his knee against hers and his calf agaestalf.

She tried to look serenely unruffled both by thegsure of his leg and his
expression, but it wasn't easy when he fixed hdr thiat glint of devilment,
and talked of kisses with a blithe disregard foyare listening.

'To ... to get back to the wedding. | do think giseer office is rather
soulless. A quiet church wedding is what | shoulefgr.’

'‘Unfortunately that presents difficulties. | dowant to invite half my
friends and offend the other half. It's better awdrall or none, and not only
is your parish church too small to accommodate ogsts, there's no local
hotel which can put on a suitable reception. Witbtaof people flying in



from Europe, it'll be easier to have it in Londtre service at St Margaret's,
Westminster, and the reception at my hotel.’

Savanne quailed. St Margaret's was the settinghéory of the largest and
most fashionable London weddings. She had neven keeself being
married there, and did not relish the prospect. iBthat was what Jago
wanted, she could only acquiesce.

'Don't worry,' he said, 'you'll enjoy it. | shakké&p a watching brief on the
preparations and make sure you don't become fihzleve you any idea
where you'd like to go for our honeymoon?’

‘No, none. I—I'll leave it to you.'

'Very well, it shall be a surprise. A few weekgehceful seclusion in which
to adjust to your new role as the beautiful MrsaJdmdersley.’

There was no mistaking the possessive satisfaetitim which he was
looking at her. Remembering Miles' remarks aboutdscreen injuries,
Savanna found herself wondering how Jago wouldt iéabe were to be
badly cut about, her looks spoiled by ugly laceradi

Naturally her face, which had attracted him toihehe first place, must be
an important element in his feelings towards hest ps his own dynamic
features were part of the reason she loved him.

If he were to be terribly scarred, she knew it wilonbt alter her love. But
would his for her diminish if he could not show loéfr proudly?

He said, 'If you're free this Saturday and Sundeg/|l fly up to see my
sister. She's impatient to meet you, but she canie south at the moment.’
The weather being milder that evening and, as llaglycome from his hotel
to the restaurant in a taxi, not in the Rolls, $@aasuggested walking back.

Jago agreed. 'l often take a walk at this hourtolieher. 'But are your shoes
suitable for walking?'



She nodded, lifting her skirt to show him a blatkekinged ankle and a
lowish-heeled black patent lace-up with a ribboplace of a shoelace.

'Hm, reasonably sensible—but I think you could ddthva fur in place of
that light cloak,’ he said, referring to the velegiera cloak of pre-World
War One vintage which was her only evening wrap.

'Perhaps Father Christmas will bring me one,’ sitgtIgyhtly, thinking that
when next Christmas came she would like to be ablgive him a very
unusual netsuke.

"You could do with one before that, my dear. Thengpisn't here yet, and
may not start till late April. Have you any freengé tomorrow? I'll take you
to Maxwell Croft and--'

'‘No, no—please, Jago, no!" she protested. 'l Igeenl presents from Paris,
and these beautiful beads which you've given mel 8on't want any more
presents— not until we're married. If my father heen alive, he would
have insisted on contributing as much as he cavi@rds the wedding. As
things are, it will all fall on you. The fact thgdu can afford it is neither here
nor there. | was brought up to give as well as.tdk® much taking makes
me uncomfortable.'

"You're over-sensitive," he told her. "Your fanglifhancial difficulties make
you see these things out of perspective. For nggsgoyou a fur is no more
than for you to give your mother a bunch of daffedi

Their end of the street was deserted. Jago purimsround her shoulders
and drew her against him.

"You will give—have no doubts on that score. Anghhll take you, my
lovely. Often, and with a pleasure which, as yoawmothing about it, you
can't yet weigh against other pleasures.'

In the light of the street lamps his features labkarsh and remorseless, but
his deep voice was quiet and caressing as he madn&ven sable isn't as
strokable as a woman's skin. Food and wine areargoyable, but not to be
compared with making love.' He gave a soft, mockaugh. 'And you're so



refreshingly innocent that you don't even know thmtmaking love to you
now."' He put his lips close to her ear. Tryingrtake you as impatient for
May the ninth as | am.’

'‘But | am impatient,’ she whispered, tremblingloite you. | want to be
yours in every possible way.’

She hoped that he might stop walking and put ba&halms round her.
There was no one about to see him embrace heshentbnged to be held
close and kissed.

But he walked on, making her wonder if admissiomshsas she had just
made were better left unspoken. Perhaps, in spitesoclaim, too much

eagerness didn't please him as much as a measeseofe. But it wasn't in
her nature to hold back, to dissimulate.

When they entered the foyer of his hotel, she waprised to see Miles
there, reading. She had not expected to see him hgfore tomorrow.

Jago explained, 'I'm flying to Munich in the morgjrand | want to be up at
five-thirty, so | asked Miles to run you home tdmig He beckoned the
younger man to them. 'Hello, Miles. How are you™@aupstairs and have
a nightcap with us.’'

‘Thank you, but I won't if you don't mind. I've @dy had a couple of beers
this evening, and I'm quite happy to wait. This as very good
book'—displaying the cover of a recent best-seller.

'l applaud your good sense with regard to drinlkang driving," said Jago,

'but your tact is unnecessary. | want to talk ta.y®avanna and | have also
had our quota of alcohol. We'll drink coffee," dmel swept them both into

the lift.

Evidently Matthews was off duty as he used a keggen the door of his
suite.

As he took her cloak, Savanna said, 'l feel a biidbown. Is there
somewhere | could tidy my hair?'



'‘Use my bedroom. I'll show you.'

He crossed the room to the door he had emergeddenter. It opened into
a lobby with built-in cupboards on either side, andnner door leading into
a spacious bedroom.

‘The bathroom's through there," he said, indicaséingther door. 'l prefer
your hair loose as you usually wear it.' He withdre

Savanna looked around her. The most striking feabfihis bedroom was
its view. One whole wall was a floor- to-ceilingnaiiow, the curtains left
open to reveal a wide view of London by night.

Facing this scintillating prospect was a large detied, its cover removed,
the top sheet neatly turned down on one side, dyyjamas in evidence.

The colour scheme was restfully neutral, rangiognfithe milky coffee of
the twisted wool pile of the carpet to the naturaén covers of the
armchairs. An indoor tree, its container conceateal huge wicker basket,
stood in one corner. A nude statue, its -head amd anissing, stood on a
plinth in another, dramatically lit from below.

It looked Greek: the art of a time when harmonipugportions mattered
more than size. Savanna concluded that, like therakfine oil paintings, it
was Jago's personal property. If it representeddba of the female body,
her only resemblance to the statue was in her heigh

Undoing the clasp which had held her hair back,fbubne silky tendril
blown loose by a gust of night wind, she shookeef then quickly combed
it.

When she rejoined the men, Jago was already poouhgoffee from a
glass jug of the kind which attached to a gadgethvimade proper coffee
very quickly. The tray, with its jug of cream, aadlish ofpetits foursand
handmade chocolates, must have been left readiswalet.

They both rose to their feet as she came backshedaw them looking at
her hair.



'l wore it the other way to look less "dumb blonde' the Pressmen,' she
said explanatorily.

'l shouldn't have thought that was necessary. Yaueiht a dumb blonde's
face,' said Miles with a smile.

She smiled back. 'l hope | haven't.'

'If you had, we shouldn't be getting married," Jsaid crisply. 'A pretty face
IS no compensation for an empty head.'

Something in his tone made her say, 'Did you hayesohool records
checked as well?'

'No. As Miles says, you look intelligent."
'‘Appearances can be deceptive.'

‘A few hours in your company was enough to proveentise. Try one of
these'—offering her the dish of sweetmeats.

Savanna took a black chocolate which, guessingdtehliqueur filling, she
did not risk biting into.

I didn't think models ate these,’ commented MikEs,he chose one for
himself.

'| eat everything that's offered to me."

"You missed lunch," he reminded her.

'Yes, but think of the huge breakfast we had.’
'We?' Jago queried, raising an eyebrow.

'Mrs Bancroft invited me to make use of her youhges's room while I'm
keeping an eye on Savanna,' the young man explained



'l see." Jago turned to her. "Why did you missh@hc
'l had some shopping to do.’

'Very foolish of you to skip meals. Don't allow Herdo it again while she's
in your charge, Miles. You were also dragged rotlnedstores and made to
miss your lunch, presumably?’

''ve been on more exacting exercises. We only wetwo shops. Judging
by what | know of my mother's and sister's shopgiabits, | should say
Savanna was an exceptionally fast, decisive shoppere like a man in
that respect.’

'‘And what higher praise could there be than tisht@'retorted impishly.

Miles gave his rare, lopsided grin, as Benjy migdwte grinned at her after
some brotherly badinage. Yet she sensed that Jagmet pleased by their
banter. She remembered what he had said about Milesg dinner. Was
he going to turn out to be jealous?—Irrationallggais of men who, in her
eyes, could not be compared with him?

Yet there was nothing of the jealous lover in hamer when, about twenty
minutes later, he rose to fetch her cloak for kiegreby indicating that it
was time they went on their way.

'l thought there was something you wanted to @liné about,’ said Miles.

'‘Nothing specific—merely to renew our acquaintarsavanna and | are
spending the weekend with my sister, after whichaly not be necessary to
continue your surveillance. But I'll let you knowaat that.'

He walked with them to the lift which connected #ugtes on the top floor
with the underground garage where Miles had beé&ntalpark the hired

car. In the other man's presence, Jago's goodangbtace was confined to
a hand on her shoulder, and, a light kiss on heelch

'‘Marsh will collect you at eight on Saturday momnirPack what you're
wearing tonight, and some flat shoes for walkindgsoimday. Goodnight.’



‘Thank you for a lovely evening. Goodnight.'

Savanna went down in the lift with Miles, wishingwas Jago who was
taking her home. But if he had to be up at fivetihiit was understandable
that he wanted to be in bed by midnight.

Thinking of his bed, and its wonderful vista oftitg, she found herself half
regretting that theirs was not the usual relatignsfetween people with
marriage in view. If it had been, she could haaged with him.

Not that she would have liked deceiving her motinempretending to be
spending the night with Clare and Liwy in the ftey were sharing in
Hampstead; nor would she have liked Matthews kngwhiat she and Jago
were sleeping together.

How many women had shared that great bed with kimeAvondered. The
thought did not trouble her greatly. It was onlg thture which caused her a
peculiar unease. Was it all too good to be true®tMamething happen to
spoil it?

They were crossing the Thames before she reallsetad not said a word
to Miles since leaving the hotel.

Seeking a subject for conversation, she said, ‘tiigane you used to be in
the S.A.S.'

'For a time, yes, was his offhand answer.

'Is it something you're not allowed to talk about?'

'No, but for security reasons the Regiment is medlito keep itself to itself.
Most of the people who are or have been in it tengrefer action to talk.'
He glanced at her. 'But I'll tell you anything yaant to know if you'll

gratify my curiosity about something you said tmtthis evening.'

She hesitated. 'What was it?"



'You asked if he had had your school records chieakewell. As well as
what?'

She gave a soft laugh. 'As well as my address eleghtone number, and
various other checkable facts.'

Curious to know his reaction, she explained howastteJago had met.
'Does it sound crazy?' she asked.

'For two ordinary mortals—yes, insane,’ was hisd@hrcomment. 'But
perhaps not for people like you two.’

'We are ordinary mortals ... or | am.'

"You behave like one, | agree. For a girl with yéaoks, you're the least
spoilt stunner I've ever met,' he told her, witlother sideways glance. 'All
the same, one wouldn't expect you to fall for aarage sort of man, and
Jago isn't

'No, he isn't, she agreed, in a thoughtful tone.

Nor was Miles himself, and yet somehow, for allfgiserve, she found him

less daunting than Jago. She fell silent, fingetiregbeads he had given her,
and remembering the way he had kissed her, deldgexciting her senses

while appearing to remain in full control of his mwemotions. Would she

ever be able to stir him as wildly as he had stirher? Somehow she
couldn't visualise him losing control of himself.

To her surprise, Jago flew the plane himself oir fbarney to the north of
England.

'l learnt in a Beagle Pup when | was nineteen | dvadl an American Cessna
for ten years before | bought this French planeeré’s no need to be
nervous,' he assured her, as they reached hiafaircr



It was an Avion Robin HR 100, painted blue and ehwith the wings
below the cabin rather than above it as they wer¢he nearby Cessna
which he pointed out to her.

They had to climb over the wing to enter the caBuat as Savanna was
wearing trousers and low-heeled shoes this presemeroblem. Having

checked that she was properly strapped in her 3agg, then gave all his
attention to the business of take-off. Watching loisg brown fingers

moving confidently over the switches of the Robinstrument panel, she
had no doubt that he was a skilled and carefut.pilo

When they were airborne, he said, 'The disadvargagas plane is that it
needs almost twice as much runway as the Cessmaofthe reasons for
the Cessna's popularity is its short field perfamo®g You can get it off the
ground almost anywhere, but the Robin needs haifato clear fifty feet.'

'So you don't like it as much as your last plane?’

'l think it has a number of drawbacks. As you mayehnoticed, the way the
whole side of the cabin slides forward when oneta/ém get in and out is
not good design for wet weather. But, having shat,tit's a marvellous
aeroplane to fly—a pilot's plane rather than amessman's. When we land,
you'll see what an excellent view of the airfield'\whave, and the low wing
configuration makes for a much softer landing. Algbcourse, the Robin
has a higher ceiling and a faster cruising spesal tine Cessna. On balance,
I'm very happy with it.’

'How much does it cost to run a private plane?'agdied, more to satisfy
Benjy's curiosity than her own.

'‘About a tenth of one per cent of the cost of theplane per hour," said
Jago. 'Which means that a Cessna bought for twiergythousand would
cost about twenty- five pounds an hour. This plansts roughly fifty
pounds an hour, not including hangarage. It's pe®sive way to travel, but
| enjoy it and can afford it, so why not? After veemarried you can learn, if
you like.'



He paused to take a large vacuum flask out of #mvas carrier he had
brought on board and put on the floor by his gdanding it to her, he said,
‘Time for coffee. There are mugs*and biscuits i ¢arrier.’

As Savanna poured out the coffee, she said, 'lIfskbuld learn to drive
before | think about flying— although it's nice kmow you think I'm
capable of it.’

'Women are capable of a good deal more than thgyen credit for. The
last time | was in America, | read a report of anvem who was out for an
afternoon flip in a light aircraft with her husbanthen he collapsed at the
controls. She didn't know how to fly, but somehdwe snanaged to keep the
plane airborne. She must have been almost demeitiedhock and fear,
but she kept a grip on herself.'

'What happened?’

‘A flying instructor at an airfield heard her cadifrantically for help, and he
took off and found her, and flew alongside givirigedtions. She got the
plane down in one piece. That's a test of nervehvhilot of men would
fail.’

'What an appalling experience!'

'Yes, and perhaps | shouldn't have mentioned it wefre on the ground
again. But | had a check-up quite recently, arsdvi€ry unlikely that I'm
going to collapse on you,' he said, with a smile.

'I've had a check-up, too. You'll be pleased ta tieare's no reason why |
shouldn't produce little Kindersleys as efficierdlya battery hen lays eggs,'
Savanna replied, with an edge in her voice.

If he heard it, he chose to ignore it. 'Splendithdid you see? Your family
G.P.?

'Yes. He was surprised. Most girls go to see him tfte opposite
reason—they don't want to have children immedidtely



'Or, if they do, they can't afford to," he answedegdy. 'Women have gained
a lot of new options recently, but that one's bkmst—the right to be a
full-time wife and mother.’

His sister Susan, who met them at Manchester, duoo to be a warm,

direct, easy-going personality, bearing little phgkresemblance to her
brother except in her height and colouring. Hetuess were softer than his,
and she had brown eyes which held no critical vesas she greeted her
future sister-in-law.

'l feel | know you already,' she told Savanna. 'Wheaw your face on the
cover ofVogue,l thought you had that special something whiclesak
model to the top— little guessing that my broth@swoing to snap you up
first," was her greeting, as she held Savannats inamers. 'It's about time he
settled down. | was beginning to wonder if he'drdwel the right girl.'

'l don't know why. I'm five years younger than Edevavas when he married
you,' remarked Jago.

'He hadn't tried and rejected dozens before mel'8a sister. Then she
hastily changed the subject, obviously feeling #ie had made a gaffe.

At her suggestion, Savanna sat in the front osthall car during the half an
hour's drive which it took to reach Susan's housthe outskirts of a pretty
village in Cheshire.

This gave Jago the whole of the back seat to acamata his broad
shoulders and long legs, and allowed Susan taaatks bride-to-be while
keeping most of her attention on the other traffic.

By the time they turned into the drive of a largeathed family house with
a double garage, the well- kept but labour-saviogiigds screened from the
adjoining properties by tall evergreen hedges, Saa&new she was not
going to have any difficulty in establishing a caméble relationship with
her sister-in-law.

The twin babies, William and Emily, were at homethe care of Susan's
part-time housekeeper. With their round cheeksharitbn noses, Savanna



found them enchanting. But although Jago pettech thieefly, it was clear
that he wasn't much interested in them. There h@sever, no doubting his
affection and respect for his brother-in-law whieat tevening Edward came
home after a long day in the operating theatre.

The age gap between him and his wife was even wider between Jago
and Savanna, which she would have found reasshaddgt not been for the

realisation that although Susan did not advertesartellectual powers, she
was a graduate and therefore in much better meh#gle than Savanna felt
herself to be.

Explaining that he was playing golf early the negay, Edward went to bed
at ten.

'No need for you to come up yet, my dear,' he r&aethto his wife, when
she would have accompanied him.

'I'm an owl married to a lark,’ she explained &itiguest, when her husband
had left the room. 'Jago burns the candles at botts. How about you,
Savanna?'

'‘As arule I'm a lark.’

'Off you go, then. We'll see you in the morningjdsJago.

She was about to protest that, tomorrow not beingrking day, it wasn't
necessary for her to go to bed as early as thisnvtstruck her that he
might wish to talk to his sister privately.

'Well ... if you won't think it rude of me?' shad# Susan.

‘Not a bit. | want you to feel completely at homAs.you may have noticed,
there's a kettle in your room if you want to makeyetea or coffee.’

