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"I haven't come back into your life, James," Camelsaid. She was shocked
to discover that the position she had acceptedasrgess was the in the
home of the man she had spent six years tryingrgget.

Aware that nothing had really changed, that heastill create havoc with
her life, Caroline's first instinct was to flee.

Then she found herself trapped - by his daughtexsl of her and by the
demands of his invalid wife. And by her own needaies!



CHAPTER ONE

THE temperature of the pool was about eight degrhesyay he liked it. He
swam several lengths swiftly, enjoying the suddasoling of his flesh after

the heat of his bed, and then climbed out to didpewon to the delicately
coloured mosaic-tiled surround. Overnight winds baeépt a few leaves on
to the pool's surface, but he still preferred ithte clinically clean depths of
the heated indoor pool which Deborah favoured. d¥eetled himself dry

and as he did so his eyes flickered cynically dfrerornate wrought iron
and statuary which gave the pool area such anmlégakground. It was a
curious paradox, he thought, pulling on a navy tbmgerobe, that Deborah,
who despised the naked human form in the fleshyldifond such pleasure
in looking at these stone images in all their finondetail.

Beyond the wrought iron trelliswork, presently hunigh roses, a belt of
poplar and cypress shielded the pool from pryingsegnd beyond that the
tall walls surrounding the grounds assured absgitt@cy. At this hour of
the morning, no one else was abroad, however, anglatked back to the
house deep in thought.

Shallow steps led up to a. wide terrace, and hereatthe house through
french doors into a wide, high- ceilinged lounges Hare feet left dusty
imprints upon the cushion-soft thickness of theaorearpet, and his towel
swung dangerously near an exquisite figurine, sedlput of ivory, which
occupied a central position on a low antique cariadule. But he was
unaware of it, absorbed as he was with the problem#$is mind. He
scarcely acknowledged the polite greeting addresbkiin by Mrs. French,
the housekeeper, who was drawing back the longcaiflains from the hall
windows, and ascended the stairs two at a timedohr his own suite of
rooms.

He showered in the brown and gold luxury of hisyb@adm and then dressed
in the dark brown pin-striped suit he would wearthie office. He was
fastening the laces of his suede boots when thaseantap at his bedroom
door.

'Yes?'



His summons was unnecessarily brusque, but his fiestares softened
when a girl of perhaps sixteen came into the rddine was thin and dark, as
he was, but without his height, and their relatiopsvas at once apparent.

'‘Daddy," she exclaimed appealingly, coming intorit@m and closing the
door, 'l have to talk to you.' She leaned backregidhe door. 'Please - don't
let Mummy do this!

'Laura, we've been through all this—

'l know, | know. But you could make her change hend, | know you
could.’'

Her father came towards her, his expression conpass, but firm. 'It
happens that | don't want to change your motharigl frhe told her gently.
‘Laura, you're too young—'

'Oh -stuff!" The girl's lips trembled. 'Daddy, you don't undzms!’

‘I wonder how many other parents have been told tha

'Well, it's true! You don't. You don't know whasitike to be in love—'

'Don't 1?' Her father's lips tightened. 'l marrigaur mother," he reminded
her quietly. 'We had you.'

'‘But you were never in love with her, were youiilzés eyes were stormy. 'l
know you weren't. You were just two people from shene class in society
who happened to suit one another at the time!

‘That's enough, Laura!

'No, it isn't. It's not nearly enough. If you'd eveved somebody, really
loved them, that is, you'd have a little idea hdeel.'

'‘Laura, believe me, | know how you feel," he angdeaurtly, turning away,
feeling a long-suppressed emotion stirring insioke. FBut | have no more
time to argue with you. | have a meeting at ten—"'



'Meetings, meetings! That's all you ever think gban't it? Work, work,
work! You don't care about me any more than Mumrogsd I'm just a
puppet to be pulled about in whatever directiotssynu best!

'‘Laura!' He turned to face her again, and she avdtbttle under the coldness
of his gaze. 'The matter is closed, do you unded$ta

'I-I'll be the laughing stock of my friends,” shergisted tremulously.
'H-having a governess at my age!'

'l don't see why. You've been ill. You can tell rthe¢hat the doctor has
recommended that you don't return to Boscombehiertime being. Then
later ..."He shrugged. 'You're not exactly beingficeed to the house, you
know.'

' might as well be. All my friends will be away.'

'Only in term time. And besides, you're sixteerd &hough to have grown
out of the need for group relationships.’

'‘But not old enough to have a boy-friend?

‘Not that particular - boy-friend, at any rate.’

'Why not? Just because Johnny's ten years oldentkaand has to work for
his living! Physically work, that is. Mummy doesrdally care about that,

you know. She's only jealous—'

‘Laura, be silent! We will not discuss this anytifier, do you hear? | suggest
you go and get dressed and try to behave like dteinng female creature

you're purporting to be.’

'‘But, Daddy—'

Laura made one final attempt to appeal to him,dné look at his grim

controlled face was sufficient to convince her sta& was wasting her time,
and what was more, losing the only ally she waslyiko have.



Later, as he was absentmindedly eating his breakfiashe sun-filled
morning room while he studied tikénancial Timeshe heard the squeal of
Deborah's wheelchair coming across the hall. Hie Wwad her suite of
rooms on the ground floor for obvious reasons,sr&rarely joined him for
breakfast. In fact, Deborah rarely rose beforedie and he could only
assume Laura had been foolish enough to disturbmioginer. He put his
paper aside and rose to his feet as the electaic came into the room.

If one could discount the useless lower limbs abvéydden beneath
trousers or ankle-length skirts, Deborah Booth émblstill a beautiful
woman, even though she was confined to a wheeldrairhad been so for
the past sixteen years. In her youth, she had lbweses and hunting better
than anything, or anyone, and in spite of her hnglseopposition had gone
riding only weeks before her baby was due to be.bbhe fall she had had
had almost killed the premature child and had ¢egeborah for life. In
the beginning, she had blamed her husband foratident, and for weeks
she had refused to see either him or their smaigllzr. She had never
wanted children and she had convinced herselindapregnancy had been
responsible for that momentary lack of control.dtabhowever, as the full
implications of her incapacity were made known &, tshe had had to
acknowledge that she needed her husband now as befgre. With a
characteristic disregard for anyone's feelingshaitown, she had insisted
she could no longer live on the estate in Susseghaiter father-in-law had
given them as a wedding gift. Instead, they hadedaw a house nearer
London without the facilities for horses. She hamdnded that all the
animals be destroyed, and although James had nshipped them as she
had done, he missed the occasional opportunity tadgng. From his own
point of view, he was nearer his work in the Céapd this was a constant
compensation; and apart from one occasion he hazkseded very well in
adjusting to the often lonely tenor of his exis&nc

'‘Good morning, Deborah,' he said now, putting akide¢able napkin. This
is an unexpected - surprise.’

Deborah was still wearing her nightgown, a chifftegligee accentuating
her extreme thinness. 'What time will you be hohg évening, James?' she
inquired, without preamble.



He shrugged. 'Why do you ask? | have a provisienghgement for dinner
with Tom Saunders, but it's nothing that can't wiaifou've made other
arrangements.'

'l see.' Deborah regarded him intently. 'ThenikKd ou to come home to
dinner. After all, the - er - governess arrivesatpdas you know, and I'd like
you to be here to welcome her." She paused, agjhhassessing his
reactions. 'We may have trouble with Laura, angbi&fer your - support.’

James accepted this without comment. It was atiomgsince Deborah had
acknowledged needing his support in anything, lutg@ps she was right on
this occasion. Laura was inclined to be rebelliaismes, and after his own
conversation with her earlier ... Besides, Debatiahhave a look of strain
about her. He wondered if her back was painingaetr sometimes did. But
she would not welcomileis concern.

‘All right," he agreed equably. 'I'll be home ardwix.'

'‘Good." Deborah smiled then, and the look of std@spersed. 'It should be
quite a - an interesting experiment.’

'Hardly an experiment,’ remarked James dryly.dutght we had agreed it
was the only solution.’

'Oh, itis, itis,' she hastened to reassure Buot. I think it will be interesting
all the same."

James flicked back his cuff, consulting the plaihdgwatch encircling his
wrist. 'It's after nine. | have to go. Deborah.d8e you this evening.'

'Of course.' Deborah nodded and he bent to kisshesk, aware of the way
she flinched from his lips. Since her accidenthad never been allowed to
lay a hand on her. The doctors had told him it nasiral that she should
feel this way in the beginning, paralysed as shs, Wwat instead of the

feeling diminishing over the years, it appearelaoe increased. Not that he
objected. In truth, such feeling as he had ha®d&lyorah had died when he
had been told how carelessly she had risked theofittheir unborn child.



But he was also aware that while Deborah might ahtsotouch, she could
become violently jealous if he showed any interesither women.

It took him approximately fifty minutes to driveghhirty-three miles to his
office near the Embankment. On motorways, the Jersmuld have

accomplished that distance in less than half the,tbut James had grown
accustomed to tempering its power to suit the dawdi. The Booth

Building had its own private parking area, and é# the Jensen in the
capable hands of Charles, the commissionaire, édaking a lift to the

penthouse floor. He entered his secretary's oftise after ten, and Mrs.
Sully gave him her usual cheerful smile.

'‘Good morning, Mr James," she greeted him pleasaibur father has
been ringing for you for the past fifteen minutes.’

'Has he?' James didn't sound perturbed as he drtdsseuter office to his
own sanctum with lithe indolent strides. 'What dbesvant?’

'l don't think he's very happy with those figuresni Dryburn,’ she replied
reluctantly.

‘Nor am I, returned James dryly, opening his office doorvéGine five
minutes and then call him for me. Oh, and is thang coffee going
begging?’

'l think your father expects you to go along to disce, Mr. James,' Mrs.
Sully put in awkwardly, and James lifted a mockaygbrow.

"You only think so? knowit, Mrs. Sully. But it won't be the first time my
father's had to delay blowing his gasket.’

The office beyond the dark wood-panelled door wadewand spacious.
Two walls provided a generous amount of window apeasently filtering

sunshine through the slats of the blinds, thereewsmmfortable leather
chairs, a leather-topped desk literally overflowwgh files and papers,
wire trays and other paraphernalia, and a plairejxamoloured carpet on the
floor. This had been his father's office in theglaghen his grandfather had
run their group of companies which traded under niaene of Booth



Industries, but since then there had been morensigra and although his
father now controlled the group, it was no londper limited family concern
it had been. Now there were shareholders, and plosition on the Stock
Exchange to consider, and his father was increbssigfting the burden of
responsibility on to him.

When the call from his father's office came througbbert Booth sounded
angrily explosive. 'Where the hell have you beetil this time of a
morning?' he demanded, and then, without givingedatime to reply, went
on: T want you in this office in five minutes.'

'‘Calm down," exclaimed James tolerantly, used # father's uncertain
temper. 'If it's the Dryburn figures that are bothg you, five minutes more
or less are not going to make a lot of difference.’

'l say it's the Dryburn figures!" retorted hiathier. 'For heaven's sake,
James, | sent you out to Hong Kong because | stegp&ryburn wasn't
pulling his weight. But you didn't put any of thisyour report, did you?'
'Not that Dryburn wasn't pulling his weight, no.’

'Stop playing with words, James. The man was idtisgime and you didn't
even notice! What in hell do you think | pay you#®o

'‘Dryburn was not idling his time,' remarked Jamesllg.

'How can you say that?"

'If you'll give me a chance to explain ...’

'Huh!" His father snorted, but some of the fire lgathe out of him. There
was a moment's silence, and then he said: 'Allt righ right. But it had
better be good.’

It is. Five minutes more, and I'll join you.'

James heard his father slam down his receivereatttier end of the line,
and replaced his own with less emphasis. Perhagsiddd have told the



old man when he got back two weeks ago, but hekhadn the upheaval
the truth would cause. Booth Industries being imgd| even indirectly, with
a giant drug-smuggling syndicate was sufficiergite his father apoplexy,
and Robert Booth's blood pressure was a concethetm all. Still, the

matter was in the hands of the police, and no d&aloh Dryburn's name
would soon be erased from the payroll of Booth bides.

Fortunately, his father took the news of Drybumiaible-dealing rather
better than James had expected. No doubt the agafizthat the figures
were not a real reflection of the state of the canypoperating in Hong
Kong was responsible for the softening of his mandames thought
cynically. In any event, Robert seemed anxiousriagttheir conversation
round to more personal matters, and in his usuaitblay, he asked: 'How
long does Deborah expect Laura to knuckle und#risdkind of treatment?”

James decided he would have preferred discussiyigubr's figures to this
kind of interrogation, but with a shrug, he replidchappen to agree with
her, in this instance. Laura is too young to gebived with some Irish
bricklayer.'

'Oh, | agree with you there,' his father assured. hiohnny Mooney is no
suitable friend for her. But that's not the poistjt? Keeping the child at
home, tutoring her in private, never allowing Hex thance to see things for
herself - that's not going to solve anything.'

"Would you have had us send her back to Boscombe?'

'Yes. Yes, | would.'

‘And Mooney?'

‘Yes. You could have had him shifted.’

'Really? How?'

'Man, he's an employee of Garths, isn't he? YouwkAmdrew Garth.
Something could have been arranged.’



'‘We prefer to do it our way.'

'So you've got yourselves a governess. A goverrfessh girl of Laura's
age!'

'‘What would you have us call her, then? A femalerfuThat's what she is.
All right, call her that, if it pleases you.'

That's not what | mean, and you know it, James.'pHused. 'Besides, |
should have thought you'd avoid governesses li&elague.'

James stiffened, shifting from his lounging positio rest his arms along
the arms of his chair. 'Don't talk garbage!’

'‘Garbage, is it?' Now it was his father's turndoki amused. 'You didn't
think so at the time.’

'‘Leave it!'

'l wonder what happened to her, hmm?' His fathemguhis chair in half
turns. 'l wonder what would have happened if stanth@one away?'

James rose abruptly to this feet, walking impaljetdwards the wide
windows with their panoramic view of London's ragfs. That's an
unnecessary speculation.’

‘Nevertheless, | wonder what would have happen&kiforah had found
out what was going on."'

‘There was no question of Deborah finding out.’

'She might have done.’

‘No. | took damn good care of that.’

Robert Booth shook his head. 'You puzzle me, Jayaesteally do. In your

position—' He broke off. 'Practically any one oétyirls in the office, and
those you meet socially ... Man, don't you ever like—'



'What has this got to do with the Dryburn figures?"

'Nothing, nothing." His father made a deprecagagture. 'I'm sorry if you
think I'm treading in deep water, but you're my,stames. | care about you.
| care about the kind of life you're leading. ittt natural for a man of your
age.'

'Oh, for God's sake!" James strode towards the. ddibthis, just because
we're employing a governess for Laura.’'

'Who is she? This governess? What's she like? Mawenet her? Do you
think she's a suitable companion for a girl as espionable as Laura?"

'l know nothing about her except that she has el@mpeferences from her
past employer. Laura needs tutoring in Englishn€&meand history. This
woman can do it. What more need | know? | douldtlieven meet the
woman above a couple of times.’

'Deborah interviewed her, | take it.'
'Yes.'
'Is she a young woman?'

'How the hell should | know? What does it matted? the Lord's sake,
Father, what do you expect me to do? Have a viakfair with every
governess that comes my way?' He put his hand @madndle, and then
hesitated, one clenched fist pressed against tiedljpay. 'Look, | admit that
once ... But it was something | couldn't contrdiaimk heavens, she could.
But that was the only time | ever ..." He breatldegéply. 'You ask what
would have happened if she hadn't gone away. t Konow, | honestly don't.
I've asked myself that question, and | guess | tlopel'd have had the sense
to call it off after a while.'

Robert Booth nodded. 'But you took an appalling taking her away for
the week-end, James. Why couldn't you have taken pi@asure in some
hotel room during those long hot afternoons thatreer?'



James looked back over his shoulder at his fadsd, now there was a
glimmer of reluctant amusement in his dark eyes.I'Bave to answer that?'
he asked.

Robert brought his hand down hard upon his desktlan he gave a short
laugh. 'No. No, | suppose not. But you were a fdaines.'

'l know."' James opened the door. ‘Are you and Matbming to dinner on
Friday?'

'l don't think so. Your mother's got some Womeniddzaffair on Saturday,
and there'll be preparations to be made. | shak baput off the pleasure of
meeting your new governess.'

James looked impatient. 'Some pleasure,’ he mdttdeakly.

