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To Corey, freedom was everything.

She wasn't going to give it up for anyone. She e@itthings to go on just as
they were--Jude Radcliffe living at the Manor, héthe cottage and Jude
making love to her sometimes.

But Jude wanted marriage--and that scared her.h&Henever belonged
before.

Strangely, it was her gypsy mother who made Coeeltisat freedom was a
state of mind. That the gypsy life that Corey hachped at great sacrifice to
her mother was rigidly restricted by traditions.r&os kind of freedom
meant loneliness. Choose love, her mother said.



CHAPTER ONE

JUDE RADCLIFFE strolled to the tall Georgian windows, bored with twn
company, unsettled as yet in his new home. Afteriéid, the warm English
summer seemed cool and he reached for a lighttjaslshrug on over his
thin shirt.

He had dismissed the idea of going to bed. Despienights in his London
flat and nearly a week here, his internal clock stkre-adjusting and he
was wide awake, even at two in the morning. In ease, he would have
been unable to sleep for the sublime silence. Tilnswal stillness contrasted
so dramatically with the unending dash-and-craghefast two years that it
gave him a feeling that his life was pausing atgldast, providing a
breathing space for reassessing objectives.

'And now for a short intermission,' he murmuredhitoself.

Yet it was odd, this sensation that surrounded Himas not a restful peace
but a hanging-fire, a waiting. In his bones he knehad something to do
with Corey.

Thinking of her stirred him into action. Raising larms, he slid up the sash
window, breathing in the fragrance of the goldeserarhich clambered up
the grey stone walls. Down below his bedroom windpast the terrace,
swept the vast lawns of Sedgewood Manor. So fay,aamall area of grass
had been shorn by the mower; the rest grew in digdrray, merging with
shrubs and borders in one scrambling jungle.

A pure and startlingly loud warble trilled througihe calm, its piercing
guality sending a small shiver down Jude's back.Sdund drew his eyes to
the meadow past the lawns and towards the dark svbegond. What he
saw made him grip the sill and lean far out, womdgfor a moment if the
silvered light from the moon had created an opilzadion. A slender figure
was flitting through the widely spaced trees on filmege of the wood, a
figure distinguishable only by the flimsy, driftivghite dress.

It had to be Corey. Discounting ghosts, who elsaldimmhabit Sedge Wood
in the early hours of the morning? All day longdhdéiad a nagging,



unfinished feeling as though he was on the brinkoshething momentous.
Was it just his tired, jet-lagged, overworked mid,had she bewitched
him?

Meeting her, in all her impulsiveness and elusigenbad set his mind into
overdrive. With her vivid attack on life, she hatbked the memory of his
youth in its recklessness and defiance of conventimrey had made him
realise just how far his own image had changedhénbusiness world he
was still considered something of an eccentridhen eyes he was stuffy.
Jude's eyes flashed angrily. It was an image heneagr expected to
acquire, yet it had happened, and escaped hisenatitd now.

His return to England had arisen from a dissatigfaavith the way his life
was going. More and more frequently came the wdeck over the traces.
He envied Corey.

The country scene, filled now with the soaring ityaof the extraordinary
bird-song, mocked his teeming thoughts of the fepeite who had
captivated him. Adrenalin raced through his bodyhadelt a compelling
urge to make an unscheduled and ill- considerede®rous with her, there
in the wood. It would be the action of a fool.

A fool who'd been knocked for six by an impact afitnas sudden as the
impact she'd made on his favourite mare!

As far as Corey was concerned, that summer evemiiegyv days ago had
started normally enough. For a start, she was Tatee figured little in her
life—that was one of the advantages of being saijleyed.

By the neat grandmother clock against the chimmegdi, it was seven
o'clock already and here she was, still standinig tipe tin bath, soaping her
slim body dreamily, smoothing long, artistic hamdimost sensuously over
her olive-sheen skin and singing softly to herself.



Reluctantly she bent for the enamel jug besidd#tle and sluiced away the
suds, stepping on to the thick forest-green towarl bn her sitting room
floor.

'Well,' she announced to the sleek black cat $tiegdts feline length across
her chintz armchair, 'Tom's gang might not like ey see, but it'll be
clean!

She scowled. What a boring evening ahead! The dceéamily dinner.
Corey tucked the towel around her sinuous bodysimaly padded up the
steep stairs to the bedroom. Really she oughtrgy h&in internal devil was
encouraging her to put off the evil hour when shaiget Tom's crowd.
Living always for the present, heedless for thereitit hadn't occurred to
her to worry about the occasion until Tom begagive her instructions on
how to behave at the dinner. He'd advised her picgaf conversation and
then informed her that his boss was coming too!

Her Small nose wrinkled in distaste. In the tworgehat she had known
Tom, he had repeatedly bored her socks off withcdotes about Mr

‘Tycoon' Radcliffe. Even though the wretched mad been building up a
subsidiary company somewhere in America all thaetihe still exerted

quite an influence over his staff with his frequem¢émos and telephone
calls: short, abrupt, pertinent and occasionalthlass, according to Tom.
Now he'd apparently returned and he and Tom woaldoubt spend the
whole evening discussing business while the wonessiged about clothes
and holidays. Ugh!

Grumbling, she scrambled into a pair of thin briafel slid into the dress
which hung, dazzling white, against the pine ddeull-length broderie
anglaise dresses were way out of date, and thd gnange sash flamed its
defiance of decorum, clashing violently with thdliant reds and yellows
of her bedroom. She sucked in her breath and sraddkte tight bodice into
place, unravelling the trailing sash and tyingiritnfy around her slender
waist. Wow, it was bright!

Her sudden grin flashed gleaming white teeth atrtteor and set her
coffee-brown eyes dancing with delight. Carefulhesadjusted the low
neckline of the dress to sit seductively off thewders. They would



probably have a fit when they saw the amount atflehe was exposing. But
she was on show tonight. Selected friends and TrydRadcliffe were
gathering to see the kind of girl that good old Taesass marrying. They'd
sure see a lot of her top half!

She scrutinised the striking, rather overstatedoeftritically. This creature
in the mirror, twenty-two, financially independeand about to marry a
pukka Gowrie-Dyson, had come a long way from thitebad old van that
had been her first home. An impish smile touchedidmee. Now she was in
a battered old cottage! And though some peopleenvillage disapproved
of her Bohemian life-style, no one humiliated hey enore. Her relationship
with Tom had seen to that. Very respectable. Whenehie had doubts
about settling down with Tom, she resurrected tiserg of her first day at
school in far-off Birmingham.

'Eleven years old and you can't read!" the teakhdrcried, setting all the
class into uproar.

'l bin busy!" she'd yelled angrily. That initialspgponse established the basis
for years of torment.

Only now was she losing her inferiority complexftwiom's help. He was
quite a dear, really—a bit serious, maybe, but theren't most young men
eager for promotion? Even so, a small, nagging dentered her mind. It
was squashed resolutely, as always.

Her hair looked too tidy, now she had brushed @nding forwards, she
hung her head upside down till her thick hair hinegly in heavy coils, as
blue-black and feathered as a raven's wing. Thestsaightened, flinging it
into a satisfyingly wild disarray.

On impulse, she rummaged amongst her undies inatifaind a cluster of
wild silk poppies and fixed them around a black bamher hair. The image
in the mirror looked back at her and she wincedyliashe ought to get
some Suitable Clothes. She always seemed to Ikelalgipsy.

'Damn you!' she raged at her reflection. 'Why &g more comfortable in
nice polyester suits and neat haircuts?'



Corey ground her teeth belligerently. And damndiefe skin, too. Tom's
family must be blind not to put two arid two togethlf they found out about
her background, they'd put off the wedding like hats It was almost
tempting, to test Tom's love. But she didn't trioish that far. He was too
conventional and she liked him too much to riskrig$im. There came that
doubt again. Out, damned doubt!

Gathering up a soft, flame-coloured shoulder bae, lsurtled out of the
lodge door, slamming it violently behind her. Byethime she had
manoeuvred her white Mini into the narrow countapd, she had nearly
chewed all the coral lipstick from her high- arclmeduth.

'Stop rushing so fast,' she muttered at the clo¢ke car. Tom hated her to
be late. She had better do an about-turn and tekehtort cut past her lodge
house and through the manor land. No one livedetimenw that old Mr
Wallace was dead.

Careering up the drive, she scorched past the goaadl lawn, now
dreadfully overgrown, and screamed around the estiglolck corner on two
wheels.

Too late, she noticed a blur of movement in frdrtier: a terrifying flash of

white muscle and rolling eyes. Then, to the souna sickening thud, she
had jammed on the brakes. The seat-belt crusheorélag¢h out of her as it
checked the forward motion, snapping her head tiabk the restraint. Her
door was wrenched open. A stream of abuse in a aamntry brogue

assailed her ears. Someone was trying to dragut@f dhe car: a short and
wiry someone with a cloth cap topping his furiodistorted face.

'Silas! Shut up and come over here!" bellowed peleeoice.

Silas seemed to be the Angry Cloth Cap man, sireedisappeared
immediately from her view. She closed her eyesngyo calm her nerves.
Almost at once she opened them wide again. A haese whinnying, a
pained wheeze of a sound. Hand on her churningastionCorey looked
straight ahead and saw the large body of a white ilgang across the brick
roadway. Her eyes clouded in distress.



Oh dear heaven, let it be alive! This was justsibie of result her impulsive,
thoughtless actions led her to. This was why shemarrying Tom: to gain
some control over her headlong, eventful life.

Another crumpled breath from the horse galvanisedihto action. She
fumbled for the clasp of her seat- belt and staggjeut shakily, all thoughts
with the wounded animal, wondering how long thodetevflanks would
continue to heave, how long before one of the rae&sed a gun and . . .

Silas spun around as her Mini's door clunked shut.

'Keep away from 'er! You get away. You done enatdgmage for one day,’
he growled.

'No, please, | can...’
'Do as you're told,’ rapped a harsh voice.

The other man crouched behind the horse, his bfogld,forehead shining
strangely dark in the rays of the setting sun. &trief moment his lead-
grey eyes flashed icy hate at her, then he corditieun his hands expertly
over the mare.

‘Butl...

'Stay back, shut up and keep out of our way tillreveeady for you,' he
ordered.

His accent alone would have crushed Corey. It anced a life of privilege,
public schools and exclusive clubs. It was unaéeécyet with every word
carefully enunciated. What with meeting him, andhwlfom's guests to
come, her inferiority complex was getting a bashiogight! Effectively

silenced for the moment, she stood sullenly twistier trailing sash, while
the man spoke urgently to the groom.

'Silas, telephone the vet. Immediately.’

'Right, Mr Radcliffe.’



A wave of horror swept through Corey. Could it lnTs boss? He was the
right age—about thirty-five or six. That dark skimght just be the tan he'd
acquired in Florida, not a trick of the light, am& certainly had an

'independent tycoon' air of authority. The accamed, the athletic frame

fitted—and the sharp, peremptory orders fitted Boa'scription too.

With a pang of dismay, Corey saw that he was wgaairiinely tailored
dinner-jacket, flung wide to show a neatly pleasbdt which clung tightly
to the tapering curves of his body. How many Réi@diin the area were
about to go out for dinner? Hell fire, what a wayneet the man she was
supposed to impress for Tom!

Miserably, she tucked her disordered hair behindelaes in an automatic
gesture, setting the silver bangles on her armlijangrhe movement made
him look up and his hard eyes swept critically dver, for all the world as if
he were assessing her market value and findinggligible.

For a moment, his gaze rested speculatively ofifgers, frowning to see a
silver ring on each one, then he compressed hésdi returned to his
gentle examination. He must have touched a tenkdeepfor the mare
tossed her head, flecking Radcliffe with light faa@orey's soft heart
overcame her insecurity and embarrassment.

'‘Let me help, | know something about horses,' dhaded in her husky,
honey voice.

Radcliffe glanced up briefly.
"You touch her over my dead body," he snarled. '@odn you, woman!'

Handling the mare, he had been partially restraibatino longer. He stood
and faced her, his anger escaping like a torrent.

"You stupid female! Did you think you were a mariagcarmy, invading my
land? What in God's name were you doing to come dikbat out of hell
down my drive? This is private property! Attas, his finger quivered with
the force of his rage, 'this is a bloody expensioese. If you've injured her



badly, you'll be the one to shoot her. | warn ybshe is . . ." Words seemed
to fail him at last. The slanting brows forked menagly, his mouth twisted.

'I'm sorry. Iknowthat's inadequate, but what else can | say? Imyafault.’
"You're damn right it was. And I'll see you pay iipbelieve me!”

Corey blanched at the threat. Oh Lord, Tom was sulnear of this. He'd be
so cross. Tom! They'd all be waiting for her. Shauldl be even later now.
Still, they'd be waiting for Radcliffe, too. In farpenny, in for a pound, she
had to know the results of her hectic driving. $inelt on the ground,
oblivious that the dark earth, damp from a sumrn@ns, was muddying the
white dress.

'‘Get up,’ grated the man, his grey eyes graphaed. h

'Hell fire!" flashed Corey, glad that the mare baswveen them. 'I've got to
know the damage.'

Her hands slid gently over the sweating body. Seotihout knowing that

she did so, she was murmuring softly to the trengplnare, crooning
phrases she had forgotten since her childhoodd $e'nt the words at the
horse fairs when the men prepared an unruly pongdte. Gradually the
mare relaxed, her breath becoming less harsh.

In relief, Corey sat back on her heels.

'I'm pretty sure she's just badly winded—and mayhesed. No serious
damage.' She looked up at the taut, slim man. Hdorag slender fingers
through the brown waves that tumbled on to his lhegbhead.

'Well, aren't you the lucky one," he said with veno

‘The vet's coming right ‘way," said Silas, stridumto Radcliffe.

'Right. Stay with Moonlight. | must make a phond.ddl be late for that

damn dinner. Take this woman's name and addreds Wm gone.' He
glared at the muddied girl with the worried browye® 'Let me tell you,



Miss Helter Skelter, that you'll be hearing from swjicitor. | only hope you
weren't planning on any holidays for a few yearsntend to sue for
damages. Of all the mindless, heedless, irresplengibmen drivers . . .
there ought to be a special test for women like'you

Abruptly, the outward signs of fury receded andassumed a mask of
composure, remote and stiff. Just like Tom's cro®teek, impersonal,
another executive clone. Only those slanting brang the fullness of his
lips set him a little apart, otherwise he was tpgoene of the formal,

right-wing businessman. She was being stifled lgyrnthit was like buses,
she thought inconsequentially: once you came acorss you were

inundated with dozens more.

'Get into that deadly weapon of yours,' he contijuand see if you can
drive off my land without killing anyone or anytignAnd if you happen to
live round here, make sure you never come neavitiveor again!'

His even tone belied the furious words. He madeféel like a stupid
schoolgirl again. Wait till he met her again at thener party! Should she
introduce herself now, or face him later? Betteletmve him to stew for a
while: when he knew there was nothing wrong with tlorse he'd probably
calm down.

She sighed. The evening was going to be even nwrdit than she had
originally feared.

There's no need to be sour, your horse is all tighe said defiantly. 'I've
said I'm sorry and | am, really. But no one's beere for months, you see . .

'Save your life story. | don't want to know. Getlou

Eyes blazing, Corey drew herself to her full heightonfront him on more
equal terms. 'You're so concerned with your horssuppose it never
occurred to you that | might have hurt myself!" siefled shrewishly, then
swung sharply around, teetering a little on thetevlsandals. She was
wearing shoes as a concession to Tom and foursktigation unbalancing.
Before he could say anything more, she ran to tihe &hd started it up,



reversing till she had room to turn, watching tkeased figure standing
protectively by the stricken horse.

Twenty minutes later she was knocking on the ddahe elegant town
house where Tom's parents, the Gowrie-Dysons, .livdee door was
opened by her fiance who stood frowning irritakiiyar.

'Oh, Tom, please,’ she begged, 'don't start on'weehad enough of angry
men for one day.'

'Oh, really. Some time we'll discuss what you'verbap to and whose toes
you've trodden on," seethed Tom, 'but for now, @ilsnnearly ruined and
Mother's even more furious than | am. How can yesd®rude?'

'l had an accident,’ began Corey.

Tom eyed the filthy hem of her skirt, and the mpthters spoiling the
dazzling white. '.So | see. You certainly look assidt's moments like this
that | wonder .. . Well, you'll have to go in amabéogise and be as nice as
pie to make up.'

He turned away and she stared in amazement. Thesse@me cared more
about his horse—well, that was understandableyeddut Tom cared more
about a rotten dinner! For all he knew, she coalklbeen shocked, or even
injured. Setting her mouth grimly, she strode itf® drawing room.

'‘Corey dear!" cried Tom's mother sweetly, maskimgief look of horror at
Corey's appearance. 'So sorry you were delayedt $te charming,
everyone? This is Corey . .. Tom's fiancee. Qilgelittle Bohemian. An
artist, you know. This is Daphne and John Stead@aristabel and Philip
Grey, and Lydia Farley.'

Corey shook hands with everyone, noticing with grdalight their
hesitation in taking her grubby- hand.

'I'm sure you'd like to pop into the cloakroom&moment,' observed Tom's
mother.



Corey agreed. She'd better wash off the honeselsweat before she ate.
Obediently she made her way gjut of the drawingmroonly to hear Mrs
Gowrie-Dyson's clarion call ringing after her.

'So hard for the poor girl, living in quite absalyt primitive conditions.
Tom can't wait to get her into civilisation.'

Damn civilisation, cursed Corey, trying to decidkieth soap had the least
cloying perfume. She mussed up her hair again aed to clean up her
hands and feet; the stains on the dress weredfesidne. They'd all seen
them already and so had Radcliffe. Bet. he didait the same angry
welcome from Tom necausewas late.

When she returned, Tom's mother was still warbdingbout her.

... but we forgive her. She brings such vivacity ariginality to our dull old
lives.'

They all laughed politely, but Corey could tell whiaey all thoughtThat
little ragamuffin, marrying Tom? Wouldn't help hmuch, in his ponderous
march towards a directorship! As they laughed, €mbrank a little,
disconcerted by the sheer expensive elegance &uhehic women in their
pastel chiffon cocktail dresses. Chiffon was obslgtin' this season. In her
startling colouring and the zinging orange sash lgmslick, she felt very
garish and over- dramatic—and over-exposed.

'Paranoia is setting in, girl,' thought Corey. 'dlte gives a toss about you
really, as long as you behave.’

Mr Gowrie-Dyson wandered over with her favouritenllrand kissed her on
both cheeks. 'Made it a bit stronger than usuehnl see you've been in a
scrape. Now, areyou . . .'

His wife interrupted. 'Darlings! Food! Come, I'/mfeshed. We're not to
wait for Jude, he phoned. Hurry along, or the stalffwalk out on me and
Lord knows how I'd cope.'



With an apologetic shrug, Tom's father patted lmer and handed her to
Tom. 'Look after her, feller, she's had a tumbliéuBset, you know.'

'‘Upset!" Tom slicked back his short blond hair gmdpelled her into the
pseudo-Georgian dining room. 'I'm the one who gsthbel upset. Shown up
in front of all my friends! Corey—what ogarthis that smell?' He bent his
neat blond head closer.

'Now, now you two," carolled his mother, 'what yoe saying to each other?
Corey's gone quite puce!

'Lettice darling,’ came Lydia's husky voice, 'olivskinned girls don't go
puce. The skin tone is too green for that.'

Cow, thought Corey. Lydia was a cool, soignee bégrarefully groomed,
subtly feminine. She decided that she disliked ayslightly more than she
disliked Tom's mother. How she was hating this ewgnWhatever had
possessed her to get mixed up with these people?8k way out of her
depth. They made her feel uneasy and very gaucpart Arom Tom's
parents, she hadn't really met any of his friendgpgxly before—she'd
avoided doing so in sheer self- defence, pleadimgess. Most of them
were accountants as he was, not the more integesteative workers at
Radcliffe Property Consortium.

‘Tucking up next to me, eh?' queried Philip Grey,.ettice waved her to the
centre chair.

'It looks like it,' agreed Corey without enthusias§he was also right
opposite the dreaded Lydia. Next to Mrs Gowrie-Dya@s an empty chair,
waiting, presumably for Jude Radcliffe. If onlydhebme and get it all over.

An arm reached out and placed a crystal finger kowher right. Corey
stared at the slice of lemon floating in it, wickedonsidering drinking it,
sucking the lemon, or diluting her drink. Anythirtg liven up the
proceedings. She caught a glimpse of Tom's freglerdace, looking at her
pleadingly, pursed her lips at him and grinnedde his relief when she
unwrapped her napkin instead. He must have reatthbeghts— was she so
transparent, or totally predictable? Her grin tadrmie dismay as the first



course was presented. Artichokes! She was sureviteGowrie- Dyson
had chosen them on purpose, guessing she, wouddrttaidea how to eat
them.

Do be the first to try them, Corey darling,' callédm's mother from the
other end of the table. 'And tell me if you thitley're quite ready.’

Everyone watched, expectantly.
'Mr Radcliffe," announced the maid.

Tom's boss couldn't have chosen a better timeritgeain all the flurry that

arose as he was greeted and soothed with a lamjghstwhisky, Corey

relaxed in relief, the only one still at the tabknce everyone had
surprisingly wandered over to him. Like bees rouhe honey pot, she
thought. Well, he was the provider of a fat incdimemost of them, it was
only natural they should be paying homage.

His deep voice was holding them enthralled as late® the recent events
involving her.

... As you can imagine, | just couldn't beligizdt was the act of a total
maniac. | suppose all the locals have been usmd/dmor as a racing track
lately. If I'd known, | would have strung chaing@ss the drive. How my
horse escaped so lightly, | don't know. Mrs Gowdisson, please don't let
me hold up your dinner any more. | do apologise.'

'Nonsense! Quite understandable. What an awfulrexpee for you. Corey,
what are you doing over there? What a shy thingay@i Come along and
shake hands with Jude Radcliffe.’

With great reluctance she rose, slowly placingragkin on the table, her
eyes lowered. Radcliffe caught his breath withagtzhut!

"You are Tom's fiancee?' he asked coldly.



'l am. How do you do.' Corey shook his hand firnmhgeting his eyes with a
challenge. 'Tom isn't responsible for the thing® ) you must realise that,'
she stated.

His mouth tightened. 'Just as well, One irratiom&mber of his family is
enough.’

She tossed her head, scowling. 'I'm not a membleisdamily yet.'

'No." He considered her carefully, with remote ey@®Il, Tom, Corey isn't
quite what | expected.’

'Er, no." Tom flushed crimson. 'She's usually gtitgiite--' He floundered
miserably and Corey fumed, glaring at his lackugzort.

‘Taking up your parting words," broke in Jude srhiyptwere you hurt?
Was there any damage apart from your dress andhgorstyle?’

'My hair always looks like this,” Corey ground digihtly. 'l hate primpy
styles. This one's free-ranging, like my hens.’

Jude's eyebrows slanted upwards in surprise.

'Whatis, going on?' asked Lydia petulantly.

Corey faced the fascinated guests. 'lIt was me wiaghed into Mr
Radcliffe's horse. Or it was |. Whatever is rightvas haring through his
stables and went slap bang into this Moonlight.'

There was a moment's silence as they digesteckths. n

‘That explains the smell of horse sweat, or isuitg?' claimed Lydia in a
stage whisper. Then more loudjy, she announcedy Thimgs one never
does, darling: damage a man's car or damage tgs.Hon surprised Jude is

even speaking to you.'

‘Jude won't be speaking to anyone if he dies o¥ati@n,' he murmured.



Whether it was his intention or not, Corey was eftdtto him for diverting
attention to himself.

‘Let's forget the incident. | think | see some delis looking starters on the
table," he continued briskly.

He was quickly seated next to Tom's mother and saibacked the
artichoke, peeling off the leaves deftly and digpthe fleshy bases in
melted butter. He didn't bother with the finger hodelighting Corey by
sucking the dripping golden butter from his fingeiish relish. When she
felt the trickle of butter dribbling down her chshe slicked it up neatly with
a whisk of her index finger, catching an amusedapuoving glance from
Jude as she did so.

Lettice Gowrie-Dyson noticed too, but the actiod dot win her approval at
all. She made a great show of dipping the tipseoffimgers into the crystal
bowl before dynamiting Corey with the question alveays did her utmost
to avoid encouraging.

'‘Corey," she called, 'isn't it about time we metryonother—and your
brother? Even if we're giving you the receptiomaift,’ she paused to smile
dismissive- ly at her own generosity, 'there amilfathings to talk about.’
Playing for time, Corey reached for her wine glasd took a large gulp.

'It's so difficult to trace them," she said vaguéljhey move around too
much. I've no idea where they are.’

'How interesting,’ murmured Lydia. 'What do they then?’

Fortifying herself with wine once more, Corey eyadlia suspiciously.
‘They're both artists,’ she said curtly, and turted om frantically, but
curiosity was getting the better of him and he heard Corey stalling about

her family for too long.

'What kind of artists, darling?' he asked.



She sucked distractedly at a chunk of artichoke eod took another drink.
'Mother works with silk and Salf carves.' Her fagas sullen. Why wouldn't
they lay off?

'‘Corey and Salf. Very unusual,’ said Jude quiéflgu obviously have an
imaginative mother.’

'His name is really Persalf," offered Corey, womtgwhy on earth she had
done so.

'‘Middle European, isn't it?" persisted Jude, thepeed suddenly. Huge
melting-chocolate eyes were turned to him, broadegagheir distress.
‘Talking of names," he said loudly, to the seatgeits, ‘have | ever told you
of the names my mother intended to inflict on meRikes Adonis. Can you
credit it? I'd been conceived on a Greek beach affgarticularly raucous
night in a taverna—it's all right, Mrs Gowrie- Dysoit was their
honeymoon—and my mother thought she ought to thlelgods. Father
said it would be more appropriate if | was calleztda!’

He held the rapt, amused audience. Was it coinceleor had he responded
to her need?

'‘And why did they settle on Jude?' she asked He=aly, trying to prolong
the diversion.

'My father pointed out that if | was called Achdléhen everyone would say
| was a heel. And fortunately he knew more Greakolny than Mother. He

told her that Adonis might have been born beaytdsll undoubtedly was,’
he paused for the ripple of laughter around thketatut he was also born of

incest. So she settled rather rapidly for Jude—whieans "praise”.

They all began to exchange stories about their saafter that, then the
conversation meandered in a desultory way, contrers¢hat Corey was
unable to join in, knowing nothing of their lifeyts. She. retreated further
into herself. It was becoming more and more appdhat she didn't fit in
Tom's world. She had been very stupid not to haved facts before. It was
typical of her that she hadn't thought things tigtoproperly—and she was
typically in a mess as a result. What the hell slas going to do?



It didn't help that Jude Radcliffe's stone-grey sekept drifting in her
direction, disturbing her with their odd, watchigggality. It was as if he was
adding her up and beginning to find answers. Tags@ye- contact with
him, she affected nonchalance by sipping her wiggeatedly. In the
warmth of the summer evening, she grew flushekleses and silently
obdurate.

Lydia seemed bent on dazzling Jude. She keptyitier small, pointed face
to his hard, carved one. How obvious can you ¢getight Corey savagely.
But they belonged to the same sphere, those tworibliepolite, smoothly
coping with the world. Both looked sophisticatedegh to deal with any
unpleasant situation that arose. Corey had heardermmably—how Jude
Radcliffe had turned his father's interior desigisibess into a vast empire
that served the jet-set in Europe and America. Namlito be pretty sharp and
calculating to achieve all that in ten years.

She looked around the table at the smooth youngpaging homage to the
smoothest of them all, Jude Radcliffe. In a few thershe might be giving a
similar dinner party, entertaining guests like tihe'd certainly have to
entertainhim—and sit next to him as her principal guest, makvigy
conversation. The prospect made her heart sink.

‘Ladies?' Mrs Gowrie-Dyson raised her eyebrowsllSVe leave the men to
their port?'

Obediently, the women followed her through the daehisking subtle
perfumes and a. swish of chiffon in their wake.

'‘Corey," muttered Tom, jerking his head in his neothdirection.
'No, thank you, I'll stay," she said firmly refugito comply with such an
archaic tradition. She was damned if she'd withdi@watch the women

powder their faces and listen to their banal chattéike port.’

Tom's face paled. '"You can't! | mean...'



‘Tom, this is the age of independent women,' drdwlgde in amusement.
"You should indulge your fiancee. Well, Corey, dauydraw the line at
cigars, or would you like one of mine?'

"The port will be enough,' she said, bridling & patronising tone.

'More than enough,’ said Tom tightly. 'In factyafu'll excuse us, Corey and
| have one or two things to discuss. We'll go alédor a moment.’

Jude's eyes swivelled to Corey's, clearly expeetingnd hoping, she
thought—to hear her disagree. She tossed backaithehich had swooped
down to cover one eye and stood up, holding oheddble for support. Her
legs felt very odd, quite mushy.

'Suits me fine,' she said. 'Don't worry, Mr RadelifTom won't be led astray
by an eccentric wife. You can relax. Your tame exiee won't be
developing ulcers because of me.’

He sipped his port without dropping his cool grgg®from her glowing
brown ones, drawn irrevocably by the startling andmatic quality that
exuded from her. 'Good," he said lazily, admiring $way of her shoulders
as she strolled out.

In the garden, Tom faced her, hands on his hiSfe, forestalled his attack,
flinging her arms wide in a theatrical attituderehunciation.

‘It won't work, will it?" she said impetuouslymi'hopeless. | don't have the
right background, I've no idea how to eat half fived your mother serves
up. My curl—cultural background is too hazy for noehave a clue about
any of these operas and clever plays that everyamwes about. | feel
uncomfortable with your crowd.’

'‘Look, love--' began Tom.

'Shut up, Tom, I'm in full flow. Listen. | know I'izzy, but I'd never dare
say this otherwise. You just don't know how mueh Ehucking up by
acknolly- ack . .. owning up to my inad ... ohlh€he things | can't do! For
years I've tried to prove I'm better than I am.’



"You're fantastic, it's just. . .’
'Yes, just that I'm raw around the edges and urgchand illogical.'
"You said you loved me,' said Tom quietly, seeiog lserious she was.

'l know, | know. And | thought | did. You were tliest person to respond
positively to me. | liked the glow in your eyedikie you.You're kind and |
trust you. But to live with you forever . . . Tofim discovering there's more
to marriage than the two of you—that's only thetstdrave to take on some
of your life-style. You've got different standarfdsm mine and | think you
let all the wrong things worry you. There's no waypuld live your sort of
life. Here's your ring. It was all a mistake.’

'Hold on, hold on." Tom refused the ring. "You godr outbursts! You must
learn to think before you speak,' he scolded. yltgr ring, anyway. You
made it.'

"You paid for it,' she retorted.

'‘Blunt as ever! Corey, calm down. You were nervtmmsght. Driving into
Radcliffe's horse threw you off balance. You didfottoo badly tonight,
considering.’

‘Grateful thanks, O Prince. Oh, hell! You're makihgvorse! How can a
man as young as you sound so pompous? Why dathigetapped feeling

when I'm with you? You like rituals, | hate thenolRine drives me mad. Do
you know that you say "See you later" every tima gay goodbye?"

'What's wrong with that?' he asked, puzzled.
'‘Everytime, everyevening?'

'l don't understand. Look, | think this is pre- wiedy blues. You'll be O.K.
when you settle down.’