Savanna stood up. 'So | saw. What a good idea. Ggiag Susan.
Goodnight'—this to Jago, who was in the act ohgsi



He went with her to the door which he opened. Talkkwas in darkness,
Edward having turned off the lights.

'Wait a moment.' Jago left the room ahead of her.

As he touched the switches which illuminated thpaugand half landings,
she followed him into the dimness of the hall, ofitsight of the chair
occupied by his sister.

She expected and hoped that he would take the wpytyrto kiss her
goodnight with greater ardour than he could havesdo front of Susan. He
did kiss her, but not with his arms round her, antwith any suggestion
that he would have liked to be going to bed with he

His mouth brushed hers, lightly and briefly. 'Gomyi. Sleep well." His
tone was matter-of-fact.

He did not linger by the newel post as reluctardigappointedly, Savanna
mounted the staircase. Before she had reachedrhehie had returned to
the sitting-room and closed the door.



CHAPTER FIVE

WHEN Savanna woke up the next morning under a ferrteqregd duvet on
one of the twin beds in Susan's green and whitstgaem, she was startled
to see from the small quartz clock on the nighletéiat it was long past her
usual waking up time.

Then she remembered that it had been well aftenigtiti before she had put
out her light. After that she had remained awakeaftong time. The book
she had been reading had not succeeded in takingnimel off her
disappointment at the tepidity of Jago's goodnkigs.

It had been about half past eleven when she hadl lseane faint sounds
which indicated that he and his sister were ragifor the night. She knew,
because Susan had mentioned it, that he had beem tijie visitors' room

with the double bed because it was better suitéistsize than a single bed.

Now, at ten past nine in the morning, he would peand about, as would
the rest of the household. What a nuisance Susahthiok her, still to be
upstairs at this hour.

Jumping out of bed, she padded across the thicl narpet to the vanitory
unit to brush her teeth. Her usual sleepwear wgelg striped knee-length
nightshirt, but for this \jisit she had brought kviher a pair of peach-
coloured silky pyjamas which had been a presemt fRichard. They were
edged with pale blue piping, with a mandarin colad fastenings in the
Chinese style. The silk being synthetic, not rda that of her brother's
pyjamas, they had survived her restless night witecumpling.

She had just finished using a mint-flavoured mouatslwwhen there was a
tap on the door. Thinking it must be her hostesasaBna called 'Come in'
and turned.

But the apology she was about to make died unuttar¢he sight of Jago
opening the door with one hand, a tray balancethemther.



'‘Good morning.' He closed the door behind hinndLight you might still be
asleep. For a professed early riser, you were gigigood imitation of a
dormouse when | looked in half an hour ago.'

'l know . . . it's disgraceful. I'm sorry. | harddyer oversleep. It must be
because | was reading late.'

'It doesn't matter. It does people good to ignbeedock from time to time.

| always do when | stay here. Edward is on the gulirse,' he went on, 'and
Susan and the twins are out. We have no one tegla# ourselves, so hop
back into bed and have breakfast there for a changad kidneys and
bacon myself, but Susan seemed to think you wouddep something
lighter. We're having roast lamb for lunch.’

Savanna climbed back into bed and pulled the quét her legs. She had
yet to brush her long hair, which now she rakedveith her fingers in an
attempt to make it look less tousled.

The tray was the kind with short legs, but instefplacing it across her lap,
Jago put it on the chest next to the night tabid, sat down on the edge of
the bed.

'First, a good morning kiss,' he said, smilindndive shaved, if you notice.’
He reached out for one of her hands and held inaghis hard cheek for a
moment before turning his lips into her palm.

Her fingers fluttered against the taut brown skirhis jaw. She swayed
towards him, her free hand going to his shoulds=lifig the hard bone and
muscle under the chestnut brown velour of his bable. He was wearing
pyjama trousers but not, apparently, a jacket. Whke robe gaped, his
chest was bare, the bronzed skin inviting her toBch as yet she had not
the confidence to slip her hand inside the clotth sgarch for his heartbeat.

His arm slid round her waist, drawing her closeaitn. He kissed her lips.
This time there was nothing perfunctory about tfesgure of- his mouth. It
was warm and lingering—the kiss she had wantednigsit but which he
had withheld, leaving her restless with longing.



When he let her go she was trembling. Opening dayed, she watched
him lean across the space between the beds t@igedfthe second pillow

which she had removed from her bed before lyingrdtive night before.

Before she could protest that it was wasteful, & taken the two pillows
from the other twin bed and piled all three behied in addition to the one
she had slept on. Pressing her back against thisitws mound of feathers
and down, he began to kiss her again, his fingesttly caressing the long
smooth lines of her throat and the delicate skimrixkher ears.

As one kiss merged with another, Savanna lostratikt of time. The
persuasive movements of Jago's mouth worked likieug, dulling her
normal reactions while arousing strange new regmns

He made her feel like a candle melting in the sunlike a tree with all its
leaves quivering in a gust of wind . . . like asuwier floating in a warm sea.

When at last he took his mouth away, she gavetaragimur of protest, not
wanting the long kiss to end, and those lovely agoiss to stop.

For some moments she lay with closed lids, hertbiegshallow and rapid,
unwilling to open her eyes and break the spelldekut on her.

When she felt the brush of his fingers and realtatihe was releasing the
blue silk toggles from their loops, her breathiegged altogether. For long
seconds she lay like a statue while he undid thetder pyjamas and laid
bare her small untouched brests.

When he kissed the warm hollow between them, shpeghand a shudder
ran through her.

‘No, Jago, you mustn't. . . oh, please . . .
'Why not?"
His deep voice vibrated through her as he kepliggsvhere they were.

She looked down and saw his dark hair, and feltragyval instinct to delve
her hands into its thickness, and press his hehdrtbody.



Instead, she said faintly, "You promised . . .’
He raised his head.
'What did | promise?’

His eyes were amused as he ran the tip of hisifgef around the still
visible outline of the left half of her bikini top.

You . . . you promised not to do this until ... were married." Her voice
came out a hoarse whisper.

'l promised not to seduce you. | didn't say | watltbuch you at all.'

As his finger moved in slowly diminishing circlea#nna shrank back
against the pillows, not because she objected gotduch or found it
distasteful, but because she was afraid of herreaction when he reached
the centre of the circle.

'Yes, but . . . but one thing leads to anothee,'malirmured, through dry lips.
His smile mocked her rosy-cheeked confusion.

'Very true. But not in this case.’

'W-why not in this case?"

'‘Because you may lose your head, but | shan'tfose,’ he said dryly. ‘Nor
is there time to do more than play with you aditily sister will be back in
half an hour, and it will take longer than thagtee you your first lesson in

love.'

Her colour deepened. 'How do you know you won'e lgsur head? How
can anyone say that for certain?'

‘At your age they can't. At mine one has learrft seintrol.'



It irked her to feel herself acutely responsivelekingo remained calm and
unmoved. She wanted to see his hard grey eyes leeloogiht with desire,
and his fingers shake as they touched her.

'‘Are you sure?' Recklessly she reared up from illeys, locking her arms
round his neck, pressing herself to his chestyiofjeher parted lips.

This time he kissed her more fiercely, his hanabrg} round behind her to
caress her bare back under the jacket. When hagamort, well-kept nails
up and down both sides of her spine, it sent shieérdelight along her
nerves.

As far as she was concerned, the embrace coulddmneson for ever; but
after a while he removed her arms from round hiskrend pressed her
down on to the pillows.

She saw that, although he was breathing slighdtefahan usual, he was
far from being carried away. His fingers were syeasl he covered her and
dealt with the fastenings of her jacket, while $ne there with heaving
breasts and limbs which felt limp and trembly,feshe had run too fast and
too far.

"Your coffee will be getting cold,' he said, as sipped the knot on the
collar through its loop.

'It d-doesn't matter. | don't like it too hot," slnermured, half relieved and
half sorry to be modestly covered once more.

Not that her breasts were now invisible. The thiaffsclung to their
contours, and she saw Jago looking at the sighewfdeeply his kisses had
stirred her.

Smiling slightly, he put his hands on her should@isning her to the
pillows. He bent his head, not to her mouth butdgwo the bud-like shapes
outlined by the silky fabric.

She gasped, instinctively resisting a caress whiatdenly she felt to be
more a test of her reactions than a passionateamrges part. Yet when his



mouth touched her, her momentary struggle changeml a spasm of
pleasure \yhich made her gasp with the shock of it.

A few moments later Jago rose from the bedsideptanmkd the tray across
her legs. Then he walked away to the window whigleriooked the
grounds behind the house.

Watching him as he stood looking out at the gartiehands thrust into the
pockets of his robe, Savanna wondered if his contas not as complete as
he had vaunted.

She herself was trembling so violently that sheedamot pour out any
coffee for fear of spilling it on the pretty. pajesen linen place mat which
had a pocket at one end containing a matching napki

With an unsteady hand she took up a spoon andddreseself to start eating
a melange of chilled grapefruit segments with oeaaugd melon arranged in
a shallow glass bowl.

She had calmed down a little by the time Jago tlifream the window, his
expression impassive and all sign of any interistulbance which he
might have felt erased from his dark compellinguess.

'W-where has your sister gone this morning?' skedas

‘To see an old lady who has no one else to keegaon her. Susan doesn't
go to church, but she takes the Ten Commandmegtsod deal more
seriously than many who do. She has a much nideren¢han | have," he
added sardonically.

A few minutes later he left her to finish her brizs and get dressed.

The bedroom had an adjoining shower where Savaadaatot shower

followed by a cold one. Having dried herself, séieimed to the bedroom to
lie down again for five minutes to allow her deaaturto dry completely

before she put on her clothes.



Before she stretched out, she locked the door.c®h&l imagine what
would happen if Jago decided to come back forrdneand found her lying
totally naked.

Thinking about what had happened earlier, shén&linsides contract with
rekindling excitement. Her breathing quickened, ahe found herself
longing for the moment when he would make lovedo properly instead
of, to use his own phrase, merely playing with aéttle.

She wasn't sure that she liked that expressiomadie her sound like a toy; a
diversion merely, not the person of supreme impaeao him, as a truly
beloved wife should be.

For the first time, it struck her sharply that Jégal never actuallgaidhe
loved her.

Suddenly she had an overwhelming need to hear éjrthese three simple
words—I love you.

When she went downstairs, Jago was in the kitcheaing one of the
Sunday newspapers.

'Have you already washed up your breakfast dislsbg?asked, seeing no
sign of them on the drainer.

‘No, they're in the dishwasher. Susan waits tétéfs a full load before she
turns it on," he answered, without raising his geafrom whatever he was
reading.

Savanna added her breakfast things to those aligaaiiye machine. Jago
continued to read, a slight frown contracting hiellwnarked dark
eyebrows. She could see now that it was an adiclfe leader page which
was engaging his attention. She moved to his sidead the headline.

She hoped he would look up and smile at her, drggs put his arm round
her hips. But evidently he was too absorbed invieas of the paper's
political columnist to feel any affectionate impegs



She read the first couple of paragraphs beforattention wandered to the
crispness ofjago’'s dark hair, the strong brownmolwf his neck, and the
high hard slant of his cheekbone as he leanedtbeevutspread paper.

When she laid a hand on his shoulder, he seemedan@®f her touch. He
was still in his dark chestnut robe, and the velveel of the fabric seemed
somehow to accentuate the masculinity and powt#reobody beneath it.

Sooner than she expected, he finished readingwihched his attention to
her. Turning away from the table, he spread his byl drew her down to
perch on one of his thighs.

'Sorry . . . was | neglecting you, my lovely?'

For the second time that morning something in tley \we expressed
himself struck a jarring note.

‘Not at all. I don't expect you to concentrate anawery minute of the day,'
she said coolly.

'No, that | shall not do," he stated. 'In genetaling the day you will have to
make your own amusements. | shall only be ableotwentrate on you at
night.'

The gleam in his eyes made her blush. She would Bprung up, but he
held her firmly where she was.

'Kiss me, Savanna.'

Softly-spoken, it was still a command, and one loaild make her obey if
she tried to refuse him. Not that she had any waskefuse him. It was only

. . She pushed the unease out of her mind, aesk@d her lips lightly
against his half-smiling, sensual mouth.

He had made her initiate the kiss, but it wasmglbefore he took it over,
holding her head between his hands so that shd cmtilescape the warm,
hungry pressure of his lips.



When he let her go she was trembling again; bembgethe surging
emotions he could so easily arouse in her.

'Oh, Jago, | love you ... | love you so much," aliéspered passionately.

It was a spontaneous expression of her deepestgselShe had said it
without any thought of hearing him echo her admissBut when, without
saying a word, he would have kissed her again,vea® conscious of
something lacking.

Jerking her head back, she murmured, 'You . . .hauen't said that you
love me.'

'Do you need to be told?' he asked huskily. 'Ganittell the effect you have
on me?'

Bright colour flared in her cheeks as, delibergthlymade her aware of his
readiness to make love to her.

‘Th-that isn't what | meant,' she stammered. 'Ydsneed to be told, Jago.
All women do.’

A curiously shuttered look came over his face, kilag out the amorous
mockery which had been in his eyes seconds ediedening the curve of
his mouth into a stern, disciplined line.

She knew then, before he spoke, that her senseeake had been justified.
Therewassomething wrong with their relationship.

He pushed her gently off his lap, and stood upranded away, ostensibly
to pour some more coffee from the jug keeping wamthe hqtplate of his
sister's automatic coffee maker.

Savanna watched him with a sinking sense of p&nicying that in a few
moments he was going to tell her something whichuld/alissolve the
bright haze of her happiness like a strong wind.

'Do you believe in astrology, Savanna?' he askedlreptly.



The question baffled her. What had astrology tovith their feelings for
each other?

'No ... no, | don't, actually.’

'‘Nor do I. Nor am | superstitious. If | spill saltdon't throw a pinch of it

over my shoulder. If | break a mirror, | don't egpseven years' bad luck.
I'm an educated twentieth century man, and | duoglieve in any of that

nonsense—including the idea that being "in loves',itss called, is the

proper basis for a marriage. All the evidence & it's not.’

There was a silence while she digested this stateme

'Wh-what do you consider the proper basis for mmggj then?' she asked at
last.

Before he could answer, there was the sound of ardaring the garage
which was connected to the kitchen by a smalltytibom.

'Susan's back,' he said. 'We shall have to contlis&onversation later.'

'‘But I--' Savanna's protest that she couldn't waiil later died on her lips as
she realised the impossibility of discussing thigtderbolt he had lobbed at
her until they had the certainty of privacy.

Meanwhile she had to have a few minutes alone ichpuself together. If
Susan were to see her now, she would know at dratesbmething was
wrong. Any woman, coming into the kitchen at thisment, would sense
the tension in the atmosphere.

'I—I'm going up to make my bed," she muttered.

She had made it before coming downstairs, but @elthgo nor Susan were
to know that.

On reaching her room she walked across to the windtanding almost on
the spot where, less than an hour ago, Jago had stoile she lay in bed,
still quivering from the ecstasy of his kisses.



Now all that tremulous excitement had been dousgdib arbitrary
announcement that love, as she understood it, badeaning for him. It
was merely superstitious nonsense.

She remembered how, the day he had asked her tg hiar, he had said,
As soon as | saw your face, | knew it was the omarited to look at across
the breakfast table for the next forty years.

And she, foolishly, had chosen to take it as a wfagaying he had fallen
headlong in love with her. Yet down in the depthler being, at the level
between subconscious and conscious thought, sheispdcted that he was
too experienced, too worldly, too cynical to shiaee own outlook on life.

Young men fell in love. Sometimes much older merettgped intense
infatuations which made them behave impetuousky,adten foolishly. But
not men in their early thirties; especially notyiattractive men who could
have all the women they wanted.

She should have known that. Stelknown it, and chosen to ignore it.

The sound of the door opening made her hurriedhypmse her face into an
untroubled mask before turning to face her host@ssSusan would have
knocked before entering, she realised a secondmlater, watching Jago
shut the door behind him.

'l came up here to be private. What do you wahi®'asked stiffly.

'l don't want to have you working yourself intotate for no good reason,’'
was his brisk reply. 'lI'd hoped this issue wouldnise, but since it has, it
had better be tackled immediately. You won't enjour lunch if you're
upset.'

'‘Are you surprised that I'm upset? What girl wontd be, after being told
by her fiance that he doesn't love her?' she eadjuim a voice which shook.

'‘Ask yourself which you woqld prefer: a bridegrosm besottedly in love
that he thinks you're the perfect woman, and cansetty is certain to be



disappointed; or one who's chosen you while stillsound mind", as they
say?'

Before she could answer, he went on, 'A lastingiage has to be built on
solid foundations, not romantic illusions, Savanitra.prepared to cut my
losses in my business life from time to time, bottin my private life. We'll
marry, and we'll stay married. Divorce is not mylest

Your style? What about my style? Have you onlynséérom your side?
Hasn't it occurred to you that | might not wantustiand who didn't love
me?'

He came closer and laid both his hands heavilyasrslim shoulders. 'l like
you. In the long run—and marriage is a long run-t$hthe most important
thing. Girls of your age are brainwashed into timgkthat being in love is
the be-all and end-all of existence. Liberated timay be, but not from that
particular delusion. Not yet.'

Suddenly, to her consternation, she began to eysbaft mouth working

uncontrollably, hot tears brimming over her eyebasl trickling down her

cheeks. It was ages since last she had wept; mm baving to give up her
ambition to go to university.

Jago gave vent to a sound which she couldn't irgerPerhaps it signified
exasperation. At the same time he pulled her imsoahms and held her
against him.

‘There's no need for this, silly child.’
He held her close to him with one arm, while hiseothand fopdled her
head, smoothing her thick silky hair and carestieghape of her neck with

light, gentle fingertips.

Savanna strove to control herself. Even in her lstaox misery, she was
still aware of the latent power in the tall, strdmagy close to hers.

Presently the hand at the back of her head sliddda tip up her chin.
When she tried to resist the upward pressure, @oiting him to see her



with moist eyes and blurred mascara, he used suich &s was necessary to
tilt her head back so that he could kiss her weekh.

Her breathing, already irregular from the boute#rs, became even more
uneven as she felt him tasting her tears withipssdnd tongue. Before long
she had forgotten everything but the longing td g mouth on hers.