But back in his own office, he could not quite dissnthe things his father
had said. Employing a governess had necessarilyghtanemories of the
past into his mind, and he supposed it was notasorgable that his father
should think of these things, too. After all, ithiaeen, indirectly, because of
his father that he had first encountered the onbynan, apart from his
mother, that he had ever really cared about. Slieblen doing some
holiday cramming with the Forsters' two boys. Tloeskers were friends of
his father's, and as Arnold Forster preferred tokwai home, James had
been obliged to keep a business appointment watitinere which his father
had had to miss. It had seemed inevitable thatbald meet the Forsters'
governess. Not that anythingad happened at that first meeting. She had
known who he was, of course, the Booth name wasimkitiown, and she
had known that he was a married man. She had lme#rand polite, and
nothing more would have happened if he had not garieof his way to
make it happen. He had never come up against aigytie could not control
before, never wanted any woman he could not hawea Eme, he had toyed
with the idea of asking Deborah for a divorce, leitknew he could not do
that. Beside her extreme dependence upon him, Wesd aura, then only
ten years old. He had known that Deborah would neetkeintarily agree to
let him go, and if he should choose to walk outwuoeild never have free
access to his daughter again. But still, he coatckaeep away from the girl,
and their relationship had developed almost aga@swill. He had known



she was attracted to him, and had used his nobhgnderable charm without
scruple, arousing her emotions, teaching her waigheixpertise of his greater
experience. Until that disastrous week-end whempdrsuaded her to go
away with him ...

He sighed suddenly and drew a tray of corresporedemeards him. This
was not getting his work done. Reminiscing aboetghst would help no
one, even if there was still a certain amount dfelmess attached to
remembrance. Nothing disastrous had happened, eiktapshe had left
him, and so far as he knew she was now teachinge solass of
comprehensive kids in one of the big co-educatisnhbols. That had been
her intention, although that summer he had known $tee had been only
eighteen, waiting to start her first year at ursitgr Eighteen! He pulled a
wry face. Two years older than Laura was now, aachad been what?
Thirty? Thirty- one? At least twelve years oldearishe was, and he was
supporting Deborah in her assertion that John Mp@tdwenty-five was
too old for Laura. He shook his head. Was he a tiyf@? Was he the kind
of man he had always despised, who denounced ditveding exactly
what he would have liked to do? And he had beersaokt least Mooney
was not married, or a father!

He pressed his finger hard down upon the inter-camaoation system.
‘Mrs. Sully? Oh, yes. Will you come in, please?’

He released the switch and tried to concentratb@tetters in front of him,
but a girl's face swam before his eyes - oval-sthapeige green eyes,
honey-blonde hair, straight, like strands of siBh, God! he thought
frustratedly, why had he allowed his father to tatlout her?

She had been successfully banished to the realmis glibconscious. Just
because Laura was going to have some middle-agedtespteach her

advanced studies it did not necessitate a re-exammof something best
forgotten.



CHAPTER TWO

CAROLINE Douglas stood outside Reading station wonderingtvdine
would do if no one came to meet her as it had bemmged they should. She
had no real address, just some nebulous mentitimedfiouse’ as being a few
miles from Reading, in country surroundings, noffam the river. Perhaps
she should have asked for more details, but thieséhad been given had
seemed explicit - at the time. She knew the nanieoémployer, the name
of the girl she was to tutor, that the money wasariban generous. What
more had she needed to know?

But after all, she had not expected to get thegad,perhaps she would have
asked more questions if she had not been so takamrk &y her success.
From the moment she had entered the ante-roomnaujoihe expensive
suite of rooms in one of London's most luxuriougel®and seen the other
short-listed applicants, she had felt convincedt ther chances were
negligible. The other women waiting to be intervéelrhad all appeared to
possess far more aptitude and experience, anddndiseening to their
conversations, she gathered that most of them Ieah employed as
governesses before, some of them with titled fawiliTo Caroline, fresh
from a post in a mission school in Sri Lanka, healtdications seemed
hardly worth consideration. In fact, she had woadewxhy they were even
bothering to interview her, particularly as her matame last on the list.

But at last it had been her turn to enter the redrmare the interviews were
being conducted, and a woman of indeterminate@géably in her forties,
Caroline had thought, and whose name was Mrs. §hebj asked her a lot
of personal questions. How old was she? When had fisbt started
teaching? Who were her first pupils? What univgnisdd she attended, and
what posts had she had since then? The woman bBatdemore interested
in her background than in her actual teaching e&pee.

At the end of the interview, Caroline had rejoirtkd other women in the
ante-room to await the appointment of the post, laad been absolutely
astounded when after a few minutes Mrs. Frobisteel émerged and
announced that she had got the job. There haddbfsendisgusted murmurs
- after all, Caroline was barely twenty-four andked younger, and it had
been obvious that her qualifications could not fmgsoutweigh theirs.



Caroline herself had been too stunned to offeraapgctions, and only later
did she ponder the reasons why she should havedbesen. Still, the girl
she was to tutor was sixteen and perhaps her ggpesgferred the idea of a
younger companion. Whatever their reasons, shegbathe job, and she
had refused to worry any further about it.

Tim had been furious, of course, but she had erpebtat. After all, she had
spent the last two years in Sri Lanka, and it watsinal that he should object
to her going away again, albeit the distance watiyweeduced. But after ten
weeks of seeing him every day she had known shedgét away. She
liked Tim, he was good fun, but she didn't love tand she never would.
She didn't quite know how she knew this, but slde ide was the only man
she had ever really liked, the only man she hadles@ for a friend. But still
she could not see herself spending the rest ofifeewith him. Generally
speaking, she had no time for men. Men were preslaelfish, self-seeking
individuals, who wanted everything without givingyshing of themselves
in return. In her teens, she had had a painful aetnation of this, and she
had learned that particular lesson very well.

But now here she was, waiting outside Reading egjlstation, without any
further information but that she would be met angeah to her destination
by a man known as Groom, the Frobishers' chauffenat.he was late. She
consulted the square masculine watch encircling shier wrist. Fifteen
minutes late, to be exact.

'Miss Douglas?'

Engrossed in her thoughts, she had been unawaeryohe approaching
her, and she looked up in surprise at the greysumiéd figure confronting
her. This had to be the chauffeur, Groom, shezedlia man of medium
height, grey-haired, and presently looking rathmagetic.

'Yes?' Caroline's response was cool.

Thank goodness for that!" Groom's grimace was caland Caroline felt a
little more sympathetic towards him. T was haltafryou'd have got tired
of waiting and wandered off somewhere. Mrs. Boothuld have had my
hide if I'd missed you.’



‘Mrs. - Booth?' Caroline stiffened slightly, buteth relaxed again. Mrs.
Booth was probably the housekeeper. It wasn't analmcommon name. It
was just she was oversensitive to it.

'Yes, miss.' Groom looked down at the two suitcasasding side by side.
'Is this all your luggage, miss?’

Caroline took possession of the vanity case whield ter personal
belongings and nodded. 'Yes, that's all,’ she arslyand Groom lifted a
case in each hand.

'It's just round the corner, miss - the car, | mé&#il you come this way?'

Caroline's eyes widened expressively when she gwvlang black
Mercedes that awaited them. It was the kind osbarhad hitherto only seen
in the movies, and when she was installed in tlok Ishe felt like royalty.
She had never known such space could exist insahe,aand a quiver of
anticipation ran through her. The Frobishers mastXiremely wealthy.

Groom climbed behind the wheel after stowing hesesan the boot, and
slid down the screen that divided the compartme@emfortable?' he
asked, and she smiled.

You've got to be joking!

'Yes, it is spacious, isn't it. Beautiful moverptd've had a hundred and
thirty out of it on the autobahn. Not over her@ubh. These roads weren't
meant for it;

Caroline acknowledged this, and Groom set the \emanotion, turning it
expertly in the narrow side street. When they stolgt the first set of traffic
lights, he went on:

'l should explain why | was late. It was Miss Lau&he's disappeared.
We've been combing the grounds since two o'clogkjtls my guess she's
gone into Fenbourne, little monkey.'

Caroline felt perturbed. 'Miss Laura? You meanginkel'm here to teach?’



'Yes, miss. There's only one Miss Laura.'
'‘But does she make a habit of disappearing likethi

'Oh, no, not usually. But - well, | suppose shes jodging her protest, so to
speak.’'

'‘Lodging her protest?' Caroline shook her headoKkl.ém sorry if | seem
dense, but why would she feel the need to protest?’

Groom glanced at her through the rear-view mirfidrat's not for me to say,
miss.’

'No. But having said so much, surely you can makex@eption.'

Groom frowned. 'Oh, it's a storm in a teacup re&lye doesn't take to the
idea of having a governess. Not at her age.'

'l see." Caroline digested this with resignatiohe $night have known it
wasn't all going to be plain sailing. 'l gather hot the first, then.’

'Oh, you are, miss, oh yes.' Groom was very firoualbhis, negotiating the
traffic with the ease of long experience. 'The yplady was at Boscombe
last term. Wentthere when she was thirteen, she did

'‘Boscombe School?' Caroline had heard of the fargwlss school.

‘That's right, miss.’

Caroline was tempted to ask the chauffeur outrighy the girl was not
going back there, but controlled herself. After tiere could be any number
of reasons - she might even have been expelledifAimat was so, it did not

augur well for peaceful relations.

'‘And why do you think she's gone to - Fenbourne&t Was the place you
mentioned, wasn't it?'



'Yes, miss. Well, | can't be sure, of course, lisay it was highly likely.
There are telephone boxes in Fenbourne, and Miggalsaa rare one for
making calls, she is.’'

Caroline's brow furrowed. 'You mean there's no ghain at the house?'

Groom chuckled. 'Bless you, yes. Dozens of 'emppsese. But calls at the
house are monitored by Mrs. French. She's Mr. Bsdtbusekeeper, and

'Mr. Booth?' This time Caroline knew there couldnoemistake in querying
the name.

'Yes, miss. And Miss Laura, she likes to make tadlsdn private, you
might—'

'Mr. Booth?said Caroline again. 'Who - who is Mr. Booth?'

Groom glanced over his shoulder at her, and hisesspn was ludicrous.
"You kidding me?’

'No.' Caroline shook her head.

Groom frowned. 'And you are Miss Douglas? Miss GaeoDouglas?
Bound for Maitlands?'

'‘Well, | didn't know exactly where | was bound foyt yes, I'm Caroline
Douglas. Why?'

'Well, miss, if you don't mind my saying so, yowstd know who your
employer is.’

'My - employer?’
"Yes, miss. Mr. Booth.'

'l was employed by somebody called Frobisher,'aned Caroline faintly.



'‘Were you, miss?' Groom frowned. 'Oh, yes, thatldde Mrs. Irene
Frobisher. She's a great friend of Mrs. Booth, &md. Booth being
incapacitated like, she probably dealt with thenwews for her.’

Caroline felt slightly sick. 'Mrs. Booth is - incagtated?' Her heart
hammered heavily. 'You mean - she's confined theelchair?’

‘That was sharp of you, miss. Yes, as a matteaaf §he is. You've heard of
her, | expect. | should have guessed, Mr. Boothdwiho he is and all.’

'Oh, yes.' Caroline licked dry lip¥es,I've heard of her.'

Groom nodded, slowing the car as a group of schddten were conducted
across the road by an attendant. They were onutskids of Reading now.
It could not be far to - what was it? - Maitland&3s, that was it. Maitlands.
She had never known the name of his house, but gshenhadn't really
known too much about his personal affairs. He teshgo that.

'I—' She broke off as Groom's alert eyes encoudtérer through the
reflection in the rear-view mirror.

'Yes, miss?'

'Oh, nothing." Caroline drew a steadying breathd @ned to think
coherently. God, what was she going to do? Shechaunitted herself to
working for the one man she had hoped never tagem in her life. But
how had it happened? Had he known she would rezeghe name and
deliberately had this Mrs. Frobisher interview tedisguise it? Or did he
imagine there might be more than one Caroline Damifgloking for a post
as governess in London? What a coincidence ifwlse so! She had not
long returned from Sri Lanka. The advertisementciishe had read ifhe
Timescould not have appeared more aptly. He must havevk. He must
have contrived this. That was why she had beeniafgabto the post instead
of any one of the other, more suitable, applicaBtg.what was his game?
How dared he introduce into his own home the girthhd once tried to make
his mistress? Had he no shame? Didn't he carshleanight go to his wife
and tell her of their previous association? Whaéspicable thing to do!



She shifted uneasily in her seat. What could shabdat it? She had been
paid the month's probationary salary in advancd, some of that money
had already been spent. She had earned only asatal in Sri Lanka, and
coming back to England's cooler climate she hadlegenew clothes.
Besides, there had been her temporary lodgingytégqpaand even when she
gave that up a week before taking this post, andeshan with Tim, there
had still been food to pay for. Without any of theuries which nowadays
were treated as necessities. She would have likéadvte asked Groom to
turn and drive her back to the station, but howidshe?

Outside they were passing fields, green with ripgreorn, hedges bright
with meadowsweet and the scarlet splashes of pspipieas a warm May

afternoon and she should have been enjoying tleppob of working for the

next few months in surroundings, which, if they om&td this car, promised
to be very comfortable indeed. But all she couldkhwas that she was
confined, trapped, enmeshed - by fate's, or a raorgible, hand - in the

coils of a dilemma from which for the moment theeemed no escape.
What a beastly situation, and how twisted the mvhich had devised it?

Groom was watching her through his mirror. Carolieeame aware of his
curious scrutiny with a start, and guessed he wasdering what was
causing such a shift of emotions across her sugdealke features, pale
beneath the tan she had acquired with so littleriefh the hills above
Kandy. With a determined effort she endeavouresttmol her expression,
concentrating instead on the small village sheasak ahead of them.

'Er - where is this?' she inquired, with remarkatdeposure.

‘This is Fenbourne," announced Groom, looking aboutsearchingly, no
doubt hoping to observe the missing teenager. 'Ntteplace. You can get
a decent meal at the Coach and Horses if youikeshlbreak of an evening.'

‘Thank you.' Caroline thought dryly that she migktl need several breaks..
Then, refusing to allow the deepening depressidmeothoughts, she went
on:'ls it far from - from Maitlands?’

'‘Matter of two or three miles, no more. Miss Lawycles down here
sometimes. Been on at her father to get one okthmdas, she has. You



know, those motorbikes all the youngsters seendthese days, but he
wouldn't allow it. Not surprised really. She's ddalittle thing, Miss Laura.
Come to grief, she would, like as not.’

Caroline's fingers tortured the strap of her bisg: ér - is Mr. Booth a - a
strict parent?"

Groom chuckled. 'Sometimes, miss, sometimes. Buibings the world of

Miss Laura. You've no need to worry there, missstdegood employer, fair
but firm, as they say. You'll have no trouble whim, if that's what you're
thinking about.'

Wouldn't she?Caroline wished she could feel so confident. Ofirse,
Groom thought she was concerned about her workomglitons. If only
that was all she had to think about!

The car turned a bend in the road and ahead of @&mline could see a
high brick wall that followed the line of the ro&m some distance before
breaking into tall wrought iron gates that wereseld against them.

'Here we are, miss. Maitlands,' announced the &maifsounding his horn
as they approached. There was a lodge by the gatgss man came out to
check on the identity of the visitors. Recognizéxgom, he raised a hand in
greeting before going back inside the lodge anebsehg some mechanism
which set the gates in motion.

'Electrically controlled," Groom added unneces$gaiCan't be too careful
these days.’

'‘No." As the car passed through the gates and libgayjradual ascent to the
house, Caroline felt another shiver of apprehenstoprison indeed, she
thought uneasily.

And then her apprehensions were temporarily digpees she caught her
first glimpse of the house. It was a stone strugtiis grey walls overhung
with ivy, while clematis climbed up columns thapported a wide terrace.
The windows were tall and arched, the roof spontbdt appeared to be an
immense amount of chimney stacks, and two solidsistmod wide to the



porch beyond. Shallow steps led up to the terrand,at this hour of the
afternoon sunlight cast lengthening shadows fragrutis spilling over with
fuchsias and geraniums that flanked the columnévéd up to all her
expectations of what a house should be, and shielwotihave been human
if she had not felt a sense of pleasure in its afgyee. And then, as a figure
in a wheelchair came out through the open doublersjoshe was
transported back to reality with a jerk.