'‘No, | won't! | don't want to settle down. | can'trikiof anything worse! |
want to be free!"



‘Then why the devil did you get engaged to me mfihst place!" yelled
Tom, his patience exhausted. Corey was so irrdti@ray she could rile
him like this.

'l thought—I thought, oh, | donknow!" It was too long to explain to him.
He'd have to be content thinking she was capricious

‘Corey, | want to marry you," he began.
She pushed the ring into his pocket. 'Rubbishplup your life a bit. Can
you ever see me as a high class executive's v8fe®@'held out her soiled

skirts, then slightly pulled at the top of her dr@s mock seduction and he
laughed, despite himself. She always had thattalbdipuncture situations.

‘Tom, | mean it,' she said, serious again.

You're unforgettable,' he sighed, 'l was the eofvgvery man who saw us
together.’

'‘But you must have wondered what you were doingiestmes?' prompted
Corey, and he grinned, nodding.

'l did. It was madness, but a lovely madness. ¥aorincredible, it made up
for the doubts.'

'l won't change. I'd ruin your life," she said dlyie

'What a lovely ruin," he remarked wryly.

She gave a slow smile. 'I'm not going back in théltego out through the
garden. Tell them anything you like. Please, | kritsvunfair, but | can't
face them, especially the big Tycoon. He alreatkihl'm the village idiot.
Say goodbye nicely, Tom.'

'‘Goodbye nicely, Tom," he said obediently.

'Now he shows me a sense of humour,’ she said, rohiag eyes
dramatically.



"You won't go out of my life, will you? Let me takeu out sometimes.'

'Maybe. No strings though. Now, give my love to iyéather and apologies
to your mother. Though she'll be delighted to getof me. Goon!' She
stopped his protest with a sisterly finger on lps.I"Bye, Tom.'

He paused. 'See you later,' he said automatically.

Her hysterical giggle followed his retreating baakd, relieved beyond
words, she kicked off the restricting shoes, twgliround and round the
billiard table lawn in the soft glowing moonlighgxecuting a wild, joyous

dance, bending her lithe body in quick, supple mosets. Her eyes glazed,
her mouth curved in delight as she spun on slemaevn legs, swirling her

skirt with one hand, the other thrust jauntily amechip. Her massed hair
flew so fast about her head that it whipped andgther high raw

cheekbones, and the two earrings in her left ear acslender silver triangle,
the other a snake coll, tinkled lightly so she hiedat breath to hear them
more clearly.

The dance became slower, more sensuous and larguwds a dance of
primitive animal grace, unlearnt, as natural todeewalking.

Finally exhausted, she sank in a breathless hetiqe taawn. The dance and
the finality of her decision that evening combingth the wine to leave her
limp and woolly-headed. It was while she was womdgrdly whether the
grass stains would ever come out of her white dredsshe realised she was
not alone. Someone was clapping.

'A very exciting performance,’ said Jude drily.

Corey scrambled to her feet, adjusting the necklmech had slipped
farther than even she thought decent.

'It was a private one,' she retorted stiffly.

His eyes had watched her hands with avid inteiéss. Amazing how drink
takes some women. Maybe you should have followedatiies.'



'Huh!" scorned Corey. 'l don't follow people.’
'‘No?'

'Hell fire!" she yelled. 'l keep my freedom!"

'Is freedom so important to you?' he enquired.

'Yes, yesyes!'she answered. 'You can keep all your stuffy, drghives.
I'm not wasting one second in meaningless routine.’

He laughed softly. 'So you think I'm a drone. At thsk of mixing
metaphors, may | remind you that sometimes, wotuaswith the sheep.’
His eyes glittered.

Corey stopped short, surprised. With that expresstee did look a
little—rakish. She threw back her head and laugtelightedly at the
discovery but found herself losing balance as ttierelin of freedom
fought with the wine for supremacy.

The next moment, she was clasped in his arms. ¢lé.Her quite formally
with a total stillness, till she regained her edpailim.

'You're not very safe to let out alone," he saidlacial tones. 'Haven't you
any control?'

‘Not a lot," she said happily. 'l think they dishaat all my share to you.'
Raising recklessly sparkling eyes, she grinnedcirdasly at his stern face.
'‘Poor Mr Radcliffe. You look shocked.’

'Wrong," he replied shortly. 'Disconcerted. Youaevery disconcerting
young lady.'

‘Thank you,' she said, mockingly demure. 'You edgb of me. The world's
stopped whizzing around.’

'It might have for you,' he said obliquely, 'buhasn't for me.'



His arms slid around her more securely and hemplzody swayed
indolently towards him. At that moment she wasowel with everyone.

‘Temptress,’' he murmured, the once cold eyes navcaohl soft.

There was something intrinsically wicked, standuked in embrace with
one's ex-flance's boss! Corey twined her slend®is around his tanned
neck and parted tantalising lips.

'So be tempted,’ she urged gently. 'Or is thabilgrangentlemanly?’
'One of these days you'll tease a man too famgered.
'‘Can't wait,' she whispered.

The delicate stroking of her fingers on the napéisfneck seemed to be
arousing him more than she had anticipated. Hedlbss eyes and drew in
his breath, reaching up to remove her hands, testisted, enjoying the
hard strength of his body and hoping to prolongdbwetact. He did better
than that: his hand shot up to hold her chin fast lais lips descended on
hers in a very, very thorough kiss. 'Mmmm,' shemmured under his warm,
seeking mouth.

‘Jude, where are you?' called Lydia's voice froenténrace doors.

As the warmth of his body drew away, Corey felttguoereft, yearning for
its return. 'Don't go,’ she breathed.

'My God!" he muttered fiercely. 'l wonder if Tom dms what he's let
himself in for. One thing is for sure, Miss Lee—yadalinner parties will be
sensational if you offer yourself to every prindigaest.’

Turning on his heel, he strode rapidly back tohtbase, as though the very
devil was after him.



CHAPTER TWO

IN the heady days that followed, Corey forgot thglaa of excitement that
she had felt when Jude had kissed her—and her bamdaned response.
To begin with, the memory was strong and enjoyaklpecially the
unexpectedness of his action and the fact that §duss had defied
convention. There was also the pleasure of besggki by an accomplished
expert; Tom couldn't always aim straight, she refvened, giggling.

But the scene in the garden receded with the namgediate delight of total
freedom. The fact that the days were hers alonspémd as she pleased,
gave Corey a welcome sense of release. Now, tireeelsed ahead for her to
fill—or not—entirely at the whim of her impulseBhatwas exciting!

She had dragged a heavy gas cylinder on to thé frath and sat in the
glorious summer sun, wielding the blow-torch as sheated a silver
necklace of butterfly orchids for a silver weddiagniversary present. As
the solder ran in a pale silver stream down thalfjoin she sat back,
satisfied, waiting till the quenching process wasmpleted and she could
give the necklace a final rinse. A warm, contergleav spread through her.

Leaning back in the high swivel chair, she feastedeyes on the surging
colour all around: poppies, delphiniums, larkspuBweet Sultan,
Love-in-the- mist, Dutchman's breeches ... all @me& for the busy insect
life and a nearby source of nectar for her bedisgrorchard.

Life was more pleasant than she had ever knownryEdey, the sleek cat
sunned itself on the warm flagstones, occasioraliging around her legs
to remind her that it was feeding time. They atemwhungry and slept when
tired. In between, Corey worked for sheer joy irbarst of released
creativity.

Since her training at the Sir John Cass Schoolrpfahd a subsequent short
apprenticeship in Hatton Garden, she had foundaok bf orders from
London jewellers. Now she was working almost exgkly on
commissions for a jeweller who was known for hidiwidual work—and,
fortunately, for his understanding of creativesisti



One afternoon that June she became drowsy in tag &kandoning the
cottage garden and curling up in an armchair tepsléVhen the sun
eventually set, she prepared a Julienne soup, treisig vegetables from the
garden, and popped two tins of well-risen breadgtianto the Aga. After
the candlelit supper, and well gorged on hot crbsead, she read herself to
sleep, then woke wide awake and suddenly sleepid¢ke early hours.

'Hey, Cat,' she confided, as they both stretch&driausly, 'how about a
moonlight stroll?'

Cat merely flicked his tail and curled up into adl, glossy circle. Corey
slid out of bed, her naked body gleaming in thesbllight. There were no
curtains at the windows, since she loved to seeitjig sky and felt no lack
of privacy since the nearest inhabitants livedhatNanor. As far as she was
concerned, Radcliffe and his ilk were more thancaldvaway !

It was almost full moon; no need to light a can@em her wall cupboard,

Corey found a thin cotton shift to pull over hekedness. Barefooted, she
padded across the creaking floorboards and slidpachstairs and into the

cool, still night air. Deliberately she brushed hegs against the herbs
edging the path, and bent down to bruise the valtigbetween thumb and
forefinger, so that she could inhale its sharp @&om

In Sedge Wood she ran silently, as her mother &aght her, to the ferny
glade. There she waited to hear the nightingaleerfewyear he came,
building his nest, claiming his territory and simgihis heart out to the
world.

A cold shiver ran across her back at his firstrglae notes, then she sat
motionless, listening to the clear, heart-stop@ogg, ringing joy into her
contented mind. This was how she wanted to livese fifrom all
encumbrances.

But in amongst the high-pitched call and the genttlings, another sound
intruded. Close by, she heard a crunch of feet sired held her breath,
pressing a trembling hand over her thudding h&aelthily she reached out
and picked up a large piece of wood, standing tthback to a large oak, a
fierce expression belying her inner apprehension.



The tall figure of Jude Radcliffe stepped from sihadows into the glade.

'l surrender," he whispered dramatically, eyeirg ltkeavy stick. 'Do what
you will with me!’

Releasing a peal of delighted laughter, Corey fllaway the stick,
disturbing the wary forest life. Startled noisestle undergrowth on all
sides of them indicated frantic bids for freedonthie animal world.

'Oh,' came his disappointed voice. 'Aren't you gdmbeat me?'

'Idiot!" What an unpredictable man he was! 'l némew tycoons went in for
that kind of thing."

‘Neither did I till just now. The idea of a nymgbdging me with a chunk of
wood in the middle of the night never appealed feefdie leaned lazily
against the trunk of a tree and folded his armhsould be the prelude to
some erotic occult ritual if we tried hard enough.'

Corey ignored his invitation. 'I'm listening to thightingale,' she explained.
'With a chunk of wood?"

His amazed, slanting eyebrows made her chucklédssly and she sank to
the ground, eyes dancing in amusement, his deep, laugh echoing
through the trees. | like this man, she thoughtsiget my off-beat sense of
humour.

'l was defending myself," she answered. 'Most geppbwling through the
woods at night are up to no good. Why are you here?

He considered her thoughtfully before joining hér.was unsettled.
Knowing nothing of nightingales, | merely opted walk. Tell me, do
nightingales sing in captivity?' His shadowy eyessed hers.

'Of course not. Haven't you heard Hans Christianleksen's story?' she
asked. 'l wouldn't sing if I was caged.’



'What do we wolves know of you nightingales?' hamured, 'except that
you don't have enough feathers on you. You're ‘cold.

With surprise, she noticed the raised flesh oranes.
'Here, take my jacket.'

With a flamboyant gesture, he shrugged it off aanded it to her. refraining
from helping her into it.

The lining was slippery satin and slid easily olver bare arms. Theveas a
strangeintimacy in wearing the jacket, still warm from tsdy, and she
sucked in her breath slightly, surprised at thevgloat surged boldly inside
her.

'Warmer?' He was leaning too close, his lashesséaluctive as his eyes
lowered.

'Much. How silly do | look?"
'Pretty silly. | prefer you in see-through cottogsalf.'

There was something dangerously serious underhygiganter. Those eyes
of his were saying more than his words pretendedeyjumped up. 'Want
to see a badger set?' she asked.

'If that's all the sights on offer," he replied.

Briskly she turned to the narrow, well-trodden paitithe western end of the
glade, walking blithely along, recognising trackelaigns, picking up the
musky scent of a fox and revelling in the serethiggt surrounded them. Jude
trailed along behind her, seemingly fascinatedjcimag the obvious and
missing more subtle and interesting sights. Shdesdntio herself, not
attempting to detract from his pleasure. He reathg a townie!

At one point, he stopped and crouched down.



'Hey! | think I've found some paw prints. Could &ébadger,’ he called
excitedly.

His rapt face pleased her. Odd that. He was, alttgust an ignorant tycoon.
'No," she said, examining the muddy area besidpatie '‘Badgers have five
toes. That's a fox. Can you smell it? By the wawhs walking, he was after
something. He was stalking his prey.’

'Oh, sure," he said with scepticism.

'Really," insisted Corey. 'Small, tiptoeing printdpse together. It was
creeping along after something.’

'l do believe you're right. How do you know suclngs?' he asked in
admiration.

Woodcraft was one of the first skills | was taugttite thought to herself.
"You pick that sort of thing up in the country,estmswered, and walked on
quickly..'See this beech tree?' He followed hegdmwhich pointed to a

huge beech, scored by deep vertical scars to igbtha his waist.

‘That's their scratching tree. There's the set.fidger swung to a dark hole
beneath tangled tree roots.

'I've never seen badgers,' he breathed.
'‘Good lord, what you tycoons do miss,' teased Cdfdlybring you here
some time. You'll have to sit perfectly still foodrs though. Could you

manage that?'

'With you? I'm not sure.' He grinned. 'Look, if thadgers have gone to
ground, how about coffee in my kitchen to roundtb& tour?'

Corey hesitated. Shad want to prolong this night.



‘Just coffee," he said confidently, willing to prge anything to hold this
elusive nightingale in his hands for a while.

'Donel’

Happily, she reached for his hand and began toThaey raced through the
wood, her bare feet making no sound. The rushrahesugh her hair was
exhilarating. Ducking under low branches and jurgmmer imaginary ones
on the path, she whooped loudly, scattering withlfty any wildlife in the
vicinity. Snatching her hand from his, she leap®d the air for the sheer
hell of it and whirled around, panting as he sticathalt. A strange, rather
frightening light shone in his eyes and she moweszktvards till she felt the
bars of the meadow gate grating roughly againsb#uok of the jacket.

Suddenly she felt vulnerable and underdressed.

'Race you to ..." She was stopped by the expressitis face as he reached
out and put his hands around her waist, insidgettieet. '. . . the house,’ she
breathed weakly, shaken by the closeness of hintrenplotential escalation
of the situation. The night, her elation and thenpise of his eyes filled her
with breathtaking excitement.

'Let's race to heaven first,' he murmured.

'No, thanks,' she replied, forcing a strength #owords. 'I've just escaped
from one cage. I'm not getting into another.’

'Mmmm. You're speaking of ditching Tom?' His hangiped up the sleeve
of the jacket in an attempt to find her hand anexamined the third finger.

It was now ringless. 'After succumbing to your chathat night, | felt very

ashamed of my behaviour and was relieved to heax'sTioews. It explained
your behaviour too, of course. But," he addedpsiig his arms around to the
inward curve of her back, 'l wasn't planning toeggu. | thought we'd fly

around together for a while. Soar into the sky doch few aerobatics, that
sort of thing.'



'l see. Thanks for the invitation, but I'd ratheuystayed on the ground and |
flew alone. You see, | don't do things by half meas; with me, it's all or
nothing and you've come at the wrong time for ib¢oall.'

Jude held her at arm’'s length and stared at has W¥mall?'
'What has that got to do with you?' she defied.

'Was he?'

'‘Make up your own mind.'

‘"You're inexperienced, that | gathered from ouskis

'‘Well"" Corey was affronted. Hadn't he been stunhgdher response in
Tom's garden? It had certainly stunned her! Whatratytical man he was
to assess her. No doubt the fair Lydia had a vendgechnique. A pang
shot through Corey's body.

‘Not everyone has your extensive experience,  aidgartly. 'For a start, I'm
much younger than you,' she grinned inwardly ase Juthced, 'and for
another thing, |1 don't go around kissing every Dackl Harry. Only Tom.
And one or two before him. | may be inexperiencged/dur standards, but
not anyone else's.’

"You fooled me with your innocence, then. PerhapsTdidn't take the
relationship very far; maybe he was the cautiows'on

At that, Corey flamed red. His remark was too clts¢he truth. She had
been eager enough; Tom had displayed a surprisingtance to make love
to her. He wanted his wife to be a virgin and hel aken elaborate
precautions to ensure that they were rarely alortempting situations; he
had discovered Corey's quick passion was easyniteignce she trusted
someone and he was hardly immune to her sensuality.

'‘Unbelievable!" muttered Jude. 'Good God, the mafl!" He pulled her
close again and whispered in her ear, lightly ngisgathe back of her neck
with one hand. 'Any normal man would want-you. H®rsomething



healthily earthy about the way you move, the way gmk at a man. Corey,
did you want to make love to him?'

'‘Are you the kind of man who gets his kicks fromaitiweg about other
people's relationships?' she retorted. 'lt's delynino business of yours.
Let's change the subject. Talking about sex istiexcyou too much.'

Jude gripped her hard, angry at her forthright neankvhy, you . . .’

'We were going to have some coffee, remember¥rupted Corey. 'I'm
still cold.’

He smiled wryly. 'You, cold?’

'My outside is.’

'I'm trying to warm you up.'

'I'd prefer coffee.’

'Very well." Swiftly he changed position and liftedr in his arms, fumbling
with the latch on the gate. 'Why, Miss Lee, | ddidse you're wearing
nothing but your skin under this flimsy cotton!"sHhand crept slowly
around her body towards her breast. Corey wriggtedceeding only in

twisting her skirt up to her thighs.

'More, more,’ he murmured, laughing and sendingjets of warmth diving
through her veins.

'Oh, damn you! Why do men always assume their @ttenare welcomed?
Stop groping!" She buried her head in his shirttaied to take a bite of his
chest.

"You wild-cat!" He set her down. "You're certaimly nightingale. Come on
then, we'll walk decently to the house and disoums payment.’" On he
strode, leaving her to run after him.

'What payment?' she demanded.



'For damages to my horse, and for trespass onmayAadthere's tonight's
trespass to take into account.’

"You bastard! Old Mr Wallace always let me roamiloed.’
'l bet. He had something of a penchant for giplgkesyou.’
Corey flinched and grew white.

'What's the matter?' asked Jude, steadying her.
'‘Nothing,' she answered guardedly-.

He gave a swift frown and attempted to put his around her waist, but she
slipped from his friendly embrace and hurried oaaah

"You know the way?' he asked, as she turned ohet@ath that led to the
Manor's huge kitchen.

'l lived here once.'

'Yes, | know you did. Not by name. Father and M«ie'd taken in a girl to
work in the house.’

"You knew him, then?' Corey was surprised. Shexg@mieeard Mr Wallace
talk of a Jude Radcliffe.

'I'll tell you all about our relationship. Comeand all will be revealed.’

'Spare mehatsir,' she cried, with an arch look that set thathbaughing.
How quick he was to appreciate her gently acidinakks! Often people
found her meanings obscure. She relaxed and stepjoetie old-fashioned
room, but was astonished to see that someone dadigeed the kitchen,
replacing the ugly old units with beautiful natupahe.

'This is lovely,' she murmured, running her handsr dhe satisfyingly silky
wood finish. She opened a cupboard: thick natucady easy swing, well-
designed hinges—quality stuff!



Someone liked flowers, too. There were massive lhemof Peace roses,
some just a little overblown and spilling fadedlgei petals on to the
bleached- wood work surfaces.

'What do you think?' asked Jude cautiously. 'Befare say anything in
your frank way, I'd better tell you that | chosestbtyle.'

'l love it. You've put a lot of care into this.'
'Yes,' he said drily. 'And a lot of cash.'

Corey tipped her head on one side and tried to veark his probable
investment. 'l couldn't have bought the units imehéet alone the whole
estate.’

'‘Well, | didn't buy it," he said, removing a botté wine from the fridge.
'Help yourself to cheese. Old Mr Wallace, as yoll ban, was my
uncle-in-law. My aunt died in childbirth, the childo. He left me the house,
virtually commanding me to renovate it and conseheeflora and fauna
around.' He grinned at her. 'That included you.'

'‘Me?'

'He said, "Look after the fairy at the bottom of ggrden.”

She bit into the crusty bread with her sharp wtatth. 'Don't make fun of
me,"' she complained, speaking through a mouthfafwhbs. 'He didn't say

that.'

'You want to see the will? | was specifically askedkeep an eye on you.
Father and | always wondered about your relatignglith him."

'He didn't fancy me, if that's what you're insinngt But he . . ." Corey
remembered his concern. 'He took me under his Wshe, finished lamely.
She'd been a substitute daughter to Newton, she tre.



'Really." Jude didn't sound convinced. Too badd Have to make do with
her explanation—she was damned if she was goiriglitdim the whole
story.

'It's silly, him asking you to watch out for me. @bLord! As if | needed
fathering!

She perched on the edge of the worktop and watctied spreading
Camembert, thick and creamy, on his bread.

"You have a father around?' he asked curiously.er. face darkened and
she scowled, sliding off the top and exposing tmglslender length of her
legs.

'Dead?' he asked more gently.

'‘None of your business,’ she snapped. ".I hatel@gopng. If you only got
me in here to ask questions, I'm going.’

As she stalked tautly to the door, he caught herard swung her around,
staring at her blazing eyes.

'I'm sorry if | touched a raw nerve,' he said soffl won't pry. Don't leave
yet. You'll never sleep with all that cheese ingida.’

Despite herself, Corey laughed at him, her mouttiag to show those
dazzling teeth. His eyes narrowed and his handspsissessively up her
arms.

"You promised just coffee,’ she complained, unéblarevent the huskiness
of desire. His touch was setting her aflame. 'hilidxpect the Inquisition
and a pass as well.'

'‘No? Well, I lied to you. | wanted more than coffé¢e ran his finger around
her parted mouth, his gaze intent. She respondetdiately, snatching at
his finger with sharp teeth, arching her body l&keat and closing those
glowing eyes in rapture.



'I'm not sure whether you are artless or totallgwdating," he whispered.
'l don't calculate anything. | just react,’ bredtiGorey.

‘Then react to this.' In one movement, he slichaisds around the curve of
her back to hold her fast, and simultaneously sunded her parted lips with
his firm mouth, the warm moistness of it sendingudden shock racing
through her body. Tantalisingly, his fingers trdilown her back, then with
a muttered exclamation he roughly tore the jack@mnhfher shoulders and
she was pulled violently against the length oftindy.

Weakness invaded her, leaving her head spinniigiatRo his desire, she
dragged his head down harder on to her mouth,lehgdlindly at his thick
warm hair. Within her burned a raging need that sad never before
experienced. His lips softened into light, feathgrkisses, which sent tiny
quivers of heat coursing into her womb.

Reeling from his unexpected onslaught, she gavéoithe wonderful
floating feeling that flowed through her like dadd wine. If only she could
surrender utterly to the sensation, like a headthynal! She adored being
touched, being kissed like this.

'Hey," murmured Jude's voice in her ear, brushiegldbe with his warm
breath, 'you're not concentrating. You can't frawren I'm kissing you.'

Corey began to protest, only to find her mouth amoee claimed by Jude's
lips, but this time they forced harder, roaming eneercely, and he groaned
softly as she clung to him, her curves straining inis hard body. His
relentless kisses grew more exploratory, makingskar hum as his moist
lips moved around her jawline and down to the sidirk hollow of her

throat. She tipped her head back, the black glesserfall of her hair

flowing down her back, knowingly inviting him witther abandoned
posture.

He became very still, only his laboured breathiegdying his passion.

'Do you know what you're doing?' he whispered.



Slowly, Corey tipped her head forwards again, ipsrflormed into a sighing
pout. The wild storm in her head subsided, hergpsisadied. Her responses
had let her down again. Arousal always flared toekiy—but there was a
reason why she felt so abandoned, of course, ipagf her nature.

This was different; how, she wasn't sure. Warnirgisbrang in her

mind—Dbells that threatened a headlong involvement. iE wasn't just

Jude's touch that excited her immeasurably, it amaattraction that went
beyond sensuality. The mental rapport between thas special and she
had to decide whether to fan the flames or damm tdlewn. Jude would
take away from her the recently won control shedwded over her life, she
recognised that.

She lowered her hooded eyes and took a step basking hard against his
heaving chest. He released her and she stood, adigwavisting the
material of her skirt.

'I'm sorry. | got carried away. I'm odd at nigl&ttie gave a nervous laugh.
‘Tom says—said—I was a creature of the night. fikc$ me. Especially
when there's a new moon.'

‘There isn't one tonight." Jude's voice was flat soneless. He obviously
didn't believe in helping her to escape from hesspans with dignity.

'Well, there ought to be!" she retorted. 'And démitk you've scored, Jude
Radcliffe, because you haven't. | just enjoy béisged and you do it very
well, as you probably know. But now | feel embases so perhaps you'd
let me roam the woods in peace and leave me atdéuire. | want to get on
with my own life without men invading it ten timagminute.'

Jude said nothing.
'Stop looking at me like that,' she said sharply.

'I'm trying to work you out,' he replied. 'l cattiink how Tom coped with
your waywardness.'



'Don't bother. I'm erratic. Ask Tom. | won't fityapattern you know. | liked
your cheese, thanks.' She ran to the door.

'My cheese . . .!" laughed Jude incredulouslyhasreached for the latch.
'‘Good night,' she answered, giggling to hersdtfisamazement.

Jude strode to the window and watched the slentdéeviorm run lightly
over the field, clamber with ease over the gate disdppear like a wraith
into the wood. Good night indeed! He shook his heagy. No wonder
Uncle Newton had wanted someone to look after tosegee. She was too
honest and too wild for her own good, an enchardings between a woman
and a child. Someone ought to take her in handesamwho would not
take advantage of that open nature, who would lgereall the freedom she
wanted and guide her through life. God, he was diogrpretentious! Corey
made him more and more aware of his acquired dicHe'd no idea how
stylised he'd become.

Jude tidied away the midnight picnic they had sthafiéhere couldn't be
many men who could handle her. He was damnée could. And yet . . .
He supposed most men found her fascinating—he wa&xception. Could
she be as innocent as she seemed? Her reactidns passes had been
instant, as if she saw sex as a natural part difeePerhaps her unpractised
response to him had more to do with the inadeqaébgr lovers than a lack
of them. How many of them had held her eager badyeshad? How many,
more unscrupulous, had taken advantage of her waesponse? And why,
for God's sake, hadn't he pressed home his adwthtag

He kicked the fridge door shut, suddenly angry. banon! The woman
had mesmerised him. He wandered aimlessly aroumdkitbhen, picking
things up and putting them down again. Now thatvwghg gone, everything
seemed empty and dull: his business meeting in dwwomorrow had lost
its former attraction. He wanted to be here withreyo finding out more
about her, talking to her, sharing time with helhefle was some unusual
skeleton in her cupboard, that was for sure. Sreehiehing something in her
past that made her shy away like a frightened colt.



Just as well really. He hadn't the time nor théination to become involved
with a girl as mercurial and naturally fecklesshashad once been.

Into his mind flashed the image of Catalina, thekggyed woman who had
hurt him so much. Corey could easily disturb hisiffe, just as Catalina had
destroyed his past. Jude walked thoughtfully upstia&'s. The tug of war
between sense and senses had begun.

It was equally unsettling for Corey, having had Ipassions stirred so
sublimely. Jude Radcliffe had managed to spice ampnight prowl more
than she bargained for. All night she fidgeted, @it walked out of her
bedroom to find a more peaceful place to sleep.

'It's all right for you, Cat,’' she grumbled, 'nceaninds if you slope off in the
night and indulge in a bit of carnal pleasure. Wiglas a cat too.’

Black coffee kept her tolerably awake the next a@iag she concentrated on
simple box rings, leaving the finer work for a dafnen she was less
agitated. But the simplicity of the jobs left heotmuch time for thinking.
Only rarely had she ever considered her actionsadwance. It took
something momentous, like continued ridicule oedaqa of depression, to
force her into plans for the future. Too often she her life in headstrong
spontaneity. Jude Radcliffe was one gorgeous hfimkam and she might
have indulged herself—but oh, the pleasure of irddpnce! No man could
offer that! He was the last man she needed atithés

And, having decided that Tom was too upper-crushé& to cope with, she
could hardly contemplate a relationship with thel®iffe millions! Every
time she looked at him, she'd be thinking aboutlaokes. And napkins. Or
was it serviettes? It would waste her life, worgyabout such things.

Anyway, she had crushed physical needs beforecale do it again. The
invasion of her mind was a different matter. Shdesinremembering their
woodland meeting.

Damn! She'd dropped the pliers. Ducking under tireaple workbench, she
reached for them and found her fingers a few in¢teas a pair of walking
boots.



How odd she hadn't heard: she must have been Ulyusogrossed. Cat had
retreated to the cottage door and stood with arblael and fluffed out tail,
growling quietly.

'Yes?' she asked warily, bending a silver oblohghtte ends met. The man
followed her movements carefully. He wasn't a hikero sure of himself.

'Miss Lee?'
'Who wants her?' She reached for the borax conenaadk up a paste,
spreading a thin line along the join for the soltterun. Looking up, she

found the man watching intently.

'l do. I'm Jack Spurr, estate manager for Sedgeviaaor. What are you
doing?' he asked curiously.

Corey turned on the gas jet. 'Soldering.'

The borax fluffed up and simmered down again ash&glated each side of
the ring.

'Do you work indoors with that?' He pointed to gas cylinder.

'I'm hardly going to sit out here when it rains, Bfhshe asked mildly.
'l see.' He took out a notebook and wrote quickly.

'How do my actions concern you?' she asked.

'I'm investigating Sedgewood property. You livehis lodge house free of
rent, | gather.'

'‘Mr Wallace said | could." Corey was suddenly aogio'Surely Tycoon
Radcliffe isn't going to cast me out into the snow?

'Mr Radcliffe might have to re-consider your tengnafter | write my
report,’ countered the manager. 'However, if yothdee to leave, it'll be
well before snow sets in.'



What a stolid, humourless man he was! She tippechéad on one side,

eyeing him critically. Was he worth wheedling? Theuse-martins dived

past her ear, en route for the nest under thehthated she knew she didn't
want to be pushed out of her home— not yet, anyway.

'Would you like some tea?' she asked, wide-eyedsaumetly innocent.

‘No, thanks. | need to see the house, though.'

Politely, she pushed wide the latch door and hegakound her neat living
room, taking in the clean chintz covers, the pai®d and chairs and the blue

Spode set on the old dresser. Everything was ssotle

He was astonished to discover she had no kitchdnnanbathroom, nor
electricity. He wrote furiously,

then looked up from his notebook.

'I'm pretty certain you're operating illegally, ning a business from here. |
assume it's a business.' He ,, ran his eye ovendladly addressed parcels
and the racks of saws and chisels on the wallo}Alsu can't use that gas in
the house—and probably not outside it. Not with thatch.'

'What! Everyone's always known what | do here. MalMcte ...

'Time doesn't stand still," began Jack Spurr.

'It does here,’ claimed Corey wildly.

'Not now Mr Radcliffe has taken over. This cottégm his possession now,’'
cut in the manager curtly. 'You'll be hearing frasabout the rent and the
operation of the cylinder.'

Silenced, Corey waited while he ducked his heaceutite low door and

disappeared down her path. Radcliffe couldn't thrber out on a
technicality— could he?