Her hands which, a few moments earlier, had attedhfat push him away,
now crept up his chest to his shoulders, circlimg ¢ollar of his robe until
they met behind his neck. Her body no longer nedéaedon grip of his left
arm to keep her pressed tightly against him.

Her outraged feelings had evaporated; swept awalyeogowerful narcotic

of his overwhelming physical power over her. It wapossible to think

clear-headedly—to think at alll—while his mouth ealvover her face,

exploring her eyebrows and eyelids, the shortgtitdiridge of her nose, the
delicate texture of her cheeks and the smooth yeswagp of her jaw. Time
and again he came close to her parted lips, ontgdee his mouth away
again until she was crazy with longing.

'Kiss me . . . please kiss me,' she whispered, whercouldn't stand it any
longer.

'With pleasure.'

Softly he covered her mouth with his, tasting hes in the same way he
had tasted her tears.

His gentleness ended abruptly when, impelled bhydahstinct, she tried the

same caress on him. The diffident touch with helgte-tip seemed to

electrify him. She felt all his muscles harden, drelspeeded-up beat of his
heart. His kiss became wild and devouring. It was$f ghe had touched a
secret spring, releasing a fierce primal force. éinds, which had been at
her waist, moved possessively over her hips amd tinder neat trousered
bottom, where his fingers spread, pressing heimnto h

Neither of them heard the tap on the door. It wayg when it opened and
his sister walked in that Jago jerked up his heabtighared at her.



'Oh ... I'm frightfully sorry,’ she apologisedou said Savanna was making
her bed, and | thought you'd come up to dress.'

Already he had recovered himself. 'l did, and Bttdr get on with it.'
He released his hold on Savanna, and walked pmasidter, out of the room.
'I'm sorry | burst in like that. | assumed you walene,' said Susan.

'It doesn't matter. | . . . we . . ." Savanna broken confusion. She felt
acutely embarrassed at being caught in such ardabad embrace.

'l thought you might be interested to see our baairbSusan explained. 'It's
just been re-done with paper and curtains whiclought in America.
Edward's parents spend every winter in Florida beedhe climate is so
much better, and they can play golf more often ttay could here. This
year we spent Christmas there with them, and lifelove with the way
Floridian houses are decorated. Come and see winean.'

Hardly able to make sense of what she was sayinigpbedient to her

beckoning gesture, Savanna followed her out ohddanding. As the other
woman led her to the master bedroom, she seizedhiduece to snatch a
tissue from her pocket and quickly blot her moutid @yes. An anxious

glance in a mirror as she passed it reassurechbehér eye make-up had
survived the emotional storm fairly well.

When Susan opened the door of the room she shatkder husband,
Savanna saw at once why she was so proud and glehset her new
decor. Although it was an overcast morning, thewm@eemed to be full of
sunshine; an illusion of summer created by thegtesf lime green leaves
and vivid lemon-coloured flowers on the puffy whieilt, and on the wall
of the alcove behind the bed.

'In America this is called a comforter,’ said Sus&his one is an outline
comforter because it's quilted round the outlin¢hef pattern.' She lifted a
corner of it to show the thick but featherweigHtlirfg between the cotton
and the backing.



She crossed to one side of a large window and guhe cord which
controlled floor-length curtains which matched tesign of the comforter
but were made of a type of stiffened voile which mbmned
semi-transparency with a crisply pleated heading.

‘These give privacy without shutting out the lightring the day, and at
night | draw these white lining curtains behindrtheSusan explained.

‘They're lovely." Savanna forced herself to look apund enthusiastic as
indeed, at any other time, she would have been.

'When you're decorating your house, you should niEgo take you to
America before you make any decisions,’ the otheman continued. 'l
used to think the French and the English produbeditest furnishing
fabrics, and the Italians were the tops for clotmed shoes. But now I think
American soft furnishings are probably the bestl as for their towels and
bedlinens—you've never seen such gorgeous colbwauld have filled

several suitcases!'

She chattered on at some length, giving Savanna itimoe to compose
herself.

Suddenly Susan stopped talking about bathroom saxes, and said, in
quite a different tone, 'Perhaps | should mind nmn dousiness, but it
seemed to me that you and Jago might have beemgafiia lovers' quarrel
when | barged in on you just now.'

Savanna shifted uneasily. 'l ... it wasn't exaatfyuarrel. Just an argument.’

'‘But he'd made you cry—I could see that. Don'hiet bully you, Savanna,’
Susan said earnestly. 'I'm very fond of my brotbat,that doesn't blind me
to his faults. He's an exceptional man, with adl tefects of his qualities.
He's a leader—and sometimes a tyrant, if peopletdgand up for
themselves. You're much gentler and less sophistidchan we'd expected
you to be. You mustn't let Jago bully you.’

'He doesn't,’ Savanna protested. 'He's been waigekind and generous
to me. My only concern is that I'm not up to hisgi#. As you say, he's an



exceptional man. Apart from being photogenic, listjan ordinary girl.
Can | make him happy? | -ask myself.'

"You underrate yourself, my dear. It was obvioasrfryour conversation at
dinner last night that you're very intelligent aslivas very beautiful. | think
you'll make him extremely happy—provided you stamdto him when

necessary. Now I'd better go down arid attend ¢oldihch. You could lay
the table for me, if you would. Edward should bekobefore long.’

Before Jago reappeared, his brother-in-law hadrmetl from the golf
course. For the next two hours it was as if notliag happened to disturb
the calm surface of the engaged couple's vistiéabrth.

Savanna's appetite for the excellent lunch whicka8thad prepared was
less hearty than usual. But no one noticed thialmz she and Jago had not
eaten many meals together, and her host and hgstassbly thought that,
being a model, she never ate very much.

While he was helping himself to the Stilton whictidwed the home-made
apple pie, Edward announced that, having exeradlechorning, he was
going to spend the afternoon by the fire with theday papers.

'We're going for a tramp,' said Jago. 'What abaut, Ysue? Will you join
us?'

His sister shook her head. 'lI've taken up joggingi+dell you? I've been
doing it for nearly a month now. Every weekday, hot on Sunday. While
you two are flying back to London tomorrow mornifitype out in my track
suit, jogging around the park and back. Do you @gerregularly?'- this to
Savanna.

'No, but | don't sit down much normally.'

'She ne«ds plumping up, not fining down," remarllado, appraising as
much as he could see of her above the level dfiitiiag-table.

Was that remark an indication that he was disapediwith what he had
seen of her figure in the bedroom that morningetredered unhappily.



But from the very beginning, in the Caribbean, winenhad seen her in
various bikinis, he had known she was on the sleside, as she had to be
for her work. Some of her fellow models were almasimpletely
flat-chested, and had to wear fibre-filled bragitee them any curves at all.
At least she could fill a 34C.

But if Jago didn't see her with the redeeming egtdove, was by
temperament a perfectionist, and his preferencefarasiore voluptuous
feminine flesh, what hope had she of holding him?

In order to walk in the real country, rather thanai nearby public park
where his sister did her daily aerobics, Jago begtbher car to drive them
a few miles from the house to an area of fields\aadds.

They did not talk much on the way; and after he petted the car and they
had begun their walk, his remarks concerned thetheeaand the
countryside rather than the subject which weigleedesavily on Savanna.

At last, unable to ignore it any longer, she sdidis morning you called me
"silly child". Is that how you think of me?—As aitd?’

He slanted a faintly amused glance at her. 'Didrikle?’

'l wouldn't say that exactly. But although | wasw#nd of my father, and
I've missed him a lot since he died, I'm not logkiior a father-figure
husband," she answered evenly.

Jago received this statement with a reflectivensiée At length, he said,
‘The difference in our ages makes it inevitable, timacertain respects, you
seem very young to me—younger than most girls of yge. By the time

you're twenty-five, the gap will have closed. | smer a ten-year gap to be
an advantage.’'

'"Why?'
'‘Because when two very young people marry, nedhdreir characters has

stabilised. By the time they've both matured, thegy find themselves
seriously incompatible. People change as much lestwes ages of twenty



and twenty-five as they do between fifteen and tyeid you know that,
technically, physical adolescence is defined aw fimurteen to twenty-five
in males, and from twelve to twenty-one in femald'sl? say mental
immaturity lasts several years longer. My charaigteset for life. Yours is
still malleable. In other words, | can bend yourtg will," he finished, on a
note of raillery.

Savanna was not amused. 'What if | resisted thdibgprocess?'
| don't think you would.’
'l don't think you know very much about me. | mayyomung, but--'

'l know things about you which you don't know yalf$ Jago interjected
dryly.

"What do you mean?"
‘This, for instance.'

Before she realised what he was about, he pullednite his arms and
brought his mouth hard down on hers, resuming tb& Which Susan had
interrupted.

She tried to resist, to pull free, to wrench herefaside. Her efforts were
futile. His powerful arms held her fast, and higpsliwere equally
inescapable. Nor did her resistance last long.

Within a few seconds she no longer wanted to baeady. It was as much as
she could do to remain passive. Even that becamessible as the kiss
continued, reanimating the warm, pliant, eageraomesp he had made her
feel earlier.

Once she opened her eyes for a second, fearinp¢hatight be watching
her, might be kissing her merely as an exercisehiuids were closed, his
dark lashes fanned on his cheeks.



Against her will, her body surrendered to him. Whesnded, her arms were
round his neck. If he had removed them and relebsedshe would have
staggered and fallen. Dazedly, totally disoriertaghe stayed in the circle
of his arms, her face hidden against his shoulder.

Jago said, 'Before we met, you didn't know you dde¢l like that, did you?
| did. Your eyes, your mouth, your reactions towsge all clear indications
that there was a fire waiting to be lit inside thimginal exterior." He spoke
into her hair, his voice deep and slightly huskipu're a lovely girl now,
but not as beautiful as you'll be when we've spemght making love, and
that fire is really well alight.'

He felt her chin, and tilted her face up to higs ‘dbnly smouldering at the
moment. You may think otherwise. But how you feahrs nothing to how
you will feel when . . ." a pause to nibble thedal) her ear, sending frissons
of pleasure down her neck, '. . . you're in bedhwie.'

She had no doubt that he was right but, closingriad against the vision
of their naked bodies entwined, she managed to pedelf free, although
only because Jago allowed her to.

'l... I'm not sure now that I'm ever going toibv&ed with you,' she said, in
an unsteady voice. 'If you're not in love with méd'm not sure | want to be
your wife.'

'It's too late to back out now, my dear,' he ansdéazily. 'You've passed
the point of no return.’

'It's never too late to back out if one has anyoser doubts—not even
halfway up the aisle,' was her angry retort. Sethegcepticism in his eyes,
she went on, 'l— | suppose you're thinking thatpuf engagement was
broken, no one would believe that / had brokei ity would think it must
be you who had changed your mind: | wouldn't céy@uaithat. Marriage is
too important to allow oneself to be influenceddblyer people's opinions.’

"That was not what | meant.'



They were standing a yard apart now, and his fisee tucked into the
vertical slit pockets of the showerproof windcheabe was wearing,
unzippered, over his sweater.

'You love me—or so you've said. Are you sure you kil that feeling? If
you can't, how will you feel in a year's : time;okving that you could have
been my wife, enjoying all the best things in lifB2cause | shan't be
waiting foryou to change your mind, Savanna. | intend to matisyyhar. It
may take a little time to find someone else whdssue as well as you do,
but it won't be impossible.’

She drew in an uneven breath, her nails diggirghet palms.

'Don't you think it would have been fairer to telé this was your attitude
beforeour engagement?’

'If I had, we shouldn't be here. | wanted you. ewknl could make you
happy. | acted for the best—our best.’

His arrogant conviction that he was right madefhgous.

'‘And how long do you intend being faithful to meftiUI'm pregnant with
your son and heir, | suppose,’ she exclaimed, luttex note.

'As long as you never refuse me—or not withoutrg geod reason—I shall
never be anything but faithful,” he told her steadNaturally there have
been women in my life before you—it couldn't beesthise at my age. But
there's never been more than one at a time, antdohti'em were, within

limits, lasting relationships. I'm not an inveteratomaniser. A willing wife

is all I shall need from now on, and | think yols# more than willing.'

The mocking gleam with which he tagged on this leshark made
Savanna's cheeks glow with sudden colour.

It—it seems to me you only want a wife as a .exaabject,’ she said stiffly.

'If you mean that | want my wife to give me whatnpanen receive only
from their mistresses-—pleasure and amusement—ygese right. What



kind of wife would you rather be? A housekeepere®ifA career-wife,
struggling to crowd iwo lives into one?'

He moved closer and, taking her by the hand, bé&gatride on*along the
secluded woodland path, not so fast that she hadiny to keep up with
him, but with a leisurely swing.

‘A hundred years ago you would have had little @isay in the matter of
marriage,' he went on. 'Your suitors would havdiagdpo your parents, and
the one they considered most eligible would havenbselected on your
behalf. Not all those marriages were unhappy.' l@apd down at her.
"Think of yourself as a Victorian girl. Would yowe bn despair if your
parents had chosen me to be your husband? WoulchgthuYou'd be

thanking your lucky stars for a man who wasn'tesidugh to be your father;
who would give you unlimited pin money and a lifeconsiderable luxury;
and who didn't make you dread the mysterious "dutiyith your mother
hadn't fully explained.’

'Yes, that's probably true,’ she conceded. '‘Bunbitra Victorian girl, Jago.
I've been brought up completely differently. It'iggossible for me to think
in those terms.’

She gave him a searching upwards glance. 'If yawkhow | felt, why
couldn't you at least have pretended to ... taibevie with me? Why spring
the truth On me now?"

'l wouldn't have done so if you hadn't forced g®ie. | never lie in answer
to a direct question.'

'l think you've behaved abominably," she said, iavg angry voice. 'You
must have known how deeply unhappy this would male but you
obviously didn't give a damn as long as you gottwma wanted. My
mother was right to oppose our engagement. | shoaweé listened to her.'

"You're making a fuss about nothing, but only timk prove it to you,' was
his even reply. 'Twenty-five years from now, whha first of our children
are grown-up, and you're still a beautiful womanause you've been well
taken care of, you'll wonder why you were upsean give you everything



you want—houses all over the world, clothes by yaourite designers,
jewels, flowers, books, fine wines, a chef, a nangood seats at first
nights, any car which takes your fancy. If you edesall that, plus what
promises to be a highly satisfactory pleasure btmble unequal to the blind
hopes and reckless promises on which most marrexgesased, you're not
using your intelligence."’

'What do you mean ... a pleasure bond?’
'It's a term coined by Masters and Johnson, whavateknown American
researchers, to refer to a good sexual relationghip pleasure bond isn't

forged yet, but the auguries are good, wouldn't Sey®"

As he spoke he swung her hand upwards, pressitig$ie the soft, veined
inside of her wrist.

'‘Don't try to deny that | know how to excite yoava@nna.'
She jerked her wrist free. 'That's only one aspeuntarriage.’

'It's the keystone of marriage,' Jago answeredgiialy.



CHAPTER SIX

BEcAUSE there was nowhere at the Bancrofts' house to ltanthe skirt
was far too voluminous to fit inside a normal waltk—Savanna's bridal
dress was kept at the designer's workroom untiirtbning of her wedding.

She had chosen who she wished to design it buirdoshe and the couturier
had discussed the dress in any detail, Jago hae s®&ceral stipulations

concerning her appearance on the day. He wantedréss to have a full

skirt and a train, and he wanted the headdresacrporate an antique
diamond fillet which had been in his possessiorstone time, having been
bought as an investment and kept in his bank exees

His insistence on a spectacular train and the ycadidem had raised no
objections from the designer, but Savanna had tieeking in terms of a
simple dress and a coronet of country flowers.

She gave way with a good grace because she knelnadh®o alternative. If
Jago had made up his mind about something—anythitigdt was how it

was going to be, and as he was paying the pipeatievery right to call the
tune.

That, if he had been in love with her, he wouldmete cared what she wore
as she walked up the aisle, was a thought to bleeplu® the back of her
mind.

In the end, however, she had to concede that gthauwas far more
elaborate than the one she had had in mind, thesdmas extremely
beautiful. She had seen it many times before ivedrat the house. It had
required half a dozen fittings, including an extrae because since being
measured for it she had lost several pounds inhtergaking her already
slender waist even narrower. ¢ At ten on the mayihthe wedding, her
hairdresser, Luigi, came to the house to do herihahe style devised by
Savanna and her couturier.

Probably Jago would expect his fillet to be worrtha manner of an Alice
band, with a cloud of tulle floating from it. Buter studying Savanna's face
with its broad, high, intelligent forehead—usuatigncealed by a soft



fringe—and the long graceful lines of her neck, designer had decided
that the fillet ought to be worn as such, roundfoezhead, an inch above
her eyebrows.

It had been her suggestion that the band of diasigshduld be entwined
with a length of the smallest and freshest of igaleaves, and he who had
agreed and added that the leaves should also bparated into the thick
plait which would show off her neck and her smbhHlpely ears.

Tests had been made to ensure that ivy could ke inghis way-without
wilting before the ceremonies were over, and haxwgunt successful. But
what Jago would think of his diamonds being comiiwh ivy, and of a
long trailing bouquet of lilies, ivy, honeysuckledacow parsley, remained
to be seen.

"You don't seem to be at all nervous,' Luigi reredtlas he applied a pair of
bristle brushes to the heavy swathes of her shiciean hair.

'I'm not at the moment. Probably | shall be later.’

'Perhaps not. You're used to being stared at wiilere working. It's my
Maria who is nervous. She's never been to a grautling before," he told
her, with a grin. 'It was kind of you to ask uslndt's helped her to get over
the depression after losing the baby.’

Not al*Luigi's clients were privy to the circumstas leading up t6 his own
marriage, or the reason for his wife's recent ne¥laly. He was more
inclined to listen to customers prattling than isctbse the facts of his
private life.

But Savanna was not one of the self-absorbed womntenmade up the
majority of his clientele, and she knew a good déalut him. Not long after
the beginning of her career as a model, Luigisihre of Italian parents but
himself a born and bred Londoner, had gone to kadya holiday. While
there, he had looked up some cousins of his mettaert had fallen in love
with their daughter, a shy country girl as diffearérom the girls with whom
he worked as it was possible to be.