Groom brought the car to a halt at the foot oftéieace steps with a swish of
wheels on gravel. Then he got out, raised his cafhé¢ woman in the
wheelchair, and opened the rear door for Carobtraight. Caroline got out
more slowly. Her nerves felt tight and strung upg ahe had no idea what to
expect from this first interview. She glanced doautomatically to assure
herself that her skirt was not creased, and waksjia had not succumbed to
the temptation to wear pants for travelling. Haefwool suit was plain but
well styled, and suitable apparel for a governss,had thought. Equally,
her hair was drawn back, madonna-like, from hee fand apart from two
strands which curled by her ears was coiled ah#pe of her neck.

The wheelchair rolled to within a foot of the sballsteps and Caroline felt
an instinctive desire to draw it back which she aggd to control as the
other woman called: 'Come up, Miss Douglas. As gan see, it's rather
difficult for me to come down.’

Glancing back at Groom who was busying himselfrigiier cases out of
the boot, Caroline decided she had no choice bobgy, and on slightly
jelly-like legs she climbed to the terrace. Mrs.oBo held out her hand.
'How do you do, Miss Douglas? It's so nice to nyeet at last.'

'How - how do you do?' Caroline shook hands pgliteéespising herself for
not wanting to touch the woman who was his wifet ghe was beautiful,
there was no denying that. And she wondered anewheocould do such a
thing - to his wife.

'Did you have a good journey?' Mrs. Booth was speplgain. 'I'm sorry
Groom wasn't on time to meet you, but no doubt &efdained we had a
little fracas here.'



'He - he did say something.’

T knew he would."' Groom came up the steps justwigmCaroline's cases,
and Mrs. Booth switched her attention to him fan@ment. 'Just take them
into the hall, Groom. Mrs. French will deal witreth. Thank you.'

Groom acknowledged his instructions and then thenaro returned her
attention to Caroline. 'Come along inside, wonti3/&’ou must be dying for
a cup of tea or something long and cool to drimgna you? Such lovely .
weather. | hope it lasts.'

The wheelchair glided ahead of Caroline, over tipecmlly arched
threshold and into a wide cool hall, panelled irk.odhere was a
peach-coloured carpet on the floor, sweeping upwiie staircase, and
several small prints on the walls which Carolineuldohave liked to have
examined further. But Mrs. Booth was leading theywato a large
living-room, and Caroline's attention was soonrdied by a row of
exquisite miniatures lining the marble mantelshabbiove a screened
fireplace.

The other woman, noticing her interest, asked: 'Ag@u a collector of
antiques, Miss Douglas?’

Caroline gave a swift shake of her head. T knowy litte about them, I'm
afraid. But they're so beautiful.'" She indicated timy portraits. 'Who are
they?'

'l don't know their names, but they were the clitdof the painter, Lascal.
He worked in the late eighteenth and early ningteeenturies, and was
fortunate enough to be known and respected inviarslidfetime. So many of
our most famous painters today were never recodniztheir own time.'

'‘No." Caroline dragged her attention away from rtiaiatures. 'This is a
beautiful room.’

And it was. A creamy pink carpet was a perfectfimildark wood furniture,
much of it antique or reproduction, Caroline thogind the cream and gold
striped walls were obviously silk-hung. There waseédony cabinet filled



with jade, and the chess pieces occupying a giaatdowere definitely
ivory. It was the kind of room Caroline had hitleednly seen on film or in
some stately home, and it was not really a plaeehich one could relax.

'I'm so glad you like it," Mrs. Booth was sayingandurning her chair as
someone cleared their throat in the doorway. 'Ahs.MFrench. Miss

Douglas, I'd like you to meet our housekeeper. Frsnch, will you see that
Miss Douglas's suitcases are taken up to her raochwe'd like some tea.'
She glanced back at Caroline. 'Or would you predenething stronger?’

‘Tea would be fine," Caroline assured her quicklyd the housekeeper
withdrew again. She seemed a taciturn woman, tall thin and dark,
without any of the buxom features one associatedh wiountry
housekeepers, and she had not addressed a wordlaime to the new
governess. Caroline couldn't help wondering what&kationship with the
other staff would be like. If she stayed ...

'Won't you sit down?' Mrs. Booth indicated a Regesitiped chair. 'You
make me feel at quite a disadvantage, standing.tNeu're quite tall, aren't
you, Miss Douglas?'

Caroline instantly subsided into the chair indidatém five feet eight,’ she
supplied automatically. 'Er - Mrs. Booth ..

Yes?' The woman's dark brows arched interrogatjlg Caroline made a
helpless gesture. What could she say?

'l - did - did you find your daughter?' she askatiély.

‘Laura? Oh, yes, eventually. She'd been - cyclimg.told her that in future
she must tell us where she's going.'

'| see.' Caroline shifted in her seat. 'About tkiee-interview ...'
Yes?'

'I - 1 understood that Mrs. Frobisher—'



You thought Irene was to be your employer? Ohhoy could you get that
idea? Didn't she explain?'

'I'm afraid not.'

'Oh, that's too bad, too bad.' The woman seemead gy concerned. Then:
'Does it make a difference? | can assure you, @gkdround is just as
creditable as the Frobishers'.'

I'm sure it is, but—'

'Miss Douglas.' The woman opposite her sighed ge&giss Douglas, you
see what | am, don't you? A helpless . invalidgcédrto spend the rest of my
days in this contraption. An ugly cripple. No, waitthis as Caroline would
have protested, 'you don't know what it's like, $/MBouglas. Being wholly
dependent upon other people, self- conscious ¢$ affictions, reluctant to
lay oneself open to well-meaning compassion and' @he shook her head.
'l avoid meeting strangers. | can't bear beingopéged. Oh, you may think
I'm foolish and selfish, perhaps, but that's the W made.' She paused.
'‘Consequently, when the interviews for this posheaup, | couldn't do it. |
couldn't take them. Fortunately Mrs. Frobisher, weha dear friend of mine,
offered to take them for me. Please don't feel gatidecause there was
some innocent mix-up over names. | assure you aisutesperately in need
of academic supervision, and I'm looking forwardh&wing someone young
to talk to.'

Caroline made a helpless gesture. 'I-I just worfddrave the qualifications
necessary—'

Tm perfectly happy with your qualifications, Mis®olglas, and so, too, is
my husband." She paused again, and Caroline lod&ach at her hands
folded in her lap as faint colour spread up herekke'You're exactly what
Laura needs,” Mrs. Booth went on reassuringly. Smm@eyoung and
adaptable, someone who will be her friend as weler governess.’

Caroline could not think of anything to say in aeswo this and it was
perhaps fortunate that Mrs. French chose that mbtoeeturn wheeling a



tray on which reposed a delicate china tea senace, several dishes
containing wafer-thin sandwiches, cakes and snaairies.

'Ah, tea.' Mrs. Booth indicated that the housekespeuld wheel the trolley
near her chair. "Thank you, Mrs. French. Is Missiflas’'s room ready?'

'Yes, madam." Mrs. French straightened and stodkl keér hands linked
together over her apron. 'Shall | send Jenny thrdatgr on to take Miss
Douglas upstairs?'

'Please.’

The housekeeper was dismissed and Caroline's eerptoptemplated the
trolley. 'This looks very nice. Do help yourselfj9d Douglas. Let me see -
these sandwiches are salmon and cucumber, and #nespate. Which

would you prefer?’

In truth, Caroline thought she would have greafialifty in swallowing
anything, but as the sandwiches seemed the leasteptable, she took a
pate wafer and smiled her thanks. Mrs. Booth potiredea, and as she did
so Caroline studied her more closely. There wasag® of nervousness in
the way she handled the teapot, and not a dragadahded anywhere other
than in the cup. Which was surprising consideriagdssertion that she was
chary of meeting strangers. But perhaps meetingngployee on her home
ground was different from interviewing a dozen womi@ the alien
environment of an hotel. Caroline could honestlg se reason why she
should feel uneasy with strangers. Without the Kedge that her chair was
a wheelchair, one could be forgiven for assumiraj #he was a normal,
attractive woman in her late thirties. Slim, dawkirhstyled by an expert
hand, and with the kind of skin that careful usecosmetics had kept
unlined, she inspired admiration rather than giiyher youth, in the days
before the tragic accident which had crippled h@nes she would have
attracted a great number of ardent admirers. Imfudames Booth,
Caroline reminded herself bitterly. He had marted. And then, when he
had grown bored with playing nursemaid to an irdralife, he had looked
elsewhere for his pleasures.



'l understand you've just returned from India, Mixsuglas,' Mrs. Booth
was saying now. 'Does that account for that masuslitan? I'm sure you
couldn't acquire one like it in England.’

Caroline forced herself to behave naturally.tiwas ...Ceylon, actually. Sri
Lanka. Yes, I've just been back a couple of mohths.

'‘And did you like it over there?'
'It was very hot most of the time. Very humid. Butvas an experience.’

'Yes." The older woman sipped reflectively at hea. t'Do you enjoy -
experiences, Miss Douglas?'

Caroline frowned. 'l don't quite—'

'I'm sorry." Mrs. Booth smiled apologetically. tnased that badly. What |
should have said was, do you like adventures kihatof adventure.’

'Oh, | see.’ Caroline shrugged. 'l thought it wdagdnteresting working in a
foreign country.'

‘And it was?'
'Yes. But it's nice to be home again.’

"You have a home?' Mrs. Booth frowned. 'l thoughirs. Frobisher led me
to understand—'

'Oh, no, | see what you mean. England is my horhat'§what | meant. But
you're right, | have no real home here. My pardigd when | was ten, and |
spent the next seven or eight years of my lifeostdr homes. Then - then |
went to university.'

‘To Oxford - | believe.'

‘Well, yes.'



‘Very clever!
Caroline flushed. 'Not really. It's just that | epjstudying.’

'‘And what hobbies do you have, Miss Douglas? Whatns you on, as they
say?'

Caroline hesitated. 'Not a lot. | enjoy books, angsic. And I've swum a lot
in Sri Lanka. I like swimming.

'Well, we have a pool here.' Mrs. Booth gesturedhtals the garden, visible
beyond the long windows. 'My husband uses it oftshe paused, and
Caroline made an effort to show enthusiasm forcthye of tea in her hand.
‘There's also an indoor pool, in the basemente lituas part of my therapy,
but if ever you would care to join me—

‘Thank you.Caroline could think of nothing else to say.
'What about - boy-friends?

'l - no. Caroline was uneasy again. 'No one serious, $haGw Tim would
hate to hear her say that!

'‘Good, good.' Mrs. Booth smiled again, and Carofaglewarmed by her
friendliness. 'l think we should get along togethery well, Miss Douglas.
You're exactly what Laura needs, what we all neBte indicated the
teapot. 'Now, may | offer you some more tea?

Caroline refused, and for a few moments there wWesce. Then Caroline
felt compelled to ask: "When will | meet - LaurardMiBooth?'

The older woman's laugh was light and musicalctirse. Naturally you're
eager to meet your pupil, Miss Douglas. I've enjoger conversation so
much, | almost forgot the reasons for you beingher

Caroline could hardly believe this, but she legtat Then, deciding it would
be more tactful not to mention Groom's gossipintha car, she said: 'Has
your daughter had other governesses, Mrs. Booth?'



'Actually, no. The woman hesitated. '‘Didn't Mrs. Frobisher exgidiaura
has been at boarding school, but just before Easher developed
pneumonia. She'd foolishly been caught out witleoabat in a storm, and
my husband and | decided it might be less strentaruser to be taught at
home for a while.

'| see. But she's recovered now.

'Oh, yes, she's quite fit. But you know how it isem parents have only one
child. They positively dote on her, and I'm afréi@ura can twist us both
round her little finger.'

That didn't quite tie up with what Groom had sé&idt Caroline was astute
enough to realize that parents didn't always segdththe way other people
did. What disturbed her more was the knowledgeXhates hagdlied to her
about Laura, too. He had always maintained thawHheshad no time for the
child, that Laura would suffer if he was ever fgblienough to ask for a
divorce, that he would seldom be allowed to see dhiéd again. She
remembered what he had said very well. It had semmed the only
redeeming feature in his otherwise selfish behaviou

'Of course,' the older woman was going on, 'I'm saying that Laura

entirely approves of our arrangements on her beShE's an - independent
little thing, and thinks we're making far too muciss over her illness. But
there you are. Parents are like that, aren't thidye she broke off. '‘Oh, I'm
sorry, Miss Douglas. You wouldn't know, would yoLivat was - careless of
me.’

Later the maid, Jenny, appeared to take Caroline tjer room, and it was
with some relief that Caroline followed her up tteairs to the first floor. She
still had no idea whose suggestion it had been lthata should have a
governess, and her position, if anything, had dwted. But what could
she do about it? Without revealing her real reafonsvanting to leave
Maitlands minutes after her arrival?

Her room was at the end of a corridor branchiniipédeft at the head of the
staircase. To the right, a beautifully carved baade formed a landing
which looked down on the hall below before itselfemding into another



wing of the house. Doors opened off this landingl between were further
examples of antique art. As she came up the s@agline had noticed an
enormous Chinese vase standing on the landing abiled with
pampas-grass, whose silvery plume-like flowers batige last rays of the
sun, and she had realized how little she knew detstood of people who
lived in such exotic surroundings.

The room which had been allotted to her was hugeigh sculpted ceiling
looked down on a square, four- poster bed whosepyamatched the
creamy silk curtains at the windows, and the craah gold coverings on
the bed itself. There was a gilt-edged escritowtggre she could prepare the
work for the following day, a comfortable ~rmchdacing a colour
television, and a small, circular table and laddgecked chair had been set in
the window embrasure, no doubt where she was exgheztake most of her
meals. The long windows which presently stood viidtne rapidly cooling
air overlooked the gardens at the back of the holwsay to the right she
could see a vegetable garden with peas and beamsrg up their canes,
while below her the terrace opened on to lawns andse garden, and
beyond there was a wrought iron trellis and thatgdf green water, which
probably signified the presence of the pool. Thel ploat James used often

She turned back to face the room again, and pussuoyy disturbing
thoughts aside, explored further. The bathroom kwhadjoined the
bedroom-cum-living room was equally elegant. Creanth gold tiles on the
floor, honey-coloured bath and basin incorporatiag shower, and
mirror-lined walls which struck her as being slighihdecent. A cabinet
revealed a comprehensive array of bath salts nstamd talc; everything in
fact to enhance the delights of relaxing in warmnsed water, and with a
feeling of desperation, Caroline turned on the .t&ehaps a bath would
cool her brain and allow her to analyse the altieras she was faced with.



CHAPTER THREE

THE bath did little to restore Caroline's failing cm®nce, and she
rummaged through the cases which Mrs. French hddohaught to heyg
room with a reckless disregard for their contelbis. Booth had asked that
she should join herself and her husband, and intatlg Laura, in the
library at seven o'clock. Caroline didn't altogetkeow what this summons
meant - whether in fact it was simply a case oh@entroduced to the
master of the household and her pupil, or whetherngas expected to join
them for dinner. Either way, she decided, a pauis affered the safest
solution, and she was brushing her hair at thesdrggable mirror, prior to
getting dressed, when there was a knock at her. door

Immediately, her nerves tightened to screaminghpitand she was
convinced that if James himself should be beyoatidbor, she would walk
out of this house right there and then, withoutngathat she might be
arrested for taking money under false pretencesyb®lashe was being
over-dramatic, six years was a long time, after lalit she remembered
everything that had happened with a clarity thaiet the passage of time.

'Yes?'

Her voice was reassuringly brusque, and weaknegslaged her as a
young, female voice called: 'Can | come in?'

Caroline's brow furrowed, and dropping the hairbrishe reached for the
silk robe she had worn when she came out of the Hatyes. Come in.'

The girl who entered had to be James's daughterw@i so like him that
Caroline felt an actual shock of recognition. Slatmaight dark hair, with the
same deep-set brown eyes and olive complexionnté¢ner was dark, too,
of course, but it was a much gentler strain. Lavaa all Booth. She came
into the room, glancing about her defensively, lmaugh half afraid that
Caroline was not alone, and then, after closingltia, she said: 'Hello. I'm
Laura.'

Caroline's fingers curled into her palms in theksts of her gown as she
confronted the jean-clad figure. 'Yes, | thoughtha@s you might be.’



Laura gave a brief smile. 'And you're Miss Douglafscourse. | saw you
arrive.'

'You saw me?"

'From my bedroom window," Laura explained quicKly.overlooks the
drive. I've been confined there since | got baokfi=enbourne earlier on.'

