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She dreaded her own "maiden voyage"

Pagan desperately needed funds for a daring yacétshe wished to enter,
so she approached the dashing Leale de Laszl@lor h

He agreed, but his conditions were impossible. Suchrrangement would
irreversibly tarnish her reputation!

Convinced Leale would never return her love, Pagahly agreed, dreading
the moment she must fulfill her part of the bargain



CHAPTER ONE

PAaGAN slithered to a halt, nearly skidding off the rdtteack into the
rhododendrons which ran down the side of the gaateh screened the
house from the lane. She backtracked a yard oistwihat she could have
another look at the sign which had caused heosb abruptly, and a look
of sheer incredulity spread across her face.

The sign itself wasn't new. It had first appearei@va weeks previously,
when the old manor, empty for some two years,iits §jardens gradually
becoming choked with weeds and the paint of itsewiutters streaked and
peeling, had first come on the market. There haah laa auction, very well
attended, and now it was rumoured that a Londombssman had bought
the property, some said for a holiday retreat, rsthar a hotel, or a lakeside
restaurant, or, said others, a night club.

Now, however, across the 'sold’ sign was anottggr about which there
could be no speculation.

'Keep Out', it warned emphatically. 'Trespasselish&iProsecuted.' And as
if to make sure its message was clearly understady pile of stakes and
a coil of barbed wire were heaped beneath it.

Even as Pagan stood there in the rain, re-readihgowing apprehension
the warning that she was now encroaching on fodmdterritory, a
workman came pushing his way through the wet shetbtvith a bag of
tools in his hand.

'Excuse me!" she called, dragging her bike towhnehs
The man scarcely looked up.

She called again. 'l say, would you mind telling wieat you're doing?'
There was an edge to her voice which betrayedreety.

The man put his toolbag down and went over to tleeqb stakes. Without
doing more than cast a half- glance over his stesulte started to pick one
of them up.



'‘Are you fencing off the entrance to the lane?' aeded Pagan
incredulously, as if only a spoken testimony wocdehfirm what her eyes
were already telling her.

He looked at her blankly through rheumy eyes, abderving her from a
great distance.

'l said, are you fencing off the entrance to thefd she asked again, trying
to curb the anxiety she couldn't help feeling.

The old man straightened up painfully then. ‘Gdiedenced off now, love.
Building work starting.’

He took one of the stakes and hammered it withtiset ease into the
rain-sodden bank at the side of the lane, therntdréed to line up another
one a short distance from the first.

'‘But how am | to get through if there's barbed veiceoss the entrance?’ she
burst out. She pushed a tangle of chestnut ham fner eyes and stood,
nonplussed, on the forbidden side of the line aket which was now
rapidly going up before her gaze. 'How are my pupilpposed to get to the
boats?' she demanded. 'There's no other way dotke tanding stage!

"You'll have to ask the mister,’ the man threw rihgtered words over his
shoulder as if plainly embarrassed by her interomptHe plodded on with
his work, head bowed, obviously wishing she wowddchgay.

'What mister?' she demanded. 'Who do you mean? a\¥héae?'

But before the man could reply she was grippingaile impatiently by the
handlebars and was already beginning to push dafin the lane again.

'He's at the house now, is he? This mister, theeowithis London
businessman!' Pagan failed to keep the anger dwdgrofoice now, though it
was not directed at the old man, who was merelyyiray out orders, it
seemed.



Not even bothering to get on her bike properly, st@oted if down to the
bottom of the lane to the place where it openedooub a gravel standing
where her pupils usually parked their cars.

She couldn't help feeling a tremor of anticipatiwhen she saw the lake
suddenly opening out beyond the trees. There wgmod stiff breeze this
morning and although the rain was coming down oidem squalls making
the surface of the water change from light to ddmé& knew it was going to
clear and it would be a good day to be out on tatew

There was no time now to admire the view, nor testion the unexpected
presence of a lone windsurfer tacking across the bhere were more
urgent matters to attend to—nothing less than éiméirtued existence of the
sailing school itself.

She pushed her bike hastily under the makeshifiteshbeside the old
dormobile where all the lifejackets were stored] aalf running, made off
in the direction of the house.

'How dare he!' the words hammered in her head. 'dawe he!" She ran
angrily across the straggly uncut grass of the teeitiful lawn. 'How dare
he try to fence off our right of way without so nugs a warning! London
businessman indeed! What does he think I'm goirdp®Ferry my pupils
over to the jetty in motorboats? Make them paddle?"

She came to a skidding stop and scanned the temiicdroubled eyes.
There was a contractor's van round by the sideeohbuse, but the ground
floor shutters inside were still across.

Pagan stormed up the stone steps onto the temacenade for the side of
the house where the van was parked. A couple ofmen were unloading
materials from the back of it.

Checking herself long enough to control the shakimger in her voice, she
stepped forward and asked them if she could spe#ketowner, but even
before they both shook their heads, she couldrteth the empty sweep of
the drive which curved elegantly towards the maadralong which she



had pedalled so cheerfully not fifteen minutes betbat there was no one
else around.

The taller of the two, a sandy-haired man in blueralls, came forward
helpfully.

'We're only dropping off a few things on our wayatmther job," he told her,
‘and then we're tidying up a bit outside, like.'

"You mean you're putting up a barbed-wire fencessemy access to the
jetty," Pagan told him warmly. 'I'm trying to rursailing school down there.
How on earth are my pupils supposed to get to itinghdks if there's barbed
wire across the end of the lane?’

The man looked uncomfortable. He shrugged. '‘Ahdw is, we've got to
make the place secure. There's going to be a lequpment lying around
here when work gets started come Monday morning.'

'Oh, fine!" she replied sarcastically, unable tipheerself. 'So what are my
pupils to do over the weekend? I've got sixteenpfgeturning up here
tomorrow morning expecting sailing lessons. Am ket them to crawl

under the wire on their hands and knees, then?'

"I don't know nothing about no sailing school, douy Jim?' the
sandy-haired man nudged his companion.

'He said "drop that stuff off at the Manor," thatisl know.'

'Who said?' Pagan moved a step forward.

'The boss, like. Mr Haynes. Back at the shop.’

'‘But who told him what to do?' asked Pagan in noaeciliatory tones. It
was, after all, pointless to get angry with these, they were only carrying

out orders like the old man in the lane.

Neither of them could help. One of them merely etpéd, 'We don't know
nothing about no sailing school," and shuffledfbeet with discomfiture.



'We're pretty well known round here,' retorted Pagaqued to find that
they didn't even know of the school's existencé| she caught sight of the
lettering on the side of the van. 'But you're mo&tlocal firm, | see. You're
over from Kendal way." She shrugged, for the monimdten. It was
obvious she was wasting her time, and she realisddhe two men were
probably as mystified as she was by events.

Actually, she thought, kicking a stone as she flangpodbye at them and
began to walk back across the terrace, she wagnstifiad at all. She had
half expected something like this. After all, ifaas some wealthy outsider
used to throwing his weight around who had nownaieer at the Manor,
he was more than likely to give short shrift to tieeds of a little sailing
school which just happened to require a continuglk of way over his
precious land.

'Oh, Uncle!" she thought helplessly. 'If only youtltbught ahead!" She
heaved a sigh.

It was through her uncle's lack of foresight theg was in this predicament
now, but it was also through her uncle that she lbeh lucky enough to
inherit the school too. And she couldn't blame gber old love. No one
could have guessed that what had started as a holk®ep a still active
ex-nautical man happy would develop into a fullgeiyjed little business.

In the early days, shortly after her parents ditman had been welcomed
into her uncle's lovely house here in the Lakeridisas if it had been her

own home, and at that time the sailing school rehmothing more than a
vague dream in her uncle's mind.

Then, one by one, a little fleet of training dinghihad been built up and
Pagan, still a schoolgirl, had begun to help outvaekends and holiday
times.

In those days everything had been different. Thghturing manor house
had been full of light and life. It was only whemetfamily had gradually
grown up and left one by one that the Colonel, kike uncle, had been left
alone.



The two of them would sit yarning together on #redce every evening, the
sailor's glass of rum and the soldier's pink dginally seeing down many a
sun behind the purple hulk of Ben Ridding.

It had been natural enough for Uncle Henry's digital encourage the first
informal pupils to use the lane that ran down ide sf the Manor between
the two properties. It was simply an extensiorhef$haring over the years
between the two old families.

Uncle Henry's lovely house commanded the headeofatke, and the lane,
although it seemed to have been originally builtie stables at the back of
the Manor, was almost a shared access for therhthky wanted to get
down to the lake without going through the groutigsnselves. No one had
ever thought to query it.

It was only when first the Colonel and then, eigitenonths later, Pagan's
uncle had died, both men well into their seventigsthis time, that
guestions of change and legal rights had suddeidgra

As his only living relative Pagan had automaticafiperited the sailing
school and the house. What she hadn't known tetivill was read out was
that most of the boats had been bought by thengai a second mortgage.

'I'm so very sorry, my dear.' her bank managertbltlher, when, still in
black and feeling very conscious that she was notivedy alone in the
world, she had gone to try to tease some orderti@dinancial affairs she
had inherited. 'I'm afraid that in the circumstanteannot allow the loan to
be transferred to you without more security. As yoill see, scarcely
anything has been paid off. The interest aloné.He spread his hands over
the papers on his desk in a gesture of helplessness

By this time Pagan had had a chance to do somlerlinand she wasn't at
all put out. Heavens, she didn't want the millstoha huge mortgage round
her neck. Nor could she envisage living on at sk alone: it was far too
large and difficult to run. Soon it would need adbexpensive work doing

to it to bring it up to modern standards, and theas no way she herself
could ever afford to take on such a job. She wbeldjlad to have the old



place off her hands, sad though it was to haveagteh of her life come to
an end.

On the bright side though, now, for the first timeher life, she would be
mistress of her own destiny, and she wanted degbeta be free, to test
her wings in the outside world.

She had loved her uncle dearly, but through theeféas years, though she
had never complained, she had felt the increagisigansibility of having to

look after an old man. It had weighed more and ntwavily upon her,

though she hadn't guessed the cause at the time.

Despite the bank manager's forbidding words shéedngjuite cheerfully
and told him that she intended to sell the houswvay. 'That will put paid
to any mortgage, | hope?' A smile of relief brokeoas his face. He nodded.
‘A very sensible decision, Pagan.'

His use of her first name was due to the factledtad known her since she
had first moved into the house as a gap-toothetvéagear-old.

'I'm sure you'll also get a very good price for theghies too," he added,
shuffling some papers, ready to file them away.

Pagan looked shocked. 'Heavens, | wouldn't thinketiing those! They're
my livelihood.'

She had the satisfaction of seeing his complaceit¢ $ade for a moment.

'I'm going to run the school myself," she told hiwle were just beginning
to build up a name for ourselves.'

Modesty stopped her from adding that since shddfadixth-form college
she had put such single-minded effort into thermss that it was now due
almost entirely to her own efforts that Uncle Hehad begun to think of
expanding and turning it into a really lucrativiéléi enterprise.

'‘But—alone?' he queried.



'l have Tim and Jan. They're all for it. Tim salykeats teaching woodwork
any day!

The expression in his eyes told her plainly enatiglh he thought a pretty
young girl of twenty-two wasn't his ideal image af sailing school
proprietor.

Pagan tossed back her thick fall of chestnut hadrteer eyes sparkled green
with the challenge of it all.

''ve been running the place practically singledeh ever since Uncle
Henry's first stroke last summer,’ she told hirm"&nd Jan were very much
part-time then. That was the hardest time. This@e#éhings should be a lot
easier. | intend to convert the old boathouse araih it. | shall keep a

parcel of land round it for a little garden andiater store for the dinghies.
My only grouse is that | shall have no direct asdesthe jetty itself from

the boathouse because of the lie of the garden.eMenyit's only a short
cycle ride round by the main road and down the kide.’

He had been made fairly speechless by her cut-dn€d manner and
though murmuring something about marriage not b#iegsort of thing to

dismiss out of hand in the not too distant futgres had left him wearing an
unusually speculative look on his face.

Pagan herself was full of optimism. It was onlglahat she had learned that
the right of access she had always taken for giawees only a grace and
favour right.

At once efforts on the part of her uncle's solicilad been made to get
something more secure established, but it had bepaossible to get the
trustees of the Colonel's will to commit themseluesil the intricacies of
the vast estate had been put in some sort of owdfter several
noncommittal replies to his letters, he had advisrdo wait and see what
happened when, as was to be hoped, the housey fuzeiie up for sale and
acquired new owners.

All through her first spring as sole proprietor tterk cloud of uncertainty
had hung over the school and just when she wassaloited into a feeling



that the Colonel's estate would never be straigitteut and things would
go on for ever as they were, up had gone the 'B&t@ Signs and in a few
short weeks the whole existence of the school h@decopenly into
guestion.

Pagan thrust her clenched up fists deep into tlde wockets of her petrol
blue oilskin. She had flung it on over a pair @&rje and a white lambswaool
polo-neck sweater after a hurried glance at thetveedrom her bedroom
window that morning, and now her grey- green eyegevas stormy as the
lake itself, and her generously wide mouth haditssisual upward smiling
curve and was set in a fierce line of determination

Rain pattered in little showers and sudden squatisher oilskin, and
showered her chestnut hair with a fine -pray whighed it an even darker
hue. It had started to curl in little tendrils anduher face as she paced
angrily towards the line of tarpaulin-covered diiggh Her canary yellow
sailing boots with the white tie tops seemed toheeonly bright spot in the
unbroken haze of rain-drenched shoreline.

As she walked her thoughts teemed confusedly inheaxd. She was
supposed to be checking a new jib strop for onb@finghies before the
weekend pupils turned up in the morning, but nowth wall this, was there
any point?

She should have made greater efforts to estabbshrights, instead of
allowing herself to be lulled in a false senseanf play. As if it was realistic
to expect a businessman to play fair!

He could so easily have warned her that he wagygoiplay it strictly by
the book, fencing off every square inch of his gy like this!

If the darned stuff wasn't removed by the morning would have to take
the law into her own hands and hang the consegee8be couldn't allow
her pupils to be turned away by these Gestapo rmdstho

Her shoulders squared. She had never been afraghfbntations and she
wasn't going to lose her cool now. This man, whoéeewas, would have
to be reasonable and give the solicitors time tbssmmething out.



Across the rain-dark lake the windsurfer was tagliack and forth in
melancholy isolation, and as she approached the bhboats, the familiar,
regular tapping of the halyards against the alummmasts seemed only to
accentuate the increasing gloom of the scene.

Her shoulders tightened with anger. She would jaisll cut down the
barbed wire herself if it wasn't removed by morni8ge wasn't afraid—not
she!

But, whispered the voice of caution, what good wlatildo to get on the
wrong side of this man, whoever he was, right ftbevery first? She was
going to have to play the whole game very carefullprder to convince
him that the school, well run and orderly, wasguihg to create a nuisance
on his land.

For a split second Pagan had almost felt like givip the whole thing. But
she was struck by the grace and beauty of thentgite and blue sail out in
the lake and knew with a surge of pleasure thatwshed never be happy in
a dull office job while there was a chance of tagthe joy and excitement
of being on the water and being her own boss.

At once her fighting spirit took over and she maathesolutely towards the
row of boats neatly lined up on the shingle. It wasmple job to replace the
old jib strop with the new one, and as she workesl made up her mind
what she would do.

So absorbed was she in her thoughts that she wasaue of anyone's
presence until she heard the scrunch of approadbitsteps on the shingle
and a pleasant masculine voice called out, 'Hether

She spun round with surprise to find that the wimfis had silently come
into land and was now loping the last few yardghgshingle. When he
drew level he stopped and grinned self-confidedtyn, amused at her
evident confusion.

Slowly Pagan drew herself up. Just because he &aght her unawares
there was no reason for him to look so pleased hitiself!



She found herself looking into a pair of the clearbrightest eyes she had
ever seen, so light a blue they were almost theesstrade as bottle glass
which has been washed smooth and opaque by thmeainaction of the
sea, yet bright when he smiled as he was doing dmmond-bright.

'H-hi!" she stammered, trying to pull herself tdget Avoiding his glance,
she looked back at the sailboard. Its neat triamgle now laid flat on the
beach where he had pulled it up above the wateflirveas rare to find a
windsurfer as far down the lake as this. Boardsewer hire at the other
end, an almost impossible distance to sail. Perhapsd hired it from one
of the less distant hotels, or perhaps it was dvenown, and he had
launched it from one of the coves which were eamigessible from the
main road. It was no trouble to carry a board tha on top of a car.

Pagan let her glance come back to rest on him epanaising sort of way.
He was certainly worth appraising. Tall, tough, fdoand muscular, he
hadn't a spare ounce of flesh on him. He was & sauscle, and bronzed
too, as if he had spent long months in the sun.

He was wearing a pair of scruffy cut-down jeansyhort on the thigh as
if to draw attention to their hard muscularity, amd-shirt which did the
same job for his biceps. His tanned feet, unuslatly and well- shaped for
a man, were thrust into an old pair of blue rutdbp#flops.

Pagan felt overpowered with the sense of his skigength and physical
fitness. But his face drew her glance, for it wasremore compelling, with
its tanned, hawklike features, high cheekbonesg filond eyebrows
hooding eyes of that exotic colour, and finallyg thick, wavy blond hair,
too long, she thought, for respectability, and blesl almost silver by the
sun so that it made an outrageous contrast witgléeeming dark tan of his
skin.

His eyes glittered again as if sparked by jetsiloes as he returned her
blatant inspection of him with a quizzical half-$iWith a start she pulled
herself together.

To cover her confusion, she said sharply, 'l suppgsu know you're
trespassing?’



His grin widened to reveal a flash of small peftigevven teeth.
'‘Am 1? | didn't know.'
His ease and nonchalance stung her to a quick.retor

"You know now,' she said. 'This is a private sgilsthool. 1 don't like
unauthorised people landing here. It gets in thg e¥dhe pupils.'

'Pupils?' he grinned, making a show of sweepingldserted beach and the
offshore water with his strange, lively eyes. & ® sign of pupils.'

"You will do," replied Pagan, 'assuming you're acblong enough. Now
would you mind leaving?'

A flicker of surprise showed itself in the man'sgybut the glitter came
back to them almost immediately.

'Why should 1?' he asked easily, not budging.

Pagan felt an overwhelming urge to get rid of then as soon as possible.
There was something dangerously disconcerting dtiautsomething she

felt she could not handle, and trouble was thettasagy she wanted at the
moment.

'You're rather territorial,’ he rejoined after aipa during which his amused
glance had lazily raked her from head to foot.

'Look, I'll tell you why—because it's private prape that's why,' she began
heatedly, then in a more conciliatory tone, 'l tgness where you've come
from but the last thing | want is an army of hoehayrys sailboarding all
over the bay, confusing the learners and creat@vgdwith all and sundry.
The lake's big enough for everybody if we all kéepur own patch.’

By 'all and sundry' she meant her new neighboursihe wasn't going to tell
him that.



'Do I look like a hooray-harry?' he asked in mogkyrexaggerated surprise.
He tried to put a hurt look momentarily on to thean-cut lines of his face
before breaking into an irresistible grin.

Pagan blushed, annoying herself by such an irretesreow of emotion, and
pushed the tangle of chestnut hair from her foréheaan action that
habitually betrayed uncertainty.

'‘Not you personally, perhaps,' she conceded, dlitaarders always seem
to have armies, of usually drunken friends in toWhe tailed off weakly.
He was looking at her in such a way she felt heattr tighten in her throat.
To mask her confusion she added, 'I'm busy nowvého get on.’

She turned her back on him, pointedly showing henwias in the way. And

as if to get the message home to him she warnkd, Weather's going to
blow up prettysoon. You'll find it hard work satjriback up the lake then.’
And when she shot a look over her shoulder to fimat he still hadn't

budged, she added, 'Just because this is a lapéemsem to think it's quite
safe, but it can be treacherous when the wind gptbecause of the
mountains on either side.'

'l expect it's very deep and dark, too, with alds of ugly man-eating
monsters lurking at the bottom just waiting foredass windsurfers to fall
into their mouths.. . .'

'Oh, for goodness' sake--!" Pagan burst out.

He was laughing openly. His skin crinkled at theneos of his eyes and two
deep laugh lines grooved on either side of his modts laughter was so
infectious she almost joined in, but she checkeaddikin time. There was
no point in encouraging him, and besideswaslaughing at her authority
and mocking her warning about the dangers of the la

'Don't expecmeto come and fish you out,’ she told him shortly.
She wished he would just sail quietly away. Shen'ditike to walk off,

leaving him here with the boats. Not because shn'tditrust him,
instinctively she knew he was all right, but be@aitisvas her property, and



to walk off and leave him here was somehow to cdeac®mething to him.
So she stood her ground and for a moment their legiesbefore he asked

lightly.

'So you're a sailing instructor?'

Pagan felt confused by the teasing note in hisevoic

'I'm the owner," she replied curtly.

He pretended to look astonished.

Here it comes, she thought, the line about, wizatip of a girl like you
doing running a school like this, but instead hid,s& sounds fascinating.
Do you teach all levels?’

Because he looked genuinely interested she coslaptherself.

'We do all the RYA grades,’ she told him. Thakis Royal Yachting
Association,' she explained when he seemed to hesseyebrows as if for

some explanation of the letters.

'It looks like an ideal place for beginners,’ heuneed, 'except, of course,
when the wind really gets up.' He grinned lopsiged|

You may scoff,' she burst out, 'but it's not &® s it looks. | have to be
very careful with the youngsters.'

"Teach children too?"

'School parties, families, yes. I'd like to run saer schools for children so
that they could come along without their parenteyseem to learn quicker
that way.'

She began to warm to the subject, but checked Ihergeane. Who did he
think he was, trying to draw her out like this? Sheeard another school
was going to open up last year, no doubt having #ezsuccess she and her



uncle were having, but eventually nothing had cavhet. People had
warned her though to watch out for competition.

"You've got to play things close to your chestiis game,’ Tim had warned.
The stranger's gaze swept the neat line of boatsriagly.

‘To handle all this by yourself," he murmured,t'thgquite a job for anyone
your age.'

‘Not entirely alone,’ she couldn't help smilingcduldn't allow absolute
beginners out in the boats by themselves. Apamn fitee risk to themselves,
they're expensive craft.'

She smiled again. Obviously the man, for all hif- seonfidence and
expertise with the sailboard, knew next to nothabgut sailing.

'It's not like windsurfing,' she told him by way explanation. 'l can't just
give a pupil five minute's land drill, hand therwat-suit and a boat and tell
them to get on with it—which is what, | gather, paps when most people
learn to windsurf. They have to go out with annastor for several hours in
different weather conditions and answer a lot ebtetical questions before
they're competent to handle a dinghy safely by Hedves.’

She had the satisfaction of seeing a respectfld dome into the stranger's
face.

'I'd no idea it was so difficult,’ he told her.ldbks so easy, doesn't it? You
do the actual teaching yourself, then?"

'Yes, some of it. That's the best part. But I'nklge- I've got a man and his
wife who've been with the school almost since thgifning, and every
summer in the height of the season | take on skgardents who work
through the vacation for me.’

'Students?' he queried.

‘All properly qualified instructors, of course,'esadded quickly.



'Of course,' he nodded, his eyes serious. 'You Imeistery talented to be
able to handle all the organisation of a businggsthis as well as being
yourself a competent sailor,' he told her solemnly.

Pagan shot him a keen glance. There was somethmg the glimmer in
his eyes almost as if he was—but no, his expressvas politely
straight-faced, and there was no sign of ill-cofe@anockery in his voice.

He went on, 'Don't you find all this takes up adbtime? When do you have
time to go out and enjoy yourself?"

'My work is my enjoyment,’ she told him shortly.

Stranger though he was, he had touched a chordughrthe years of late
adolescence when other girls were going out wityskand experimenting
with makeup and fashion, Pagan had been tied tbahee, looking after
Uncle Henry and spending all her spare hours rgnttia school.

It seemed to her sometimes that she had misseahalk the fun of being a
teenager. And now, here she was, twenty-two, wWiehitresponsibility of
those years forever denied to her.

In fact, it was only since Uncle Henry's death, wkbke had at last been able
to take stock of her life, that she had actualgrtstd to think about less
serious things, such as buying clothes for funematiian practicality. Faynia
had guided her in the right direction there.

Good old Faynia, an old school friend and now owoka small but
successful boutique in Windermere, she was hoodbketpoint of rudeness
when it came to selling clothes.

'It's no good sending someone out of here lookikg & freak," she told
Pagan. 'I've my name to think of.'

And certainly Pagan had been stopped from makiegootwo expensively
garish mistakes in the early days, before her ahfyood taste had had a
chance to assert itself.



All this flashed through her mind now as she lookédhe blond stranger
standing in front of her. He looked as if he hadan&nown responsibility.
He looked as if he would fight every inch of theywed the thought of giving
up an inch of freedom. He carried his independdikeea banner.

‘These sailing bums,’ she thought, 'they're alealirhey move on from
place to place exactly as the fancy takes themsekmed vaguely
reprehensible. On the other hand, she could geéedlse attraction of a life
like that.

She smiled wistfully and he returned her glancéaitlisappointed shrug.

'‘All work and no play?' There was a mocking lift his finely drawn
eyebrows. He regarded her quizzically for a monbefdre speaking. Then
he shrugged. 'Here am I, a stranger to the dislragiing to discover a little
night-life to alleviate my loneliness. . . ." Heugad. 'Perhaps we can help
each other to discover where the action is?'

Pagan coloured violently. A pass was the last tshmgd expected just now,
her mind full of worries as it was, and coming fracman such as this—so
virile, so obviously self-reliant, sfsee-looking. She couldn't imagine him
being anywhere but automatically in the thick ofi@t, nor short of a
glamorous girl-friend or two with which to share ite must be trying to
make a fool of her.

She drew back, her eyes steely.

'I'm in rather a hurry this morning, so I'd be mgistteful if you'd get off my
property now. | don't intend to waste all morniragrplling the shore to keep
people off. If you're seen to land here it'll attrathers like bees round a
honey-pot--' She broke off in confusion. Her wotdsd unexpectedly
acquired an overtone she hadn't intended. 'l measrdeody'll think they
have a right to land here.'

She turned away, angry with herself, angry at gietale flush on her
cheeks.



All right, she would admit it. He was damned attrnge The trouble was,
the man knew it. No doubt he thought her a simpieded local yokel who
would jump at the chance of a date with a pasdiranger, no matter how
disreputable-looking.

She pulled the tarpaulin back to cover the boathgn she started to make
her way to the lean-to where she'd left her bike.

He was still watching her as if expecting an answaad she threw him a
look of chagrin.

‘There are plenty of bars in the hotels, | suppese, felt constrained to tell
him. 'Some of the more up-to-date ones even haeosliat the weekends.
But there's nothing much else. You'll just havask around.’

She paused but couldn't help adding primly, 'Peaoee here to do
hill-walking or to sail. They're not usually in i $tate to do anything much
else come nightfall.’

She coloured again at the unconscious meaning wioigll be read into her
innocent words. A meaning he had undoubtedly réadhis eyes were
dancing with devilment.

"You'll just have to suffer some rather boring angs,’ she finished weakly.
He laughed aloud. That's the last thing | intemdd! I'm no puritan. And |
don't believe suffering is necessarily good for'siseul. On the contrary--'
he took a step forward, 'l think any form of suiffigris positively bad, don't
you?'

Pagan smiled despite herself.

"You'd make a rotten sailor, then," she told hits jolly uncomfortable
much of the time. You'd be strictly a light airsmia

His face broke into a craggy smile. 'Light airs?'



"You only go out when the wind isn't above a whisped the temperature is
somewhere in the eighties. Like my chief instructidne had a choice."

The stranger shook his blond head and his voicesatis'Oh no, | didn't
say | didn't like a challenge. I'm willing to pufp uwith quite some
discomfort if the prize is worth it.’

His strangely compelling eyes held her as if dedbely. Once again Pagan
turned away in angry confusion at the suggestiue to his voice.

If she asked him to go again and he refused, tlvasegoing to be nothing
else she could, do about it. Except lose face.

She felt helpless suddenly. She felt like puttieg foot slap bang through
his sail where it lay half across the narrow strigzed board and the gravel
shore.

She could damage his boat in a minute. That woeddh him to come
trespassing!

Surprised, herself, at the strength of her reacsba made her way towards
the lean-to where she had left her bike and dragdesin under the shelter
with a dark look.

She was pleased to see the man was now making dysback to his
sailboard. She watched him out of the corners oklges as he pulled the
narrow board into the water. He stood with one fmoit to control it and
one foot in the water, his hands gripping the shast, but before he raised
it right up, he called to her with insolent cheénéss.

'Do | take it I'm being given the brush-off?'

‘Take it any way you like,' she replied curtlyhdven't time to stand around
gossiping all day like you.'

'What makes you think | have time either? | mayoeking now," he added
unexpectedly.



'What?' She stopped dead.
He regarded her with a poker face.
'Perhaps I'm a professional windsurfer," he explhiexperimentally.

'Perhaps you're an astronaut too," she retortstill'haven't time to stand
around all day.'

With that she started to push her bike off agaihewshe got to the lane end
she glanced quickly back over her shoulder. Hestilstanding there with
the water lapping round his ankles.

'‘Aren't you going to teach me to sail?' he asked parting shot.

Pagan looked back at his scruffy shorts and T-shirt

'l doubt whether you could afford the fees,' sherted.

With a toss of her head she turned her back oranienscooted a few yards
up to the top of the lane. There she paused farraent to make sure he was
really going.

He had lifted the long mast upright now and thedwiras snatching fitfully
at it. He swivelled it into the wind so that thel $lapped uselessly for a
moment.

'Book me a lesson first thing in the morning,' heiwged.

'I'll do that," she replied ironically. 'Nine o'closharp!

With one movement he had pushed off from the shoreed the sail to
catch the wind, and was in a moment off the shackraaking way, back

along the lake,

He had time to raise one hand in a nonchalant ftetsefore the wind
strengthened and took him speeding away.



'He should be wearing a wet-suit,' thought Pagéitalty as she saw him
having to lie far out over the water to keep thiesatical.

Soon it was nothing more than a speck in the midtitee lake.



CHAPTER TWO

'H OLIDAYMAKERS, huh! No sense, any of them.' Pagan sipped héeeof
‘They don't realise it's too early in the yeartfa water to have had time to
warm up properly. Ten minutes in there and thesx@osing themselves to
the risk of hypothermia. It's no laughing matter!

"You should worry, he's not your responsibilitgplied Faynia with a small
smile.

She and Pagan were sitting in the comfortable ldtibbyhole at the back of
the shop where Faynia brewed coffee and read magmwhen trade was
slack. The sound of a lively beat number driftedtigh from the shop and
one or two lunch time shoppers-were browsing thinaihg clothes. Faynia
was keeping one eye on the shop while still marptprgive her attention
to Pagan.

But now she muttered, 'If that fat trollop daresryoon that blue I'll murder
her, so help me! Honestly, Pagan, | think someheft are colour-blind.
Now you—you'd look fantastic in it, with your colang.' She shot a look at
the girl sitting opposite. 'Do you want me to toyrescue it before she gets
her hands on it and starts in on the zip?'

Pagan giggled, 'You are dreadful, Faynia!

In reply Faynia uncoiled lazily from the depthshefr armchair and moved
slinkily into the shop.

Already tall, with her dark hair coiled in a caskabt on top of her head and
wearing strappy high- heeled sandals, she towerent the potential
customer, but her manner exuded nothing but a eldsiroffer every
assistance.

Pagan was sent into suppressed giggles again. &ayrowever,

straight-faced, and, indeed, with uncanny percepboought out one or two
dresses which were far more suitable for the rgthenp brunette who had
been looking longingly at the blue dress: This waw whipped away, and



Pagan found herself holding the diaphanous bundieii arms while Faynia
pushed her firmly towards the changing room.

‘At least try it on and do me the favour of keepiihgway from her. She's
just the type to insist on buying it if she thidka keeping it from her,' she
hissed.

Pagan had no choice but to do as Faynia asked-kabtshe wanted to
resist. It was exactly her sort of dress, and slteldeen keeping a covetous
eye on it ever since it came in.

She slipped into the changing room. The dress wewiasily over her head
and she paused to admire the transformation it ség¢m make. With no
make-up her face looked pale, so that she seemedjgothan she was, and
her rich hair gave her a piquant look. The dressidver, drew attention to
all the right places, and for a moment she wasrmag at how voluptuously
feminine she appeared. She had become so useding $erself in jeans
and sailing sweater that she hadn't realised treatsuld, if she tried, look
one hundred per cent female.

She came out into the shop to show Faynia.

'0.K.; her friend commented laconically, perching herself her stool
behind the counter and yawning. 'So what? | knemag you.'

‘Thanks for letting me try it on,’ said Pagan, aball put out by Faynia's

apparent lack of enthusiasm. She knew her of did.lfgan to unfasten it.
'It's just beautiful, but where would / ever wealrass like this?' She signed.
'I'd love an excuse to get it!

Faynia eyed her with detached amusement. 'Well' isive, said, her eyes
lively with humour, 'You've just spent fifteen mies telling me about
some gorgeous blond hunk of a windsurfer. So wiaws?'

'It was not fifteen minutes! And | didn't call him a gorgedoiend hunk--'
broke in Pagan heatedly.



Faynia laughed lazily. "You didn't use those exemtds,' she agreed, 'but
I'm sure if you'd thought of them first you wouldve.'

"You're terrible!" Pagan managed a weak smilea$ werely sounding off
about the trials and tribulations of running aisgilschool, simply looking
for a bit of sympathy, not trying to get myself ngai off with the first
passing stranger of the season. Sailing bums sisheyged, 'they're ten a
penny.'

Faynia threw her head back in a throaty laugh.

‘All I can say, darling, is it's about time yougbed being so choosy. You're
going to finish up an old maid at this rate—ankl¢ added unexpectedly, 'if
you're thinking of making any changes, you wondessarily have to twist
my arm to get me to let you have that rag at costlksl you ever find the
need to look a million dollars. O.K.?'

Pagan couldn't help breaking into a wide smile.

"You're not a bad old stick underneath,' she teddedpite your eccentric
sales technique!’

She went back into the changing room to don rehilstaenough her old
jeans again. When she emerged, the brunette wasghai cheque for both
of the dresses Faynia had shown her.

'Eccentric but effective," murmured Faynia as simgiin the cheques. 'Now
then, tell me what your dishy Mr Tebbit had to sayou just now," she
turned expectantly to her friend when the custonael gone.