In a sudden flash of inspiration, she ran towards lhoundary hedge,
thought better of it, returned to fill a basketwitoney, freshly baked bread
and tiny peas picked that morning, then scrambhedugh the thornless
briar and on to Manor land. She wasn't abovela figntle corruption when
it suited her.

To her dismay, Jude was just greeting Lydia, wha tiened up in a white
Lotus Elan. From all the continental kissing goorg Lydia was a regular
visitor now. She sighed. Oh well, there wasn't mpoimt in playing the

waif-and-stray-turned-out-of- house-and-home na with Lydia around.

She toyed with the idea of running up to Jude Rfid@nd flinging herself

at his feet in some kind of supplication and begduor the roof over her
head, but even she decided that was a little dneetdp.

With reluctance, she trailed back to the cottagendering whether it was
just the anxiety of losing her home and place ofigvor whether it was the
sight of Jude's tall form bending over Lydia's intate blonde head that
made her so depressed.

'Hi, Cat,' she said listlessly, dumping her baskethe floor. With a lithe
spring, Cat landed on her lap and curled up coetiyt 'Glad someone
loves me," she muttered, and unaccountably, harl@gan to fill with tears.
'Oh dear!" she moaned, tipping off Cat as she juhypein confusion. 'What
on earth's the matter with me?"

Corey wandered around aimlessly, then decided sh\war hair and have a
bath. First she pumped up the water and set eaelgepan she possessed on
the stove to heat. Using some of the water she egalsar hair in the bowl,
then, by the time the saucepans had been refiliddigere boiling merrily
away for her bath, it was quite dark outside.

Her black, feathered hair dripped down her nakeck ks she padded
backwards and forwards to the tub with the steamsangcepans until the
water reached the bright yellow wavy line which $ftael painted on the
inside.



She stepped into the water and slid carefully ansitting position, hugging
her knees to her chin and closing her eyes, squg#zem tightly so that she
could feel the long lashes brushing her cheeks.

Holy long she stayed like that, emptying her mimam attempt to clear her
emotions, she did not know. But when she opene@yes again the water
was cold and someone was knocking at the door.

'‘Damn!" she muttered, searching for the towel. 'Whe oh, Cat! What are
you doing! she said affectionately, seeing thathhd dragged the towel
close to the Aga and was contentedly curled ifoit$s.

The knocking grew louder and as Corey tiptoed, scto retrieve the towel,
she became aware of Jude's voice outside.

'‘Corey! Answer! Are you all right? Corey! Are you.i. .'

Corey unceremoniously hauled up the towel, tipfihag on to the floor. He
let out a furious yowl and Jude burst in.

'What's the . . . my God!

His smoky eyes travelled hotly down her slendenhoesting on the small
up-tilted breasts, hard- tipped from the chill lné tbath.

The message in his darkened eyes was unmistakéblblazing power
created warmth in her veins even as his gaze litéxbr face. Corey twisted
the towel around her like a sari and ran her fiaglerough her wet hair.
'It's a bit like the movies,' she said huskily.

'What do you mean?' Jude's voice was shaky.

'Girl has message from baliliff to quit, Lord of Marenters, "Aha, maiden,
be mine or else!"'



He grinned, relaxing. 'lt's nothing like that, Incassure you. Well, that
wasn't my original intention. However,' he examirest legs carefully, 'l
like the idea.’

Corey backed away and Jude smiled.

‘Trouble is, you couldn't have much of a satisfyoigise round this room,
could you?' he said innocently, glancing aroundstiall space.

Despite her uncertainty, the corners of Corey'stmofied. 'I'll set my cat
on you," she threatened.

'I'm terrified," he drawled, looking pointedly et animal curving sinuous
patterns around his legs and purring loudly. 'Vhais name?'

‘Cat.’'

‘Original.’

'He doesn't like anyone but me.’

Jude bent down and Cat sprang on to his broad d&iotd nuzzle his ear.

'So | see. While he's murdering my ear lobe, csihdown? I've had a hard
day.'

'I'm sure you have,' she said tartly, rememberiyjd.

'Oh, we Lords of the Manor do work, you know. Tedtbw we become
Lords. Look," he said, arranging himself comforyalnl the large chintz
armchair, 'I'm sorry about Spurr—my manager. Hainim efficient and |
had no idea he'd made so much progress aroundsthie.el was going to
speak to him about you before he came.’

'Indeed. Well, before we discuss that, would yoadmjoing upstairs and
finding me something to wear? Take five minutesdtothat and I'll be
vaguely dry by then.’



'What's wrong with your legs making the journey2ytook eminently . . .
er...supple to me.'

'It'll be cold up there—I always leave the windomige open. | prefer to dry
by the stove. And if | go up those stairs, virtyalbove your head, you'll be
seeing more than you ought.’

Jude chuckled. 'Very sound reasons. See you iw aiiautes.’

Witn a thumping heart, Corey rapidly dried herselbbing fiercely with the
rough towel till her flawless olive skin glowed agky pink. All the time she
faced the stairs, watching and listening, but here to be quietly sitting
up there, perhaps on her bed.

'I'm ready. Where's my clothes?' she called.

An arm appeared, waving her favourite faded cringart and what looked
like the black vest T-shirt. Corey grabbed therentfrowned.

'Is that all?’
'Didn’t think you wore underclothes,' he shouted.

'‘Well, | do. Sometimes,' she said petulantly. Nohais business what she
wore! It wasn't right that anyone else should knadvat she liked to do in the
summer.

'I'm coming down," he said firmly.

Rot him! She'd have to wear what he'd chosen. Ceas/disconcerted to
see how much her breasts thrust against the thtiorci@rsey of the T-shirt.
She rubbed her warm hands over the swelling nipplas attempt to soften
them but for some reason that only made them haSer curled up in the
basket chair and folded her arms as Jude appeared.

'Hmm, very fetching," he drawled, claiming the ¢hiagain. 'I'm sorry |
couldn't come earlier. Though if I had, what attlemould have missed! It's



not every day you see nightingales in their natoahitat, splashing about in
their little baths.'

He looked so relaxed, so much at home in her lititen. He ought to have
been out of place, being so used to elegant drassimgs, but he wasn't. He
was quite a lad, entertaining one woman in therradten and flirting with
another in the evening. She must remember how clhasweas and keep him
at arm's length this time.

'Fun, isn't it, happening on quaint country customsise said sarcastically.
'‘Maybe it will increase your fun if you empty thath for me.’

'Of course. Where?' He looked around the room.
'‘Outside,’ Corey told him. 'By the pump there'sakshole.’
'Oh, very rural," he muttered, and dragged théaith to the door.

It was a relief to have him out of the room for ament. The air was
charged with overpowering sexual tension. Despigelight conversation,
there was an underlying crackling current flowiregveen them both. And
I'm not having electricity in this place! thoughbti@y, amused at her own
wit.

'Would you like some coffee?' she asked when harred, turning for
safety to social ritual.

"Thanks, that'll be fine. Tell me, what's that qu@rering perfume | can
smell outside? It wasn't your bathwater.’

'Honeysuckle, night-scented stock, lemon balm— do want a list? It'll
take ages. | planted pungent herbs and flowersdrtium garden path. That
way, every time | walk along it | get a good smiffthem.’

She brought over the coffee and he stretched caitldng legs. Cat
clambered up on to his chest, resting his chinregjalude's collar bone,
perfectly at ease.



"You know about plants, do you?' He actually sodndéeerested.

'‘Can't you tell?" She waved a hand at the flowarsyimg to dry, the dried
herbs in bunches: tansy, feverfew, betony; thetdgveals of foxgloves,
rosebay willowherb and crab-apple.

He grinned sheepishly. 'l didn't honestly notickere were other, more
exciting distractions. How knowledgeable are you?'

She shrugged. 'l don't know what you mean. | rexahthe cottage garden
when | arrived a few years ago and set up the gardben, pruned back the
fruit trees and so on. My ... my mother knew abaplants and taught me.’
'l was talking to one of my designers this aftermaghe suggested a formal
herb garden by the kitchen and- we both thougttahahe lodges should
show a riot of colour in country garden style—sdmej like yours. Spurr
tells me this cottage has a real old- fashionedlegarHow about giving
some advice to my staff on the plants that grow tivete? It would take a
hell of a load from my landscape designer's shasjde's still trying to sort
out the Florida end.’

'l don't have the expertise,’ she began.

"You could stay here then, rent free,’ he suggesttly.

'‘Rent free?' she queried.

'Yes. This place is so lacking in facilities thatoluldn't accept rent.’

'l wasn't going to offer any," she said drily.

'We'd modernise the cottage for you, putin. ..

‘No! I don't want it!" Corey jumped up and stoodhwher hands clenched at
the very idea. 'This cottage stays as it is ifitint.'

'You are a strange girl," Jude said softly. 'Osi.down. Have it as you want.
Will you take on the job?'



How tempting it all was. She and Newton Wallace tswnt hours
re-designing the gardens of Sedgewood, though thlams were only
dreams. Still, she knew exactly how she wantedadtiges to look, and the
herb garden. But how wise was it to increase theustnof contact she had

with Jude Radcliffe?



CHAPTER THREE

'I'VE got my commissions,' Corey said slowly, torn betwéer work and
the pleasure of seeing the lodge gardens in blggama-and of having a
part in their creation.

'‘Commissions? Is that anything to do with dangergas cylinders my
manager was telling me about? You repair themoorething?"

She laughed. 'I'm a tin basher. Silversmith," sltked at Jude's puzzled face.

‘That explains the inordinate amount of files amihfed things on your
desk,' he said.

'It's a work-bench. Look," she caught his handdred him up. 'The wood's
cut away in a curve so you can sit tight into tledh and this leather
attached to it acts as a kind of apron. That wédngrwyou file, or if you drop
any silver, it gets caught in the leather and doggninto the cracks in the
tiles.’

'‘And this," he said, picking up a heavy oblong @md'this is your design,
your work?'

'Yes. Do you like it?'
Jude turned the pendant in his hands. It was tltiegensional, with tiny,
billowing clouds at the top and a carved cornfiblelow. Tall red-gold

poppies mingled with white-gold ears of wheat.

'It's fantastic,' he breathed. 'You're very taldntery creative. | had no idea

'Oh!" she blushed at his praise.

Two lean hands grasped her arms. 'You, blushing? ®H-beat,
quick-tongued child of nature blushing? Surely ostid, pure young
maidens do that?' Though his tone was teasing yQaigtively sensed that



he really was seeing her in a different light. Hands, as they slid up her
arms, were gentle, his eyes soft and caring.

She pulled away quickly, feeling suddenly trappidie lowered his eyes
and bit his lip.

'Sorry," he said. 'My mistake."'

Puzzled, Corey turned and picked up Cat, busyimgelfeby stroking his
silky ears. The importance of his opinion discoteher. Why should she
care so much what he thought?

'What about the gardens?' asked Jude gently.

Corey thought about the potential pleasure she dvgain. The gardens
were so neglected.

'Who do | talk to?' she asked warily.

''ve brought down my head-gardener. He's tidyivgrgthing up and
marking time till the landscape chappie arrivest ghat to him, that's all.’

'0.K.," she agreed. 'I'll do it. | assume I'm ndlevaed back on Manor land
again? You won't sue me, or shout at me?'

Jude's face relaxed, and crinkles appeared arasrelés when he smiled.
"You can come on to my land whenever, however aadsgd in whatever
you like. Just don't drive through at ninety miggshour again. Come up to
the house tomorrow and we'll have an on- site dision.'

'Sounds businesslike.’

'Itis. Think about your fee. Be ready to bargdinanks for the coffee. I'll be
around from eight onwards. Turn up any time aftée'smiled briefly and
turned to the door, but seemed to forget its haighis hurry to leave and
banged his head hard on the lintel.

'Ow!" He doubled up, pressing his hand hard agissiorehead.



‘Jude! Oh lord—here, sit down,' ordered Corey,tlg@rat his ashen face.
Jude's legs buckled and she helped him to leamstgtie dresser, then
reached for a white china pot.

‘Take your hand away,' she said briskly. 'Let meetee damage.'

Across his forehead was an angry red weal of bralteén and an area
already darkening around it. She dipped the tipshef fingers in the
ointment and gently rubbed it in.

'What the hell is that?' he asked, wincing.

'Serpent's tongue,’ she said absently.

'Ha ha!'

'‘No, really." She grinned at his horrified facehéTplant, silly. Serpent's
tongue leaves, bruised and crushed in olive oibdstr bruises. And I'll

make you some tea to steady you.'

'Rather have whisky," muttered Jude.

'Valerian tea. Calms nerves. Get off the cold tdad back into the chair
while | do a quick infusion.’

‘You're a witch,' he said. 'A real live witch. Mgdd doesn't hurt so much
now. What is that magic potion you're mixing for?he

'What?' She was preoccupied with measuring the tea.

'Is that some kind of aphrodisiac?" he asked simpty as she presented
him with the fragrant brew.

'‘No. Why, do you need one?' Corey paused in frbhisoknees, widening
her eyes innocently. Jude swore softly and puintihg on the floor. 'You
tantalising creature.' He reached out and pullecdheo his lap. She fitted
into him perfectly—too perfectly.



'Don't wriggle, little witch. I'm after the secreft your power.’
'So long as that's all,' she murmured as his lgssehded.
His head drew back briefly. 'l make no promises breathed.

Then his mouth had enclosed hers, and she faljlasm his arms as she did
in the life she had created in the cottage. Shdeaedeeply, reaching her
hands to his thick brown hair and pressing the lwddikis head so that his
mouth ground against hers. Against the softnebgiobreasts she could feel
his hot hard body and a rapidly beating, drummiegrh Was it his, or hers?
She wasn't sure. His kisses deepened, his moutbregphers softly, then
drifted lightly to the soft fleshy lobe of her eaard down to the warm hollow
of her throat. She responded by touching the tisttjue tip—of his tongue,
with her own.

'l like that," she murmured without thinking.

Every muscle in his body tensed; he grabbed a b&otiher still damp hair
and manoeuvred her on to the floor, raising himablfve her, his eyes
glowing dark slate, his breathing heavy.

Corey flung her arms out sideways, stretching loglybike a lithe cat.
'Witch,' he muttered again. 'You're irresistibler€y.'

He traced the high arch of her lips with his firsgand she caught them once
again in her white teeth, gently biting them, stgmprovocatively at him as
she did so.

Gently he let his fingers follow her jaw-line, tberve of her shoulders, and
then they were still. Itseemed as though he wasgrio control himself.
Corey raised herself on her elbows, ready to dukituation—it had gone
far enough she realised with a sudden shock—buitnitheement was .her
undoing, for his hands rested now on the swellimginas of her breasts.

'Oh my God!" he breathed, and roughly dragged egém of her T-shirt to
expose her breasts, pushing her back to the fledreadid so. Before she



could evade him, his mouth was working furiouslyhen lips, forcing them
open, invading, and she was drowning, dying, maafriom the onslaught,
her body flooding with pleasure waves as his fisgeused her breasts.

She swam in a hazy throb of pleasure, his findgg@sand tongue seemingly
everywhere, rousing every nerve, bringing everyt pather skin to life.
Never had she been so aware of her own body, weipt excite, its power
to receive such sensual signals from a man's ewegéldly pushing aside
his shirt, she pressed her palms against his vagklling in the smooth
muscled planes. Their mouths met, ravaged, andcegatain, seeking
further areas to conquer with their urgent hungdre could bear it no
longer. Despite the pressure of his legs and thigkdands had not strayed
below her waist; she was willing him to do so n@wen while she willed
herself to resist him.

You're so smooth to touch, like satin," he bredthes lips brushing her
shoulder. 'l could touch you for hours.' He took head in his hands and
kissed her, deepening the kiss till her head spumiendless vortex. 'Let's
go upstairs," he murmured hoarsely in her ear.

'No, let's not," she countered desperately. Ifgdnee in to him, she would
commit more than her body.

'Here, then?' He stroked her face softly.

Corey hated denying herself. She groaned. 'Nowtiere.' Her eyes were
the colour of dark chocolate. They held his instent gaze.

‘This is ridiculous,’ he grated. 'Surely you're going to play the tease with
me? | thought you weren't like that. | want yowant to devour every part
of your gorgeous body.' His lips were moving sethety over her breasts
again and their breathing quickened together. $trhave you, Corey!"

"You will not have me, do you hear?' In her frustration and ishgshe
raised her voice. 'lt's my body. | decide what indth it. If you made love to
me, you'd think you had some kind of rights over. ®ed | won't have
anyone as my masternmon'tbe had!



'Oh, no," he moaned, rolling away and holding leach
‘Jude!' She was instantly contrite. 'Have you go¢adache?'
'No!" he snapped. 'It seemeuhave!’

He rose unsteadily to his feet, his eyes still gagdgwith passion when they
turned on her.

'‘Goddamn it, Corey, you carry on like that much enand you'll get yourself
raped. Learn to control yourself before you get taa It's totally unfair.
Damn it, it's maddening! Don't you dare lead mewer again.'

His words frightened her; she clutched at her retigbp and pulled it
down.

'It's too late to do that now,' he grated. 'lI'veteéd you. What we've done
hasn't satisfied me. | want more. | want to posgess

They stood in her tiny room, breathing heavily, omary, one full of
frustrated passion.

'‘Don't you feel it?' he breathed. 'Don't you fded sparks between us, the
chemistry? Doesn't every part of your body aché désire?'

'Of course it does,' she said weakly, longing tselthe gap between them
and let the waves of wanting roll over her once endoBut | won't be
possessed, | won't! The idea terrifies me; notwa myself or my life any
more. That's what happened with Tom.'

'‘But I'm not trying to marry you, Corey.’

'l know. But. .." She couldn't tell him how, unlif®m, he was even at this
stage invading her mind. If she slept with him, feeling would be even

more intense. He'd take her over, body and soely&s sure. 'Don't ask me
to explain, because | won't. Just accept that thareeason | feel trapped.’

'‘But | don't want to trap you,' he said softly.



You are,' she accused. 'That's how it is with Wiken | give myself, that's
it, | give everything. Trouble is, | regret it. Bavant you to leave. Mind your
head as you go out.'

'My head is no longer my own," he muttered. 'Nor body, nor my
emotions. You seem to have them all. You talk alieeling trapped! How
the devil do you think | feel!" His eyes blazedgt. 'Why do you think I'm
still unmarried? Don't you know that a man in migion ought to have a
wife to help him entertain? I've felt trapped, judte you whenever
relationships get heavy. But I've never known sarclobsession as the one |
have for you, and let me tell you, | resent itlbjext to you filling my life
when | should be concentrating on business, péatiguas you have such
enviable independence. It's not funny, Corey, aliyurunning the working
lives of hundreds of people and then discoverirgg ffour life is being
turned upside-down by a wayward, changeable child!

'I'm not a child! I'm a woman!" cried Corey.

"You're a child with a woman's body. You want b# pleasures and none of
the responsibilities. That's not being adult.'

'Don't you dare lecture me! I'm not one of yourklaes, Jude Radcliffe!
You're pretty impetuous and irresponsible yourde#fsing girls you think
are engaged and trying to seduce girls in woodsbamsting into people's
houses while they're having a bath and...'

'Oh, for God's sake!' he thundered. 'Grow up, CoMe've set off
something inside each of us that's taking us dt'emo use pretending it's
not there. | don't like what's happening any mbeatyou do, but don't deny
it. It's something special, Corey, | know.’

'Well, I've heard some good lines in my time, ats the best!" she cried.
'It's not a "line" as you call it. | mean what iysdne said quietly.
"You know you're on to a good thing, more like figred Corey angrily.

'‘Don't you know how much | hate myself for respogdio you as | did? I'm
not proud that | fell for your skilful manipulatidn



"You've got me all wrong,' he protested.
"You weren'ttrying to seduce me?'
'Of coursel was trying to seduce you . . ." he began.

'Mr Radcliffe, | said I'd sort out your lodge gandeand | will. But that will
be the extent of our relationship. | can't beadreéducked in someone else's
pocket and | can't bear to be out of my class.dédided to have a fling it
wouldn't be with anyone like you. I'd find someafemy own type and a
working- class background. So go and take a cdld, bad | promise | won't
look in your window while you're having it.'

'Damn you, Corey,' he shouted. 'Damn you to hell"

Shaking with frustration and fury, Jude reached dber in two strides,
pushed up the latch and ducked— carefully, verefody—under the
lintel.

The next morning Corey was up very early, feedimghiens and searching
for their eggs, determined to make her life retiarmormality. She found
three dark, speckled eggs in favourite nesting sitehe hedge and popped
them, still warm, into the egg basket on her arm.

How far removed she was from the Radcliffe wayivoht! You couldn't go
egg-hunting if you were Jude Radcliffe's wife, @& mmistress. Or even a girl
friend. You'd have to smarten yourself up, have @dthairdos, so you'd be
ready for a quick trip to London or New York. Yooutdn't dangle your
bare feet in the brook in Sedge Wood. You'd be wwgastockings and
well-polished shoes.

Corey fixed a plate of scrambled eggs for hersedf.keep her hard-won
lifestyle, she must not tangle with Jude. He'd wardlter her, to tame her:
men always did. They were very conservative creatuBetter to keep him
at a spade's length! Mind you, the way he behalesthought, it ought to



be a rake's length! And yet she was on her waygetmim again. She must
be mad.

It was a long time since she'd first walked updiiee of Sedgewood Manor.
A long time since Mr Wallace had taken a paterntdrest in her, because,
he said, he'd once fallen in love with a gipsy wanfaresh from a furious

row with her mother, who had been pushing her fontis to 'find a nice

gajehusband’, Corey found a second home with Newtortahight her the

intricacies of arithmetic and English, marvellingher rapid progress, and
she opened out as he drew from her the pain ofgbaitually stateless,

between two societies.

The villagers, believing her to be a wayward gitiold run away from
home, either condemned their friendship or wereifased by it. The old
man was eccentric, that was generally agreed. He almays taking in
tramps and one particular band of gipsies weravadbto camp on his land
in the summer, finding seasonal work, accepting tdawWallace's
hospitality and treating him with great respect.tie year that Corey
arrived, the gipsies stayed away. And they werenagain seen on Manor
land. Only she, Newton and the gipsies knew why.

Already, to Corey's eyes, the atmosphere arountitrer had changed. It
had an uncomfortable grandeur now it had beengtigrtenovated. She was
invited into the huge stone-flagged hall and totd wait. Gloomily,
overawed by the richness of the tapestries and hyhigiolished
eighteenth-century furniture, she twiddled her bamvn toes in the fringe
of a large Persian carpet.

'‘Good heavens! Tom's little artist friend!"
Corey whirled at the cool tones to see Lydia dedicgrthe sweeping stairs.

The contrast between the two women was strikinggsBed in a simple
peasant blouse and home-made patchwork skirt tbhag dightly to her
waist and swirled softly around her tanned legste@€delt at a distinct
disadvantage. Lydia was wearing a slim, very exipensen suit in a soft
eau-de-Nil colour that emphasised her pale blorde h



'I'm not Tom's anything now," Corey reminded Lyélexcely, hating her
quiet confidence.

'‘No." Lydia paused for effect, one well-manicureahéh on the elegantly
curving oak banister rail. 'At least you had soeresg. What exactly are you
doing here?"

'I'm waiting for Mr Radcliffe. We had an appointneat eight.' Corey
pointedly glared at the grandfather clock agaihstwall. Jude was half an
hour late already—although, to be fair, she hadartg arrived herself.

'If you knew Jude well enough, you'd know to adigast half an hour to any
appointment he suggests. He's diabolical. Typiagle, creative type.'

'Creative?' queried Corey. Tom hadn't said anythimgut that side of him.

'Of course. Don't let the suave exterior fool ydie's a mad artist
underneath. The outer casing is all surface ver&ed. knows how long
you'll have to wait.'

'Damn! | hate hanging around. I've got so much woréo.’

Lydia eyed her speculatively. 'I'm intending to édweakfast. Come and
have coffee. We can talk.'

Astonished at the offer and intensely curious ahgdta's intentions, Corey
followed the smoothly swaying figure into the brizgt room. To her
disappointment, it had not been renovated and wlasnsthe same seedy
beige and browns, the wallpaper curling away frone @orner where
rust-coloured stains marked the path of a burs.pip

‘Terrible taste the old boy had,' complained Lydudf-putting at breakfast
time, to say the least!

Secretly agreeing, Corey refused to support agraagainst Newton. '‘Mr
Wallace hardly used more than two rooms," she gardly. 'He couldn't
afford to open up more of the house.’



Lydia snorted inelegantly. 'That's ridiculous. le& Dude stacks of money.
Didn't you know? Aren't you curious about the Rdficfortune?'

'No. | don't want to know anything about him. tiene of my business.’

‘Not curious about Jude? Or afraid of knowing waatawning gulf lies
between you both?'

Corey glared at Lydia's perception. 'All | knowtisat Mr Wallace never
seemed to have much money.'

'‘No, well, it seems he was a mean old devil. Jad& grumbling, though, he
can relax his business deals and concentrate arefign side.’

'You know a lot about him." At Lydia's inviting way Corey sat at the
damask-covered table and accepted a cup of stianl boffee.

'Darling, I've known him for years. Even, would yoelieve beforehe was
a committed bachelor.'

"You're trying to tell me something.'
"To warn you. Jude isn't in the market for permamelationships.’
'Dog in the manger?' murmured Corey in a dangevoice.

Lydia's eyes gleamed. 'No! He's not susceptible¢oLong ago we settled
into a working relationship that has nothing towidth sex. Look, Corey,’

she leaned on her elbows with an earnest expresbkidon't want him to

change. The business is doing well and I'm risiith iz Jude devotes all his
time to work. Domesticity is death to the artis@nperament. But then
you'd know about that.'

'‘Me?'
'l had a heart-to-heart with him last night. I'minig here while we sort the

house out. I'm his chief designer. So,” Lydia del@ca bowl of
strawberriesand poured a tub of natural yoghuthem. With a speculating



look at Corey, she leant back and popped a lussitvag/berry into her neat
mouth. 'Tread carefully, darling. This time nexageyou'd be just another
memory. He'll have to beat-back fortune- hunters.rithere'll be plenty of
nubile women after him, I can tell you. Looks, pove@d money make a
great trio of aphrodisiac power. There's a long wh girls, going way
back—even in his early days. Not many teenagerstlyeivn out of
boarding school for sleeping with the assistantromat

Corey's shocked gasp was drowned by the sounddefliimself, sweeping

into the room. Her heartbeat rose at the sightsofamned chest, seductively
visible in the 'V' of his half-buttoned casual areahirt, and the tight, faded
blue jeans which accentuated dangerously the margiyubf his long legs.

It was only when he spoke that she raised her teybis face and saw how
closed his expression was.

'Morning. Sorry I'm late, Corey. Lydia and | wene half the night.’
In silence, he helped himself from the hotplates.

'Perhaps you two would like to have breakfast gloseggested Corey
pointedly.

‘Not particularly. | think Lydia and | sorted out aur problems."
'How fortunate for you," commented Corey sarcakyica

Jude raised one eyebrow at Lydia, as though he gwasg her a
pre-arranged signal.

'I'm going,' said Lydia, wiping her lips delicatelZatch up with me in the
master bedroom.’

What an exit line! thought Corey in admiration.
'‘Give me an hour or so," called Jude. 'I'll attem@orey, then...'

‘Then it's my turn,’ laughed Lydia, popping herdchasound the door.



Jude's chuckle followed her out.
'‘Quite a woman,' he observed.
'You should know.'

Corey poured herself another cup of coffee. Sheewéme to think. Jude
wasn't a business clone after all; he was creatarsdrather wild, if Lydia
could be believed. Lydinadseemed truthful, in fact Corey had almost liked
her for her honesty and frankness. But then, perhggia was very good at
hiding her feelings. She might be having an afféith her boss and not
wanting anyone else muscling in.

'Has Cat got your tongue?' enquired Jude.
'I'm digesting.'

'‘Coffee needs digesting?' There was nothing elskomt of her but the
breakfast cup.

'Information.'

'‘Ah. Information. Lydia, of course." He sounded tcubon't believe
everything she tells you.'

His attention taken up by ham and eggs, Coreysfight again, gazing out
of the window on to the sloping lawns. She did kmaiw whatto believe. In

the back of her mind was an unpleasant picture kbpt thrusting itself
forwards: Jude in the arms of a steadily changueue of women. It was
then that she knew he had affected her more thacaied to admit.

An aching surge almost overcame her, nearly prioygetier to slip on to his

lap and slide her hands inside his crisp shirtfaetithe warmth of his skin.
Jude's undeniable virility mocked her in the appéyenormal and domestic
scene. The long table separating them, set in amagulate perfection of
damask napkins and sparkling silver, thwarted harglr for his mobile

lips, roaming, exploring, sensitising. The trap whssing around her—she
had become a prisoner of her own emotional andigdiyseeds. Her newly



won freedom was being threatened. How ironic. Anldraeakfast time too!
She allowed herself a small smile, then shot acgla Jude to see if he had
noticed. No—he was studiously ignoring her, frovgnat his food as though
it had bitterly wronged him.

Coreyhadto do something; she couldn't sit here and rurelies over Jude's
body much longer. How could he sit there and ntitedhe tension she felt!
Maybe Lydia had eased his frustrations last ni§he sucked in her breath
and jumped up.

'It's late. | can't afford to hang about watchimgi eat,' she said briskly. 'Do
we see the gardener or shall | go home and do sa@rie”

Jude's face was expressionless. 'l didn't knowwanked to a timetable.'
'l don't. But | dislike being at someone's beck eaid'

'Everyone has to accommodate other people at sone' he observed
quietly, studying her. 'However, if you want to gédrted, the gardener will
be working in the conservatory. Do you know whéra is?'

'Yes. At the back of the house.’
‘Tell him I'm just finishing my coffee.’

Walking out of the breakfast room was like unwirgdanrubber band. Both
of them were being so careful, skating around edoér, holding back their
real feelings, playing a game of extreme caution.

She ought to keep walking, of course, till shevadihome. But she hadn't
had enough of him. It was like taking a small biet of a perfect
peach—you had to finish it. But peaches didn't Wwrinee same havoc that
men did.

Taking a short cut, she opened the door to thengotbom next to the
conservatory. On the benches and work surfacesiewdrece Mr Wallace
and she had planted up seed trays, were now pilgsorfolios, and



canvases stood stacked up on the floor. Corey's wigened. Tentatively
she opened a large sketch pad nearest to her.

Mrs Geer in the post office! She was unmistakablerding anxiously over

the ledgers that gave her such angst. Jude hadiredpexactly the

expression of tense determination. Her interesisad, she flicked quickly
through the pages, recognising the village headmamtd Silas, then
stopped at the next picture. It was her; an exaege, in her white dress
which swirled around naked legs, caught in the aicstamping out a

barbaric rhythm, her head held arrogantly high yutting chin and flashing

eyes, surrounded by flying black hair.

Shaken, she took in every detail. It was a dravahgheer joy. A shiver
went down her back at the intense feeling and pémoe which had gone
into every line.

"You weren't supposed to see that," said Judeg blesind her.

'Oh!' 1 ... I always look in sketch books if theytedt lying around,’ she said
quickly.

One arm reached past her and swivelled the pdthsbé could see the page
clearly. His other arm rested lightly on her sheuld

‘Lydia’s right. You're very talented,' said Corey.