Caroline could feel her eyes widening. 'Really?’

'Yes, really. Didn't Mummy tell you? Groom was aggdly late in going to
meet you. Because of me.'

'She might have said something about it." Cardiaakno intention of taking
sides in this affair.

'l expect she did. She'd have to give you someorefts your not meeting
me, wouldn't she?'

'‘Not necessarily,' replied Caroline mildly. 'l umsk®od | was to meet you
later this evening.'

'Oh!" The wind was temporarily dashed from herssaut not for long.
'‘Well, anyway, | wanted to speak to you first. Inked you to know that |
don't want, or need, a governess! If | can't cotepiay schooling in the
way, all my friends are completing theirs, thendnd intend to learn
anything more, and you'll be wasting your time kimig | will!'

'Indeed?' Caroline felt a reluctant sense of adiomdor her forthrightness.
Some might call it insolence, but Laura was nonhgdansolent. She was
merely stating the facts, as she saw them. 'Danlt tiiink your parents
deserve more consideration than this?'

'My parents!" Laura hunched her shoulders 'Loodétort't know what my
mother's told you, but | can guess. | don't suppbsehappened to mention
Johnny, did she?’

‘Johnny ?' Caroline's instinctive echoing of theneavas enough.



‘No, | thought not. | expect she gave you thatysayout me developing
pneumonia, and having to be sent home from school.’

'‘And weren't you?' Caroline couldn't suppress thnestjon.

'What? Oh, yes. Yed.aura scuffed her canvas-clad toe against theetarp
'Yes, | did have the illness. But I'm perfectly ivepw!"

'l can see that,’ commented Caroline dryly. 'Ex@R-'s

'Even so, nothing. Oh, Miss Douglas, if | tell yabout Johnny, will you
think seriously about resigning from this post?'

'Resigning?' Caroline was shocked. Until this mam#rat had been the
thing she most desired to do. But put baldly likatt- it was shocking
somehow. Besides, until she could think of some whyeturning the
money she had spent... 'Laura, | don't think ghexitirely ethical,’ she said at
last. 'l mean, your parents have employed me, avell; | don't think they
would approve of your talking to me like this.’

'‘But you have to understand, you have to know winy'ywe been brought
here!’

'l know why." But did she?

‘No, you don't' Laura was adamant. 'Oh, all righit,tell you anyway.
They're keeping me away from school because I'lenfan love with a
young man who's working on the stretch of motortveey're building near
the school!

‘Laura, please!" Caroline was aghast. 'l don't w@akhow.'

'Why not? You're bound to find out sooner or léttgou stay here, because
| won't give him up. So there!’

Caroline stared at the girl facing her so rebefilp@nd sighed. So that was
what it was all about, was it? It made so much nserese than the hangover
from some past illness somehow. A young man workinga motorway



would not sound at all suitable as a friend for yoangest member of the
Booth family. She could almost feel a sneaking sty for him, even
while she appreciated that Laura was too youngtydie in love with
anyone.

'‘And - er - what does he do, this young man?' sieeied, curious in spite of
herself.

Laura's voice became warm and enthusiastic. 'Heéngineer. His hame's
John Mooney, and he comes from Dublin.'

'Dublin?' echoed Caroline dryly. Then: 'But if hals engineer, surely he
must be quite a bit older than you are.’

Laura's expression grew mutinous again, and hes #igshed angrily. 'So
what? What's age got to do with it? It's the way feel that matters.’

Caroline sighed. 'l assume from that that you'veaaly had this argument
from your parents.’

‘They don't understand. They're too old—"
'Isn't that a bit too easy to say? They may undedsbetter than you do.'

'Oh, you would say that, wouldn't you?' Laura'sceaiose sharply in her
disappointment. 'You're on their side, too. | skduhve known better than
to think that anyone my mother employed would—'

‘Laura, what the hell do you think you're doingBeTdoor to Caroline's
bedroom was suddenly thrust open, and . a dadcstte man stood glaring
at the younger girl from the opening. 'l can heaurywoice down the other
end of the corridor,” he told her furiously, 'Howre you come in here
disturbing—' His eyes shifted to the other occuprihe room, and then
narrowed in arrant disbeliefCéaroline! he muttered, and then controlled
himself with what she sensed was an immense effavill.

Realizing that Laura had now turned to look at hew governess with
speculative curiosity, Caroline knew that somethivags expected of her.



'He - hello, Mr. Booth,' she managed, with a cosgnghe had not known she
possessed. '"How nice to see you again.'

'You two know each other?'

Laura's surprised statement gave them both a mamassess the situation,
and had Caroline not felt such an increasing sef@eger and resentment at
the sight of his tall, lean figure, she might hasdmired James's

instantaneous recovery. His fleeting lapse mightendnave been as he
switched his attention back to his daughter andt sai

'Miss Douglas and | met years ago, when she wasgdeome part-time
tutoring. But that's beside the point, Laura. | dechan explanation for your
behaviour.'

Laura pursed her lips. 'I'm sorry if you overheard. | was just putting -
Miss Douglas in the picture.'

James looked down at his daughter sternly, andli@aravatching them,
felt a stirring remembrance of pain inside her.sWashis house his wife,

his child. And he had been prepared to put them géapardy for the sake

of a few hours spent imer bed. Of course, in those days, she had wanted it,
too. At least for a time. Until common sense andedey had opened her
eyes.

'‘Go to your room, Laura,’ he was saying now, 'amahge into something
suitable, and then join your mother and Miss Daosiglad me downstairs in
the library, do you understand?'

'I'm not hungry," muttered Laura sulkKily.

'‘Nevertheless, you will do as | ask. Or do you wdigs Douglas to think
you younger than she already believes?"

'Oh! Oh, all right.’



Laura flounced out of the room, and James accoraddmer as far as the
corridor immediately outside. Then he halted arakéal back at Caroline.
'I'm sorry,' he said formally. 'Laura is quite antiful, as you can see.’

'Yes.' Caroline could think of nothing else to sepl

James stared at her a moment longer, and then kedntos shoulders
within the expensive dark suit he was wiring in @stgre almost of
dismissal. 'Excuse me. My wife is waiting for me.’

He strode away and Caroline rushed across the toostam the door,
leaning against it trembling. She was shocked amfused, and for several
minutes she just lay there, fighting for composuféen at last she
straightened and went across to the dressing taislking up her hairbrush
again. Her face looked exactly the same, she thadegedly, tugging the
brush through the heavy curtain of hair, exceptsha was rather paler now
than she had been when first she came out of the Bat surely something
should show, some physical mark of the pain whiath torn through her at
the sight of him. Hatred showed in the eyes, tlag, 9ut her eyes looked
only bewildered. And yet she hated him more now tlae had ever done
before.

It was after seven by the time Caroline had corepldter toilet and gone
downstairs. Her hands had been trembling so badyhseid smudged her
eye-shadow on her cheeks, and she had tried towpirehe lipstick without
taking off the cap. Then she had spilt her faveusierfume over the carpet,
and now her room smelled like a scent distilletyll, &t last she was ready,
slim and unconsciously appealing in black velvetusers and a . matching
waistcoat, a long-sleeved white blouse with a fiftlace in front adding a
touch of femininity to an otherwise masculine dutfler hair, as usual, was
coiled at her nape, and she looked cool and, shechanore sophisticated
than she felt.

Mrs. French was in the hall when she came dowrsstaird directed her to
the library. A door, faced with leather, confrontezt, and her first tentative
tap was absorbed by the cloth. Hearing the murrhupizes beyond, she



tapped again, more loudly this time, and pre-saht#ydoor was opened for
her, and she saw James Booth for the second timae dhy. He
acknowledged her presence with a faint nod of b&lhand she shifted her
attention to the woman in the wheelchair, seatethéoright of a huge
wood-framed fireplace. Mrs. Booth saw her, and baekl her forward.

'‘Come in, Miss Douglas,' she exclaimed encouragingWe were just
talking about you. I'm sorry you've had, this treuith Laura already.'

‘It was no trouble.’ Caroline reluctantly enterled book-lined room, fixing
her attention on an enormous globe which had bampened to reveal an
impressive array of drinks inside. 'I'm sorry ¥d'kept you waiting.'

‘Not at all." This evening the older woman was afggn a long red gown
studded with sequins at the neckline and hem.d&itn, won't you, and
have a drink? My husband has been telling me halaady met you.'

Caroline could feel the revealing colour slidinghgy cheeks, but there was
nothing she could do to stop it. 'Has he?' she rated) rather inanely.

'Yes. The woman who was James's wife looked teasingBt tyer husband
as he stood beside the opened globe, swallowingshdregs of liquid from
his glass. 'Haven't you, darling?'

Caroline's nails dug into her palms. What did sleam? What had James
been telling her? That he had met her just noan $cene over Laura? Or
— before?

He lowered his glass and his eyes met Carolines ibs rim, inscrutable,
enigmatic eyes, that gave nothing away. 'l exptitieat you were the
young lady employed by the Forsters some yeardagdor Geoffrey and
Vincent," he stated coolly.

'Yes. His wife took up the strain. 'What a coincidend@éle Forsters are
great friends of my father-in-law, my husband'séaf that is. I'm sure he'll
be surprised when he finds that you're Laura's m@gs, won't he, James?"



'Very surprised,’ agreed James slowly. ‘Now, Missdas, can | offer you a
drink?

Caroline hesitated and then she nodded. 'Th - tiank!'ll have a Martini,
if | may.

'Have something stronger,' suggested Mrs. Boottogimho ‘That is .. She
paused. 'l just meant, after that run-in with Layau might feel in need of
something more stimulating.

'No. No, a Martini will be fine,Caroline assured her quickly, and James
added ice to her glass before pouring the colositigaid. As he attended to
his task, Caroline watched him with a rising fegliaf animosity. His
manner had convinced her that he was entirely withonscience for what
he had done, and indignation brought a rush of agrirwhich was as
determined as it was fleeting. With deliberate @fte, she said: 'I'm
surprised you remember me at all, Mr. Booth. Oguamtance was of such

- short duration.

As soon as the words were uttered, she wonderedhewad had the nerve
to say them, but at least she had the satisfacticgeeing that they had
disconcerted him, too. His wife had listened to i@aroline had had to say
with interest, and now she intervened.

‘That's quite a point, Miss Douglashe murmured. 'James darling, are you
trying to make me jealous?

It was all said in a teasing bantering tone, baotekatook his own method of
defence. 'l hate to disillusion you both, Debotalt,| met Irene Frobisher in
town this. afternoon. She mentioned Miss Dou’glaamle, and it was that,
and not her undoubtedly charming face, which rahgla

His wife's lips had tightened somewhat by the timeehad finished, and
Caroline felt suitably set down. But that didntysther from feeling angry
and resentful, and when she took the glass heedffitom his outstretched
fingers, she allowed her feelings to show in tloersy depths of her eyes. If
James noticed, he gave no sign, and moved to diesidle the empty
fireplace, one foot raised to rest on the coppedde.



There was silence for a few minutes, and then Deb8ooth changed the
subject, much to Caroline's relief. Tell me, Missuglas, exactly what was
Laura saying to you?'

Caroline sighed. She was as loath to discuss lsanamifidence with her
mother as she had been to discuss Laura's paréhtshe girl. 'l imagine
you can guess,' she temporized slowly. 'lIt was rgamaent she had had
before, I'm sure.’

'Mmm." The older woman drew her lower lip between teeth. ‘I suppose
she told you about this man, Mooney.'

'Yes.'

'A most unfortunate affair.' Deborah Booth's néstitared. '‘How dare this
man, this Irish navvy, consider himself Laura'sadtju

'l don't think that's quite the point, Deborah{ puJames quietly. 'Mooney's
background is the least of our worries.' He pausadely, the whole point
is that Laura is too young to get involved with laogly, much less a man
almost ten years her senior!

Caroline found his eyes upon her then, and shegtitahey were defying
her to state that the differencetimeir ages had not matteredtion. But she
couldn't do it. She argued with herself that tortohomething out like that
would hurt the innocent far more than the guiltyt b she was honest she
had to admit that she did not feel herself qualifeact as judge and jury on
a fellow human being, however much she despised him

‘Nevertheless,' Deborah was saying now, 'the siuas impossible. Not
content with causing the child to develop pneumdmgpursues her here, to
Fenbourne, constantly causing friction in the hbos#'

'‘Deborah developing pneumonia was incidental," 3dmegan, but his wife
interrupted him.

£l would hardly call pneumonia incidental, James!"



You know what | mean. Two people caught out inaarst- she might well
have been with a girl friend. The fact that shemtaghat she was with this
man Mooney, hardly makes him responsible.’

‘All right. Be that as it may, the fact remainsttblae did get pneumonia and
for a time she was very seriously ill.'

'I'll grant you that."'

‘Thank you.'" Deborah turned her attention back &wolihe. 'And now,
today, she's been meeting this man in Fenbourne.’

'Oh!" Caroline's lips formed the letter.
‘This man's an absolute pest. Doesn't he have af jbrk to do?'

James went to pour himself another Scotch. 'He'sngineer, Deborah. |
checked with the construction company he works for.

'‘But if he's working on the motorway near Boscomibat is he doing
seventy miles away in Fenbourne?’

'l imagine he has days off,' remarked James diyguld you like another
drink, Miss Douglas?’

As Caroline had scarcely touched the drink in lzerdh she shook her head,
but Deborah was obviously not interested in suchdaane things.

'Whatever he is, Laura's got to learn that fottittne being we will not allow
her to do as she likes!" she stated sharply. 'Mémsage are only interested
in girls of Laura's age for one thing and one thamgy. And once, they've
got ..." She paused and looked directly at Carolilsa't that so, Miss
Douglas? I'm sure you, with your greater experichoew exactly what |
mean.'

Caroline's mouth felt so dry she felt incapablenwdking any sensible
response. 'l - |—'



'Haven't you ever come up against this sort of ghilMiss Douglas?'
Deborah persisted, and Caroline felt weak withefelihen the library door
suddenly opened and Laura herself appeared.

She had made some small concession to the occ&herhad changed the
jeans for flared pants, but the tee- shirt she w@aring with them with its
flagrant message tourn me on, Babwas hardly conducive to promoting
good relations with her parents. Still, her arrivadl divert Deborah's
attention from Caroline, and Caroline ran each m@alm in turn
surreptitiously over the seat of her pants. Duridgborah's catechism,
James had been standing silently beside the glmlideat his daughter's
entrance he took up his position again before dath.

'Well?' challenged Laura, looking round at all béin. 'Here | am! Don't
stop talking about me just because I'm here!

"Your immaturity is only exceeded by your concdiigr father told her
quietly, and Caroline saw the way his words bun&t girl's bubble of
self-confidence.

'Weren't you talking about me, then?' she exclajnreglerting to the
rebellious tone she had used in Caroline's bedroom.

'We were discussing the probable intentions of dureaman with a
schoolgirl,’ returned Deborah quellingly. 'Miss [tas was about to tell us
her experience.’

'l doubt whether Miss Douglas's experiences coaigelany bearing in this
case,' James remarked brusquely. 'Miss Douglakavlmir is not under
guestion here, Deborah, and | suggest we confireetues to the matter in
hand.'

Caroline was reluctantly grateful for this respitdthough she had the
feeling that Deborah Booth would not be contenletve it there. But in

spite of her relief, her antagonism towards the mha thought he could so
easily dismiss any awkwardness in this situatiangased.



Laura shifted restlessly. 'That's all you can thabkut, isn't it?' she burst out
angrily. 'Sex and money. Money and sex!

Deborah's hands clenched on the arms of her ¢daing silly phrases like
that in an effort to shock people into listeningytau is not going to solve
anything, Laura,' she said coldly.

‘They're not silly phrases. They're true. That'gal really worry about. Not
me, and my happiness. Just whether he's laid me@manuch he's going to
squeeze out of you because of it!

‘Laural’

Deborah turned horrified eyes on her husband, aed €aroline found her
eyes drawn to Laura's father. He shook his heawhstlimperceptibly, and
then he said steadily:

'‘And has he? Lain with you, | mean?"

Laura's cheeks burned scarlet. But she was stiiare 'Oh, yes. That
sounds much more acceptable, doesn't it? Waimme! Yes, he's laiwith
me. We were lying together this afternoon besiaerier—'

James's fingers stung across Laura's cheek, andishd her hand to cover
the tell-tale marks, her mouth opening in silerttest. ‘'Go to your room!'
James's voice was ice-cold. 'I'll speak to youlate

Laura whirled and rushed out of the library, anddliae heard the sounds
of sobbing as she took the stairs two by two. Theass another silence,
pregnant with tension, and then James went to Ipiowself another Scotch,
saying as he raised the glass to his lips: 'B&et so humble, there's no
place like home!'