When Pagan had reached home again later that ngoshi had rung the
contractors in Kendal to try to find out who hadhawised them to put
barbed wire across the lane end, but they hadlmén able to give her the
name of a firm of solicitors in town who were agtifor the new owners.

Unsure what to do next. Pagan had rung her owgisol—that was, the

firm with whom her uncle had always dealt.



The elder partner, now retired, had been one otlbisest friends, but his
own son had long since taken over the firm's practSince her uncle's
death, Pagan had inevitably had quite a lot to dlb them, and Mr Tebbit
Senior, the son of her uncle's friend, that wasl teken an avuncular
interest in her doings.

His own son had recently joined the firm, followimghis grandfather's and
his father's footsteps. His interest in Paganairaff however, could not by
any means have been described as avuncular. Deshg$itoo, as Faynia so
succinctly put it, but in a rumpled, boyish sorinagy, and Faynia never lost
an opportunity to point out how appealing he was.

Now, at her reference to John, Pagan grinned.

'l just might need that blue dress. If | play mydsaright | think there's a
Hunt Ball coming up." She wrinkled her nose. 'Sauadbit of a bore,
though, doesn't it? All those horsey types en nvasSée shrugged.
'‘Anyway, when | told him about the barbed wire lo¢ guite cross—for
him!

'l like placid men," Faynia paused. 'Some of theetat least!" She laughed.
'Less trouble than the more volatile sort. Howegerpn.'

'l was hoping you'd let me.' Pagan took a deeptihré&/ell, he rang their
solicitors for me, all ready for a showdown, but than who deals with it
was in Court and | was just about to leave, ha¥imghed my coffee and
noticing that John was beginning to cast anxioogs$dowards his father's
office when--'

'Do you think he's scared of his father?' brokEagnia. 'That's a bad sign."'
'How should I know?—ohgjolet me get on,’ said Pagan in exasperation.

'l won't utter another word,' retorted Faynia.

'Well, as | was saying, | was just on the pointezfving when the phone
rang and it was the other solicitors saying thatdeliLaszlo, that's the new



owner, was at present in the area and would wehiggecretary to arrange
a meeting at our earliest.’

'‘Good. Progress at last,’ said Faynia. 'So whatyavelooking so weird
about?'

Pagan shot a glance in the full-length mirror. ID@ok weird? | look quite
normal to me.'

"You've got that gleam of battle in your eye. ireds me of the time you
had that crackbrained idea to have a bash at gmes@tlantic Yacht Race.'

Pagan pulled a face. 'Don't think you've hearddkeof that! All I need is a
sponsor.'

'‘And a yacht.'
‘Thanks for the encouragement!
'‘Any time,"' shrugged Faynia.

'l can see you want to get back to selling thisrpireed junk to hard-up
housewives, so I'll leave you to it--'

'Hang about,’ said Faynia, jumping up. 'Themomething else, isn't there?'

A flutter of apprehension made Pagan bite herdipaf moment. She gave
Faynia a sideways look.

'It's only that he must be absolutely loaded,'ssid in a small, awed voice.
'I'm to meet him at his hotel--'

She paused, then she named the most exclusive trotdie lake and
watched Faynia's predictable reaction.

‘Not bad," murmured Faynia with approval.

'Yes, but--' Pagan paused again, then she said,



'It's not as if he's only booked a room for a faghts. . . . He's got a whole
suite—for an indefinite period!

She had the satisfaction of seeing Faynia for opes-mouthed.
'How do you know all this?' she quizzed eventually.

'l happen to know a girl on the switchboard. Yoowkrher too. We were at
school together, until the fifth year. Remember Aordon?’

For a moment Faynia smiled. ‘Good old Annie! | weredi where she'd
ended up.' Then her face took on the hard, prad¢tio& she had when she
was doing her books or planning her next seasatgs drive. 'Why would
he want a relatively small place like the Manogrn®' she demanded.
'Small?’ gulped Pagan.

'By his apparent standards, nothing more thandgiterre!

'Maybe he thinks small is beautiful?'

'With a bank account that size?' Faynia quipped.

'What I'm worried about is how he's going to regssd-I mean, the School.
What's he going to think about having a sailingogtion his boundary?"

Faynia's face held a look of concern which sheltgeickly to hide. 'When
do you meet this Laszlo man, then?"

'Monday morning, ten-thirty.'
'‘And | suppose you're planning to turn up in gunib@md jeans?’
'l hadn't really thought--'

'l didn't think you had. Wait here.' Faynia gotamq went to the stockroom.
When she emerged she held a suit, still in itopline wrapper. '‘Come on,



no arguing. It's a loan. And | know it's your sige,get in there. It's time to
put on your battledress!

Once again she was pushing Pagan towards the dgarogim, and with a
little flicker of pleasure Pagan let her hands lledstthe luxurious softness
of the Liberty print wool suit which Faynia wasiggistently thrusting into

her arms.

Next morning Pagan leapt out of bed with an unetquecsense of
anticipation. She whizzed in and out of the shoviziskly donned an
oatmeal-coloured hand-knitted sailing sweater arghia of slim-fitting
blue jeans which drew attention to the long slinglé of her legs, then, still
barefooted, she brushed her hair vigorously unsihone.

She spent rather longer than usual tying it baci reat ribbon, then she
took the unusual step of applying a little discraake-up to draw attention
to her large, dark-lashed green eyes.

'l do," she thought, inspecting herself critlgah the long mirror on her
dressing-room wall, then she thrust her feet inpaia of thick socks and
went downstairs into the little kitchen to fix helfssome breakfast. While
she was brewing coffee and heating up a couplecdsants she tried to
discover the reason for her sudden sense of eatidar

It was, admittedly, the first weekend of the seaddmt was exciting in
itself. It was true, too, that the problem of tletiied wire had been solved
most satisfactorily the previous night by the siengpedient of reliable old
Tim coming along on his bike and lifting the stakes of the ground and
placing them in a neat pile under the rhododendabtise side of the lane.

He had looked quite pleased with himself by theetime had finished, and
he rejoined his wife and Pagan at the boathoude mitch rubbing of the
hands at a job well done. Pagan had made themalp af coffee, and
added a dash of rum to each cup, as there wasliagféleat they were
celebrating something.



Jan had raised her coffee cup with a smile. 'Hévdlse new season, Pagan.
May the school and all of us flourish.’

'May our enemies be confounded,' added Tim, slgdkimbeard down with
the palm of his hand in a familiar gesture.

They had all parted in good spirits after that, &adjan had gone to bed
feeling less worried than she thought she had igihy to expect. But it was

underneath all this that she still felt a bubblydkiof happiness whose
source was difficult to discover.

She took her breakfast to the large L-shaped gittmom so that she could
look out over the lake, and once or twice, while siunched her muesli
waiting for the coffee to perk, she felt her glarsveeep the lake as if
searching for something.

The lake was of course empty at this time of themmg, and although she
scanned it casually from side to side there waglmopse of any sail in
sight. The unbroken sheet of pale blue winked begckhe sunlight,
concealing nothing.

Pagan sighed and stretched. It was still early,shet might as well get

herself down there and start preparing the boatseRly she had been
reluctant to leave the boathouse in the morningaé&ww she had managed
to create just the right atmosphere of cosinessfamctional elegance. It

made her want to linger over her books and shénhddo make a real effort

to tear herself away.

To call it the boathouse was something of a mismaroes as of course no
boats were stored there and it had been turnecamemviably picturesque
little two-bedroomed house. Its upper floor actyaltted out over the lake,
and Pagan had made this top room into a spacialredra for herself.

In one corner was a miniature study, a small destogholed amidst the
bookshelves. A portable typewriter sat amidst tfteedy chaos and bright
red filing cabinets fitted discreetly within the wkoarea. She had tried to
retain the natural stone features of the origin@tbouse, only adding
double-glazed french windows along one wall. Thés# on to the



white-painted balcony which had already been aufeadf the [ original
Edwardian building, and as they faced east | olerlake, they afforded
spectacular views of the | rising sun between BRigg and Long Fell.
There was a spare room at the back, on the lare &d any visiting
friends, and an attractive mirrored bathroom | wathshower cubicle
between the two rooms.

The corresponding accommodation below consistech afomfortable
kitchen-dining room, utility room and L-shaped figiroom, so that once
again fullest advantage could be taken of the slideviews across the lake
to the mountains beyond.

Pagan had taken her time over the furnishings, gbeinused to the
practicalities of home-making, but Faynia had shdwen where the most
stylish furnishing fabrics were to be bought angetber with the bits and
pieces bequeathed to her from her uncle's manpgéiips abroad she had
been able to take her time over the winter monthenathe sailing school
was closed in making the place as attractive asilples

Unknown to anyone else, now that she had a baseviaich to work, her
thoughts had begun to stray in quite another doecFaynia had hit on it
yesterday when she jokingly mentioned the Atladtcht Race. Little did
she know how many evenings Pagan would sit upaateer work-bench
upstairs, poring over navigation manuals, lear@hghe could about the
race from the accounts written up by successfuligg@ants of previous
years.

Sometimes she thought Faynia was right. She was Inads a crazy idea.
Other times she felt the excitement of it fill hehole being so that she
knew she would never forgive herself if she didhteast have a shot at it.

Finance was the big bugbear, she well knew, andhsldestarted on a
campaign to find sponsorship for her attempt. $¢hfare had been several
polite refusals, but recently she had been askedii® more detailed
information other than that contained in her preliany letters of enquiry,
and she hoped it would only be a question of tirne hefore someone
finally said yes.



She knew her uncle would have approved, as theytiad talked about it
together before his death. He had made the stofides own sailing
exploits come vibrantly alive and Pagan knew shd haen entirely
seduced by the siren song of his yarns.

Somehow it hadn't seemed so crazy when he haddiigenit only seemed
so now when she drove into Kendal or Ambleside ¢otle weekly

shopping and saw all the local townspeople goirayatheir daily business
in such a settled, timeless sort of way. Year bwryeyeneration by
generation even, nothing much seemed to changeshendften thought of
John and his family with a curious, incredulousiiaation.

Wanderlust seemed to be a feeling entirely alierhito nature. Pagan
thought often about that. Needless to say, sheneadr mentioned the
Transatlantic Race to him.

Now she shrugged briskly into her reefer jacketpseha navy blue
headscarf with a scarlet pattern round the edganusase the wind really
blew up, and made for the outdoors.

Just before leaving she looked round once witlsfsattion. Itwasgood to
have a place of one's own. Full of the warmth of-lveing, she locked the
door and pocketed the key. But it was towards thend of the wind
stiffening the sails and making the halyards ctag&inst the masts that her
steps were ineluctably leading her.

The morning passed swiftly. But for some reasorfshstrangely deflated.
Not that everything hadn't gone well enough.

Jan had had a slight problem but a minor one withai her pupils, but then
there was always some fourteen-year-old boy whoghbhe knew it all—a
fledgling man testing his wings for a lifetime afling the roost, thought
Pagan ironically. She sighed and gave a last glalucey the beach.



Tim and Jan were wheeling their bikes towards #mel| Tim gave her a
cheery thumbs-up sign and she waved back to irelibatt she would see
them tomorrow.

She had half promised to meet John and some ofribigds in a hotel
further down the lake later on. Faynia was comiog, tbeing between
boy-friends, and she was talking about a pub whatthjust been re-opened
with a new restaurant and dance band.

If I can drag myself out tonight there promisedéoa pleasant time ahead,
Pagan thought, with illogical gloom.

She shook herself. She wasn't a fool and she kinewause for her present
despondency. She mocked herself for being so tpill# joking enquiry
about sailing lessons was just that, a joke. Aredlsd been stupid enough
to take him seriously!

She began to walk back up the shingle. It was a golo he hadn't shown
up, for all the boats were fully booked. And shelda't imagine a great
hulking giant like that spending the day squashed little dinghy with
three or four other people. He'd be the type tehhe boat over as soon as
set foot in it, she thought, wheeling her bike todgathe lane.

She turned round to have one last look at the moptelake, then her eyes
widened. A hand seemed to take hold of her insteheesvhere around the
heart and give it a slow squeeze.

She watched the red, white and blue triangle, lghkiery small in the

distance, edge bit by bit round the headland froenfar end of the lake. It
was coming on a broad reach and making good pregoesards the small

island in the middle. Pagan watched as it tacke#t bad forth towards the
shore. It was difficult to see who was sailingoitif there was no doubt that
they were now sailing as close to the wind as ttayld. She watched,
hardly breathing, till the bright fair hair and bz limbs left no doubt as to
the identity of the man standing aboard. Thereatbel no two like that.



Pagan rested her bike against a tree and walkedysfiown to the water's
edge. There was no doubt about it now, he was itklfirheading for the
landing stage. She waited with tightly clencheddsan

Soon he was within hailing distance. The next naraustrong wind brought
his board scraping up in a welter of loose sailathe shingle.

'Permission to land, ma'am?' he asked before stgmawn.
'If | said no would you go back out again?' shesddilrily.

'Do you want to try me?' He paused, balancing pitictised ease on the
beached sailboard.

Pagan thrust both hands into the pockets of héemgacket and regarded
him with an amused look. The wind trailed its firggsinuously through her
tangle of chestnut hair and she wondered if hedchahr the sound of her
heart beating as loudly as she herself.

He let the mast drop .down, half in and half outhef water, leaving it there
as he strode athletically over the shingle towaseets

Pagan tried to school her features into an indiffermask, afraid that he
might notice her sudden urge to smile. But whendirew level he was
smiling too.

'l hope you're not going to tick me off for missing sailing lesson this
morning?' he began.

'Oh, it's all right—I'll just charge it to your amaent,’ she replied
nonchalantly. 'l expect you overslept.'

'Yes. It's some night-life you've got around hdrdidn't get to bed until
ten-thirty!

He was standing needlessly close, so it seemedPagdn edged away a
little. She had momentarily forgotten just how ta# was and also how
indecently fit he seemed.



'You've relaxed your vendetta against trespastde¥s?’ he teased, his lean
face crinkling attractively into a smile.

‘Trespassers? Don't talk to me about trespasbarst out Pagan before she
could stop herself. ' They and | are on one side'l#d a sudden urge to tell
him about her worries of the previous day and ittke triumph with the
barbed wire. His raised eyebrows seemed to bewatation, so she added,
'I'm afraid I'm going to be trespassing in ordegéd back home tonight. The
fascist who's just bought the property overthesie¢ nodded towards the
Manor, 'happens to own our right of access. Hethadheek to try to fence
the lane off yesterday, so we had to creep oueatl @f night to do a little
vandalism. That'll show him!" she grinned. 'So welt trespassers now.'

'He had it fenced off?' He looked puzzled.
She shrugged. 'Marvellous, isn't it? The thingsespeople will do!

He seemed thoughtful for a moment, but the bromeeels of his face told
her nothing.

'l was jolly mad when | found out,' Pagan went on.

'l can see that," he replied solemnly. 'Have ymad tio tell him how you feel
about all this?'

Pagan threw her head back with a scornful laugbu "Whust be joking!
What do you think a man like that is going to saynte? | mean, he's
absolutely loaded!" She looked at his scruffy codvd jeans without being
able to help herself. With an effort she draggeddyes back to the man's
compelling gaze. 'He'll take one look at the sgibohool and laugh his head
off. We're just peanuts to him. | mean, what copddsibly be jn it for
someone like that? A flashy property tycoon or whiat he's supposed to
be. He'll try to give us short shrift, but he'staerly going to have a fight on
his hands if he starts his fascist strong- armdsetith me!" Her eyes shone
green with the challenge.

'What makes you think he's a property tycoon?'sked



'People talk, don't they?'
'Do they?' He hesitated. 'What else do they say?'

'‘Not much. He's keeping a low profile. He probaluyls it easier to hire
minions to do his dirty work rather than do it hatis

'Dirty work?' He looked stern.

'Like forcing my sailing school to close,’ retortedgan, bunching her fists.
'I'm sure it won't come to that." He looked firm.

'No, it jolly well won't if | have anything to doith it. But that's what he'll
try. It stands to reason, doesn't it? We'rauseto him. And from his point
of view we'll merely be a nuisance, driving dowe #gide of his property a
couple of times a day.’

'Only at weekends, though. If you tell him that--'

'‘And through the week in the summer. | run somekiyeeourses too. I'm
planning to expand those. But of course,' she sdWiF this dreadful man
starts being awkward, the whole project goes kaput.

‘Then what will you do?' he asked.

‘It won't happen—it can't. | won't let him win.'

'Perhaps he's really not as bad as you imagineb&ggu can talk him into
some sort of compromise?’

'Huh! We'll see about that. I'm not going down with a fight, whatever
happens!" Pagan declared.

‘That's the spirit,’ he agreed tonelessly. Thegdwe her a quizzical look.
'When | arrived just now | thought | stood a chanteot being given the
brush-off today. How do you rate my chances now?'



'Who knows?' She lowered her long lashes and thadet! back at him.
‘Shall I risk it?" he teased.

‘That's up to you.' Her heart pumped furiously.

‘All right. What about a meal this evening?’

‘Lovely," she smiled. 'But I'd better warn you, rtheare only deadly
expensive hotels or chicken take-aways.'

‘There must be something in between," he chided.
'Are you staying in a hotel?' she asked.

'If you can call it that,’ he laughed deprecatingiBut it wouldn't be
suitable.' His eyes slid the length of her body laack. When she caught his
eye she blushed, but he was smiling. There wasisepa

'Do you have any transport?' he asked.
She nodded, it's no good living round here witreoaar.'

‘Then meet me in town somewhere about eight? d&zide then where we
want to go, after I've asked around.’

Pagan nodded. That sounded fine. It would give deance to have a
shower and slip into something plain. Maybe she&havear trousers and a
light summer blouse. She didn't want to make thetake of looking
overdressed, and it was unlikely that they wouldybmg anywhere really
special. She looked at his cut- down denims andblilne rubber flip-flops.
He was wearing a dark blue T-shirt today, and thomgvas the sort of
cheap summer garb hundreds of men wore, on himeined to have an
indefinable something, perhaps because of theegotitrast it made with
his hair and his deep tan. It was unpretentious, gleaugh, to say the least.

'Maybe we'll go to a disco afterwards. Do you ldacing?' he asked.



Pagan nodded. To be truthful, she didn't even kiiiscos weren't exactly
John's scene and she seemed to have missed olittbat &ort of thing

together with the teenage years. Suddenly sheaselt she had a lot of
catching up to do. As if, all at once, somethinghef lost past could be
regained. Maybe she was silly going out with soneeatno had simply
sailed into her life out of the blue, but she caoltlthelp it. She didn't care
that he wasn't well off. He seemed to have suciuaa of fun about him, as
if he was the sort of person who could make angttappen just by
wanting it badly enough.

I'm falling for him, she told herself in sudden vd@n. This must be what it
is to fall in love. Her eyes were shining.

'Eight o'clock it is, then.'

They fixed a place to meet, and in a sort of drehare Pagan watched him
launch the sailboard smoothly on to the water dlosvdhimself to be borne
back along the lake.

When she got back to the boathouse the first tsimg did was to ring
Faynia. First she apologised for being unable tkamiathat evening. Then
she asked that Faynia would convey her apologiésha.

'l just can't tell him that I'm having a date wsimebody else. Not yet. | feel
too confused. | feel--' she paused, searchindforight word, 'l feel sort of
all buzzy. I've never felt like this before. It'squliar.’

'It's called infatuation, darling. Don't let me gghings, but I'd say you're
suffering from an advanced attack. You also seee @ perfect example of
retarded adolescence. Most girls go through tlaigestn their early teens.
All | can say is just watch your step.' Faynia'g&epdespite the flippancy of
her words, held a note of concern. 'He's on holidese, | suppose? A
marauding male looking for a bit of holiday fun, legs?’

'l know all that," Pagan gripped the phone tightlyn not stupid, Faynia.
And it was you who scolded me for turning my nopeatithim in the first
place. Anyway, | shan't do anything silly--'



'Only fall head over heels for a complete stranger.

'He's not acompletestranger.'

'‘No?'

'We've talked. He seems—oh, | feel as if I've kndnwn all my life.'

'Yes. | used to have that feeling too. When | wasiad about your mental
age at the moment, which I'd put generously at atveelve,” commented
Faynia drily. 'Seriously, | think you need a chaer.'

Pagan protested, 'He's &tjht!
'He may be a mass murderer on the run from thegdir all you know.'

'What? Sailing about openly on the lake?' scoffaga®. 'And anyway, he'd
need to go about in a black bag not to be recodnidée's so
distinctive-looking, so devastatingly out of thelioary. He'd never be able
to disguise himself sufficiently to be on the ruorh anywhere."What's the
name of this paragon, then?' cut in Faynia, unisgee.

Pagan paused. She heard a muttered exclamatios athier end of the line.
Faynia's voice was scathing when it came. 'Youyeak a nut case!' she
exclaimed. 'The world is full of wolves. They eiéité innocents like you for
breakfast. | think we'd better arrange to rendegveamewhere quite by
accident this evening. Get him to take you to Resothat's informal
enough for anyone. And do,' she added, 'try to dindhis name before we
meet so that you can introduce us.'



CHAPTER THREE

WHEN Pagan at last drew up in her little Renault inrttagket place, she was
a bundle of nerves.

'What if he doesn't turn up?' she thought, bitieglower lip and scanning
the front of the wine bar where they were to meet.

But she needn't have worried. Almost before shehsmbtime to turn the
key in the lock, she saw him coming out, and harth@issed half a dozen
beats at the sight of him.

He looked devastatingly masculine in close-fittinbite levis and a fine
dark wool sweater that seemed to mould itself ® torso. Over one
shoulder he carried a pale-coloured jacket lineBlurberry plaid, and when
his eyes alighted on her his tanned face brokearsimile of welcome.

As he walked with almost calculated slowness towdwer Pagan couldn't
help drinking in the way he looked.

His fair, sun-streaked hair seemed to shine witditheand good grooming
and although he was dressed so casually there nvasraistakable air of
polished masculinity about him that made her quickieer steps with
anticipation.-

Although she had told Faynia that she felt shekmaadvn him for ages there
were a million questions she needed to ask, antla smile broke across
her face as they drew level.

'l hope I'm not late--' she broke out.

'l came out just in case you felt shy at cominthare by yourself--' he began
at the same time.

They both laughed.

You're not late at all," he said softly, eying frem head to foot.



‘That was nice of you,' she replied to his firshagk. 'I've never been to a
wine bar alone before.’

They both laughed again. Then he took her by the ar

His smile had widened. 'I'm not surprised about,tha said, taking up her
last remark. 'You look devastating—as if you nelvave to go anywhere
alone.’

Before she had time to recover from a remark Il he had taken hold of
her by both elbows and drew her to him, oblivioasthie stares of the
passersby.

''ve been doing a little research since we lagtand I'm told there's a nice
little restaurant down by the lake. Shall we giva try?'

Pagan nodded, scarcely hearing what he said, laetr themping violently
at the proximity of his hard, muscled body. Briefjre remembered
Faynia's concern and their arrangement to meeeabiRs later on. She
would mention it some time. If things started td get of control.

'Do you mind driving?' he asked, bending his healder so that she could
feel the warmth of his breath brush against heekhagain she shook her
head.

Unexpectedly he remarked: '"You look very differéms evening. What
have you done?'

'Nothing much,’ she replied innocently, shuttingwith an effort the hours
she had spent agonising over what to wear and loohave her hair.
Mentally she thanked Faynia for making her buyj#ue satin dungarees
she now wore.

He looked at her through narrowed eyes for a morasnt surprised by
something about her, then abruptly he turned hendand, his arm still
around her waist, walked her back towards theWaen they reached it he
put his hand over the top of hers as she insene#édy in the lock.



'Wait a moment. Would you rather go by taxi?'
"Taxi? Here? We'd be hard put to it to find onm, dfraid.’
‘That's what | thought," he shrugged. 'l hate agou to drive.’

‘It doesn't matter,” she answered lightly. 'l siggjoyou thought you
wouldn't need your car on holiday." She openedptmsenger door and
asked casually, 'What do you usually drive?'

He was just about to get in when he stopped alyragstlif confused. He
gave her a quick assessing look. Then without neglne swung down
into the passenger seat. When Pagan got in besidaénwas making a
great show of hunting around for the seat-belt.

'It's quite straightforward," she told him drilylng the thick belt from its
coil under the seat. 'What do you usually drive@' iepeated.

He caught her glance and grimaced.
"'The usual sort of thing," he told her with a credlsmile.

'Oh, | see,’ she murmured, giving him a quizzidahge. She felt put out
by the sudden reticence in his manner, as if heheéding out on her.
Without saying anything, she started the engindmnad time they had left
the town behind and were bowling along the lakel ioathe direction he
indicated.

Some time later, after a pleasant enough meal,riPlagaed back in her
chair and regarded him with eyes which expressegtizzlement she was
beginning to feel.

Although she couldn't help noticing that his ati@mthad never strayed
from her all evening, she was also powerfully awdrgome block between
them that made conversation somehow less than $asyething unspoken
seemed to lie between them.



"You're adept at drawing people out,' she told taither mockingly. "You've
hardly told me anything about yourself, except yoaime—Leale.'

His eyes gleamed with amusement. He looked insalffgrcharming, she
thought, determined not to let her feelings swaytbe much in his favour.

‘There's not an awful lot to say about me, reatlg,murmured, taking her
hand where it lay on the tablecloth. Pagan bit ihekmpulse to speak and
he was forced to go on to fill in the lengtheninigrece with, 'I'm just an
ordinary sort of chap.' He paused again, but agfagnlet him go on.

'I'm thirty-four, mad about windsurfing, like trdygood food, good music.'
He avoided her eyes. 'That's about it.'

She withdrew her hand. It was impossible to gaulngerheaning in his
reluctance to meet her eye. There was another uoc@inle silence.

A cold hand seemed to sweep over her body. If avaean had said 'Keep
Off', surely this was it?

This time the silence lengthened. His reticence naoly served to fire her
curiosity, and, she hated to admit it, to fan faenes of suspicion.

Why was he being so secretive about himself? Whad fae trying so
painstakingly to conceal from her?

She looked him directly in the eye, but he ignotieel offer of a second
chance with a small noncommittal shrug. She watcmedvordlessly he
took out a slim, dark cheroot, and lit it from ttendle without once looking
at her.

She felt as if she had been slapped in the fadeev&ning she had been
allowed to chatter on, even telling him about hebaion to try for the
Transatlantic, and it was as if she had bareddwrte him, only to be met
now by a cold rebuff on her very first questioneSbuldn't have felt worse
if she had had a bucket of cold water thrown oer h



Of course, her thoughts raced, it could mean ong/thing. He was almost
surely married. The glaring omission in his resuimle her that clearly
enough. But then what else had she expected?

She started to get to her feet.

'Where are you going?' He put cut a hand and faneefirmly back into her
chair.

Her voice was colder than it had been formerly wéies told him, 'l said |
might call in at Renoir's later this evening.’

She said the name as if it was an old haunt of irestead of a place she had
merely heard about secondhand from Faynia.

'Renoir's?' he queried.
‘Just a club.' Pagan gave a bored shrug. 'Thexetsmd).'

'So you don't spend every night poring over logks@oHe grinned, as if
nothing was the matter. 'l thought it was too gtm8e true!" His eyes slid
teasingly over her body and came back to alightenface.

Pagan flushed with annoyance. Her honesty had romesr so deliberately
doubted before.

Rather than put him right she glared back at hitheut answering. Angry
with herself for telling him the secret dreams &laél shared with no one
else, and angry because her life didn't live upisoit was hard to have the
truth suddenly revealed to her—that this specianewg was in no way
special for him. What had Faynia called their data™it of holiday fun.

She drew herself up. Well, she'd done with reveadilh her most private
hopes and ambitions. It was pearls before swinlee Bvanted to poke and
pry into her life from now on he would have to shaome of his own
secrets with her.

'Well, what are we waiting for?' she demanded atmagely.



‘The bill, that's all." He regarded her with a sauid lift to the eyebrows as
she started to get to her feet. 'Personally | wadtitdind coming back here,’
he told her, 'so | think I'd prefer to leave aftaeing to the usual
formalities.’

Pagan blushed with annoyance and sat down again_eate caught the
waiter's eye and settled the bill. She noticed tleatused an American
Express card, and what was more she let him nshie&l seen it. But she
didn't say anything, merely turning her head whHensaw he had observed
the direction of her glance.

'l travel a lot," he told her laconically, sittifigick in his chair and to her
annoyance making no effort to leave now that ngthvas keeping them.

'Really?’ she asked in as bored a tone as she owmster. She bit back the
words on the end of her tongue. Hell, what didatter what his job was, or
whether he was just a bum moving on from town tentoor whether he
travelled with his wife, or whoever? Give him hiseqd she thought bitterly,
he hasn't actually tried anything on. He'd admittedwas lonely for
company. They were simply having a quiet meal togietJust because he
was so gorgeous and looked at her in that lazgjrigavay that sent her
body into a glow of desire, here she was building thing into the
beginnings of a passionate affair.

As Faynia had so neatly put it. she was a primengia of retarded
adolescence. Anyone else would have seen throwggphhaney charm at
once. It was a good job he wouldn't be around l@aideast she wasn't
going to have time to get her fingers burnt.

'l thought you wanted to go?' The words cut intotheughts.
"You're right." She rose abruptly to her feet. &agHe stood up and moved
swiftly to her side, taking her by the arm withanof concern that almost

had her convinced. 'Are you angry about something?'

‘Not at all," she replied coolly. 'What on eartlvéhdto be angry about? It
was quite a pleasant meal.' Her gaze met his withiaking.



A shadow momentarily crossed his face. Then his gni her arm relaxed.

'l don't know why you're in such a hurry all oftadden. But if you want to,
we'll go.'

When they were back in the car Leale casually puténd along the back of
her seat. 'Pagan--' he turned to her and she sealthe outlines of-his face
in the dark, illumined only by the coloured ligintaind the car park. He was
looking at her without speaking and she felt a tretike little charges of
electricity flicker up and down her spine.

He's going to kiss me now, she thought. Restivaly mioved her head.
They were so cramped in her little car, it was @giogs sitting in such close
proximity to such a man. She could feel the sofoof his sweater
touching her bare neck and imperceptibly she becanage that he was
beginning to draw her slowly towards him.

'‘No!" she blurted, punching at his broad chest vaitth hands. 'l don't
want--' But his hand was gently circling the batker neck and she felt him
drawing her closer to him again. Just when sheghbhis full sensuous lips
were about to come irresistibly down on her owast hen she thought she
was going to be well and truly kissed if that wdsatnvhe wanted, he paused,
and she felt him draw back slightly. His eyes seadicher face for some sign
of response.

'Is that no-no, or no-yes?' he asked quietly.

The irresistible momentum of his slow approach halged for a moment.
She made the most of it to retort, much againstwily 'lt's no-no, of
course. | don't play games.’

With a mixture of relief and disappointment she fes grip slacken. 'I'm
sorry.'

Could she believe her ears? He was actually apfagi Did such men
exist? She looked at him out of the corners oféyas. He looked quite
genuinely sorry. She felt confused. Now she want&tiing more than to



feel the soft power of his lips on hers. Then sfraembered his reticence
all evening and reluctantly she put the key inmitinition.

It isn't far to Renoir's,’ she told him in a smahoky, matter-of-fact voice.

He didn't reply, and she had to drive the threfoor miles back along the
lake road without a word being exchanged betweemth

When they went down the steps into the basemernhbeg was no sign of
Faynia and the rest of the crowd, and after a drinkhich neither of them
seemed to be able to find anything to say Lealedler if she would like
to dance.

'I'm feeling rather tired,” she told him mendaclguwith an already
prepared excuse. 'l think I'd like to go home now.'

Without a word of comment he wrapped her jackendober shoulders,
and they were on the point of coming out into tineet when Pagan almost
cannoned into someone.

'Pagan! So you did manage to make it after alihIpleased expression
changed at once as Leale came out of the club d#dt@nand put an arm
protectively around her waist.

Pagan felt his grip tighten when he realised theckhhaired boy was
addressing her. She looked from one to the other.

‘This is a surprise, John. And what bad timing—#uready had enough of
this evening and I'm just on my way home."' Thinkgugckly, she turned to
Leale. 'Thank you for the drink and so on," shd tom coolly. 'See you
around some time, perhaps. Goodbye.'

Then with a toss of her head she turned on herdreklswinging her car
keys from their ring, she made her way as noncha#lshe knew how,
across the park to the Renault, leaving both memd&tg on the pavement.

As she gunned the car, she was in time to see detdeh himself from the
group outside the club and make as if to come adies park towards her.



But she put her foot hard down on the acceleratdrveas out through the
gates and swinging into the main road before hédaget near enough to do
anything about it.

She had the glum satisfaction of seeing him gaaftey her as she sped off
down the road.

It was the shrilling of the telephone beside het &ied not the alarm set for
seven-thirty that awoke her next morning.

She stretched out a hand and felt around for thdgiace without opening
her eyes. It must be horribly early, she thougltt) writation. The voice at
the other end was halting in its apologies. It d@, and he was obviously
talking quietly so as not to disturb anyone elséhathouse so early on a
Sunday morning.

'l couldn't sleep, Pagan. Are you all right?’

'Of course I'm all right,’ she replied, bewilder&dbit cross at being woken
up beforemy alarm. Is it as early as it seems?' She swegath have a look
at the clock. Just after seven. What on earth w&sWhat on earth are you
playing at, John? Do you realise what the time is?"

'I'm sorry, | wanted to catch you before you wemit'o

‘Nine o'clock might have done it, don't you think?'

'l couldn't sleep."

‘Youcan't sleep, no one sleeps, is that it? Oh wedhe'yawned, 'what do
you want?"

Slowly the memory of the previous night's brief @mater was seeping
back into her sleep-befuddled brain. Had she betarrto him? Yes, she
had. She was about to say she was sorry when ahgetehe was doing
some apologising himself. She listened as he went o



it was because she told me you wouldn't be comurigaball if you hadn't

made it by nine-thirty. And we all waited and whgou didn't turn up we
decided to go somewhere Faynia knew about. It walrthat marvellous,

rather noisy actually, and | wanted to come bacRenoir's. Well, really.

Pagan, to be honest, it was to see if you'd chaggadmind, but Faynia
insisted on coming back too, and she'd just squtibher arm sort of in mine
as we got to the door and then you came charginglowasn't what it

seemed, honestly. It was more of a friendly gedfuae anything else--'

'What?' Pagan tried to focus on what he was teligrg
'I'm saying we only came back to see if you weesdh

Pagan sat up. 'lt wasn't likely I'd still be thatenidnight, waiting, was it?"
she asked reasonably.