'‘Well, it was a labour of love. Though this isn't gatch on the
original."You've got a good visual memory,' comteeinCorey.

"You think so? Could you draw me? Is my image @drfirmly in your
mind?'

His words rang home. She shut her eyes. Yes, shalisorbed his features
into her very being: his moods, his gestures. Elirey Unnerving.

'l thought so," he smiled, reading her expression.



'‘Can | see some of your other work?' she askededstgly, moving away
and rifling through the portfolios. She extractedlesign for a modern
house.

"You've made this look grarahdhomely," she said in admiration.
‘That's what most of them want: status symbols wiiey can live in. |
invite myself to their current homes and get theasphere. I'm glad you

recognised that.'

His hand curled around hers and he raised it tdigsfor a feather-light
kiss.

Blindly, she turned the pages of a slim pad till pelse slowed down.

'l don't know why you're a businessman,’ she gaédising in awe at a
completed pastel of a child. 'This is so percepti¥e, Jude!' This time she
had to face him. 'Don't waste yourself! How can ymi paint and draw

every day? Don't you get frustrated at meetings—tgon want to run away
and tap your creativity?'

"You understand,' he said slowly, raising his hawdsold her face. 'Yes, |
get frustrated.'

'‘And you rush off?'

'No." He grinned. 'l stay and get bad-tempered.’

‘But. . .’

'‘Corey. This," he gestured around the room at ¢infghios, 'is my life. You
evidently understand how important it all is to m€et | have
responsibilities that | can't abandon.’

'Let someone else take over,' she urged.

‘Not yet. The business needs stabilising.' His gyeamed. 'One day | will
work how and when | choose.'



She nodded. 'You'll be happy then.'

'Happier. | still would need an empathetic partner.
| could be that person, thought Corey. If only . .
'‘Corey—," he began.

'l know, Jude," she said. '"You don't have to sayi're empathetic up to a
point. Trouble is . . ." As she was talking, she s&retched out a hand,
flipping through some of the canvases, and befereduld stop her, she had
paused at an oil painting, studying it intently.

The style was similar to his, but less expert. €asvas showed signs of
wear and tear around the edges and had obvioustydecuted some time
ago. Behind her, she felt Jude tense.

'Who is this?' she asked in an unnaturally higlteroi
‘A woman | knew.'

Corey bit back her next question. No man would dgere minutes in the
woman's company without wanting to make love to. H2espite the
immaturity of the artist, the woman's raw passiad been captured. But
most disturbing was the fact that she had beemgyad as a gipsy dancer,
like one of the Gitano women from the caves nean@da. Next to this wild
creature, she, Corey, was a pale comparison. Shelesed idly whether
Jude imagined that in her he had found a reasormalistitute for the
woman. That would never be. She wouldn't be contpdce anyone,
especially this feral woman.

Miserably, Corey laid the canvases back in place.
'We'd better not keep the gardener waiting,' sltecgaetly.

'No." Jude's voice was a mere whisper.



During the discussions with the gardener, Jude rbecanorose and
withdrawn, finally excusing himself. Relieved atshdeparture, Corey
nevertheless watched him surreptitiously as heredhtine potting shed and
bent to the canvases on the floor. For a long timeestayed there,
looking—she was sure—at the gipsy woman. Then ¢énéemer drew her to
the Range-Rover for a tour of the lodge housessherdsaw no more.

She had to rush home after making final arrangesneith the gardener. It
was Midsummer's Day and only half an hour till no@uickly, she
snatched up her basket and removed two garlic boladrom the warming
oven, packing them with a cheese and herb quiethegtsbaby carrots and
tiny firm tomatoes. A thermos of iced tea had alseheen made—thank
goodness she had planned ahead for once, not knpdwim long she would
be at the Manor.

At the end of the orchard, she laid a gingham abotkhe sweet grass, spread
out the food and leant against the cracked badnaild pear tree.

This was one of the rare moments when she wishetiath a watch. There
was time to eat first, she was sure, as long agegbiean eye on the sky.

When the sun seemed nearly overhead, she brustedthe crumbs and
bent forwards over hunched knees, eyes shut tigihtihe kept wishing for
the next few . . .

Damn! Someone riding in the Manor field. Resolutshe switched her
mind back to her wishes.

'‘Corey? Are you all right?"
Jude. She'd ignore him.

Before she knew it, however, he had dismountedshed his way through
her broken fence and was kneeling beside her.

'Look, if it's anything | said--' he began.



She wouldn't have him break this moment. How dared he invade he
privacy? Sneaking a quick look, she saw his sheg\v&s had been rolled up
exposing his strong arms—and his watch. Not quidve! She had time to
get rid of him.

'I'm O.K. Just thinking," she said. 'l need timenoyiown.'

He regarded her doubtfully.

"Bye,' she said with a false cheerfulness. If dmywould hurry up and
leave!

'Why do you keep looking at my watch?' he askede You waiting for
someone?'

'No. | just. . ." She looked at him speculativéfye cared for her, she was
certain. He would give her extra protection at thmse. 'Would you do
something for me?' she asked slowly.

'Of course.' His voice was gentle.

Corey took another look at his watch. She wouldttrum. 'Hold my hand
and keep still for five minutes.’

'‘What?'

'Please, you mustn't speak. This is special.'

He looked at her, skirts spread in glorious abandeck rivers of hair
streaming down her back, face uplifted and urgéut, lips parted in

anticipation and the slim tanned body whip-firm.

‘You're damned right it's special,’ he agreedngkier hand in both of his
and gazing into her eyes. There was a farawayilothem.

'Hush," she said, 'it's almost noon. Midsummer'g. Daneed you to watch
over me while | wish.'



'What. . .?'

He was silenced with a fierce frown and an impatsgueeze of her slim
hand. They sat perfectly still for long, lovely mies, the sounds of summer
drifting around them; the rustling of the leaveghe trees from the light
zephyr, small scuttling noises of tiny animals, @@t humming of Corey's
bees in the hive at the end of the orchard.

Then, for a short moment, it seemed that all soweised. The whole
countryside held its breath. Jude found he wasimgldis breath too and
that his body was tensed. He stared in wondereataibk of fear that was
crossing Corey's face. Instinctively, he grippedhend more tightly in his
and leaned forwards to protect her—though from whathad no idea.

At last she gave a heavy sigh and relaxed. 'All,68be said, satisfied.

'Do you mind telling mavhatis over?' asked Jude.

'‘Noon. The dark hour of the day. Noon is alwaysdagk hour, especially
today. It's the time when shadows don't exist. Atramything can happen.’

'If there aren't any shadows, | don't see howrtlmaa dark hour.’
'It's unnatural. Supernatural.’

'Oh, | see. Can you tell me what you wished fdt?elll you what | did, if
you will.'

'You wished?"

'Of course. | believe in fairies and magic and hyappdings.' He smiled. 'l
want to believe. | want to think that there's mtwraus than this conscious
world we know. Haven't you ever met someone artdytal knew them at
once? That you were immediately on their wave-leragtd could let down
your guard and relax as if you were at home?"

He's talking about us, thought Corey. She raisedstipning eyes to his.



'‘Sweet nightingale, don't fly away from me. JustHe broke off, annoyed at
a disturbance in the woods behind them. 'Damn!mugtered, as two
dark-skinned men broke through the undergrowth approached the
orchard gate close by. 'What do they want?"

To Corey's horror, Jude gestured for them to corteethe orchard.

'Gipsies,' he explained unnecessarily. '‘Doing s@rak for me. Newton
once employed them, apparently. Yes?'

They ignored him, staring at Corey, their coal-klayes boring into her.
Each man stood as still and as steady as a r@kett since childhood to
freeze into total immobility.

Acknowledging them with a nod, Jude frowned at @@reeaction to the
two men. In defensive attitude, she had jumpedngpbeacked until she had
been stopped by the fence and now stood with hegrléip trembling and

fingers twisting in her patchwork skirt, bare felgging into the grass as if
she wanted to bury them.

'Have you finished the ditching?' called Jude, hgpo get the men on their
way and discover what was troubling her.

‘That we have, sir." The man's voice was soft. &dieane finger around the
brightly coloured neckerchief but kept his eyesilyam Corey.

‘Then | want you to repair those if you can." Jpdated to the broken
palings of the fence, close to Corey's shrinkindybo

'Del! You got nothing else to do instead?’

T want that done first. Will you do it or not?' &udlas becoming impatient
at the inordinate attention the men were givingegor

'‘By God, we will not!

At the extraordinary vehemence of the man's tame 3tared at the gipsies.



'‘Aye. Anything, Mr Radcliffe. But no jobs on thigrnd.' The other man spat
on to the grass between them all.

'‘And why the devil not?" rasped Jude, rising.

"Tis her." A work-worn finger pointed at Corey. 'Weought she'd gone
when Himself died.'

‘Look--' she began, taking a step forward.

'Del" yelled the men in unison. Together, theynad tail, quite
inexplicably, and fled back into the wood, crashiogdly through the
bushes.

'What the hell was all that about?' growled Judéy should great grown
men be afraid of you?"

'I'm not telling you! It's none of your businesrmt ever ask me!' shouted
Corey, edging towards the house.

'What are you trying to hide? Why don't you truseAnasked Jude
helplessly. 'For heaven's sake, there can nevanyéing true between us
while you refuse to confide in me!'

' know. | keep trying to make you see that wetoawer be really close. I'm
not sharing myself out. Please go away.'

Rage contorted Jude's face. 'Fickle—capricious— hlte in a woman.
And | had the stupidity to think | was falling ioMe with you!" At her broken
sob, he took a step forward, then checked him'$ieyfou won't tell me, I'll

damn well find out from the gipsies themselves. Mayhen I'll begin to
understand you. Not that it will matter any more!'

Furiously he smashed his way through the brokemefenestroying it
further, caught his mare and, grabbed the reingh Wivicious kick, he
drove his heels hard into the mare's flanks. Sleede unused to such
treatment, then recovered and broke into full gatoross the field in the
direction of the wood.



Corey watched, holding her breath as the mare tlo®kive-bar gate at the
end of the meadow with hardly a check in her stragel sped straight into
the thick of the trees. For a moment there wasshing, swishing sound of
branches and undergrowth, then the noises receded.

'‘Wow, he's mad," she muttered. Something evil lzggpe&ned that noon. She
had thought freedom would automatically bring hegppiness, but it hadn't.

She had wished an end to the complications inifegrdnd maybe that was
what was happening: the arrival of the gipsies miglean exactly that,

because Jude would leave her alone once he fourtteobackground. No

Lord of the Manor would fancy being seriously emgfad with a gipsy girl.

That was just the opposite of what she wanted!r@leeled a magic wand to
make everything all right, for her past never tesgxonly the present and
future. Being left alone by Jude was the one tlshg didn't want. She
desired two things: to share herself with Jude, tandave total freedom.

Sadly, the two were totally incompatible. And ndhe first was certainly

impossible.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE school fete was the only village activity that €penjoyed. Ever since
she had sufficient skill at silversmithing, she hadde bangles, ear-rings
and brooches suitable to sell, and all the profe sad handed over to the
painfully thin, overworked headmaster.

Sedgewood School was nothing like the one wherehabdespent so many
unhappy days. She looked around the thronged mawgr bright with
banners, streamers, the striped stall awnings abldibg balloons. Here, the
children laughed and chattered, unafraid of adiite slow learners had a
special place in the headmaster's heart—an unluéamavilege in Corey's
school, where they'd stripped and washed her icltakroom on that first
day, afraid that she would bring some unmentionaldeases into the
school. She was cleaner than they were, she thaungjnily. But she knew
how to submit silently to authority; all gipsiesem how to pay lip-service
to bureaucrats.

The humiliation was constant. 'Got any white he&hde children yelled at
her mother, every time she collected Corey. Then,nmother's ragbag of
clothes had embarrassed her. Sometimes, despitatied and scorn of the
gaje children, she had wished her mother would dresshgn she came to
the school. The ridicule was hard to take. Onlyitiggained respect for her
mother made her stay there, stubbornly silent.dBetlearnt little, for there
was no encouragement, and she knew her motherisagodinted.

Now, extraordinarily, she felt alien to the gipsiesShe glanced furtively
over to the group on the other side of the nettxalirt. They seemed to be
always watching her, their expressions implacabig. movement that she
made away from her stall had them all tensed antinga

It was the first year that they'd been at the d&hithe same time and it was
proving an uncomfortable experience. She was glageé Tom's friendly
face in the crowd.

'How much?' A young girl held up a pair of boblkée-engs and in doing so,
found the tiny price tag.



'Oh, they'll look marvellous on you!" enthused Goieeing the girl's crisp,
flicked hair-style and puckish face. 'Try them onerdis a mirror.'

Corey smiled at Tom as he approached and was lpeiking the ear-rings
in tissue when he finally struggled through thenataand leaned his hands
on the stall.

'l wondered where you were, then | saw this dagajellow and knew only
you would be wearing such a penetrating coloumnngd Tom.

'It's saffron,’ laughed Corey.

'‘Damned bright in this sun. Anyway, is there angrate of you leaving all
this for a moment? Can | whisk you away to ask yamwice?' he asked.

'Well. .." Corey turned to the young boy helping on the next stall. 'Sam,
can you keep an eye on the Crown Jewels for a @ihilgou're not too
busy?’

'‘Never too busy for you, Miss Lee," came Sam's sloawl. 'Don't know
about these fripfraps, though.'

‘They're all priced. Just sell them,' laughed Corey
'0.K., will do," agreed Sam.

‘Thanks. Where are we going?" asked Corey. Theiggipsad bunched
defensively and she didn't want to go past them.

‘To have a look at the horses. I'm thinking of lngyone. To be honest, | feel
jealous of t-he way friend Radcliffe sits his hors&ancy myself in boots
too.' He smiled down at her. 'Don't you think bak rather masterful?'

'Mmmm, very macho. Who said | know anything abautsks?’
'l asked Charlie the blacksmith to advise me budeie you were the expert.

He reckoned you were a better judge of horse-tlegh him. | must say, you
keep your talents well hidden!



'‘Not much call for judging horses' qualities,' sh&l. 'It's something | learnt
as a child. Which one are you interested in?"

They had reached the field where six horses wemegbled around by
tough-looking dealers.

‘That's what you're here to tell me.’

Corey took her time with her judgment.

'Either of the bays, Tom," she said finally. 'Sdsclv one you take to.’

She stood close to him, as she showed him how |kotdaeach one,
smoothing slow, mesmeric hands over their cushioreses and making

snuffling noises at them.

Tom bent his head down to her. 'Sounds like yogtean acute touch of
asthma,' he murmured.

As Tom spoke in what to an outsider must have sd@méntimate way, and
as Corey's tinkle of laughter sparked her eyese éhdse to walk by with
Lydia. The distress he felt was clear for Lydissé® and she gasped as his
courteous grip on her arm tightened painfully.

Mindlessly, and taking no notice of Lydia's protebe bundled her
unceremoniously into the nearest tent. Anythingdcape the sight of Corey
and Tom so cosily affectionate. Had their affaiived?

'Welcome. Which one first?"

They both started at the voice coming from the gipdheir eyes not
accustomed to the dim light after the brightnesthefsun outside.

'If the lady would sit down?' said the voice again.

Their eyes focused on a weather-worn face, donmdnayeblack all-seeing
eyes and a strong nose.



'My name is Tshaya,' she said in her soft voicen'tbe afraid. Put out your
hands, lady.’

Obediently, Lydia sat down and stretched out hemdea which were
immediately gripped. Jude hovered in the back- gilowhile the woman
reeled off rapidly a surprisingly accurate charasketch, and promised the
satisfied Lydia great success in the future.

'‘Now you, sir," said the woman, staring hard at.him

'l want some information first," he said, keeping llands in his lap.

She frowned. 'Information's extra.’

'Fine. I'll pay. You're one of the gipsies who hyethe ford, on my land?’

'‘Aye. You're Newton Wallace's boy, then.' Her ginglges softened.

'His nephew. Two of your men refused to work ordlavhere one of my
tenants lives. Why?'

Lydia was looking at him curiously. The woman led@ck and sucked in
her breath.

‘That Corey Lee. She earime—outcast. She could make marimetoo if
we touch her. Then we has to travel apart fromréise None of us wants
that.'

Jude leaned forwards. 'Just what do you mean? Wasashe ever done to
you?'

'‘Ask her. She must decide if you are to know. Yeagaje,a non-gipsy.
God blind me two eyes if | tell gaje any gipsy business. But give me your
hand a minute.'

Frowning, his mind on Corey, and wondering what Ilshe done to offend
these people so deeply, he absently placed hisshanthe table.



"Two men come between you and what you want. Yaman leaves you
soon and goes to one of them. She has . . .’

'l don't want to hear any more!" cried Jude, stagdibruptly. Nonsense or
not, he was in no mood to hear this woman sayingtwike feared. 'Here,
take this." He thrust money into her hand.

'Is . . . is Corey in danger?' he asked, unablgrevent himself from
half-believing in the gipsy's powers.

'| reckons she is.'

'‘By God!" he snarled, suddenly animal-like in husyf 'If any of you hurt
her, I'll burn down your bloody camp!

‘The danger is from you. And you talk of fire: thas fire, but not in our
camp. And you will part in sorrow.’

The woman's eyes bored into his skull, burning @&sage. Jude gave a
half-scornful laugh, trying to shake off the dramatfect of her words.

‘There's more," she said.
Jude refused to hear more. 'Let's get out of tlaisgy he muttered.

Blindly he wandered around the fete, allowing therned Lydia to steer
him. For appearance's sake,

Jude had to stay a while, visiting each stall. pleted the two men who had
run away from Corey, mending broken saucepans hagening knives,
but they , took no notice of him. To his relief, g had packed up and
gone—probably with Tom, entertaining him in heryctile cottage. Or her
cosy little bedroom. He kicked at a wall.

'I've never known you so moody,' said Lydia anxipusShe's really got
under your skin, hasn't she?"



'Yes.' He rubbed his lip. 'I'm getting a taste of awn medicine. | could
never understand why women got so involved withahen | didn't care for
them. Now | know it's possible to feel very deejalysomeone, even if they
only have superficial feelings for you.'

'It's more than a passing passion, then?"

'l don't know! I'm trying to kid myself that's atlis. | emphatically don't
want to get mixed up with her. I'm sorry for shagtat you, Lydia. I'm bad
company. Let me go and ride the hell out of Modmlig'll be vaguely
civilised for dinner then. Take the car, I'll waddlck over the fields.'

Corey had enjoyed her afternoon. The goods onthkrad been sold out
early, so she had bought one or two items—keepitgaithy distance
between herself and the wary gipsies—and wandéoedyshome, leaving

Tom to arrange for his newly-acquired horse totbbled locally.

The summer evening beckoned after supper, and Gtnadhed to the brook,
sitting on the mossy bank and bending forwardsstrah for tiddlers. She
had a considerable shock, when a pair of berry brioands descended on
her shoulders. There had been no sound and hentpe@s acute. She sat
rigidly, waiting for something awful to happen.

"That's a real nice dress, na,' said a man's voice.

'Salf!' she swung around, under his hands, jumpeaina flung herself into
his arms. 'Oh,, Salf, it's been so long! Why dgati come more often?' she
scolded.

Her brother grinned and pulled her down to the bémbsening the bright

red cotton scarf around his neck. She caught hiotischands, scarred and
bruised from accidents with chisels over the yezapused and hard from
sheer grinding hard work.

"You knows us. We goes where the wind takes us.’



Salf always arrived silently from the woods and giteer off on his horse to
his camp site miles away, usually near a town, wtibere was a better
market for their work.

He examined her critically. 'You be thin. | remems&hen you was as
round as a little pig.'

‘That was puppy fat. And | only look thin next tow' Corey spread her
hands over his huge chest. With his shirt-sleeghsd up to his biceps, he
looked more like a prize wrestler than the skiléetist that he was. 'Is Ma
here? Is she staying?' She sounded wistful.

'‘No. She won't stay while the Rom is in Wallace&sadow. They go soon,
then she'll come. That's why I'm here. You mustvktioe new man in the
Manor. Ask if Ma can camp in your orchard. We hagatk with you.'

Oh, | can't!" This would be the first time her mathad visited here. She
couldn't go to Jude and ask if her gipsy relato@dd stay for a while on his
land!

"You don't want us?' Persalf's face was puzzled.
'Oh, yes, but. ..

'Listen, sister. Long ago we know you were the eleane. Ma tried to get
you agaje education and you done well. But don't you forngko you are,
not ever. There's nothing bad about being a Romakes me proud.'

'It's easier for you. I'm neither one thing nor ttleer. Our family has been
cast out by the gipsies so | can't join them. | imasight up in both cultures
and ended up in neither. I'm alien to both. Whdakvhen I'm with theyaje

| feel like a gipsy. When | see you, | know I'm néét being a gipsy is in my
blood, Persalf. I've tried to make a life for mysahd to settle down, but |
don't think | have it in me." She was so miserahiddenly, knowing how
badly she fitted into both worlds, feeling rootleSte began to sob.

Persalf's muscular arms grasped her tightly arid,vgigh the only man she
could completely trust, she let all the muddled g#oms of the last few days



flow out with her tears. He rocked her like a batrponing in the Romany
language. He knew that there must be a man invatvedr distress and was
prepared to wait patiently until she was readyrtburden herself.

Jude had ridden Moonlight far across country, egdang both their lives
in his headlong gallop. At last, wearied and with problems unsolved, he
slowed the mare to a walk and turned her headdoren

A stray horse was grazing by the edge of his waoglossy black stallion.
Unless someone had made a recent purchase, igieeldo no one that he
knew. As he drew near, he saw that it had no saddkeany reins. It must
have escaped. He was envious of its beautifully guw lines, from its
proud, tossing head to its thick, trailing tail. @éver owned this massive
black beast certainly looked after it well; itwashe peak of condition. And
what a horseman you would have to be to ride ig $tallion's ears pricked
in his direction and Jude admired the wary inteltige in the proud head
that tossed a warning.

He dismounted. Although it was a little nervou® #allion allowed him to
stroke its flanks, but when he tried to catch haldhe gleaming mane, it
backed away, into the wood. Jude followed, hopmtrap it somehow. It
was then that he became aware of the crying.

The stallion halted, his ears pricked up. Judedstmiween the two horses
uncertainly, then tiptoed closer. A dark-skinnepsgi was sitting with his
broad back to him, apparently caressing a gipsyJyide smiled and turned
to leave them in privacy, thinking for a momenttttieere had been some
lovers' tiff, for the man was bending his blackIsuenderly to the girl,
murmuring soft, foreign-sounding words of consalatand love. But as he
turned, out of the corner of his eye he saw a ftddbrilliant yellow and he
knew, he knew instantly that he had surprised Caneyome woodland
assignation.

'My God!" he breathed.



The man whirled around rapidly, springing to histfehe light glinting on a
small knife in his left hand. Jude heard Coreyspga horror and his mouth
twisted into a sneer. She placed her slender brioand on the gipsy's
massive fist and the knife was returned to thehkrasheath on his belt.

The dark form of the stallion pushed Jude to ode as it trotted up to the
gipsy and nuzzled him affectionately. Not only thd man won Corey's
affection, he was also the owner of that magnificallion! Jude felt like a
thwarted child in his envy and petulance.

"You're both trespassing,’ said Jude coldly.

"You said | could go on your land, whenever and reter | liked," said
Corey, her tears drying on her cheeks. Jude thcugllitnever seen her so
vulnerable, so desirable. Her mouth was partedeyes misty and soft. The
gipsy put his free arm around her and tucked her him protectively. A
lancing heat of jealousy ran through Jude like kgilgeer. The man was
huge but he wanted to fight him. It was a fieraémpl instinct, irrational
and foolish. He'd be beaten to a pulp.

‘That didn't include your gipsy lovers,' he saghtly, resenting the man's
virility.

"This your land?' asked the gipsy, unaffected bBydme and not bothering to
correct him. He was used to aggression and toatotioe.

"You're damn right it is. Get off it at once!

'‘Ask him," whispered Persalf to Corey. "Tis hinm'tist?"

She took one look at Jude's merciless face. He kgt that she was a
gipsy, that was why he imagined Persalf was heerlode might as well
think that, she supposed. How scornful he lookiedan't, | can't ask him,’'
she muttered.

‘Then | will." Persalf stepped forwards, and stosubmissively, his
dark-smudged eyes lowered. Corey knew he was asgumirole of
humility so that Jude would be mollified. 'Sir, med my Ma wants to stay



for a bit with Corey. We got a wagon. You let usngain the orchard over
there?' He waved an arm towards Corey's garden.

'Why not?' said Jude bitterly. '‘Better still, whytiive in her cottage?’

'Don't like houses' grinned Persalf. 'Thanks, misterey, | got to go now or
| won't be back before dark. We found a halt just side of Granford. They
threatened to move us, so we only got a bit lotiggne. We'll be along soon.
Got things to tell, good things, cheer you up, tindi'

Knowing that Persalf would never travel after datke put on a brave face
for him.

'Yes, | know you ought to leave. I'm O.K. now. Gbgd, my Rom. Take
care.’

She lifted her face and he kissed her, Rom-faskiuinon the lips, holding
her shoulders and gazing fondly at her for a moment

'I'll be back before the new mocem the dear God is willing.'

'l need you. Come quickly. I need you both," shedciShe'd burnt her boats.
Faced with the caring strength of her brother, dide't care how shocked
the village was at the revelation of her parentage what anyone thought
about her family—she wanted Persalf near at tmsetiHe'd always
protected her in the days when she'd come homedobiool, either in a rage
or in tears. In his arms she reverted to her diel Feor too long she'd stood
on her feet and battled her way through life ondven. It was wonderful to
have such comfort and uncritical support againe@dauried her face deep
in his magnificent chest.

'May my blood spill if | don't make you happier sgdie muttered.

Jude turned away helplessly, attempting to gaterémnants of control,
shattered by the effect this scene was having on This man possessed
her! A vortex whirled inside him like the centre @fstorm; a hurricane,
threatening to swell into violent action.



Persalf and Corey were too wrapped up in each atheotice. Salf cared
nothing for the vagaries of thgaje. They were always acting oddly. He
gently extricated himself from Corey's clinging @and she lifted her face
trustingly. His soft black eyes were moist. Likeshgipsies, he was highly
emotional. He snatched away his hands, rubbinguge fists hard into his
eyes and reached up to the stallion, vaulting yasilto its back. The horse
skittered, full of spirit, but Persalfs strong theggand gentle hands settled
him and he grasped its flowing mane with one hardding to chuck Corey
under the chin with the other. With a brief nodltale, he walked the horse
slowly out of the wood, ducking lithely under ovanging branches.

Corey watched him leave, then glanced in an emésethway at Jude and
averted her gaze immediately in stunned surprigeryEmuscle in his face
and body was clenched. His teeth were bared, hes diickering
dangerously, following Persalfs distant figure. ihée turned the
penetrating gaze to her.

'He loves you.'

'Yes,' she answered truthfully.

‘You love him?'

'Deeply.’

'My God," he breathed," 'you're quite amoral! Dyl have any idea of
propriety?’

‘Jude, he . ..

'l don't want to hear your excuses,"' he snarledue like a bitch on heat
with all the dogs in the neighbourhood sniffinguard you!

‘That's disgusting!" she cried.

'Yes, it is! I don't know how you do it, Corey, bydgu seem to draw men
from tycoons down to gipsies.’



'‘Downto gipsies?' she said in a warning tone.

'Yes—down. You can't get more basic than that extggigle Romany
lover. And you had the temerity to demg' His pride was incalculably
wounded, and his opinion of Corey had taken a Imadlik He knew she was
unconventional, but this ....

"You snob!" she cried, amazed.

‘No, I'm not! Hell, Corey I've no idea what I'm g&y. | want you. For years
I've been aware of the woman | want and now ydwere and damn well
available to every blasted man, it seems, exceptlmean to have you,
Corey.' His eyes blazed feverishly.

'‘Not by indulging such unsubtle, bullying behavioyou won't,’” she
retorted.

"You mean the gipsy is subtle?' asked Jude delysive

'I'm not listening to any more of this," snapped&yo 'You're behaving
abominably!

She half turned, watching him warily, but was noic§ enough to stop him
snaking out an arm and spinning her around again.

You will listen. We'll settle things now.'

‘There's nothing to settle,’ she said wearily,ntathe bitterness. 'What | do
and who | befriend is nothing to do with you. Mfglis my own and | intend
to keep it that way. You have no place in it, JRaelcliffe.’

'So women like you do run true to type,' he graaehagely.

'What are you talking about?'

'l knew a woman like you once. Just like you. Shekb as many hearts as
bedsprings.’



'Serves the men right,’ said Corey without thinkimgly wanting to hurt him
in return.

‘You heartless bitch!"

She thought then he would strike her. An instiodd ther to run: he was
close to a mental and physical explosion. Herfieet over the ground, but
he was running after her, crashing heavily thraihhghwood. , She increased
her pace. His long legs covered the ground faefabin hers; already she
could hear his laboured breathing more loudly arsfriag of continuous
curses.

In the garden, close to the house, he caught hesngpwith a rough,
contemptuous movement, pushed her hard againsgumevarmed wall.
The impact stunned the breath from her.

'‘Crunch time," he said hoarsely.

‘Not while you're in this mood, please!

His hand reached for her chin in a bruising grip.

"You're mine!Mine!" he growled.

'No! I'm mine!"

But the words were drowned in his mouth which cedesnd mastered her
lips.

The veneer of civilisation had been stripped av&e was terrified. In a
desperate attempt to free herself and get some sstioshim, she wriggled
like an eel, almost slipping from his grasp, but jun time he captured her
again, his fingers pressing deep into the fleshenfarms.

In retaliation, her sharp white teeth bit into leier lip and drew blood. For
a moment he snapped back his head, shocked.

‘Jude!' she gasped. 'Are you mad? You're hurtingStap it"



'Mad? Yes, | am," he rasped. 'Raving, ranting mfadl it's your fault.
You've driven me mad! | never knew just what youend! just now. Free?
My God, you're free! Particularly with your body!

"That's not true . ..' she started.

'Don't lie to me!" he shouted. 'First my uncle gats your bed, then Torn,
and now | find you're available to any gipsies Wiappen to wander by.
And that's only the men | know about, God knows many others there
are. Is that why. those gipsies were afraid of ydh&t they'd be enchanted
like the rest of us? | swear to you, if you're gpia entertain a gipsy lover on
mygrass bynyriver undemytrees, then by God you'll also have me. And if
you like your men rough, like that barbaric gotilthen | can be that, too.
You've had this coming a long time. Ever sincedtfmet you, you've been
working me slowly up to this. You're more subtlelavily than any woman
who's tried to land me. Well done! Congratulations!

'l haven'tplanned this! | hate violence! | don't like beimgyt!" she cried.

'l know the answer now." His feverish eyes burneaitem grey into hers.
‘Not to listen, just act. You want natural reacsipyou're going to get them.’

At that, he ground his body full into hers. Thedity of the gesture and his
highly aroused state both shocked and stunnedHeenas going to . . .

‘Jude! You're frightening me!'

"You're frightened? I'm terrified, Corey. You'ratmg apart everything I've
built up over the years— my self-control, a ratipiecansidered approach to
life and a conscious decision not to let any woml@minate my emotions. |
wouldn't mind so much if you had one ounce of mtyah your body—if |
thought you'd play fair. But you flirt and lead e, and make me believe
you care, when all you want is pure unadulteratedifgcation. So that's
what you're going to get.’