‘That was unforgivable, James."

Deborah was fingering the pearls about her thratt avrestlessness which
belied the calmness of her words, and for a mor@ambline thought she



meant his slapping Laura's face. But a minute klterrealized her mistake
as Deborah went on:

‘That a daughter of mine should stand there andhlygtadmit to—' She
broke off abruptly. 'I've always thought that tsahool allowed too much
freedom to its pupils. Now I'm sure of it.’

James sighed, looking down into his empty glase. &ah hardly blame the
school for our daughter's promiscuity,’ he stateaivily.

'She certainly does not get her ideas from me, Sarhes wife retorted
sharply, apparently forgetting for a moment thatytiwere not alone. Then
she turned apologetic eyes on Caroline. 'Oh, my, delaat must you be
thinking of us? | assure you, Laura is not normatiyobjectionable.’

Caroline made a deprecating gesture. 'Oh, pleasé,rdind me. | am aware
of the problems parents can have with teenageesy/tfod

'‘Are you?' Deborah's eyes were suddenly assesyiag, | suppose you
must be. With your background.' That was subtlyejdt Caroline ignored
it. 'Laura’s led such a - sheltered existence gipnow. You've no idea how
distressed it makes me feel to think that thisis than has actually laid
hands upon her..

'For God's sake, Deborah, leave it!' James slanimsesmpty glass down on
the tray. 'Excuse me, both of you. I'll go and ke& much longer dinner's
going to be.’

'Oh, but—' Caroline got awkwardly to her feet asrbached the door. 'l
mean -1 can eat in my room.'

'Why should you wish to do that?' James's appraisd no longer
inscrutable, but cold and demanding. 'Relax. Theas's over for this
evening. You will find that even we eat with knivaasd forks like everybody
else.'



Caroline almost shrank from that harsh denouncemand Deborah
exclaimed: 'Darling, don't make the situation argrse for Miss Douglas.
I'm sure she was only trying to be tactful.’

Tm really wondering if there's any point in my stayhere," Caroline got
out evenly. 'If Laura—"'

'‘Laura will do as she's told,” said Deborah firméigshing any hopes
Caroline might have had of making her departureaftdly. 'We, Laura's
parents, employed you, Miss Douglas. We will disgeayou when your
presence here has accomplished its purpose. D&d mgself clear?

'Yes, Mrs. Booth.'

Caroline took a deep breath, and with a brief gtaaicboth of them, James
left the room.



CHAPTER FOUR

DINNER was the most uncomfortable meal that Caroline ccoever
remember having. Not that she ate a lot, even thtlug food offered to her
was expertly cooked and appetizingly served. Ard icensommé was
followed by prawns served in a cream sauce, andhtiie course was lamb
cutlets on a bed of baby carrots, peas and beatts timy new potatoes
cooked in butter. There was a strawberry gatedinish, which they all
refused, and Deborah suggested that she and Gaealjourn to the lounge
for coffee. They left James at the table, helpingself to more wine to
drink with the cheese and biscuits he had accepted.

To Caroline, the whole evening had become sligtatiyeal, and she was
glad that the Frobishers were announced just agfakhbwvas pouring the
coffee. Perhaps now she could make her excusedeaud them before
James reappeared.

But Deborah would not allow her to get away so lgasvhen Irene
Frobisher and her husband came into the room,atie"gou're just in time
to have coffee with us. David, come and meet thengolady your wife
chose for us.'

Caroline forced a smile as she recognized the wonfemhad interviewed

her in London. Irene Frobisher was a few yearsrdlien Deborah Booth,

and although well corseted was inclined to plumpneler husband on the
other hand was quite thin, not so tall as James, gveying brown hair and
lively blue eyes behind horn-rimmed spectacles.

'Hello again, Miss Douglas.' Irene was coolly gollHow are you settling in
at Maitlands?'

'Oh, my dear, the girl's had a veritable baptisrfiref'exclaimed Deborah,
rather dramatically, Caroline thought. There'srbemother scene with
Laura. James had to send her to her room.’

'Poor old Laura,’ remarked David Frobisher toldyargiving Caroline an
almost conspiratorial grin. 'What has she done how?



'Ilt's no joking matter, Davidietorted Deborah, looking annoyed. ‘Laura has
admitted to - to having relations with this man!'

Irene's shocked exclamations were overridden byedamappearance and
his words of taut impatience. 'l don't for one ménthink that Laura has had
- relations - with Mooney,' he told the companyrsligo'Can't you think of
anything else to talk about?'

The argument which might have ensued was prevdmngeDavid saying
casually: '‘As a matter of fact, James, | calletbiask whether you'd fancy
crewing for me on Sunday. It's the Pastoral Chgke@up race and young
Carney's gone and sprained his wrist playing tennis

The conversation divided at this point, James disiclg the race with
David, and Deborah and Irene exchanging sympatbetiunents. Caroline
gulped her coffee and stood up.

'If you'll all excuse me ... | am - rather tired.’

Deborah looked as though she might object, butrbefihe could say
anything James intervened. 'Yes, of course. . Gagiat, Miss Douglas.'

Caroline supposed Deborah and the Frobishers saimjght too, but after
glimpsing the look of intense weariness in Jamegss, all else defeated
her.

To her surprise, she slept extraordinarily well.eThed was superbly
comfortable, and although she had never slept legtvsék sheets before,
she found it a pleasurable experience. A changefrtom the rather lumpy
continental-style quilt which had been all her laoly had provided. She
awoke to the sound of birds arguing noisily in tprden outside her
windows, and lay for several minutes just savoutitggsense of well-being
that produced, so different from the roar of t@ffthich had been all she
could hear in London. She leaned over and lookéemtvatch, lying on the
table beside the bed. It was not yet eight o'clackl she relaxed.

The night before tiredness had overwhelmed heinadf mental as well as
physical exhaustion which the strain on her nehass provoked. Rut this



morning her mind was rested and alert, and -thatsw& the previous day
could be viewed with more perspective. To her astonent, she found
herself actually contemplating the task ahead ofah some enthusiasm.

But what of other complications? Her brows drewetbgr in an uneasy
frown. Was it really possible that until yesterdlmes had not known of
her identity? That until he met and spoke with M¥sobisher he had not
associated the governess who had been employdisfdaughter with the
girl he had once ...

Caroline pushed back the covers and got out of Bkd.sun was already
glinting through her curtains, and she drew theokpeonfident that no one
could overlook her here. Then she drew back agiAastan was walking

towards the house, a dark man in a dark towellokgey his hair sparkling
with specks of water. As she drew back her curtahes action must have
attracted his attention, because he looked up andchser, her slender body
silhouetted within the drift of chiffon she wore asightgown.

Caroline sank back against the bedroom wall, esavrapped protectively
about herself. Deborah Booth had said that her dngloften used the
swimming pool in the grounds. Obviously James heghlbswimming, but
what twist of fate had devised that she should doaek her curtains at
precisely that moment? She found she was shivamagwent swiftly into
the bathroom to take a shower. As she pulled thsgtiplshower cap over her
hair she wondered how she could possibly have ogritged staying here
longer than was absolutely necessary.

By the time she was dressed, businesslike in a ptavy suit which
unconsciously drew attention to her extreme fasnete had herself in
control again, and could almost ,chide herself foehaving so
self-consciously. Seeing her employer, for that wast he was, after all,
returning from a morning's dip in his pool shoulst arouse any emotion
inside her whatsoever. It was nothing to do with, leexd James could
certainly not be blamed for her drawing back hetatas at that particular
moment. In future, she would check before actingrgmulsively.In future...

She stopped in the act of fastening her watch abeutvrist and examined
what those words might mean. Had she decided ydst& after all? Had all



yesterday's anger and indignation been for nothi@g?had practical

necessity finally won over emotional irrationalitif’she was prepared to
stay here, she would have to accept two thingsst,Fthat James's
astonishment when he saw her was genuine, anddigctirat she would be
living in the house of a man with little respect &my member of her sex,
including his own wife. Could she believe that laafkdisbelief James had
shown in those first revealing moments in this vergm? And could she
bear to stand by and watch him deceive his wife?

She sighed, and finished fastening her watch. {hpuld she want to stay?
Even if James chose to behave as if he had nesseganore than the time
of day with her, he would always be there, and wsloald always be
conscious of him. Deborah Booth seemed friendlyghpbut Caroline was
sufficiently conversant with human nature to kndwattthings might not
always be so affable. The house and its appoinsngate luxurious, but
Caroline had never had a sybaritic nature. Thatwasshe had gone to Sri
Lanka - the austere life there had appealed to Awd. perhaps she had
rushed into this job because of her need to gey &wen Tim. So what was
it that appealed to her about it ?

The answer came in one word - Laura. Her pupil.giHeshe had come here
to teach, and in fact the reason for her employm@hé would not be an
easy charge, and there would be problems beyonddhweal range of a
teacher-pupil relationship. But she presented dlesige, and more than
that, Caroline wanted to help her. Something ingilewas crying out for

assistance and understanding, something that d€@edline to turn her

back and walk away because of things that shoutd haen long buried.

A knock at her door halted her self-examinatiord ahe went to open it,
still apprehensive of unexpected callers. But iswaly the maid, Jenny,
who waited outside, a loaded tray in her hands.

"Your breakfast, miss,' she announced shortly.II'$kat it out for you?'

'Oh, no, | can do it." Caroline took the tray, wiahsmile, aware that her
position in the household was as nebulous as arges® had ever been.
Neither family nor staff, and often resented byl#teer. 'It smells delicious,

thank you.'



Jenny nodded indifferently. 'Miss Laura will joinoy in the library
downstairs at nine o'clock,’ she added, turningyawa

Caroline closed the door and carried the trayeddble in the window. Fruit
juice and cereal, grilled bacon, eggs and saudaget, marmalade, and
coffee. To someone used to a hastily' brewed cueafaind indifferently
prepared toast, it was luxury indeed, but Cardirgomach was not
equipped to absorb such a meal. She drank thgdiod, ate two halves of
toast, and swallowed several cups of excellenteeoffThe mixed grill
congealed on its plate, and she sighed. The hitkers in the tea estates
above Kandy could have fed a family for a day @sle

She carried her tray downstairs at five to nine emcbuntered Mrs. French
just coming out of what she later discovered tdHgemorning room. The
housekeeper hastened forward and took the tray fremsaying: There
was no need for that, Miss Douglas. Jenny coul@ lragught the tray down
when she made your bed.’

'I made the bed, actually,’ replied Caroline, vaitkigh. Tm quite prepared to
look after my own room. I'm used to it.'

‘That won't be necessary, Miss Douglas, and I'dlae if you'd leave it to
us. Jenny has her job to do as well, you know.'

Caroline controlled the retort that sprang to hps land shrugged her
shoulders. 'As you wish, Mrs. French.’

Leaving the housekeeper, Caroline crossed the tuaalthe library.
Hesitating* she knocked, but receiving no replyat second attempt, she
opened the door and looked into the room.

Laura Booth was lounging in a chair at a table Wwhiad not been in
evidence the night before. She was slouched oediathle, her head resting
on one hand, staring broodingly into space. Shecsbalooked up when
Caroline came into the room, and barely responde@daroline's: 'Good
morning.' She was uniformly attired in the jeand &e-shirt she had been
wearing when Caroline first met her, and her shiadark hair was pulled
back with an elastic band.



Caroline closed the door and approached the t&ihys Laura looked up
at her then, and as though slightly ashamed diéteaviour, pulled her arms
off the table and sat upright in her chair.

'‘Now then.' Caroline was slightly encouraged bg ttoncession. 'l suggest
we begin by getting to know one another first, dgat?'

Laura shrugged. 'l should have thought you'd knibafeut me by now.’
'‘No. No. | know very little about you, Laura.'

Laura looked sceptical. 'What? With my mother mgjlieveryone | sleep
around?’

Caroline shook her head. 'l suggest we try andetowghat happened
yesterday and begin again.'

Laura lay back in her chair, regarding the othdrtgrough narrowed eyes.
She looked amazingly like her father, on guardhaswgas, that Caroline felt
a momentary stab of pain. Then Laura spoke andtage vanished.

‘| told you yesterday - you're wasting your timehvmne, Miss Douglas.
They may be able to confine me physically, but rainthey don't stand a
chance!

Caroline pulled out a chair and sat down. 'And'shadur final word?"

'Yes.'

'l see.-' Caroline rested her elbows on the tahleping her chin in her
hands. 'All right. Suppose you tell me what youwmal for the future are.’

Laura frowned. 'Why should | do that? You're ndérasted in me.’
'How do you know?'

Laura hunched her shoulders. 'l don't have to @xpMou're exactly the
same as they are. I'm through with explaining.’



Caroline sighed. 'Don't you think you're the oneowd jumping to
conclusions? Last night you came to my room aretittd persuade me to
give in my notice all on the strength of this infation for a man-'

'It's not infatuation!

Caroline's deliberate use of that word had stuegytiunger girl as she had
known it would, and now she had all Laura'’s attenti

'Well - whatever,' she went on. 'We had never methad never even been
introduced, and you came to me with some story @abeing in love with a
man whose apparent glamour for you is the fact bleattcomes from a
different walk of life, and expected me to take yside without being in
possession of any of the facts!

'l had hoped, you being - well, not middle-agedu'd try and understand.'

'‘Understand? Understand what? What is there to reta@l? You're
attracted to a man of whom your parents do notap+'

‘They've never even met him!'

'—and for this you're prepared to throw up yourn®s of gaining a decent
education!

'I've been educated. I'm sixteen. I've got sevehlé@els, and lots of girls
are working by the time they're my age.’

'l know it. There have to be shop assistants actdfiaworkers, even clerks
and bank tellers; but is that the height of youb#ion?"

'l don't know what you mean."’
'Doesn't it ever occur to you that lots of thesésgvho are already earning a
living would prefer to go on and gain further eduma would jump at the

chance of a place at university, and an interestarger ahead of them?’

"That's their problem.’



'l see. So you feel you've had enough of academdties?’
‘That's right.'
'So what are you going to do?'

Laura grimaced. 'What can | do? Wait until I'm eltbugh to do as I like, |
suppose.’

'‘And what you would like to do is marry this Irigmgineer you've been
telling me about?'

Laura's expression softened. 'Would | ever?'
'‘And you see yourself as his wife—

‘Mmm.'

'—and the mother of his children?’

‘Mmm, mmm!*

'Isn't that rather old-fashioned?' There was justright amount of scorn in
Caroline's voice and Laura looked at her sharply.

'What are you suggesting? That we shdivetogether?'

'Why not?' Now it was Caroline's turn to relax ar kshair. "Why do you feel
marriage is necessary?'

'My God!" Laura stared at her aghast. 'If my mother my father - could
hear you now!" She almost giggled. 'The governess ianarchist!'

'‘Not necessarily." Caroline shook her head. 'ltreeto me to be the most
sensible solution, in the circumstances.’

'What do you mean - in the circumstances?' Lawkdd suspicious.



'Well - your parents don't want you to marry thisrmand as you've already
anticipated your marriage vows, why not go on da@og Why make such a
fuss about something that's only a formality, adilé?'

Laura's face turned a deep red. 'You realize @ &gd tell my mother what
you've just said, she'll have you thrown out ofetrér

'Why should you worry? It's what you want, isriX it

'‘Don't you care?'

Caroline shrugged. 'If | don't have anyone to teaamight as well go.’'
Laura pursed her lips. 'l don't understand you.'

'Why not? | should have thought | was only puttinp words your own
feelings in the matter.'

‘They're not my feelings,' the girl muttered sukil

"They're not?' Caroline raised her eyebrows.

'‘No.' Laura was obviously struggling within hersaifd finally she said: 'l
haven't actually - that is, Johnny hasn't made touae. Not properly. | - |
wouldn't let him.’

'Did he ask you to?"

Laura hesitated. 'Only once.'

Caroline breathed a sigh of relief. So far the genaas working. 'And why
did you refuse?'

Laura sniffed. 'l don't know. | suppose | was afrdii | got pregnant, | think
Daddy would kill me." She paused, and then she wemhore aggressively:
'‘But that doesn't mean that | won't ever - I'maptude, you know.'