John sounded nettled. '‘But you were there," heegtpromptly. 'l feel bad
at the thought that you were waiting for me allttti@e. | can understand
why you feel mad at me. I'd just assumed you wduktil be waiting at

that time of night--'

'Hold on a minute! | thought you just said you tgbul would be there.’
Pagan smiled grimly. She didn't know what all thés about, but she didn't
mind obligingly pointing out the inconsistenciesliohn's masculine logic.
She sighed while he tried to disentangle himsemfrithe knot he'd tied
himself up in. All she wanted, now she was awak&s & nice hot cup of
black coffee.

She scrambled up on to her knees to have a lothle dake, the phone still
chattering on, resting on her shoulder.

Lovely—it was another good day for the beginnertsst nough of a
breeze, by the look of the treetops, to make @regting, but not enough to
scare them. .

She snuggled back under the duvet and when a paos=up, she said into
the phone, 'John, may | say something?' She whitdds cautious 'Yes'. It
didn't seem fair to let him labour under the appadelusion that her abrupt



greeting and sudden departure the night befordnbddnything to do with
the fact that Faynia had been clinging to his dfeavens, she hadn't even
noticed Faynia. She had been too concerned by the fach#draevening
with Leale had somehow been spoiled and that, adsté its being the
beginning of something, they were on the pointradieg whatever little
there had been.

She chose her words carefully. 'I'm not angry alaoything, John. Things
just didn't work out. It doesn't, matter. No hageelings.’

'Don't say that, please, darling," he pleadedn@$will work out for us, if
you give me just one more chance. It was a sillgtakie, that's all. You
mean such a lot to me. | realise I've been veryaldewards you, but don't
let's end it just because of a stupid misundergtgrid

Pagan couldn't say anything for a moment. Johnrealéy taking things

seriously this morning. Now he thought she didrénivo see him at all,
that she was jealous, angry and hurt about theiquewight's trivial

incident. How could she explain, and have him lelieer, that she really
hadn't given him more than a passing thought lagith He was a nice
enough boy, and she didn't want to lose his frieipdever something so
silly.

'I'm still a bit sleepy,’ she told him. 'My headlswoolly and | can't think
straight.’

'Don’t make any decision yet, darling. Let me c@né see you, and we'll
talk things over calmly and rationally.'

'Fine, fine," agreed Pagan absently. She couldjgtti much enthusiasm
into her voice, for the full memory of the previauight had come back, and
all she could see was the receding figure of a mlasblond man in white

levis framed in her rear-viewmirror. Then the images gone, swallowed
up by the night.

John was saying something about seeing her laed#ly. She told him she
was working all day. He told her to expect him wiste finished. Pagan
hadn't the energy to put him off. What did it meRtéle was all right. She



didn't object to his putting his arm round Fayni@een Faynia putting her
arm in his. It was all one to her what they botth di

She replaced the receiver with a little sigh.

Of the red, white and blue sail nothing had beesnsa&l morning. Its
absence perversely enough made Pagan feel qutidblec

Lunchtime came around and she was just aboutridheirest of the staff in
a pub lunch across the road when she heard sonvadinger name, and
looking up, she saw a figure hurrying towards lheough the trees on the
edge of the Manor's unkempt garden.

'Pagan, I'm so glad | caught up with you before hpdili

Her spirits plunged. It was only John. His hair pled as usual, and his
boyish face full of concern, he hurried acrossgtevel towards her.

When he drew level he said in everyone's hearmy'te not mad at me,
are you?'

Pagan felt her heart sink with embarrassment. asteting she wanted was
an emotional scene in full view of everyone.

'Should | be?' she asked with a little smile, hggmlaugh it off. 'Don't tell
me you've lost that library book | lent you?"

John looked puzzled and Pagan waited until everyeaee out of earshot
before she turned to him and said, 'John, reatftyblusy during the day, you
know that. I'm also very hungry and | want to haeene lunch now.'

‘That's all right,’ he told her. 'Have lunch on 'rie took her possessively by
the arm and before she could disentangle herselfyds leading her off
down the lane.

She had never seen him behaving so masterfullyjtamals only when he
turned to her that she caught the whiff of alcatohis breath.



‘John, | don't want any scenes in front of everydingouldn't look good.’

He tightened his hold on her. 'I'm not going toseaany scenes. It's that |
desperately wanted to see you.' He regarded héiouaaly as if trying to
guess her mood. 'You looked so fantastic last tligbkttold her in a low
voice. 'I've never seen you look like that befdrenade me realise how--'
he hesitated, 'how | wanted you.'

He pulled her to a stop by the edge of the shrybliare been doing some
thinking and at the time what Faynia told me didsgem to ring

true—about you not being sure whether you'd beesioR's last night. It's
not like you to suddenly change your mind abouat dThen when | saw
you with that man it made me wonder."'

'What did it make you wonder?' she asked, curi@spite herself.

'Well, whether you're as—demure as you seem to makeHe paused, and
the hesitation on his face told her that he waskthg he might have

already gone too far, but he seemed to make alevisffort and went on:

‘They tell me no girl likes a man to give her the klove treatment. And |

suppose I've always taken your "no" to mean just'th

His grip tightened and as she tried to move awgyressed her body closer
to his own. Again she smelt the slight whiff of@hol on his breath.

‘That's not just communion sherry, is it?' she aedustepping back. But he
was too quick and managed to keep his arms wragpped her, pulling her
close again.

He ignored her imputation and said instead, 'l tdmmd admitting | felt
jealous when | saw you with someone else. I'd abagught | could trust
you.'

‘Trust me? What do you mean by that? Trust met &t siome every night?
Now why should you imagine I'd do a thing like tidagan was annoyed
now. Here she was having her movements questionddd—thisboy!



'We owe each other nothing,' she told him, lookiig levelly in the eye. i
don't question you about other girl-friends andoih'tl expect you to
guestion me. As for being jealous, that's rathesxdreme reaction, isn't it?'

'‘No, Pagan, no," he told her earnestly. That'stwha trying to say.

Everything's changed. From the moment | saw youodatg there in those
satin dungarees with your hair in that sexy styld gour make-up and
everything so glamorous-looking about you | knedvbeen handling the
whole thing the wrong way.’

He pulled her face towards his and tried to plakisa on her lips. She
turned her head, but he thought she was teasingharehsed the pressure
on the back of her neck.

'Ow!" she cried, trying to push him away, but heught his lips down hard
and she felt his usually boyish kiss become hamé@ganding, quite unlike
the goodnight peck on the cheek she was used terAose up quickly
making her bite him hard on the lip. With a swétlf of her body she freed
herself and stood panting an arm’'s length away.

'‘Gosh, you're so exciting, Pagan!" John told het,at all angry. 'l never
realised before just how—how--' he paused.

'How much of a mind of her own the lady has,' broka sardonic voice
from behind them, and Pagan turned to see the heMitonzed face of
Leale split into a grin of derision as he pushed Wway through the
shrubbery.

‘Trespassing again,' said Pagan cuttingly, befereoild say another word.
She felt utterly mortified. That he should haversker in John's arms! Not
that it made much difference. He could see hehenarms of a hundred
men, and it wouldn't make any difference to thet that he was only
interested in the power of his own phoney charrhem

John looked angrily at Leale as he stepped arrbgbetween them.

'‘Now perhaps we can have a replay of that littenedast night. Although
this time you'd better stay," he told Pagan curtly.



She opened her mouth, but closed it again. Lealé¢uraed his back on her
and was looking down at John. The younger man tdééyy anything, and
neither did Leale. Nothing much seemed to happea foinute or two, but
suddenly John seemed to be walking off rather dyidkwn the lane and
Leale was turning back towards Pagan, a cold somiléis face. He took
hold of her by the waist and dragged her to him.

"You ran out on me,' he said through scarcely ddips. 'No one, but no
one has ever run out on me before.'

‘There's a first time for everything,' croaked Raggying to pull away from
him. His presence did such strange things to hdy lsbe could scarcely
trust herself to stand up.

His arms were circling her gently. 'l don't usuallg eavesdropping in
shrubberies,' he told her, 'but | couldn't helprbearing what that young
puppy was saying to you.'

"You had no right to make him go away like thdi¢ admonished weakly.

'Oh dear, did | upset him, do you think? But | diday a word!" He tried to
look apologetic, without success.

"You've no need teayanything.' Even though she knew he was putting her
on, she felt herself sinking into the circle of laisns, and all her anger
drained away. 'You're a big bully," she began tdgst. "You seem to think
‘one look from you is enough!'

She let him bring his face close to hers. 'Is@'the mocked, searching her
flushed face, with an air of what seemed like &atigon. "The first thing
he's got to learn about you is when you say nomgean it. Isn't that right?’
His lips scarcely moved when he spoke.

She felt him draw her closer still so that the kangf his body exactly
matched her own. He tilted her head back and agyes closed his lips
searched for her own, and then for a long timeetheas nothing at all but
the ecstasy of his touch.



Breathlessly they parted, only to come togetheinaigaa swooning delight
of pure pleasure.

Then he held her at arm's length. ‘It isn't onlycluyou're hungry for!" he
mocked. His frankness made her blush. 'Come diyuil you a decent
lunch at the pub to set you up for this afternodou're a hard-working
little lady," he told her with something like appabin his eyes, as he began
to walk her up the lane to the main road. '‘Busallors need food.'

Her mind swimming in confusion, Pagan allowed hinteiad her to the top
of the lane. Then she pulled back. What was shagdallowing this
self-confident, triumphantly smiling Adonis to lebdr about as if she was
his latest conquest? Her reputation would be shpidces if she allowed
him to march her into the bar in front of everybodsth his arm
proprietorially over her shoulders! There was oahe conclusion they
would come to after one look at him.

'Do you mind?' she asked, disengaging her arm fimm'l have to work
with these people.

The slight frown that showed itself on his facaltbér that he was unused
to women putting up a resistance to him. But irdt&ecrossing the road to

the bar of the Three Jolly Anglers he drew henothé direction of the pub

further down the road.

'Pity 1 haven't got a car with me," he said, witkteange little smile. 'We
could find some nice out-of-the- way little placéave we could be as
indiscreet as we pleased.’

They were passing the front of the Manor now, aada® couldn't help
noticing the car parked on the drive in front oflitwas colossal, some
foreign make she didn't recognise, and it lookey,weery fast. Evidently
the new owner had turned up at last.

Leale had just tucked her hand in his and, turtomgrds her with that lazy
smile calculated to charm the birds off the treasg], 'l guess it's confession
time right now--' when a low-slung sports car simgrgravel from beneath
white-walled tyres came to a sudden grinding hediide them.



Pagan had scarcely had time to react to the treshdear his words
provoked. Oblivious to the hooting of car horngtestraffic began to pile
up behind her, the driver's window was wound dowd a high, girlish
voice called out, 'Leale! So there you are! We'gerbsending out search
parties for you. There's an urgent message fronteGahe's nearly
climbing up the wall with rage!

Pagan felt Leale stiffen. His hand, which had beading hers, dropped to
his side.

The girl smiled up at him, then, opening the dobthe sports car, she
swung her long shapely legs, clad in sheer bladtnsyand high-heeled
spiky sandals, to the ground.

Leale's glance seemed to sweep over her and corhdédeest on the legs.

Why not? thought Pagan with a sudden painful fgdlke a knife stabbing
at her heart. They were gorgeous and so, regrgttadls the rest of her.
She was tall and vividly blonde, and her laughiygsecamelevel with
Leale's shoulder. Slowly she raised her large @danged eyes to him and
gave him an innocent look. ‘Leale," she said hyskibu're wicked!" She
gave another girlish laugh and put her hand omims 'I've had the devil's
own job to keep Carter from jumping on the firsgtit back to town. He
needs your signature. | persuaded him to wait tar lpack at the hotel.
He'll still be there, clutching his little papewshis chest. But | really think
you should have let us know where you'd be—everyaeworried.’

She gave a quickly appraising look at Pagan.dl biin you were probably
on the job,' she gave a snigger, ‘and not to wa&uyyou know what an old
maid he is. He was worried that you'd be goneHerrést of the day. | said,
| doubt that, there's nothing to distract him tattextent around here."’

She gave a trilling laugh and let her eyes wandek o the hunched figure
of Pagan standing a few yards away where Lealddfidaer. Turning back,
she gave him an up-and-down smile and her hand exkdm tighten
possessively on his arm. 'l have a feeling he wantake you back with
him.'



'Let's go, then.' Leale was all action. He was doatthe passenger door in
two strides and asking, 'Did he say what was smrtapt?’

The girl shook her head before folding herself afgty back into the
driver's seat. She gave a brief quizzical glancBagan's direction before
starting the engine.

She wasn't as old as Pagan had taken her to batifirst split-second of
sight when she had first alighted from the car. Baé was extremely
sophisticated in a sharp, polished sort of way,ainmulti-coloured
two-piece, her hair coiled in a sleek knot on tépher head. She made
Pagan, clad in jeans and sweater, feel suddenkghgaand adolescent.

Just as he was about to swing down into the passsegt, Leale stopped as
if he had suddenly remembered something. He glaacexts the top of the
car towards Pagan and said: 'This looks like amathmall emergency.' He
shrugged.

Miserably Pagan stared back at him. The girl wadently keen to get
away, because any words she might have utteredMmae been drowned
in the sound of the engine as the blonde gunnédatient to be off.

But before she could slide away Leale said, 'Hoéddminute," and began to
stride back towards Pagan.

'l don't know what's blown up. I'll be in touch—erdt worry. We'll have to
have a talk.' He bent to brush her lightly on threhead with his lips. Then,
before she could do more than stand and stareabe&mbing into the car
beside the girl and then the car was disappeasapully up the road in a
spray of gravel and loose mud.

Pagan stared after them both in disbelief. Sowlaatthat, was it?

In a confusion of feelings she paced disconsoladelpss towards the
Three Jolly Anglers.



So he'd be in touch, would he? Wonderful'! How levamuld she have to
wait? Half an hour? A day? A week? And what wassigposed to do in
the meantime—sit and dream of him?

And who was that woman? Was she his wife? His eas@ Her
sophisticated gloss was anything but wifely. Andatwvas she doing here?
Wasn't he supposed to be on holiday? Did that rttegnwere holidaying
together? Why, then, was she chasing him up topagers? And why, too,
was he always slipping away from her to come otih¢olanding?

Pagan kicked a stone along in front of her as skiked along.

He had promised a confession. She shivered. Assfm concerned, it can
wait for ever, she told herself angrily. She waarty, to be picked up and
put down at random like this. She was a human besitiga life of her own.

Damn him, she thought as she slammed into thevbardid he think he
was, sailing into her life and turning its unevehtiranquillity into such
confusion?



CHAPTER FOUR

IT was lateish the next morning when a stream ofighinthrough the big
french windows woke her up.

There was a little nub of rancour somewhere irbdek of her mind, but for
a moment she couldn't recall why it was there amel lay, warm and
content, in the sunlight for a moment or two. Thetlh an exclamation she
was throwing back the duvet and springing out af. be

No time for going over yesterday's woes. She hagetoup, don the new
Liberty print suit Faynia had lent her, and exext bharm on this man de
Laszlo.

She showered briskly, then came back into the loedrt dress. Faynia
would probably scold her if she didn't do the gustice, and she dabbed a
little gloss on her lips and cheeks and drew atsmifear of liner under her
eyes as a small concession to her. That would toage.

Besides, she excused herself, this de Laszlo wasngy-man, judging by
the car he drove. He wouldn't be interested in hidrethe wore make-up or
woad. All she had to do was to convince him shennleasiness.

With an unwonted flicker of apprehension, she raardhe facts in her
head. Really she knew she was finally dependenthisn goodwill.
Everything would hang on what type of man he wasamor charitable,
flexible or a stickler after his own rights. It wadavour she was going to
ask, and though she had made sure she was intepasipay for whatever
rights he granted her, there was still the big $img block of whether he
would feel inclined to do what she was going to. ask

It was just on ten-thirty when she swung her old&#gt round the last bend
in the long, tree-lined drive which led down, pastpaddock full of

aristocratic- looking horses, to the forecourt ld tiotel where de Laszlo
was waiting. Waiting, she thought fatalisticallyjthwher destiny in his

hands.



She walked briskly up the wide steps into the bes¢i and looked round
for reception. On the far side of what seemed rikies of echo-deadening
carpet was a tiny gilt and mahogany desk at whathas immaculate
brunette. She gave Pagan a professional smile skedaher to wait.

Uneasily Pagan perched herself on the edge dfeaditt chair and tried not
to gaze around with her mouth open.

‘Very exclusive," Faynia had pronounced through haledoeyes. And
Pagan quite saw what she meant.

It was more like an elegant country house thamangercial enterprise, and
she was almost surprised that well-dressed childeompanied by an
aproned nanny were not at play on the smooth aybbd the terrace.

Lost in reverie, she scarcely heard the arrivéihefman across the deep pile
carpet until the subdued tones of his voice brobgtback with a sudden
rush. He was about fifty, balding, dressed unexcoeptly in a dark
business suit. He carried a black leather portfohder his arm, and with
his other hand he was indicating that she shoulovichim to the lift.

In a few moments she was being ushered into whained to be a
temporary office, and she found herself sinking dam to a brown velvet
sofa as de Laszlo went behind the desk which sbwedby the window to
take out some papers from the black leather paotféls he riffled through
them she noted that he had quite an unexpectedbsaht face, almost
cherubic, and this impression was confirmed whetiftesl his eyes and
gave her a twinkling smile.

'l apologise for the delay, my dear. Mr de Lasztmivbe long now.'
Pagan's eyes widened.

As if in answer to the question there he reachedsacthe desk saying:
'‘Brangwyn's the name—I'm one of Mr de Laszlo's antants.'

The rest of his words were drowned out by the safvehat Pagan took to
be the mountain rescue helicopter flying very loverhead. A shadow



crossed the window and the noise rose to a dea&fgich for a moment,
then slackened and finally died.

Mr Brangwyn was standing at the window looking oritte lawn. He gave
a smile of satisfaction before turning back inte thbom.

'He won't be too long now,' he told her, and Pagas doubtful as to how
he could be so sure merely by looking through adewmwhich was on the
opposite side of the building to the car park.

The buzzer sounded again, cutting through her thisugnd Mr Brangwyn
looked at her. 'Here he is now.' In that phraseetheas no warning of the
shock that was to follow.

There came a few seconds pause then the dooruvesdpen and at last in
came de Lazlo himself. His presence seemed tthéllroom. Tall, blond
and broad-shouldered, he was all vibrant masculinit

Pagan gawked at the hawklike planes and contoutssobronzed face,

which were now schooled into an expression of masctoughness. An

expensive topcoat was draped casually over hisldgé®, its dark cloth

contrasting with the pale worsted of his Savile Rewt. That he ever

adorned that muscular body, its tough virilityahncealed in its expensive
apparel, in anything like a pair of bleached, coivd denim shorts and a
simple black T-shirt, there was now no evidenceldd&ed every inch the

successful businessman, polished, groomed, anddypened out, and as
hard and expensive-looking as cut diamonds.

Pagan was unaware that she had risen to her feetfef as if she was
drowning in the sheer leonine power of his appesai shudder of
something like fear shook through her body, evdarbéhe walked towards
her, his eyes jetting silver sparks of amusemehegagevident confusion.

"You?' she grated when she at last found her vélee.heart lurched and
she fought for control. Total confusion seemed #valyse her for a
moment, but before she could utter a word, Leald taned to Mr
Brangwyn and with a nod, dismissed him.



Pagan leashed in her feelings until she heard twe dlick discreetly
behind him. Then, coiled for the attack, she swomdpim.

'S0?' she spat. 'What sort of a game are you @aymr de Laszlo!

Leale laughed easily. 'l thought there were gomnbe squalls when | saw
your expression,' he told her with an infuriatingile as he advanced
towards her.

'Don't you put your hands on me!' she cried, bagkavay from his
approach until she was almost touching the walldoht know what
satisfaction you get out of all this trickery, bygu've made one very big
mistake!'

Leale laughed again, softly, so that Pagan fettiftene had been a cat she
would have spread her claws and drawn them in dest¢eace down the
side of his tanned and insufferably handsome face.

'Squalls was an understatement. It's going todrensforce ten all the way,'
he observed.

Ignoring his deep chuckle of amusement, she dengaidiell? Would you
care to explain yourself?' Her voice was hoarsa Wwity.

Leale prudently kept himself an arm's length awlagan't see why you're

so angry. You made such a lot of assumptions abeutew owner of the

Manor—and, | suspect, about me, on that first megetithat it seemed

difficult not to let it go on. | thought if I'd aminced that | was the fascist
you were in such a stew about on Saturday you wiiutdve had that meal
with me that night. Somehow or other, between iile games, there never
seemed to be an appropriate moment to tell yoarthie. Then, yesterday,

when [ finally made up my mind to come clean, | waddenly called away

to London on urgent business.'

‘London? Ha!' Pagan threw her head back scornfdilijkely story, | must
say! You seem to be just brim full of lies and swhtge. Do you honestly
expect me to believe a cock-and-bull story like?Havould have thought



you might have credited me with a little commonsserHow did you go
and get back so quickly—by helicopter?"

Leale shrugged deprecatingly, and Pagan, remengpénm roar of the

engine overhead no more than ten minutes agcerséd. Could his story be
above-board? But the recollection of how she hahlmkiped blurred her
reason. Somehow, to know that he was telling thih tabout the London
trip made matters worse.

She turned on him in a renewed fury.

‘You've really been enjoying yourself, haven't yoshe demanded
vehemently. 'What sort of man would behave like,tléading me on to
believe that you were just a sailing-bum on a sholiday?'

Her eyes flashed daggers.

'What sort of man—what sort of twisted mind— cotilohk up a trick like
that?'

It was the jumbled memory of his kisses and thelsodill-timed arrival of
the woman in the sports car which fed her rageh\Wipang of discomfort
she wondered if she too had been a party to theptiea.

'If this is the way you get your kicks, | feel spifior you!" she cried in
derision. 'Passing yourself off as someone els@l Nsuppose you're going
to keep me dangling in suspense just as you dwdesdkend, holding out the
carrot on the stick so that we don't know whethergchool can go on or
not. That's just the sort of trip to give somebdithg you a kick. Mr
Power-mad, that's you! | hope you've had your hetause from now on
it's war, and--

Pagan didn't know what she was going to threatemwaith, for at that
moment the door opened and the girl from the spantstood there, a smile
of amusement on her face.

'‘Dear me," she drawled in wide-eyed innocencesoisething the matter,
darling?’



Her words could not have been more ill-timed. Withgiving Leale chance
to utter a word of remonstrance, Pagan picked updgand strode towards
the door.

As she seemed almost about to push the other wphmaancally to one side
to get through, Leale found his voice and saidtegcalmly, ‘It's all right—
there's no problem with access to the lake. Thiedabwire incident was just
a misunderstanding by the contractors.’

Pagan turned in the doorway and gave a brittlenanegr eyes brilliant with
anger.

'Do you really expect me to accept that? I'd ratieeput of business than
depend on charity frompou! As far as I'm concerned you can boil in hell"

And she slammed the door behind her—but not witlleeitsound of the
other girl's mocking laughter ringing in her ears.

It was a sound that filled her with impotent rageawever she thought of it.

They were sitting in the back room again, Faynid sime, and there was an
open bottle of a rather pleasant wine, some palitleaBrie, olives and
French bread on a dish beside them, and from the @& usual floated the
strains of the latest hit.

It was raining and Faynia was unperturbed thatetrads slack. She had
innocently reinstated herself in her former plat®agan's circle by ringing
her up the previous evening, the day of the aadelsacle as Pagan phrased
it, and asking to meet her for a heart to heatti@shop.

After a miserable lunch with Tim and Jan the prasiday, when Pagan had
briefly sketched in the details of her meeting wilkeale de
Lazlo—cautiously omitting the latter part of thengersation when she had
declined his offer until she had had more timehiok it over—she had
gratefully told Faynia that she would call in roabdut one.



It was now one-forty-five, and Faynia was gazinghat in perplexity.
Offering Pagan the olives, which were declined, gbpped one of them
into her own mouth and ate on it meditatively.

Still angry, Pagan had told her all that had hapddnom the moment she
had first met Leale in his guise as a sailing bumil the final moment when
she had slammed her way out of his office. Sheride=st how he had
practically egged her on to tell him exactly whiae shought of her new
neighbour at the Manor.

And Faynia's eyes had darkened. 'The swine!' dbganted. 'That's really
hitting below the belt! He deserves all he getst, RRagan,’ she added
curiously, 'whatever made you let him get underryskin like this? He's

gorgeous, of course, but you must have had someigigt from the start as
to what sort of man he was?'

Pagan's face lost its anger for a moment and bevamerable.

'Oh, Faynia, | don't know. | just thought | coulaindle it." She paused. 'He's
far more experienced than me, and so damned coojust no match for
him." She frowned, it was just that there was sbimmgtabout him—his
smile. He seemed so open, so warm. It was onlyandreadful Saturday
night, when he clammed up whenever | asked himhamytpersonal, that |
realised something was wrong."'

"You should have got out then before you really youir foot in it," said
Faynia sagely.

'‘But | tried, didn't I? | did try. But he pursuedemlt was as if he was
determined to hunt me down, to trap me into sayatigthose stupid
things."But why would he do a thing like that?yRia wrinkled her brow.

'‘Because he's a cold, sadistic pig and he wasndieted to make me look
like a fool. He's enjoyed stringing me along allekend. | suppose he
expected me to grovel with apologies when he rexdtlails true identity, and
now I'm supposed to fall over myself because reetgraciously deigned to
grant me the use of his precious lane. Well, | WdPagan declared fiercely.
'l won't grovel! | hate him!"



'‘But you know you don't,' butted in Faynia in maetté&fact tones, 'so you'll
just have to tell him you're sorry and thank yowywauch. Of course,’ she
added wickedly, 'he's probably changed his minduaipou now. After all
that, he's probably nailing up the barbed wire leliindid you really tell
him he could boil in hell?'

‘That's nothing to what | felt like telling him,'uttered Pagan darkly, if that
woman hadn't come in | would have.'

'‘Ah . . .I" said Faynia enigmatically.
'‘And what's that supposed to mean?"
‘That woman?' Faynia raised her delicately arclyethrows.

'His girl-friend or secretary, | don't know what eshs.... She's a
bitch—practically crawling all over him, with heitlg baby voice!

'Watch yourself, Pagan," admonished Faynia. 'Are taking about a
business wrangle or an affair of the heart?'

'Heart? You must be mad! It's that | don't likengemade an utter fool of at
any time, and certainly not in front of some stugid who can do nothing
better than claw at his arms with her horrible letarvails and simper "Is
anything the matter, darling?" in that stupid voitenakes me see red! All |
can say is, they deserve each other. What | wantiado put as much
distance between me and them as possible, andme#@ns moving the
school lock, stock and barrel, I will"'

Faynia murmured something soothing and refilledaRagwine glass.

'l recommend the Brie,' she said, cutting off tWoes. 'Here, try it.'
Without tasting it Pagan popped a piece in her mout

'‘Now," said Faynia briskly, 'let's forget Mr de kbsfor a moment, we'll

solve that little problem later. Let's turn to neastnearer home. | asked you
here because I've something to say to you." Sheexbé¢o take a deep



breath. 'John visited me on Sunday, at about the {fou were playing
castaways with that blond brute, and he was notJtfen I've grown
accustomed to. He waslistraught, poor love, and looking quite
disheveled—and, Pagan, he seems to have fillediausulittle blank in

your weekend saga.’

Pagan looked at her dully. John? It seemed aeansiage she'd given him
more than a passing thought.

'If it's about Saturday night," she brought herselfay, 'then it's quite all
right by me if you want to put your arm in his onatever he was having his
guilt feelings about. . . .

‘That's very generous, but it wasn't what was wogyhim—at least, not
entirely. Apparently you had a somewhat ill-fatiidd encounter in the lane
on Sunday, and he's utterly devastated that the db\a lifetime has been
smashed underfoot, first by his own apparent |datyoamism, which he
thinks may have given you only a lukewarm impressibhis capabilities,
and secondly, by the brutality of your Mr de LasZlell me,’' Faynia leaned
forward with interest, 'did they actually come toves?'

'No," replied Pagan irritably, not caring whethlee slisappointed Faynia or
not. 'Nothing of the sort. Leale simply looked ahh

'‘Looked?"You know the way men are. He just look&dd then John
walked away.'

'Is that all?’
‘I'm sorry it wasn't more exciting.'

Faynia shrugged. 'No doubt you did your best' shus@d. 'Men never cease
to astonish me. They're all so instinctual, arbey?’

Faynia smiled complacently. 'If only they had thibttety and logic of
women, thatindtheir instinctive brute strength, they'd be invinhe!"



'‘Aren't they?' grimaced Pagan morosely. 'Leale dszlo seems to be
winning hands down at the moment!'

‘That's only because you've let him get under g&ur. You've allowed his
undoubted physical attractions to make you loset sifjyour aims. It seems
to me you've got everything going for you at thenmeat. You've got John
on the verge of either suicide or a marriage prah@nd you've got the
agreement of de Laszlo to exactly what you wanted--

'Except that | don't want John, dead or alive, lasah't accept Leale's offer.’

'Silly pride,’ returned Faynia. it's not going tarhyou to say sorry. And as
for John—do you really mean that?"

'Oh, how do | know?' Pagan was exasperated. 'Hpst know. | like him
well enough. But how do | know anything?"

'Well," said Faynia, 'l rather wish you'd make wpiymind. For my sake as
much as for his.'

'What do you mean?' Pagan's mouth opened.

Faynia grinned sheepishly. 'Perhaps it's my materséinct coming out, or
perhaps it's something else. It's just that heddado sweet last night--'

"You saw him last night as well?'

'He practically forced his way into the house, tekahand rambled on about
you for hours.' Faynia leaned back in her chairstretched. 'He's got very
nice eyes. I've never noticed that before.'’

'His family's loaded too," rejoined Pagan cynically

Faynia shrugged. 'That helps of course. But | wotlghove in on him if |
thought you were still involved. Sisterhood andtladit.’

Pagan took a deep breath, 'If you want him, yowelHam. I'm giving up
men—they're either fools or pigs. I'm going to detk myself to work from



now on.' She stood up. "You're right, Faynia. l&tdnim make me lose sight
of my aims. It won't happen again. From now ondmng to be as cool as
any man and I'm going to use a bit of that subtle#yre supposed to have.
No man, but no man, gets the better of me!'

"Your first task must be to tell John your decisi@aid Faynia. 'To let him
off the hook.'

'So he's free to take some other bait?'

Faynia laughed delightedly and without shame. 'Meiet tonight at
Renoir's. I'll be there too—to pick up the pieces!

Pagan left the boutique with a lighter heart, fanatever her faults, Faynia
seemed to have the knack of putting things into @emmanageable
perspective. If to outsiders she sometimes seemdxuk tsomething of a
cynical little gold-digger her schemes were nevalicious, and she never
tried to conceal that what she was after was adngshwvith a pocket deep
enough to satisfy all her material needs. She waserse to hard work
herself either, and her little business was evideot this, so that she
herself, beautiful, talented and sophisticated, &&at to offer in return.

None of this, however, solved the problem of Lekdd aszlo.

The thought of going to him, grovelling at his fett say she was sorry,
stuck in Pagan's mind, but she could see no wggttihg round it. Besides,
what if Faynia was right and on the evidence of behaviour he had
decided that she was unsuitable to run a businesghat was legally his
land?

She could imagine the sadistic pleasure on his fh@nd when she
managed to pluck up enough courage to go to hinmbagdis forgiveness,
when he told her he had changed his mind. Sherpittine whole scene in
vivid colours, complete with the female companidrih@ scarlet lips and
nails, and she shuddered. It might be cowardicetHare was no way she
was going to lay herself open to undergo a scéeelhat.



Leak's cool blond toughness when she had met hitheiroffice told her
clearly enough that he could annihilate her if ielsose. She might be able
to put herself together again afterwards, but adiesmce for such a
showdown was not a prospect she relished.

A letter would be the easiest way out. She couldverything be conducted
coolly and efficiently by her solicitor—at leashescould do, if that solicitor
wasn't, if Faynia was to be believed, rather irelanth her. To enlist his aid
was somehow just not on.

Pagan had told Faynia she was going to dedicaseli¢o work from now
on, and she was as good as her word. She setafjlgtback home and
settled down at her desk for some serious lett@ragr

A couple of potential sponsors had shown someeasteand she wrote back
outlining in more detail her requirements for thackit Race, signing off in
such a way that it was open for them to fix a nmggein the near future if
they were still interested.

The next few days were taken up with the paper-wasgociated with
running the school. There were adverts to placiénsailing magazines,
bookings to jigsaw into place, accommodation todixd a hundred and one
other things to be seen to.

On top of all that, Tim turned up pale-faced forrkvone morning minus
Jan. He had bad news. Jan had collapsed the psesi@ming at home and
the doctor had advised total rest for a few days.

Pagan paid a visit to Jan each morning, but whgafPauggested getting a
replacement for the next weekend course, wan-foaagh she was, Jan
was adamant that she was going to be back on éewédl before then. Tim
was teaching at the nearby comprehensive eacltaddyRagan got into the
habit of taking some lunch in to share with hewdis on the third day that
Jan evidently decided to broach the question ofitie of way.

Pagan had been dreading this, because it seemtedotmatter how she
explained things there was no way in which shedcoime out of it in a
good light. She knew she had been wrong-footeddatd_de Laszlo from



the first and she knew that, sympathetic thougharahTim would be, it
would sow the seeds of a suspicion that she wiakysort of employer for
whom to give up the steady salary from teachingvbich the couple at
present relied.

Yet she needed Tim and to a lesser extent Jamslnet only reassuring to
feel that there was someone to whom she couldté#lkhe details of future
planning for the school's development, it was atssential to have
someone reliable who could be trusted to run thprgperly while she was
away.

The Transatlantic was no idle dream. Her brush Wwehle de Laszlo had
shaken her self-esteem and made her more deternairgdve, if only to
herself, that she'd got what it takes. Call it pridgotism, she knew it was
more than that. It was also something to do withuinele, a way of keeping
faith with him, repaying him perhaps for lookingeafher all those years,
for confirming the faith in her he evidenced bywieg the school to her.

Quite simply, it was something she had to do.

But the challenge would be that much more diffitaltmeet if she couldn't
rely on the fact that everything at home was rugrsmoothly.

She told Jan again, not altogether untruthfullgf treale de Laszlo had said
there was no problem with their right of way.