"You think so little of me?' she said quietly.

'What else can | think? That's what you show meyetmme.'



With a quick gesture, she wrenched from his graapd ducked under his
arms but he caught her quite effortlessly. In fooyn of a pain, caused by
his humiliatingly low opinion, she wrestled withnhisilently, giving no
guarter, using her teeth, nails, elbows, kneesfaatito inflict as much
damage as she could. His defence was to pin hansaghe wall with his
body and amid the violence she felt a hot stirfiage rising and filling her
whole body. Her eyes kindled.

'Damn you, Corey,' he groaned.

His mouth descended to capture hers and his hagiueried around her
arms, making her moan in pain. Releasing his gnmediately, Jude saw
dark imprints where his fingers had bruised thensMiserably, he ran a
hand through his hair.

'I'm sorry! | had no idea | was hurting you.'

She didn't answer. He turned his back, despair stgow his clenching fists
and bowed head.

'Oh hell! I just want to say--' She could hardlyah&e muttered words and
moved closer, aware of the maelstrom of his mind, lzers '—I've found it
impossible to handle the emotions you've arousdteyTe too damn
bitter-sweet. Too violent and tender. | love yoor&y.'

With that, he faced her and she caught her bredtis pain-racked face and
moist eyes. Her own eyes filled with tears for thaoth.

'Forgive me," he continued blindly. 'l know I'varred everything now, but
please understand. By God, I'd defy a saint tolckiez passions | feel!

For a long moment, their eyes locked, hot greyraetting brown. And she
recognised fully the depth of his feelings.

'I'm ensnared, utterly enslaved,' he said.

'You don't like that?'



'Would you?'

'‘No. Yes. Well, | hate the idea of having my idgnswallowed up by
someone.'

'l know." There was a distant look of pain in hyg® as though he was
elsewhere. 'l was hurt by a woman who loved freetlom

'l see.’

Jude frowned at the softened lines of her facesandry look crept into his
expression.

'Don't be nice to me. Don't offer sympathy,' helsadicouldn't bear it.'

His vulnerability tore at her tender heart and ig@ehed up a gentle hand to
brush away the moisture at the corners of his ey@san who could feel so
deeply wouldn't hurt her, surely. He'd treat hetifegs with respect.

Locked in the fierce morality of the Rom, Corey haéviously held her
passions in check. Something had always stoppedrdr@r allowing her
body to rule her head. This time, everything wagktriJude of all men had
the power to touch her soul. An intense longingteriban merely a physical
need, shook her body. She felt that without himwag only half-made.

She only had a second or two to make her decissdord he drew so far
away that the moment would be lost.

'l trust you. Trust me,’ she said gently.
'l wish | could.’
'Maybe this will help.' Her honey voice melted tesolve. Corey kissed him

lightly on the cheek. 'Stop these attacks on mawhys fight back, it's
instinctive. | prefer seduction.’



He said nothing but she knew by the tension ifbbdy what conflicts raged
within. She must take the lead and commit hersetfibing him everything.
Only then might they both dare to let the relatropgrow.

'How will we know what we mean to each other unlesstake the next
step?' she murmured.

With a gentle tug at the shoe-string straps ofyleiow dress, she allowed
the dress to slide down her body. Jude closedylis ® her nakedness, his
breathing heavy and ragged.

'Don't torment me like this,' he rasped.

She leaned back against the wall. How much moréralodid he have?
Impulsively, she snapped off the stem of a wildte/lnose close by.

'Listen to your heart, Jude. All the truths ar¢here.’

Between her slender fingers, the rose swept lighthpss her lips as Jude
watched fascinated, through hooded eyes. Coreysdasire was surging
powerfully to an all-consuming heat. The rose slositcled her breasts and
drifted lightly, backwards and forwards across stelling nipples. As she
fixed Jude with her eyes and he began to removgatist blindly, the rosy
centres of her breasts tightened and lengtheneayikg what was to come.

Very, very languidly, he unbuttoned his shirt amuyy very slowly, Corey
traced the lines of her body until the rose laysnavhite against the dark
triangle of hair.

'l don't understand,' he muttered. 'Could any nratetstand you?"

Her tantalising eyes slanted at him, his pulselgqned and he reached out
to duplicate with his fingers the same path takethb rose. Her eyes closed
of their own volition, heavy and languorous, anc s€tood immobile,
savouring the delicacy of his touch. And then Ips took up the trail and
they sank to the ground as Corey began to movédaty like a wanton,
scorching Jude's skin with her own fevered kisgbe, slow tender
exploration abandoned in a rising tide of desire.



'Wait, Corey.' His voice cracked with passion. 8§Twill be very special for
me. Don't push me beyond endurance. | want tHestd

The tenderness of his lovemaking shook her. AlMthde, he talked to her,
exclaiming over her body as he touched it, tellieg what he was going to
do, telling her how she made him feel, and whaaglee she gave him. The
verbal assault was even more potent than any blataaxual one. It
shattered her senses and pulled on her emotionentRRssly he talked,
sometimes hoarsely, sometimes so quietly that sh&l darely hear the
words. But he seduced her utterly with his voicd aith loving phrases,
tormenting her with his total control until her rdiand body became fused
with his and she clung to his firm, gold-smooth aqalcking up his rhythm
as its insistence pounded into her senses and liloéevof her existence
seemed focused on the union of her movements ahelsJsilver voice,
murmuring in her ear.

Her head rocked from side to side. Wave upon wasawuddering fire leapt
through her body. One final surge drew from herild wry of release and
she called Jude's name over and over again. Thesenw pain as she had
expected, only complete satiation of all her sen&bsve her, Jude gasped
her name and he finally relaxed, burying his facker neck.

They lay together, stroking each other gently ie #ftermath of their
passion, sliding quietly into sleep. Jude's arnatguted Corey and the last
thing she remembered was the trickling of fire@n teins and ,, total peace.

They slept moulded together until they both wokelled in the night air.
Wordlessly, unwilling to break the spell, they hedpeach other up and
stumbled into the cottage, climbing into Corey'd.be

She woke after Jude. They were squashed together tncomfortably and
he had raised himself on one elbow to study her.

She blushed under his scrutiny, finding their irstay suddenly shocking in
the daylight. Last night it had all seemed inevealso right. Now she
realised what a huge difference there was in shgepith a man. She was
completely vulnerable, dangerously exposed by bssgssion.



Jude tipped up her chin and she was unable to dn®ieyes.

'Don't,’ she said, wanting to hide.

'Regrets?’

She searched his face of signs of triumph, or captor maybe an air of
ownership. He smiled down at her, innocent ofladlse, blissful happiness
emanating from every pore.

'No," she breathed, closing her eyes in relief.

"Your eyelashes are like bat's wings when you'leeas he said in wonder.

She smiled. 'That's a compliment?'

'Yes. In my eyes, you are perfect. That's a comgiinif you hadn't
recognised it.'

'Mmmm. | feel | never want to get up. That's naheperfect, that's lazy."

'It's not surprising, though. Let's stay in beddaly.""What! And miss adding
to the Radcliffe millions? How irresponsible caruyget?'

'Very,' he answered cryptically. 'That's what I'fra@ of. Too many people
rely on me now.’

Corey smiled. 'When | remember what | first thoughyou, all suave and
public-schooly . . . What would your fellow tycoosay, if they'd seen you
last night?' The idea amused her enormously.

‘After all that's happened, you seem very muclaste

'Shouldn't | be?' she asked, puzzled. They had mgli®mus perfect love
and she was content. What could be better?

'Happens to you often does it?' Jude's face lotkanderous.



'‘No, damn you. Why spoil it by saying that?'

He swung out of the bed and stood, naked, at theaw. She caught her
breath to see his hard, healthy body.

'l can't get the other men out of my mind.' He manfingers through unruly
brown waves. 'l know it's stupid, | know it's chaustic, that your body is
your own and you can do what you like with it, baan't cope with the idea
that you're so free.'

'l see. After all that, you still don't trust mA.'stab of disappointment ran
through her. 'l suppose it's fine thyatucan be free?'She was damned if she
was going to admit that Tom was only her friend #rat Salf was noi her
lover! And as for old Mr Wallace! Besides, Jude mammen, lots of them.
She wasn'tveryjealous, why should he be? "You've made love eds of
women. | don't go around sulking because of them."

‘There haven't been that many,' he said distracted|
'What about the assistant matron?"
'Who? Good lord, | only kissed her.’

'l heard different. | heard you'd been thrown oluschool because you'd
made love to her.'

‘That was a rumour among the boys—which | did magho deny because it
made me feel great. And it didn't harm her becabsevas leaving that term
to work as a nanny abroad. | was actually askel@¢awe because of my
eccentric habits. They didn't like me getting uphea middle of the night to
paint, or dreaming in lessons, or occasionally ilgthem when an idea
struck me. They weren't madly keen to discover mietng nudes, either. |
was considered a bad influence, recalcitrant, oatiand unmalleable. |
broke too many rules.

'Oh.

The bed depressed as Jude sat down beside her.



'Look,"' he said, taking her hand, 'this isn't gettiis very far. | can't stand the
way we're living at the moment. I love you, Corkewant you with me, not
flitting about enticing half the gipsies in the giebourhood. You're very
young and naive. That—that man in the wood. He seless if he cared for
you, much as | hate to admit it. You were obviouslya one-night stand for
him. But it was a dangerous thing to do. They'rargje people, these
gipsies. They've got different morals and differavdys from us. You
shouldn't let yourself get mixed up with them.’

Corey stared at him. So he really didn't know. ldrit managed to prise
her secret from those men. What was she to do now?

'‘Marry me,' continued Jude. 'Let's put a stop litheéd madness. If | have to
carry on like we are at the moment, I'll be bankmiphin the year.’

'Is that what you care about?' asked Corey quietly.

‘No! It's my sanity | care about. I'm going crazy.'

He touched the dark bruises on her arms and baassdhem sweetly. Til
never forgive myself for attacking you, even if ydo," he said thickly. 'l
want you to come and live with me as my wife. |@ethought I'd say that to
any woman. If you like, we'll stay in the Manor ditldcommute to London
like Tom. | can't see you liking London much. Weli|l you?'

A familiar fear stabbed into Corey's heart. Shectled at the sheet that
covered her.

'‘No, Jude, | can't marry you. Already you want meajive up my home. |
love it. | wouldn't be comfortable in that big heusowadays.'

"'l tear half of it down!" he suggested wildlygént of humour in his eyes.
'It's not only that. You want to stop me roaminguard...'
The humour receded abruptly. 'Of course!" he stdrm&ou're too

provocative! Any man has only to look at your widk&exuality and you'd
be fair game.’



‘There goes your trust again,' she said in a lowevo

'Oh hell." He covered his face with his hands.oth'tiknow what to think,
what to say. Rationality seems to have left meari'tcknow how to handle
this. Corey, | want marriage. | want you more thagthing in the world and
my jealousy tempts me to lock you away for my eyay. But I'm afraid of
trapping you, | know it would take the life fromuwyol want my nightingale
to sing. Yet is it any wonder | don't want my niglgale singing for
someone else?'

She sat up moodily and hugged her knee&&ur nightingale? | can't be
yours. | can share my body with you,' she ran mtang finger down his
thigh and he gasped, 'but that's all. Jude, I'npnmtiscuous. | expect you
to believe me. And if you don't then | can't see r@lationship building on
anything stable. Shall | tell you what I'd like?rke to live where we do:
you at the Manor and me here and for you to make o me sometimes.'

'It's not enough,’ he said hoarsely.

‘Then you must find a wife elsewhere,’ she samhttieusly, hating the idea.
'I'm not marrying you. You see, when | was a cHildas illiterate and very

poor. | came from a single-parent family. My sclugls were spent in utter
humiliation. I've fought and struggled to find a@é in this world where |

can be proud of what | do. Newton Wallace helpedtm@ain enough

confidence to cope with the life | have, but | ¢@y@ further up the social
scale—I tried it with Tom and it was a dismal faduWhen | meet assured
people, especially those from your walk of lifeshrink back to being

insecure and unhappy. You and your friends havthalpoise of knowing

that you've been well educated, schooled in howbebave in every

imaginable situation. You have an inborn abilitysield personal authority

with charm and panache. I'm not in your leaguenidtprepared to aspire to
it.'

"You're being ridiculous!" he began.
'I'm not! You saw for yourself how | stuck out likkesore thumb at that

dinner with Tom's parents. It was a fiasco. I'véhimg in common with
people like that.'



Jude clicked his tongue impatiently. 'For heaveale, Corey, don't judge
everyone by them. Lettice Gowrie-Dyson is a béstickler for upper-crust
etiquette, but my friends aren't like that. Thegllenad Bohemian types, as
bad as you," he said with a twisted smile. 'Yogeea massive—and very
unnecessary—inferiority complex."You'll be tellinge how you'd teach me
how to socialise and act as your hostess nextéyCarcused sharply.

'Of course | won't!" he said irritably. 'Try meeajimy friends, you'll be
surprised. People don't care about that sort ofgtliny more, they'd be
much more interested you.'

Me? thought Corey. Yes, they'd be fascinated. Mar,dgou're the daughter
of a gipsy? Does she sell clothes-pegs? She sredider

"You are being irrational. You're not seeing how disastribugould be. For
both our sakes, | won't marry you,' she said sturidipo

Jude gave an exasperated sigh. 'All right, hay®ur own way—for the

moment. I'll saunter back to my grand manorial hohave a breakfast of
oysters and Buck's Fizz off gold plate, get theédsub polish my shoes and
then I'll take the Porsche to the Design Centteoimdon where I'll sit all day

sipping champagne and eating caviare.'

"You're being silly!"

‘No, you are," he said shortly. 'I'm just a normah in love. Uncontrollably
in love. I intend to pester you till you relentnean to have you for my wife.
You can count on that. And let me tell you, my deieation has won over
far harder cases than you.'

Barely controlling his distress, he rose and walkeked down the stairs.
Corey heard the door slam. By lying very still, sloeilld just make out the
sounds as he found his discarded clothes. Hercgaa#ed. He had gone.

A long sigh escaped from her lips. The glowing mafteth of Jude's
lovemaking had brought on a delicious lassitudd.iBtier mind a tempest
raged. Class barriers didn't seem to make anyrdifte to him, he still
wanted to marry her. Foolish man. And apparentigvaimaginary lovers



didn't matter to him either—they enraged him, Ihatytdidn't detract from
her eligibility.

Maybe she should relate the whole of her originkito. It was really no
surprise that the gipsies hadn't talked to Judevak their habit to keep
themselves something of a mystery, filling everysheads with half-truths
and pure fiction.

She touched her tender breasts in memory of hestaking. Her hip-bones
ached from the thrusting contact of his body. Rassvorthy of a gipsy!
Now if shedid marry Jude and they had a son, how would he ddpewas
as dark as Persalf? Would his parents mind? Coogyned. Jude had never
even mentioned parents. But even if he had norsefri@nds would be
horrified. It was an impossible match and he mustly see that.

Cat entered the window, having scrambled alongvanhanging branch of
the apple tree. Greeting him affectionately, shitced from the smell of
him that he'd been ratting in the barn again.

"You're the only male I'll let in my bed for a lohime,’ she muttered into his
warm back, snuggling into the bedclothes. 'You 8atf are the only two

who'll live alongside me. All the others want takst claims. | feel like a bit

of real estate.’

She thought fondly of Persalf and her mother. Turéssrays patterned the
floor and martins chattered above her window. Cakpd up his ears and
uttered a low growl. He leaped from her grasp aad wut of the window

before she could stop him.

'‘Cat!" she shouted ineffectively, stumbling on shédgs. He'd been after
those martins ever since they started buildinghést. Now, with the young
fledglings taking early flying lessons, they wemnedanger of ending up in
Cat's stomach. "You come back here!

A sudden flurry caught her eye. On the fringe & Wood, a handful of
starlings rose, like a scattering of grain. Thegrsd into the sky, dispersing
rapidly. Somewhere a sparrow-hawk must be hovefihgn she saw it, the
unmistakable shape of its blunt wings and circiitide, then the downward



plunge with folded wings, taking it with incredibépeed and power to its
victim. With a chilling finality, the hawk grabbeils prey and within
seconds one more starling was dead, overwhelmeathkatien of its own
kind more powerful and dominant.

It was then that Corey came to a decision. Shedmiuet Jude overwhelm
her with his power. Let him find someone from hignoset. Nothing in her
past had fitted her for acting Lady of the Manor.

Leaving Cat and the martins to Fate, she tumbledhdbe stairs two at a
time and pumped up some ice- cold water into théendink. The faint
odour of Jude's body clung to her. It took a losofubbing to smell like
herself again.

She threw some clothes into a small bag, shuteipdlise and collected the
eggs, throwing out a generous amount of grain othéoorchard grass.
Thank heavens the hens could fend for themsehagsif@e didn't manage
a lunch of house martirjs, was never in dangetarivgg if she left him for
a few days. His distended belly this morning wadence of that.

The road to Granford lay east. She drove towareblinding sun, relieved
beyond measure to be leaving. In an hour she woailthere, pouring out
her heart to Salf and Ma.



CHAPTER FIVE

PARKED in a country lay-by, a couple of miles outside i$oad, was an
ancient ex-Post Office van, painted in violent @igncolours, together with
an ornate new caravan. Slowing the car, Corey r@sed Salfs horse,
tethered by a peg to the grass verge.

Outside sat her mother; small, dark-skinned andh \piercing jet-black
eyes. Her dark curly hair was covered with a brighe scarf, knotted at the
nape of the neck.

'Welcome, daughter,' said Rupa Lee, hardly lookipdgrom her work.

Was her mother never surprised to see her? Comyl& over the tiny
figure, holding her tightly, and the strong browma wrapped around her in
a squeezing hug, then released their hold suddenlya busied herself with
unnecessarily smoothing the silk which lay on lagr. |

Corey sat on the ground, close to her mother'skitts, leaning against her
and breathing in the scent of fresh lavender tmaarated from their

multicoloured folds. The black beetle eyes resteder speculatively and
one work-worn hand gently stroked her hair—a rastygre, for her mother
was extremely undemonstrative.

'Kettle's still hot in the wagon. Coffee's in thegj Go quiet, Persalfs
sleeping.’

Obediently Corey tip-toed into the caravan and ghbwut the coffee. She
relaxed in a deckchair beside her mother, drinkjngntities of the fierce
black coffee that drew at her throat. Timead changed. Before this
chrome-covered caravan there had been a rustyasldrvwhich they had
lived. Before that, she remembered a wooden vahaotypical wagon of
the fairy tales. She'd loved it.

Pity she wasn't living in a fairy tale now. A magiand might help a lot.
'Ma, I've got to talk to you," she said, swirlifgetdark coffee around the
mug.



'Yes.' Rupa Lee's bright eyes watched her daughtervous fingers.
'Why I'm here.'
'You need a reason to see me?' asked Rupa.

'No, but there is one.'

Rupa cut expertly into the poppy-coloured silk @n knee. 'A man.
Corey sighed. 'A man," she agreed.
"The one you're promised to?"

'‘No, not Tom. I've broken off the engagement. Weewé right for each
other.’

'Persalf spoke of an angry man—the one at the M&®the one? He loves
you?'

'Oh! No . . . Well, he says he loves me, but | tdtmhk it's that. | have a
feeling that he wants to capture me—that I'm somgtbf a challenge. He's
like a hunter who can't give up on his prey. Oh, Ma afraid of being tied
down!'

'He'd do that?'

'He's very possessive. | think his jealousy coelcdmje unmanageable. If he
loved me, surely he'd be more trusting?.’

Silk petals fell into heaps on Rupa's lap. She entrated on pinning them
together before she answered. 'Listen, my balsgkans you're too young
to know about love.'

Young! I'm twenty-two!'



'Huh!" scorned her mother. 'A bit of paper saysYaml got to be twenty-two
inside, too. Anyway, why fuss? You don't love hi@lie flickered a sly
glance at ,, her daughter.

Corey thought of Jude and wondered how anyone delildrhat love was.
'How do you know | don't?’

You're here, aren't you, not with him.’

'It's not that simple, Ma. He's wealthy. He watsnarry me and for us to
live in a massive great mansion. | can't do that.’

'Why." It was a statement rather than a question.

'How can you ask that! You of all people! Surelyyanderstand what that
would mean? I'd have to give up so much of my oif@) Entertain his
friends, maybe travel the world, lose all my freedo

'Yes.'

'‘Ma!" Corey jumped up from the folding chair and straagrily up and
down the lay-by. 'Don't you care about me? | hakmd of love for him—I
think—but I've got gipsy blood in my body and | tagive up my
independence! | won't be shackled by a man—I wave him organising
my life!"

'Shh, my daughter, you'll wake Persalf.’

'Oh, damn Persalf!" shouted Corey in despair.

The caravan door banged open.

'Del! You woke me!" Persalf's eyes focused on Caresurprise. 'What you
doing here? I thought . . .'

'Run away from the man,” observed Rupa calmly. t'Thagry
man—Wallace's kin. Corey won't marry him. Sayslshe'caged.'



Corey turned to Persalf. "You know what it wouldlike. You're free to
come and go as you choose, youknow how marveltogs Don't you see
my problem?’

Persalf grunted derisively. 'Nobody's free. Yo lavfancy tale.”
'All gipsies are free,' began Corey. .

Rupa took her daughter's hands between her ovstefl,imy baby, listen
good. You know nothing. If we'd been with the trip@u'd have been
married at fifteen, living with your husband's féniill you had a child.

You'd obey your husband in everything and follomnhmaybe round the
world. Just like you say you'd have to with thisnedyours. No Rom is free
like you reckons. For your kind of freedom you mlixst alone, go without
love, be on your own when you're old. You want?hat

'l don't like being told what to do,’ sulked Corey.

'‘No. You never did. Daughter, what are you afrdf loove? Choose that
any time. Not many folk find it.'

'Who says I've got it?"

'l says.' She sighed. 'You be just like me whem loame. Like a frightened
rabbit, running all ways. | said no to your pa.’

'‘But that was different. You were both promisedstomeone else. You
couldn't marry.'

'We could. We did."

'After you got pregnant after you'd both been heatestorted Corey. 'And
you were banished from the wijiole community for reveEhat's the worst
punishment that can be inflicted, worse than deaths it really worth it?'
she asked.

Rupa twisted the wire stems into the poppy petdighviay in a brilliant
slash of colour on her lap.



'Without the group, a Rom is only half-alive," d&d softly. 'We missed the
company something bad.

But | had love every day, every hour that he liv&te taut lines of her face
gentled.

"You never spoke of him," said Corey.

'Don't call the dead back.’

Corey couldn't let this rare expansive mood go aittknowing more about
her father. Speaking about him had been tabosh&lknew was that he had
died 'from his chest'.

'He was a good man?' she asked.

'‘Some. Like you, he was. Could be happy and angdyl@ving all in one
breath. Difficult to live with, impossible to liwgithout." Rupa stretched out
her hand. 'Choose love, my baby. Don't let it go.'

'l wish I'd known Pa.’

'He seed you born.’

Persalf watched the range of emotions flitting dver face. 'We all needs
someone to love,' he said quietly.

'I've got you,' Corey protested. "That's enoughnier'
'We travel. We sees you too little," said her mothe
'l could live with you—I could come with you. My lpocan be done
anywhere. I'd bring in money for us all,’ she saiditedly, warming to the

idea.

‘No. Tell her," Rupa said to Persalf.



He settled more firmly on his haunches. 'The Krsrfani is meeting about
us. You knows what that means?’

Corey did. The tribunal of gipsy elders were gotngdiscuss the Lees'
banishment.

'l reckons they let us go back," he continued.

‘There's no reason why | can't come too," saidyCore

'Huh!!" Rupa and Persalf both gave the same intatyrsnort of laughter.
'What's so funny?' she asked, offended.

‘You hated the rules before," observed Persalf.

Corey flushed. She'd forgotten what a restrictive it was, how many
hygiene laws there were and how often she broka theughtlessly. .

'He's right, you're too flipperty to settle,” saiek mother. "Travelling is hard.
| know you work hard, but we has to do things we'dwant to. Someone
has to do the bad jobs. There's a spoken law fny&hing we do and no one
breaks that law. You'd be trouble. You don't dg@sre told.'

'So much for the illusion of gipsy freedom,’ renetiCorey bitterly.

"You have more freedom now. Anyway, freedom'’s iasidur head. No one
owns your mind. And remember it's only in the watsat you learn to
swim.'

But could she dare to take the plunge? Wasn'tférsan the sidelines?
Corey's frustration rose. She'd come for helpafoanswer, and they were
abandoning her again, intent only on their owndive

'He loves you. He'll help," comforted Rupa.

'She don't know if she loves himg,' said Persalf.



'She's just a child," explained Rupa. 'You told fabout us?' The black
sparkling eyes turned full on Corey.

She lowered her lashes. 'Not yet. I've had enoegiplp recoiling from me
in the past.'

"You tell him. If he accepts it, he loves you rstmbng,' said Rupa.

‘And if not?'

‘Then he's not good enough for my Corey. You nda@d enan to understand
you, my daughter. Maybe another man will come alobgn't be so

impatient. Love is worth waiting for. Go and findtpCorey' 'You'll be here,
if he rejects me?'

‘They be moving us on,' reminded Persalf. 'We ghédKris Romani.'

"Then I'd be all alone in the world!

"You wanted freedom,’ said her mother, then, relgnshe offered, 'stay till
they comes for us. Then go--'

"You never wanted me around you," accused Corey.

"You think that? I let you go to give you a chairchfe. Salf was too much a
Rom to change. Yohadto have more than a lonely wandering life.’

'l thought you didn't love me.'

Rupa smiled sadly. 'l loved you too much.'

That was what Newton had told her, one day dutwegGhristmas vacation.
She'd curled up in front of the library fire, hesptazing in the huge leather
armchair.

"Your mother had to cut off her emotional responsesyou, Corey,

otherwise she could never have let you leave. Yaostmnderstand that,' he
said.



'If that was true, why didn't steaythat?' she complained.

Newton re-filled his pipe. 'Wouldn't you have pesteher to let you run
wild instead of going to school?' he asked shrewdly

She smiled. 'T'll say! But it would have been eagiehadn't been trying to
remember the rules of two cultures. | never seetoget either one right. |
was a failure in both."

'You call it a failure to be studying at one of thest art schools in the
country?' he enquired mildly.

'Everyone looks down on the pre-apprentices,’ sharted. 'When will |

ever be accepted, Mr Wallace? | was isolated abdch'm tolerated at
college, gossiped about in the village . . ."legatcyou. Now what we must
do is to make sure thgffu accept you and to hell with everyone else.’

'Is that how you see life? | wish | had your stitdngf mind. You don't seem
to care what anyone thinks.'

'| care that my brother-in-law thinks badly of nfee'sighed.

Corey turned in the narrow bunk in the wagon as re&meembered the
conversation. If only she could face the world whik confidence, then it
wouldn't matter who she was, or that there washaarmountable barrier
between herself and Jude.

He had been an insider all his life. Born to moreglycated with the elite, he
hadn't suffered a continual denial of his rightsagserson. Yet ... hevas
unconventional. He had carved his own path. Thelgdween them was
less than it ought to be, given his upper-clas&dracind.

Newton had been like him, now she looked back.
He had inched into her confidence with a fine @dalicand taken away the

hollow rootless feeling. She belonged to SedgewoNdwiton's
Sedgewood. Not Jude's elegant house.



It would be arrogant of her to imagine that Jude Bar as an equal. He had
a fortune and could pick any girl he wanted forilew

If only she didn't love him! After a day of backbkeéng work for her mother,
she lay exhausted in the narrow bed, listening ¢o mother's steady
breathing, knowing she must for once think thingsagh.

‘Tell me about him,' came Rupa's voice.

"You're awake!'

'l can hardly sleep while you toss and turn ant.5ig

'I'm sorry."

'So. What's bad about him?' 'Lots. Everything. iMeslin a different world.
He's rich. He's sophisticated, a very clever bissimean. He's jealous and
explosively passionate.’

‘That all?'

'It's masses!

'Huh! Now let's hear the good.’

'He's different; unpredictable, unconventional. kiisid is very quick. He's
very creative—oh. Ma, you should see his work, gdove it! He's so
sensitive, he sees right into people and captinegssence of them. Even
his plans for houses are just right for his clieAtsd he likes wild gardens,
and he loves horses, and he doesn't think wislsirsgly, and—oh, | must
tell you, there's this amazing picture of me, thatMa! You're laughing!
The bunks were shaking slightly. 'Don't mind mepgolet me get a picture
of this man," said Rupa, trying to control her iirtt wouldn't be long

before this Jude gentled Corey.

'He makes me laugh,' said Corey quietly, rememgpetie fun of their
conversations. 'He brings me to life, as if he s&gching me on. There's



something else: | know him. He's as familiar toamef I'd been with him all
my life.'

‘That's love," said Rupa complacently. 'Stop thigkyou're fitted to be a
Rom, you're not. | was right in what | did, lettipgu go. You've grown into
a grand girl and fallen for a grand man.’

''ve never belonged before. I'm afraid of it. Indahink | know how to
adapt.’

'‘But you have to try, child. You'll find life witthis man grows on you, as it
did with Mr Wallace. When you dines off silver eyetay it soon becomes
ordinary!

'I'm going back in the morning."
'Yes,' said her mother, unmoved.
'Ill leave after breakfast.’

You'll be back home early, then.'

Corey could never get used to the calm acceptamcangthing that
happened. Yet their leave-taking, as always, wastiemal, for they knew it
would be a long time before they saw each othemagdde camp would
travel all over the country; Salf would marry ames . . heaven knew what
would happen to her.

Two weeks later, she was no nearer solving hetioakhip with Jude. He
had obviously called while she was away, sinceetheas a note from him
on her doormat, but his interest had apparentlyedajuickly because he
did not call while she was there, even though shegtaround waiting. She
did not have the courage to march up to the mamor a@ccept his
proposal—it seemed so cold-blooded.



When she had broken off her engagement with Tom hsld enjoyed her
independence. Time lay heavily now. Even workireg-8ut did little to
alleviate the loneliness and emptiness that sudedrher. Cat strolled in
and out of her life as usual, the hens scratchednar contentedly and the
bees continued to pollinate the neighbourhood. Glught herself staring
emptily into space, or looking yearningly at the ridg hoping at any
moment to see Jude's tall figure striding overfidld to claim her.

Restless and unhappy, she took to wandering thrthegtvoods, soothed a
little by the life around her, sometimes a pairdtab catching in her chest
when she realised that the world was rolling onegeasily without her. She
wasn't needed; it didn't make much difference wéreihe was around or
not.

But she couldn't drift for ever. Reluctantly Corsgttled down to work

again, stung by the fact that the shop in Hattord&awas re-considering
her contract. There were many unfulfiled commissiand she would have
to work hard to complete them before the promisglivery dates.

On this occasion she was working indoors. It wdkaha chilly outside and
she had put on a long red cotton skirt and a whitesleeved blouse with a
black waistcoat which hugged her slender waistm@yrishe shaped the
silver. This was one design she could have dongowit It was to be in the
shape of a heart with an arrow through it, thecaéd flights and arrow head
carrying the initials of a young man and his bfi@ year. For some reason,
the design was proving extremely difficult.

Tired and hungry, but determined to finish it befdhe light faded that
night, she lit the gas jet and gently heated thiahfier the final soldering of
the arrow.