Savanna's quick intuition had made her sense hibezance after that
holiday, and his impatience during the time befbescould return and
marry Maria. She had been equally quick to deteat &all was not well
when one of her appointments with him had beerherday after Maria's
miscarriage.

Learning that his wife was going to be in hospftal several days, and
knowing that she was too shy to have made mangdsisince coming to
England, Savanna had made a point of going to Ivesit

It had not been an easy visit because Maria's &mglas still limited, and
she had been heartbroken over the loss of her, @mttifearful that it might
happen again and deprive Luigi of the sons sheedaté¢sperately to bear
for him.

To learn from Savanna how lovingly he had sungonaises since returning
from his Italian holiday had seemed to comfort &dittle.

When the time had come to make a list of Bancreftising guests, it had
been natural to include the Lascaris, as well labalother people who had
played a part in her short-lived career.

Even so the bride's guest list was far shorter thah of the bridegroom,
who had friends from all over the world coming gesim married, and
who, last night, had given a lavish dinner partydib his overseas guests.

Savanna had not been present. They would not neeetritil today, at the
reception. But that was some hours ahead, and niglansthe vvas feeling
strangely calm and detached.

After Luigi had finished doing her hair, he wentni® to put on his hired
morning dress, leaving Savanna to apply her maké&ip could have been
done for her by a professional cosmetician, butmskérred to put on her
face by herself. When anyone else made her up ati@ninow skilfully, she
felt they tended to overdo it. There were occaswhen she liked to do
dramatic things with her eyes, but not on her wegldiay. Today she
wanted to look as natural as possible.



Having made up, she took off the robe which shelieeh wearing since
she got up, and began to put on the underpinnimgthé dress which was
due to arrive within the next quarter of an hour.

First a white lace bra. Then a suspender belt td bp sheer white silk
stockings. Then, after putting on gloves to aveiyg possibility of snagging
them, the stockings themselves. Then a pair ofendatin French knickers
trimmed with handmade white lace. Then a full-léngthite organdie
underskirt, specially made to support the weddiregsl

At Jago's insistence, her shoes had been madevwyStilton, the designer
of the beautiful silk slippers, with hand-paintedes, worn by Lady Diana
Spencer for her wedding to the Prince of Wales.

Because the Royal bride had been almost as tdieadridegroom, her
slippers had had half-inch Louis heels. Savannaegaaslly tall, but not by
comparison with Jago, so the heels of her weddiogswere higher.

They were made of glove-soft white kid, with rosstbf embroidered tulle
on the toes, and a design painted in silver onirtbep part of the white
leather soles. Like the Princess of Wales' britijgpers, which had the gold
initials C and D on either side of a tiny hearty@ma's shoes had her initials
and Jago's, and the date of their wedding, paritesk to the heel.

As she slipped her narrow feet into them, she wat# they would ever
be worn again, by her daughter or, years hencegtaeddaughter. They
were the first pair of handmade shoes she had pssessed and, as she
took a few turns about the room, she might have beeefoot on grass, so
comfortable were they.

For her 'something old' and 'something borrowed &lad a small
silver-beaded purse just large enough to contdémva handkerchief and a
lipstick. It had been lent to her by Clare, who leadollection of 1920s
evening purses. It would be left in the car dutimgy wedding service.

Her 'something blue' was a'pale blue silk gartedeniay her grandmother
for Mrs Bancroft's wedding. Her mother, who had Iphgimp legs as a



young woman, had worn it above her knee. On Savalorg slender legs
it could be worn at mid-thigh.

As she lifted the underskirt and rested her foothendressing stool to slide
the garter carefully over her silk stocking, sheardea vehicle draw up
outside the house, and going to her window, shetlsawouturier's delivery
van.

Fortunately, it was a perfect May morning, andfttter who had come to
dress her—and who also would be at the wedding—akées assisted by
the van driver, to carry the tissue-swathed dress the van to the house
without risk to the delicate fabric from rain orggsi of wind. No doubt, had
the weather looked doubtful, the dress would haenlprotected by plastic
as well as by clouds of tissue, thought Savanna.

She heard them admitted to the house by Catrioha,had spent the night
there in order to help Mrs Bancroft to dress.

Michael was giving Savanna away. Richard and Bemgyld soon be on
duty as ushers, while Joey, the youngest of hethbrs, was assigned to
look after his mother in her new wheelchair.

Savanna's friends, Livvy and Clare, were her brrdeds. But she would
not see how they looked in their apricot dressescaaplets of honeysuckle
until she arrived at the church.

'Here we are, Miss Bancroft. Were you worried wglthbe late?' asked the
fitter as, with her robe thrown over her shoud&asyanna met them at the
door of her room.

'‘Good morning, Mrs Harris. No, | felt sure you'die on the dot—as you
have. Good morning'—this second greeting beinghferdriver.

"Morning, miss. Lovely morning for your big day,'eHvas carrying the
train of the dress while Mrs Harris held a hangeftan one hand and
supported the skirt with her other arm.



When the whole thing had been carefully laid dowrnSavanna's bed, the
driver withdrew. Mrs Harris took off her hat anetfacket which matched
her pale blue dress before beginning the task mbveng all the plastic
clips which held the long sheets of tissue in place

As she worked, she chatted about other brideslaiddresses. She did not
say so, but Savanna guessed that it was not usuhlkfcouturier's clients to
live in comparatively modest houses in the outbusios.

Before Mrs Harris had finished unwrapping the drdsgjo's Rolls-Royce
arrived to deliver the diadem and the bouquet,thed to take Richard and
Benjy to the church before returning for the brider mother, Catriona and
Joey were being transported by hired car.

Every detail of the arrangements had been workéetydago's secretary in
consultation with him; and if there were any hitslitavould not be for want
of careful organisation beforehand.

Jago's chauffeur had been instructed to delivedig@em to Michael. Her
brother brought it upstairs himself, accompaniedthsy florist who had
designed and made the bouquet, and who was goiadddhe ivy to the
diadem and to Savanna's thick ash-blonde plait.

As well as the case containing the diadem, Michadlbeen given a smaller
box. This, when she opened it, provied contain an exquisite pair of
diamond drop earrings, probably of the same pesothe fillet, judging by
their colour and style.

'Oh, Miss Bancroft, what gorgeous ear-rings! Argati the lucky one!' was
the fitter's exclamation when she saw them.

‘Aren't I?' Savanna agreed.
She wondered if Mrs Harris and the florist thouddgo's wealth was part of

his attraction for her. If only they knew how mulshppier today would
have been for her had he been a poor man who losted



Half an hour later she was ready; the dress of emared cream tulle
moulded tightly over breasts and waist beforeriglin tiers to her feet. The
bodice was lined with cream silk, but the long efitt sleeves were
transparent, showing off the delicate embroidehe Mmeckline was low but
decorous. Her veil was a circle of double tullelyoembroidered at the
edges, flung over her head and secured by a gmglso that it could be
swiftly removed during the signing of the registeaving her completely
unveiled for the return down the aisle on her hogtsarm.

She went down the stairs very slowly and careftitlythe silk tulle was as
fragile as gossamer.

When she joined her brother, who was waiting for imethe hall, he
exclaimed, "You look fabulous, Savanna! Jago's rangd lucky fellow.
There's just time for a glass of champagne, andwleemust be on our way.'

They did not talk much on the drive into centrahton.

Once Michael reached for her hand, and squeezaddtsaid, 'lt's a shame
Father isn't here today. He'd have been enormouslyd of you—as
Mother will be when she sees you. Are you as cayoa look?'

‘At the moment, yes. | feel it may all be a dre&hen | realise it's not, |
may start quaking like a jelly," Savanna confessed.

'l expect Jago's the one who is nervous. It musjuie an ordeal, hanging
about in front of several hundred guests, waitorgohe's bride to arrive.’

‘It won't worry him,' she said with certainty. 'Angy, he won't be there yet.
Probably he's still in his suite, chatting to Ctuojeer, or even attending to
last-minute business matters.'

Jago's best man, whom she and Michael had me¢ at¢dding rehearsal,
was Miles Masters' elder brother. Miles himself Wonot be present. He
was on a walking tour in France.

Although the wedding had- received a great deadvfince publicity, she
was not prepared for the size of the crowd awaltiexgarrival at the church.



As Michael stepped down from the car, she saw Cdaue Liwy hurry
forward to deal with her train. Policemen were gring photographers
and craning onlookers from stepping on to the widkeee of red carpet
which led from the kerb to the porch. Inside thecphoshe could see her
couturier hovering, waiting to make the final adinents to her veil and
train.

'Isn't she a picture, bless her!" a female voiadagxed loudly, as Savanna
emerged from the Rolls-Royce.

The momentary blaze of the photographers' flastsowbis accompanied by
a concerted murmur of oohs and aahs, and one ocrie® of '‘Good luck,
dear!

As she paused while her friends spread her tramsaw, peering through
the gap between two policemen, the face of a seldirly woman, her eyes
full of sentimental tears at the sight of a bride.

Would her mother be in tears? she wondered. \didywomen weep at
weddings? For ‘remembrance of things past'? Fgr pgcause the bride's
bright dreams might soon give place to disillusiemb? That couldn't
happen in her case. She was already disillusiondekn Jago promised to
love her, it would be a form of words merely.

As they entered the porch she could see, througarthed inner doorway,
the crowded interior of the church and a profusainhats in all the
fashionable spring colours. Of her bridegroom theas no sign. He must
be just out of sight at the far end of the aisle.

Her brother tucked her arm through his. 'ReadyPbenured.

Savanna nDdded, and as she did so, her calm djsattel. Suddenly she
felt utterly panic-stricken.

As the organ boomed out the chords which were therto advance, she
saw women close to the aisle half- turning to c#tehfirst possible glimpse
of her dress.



With her head high, she pinned on a smile and wdatfewly, gracefully
forward. No one, least of all her own family, mgsiess that she longed to
turn tail and run.

At the measured pace—approximately one step a deettrey had
practised at the rehearsal, they moved up the. &@slescious of the many
eyes upon her, she fixed her own gaze on on tkergig gold threads of
the altar frontal, specially made at the Royal $tlod Needlework for use
at weddings.

Then, as they approached the chancel steps,fagtak stepped into view,
and Savanna's breath caught in her throat at ¢fm sf Jago preparing to
take his place beside her.

He looked superb in evening kit; even more so irrmmg clothes. She
knew that these were not hired because she had Ing@ar mention to
Michael that his life involved enough functionsjbstify owning his own
morning coat.

She had thought it would be black, with a lightlocwed waistcoat. But in
fact his coat was light grey, and the quality af thoth and its impeccable
tailoring, combined with his splendid physique, madim look
extraordinarily distinguished. A pearl grey sil&,tand a white carnation in
his buttonhole, served to emphasise the darkndss oblouring except for
his steady grey eyes which, exactly as she hadipatid, showed no sign
that he felt anything but his habitual calm setfrftdence.

Savanna surrendered her bouquet to Liwy beforéotlveof them—herself
and Jago, flanked by Michael and Christopher Mastenoved into
position for the service.

'‘Dearly beloved, we are gathered here in the sifj@od, and in the face of
this congregation, to join together this Man and t#Woman in holy

Matrimony; which is an honourable estate, instdudé God in the time of
man's innocency, signifying unto us the mysticaloonthat is betwixt

Christ and his Church . . .



As the Bishop who was taking the service begarpteamble, she had to
take several deep breaths to stop herself stadisbake.

Something of the terror inside her must have comoated itself to
Michael on. whose right arm her hand was stillingstHe put his left hand
over hers, and kept it there while the Bishop said:

'l require and charge you both, as ye will answetha dreadful day of
judgment when the secrets of all hearts shall belased, that if either of
you know any impediment why ye may not be lawfydined together in
Matrimony, ye do now confess it.'

Thinking about the secret in her own heart, sheamfsdimly aware of the
Bishop turning to her bridegroom.

'Wilt thou have this Woman to thy wedded wife, it@Itogether after God's
ordinance in the holy estate of Matrimony? WiltuHove her, comfort her,
honour, and keep her in sickness and in health, fanskhking all others,
keep thee only unto her, so long as ye both skalP’

' will." Jago's answer came swiftly and firmly.

As the Bishop turned to Savanna and repeated thmeige, her mouth was
so dry she was afraid that when she tried to speadound would come.

Probably the pause before she answered was ordgteoh of a second, but
to her it seemed an eternity before her lips framedlimost inaudible, 'l
will.!

'Who giveth this Woman to be married to this Man?'

Michael took her hand from his arm and steppedhsiigto one side,
leaving her nearer to Jago.

At a sign from the Bishop, he took her right hamdhis. She could feel him
watching her as he said, 'l Jago take thee Savanmgy wedded wife, to
have and to hold from this day forward, for beftarworse, for richer for



poorer, in sickness and in health, to love andhaish, till death us do part,
according to God's holy ordinance; and theretaghplthee my troth.’

Strangely, the firm clasp of his hand steadiedrhere than her brother's
gesture of encouragement.

She was able to make her vows to him in a steadiee, if still a low one.

As he slipped the ring on her finger, she stolewdt supwards glance
through the filmy meshes of her veil, and felt heart lurch with love for
the strong-featured face at that instant intertherring.

They did not kneel for the prayer, but stood wignbheads while the
Bishop appealed for God's blessing before, reqairtheir hands, he said
solemnly:

"Those whom God hath joined together, let no mamgunder. For as much
as Jago and Savanna have consented together iwhdlgck, and have
witnessed the same before God and this companythanelto have given
and pledged their troth either to other, and haaaited the same by giving
and receiving of a Ring, and by joining of handprdnounce that they be
Man and Wife together. In the name of the Fathsa,a the Son, and of the
Holy Ghost. Amen.'

For Savanna, the rest of the service had littlemmga She only half-heard
the hymns and the Bishop's very brief addresssiAdl could think of was
that she and the tall man beside her were now amably bound for the rest
of their lives.

Presently, in the vestry, for the last time shedube signaturéSavanna
Bancroft. From now on she was Savanna Kindersley . . . MigoJ
Kindersley.

'What about your veil?' murmured Livvy.

'Oh, yes ... | alimost forgot.' She felt for the pihich secured it.



Jago was speaking to Michael while her mother, \eukthere by Joey, was
signing the register.

Liwy took charge of the veil and handed back theduet. Then it was time
to return for the walk down the aisle.

Smiling, Jago offered her his arm. As they left thestry, he said, "You
make a ravishing bride.’

He pressed her arm to his side, his eyes takirigeetails—her brushed
back blonde hair and bared forehead encircled $pdund of diamonds and
the tendril of tiny green leaves.

She could see the pride in his eyes; but prid@s$gssion was not the same
thing as love.

Going-down the aisle, trying to look as joyous fas tnusic he had chosen
for their wedding march, the first person she recegd was her new
sister-in-law. Susan was looking very attractivaiprimrose suit and a hat
made of massed silk primroses.

Savanna smiled at her, and at Edward, before tyrnainook at the other
side of the nave where the most noticeable of ker guests was Gerald
O'Connor's wife Lolly, her ample curves swathedagal blue chiffon.
Gerald was not beside her. He had been given & pla¢he aisle so that,
during the signing of the register, he could lelargeseat and go to the porch
from which he intended to take the first photogsaphthe bridal pair.

Among others whom Savanna noticed were Margareil, racently her
agent, and Janey, one of the fashion assistanthathdeen on the fateful
trip to the Caribbean a few months earlier.

But there wasn't time to recognise more than aféees, and most of those
at whom she smiled were Jago's guests and straiogees.

It was the time of day when office and shop workafter taking advantage
of the fine weather to have lunch out of doordminany oases of greenery
which that part of London ofTered, were on theirywsack to work. It



looked as if some of them would be late. The crautside the church
seemed to have doubled, and now there was a mouyatiézbman in
attendance as well as those keeping the red cagaat

A cheer went up from the onlookers as she and 3&gmped from the
subdued lighting of the church into the early aftem sunlight made more
dazzling by the flashes from many cameras. Therg evan a shoulder-
held television camera trained on them. At the sanoment, the bells of the
church began to chime the news of the happy oatdsieveryone within

earshot.

Instead of leading her straight to the waiting dago stopped, and again she
saw the gleam of possessive satisfaction in his ea® he gave the
photographers time to take their pictures.

'Give the bride a kiss!" one of them shouted.

Her husband lifted her hand from his forearm ars$da the back of her
fingers. Ignoring the suggestion that he shoulds kiser more

demonstratively, he urged her towards the car,lmhgin first to give her

the nearside seat and make it easier for her lonidiels to gather up the
yards of her train and arrange it round her feet.

This done, the door of the car was closed, thesRglitled forward and,

apart from Marsh on the other side of the glasstjmar and the onlookers
on the pavement, they were alone.

'Feeling better now that it's over?' Jago askedthyui

She nodded. 'I'm afraid | made some mistakes. uldhbave let go of
Michael's arm as soon as we reached you.'

'l doubt if anyone noticed. A bride is expectedéonervous.’
'‘Weren't you . . . just a little bit . . . inwar@ly

'l wasn't the star of the occasion—you were. Eveeyin the church,
including me, was dazzled as you came up the ‘aldéereached for her



hand, holding it lightly in his, feasting his ey@s her as he had coming out
of the vestry.

She remembered the ear-rings she was wearingnget of her bouquet,
she put up her free hand to touch one.

‘Thank you for these. They're beautiful.'

Her wedding present to him had been a Japanesedooxnetsuke in the
form of a hare, bought from a specialist dealer Wad assured her it was of
excellent quality.

She had-hoped that Jago would be pleased withtitydd not expected that
he would have it with him in an inside pocket of morning coat.

Taking it out, he said, 'l was surprised that yoatembered my interest in
these little things. This is a very good exampletiihg could have pleased
me more.' For the second time he lifted her hantkéssed it.

For a moment she could almost believe they were &k the normal
newly-married couples who loved each other and eepeto live happily
ever after.

In some ways the reception ,was more of a strain the service. With such
a large number of guests, it would have been intigadcfor the bride's

widowed mother to welcome everyone, or for the drahd groom to

receive the congratulations of all those present.

Instead, it had been arranged that they shouldlmingprmally, with Mrs
Bancroft's three eldest sons acting as subsidasish

For about three-quarters of an hour, Jago and ®avarculated, speaking
briefly to his closest friends and the guests fadmoad, merely smiling at
others.