'It's simply a question of carrying on as we asbg hedged, 'l expect
eventually we'll have it all nicely tied up in ldgargon.’

Jan gave her a shrewd look. 'You don't seem topyhapout it, Pagan. Are
there problems we should know about?'

Pagan coloured guiltily and turned her head, it& fhat de Laszlo is a
tricky customer,' she said, picking up some crufna® the tablecloth and
throwing them out of the open doors on to Tim'srigly paved patio with
its stone chimneypots of bright flowers. She liftegl green eyes with an
embarrassed frown. 'l suppose you must have heardthing about him by
now?' she asked.



Jan shook her head. 'News filters through, butd@hing pretty much out of
things, being confined here for the time being. Yéhae like?'

"You met him,' replied Pagan, smiling at the bonelisthe was about to
drop despite herself.

'l have? When? Where?'
'He was the chap who took over from you on Sundi@yreoon.’

Jan's mouth dropped. 'Did you know it was Leald aszlo at the time? |
seem to remember you were quite offhand with Hiar glance at Pagan's
expression told her all she needed to know. 'WaE exploded, what a
devil of a trick to pull! I bet you were cross whgou found out!'

'‘Cross isn't in it,' retorted Pagan with a flickéthe old anger.

'Still," went on Jan cheerfully, 'at least he'sisgs, so no harm done. He
must be one of those modest millionaires we're ywaading about.’

'What?' Pagan's exclamation might have come fraohnion that Leale
was a millionaire, something which she might havesged but hadn't till
that moment allowed to cross her mind, but it waseiality due to Jan's
ascription of modesty to such a man.

"You must be joking!" she told her. 'There isnpaticle of modesty or
humility in him. He's the most arrogant, conceipealson I've ever had the
misfortune to meet!

'Oh dear, murmured Jan, giving her a sidelong,ldaaoesn't augur well to
get on the wrong side of one's neighbours.’

'Fortunately,’ Pagan retorted to that, 'I'm tolpheof his accountants, I'll
have you know, that he never stays in one placedoy long. So | doubt
that we'll be seeing Mr Property-tycoon Laszlo veitgn at all.'

She left shortly after this.



Earlier, the personal secretary of the promotioasager of one of the firms
she had been canvassing had rung to make an ameointPagan was
gratified that they had been so quick off the mark.

John hadn't taken her seriously when she had takedt her renewed
dedication to her career, and now Jan, at lunch;tinad given a small
secret smile when she had said much the same tbinger. It was
infuriating! But tomorrow she would convince theoprotions manager to
sponsor her race attempt, and that was all thatenealt

The phone was ringing as she got in and she hdddio to answer it. It was
a woman's voice asking for Ms Pagan Eliot. 'Spegkireplied Pagan,
quickly coming to the conclusion that it must be @i the other firms she
had written to, then a deep masculine voice wadrm@wut clearly, and the
familiar tones left her in no doubt who was on dfleer end of the line.

She gripped the receiver till her knuckles showditevin a battle not to
slam it down at once. It was a full moment befdre sould focus on what
he was saying.

'—in the meantime I'd like you to have a look a thnaft I've drawn up. If it
meets with your approval we'll get it drawn up prdp, then all you need to
do is sign it--'

'Wait a minute,' she began weakly.

'Yes?'

Pagan paused. No, she was damned if she was goagkthim to repeat
what he'd just said as if she'd been expectinfusak as if she expected to
be punished for her behaviour. She was in the-rgtad been all along.
And the fact that he was having legal document&/dngp was tantamount
to a confession of his own guilty behaviour inthlk.

'Nothing,' she said.

There was a pause from the other end.



'It's just that you seem to have got the solicitorenove quite surprisingly
quickly.' Her voice was cool.

Was it her imagination, or was there a note ofghsentment in his voice?
'It's quite a simple procedure,’ he told her, thvth a hint of steel coming
into his tones, 'I'm glad to find that you seenh&ve changed your mind
about going out of business. It'll be useful todhavLaser handy whenever |
need one.’'

His cool took her breath away.

'I'm afraid | only hire them out to bone fide p&pikhe told him primly.
'Perhaps in that case | could book in for a coafdessons?"

'I'm sure there's nothing | can teaau' she said as rudely as she knew how.

Leale laughed pleasantly. 'l wouldn't say that. dime you have plenty of
tricks up your sleeve.'

Pagan almost ground her teeth with rage, but heewsas calm when she
asked when she could expect to see the draft agréem

A change of subject was better than getting intottzer verbal game of
tennis when who knew what she might find herselirgato him.

'I'm glad you asked about that," he told her. 'Bgshyou would drop in
tomorrow morning?’

It was more a statement than a request, and shpleased to have a ready
excuse on her lips.

"I'm afraid that's out of the question. | have epengagement,’ she told
him smoothly.

"Then what about lunch?"



'‘No, I-I couldn't do that," she floundered, takdéraek by the speed of his
response.

'One o'clock would suit me very well. Here in theteéd, of course.
Goodbye." And before she could bring a croak otgstoto her lips he had
rung off.

'Well, of all the--' Pagan gazed, speechless,apkione as if expecting it to
burst into flames, and she had to fight not to pickp and hurl it at the far
wall.

Instead she lunged for the telephone directoryrdfteld through until she
came to the list of hotels in the yellow pageshat back. It would be a
minute's job to cancel the arrangement. And, sadrming voice, it would
be a minute's job to trample underfoot the olivanich Leale was holding
out to her. For the good of the school she wouletha knuckle under to his
arrogant, high-handed ways.

She let the phone directory slide from her grasps ©nce, for this one last
time, she would have to go along with what he wante



CHAPTER FIVE

THE suit was fine wool with a Liberty print border raithe hem of the skirt
in black, ivory, tan and cinnamon. There was a hiatgcfringed shawl in
the same colours. Pagan's chestnut hair was poméab of her head, and
as a concession to Faynia she had smoothed otleaelte-shadow and
blusher. With ten minutes or so before she needftshe inspected herself
critically in the long mirror in her bedroom.

Faynia was right, the suit was her. Perhaps sha'i&sphisticated in the
hard, glossy way of Leale de Laszlo's mistressshatwas groomed, well
turned out, competent-looking.

Was she also, she wondered, with a little tightgrfieeling inside her
stomach, the word he had used— stunning?

Mentally she kicked herself. What was she doingngaabout the way she
looked for him? And wasn't all this bother about hppearance for him
too? She didn't need to try to project any kind gdmour for her
appointment with the representative from the corgpamo might be
willing to sponsor her. In fact, it would probalidg a disadvantage to look
too feminine. She wanted them to be convinced ofafdity to tackle a
tough assignment, and a too consciously feminipea@nce would only
confirm a prejudice that she would be unsuitabtestomething as tough as
the Transatlantic.

She sighed. It was too late now to take down herdrad start again. She
would simply have to convince them of her toughmegs from the start.

She was in a fury when she drove out of the cak,gaut it was no good
driving in that state of mind, she told herself.

Mr Wilson, the promotions man, had turned out to&short-legged,
balding clone of Frank Sinatra—at least, if hispea and his loosely
knotted tie were anything to go by—and all she'tfgam the encounter



was in invitation to dinner and the information ttl@asuitable craft was
available, if someone, not them, could raise théngsprice.

Pagan had declined the former and was dismayekebiatter.

With a superhuman effort she forced herself to cdéwn. Ahead of her

was yet another arrogant male with a one-track raimtla load of problems
for her. She put her foot down so that she was ngpfist enough to have to
focus all her concentration on the road ahead.

Owing to the delay caused by Wilson, she was twamtyutes late for her
lunch date, and when she swung the battered olduRento the forecourt
car park the tall blond shape of Leale de Laszle visible through the open
door inside the vestibule.

Pagan hadn't even had time to switch off the enggfere he was loping, all
tanned vigorous muscle, down the half-dozen steps the porch, and by
the time she was swinging her nylon-clad legs ¢ogitound he was already
holding open her car door.

She was irritated by such condescending male aiterdas if she was a
fragile doll incapable of opening her car door ded! She began to regret
the suit and the soft-fringed shawl and her h#éeglsand sophisticated, on
top of her head. To compensate for it she edgeddhniskly away from the
door and slammed it sportily behind her beforeingriowards him, legs
slightly straddled like a tennis player waiting feturn of serve.

But it was she who played the first shot. 'l havemich time,’ she told him
without greeting. 'Can we get this damned thingnetystraight away?' .
Leak's expression didn't alter when he replied ghipo| thought it would
be more civilised to discuss it over a meal. I'ad Bomething laid on in my
suite for us.'

'Discuss it? There's nothing to discuss, is theste®@replied rudely.

'l think you need to give yourself time to read simeall print.’

'l intend to. But | don't think it need include @ah.'



'It's too late to cancel it now,' he told her.

‘Then you'll just have to eat it all yourself," Bagetorted. Impatiently she
added, because they hadn't moved from beside héCea we go in?"

Leale didn't move. 'l think we should come to s@mt of consensus on the
qguestion of lunch before going inside. We can bnaith greater discretion
out here.'

'I've no intention of brawling with you, either ide or out. | simply reserve
my right to eat when and with whom | please!" Slaeegl at him, braced for
a fight.

Still he didn't move, merely regarding her levellyth those strange,
sharply glittering pale eyes which seemed to be abpierce right through
her.

She felt her neck stiffen and she tossed her heild & show of
nonchalance. 'Well?'

'l respect that right,’ Leale told her equablyradtéong pause. 'And I'm sure
you won't mind, then, if | choose to eat while &kt My time is short and
| may not have another opportunity until this eweni

He turned abruptly and walked away without more, adothat she had to
run to keep up with him.

They approached the hotel entrance without anetbett being exchanged,
but just before pushing the heavy carved door higthand Leale turned, so
suddenly that Pagan almost collided with him. Ate@he put out a hand to
steady her, but she sidestepped nimbly and stadihig up at him with the
light of battle still shining in her eyes.

'l take it that is your last word on lunch?' heexkKetting his hand drop.

She nodded. 'Of course. I'm very busy. I've alrehdg to waste the
morning in fruitless talk, and | don't intend tostathe afternoon as well.



Besides,' she shot a look at him, 'l can't wageball this junk off and put
on something comfortable again.’

She pulled at her shawl deprecatingly. Most menlevati once have told
her how marvellous she looked, but Leale merelkéooher up and down
as if he could quite see what she meant.

Unaccountably she felt piqued. 'Huh," she thougbt,up to the standard of
his girl-friend, all paint and glamour!" And sheoglered inside, trying to
school her features into a mask of bored indiffeeen

‘Take your shoes off when we get up stairs if yieet are killing you," he
threw back insultingly over his shoulder as he pdsbn into the entrance
hall.

His comment was calculated to make her feel likag#ing, crippled char.
And when he disappeared inside, leaving her t@folbehind and wrestle
with the heavy wooden door by herself, she wasnsditpleased.

Briskly, as if taking her plea of haste to heas, lbd her up a thickly
carpeted side staircase to his suite. They wentugir some double doors
and she found herself in what were obviously his @&rsonal quarters.
With the memory of her brush with Mr Wilson stitegh in her mind she
hovered warily just by the doorway.

'‘Come in,’ Leale called from a table by the windtido you think I'm going
to eat you? You can at least sit down.'

He indicated a chesterfield by the fireplace, lhhmself took a seat at the
table which was already laid for lunch by the windéle poured a glass of
sherry, but Pagan shook her head. Before sheinadadisay anything else a
door at the far end of the room opened and a waitereled a trolley into
the room. It was heavy with silver casseroles.

'I'm afraid only one of us is eating,' Leale tdhe tvaiter without even the
flicker of a glance in Pagan's direction to sex the sight and smell of food
she had changed her mind.



'Very good, sir,' replied the waiter blandly. Inrece he had removed the
place setting laid opposite Leale. 'Would the yolsdy like anything?
Coffee, perhaps?' asked the waiter with a glanterrdirection.

‘No, thank you,' Pagan spoke up at once. 'I'm tepshortly.'

The waiter inclined his head, then he was deftiypireg Leak's plate with
an array of succulent-smelling food.

Pagan's mouth began to water, but she fixed her spécally on the large
ceramic pot in the fireplace with its artfully angged dried grasses and wild
flowers and tried not to remember the skimpy brasikéhe had eaten that
morning.

Without further preamble Leale began to eat as smihe waiter left.
Pagan tapped her foot impatiently on the floor @asutes passed and he
gave no sign of obtaining the agreement for heigdo.

After a while she stole a glance at him. He wasngaslowly and with
obvious relish and as she watched he took a sipre. For an instant their
eyes met, then he let his glance slide casuallydatiberately back to his
plate.

Pagan shifted in her seat. Her patience was ah@nBait she dared not get
on the wrong side of this man just yet, for he dedasily smash her newly
risen hopes if he so chose. Fortunately he spogie fi

'This is delicious," he murmured, 'you should hihad some."

Pagan compressed her lips into a thin line of aanog. 'Shall | have much
longer to wait?' she demanded. 'Why the delay?"

'l expect they're getting round to it," he repheth infuriating indifference.
He seemed oblivious to the fact that she was begirto fume.

'Would you mind telling them I'm in rather a hurrgie demanded rudely.



'l expect they're doing their best,’ he stonewallgds lunch-time, you

know.' His tone was reproving and he added a stighlke with a raising of

the eyebrows as if to say surely she didn't expegtloyees of his to go
without lunch just because some unimportant giineed to be in a hurry. It
was obvious, Pagan fumed inwardly, that he thodmgnttime was less
important than his own. Perhaps it was in termsash earned, but that
didn't say anything about its value. Time was dsalde a commodity to

her as it apparently was to him.

She stood up. 'Perhaps when they've managed tbtggether you would
kindly send me a copy through the post? If it'sight I'll sign it and putitin
the post back again to you?' She picked up her bag.

Leale finished chewing before turning towards ki raised his eyebrows.
'Oh, | don't think that would do," he told her ldan it seems you don't
appreciate just how complicated these matters beanme they're all tied
up in legal jargon. I'd like to go over it paragndyy paragraph with you, just
so | know you understand what you're putting yagnature to. If you're

really in so much of a hurry | can't keep you hefe;ourse, but if you go
now it will only mean that you'll have to come batkne other day, and I'd
have thought you wouldn't really want to do that.’

"You'd think right!" she retorted, unable to coridesx anger. 'Nor do | want
to sit here and watch you eat. | can go to thefaothat!" Her colour had
risen and she clenched her fists.

'What do you suggest, then?' asked Leale, pointgdbyring her insult like
a rather bored parent speaking to a recalcitraitd.dHis equanimity only
served to feed her wrath.

'l expect you to get the papers at once and let'thgs thing sorted out once
and for all!" she cried.

His only answer was to lean back in his chair aaufh softly. Pagan's
cheeks burned with hot colour.



"You're insufferable!" she snarled, moving a stepvérd. 'Why are you
playing with me like this? Is this how you alwaymduct your business? Is
this how you treat your tenants?'

He sat up. 'My what?'

‘Tenants, or whatever they are. You're supposedabin property, aren't
you? What are you, some sort of Rachmann?' Hendiste still bunched by
her sides, and she glared furiously across at kirhshie would like nothing
better than to wipe him out.

Leale continued to loll in his chair, however, with half smile of
amusement on his face. Dressed casually in creansdrs and a loose
V-necked cricketing sweater he looked less intitmdpthan he had done in
the business suit earlier in the week. Excepti®iriuriatingly complacent
smile he looked almost approachable. Enticing, $foight, suddenly
gasping for breath. Damn him, damn him! It was bk&ap into which his
unsuspecting victims willingly walked, while all lhhad to do was switch on
the charm.

Pagan felt herself begin to tremble with impoteage. He called the tune
and he knew it. Short of walking out on him nowairflaming rage and
putting the whole future of the school in jeopaadhgce again, she had no
alternative but to curb her impatience and her,fand, indeed, the violent
demands of her self-esteem, and dance attendarfaeamtil he saw fit to
let the game come to an end.

Slowly he stood up and came from around the tablatds her. When he
was just a pace in front of her he stopped and tnatich hand to her.

'Look," he shrugged, 'I'm not playing cat and mowgh you. Business is
business. | told them we'd be having somethingatdoefore we needed to
bother them. It's your own fault if you choose targe yourself. | did tell
you it would be lunch—I have to eat.

And | did wait for you. I'm not planning on a syhiarrepast going on all
afternoon—I have work to do too. It was intended aagyesture of
conciliation. We've both been behaving a little ofitharacter, | suspect.



And no, this isn't how | usually conduct business#then | don't usually
have business meetings with someone like you.'

'‘Back to that again!" Pagan's lip curled in derisi8lmost up to his last
words she had begun to feel her anger crumble uthgelaccumulated
self-doubt which his words seemed to activate,nowt she knew she was
on safe ground again. "You try to belittle me lé time!" she stormed, if |
was an ordinary businessman you wouldn't treatikeettis!

"Too true | wouldn't!' the devilish smile that bmkcross the levels of his
handsome face was full of meaning.

"You--!" She lifted a hand in fury, but seeing thek in his eyes let it drop
uselessly to her side.

His voice was soft, 'If you were an ordinary bussmean, as you put it, I'd
be cool and calm and rational.'

‘Then be like that now!" she demanded angrily.

'Do you really want that?' Leale asked quietly.

'Why don't you treat me seriously?' she hisseeéphyr

As if in answer he moved quickly towards her anfibleeshe knew what he
was doing he had taken her by the forearms aneédunar round to face the

heavily decorated gilt mirror which hung over tharbie fireplace.

Pagan struggled to release herself from his gkagde held her so closely
to him that she knew it was hopeless to fight.

'Look,' he ordered huskily. 'What do you see there?

Angrily she raised her face to the glass. Her Wais tousled now and her
green eyes scowled sullenly back at her from ouhefmirror. Over her
shoulder she could see, so close, too close, thegstanned aristocratic
face of Leale de Laszlo. His eyes in the mirrorenlepking straight into her
own. Helplessly she tried to struggle free, andam she watched as the



blond head bent inexorably to kiss the mouth ofingurning towards him
in the mirror.

"You ask me to be cool and rational? I'm not Superinhe murmured
huskily when at last he released her. 'I've gotekéngs and desires of any
man. Everything about you turns me on. | want y@agan. How am |
supposed to pretend you do nothing to me?"

His hands started to roam her body, sending shadtiesugh her, and a
thousand unbidden desires danced before her.

His fair head bent to her again with a muffled grol was not that her
protests were unreal, but they were vitiated bydreving fever in her
blood, and despite herself she felt her body mda&df to his. Her fingers
encircled his neck, seeking the living warmth of thick golden hair. And
as he returned her kisses his lips sought outrthke &f her jaw, the hollow
beneath her ears, the smoothness of her neck aokar shoulders.

Her body responded wildly to the exploration of hjss, but when he
started to pull her blouse from the waistband ofgk@t to expose her bare
midriff she gave an exclamation of surprise.

It was only when his exploring fingers began to bepexposed breasts that
in spite of the wild longing their caress broughte sstruggled violently
against him and managed to draw back from him @gfitly to break
momentarily the spell he had begun to weave.

Heart pounding, Pagan leaned against him as ifaw dtrength from the
muscular virility of his form, but when he tried poess the length of his
body against her own she managed to draw back.again

‘No!" she breathed, almost in a swoon. 'This is mead!" She staggered
back, pushing the bottom of her blouse back inthdevaistband, running
distraught fingers through her dishevelled haiyiag at him, eyes wide
and vulnerable like those of a child. 'Please, shispered, 'please don't.
It's not fair!’



'Pagan,’ he coaxed, 'don't go away from me.' Heedamvard as if to take
her in his arms again, but she backed away wittighténed look on her
face. 'No!" she cried shakily.

'Why not?' he insisted. 'We want each other, wiyyne®"
Pagan backed farther off. Her voice, when she foymneas strained.

'Here? Now?' She tried to laugh. 'What sort of dolyou think I am?’
Vainly she tried to still her heart, which was pdung now with anger as
well as desire. 'How could you think | would. ' She looked round wildly
for her things.

'Don't go yet.' Leale took her so gently into msiathat she forgot to resist
and instead found herself, despite herself, sucougnto the now quite
different caress of his fingers through her tumbiad.

He kept quite still, holding her so tightly thatesbould hear his heart
thumping in his chest, but she felt the burningnmipof his hard-muscled

body begin to stir hers to an even greater renefveésponse. Unable to
move away, she lay in his arms while his fingeraamed looped in her

chestnut hair and he buried his face in the cditeeo unpinned tresses for a
long delicious nerve-tingling moment without moving

'Pagan, Pagan,’ he murmured at last, raising laid ke that he could look
straight into her eyes. 'Won't you live up to yoame for me?' He brushed
her lips. 'l want you, girl. And it may have escayeur notice, but | always
get what | want. Don't even try to resist me, beeauknow that you want
me too.'

She strove to control the heady mixture of feelitiggt assailed her and,
head thrown slightly back, she looked up, not yetquered, full into his
eyes.

'Maybe you've never met your match before,’ shatbesl, her eyes flashing
with a strange green fire. 'Perhdps not of the same breed as the women
you're used to. . ..’



He laughed softly as her words tailed away as bedht her close once
again. 'That's true—so true. You're on your ownt Y& know you want
me as much as | want you, whatever breed of woraraye.’

Pagan shuddered. She was being asked to do somshti@rhad never done
before, to surrender her common sense to the oedmimg inferno of
irrational desire.

She shook her head, but she moved as if mesmendad arms. Only a
hard inner core of resolution made her eyes gled@mtie singleness of her
conviction. 'They have their own rules for livindhave mine,’ she told him,
trying to bring a note of firmness into her voice.

He began to laugh softly again. 'My Pagan,' heeathid do believe you're
scared!

'Scared?'

'Of me.

'Rot!" She pulled away in an almighty effort to dkenis spell and as calmly
as she knew how she began to pick up her things.afraid of nothing
whatever,' she announced. And, more convincinlgtHing and no one
frightens me!"

Leale watched her for a moment with an amused sonilbis face before
coming to her once again and taking her bag obeohand and placing it
on the chair beside them.

'Let's finish our official business, then we cak.ta

Caught, she could only shrug agreement.

He went to a bell push in the wall and rang it. The turned to her. 'Are
you sure you won't have anything to eat?'

'Quite,’ she retorted, forcing herself not to léokgingly at the still spread
succulence of the meal.



He poured her a glass of wine. 'Here, at leaghisy It's rather special.’

Pagan sipped the wine while trying to avoid hisseyidney seemed to be on
her all the time, laughing, blue, bright as crysatad as sharp. She felt
skewered as if he could pick her up and inspecateill, and she began to
blush under his scrutiny.

'Which is the real you," he asked at last, '‘théspigated woman in the high
heels and sheer nylons, or the gamine, playindgsraut in the bay?'

"You're the pirate!" she broke out before she cstog herself.

He stood erect, hands in pockets, bronzed, hawkbtkentenance
expressing authority in every line, eyes sailorelthow with amusement.

‘Tell me why you're all togged up in this gear duydon't like it," he asked
easily, lolling down on to the arm of the chairidesher and grinning at her
so irresistibly that she found it almost impossiterestrain the sudden
impulse to go to him and let her lips wander intiehaover his smooth jaw
and into the hollows of his cheeks and eyes.

She forcibly concentrated on the pattern of theracwver behind him. 'l had
a meeting," she told him grudgingly. 'So-calledrsuos.’

Then, in a rush of feeling, she told him aboutrerning.

He listened without saying anything, but there wasalternation of anger
and deep thought in his eyes throughout her stdhen she finished with a
rueful little shrug he sighed and pulled himselirigpt to stand at the
window with his back to her for a moment or twoehthe swung round to
give her a long-searching look. All her muscles&has he came towards
her, but he merely took her empty wine glass fran H'm sorry,' he told
her unexpectedly, 'all that to go through and tmen You know I'm not a
cheap joker like that, don't you?' He shruggedgawe a lopsided grin. 'But
who knows? Maybe that is how you see me?' His glavas sharp when he
looked into her eyes. "You'll have to make up yomwn mind about that. I'm
not going to hide from you the kind of life | ledtin never in one place for



long. I like female companionship and,' he shrugdggrecatingly, 'women
seem to like me. Or my money.'

He grinned. 'They know the score. No hearts arkdiro

When he looked carefully into her face she was lenalbguess what was on
his mind. But she said, 'I'm never going to be uait of woman, ever.' She
felt a shudder go through her body which told hat he was right. She did
want him.

She stiffened. She wanted him— but not on thosageiNever on those
terms.

Leale seemed to understand, for he took her gantlis arms and, pushing
her tangled hair from her brow, kissed her solenomlyhe forehead.

'Pax," he said. 'l promise I'll never try to getiyo do anything against your
will. But," he added devilishly, ‘that doesn't méahan't try to change your
will!'

Pagan let herself relax in his arms for a momenuigh flared briefly that

he didn't have to be quite so ruggedly handsomite o outrageously
masculine, but before she could quash the flicketesire which arose at
the same time, the door flew open at the far enti@fpartment and a girl
burst into the room.

'Darling!" she warbled, then stopped, her scarletitm with its exaggerated
cupid's bow dropping open in astonishment.

Pagan felt Leale's fingers relax their hold roumd Wwaist a little, but he
didn't let her go at once. Instead he turned etsilards the woman with an
amused smile playing across his face.

'‘Michelle!" he exclaimed without a trace of surprid rang through to the
office just now. Where is everyone? We're waitiogthat bit of paper from
the solicitors.’



Michelle stood in the doorway, hand on hip. Foirestant her face showed
the trace of a petulant scowl as she swept Pagamliead to foot, but she
covered the look at once, opening big blue ey@saok astonishment at the
girl even now standing within the circle of Lealafsns.

'‘Why, darling, I didn't realise you were still bulisy

Somehow she managed to imbue the last word withgauiiting innuendo,
and Pagan felt a flash of colour rise in her cheeks

Leale laughed easily. 'Just run along, there'seese, and find out what's
happened, would you?' Couched though the request iwaerms of
endearment, it was unmistakably an order. But tHéhgd no intention of
running along anywhere, and she made it clear blylating right into the
room towards them. Her arms were full of what labkke different fabric
samples and she wore a purple knitted dress wlgftthnbthing to the
imagination. She was obviously bra-less, for ingwso tightly to her form
that her pert nipples were clearly outlined andwoel was stretched tight
over the taught curve of her buttocks. She camardsvieale, for her eyes
were only for him, with a sultry smile on her fatleen she bent down to
place the samples on the chair beside them.

She had her back to him and instead of straighgeaphimmediately she
made some excuse to remain bending like that vshidooked back at him
with a provocative smile from beneath heavily mased lashes.

'Look what I've got,' she said, in her little-gudice, 'all the samples you
asked for.'

Pagan noted that Leale's glance had now alighteédeogirl's provocatively
curved behind and she pulled herself away fromwith disgust at such a
blatant attempt at seduction, and at the man fabs@usly relishing it.

Leale, however, squeezed her waist and pulled &ek to him. His eyes
never left Michelle. 'You have been a busy womamg' replied
meaningfully.



Pagan tried again to move out of his grasp. Shdilkel someone prying
through a keyhole, and the last thing she wantesitavaee inside Leak's life
if it contained such scenes as this, but his gap unshakeable.

'‘Now would you mind doing as I've just asked?' Eheas no note of anger
in his voice, but there was a steel which brookedunther argument.

Michelle, however, was not to be so easily dislabiiyjem her position. She
sat down on the chesterfield and lay back with drens outstretched the
better to display herself to his gaze. She allowisdeyes to travel slowly
over her body, making sure he was taking in evéinkys curve, every
jutting line, then she opened her scarlet mouthugh softly, wriggling her
body inside the purple dress and throwing backhlead in a simulation of
surrender.

'‘But, darling,’ she purred, 'you said it was urgé¢me moved heaven and
earth to gather the samples for you so quickliought we had to choose
the curtain fabrics first? An old manor house likat will take a lot of time
and care if we're going to restore it properly.'

Pagan took advantage of Leak's concentration ohltmele to slide free of
his restraining arm. Once again she picked up agr b

A gleam of triumph shone momentarily in the bluesgf the girl in purple.
It was quickly dispelled, however, by the cold glan_eale shot in her
direction when he told her, 'I'm busy now. I'll loat them later this
afternoon in the office.’

Michelle obviously knew when it was worth pushirey mterests and when
it was more prudent to appear to comply with hishes, for with a little-girl
pout, she snaked herself upright and stood uptaggid. But before leaving
she made it clear that she was not defeated byggower to him and
planting a little flirtatious kiss on his cheek.mark eyelashes fluttered like
trapped moths and her lip-gloss left a small rethfron his smooth skin as
if to say, this is mine. Then the door closed betlhar.

Pagan had somehow brought her galloping heart wahérol. She let out a
long, silent breath and raised her eyes coollyigo'That shade doesn't do



much for you," she remarked flippantly, indicatthg trace of glosser left on
his face.

Leale took a handkerchief from his pocket and ddbbeffectually at the
brand. 'Would you do it for me?' he murmured, mguim her.

She looked back at him coldly, her heart beatingild syncopation of
despair, but her voice was steady when it came silire a big, strong man
like you can remove the traces of his girl-friergstick efficiently enough
if he sets his mind to it.’

She turned away abruptly, every line in her bodsigieed to show a cutting
derision which did not express all of her true ifegd at that moment, but
she played out the charade with determination, rdkgg Leale coolly

through the mirror where not ten minutes before $lagl watched,

hypnotised, as his lips had come down to claimomer.

She saw him move towards her now as if to takarhbrs arms again, but
she slid casually away to take up a position byutmelow.

Before he could remonstrate, Michelle had returwétl the papers. She
posted herself on the chesterfield again while & eapidly went through the
details with a Pagan whose mind seemed numb nowtidt events which
had just gone before. All the time he spoke she wasscious of the
nearness of his lithe, muscled body, of the tangisfskin with its faint
perfume of some expensive aftershave, of the filesmouldering in her
body. But she was tortured too by the awareneséidielle's eyes on her,
watching, assessing, gauging reactions, and aittier woman's deliberate,
almost spoken warning, that this man was her ptgper

Miserably Pagan nodded when he asked if she undershe documents.
She would read it all properly later. What did iatter, what did any of it
matter now? As long as they could use the lane ditie't care what
subclause 3(d) said.

She nodded again. Hating, the man, hating the wohmeting herself even
more for being such a naive and gullible littlelfoo



Why, oh, why had she got herself involved in aigetike this?

Why oh why had she allowed such a dreadful madrive her to such an
extremity of feeling?

So oppressed was she by the presence of themHaitbhe picked up the
pen Leale had taken out and abruptly asked himef@/tdo | sign?'

Surprise showed itself for a moment, but she benthead and carefully
wrote her name in the space he indicated.

'So that's that.' She raised her clouded eyesrtoNow we need never meet
again, she thought dully. She got up to go. Shétdidl briskly that she was
at the door before Leale realised she meant it.

At that moment Michelle squealed, 'Oh, look, daylirthis is the
one—Ilook!'

Momentarily distracted, Leale turned back to sapeihing.

It was enough. In a trice Pagan was through the dad had closed it
firmly behind her before he could say another word.



CHAPTER SIX

HEART in her mouth, Pagan had hurried down the lushigetad corridor

to the same side-stairs up which she had beeraldéidre It was with relief

that she stepped outside into the cool clear shintifjthe gardens. A strong
scent of something sharp like mint filled the a&nd she took in deep
gulping breaths as if to rid herself of somethingvbolesome in the
atmosphere of the hotel.

| should be happy, she told herself, clutchingd&eds to her chest. | should
be happy. This is a. red- letter day for the school

She got the door of her car open quickly and stippeo the driver's seat. It
was a moment before she started the engine. Alfeasng to, she turned
her head once in the direction of the hotel. Thiwedrthe steps, the
vestibule, or what she could still see of it, remeal empty.

She let out a breath to ease the tension. So tmthvat? She was free. She
gunned the car into life and made off as rapidlpessible up the drive to
the main road and home.

When she eventually reached the boathouse, shdedeto ring Tim and
Jan straightaway to share the good news.

'Well, some of it's good,' she was telling Janva i@oments later, 'the stuff
about the right of way, but I'm afraid | drew arnkiaon the sponsorship
issue. All they did really was give me the nameadfoatbuilder with a
possible craft. | suppose | may as well go outaeeha look at it. But it'll

have to be after the weekend, as we seem to yebiodlked up again.'

‘At least that's something to be cheerful aboeplied Jan. 'And you never
know, this boat may be exactly what you want.’

‘That would only rub salt in the wound," answeredadh. 'What's the use of
a boat without the money to buy it with?'

‘True,' she agreed, 'but you never know, somettmag turn up soon. Keep
trying, that's the important thing.'



'‘By the way, how do you feel about working this weed?' asked Pagan,
pleased to be able to turn the conversation ontmetiuing less
problematical.

'I'm fit as two fiddles,' laughed Jan. 'But I'vd gome news for you.'

'Oh?' Pagan was intrigued by the note of suppressgeiiement in Jan's
voice.

'‘Can't you guess?' the older woman asked.
Pagan hesitated. 'It's obviously something good.'

‘That depends on one's point of view,' respondedqleckly. ‘It has its
awkward aspects, coming at this time." She paugadjan, sit down a
minute -listen, I'm going to have a baby"

Pagan was stunned. She had known Tim and Jandbrasiong time and
had got into the habit of thinking of the two oéth as a unit, complete in
themselves. Indeed they were almost like brothdrsaster to her, and, she
thought, to each other. It would take some reanjast to think of them as a
family unit now.

'I'm so happy for you," she told her. 'Is Tim pki®

Jan laughed. 'He pretended to be cross at firder Adll, it spoils our
five-year plan. We hadn't scheduled in a familydoother year to eighteen
months—that's the time he'd estimated it would takéhe sailing school to
get itself right off the ground and provide allusf with a comfortable living.
Like most men, though, he's been going around aviitoad grin on his face
ever since the idea really struck home. He cant twastart wheeling the
pram. But Pagan,' her voice held a note of cautwa, only found out
yesterday and he doesn't want anybody but you kse ¢amily to know
just yet." She laughed. 'l told him, if you go wzalg into school with that
look on your face you might as well carry a badge poster as well!" She
laughed again, contentedly. 'l still haven't gadito the idea myself. It all
seems as if it's happening to somebody else. Bntirgg pre-natal classes
next week, so no doubt that will bring me down actle.'