'l never thought you were.' Caroline rested hemgabdn the table in front of
her. 'So - if | am prepared to accept that youfirige for this man are
genuine, will you listen to what | have to say?"

Laura looked doubtful. 'Such as what?'

'Well, suppose when you're eighteen you marryrias, Johnny. Suppose
there were no objections from your parents, buegmu were married you
and Johnny were on your own—"'

That's what we want. Johnny doesn't want any ofmagey!

‘All right. So you and Johnny are married. Wheeyu going to live?
‘Johnny has a caravan. He tows it around fromsisgte.'

Caroline hid her dismay. 'And you'd be preparelivoin a caravan?'

'Of course. Why not? Other wives do.’

'Mmm." Caroline digested this. 'So - do you havg igea of the kind of
income an engineer has?'

‘Yes. Johnny told me.'

'‘And do you realize that what Johnny earns in a,yeaur father probably
spends on drinks and tobacco?’

Laura shrugged nonchalantly. 'l don't expect uddoe as well off as
Mummy and Daddy.’

‘That's just as well, because you're not goingetd\mwhere near!" Caroline
brought herself up short. She was getting a litile vehement about this.
'‘Anyway, suppose something happened, suppose Jdiatayne ill or lost

his job. What could you live on? And what if by thgou've got a baby to
look after?’



Laura wrinkled her nose. 'Stop being so pessinigie'd have to be jolly
unlucky!

'‘But people are, aren't they? Accidents happertjcplarly on building
sites.’

'Oh, all right, all right. What's your point?’

'My point is that if it was up to you to get a jabd earn some money, what
could, you do? How would you support a family?'

'We'd manage.' Laura was sullen.
"You'd manage a whole lot better if you had a decaneer to turn to,
something like teaching, for example. Something igrdt consequent upon

the economic state of the country.’

Laura rested her chin on her fists. 'l wondered lung it would take you to
justify your position here!' she muttered derisyvel

'‘But you can't deny the truth of what | say, can?o

'‘Becoming a teacher takes time. I'd have to golege.'

‘I know.'

"You're condemning me to another five years of atdan!'

'What's five years in a lifetime? Besides, if yadha few "A" levels, there
are other careers open to you that don't requireoleege backing.
Radio-therapy, for instance, or nursing. Usefulisfgng occupations that

are always in demand.’

Laura breathed deeply, staring down at the talblesed to be interested in
journalism,' she admitted slowly.

‘There you are, then. That's something you coulktabout.'



'‘But why couldn't they have allowed me to stay orBascombe? | was
happy there.

Caroline hesitated. Then she said quietly: 'l thivdy were right to take you
away.' She ignored Laura's protest, and went dreyTook you away from
temptation. Can you deny it's harder to meet Johmerg than it was at
Boscombe?'

'No, of course nofTheywon't allow it.'

'Even so, you admitted he once wanted to makettmyeu. Don't you think
that would have happened again? Could you be swrevpuldn't give in?"

Laura tossed her head angrily. 'l have to make miy decisions. It's my
lifel"

Caroline shrugged, folding her hands together.right then, go ahead. Run
away with your Irishman. | won't try to stop youutBdon't be too
disappointed if he turns you away after he getsdhavith your immaturity.'

Laura's lips quivered. 'You enjoyed saying thadndiyou?"

'I'm not enjoying any of this, Laura,” Caroline aréd, her patience
snapping. 'I'm employed as a governess, not a pkgist! | could go to
your mother and tell her you're being obstructind ket her deal with you!
But | haven't. I've listened to you bemoaning & fifitat most girls of your
age would give their right arm for, but I've hadRight up to here!

She rose to her feet, anger and impatience uppéimbgr emotions and
looked down into Laura's strained anxious featuramediately, she could
see James again, and curiously enough, all the aregg out of her.

'Oh, Laura!' she exclaimed frustratedlym not your enemy, I'm your
friend! If only you'd have the sense to see it.’

Laura's chin wobbled. 'l don't have any friendghis house.'



"You do now.' Caroline sat down again, with a buiyell? What are you
going to do?"

Laura heaved a deep sigh. 'If - and it's onlyiifl-should decide to go on
with my studies, would you help me to see Johnmyetones?’

Caroline was taken aback, but she managed tothigke swallowed rather
convulsively and said at last: 'If you work harflyou prove to me that
you're serious about this, I'll elect to mediateyoar behalf.'

Laura was silent for a few moments, and then she %&nd if they don't
agree?'

'‘Don't call your parents "they". As if there wewatsides in this. Everyone
just wants the best for you. As to some disagreg¢niemprepared to stake
my reputation on there being none.’

"You don't know my mother!

Caroline squared her shoulders. 'l dpn't know yather either," she said
shortly. 'But that's beside the point.'

"You did know Daddy, though, didn't you?' Laurarpged out reflectively.

'l taught the sons of some friends of his father'she holidays several
summers ago,' Caroline replied briefly.

Laura studied her thoughtfully. 'But he called yoaroline, didn't he?' she
suggested, as if the realization had just comeeto 'Bid you know him
well?'

Caroline managed to control her colour with a sonq@effort of will power,
'Of course not. | only met him a couple of times.'

'It was funny how he remembered your name rightydike that, wasn't it?
Caroline! She said the name in a faithful imitation of Jalsi&ne. 'Sort of -
agonized, wasn't itBhe watched Caroline carefully. 'As if you were ldst
person he wanted to see.’



Caroline managed a faint smile at this, althoughgdhl's words disturbed
her in a curious way. 'You're imagining things, taushe told her lightly.

'Now, do we have a deal?'

Laura sighed once more. 'Maybe. Maybe not. Perwapshould have a trial
period and see how it goes.’

‘I am prepared to agree to that.'

Laura sniffed. 'Why not? You've got nothing to lose



CHAPTER FIVE

CAROLINE came out of the Coach and Horses, and looked dpdamwn
Fenbourne's quiet main street. At this hour ofdfternoon there were few
people about, and the warmth of the day cast aryatgage of shimmering
light. The lingering taste of the lager and lime $tad just consumed in the
tiny lounge bar made her put out her tongue totheklast remaining drops
from her lips, and she sighed almost contentedhe %as having an
unexpected day off. Deborah Booth had driven awayLdndon that
morning, dropping Laura off at her grandparentsiseoon the way, and
Caroline had decided to walk into the village aadple the menu at the
Coach and Horses which Groom had recommended.

Unbelievably it was almost two weeks since she draided at Maitlands,
unbelievable too that she should be able to liva mouse with three other
people and yet see so little of them. She saw Lafi@urse. She was quite
satisfied with the progress she was making with Bert of the other
members of the household she saw next to nothingagionally, Deborah
Booth would appear half-way through the morningsses and join them
for their mid-morning break, but apart from thigytall led « separate lives.

Caroline always had breakfast in her room. Jenmgallysbrought it up for
her, and after that first morning became a litterenapproachable. Perhaps
Caroline making her own bed had had something twitloit, or maybe it
was simply that she had realized that Carolinerfelfeeling of superiority
over the other members of the staff.

A light lunch was served to Caroline and her changéhe morning-room,
one of the smaller apartments in the house, amdwgh Deborah Booth
must eat lunch too, she never joined them. Dinaiéey that first evening,
was always served in Caroline's room, and this trteéahshe had no contact
with James Booth whatsoever. For this she wasveslie

Over the week-end that Caroline had already spemhea house, when
lessons were suspended, all meals were served to her room, and she
had decided that in future she must make somegena@nt to go out at this
time or she would feel stifled.



She was still standing enjoying the sun on her lmams when a car

appeared out of the heat haze that shrouded thge/istreet and swept to a
halt outside the public house. It was a sleek daéen vehicle, with lines

built for speed as well as comfort. It was a caroi@e had seen before,
parked outside Maitlands, and panic set her legsation.

'Miss Douglas!

Two men were climbing out of the car, one of theanl and dark, dressed
more casually than she was used to seeing hinogeditting jeans and a
half open denim shirt. The other man was similattyred, around the same
height, but with reddish-coloured hair and a dragpnoustache.

James's greeting automatically halted her, andigimed to face the two
men with extreme reluctance, conscious that foiness she was wearing
little more than thin jeans and a sleeveless westhair secured in a knot on
top of her head, with tendrils drifting about harseand nape. Hardly the
attire of a governess, she thought wryly but tleelay she was not working.

'‘Good afternoon, Mr. Booth,' she responded politer expression cool
and disinterested. She was aware that his compar@emegarding her with
speculative attention, and a certain cynicism iedatier eyes. It was a
situation she had experienced before, she reflduteztly. The governess
attracting the lustful pursuits of a friend of tfemily! It was almost
amusing, and did not trouble her one bit. Thereevi@w situations with men
she felt she could not now handle.

James glanced about him, frowning. 'Where is Grobpr@sume he drove
you down to the village,' he suggested.

'No. Groom has driven your wife to town. | walked.'
'With Laura?'
'No. Laura is spending the day with your parentzlieve.'

James's frown deepened. 'You walked - along thosetry roads! You
could have been molested!



'But | wasn't.'

Caroline realized her remarks to James were handkeeping with her
image as an employee, but she couldn't help itt Adahould be concerned
that she might be molested! It was laughable.

'‘Well, we'll take you back,' announced James shagthncing briefly at his
companion. 'Oh, Clive, this is - Miss Douglas, lasirgoverness.' He
paused, and looked again at Caroline. 'Clive Léster

'How do you do, Miss Douglas?' Clive Lester ingisten shaking hands.
"We're just about to slake our thirst in the baeh&/on't you join us?'

'Oh, no, thank you—"'

'Why not?' Clive arched his brows. 'Isn't it ethifta governesses to take
drinks with their employers? Very « well, then] buy the round. How's
that?"'

'l expect Miss Douglas has some shopping to dorbefioe goes back to the
house,' suggested James briefly, but it was tlemidsal and not Clive's
invitation which aroused some demon of wilfulnesside Caroline.

'‘No," she said carefully, 'l don't have any shogpmdo.' She looked up at
Clive through her lashes. 'And if - Mr. Booth doésnind, I'd love to join
you for a drink, Mr. Lester.’

She heard James's swiftly indrawn breath, but hateely Clive seemed
unaware of anything but his apparent good lucknm€along inside, then,’'
he urged, and with a faint squaring of her shosld€aroline led the Way
back into the pub.

The bar was almost empty, and Clive saw Carolingooane of the tall
stools beside the counter before sliding on todhe beside her. James
remained standing, and Caroline would have hadve been made of stone
not to be aware of his displeasure. But she reftsatlow him to disconcert
her. Clive had invited her for this drink, he was/img for it, and if James



didn't like it there was nothing he could do. Hel Im@ control over her free
time.

'We've been sailing,’ Clive told her after swallogiihalf the beer in his
glass. 'On the river at Hawlock. Have you ever dang sailing, Miss
Douglas?'

'Once,’ said Caroline, her gaze shifting to James was standing with his
back against the bar, staring broodingly into spatad a - friend, who had
a boat. We went out a couple of times.'

Clive nodded. 'And did you enjoy it?"

Caroline shrugged. 'lIt was all right. | suppose Bverything else, it depends
who you're sailing with.'

Clive chuckled, but looking down into her lager r@lame could almost feel
the antagonism emanating from the man beyond him.

'Well, I've never known a woman yet who made a go@iv,' said Clive,
shaking his head.

'Doesn't your wife crew for you?' suggested Caglideliberately, and
Clive laughed again.

'My wife? | don't have a wife, Miss Douglas. Ohadd once, but like your
experiences with sailing, | wasn't impressed.’

Caroline stroked a finger round the rim of her glassee.’
‘Not that I'm saying I'm a confirmed bachelor theags,’' Clive went on, his
eyes challenging hers. 'Just that I've not methemaoman I've wanted to

take on - or who's wanted to take me on,' he addwmtestly.

Caroline decided they had gone far enough in tihattion, and changed the
subject, 'How nice to be able to go sailing whengoe feel like it!"

Clive grimaced. 'We don't all finish at five o'ckggyou know.'



'Oh, you do have a job, then?' Caroline counteredkmgly, and he
grinned.

'Sure thing. I'm in exporting. You know, earningldis for Britain's trade
deficit. | may act like a butterfly, but I'm vergfinitely a bee."

'‘Can | have that in writing, Clive?' inquired Jamsgseaking almost against
his will, but with a throbbing note of suppresseduaement in his voice,
and Clive punched him good-naturedly.

'l thought you'd taken an oath of silence, mangdwantered, raising his glass
to empty it. 'Are you having another?'

‘Not for me, thanks,' replied James, finishinglbesr and wiping his mouth
with the back of his hand, and Caroline quicklyrdraer lager.

‘That was delicious, thank you,' she assured Chsd¢hey all walked out into
the sunlight again, and James strode ahead tokutilealoors of the car.

Caroline got into James's car with some misgivirigs, short of being
downright rude, there was nothing she ' could douai. She got into the
back, and the two men climbed into the front, drehtthe powerful engine
roared to life.

The windows of the car were open as they drovegaland the wind soon
loosened Caroline's hair from its knot and haduinkling about her
shoulders. It blew about her face, and into hertmand she was wiping it
away when she encountered James's eyes on heglthtbe rear-view
mirror. Immediately, she looked away, refusing ®ibtimidated by the
coldness of his stare.

The gates of Maitlands loomed ahead, but to Caslisurprise the car
swept past. Clive looked surprised, too, and Jasa&gs T might as well
drop you off first, Clive. | can't stay. | have sework to do at the house.
Give my apologies to your mother, won't you?"

Clive Lester apparently only lived a short distafueher on, his home an
elegant Georgian house with a pillared portico emdred fanlight. When



the car drew to a halt on the semi-circle of thiwedrhe leaned on the
window for a moment after climbing out.

'‘Okay, old man," he said amiably. 'I'll see. youSamday evening anyway.
Deborah's asked me to dinner.’

'Has she?' James frowned for a moment. 'l didwwkmll right, Clive, see
you Sunday, then.'

'Yes.' Clive's eyes shifted to Caroline's windswapgpearance. '‘Good-bye,
Miss Douglas. It's been a pleasure.’

Caroline managed a smile, and then sensing Janngsaience, Clive
straightened and the car moved away.

Caroline fully expected James to say somethingas as they were out of
earshot, but he didn't open his mouth. He concmatriais whole attention
on his driving, and within minutes he was soundirgghorn for the lodge-
keeper to open the gates of Maitlands. Then themrerched up the drive
and slewed to a halt before the front terrace.

Caroline managed to open the door and scrambléeafote James could
come round to help her, and they mounted the terséeps together. As
usual, the doors stood wide, and Caroline precéidedinto the hall, not
without some relief. But it was short-lived.

'‘Come with me to my study, please,' he said foynalignifying to the
housekeeper who had appeared at their entrancatthaivas not needed,
and Caroline had no choice but to obey.

She had never been in his study before. It wastsitidown a narrow
passage towards the back of the house, and wasmémwom which Laura
had told her was barred, even to her. Caroline &nbw that sometimes
James came home and worked there, but she hadsdiette of him since
her arrival that she had hardly known when he wake house and when he
was not.



Now she followed him into his study rather defignthardly noticing the
attractive appointments - the matt brown carpethikle-covered chairs and
leather-topped desk, the long red curtains atath&tndows. She moved to
stand beside the desk, unconsciously bracing lievaklher fingers against
its edge, her eyes sharp and unrepentant.

James closed the door, leaning back against itafonoment, before
straightening to move into the room. In the casl@hes he was wearing he
looked younger, but there was a look of strain aduos lean features.
Watching him, albeit surreptitiously, memories loé way he had pursued
her all those summers ago returned to haunt hesadtall too easy to recall
the persistence with which he had sought her aiking with her, eating
with her, teasing her about her dreams and idé&aksy had both known it
could only be a matter of time before he made tovser, and the occasions
when she had been in his arms had acquired a-bitteet anticipation. He
was the only man she had ever shared any feelingtiafacy with, and
because of him, no man since had been allowed elosegh to try. It had
taken some time, several months in fact, beforehgkderealized that he had
no intention of divorcing his wife and marrying h#rhad all come out that
awful Friday night in that small motel room, whdreshad imagined he had
left Deborah for good, and all he had planned wastty week-end ...

Now he came to stand beside the desk too, andigaown at her, he said:
'Don't ever do that to me again!' in a low angmyeto

Caroline forced a nonchalance she was far fromnigelDo what -Mr.
Booth?"