Then it was time for the best man to propose & toabkeir health in a very
brief speech, to which Jago replied equally brigiore helping her to cut
the first slice of the many-tiered wedding cake.



At this point in the proceedings Savanna was ablswallow a little
champagne and to eat one smoked salmon sandwich smdll, delicious
bouchee a la reinef fragile, buttery puff pastry filled with a ced
anchovy.

She needed the brief refreshment to sustain hemghranother half an hour
of-maintaining an appropriately brilliant smile amging not to sound
mechanical as she thanked people for their gookdesjsand answered their
enquiries about the honeymoon by explaining tisalioitation was a secret
to which even she was not privy.

At last the customary hour and a half of minglingsvover, and it was time
to slip away and, with the help-of her attendatasextricate herself from
her finery.

As both Liwy and Clare had pierced ears, Jago'semits to them had been
classic diamond stud ear-rings which wguld nevengjoof fashion. He had
suggested these himself, and Savanna had agrdeti¢havould be most
acceptable mementoes.

'What about your diamonds, Savanna?' asked Claréneg helped her to
undress. 'Are you taking them away with you?"'

'‘No, Marsh is going to take charge of them, eitioetake them to Jago's
bank, or perhaps they're going to be put in the aathe hotel. Although |
don't know where we're going, I'm sure it will bmmewhere quiet, not a
place where I'll need any jewels.’

When she had asked Jago what sort of clothes shiel weed, he had said a
bikini, a few casual cotton separates, and somgtturdance in would be
ample.

Her going-away clothes were a suit of pale toplkagth a pleated skirt and
short sleeves, and a saucer of fine cinnamon dili@d forward over her
forehead and secured by a matching ribbon slippetuher plait, from
which Clare had very carefully removed all the lepves. A lizardskin
clutch bag matched her sandals.



Her bouquet was going to be placed on her fatgea\se; her dress and veil
packed in a large box. Considering how prolonged aomplex the
preparations for this day had been, Savanna fouhard to realise the
wedding was now almost over.

Jago had changed into a suit when she rejoinedlhonly remained to say
brief farewells to their close relations beforepgiag into another car. The
Rolls in which they had arrived was taking her neothind brothers home.

As they drove away from the reception, Savanna wmd how long it
would take them to reach their secret destinatéhe felt exhausted; every
fibre of her being drained of vitality by the weekf emotional strain
culminating in the gala performance which had @rted—at least as far as
the two principals were concerned.

Now what she longed for more than anything was tagbdea, and the
freedom to crawl into bed and sleep for twelve Bpiimot longer. Instead
of which she had to muster the energy for the jeyto wherever they were
going, and then be suitably appreciative of thecigpalinner which Jago
would have arranged.

When that was over he would expect her to be aaratige partner in her
first experience of lovemaking. At the moment, bdined as she was, the
thought of so much still to come made her feel bkesting into tears.

To her relief, Jago seemed equally disinclineclbio &s the car slid through
the moderate afternoon traffic.

"Your mother looked very nice today. | approvedhef hat. There were one
or two shockers—did you notice?' was his first rekpafter they had been
driving for three or four minutes.

‘The purple feather thing, do you mean? Who watswbaan?'

‘The wife of one of my executives.'

They relapsed into silence. Savanna wondered & Y\age tired, too. He
didn't look it. She was limp. He was merely relaxed



She looked at her hand, her left hand, now bedhaginusual ring he had
chosen for her. It was designed as a plait of threeious metals, platinum
and two shades of gold. Unlike a single metal weglding, it would look
well with all kinds of other rings.

Her eyes were still on the ting when she felt thessvoop down an incline
and thought they were entering an underpass. Wieeglanced up, she saw
that it was an underground garage.

'Where is this?' she asked, in surprise, havingrnaed they were on their
way to an airport, or to one of the main railwayrmals.

You'll see.’

As the car drew to a halt, Jago sprang out ancetuta help her alight.
Leaving the driver to close the door, he said, fiksavery much," and
slipped something into the man's hand.

‘Thank you, sir.'

The driver touched the peak of his cap and smitesiaaanna before Jago
took her by the elbow arid steered her towardsa dath an illuminated
sign above it— LIFT.

It wasn't until they stepped into the lift that sleeognised the carpet and
realised that she had been in the lift before. Tlveye underneath Jago's
hotel.

'Why have we come here?' she asked him.

He pressed the button which would take them sttaigto his suite.

'We're spending the night here. The place I've@hdgr our honeymoon is
several hours' journey from London. | think youhasl enough for one day.

You need some rest now.' He paused. 'Disappointed?’

'Oh, no ... relieved,' she admitted. 'l do fegher done in-—>but I'm sure I'll
perk up in a little while," she added hastily.



'‘Coffee and a sandwich will make you feel betteau'Ye had almost
nothing to eat. Nor have |, and I'm hungry," heasddad.

‘A pot of tea is what | really fancy. | don't vesften drink it, but somehow |
feel like it now. Is that very prosaic of me?' sis&ed, trying to inject some
lightness into her voice.

‘Not at all. Have whatever you feel like.'

The lift door slid open. They stepped out into liblgby, and walked to the
door of the suite.

Jago opened it with a key. 'We shall be alone hieegold her. 'Matthews is
taking a holiday. He has a sister in Ireland. He afathe service, but not at
the reception. He should be in Dublin by now.’

As they entered the suite, he went on, 'l askedtbil@ave some snacks for
us. Later on, we'll have dinner sent up from tis¢enerant. While I'm making
the tea, why don't you have a hot tub? It's thé teéaxer | know of.'

‘That would be lovely,' she agreed.
'I'll show you the bathroom. This way.'

He went ahead of her, leading her into the bedradrare once she had
tidied her hair and seen the nightscape of Londod,the statue of a naked
woman. Now the view was of misty green tree-topsjrtnewly opened
leaves still unblemished by the fumes from thefirdfelow.

She thought by referring to a hot tub Jago had maarmrdinary hot bath.
But when she walked into the bathroom, she saw ithgtead of the
conventional rectangular bath there was a largaileir pool sunk into a
carpeted dais. The pool was already full of watef, avhen Jago touched a
switch, the still surface began to swirl and bubhlgivated by several jets
in the sides.

‘Ten minutes in there and you'll feel a new womiaa told her. 'I'll go and
attend to the tea.’



He pressed another button, and quiet, soothinggoaockd music mingled
with the sound of the moving water.

When he had left her on her own, she began to ssditeanging her
going-away dress on one of the hangers in an albetgeen two of the
seven or eight panels of floor- to-ceiling mirror which she could see
herself reflected from many different angles.

There was also a large recessed shower cabindtiaghwo cool off after a
hot tub, and an abundance of towels, from all-eopialy bath-sheets to
matching face-cloths.

The tub, the shelves and the towel rails were atleof a material like dark
tortoiseshell, and the carpet and towels were #uk dpricot colour called
tiger lily. The faint drone of an air extractor acnted for the fact that,
although the bathroom had no windows, the steam fte eddying water
was not condensing on the mirrors.

It took her only a few moments to remove her feansg undergarments and
drape them on a cushioned bench. Having steppedfdugr shoes, and
peeled down her gossamer stockings, her last task tow take off her
jewellery.

Then she stepped on to the dais and dipped onenftio¢ water which, as
far as she could judge, was heated to about noegyees. Moments later
she was sitting on the ledge which formed a saatddhe pool, the water
almost up to her collarbones, and her legs strdtobétowards the centre.

She had, read about the craze for jacuzzis, hyelraply pools and spas
which had swept America and now had caught on o1 But this was
her first experience of being lapped by warm, gewmtiosscurrents. She
noticed a waterproof bath pillow lying on the daisl stood up to reach for
it. With the pillow tucked behind her head, she wagen more
comfortable—totally comfortable. It was bliss to #lene and at rest. She
felt grateful to Jago for his consideration in lgimg her here for the first
difficult night of their marriage. For it was a fidult situation; being the
inexperienced bride of a man who had slept withynaomen before her,
and who she knew did not love her.



She sighed, closing her eyes for a moment, therettenjoy the swirling
movements of the water and the lulling sound ofrthusic.

‘Your tea, madam.’
She opened her eyes to find Jago setting dowrya tra

'Have two or three of these sandwiches,' he adyvisedring tea from a
silver pot into a porcelain cup. 'They're smokeldhsa, turkey, and cream
cheese with cucumber. Want a towel to dry your bardl get you one.’

Having supplied her with tea, something to eat, @mel of the fluffy-piled
towels, he left her alone again.

Savanna drank the hot tea, ate two brown breadantn sandwiches, and
began to feel less like a rag, although still uddliy drowsy. She
remembered reading that Bernard Levin, the welMkmoLondon
newspaper columnist, made a habit of cat-nappirgsibath before going
out for the evening. Perhaps if she dozed for arfemutes . . .

The next thing she knew was that Jago was sayingdme, and this time
he wasn't bending over the dais, fully dressedwHg in the pool with her,
facing her, his elbows propped on the rim as heheat her wake up and
blink at him.

'l don't think you should stay in too much londékeep this tub cooler than
many of them, but even so it can be enervatingtdg s too long,' he
remarked.

The water was no longer swirling. He must haveddroff the jets.

'How long was | dozing?' she asked him.

‘Not long. Only two or three minutes.’

His foot touched hers under the water, and it wasnaccidental contact.

The soft pads of his toes moved gently over héepysand he watched her
reaction, smiling slightly.



'Does it make you shy to get out of the water amfrof me?"
'l suppose it does a little.'

'It's something you'll have to get used to.’'

'l know." But she didn't move.

She had a feeling that the moment she .stood wohkl grab her and take
her in his arms, and she wasn't ready for that $ae had thought it
wouldn't happen until later . . . tonight, aftenmier . . . with the lights out.

'‘Doesn't it ruin the carpet to drip water on it® sisked.

'It's a synthetic carpet, so a certain amount demdoes no harm. But, if
you notice, | put out a bath mat. There's alsoveeltaeady for you.' He
indicated the mat he had spread on the dais, andetveral towels folded
beside it.

'Oh, so | see . . . thank you.' But still she ladsd.

Now that the water was quiescent, Jago must betalsiee a good deal of
her already. As she could of him—-if she lookedt &hwe was being careful
not to look.

'Perhaps | should get out first. I'm not shy,' &iel son a teasing note.

He stood up and sprang out of the tub. She hadeadhmpse of his long
thighs and muscular buttocks before he wrappedvaltoound his hips,
using another to dry himself.

His body was still almost as brown as it had beehe Caribbean. Only his
backside was paler, although not as white as haewhrts because of his
much darker skin tone.

Growing up outnumbered by brothers, Savanna had sed¢e backsides
before. But none of the Bancrofts' three sons wgaslaor as well-built as
Jago. Seeing his sinewy thighs for the first tinmee the West Indies, and



the masculine lines of his backside, so differeminfher soft behind, sent a
shiver of apprehension through her. He was so hiystrong. Would he
hurt her? Without love to make him tender, woul@ tlirst time be
miserably painful?

'‘Out you come, Savanna.'

He was holding up a large bath-sheet, ready to lepvéer in it.
Instinctively taking a deep breath to steady hewe® she stood up and
stepped on to the ledge, the water streaming frembbhdy. She saw his
grey eyes sweep over her in a single compreheggaree, and then she
was wrapped in the towel.

As if he knew what she'd been thinking, he saictyi his voice slightly
husky, 'Don't be nervous—I'm not going to hurt yden, still holding the
towel in place for her, he kissed her softly onninauth.

If anything could have reassured her that, evehawit being in love with
her, he was prepared to make allowances for h&pereence, it was that
first restrained kiss—their first kiss in private man and wife.

'Poor little tired, nervous bride," he murmureds lps to her cheek. 'But
there's nothing to be afraid of, | promise you.'

'I'm not . . . not really," she murmured. 'Well perhaps a little . .ah!’
The last exclamation was caused by being suddeninpg up in his arms.

He carried her out of the bathroom, through thessirgg room, into the
bedroom.

‘This hairstyle is very attractive, but I like ytetter with it loose. Why
don't you undo it?' he suggested, as he carrietbtibe wide bed which had
had its cover removed, and the clean sheets twlod on one side.

He put her down in a sitting position on the sifiéhe bed.

'It's too bright in here. I'll draw the curtainde walked away.



Quickly Savanna rearranged the towel into a sarand,raised her arms to
feel for the pins which secured the perfect Frepieht her stylist had put up
that morning.

The curtains were controlled by switches. At thecto of a button they
swished across the wall of glass, to be stoppedblgp a foot before they
met in the middle.

The room became restfully shadowy, just one nabvamof sunlight falling
across the expanse of thick carpet.

Savanna put the handful of pins on the night tadtd, shook her head from
side to side, trying very hard to remain calm agpJaame back to join her.

Naked but for the small towel which covered hinmirbip to mid-thigh, his
tanned skin as smooth as brown silk, he looked difgrent from the man
who had stood beside her at the reception, clahinaculate morning
clothes, making urbane replies to the people caualgitang him.

He sat down beside her, close to her. As her ti@gblands fell to her lap,
he stroked the loose swathes of her hair, lookirig &@eling its texture, still
smiling faintly.

With his left hand, he picked up her left hand #owked at the gleaming
new ring. The sapphire was still with her ear-rireysd pearls in the
bathroom.

'Do you like this?' he asked.

'It's beautiful, Jago. You have excellent taste.'

'l think so, too—whenever | look at you. Did youahdhe murmur of
admiration which went through the church when pe@aw you coming

down the aisle?"

She gave a mute shake of the head. Her throatearighd were dry, and she
didn't seem able to breathe properly.



He began to kiss her knuckles and fingers, whaeokiner hand slid through
her hair to find the nape of her neck and gentlsegs it. Presently he
stopped playfully toying with her fingers, and drdwer closer to start
kissing games with her mouth. His lips were notasyhers were, from the
pension coiling inside her. His were warm and se@id persuasive, so
that after a little she found herself starting &spond instead of being
passively submissive.

'Put your arms round my neck,' he told her softly.

Her eyes closed, Savanna obeyed him, linking hedfi®ehind his head
and feeling him press her softness aginst the Wwaldof his chest.

He kissed her for a long time, sometimes freeingnheuth to explore the
delicate skin of her eyelids, or to nibble the ®bé her ears.

It was all very slow and unhurried, with none o firece impatience she
had imagined and dreaded. She became more andrelaxed, all the
tension melting away, and excitement beginning;eka&tement which, in
the past, she had always fought to control, but need not fight any more.

She felt Jago loosen the towel until it slid dowrher waist, exposing her
small ivory breasts. But he did not immediatelydowthem. His hands
returned to her back, and his fingertips slid ddwnspine, making her give
an involuntary purr of pleasure.

'You like that . . mm?' he asked lazily.

When she murmured assent, he did it again.

Her cheek resting on his shoulder, and her lipg ekrse to his throat, she
inhaled the faint scent of his aftershave and themy clean smell of his

skin.

When, taking her wrists, he loosened her hold embck and made her lean

back on his arm, she did not resist, although shfieave of shyness swept
her as she felt him unwrap the towel from her laipd thighs.



Lightly, his hand brushed her knee and slid slowpyher slim thigh. Her
eyes almost closed, her hair cascading over higostipg arm, she saw him
appraising every line and curve of her body, figh his eyes and then with
his palms and fingertips.

Her skin, still warm from the hot tub, was acutsénsitive to his touch as
his hand reached her hip and paused there. Whemalfielenched his

fingers and drew his nails lightly across the gmiiden plain of her belly,

just below her navel, she had to smother a gaeatrong, almost painful
response which the action induced.

When he did it again, in the opposite directione gfave a convulsive
shudder and her hands gripped the discarded tbakéhvanting to clutch it
around her but knowing he would not allow it.

Jago's palm passed over her waist and moved slgwiards to fondle her

quivering breasts. Her breathing quickened and lsbgan to shiver

uncontrollably. Beads of moisture broke out onfoeehead and upper lip.
When she felt the warmth of his lips directly otlee spot where her heart
was thudding like a trip hammer, her shiveringmsiéed.

Moments later a gasp did escape her when his digshed the tip of her
breast and sent shooting-stars of pleasure aloeny eensitised nerve.

When, a little while later, he lifted her furthem to the bed, and pulled all
the pillows together to make a soft mound behinddmsl have both his
hands free, Savanna opened her eyes and whispWieat;s the matter with
me? | ... | can't stop this shivering.’

'It doesn't matter. Forget it." His voice had glsliy ragged edge, but his
hands remained steady and gentle as he resumedrbksses, kissing her
throat, breaking down her inhibitions with the sistible delight induced by
the things he was doing to her.

Very soon it wasn't enough for her to lie still.eSbund herself impelled to
touch him, to plunge her fingers into the thicknetiis dark hair, to feel
his strong neck and shoulders.



His skin was as smooth as her own, yet subtly whffe like fine polished
leather stretched over a hard under- surface ohgtbone and springy
muscle. Her own flesh was softer, more plastic.iDptease him as much as
the feel of his taut skin pleased her?

She was filled with a strange, feverish impulsetike her spine bend like a
bow, arching and stretching her body as if it mighase the increased
violence of her tremors, Jago's mouth came dowd taer hers in a long,
hungry, sensual kiss to which she responded eagdirshyness forgotten.

Later, she woke up to find him wearing a dressggan and opening a
bottle of champagne. He had unpacked her nighgshiar her. She wore
the virginal white nightgown to eat a delicioushligsupper for which,
refreshed by her sleep, she was unexpectedly hungry

Eating caviare, and listening to a recording of idy'sNocturnes,she
wondered if, before they went to sleep for the higago would make love
to her again. She found herself hoping he would.

Whatever else was lacking in their marriage, stiertwdhing to complain of
in the tender expertise with which he had introduicer to physical love.

By the following evening they were installed in ahitg- walled,
white-shuttered villa on a hill between Vale de band Alhufeira on the
south coast of Portugal, in the region known asAlgarve, the name
deriving from the Arabic words for the south—A1 @Eha

A short drive from Faro airport, the villa had bdent to them by friends of
Jago who used it themselves for only a few weekk gaar. Luxuriously
furnished, and serviced by a Portuguese maid whweda for four hours
each day, the house offered a choice of beachemmnfsbm its own large
garden and swimming pool.