Pagan wondered if she should broach the questiodan®s continued
employment as a sailing instructor just yet, betghoblem was taken out of
her hands when Jan herself said: it's fortunatsome respects that it's
happened now. It seems | shan't be too grossltthealinghies this season;
in fact the elephantine stage will only happen wthenseason is over. Tim
was impressed by my timing. | hope you are.’

'I'm relieved," admitted Pagan, instructors as ddabkle as you are hard to
find. Boys are ten a penny, but they're a bit heday-gone-tomorrow at

that age, and it's nice to have a couple of oltlegsao rely on once the

season gets into its vicious stage. Are you suréllybe able to cope,

though? What about morning sickness or whatever¢hg it?'

Tl be O.K.," Jan reassured her. 'I've alwaysnbpeetty fit. No need to
worry.'

After a few more words she rang off and Pagan wprb her bedroom to
change.

Jan had said she would let Tim know about the Hbat had been
recommended to her and they would all arrange topgtmgether to have a
look at it. There was no harm in looking, thoughg&n, and somehow it
made her ambition that little bit more tangible.

She had just taken off the Liberty wool suit andswaearing nothing but a
pair of lacy knickers when the phone rang.

'Hello," came a familiar voice. 'You were on the@pé a long time!'
She could think of no immediate retort.

'Hello, are you there?' he asked.

'Leale, what do you want?'

'Don't sound so troubled! You ran out on me agditn't you? I've already
told you, no one ever does that to me.’



'l did not "run out" as you put it, | merely lefthen we seemed to have
concluded our business.'

'‘But no way had we concluded it--' he interrupted.

'It was just getting interesting. | was beginniadéel for the first time that |
was really getting to know you.'

'Hold the line a moment.’

Whether he would or not she put the receiver dowthe bed and went to
pick up a wrap. Then, without hurrying, she slippeda pair of warm

slippers.

‘That's better," she told him coolly when she retdr 'l was just getting
changed when you rang. It's too cold to stand ateuth nothing on at this
time of year.'

'‘Are you properly dressed now?' he chuckled.

'Yes, thank you," Pagan replied primly.

'l wish | was there to undress you again,’ he kadd in lazily suggestive
tones.

She was glad he couldn't see the blush which carhertcheeks.

'‘Are you ringing for any particular reason?' shendeded, 'or merely
passing the time of day? As I've already told yam rather busy.’

Her voice was deliberately hard as ice. But despaéshe heard him laugh
pleasantly.

'Well now," he began, 'l felt like hearing the sdwf your voice, the friendly
notes floating over the line.'

'‘Now you've heard it it'll be in order for me tagioff without being accused
of running out on you, will it?' she taunted.



'‘No, don't ring off yet, Pagan,' his voice plead@&there was something |
wanted to say, but just hearing your voice has iseigtht out of my mind.’

'I'm sure you're not as easily disconcerted as sta jibed.

"You'd be surprised! My heart is beating double raty hands are shaking,
and I'm coming out in a fine sweat, all becausedfmaid you'll put the
receiver down before I've finished.’

"You're very plausible," she matched his ironyt Ibn afraid you'll have to
try harder than that.'

'I'm doing my best—have pity on me!'
Pagari sighed. 'l really mean it. | shall havedd g

She didn't know why he'd bothered to ring, andvhends weren't designed
to provoke a dinner invitation from him. But as s@s they were out of her
mouth she realised how it would sound to somedmeHim, so she had an
answer on her lips.

His words, however, came as a surprise. He saidlike to counter the
impression you have of me as some kind of supemnesténdlord, turning
innocent people out of their homes. That's not amyg at all.'

"You've no need to worry," she replied coldly. éblty haven't time to
speculate on your business affairs, surprisingghatimay seem to you.
Now if you'll excuse me, | must get on.’

And with that she firmly and unhurriedly replacée receiver.

The phone didn't ring again as she'd half expeateldshe had no idea why
Leale had bothered to ring merely in order to makeuses for himself, if
indeed that was the real reason for his call. Wieatthe case, she felt she
had won a minor victory by being so firm.

'He surely couldn't care less whahink of him,' she told Faynia when they
met up later that evening at Renoir's. 'His opirebhimself is good enough



to satisfy anybody's ego. What odds does it makehink badly of him?
Anyway,' she morosely swirled the ice in her glasfore looking across the
table at her friend, 'at least we've settled tbtrof way.'

Faynia kept glancing towards the door.

'What are you trying to tell me?' asked Pagan vdienintercepted the last
of these looks. 'lkeabout to arrive?'

'Yes. And I'm wondering if it's too soon for youdahim to meet casually
just yet.'

‘At least you're honest. But you don't expect mieave do you?'
Faynia grimaced. 'He hasn't mentioned you for gleoof days.'
‘There you are, then," put in Pagan at once, rait ptit out.

'‘But who knows what deep, secret hurt he's harbguim the deepest
recesses of his soul?' Faynia giggled.

'Don't you take anything seriously?' demanded Payau asked me to
move over, to sacrifice the love of my life in ord® further your
ambitions, and now you're being frivolous about.him

She could play Faynia's game. Both girls giggledntFaynia tried to pull a
straight face.

'We only joke about what lies closest to our he'aste primly informed her
friend.

" You might." Pagan got up. 'We're not all tarred wile same brush.
Anyway, | see my date for the evening,'. she said.

Faynia swivelled her head. THady?'

Pagan pretended to be hurt. 'He's a year older tianJust because |
employ him it doesn't put him out of bounds.’



Faynia stretched languidlyzhacun a son goushe said. 'Perhaps we'll all
meet up later?'

Pagan went over to Bobby with a grin. He wasn'tdete, not in any real
sense, but she had bumped into him that afternoohadter chatting
amicably for a while he had casually suggested imgé&iter for a drink. He
was the most amusing of the instructors, alwaydyréar a bit of horseplay,
but as serious and competent as any of them whesssay. Now she
looked forward to the evening as a bit of welcomgétlrelief from the

storms and unexpected passions of that morning.

'What would you like to drink?' were his first wards she came up to him.

Guiltily realising that it was money she herseld lpaid him for his previous
weekend's work, she asked for a half of cider akohgly told him that she
hoped he wasn't going to go all male chauvinish@nand insist on paying
all evening.

‘Not if you protest loudly enough,' he joked.

When he came back with the drinks to their bootkdid seriously enough,
"You don't look like one of those tough Women'shiats.'

'One doesn't have to be covered in six inches afcteuwith a face like
tanned leather to want to have the right to be tthand up for oneself,’
she told him. 'Everybody should feel free to mageheir own minds how
they want to live. Nobody should be forced to gipesomething they enjoy
just because it's not ladylike—or not masculinieg added. 'It works both
ways.'

'l think you're terrific, Pagan," he blurted sudgetBest boss I've ever had.’

She blushed at the unexpected innocence of higasibut before she could
think of a reply, he had taken her hand and waggiing her to her feet.

‘Come on, let's have a bop!"

She allowed him to march her out on to the litdeck floor.



It was fun being with Bobby. He seemed full of gopylike enthusiasm
and energy. After dancing for a while Pagan fettdages beginning to lift.
Between numbers she began to tell him about the afjway, and when
she finished he hugged her spontaneously. 'Thatslerful!' he cried.

His enthusiasm was catching. She hugged him backitavas just at that

moment that she raised her head and found heogMinlg straight into a

pair of glittering eyes that sent a shudder of appnsion through her. Leale
de Laszlo smiled sardonically when their eyes rHetraised his glass to
her.

Confused, Pagan turned away, averting her headt@say something to
her partner. Bobby's arms were still loosely erifdcher and he felt her
stiffen.

'What's the matter?' he asked attentively.

"Talk of the devil,' she said. 'There he is—the mvan's had our lives in his
hands all week.'

Bobby glanced across the crowded dance floor amdile broke across his
face.

‘That's great!" he pronounced unexpectedly. 'I'tréalise it was him. He's
areal character. He was chatting to me the oténeod the foreshore, while
you were teaching that young Robinson kid.'

Pagan sniffed. Bobby's enthusiasm was almost dilloy

He looked down at her. 'Don't you approve of hinent?' he asked.

Pagan pulled a face, and Bobby's response wadltbgua little closer to
him.

'l thought he was the heart-throb type, the kindwaimen go for," he
bantered.



'Some might,’ shrugged Pagan. 'He leaves me cdwh'l find arrogance a
particularly endearing trait.'

She turned as a hand touched her shoulder and senas being pressed
up close against the lean body of Leale de Lasitsélf as the crowd
began to surge off the small dance floor betweenbmis. The look on his
face told her that it was no accident that his bewdg pressing against hers,
as if accidentally brought close by the crowd. Habby, perhaps
encouraged by her judgment, still had his arm liyolsat proprietorially
around her shoulders.

For a brief instant Leale's face was very clodeetoown. She knew without
a shadow of a doubt that he had overheard whatathéeen saying.

Coolly she looked up into his eyes. 'Slumming tbhigre we?' she asked
bitingly. Then, not waiting for a reply, she turnédck to Bobby and

snuggled into his arms. The boy responded by muttis other arm arm

around her waist so that her back was turned tteLea

It was such a calculated brush-off that she wasmjprised when she felt
Leale move on past them. It was only the sillyihgpsound of a woman's
voice shrieking, 'Darling, let's get out of thigddful crush!" that made her
crane her neck round Bobby's shoulders to catcht sig Michelle
simpering up into Leale's rather bored-looking face

She just had time to see the blonde's scarletgalbae into the lush hair at
the back of Leale's neck before Bobby was turniegéxpertly on to the
dance floor. Then the music, loud and mindlesdly,jeeemed to crash into
her ears, mocking the sudden sick feeling that sdetmthreaten to engulf
her.

They danced, it seemed, for hours, with the mygpi@eently never-ending,
and because it was a Friday night, the place wekeplato the doors with
people determined to enjoy themselves.

Unused to such places, Pagan felt lightheadedtivétheat, the noise, the
flashing coloured lights and the continually gymgtisticky bodies on all
sides.



Despite Michelle's words they did not leave, angdPavas subjected to the
sight of them dancing together in such a way thatvgas left in no doubt as
to their relationship. Not that a casual observeuld have thought little
different at the sight of her and Bobby. It was asgible to avoid physical
contact in all that crush, even if she had wantednd there was even a sort
of comfort in the brotherly closeness of his fiupg body. It was a novel
experience for Pagan to be out dancing with a crofytople the same age
as herself too, and she blamed only herself fardognable to enjoy things
wholeheartedly.

Bobby drew her into a quietish corner eventuallgt gave her a searching
look.

‘Are you tired, Pagan? You look a little strained.’
'No," she replied at once, touched by his concern.

She was shocked to realise that tears were sudadenyyclose. To hide
them and save herself the embarrassment of expmasashe rested her
forehead on his shoulder. He patted her and gbeethan to stroke her hair
with his free hand.

'You are tired," he told her. 'l don't mind if yaant to go.' Then she felt him
turn a little. '‘Goodnight!" he called to someone.

'Who was that?' She asked without raising her face.

"Your de Laszlo man,' he told her, not realisingvhte was twisting the
knife, 'and that amazing blonde bird of his. Soimg, checked himself. He
squeezed Pagan's shoulder. 'She looks like a mRdtier out of place in
this part of the world, don't you think?'

He held her close in a comfortable sort of wayadeanoment or two, while
Pagan's thoughts plodded dully around the caubergbain. At last, with a
resolute lift of her head, she found herself ablsmile up at him. 'Let's go,
then!" With sudden resolution she began to moveatdsgthe exit. She was
an idiot to feel hurt by him. He'd been playingtwiter all along. The fact



that she couldn't cope with the feelings he arouséeér confirmed that she
was out of his league. Yes, he was strictly offside

Arm-in-arm, she and Bobby made their way up th@ssta street level.
With a strange feeling that it had all happenediteefPagan noticed that
Leak's big white foreign convertible was parkecdbasrthe kerb and he was
leaning nonchalantly against the bonnet as if wgifor someone as they
came out on to the street.

He looked up and gave them both a charmingly petitéde.
'Hi. Had a good time?' he asked Bobby.

The younger man was obviously pleased at beinggresed and he stopped
for a moment. It was long enough for Leale toheth, ‘Michelle's forgotten
something. We were just wondering if there was drgne to go on to for a
drink, but it seems not. Would you care to comeklkiacmy hotel for a
nightcap?'

To Pagan's dismay Bobby had accepted before shie tomk up an
excuse.

'‘But tomorrow morning | have to--' she began tagsbweakly.
‘The night's still young,' Leale grinned. 'Live tbe moment!

Still protesting, she saw Leale turn back delibeyato Bobby and engage
him in some chat about sailing, then Michelle eradrom the club and
entwined herself possessively around Leale's neck.

Pagan allowed herself to go numb. There was na poiieeling anything;
it was all pain. She watched the three of thenf #sely were actors on a
stage and she was powerless to intercede.

It was in that mood that she heard Michelle aske We all going in our car,
or are you going to follow?' She addressed Bobbg,Wwhving come on his
motor-bike grinned and shrugged.



Pagan quickly said she would prefer to drive. BoiMoyld come with her.
Perhaps alone in the car she could plead a headaxhget out of the
invitation.

Then Leale spoke up as if to settle the matterll\alego in my car.' Pagan
noticed he had subtly reclaimed sole ownershipbtiing you back into
town afterwards to pick up your respective vehitles

His tone of voice told her that he would brook ndlier argument. Pagan
felt like one of the massed poor the way she wasgb@rganised, but there
was no time to dwell on it. In a moment they wengedoped in the dim
luxury of the huge car. The stereo was turned kEawmrounding them in the
heartrending sounds of late-night schmaltz. It juasthe kind of yearning
ballad to bring tears for what might-have-beendo éyes. She leaned her
head back against the voluptuously upholsteredas®htried to douse the
fire in her blood. In that position Bobby foundhérd to put his arm round
her and had to content himself with a little sileanhd-holding. Moreover,
without realising it, she had placed herself sot thi@e could see the
clean-cut lines of Leale's face in the driving miiras if to add to her pain.
Uselessly she tried to drag her glance from thatiag image of his face,
but when his eyes left the road for a minute and mees in the glass her
heart did a double-somersault and she found it gsipte to tear her glance
from his.

Wretchedly she felt herself being drawn into a gasheat and mouse

which only ended when he swung the car in frorihefhotel and brought
it to a standstill. With the engine off he turnedind in his seat and they
looked at each other without the intermediary effirror. There was no
need to speak; something passed between them #astenore eloquent
than mere words. But Michelle broke the spell wagr childish babble

and by the time Leale had come round the car to dyge door for her

Pagan had managed to retrieve something of hecasetfol.

She avoided any contact with him when they wemisfde the hotel, and
with its discreet lighting by means of ornate Vitan wall-lights, they
seemed to move through the shadows like wraithisexdept Michelle.
She at least made no attempt to be quiet. They wpnto Leale's
apartment in the lift, and as soon as the dooredddichelle wriggled



provocatively against Leale, but she was sayingesbimg teasing to
Bobby at the same time, her eyes calculating bartbatk lashes.

Leale caught Pagan's eye over the blonde headchanel $eemed to be a
faint smile lurking in eyes which Pagan had cométrn already gave
nothing away unless they wanted to. She turnedWwarhead slightly in
disapproval, but Bobby was smiling at Michelle astte felt she was
beginning to lose her only ally.

With trepidation she followed everyone out and titeelshort distance to the
familiar double doors which led to Leale's apartm@vith a sickening jolt
she heard Michelle, as she swept grandly intodberbeyond.

‘They've done us proud, haven't they, Bobby?' Sie¢cked her arms out
proprietorially to take in the rich furnishings thie elegant gold and white
room, and, thought Pagan darkly, her gesture wasded to include the
rooms beyond, rooms which would contain no doulb one bed.

Leale caught her look. 'So dark and subdued tonidiet murmured,
caressing her with his glance.

"You sayl'm territorial," she muttered, glancing at the otipel

'l wasn't comparing, merely describing,' he averiuld you deny it?"
Pagan scowled, unable to help herself. Of courswvdme right: she was
feeling territorial about him, hence her presenthpBut the last thing she
was going to do was agree with him.

'I'd deny it," she said emphatically.

'‘Good," he replied smoothly, 'because I think tlsggeing to be a take-over
bid for something of yours very shortly.’

She followed his glance and took in the scene enstifa with only mild
concern. Bobby, it seemed, had been picked tarstascene with Michelle
as his opposite number. She hadn't actually stéwtedbutton his shirt yet,
but her hands were all over him, teasing, provokmgking him laugh,



playing with him, so that his inexperience glared at them all. Pagan was
embarrassed for him. Michelle had started on theaBh as soon as they
had entered the room, but even the empty glassdésn was no excuse
for his inept fencing with the girl, experiencedtims sort of thing as she
obviously was.

"You really don't mind?' asked Leale.
There was something gentle in his voice which nteetdook up.

'Of course not,' she told him. 'He'll no doubt fieg¢her awkward in front of
his boss tomorrow morning,’ she tried to laughtligh

'His boss?' Leale looked puzzled.
'Me," she told him succinctly.

Something which could easily have masqueradedlia$ seemed to come
into his eyes. 'l thought maybe he was your stetdg,' he murmured. 'In
which case | might have stepped in before it redcbend ten. However, if
it's all right with you, | think we can safely lemthem to it. There are far
more interesting things to talk about, don't yonka'

Michelle's little-girl laugh floated across the oo

"Don't youmind?' demanded Pagan. 'She's supposed to bepsaperty,
isn't she? If you will insist on looking at peojtethat way.'

She's a free agent,' he told her, ‘and so am Igd¥e a short, hard laugh.
'One thing we must get straight, Pagan—no one one)sand I'll respond to
that by not putting any false restrictions on thawen I'm involved with.’

‘That sounds very neat. Especially when by involettyou mean a purely
physical one. Who would want to make that a basisahything more
binding?’

She let a little smile of derision play across faee. 'You'd no doubt sing a
different tune if you really cared about someone.’



The expression on Leale's face didn't tell herfangt 'Perhaps,’ was all he
would concede. He took her hand, and she feltdikaptive, without any
will of her own. Only the proximity of Michelle andobby on the
chesterfield seemed to be able to save her fromuh#ness that seemed to
creep up her spine.

She watched, fascinated, as Leale raised the haiuhwhe supposed was
hers to his lips. 'It's no good now," she told kimtly. ‘I can't feel anything.'

It was all wrong, what she was saying. It only mhaohe chuckle and press
his lips again and again on to the back of her htdmah inch by inch up the
inside of her arm.

‘Just think what you'll be missing,"” he murmureldwdy drawing her
towards him.

In gradually mounting horror and shame Pagan fett klip his hand
underneath her T-shirt, then he was bringing Ipis liurningly down on to
her exposed breasts.

'‘No!" she moaned, torn by the red-hot waves ofrddbat surged over her,
and the thought of Bobby or even Michelle raisihgit heads at any
moment to look over the back of the sofa. Her qgjiekce across the room
told her that Bobby at least had his mind on othieigs, and Leale, quick to
interpret her look, murmured between kisses, Vgelto my room if you
prefer a little more privacy.'

It was at this point that Pagan realised she shgayldho and mean it, but the
word would not speak itself. Passively she allowed to lead her through
one of the far doors. All the while his hands weaeessing her naked skin
to a state of fevered pleasure and his lips, lemd warm, and full of
knowledge, sought out the most intimate parts obheasts.

He had already started to unzip the front of hengawhen something like a
bomb exploded in her mind. Here she was, being g#dgoff to the
bedroom of some man, almost a stranger, like apgghart he might pick
up in a hotel. Though, she had time to think, #réstin this hotel would no
doubt be anything but cheap!



Sickened, she tried to pull her T-shirt back inecp. Twisting and turning,
she struggled out of his restraining arms and pgné little with the
exertion backed away from him, her eyes dark witiniiation.

'I'm not like this," she groaned, running a hamdugh her tousled hair.

'Are you trying to tell me you're nothing but dléttease?' Leale lunged for
her, dragging her tightly back against his hardybod

"You brought me here—you practically kidnapped irfedd no choice. It's
you who made assumptions about my amenability--'

‘That's a long word for this time of night." He wageally listening, one
hand was already busy with the zipper of her jesmie the other pinned
her roughly against his muscled body. In a tricén&e his hands inside the
fine lace of her panties, caressing the soft flesher buttocks, kneading
and drawing her now unresisting beneath him. P&gjahis weight topple
her slowly back on to something soft in the darkkeremm, and worse, she
felt her body arch against his with the power sfahimal need.

From side to side her head twisted in a frenzy #ithvain attempt to avoid
his searching lips, but it only seemed to act sgua to his pleasure, for he
gave a little moan under his breath and she felbfouth move hotly down
the length of her, questing in sensuous delightfermost intimate parts of
her body.

'I'm not like this,' she cried again and againt the go, please, Leale!

He laughed deep in his throat and rolled her owdhat he could pull her
jeans from under her.

'I've never done this before—please don't,’ shadad.

She felt his head raise itself from its play ongkmm at the small of her back
and his hands gripped her round the waist with cunstomed brutality.

'‘Don't please, don't,’ she wept. 'l don't know vibato. Please Leale, let me
go!'






CHAPTER SEVEN

SOMETHING in her voice made him hesitate. Slowly, very sigwhe
dragged his body up till it covered hers. Then hafthis hands slid one to
each breast and she felt his hard muscled strealgth

His voice when it came close behind her ear wasseoaith emotion. 'Are
you trying to tell me you're a virgin, Pagan?"

She nodded, hot tears of anger and humiliatioatalhce pouring from her
eyes.

He moved her over so that she lay half facing mrhis arms.
'Why on earth didn't you say before this?' he detedrarshly.

'Maybe you'd have preferred it if I'd worn a badgdf® retorted, scrubbing
at the tears in her eyes.

‘That would have saved a lot of trouble," he rebliglowing his lips to
move provokingly down her wet cheek to the holldviner neck. 'l suppose
it means you take no precautions of any sort?' hiemed, still busy at her
neck.

She tried to push his head with its heavy shoctaifhair away, without
success.

'l take the best precaution of all,’ she retortesay "no".’

'It's not doing you much good tonight.’

'Most men," she responded tartly, ‘are not heels.’

'l wouldn't bet on it," quipped Leale, briefly rag his head. He looked
down at her tear-stained face. 'Actually, you'réuck, because neither am

|—a heel, | mean.'

He rolled away from her with a slight groan.



'Whether you accept this or not,' he told her, 'y@led me on right from the
start. Everything you've done, the way you've |labké me, the way you
speak to me, from that very first instant when wet,raverything, it' all says
that you want me as much as | want you.'

He gripped her savagely for a moment, a stark aogehnis face. Pagan
stiffened with a spasm of fear, but now that that loé their ardour had been
somewhat doused she was able to sit up and pushviamn.

Face flushed, she told him, 'Maybe that's just ymaking grand
assumptions. You have such a fine opinion of ydfjrgeu seem to think
everybody has to fall for you.'

'You seemed to have a pretty good opinion of meiimnnutes ago,' he jibed.

She blushed, glad of the dark.

'l won't deny you look good,' she admitted, 'b@réfs got to be more than
just animal lust between people.’

'I've done quite well on what you call animal lestfar," he told her.

'‘Maybe that's why you're not married, have no raotsve from one hotel to
another, and have to make do with a woman liket®in the next room for
company!'

It was a shot in the dark in more senses than louneshe felt him tense
beside her.

‘That was intended to hurt, wasn't it?' He laugmathlessly. 'As they say,
if you can't stand the heat, get out of the kitchen

Pagan tried to move off the bed, but he put hissarmound her waist and
pulled her back, winding himself round her with Iisad buried in the
softness of her stomach.

She desperately wanted to run her fingers throhglgblden strands of his
hair, and trying not to disturb him she bent heachéor one luxurious



instant and let her lips touch his head with aess$o gentle that he didn't
even notice. Hot tears coursed silently down heekbk once more. How
she wanted to lose herself in his embrace, to fressips, as he had done,
against the intimate flesh of his body! Instead s#sted one hand on the
packed muscle of his shoulder and tried to easealway.

'Stay with me till morning,' he pleased. There \masunexpected note of
supplication in his voice that sent a shudder n§iog through her.

'l want to go home now.' Her voice was small amdiiséd.

'You make me feel like a heel, my darling,' he sail@dst. 'l honestly thought
you were teasing. Tell me something, Pagan, yoe wesure, weren't you?
You almost gave in?'

'Does it matter?' she asked coldly. 'lt's not seore of competition, is it,
where you have to make a girl give in to you jasptove you can do it?'

'l must have you.' It was a flat statement withenwotion in it.
"You sound like some feudal baron! Whatever happeéoequality?'

‘That's exactly what I'd like to know.' He raiseslead. 'Here you are, to all
intents and purposes a liberated lady, and it touisyou're still a virgin.
Are you telling the truth? | can soon find out.’

'l don't lie!" She was suddenly angry. 'And whyeliited should only mean
being free to say yes escapes manlifree. And as it happens, | choose to
say no. Also,’ she added, 'lI've spent the last f@ars since leaving
boarding school looking after my seventy-year-witdle and trying to run a
sailing school. It hasn't left much time, or ingliion, for anything else. So
stop making fun of me as if I'm some sort of frelkl not.' Her voice rose
of its own accord. 'You don't know what it's betke!l she almost shouted
before being able to bring the sudden access dof perfeelings under
control.

Unexpectedly Leale kissed her gently on the cheek.



it's all right, my love, my darling. It's all rightl understand.' He kissed her
brow and slid his lips along her damp hairliné&ndw how work can make
captives of us and then after a while it seemsetalbthere is. | know all
about that.'

Pagan felt him looking at her in the dark withfiaise very close but not now
touching her own. 'l know all about that.' He gigh'How do you think it is
for me? | have to be detached in my relationshgzmbse there are always
other things uppermost in my mind—essential thingich can have at
stake the livelihoods of many people. And becausever know when I'm
going to come back to a place | have to take wharit when | see it. There
may be no second chance.' He sat up and triedtibecher in his arms. "You
don't imagine that | don't realise the sham of o ef life, do you? But
what else can | do? There's no way out. Womerirfadltwo categories—
good-time girls looking for the richest pickingskd Michelle, and the
clinging type who want children and a man who coimese at the same
time every evening. What choice is that?"'

You've got a very limited imagination!" She puslnedlself free and stood
up beside the bed.

'What do you mean?"

Pagan didn't answer. What was the point?

'What do you mean?' Leale repeated more forcefully.

i mean your categories are rather limited, aré@y? | mean|'m not like
that. I'm not a gold-digger, on the hunt for sonarto keep me. I'll fend for
myself, thank you very much. Nor do | envisage ltlheedom of being a
harassed housewife, sitting at home waiting forrhan. No, thank you to
that as well. I've got a life of my own to live.'

'So there!' he mocked.

'You're insufferable!’



Pagan felt humiliated to be standing there witleostitch on, dark though it
was, with only the light coming through from théet room. The thought of
this tough, unashamedly virile man lying naked lo@ bbed in front of her,
visible only by means of a shaft of light throudte thalf-open door, was
novel. With a shock she realised she had never aem@an without his
clothes before. Not a man like this, anyway. Thgsb®vimming naked in
the lake on hot summer days didn't count.

She couldn't suppress a little giggle.
'What on earth's the matter? Have you been havengnfa’'

In a trice he was bolt upright beside her, draggieg back to an
uncomfortable proximity against his body.

Fighting free, she said innocently, 'l didn't realmen really did look like
Greek discus throwers.'

'‘What?'

"You know, Greek statues.’

She remembered the Michelangelo statues in FloréfateDavid, he was

too young, but those statues of mature, muscled, s@mi-reclining, as

Leale was now at this moment.

She felt, rather than saw, his smile flash in taekd

"You're a ridiculous child," he told her, 'but yeumaking me feel as bashful
as a girl must feel when some chap makes a personahent about her
physical attributes." There was an ironic edgeisoblantering. 'Does this

mean that you're beginning to regard me as a sextéb

Pagan moved out of his grasp, searching amonddb®es on the floor for
her panties.

'‘Or aren't | good enough for you, Pagan?' camedloe softly in the dark, is
that it?'



She was taken aback by the unexpectedness of @sti@u and looked at
him quickly to see if he was smiling, but his eyglsamed back at her
without a glint of humour and there was a strangedychful look on his

face.

In a sudden flash of intuition she felt she hadonitsomething important.
His very stillness seemed to add to the serious tidy had somehow
struck.

She knelt beside the bed. 'You have to go on pgothimgs to yourself all

the time, don't you?' she asked softly. 'You haverove you can make the
most money, have the most women, have the best, ooy the fastest

car.' She touched the back of his hand. 'Why, [2@lay?

He didn't answer.

She felt a kinship with him and was moved by heldan awareness of the
desperation behind his self- confident, banterixtgreor.

His voice was defensive when he spoke. 'Why shidogdcontent with third
rate? Why should | make do with second best? Andtwabout you? You
want to be the fastest woman to sail the Atlantic.’

'l know," she answered simply. 'But I'm not drivenmy ambition. | drive
it."

Leale kept very still for a moment. It seemed l&ke eternity before he
slowly put out a tentative hand towards her angpgd her two hands in his
one big one.

‘Thank you, Pagan.' He let her hands drop.

She didn't ask what he meant. It was a connectitwden them that was
more powerful than lust and needed no other mebosnemunication.

With a swift movement Leale swung athletically tfé bed and started to
help her find her clothes. When they were bothsirddie held her carefully
in his strong arms for a moment.



'l said I'd drive you back to pick up your car. Areu ready?’

'l left my jacket in the other room,' she answeméti a look at the adjoining
door.

'Wait here.' He came back in a moment with hergack'ou may as well
forget young Bobby for tonight. Come out this way.'

He tactfully led her out through another door iatdressing-room and from
there into a study. In a moment he had unlockedbtlier door and they
were standing in the dimly lit corridor with itsmate Victorian sconces
casting discreet shadows along the silent corriddfghout exchanging
more than a word or two they went downstairs aridtHemselves out
through the carved door at the front.

The sky seemed to be full of stars, and a ligh¢ beeblew in from the lake.
No one saw them arrive and no one had seen ther. lkaseemed a very
lonely way to live to Pagan* She glanced tendetlyea companion. It was
illogical, the confusion of emotion he seemed tauge inside her.

"You seem to treat this place like your own hositeg' remarked as lightly as
she could.

A sadness showed itself fieetingly in his facewduld be nice, wouldn't it?
A family home, instead of a small hotel. Childrdaying in the gardens--'

She shivered, remembering the image which haddthstrough her mind
the first time she had come to this place. Shehotdabout it.

He shrugged it away. 'Don't make anything of ipfite's lives mesh briefly.
It happens that if they're lucky they find themsslvon the same
wave-length for a time, then," he clicked his firg&hey move on. The link
is broken.'

'‘No," she countered, appalled at the bleakness @fdion. 'If the connection
is strong it never breaks.'



Try living my kind of life," he derided, leadingpe way towards the car.
"You'd soon realise the tenuousness of most rekttips. Most people
depend on habit to keep them together. Break th& &ad they soon find
someone else.’

He let her into the car.

‘That's a very sad thing to believe,' she murmutddel that--' she paused.
'When, that is, when | fall in love, it'll be fover.’

"You ought to be in the song-writing game," he todd curtly.

She blushed at being put down so abruptly. Thenetiung he had said
when they first met came back to her and she gaigking him, 'l believe
what | want to believe.'

Leale gripped the steering-wheel but let the engiite for a moment or
two.

'l hope for your sake you find a man worthy of stidelity!

He started to ease the car up the drive betwednabg Only the light from
the dashboard illumined the harsh set of his fliaeas like a mask he put
on whenever there was any danger that she was gopgbe too far.

Feeling that she would never get a second chahatthe rare intimacy

which seemed to have built between them once tastiqun of sex had been
for the moment shelved, that this moment was navdre repeated, she
asked, 'Don't you still have some feeling that selihked with the friends

of your schooldays? Why can't a grown-up love betwee man and woman
be as permanent?’

He laughed harshly and his face seemed to twistamhask of derision.

"Your schooldays may have been full of friendshipine were quite
different.' He drove swiftly and expertly along thmain road towards the
town. Then he shot a brief sideways look at heon'Dyou realise how
fortunate people like you are? Growing up in a $roammunity among



friends and relations? My childhood was spent mgvitom school to

school, town to town, always one jump ahead ofothiéffs, with a father

who was either celebrating his luck at the tabl#k tis own cheap whisky
or drowning the memory of his losses with that tifeop people. | had no
childhood.’

'What about your mother?' Pagan asked.

‘There was a photograph. | remember the smell edglscent. Whether it
was her or some other woman, who knows?"

He glanced sardonically down at her. 'Sad, isA't it

His glance raked over her, taking in the eyes lwwsnwith sympathy for
him.

'Doesn't it make you feel sorry enough--' he agiidly, 'to want to get in
the back of the car with me when | stop?'

Pagan drew sharply back from him. 'It's worked keefbas it?' she asked in
a tight little voice.

'‘Countless times,' he purred, his eyes gleaminigardark.

'If the women you fancied were a little more ingght, you'd have to refine
your technique somewhat,' she told him stiffly.

'It nearly worked with you," he murmured, 'my Idude took one hand off
the steering wheel long enough to run his fingemsrdthe back of her wrist.

‘Nearly is only a might-have-been,' she retortadpty, falling back on a
childhood saying.

‘Too true," he agreed. 'But | still think if I'dghed | would have been able to
take you back there in the hotel. You ought to khae.'

Pagan was silent. Eventually she said, ‘No, | donik so somehow.'



‘That took some thinking about." Leale glanced dayickly. His eyes
searched her face.

She turned away. He was so beautiful, it hurt wiestooked at her like that.
All she wanted was to be in his arms.

He drove the car into the market square and puledehind the Renault
with the motorbike still parked next to it. Somehdhey looked rather
forlorn in the empty expanse of the usually bugtbquare.

Leale got out and came round to Pagan's side aiahand pulled her to her
feet. Then he folded her into his arms.

‘Thank you for the compliment of taking so long otree answer to that
guestion of mine.' He kissed her lightly on thesfegad. ‘It makes it a little
easier to accept that you're the one that got away.

Then he led her to her car and stood silently byestihe fumbled in her bag
for her keys. There seemed to be things that shoeilslid between them
now, before the night ended and the chance wasdioster. But she could
find no way of sorting out the right words and sbald only go through the
mechanical movements of fitting the key in the loggening the car door
and settling herself in the driving seat.

'Don't forget your lights,' Leale warned quietly.
With a set face Pagan clicked them on. It was oderhad at least been
honest about what he wanted of her. She looked hijpna Her eyes seemed

to him huge in the half-light.