Already she had made one mistake on the piece.niimga she had
overheated the heart, creating a fire-stain thataiken an hour to file down
and re- polish to the original silken finish. Shasaired of working on it, but
stupidly adamant that it would not beat her; shelddinish it. The arrow
was put into place.



Just how her heart felt. Pierced. But it wasn'tydole that stabbed so
painfully, it was the myriad other complicationgtiseemed to arise when
two people contemplated getting together permapnehteemed a miracle
that anyone ever married; there were so many fadtobe solved. Was it
difficult, living with someone else, or was she tgadarly insular and
single-minded?

No longer confident, the doubts crept into her miStle was inadequate.
How could such a wilful, selfish child make a deceriie for any man?

Large tears welled up in Corey's dark eyes, blgrher vision. She directed
the blow-torch into the air and rubbed furioushhat eyes till she could see
clearly again.

'OhnoYshe moaned.

In her reverie, she had forgotten what she wasgdaimd the flame had
irretrievably melted the slender arrow. The finerkvbad taken her most of
the afternoon and that evening. She couldn't bag&in—she never wanted
to see the wretched piece again!

She flung the heart across the room.

‘Just look what you've done, Jude Radcliffe!" sied¢ dropping the blazing
torch in her frustration. Almost instantly, the itz armchair caught alight.
With a cushion, Corey hysterically smothered tlaents and turned off the
gas jet with shaking fingers.

‘Ruined! | can't start all over again, | can't!

At the end of her tether, unaware that the firé stiouldered on within the
chair, she ran out headlong into the twilight, duss that nothing in her life
seemed to be going right. She raged along the badde, teeth gritted and
eyes flaming, till she broke out of the wood ang@deto climb the hill
beyond.

A steady stream of cloud hung low on the horizoad Breather. Already a
strong wind was blowing, suddenly chilling her badyich was warm from



running. As she slowed with the steepness of thini®y she shivered and
lowered her head against the wind. For some reas@was determined to
reach the top of the hill, but it was proving quatbattle. When she crested
the summit, the full blast of the wind caught heath on, blowing her
backwards and she slipped, grabbing awkwardlyeagthss and struggling
to her knees.

Corey felt a distinct foreboding as she battledgiygrand looked down on
the other valley. It was virtually dark now, justeav lighter clouds merging
with the banks of heaving, rolling blue-black clsud the sky above.

Far below stretched Sedge Wood, the Manor lands,viltage and her
cottage. The scene calmed her. Whatever she haghhof herself, shdid
want to settle, in fact she would be reluctant wvenfrom the area. She
wanted to get back to the comforts of her cottag® awvay from this evil
wind, even if it meant picking up that damn heard atarting again on the
delicate arrow.

Sliding a little, she began the descent, onlyap ssitting down on the slope
in her horror.

A black spiral of smoke was rising from her cottagaly just showing
against the sky, but visible to Corey's keen eyes.

There was no reason for that, unless . . .

A glow shone in one of the lower windows, wheree& inoments earlier

there had been darkness. Perhaps Jude had wamnueredl lit the candles.

Perhaps he had made a fire for them. Her heart iledwope but still she did

not move, sensing instead some disaster and fiseding to her dismay that
the smoke was not coming from the chimney at aliJd®ver down, as if her

sitting room was filled with smoke.

The sight galvanised her into action. It can't bdiee, it can't! | won't let it!
muttered Corey to herself, sliding down the hiliddy, hampered by her
long skirt and hitching it up to her waist. Therestiood, and despite the
steep slope, ran downwards blindly, falling oved aver again, rolling,
cursing and moaning in her mindless need to reaclhdme and the loved



possessions. The pain of her body was nothing kBee it was her fault:
obviously she hadn't put out the flames thorougnigugh. Once again, her
temper and impetuous behaviour had caused trouble.

She groaned, her mind running through the likesults of her foolish
behaviour. Had she shut Cat inside? No, the dodmlean open when she
left— and the window. He'd escape, wouldn't he?

Although she couldn't smell the smoke, as she amagdwind, there was the
awful sight of yellow licking flames, just begingjrio catch the thatch roof.
She clenched her fists, helpless to stop the far@gress at such a distance.
The fire crawled along the base of the roof, thie, a rising wave, swept
upwards.

The wood had never seemed so large and its darkeessnade worse by
the fact that she could no longer see the cottAgakened by her frenzied
climb of the hill and her equally frenzied descesfite slowed, furious that
her legs were so feeble, willing them to carry faster. At one stage she
almost gave up hope of ever arriving in time, bukaat she only had the
orchard gate to surmount.

Hens were flapping everywhere; she could now sl acrid smoke.
Gusts of capricious wind eddied, sending the smikeer direction, with
the unwelcome heat of the flames. There was dtercracking sound and a
popping as if huge blisters were bursting. Sheagathup her skirts again
and ran.

For a moment she thought she saw a dark figurangtty shaped, like a
hunchback. It paused by the open front door, theanished inside and she
was not sure whether she had imagined it or ndteQimore substantial

figures came running, reaching the garden justrbedbe did. They turned at
her wheezing arrival and she gave a little moamrihtion as one of them

caught her shoulders, stopping her headlong rush.

"You're here!" he said inconsequentially.

'I'm here!" Corey began to laugh hystericallythié man slapped her face.



'Now, miss,' he said, 'sit down. You look all in.'

It was Jude's gardener, standing anxiously witasSihe groom, their eyes
flicking from her to the cottage.

Just then, the wind fanned the flames and in &ebingy flare, the front wall
of the cottage caught alight, the old horsehair land plaster dried by the
centuries into a highly combustible material. laakled like kindling,
silhouetting starkly the oak beams and posts wfaained the frame of the
lodge.

'My things! My workbench—the silver!" moaned Corey.

‘To hell with your things," said the man grimly. Ment as close to the
burning building as he could. 'Mr Radcliffe! Mr Raiffe! She's here!

Corey sat up in shock. Without waiting to hear emyre, she dashed for the
door, totally distraught. Jude was in there! It Wias Dante's Inferno—he'd
be cremated!

Before she could run inside, a swift arm snakedaadtheld on firmly to her
wrist.

'No, miss. You can't do anything.’

'Let me go! | must go! He's in there!"

They both leapt back as supporting beams begarash inside, the flames
flaring brilliant yellow-white in response, incirsging everything in their
path.Sparks shot into the air like fireworks, shomg over the onlookers.
"You wouldn't survive in there.' Strong arms grigper securely.

'l don't care! What about him—he'll be burnt alivetde!

Somewhere inside, she could hear his voice. Faimttame to her.

'‘Corey! For God's sake, where are you? Corey!



'I'm here, Jude, I'm here! Oh!" At the edge of kiegadown, she fought the
rising panic, crushing the vision of his scorchedytrapped under a beam
in a futile attempt to find her.

'‘Corey! Can you hear me!"
‘Jude! Get out of there!"
'We'll shout together,’ said Silas. 'One, two thrée

Their shouts must have reached him, for a wildkdaed face appeared at
the bedroom window, seemingly surrounded by flaHe.saw Corey and
slumped for a moment against the side of the windiowelief, then
clambered on to the sill.

Corey ran closer, throwing an arm up to shieldéys from the furnace
blast. Sparks and burning straw filled the airnirey down on her in a
hellish tempest.

‘Jump, break a leg, it doesn't matter!" she yellranp on to me—I'll break
your fall! Please, please,’ she begged brokenly.

'Her£, sir, to the right," shouted Silas. 'Comekbauss—you'll get burnt!'

He tugged at her and she resisted him, raking &edsat his face. 'Leave
me alone! | did it! I should be in there! Jude!

Her tormented face tore at the two men's heattsegsfought to contain her
and save her from acting foolishly.

It must have taken seconds, but to Corey time sstitdJude edged along,
searching for a soft landing place. But he wasi@kno long; flames roared
around the window, catching his clothes. Beforeegarterrified eyes, he
leaped down, framed in flickering fire.

He fell with a solid thud and Corey felt the jagiaf his body within herself;
she felt his pain. Yet he'd landed on a bed of odeddron bushes which



had broken his fall. Winded, he half-raised himsel& reflex action, then
dropped back to the ground again.

Corey knelt by his side, beating out the smalliigkflames, her body cold
with fear despite the scorching heat reddening faee. Behind her,

reinforcements from the village arrived, helplessdb anything but haul

buckets from her well and fruitlessly hurl themtorthe base of the fire. At
least they felt they were doing something. Withtelephone and no water
main nearby, there was nothing anyone could pragelgtdo, although the

fire engine had been sent for.

'Say something, Jude, anything,' she whisperedakerclose to his.
He opened his eyes weakly. 'Ouch," he said obliging
Corey could have beaten her fists against her ahasieer hysteria.

"You fool!" she cried, burying her head in his ddeu and bursting into
tears.

She was pulled roughly away and dragged alongritwengl, bewilderingly

aware that Jude was also being dragged down thiemgain the next few
seconds, she heard a dull crash and showers dfssglames, dust and
smoke covered them all. When the debris settled.

she saw that the whole front wall of the cottage blawn out.

Jude reached for her and they clung together.

"You all right, sir?' asked Silas anxiously.

‘A bit winded.' His voice was hoarse from the smdkebit singed here and
there. But I'm alive. And so is she—that's all thatters." Jude smiled
gently at Corey, her face blackened with soot andical with the rivulets

made by her tears.

"You ruined my rhododendrons,' she complained, esteal.



He grinned, feeling his body cautiously.

'Let's hope that's all | ruined. Are you crying yamur home or for me?"'
You,' she said huskily.

'‘Ambulance is here, sir," said the gardener.

'Don't need one," said Jude, unable to take hikemeddened eyes from
Corey.

'No, sir, course not. But shouldn't we see if thang lady is in shock? You
could go with her, as company.’

The gardener knew his boss well, knew how stublb@rwas, and had
recognised the taut line of chemistry between hieh young Miss Lee that
day they had discussed the gardens. Their anguesteach other in this fire
only served to confirm his suspicions about thertibo

Jude helped to usher Corey into the ambulance wakepast caring what
anyone did with her. All she knew was that Jude alage and generally
unharmed.

They both refused to lie down, despite the advide@ambulanceman who
travelled with them, but during the journey, Juégdn to cough violently
from the smoke in his lungs and he was too weak tberotest when he
was tucked up in a blanket and given oxygen. Chiayered nervously,
getting in the way, stroking his filthy sleeves @reimbling so much ,, that
Jude longed to hold her in his arms again.

"You ought to be lying down too, miss,’ said thebalance man.

'I'm not leaving him," she defied.

‘The stretcher is only two feet away,' grinned ttan.

'Please!



Jude pushed away the oxygen mask and sat up gyoggil
'She's stubborn and wilful and | love her," he $adrsely.
'Sounds a bit like my wife," said the man.

'She'll be my wife soon," promised Jude, his eye€arey.



CHAPTER SIX

Whenthey reached the hospital, Corey was tremblingontrollably. It
could have been from shock, or relief, or possiioyn Jude's decisive
words. Her tired mind whirled with emotions. Judg prone, reluctant to
speak because of the pain in his throat and lungs.

They were transferred to trolley beds and lefti@ torridor. Casualty was

busy that night. Corey's hand reached out for 3u@ae noises and bustle of
the hospital drifted around them as they concezdrah the pressure of each
other's fingers. They were both alive. That, fa thoment, was sufficient.

When they were wheeled into adjoining cubicles,egowraited tensely to
discover Jude's condition and flew at the doctdh\guestions immediately
he appeared.

‘Jude him next to me—is he all right? Not badlytBufell me what's
wrong!"

‘Just relax for a moment. Miss . . . er. .. Lé¢e"checked her pulse.
‘Tell me now."
‘All in good time. So--'

'But-1 love him well, not at first, then | whendund he was in there | did
well, I nearly killed him, it was the heart, théver one . . .’

The words were almost incoherent, and the docted égr critically. Corey
fought dow n panic, knowing she must be rationaha'd not be allowed to
see Jude. They wouldn't want a demented woman rpesteim in his
condition. His condition? What the hell was his dition!

Her huge dilated eyes concerned the doctor. , IGegently. Relax. | must
examine you.'

'I'm not ill. I ran." He was directing the nursedean up the grazes on her
arms and legs and to attend to the bruises. '‘Dbehitl. | fell a lot.'



"You ran down a hill and fell a lot," repeated doetor, shining a torch in her
eyes.

'Yes. Oh, it sounds odd, but I'm not drugged onkrdisaw my cottage was
on fire and ran. So would vow!'

"You fell over?'
'It was dark, damn you!" she raged.
‘Leave her alone!" rasped a cracked voice fromnuokthie curtain.

With a muttered exclamation, the doctor disappearadthe next cubicle
and spent a little while arguing with Jude andrgydown the medical law.

At last Corey was allowed to see him and was hediét the redness of his
face.

'Is your skin burnt?' she asked, wide-eyed.

'‘No. Heat glare—temporary.’'

'l saw flames . . .

‘Overcoat protect. Bad chest—smoke.'

'‘Overcoat? It's the middle of summer!’

'‘Been in Rome.' Corey had to strain to catch hisdao'Cold wind after
Rome. Put on overcoat, visit you. Saw smoke. Theughod!" His hands
reached for hers. 'You inside.’'

"You do love me, then,' she whispered. ,

'Keep telling you.'



And that was where the porters separated thenthéllnext night. Corey
slept all day from the effects of tranquilliseds ghe was told by the nurses
to dress.

When she pulled back the bed-curtains, Jude was.the

"Hello, nightingale."

She smiled.

'Ready to go home?’

'What home? | haven't got one.’

'Mine. Where else?'

'l couldn't...'

‘All right,” he said in a matter-of-fact tone.

In helpless bewilderment, she stared. He didn'ehawagree that quickly! 'l
could find somewhere at the village.'

You could.'
'Or find a hotel.'
'With a charred cheque book and credit cards?'

'Oh, Lord, I've got nothing! Only—only what I'm wigzg! Could you lend
me some money?"'

He sighed. 'Corey, think straight. Your cottagéusnt down-- gutted. It'll
take a while to rebuild. You can't afford to stayhotels. You were insured,
| suppose?'

At her anguished look, he gave a deeper sigh. '@mmt) Newton was right.
You do need looking after. You're like a bloody child!"



‘Then | can stay safely with you, can't —unlesa {jke seducing children!

Amused sniggers ran around the ward. Corey raieedlin and glared at
Jude, totally unconcerned by the disturbance stiechased.

Jude grinned. 'Stay for tonight and we'll sort yorir finances. But | warn
you, if you show any signs of being a woman, &t you like one. Come
on.'

They walked through the ward, not touching, theseykeveryone on the
whip-hard, determined man and the simmering, siyapeian beside him.

Child? they thought. He must be mad. It was obviwbat the outcome of
their evening would be.

Jude paid off the taxi and was welcomed by Mrs Molris housekeeper,
who fussed excessively over both of them. The hossemed less
intimidating after the bleak, impersonal hospitatlaCorey was delighted
with her room, which overlooked the gardens atréae. There was a small
balcony too, edged by a fat-bellied stone balustrad

Mrs Morris had left to check on Jude, leaving bdha nightdress and
housecoat. Corey didn't have the heart to tell that she never wore
anything in bed, but laid the nightdress carefallythe large easy chair.
Most of the furniture was Georgian, in keeping whle house, but it had
obviously been lovingly used. Only the bed was modé¢hough the

counterpane was old, a delicately sewn patchwogala greens and blues.

Her depression lifted slightly in the pleasant sundings, though she was
too numbed to consider her problems properly. Ahesstage she would
have to visit the cottage and see what could bageat, but her physical and
mental resources were low right now. For the tiried, she would be wise
to live from moment to moment.

'If all the house was like this, | could get todilt,” she murmured, idly
tracing the stitching on the counterpane.



A knock at the door announced Mrs Morris. 'Excuse miss. Mr Radcliffe
says .. .' she paused, her eyes raised upwarihg) toyremember his exact
words, \ . . he wasn't struck on the hospital'a iodemacaroni cheese at five
o'clock and will you join him for a light supper ihe library?' She smiled,
apparently used to Jude's eccentric messagesyLdwhhungry,' replied
Corey. 'ls it possible—do you think | could haveah?'

'Yes, miss, course you can, then I'll get togettmme clothes for the
morning. You can't wear those.'

They both looked at the bedraggled, stained gasrtbat Corey had hastily
dragged on at the hospital.

'l don't want to be a bother.'

Mrs Morris beamed. 'No bother. Have a nice bathcamde downstairs. Mr
Radcliffe said supper in the library, so I'll shgau where that is.’

The en suitebathroom had been totally modernised. Corey's testesank
into the thick, comforting, shaggy-pile carpet atd reached for a box of
bath oils. Inside were four small brown phials ofgger, peppermint, lemon
and geranium. The drops wafted delightfully up wite steam, scenting the
air. It was such a luxury to turn on a tap andaliec hot water! And an even
greater pleasure to lie full length, the silky walgpping gently over her
breasts.

The bathroom seemed to contain everything she magirit. A frown
creased her forehead. Of course, no one knew skieaming until the last
minute! All this must be at the ready for any feenakitor who happened to
take Jude's fancy. Her spirits sank. Could she liasto be true to her, after
a life of gallivanting about?

Wishing she could stay soaking longer, but quiteenaus now, Corey
towelled herself dry with the huge, soft green tewerincing a little when
she forgot the bruises on her body and toucheddetespot by accident.

Then she remembered Lydia. The woman would be pairmmer with them
too. She examined herself critically in the mirrtwer face devoid of



make-up, an unusual pallor under her dark skinlWleé'd get dressed and
sweep in . . . hell' Not even the most beautifuhvam in the world could
sweep in successfully while wearing Mrs Morris'siecoat!

Corey ran to try it on, experimenting with the neok, then the sleeves.
Faced with the prospect of Lydia staring at heg,d#cided that this time she
would wear the nightie underneath the housecoakasd of protection; she
quickly pulled on the pink brushed nylon with a mkie of her nose in

distaste.

The sight made her laugh. If Jude was expectingat bvalry between the

two women in his life, he was in for a shock! listhightie she wouldn't be
a contender. It would make things easy for hinl lseoose Lydia to grace
his bed without a second thought. Damn her! Dolgfbiut half-laughing at

her own frumpiness, Corey buttoned up the high Imezkand slipped her
arms into the housecoat, fastening the zip rigletochin.

‘There!" she said, giggling. 'You look like an a&d €ontraception. 'Ladies,
does your husband bother you? Solve all your probley wearing our
anti-sex nightwear." Her peal of laughter rangua the room and she
hastily shut her mouth, looking around apologelycdl seemed indecent to
laugh. Really, she should feel tragic.

Mrs Morris was waiting for her at the bottom of ttairs and showed her
into the library, though Corey already knew it wéllvas Newton Wallace's
favourite room. Jude had put in a few new furnigijrbut otherwise had
hardly changed it. The walls were completely limeth books, a pale beige
carpet covered the floor and a cheerful log firenbin the grate. Jude was
sitting in a casual open-necked shirt and silvelyglacks, facing the fire.
He indicated forher to sit in the easy chair opjgolis.

'My God!" he exclaimed as she slunk into the chair.
'Where's Lydia?' she asked, ignoring his comment.
‘Lydia?"

'Oh, come on, Jude, she lives here, doesn't she?"'



'‘Not at the moment. She's in Rome. We went toge#mer she stayed to do
some shopping.’

'How nice," said Corey, fumingly jealous.
'It was. What in the world are you wearing?'

The corners of Corey's mouth quirked. 'Awful, ist?tMrs Morris's night
attire. Tell me, is her husband still around?’

'He's the gardener.’ Jude couldn't tear his epes fhe outfit.
‘That's good. At least he has a choice of bedsgrvied Corey.

Jude roared. 'l see what you mean. Was that yaghiag when you put
this—er—night attire on? | wondered if you'd gonadnfor a moment.’

'It was me laughing.' Corey was disappointed. Wdmsnsupposed to think
she looked adorable in anything?

'Hmmm. You look very prim. | hardly recognise you.'

'It's still me underneath. Look," Corey startedatise the trailing hem of the
housecoat, to show him her legs, only to stop as Mwrris entered with a
tray.

'Here we are, Mr Radcliffe. Oh, miss, you do loaéen Now, you both eat
up this soup while it's hot, then there's cold kbic and salad and some
banana pudding left over from my lunch. And | tdb& liberty of bringing
up a bottle of red wine. Very good in cases likesth'

'Mrs Morris, you've rustled up a feast. You're vkiryd. We've kept you up
late enough, though. Would you mind locking uprfae tonight? Leave the
hall lights on and I'll make sure everything istshyp in here. You go to bed
now.'

'Right you are, Mr Radcliffe. If you ring down ihg morning, I'll bring up
breakfasts. What shall | do about the cat? He{gefidg about outside."



'‘Bring him in," said Jude, smiling.
'What cat? What cat?' asked Corey excitedly. 'Oh!'

In Mrs Morris's arms was a wriggling, protestingt.Cahe let him jump
down and he suffered Corey's embrace, then shobkesf hands and
prowled around, investigating thoroughly, befortélisg down in front of
the blazing fire as if he had been there before.

'How did anyone ever catch him?' she asked.

'He was skulking about in the orchard. He gave igdgreedom for a tin of

salmon,’ grinned Jude. 'l got Mr Morris to checkyonr livestock. The hens
were all hysterical, but he shut them up in ourpcand they calmed down.
The bees, I'm afraid, have all evacuated your aocclaad are at present
hanging in a pendulous swarm on one of my oak tredne garden. It seems
all the wild creatures from the lodge are here."’

She bared her teeth at him. 'Grrrr! Thanks, that thaughtful of you.'
"Your room all right?' Jude asked politely.

'Lovely. | enjoyed the new-fangled idea of hot wateming out of taps, too.
| get exhausted pumping up enough to fill my bath.’

'I'd have come and pumped water for you any tiesaid. '‘And scrubbed
your back.'

'Do you always have a room ready with bath oilstsssiies and hairbrushes
and hairdryers and cotton slippers?' she askedpsaing to ignore his
flirting.

'Of course. We have a number of guest bedroomsMdrsis never knows
who I'll bring home.’

T bet she doesn't,’ said Corey savagely.



His eyes twinkled as he stacked their soup pl&Bsey, if | invited back
any—er—one-night stands, | can assure you that Waaydn't be in that
room, they'd be in my bed.'

'Oh. Yes, of course." She felt a fool. It was bseashe had never been in a
house where rooms were constantly prepared fdovssiHe must think her
very gauche. Suddenly she realised that her foskdigging into a piece of
chicken. 'Would you like this?' she offered. 'I'egetarian.’

'Why?' he asked, spearing the slices on to hig plat
'‘Moral grounds.’

'‘Good for you. Myself, on immoral grounds, | coulelver resist a nice tasty
bit of flesh.’

'So | gather,’' said Corey drily. 'You've improvédgstroom,' she continued,
looking around.

"You're very adept at changing the subject, butkhgu. | gather Newton
spent a great deal of time here.'’

'Yes. And me." A question was forming on his lipsl &he forestalled him.
'What other plans do you have for the house? Tellwinat you're doing.'

‘That would take hours. But basically, I'm repairirestoring, and trying to
decorate tastefully.' He relaxed in the big armchaunching on a piece of
celery. One of my most ambitious schemes is tor ¢leasilted lake. You

can see the dip in the ground from your bedroondaivi—have a look in

the morning.'

So he expected her to be still in her bedroomedidast time! It would have

been flattering if he had tried to seduce her. ibesecoat must be more
devastating than she thought. It isn't me, only fegthers he likes, she
thought miserably.

Jude poured more wine for them both. 'Yes,' heicoadl, 'I'm rather keen
on introducing wildfowl. It would be rather fun see lots of little chicks or



whatever you call them, toddling down the lawn &swim. What do you
think? What brand do | order?"

'It's more a case of them adopting you, once thmwkyou've provided a
lake,' said Corey. 'But if you are buying any—wkHuppose mallards—the
drakes have green heads and those curly tails—tté@|d duck—oh, there
are loads.'

'l think you'll have to come with me to the birdchstuary and I'll point at the
ones | like. You can tell me their proper names,shid. 'My dream is to
have swans, though. What kind of those do | gét@vke a feeling there's
more than the white sort in public parks.’

"You'll never introduce the wild ones. They woutdstay. Not unless they
came of their own accord,' she said slowly, notwara of the similarity

between the swans and herself. "You'd have the swada. It's not wild any
longer—more or less domesticated."

‘That sounds all right," he said softly. 'A wilceature, consenting to live on
my lake of its own free will.'

Corey sipped the wine, the glow of the fire and wamth of the claret
inside her brightening her eyes. 'Be wary of themesting time. The cob
can be violent in defence of his mate and youndl atléack a man and can
break his arm with his wing. You'll love it wheretbygnets cadge a ride on
the adults' backs.'

They lapsed into silence, their own thoughts flayviast. The fire crackled
and sparked. Why doesn't hemake a move? thougldgyCeétere | am,
available, and he isn't trying. Can he be more thah he said? Is he too
bruised or burned to contemplate sex? He'd mabedithis injuries, but he
must be .in some pain. Should he have left ho§pital

She wasn't sure whether she was glad or not, thahdde no attempt to
seduce her. Since leaving her mother, she hadallytmade up her mind
that she would let the relationship develop anddd#eghether or not to
marry him at some later date, //they were stiletbgr. Now, it seemed, her
plans were being thwarted by Jude himself!



Jude, struggling with his conscience, was deliledyatrushing the desire he
felt for the flushed pink- clad girl sitting so tafisingly close. He wanted to
take her in his arms, ghastly housecoat and aél.|8bked so defenceless
and appealing, curled up in the massive chairhbertousled as if she had
just woken up beside him in bed. A stab of desrethrough him.

Goddamnit! He must squash his lust. It just wab@'tright time. She must
be a mass of emotional distress at the momenhyrcase, he couldn't seem
to introduce the idea of serious flirtation; heldd earlier, but his words had
come out too jokingly and she had diverted therafcdly.

It seemed she didn't want him. Probably the losfiaf house and the
vastness of the manor was unnerving her. She wasish a kid really. He
looked at her from under his lashes as she statedhe fire with wide eyes.

Except . . . where the hell had she been theséelasddays? Jude rubbed his
top lip hard. She'd disappeared about the sameaintieat damned gipsy.

He refilled his glass, slopping a little on to tiaédle. No woman could go
with an earthy man like that and not end up ...pkd¢ured them together,
naked in a field somewhere. If only she wasn'tsmammelled by normal
morals and codes! Most women wouldn't considerdéa of taking off with
a gipsy. Corey obviously saw him as a soulmate. Armbdy-mate, curse
her!

With one huge gulp, he finished the claret anddigo shakily.

'l think we should go to bed," he muttered, hissdgpevered.

Startled brown eyes flickered up to judge his eggian and failed.

'l hoped you'd help me decide what to do.'

'What do you mean?' he asked flatly.

'‘About the cottage. About my bank card and monelysilmer and tools.' Her
voice rose in distress.



'Oh, that. Don't worry, I'll handle all that in th@orning. | really think we
should go up now.'

'I'll take the tray out,’ she offered dully.

‘Leave it. I'll just rake the fire. You go on ugl turn out the lights. Good
night. Sleep well.'

At his dismissive, dull tone, Corey ran her hardsugh her hair and rose.
'‘Good night, Jude. | hope you feel better in themmg," she said quietly.

He turned away, saying nothing in reply, and shekdythurried out of the
room. The wide stairs seemed dauntingly tiringe¢o éxhausted body.

Good thing I'm not trying to make love. | wouldn&ve the stamina. I'd be a
great disappointment.

Out of sight and hearing, she shut the bedroom dndrleaned against it
wearily. It must be the hard work she'd done farrether that had taken
the stuffing out of her. Discovering that she wagdiess as a gipsy had
been a hard lesson to learn. She'd always ratherefd herself as a free
spirit, travelling the countryside. Now she knevattlshe wasn't skilled
enough to be a Rom. It was quite a shock to hetigeeand romantic nature.

Nor, she sighed, placing the housecoat on a chmairséripping off the
nightdress, nor was she much good as an ordinasppePity. She wasn't
going to be any kind of mistress of this house stieldidn't have any other
house to be mistress of. Her future stretched launkky.

An hour later, she was still awake; she had gorst pleep. The wind
seemed to have died down and it was warmer nowppinrg the quilt
around her, she padded to the balcony and inhakedose-scented air. To
her left, against the stone wall, clambered a yelltea-rose with
purple-tinged foliage, swathing the wall in bloortishe leant forwards, she
could just. . .

"Take care,' said Jude's soft voice.



Corey looked around. He had come out on to theobglmext to her,
wearing dark blue silk trouser bottoms and a bluepwvhich hung open,
showing his bare chest. Corey turned away andcchidtto snap the slender
stem, straightening up triumphantly.

'‘Now where are you going to put that?' he askedeuly.

When she had reached out, she had allowed tha@ggipe open. In belated
modesty, she clutched it to her again.

'Where would you suggest?'

She raised one eyebrow at him and he laughed titsded his lip and went
inside. She waited for him to reappear, but he seleim be ignoring her.

Damn him! She was cold now, too, and wide awakkislbedroom was the
next room along, then maybe it would serve himtrifjlshe went in and
woke him up to tell him about herself. Then she haithing to fear from any
gipsies who might come to the area; her story walllde out in the open.
That, of course, was the only reason she was mdidangvay to his room.
Not bothering to wait for a reply to her knock, sha@ked straight in. Jude
was not in bed; he was standing in the middle efttom, head bowed in an
attitude of dejection. Slowly he raised his eyed atight dawned in them.

Corey averted her gaze from his tanned chestgtoerself also to take her
mind away from the thought of his strong legs béméze blue silk.

'I've got something to tell you,' she said huskily.

'‘About your men?' His eyes raked her face merdjle§&he clutched the
quilt more tightly.

'I'm cold,' he said. 'Don't mind if | get into beth you?'

Corey shook her head numbly. This was going to iffecdt. She sat
gingerly on a basket chair near the bed. Jude thakéer expectantly.



'l used to think | was like anyone else,' she be&new other children had
fathers, that mine had died, | knew that otherdebit lived in houses.'

'What do you mean?' he asked, leaning forward didlen interest.

'It was all so hazy to start with. Gradually | leathat other children went to
school, where they learnt things.'

"You were taught at home, then?'She continuedadeshiim, wanting to say

it her way. 'When | was eleven, my mother decidskduld go to school. It
was a shock. Immediately we arrived, they beganake fun of me.’

"Why?'

'l couldn't read or write.'

'‘Good lord!’

'Ma kept insisting | go and | had to do as she.saim did it for the best. All
| could do was draw. They always asked me to dratuges for their
projects, but | wouldn't. So they usually tore uprgthing | did and | had no
work to hand in.'

'Little cows!" said Jude bitterly.

Corey shrugged. 'l know how strange | must have-bdelf-wild.'

'Wilder than now?' asked Jude in mock amazement.

'Much! The boys were particularly cruel. They diseeed that | was
terrified they'd touch me and so they persecutedanstantly. | spent most
of playtime screaming and fighting. Eventually werevasked to leave. We
travelled around a bit, till four years ago, whemwere staying a few miles

away and | had a silly argument with my mother.’

‘That was surely the time you started to work femitbn,' said Jude.