His hands clenched by his sides. 'You know whatehm' A pulse was
jerking near his jawline. 'Clive Lester is a frieafimine. Let's keep it that
way, shall we?'

Caroline's eyes widened with assumed mockery. 'etmwid | do otherwise,
Mr. Booth?"

'Stop calling meMr, Booth!" he muttered savagely, and half turned away
from her.



'What would you have me call you?' .she askedninralertone'James
hardly think your wife would approve.'

He hunched his shoulders in a gesture of defahink it's time we had this
out, don't you?'

Caroline stiffened her back. 'What, precisely?'

'Don't give me that, Caroline. Did you do this Hehately? Coming here, |
mean?'

'No, | did not," she retorted shortly. "Your frieMits. Frobisher employed
me—'

'Irene Frobisher is nahyfriend!" he contradicted her.

‘All right, your wife's friend, then. So far asnéw, | was being employed by
them, for their daughter. How was | to kngawur wife was behind it?'

James drew a deep breath. 'l see. | guessed as ofiwchurse.’

'How well you might!" Caroline's eyes sparkled aygrl wouldn't have
accepted a position your household!

James let this go with only a slight tightenindh lips. 'But you stayed,' he
stated bleakly.

'Yes. | hadn't much choice. I'd spent half the adeaMrs. Frobisher had
given me.'

James turned to scowl at her. 'If you'd been tkapdrate, you could have
asked me,' he muttered.

'Oh, yes? And if I'd asked you, what would you hdweae? Given me the
money to refund your wife? And how would you haxpexrted payment, |
wonder?’



James stared at her bitterly. "You bitch!" he daadshly, and for once
Caroline was ashamed.

'I'm sorry," she apologized reluctantly, suddeelglihg rather childish. 'It's
just - well, you made me angry.'

She looked unwillingly up at him, aware of his messs as she had not been
before. Her eyes were drawn to the opened veesashiit, and the brown
expanse of chest revealed with its light coverihdark hair. When he had
taken her sailing he had worn nothing but a paiswimming shorts, and
when he had pulled her into his arms and unfastdreetira of her bikini...

She allowed her thoughts to go no further. It iiesdimax of that affair she
had to remember, not the tantalizing details oklationship which had
rocked the very core of her being.

'Oh, Caroline!" he muttered, in a shaken voice.y\iéh God's sake did you
have to come back into my life!"

Caroline moved away, putting the width of the deskveen them. 'l haven't
come back into your life, James," she stated dtedliin here because of
your daughter, and nothing else. The fact thatmeze knew one another is
immaterial.'

'Is it?' His mouth was grim.

'It could be. That was all over six years ago. gvewn up a bit since then.
When I first found out - well, I admit my first iications were to leave. But
after I'd met Laura ...'

'Yes.' The lines deepened beside his mouth. "Yoomevell with Laura.’

I try.'

'So she told me.' He paused. 'She likes you.'

‘Thank you.'



'‘Don't thank me.' He raked a hand through his B#lowing his palm to rest
against the back of his neck. 'l could wish shékaid you intensely!"

Caroline was shocked at how easily he could gtitt her. 'I'm sorry about
that.'

'‘Are you? Are you really?' Patently, he didn't éed her. 'You don't
honestly care what | think about you, do you?'

Caroline held up her head. 'No.'
'So now we know where we stand.’
'If you say so.

James's hand fell to his side, and he moved tevthnmself wearily into one
of the soft, hide-covered chairs, one leg drapediessly over the arm. 'All
right, you can go.

"Yes, Mr. Booth, thank youMr. Booth-'

Caroline didn't know what made her taunt him likatt but when she
crossed the room on her way to the door she hadgs his chair, and his
hand went out and caught her wrist between hargefs1 'Don't do it,

Caroline," he warned her, through clenched tebtim't do it!"

Caroline was not a little frightened by the lookis eyes, but she refused to
allow him to see it. 'Don't do wha#r, Booth?'

James sighed, deceptively relaxed, looking at lihewrist he held with so
little effort on his part. 'Knowing you were in theuse, Caro, it hasn't been
easy,' he told her huskily. '‘Whether you believerinot, you are the only
woman | have ever wanted.' Thwarting her effortetease herself, he went
on: 'Don't tempt me to do something you might redmm half-way there
already.’'



He let her go then, and Caroline snatched her wuast ‘How - how dare
you say such things to me!' she stormed furiolgrat makes you think |
won't go straight to your wife and tell her whagveine you are?'

James shrugged. 'l can't stop you, if that's whatwant to do.'
Caroline stared frustratedly at him. 'Don't youe@ar

'Let's say, not right at this moment," he respontiedheavy lids narrowing
his eyes.

Caroline turned towards the door, refusing to cargithis conversation any
further, but his voice arrested her: 'Has therenbes thereanyone else,
Caro?"'

She swung round on him. "You have no right to askimat!"

'Why not?' There were slumbrous fires burning i@ ttepths of his dark
eyes. They reminded her of the excitement she haaya felt at being able
to arouse this man, almost against his will, steedmmetimes thought.

'It's nothing to do with you.'

'Oh, come on, Caroline. You and | were once loveis, not perhaps in the
physical sense of the word, but that was merefcl bf opportunity—'

"You flatter yourself!"

‘No, | don't. We had something, you and I, and koow it. Okay, you say
it's over now. But that doesn't stop me from thiigkabout you, wondering
whether anyone else has got close to that cold h#art of yours!

Caroline reached for the handle of the door. 'Asadter of fact there have
been several relationships,' she told him conteoysty. 'If it interests you
to read about them, I'll let you have my diarieslyQlon't try to tell me what
to do -Mr. Booth!'



She had wrenched open the door before he couldpgEbm his chair, but
that didn't prevent her heart from pounding giddity feeling further
increased by the sight of Mrs. French standingtrgitside. For a moment,
she thought the housekeeper had been caught egdrapping, but as she
fought desperately for control, Mrs. French dispea:khis belief in a wave of
confusion.

'Oh, Miss Douglas! There's a young man to see y&hg' exclaimed,
colouring as James appeared behind Caroline. Whating outside.' Her
eyes lifted to James's scowling face. 'Shall | showin, sir?’

Caroline was aware of James's hostility, and thnel ee rested against the
door frame close by her ear gave her a suffocdérling. She wanted to
move away from him, but Mrs. French was in fronthef, blocking her
escape. The only young man Caroline could thinkvas Tim, but what
could he want? And why had he come here?

'Who is it, Mrs. French?' James inquired coldlyd #re housekeeper moved
her thin shoulders awkwardly.

'It's a Mr. Mooney, sir." she replied, and CardBrigs parted in amazement.

'Did you sayMooney?demanded James, the ominous calmness of his ton
warning Caroline of his own instant, and unfavolgabecognition of the
name.

Yes, sir.' Caroline could have sworn Mrs. Frencls emjoying this, 'Will it
be all right if | show him into the library, sir?"

James looked down at Caroline, and there was niakimg the anger in his
eyes. You were expecting a visitor?' he suggedesakly.

'‘No, | was not." Caroline was indignant. 'l dontiolw anyone called
Mooney!

'l think you do,' returned James, without emphabien he looked at the
housekeeper. 'Very well, Mrs. French. Show Mr. - élooney into the
library.'



'Yes, sir.'

The housekeeper went away and Caroline was lefhgtat her employer.

James considered her flushed resentful face cléseseveral seconds, and
then he expelled his breath on a noisy sigh. ight' he muttered harshly,
‘what's John Mooney to you?'

"'To me?' Caroline gasped. 'l don't even know hive. tbld you.'
You expect me to believe that?' James sneered.

'l don't care what you believe!' she retorted hafigtél don't ""know John
Mooney. I've only heard his name. And | know wha'ye thinking. But I'm
not involved with the man!'

James clenched his fists thrusting them into tbatfpockets of his jeans,
drawing her unwilling attention to the taut clotlonhding the muscles of his
powerful thighs. 'Do you deny inviting him to corhere to see you when
you expected the rest of the household to be bat@emanded.

Caroline stared at him incredulously. 'Is that wiad think? Is that what
you really think?' she asked contemptuously.

James shifted impatiently. 'What else am | expettethink?' he snarled
angrily. 'My God, and you let me believe your beihgre was a
coincidence!’

Caroline took a deep breath. She was tempted tohmgr the stairs, collect
her belongings, and leave this house for good.thetn sue her for their
money if they wanted, she wouldn't care. But somgttsome emotion she
refused to acknowledge, would-not allow her to giveo easily. Whatever
happened, he should not spend the rest of hisirifegining she had
schemed her way in here.

Clenching her nails into her palms, she said: 'Wll listen to me? | did not

invite this man - Mooney - here today. | didn'tex@ow” | was not going to

be working. Your - your wife told me after breakfisat both she and Laura
were going out.'



‘There are telephones,' retorted James coldly.

‘All right, there are telephones. But | didn't ube telephone. Ask Mrs.
French. | had lunch in the village.'

'"You could have telephoned from there.’

Caroline held her temper in check with difficultfyhen why did | come
back here? Why didn't | simply arrange to meet imrthe village?"

'‘Because | insisted on bringing you home!'
'Oh, yes. And | suppose, knowing you were goingetat home, | hoped that
he would come on here if | wasn't waiting for hir@aroline uttered a

scornful exclamation. 'Does that sound logicalda?/

James subjected her to a brooding appraisal. Whens he here? Why has
he asked to see you? And how does he know yourhamiess ... unless ...’

'Unless,' she prompted him, eyes wide.
'Unless - Laura's at the bottom of this," muttelaches reluctantly.
'Laura!" Caroline expelled her breath on a sigtidh't think of that.’

'No, nor did I." James shook his head impatief@pd, if she is at the back
of this, I'll - I'l—'

'—apologize to me,' suggested Caroline dryly, aachad the decency to
colour slightly under his tan.

'Of course.' His lips tightened. ‘Naturally, if &¥e misjudged you ..." He
shrugged his broad shoulders. 'I'd better see hysely

'‘No!" Caroline's immediate denial brought a trace isfformer suspicion
back to his face. 'No, let me,' she pleaded. 'Inmigavas me hg asked to
see, after all." James's brows drew togethehidfis some trick—'



'Do you think it is?' she challenged him, half alygr

'‘God, | don't know what to think," he muttered, ming a questing hand
through his hair.

'Oh,JamesZor a moment, Caroline forgot to maintain the ieasrbetween
them, impulsively putting her hand on his arm, ifeglthe taut muscles
beneath her fingers. 'Trust me, James!

He looked down at her fingers on his arm, and & asif his flesh became
live coals to her touch. Her hand fell away, and &jok a step backward,
but not before she had glimpsed the torment indyss. 'l trust you,
Caroline," he said thickly. 'But don't trust mefidAwithout another word, he
turned back into his study and closed the door.



CHAPTER SIX

MRs. French was hovering outside the library door w@aroline appeared.
'He's in there,’ she said, in a disapproving uodert'You watch he doesn't
take any of the silver, mind. | don't trust thossh navvies!'

'He's not an Irish navvy!" Caroline found herseifehding him unseen. 'He's
Irish, yes, but he's an engineer. Now, if youicese me ...'

She made to open the door and Mrs. French utterae sincomplimentary
epithet as she walked away. Shaking her head, iGaralrned the handle
and entered the library.

The young man was standing by the windows, lookunigon to the drive at
the front of the building, but he turned at herante and Caroline saw that
he was quite different from her own imaginings. H®agination, and
Laura's unfortunate habit of exaggeration, hadtecedhe image of a
muscular young giant, proud and aggressive, amatly@elf-confident.

The reality came as something of a surprise, butjaite a disappointment.

John Mooney was a little over medium height, witlean, bony body, and

fairish brown hair which was already beginning &xede, giving ¢ the

impression of his having a very high forehead. tutall that, he was an

attractive man, and Caroline thought she couldrdeelLaura found him so

fascinating. There was character in his face, amddur, and a gentleness
which even Caroline found disarming.

'Miss Douglas?' he questioned, crossing the roavarids her, his well-cut
navy suit and crisp white shirt making Caroline entiran ever aware of the
disadvantages of her own attire. 'How are you?'

Caroline allowed him to shake her hand, and thestbed expectantly in
front of her, putting his hands behind his backioliae said: 'How do you
do?' and waited also, not quite sure of what her attitude should be.

This silence between them was uneasy, and sudtieyyboth broke into
speech at the same time. The consequent confusliened the situation,



and they both laughed. Then, at Caroline's instgtelne said: "You wanted
to see me?"

Caroline gasped. Wwanted to segou?'
'‘Well, didn't you?'

'‘No!" Caroline shook her head in a puzzled way.adWhakes you think |
did?'

T got a message. From you.'

'A message?' Caroline moved' her shoulders helpléslew could you? |
didn't send any message?'

Mooney stared suspiciously. 'Are you sure?' He freav 'Did Laura put you
up to this?'

'No. No, of course not.' Caroline was trying tathi'Please - tell me about
this message. Who delivered it?'

‘There was a telephone call - at the site.’
'‘Asking you to come here? To see me?'

'Yes. | didn't altogether understand it myself, lklought - well, Laura told
me you weren't entirely against our friendship.’

'Laura told you that?' Caroline's frown deepenBdt how could she? She
hasn't seen you. Or has she?

'We speak on the phone occasionally. And writeetsttSurely you can't
object to that!'

'It's not up to me to object to anything. It's noghto do with me.' Caroline
shifted impatiently. 'Oh, | don't know. Let me tkinCould Laura have
arranged this meeting, do you suppose?’



He shrugged. 'Don't ask me.' He sighed. 'l hardilykt so. The journey's
been for nothing, hasn't it?"

'‘Well, what did you think would come of it? Whatldjou imagine | could
do for you?'

'l suppose | thought you might have arranged fottarfesee her, to spend
some time with her. | was obviously wrong.'

Caroline sighed now, aware of a reluctant sympdinyhim. 'Well, I'm
sorry,' she said. 'But whoever sent you that messiagvasn't me. And
Laura's not here. She's spending the day with fagrdgparents.’

'Oh, great!" He slid his hands into his trouserskpts. 'Well, | suppose |
should say I'm sorry to have troubled you.'

Caroline bit her lip. "That's all right.’

He moved towards the door and then halted. 'l doippose . .." He halted. 'l
came on my motor-bike. It's down at the lodge -dlteguy who let me in

wouldn't let me ride up to the door. | don't sumpgeu'd consider walking
down with me?'

Caroline spread her fingers. 'l don't see why r&te smiled. 'lt's a pity
you've come on your motor-bike. We could have walteethe village. I'd
like to talk to you - about Laura.’

'Find out what an ignorant peasant | am - is t#?at i

Caroline did not flinch. 'If you like.'

He smiled suddenly. 'l could give you a ride onliiie, if you like. | keep a
spare helmet in the panniers.’

Caroline hesitated. Walking with him to the villagas one thing - going off
with him on his motor-bike was quite another. Antdatv would James
think?



Then she chided herself angrily. Why should sherywvabout what James
would think? Did he ever worry about what she thd@gA\nd besides, it was
all quite innocent. If he chose to think otherwis®at could he do about it?
. This afternoon he had proved how contemptiblecdd be. How dared he
ask her about her private affairs? Had ' he sorea ttiat she might be
prepared to take up with him where they left off?

Realizing that Mooney was waiting for her replye said: 'Well - all right.
You can take me somewhere we can talk. But ndt far.

He nodded. 'Fine. Now, can we walk out of heredorr we have to be
released?"

Caroline chuckled. 'We walk. Follow me.'

The drive was not visible from James's study winsidwt Caroline was not
convinced he was not watching their progress. Qhggs it was Mrs.
French. No doubt she had been detailed to repdretonaster.

It was years since Caroline had ridden on the baekmotor-bike, not since
her student days, but on an afternoon as warmisg thias delightful. The

breeze, that had not been evident when they wdkengaloosened her hair
beneath the helmet, and it was soon wild and tangieney gold about her
flushed cheeks.

Mooney turned off the road before they reachedviliege, following a
narrow lane which wound beneath an overhangingmanb trees before
giving out on the stretch of turf that edged theribank. The river bent at
this point providing a natural pool, and this sp@ats completely secluded.
The only sounds came from the birds, and the issmatnming about the
clumps of wild flowers which starred the bank, thevement of water over
the stones at its edge providing a cooling backgglou

Caroline swung her leg over the bike and pulled ha#f helmet. "You
apparently know this area better than | do," simemsented dryly.