'Do you want me to follow part of the way back taka sure you get back
all right?' he asked.

'l know how to drive,' she replied, her answer awiith unhappiness.
'You've had more to drink than you probably redlise countered. He

paused. Then, as if coming to a swift decisionfureed without another
word and walked back to his own car.



Miserably Pagan started the engine. It was witlnd kf forlorn sense of

intimacy that she watched the dipped headlightsking her all the way

back along the twists and turns of the lake roatieliVshe reached the
turning into the lane that led to her cottage shl&lioped that despite the
inevitable outcome, he would signal for her to stopt the lights behind

dipped once, then he was driving past, gainingdparéving away from his

hotel, away from her and out of her life, along tbad that climbed and
twisted up into the black desolation of the remioteks.

'‘Waterproofs?' Pagan handed a jacket to Ginny'senot

The rain that had threatened all weekend had jimakhched them late on
Sunday morning and it swept the foreshore in maastsg pitching the
dinghies about in unexpected formations, and bmiggi raw, red cold to all
their faces.

Luckily there was only the afternoon to survive n@amd Pagan tried to
smile with a cheer she did not feel.

Jan had worked the whole weekend and had positovated energy and
good humour, while Tim had gone around with a chags on his face

and half an eye on Jan all the time as if he dalenher out of his sight.

Pagan had noticed how quick he had been to takevwdwen, as usual, Jan
had put her shoulder to one of the Wayfarers tp pekh it down to the

waterline, and she wondered if, later on, he watsdit to lay down the law

about the things he was going to allow the motbdrd to do. Of course,

they would all take as much of the heavy work fidan as possible, but too
much solicitude on Tim's part might be awkward. feh&as no knowing at

this stage just how the prospect of fatherhood geaisg tomaffect him.

The weekend had gone surprisingly well despitewieather. The little
Robinson boy had settled down after his stint witale and he had spent
the morning alone with Ginny and her mother in arbti dinghy. Pagan
thought it was time to let Rene get used to hagdive boat herself now,
but it had been a bit of an experiment to put thye dnd the girl together.



Ginny came up to have her lifejacket checked. Sdesweet, with her little
flaxen pigtails and enveloping waterproofs, and stmded a gap-toothed
smile at Pagan.

'I'm going to helm again all by myself,' she tolalgBn. 'And so is Terry. |
can gybe better than him. But he can tie a sheegsiacker than me!' She
grinned up at Pagan. 'We wanted to ask if yoe¥ some things off in our
log-books now." She looked back to where Terry wnding by the
water's edge.

'What do you want me to tick off?' asked Pagandimendown a little so that
she was on the same level as the ten-year-old.

'Knots and things, and safety, and capsize afilg'answered, all in a rush.

‘Tell you what," suggested Pagan, 'we'll have akgtést at the end of the
afternoon. It's raining now, so you may feel likeeming in a little earlier
than usual.'

'‘Goodee!" piped Ginny. Tl go and tell Terry. e&hran off,
Minnie-Mouse-like in her red sailing boots.

Terry had evidently been waiting to see what Pdgahto say, for Ginny
went straight to him where he was standing onéttg.jHis pale face lit up
at once when the girl spoke to him and he took Gioythe arm and ran
with her towards the Mirror.

Pagan turned to Rene. 'They're coming on very Wweth of them,' she said.
"You all seemed to get on famously this morning.’

'Poor little mite,’ said Rene, pulling a sad motide's a bit lost, that one. He
needs mothering. He seems to have spent- theelasydars being pushed
from pillar to post.’

Pagan was called away by someone at that poimivéthdh brief invitation

for them to bring the boat back in whenever they had enough, the two
women parted. But Rene's words echoed in her mitid am unexpected
and painful resonance. How many adults, now reghegein their prime,



were at heart nothing but lost boys? She grimaséd. knew at least one.
Sympathy, however, seemed misplaced when she edchis image to

mind. The arrogant and successful businessman lkieubtedly was

mocked her tenderer feelings.

A brief glance towards the trees that waved ondtige of the garden
beyond the lane revealed the deeply pitched rotifeoManor House, one of
the upstairs rooms between the white-painted gaukable, its dark oblong
of window unblinking in the steadily thickening zzle. Pagan tore her eyes
away and made for the jetty.

Bobby, seemingly oblivious to the rain and wearsigprts with only a
waterproof kagoul under his lifejacket, was fixitihge pump up to bail out
one of the Wayfarers. He hadn't exactly avoidedaRadl weekend, but it
had seemed that there was always someone elsedavdwenever they
needed to speak to each other.

Pagan had been surprised to see him at all onddgtarorning and she had
taken the precaution of asking another studenigadsra stopgap should her
companion of Friday night fail to show up. Bobbyisonderstanding, had

seemed to take this as an implied threat to hisgot he had worked flat out
all weekend with none of his usual fooling about.

As she came up behind him Pagan wondered whetlersisbuld say
anything to let him off the hook. He was a good keoranyway and she
didn't want him to think she harboured any se@etiminations against him
for the way he had behaved at the hotel.

His muscular back was bent over the pump and h&tdidar her soft tread
in rubber boots until she was standing right beliina on the wooden jetty.

'Hey!" she called down to him. He raised his headnhfhis task and she
jumped down into the boat beside him. His eyes \apm@ehensive at first.
She cuffed him on the arm, "What about giving adawn on racing tactics
to those two bigger lads this afternoon?' she askéey've only got one
more weekend of their block of lessons to go, aad'rg about as well
gualified as anybody.'



He grinned. 'Hey, do you mean it, Pagan? That'drbat! If | have to go
slowly once round the bay again I'll go bonkers!

He unhooked the nozzle of the pump and startedrtk it all back on the
jetty. Then he bit his lip rather bashfully befesaying, 'l didn't know
whether | was in your bad books or not.'

Pagan took heart from his discomfiture. Somehowbsigan to feel very old
and very wise. It was a new feeling, and not witreotrace of sadness in it.
She felt she would never know what it was to bdlygeung, free to be

gloriously foolish instead of merely awkwardly itegnd naive whenever
she was caught out of her depth.

'l hope everything worked out to your satisfactishe told him cheekily.

Bobby's responsive chuckle was worth the effocbdt her to be flippant.
But didn't she just have to keep things running ciimyg?

This must be maturity, she told herself as she edlack up the shingle
with the pump. All she wanted to do was hide avayewhere and cry until
her store of tears was drained.

Tim and Jan were keen to come and inspect thegaeiaoht that had been
mentioned as a contest possibility by Wilson. ARaxgan's description of
her encounter with the Promotions Manager, his naagedeveloped into a
joke among them, so that when Tim, later that aften, had called across
from the safety launch as Pagan sailed past withgapils aboard a GP12,
he had said, 'l've got Tuesday afternoon off. & @.K. for Mr Wilson?' she
knew exactly what he meant.

'l rang the boatyard yesterday,' she called, inghigao the man at the helm
to bring the G.P. head to wind for a moment. 'Thail any time at all
would do, so we could drive out there after lurfcyou like.'

He gave her a thumbs-up sign and started up thernagain. He would
continue his vigil in the middle of the bay until the novices were safely
back to land.



‘They must imagine we're loaded even to be consgléooking at a boat
like this," Pagan mused when, on the Tuesday faligwhey rattled along in
the Renault towards the coast. 'What do you imatiegll do when we turn
up at the gates in this old bone-shaker?'

‘They'll try to sell us the nearest rubber dinghgxpect,’ Jan grinned.

But their reception by the man who was in chargé¢hefboatyard, a Mr
Holton, was nothing if not cordial.

He led them through into a large wooden buildingadt as spacious as an
aircraft hangar where boats of all shapes and sizedsn various stages of
construction were being worked on.

The noise was deafening from a power saw and the hmad to shout to
make himself heard. He pointed down the shed tosviduel far end where it
opened out towards the slipway and the gleamind hafl a very
sleek-looking racing yacht met their gaze.

Pagan's eyes rounded and she turned to him. Heedoddd mouthed
something in the uproar. Pagan felt her fingersirbég tingle with
excitement.

"There she is!" announced the man in the suddencsilas the saw was
Switched off.

There was a pride in his voice which found a maighiesponse now in

Pagan's thoughts. It was as if her imaginationldesh set on fire, and the
weight of hopeless longing for the man she couldaite was lifted for a

while as she turned to the manager to ply him watlintless questions as to
the boat's specifications. Tim and Jan clusteresdpinterested too, but
their enthusiasm could not match the greed witkctvRlagan lapped up the
man's words.

Her eyes were dark when the question of financppad up. Briefly she
explained the situation to him. When Wilson's fins mentioned his own



face clouded momentarily and he told her quietfitgra brief look over his
shoulder, to tread carefully where they were camegr

"'l tell you something confidential, like," heidataking her to one side. 'lt's
all due to a back word from one of their directtirat we've got this little

lady on our hands now. It was ordered some time lagiowvork had to stop
six weeks since when he couldn't bring the accaprito date.' He tapped
his lips. 'I'm telling you that, because if you wemmake an offer, it might

be a useful thing to know. . .." He gave her a wink

'l still don't see how I'm going to be able to malkey sort of offer yet,
Pagan told him wistfully, 'but thanks for the tist least you know I'm
interested, and if you get an offer for her befbrean come up with
anything, | hope you'll keep me informed.'

'Will do," agreed the man. 'She'll handle nicelsereby a girl, and when the
self-steering is rigged up it'll be a doddle.’ Hekoned to a workman who
was passing, 'Let's have a look at them plansSfiwer Lady,"he called.
‘Come on up, love.’'

He led Pagan up some wooden steps in a corneedfahgar to the place
where he had his office. Through the glass windetsh ran the length of
it she could see down into the hang@ilver Ladygleamed dully in its
undercoat of matt preservative at the far end. RP&gathat there was only
one thing in her life she had ever wanted as mschha wanted such a
yacht.

Jan and Tim were standing beneath the supportingsgboking up at the
sleek hull. Their admiration was evident in thaeiegy gesture.

When Pagan had pored over the plans and read #wfisgtions as

carefully as any love letter and when they hadedin offered hot mugs of
tea as if to seal some sort of agreement, theythaubled out of the

boatyard wreathed in grins.

There was the tang of the open sea in the aithéoyard was situated on the
estuary only a mile from the mouth of the river @angkemed to add a wild
air of intoxication to their mood.



'l must have it. | must! cried Pagan, throwing her arms up in an
uncharacteristic gesture of exhilaration. 'It's thest beautiful yacht I've
ever seen. What do you think, Tim? Really, withpulling any punches?'

'It seems perfect,’ he told her simply.

'Too perfect,' the practical voice of Jan broke'lincosts a hell of a lot,
Pagan. There's a recession on. What sort of comigamya position to
spend money on a yacht, for goodness' sake? Yieallg going to have to
work hard to coax that sort of money from anyone."’

Sobered by the realisation that what Jan said mas they made their way
back towards the car.

'If some company would buy it and let me give thalinthe publicity by
sailing it, and winning that damned race, everyghmould be roses. But it's
if, if, if!" sighed Pagan.

'It's the problem of finding a company able to m#iag sort of investment
in the present economic climate, as Jan says.egidgn.

'Especially round here," added Jan. 'Perhaps yghit oo look further afield,
Pagan? Manchester or somewhere like that?"

'Yes, it's big money you have to find, Pagan, ii'y@really serious about all
this, because it's not just the ship, it's fittmgf with all the latest racing
aids, it's provisions, it's medical supplies, 4t's-

'Please!’ cried Pagan, stopping her ears with é&ied$ ‘Don't you think I've
kept myself awake at nights going over and ovethal possibilitiesPve
been driving myself mad with the problem. But dtilaven't found a proper
solution. | know it's a lot of money, but the onlyng to do is to keep on
writing letters and talking to people. Someone sehexe must say yes
before long.'

'‘But how long can you keep on doing that?' asked, fiot trying to depress
her any further, his kind brown eyes showing omgeern for her.



'l go on till I succeed,' she averred.

She leant against the car for a moment. A sea waadgot up and it lifted
the loose fronds of her chestnut hair, teasingékidrom her face so that her
expression was revealed in all its fierce detertiona

'If I miss this year's race, I'll try again in twears' time when they hold the
next one.'

Tim and Jan looked at her with almost parental eamc

‘Two years is a long time at your age,’ said Jdasat'Perhaps other things
will seem more important by then,' she smiled,xielg.

Pagan turned bright eyes on her. 'If you mean angeriyou can count me
out. Two years, ten years, it'll make no differeridas is what I've got to do
and this is what I'll do, come hell or high water!

She looked across the car roof at the couple. Thexg nice people, but a
gulf separated them. Sometimes she felt as if she flom a different
planet. Jan thought she was a dreamer and no rhattehard she tried to
explain, neither of them would ever really underdtthe fever in her blood.
Only Uncle Henry had understood that—the wanderBist he was gone.

A chill wind seemed to blow through her. It wasetmhat she had just told
them. Two years, ten years, she would do it. Ahd,lrew, she would have
to do it alone.

Undaunted, she grinned back at them.

'Don't look so worried," she laughed. 'I'm not &mxs—just ambitious. I'm
going to solve this problem the way Uncle Henryduse solve all his
problems.' She chuckled at the expectant look eir flaces. "Tonight," she
told them, 'I'm going to sleep on it.’

The talk was desultory on the way back as if nobdlly wanted to go
over the problems facing Pagan again, but werelanaliind anything else



to grip their attention either. Even the topiclué hew baby seemed to have
taken second place for a while.

It was only when Pagan was driving back to the thmade for a bite to eat
after their excursion that Jan spoke up. They veéoseing down by the
gates of the old Manor House ready to make the intmmthe home lane
when she caught sight of the big white convertdikplayed bang in the
middle of the crescent-shaped gravel drive in fafrthe house.

‘There's your man,' she announced. 'By all accdwtgouldn't even notice
the purchase of a yacht like that. It'd be nothlinga small addendum to his
weekly shopping list.'

Pagan hung on to the steering wheel and swungathte@ fast into the lane.

'Steady on!" warned Tim, putting a protective aound Jan.

Pagan's face was set grimly as she brought théocarjolting stop. She

turned to Jan as she got out. 'Any more brightsdiéa that?' she asked
flippantly as she swung the keys in her hand.

Jan grinned, 'That's the best so far!’

'Keep thinking,' riposted Pagan as she led thetodlie house. 'Just keep
thinking!



CHAPTER EIGHT

THAT night as Pagan snuggled under her duvet she wgsodsas her word
and repeated the childish formula which Uncle Hemagl always avowed
was the sure solution to any knotty problem. Sorad@d once explained it
to her with the theory that, the mind being a fasrencomplex bit of
machinery than any one of us really appreciateslei§lotted a problem into
it and left it to get on with doing its job, soormrater an answer was bound
to pop out. A bit like a slot machine at a faipuight Pagan cynically. But
she was desperate enough to try any crazy schéeeyrice of postage
stamps and her enthusiasm for pounding out bedeitegs on her portable
having both their different limits.

"You know the answer really,' she told her braerrdly as she drifted off to
sleep, 'so just do your stuff!’

It was with a sense of disappointment that she vimg& morning to find no
magic solution to the problem.

She had had the deepest most dreamless sleefofug ame. ‘At least I've

hit on a cure for insomnia,' she thought, then dhieered. It hadn't been
entirely dreamless. In one of those fleeting imagegh often come on the
verge of waking up and are usually impossible taltevhen fully awake,

she had seen a face. At least, she had sensed.&Stawly she forced it
back into her mind.

She had been trying to pull one of the little dilghup on to the beach. Yet
the harder she pulled, the heavier it seemed torbecSweat had begun to
pour down her arms and eventually in the dreamPhgd managed to turn
round to see what was pulling the boat back intol#ke. She had been
mortified to see Leale de Laszlo, impeccably dr@sssomething dark and
expensive-looking, wearing an unaccustomed whiite, $t$ cuffs dazzling
in the gloom—almost as dazzling as the gleam otdeth as he drew his
lips back in a sardonic smile. He was standing halamntly by the water's
edge, the water lapping, but not wetting, his blieekher shoes.

What her eyes really focussed on, though, wasdnd hwhere she could see
in sharp detail how he was holding on to the trams&d the dinghy. She



knew, in the dream, that he only had to raise hredho release it and she
would be able to bring the boat easily into shore.

Cross with herself for letting him penetrate even direams, she lay in bed
for a full ten minutes. To be sensible she oughgit®@ some objective,

rational thought to the dream. That had been thet pb the exercise. But

her waking thoughts were shy and sensitive to the pf approaching the

subject of Leale too closely.

'It's all nonsense anyway," she told herself, dragglowly out of bed.

The next few weeks progressed uneventfully enoldgan's appetite
seemed to be almost non-existent these days, afibshd she was rarely
sleeping a whole night through. She became obsegtiedvork and now
seldom went for a drink with the rest of the croafter lessons were over,
preferring, it seemed, to go back to the cottageeato swot up on her other
‘work’, the big race.

Jan noticed the change in her manner and triedll her out of it, but
Pagan would allow herself only a grim smile befoagrying on as before.
Less and less did she bother to change out oflilergsgear when she got in
at night, and she stopped wearing make-up altogeiine first weeks of
June were scorchingly hot so that, despite henérirhaunted look, her skin
began to glow a golden brown, giving her a gamivegf-like appearance.

She couldn't fail to be conscious of the extensaiilding going on at the
Manor. Every day contractors' lorries stood inftbat drive or round at the
back and there was always the sound of men working.

After the first few days Leal's car had failed ppaar outside the house and
she guessed he had gone away. This was confirnvedlaor so later when,
meeting an old school-friend by chance in town, lg@@ned that he and
most of the staff brought up from the main offind.ondon had vacated the
first suite, reserving only a small suite of roommsthe third floor for Leale's
personal use.

'It's interesting, being a telephonist at a hake burs,’ Anne confided. 'lt's
more like a family than a hotel.’



Pagan couldn't bring herself to ask when Leale del returning, but she
didn't need to ask. Anne was a mine of unsoliaiéarmation.

'Mr de Laszlo's away in New York for the next sieeks. He and his

girlfriend, that Michelle, are having the Manorteed exactly as it used to
be. It looks as if he's planning to live in it pemently. Imagine, a place that
size! He was out buying antiques before he left simels been waltzing in

and out with wallpaper and fabric samples all wedthing ever seems to
be good enough for her--'

'Didn't she leave with him?' Pagan's curiosity asmised.
‘No, and don't we know it!"
'So she's staying there alone, is she?' Pagan phelétb herself.

'‘Alone? You must be joking!" Anne's expression tb&t what nature of
company the blonde was keeping.

'He's as bad, | expect,’ shrugged Pagan.

But Anne just pursed her mouth noncommittally.chd know about that,’
she said after a pause. 'He seems to work all hAyssoper workaholic he
is. Very nice, though—a real gentleman and vergijui

'‘Quiet?' Pagan looked incredulous, but Anne wasadly moving off.

‘That's my bus there," she said. 'See you arowaghr? Say hello to Faynia
for mel’

With that she was gone, and Pagan walked off dbvrstreet with a small
frown puckering her brow.

There was no time in the days ahead to allow heughts to dwell on
anything but work, however. They were entering wéia¢ had jokingly
referred to as the vicious stage of the seasorbaaokings were coming in
now for mid-week lessons too.



Usually she liked this part of the year best, fesgite the long hours, the
weather was usually excellent and as it was stilhe school term most of
the pupils were adults, so that it was fascinattngheet so many different

types.

This season, though, she had no heart for it. 8barbe fed up too with the
men who inevitably thought it in order to flirt \mither, persistent in their
invitations to dinner and lakeside drives. It wasifaher humiliation over
Leale had wounded her so deeply that she couldhtryst herself even to
casual dating. No one could measure up to Lealehsd was the point?

'It's not that I'm a prude,’ she confided to Fayma rare day off, 'and | don't
think I'm frigid. It's just that it doesn't seengit, to be so casual about a
thing like that. And anyway, what's the point ofirgpout to dinner with
them anyway. They're not going to get what theytpamd I'm just going to
be bored out of my mind for an evening. I'd rattaly at home with a good
book.’

'Perhaps you just don't fancy any of your curreritoss?' replied Faynia
sagely. | shouldn't let it worry you.'

"I don't think I'm ever going to fancy anyone eagain--'
'‘Again?’ Faynia raised her eyebrows.
The slip was enough to make Pagan colour violently.

"You're not still pining for King Rat, are you?' rdanded Faynia in
astonishment.

Pagan felt as if she was suddenly looking througlalaof tears.

‘Love,' soothed Faynia, patting her on the shoulddarhell, | know. But it'll
wear off, give it time.'

Pagan shook her head, unable to speak. 'lIt weh&,'managed to gulp at
last. 'I'll love him for ever.'



Faynia didn't say anything. She went through ihi shop and when she
came back Pagan was pale-faced but dry-eyed oade agd getting ready
to leave.

'It's the Hunt Ball next week,' she told PaganuYieed something to put on
a good dress for. Why not let me ask John to geugle of tickets for you?
You could bring that sailor boy of yours. He segyoed fun.’

Pagan tried a wan smile. 'Bobby, you mean?'

She and Bobby, despWHAT had happened, still met at Renoir's once a
week, but always in a crowd, and it was alwaydakseminute until Pagan
thought she supposed she ought to go out one maigitek. They had
neither of them mentioned Michelle since that weeke

'I'm really busy right now. Perhaps next year.' 8iegl to smile. Next year?
It seemed impossible to think so far ahead. Evergtivould be different
then. Leale would be no more than a painful memory.

Faynia didn't press the invitation to the Ball. ad she make any secret of
the fact that she regarded it as a feather indqeta@have persuaded John to
take her.

'‘Absolutely everybody will be there. It's the evehthe season!

Pagan sighed. Her season was composed of quieeatiffevents. In a few
weeks the entries for the yacht race would haveeteubmitted, and so far
she was no nearer to a solution than before.

Downhearted, she left Faynia, and on the drive ltadke cottage she did
some serious thinking. It seemed to be her habdtc@ipation these days in
the odd moments of solitude that came her way,aafainiliar theme was
beginning to emerge.

Try as she would she could not avoid the way haughts came continually
back to Leale de Laszlo. It seemed as if he wask#yeto the whole
problem.



She went through the litany again.

Was it true she'd found the perfect racing craftfes, came the answer.
Was it true that she needed a benefactor rich dntmdinance the said
craft?—Yes, again, came the answer. And was itttraein all the people
she had come across only Leale de Laszlo coulddaffee considerable
investment necessary for the whole project?—inblytéthe answer came,
yes.

In a foul temper she stamped into the house.

It was too much like the time she had had to darg cap in hand, over the
right of way. The only difference this time wasttBhe knew to the smallest
detail exactly what manner of man she was dealitig 8he could imagine
the devilish gleam in those sometimes cold, sonesinbrightly
sea-coloured eyes, as he listened to her request,

' won't do it—I can't!" she told herself, as skeamed about the kitchen.

She couldn't settle to anything. The cottage sedikea prison. It was her
own thoughts, however, which made the prison, ngltier confined within
them until she could summon the strength to bredk o

Unable to bear being indoors any longer, she stdroptside. The day was
sultry, typical of mid- June in this part of theutiry. The lake lay like a
block of molten blue metal within the sharply etdheonfines of the

mountains which surrounded it.

Unable to bear the heat, Pagan had put on a cstioress for the first
time this year, and it set off the ight tan she inagitably acquired from her
daysoutdoors. Slimmer now, with no make-up andhlaérfloating loosely
around her shoulders, her face was hauntingly beh@nd she seemed to
have acquired a new fragility which softened thalioyish look of old.

She began to make her way to the top of the |laading down to the
foreshore. It seemed aeons ago since she had dkmlda astonished halt at
the sight of the 'Keep Out' sign outside the Maaoid she couldn't help
looking through the trees to where the contractass were still parked.



Electricity, gas, central heating, and now painéerd decorators were there.
The house, half painted outside, with scaffolditif adorning the west
wing, was beginning to regain some of its formdeisgour.

Soon, she thought, the white car would be backnagaid it would become
aregular feature, if Anne was to be believed amaé really intended to use
the place as a home.

Somehow Pagan couldn't quite imagine it. Not imgant that Michelle
would be set up in it, mistress of the Manor, tte tilne roost while Leale
was away on business. The old place would see samecustomed
goings-on if that were to be the case. The graaessof former days which
was being so carefully restored would be lost fare

The lake, when she reached the shore, was liks.g\st a breath of air
ruffled its surface. The fells were reflected pettigin reverse in it, even the
colours were faithful reproductions in a naturalmg-glass. It was a day
very different from the one on which she had fagtght sight of the red,
white and blue sail of Leale's windboard. Anyoneuldobe hard put to
move across the surface of this motionless expéighéairs sailor or no.

Pagan remembered his correction when, in her imua;eshe had called
him that. There had been no mistaking his meanimgrvihe had claimed he
liked a challenge so long as the prize was wortBut it gave her only pain

and no satisfaction at all to realise that she wraes prize for which the

challenger had had to concede defeat.

Still restless, she debated whether to take onleeolboats out, but it hardly
seemed worth it, in the stillness of such a dastelad she walked along the
shore towards the garden of the Manor, to the plalcere it met the
shoreline and a mellow brick wall marked the bouwdaf the two
properties. As a child she had often clambered theewall and walked up
to the house over the well-kept lawns. Curiousde whether work had
started on the gardens yet, she scrambled up thamndacrouched there on
top in order to survey the secret places of lomy ag

Flowers spread in wild abandon before her eyes hilchild, and with a
little smile of melancholy pleasure, she droppgttly down on to the other



side. The earth was soft underfoot where, it wasonis, no one had walked
for some time. The roses which had been the pndgay of the Colonel
were overgrown now, bushes rising up in stragghigarray, the trellis
roses fallen, long shoots stretching with wild grawer the moss-covered
path. Colours rioted before her eyes and the ag nemady with the rich
perfume of roses coming into full bloom.

She had only gone a pace, revelling in the unerpe®discovery of such a
secret place, when a voice seemed to come atdrartfre sky. She looked
up with a disbelieving shudder of recognition. Jinsstime she caught-a
glimpse of the long form of Leale de Laszlo reciminonchalantly along
the solid curved branch of the giant oak, beforedmae swinging down to a
branch above her head. She had been so busy pitkingay amongst the
trails of roses that she had failed to notice htkgt lying on the ground
beneath the tree, and now he looked laconicallyrdetv her from his

vantage point.

To say she was covered in confusion would be aenstatement. She felt
first hot, then cold sweep over her body. For a matnher fists tightened by
her sides and words fled.

He looked leaner, tougher, not quite so healtlahned as before, but his
hair still gleamed, outrageously blond, still tomdj, and his eyes, sparking
bright waves in sunlight, still held that dangercusf bantering, half
quizzical look that brought back a flood of unwahbteemories.

For what seemed like an eternity they gazed at ether without speaking.
Pagan was transfixed by his eyes which piercedwithr a laser-like
intensity, raking her body from head to foot asoifconvince himself that
she was made of flesh and blood. She happenedsiaibging in a patch of
sunlight, her hair fine and flyaway, like a halaund her head, her eyes,
green and vulnerable, gazing back at him, and atedeby the white cotton
sundress, her neck and shoulders washed to a dikeyrale gold.

'l thought it was a flower fairy.' Lazily he unoed his muscular frame from
its position in the tree and, blue eyes mockinglyi, never leaving her face,
he swung his long legs down to the ground.



She was still frozen in one place and watched,egath her strength to flee
should he approach, but he remained by the treehand looped round the
branch above his head, the other casually fastengnd broad leather belt
of his slick washed denims.

He was wearing a crisp white T-shirt which was tacross his chest and
from the short sleeves of which bulged tanned wlediped arms covered in
a down of bright fair hair.

Pagan's glance took in the details without beingrawf how she registered
them.

'Lost your tongue?' He smiled back at her, equatignic.

There was another long pause.

Pagan pushed a tangle of chestnut hair from heraya stood motionless in
the long grass, unable to answer. It seemed dishi€anerves were tightly

tuned ready to send her fleeing back along thegowemn path into the

safety of the thicket by the wall.

But, still watching her, Leale remained where heswaolding himself
against the oak tree.

At last, jibingly, throwing back at her her own ydirst words to him, he
warned, 'Don't you know you're trespassing?’

She brought herself to frame some words, any wdrdsthey sounded
strange to her ears. 'l didn't think anyone wouldw. It's all so neglected
now. . . ."' She broke the hold of his glance an#téal helplessly around her.
'Did you used to come here in the Colonel's daysasked quietly.

Pagan looked fleetingly back at him and nodded.

There came the distant sound of a chaffinch imthed and for a moment it

seemed as if the world stood still and they werth docked in some
timeless never- never land.



He was still in shadow, but as she watched, herbeganove towards her
into the patch of sunlight.

'Don't, I--' She backed off, confusion overwhelmihgr, then with a
superhuman effort, she gathered all her strengttad now clear beyond a
shadow of a doubt what she had to do. Like a ganbeliéing everything on
one last throw of the dice, she squared her shmilaled said, as coolly as
she knew how, 'lt's a stroke of luck finding youéhd didn't realise you
were back yet. | have a business proposition taqybu. I'd be enormously
grateful if I could make an appointment to see twdiscuss it some time.'

Leale stopped in his advance and a smile playemsathe lean contours of
his face. 'A business proposition? That soundgyuntrg!

He passed a hand over his brow and paused adirigvir her to go on.She
managed a cool smile, briefly wondering if he knkeaw much of her
composure was an act. 'When would it be converlish&?asked.

it's convenient right now," he told her lazily, leiges mocking her.

'I'm serious," she warned him. She gave a deprgcaibk at the ruined
garden in which they stood.

"You'd like somewhere more appropriate?' He sedmedallow a smile.

It made Pagan regard him icily for a moment andas on the tip of her
tongue to make some excuse to escape when he daverentervening
space between them in two swift strides and tod# bbher by the elbow
before she could avoid his grasp.

'‘Come to the house. Well talk there.’
She had to endure the nearness of his lithe yirditd the inescapable
pressure of his hand on her arm all the way ugé#rden. Only when they

reached the terrace did he release her.

The ground-floor shutters, she noticed, wereatilbss, but the garden door
which led into the rear entrance hall stood opamteérs were busy round



the side of the house, but inside it was quiet ampty. Nothing, she
observed, had been done so far about interior d&oar In fact the place
looked rather neglected as if all interest in itl leeen lost. She glanced at
Leale in surprise.

‘All right," he chided, misunderstanding, 'I'm soitts so chaotic. But &m
treating you seriously. Even if | had to deal vatbhusinessnanhe'd have to
meet me here in all this mess, as I've moved mgeoffere now.’

He led her through into a small ante-room justioéf main hall. It was one
room which had been refurbished, yet it was mdte & study than an
office, with a desk and bookshelves and a phonenahchuch more.

Pagan noticed a half open suitcase on the floothe corner with a

masculine-looking sponge bag and a razor in a b&atker case resting on
the top 'of it. There was also a fluffy-looking lano towel hanging to dry on

the radiator.

Quickly Leale folded it up and put it inside theseait's a mess,' he repeated.
'l only got in late last night.'

'Have you left the hotel?' she asked.

He nodded.

'‘But nothing's finished here!" she exclaimed.

He gave a short laugh. 'Entirely my fault. | caléekalt until I'd had a chance
to rethink things . . ." he paused. 'l found | wiako keen on the choice of
interior decor. When it came down to it | realisiedas a little too florid for

my taste.'

'l wouldn't have thought it mattered, as you woe'there often enough to
notice the wallpaper,’ she replied tartly.

"It wasn't only the wallpaper | had in mind," helred cryptically. 'As |
intend to live here more or less permanentlyjntjgortant to get it right.’



'Live here?' she gulped.

'l like the peace and quiet. | like this house dnttk stopped abruptly. His
face wore a strange expression when he added basuldte lots of things
about this particular place, surprisingly enough.’

He leaned against the side of his desk. It seem&agan that his presence
filled the room with his sheer physical power ahé glt she would easily
succumb to his magnetism if she didn't make sorfoeteéd ward it off by
maintaining an icy distance between them.

Her thoughts started to race. If he said yes tat\wha was going to ask of
him there would be no question of distance betwkem. Of that she was
certain. At least, she mentally corrected herselffar as physical distance
was concerned. It was going to be up to her to mmminunaided any
self-preserving inner distance. If she hoped twisarthis encounter, she
would have to bring every shred of emotional detaaht she could muster
to their subsequent meetings.Leale was waiting tadvear what she had to
say, so that it was with a feeling as irrevocaklelanging over a cliff edge
that she, started to tell him abd&itver Ladyand the need for sponsorship. .

'‘Don't tell me about the Race," he cut in. 'Tell ihgou've managed to
interest anyone else, or are you asking me to é@ahe whole shooting
match?'

With a lift of her head she told him, 'I've hades# from a food firm to -

provide provisions, and an electronics firm wanttmé&st some new radio
equipment. Other local firms have guaranteed ssimalBums so that
practically everything can be covered one way ootlzer. The only

exception, of course, is the--' she hesitated.

‘The yacht itself?' he supplied briskly, with ngible change of expression.

She raised her head and her jaw was set as ifleoffom him the weeks of
defeat.

'I'd like to see this boat,' he told her. 'When wengo out to have a look at
her?'



'Whenever you like," she answered.
'‘Come along, then," he ordered briskly, reachimdni® jacket.
Disconcerted by the speed of his response, Pagdad aoly nod dumbly.

‘This doesn't mean I'm saying yes or even maybeayadrned. 'l just want to
see the tub you propose to salil.'

He swung down off the edge of the desk. 'By the,wdnat do | get out of it,
apart from the dubious glory of being associateth \ai celebrity if you
make it across and a tragic heroine if you don't?'

Pagan shivered involuntarily. 'l will make it," stoéd him quietly with a lift
of her chin. But that wasn't why she had felt thiwer go through her. She
had hoped to stall on the question of his cut.@garded him levelly.

‘Silver Ladywill have a change of name, of course," she tatd HVost
sponsoring firms like to have the competing yacdading under the
company's name.' She avoided his eyes.

'l rather likeSilver Lady,he butted in with a sidelong grin.

'Well, of course, that's up to you," she repliedligo 'But it'll have your
company's logo on the sails and you'll have, assay all the publicity
from the media, news, magazine profiles, televisiod so on. As a woman
competing in a thing like this, and the way thirage,’ she added tartly, 'l
shall be able to get a lot of interest—as muchrgsd the competitors,
perhaps, and much more than if | was a man.'