From the spacious, airy master bedroom occupyiaguole of the upper
floor, they looked across pinewoods to the oceae.@edroom had its own
walled terrace where they could sunbathe in priweitiyout any clothes on.



At first Savanna was shy of lying on a towel-coeadr-bed without her

bikini, but when she jibbed at removing it, Jagaglaed and kissed her,
successfully distracting her attention while heieahtthe strings of both
parts. Then he insisted on applying her sun crearhdr, which led to his
making love to her. After which she was shy no Ema@nd abandoned
herself to the golden warmth beaming down from dbenflower sky as

freely as he had just made her abandon herseifrto h

At night he would watch her swim, naked, in thanlinated pool while he
sat on the deck with a long drink. That, too, wdsvaly sensation. When
she came out he would wrap an enormous towel rbendand they would
stroll back to the house through the lantern-lidga to dine by the light of
two candles and the innumerable stars in the naekldnd velvety sky.

The heat, the beauty of the place, the wine whiely tirank at all hours, the
delicious seafood and salads prepared for them @yaMall conspired to
lull Savanna's doubts about the future.

She lived entirely in the present, and a great diedle present was spent in
her husband's arms, an- experience which swifttpaime the most intensely
pleasurable of all the sensual delights the Podsguwilla had to offer.

Sometimes they walked through the pinewoods toebaththe sea. The
water was clear, and still cold enough to be inragjag.

Once, on a breezy day when the surface was adittippy and Jago swam a
long way out—to him the confines of the pool wake la small exercise
yard to a big dog—Savanna lost sight of him. Theeee windsurfers and
water-skiers skimming back and forth. For a few ut#s she was terrified
that one or other might have hit him.

She was on the brink of panic when she saw higdiste arm strokes. She
felt a wash of relief. The incident gave her a gig®a of what she would feel
if she lost him.

But how much would he care if she were killed?



An echo of the conversation they had had whileistawith his sister cam
back to her.

| intend to marry this year. It may take a littime to find someone else who
suits me as well as you do, but it won't be imbssi

About a month after their return to London, Jagd teago to America. It
was to be a gruelling coast-to-coast trip, leavmagtime for relaxing or
sightseeing.

'l won't take you with me this time. Why not spemdew days with your
mother?' he suggested.

Mrs Bancroft and her two youngest sons were notkhéncompetent hands
of a living-out housekeeper who ran the house gi¢at efficiency and also
did most of the cooking.

Savanna went to the airport to see Jago off. Akdtemade love to her
before breakfast, perhaps it was unreasonablestaligappointed because
his farewell embrace was somewhat perfunctory.

That night, when she went to her room, it seemey swnall and cluttered
compared with the luxurious spaciousness to whiehhad already become
accustomed.

The bed in which, at one time, she had seldom mgdaawake for more
than two or three minutes because she had alwaystived by the end of
those long days of working at her job and at hamog; seemed crampingly
narrow.

Although it was summer, the weather was cool endagher to have
switched on the electric underblanket. It madelide warm, but it was a
poor substitute for the living warmth of Jago's sthegainst her back, his
long legs behind her legs and his hand enclosimgaobter breasts, which
was the way they usually slept.



In New York it would be early evening. Jago woule baving dinner,
talking business; not thinking of her, not missiey.

The days of his absence seemed endless. It wasr teshday at home, after
she had been out shopping and was unpacking dgdtyhich the florist
had put in a carton and supported with crumpledspeyer, that Savanna
caught sight of her husband's face.

She spread and smoothed the sheet of paper. & wage from one of the
popular dailies aimed at readers more interestextamdal and sensation
than in a responsible presentation of serious re@vdsevents of genuine
importance. It was not a paper she ever saw excefite news stands. The
page which carried Jago's picture was the papesSigcolumn, composed
of short, spicy paragraphs about film and pop stetsvision personalities

and the more colourful politicians.

The text accompanying the photograph hinted thiihoagh recently
married, he had already resumed a relationship thighactress who had
been his close friend several years earlier. It alagslone by innuendo;
carefully avoiding anything libellous.

Twice in the space of ten days he had been seeindethe expensive West
End apartments where the actress had a flat. Petiepad other friends
living there, the columnist conceded.

But if he and his former love should meet in thieblp or the lifts, it must
cause her some pangs, if not him. According tomhiter, her name had not
been linked with anyone else's since the end ofksociation with Jago.
Friends said she had been madly in love with himd, lzad never got over
the break between them.

Savanna read and re-read it, feeling shocked a#d Bhis was what she
had feared, but much sooner than she had expected.

Her first reaction was to tear the page into srslateds, drop them in the
waste bin, and try to forget she had seen the masgaragraph. For what



motive other than malice could a man have for ngisuch cruel exposures
of the frailties of the rich and famous? How he trams/y and resent them to
make his living by spying on them, or paying equathpleasant people to
supply him with snippets of gossip, half of it padiy having little or no
foundation.

However, try as she would to dismiss what he hattemrabout Jago as
spiteful rubbish, she found it impossible not tedit the story with some

truth.



CHAPTER SEVEN

JAGO was expected home for dinner. By four o'clock $a@awas back in
central London, having her hair done. She had ntad/appointment with
the intention of looking her best to welcome himrgg but now she was
dreading the reunion.

Should she tell him what she had read, and seeheorgacted? No: what
was to be gained by bringing her fears into then@etter by far to behave
as if nothing had happened—if she could.

At six o'clock she was ready and waiting for higvat in an outfit by
Giorgio Armani. He and Gianni Versace had long bé&en favourite
designers, and now she could afford to buy theithels. The Armani outfit
consisted of a cream silk blouse with a pair otkarbockers gathered into
a band at the knee, and patterned with dark bldecasam leaves on a
coffee-coloured ground. With the pants Savannawessing opaque blue
stockings and low-heeled pumps. There was alsond-ballared, seven-
buttoned light wool jacket to wear over the bloosé of doors.

It had cost a great deal of money and the pantsdagmuout of fashion. But

the blouse and the jacket were classics which wbeldearable for years.
Long before they grew shabby, their cost per wearlavbe less than that of
cheaper but less enduring garments.

Cost per wear was an attitude to clothes expourndeSavanna by an
American model, and one she would have liked tgpaéarlier, but the
drains of her income had made it impossible.

Now, as Mrs Jago Kindersley, she could have sucednd the attractions
of all the most transitory vogues without overspegdher dress allowance.
But her time as a model had made her resistaniosi of the extremes of
fashion. However, the knickerbockers were fun aex¥eminine, and at
the time of buying the outfit she had thought theguld amuse her
husband.

In that supposition, she had been right. When Jagtked into the
sitting-room and saw her standing by the window,Hands in the vertical



pockets of the new lItalian pants, his grey eyesupt with smiling
appreciation of the casual chic of her appearance.

'Hello. Did you have a good trip?' she enquiredhwicool little smile.
He came swiftly to where she was standing.

'Excellent, but five days is too long without thistaking her in his arms,
and pressing his mouth over hers.

Savanna tried to pull back, but his embrace wainmdor her resistance to
be noticeable, and once his lips were on hers st fwale to deny that for
her, too, five days had seemed a long time to fdingostrong clasp of his
arms, and the sweet surrender to his kiss.

Her eyes closed. For those first few moments iramss, nothing mattered
but being pressed against him, his hands roving bee back, his mouth

moving hungrily on hers, as if it were weeks rattiemn days since the last
time they had held each other.

At last he raised his head. 'Let's go to bed, e lsuskily.

Savanna shook her head, partly in rejection otlggestion, partly to clear
it of the drug-like effect of the long, passionkiss.

'‘Matthews will be unpacking your cases.’
'l told him to leave it till later.’
"You didn't!" she exclaimed in dismay. 'Oh, really - what must he think?"

‘That | want to be alone with my wife—a very natudesire in the
circumstances.’

He had slackened his hold sufficiently for herreefherself. 'I've only just
dressed . . . and | had my hair done this aftern@e said awkwardly.
'We're going out tonight. Had you forgotten?'



'‘No, but | see no reason not to go to bed on ttaiunt. We have two hours
in hand—ample time. Your hair will survive.'

He took her by the hand and began to lead her ttsstheir bedroom.

With an open show of reluctance, Savanna allowesklfeo be taken there.
As they crossed the threshold, she said, 'Butdilg just done my face,
Jago...and ... I'mnotinthe mood now.'

He closed the door and turned the locking devicéherknob. Ignoring her
remark, he said, 'I've brought you some present® @ them is in my
suitcase. | expect Matthews has put it in the dngsoom.'

While he went to fetch what he had brought her,a8aa remained in the
bedroom, trying to make up her mind what to do whemeturned.

She was remembering the day he had told her thiingsas she never
refused to make love—or not without a very googdosa—he would never
be anything but faithful to her.

Clearly he didn't consider the fact that she waslyefor their evening

engagement an adequate reason to deny him the melbe wanted. If

there was no truth in the columnist's allegationed-8avanna clung to the
hope that there might not be, or at least not yet+efuse him would be

asking for trouble.

Jago returned with a flat box. As he handed iteig he said, 'l bought you a
teddy. I've no idea why it's called that, and thkesgirl couldn't enlighten

me. Perhaps they're obtainable here, but I've n&s@m you wearing one
and it struck me as rather a fetching garment.’

Savanna opened the box and unfolded the leavessoétpaper to reveal an
expanse of oyster satin trimmed with palest doeg tace. She could see at
once that it was silk satin and handmade lace. dagb have bought it from
a shop specialising in the most expensive kindhgklrie.

Try it on,” he said. 'I'm going to have a quiclosier. | shan't be five
minutes.’



Alone again, she shook out the teddy. It was stileda loose one-piece
bathing suit with tiny hooks and eyes to fastenjthie between the legs.
The cups and a panel down the front were of unllaed with more lace at
the hips. The rest was made of the sleek, lussatis.

At any other time she would have been delightaéd¢eive such a charming
and luxurious piece of underwear, but the seedsigpicion sown in her
mind by the gossip column now were tainting all fe&xctions.

Unwillingly, she undressed and slipped the teddgrdwer head. It fitted
perfectly, emphasising the fuller contours of hedysince she had gained
a few pounds. The cobwebby lace clung to her lsgast the bias-cut satin
gave a voluptuous roundness to her hips and bwtocidylike and
restrained-in its colouring, in cut and design @&swdeliberately seductive.

Jago returned, wearing a bathrobe and vigoroudlging his wet hair. He
walked round her—prowled was the word which cante irer head—his
hard eyes glinting appreciatively.

'I'm beginning to see a connection between thid kirnteddy and the other.
It makes you look very cuddlesome.’ He flung thedhmwel on the carpet,
and reached out a long arm to pull her to himavidisomething else for you,
but that can wait until later.’

Savanna had been house-hunting for two monthswasdbeginning to
wonder if she would ever find a place which congligith Jago's
requirements and which also appealed to her, whendecided to try
another estate agency, one less well known thagetiunich advertised in
the glossy magazines.

It was an impulsive decision inspired by a smalleatisement in one of the
Sunday newspapers. On Monday she called at theeddfid talked to the
owner of the agency, who turned out to be an Amaerimarried to an
Englishman. Her name was Nancy Southworth, antidrgness had sprung
from her successful efforts to track down attraet@partments for friends



from her country who needed to live in Europe feripds from several
months to two or three years.

She had been a professional agent for a little riinane a year but, after half
an hour's talk with her, Savanna felt she might tut to be more helpful
than some of the established agencies which, ite sii her clear-cut
requirements, were inclined to send her to seeplafich were completely
unsuitable.

Not that such time-wasting mattered, when she loachigch time on her
hands; but it was a rather pointless exercisedk & houses which, had she
been given the details in advance, she could hded put unseen. Most of
the agents seemed to think her incapable of readflogr plan or digesting
a written description. Obviously they knew she wWaswife of a very rich
man, and were more concerned to sell her one af thest expensive
properties than to pay attention to her reasonsiéorliking many of the
houses they had on their books.

If Nancy recognised her new client, and was mentalbbing her hands in
anticipation of a large commission, she concedlbdtier than some of the
others.

‘At the moment I've only two places which come elts fitting your bill,’
she said, after making a list of the factors whlago considered essential.
‘The snags are that one is three or four milekéardut of London than the
distance you've stipulated, and the other is ardupése but it needs a lot of
modernisation and redecoration. You couldn't maveni less than six
months, | would say. But it really is a gorgeoud place, with terrific
potential. As a matter of fact I'd love to havemyself, but my husband
won't hear of it. He insists on living in Londomadal guess he's right.
Neither of us has time in our lives for severaliigbtravel every day. But if
we were younger, and planning a family, I'd wargnthto grow up at
Merryhill.'

'l don't think a distance of under five miles is tmportant. Where are these
houses?' asked Savanna.



‘They're both in Buckinghamshire, and within a dozeles of each other. If
you like to suggest a convenient time, I'd be happyrun you out

there—they might be a little difficult to find ifop don't know that area well.
If your husband will be looking at them with yotq advise going along
without me. Frankly, from my own past experienceaabuyer, | think

having an agent along can be inhibiting. But fav@nan to view a large
empty house on her own can be a little scary.'

'My husband is too busy to look at houses untd Bpproved them. I'd be
glad of your company, Mrs South worth.’

'‘Good, then let's fix a date, shall we? Would Rriderning be any good to
you? We might not get back until early afternocgpehding how interested
you were. If neither place appealed to you atald be back in London by
lunchtime.'

'Friday would be fine.'

As Savanna went on her way, she found herself hgpkirward to spending
some time in Nancy Southworth's company. Marriages Wwroving a
somewhat lonely existence.

This would be remedied as soon as they found andtbene. But
meanwhile, with Matthews taking care of all the dwmtic arrangements,
her mother housebound and none of her former cplesmhaving any time
to spare during the day, she found time hangingerateavily. Perhaps it
was partly by comparison with the rush of her bfore marriage that the
days seemed three times as long now.

She knew there must be many women who would enkatimgle leisure,
and the generous allowance which Jago had put diggosal. She not only
had hours free for window-shopping, but the mearsy almost anything
which took her fancy. But the life of a rich, idk@man didn't really appeal
to her. She longed for more fulfilling activitidsain beauty treatments and
clothes shopping. At present, when she wasn't khbuséng, her most
useful occupations were learning to drive and ditepan exercise class.
She also read a great deal, but somehow had nainezthe academic
impetus disrupted by her father's death and theemprence of it.



Part of the reason was that it hardly seemed wdiitevio embark on a
programme of classes or even a course of selbtuitihen she might soon
be involved with doing up a house, and very likelggnant as well.

The frequency with which he made love to her magtddel it could not be
long before Jago's wish to start a family was anway to being fulfilled.
She was in his arms much more often than she haetted to be, given the
nature of their marriage. There were times whenvetvedered if it were
normal for a husband to continue, after the honeymto be as ardent as he
was.

Very often he would kiss her awake and make loveetobefore breakfast.
Sometimes he would come home for lunch, and frane tio time while
they were eating she would look up from her platértd him watching her
with a fixed intensity which she knew meant thatew lunch was over, he
would take her to bed for half an hour.

During these rapturous interludes she surrendexesitli to the pleasures of
the moment, and each time seemed better than sheJego was never
selfish in his love- making, although he would leder soon afterwards,
returning to give her a final kiss before, having pn his clothes, he was
ready either for breakfast, or to continue his aed/schedule.

It was then, when he had left the bedroom, leaViagto make a more
leisurely recovery from the languor which followd frenzy, that certain
disturbing thoughts would creep into her mind. Wibhls desire for her
wane from the day she told him she was expecticigld? How could she
hope to hold him when her body became bulky andauntyg? How could
she endure the agony of suspecting that he waghfofao her?

She knew that each time they made love she becare deeply addicted
to the exquisite feelings he gave her, and whiah felt sure she would
never experience in the arms of anyone else. Buhald no confidence at
all that making love to her was better for hingsfgood, as the times he had
spent with the women who had preceded her, andetha$io
might—would!—succeed her.



On the evening of the day of her visit to Nancy tBaorth's agency, Jago
seemed preoccupied by an impending political cugigh, if not averted,
would have serious effects on commerce.

He spent part of the evening watching an hour-lpriggramme in which
politicians and union leaders were interviewed exygressed their attitudes
to the crisis. Savanna saw his mouth harden witbatrance when they
made statements of the kind which she knew he fexadperating.

The news bulletin which followed the programme madejaw muscles
clench. Afterwards he disappeared into his studgnéike a Transatlantic
call, and she decided to go to bed early and coatieading a book which,
perhaps foolishly, she was keeping in a locked drawher dressing-table,
out of Matthews' sight as well as Jago's.

For a reason which might have disappointed him,hawt been a relief to
her, it was some days since Jago had held hehtightis arms and pressed
his mouth hungrily on hers. As she sat up in beading the book, Savanna
found herself longing for him to join her. But sheught it would probably
be midnight or later before he came to bed.

He needed much less sleep than she did, and idhette early he would
often read far into the night, using a narrow bedright which had been
specially installed so that his nocturnal habitsildanot disturb her rest.

Frequently he rose very early to work from perhfys o'clock until, at
six-thirty or seven, he would shower, shave andectowake her up, his
face smooth, the minty tang of his toothpaste flaiwa his kisses.

Now, stirred by the book she was reading, she longée able to get up, go
to his study and entice him to come back to bet tér. But she lacked the
confidence to make that kind of approach to hineifthwas not the sort of
relationship in which she could take the initiatiasd probably it never
would be, she thought, with a sigh.

About ten minutes later the door opened and Jagdlest in. Savanna
controlled an impulse to thrust her book underkibdclothes, like a child
caught reading after lights out time. Supportedhisypillows as well as her



own—nhe used only one to sleep on, but the bed veakerap with two on
each side—she was sitting with updrawn knees, higths forming a
book-rest.

She expected him to go to the dressing-room, agnl $pend some time in
the bathroom, giving her a chance to put the bawkyaand be reading a
magazine when he reappeared.

Instead, he walked to the bedside. Usually he akdigfore dinner and
spent the evening in casual clothes, but tonighv&e still wearing a suit.