'Yes. He had an unbroken Arab mare and no groaamie just at a lucky
time.'

"You,were the reason that Father and | didn't Weivton,' said Jude wryly.
'When he heard Newton was living with a young dhky fell out and we
were banned from setting foot here—though helsfilme Sedge wood.’

'It was all innocent. We became very fond of eatitelo He got me an
apprenticeship with a goldsmith.'

‘That's how you learnt your craft," he remarked.

'Partly. | went on a pre-apprentice course to ihd@n Cass School, where
| learnt techniques. Nothing , creative, though: weren't allowed.
Apprentices had to stick to trade pieces.'

Why?'

Corey smiled. 'We were the lower tier of the systamd were treated as
such. That was our job, to learn a trade, not batiwe.'

She thought of her fellow apprentices, many of thEws, many sporting
dreadlocks, and how segregated they all were liyeviof their age, class,
education and vocation. The pre-apps. sat at ot@&the common room,
the more privileged students spread confidentlyyavieere else.

'Mr Wallace knew | was frustrated so he paid favae lessons in design.’
She hung her head. 'lt cost him more than | thquyimg in London. | had
no idea of money; when | needed something, | boitgtand there was
always money in my account. He hadn't taught meutafioance at all. |
realise now how he indulged me. But he seemedjty érearing about my
life there.'

'‘And after your course you returned.’

'Yes. Mr Wallace offered me the cottage free aridveeup.' There was a
silence. Jude had leaned back against the pillows.



‘Just one thing | want to know. This man, the weldgter fellow prowling
about in the woods...'

'Yes?'

'‘Once you said you'd never let me make love to ythat-if you chose a
lover it would be someone of your own sort. Is Heatwou imagine to be
your sort? Is that overgrown piece of meat yousgipver? Damnation! I'm
sorry. | intended to ask you rationally. | can'trs-bnly human! Tell me!’

Corey began to smile at the idea, infuriating threaaly maddened Jude,
who swung his legs out of the bed and advancecan h

'No, Jude, letme . . .

‘Tell me!" His arms caught her and whirled her adhuipping away the
quilt. Before she could catch her breath, he hathed her back on the bed
and was pinning her down with his body.

‘These aren't the bruises | gave you,' he raspedy "re fresh. What a little
masochist you are!'

'‘But | got them when . . .

"You're not going to tell me the sordid story, $yffd can't give you as much
pain and pleasure as he obviously can, but by @ddyl Did he hold you
like this? Did he touch you here? Hell, Corey! Hon you enjoy him—in a
wood? A forest? By a river?"

Jude's breath was coming hard and fast in herdaahe twisted her head
from side to side, trying to avoid his mouth anthen the truth.

'‘Before | finish with you tonight, | will have enjed you in every possible
position in every possible place in this housegclaemed wildly, frantically
reaching for her lips. At last he captured therarciely working on her
mouth, groaning at the pleasure her body was arguas she writhed
ineffectually beneath him.



'‘And your throat. . ." His kisses fell to her nemkd the hollow. "Your
shoulders, your breasts—did he take your bredsisimouth like this? Did
it feel as good? Better?'

'‘Ahhh . . ." Corey shuddered at the sensatione;Jalobut Per...'

'‘Good, was he? Animal-like? Oh, my God!" he groarmuke of these days
I'll make love to you the way | want to, not in coetition with someone
else!"

His mouth swooped down on the rapidly swelling tepjis hand expertly
raising the peak of her other breast till it wadasd and turgid as its twin.
'‘And his , tongue, have . . . you like that. HoWw ywur breasts are! You are
so beautiful, Corey. | can't blame any man for wanyou. You're untamed;
passionate. No wonder you respond! But | wish yawldn't! It tears me
inside to think that his hands, his mouth, his temdas been here ... and ..
.here...and...aaah"

'Please, please!" moaned Corey, nearly besidelhergedesire.

"You little wanton! It excites you to think of usth. Two grown men, vying
for your favours. Remember as | take you, Coreys Thme. Forget your
gipsy lover while I'm touching you.’

Corey's head was swirling with delirious sensatiaashis tongue trailed
delicately over her thighs. Jude's hands parteddgs and she gave an
involuntary gasp. Then he had moved away from her.

"You're so easily aroused,' he said bitterly. h bardly take credit for it.
Maybe | should leave you to your lonely bed. I'nt honestly keen on
sharing my women, Corey."

'I'm not one of your women!' she blazed.

‘That's obvious. But I'm one of your men.'

"You really think that?'



"What else can | think'." Kissing gipsies in theddie of a wood is hardly the
action of an innocent.’

'I'm glad you're jealous,’ she purred.

‘Jealous! | can hardly contain myself. | want tpegou and hurt you and |
want to love you and hold you tenderly. You mix upe You lie there with

your black hair spread all over my pillows and loak me with your

seductive eyes and | melt into a helplessnesstel b@ing your prisoner. |
think you'd better go back to your own bed—I'man much of a state.’

She was damned if he was going to arouse her anttree off, frustrated.
She leaned over him, the heat of her body makingdhiver. The full swell
of her breasts, close to his lips, maddened him.

‘Tell me about Lydia,' she teased huskily. 'Did gheh you here, and . . .
here...'

'‘Corey! You bitch! Don't...

'Did her mouth capture your nipple and ...'

Her voice was lost as she chewed gently. This timde's shudder was from
desire. He spread his fingers in her hair and dhigled his chest, then ran
her tongue around every curving muscle there.

‘Come up here,' he commanded.

'‘Only if you're gentle with me," she pouted.

He moaned and gritted his teeth. 'l don't knowaah control myself. I've

always prided myself on my technique,’ he saidressegan to slip her
tongue over his shoulders and up the whipcordssafiéck. 'You just make

me go overboard. If | don't hold back, forgive nie'whispered. 'You're

driving me crazy"

'‘Good,' she murmured. 'lt's lovely to have suchgrow



"You're wicked, enjoying your hold over me. Maybshould show you
who's boss around here.’

'Mmmm,' she agreed, 'l'd like that.’

Impatiently, he reached out for her, but she evadedgrasp and slid
laughing on to the floor.

‘All right, that's as good a place as any,' he ¢gdwas she tried to crawl
away.

'Let go my foot!" she cried, trying to wriggle hamkle from his firm grasp.

Jude had hauled himself up to cover her with hidybpressing his weight
full upon her. She felt the hardness of his chadtthighs and how highly
aroused he was. He began to move against her andadmed in her throat.

'l want you naked,' she breathed in his ear. 'ltwaifeel you.'

With an indrawn breath, he slid off his pyjama sers and forced his body
hard down again. But the rest of his movements skne and languorous,
his eyes and mouth, tongue and teeth caressinfuinatingly slow insistent
rhythms, his voice huskily arousing her, his whabely slightly sliding and
moving now against her silken skin, outlining eaithwith the journey of
his mouth.

She had no conscious thoughts; her mind had beéenesged by a more
primitive part of her subconscious. Her head beégaway from side to side
and she moaned gently, demanding that he shoyldtstogentle seduction
and take her.

‘Not yet," he whispered.

'Mmm. Now, now!' she groaned.

‘A little more here . . . and | stroke you . .eith. You're not ready.’



'l am, | am!" she protested. She couldn't starehyt more; all her nerve
endings had reached explosion point.

‘Slowly, slowly," he urged.

He had left her and slithered downwards, searingash of fiery
open-mouthed kisses, his moist warm mouth so $emsifinding an
immediate response in every part of her body. Astémgue caressed her
hips, she opened her thighs invitingly, thrustingr lpelvis upwards,
demanding his attention.

‘Touch me, feel me, cover me, take me," she whaspleuskily.

His mouth moved to the soft inner part of her tBiglbuching so lightly that
she strained to feel their touch.

‘This is where you are warm, where your pulses,beatne his muffled
voice. He struggled to keep a tight control ongtésk hunger.

'‘Damn you, damn you! | can't take any more!" shemed, twisting her
hands in his hair and yanking hard. UnresistindeX&lid up her body again,
his eyes charcoal black, glazed with passion. k@ed his hands under her
buttocks and lifted her pliant body. His mouth age®sted and she welcomed
him as he began, with short arousing thrusts, ltchéir need. Then he
paused.

'No, no, no,' she moaned.
'Shall | go on?' he asked.

In answer, she raked her nails down his back anardteed in shock, then
pinioned her hands above her head while he movesh stopped, then
moved again uttering small grunts of pleasure thate from deep within,
until her head was swimming and she could do ngttorprevent the tides
of tightly strung nerves from breaking, only to fgeheated by his ardour
and skill, again and again and again, washing titrdwer brain and through
her body in swathes of passion and pleasure inayl tere both spent in a
mutual exhaustion and lay side by side on the floor



After a long time, she began to nuzzle his netfte Ispent moans escaping
from her swollen lips.

'‘Good?' he murmured.

'‘Mm.'

There was a long silence. Corey could feel Judsly kensing beside her.
'Whassmatter?' she said lazily.

In answer, he drove his fist into the floor, agamd again.

'It's no good, Corey. | can't cope. I've got to wsilk. - | feel like a schoolboy,
but I've got to know!" His voice sounded desperate.

'Know what?' She raised herself on one elbow. Wimtarth was the
matter?

'Him. The gipsy. Was he . . . was he better tha@'me

'Oh! Didn't | tell you?'

'No! Of course you didn't!" Jude's face loomed oves,h@aging.
"You distracted me," she said. 'Persalf. He's rother.’

"Your. . ." In shock, Jude sat bolt upright. 'Wdiat you say?’

"You remember, at Tom's dinner, saying our namee weddle European
or something.’

'‘But he kissed you, on the lips. He didn't loolyau like a brother.’
'Rom kin—qipsy kin—greet each other like that.’

'Kin? Wait a minute, he's a gipsy.'



'Yes, Jude. If  am, and he's my brother, of cotess a gipsy.'

'You never said you . . ." His voice trailed offlamstunned look froze on his
face.

' did, didn't I1?" Corey couldn't remember. Judlemaking had taken over
all her thoughts. Maybe she hadn't mentioned thelwshe'd meant to.

‘A gipsy.' Jude's inscrutable face frightened ¥as he going to recoil from
her, after being so close, so mad for her?

'Yes,' she muttered.
'l see.’

There was another long silence. They lay on thatkb, staring at the
ceiling till Corey shivered. She falte-cold, inside and out.

He knelt beside her and picked her up, carryingttiéhe bed and tucking
her up.

'Sleep, my little one,’ said Jude softly.
'‘But. . .

'Shh! Sleep." Corey would never have believed émgtone could put so
much tenderness in one word. Happily, she strettieedength along the
sheets. The warmth enfolded her and the throbbimgiopulses took over
her brain, sending her into a deep sleep. Dimlyvgag aware, just as she
drifted off, of Jude sliding in beside her and shded up contentedly. In the
night she half woke and reached for him, but hengekto be sleeping too
far away. It didn't matter. He was there. She slept

When the morning sun shone so brightly throughctirgains that it woke
her, she found that he was not lying next to her,was there a dent in the
pillow where his head would have lain. But theres\aanote.



It said that he had gone to Spain. It said that bat cottage was habitable,
she could live in the Manor and that he had arrdreyéoan so she could
establish herself again. It advised her to go hadker mother and brother,
where she truly belonged, for she'd never find ireggs in the restrictions of
society.

'Oh God!" thought Corey. 'He couldn't take it, bally couldn't accept my
background!" She'd thought their relationship weedy for the revelation,
but her intuition had proved to be wrong. He hambiled from her, like all
the others.

"You didn't even have the nerve to tell me to ngefashe whispered, still
unable to believe that her tender lover could bstsdlow.

Then, staring at the note, she noticed the fir@t gesture. The note was
unsigned.



CHAPTER SEVEN .

It was not until the plane was way over France thdé &llowed himself to
examine his actions. Until then, he had been fonatg on auto-pilot, afraid
he would not have the courage to carry out hisniides if he paused to
consider.

With the in-flight routine over and the passendefisto their own devices,
Jude was forced into an unwelcome solitude andeocopiation. The
realisation of what he had done hit him like aloride had never acted so
irresponsibly in his life. It had been a flight @w instinct. Corey's habits
were catching, he told himself wryly.

That night, as she lay beside him, a flash of blindeasoning panic had
swept through his mind. Panic and love. He wasi@ily enslaved by this
wild creature, who lay sprawled in abandon, herltlimg, blue-black hair

feathering out in wild sprays across his pillowes; face soft and vulnerable.
He had lifted himself gently to gaze on her thit¢kch lashes, and pouting
mouth and longed to cover those soft lips withamd claim her again.

She had kicked away the restricting sheet andities lgf her brown body
lay tantalisingly curving, awaiting his touch. law/like a disease with him.
He couldn't keep his hands off her. He had bitteiis lower lip, the panic
surging up as he saw in his mind another womank, daassionate,
olive-skinned. He must get out as fast as possible.

It was the first time in his life that he had rumeg.

Always before he had met problems head on. Thisveeee beyond him.
That final revelation had clinched it, of courseovNhe could see the
resemblance between the painting of Corey andrieebhis mother. Corey
didn't have the same aquiline nose, nor the cadloglawicked eyes or
straight hair. But he must have been blinded bye¢srpersonality not to
have realised she had gipsy blood. Certainly hepezament fitted with
that of a gipsy.

He glanced at his watch. She'd be waking up novd! Gle leaned back
against the head rest and a small groan escapadcisdlips as he imagined



her reaction. There wouldn't be much of his bedréefbwhen she finished
with it. Small price to pay.

All the time he had dreaded this parting, hopingdoel hope that Corey
would settle and that his fears were unfounded! fhab he was! It had been
on the cards of course. She: wayward, fecklesgnsistent, glorious. He
both wanting her and yet aware of the potentialstey in such a
relationship. He'd been mad to propose—she mighd¢ hacepted! Neither
of them had conquered the devastation of theirdbbibd sufficiently to
consider marriage.

His eyes clouded as he remembered the fabulousneatwoman who had
been his mother. Only once had he seen her. Ibbad in southern Spain,
where he lived with his father. Normally dancing Raris, Rome and
Madrid, she had begun a European tour which hadezpm her home city
of Granada, where the Gitano gipsies had livedyérrerations. It had been
impossible to avoid the posters advertising hesgmee.

That Christmas holiday was already proving diffictdis father continually

complained about his eccentric behaviour at schdotle was feeling

defiant, rebellious. He had succumbed to intens@sity. He must see the
woman who had dominated his childhood by her vbsgace and whom he
obviously followed in personality.

Without his father's knowledge, he had sneakeafilte house, walking up
and down outside the theatre for nearly an houa bitter January wind
before he dared to enter.

The experience had stunned him. Catalina, dancidgnher stage name of
La Gitana, projected elemental raw sex so powsrfiiiht the cast and
audience were mesmerised by her, following everyemevery flick of her
skirt and slant of her eyes. While he shrank deiyehis seat, shocked that
his mother should be carrying on in such a blayaablandoned way, he
became more and more embarrassed at the staria@egi&knowing smiles
of the men all around. He was aware of their tenaiod miserably aware of
their desire. Sickness welled in his stomach antefieabruptly, drawing
angry hisses for the interruption. For a long thee¢oamed the streets, never
feeling the icy gale which chilled his bones.



Grudgingly, he could admit that if all those menigiht coveted his mother,
it was possible for his father to have been cagvatoo, rousing
bewildering and overpowering emotions in a man aduso direct
sensuality. No wonder Uncle Newton had also falfen her. His
aunt—newly pregnant—must have been infuriated, et/é€Patalina was
totally uninterested in Newton.

But why did his father marry her? The mores oftthee? And why did she
marry him? Jude had thought of his gentle, artfatizer as objectively as he
could.

He was handsome, yes; gifted, sensitive and cawstddaybe Catalina had
loved him. Nothing that adults did would surprisen lat that moment.

It made no difference to the fact that it had beemistake, though.
Catalina's frequent affairs and casual disappeasahad virtually numbed
his patient, gentlemanly father. It was obvioudude that he had loved her
too much. Once she knew he was enslaved, she siaidterest.

'Excuse me, sir, would you put your table down?"

Jude opened his eyes to see a stewardess hoviesega him with a plastic
tray. He shut his eyes again, blotting out thetldrignmaculate woman.

'No lunch, thanks,' he said shortly.
'It's very good, sir, chicken salad . . .'

'‘No!" Damn their chicken salad. He'd had enough chickaads for a
lifetime.

‘Are you all right, sir? Can | get you a drink, ssmething? You have a
headache?’

Headache! Why wouldn't she leave him alone? ‘ltdwed anything,’ he
shapped. 'Wait a minute. I'll have a whisky—double.

'Yes, sir. Right away. You're staying in Malaga?'si



Jude frowned and met her eyes, seeing in them tharepolite solicitude.
The stewardess was very pale- skinned, with ashdeldhair and pale
blue-grey eyes. You couldn't get further away frGarey with a woman
like that. His eyes travelled down her body andstitted encouragingly.

‘Granada.'
'Oh, shame. | thought we might be in the same hotel

Aching for Corey, his nerve endings still singimgrh the last night, Jude
stretched out his body,unconsciously sending sigmalthe girl. They
weren't for her; just a reaction to his thoughts.

Jude shut his eyes grimly. He didn't want her.

Poor Corey. She was as passionate and unrelialis asother, and as
unlikely to settle down. The whole essence of gpsvas their wandering
nature. It was surprising that Catalina had stayea years even. You
couldn't keep someone like that in a house witlbuinyg baby. His parents
had been fools to imagine the marriage would wblkwasn't going to be
such a fool.

Running a distracted hand through his hair, he latlte glance of an
attractive woman, across the aisle. She smiledimgly and he dropped his
eyes quickly. Rapacious creatures, women. God,e@wanted Corey!

Equally distraught, Corey lay for a long time i thed she had shared with
her lover, totally numbed by his shattering desartiLove. She thought he
loved her. So much for its enduring nature.

Despite all he'd said, all his protestations, Jode used her, enjoyed her
body and finally spurned her in a gesture of deatasy contempt. It had
been that final revelation, of course. All the tithey were making love, she
thought he knew about her background. Or did she@t\Wnconscious fear
had made her miss out the one word that would rhakeecoil? How dared
he persecute her for her birth! What right haddheansider himself better?



'You hypocrite, Jude Radcliffe! You prim, small-rded upper class
bastard!

A pillow went flying across the room. The 'thunkitagainst the wall was
vaguely satisfying.

"You coward!" A second pillow smashed into an omrad table. 'You
yellow-streaked whingeingoseur!'

By now all four pillows were distributed around tte®m, settled in debris.
She sat up, grinding her white teeth together indbfury, her hot blood
aroused.

‘Nightingale! I'll give him nightingale!'

She reached for the bedside lamp and tore it ftersacket.

In savage ferocity, she leapt out of bed and téfréhe bedding, rending it
apart with her strong fingers.

'And this ..."

The mattress was upended and there began a scanmitigated violence
as Corey released the emotions which had builtimviter since she had met
Jude, those emotions which had been unbalanceejégtion and which
were erupting into an uncontrollable fury.

'Miss Lee, Miss Lee!" The housekeeper stood atitioe aghast at the chaos
in the room and the black- haired virago in its shid

'Oh, Mrs Morris!" Corey sank to her knees, croughas small as she could,
covering her head with her arms and rocking, ragkimn floods of tears.

"You poor little thing," soothed Mrs Morris. Her mia arms curled around
Corey in comfort and she settled beside her, munguand patting
soothingly until the tears subsided.

'He's gone! He's left me!" moaned Corey.



'l know. He'll be back.'

'He won't! You don't understand!" she cried wildly.

'We'll see. | think you'll find he can't keep awfaym you. I've looked after
him for years, Miss Corey,' the housekeeper raidaey's chin so that she

was forced to look at her, 'and I've never known Bo happy. There's been
lots of women, that | can't deny. But you're splécia

T am,” said Corey miserably. 'l must be the firgdisg in his bed.'
Deliberately she stated the fact, waiting for teaation. For evermore, she

was going to announce her position, so that she kvigere she stood with
people.

'Oh, | know that," said Mrs Morris, surprisinglyhat's why you're special.
Suit him down to the ground, you do."’

‘Then why has he gone?' wailed Corey.

'Men get a bit frightened when their feelings get inuch for them. | expect
that's what it is. You stay here with me like hiel tme you would and we'll
wait for him to come back.’

"You really think so?' She was prepared to belawghing.

'Well, he can't do withounefor long. He likes my pies too much.'

Corey smiled through her tears.

'‘And if he comes back to me, then he'll find youl.right?'

She nodded. '‘Couldn't | ring him—do you know wheeds?’

'l know, but | promised not to ring. | promisedtfdully not to tell you
where he was. He needs a bit of time, | expects' Morris really believed

that Jude was going to talk over the situation wiih father. She kne,w
nothing of Jude's mother, since he never spokeflh her opinion, men



always saw the sense in marriage eventually, howese/ous they were
when the likelihood of settling down first strudiem.

'I'm not used to waiting," muttered Corey.
'Do you good, then. There's lots to do here. Youtwp if you like.'

And so she did. She and Mrs Morris settled into footable
companionship, baking, freezing, discussing theode¢ the Manor and
walking down together to see the progress beingenoadhe lodge cottage.
At night, Corey resolutely shut out any thoughtsl darced herself to
concentrate on sleep. Some nights it was imposstldemind whirred with
imaginative scenarios, planning for the day whateheturned, but that day
never came and her impatience grew until one shgckiay when she
discovered for sure that she was pregnant.

How could he have been so careless! she ragedli@&hiewant a child—she
was still living life, she didn't want to be hameeér

Hiding her condition from Mrs Morris, Corey moveddk into her house as
soon as she could, explaining away her haste byhasming her
independent nature.

'l love it here," she said, looking around the miamadl as she prepared to
leave, 'but | love my home more. I'm not far.gdlp back to see you. And |
have all the planting to supervise, for the lodgedgns.'

So she had left the housekeeper who had actedwasogate mother for her
over the past two months. It was now the beginoih@ctober. Season of
mists and mellow fruitfulness, she thought drilyodble is, I'm ripening up
a bit too well. Still no Jude. It was obvious heswa coming back to her.
What contempt he must feel! She had misjudged thinking he was an
unusual man. He was too aware of his own posit®ra gentleman to
contemplate a life with her. If only she had fateak fact straight away; all
this waiting and hoping had only brought about nam in the end.

Depression set in over the early winter months yGreroundings always
made her miserable and her own mourning made ty®stem greyer and



drearier. Images conjured themselves up in hetdertind to mock her of
Jude's body, hovering above her, love and desingsieyes. Her grief took
the alternate forms of abject misery and anger)éatter resulting in some
extraordinarily aggressive designs. And soon, agphegnancy advanced,
she was unable to conceal it any longer.

‘They're talking about you in the village," obse\irs Morris one day, as
Corey worked on the herb garden at the Manor.

‘That's nothing unusual,’ she said sharply.

‘They reckon you're pregnant by one of those giaileo were here in the
summer.’

'Oh, do they?"
'Corey, | tried to ring Mr Radcliffe last nightthought he ought to know.'

She rounded on Mrs Morris fiercely. "That's not!fhiasked you not to! |
askedyou!

'l know. But you're both acting so silly. It wasafly good, anyway," she
added gloomily. 'Mr Radcliffe senior said he'd gomémerica to live and
wasn't giving his address to anyone.'

The news came as a terrible blow to Corey. In #eklof her mind she had
always hoped . . .

'I'm to shut up the Manor and keep the flat in Lamfdadded Mrs Morris.
'‘Oh no!" Corey caught her hand. 'l don't want yogd. You're my friend.'
'It's my job," the housekeeper replied gently. "Youst make a life for
yourself, Corey. Why don't you move? There mustphamful memories

here.'

'Yes. But good ones too. | want my child to growhape.'



‘The villagers . . .’

'l don't care about them. They'll soon forget.d6mething exciting to gossip
about now, that | tumbled in the hay with a gipsy.d'm sorry the Manor
will be closed. It ought to be lived in. I'll ke¢pe gardens for you; | don't
want them to become overgrown again.’

'Shall | come down after your baby's born?' askesl Morris gently.

Corey reached out to the older woman and graspetdmsl. 'Yes. I'd like
that very much.’

'Maybe | should get in touch with your family.'

'Difficult,’ said Corey wistfully. 'They're somewtge in Austria at the
moment. Persalf sent me a letter. I'm designingeagnt for his wedding.'

Designs and hard work featured strongly in hemider. She had the chance
of an exhibition in Paris and was determined tocead, for her unborn
child's sake. Tom rang once, but she made it thedrshe wanted to be left
alone. Any affection or friendship would only opap her emotions again.
She mustn't allow herself the luxury of being claseanyone. Lonely,
without the warmth of human contact, she withdrewo iherself and
concentrated on her career and her baby. She vedisnd of the birth; no
physical pain could be worse than the agony thatitdo her heart.

During every step she took, the sights, smellsssmahds reminded her of
Jude and sliced anew through her body. The cha@revhe'd lounged, the
gate where they'd first kissed, the badger setrdkes, the orchard where
she'd wished for his love—all these inflicted imgha powerful images of
him. In her isolation she constantly re-ran the@nwersations and actions,
torturing herself with wishing and dreaming.

Yet she refused to leave and lose all those renmsnde bitter-sweet were
they. She grew to love passionately the greatesh@st constant reminder
of him—their child. Daily it grew within her bodyaking demands which
took her in a compensatory direction. Corey grdgiuslowed in pace,
becoming more gentle and tender.



Often, when she had no wish to work, she would gprhnd read one of the
many baby books she had purchased and which ldaiessdh around the

cottage. There was a growing unity with the child.it stretched a tiny arm
or leg, announcing its presence, she talked faratnising days of picnics

and pleasure, of meetings with Ma and Salf, ofeaifi close harmony with

nature—all the delights she could imagine.

Jude's child. She hugged the thought to hersetftiBie and time again she
agonised that she would never see the man she,ladaling and
wondering at the sight of her newly born baby.

Early in March, Mrs Morris had come to the MandreSieeded to check the
state of the linen and furnishings and to air thems. Corey had been
invited to lunch, but while they relaxed in theréby, making plans for her
future, she doubled over in pain.

'My dear! Is it the baby?"

She nodded weakly.

'Wait a bit. We'll see if you really are having t@gtions. It's early, isn't it?'
'Perhaps it's impatient, like me, poor kiddie,dsaorey ruefully.

'False alarm, I'm sure. Not unusual with a firdtygasaid Mrs Morris.
However, it was no false alarm. The housekeepecktyitelephoned
Corey's doctor, knowing by the decreasing gaps dmtwontractions that

there was no time for any ambulance to get hersaarountry to hospital.

'‘Come on. pet, up we go. Let's slide some sheets tite bed in the room
you used before, shall we? You liked it there.'

Keeping up a chatter, Mrs Morris helped the gasiogey upstairs and
settled her in the bed, tucking her up like a child

'Don't go,' pleaded Corey.



'Poor little lamb—no one to be with you but med hot right.’
"You're my friend.’

'Friend! You should have the baby's father heraglbis duty," Mrs Morris
said sharply.

Corey winced and was immediately distracted bylarostronger pain. She
breathed deeply, concentrating, shutting everytifiaogn her mind but the
safe delivery of her child. She was so engrossaistie didn't hear the bell,
or notice Mrs Morris leaving, until she saw the wo's face hovering above
hers.

Within the hour, she held her child in her armssah. Corey smiled at his
lusty yells and put her lips close to his ear, whaitng his secret name so
that the devil could never call him.

'‘Jude,’ she breathed. '"Your name is Jude.’

A tiny hand flailed in the air and caught her peoéfd finger, gripping

tightly. An expression of peace fell on the crunddi@tle face and she had to
overcome a passionate urge to squeeze him tightly joy. In awe, she

smoothed back the mass of black curls and ligluiliched the long black
lashes which had closed in sleep. 'He's perfédx,5aid softly.

'‘Course he is, pet,' said Mrs Morris, sniffingteg scene. 'What will you call
him, then?'

'Kal," answered Corey, looking at her son with slaste that the doctor too
was affected and cleared his throat loudly, turnongusy himself with his
bag. 'lt's after my tribe, the Kalderash. They'etatworkers,' she explained.

'Well now," said the doctor. 'We'll have to get yoio hospital, young lady.’
‘No! I want to . . . I'll go home," she said. Sheatled the thought of

summoning up enough energy to do so, but she coustly at the
Manor—Mrs Morris had to leave in two days.



'You know we can't have you all alone in that agtaf yours,' reminded the
doctor. 'That's why you were supposed to have lpaby in hospital.’

‘Then she's staying here with me,' said Mrs Mdimisly.
'l couldn't. . .'

To everyone's ears, there was such an elementofipg in Corey's voice
that it was plain she badly wanted to be cared for.

Mrs Morris smiled. "You don't think you're cheatimg of a chance to have
fun with that little scrap, do you? You wouldn't ¥ cruel!

Corey smiled in exhausted relief. 'So long as lomd you a favour,' she
murmured drowsily.

*

They stayed together till Corey was strong agatheager to try caring for
Kal on her own in the cottage. Mrs Morris calleds&ty goodbye. In half an
hour the taxi would call to take her back to Londma the Manor would be
empty again.

As she walked down Corey's path, the housekeepeedurequently, till
Corey was hidden from view. For a long time sheiedrthe memory of the
gentle young woman, looking so brave and beautditching that tiny,
precious bundle in her arms. Men! she thought &yoss



CHAPTER EIGHT
‘Tom! Howlovely— haven't seen you for ages. Come in out of the'rain

Corey hustled in a sun-bronzed Tom, who kissed daitiously and
carefully slipped off his raincoat for her to hanghe small hallway.

Automatically he removed his shoes and Corey walche patient
amusement as he placed them neatly, their heplsrfact alignment.

'Must keep your carpet nice," he stated.
'Of course,' agreed Corey. '‘Come by the fire.'

'‘Bad manners, not letting you know | was comingid sSTom awkwardly.
'‘But | thought you might try to avoid me."

‘Not now. I've got over my recluse period.’'

‘That's a relief. You look great,' said Tom adnghn

‘A bit fat,’ she confided. 'All this contented kg. And eating up scraps from
plates. I've developed a mad passion for rusksd iBnihe culprit, this is the
chap who has led my stomach astray.'

Tom followed her gaze and saw her son in the coofethe room,
contentedly stacking large wooden bricks™ with lismp little hands. He
noticed the darkness of his hair and the healthyAsstrong, sturdy child.

'He's great, too," he said uncertainly. He didmév« much about children.

'Help Kal make a tower while | make us some tea-¢- lare just baked a
crusty loaf. Would you like toast and home-made stamjam?"'

'Oh, would I! I've been in Turin. Italiangill always serve Italian food.'

'Idiot! You've missed your boiled beef, dumplingedaoly-poly pudding,
have you?'



'l have, | have," he agreed, cautiously bendingrdamd picking up a brick.
To his surprise, his interference was instantlyepted. Kal waved another
brick at him and they both settled down to theaeribusiness of perfect
balancing.

Corey carried over the tray of tea and set it dowrthe rug in front of the

fire, sliding a plate of quickly cut bread on tor i@ and spearing a slice
with the toasting fork. She watched the two of thelboth deeply

concentrating, frowning a little with the importanof the job in hand. Her
son had never known a father. She gave an inwghd She hoped the lack
wouldn't retard him emotionally. It was no problemw, but she was
concerned for the future.