'‘As a woman," he repeated sardonically.

She coloured.

'‘Are you a woman now?" he provoked.

Her eyes flashed and she drew herself up, but defloe could think of a
suitable retort he put two fingers warningly on hies and whispered,



'Stormy weather already?' Her jaw tightened.alt'sight," he was laughing.
'I'm happy to steer clear of squalls at present!

He pushed her towards the door. 'Given your evidestiste for me, it must
have cost you something to come with the beggingl.b®r was it just a
spur-of- the-moment decision when you saw me irgtireen?’

Confused, Pagan just looked at him. He smiled eaigally. With an effort

she pulled herself together and snapped, 'I'm rhosinesslike than you
give me credit for! Personal likes and dislikesénawothing to do with it. 1
decided last week that I'd approach you on yowrmnetNothing can be
spur-of-the-moment in this game.'

Leale nodded briefly. 'Just so long as you real@gve got to approach it
professionally. It won't be a joy-ride.’

'I'm quite aware of that,' she retorted. She neamdyle some crack about
men being all the same—none of them were capabtakaig a woman
seriously, but she thought better of it and meggijted her teeth as he
ushered her outside.

His car had been parked inside the vast garadeedtt side of the house.
That was how she had missed any warning of hisnetts high-powered
luxury seemed to make them airborne and they wetlgeaboatyard in no
time. It had been a strangely uncomfortable jourttfeyugh short, for Leale,
after asking one or two technical questions alsilver Lady had seemed to
be able to find nothing else to say to her. Hefliakled on the stereo, and
after a few moments' unease when she had watchedvarily like a cat,
she had finally allowed herself to drop her guard settle back in the deep
velour of the upholstery and let the music waftrdwver.

When the car at last slid to a halt she had her dpen before he could
come round to do it for her, and with only a bbhetckward glance to make
sure he was following, she strode on ahead intowbeshop without
another word.



Mr Holton saw her at once from his vantage poirtigoffice up in the roof,
and she waved one hand in greeting. He came dovemca, obviously
pleased, and Pagan turned to introduce him to Leale

'De Laszlo?' he looked up with a puzzled smilegiMihat be the firm of de
Laszlo International?' he queried. Leale noddelka%ed to do business
with you, sir," said Mr Holton at once, putting dus hand in a warm
handshake.

He turned to Pagan with a new look of respectsrelyes. 'If you're going to
start anywhere, you may as well start at the tepgsaid cryptically.

From then on there was a marked difference in faismar. Whereas before
he had merely shown an old- world paternalism tade&agan, now he was
deferential to the point of reverence. Pagan coully watch in growing
puzzlement.

When Leale had made a thorough inspection of tiohtyand, refusing a
drink on the grounds that he had urgent businegggdor him, had taken
her back to the car, she turned to him, tight-lghpe

'So what was all that about?' she demanded. 'ltlyannounced yourself as
the Emperor of China it couldn't have had a moeetefying effect on the
man! What's so special about the name de Laszlo?"

Leale grinned, himself mystified by her reactiofou mean you still don't
know?' he asked.

Pagan shook her head. 'But I'm dying to be lenhithe secret,’ she answered
caustically.

'l thought you were being clever,' his eyes gldter

'Perhaps | am without knowing it," she answeretlytaSo what's the big
secret?'

He shrugged deprecatingly as if almost embarrassed.



'Don't you read the yachting magazines? No--' husgad, 'not the financial
sections. | don't suppose you read those.'

'‘Not much point without any finance, is there?' glmavered.

'If you did do, you'd know I'm a yacht broker.’

‘A what?'she almost screeched at him. 'Why on earth dida'tell me?’
'l assumed you knew.'

'Of course | didn't know! she glowered again, kegfer emotions under
control only with an enormous effort. 'How coulkhlow?' What a fool | am,
she thought, half turning so that he could nottsedlood of humiliating red
colouring her face. 'Why should | know a thing ltkat?' she swung back at
him. 'Even if I'd remembered the name | wouldn'tessarily have
connected it with you, would 1? It would be theurat thing,' she went on
sarcastically, 'to expect a firm like that to be toy a short, fat, balding
businessman. Not--' she floundered.

'Not what?' he asked with interest.
'Not you!" she snarled.

'l thought you would know,' he repeated, his faazdn in its expression by
the strength of her contempt. 'Why else would yome and ask me to
sponsor you?'

'Why come to you?' she mocked. 'A two-year-old widaiow the answer to
that one! You just happen to be the only businessaraund here who
could afford the expense. And," she added, 'yomdeehave such a lot of
moeny to splash around, | don't see why somestiatildn't come my way.'

Leale regarded her without speaking for a momeistfate had a shuttered
look and he gave an almost inaudible sigh as ifesbimg had disappointed
him beyond words.



'‘Well, 1 don't splash my money around for fun. Ise&en the yacht; | like
her—she seems a good little craft. I'm willing toybyour whole package.
Wait--' he held up his hand to forestall her refidon't thank me yet. You
haven't heard my side of it. As | said, | don'taspl my money around for
fun. There are conditions.’

Pagan raised her head.
He paused.
'Yes?' she urged, holding her breath.

'First, | want it fitting out to my own specificatis —Don't worry," he went
on when she opened her mouth to speak, 'I'll stamdost. There's a lot of
excellent new safety equipment on the market. émesthe right to say
what you carry on board.'

'0.K.," she replied, eyeing him warily. 'And--?"

He had the grace to avoid her eyes and insteaédunis head to let his
glance drift outside to the breakwater that bourttheccar park.

'It's a rather more--' he hesitated, 'a more ingneandition.' He turned to
watch her reaction.

Pagan was holding herself rigid with the efforself- control. So her worst
fears were to be confirmed. 'Yes," she said cdoliging him straight in the
eye, i think | know what you mean. When would yike o collect?’

There was a sudden stillness in him for a momeyirtg her thoughtfully,
he said at last as if having consulted a mentag-tiale, "We'd better not
say after the Race, or you'll be tempted not toeebactk. What do you think
to sometime after contracts have been signed,lgag\e of her first sea
trials? What you might call," he added sardonicéligr maiden voyage?' He
raised one eyebrow.



Pagan could have hit him and inside she was argjaaferno of pure rage,
but instead of showing it she lifted her chin aedface was schooled into a
mask of total indifference. 'How appropriate,’ sglied crisply.

His eyes danced over her. 'Should we shake hand®8 tils the customary
way in which to seal a gentleman's agreement.’

‘There are no gentlemen present,’ she retortedwBbbut a flicker of
visible emotion she drily proffered her right hand.

Leale used it as an excuse to pull her closemto His face was only an inch
away from her own so that she could feel his wareath on her cheek
when he whispered, 'And perhaps the firm can haweething on account
now?"'

Before she could draw back his lips had found haard,his kiss was so deep
and powerfully slow that she almost found hersa§ponding with
treacherous ardour before she managed to cheadlfrensl go limp.

He drew back at once when he realised she waspomnsise, and his
expression was similarly noncommittal when he muedu'Nothing on
account? Fair enough.’

Without another word he slipped the car into fgsar and they moved off.



CHAPTER NINE

IT was a minor celebration that night in the litilmldered pub across the
road from the sailing school.

After driving her back from the boatyard, Leale lidpped her at the end
of the lane to walk the hundred yards or so tocléiage, and the first thing
she did was to ring Tim and Jan to tell them thedgoews. What the pay-off
was going to be, of course, Pagan breathed no wmodishe let Tim rattle
on innocently about the publicity kickback for Le'slcompany.

Rather than sit moping alone, licking over her wasirand inevitably
guestioning whether she was paying too high a poicatisfy her ambition,
she rang round several other people who would tesested in the news.
Together they had met up for a celebratory drinkl, #ere were premature
good wishes of 'bon voyage' as it got near closing.

There was only one absentee, and it brought a lsittdle to Pagan's face
when she imagined him, doing whatever he was dwmindpe big house
opposite. The ground floor windows were still shtgtl, she noticed, and
but for the big white convertible that was onceiagautside in the drive
where he must have left it that afternoon there maasign of life from the
house. The three beech trees shadowing the fronblséry added to the
general air of gloomy desolation.

Inevitably, despite the high spirits of her commaus, she found herself
speculating on what he was doing there, and whéihevas alone now he
had swopped the luxury of the hotel for the rathlrak and draughty
grandeur of a house that had had armies of workrmaemping through it for
the last six weeks and was still far from beindyfuéfurbished.

It seemed a strange existence for a man who had/Mtié& world in his
grasp, who could buy what pleasures the need ohtieent suggested, and
who had no qualms about expressing his zest fausémelights. Pagan
allowed herself a moment to consider what he hadntby his cryptic
remark about being dissatisfied with the decor, stmel knew it was more
than furnishing and decorating he had in mind.



It didn't seem likely that Michelle would welcombet new change of
accommodation either, and Pagan was curious to kvitat had happened
to her when the hotel suite had been vacated.

'Looking pensive,' observed Faynia, who had droppedith John in tow,
on her way to a supper date with some friends irblside. ‘Not having
second thoughts already, are you, sweetheart?'

Pagan gave her a half-hearted smile. 'Not aboudrthssing itself,' she said.
'l can't wait to get started." She looked roundiaclty. 'Get away from all
these damn people, shan't I?'

Faynia pretended to be hurt, but Tony interrupittda cinch,’ he said. 'All
you do is get out to the Eddy stone and turn right!

Pagan laughed despite herself.

'l tell you one thing," the young instructor went & wouldn't mind coming
with you. Have you room for one extra crew?'

‘There's bags of room,’ she replied, it's theadobat that normally needs a
crew of four. But it's going to be strictly singtended.'.

He pulled a face of disappointment, if you changarymind at the last
minute let me be first in line. | gather Bobby'stjng for a ride too but you
need somebody with a bit more experience than kirne-paused.

Pagan didn't react to the guffaws of a man standinthe bar who had
evidently overheard Tony's remarks.Hastily Tonyeatjdl've got a good
selection of charts given me by my father. Cahlilbe you with those?’

'l don't think so," Pagan tried to laugh. Her hdaotvever, gave a sickening
lurch. She had been bribed once that day, anchtheght of it stuck in her
mind and would not be dislodged.

Tim was waxing philosophical by now and she heand telling someone,
in defence of her crazy ambition she guessed;ttiebnly way to be happy
is to do fully what you're destined for.'



Shakily she raised her glass to her lips to draihat was she destined
for? To barter herself for the transient fame ofngea Transatlantic
yachtswoman? To make herself the victim of a manwbom she was
nothing but another name in his long list of corsis@

As unobtrusively as possible she began to makevhagrtowards the door.
Now she had given them all an excuse to let thair down mid-week she
reckoned she was dispensable. If anyone stoppegheewould plead a
headache.

Coward, she thought, now you're going to go horoaeato mope through
the night. You got yourself into this mess, ygu'tit have to get yourself out
of it. But there was no way out, as she well knkwad become a question
of going through with something that she found tughly repugnant.

Blind hatred for Leale de Laszlo filled her heagtshe stepped outside into
the night, and, head bent, she hurried past tiieokhis drive, fearful lest
the object of her hatred appear and give her greatese for heartache.

Next day she had no word from him and, embroilethiroducing a new
influx of pupils to the school, she had little tireeponder over the data of
their next 'business meeting.' When he had lefthleehad told her that he
would be getting his own people to draw up the sgary designs for the
transformation ofSilver Ladyinto an efficient racing vessel, and that he
wanted to go over these with her before work staffagan expected it to
be a week at least before they need meet. She Isbpdthd made it patently
clear that if she never saw him again, never wineldoo soon. After this
one meeting, and 'the maiden voyage', as he soatlypnnamed it, there was
no reason why their paths should ever cross again.

It was disturbing to her stoically won peace of djithen, when, as she was
helping one of her pupils to beach the trainingginlate that afternoon,
Tony came grinning down to the water's edge.

'Message for you, ma'am!" he called, even befoeehsld had time to wade
out of the water. 'De Laszlo International havdéechh business meeting for
seven- thirty this evening. A car will pick you up.



'What?' She splashed up on to the shingle, leagtaimgupil to struggle with
the boat himself. 'Are you joking?'

'Mr de Laszlo came down himself," he told her, obsgly pleased to have
rubbed shoulders with a famous name in internalkiganehting circles. 'You
were just disappearing round the headland at the, t50 he decided not to
wait.'

'Of course not, no doubt he would say his time @eay," she muttered
darkly.

Tony looked puzzled. 'There's nothing up, is thene?queried. 'He's not
pulling out already is he?'- For a moment he lookestfallen.

'‘No, he won't pull out,’ Pagan replied confidentNipt now. We shook
hands on it." She shrugged. 'What time did he Sayen-thirty? And what if
| have some prior engagement this evening? Whatthe

'Perhaps he thinks if you're really serious abloetace everything else will
go to the wall.'

Pagan glanced across at him. 'l guess he'd hagataas assume that too,
wouldn't he?"

She began to wheel the trolley down the shingletdsvéhe dinghy. 'Did he
say what the "meeting” was about?' she asked caeshoulder, with an
ironic emphasis on the word meeting. Better todrewarned than caught
unawares. 'lt's surely too soon even for the sopgMr de Laszlo to have
got the designs for the fitting out on paper yet.'

'He didn't say.' Tony gave her a hand with thdeyolvhile the novice sailor
splashed about trying to get the dinghy safely pdsition.

'Well, we shall see, then, won't we?' Pagan gritted a determined tilt to
her chin. 'We shall see!



Prompt on seven-thirty Pagan, from her hiding placthe kitchen, heard
the purr of a car engine. She didn't have to dbe@avindow to look out over
the small gravelled space at the side of the hadse a car could turn.
With a sickening dread she knew he was here.

She hadn't bothered to change out of jeans andiii; sor had she done
more than run a comb through her hair. Even ifaghdd trust him not to
attempt collection until the due date, she thougbnically, she wasn't
going to give him a scrap of encouragement. Shéedaintil his knock at
the door had died away, then she moved, delibgratéiurried, to answer
it.

He seemed to fill the whole doorway with his bulkis time he had on

some well-fitting black drill jeans and a blackkssBhirt—not, she was

faintly pleased to note, open to the waist as ildthave been on most men
of his magnificent physique, but subtly undone dolyhe third button. Just

enough, she thought wryly, to give a tantalisingngkse of a smoothly

bronzed neck and the hint of fair hair on his chest

As always his hair was outrageously bright agaimsttan of his skin, and
she noted that the sombreness of his clothes sualgfi even more startling
contrast.

For a moment neither of them spoke.

'‘Aren't you going to invite me in?' Leale askedrgually.

'l thought | was supposed to be picked up and téke@nbusiness meeting?’
she stalled.

'Why not here?' he countered. 'There are only ali@vgs | want to go over
before seeing the designers tomorrow.'

Pagan could think of no good reason, apart fromoth@ous one, not to
invite him in, so she stepped back with an icy g&ato allow him inside.

He seemed to dwarf her in the confined space ofetiteance hall and,
pivoting, she led him briskly through into the isigf-room. It was just then



that the sun was setting, and for a moment he wagpsed by the
magnificence of the reddish-golden light that fleddhe room. For a few
minutes the whole lake was transformed to a shemabtien gold, but even
as they watched, the sun sank behind the purpledfiBen Ridding and in
a moment the water had become a hazy twilit shiestftest blue.

‘Thanks for the evening show,' he turned after latit in silence. 'What
do you provide for an encore?’

Pagan blushed despite herself under the lazy sgrati his eyes, fully
aware of the suggestiveness of his remark.

‘That's it," she retorted, tight-lipped. 'You daméted to give me credit for
nature's handiwork.'

'Oh, | won't,' he answered giving her a slow glanCeedit where credit's
due.’

She moved rapidly to the far side of the room. lISha get on?’

You have a nice place here,' Leale told her, igigoher last remark. She
watched stonily as he moved round the room, insmgedhe pictures,

running a finger over the Tahitian face mask Utdairy had brought back
from one of his voyages, and even bending to susdtithe titles on the
small collection of records and cassettes in tteak by the bookshelf.

When there was nothing left to which he could dit@s curiosity, he sat
down uninvited in the middle of the rattan threateeand regarded her with
a curious appraising sort of smile.

'I think we'll have some Mozart,' he flicked a ags from the rack, and,
without moving from his seat, dropped it on to ttudfee table between
them.

Obstinately she glared back at him, but when hasgg, never wavering,
held her own for what seemed.like an eternity, cptulated with a bored
little shrug of the shoulders. If he wanted to pédly games of master and
servant, let him. It wouldn't hurt to pander to hower something so



trivial—after this meeting there would only be omere, she shuddered,
then he would be out of her life for ever.

She moved over to the music centre and selectedpgpmpriate setting.
When the sounds of one of her favourite piecesudiafilled the room with

its elegant strains her anger was mollified soméwditaleast she couldn't
fault his taste, but she couldn't restrain herfselh saying, 'l thought this
was supposed to be a business meeting, not a rhesad.’

In reply Leale drew her attention to the slim blgcktfolio he carried and

without more ado opened it and drew forth the aatstewith surprise she
saw that he had taken the trouble to make copiotesron the basis of his
inspection of the boat the previous day, as wdllllazy several columns of

figures.

"You have been doing your homework," she murmuredically.

'l hope you have too,' he told her crisply, 'Youl intending tocruise
across, are you?'

'l shall race every inch of the way," she told rearking up. 'l know there's
no reasonable hope of winning the whole damnedjttunt | think | stand a
very good chance of winning one of the handicaprdsva

‘That's what I think too," he told her. 'l just @omant you to run away with
the idea that it's going to be easy.' He fixedWitr a stern gaze. 'The sea's a
treacherous force at any time, and alone in a ssadihg boat you're going
to have to be one hundred per cent alert. You itlayotir boat with charts
and pilot books and still be taken unawares bealfisquall, a bank of dense
fog, a sudden calm or dangers such as icebergs '

'I'm taking the Azores route,’ she told him, padhyeignoring his little
homily to the dangers of the project.

Leale looked up quickly. For a moment she thoughivas going to start an
argument about the best route to take, for there wgually good reasons,
she knew, for taking the more northern route up tiea Arctic Circle. It



was generally considered a little faster, thoughnexessarily so, for she
had heard of yachts being fogbound for days offcthesst of Greenland.

'Why?' was all he said.

'l don't relish the thought of sitting in an icygféor days on .end waiting for
an iceberg to come looming down on top of me,'teltehim firmly.

"You'd rather waste precious racing time lying atkdgetting a suntan,
would you?' he asked drily.

'If it's a choice of either/or—yes,' she told hinthna lift of her head. 'But |
don't intend to sit around anywhere. | intend tera

'Nobody can help being becalmed,’ he replied, ppleas to the best of us.'

'What do you know about it?' she demanded scognflilalways thought
you people with your luxury yachts had power abdardet you out of any
difficulties.’

He didn't answer, but instead turned back to hisshand started to give her
a rundown of the sort of equipment he wanted heatoy on board.

As he spoke Pagan became more and more silent. \&tineerhad-first
contemplated entering the race, it had been inettpectation that she
would be one of the many under-sponsored ordintiig ¢traft whichgot to
the other side through the sheer skill and guth@fcaptain rather than by
virtue of having the best and fastest boat, but slegvcould see that she was
going to have every technical aid available, aedvééry finest equipment at
that.

True, Silver Ladyhad been just a very graceful shell when sheinstcsEen

her, and any prospective sponsor would have hdid her out somehow,
but, she realised, now that de Laszlo Internatisraak involved the yacht
would be transformed into a very high-powered caiitgpeindeed.



With a tilt of her chin she jeered, 'You seem weiljing to risk a lot of time
arid money on this project. Aren't you worried thhiet you down at the
last minute?’

‘Through nerves or incompetence?' Leale askedcat on
'Either one or both," she came back. 'After @limla—' she paused, 'female.’

'l don't see that nerves or incompetence are grogatives of females,’ he
replied easily. 'And I'm sure you don't. If you wex coward you wouldn't
have got this far, and if | thought you were incatgmt, | wouldn't be

sitting here now. But of course,' he added withiengmile, 'we shall see,
shan't we?' Pagan raised her head. '\8ikmer Ladyhas her sea trials and
you have to face your qualifying test.'

For a moment she thought he was referring to saneetbise, then she
realised that he did indeed mean the qualifyingd; tdee one that all
competitors had to pass before being allowed terghe race. It had never
occurred to her that she need give it a secondigytit. She returned his
smile without a flicker of emotion. 'Let's hope ydaith in me is justified.
Or is this merely a cat-and-mouse ploy with thamha Revenue?'

Leale laughed out loud at this. 'Do you really wianbother yourself with
the financial side? I'd have thought you were goioghave enough
problems getting that tub across in somethingdikiecent time as it is. My
function is to take over as many problems as | tcaleave you free to
concentrate on the important bit.'

'Very well," she replied, 'as long as you know wywait're doing.'

'l generally do," he whipped back. 'Let's hope am gay the same about you
when you're in a Force Ten in mid-ocean.’

'If Silver Ladyis going to be stuffed full of all the mechanitays you've
mentioned so far," she retorted, 'I'm not goingded to do anything at all. |
shan't even have to stir from my bunk. All I'll deis a good supply of
magazines, and if 1 do get into difficulties I'llnly need to whisper
"Mayday" before finding myself back safe and soondlry land!'



'If you do get into difficulties | shan't expectwyto whisper anything at all,’
said Leale with a grin. 'I'll expect you to drowkel a gentleman.’

Mocking as ever, his eyes gave nothing away, amaPahuddered. The
unexpected show of steel, even if it was partliggm sent icy fingers up and
down her spine. His unpredictable toughness wadeao$ him only faintly
hinted at in their previous encounters, but it lahglays been there, like
something as yet unexplored, as if some time soevould fully reveal
itself without adornment.

She shuddered again. She could just about copehmgthexual bantering
and if she kept fixed in her mind only an imagéigfemotional detachment,
she could survive the so-called maiden voyagehiuty coldness, the hint
of what seemed to be an almost brutally calloussderd for her life was an
altogether different game.

It was but slowly that she was training herselatoept, despite the pain it
brought, Leale's indifference to her on an emotitaael, but indifference
at a time of real, mortal danger filled her withcantrollable dread.

Her whole body had stiffened and she gazed at hitin @yes suddenly
widening with horror at the prospect of a waterg anmourned death.

'Pagan,’ he searched her face, 'you've suddenly gormpale. Are you all
right?'

Slowly she fought to bring her fear under control.
'Pagan!" he said again more urgently.

She shook herself. Anger flooded her body. If slas less than nothing to
him, at least she knew where she stood.

'Don't worry," she told him in a voice like crackied. 'l wouldn't dream of
showing up the de Laszlo name by calling for heihatever the
circumstances. I'd rather go down with the ship!

He chuckled.



'‘Good. Then we'd better make sure it's adequatepitored all the
way—for salvage purposes.’

"You!" she choked, unable to restrain herself. "Yamuldn't give a damn,
would you? So long as your capital investment ig!sa

He gave another deep chuckle. 'l learned my leksammy father," he told
her, ‘property before people.'

'If you're anything to be believed, as a professigambler, he didn't have
much of either!’

'l wouldn't say that--' Leale paused. 'He died omiraning streak—a very
winning streak.'

He sat back languidly and looked at her througihaveed eyes. 'But I'm no
gambler when it comes to people or property,' e hher. 'l like to be in
control of destiny as far as possible. The unexgeeptays far too big a hand
in one's life as it is.’

'Well," she retorted, 'you claim to like a challengo you shouldn't complain
about that.'

His eyes jetted silver sparks. 'You're quite a lelngle, Pagan, and am |
complaining about you?"

'l shall try not to give you any cause either. Nasvthis all we have to
discuss? | have to go out.’

It was a lie. She'd planned on an early night. &ding him lolling there
with such an air of vibrantly masculine ease wasentikan she could bear.

'l think we've just about covered everything," himimed her after a brief
pause. He began to stuff the papers together, inaade the portfolio. He
shot her a look. 'I'd hate to feel | was keeping flaithful swain

waiting—whoever's turn it is tonight." He snappled liock on the portfolio.

'‘Good," she clipped. 'Then if you'll excuse me?'



She rose in order to hurry him out. But, irritatindie found some excuse to
unfasten his case again. "You might like this pramtpy of what we've
agreed so far. | may have to ring you if the deggpgm come up with
anything different. O.K.? Keep it safe.’

He held out the papers, already neatly clippedtlmgeso that she had to
cross the carefully preserved space between themen\Whe held out her
hand their fingers touched briefly and he seeméoMer over her. She tried
without success to avoid his glance. Any wordsralght have been able to
utter died in her throat and she felt her breatlilegpen as if she'd been
running.

Without a word Leale pulled her into his arms, astalivious to the fact that
the photo-copies were being crushed between themrah his hands
expertly down her back, moulding her unresistindybtm his own. Before
she could stop herself Pagan had lifted her lipd aith a drowning
sensation she felt his own come down in hot pursuit

Almost at once he abruptly released her. She staritrck in surprise and
the photo-copies fell unheeded to the floor.

'l never demand pre-payment, unless | suspecttantion to default," he
told her coolly. 'I'll see myself out.'

She heard the door snick shut behind him beforedaged senses had
returned to normal. Then shoots ofrage began taugaand down her body.
She clenched her fists impotently.

The swine! The heel! The—she could think of no wball enough to
describe him.

How abominable to be treated like this! She wasvtinrinto a maelstrom of
confusion. Leale was deliberately playing with liezating her like a piece
of fruit to be plucked when ripe. But she wasningao wait to be taken,
was she?

She bent to pick up the crumpled photo-copy, harstetinging her eyes.



There was no choice. Miserably she fought therigedf hopelessness that
overtook her. Leale had the power to call the shothis particular game.
But afterwards, she resolved fervently, when slikrhade the crossing and
her name was in all the papers—then, then shelhemweald be free to call
the tune.

Only of course by that time, she thought with ddwlfeeling in the pit of
her stomach, there would no longer be any connet@ween them other
than the bitter memory of the high price she hatitbgay.

Hardly able to bear the prospect of the solitaryradefore bedtime, she
waited as long as she could until the sound otarshad died away, then,
flinging on a light cardigan, she set foot outsilbe didn't know where she
was going to, but anything was better than staynthe house, yet she
shrank from the thought of meeting anyone, so deetkdid she feel by the
situation she found herself in.

It was in a state of such turmoil that she decidedalk, letting her steps
lead her wherever they wanted. It's all one whee, how, she thought, so
long as I'm not in the house where he's beengpde | don't have to talk to
anyone, so long as | don't have to think.

She walked for something like an hour, up on tofdtls that cupped the
lake, and she managed to still her thoughts a,liitl restore some vestige of
inner calm to her ragged emotions.

Eventually, when it was almost dark, she let hepsiead back towards the
lights ribboning along the main road by the shdiee walk had exhausted
her, but at least the knots in her stomach wersegasfully apparent.

Just as she came from out of the hill path on ¢orttad near the pub, she
couldn't help allowing her eyes to stray acrossrtiael to the now familiar
fa?ade of the manor. His car had gone. But eveshashurried past the
entrance the front door flew open and a femaleréignlonde hair streaming
behind her hurried on to the gravelled drive. Pagzard rather than saw the
hurried footsteps which took the girl round a coroiethe house.



The front door had remained wide open, but no d¢se @ame out. Pagan
tightened her lips. No wonder Leale hadn't wantedeating in his office,
flashed the thought. It would have brought busireess pleasure too close
together.

Head bent, she carried rapidly on home, past thesgaf the shuttered
house. Once inside with the door firmly closed hdhhner, it was all she
could do not to weep at the sight of the cushittygth a dent in it, where
he had leant his head back to laugh mockingly upeat

She didn't hear anything from Leale for severalsgayt one morning, just
as she was leaving to do some early errands b#ferehops became too
busy, the phone rang and intuitively she knew i \wian.

'‘Good news,' he announced without saying who wiisga'We've started
work onSilver Lady.They're going to work night and day in order to lysr
ready for launching on the eighteenth. | thougbett to get things moving
as quickly as possible, because the longer you toaget used to handling
her the better.’

And, added Pagan to herself, the sooner you caectoFine," she replied
without a tremor. 'When will it be worth my while go out there to have a
look?'

'Leave it until the eighteenth,’ he replied. 'Tfrer®thing much you can do
before she's finished. We'll go out together.’

'Yes, of course. We'll have to go together." Befoeecould interrupt she
went on, 'Will you yourself be down at the boatyarthe meantime to keep
an eye on things?'

'I'm in Paris at the moment. And | doubt whethikigkt away before that
date. But they're a reliable team, don't worry afzothing.'

Pagan heaved a sigh of relief. At least he woulsndble to come bothering
her if he was away, and his words meant that heéheafilllest confidence in
his team too.



When she put the phone down she bemusedly registieeefact that that
was the first time she had ever received an oversaa He had mentioned
his whereabouts so casually, as if nothing was materal than to pick up
the phone in Paris and dial a call to a little L&kstrict cottage.

Days sped by with no further communication. Sevéraks Pagan was
tempted to jJump into her car on one of her aftensaaff to take a look at the
transformation being wrought on what was to behwene for the forty or

fifty odd days of the crossing.

But the realisation that it was also to be the tiocaof a humiliating
transaction too made her superstitiously reludiaset eyes on the boat.

Tim and Jan, in preparation for her absence, vaiag a more active part
in the day-to-day running of the school, otherwsge knew, they would
have sooner or later started to suggest a jaurtbdbe yard.

It was reassuring that they were both taking sudose interest in the
project, but excuses for her reluctance to takentbeer to viewSilver Lady
were something she wanted to avoid.

Tim, she was pleased to note, had returned alrnasbrimal after his few
days of euphoria over the coming baby, and Jarbaascing with verve, in
no way less efficient because of her condition.

Pagan had just washed her hair and was contentplditen possibility of
drying it in the hot sun out on the terrace whea slas startled by the
high-pitched sound of a car outside in the lanévédrat speed a sports car,
roof rolled right back, shot through the gates graind to a halt in a spray
of gravel beside the back door. The driver's dimav bpen, and Michelle, in
a white sun-dress and strappy high-heeled whitdadsnflung herself out,
slamming the door hard behind her.

When she saw Pagan standing in the garden she teateeing over the
gravel towards her at once. Her face, Pagan netad,fixed in a sullen



mask, the mean little cupid's bow of her over-padnips doing nothing to
soften the hard-faced expression she was wearing.

When she reached the edge of the level pavindgtlabund the side of the
house to the garden she straightened up and fisgdrPwith a look of
derision.

'l don't believe it!" she snorted. She let her dgpek Pagan up and down
before bursting into peals of laughter. 'You musPlagan,”she said, and
there was a wealth of insult in the way she sagdniime.

Pagan bristled but held her temper well under cbntr
'Did you want something?' she asked mildly.

Tll say | want something," drawled the blondee tiight bodice of her
sun-dress demonstrating what an effort it was &rtb control her rage. 'l
want you to stop playing this ridiculous game ofdmees with Leale de
Laszlo. He's wasted enough time on the projecadireand a man with* his
responsibilities can't afford to waste time."Sotbkel me,” Pagan smiled
faintly.

Michelle fixed her with an icy stare.

'l mean, about not wanting to waste time,' shea®rptl, as coolly as she
could. 'Although so far he hasn't said anythingualiome wasted on the
Transatlantic. | presume,' she went on, still appéy calm, though her
heart was going nineteen to the dozen, 'that big 'fidiculous game of
heroines" you do mean my patrticipation in the Tadlasitic Yacht Race?'

The other girl's face flushed an angry red. 'Yoespme right!" she
exploded. 'And just listen to me, sweetie—you'rangdo have to stop the
game here!

Carefully Pagan tied the pink towel round her wair lbefore putting her
head interrogatively to one side. 'I'm sorry," sal, 'l don't understand.’



'‘Let me spell it out for you, darling, you're goitaghave to tell him now that
you're backing out.'

'Oh, but I'm not—at least, | don't think so,’ redliPagan bringing a look of
conscious surprise to her face. 'In fact,’ she veentmendaciously, 'I'm
rather looking forward to it.’

"You aremad!" exclaimed Michelle triumphantly. "You mustto be serious
about an idiotic escapade like this. You don'tdae minute think Leale
wants to go on with it do you? He got himself iiitas a bit of a joke, now
he's just trying to see how far you'll go. Surebuyrealise that? Any day
now he expects you to call him to say you've chdngerr mind.' She gave
Pagan an examining look. 'l suppose it's diffidoit someone like you,
living in the backwoods like this—' she swept tloeige and garden with a
belittling gesture—'to imagine the vast interestsle's group of companies
control. And yet you seriously believe he'd wasgetime with a cock-eyed
twopenny-halfpenny project like yours? You realtg enad!

'‘But you seem to have forgotten one thing," brak€agan, clenching her
fists. 'There's the existence of the yacht he'sigditted out--'

The girl's tinkling laugh cut through the rest ef hvords.

'Of course there's the yacht," she sniggered, "svbatsurprising about that?
Naturally when you put him on to such a snip heldwtresist. He's just a
small boy. He collects yachts. Every businessmanhimtoys, and Leale's
happen to be boats—among other things,' she addkdavieer. '‘But you
don't seriously think you're going to get your ghedttle hands on it, do
you?' She burst into peals of laughter again. &f@ thing,' she went on,
'there'd be nothing in it for him. He doesn't néteel services of amateurs.
Not when he can afford something a little more ugrkat,’ she swung her
hips self-confidently, 'and for another, he's hgvihat boat fitted out
comfortably as a neat little two-berth love nestready to be sent out to
Monte later this summer. Your best bet would beawee face now and tell
him at once that you're opting out. Unless," sheeddlarkly, 'you want to
wait and have him tell you himself when he getedarith waiting for you
to call his bluff?'



Pagan felt as if she had suddenly found herselingalg on top of a
fifty-foot wave, with no way out but down. But beéoshe allowed herself to
slide under completely she heard herself sayingloh't believe you.'
Nothing else could struggle past the constrictroher throat.

She felt, rather than saw, the other girl swaggeratds her. When she
focussed properly, she found she was looking witwéyes which were as
coldly calculating as two cash registers.

"Your big mistake, if you don't mind accepting tiéi friendly advice, is to
think you can hold on to a man like Leale de Lassiglaying hard to get.
He's got no need to wait for anyone—he can go ogh@and buy whatever
he wants.'

'Some things can't be bought,” muttered Paganytmegeo cliche in her
state of shock.'Well, believe me,' said Michelfea ‘thing can't be bought,
what use is it?'