As he untied his tie and unbuttoned the collar®thirt, she was pierced by
a thrust of excitement at the thought of the stramgje body concealed by

the well-tailored cloth.

He sat down on the side of the bed, just beyonchtirap made by her
knees. As he pulled the tie free of his collar,dtesce flicked from her hair
to her shoulders, and then to her gauzy nightgowdearof two layers of
chiffon, white over peach, with a narrow peach mgdnd fragile shoulder
straps.

'l thought you might be asleep. Good book?' he iredu

She nodded. 'Are you coming to bed now?’

‘That depends. If you want to go on reading, peshdbdo some more
work.'

She closed the book and put it aside on the nigiiet ‘I can finish it
tomorrow. | was only reading because you seembd tusy.' She smiled at
him. 'Can't the work wait?' she suggested, lonfmndpim to kiss her.

'By all means, if you're feeling neglected.

'Not neglected exactly, but it would be nice to talk.’

His eyes mocked her. 'Talking wasn't what | hachind.'

Savanna veiled her eyes with her lashes. 'Well thenvhatever you like.'



Long fingers took hold of her chin and tilted hacé. 'Very dutiful, but
what would you like, Savanna? And don't tell m& §@u'd like whatever
I'd like, because | don't buy that kind of bromide.

An urge to tease him for a change made her saydyniBut, Jago, it was
you who told me to think of myself as a Victoriain,gand be thankful that
you weren't an old man who would make me dreathat side of marriage.'

‘To which you replied, | remember, that since yoerava modern girl it
wasn't possible for you to think in those termssviis dry reply. 'If you
want to make love, say so. If not, I'll leave youead.'

Considering how long they had been married, it alzsurd to be shy with
him. But words played no part in their physicalatEinship. They made
love in a silence broken only by the small gaspgbsifled murmurs which
she could not always repress, and later by hisuledabbreathing. To admit
that she wanted him to stay was not easy for her.

Her cheeks hot, she said, in a low voice, 'l—I widike to make love.’

'So would I, but | need a shower. I'll be backanrfor five minutes.'

As he rose and took off his coat, his eye felllombook she had put aside.
To her dismay, he picked it up and glanced at ittes his left eyebrow
arching as he read it.

'Why are you reading this?' he asked.

'l ... it caught my eye at the library. | thought'

Her voice died away as he sat down and riffleduphothe pages, pausing at
some which were illustrated.

‘Thought what? That you might be missing something?

'‘No . . . no, of course not," she protested. 'l-ahted to be sure that you
weren't.’



'If 1 were, | should tell you." He tossed the mdnaside and went off to
shower.

But would he? Savanna wondered uneasily. Or woaltlin to someone
else?—An experienced woman of the world, well véiisethe arts of love
at which she, all too clearly, was still an inhdaitbeginner.

Late on Thursday night, Nancy Southworth rang uigidcSavanna that she
wouldn't be able to take her to see the house ickiBghamshire the
following day.

'My husband's father has been taken ill, and | hivébe with my
mother-in-law as long as his condition is criticehe has no daughters of
her own, and we have a very close relationship. él@n I've arranged for
someone else to take you to see the houses, ame hou'll forgive me for
letting you down, Mrs Kindersley.'

‘There's nothing to forgive. Please don't worry wbib. I know how
traumatic it can be when illness strikes unexpdgtéle've had the same
thing in our family. Don't give our appointment #mer thought. I'm sure
your assistant will be an excellent deputy,’ Sagasaid sympathetically.

'He's new to the job. But I've briefed him, andlfus his best. It's good of
you to be so understanding.’

‘Not at all. How could I not be? Is your fatherkaw still at home, or has he
been taken to hospital?'

They discussed his illness for a few minutes. Theth repeated apologies,
Mrs Southworth rang off, leaving Savanna to rettaldreadful days when
her own father's life had hung in the balance,sir@had done all she could
to support her mother through the hours of agonigating.

It had been arranged that the estate agent'sagssthose name she had
forgotten to mention, would call for Savanna ategihirty. She waited for



his arrival with a hopeful feeling that today, at, she might find the house
she was looking for.

In the light of Nancy's remark that they might lng for some hours, she had
asked Matthews to make up a lunch basket contamimght meal for two.
The weather forecast had promised a hot day, awdstin her mind that
they might be able to picnic in the grounds of ohthe houses—unless the
assistant turned out to be uncongenial, which diseém likely in an
occupation which called for an outgoing, social#espnality.

Being ready ten minutes beforehand, she told Matthghe would answer
the doorbell when it rang.

A minute or two before the hour, her guide sigrthlhés punctual arrival.
But when she opened the door, it was not a stramgerconfronted her.

'‘Good morning,' Miles Masters said pleasantly.
'Miles! What are you doing here?'
She had almost forgotten his existence.

'I'm standing in for Nancy Southworth. How are y8ayanna?' He offered
his hand.

'I'm fine. How are you?' she responded, as theglshands.
'Pretty fit, thanks.'

'‘Come in. I—I didn't know you were in real estatewmn It doesn't seem your
sort of thing."

It isn't, and I'm not—or only temporarily. My st in-law is a neighbour
and friend of Mrs Southworth's. When she hearddtthMr Southworth had
had a stroke, and Nancy was worried about losingngortant client, she
suggested me as a stopgap. Which | would havelsggy to be even if the
client had not been someone | knew.'



'l see. What a nice surprise. Shall we set ouheaépor would you care for
some coffee first?"

'It's not long since | had breakfast. Have you regts?"

'Oh, yes—an hour ago. Il just fetch a sweater—@ase the
weather-forecasters are wrong—and then I'll beyr¢éado.'

'What's this?' Miles enquired, when she returndd wiersey and the lunch
hamper.

‘A picnic, in case we're still out at lunchtimdjesexplained. 'But perhaps
you want to get back to London as soon as possible?

'‘No, I'm at your disposal all day. A picnic in auodry garden sounds much
nicer than my usual pub lunch.’

He took charge of the basket, and they left thetaynt and took the lift
down to the underground garage.

'l thought you would probably have left Englandrimw, Savanna said, as
they stood side by side in the lift. 'I remembeuygaid you were in the
market for whatever adventure offered itself. Haghimg come up yet?'

Miles shook his head. 'Not so far. The field isroaser than it used to be.
Two or three of the various leads I've followed én&wrned out to be illegal;
and a number of suggestions which have interestedsuch as skippering
one of the motorised rafts which take parties ghtseers down the rapids
in the Grand Canyon, are ruled out by red tape.tMbshe countries I'm
interested in seeing discourage foreigners fromkingr there. It's an
understandable policy, but it makes it hard foranrar a girl to work their
way from place to place without running foul of thaev.'

'Yes, | suppose you need work permits everywhecemxn the Common
Market countries?’

'Exactly: and I've already seen as much of Eurgpenaant to. It's the New
World which attracts me now, especially the wildsssareas. But there are



a lot of other people who want to get away fronallt Every time the
American National Parks advertise for a wardeny treceive about a
thousand applications, including quite a numbemfiwomen. If nothing
offers pretty soon, | may spend six months back«pacthrough some of
the wild country over there.’

‘All by yourself?' queried Savanna.

'l expect so. Most men of my age are shackleddin tdareer prospects, and
I've yet to meet a girl | liked who wanted to lig# the land for any length
of time.'

'l wouldn't mind doing that—if it was what Jago wesh' Savanna said
thoughtfully. 'l should worry a bit about how | dducope, miles from
anywhere, if he broke his leg or had any kind oioges accident. What does
happen to people in those circumstances? Are tasyefacilities for
rescuing them if they do get into trouble?’

'l don't know. | shouldn't think so. They take thelhances as the original
pioneers did. It's good for people to have no omedépend on but
themselves. Too much pampering isn't good for iddials, or for nations
either," Miles said briskly.

‘That's what Jago says. He doesn't think peopleldii® mollycoddled, but
neither does he beKeve the sur- vivalists who pretdmat Western
civilisation is on the brink of total breakdown.’

'‘And what do you think?' Miles enquired. 'Or, ndwatt you've lost your
independence, do you just go along with his views?'

They had reached the car, and he had opened thenggs door for her. In
the act of stepping in, she paused. 'That's amdting thing to say, Miles.
No, I don't "just go along" with my husband's viewadmire his mind, and
| listen to what he has to say. But | still form raywn opinions, some of
which coincide with his.'

'I'm sorry. | didn't mean it the way it may haveisded.’



Savanna tilted a delicate eyebrow. 'Didn't you?"'
He looked a little shamefaced. 'Well . . . mayl&| but | apologise.'
'Why? Why did you mean it?'

He studied her for a long moment. "Perhaps becalis®ugh it's none of
my business, | feel you were very young to givaapnteresting career and
commit yourself to Jago's life-style. As | seetltg twenties should be
flexible years, not in any way predetermined.’

'‘But | never wanted to be a model. That was formeane by my father's

premature death and the need to earn money,' gweaed. 'If Father had

lived, | expect | should be a history student namd Jago and | would never
have met.'

She climbed into the car, and turned to put heassveand bag on the back
seat. This time Miles didn't have to tell her tetén the seat-belt as he had
the first time they met. Nowadays she did it auttcadly.

'‘Anyway," she went on, as he drove the car upahmorto street level, 'l don't
believe anyone's life is ever completely flexiblewever much they try to
avoid being pegged down. There are always detengpifactors, even if
they're negative ones such as not being able ta geirk permit. As Jago's
wife, I'm actually much freer than | was beforaused to have hardly a
minute to call my own. Now | have several hoursag.dGiven a choice
between stewing in a hot, stuffy studio and goirtg the country to look at
houses, | know which I'd rather be doing.’

'What kind of house are you looking for?"

‘A large family place in a secluded position, bose to a village or a small
market town. I've looked at dozens, but none oftihas been quite right.
Do you know the area we're going to? Mrs Southwteththey might be

difficult to find unless one had been there before.

'l know the area intimately. It's only a few mikesm my parents’ place. In
fact my mother knew Miss Atkinson, the last ownekerryhill. | rang her



up last night to ask. Apparently the old girl wasny ninety when she died,
but still fairly active in her garden. She was kimed of woman who's pretty
well extinct now: unmarried because she spent half life dancing
attendance on elderly parents. She was middle-bgfe they died, and
from then on her passion was gardening. Accordniglother, she didn't
give a damn about the condition of the house, pahisevery penny on
plants and paying a man to do the heavy work.'

‘That tied in with what Mrs Southworth said abdw house needing a lot of
renovation to make it habitable.'

'Which do you want to see first—Merryhill, or theher place?' asked
Miles.

‘The other one, please.’

They were silent for a while. It was strange bilthaugh she hadn't seen
him for a long time, or thought about him, Savafetias if she were in the
presence of an old friend. Miles must feel the seowards her, or he would
not have been so outspoken in his attitude to laeriage.

Presently he asked if she would mind if he switcbedthe radio for a
programme in a series he had been following.

It turned out to be about great composers, the itatrspersed with
passages from the subject's works. Savanna also lgavattention to it,
silently surprised by the discovery that Miles hadserious interest in
classical music.

Within an hour of setting out they had passed thihoguburbia to the
countryside which today was looking at its besthwat clear blue sky
overhead, and green vistas of meadow and wood eny siude.

The first house they went to look at had been huoithe early 1900s to a
design by Sir Edwin Lutyens. His houses were engy new vogue as
examples of the last period of English architectwteen, labour being
cheap and incomes not heavily taxed, mansions iillidhe erected with



solid wood doors and other refinements now beybtedneans of private
patrons, unless they had Jago's means.

However, one look at the exterior and Savanna khewas not the house
she had in mind. She walked through its empty roootf curiosity, but
the lavish use of dark oak panelling, and the mrasstiaircase rising from
the sitting-room-cum-hall, were not attractionsar eyes.

A long verandah on the south side made the otlwmpt®n rooms dark
even on a hot summer morning. In winter they wdaddyloomy.

En route from there to Merryhill, they stopped inikage where the cake
shop had an old-fashioned tea room adjoining, liteyThad coffee and
buttered fruit scones, and Savanna bought somedrege eggs and a jar of
honey with part of the comb in it.

The late Miss Atkinson's house was close to a amvilllage a few miles

farther on. The drive was barred by a gate secwittch padlock and chain,
but Miles had the key to the padlock. Thick shrubgsehid the house from
the road, and the first fifty yards of the driveres@verhung with branches,
making Savanna fear this was going to be anothéridause.

Then the drive emerged from deep shade into sunkgtd the thickets of
holly and laurel gave place to overgrown lawns aumding a Regency
house with paint peeling from its walls and aroéiyears of neglect. But the
graceful pillars of the portico with, above it, anopied balcony and a
cast-iron railing with a typically Regency lyre nipmade Savanna's heart
leap with excitement.

This is it! I'm sure of it,' she exclaimed.

'Steady on. It may be riddled with dry rot, deathtet beetle and God
knows what else," warned Miles, looking amused dryexcitement.

She didn't wait for him to walk round and open dloer for her, but sprang
out and hurried across the weed- tufted remainga gfravelled sweep
towards the sun- blistered front door.



Although the house was empty, the ground floor wumsl were screened by
dingy lace curtains which had probably been chdseMiss Atkinson's
mother, and hung there, unwashed, for many ye&esy Were Victorian in
taste, and ruined the appearance of the tall Gaorgindows.

'Oh, do hurry, Miles,' she urged, as he followeddiex more leisurely pace.

There were several large keys on the ring labeNeryhill’, and it took
him a minute or two to find the right one for tloek on the front door.

When at last he pushed it open and stood asideefdp enter, Savanna took
a deep breath and braced herself for the disappemtitof discovering that,
in spite of its attractive facade, the interiotlod building did not tally with
Jago's requirements.

She knew he would not be influenced by the romaapigearance of the
place. A man who selected his wife for practicals@ns would never buy a
house for impractical ones.

The long hall was flooded with sunlight slantingatingh the dusty panes of
a window at the top of the staircase and a glasswith a graceful fanlight
at the back of the hall. To the right, the doondtag open, was a large
room, also full of sunshine. She went in. It was dhawing-room; spoiled
by a dark red flocked wallpaper.

In her mind's eye, Savanna saw the walls paintdchva soft apricot
emulsion, the bare floorboards carpeted, and skeWwsgency mirrors
reflecting books, flowers and watercolours.

‘It would need completely re-wiring,” was Miles'nmment, indicating the
room's only socket outlet of an outdated type ursdito take modern plugs.

'‘And re-plumbing, | expect,’ she agreed.
A quick reconnaissance of the whole house to fonne\gerall impression

took about half an hour and confirmed her intuitbegtainty that, as far as
she was concerned, this was the place they wekengee



Next they explored the large garden. After a ydareglect the house had
not come on the market immediately because Misgadk had left it to a

nephew in Canada, who, when eventually he had toeeed, had instructed
that it be sold—the garden was not as she had.left

Unweeded, unpruned and showing signs of youthadp@ssers who had
done a good deal of damage and left some unsigtitly, it needed an
imaginative eye to recognise how it had looked, @d look again.

'I'm hungry. Shall we have lunch now, or is it &arly for you?' she asked,
after touring the grounds.

'I'm peckish too," Miles agreed. 'Wait here, Biidh the hamper.’

They ate on an old stone bench, dappled with patochiechen, at the end of
a lavender walk, the bushes busy with bees.

Pate, wholemeal bread and green salad were accadplay a flask of
Matthews' home-made lemonade, refreshingly colthérr palates. Fresh
peaches, and a second flask of coffee, roundettheiff open-air meal.

'How about strolling down to the pub for a drum?ledi suggested
afterwards.

'Why don't you go?' she answered. 'l want to lamknd the house again,
and make notes and also take photographs.’

"You won't mind being on your own?"'

'Not a bit. In fact I'd prefer it. Then | can takg time without feeling it's-a
bore for you.'

'‘Being with you could never be a bore, Savanna.'
Somewhat abruptly he turned away and walked off.

She watched him go, a little disconcerted by thexpected compliment.
But she didn't think about it for long. The housews oui all other thoughts.



Would Jago like it as much as she did? When woaltidve time to come
and look at it? Would someone else snap it up bef@ had made a
decision?

About an hour later, glancing out of one of theerppindows, she saw that
Miles had returned and was lying on his back inding grass at the front of
the house. His eyes were closed, and although atehed him for several
minutes, he did not stir. The heat of the summigradon, and whatever he
had drunk at the pub, had conspired to send hisie&p.

Relieved that he wasn't in a hurry to be off, sbedua whole roll of film to
snap all the features which gave the place itsachar and charm.

He was still asleep when she locked up and putdm@era and notes in the
car. But when she nudged his foot with the toeasfdandal, he woke very
quickly, sitting up without using his arms as lesjevhich she knew was a
sign of strong stomach muscles, and looking muchenagert than most

people did when roused from a nap. Perhaps thtnhalertness was a
result of his S.A.S. training.

'What did you think of the pub?' she asked.

'It's a free house which hasn't been spoiled byt im@svers' mania for red
plastic and mind-bending carpet patterns. It B the original oak settles
and Windsor chairs, and the landlord's wife makesdausage rolls and
Scotch eggs. Not that | tried them, having eatéarbband, but they looked
good. The beer is good too.'

'I'm not sure that Jago ever drinks it, but he mayccasion. Perhaps we
ought to be getting back . . . although it seemp#yato waste this lovely
afternoon,’ Savanna added regretfully.

'Let's not waste it, then. Let's walk for a- whi¥ou don't want to go
overboard for the house and then find you're dowrdvirom a broiler
house or a pig farm."

‘All right, let's explore for an hour. But | mugthe later than five.’



'What happens at five?' asked Miles.
'‘Nothing, but I like to bath and change before Jagoes in about six.'
"It will be much later than six if you move out Bgmhe pointed out.

'Not really, because he'll come home by helicoptet by road. That's why
a sizeable paddock was one of the vital prere@sisit

To her delight, her enthusiasm for Merryhill madeyd rearrange his
schedule to see the place the next day. He likad ihuch as she did and,
subject to certain precautions such as havingritesied, was prepared to
buy it.

The day before the house became theirs, Savansadaasr driving test
and thereafter was able to drive herself backwami$ forwards. Jago
wanted the house to be habitable by Christmas.