'Here,' she said, deftly buttering the slice. YRutr own jam on. Kal! I've got
a biscuit for you.'

Kal looked up at his mother's voice and beameadylorg towards her and
reaching up a brown hand for the biscuit, Thenrretg to his task.

'Serious little chap, isn't he?' said Tom. 'Youldug be thinking about his
education.’

Corey hid a smile. 'Did you get that gorgeous taritaly?' she asked,
diverting him.

'Yes. I've been there these last three months.a#t & bit of a surprise.
Radcliffe's are expanding in Europe and their e@ssdepartment decided
they needed someone to make costings. I've bededoif my feet.'

'‘Me too. | don't notice the passing of time, I'mtasy. J—Kal keeps me
active most of the day, and ofcourse | work whenéean.'

A crash of bricks made them look around and theghad at Kal's delighted
face as he sat surrounded by the remains of hisrtow

'Let's put him to bed and we can catch up on nemsist tell you about my
Paris exhibition," said Corey.



'Paris! Sounds splendid. Um ... is this puttingfed business difficult?’
Tom asked warily.

'Pick him up while I collect a few things," shedsdilake him upstairs and
start undressing him.’

'I'm a stranger...'

'Oh, he won't mind. He loves everyone. | have tegdhim out of the arms of
half the villagers when we go shopping.’

'Really? They never used to be so friendly towamls'

'It's Kal. He's a charmer. In the summer he'dhditis little pram in his white
sunsuit, beaming his beatific smile, opening wibdlese black eyes and
waving his little brown arms about, and everyoni ife love with him.
People are suckers for babies," said Corey hapbilg. had been much
easier with her son to bridge a few gaps.

Tom bent down, and Kal stretched out his arms. Tad never been
interested in babies before, but the opennessottiid enchanted him. He
carefully picked up the warm sturdy boy, who wraghpes arms confidingly
around his neck and stared at him solemnly fromeurds long black

lashes. A small lump (fame into Tom's throat andcleared it loudly,

causing Kal to laugh and pat Tom's mouth.

'See what | mean?' smiled Corey, noticing Tom'dagasent. '‘Come on,
let's sort him out.’

It took a while to bath Kal and put him to bed hesa Tom insisted on
helping. Eventually, they returned and Corey maftfesh pot of tea while
Tom toasted more bread.

The rain drummed down outside relentlessly as sieéated the success of
her Paris exhibition. Tom saw in her a new innenficence and a

gentleness that she had not possessed before. T hoelg eyes! An

emptiness had replaced the dancing life he had sewe there.



Just as he was trying to find a way to manoeuwetmnversation into more
personal areas, they heard the unusual soundasfsgjaelching through the
puddles in the lane. The engine stopped and thégdvexpectantly but no
one could be heard on the path to Corey's door. fas®, puzzled, and
peered through the window.

'‘Someone's parked behind me in the lane. Don'grese the car. Know
anyone with a BMW?'

'‘No, | don't. Perhaps they're lost, or it's somessaan calling and he's
waiting for the rain to stop.'

'He'll have a long wait.'

Tom shrugged and returned to his toast, slumpirgndocomfortably and
stretching out his long legs to the fire.

The bell rang and Corey started, then smiled.venean get used to that
sound,' she said. 'This newfangled electricity.'Oh!

'Hello, Corey," said Jude's voice, husky with eoruti

For a moment, she stood in shocked surprise windedin poured down on
his bared head. All her dreams had been filled Witk moment, of Jude
returning and opening his arms wide to her, ofrtbestatic reunion.

'Oh, Jude!" she breathed.

For long, lengthening, heartstopping seconds, #tegd devouring each
other.

'‘Corey? You're letting in the rain,' called Tom.
In an instant, Jude stiffened and seemed to shiiskfacial muscles sagged

and his eyes dropped away from hers. Damn Tom! Bedan to turn away.
Desperately, Corey grabbed his arm and pulledstiseds body inside.



‘Just look at you!'" she scolded softly, trying teee up her breathing.
'Whatever made you come without a raincoat?' engting to cover up her
reaction, her voice had become sharp. "Your susbpping wet. Take off
your jacket and let me hang it to dry.’

As he handed it to her, he did so just as he ditdhy in the forest. Their
eyes locked; they were both remembering.

'Here, I'll hang it up,’ offered Tom helpfully.

The moment had been broken again. Corey was detuabthe way Jude
looked. Without his jacket, he wasn't the Judelsda known. This was a
thin, ill stranger; tanned maybe, but with taue&thed skin over ridged
bones and deep-sunk eyes. Her heart ached forrdrete drew him to the
fire.

Murmuring a wintry greeting to Tom, he stood wiik back to the roaring
fire, steam rising from his once- immaculate blpoistriped trousers which
were now creased and splashed with mud.

His gaze swept around the room, taking in the soéi®m reclining in his
stockinged feet, buttering a piece of burnt to@st, curled up on the arm of
Tom's chair, the room strewn with evidence of aydamily life. And baby
toys. Nappies. Little woollen jackets.

He gave a sharp intake of breath in pain and Cloaied at him anxiously.
‘Jude, are you ill?' she asked.

'‘No. Sorry," he said tightly, struggling to kees fieelings to himself. This
was a terrible blow. He had come ... He clutchethatmantelpiece for
support. No one had warned him of this arrangeniehad never crossed
his mind that Corey would have married Tom so safter his departure and
had his child. Tom, of all people! She might asl\wwalve married him! For a
moment, at the door, he thought he had seen hapeiriéo Corey's eyes.
Perhaps it had, but he could hardly encouragewt no



His agonised realisation that he couldn't live with her, the long

conversations with his father and the conclusia&dd come to, all these
had come too late. In halting, pained words, htediahad set his own
immature romanticism against Jude's emotional ritatand experience,

convincing him that Corey was different to CataliBait the process had
been too slow. All or nothing, Corey once said. Tioow had all.

He had to get out. He couldn't stand this happyestim atmosphere.

'Sorry," he continued. 'I've intruded.' He turnaatjdenly aware that his wet
shoes were leaving marks on the carpet. 'Sorryridmabled again. 'l should
have checked . . '

'Don't go,' said Corey huskily. 'We're having saeee Please stay for a cup.’
‘No, I ...

'Of course you must,' said Tom heartily. He'd nesemn Radcliffe so much
at a loss. 'Sit here.' He caught Jude's shirt sleev

'My shoes--'

'Heavens, it's only a bit of water!" babbled Cor¥pu should see what gets
on to this carpet sometimes. Don't worry.'

Somehow she must keep him here and get rid of TJade seemed so ill at
ease, so nervy. Maybe, she thought, as she pcuedeéd, maybe he hadn't
come for her after all. Maybe it was somethingaondth the cottage. Rent,
possibly eviction at last, she thought hystericallgr hand shaking.

'Sorry, I've slopped it,' she mumbled, her spirégidly falling. Jude was

rubbing his lip. He always did that when he wasulbo take an unpleasant
decision or a difficult course of action. Oh, Judkk cried inside herself.
Your son lies asleep upstairs!

Unable to sit near the two men, she wandered ardidyihg the debris of
the day, moving around the room swiftly and efintig, watched happily by
Tom and morosely by Jude.



'Excuse me doing this,' she said, 'but if | doe#xon top of it, it gets out of
hand so quickly. And | have to keep going because ¢ sit down | never
get up.’

'Please don't let me stop you. | can see how bosyaye," said Jude.
'‘Corey's just had an exhibition in Paris,' remarkedh.

‘Congratulations,’ said Jude politely.

‘Thank you." She finished filling a box with thad&s and curled up on the
sofa. Tom handed her the last slice of toast ardsatfiled absently at him.

Jude winced. "You find time to work?' he askedngyto remain normal.

'Not much. While | was carrying Kal | built up adgristock of pieces. I still
do some when he's asleep. He's very good and sideps

‘That's nice.’'

‘This is a picture of him," said Corey, unabledsist showing Jude his son.
She fiddled with the clasp of the huge silver ldcamund her neck and
passed it to Jude. No expression passed overrh@eesyes and Corey was
bitterly disappointed, expecting some kind of reatgn, or admiration at
least.

‘Nice child." He handed back the warm locket hgstil

‘Nice?' accused Tom. 'He's terrific! He . . .’

'‘Are you here for long?' asked Corey. It seemecklieNably incongruous to
have Tom singing the praises of Jude's son, andalldn't cope with the
irony of the situation.

‘Not now.'

'What?'



'I've decided it's a flying visit. I've only jusanded. I—I had one or two
things to settle over here.'

'Well, let's hope you don't take back an Englisld,tobserved Tom.

'l didn't think of the rain. | arrived at the Mareomd was surprised to see such
a blaze of colour. | didn't expect the gardenset&dpt up. When | saw them,

| continued driving and came round to ... to santhyou,' Jude finished
lamely.

'l enjoyed working on them,' said Corey shortly.

''d forgotten how lovely the English countrysidancbe,’ said Jude
wistfully. "You had no obligation to do anythingyw the house is shut up.'

'‘No, but | couldn't let the gardens run to rack angh again. And your
company is paying me a retainer,' she added.

'So you're back to Florida soon?' asked Tom.

Jude tapped his lip and lowered his eyes. 'Yes.'

'Where will you stay while you're here?' asked @ommncerned that he
might roam around looking for accommodation. He waso fit state to do

so in this weather.

'l cabled Mrs Morris. She's coming down on the @wgrtrain. She'll look
after me till | leave.'

There was a lull. They were all behaving like pobtrangers.
"Turin's going well," said Tom brightly.
‘Good.’

Tom tried again. 'Cottage looks nice, doesn't it?'



'Oh, yes,' interrupted Corey, remembering her mann&hank you for
designing such aympathetitiouse for me. Radcliffe's in London told me it
was your design. That was very kind. You must Hae®en so busy. To be
honest, all | expected was four walls and a rodhaidoor and a couple of
windows.'

"You couldn't live in a nasty modern box,' saideJgtortly.

'l could if I had to, but I'm delighted that | dbrForgetting the chaos inside,
what do you think of your house?'

'My . . ." He rubbed his lip, pressing his elbowoihis chest to contain the
pain. His house? It belonged to Mr and Mrs Tom Gesyson. And
family. He must go. His eyes met Corey's. Tom lzawed her, gentled her.
Ifonly. ..

He raised his head. 'Listen!" he exclaimed, makiegn all jump.

Corey cocked her head to one side, trying to tarie the possibility of Kal's
cry.

Jude swore. 'lt's a nightingale,’ he said, the ldidks neck chilling at the
clear sound ringing out from the garden.

'Oh, that," said Corey relieved. 'The nightingdlase all gone, Jude. Flown
away.'

‘They would," he muttered.

'Mmm. They're not daft enough to stay in Englandrahe summer. That's a
robin you can hear. Same family.’'

i thought it was a nightingale.' His face was stdmyg jaw clenched. Corey
laughed nervously. Might he be close to a breakdoida appeared to be so
crushed by life.

A wail came from upstairs. 'Nothat sound | recognise,' smiled Tom.



'Oh lor', he reckons he's missing something,’' Caicky.

'Shall | go?' offered Tom eagerly.

She smiled in relief. Thank heavens for Kal. Shede Jude to herself for a
moment. 'You angel. Yes, please. My feet are jbsutito drop off. He's
teething, you see,' she said to Jude, who stasetutely ahead, not meeting
her eyes. If only he would show interest! 'I'verdpad| day entertaining him
and I'm longing for him to sleep.’

'I'll do my stock lullaby,’ said Tom. "Ten Ton B&ss the Girl for Me."’
Corey laughed. 'ldiot. You'll do 'Swing Low, Swé&#tariot' and like it.'
'0.K." said Tom good-naturedly.

She watched as he mounted the stairs.

'More tea?' she murmured to Jude.

‘No, thanks. I'll be off." He attempted a politartk you smile, but it died on
his lips.

if Mrs Morris isn't coming for an hour or so, mayleu'd better have
scrambled egg supper with us," said Corey. 'Yougrg welcome.'

"You've changed," he said abruptly, not answering.

'Of course!" she replied, startled at his directnes

You're . . . happy.'

For a moment, she considered. It was a differeppinass to the wild
abandoned ecstasy she had experienced with Jueee WMas no fulfilment
of her own life as a woman, but then her son amavioek took all her time,

energy and love. Kal made herhappy. Their gaze hiealmost pleading,
hers confused.



The sound of Tom's creaking voice filtered dowthim.
'‘Goodbye, Corey," he rasped, snatphing up his jacke
'‘No, wait,Jude!

Almost blindly he fled from the cottage and Corawp to the window to see
him running to his hire-car, trailing the jacketelassly in the mud.

Within minutes, a bewildered Tom found himself legvand Corey bolted
the door behind him, clinging to its wooden panptgessing her hands and
cheek to the polished oak, the tears thickly fgllin

Jude sat in the library, huddling over the gas fite'd changed into a thick
sweater and casual trousers, but still felt chilldte whole place offered no
welcome. God, how he envied Tom, coming home frarkwo that haven,
that roaring fire, that comfortable atmosphere,t theautiful child and
glowing woman! He would have thought that a maeiagth Tom was
against all odds. A year ago he would have betsailure. But it seemed to
be flourishing well enough.

Sighing, he poured himself another whisky. If hesmtcareful, he'd moon
over that woman, building up their relationship aft all proportion.
Restless, he meandered up to the bookshelves ardsréingers along the
spines, then stopped suddenly in his tracks arfdwstforefinger, traced the
title which had caught his eye.

‘The Ursitory.What the hell is that?' he muttered. It was a siolume. As
he idly flicked over the pages, one or two word®dtout, seemingly in bold
type. Gipsies—the book was about gipsies. Intriginedtook it over to a
chair and settled down.

'I'm in, Mr Radcliffe." Mrs Morris's smiling face ag peering around the
door.



'I'm pleased to see you again,' he said, risingrldoming her. 'You've no
idea how much I've missed your cooking.'

'Hmm," she said, a little sharply. 'That's just ilh&aid to Miss Corey.'

She noted the small start that he made. 'Have gen to see her?' she asked,
almost accusingly.

'Er—I popped in to thank her for making the gardes so nice," he said,
immediately on the defensive.

It's not my place to interfere, sir--' she began.

'No, it's not." Jude turned his back and took @ giilwhisky. 'Can you get
me something to eat, Mrs Morris? Then | thinkddl straight to bed.'

'Very well, sir." So, they were still sparring, wehey? She'd soon sort them
out!

Jude returned eagerly to the book. It was a fasogatory and he hardly
looked up when his supper was brought in. Mrs Maretired, sniffing.

So engrossed was he in the book that he had fohisleemeal before he
realised. An hour later he had finished readingvaasl searching the shelves
for other books—any books—about gipsies.

Late into the night he read, delving deep into ltheks which had been
collected by Newton. He was beginning to underst@oncey much better
now. That strange mixture of abandon and warirtesdear of ‘capture’, the
underlying need to be part of a group which hadlzEmied her.

Exhausted now, he was just about to leave theofébe books for the next
day, when he noticed one which was more used teaaothers. Its spine was
broken and dirty and from the distortion of the e®y something had been
stuffed into the pages. He lifted it out and it Ggden immediately to reveal a
folded piece of paper and a huge white feather.

When he opened the paper he recognised Newtortiaguri



'My dear Jude. If you have got this far then yoe showing some real
interest in Corey. Take care of her, because ociegoowes her some
recompense for what we have done to her and heiXiall the people |
know, you will understand her best because you hla@esame desire for
freedom. That, of course, you get from your motkiée. all fell in love with
Catalina, but none of the Radcliffes were ableite ¢her what she longed
for.

'As far as Corey is concerned, you will know by ribvat she is a gipsy from
the Kalderash tribe and therefore inherits a thodsgears of skill in
metalworking and other skills which | hope you wébkd about.

‘Take her one day to the Camargue, where she canupeavith her people
when they celebrate their Saint's Day. And one gaghaps you will offer
her this swan's feather as a token of your love.\@@h know what it means.
Read this book and it will tell you. Remember, auylive your life with a
tenth of the intensity that she does, you will bephappy.

'‘God bless you both, Newton.'

Pained by the irony of the situation, Jude learsmtkin the chair and shut
his eyes. Corey had settled with a man very sinhldns father. Would she
be faithless to him after a while? Maybe he didnity Tom now. He could
be badly hurt.

The night was long and a sleepless one. Perverdadynext day was so
brilliantly sunny that Jude had breakfast in thessvatory, relishing the
late autumn warmth.

'‘Are you going out today, sir?' asked Mrs Morris,sae refilled the coffee
pot.

'No, I'll sit and catch up on a bit of reading,'daad.

'‘Well, | was wondering . . . there's a lot to daehand if you've nothing
special to do ..

'Of course I'll help. What do you want me to do?'



'I need some mushrooms for the stew.'
'Right, I'll go to the village.'

'Oh, no, Mr Radcliffe. They have those awful buttonshrooms, grown
indoors. If you go over Carson'’s field, there'lldmne, and then Mr Carson
has done a nice plump chicken for us.'

Going to Carson's farm would take him right paste®@ house. He couldn't
resist going in, could he? She smiled in satisbacét her scheming.

'l don't know the difference between mushroomsgmsgonous toadstools,'
protested Jude.

‘That's all right, Mr Radcliffe, | know. You piclome for us and I'll make
sure you're not poisoned. You'll like a nice tencldcken, won't you?"

He smiled at her. 'All right. But if | die I'll sugu. It's not a bad idea. A walk
will blow away a few cobwebs.' He could do with sotime to think, away
from the distraction of the telephone. 'T'll justi$h this book, then I'll go.’

Reaching for his coffee, he opened the broken bblo&.previous night he had
read over half-way, fascinated and unwilling to puatown.

Relieved at the change in the weather, Corey ggstitked a simple lunch
and prepared her son for a day out. Neither of taejoyed staying indoors
for long and his teething seemed to bother him Velssn hewas happily
occupied in the woods. For both their sakes, shst mabuild her life and
stop dreaming about Jude. She strapped a rucksadk ber back and
tucked him into the baby buggy, whic.h was verydratl from the frequent
hauling over rough ground.

Outside, the air was clean and fresh after the @ivampagne air.

'Mmmmm! Breathe that in, Jude,' she said. 'Heyr tied?'



Obligingly, little Jude cocked his head, just Ithe mother, and pretended to
be listening.

‘That's a vixen's bark. We'll see if we can traee lhir. Right, we've got
more than enough to keep us alive for a week. get's

Corey hadn't planned where they would go. Usualtythese jaunts, they
followed their noses. Jude chortled happily asssimg one of her marching
songs and she fancied that he was trying to join in

Once through the wood, she decided to keep away tlee Radcliffe
meadow and make her way to Carson's land, the ettler As usual, she
was combining a walk with filling her food store.

'‘Now," she said, unstrapping Jude and setting Inithe grass. Here, the soil
was porous and the ground had already dried iw#ren sunshine.

'Here's some Jack-go-to-bed-at-noon. Remember hdviow the seeds?
See if you can tell me the time.’

His fat fist closed gently over the stem and heewdaiv around, watching the
fine seeds drift away on the light breeze. Corethg@d a basketful of

elderberries to make jam, keeping a careful eyehen son. He was

engrossed in laboriously piling up bits of grass@a dead leaf-beetle that
he had found.

Further on, they stopped at the horse chestnutatideCorey collected the
chestnuts which had been driven down by the previay's rain. Jude
examined the shiny smooth chestnuts with intenadt@orey told him all
about playing conkers. The villagers smiled whezytheard her talking to
him as if he could understand. Corey knew he canttirefused to use 'baby
talk’ with him. He was too serious—he'd think sreswsilly.

By now, weighed down with fruits of the autumn, &pwas ready to stop
for lunch. She picked a spot on the edge of thednaral the meadow. As
they ate, she wove a daisy chain for their headsirtg it with the lilac-blue

Devil's Bit Scabious. Jude lifted a huge horse twhadeaf and put it on his
head too, laughing merrily, and she gathered hahtly to her, hugging him



till he was breathless. He loved that. She rockeddm her lap, offering him
the acorn 'hats' she had kept in case he was babisdittle fingers
investigated every nook and cranny of them, smagtlaround the little
cup, totally absorbed.

She was so taken up with him that she did not kearquiet footsteps
approaching across the meadow. She began to cilodiakey and gradually
her son's thick black eyelashes dropped on toheeks, fluttering softly,
then became still. He was breathtakingly beautifile lashes swept his
flushed face, the black curls tumbled over histiessl and tipped his tiny
ears. Corey traced each curl with her finger, kiggach one and kissing his
button nose.

It was then that she heard a caught breath anéduim see Jude—Jude
Radcliffe, a few yards away, hands stuffed in tloekets of his cotton
jacket, turning from them.

'Don't go,' cried Corey. 'He's fast asleep, you 'tmdisturb him. When he
drops off nothing wakes him.'

Reluctantly Jude walked up and regarded her foomemt before sitting
down. Corey was stroking the smooth, bare littggsland feet of the child.

'l always seem to be intruding,” said Jude stiffly.

‘No, you'll never be intruding.' She pre.ssed aharher pounding heart. 'l
see you've been on the forage, like us. What haudgund?"

'Oh, | was under orders. A chicken from Carsomis fand mushrooms from
the field. At least," he added gloomily, 'l hopeytine mushrooms.'

'Here, show me. I'll tell you. Yes, they're mushmso You won't be needing
the last rites just yet.'

"You seem to have more of the countryside insidedtbaskets and on your
heads than | can see around me," he smiled. Shkedoquite lovely
garlanded with the daisy chain. And the child.



'We've got chestnuts, acorns, elderberries, jurbpeties and cobnuts,' she
said, happy to have this stolen time with himk# lautumn time. Such a lot
to do and find out and tell J—Kal." Sometimes sbentl it difficult to
remember that his name was secret to them both.h8ped he would
understand as he grew older.

'He's very special to you, isn't he?'

‘My treasure.’

"Yours?'Jude slanted his eyebrows at her.

'Well, he's on temporary loan, of course, till Hesown man.'

'‘Corey, I've found some books and papers of Newtih@t | want you to
have.'

She looked up in surprise.
'I've read the books. They're all about gipsieseHgou read them?”

'When I'd learnt to read Mr Wallace helped me tadréhrough one-n
Sara's Tentdl. didn't know he had others.. Why are you givingm to me?
They're yours now.’

‘Not really. You ought to have them. They're varieresting. Something
else, Corey. My uncle left a sum of money to meyasknow. Part of that
money is for you.'

Jude didn't mention that the money was to go t@Zdhe didn't marry her.
He couldn't bring himself to say that.

'Me? Why?'

"You know how fond Newton was of you. It's all etpapers. You can get a
lawyer to O.K. it if you like, but | had to waitif@ year and then . . . then |
had to hand the money over to you. It should helpt.aPerhaps employ

someone to look after—er—Kal when you want to work.



'l look after him myself. No one else,' she sagt, thark eyes on him. How
thin he was! But thin or not, she was beginningragafeel the pull of his
magnetism as they relaxed in the meadow. Her eipeltekl and he caught
their fire.

God! She was sending messages to him even thougtisTahild slept
between them. Despite the situation, helplesslyldamt towards her,
answering the flare in her eyes with his own desire

Unconsciously, Corey flung back her head like aoes colt. As she did so,
she arched the lines of her body and memories dsboafts of heat through
him. She was fuller now and the free fall of hezdsts under the loose shirt
excited him beyond measure. Curse her!

Confident that her intuition was not playing hdséa Corey fixed Jude with
steady eyes and parted her lips in pleasure. Hevatited her! If only, . .

'Stay at the Manor,' she said huskily. 'I'd likesyostay. Itmustbe lived in.
You mustmake that pond.’

'l can't, Corey. | daren't. Besides, | have mytmhdo.’

"You can design anywhere in the world. Even inyadd England,’ she
coaxed.

It was tempting. Very tempting. But'he couldn't koid a man on his own
doorstep. How like his mother she was!

‘Corey, | ...
To his concern, she edged closer to him and toubfethce. 'Dear Jude,’
she said, 'l can't believe you're shy. Neitherldalieve you don't recognise

this chemistry between us. You did before.’

‘That was different." He longed to catch her fisgand kiss each one. She
seemed so tender.

‘No difference at all. | still love you, Jude.’



'‘My God!" he gritted, glaring at her and the startled, waldhild. 'l've told
you before, you can't go around seducing everyyoarcome across, gipsy
or not. It's not decent!

'‘And you never listened to my reply. I've only elered you.'

"Tom?' he queried, in a harsh voice.

'He's sweet. | feel nothing else.’

‘Not even as Kal's father?"

Corey opened her eyes wide. So that was what luglioQuite natural, she
supposed. 'He's not Kal's father.’

The shock disturbed him deeply. 'Hmm. Typical ofhilto marry you to
give the child a name.’

'‘Damn you, Jude!" She set aside her startled sbo,was confused to hear
his name spoken in anger. He crawled slowly awaynéver marry a man
for that. | have enough names for my son. Tom mey'thusband, he's only
my friend.’

Jude frowned. 'Thank God for that. He's not rigitylou, Corey. Not even
as an ex-lover.'

"You were my first and only lover,’ she said irow ltone.
'‘But you didn't—you weren't. . ." He took a deegdh.

‘Jude, I'd ridden horses for years. But | was giviwhen you made love to
me, | swear on my son's head.’'

'l came back to see you. Corey," his voice ligheHeeame back because--'

‘Jude!'she exclaimed violently.



It was a moment before he realised she was shouatindpe child—at
Kal—who was just reaching for some black berriemagng by the hedge.
His little hand wavered and he turned to his mqthirlower lip trembling
as she flung herself on him and dragged him aveayirtg up the offending
plant as she did so.

‘Jude, my darling,’ she said to her son, 'listdmesg are bad. These are
deadly nightshade. They will kill you. You musteiter touch berries like
this.'

He reached out to a spray of elderberries, pedpang her basket.

'Oh, | know, that's what | pick. Were you tryingdopy me and help? Poor
darlin', what | shock | must have given you! Lothey're different. These
are nasty, these are good. I'm sorry, my treaSirall we—oh!'

Standing sternly before her was Jude, his chasgrend falling, his eyes
glowing smokily.

'‘Whatdid you call him?' he whispered.

Her lips parted but no sound came from them. Heatred down on his
haunches, very close.

'l said, what name did you give him?"
‘Jude,’ she breathed.

'He's called Kal.'

'Mmm. | made a mistake:'

He grasped her shoulders. 'I'll say you did!" Nohatv want to know is,
which is his real name? Tell me the truth, Coréy,important.’

Miserably she lifted her chin, her own lip quivegin



'Gipsies have a secret name and a public namdletidam Kal after the
Kalderash tribe. When we're on our own | call hundél.’

Why?"

She would have to tell him. The way he was lookimgwouldn't rest till he
had prised it out of her.

'‘Because he was all | had of you when you left.aBese he's your son.'

'‘My son?' He rose and walked away a few paces, fudhger. 'My child?
And you weren't going to tell me?"

'What difference would it have made? Jude,’ botthef looked at her.
‘Jude—you won't take him from me, will you? Oh Goédbuldn't bear it if
you did! Please don't. | know you could give hifedter life and I'm only a
gipsy, but he loves me and | adore him. Pleasd thk& him!

She clasped her baby tightly to her breast andaalude, her eyes filled
with tears, unable to say any more because otithp In her throat. She had
never known such fear. Her lover had desertedrgbnaw all her happiness
was wrapped up in this child. Without him she'chbéhing.

To her surprise, Jude stretched out his hand dedt@hately touched the
daisy-chain circlet in her hair.

'I'm relieved to discover you can be still a bitysihe said softly. 'l thought
you'd turned completely wise and womanly.'

'Silly?' she queried, wondering what was going on.

'Silly. Do you really think I'd take our son awagrn you after seeing how
you love him and care for him?'

'Like teaching him to eat poisonous berries?' shé wryly, still shaking
from the fright.



'I've never seen anyone so suited to be my sontsry,'she correctedour
son's mother—than you. Put him down,' he ordered.

'He's still a bit upset,’ she protested.

'Here.' Jude took his son from her arms and tutkedht little legs around
his neck. From his perch, little Jude gurgled viathghter, his impish face
peering out at his mother through his father'skttiwn hair. A surge of
pleasure swept through Corey to see them togelher.felt as if she had
been reprieved from some awful sentence.

Holding carefully on to his son with one strong thatrying to balance the
joggling child, Jude reached inside the deep pcobitis cotton jacket. His
fingers touched what he was searching for.

'Close your eyes," he commanded sternly.

Frowning, she obeyed.

'Put out your hands.'

She felt something tickling, then it was as if tharas nothing in her hands
at all. He had been teasing her. She opened her &ancing down, she
saw it. A swan's feather.

'Oh!" For the second time in a few minutes, hersefjied with tears. He
couldn't know what it meant. He had no idea how mhis jokey present

was hurting her.

Unable to keep his son in place much longer, Judestd him on to his hip
and drew Corey to him.

''ve read all the books, Corey. This is a tokemw. y»u know what it
signifies?"

Wordlessly she nodded.



'For ever and ever | will defend you and proteat ymd love you like the
swan cares for his mate. And that includes ouddbib. Corey, I tried living
without you and it was hopeless. When | returnethelant to beg your
forgiveness and ask if you would give me a trial+etthme out if | tried to
chain you too much. Seeing Tom with his socks omr ynantelpiece was
the most awful shock I've ever had. Apart, maybemfseeing all those
baby clothes around.’

'Oh, Jude,’ she said, laying her head on his skadldlo love you. I'll keep
the feather safely.’

'l want to marry you. But if you don't want thateg@se at least let me live
with you. Anywhere, | don't care. As you said, hckesign wherever | want.
I'm handing over the major part of the manageménRadcliffe's. I'd
already arranged that, hoping that we'd get togetlkeew I'd need time for
you!'

'What will your parents say?' asked Corey.

Tl tell you about them on the way back. Maybatthvill help you to
understand why | left you so cruelly.’

"You're back, that's all that matters,' she saidzling into his chin.

'What about marriage?' he persisted. 'l think Jhdee ought to have
brothers and sisters.’

'Yes," she answered, her eyes gleaming, 'so doakridge would be
wonderful.’

"You don't feel trapped, having said that?' Juétedsautiously.

'‘No. My mother was right—freedom is within you.del totally fulfilled
now. No one can take that from me.'

He gently stroked her face and tucked the blacknéemwisps of hair behind
her tiny ears.



'I'm going ask the best jeweller | know to desigmya ring. | want her to
make it like a swan's feather, curving around thgef, but not meeting. It
mustn't meet. That means you're free in our magri€grey."'

As she clung tenderly to him, the desire rose betvieem both.
'No chance of this lad going to sleep again, isgf®e he asked hopefully.

'‘No!" she laughed. 'Later,’ came her promise. tAf&eh-time.' 'Whose, his or
ours?' he asked wickedly. Her answering peal afliter echoed around the
wood and startled a flock of starlings who rosattdring angrily.

Jude picked up the baskets and persuaded his smaved in his buggy,
bribed unashamedly with a lapful of Old-Man's-Beatdch soon absorbed
him.

Anyone looking across the meadow would have seamdy, tender and

loving, walking slowly in the October sun, enjoyitite sheer pleasure of
being together in each other's company and relisthie promise of the
years ahead.