'Some things have an intrinsic value,' began Pagatedly, struggling out
of her numbed state long enough to come back aittiex girl.

'Ha!" the sound was full of derision. 'He's a bassman. He knows the
market value of everything—even of a self-styled fyeroine like yourself.
And don't you forget it.'

'If that's how he thinks of people, | only feel for him," Pagan returned,
pride making her fight down the tears. 'l can't geg ultimately he's ever
going to have much joy from anything. He might asdlwnake love to his

bank account and have done with it!"

At the word love, Michelle tossed her head anddyas narrowed. ‘'Love,
my little innocent, is a marketable commodity li&eerything else. Leale
realises this, he's no exception. You'll learné 8ok a step back, swaying
on the uneven paving. 'Anyway, now you know thesgou can either take
action or not, which ever grabs you.'



She turned with a flounce towards the low-slungrispoar. When she
reached it she paused and turned back, her eyesiik hard pebbles. 'At
least you can't say you weren't warned,’ she thauk.

Miserably Pagan wound and unwound the towel rouedhHead as she
watched the girl reverse out of the drive and gtkbtoo fast, up the lane.

Her thoughts piled haphazardly one over the oikerjlmbled images in a
slow motion dream. With all the life drained frorartbody, she made her
way indoors. The sun outside seemed too harshbrigbt now. All she
wanted was to hide herself in some dark corner dveay everything that
reminded her there was happiness in the world.

Is it true? Is it true? Pounded the question indnaim. Has he made a fool of
me all along? But he said work was already in pFsgy so why would he
start work on a yacht, spending time and money,ohhe had no intention

of letting me sail it?

But Michelle had already told her the answer td tr&e—he was having it
fitted out as a two-berth love nest. The vulgaotyhe phrase shook from
her a breath-stopping gasp.

Jerked into sudden action, she ran upstairs tplibae on her desk, quickly
scanning the list of phone numbers pinned up onvidebeside it.

It took only a minute to get a call put throughthe boatyard, and her voice
was husky with emotion when she asked to speak taHMton. In a
moment she would know the truth.

'Hello, love," came the genial tones when he wantenally brought from
another part of the shed, 'and what can | do fo?yo

Steadying her voice, Pagan said, 'l was just wongérow the fitting out of
Silver Ladywas progressing.'

She spoke as casually as she could, but even sowas a tremor in her
voice.



'‘Champion,’ was the immediate response, 'we'reamedichedule.’

Biting her lip, she went on, 'l thought | might iout to have a look at
her--'

But her words were cut off at once. 'lt's not thatant to keep you away,
love, but | don't want to get on the wrong sideanforganisation like your
Mr Laszlo's—but the thing is, he did make a spepi@ht of saying he
wanted nobody near till the eighteenth,’ He pausézlwants to make it a
special do, like, the launching, by the sound .6f it

Pagan's heart gave a lurch. 'That's all right,tsliehim. 'l was just making
a casual enquiry. By the way—' she went on, s@intaining a control over
her voice, 'have the living quarters been fittet yat?'

'Oh aye, he was most particular about that.’
'And the bunks?'
'One bunk he asked for.'

But before she could respond to the wave of rehet started to flood
through her, he added, 'Double, according to plan.’

Pagan somehow or other thanked him and rang off.

Until the shadows began to lengthen across theobedrfloor she did
nothing but sit staring into space, unaware ofgassing time, unaware of
anything but the anguish swelling inside her.

She thought she could train herself to bear the pBknowing Leale cared
nothing for her, that, despite the fervour of hissks, she meant less than
nothing to him. But to know that he had callousdy ser up as a figure of
fun was impossible to bear.

As night drew on she crawled under the duvet, $ilf-clothed, but
shivering like a whipped animal. Her hair had dreddts own accord long
ago, but her skin felt first hot, then clammily@als she stared unseeingly at



the wall. Throughout the night she dozed fitfulbnly to jerk suddenly
awake at intervals until the first gleam of dawmyde to sparkle the lake
with the rays of the rising sun.

Wearily she rose from her place in the bed and nhadgelf go downstairs
to the kitchen. She had no plans, no strategyll eateeming thoughts had
passed, fleetingly, the idea that perhaps Lealédcoe made to keep his
promise, but she knew it would be hopeless. Shddvmat want to exact an
unwilling agreement, a debt, from him. And everslife had become a
woman possessed by anger alone she remembered éndvachin his
professional canniness made it clear that theieeagent was what he had
cleverly called a gentleman's agreement. Nothirdgy teen committed to
paper.

From force of habit she made herself a cup of eoffeghout really knowing
what she was doing, while the calendar on the &ralall mocked her with
the black ring pencilled round the eighteenth.

Days passed in a sort of frozen nightmare whileaRdged to bring herself
to a decision.

Michelle was right. If she wanted to save facewbald have to ring Leale
soon and call the whole thing off.

But she could find nowhere the strength with whildo it. Inexorably she
watched the eighteenth draw near. In all that tshe half-hoped Leale
would think better of his mean trick and call hethwsome trumped up
excuse about having had second thoughts. But nd @ame from him, and
she let the days dwindle away to a terrible fewhaitt being able to free
herself from her state of limbo.

Then, two days befor8ilver Lady'snaiden voyage, came a call.

It was a woman claiming to be one of Mr de Lasz@sretaries. She was
calling from the London office.

'‘Unfortunately,’ she said, 'Mr de Laszlo is in Indeia and doesn't expect to
be back before the twenty-fifth. Could you tell mheou will be able to



handle the sea trials dilver Ladyunaided? A full written report will be
expected by the London office as soon as possitdethe eighteenth.’

Pagan gulped. It seemed there was no end to thés reatanic desire to
humble her. Now he expected her to go througthalpreliminaries, all the
better to grind her ambitions in the dust.

Helplessly she told the secretary she would dskedc

Half blinded by tears, she replaced the receivéreAst she would get a
chance to sail a first-class racing yacht. If shadenthe most of her
opportunity it would always stand her in good steduen and if she
regained the heart to try again for the big racd time'.

Numbly she managed to get through the remainingiays. Then a day that
should have been one of joy and expectation dawhkst.



CHAPTER TEN

IT was bright, sunny weather, with a stiffish breard a skyscape of fluffy
white clouds riding high in the summer blue.

It couldn't have been better, Pagan thought. It avgst further twist of the
knife.

Tim and Jan were both fully occupied at the sch8bk had made sure of
that, it's not the launch proper,’ she told theust the trials. We'll have a
proper launching party when she's finally ready.'

With a little glimmer of relief she told herselfahat least Leale would be
unable to collect his debt after all. Taking hdrgelhand was becoming a
habit, and she told herself sternly that she meestch out the bright side of
things if she was to survive all this. What seerad,she told herself, is
often good, and vice versa. In some ways I'm veciy, though it may not
seem so.

At the end of the first day in which she toBitver Ladyan experimental few
miles out to sea, she was feeling even luckier.dds was a joy to handle.
With pain she had duly noted the fold-away doubieltbed, but everything
else was as she had been told.

There was a slight worry about whether she coultdllgasuch a big boat by
herself as the automatic rig equipment seemedwve haen designed to be
handled with two crew aboard, and she found hevgetfdering how well
she would be able to furl, unfurl and reef thessiila high sea unaided, just
is if she was, in fact, going to race her.

She tookSilver Ladyout for two more days of trials, happier and wath
self-confidence that came directly from experiegdine sea at first hand,
then she ironically went through the charade ofnyut a report. In it she
kept strictly to the facts, giving no hint that slkegarded the whole exercise
as a farce. Indeed, her attitude to Leale de Lagakrapidly undergoing a
sea-change as extreme as the change which hadkemSilver Ladysince
she had come into the hands of de Laszlo Intematiand now Pagan was



beginning to feel a cold contempt for a man whda@lay such an infantile
and cold-blooded trick on anyone.

Her report had safely gone off and she continueshii®Gilver Ladyat every
opportunity, so that almost a week slid by and Is&e still heard nothing
from Leale.

It was after a particularly successful day when Ishe really been able to
put Silver Ladythrough her paces that she was returning to ptetih the
afternoon. She noticed with a pang a group of methe usually deserted
harbour wall. The familiar bright fair hair and geg physique of one of the
men sent a shudder running through her.

So here it was at last—the moment she had beedidgea

She scanned the harbour wall for a glimpse of bimpanion, but she
seemed to be nowhefe in evidence.

Carefully, making clever use of the wind, Pagaovedd Silver Ladyto
glide swiftly into harbour, then, deftly, now weltactised in the handling of
the yacht, she brought her neatly alongside wgtvaosh of falling canvas.

'Hi!" called Leale, detaching himself from the goan order to catch hold of
the painter as she slid the steel- hulled craftlgemto its mooring. 'Thanks
for the report. It was most comprehensive.'

'‘Any time,' she replied coolly, ignoring his prate hand as she jumped
agilely down on to the landing, it's been entimaly privilege,' she told him,
with a spirited lift to her chin.

He was wearing a bright yellow sailing jacket wamavy blue lining to

match his navy blue oiled wool sweater. She eveiced that he was

wearing professional-looking navy blue waterproohgarees and yellow
sailing boots. He even dresses the part, she th@egkhingly as she gave
him a quick once-over. The hawklile planes of hewly bronzed face

remained impassive as he registered her look abaga.



'I'm sorry | missed the maiden voyage,' he murmasethey made their way
towards the harbourmaster's office so that Pagatd aficially check in
her arrival. 'l did my damnedest to get back aselm the eighteenth as
possible.

'l bet you did!" she shot back.

He raised an eyebrow at the vehemence of her respon

'‘But no doubt the unplanned double bunk will nohtar occupants in the
future,’ she told him bitingly.

'l certainly hope not," he replied infuriatinglyyimg her a wide smile.
Pagan had quickly checked in at the office and tlmy were standing in
the doorway. The rest of the group Leale had browgh him were still in

an admiring throng around the yacht.

You look as if you've come dressed for sailingg shrew at him as she
turned to go.

'l hoped you'd feel like coming out in her agaio,show me how she
handles,’ Leale explained.

‘Just the two of us?'

Yes?'

Pagan laughed hollowly. ‘I'm not hanging around.Hungry and tired—-—
He put out a hand to stop her moving off.

'Look, this is a special occasion, Pagan. I've ¢pihbehampagne--'

The way in which she shook his hand off her armentad words tail away.



'I'm tired. I've had a long day.' She began to l&H€tkThere was something
in his eyes which seemed to hold her and she khewnly way to be free
was to go now before his old magnetism startedutbher back to him.

He barred her way. 'l want you to meet the desigiYeu've surely
something to say to him?'

'I've nothing to say to anybody.' Her voice wasibeing to sound strained.
'l want you to meet the other people who've beealwed--'
"You want!—you want! Well, bdon'twant! I'm going—'

Leale gripped hold of her by the shoulder as skd to push past him, and
she winced with the pain. His other hand came rdwargd dragging her up
against him so that she could only kick ineffedyuabainst his legs.

'Listen, granted you might be tired, but you dbiate to be so goddamned
awkward! You can stop five minutes and have a dan# say a few words

to everyone. They've all worked damned hard for, ymal the least you can
do is say hello.'

'Do you want me to scream and bring them all rug®ifil meet them all
right, if you don't take your filthy bullying handdf me!" She opened her
mouth as if to put her threat into action.

He let her drop abruptly. There was a blank lookisrface, but she couldn't
tell whether it was astonishment or merely a coigea.

'If you feel so strongly about it--' he waved orantt as if to show her the
way oult.

Pagan turned at the steps and looked back up atHerhadn't moved.

'l suppose you wanted an audience in order to adtarrthecoup de gracel
Tough luck! Sorry to have done you out of thatdittictory." She felt her
voice begin to waver, but the words poured forthamtrollably. 'l suppost
that's the last time I'll safbilver LadyShe's a beautiful boat—you don't



deserve her. But thanks for the privilege. | mdaat,tincidentally. Thank
you very very much. It's a wonderful little yachtéars were pricking
behind her eyelids. 'l hope you have many happyshtwulook forward to,’
she paused, and her lip curled with contempt, 'wheure berthed in
Monte!'

Hurriedly she wiped damp hair away from her facedwer the tears which
were beginning to stream down her cheeks.

Just then the harbourmaster came up and Pagath@olpportunity to slip
away. Fearful that Leale would come after her, alngost ran across the
yard to her car, and then she drove, fast, alMtag back home, without

stopping.

When she got in it was after six and the treesaddba house were swishing
angrily in the kind of sudden wind that often gefsafter a day of sultry
weather such as they had been having.

Exhausted, she flopped down by the sitting-roomdai with a drink in
her hand just as the first large drops of rain bhegdall. Distantly over the
fells came the flash of fork lightning. In a few nmuates the huge picture
window was awash with rain. It blotted out the @t hills, and Pagan
watched, half exulting in the unexpected ferocityhe storm, as wave after
wave of rain was gusted across the garden andakeetlurned a metallic
grey flecked viciously with white.

For a long while she watched as the storm raged fidlside to hillside,
and so noisy was the wind it sounded like a steam &s it rushed through
the tops of the trees.

She didn't hear the sound of a car pulling up detsit was only when she
was startled by the sudden beam from a pair of goleeadlamps which

cut a swathe of light through the gloom that sheab®e aware of a visitor.
Then there came a thunderous knocking at the dotrat, suddenly tense
with fear, she couldn't help but flee to answesusimons.

When she lifted the latch she stepped back witmalsry, for Leale was
standing there, his hair, in the few yards from ¢hg plastered flat to his



head by the storm. His expensive-looking raincaad Harkened and he
seemed soaked from head to foot.

He pushed past her without a greeting. But onceobtlie rain he stopped.
'Sorry for the mess,' he grinned at her, drippirsgew all over the floor.
‘Though you're in no doubt used to a bit of a stoynmow.’

'Oh yes,' she breathed, regaining her voice, '‘$aduo storms.’

It was dark in the tiny entrance hall, but she daée his eyes gleaming at
her out of the shadows. He shrugged off his coabwing it in a corner
without a backward glance before coming directhydads her. His arms
were round her before she could evade them, andeihthe old familiar
surrender begin deep in the pit of her stomach.tBigttime she was not
going to let it betray her. She jerked herself badth a snarl, one hand
coming up to strike him hard across the face, wike other followed up
with a rather less than effective punch under his.c

Reeling more from surprise than from the actualggth of the blows, Leale
fell back against the wall and with a cry of paRagan fled past him up the
short flight of stairs. She had almost gained toectiary of her room with

the key in its lock when, with a muffled curse,theew himself after her.

In three bounds he was at the top of the stairey Btruggled wildly in the
doorway of her bedroom, then suddenly she was Blingbfrantically on
the floor by the bed- with the full weight of hiedy on top of her.

"You little wildcat," he cursed as she fought amtké&d and bit him in a
desperate attempt to escape. He pinned her whdlewith his bulk, then
held her jaw brutally with one hand. 'l told yod tollect,” he murmured,
fixing her with glittering eyes. 'An agreement rsagreement. You've had a
week's grace, but now it's time to settle up.’'

' won't, | won't!" Pagan cried hoarsely, twistihgr head frantically from
side to side.

'Oh, but you will," he told her, bringing his lipgughly down to cover hers.
He jerked his head away before she could bite Igamsand tried to control



her madly bucking form with the full pressure oftbshoulders. 'You
certainly live up to your name,' he murmured, ninzgher ear in between
random bouts of wrestling. "You fight like a litgigan, but you've got to
learn one thing. People must keep bargains. Anttg/going to pay, now!

"You keep your side of it then,' she spat.

'l have done. You've got the boat, and now | wahatwyou promised in
return.’

'I've trialled it free of charge,’ Pagan cried, avimore do you want? Now
just get out of my life!"

"You'll sail her across the Atlantic too, so help!nme thundered.

'Oh yes, of course, I'll Sail it all right,’ she oked, her lip curling,
wondering just how long it would be before he adeditthe truth.

'‘Good,' came the answer, 'so what are we arguiogtab

Her eyes widened in disbelief. 'When are you gaingll me the truth?' she
almost screamed. 'You say ysantme to sail it now?'

'Haven't | always?'

She gave him a speculative look. There was nageihat he was really
thinking. But perhaps there was a way yet of conoimigof it without losing
face? She stopped her struggling for a moment. torealise, don't you,
that it's going to be difficult to handle that s alone?' She tried to guess
what was going through his mind, but without susc#$n going to get wet
and tired clawing at the sails in a high sea withlbbare hands.'

'It's bad seamanship to get wet," he told hershatflared up again at once.

'l know all that! But it's not my fault—it's the sign—what fool decided on
that?'



"This one," he replied, kissing her neck, but vatfirm grip deep in the
tresses of her hair so that she couldn't do anythint endure it until he
chose to stop. When he finally lifted his head, wsias breathless*

Not to be deflected from what she had to say thpslgh muttered weakly,
"You should have known better--'

'l do. | did," he murmured, his face muffled be@abis mouth was buried in
the thick burgundy hair which had come loose fresrciip.

"You mean you deliberately chose a design like?thgtie cried, trying to
bring her voice back to normal without success.

"fraid so," he answered when he came up for air.

'Why? Why, in heaven's name? Why put difficultiesny way? It's going
to be tough enough as it is. | can handle it sihgleded in the sort of
weather we had last week, but in mid-Atlantic--?"

"'Too hard for you. Too difficult--" he murmureditieg his lips work their
way provocatively down inside her blouse. Pagaedtto struggle into a
sitting position, but he pulled her back under him.

'Leale, what do you mean? That | have to startifgpkound for a crew at
this stage? Training them up? Or are you sayingyba're asking me to
back out altogether?' Her heart seemed to stopnigealtogether as she
waited for his reply.

'Stupid,’ he said. 'I'm not letting you back ourg aou won't win if you've
got to train somebody at this stage--'

'l want to win!" Relief flooded through her.
Now that Leale seemed so adamant that she wasdindeail his boat, she

was automatically starting to think in terms of thee again, as of old. Time
enoughto work out why Michelle had paid her thatadiful visit.



isn't your bed a more comfortable place than tberfif we're going to
discuss seamanship and allied topics?' He helddrefully but firmly in
case she made a wrong move. Unable to resist tispgcet of breaking free,
she tried to jerk herself from under him, but @y rolled back with a
malicious grin, it's not that easy to get away from," he told her, nuzzling
down inside her blouse again so that she couldhiseiongue coaxing her
body into a sweet surrender.

'No, no," she whimpered, it's too cruel. It's toacm | don't deserve this.’
"You deserve everything--' he muttered, lifting héad for a brief instant.
'Oh, Leale, please don't--' she moaned. 'Why mustyg so cruel to me--?"

'Why are you leading me on like this?' he demandgdstly. He slid his
hand underneath her shirt and his fingers were nbéyy to spread
delicately to cup one of her breasts when thereecatoud banging at the
door. Then, transfixed, she heard the door fly cashthe sound of a voice
calling her name loudly from the hall.

'It's Tim!" She jerked her head up.

Leale's fingers still held her breast, but thers wa force in them now. She
managed to slip easily from under him and triedttaighten her clothes
before stumbling towards the stairs.

'What is it, Tim?' she called down.

Turning briefly back to the man behind her, sheeced curtly, 'Stay in there
out of sight." Then she went out and closed the dodim. Time enough to
explain away to Tim the car on the drive at sonterldate, but what could
he want now?

She went down into the hall. Tim's face loomed [zadd tense out of the
dark.

'Don't you have any damned lights in this plac&?ctrsed unwontedly,
feeling along the wall for the switch.



Pagan clicked the hall light on. He was wearingdaserproofs and rain ran
in rivulets all over the floor.

'It's little Ginny and the Robinson boy," he saithaut preamble. 'They're
missing.'

'What? Since when?' Pagan came forward, ice trgdien spine.

'Rene missed them when they didn't come in forrtlegening meal.
Apparently she'd left them playing in the gardethathotel where they're
staying.'

'Surely they'll turn up sooner or later. They'relably sheltering from the
storm.’

Tim took hold of her arm. 'There's more. One of tieror dinghies was
taken out after we all left this evening. It wassivad up by the jetty of the
EIm Bank Hotel half an hour ago.’

Pagan's heart gave a sickening plunge. 'Were filjadkets disturbed at
all?' she demanded.

'No one can get into the Dormobile without a key.'

'So they've gone out in this without any sort obyancy aid? Those two
know better than that!'

‘There it is," he shrugged, his eyes dull. 'Tiis,'said, indicating the still
raging storm, 'sprang up an hour ago. They mus game out when it was
as flat as a millpond. The boat was driven on ®® ghore thirty minutes
since--'

‘All right, you don't have to spell it out! Have wyccalled the rescue
services?'

‘That's the first thing | did. The second thing viagget down to the lake
myself. Visibility is so bad just now it's imposkahkio see a thing.'



'We'd better take the launch out--'

'Pagan, love," his voice was full of concern, 'eifethey'd been wearing
lifejackets they wouldn't last long in this.’

'We must do something!" Pagan's nerve snapped.t"dhgou suggest?
That we just sit meekly by waiting for the phoneit@?' She snatched up
her oilskins and began to scramble into them.pgpsse you did check that
that mirror was ours?' she asked, clinging to age®f hope.

'One of ours is missing. They couldn't give merdgstration number at the
hotel, but I think there's little doubt.’

Pagan was at the door.

'‘Look," Tim moved after her, 'it's madness to gbtbare now in this. What
can you do? There's no point in risking your délf.be like looking for a
needle in a haystack!

She whirled on him. 'You don't have to come if yewhicken! I'll go
alone--'

'Fear isn't in it. I'll come but--'

'‘No, you won't,’ said a voice from the top of thairs, and Leale came
rapidly down into the pool of light. 'I'm going Wiher.’

He took her masterfully by the shoulder and pudiedtowards the door.
He turned to Tim, who had registered no surprisseaing Leale de Laszlo
coming out of the bedroom, Pagan noticed, and aaitlly, 'Stay near the
phone. If you hear anything, flash the house lights

He opened the front door and began to propel Papaards the car.
Distantly she heard the front door close behinditftéen the storm seemed
to cut them off from all contact with the humanddhey were battered by
the full force of the elements.



Leale fumbled for his car keys at the same timenoyethe passenger door
and thrusting Pagan brusquely inside. Rain drumdesafeningly on the
roof, throwing them into a relationship of suddetimacy.

'Well, any plan in mind?' he asked as-soon asdhevas speeding along the
lane to the main road.

'I'll check the store first. If they have takerejdckets, it might be worth
taking the launch out.

But,’ she sat hunched, 'as Tim says, it'll be ldaking for a needle in a
haystack.'

The minute Leale brought the car to a halt on tmeshore, Pagan was out
of it and running across the gravel towards theest6he was panting with
the exertion of having to force her way through thging wind which
whipped the breath from out of her mouth, and wétemreached up to turn
the handle of the Dormobile to see if by any chahwas unlocked, she was
gasping for breath like a swimmer. Rain lashedregjdhe sides of the van.
Tug as she might, though, the doors of it werelfirocked—so there was
no way the two children could have managed to gkt of a lifejacket each
before setting sail.

She started to shiver uncontrollably. The lakeriendly blue as if gone for
ever, was a moaning cauldron of wind-frothed dandéathing could
survive in it.

Without realising it she was crying hystericallylieale's arms. He stroked
her hair.

'It's not your fault, my darling,’ she heard hing.sBon't blame yourself.’

'l should have been there,' she cried against Airm should have been
there. | shouldn't have left him in charge.’

"You know that's silly. You've got to be able tdegmte. And it's not Tim's
fault either, he's done his best. It's just onthoke accidents that happen.’



He gripped her tightly to him and she managedio & source of comfort in
his great gentleness.

Eventually she made him walk with her to the watedge. Together they
saw the lake warden's launch, its light very sraall insubstantial in the
distance as it swept from side to side of the laleadily and methodically.

'l think we should go back to the cottage,’ Leadel st last.Pagan glanced
across the lake to where the lights blazed stedbly the sitting room
windows.

'‘No," she hesitated. 'I'll stay here a little while
'‘But you can do nothing, my love.’

' know! | know!" she almost shouted. 'l just waotbe alone. Leave me,
please. Go back, make a drink—I'll be along sd®ine looked distractedly
out across the lake. Already the wind seemed tesseviolent and the sky
seemed to have lightened minimally over by Ben RigldBut a white wall
of rain still beat down into the lake and the imdtent clap of thunder
rolled distantly round the farthest hills.

'‘Go back," she told him, her eyes large with grigh not needed at the
house just yet, am [?'

Leale looked uncertain.
'Please,’ she almost shouted, ‘just let me be lalone

He shrugged. 'O.K. But don't go out in the launghyburself. There's
nothing you can do that the warden can't do better.

She nodded. With relief she heard him scrunch lbadke car. Then in a
moment she was alone on the rain- lashed shore.

She remained there till she lost all sense of tstending in the shallows,
her shoulders hunched inside her storm jackethtioel pulled up to keep
the pelting raim off her head.



She tried to imagine how the two children had ctwaek down to the lake.
How they had managed to pull the mirror on itsléplinto the water. It
wouldn't have been difficult, for it was a lightdipfibre-glass built, ideal
for children. With smiles of glee like a coupleaafventurers the two would
have piled on board and set sail across the bay.

Pagan gave a start. A thought had struck her ltkeiaderbolt. Surely--?

She gauged the wind. It was strong now, blowing mistvaight from the
hills. She was familiar enough with the vagarieshef weather in this part
of the world to know that the wind would have beeming straight from
the shore before the storm. For anyone in a sadinghy it would have
been a question of a simple beat before the wingetdahem out into the
middle of the lake. Then there came the islandzkihg the mouth of the
bay, then, beyond that, there would have beeretchtof calmer water, in
the lee of the island. Once beyond the island wldithvave meant coming
out again into the path of the wind and carryingdomvn the long bleak
length of the lake.

She peered into the rain-drenched gloom, but skerlkatready that almost
directly opposite the island, on the far shore, thia€Elm Bank Hotel. It was

out of sight now behind the tree-covered rock. iBlend was really nothing

more than a rock, a landmark. She had seen hevsgffrecently, that there

was nothing much there apart from a few scrublmstesnd that one look out
point in the middle. She blushed. But there wasime to let her thoughts

return to that topic. . . . To a child the placesveasource of mystery and
allure—a place with all the magic aura of the fdd&n, where pirates and
buried treasure beckoned.

With an exclamation Pagan turned to the launchnBhe stopped. The fuel
was low now. She knew, Tim didn't refill the sp&aek till Friday. Briskly
she scanned the long line of covered boats. Setgatie for its stability and
size, she made her way at a run towards it.

Now that the rain had stopped and the storm itgaf reduced to the distant
grumbling of thunder, the sky had cleared and, mamied by a retinue of



stars, a crescent moon shone brightly down. Iinihed the sleeping forms
of two children, huddled together under a makes$tilter of gathered
branches. Pagan had almost stumbled over them witthiout even the aid
of a torch to pierce the gloom, she had alightethensland not half an hour
ago.

Two innocent castaways, they were unaware of theordu their
disappearance had caused back on the mainland. IBog moment Pagan
stood looking down at them until one of them strre

'Wake up now—come on!' She shook the girl's showdd drowsily Ginny
had snuggle up to her. ‘Come on, now, wake up! Yiawm will be worried
sick!’

Ginny shot bolt upright. 'Where am 1?' She gazathdowith a puzzled
frown, then memory came flooding back.

‘The storm's gone!' she exclaimed. '‘Come on, MateyT She shook her
sleeping companion before shooting a guilty loolagan. 'I'm sorry we
took the dinghy without permission, but we justidatt resist it. And Mum
wouldn't let us land on the island when we wergysgpd to be having our
lessons.’

Terry sat up, rubbing his eyes.

"You're certainly going to have some explainingitowhen we get back,’
Pagan told them sternly. 'The rescue services baga called out. At this
minute they're searching the lake for you.'

'Golly!" exclaimed Terry in awe. 'Are we going tetg walloping?'

Pagan hugged them both to her, relief, now thasahethey were both safe
and sound, flooding over her.

"You deserve more than a walloping,’ she told thid,catch in her voice
belying her words.



'We only meant to come out to the island to hagaiek look round before
dinner, but then it got awfully windy '

Ginny broke in. 'We didn't know whether to heaveitdind a safe harbour,’
she told Pagan. 'In the end it got a bit wet toays decided to run for port.’

Pagan smiled faintly. 'Yes, it has been a bit Wwat.I'm glad to see you're
both wearing waterproofs. And," she added, 'whatlase?'

The boy answered now. 'Lifejackets, of coursefdmpdied innocently. 'We
forgot to take them off after our lesson this aftein and nobody seemed to
notice.’

'We couldn't have come out if we hadn't had ouwsjdifkets on," added
Ginny.

‘No," said Pagan wryly, 'that you couldn't.’

She pulled them both to their feet, and they waliledut a little shakily.

They followed her as meekly as two lost lambs ®itllet where she had
tied the rescue dinghy. Then they both stopped gawked. 'Where--?'
asked Terry in astonishment.

Ginny tightened her grip on Pagan's hand. '‘Buteftethe mirror tied to a
stump just here--' She ran over to the place.stme it was--' She looked
round in bewilderment.

'My, you have had a lucky escape, then, haven'®? yolooks as if the tree
stump was wrenched away in the storm too. The mirnmight add, was
found some time ago, washed up on the shore natihtitel over there.'
Pagan pointed out across the water to where thes Inglits glimmered out
of the dark.

'Oh, dear me," murmured Terry, biting his lip. 'Wekally going to be in for
it now!

'‘Come on," Pagan briskly jumped on board, 'lettsyge back. You're a
naughty pair, there's no mistake!



It was a somewhat crestfallen pair of children vioddled in the bows of
the boat as Pagan sailed them all back along lirex piath laid down by the
moon. She knew Rene would be overjoyed to have thaok safe and
sound, and a few minutes' uncertainty as to whatgeéng to befall them on
their arrival back at the hotel would not do themy harm.

The shore seemed deserted as she splashed dowhargballows to pull
the boat up. Then she saw a brief flash of metdeuthe trees and a car
door slammed.

Heavy footsteps hastened over the shingle. Sheh&eelf caught up
savagely in a man's powerful arms and her bodyonashed in the fierce
grip of a familiar hard, muscled frame.'Pagan, raylidg, my love, thank
God you're safe!" His lips touched her face liglgllyover, affirming the

shape of eyes, forehead, cheeks and finally, seaighher lips. He held
her at arm's length to have a proper look at My.God, you looked so
desperate, when | came back and found the dinghg ¢éhought you'd
done something crazy--' he paused. 'We'll haveaalta But later, when
we've got these two back to the house. Rene's wigrelim now. They're
obviously in; fine fettle." He shot a wry glance in their diteat The two

children, as if eager to make amends for their ghsaliour, were busily
stowing the sails and coiling the sheets in vegnsmlike fashion. Leale
and Pagan trundled the boat up the beach for thathwith the tarpaulin
neatly clipped in place, they turned to go.

It was nearly dawn by the time the two rather ptdeed children had been
safely delivered to the rapturous Rene and theckgaarty for them had
been called off. Inevitably the cottage had seetr@am of visitors, and
everyone had been duly thanked and supplied withdhioks in Pagan's
little kitchen.

At last only Leale remained. There was a momenknee while he
regarded her solemnly from the other side of tihehkin table, then he was
round it and folding her into his arms. 'If that/kat it feels like when you
only disappear half an hour on a little pond, whitgjoing to be like when
you're in mid-Atlantic?' He hugged her convulsiveyhim again.

Pagan felt a flicker of something like hope uncewjlitself deep inside her.



'Leale?' Her voice was tentative when she raisedage to his. Before his
lips could come down again, she asked in a smatkygAre you trying to
say you care about me a little bit?'

When he at last raised his lips from hers thereasitence which spoke to
her more eloguently than words.

He made her sit down beside him on the oak settle.

'Pagan,’ he said, taking both her hands in his,¢red about you ever since
| first set eyes on you. | thought it was so obsgioBut you didn't seem to
want to know. Perhaps it was my fault—perhaps |egéle wrong
impression. But | know | want to spend the reshgflife with you. And," he
added with a smile, 'that means all of it, inclygdthat stretch of fifty odd
days at sea you're planning.'

'You mean--?'

'I'm coming with you. Why else did | have the yadasigned to take a crew
of two? If you want to make the crossing, yohdiveto take me."

'‘Am | arguing?' she murmured, wave after wave b¢frélooding through
her. Tears sprang into her eyes. 'Oh, Leale, Ighbyou'd gone for ever,
that all you wanted me for was--'

He held her tenderly. 'l let so many things comavben us, so many
misunderstandings. But there's an end to all that'n

She leaned against him, secure in the circle caimss.

His eyes gleamed. 'I've got a lot of plans. Daxpteet me to be easy to live
with. But I'm giving up this life of jetting fromree capital to another. | could
never settle down for too long, but at last I'varfd somewhere to come
back to.'

'And someone to come back to?' she asked guardedly.



'No. | want to take you with me wherever | go. Arnttlink that's what you
want too.'

'Yes, yes, | do!" replied Pagan, a blissful smdening to her face.

'We can have this as our base, for when we feeldikying home. And we
can run the sailing school together as a hobby--'

‘Tim and Jan can take over when we're away--

'‘And we can convert the stable block to provideoammodation for the
pupils. What do you say?'

She nodded, too happy to reply.It was some weégs l2ust as Faynia had
predicted, Pagan had found an occasion on whiele&w the blue dress and
it set off the large diamond ring she was wearmmgdrfection. She looked
radiant as, Leale close by her side, she turnedtadwar what Faynia was
saying.

'l suppose this is bon voyage with a vengeance' r@lsed her glass to
Pagan and Leale amid the hubbub of congratulaiadsyoodbyes. 'l hope
you have a smooth crossing, and many of them!'

John added his good wishes, and by the way heddtdgnia’'s arm into his
own Pagan knew it wouldn't be long before weddieljsbivould be ringing
for her friend too.

It was late by the time they managed to get awam fthe party, and they
went down to the lake to have a last walk along dhere before their
departure. The big race was just three days awdyttay were to have a
guiet wedding the day before.

'It's going to be a real partnership, my darlingfrmured Leale. His eyes
were brilliant, exacting a response from her asdid, 'And we're going to
start by winning the Atlantic!"

'Yes, my darling, yes!" she whispered, too happgap more. Then she
looked mischievously up at him. 'But Leale, who'®é captain?'



He took her into his arms. 'There's no need togasstions like that. You
know the answer as well as | do!

With that his lips came down on hers and she repdmvith all the joy of
her being.