'‘By then you may be pregnant and not up to runymgself ragged, as
women invariably do when they're choosing furnigkihhe said. 'Even
with a decorator to help you, putting the placernder will take up a lot of
your time.'

By this time Savanna had reason to believe thatasepregnant. A few
days later, unwilling to go to a doctor yet but atipnt to know what was
happening inside her body, she bought a test kitlwkvas said to be
ninety-eight per cent accurate. Two hours after lsheé carried out the
simple instructions, the result was positive.

Although it would be a long time before there wayg aisible sign of it, the
tiny embryo of their first child was in existen@emysterious little being of
unknown sex already dependent on her to supplitlit wital nutrients and
to avoid everything which might harm it.

As she had never smoked or drunk spirits, and haalya eaten plenty of
raw vegetables, wholegrains and natural yogurtctwirmation that she
was responsible for someone else's health as svetraown did not call for
any marked change in her previous regime.



It seemed unlikely that Jago, with much else onrhisd, would have

noticed the one clue to her condition. She coulepkihe baby a secret for
some time. Not that it made much difference if hasvalready being

unfaithful to her. But perhaps he wasn't. She keping against hope that
he wasn't, and would not be, until the un- gairdgef her figure gave him a
better excuse than he had at the moment.

Recently she had read an article in a magazinehwlnl taken the view
that women were asking the impossible to expechaany to be an exciting
lover and a faithful husband. A virtuoso lover wibulever be content with
only one woman. A man who never looked at anyortehisuwife would
probably be an unimaginative lover.

Whether or not the article had any force in itwas merely a provocative
piece churned out, tongue in cheek, by a journ&@mtanna felt sure that no
man with Jago's sexual appetite would be able $taabfrom making love
for several weeks, as must be the case towardsthef her pregnancy and
for a time afterwards.

If he loved her—yes. With love, all things were gibte.

In the weeks which followed she saw a good dealliés. The friend
whose flat he had been borrowing had returned &tbroad, and now Miles
was living at home until he took off on the nexapé of his life. This meant
he was close enough to Merryhill to come over andkvin the garden.

Jago had told Savanna to call in one of the lealdindscape gardeners. But
she was reluctant to do this, preferring—with Mileslp—to reclaim the
garden herself.

Once the overgrown lawns had been scythed to a bewangth by an
elderly man from the village, and she and Miles tladred the worst of the
undergrowth, it might be that the garden would doywell as it was
without any professional redesigning.

Preoccupied with the house, and with thoughts eflihby, she saw no
reason to discourage Miles from spending more aoncerof his time at
Merryhill. As far as she was concerned, his asstgtavas invaluable and



his friendship comfortable. Much of the time th@gst in different parts of
the grounds, only meeting for a shared picnic lunch

She did not mention him to Jago because she sesp#wt her husband
would be incapable of a straightforward friendshifh a woman unless she
was many years older than himself, and would noewstand the sisterly
affection of her feeling for Miles, or his brothgdttitude to her.

Once it crossed her mind that it was a little gjeathat his parents—met
briefly at the wedding—had not suggested that loellshbring her to lunch

with them, and to wonder if they were unaware & time he spent at
Merryhill.

She would have expected his mother at least toumgnd express some
pleasure in having them as fairly near neighbddus.it might be that Mrs
Masters, who had looked rather frail at the receptivas not equal to much
entertaining. As Miles rarely mentioned his paresite didn't know a great
deal about them.

When a long hot spell was followed by several dafysain, she busied
herself in London, looking for antique furnituredagoing round all the
kitchen and bathroom showrooms.

Although it was wonderful to be free to choose hmg she wanted, the
habit of being careful with money was too deeplgraaned for her to be
carried away by thearte blanchevhich Jago had given her.

One afternoon, she returned from a shopping expedid be met by his
manservant. It seemed that Miles had arrived abalfitan hour earlier and
insisted on waiting for her to return.

'Hello, Miles. What brings you here?' she asked,slhe entered the
sitting-room.

''ve come to say goodbye, Savanna.'

'‘Goodbye? When and where are you going?'



‘To the States, on the first available stand-byhtli I've delayed too long
already. It's time | moved on.’

She wondered what had precipitated his decision.
'l shall miss you,"' she told him sincerely.

'l shall miss you, too." He paused before addidgyé than | should miss
another man's wife. At first, when Jago came tomsegl was furious with
him for suggesting there might be more than fribnu®etween us. But
afterwards | realised he was right. On my sidegismore than friendship.
Given the smallest encouragement, | would be i Mith you, Savanna.
But you've never given me that encouragement. ¢ Imavidea how you feel
about me. I only know that you're not really happth him.'

She blinked at him, stunned by this revelation eélihgs she had not
suspected; but most of all by the fact that Jagbld®en to see him.

"W-when did he come to see you?'

"This morning. He's been having us followed. Obslgine's wildly jealous
of every man who looks at you, and | can't sayahi# him—although |
think he's a fool not to realise that you arerétkind of person who would
ever do anything underhand.'

'We've been followed? | can't believe it. Followeg whom?' she
expostulated.

'‘By a private detective, | suppose. But never ntivat at the moment.' He
came closer, and laid both his hands lightly ondmmulders. 'Tell me the
truth. You're not happy with him, are you? Youttyhide it, but sometimes
your face gives you away. One day at the house wbemlidn't know | was
watching, your eyes were full of tears. You wantedry . . . and | wanted
to take you in my arms and comfort you,' he added,low tone—a more
emotional tone than she had ever heard him usedefo

Savanna drew back, deeply disturbed by his rewslaif feelings she had
not suspected of fermenting beneath his calm, t&saiadliness; and even



more shocked by what he had said about Jago haligm followed.
Shocked, and angrier than she had ever been liifdner

'Miles, you've misunderstood,’ she began distr&ptde-I had no idea you
had any . .. warm feelings towards me. At leastwarmer than friendship.
| thought you were just killing time. If I'd though. if I'd guessed--'

"You haven't answered my question. You aren't hagsg you?' he
persisted.

She hesitated. 'Not entirely, but--'

'l knew it wasn't working out. Frankly, | never tight it would. You were
dazzled by him . . . not seeing straight. But yon'thave to stay with him if
he's making you miserable.'

'He isn't. You don't understand, Miles. | love Jdgalways shall. The only
thing wrong with our marriage is that he ... he ditiefeel quite the same
way about me. If he's jealous, it's only possessss. It wouldn't wreck
him if I left him. He would be very angry, | expebut he certainly wouldn't
be heartbroken.’

‘Then why must you stay with him? You deserve mibr@n pride of
possession. God knows, you're incredibly ornamebitalit's not your looks
which made me love you. It's your gentleness, and —

She cut him short. 'Please, Miles . . . don't gol'andesperately sorry you
feel like this, but you must put me out of your chiryYou're wrong if you

think | regret my marriage. | don't. If I've beerbia. . . moody recently,
perhaps it's because I'm expecting a baby.’

She saw him flinch, and knew there would be ndrrargument.
'l see,' he said heauvily.
'‘And I'm sure, when you get to America, you'll sofeel differently

yourself. You've been at a loose end, and lonelyoh, Miles dear, forgive
me if I've unwittingly hurt you. I didn't mean to+uty | didn't.'



'l know that. It isn't your fault. The fact is thaty man who spent much time
with you would be bound to love you,' he answelladust go—I shouldn't
have come. Goodbye, my dear. Take care of yourBedssing her hands
between his palms, he squeezed them for a momiean, With a muttered,
'l can find my own way out,' he was gone.

With Miles gone, Savanna could hardly contain hgpatience for Jago to
come home. She found it almost unbelievable treahdd been having her
spied upon while at the same time being unfaittduier.

They had an engagement to dine with some frienttssahat evening, and
ordinarily she would have had her bath and probaltyon her make-up
before he returned. But tonight she had no interdfcgoing anywhere with
him. He would have to think of some excuse fordtesence, if not for his
own. There was no possibility of her putting onapjy bride act when
inwardly she was seething with rage and resentment.

As she waited for him, she paced restlessly updaneh the length of the
sitting-room, her hands clenched into fists andghimto the pockets of her
trousers, every line of her body taut with contdiaeger.

By the time he arrived her rage was already airigppoint, but, although
usually he was quick to notice anything untowaahight he seemed
unaware of anything strange in her manner.

'What did you do with yourself today?' he asketkragaying hello to her.

'‘Nothing special,’ was her clipped reply. ‘A vetyidlay for your watchdog.
As a matter of interest, what does it cost to haeeshadowed?’



CHAPTER EIGHT

IN the act of crossing the room, Jago checked antethsharply at her.
'What are you talking about?'

'‘About the man who keeps me under surveillance raparts all my
movements to you. Where | go . . . who my friengs.a . my lovers!" Her
voice was sharp with angry sarcasm as she fluntaghevord at him.

There was a brief pause before, with no sign otatiditure, he said,
"You've been talking to Miles.'

'Yes. He came to say goodbye. He didn't stay I¥ogr watchdog will tell
you exactly how long . . . and whether it was lemgugh for me to commit
a final act of adultery with him," she tacked otidbly.

It took Jago three strides to reach her, and ggipbly the upper arms.

'Stop this nonsense, Savanna! You know perfectly ivaon't suspect you
of anything of the sort.’

‘Then why have me followed?"

'For the same reason that I've had someone watomefgr the past couple
of weeks.'

'Watching you?' she echoed blankly.

'l didn't mention it because | didn't want to alayou unnecessarily. Just
over a fortnight ago, someone— probably a harndesmsk—threatened to
injure me. Abusive Igtters and telephone calls rase uncommon in the
lives of anyone permanently or even temporarilytha public eye. I've
received various threats from time to time, pafléidy after expressing
opinions which upset fanatics and extremists. H@wewvhe police
considered this particular threat might be a sarione, and they advised
certain precautions. It seemed possible that ifatltbor of the threat was
unable to strike at me, he or she might try to hgom That's why | had you



shadowed, and that's how it came to my notice Mibds was spending
more time with you than | considered good for him.’

The discovery that he had been in danger droveythieg else from her
mind.

'Why didn't you tell me? I'm your wife, | have ghit to know such things!'

"You would have been upset and worried. As youbhand | have a right to
protect you from needless anxiety, particularly neken, although you've
chosen not to mention it, | think you may be expegcour first child. Am |
right? Are you pregnant, Savanna?'

'I—I'm not sure yet. | may be.’

'‘And if so, you're not happy about it?—Or that's mmpression,’ was his
comment.

'It's not being pregnant that | mind,' she saidy law tone.

'It's not?' Jago sounded surprised. 'What isenn®i can tell that something
is weighing on you. | concluded it must be the habhgt you would have
preferred to postpone it. Perhaps | was wrong tpose my wishes on
yours. But you won't lose your figure for some tiyet, and I've been
reliably assured that it need leave no permandattst You'll be just as
beautiful afterwards.’

'I'm not concerned about my figure ... or abouhgegregnant. | should be
very happy about it, if--'

'If what? Come on, out with it. What's on your nithd
Savanna knew then that she had to tell him, nokelpdrecause she had
already admitted to being under pressure, but Isecslne could no longer

endure the cruel uncertainty of recent weeks.

'Even though | haven't lost my figure yet, | seerhave lost your . . .
undivided attention, Jago. It appears to be comkmmvledge that you've



resumed a relationship with someone you knew befoee In those
circumstances, is it surprising that I'm not ovee at the prospect of
having a baby?'

His dark brows contracted and his fingers tighteoredher arms.

'What crazy nonsense is this? First you jump to dbeclusion that |
suspect you of infidelity; now you're accusing nié,avhich is even more
foolish.'

Savanna drew in a long shaky breath, bracing Hexsglut the question
which would either relieve her anguish, or intepgibeyond bearing. Jago
might prevaricate, but she did not think he woigdflshe had the courage
to ask point-blank.

'‘Are you saying there are no other women . . . nenen one?'

His hands slipped down her arms to close roundleeder wrists. But the
denial she longed for did not come. He said ohlsuppose by "common
knowledge" you mean the scurrilous innuendo publism one of the
gossip columns? Who drew your attention to it? gmhihave known
someone would.’

'‘No one. By an unfortunate chance, | happenededtss particular issue
of the paper.’

'‘But it didn't occur to you to ask me if there vwaay truth in it?' he said
irritably.

'What was to be gained by confronting you withlit?vas only what I'd
always known would happen eventually. | shouldaitenbrought it up now
if 1 hadn't been so furious at the idea of you sefipg me of being

unfaithful.'

'Will you believe me if | tell you that you're tlomly woman I've made love
to, or wanted to make love to, since we met inGaebbean?'



She raised her eyes to his face, and saw that kdosking down at her
with an expression of great gravity. Yet how cathidt statement be true?

'l should like to believe it, but it's very diffituDo you deny that you did
go to see the actress who used to be your .end®

'No, | don't deny it—or that I've been to see legutarly since then. But if
you'd asked me about it, | should have explainedd¢hson for my visits to
her." 'What was the reason?'

Jago said heavily, 'She's seriously ill . . . dyimgact.

She knows it, but she doesn't want the world toakiiolt seems the least |
can do is to give her a little of my time in theosgttime she has left to her.'

Immediately Savanna was seized with pity for thteegs, and regret for her
unfounded suspicions.

'How terrible! If only you'd told me. Why did yoiekp it a secret?'

‘The relationships | had before | knew you are sbimg | prefer to forget.
If I'd told you that Charmian was merely a frieftdyould have been a lie
and—knowing how warm-hearted you are—I felt you Imigzant to come
with me when | went to see her. To have told yautthth, which is that for
a year or two she and | amused ourselves together--

‘The paper said she-was in love with you," sheriapted. Did she love
you?'

His mouth tightened. 'Unfortunately—yes, | beli@mee When the time came
for us to separate, she would have liked to cometthe affair. This was all a
long time ago . . . when you were in your earlyngeeBut I've always
regretted hurting her, and now she needs friendgmyp badly. She has no
family, and not many close friends. | owe her a Fwrs a week. It won't be
for very much longer."'

It was she who went to him then, putting her hashis chest and looking
up into his face with no guard on her own exprassio



'I'm sorry,' she said contritely. 'How rotten of toe believe that despicable
columnist! Only, you see, | can't help being mibgrgealous. If you loved
me, it would be different. But when it's all on wige . . .'

Jago put his arms round her and pulled her aghinstSpeaking over the
top of her head, he said, in a low voice, 'Butrittiall on your side, Savanna.
I've been in love with you for some time; perhapge before we were
married, although | didn't recognise my feelingsilutne morning quite
recently. | woke up and watched you sleeping, arehkjust how much you
meant to me."

She stood very still in his arms, hardly darindpé&ieve she had heard him
say, in plain words, that he was in love with her.

'Why didn't you tell me?' she murmured, at last.

'l thought it might be too late. It's a long timece you gave any indication
that you still felt warmly towards me. It seemedirety possible that you'd
begun to cool off except in bed. But now | want iybaart as well as your
body. Are you sure | still have it, Savanna?"

'Oh, yes- yes! How can you doubt it?' Her facé Isiilden against his broad
shoulder, she slipped her arms round him and hubged'l could never
love anyone but you.'

'l thought | could never love anyone—until you pedvune wrong,' he said
quietly. 'l wanted to take Miles apart when | foumd how often he'd been
seeing you. Oh, | knew it was innocent enough—eeitt you is the type
to do anything underhand. But love, as I'd justalered, can catch people
unawares. With his S.A.S. background, he cuts ahmuare heroic figure
than I do.'

At that she lifted her face. 'Not to me. Never te.rMou are myeau idea|
and always have been.'

'‘God knows why, after the way | trod anything boftly on your dreams,
my poor little love.’



'‘But my dreams only began when | met you. Befoa¢ kimever gave much
thought to love. | was more ambitious than roman@t, Jago, say it
again—that you love me,' she pleaded softly.

'l love you, and want you, and need you . . . ierrest of my life.’

He bent to kiss her; the first kiss she had evegived with the certainty that
he cared for her.

One kiss led to another, and soon they were lock#teir bedroom, rapidly
shedding their clothes, as impatient to lie dowgetber as lovers united at
last after prolonged separation.

Today Jago did not draw the curtains, but todayaBas& had nothing to
hide when he came to the bed where she was wadtifgm with smiling
lips and eyes bright with relief and happiness.

'This has always been wonderful, but | was afrai@dmit it in case you
became bored with me,' she explained, as she mattediis strong arms.
'Darling do you realise | never dared to call yoattbefore?

"You never looked at me like this before eithemwd#s always as if | were
taking you against your will . . . forcing you tespond to me.’

'If only you'd known how | really felt!" She drewshhead down and gave
him a warm, wanton kiss, the first of its kind $tasl ever ventured.

Much later, they remembered the dinner party.

'l ring up and say you're not well,' Jago dedideeaching for the
telephone.

'No, no, Jago, you can't. It's not fair to spog&tior's table plan. Tell them
we shall be fifteen minutes late. | can dress askfuas you can, and put
my face on in the car.’'

‘To hell with Eleanor's table plan. She'll havertanage without us. If you
think | can sit through a dinner when | want toméed with you--'



His powerful hands held her captive, and she triecin to break free from
his caressing imprisonment.

'She won't believe you," she objected. 'If | hade&n well I'd have rung her
up hours ago.'

'‘Not necessarily. When my sister was pregnant wiéhtwins she had to
chuck several engagements at the last minute. &ldwas a sharp ear for a
nuance, and she likes nothing better than to beMith a piece of news.'

While he dialled their hostess's number, Savaniaxed against him. She
felt a little guilty but, like him, she wanted ttag where she was. These first
hours of total rapport were too precious to be iBeed for a social
obligation. Even now she could scarcely believe ths dynamic man,
with his brilliant brain and foreful character, hactually admitted to loving
and needing her.

The call took only a few moments. Then he replattexl receiver and
returned his attention to her, smoothing back henbled blonde hair,
delicately stroking her face with the backs ofkmsickles. Suddenly, to her
astonished delight, he said softiyWestern Wind, when wilt thou blow, the
small rain down can rain? Christ, if my love weremy arms and | in my
bed again!'

There were lines written long ago in the sixteerghtury by an unknown
poet; lines Savanna had always found touching armghpnt. That he knew
them too, and should choose this moment to queta tiset the seal on her
new-found happiness. She knew she had been rigindgder heart to him.