Mooney adjusted the heavy motor-cycle on its stand,removing his own
helmet ran a smoothing hand over his hair. T mdsti& | know it better



than | used to. But Laura showed me this place.t8ldeme she used to
come here when she was a kid with her old man. pbat's quite deep.
They used to swim.'

Caroline dismissed the image his words unwillingtgvoked, wondering
what James would say if he could hear himself desdrin that way. She
sank down gracefully on to the grass. 'Well, igga&inly a beautiful place.’

'Mmm, beautiful,' he agreed flinging himself doweskte her, his eyes on
the attractive picture she made. 'How come yougevarness?'

Caroline turned to look at him. ‘We're not herdai about me,"' she said
pointedly.

He lay back, folding his arms behind his head. {Okghat do you want to
know?'

Caroline sighed, crossing her legs, lotus-fashiiim. not- sure | want to
know anything. | think it just might <help if we - welunderstood one
another.’

His eyes narrowed as he looked up at her. "Whyldhauw care? You don't
approve of me having anything to do with Laura argre than the rest of
her family, do you?'

'l - wouldn't say that.'

'‘Wouldn't you?' He regarded her sceptically.

'‘No. Look, I'm fond of Laura. She's the only rea$anhere.' She paused.
"You have to admit, you are a lot older than sh&ie's still a schoolgirl.'

'And she's a Booth!'
"That, too.'

He sat up, loosening his tie. "You may not beliéwg, but | didn't start this.
Oh, I'm not saying | held back or anything, but tzamnade the running."



'How did you meet her?' asked Caroline curiously.

He smiled then. 'l guess you could say she pickedim A group of them

used to hang around this coffee bar in BournemoLitey knew who we

were, me and some of the others, and we recogtiesd because of the
uniform, you see?"

'And she wasn't the only one.’

'Hell, no. But - well, | guess our relationship d®ped into something more
serious.'

Caroline shook her head. 'And are you prepared ag?wUntil she's
eighteen?’

'Wait? Wait for what? To marry her? They'll nevetrhe marry her!'

Caroline was amazed. 'Are you serious?' Her braess tbgether. 'Or is this
some gambit?'Mooney took a deep breath. 'lt's ndbgal'm a realist, Miss
Douglas. | know Laura thinks she's in love with rbet if her parents
succeed in keeping us apart, she'll eventually fsaimebody else.
Somebody suitable, no doubt.’

Caroline gasped. 'Then you don't love her?'

'Oh, | wouldn't say that. No, | wouldn't say théte tipped his head on one
side, suddenly very Irish. 'l do care about hexare about her very much.
But it would never work. Sure, and haven't | to&d that?'

Caroline's shoulders sagged. 'l wish you could haled her father and
mother this.’

'What? And put them out of their misery? After thay they've treated
Laura? Why should I? Let them worry a while longemwill do them no
harm, and | wouldn't do anything to hurt Laura.’



Caroline laughed. She couldn't help it. The tensioshad felt all afternoon
was suddenly dispersed like a cloud of smoke, aaday seemed that much
brighter.

'Why are you laughing?' he asked good-naturedly IDsay something
funny?'

Caroline shook her head, tugging her fingers thindugr hair. 'No. No, not
really. And thank you - for being honest with me."

'It was nothing. But you'll not be telling themthé house what I've said?"

Caroline looked thoughtful:No, | won't say anything which might get back
to Laura. I'd hate to be the one to disillusion'her

Mooney looked frowningly into the far distance.éStas a lot of growing up
to do.’

'Haven't we all?' commented Caroline, almost irdilaly, and got to her
feet. 'Well, shall we go?'

He looked up at her without enthusiasm. 'There'suroy, is there?'
Caroline sighed. 'Yes. I'd hate to arrive back aitfnds just as Laura was
arriving back from her grandparents' house. Whad kif interpretation do
you think she'd put on our being out together?’

Mooney got to his feet. 'l might not mind," he resged quietly. 'What's
your name? Caroline? Can | call you that? You kmayvname. Meet me
again, Caroline, when we don't have to spend the ttalking about
someone else.'

Caroline stepped back aghast. 'l can't do that.'

'Why not?' He frowned again. 'You're, not - engageed you?'

'Well-no. But—'



'‘But what?' He wasn't much taller than she waglagid eyes were almost on
a level. 'Who knows that my involvement with Lawas not just fate's way
of devising our meeting?" »

'I've heard of blarney, but—'

'It's not blarney, honestly." His grey eyes weeady * and appealing. 'l don't
know many girls—'

' don't believe it!'

'—and | wish you would come out with me. | get lyrgometimes.’
'l can't.' Caroline sighed. '‘Besides, what if Lasinauld find out?"
'She won't.'

‘No! No, I can't.' Caroline turned abruptly aways Mords were too similar
to those James had used when she had protestéutstiaate might find out.
And Laura was James's daughter. She couldn't &hé.wasn't even sure
she wanted to. John Mooney was an attractive nrahshe couldn't deny
that in other circumstances she might have begraped to go out with him.
But this was different.

Realizing she could not be persuaded, John stralbeolss to his bike and

put on his helmet, tossing the other to Carolife fastened the straps, and
after he had straddled the motor-bike and stalte@ngine, she climbed on
the back.

You trust me* to take you straight back, then?'challenged, and she
smiled.

'Yes, | trust you. To take me straight back anywaook only minutes to

reach the gates of Maitlands, and Caroline disnemjntot without some

relief that they appeared to be unobserved. Jolnfeaing for something

inside the jacket of his suit, and presently hedpoed a small square of
white cardboard.



'My card, he told her, handing it over. ‘My telephone nundiehe site is on
there. Should you want to reach me .. .

'Why should | want to do thatshe exclaimed.

'Who knows?he countered with a grin, and letting out the aiuBurged
away at a rapidly increasing pace.

Dodds opened one of the drive gates an inch otavatiow her to enter the
grounds. He was an elderly man, who lived at tlagéowith his wife, and

who looked after the lawns and flower beds as wasllvetting would-be

visitors. His mouth was drawn down disapprovingdyh@ closed the heavy
gate behind her, and he saitlliss Laura been looking for you, miss.
Nobody at the house knew where yogone!

'Miss Laura! Caroline echoed in dismay. 'She's back?
'Seems like it. Mr. Booth brought her home himseéf did.

'Mr. - Booth? Oh, you mean the elder Mr. Bodljaroline put a hand to her
head. 'And did you tell Miss Laura where I'd gone?

'| said youd gone out with a young man on a motorbike, mistdrt know
where you'd gone any more than anybody else.’

'‘No. No, of course not.' Caroline began to walkhgdrive. 'Er - thank you,
Mr. Dodds.’

Half-way up the drive, she saw Laura running to e, her young face
flushed and petulant. "There you are!' she excldjmeaching the older girl.
'‘Where have you been? And what was Johnny doing?hiérwas Johnny
you went off with, wasn't it?'

'Yes.' Caroline hastened on before Laura couldrmpée 'But | wish you
hadn't asked him to come here while you were gtorfge out. Your father
wasn't very pleased."



‘Me?' Laura’'s pent-up emotions were released iy af@rotest. 'l didntell
him to come here! What are you talking about?

'You didnt? Caroline managed to infuse just the right amodrguoprise
into her voice. 'l thought you must have doitewas giving her breathing
space, and right now she needed it.

'Why would | do a thing like thatRaura demanded.

'Well, | suppose | thought - you wanted me to nieet, to appreciate the
kind of young man he is.

'And did you?

Caroline heaved a sigh. They were approachingtiade and she could see
a sleek cream Rolls parked below the steps. RoBedth's car, she
presumed. And he would recognize her, just as Jameésione. Oh, God,
what a tangled web! But at least he knew nothirauahber relationship with
James, did he?

'We cart talk now, Laurashe exclaimed. 'Your grandfathers here, isn't he?
Shouldn't you be entertaining him?'

'‘Daddy's there. We've all been looking for you. @adas furious! | don't
know why. He should have been pleased that you@ gdf with Johnny.
After all, think how delighted they'd all be if ysucceeded in taking Johnny
away from mel!'

'Oh, Laura!" Caroline made a helpless gesture@sifounted the steps to
the doors. 'Look, I'll have to go and change.' Blikcated her vest and
jeans. 'We'll talk later—"

'Where the hell have you been?’

Caroline had been concentrating on Laura and tleepetted words were
like a douche of cold water. James confronted threthe hall, legs astride,
arms folded, his expression as furious as Laural&éader to believe. ¢
Licking her lips, Caroline dragged her eyes awaynfhis angry face, and



examined the reaction this was having on Laura.sbrry if you thought I'd
disappeared, Mr Booth," she replied, hoping to sgoa conspiratorial
support from the girl. 'l thought it would be easieve talked away from the
house.’

‘That's right, Daddy," Laura added slowly, respongdio Caroline's silent
appeal. 'Miss Douglas has told me all about it.'

James's face looked even grimmer. 'And what wadoimey here, Laura?
And why did he ask to see - Miss Douglas?’

Laura made an indifferent movement of her shoulderer - | asked him to
come,' she said at last, and now Caroline's lipggan' dismay. She had not
wanted Laura to go this far. Her eyes darted backames's face, and she
was not encouraged by what she saw there.

'What's going on, James?'

Now it was Robert Booth's turn to interrupt thene $1ood in the doorway
to the lounge, regarding them all with tolerant asment. A handsome
man, in his sixties, Caroline estimated, he wasldar edition of his son,

but when he saw her his relaxed features stiffeard,a mottled darkness
spread up over his skin. His eyes shifted incraatlioto his son's, and
watching him Caroline knew, without a shadow of aulat, that Robert

Booth had known of their relationship. James seeuomgxerturbed by his

father's reactions, however, and Laura was too tufmse@ecognize the

undercurrents here.

'l think - I think it's obvious that Miss Douglaassuffered no ill effects
from her outing, James," his father said now. 'aBayou had no right to
invite that scoundrel here for whatever purpose—

'He's not a scoundrel,’ Caroline felt bound to gsbt'He's - well, he's an
educated man. He's not a fortune- hunter or anytike that. He came here
because - well, because he was invited to coment dhink that's any
reason for anyone to get so heated about it!"



‘Nor do I," put in Laura. 'None of you know Johnkeyaw can you condemn
him unseen?"

Caroline saw the way James's jaw hardened as hdsHall to his sides.
'Very well, Laura," he said coldly. 'As we have Mi3ouglas's undoubtedly -
experienced opinion to go on, we'll excuse yowsponsible behaviour this
time. But in future, Miss Douglas," his lips twidteontemptuously, 'kindly
inform me before you decide to go off with a contlstranger!

‘Yes,Mr. Booth.'

The offensiveness of Caroline's acquiescence mataiseown, and James
turned abruptly away, walking back into the loungés departure left an
awkward silence, and Robert Booth broke it by sgyin

'We've met before, haven't we, Miss Douglas? ARbisters?’

Caroline swallowed the indignation she felt towaddsnes, and forced a
faint smile. 'That's right, Mr. Booth. Six yearsoagf's a long time.’

'‘And now you're working for my son.’
His meaning was unmistakable, and Caroline hachod herself not to
blurt out the whole unpalatable truth. Instead, sb&ded, and said: ‘Small

world, isn't it?"

'Indeed.’ Robert Booth looked vaguely disconcerted, though he had not
expected so casual a reply. 'If you'll excuse rhe ..

He followed his son into the lounge and when therdwd closed behind
him, Caroline expelled her breath on a noisy sigten, shaking her head,
she moved towards the stairs. But Laura came laéter

'Did you mean what you said, Miss Douglas? Abalicut Johnny being an
educated man - and not a fortune- hunter?'

Caroline reluctantly nodded her head. 'Of course.'



'Oh! Laura pressed her palms to her cheeks, obviowsllypleased with this

reply. Then as Caroline would have gone on, sheaddtdm glad you met
him. It makes it more real somehow, being ableat& about him with

someone who actually knows him. That's one of Hiegs | miss about
school - not being able to talk about things with other girls. We used to
discuss our boyfriends, Miss Douglas. Oh, | ditglltthem any of the really
personal things Johnny and | used to do togetlerydu know what | mean

This was getting worse and worse. 'l must get cedh@aroline exclaimed
desperately. 'Laura, your mother will be home soon.

'Oh, yes.Laura's mouth turned down at the corners. 'l wondeat she'll say
when she finds out Johnny's been here?

Caroline didn't want to speculate. This day whiald begun so well had got
completely out of hand. First her confrontation hwitames, then John
Mooney's unexpected appearance, and now discovératdrobert Booth
had known of her involvement with his son ... ltsngdl too much.

'I'll see you later, Laura," she said, determimasbarpening her voice, and
Laura was sufficiently enamoured of her own thoagabtlet her go without

pressing her further about who it was who had suneadalohnny to the

house.

But once in the comparative security of her bedro@aroline could not
dismiss that question. Who had brought Mooney taIdtads, and for what
purpose? If it was not Laura, who else would achiamything by doing
such a thing? Unless .. « Caroline unfastened #istlhand of her jeans and
stepped out of them. Unless he had made that bput@omeone inviting
him here. It was a reasonable solution, and whitedin't quite tie in with
what her impression of him had been, neverthelgssiould solve an
irritating puzzle. He had said he had heard ofitoen Laura. He had known
her name.

But how had he known that Laura - or her pareontshat matter - would not
be in the house? Of course, he had said that hédyed to see Laura. So



perhaps it had been a gambit, after all. An attampee Laura, through her.
Caroline shook her head. What else could it be?

She walked into her bathroom and turned on the &fmving more cold

water to escape than hot. There was always thabddgsthat someone

from Boscombe might have devised the idea of ssimgiLaura. One of her
school friends, perhaps? Caroline shook her hehdy Tvould probably

never find out for certain. And was it that impottanyway? She sighed.
What was more important was James's behaviouappiarent disregard for
the fact of his father's innocent involvement ihtals. What must Robert
Booth be thinking of her? She shuddered to consideéWould James

explain? She hoped so. But how could she be steeta$ behaviour today
that his explanations would not be unbearably liase

Stripping off her panties, she stepped into theewatevelling in the
coolness of it against her heated flesh. She kedther length, allowing the
scented ripples to close over her rose-tipped tweasbmerging herself
almost completely, uncaring that her hair was ggttioaked in the process.
She should never have come here, shpnéver have allowed herself to get
involved.

To her astonishment, however, Deborah Booth madmawation of John
Mooney's visit when she joined Laura and her goessnfor coffee the
following morning. In truth, Deborah seemed absdrlvéth her own
thoughts, and Caroline thought she looked morenstilathan ¢ usual. But
when she commented upon the fact Deborah almoppedaher head off,
saying that she was perfectly well and did not oesipto polite sympathy.

After she had gone, Laura made a face at Carolbeddy didn't tell
Mummy about Johnny coming herslie explained, not without some
satisfaction. 'l think Grandfather persuaded hirhtoolt would only have
caused more trouble, and there was no harm dorsetheee?’

Caroline didn't know whether to be glad or soriye 8idn't like the intrigue,
but similarly she had not looked forward to expilagnher behaviour to
Deborabh.



'l wish | knew why he came, though,' Laura went foonvning now. ‘Are
you sure you didn't ask him to come, Miss Douglas?’

Caroline gasped. 'No! Laura, be sensible! Why gshdwsk him to come
here?’

'l don't know.' Laura rested her elbows on theetatlipping her chin in her
hands. 'Oh, | wish I'd been here. | wish I'd seem’'h

Caroline had no answer to this. Instead, she iteliche passage of Milton's
which they had been discussing before the breaktarer. relief Laura
was diverted.



CHAPTER SEVEN

DeEBORAH BOOTH sent for Caroline on Saturday morning while shes wa
getting ready to go up to London and surprise TlBme had been
contemplating asking whether anyone would objeshéd spent the night in
town, but Deborah's summons put all such thougit®bher head. As she
ran down the stairs to the morning room, where ydrad told her her
employer was waiting, her thoughts were full of @arand Laura, and the
visit of John Mooney which she felt sure Deboratl samehow found out
about. *

But to her amazement, Deborah wanted to ask hgririca small dinner
party she was giving the following evening.

‘There'll only be eight of us,' she told the girlikngly. ‘James and myself,
of course - my in-laws, Mr. and Mrs. Robert Booffrevor Frobisher, Mrs.
Frobisher's eldest son, who's just returned fromyears in South Africa -
Laura - Clive Lester, a friend of nly husband'sid gourself.'

Caroline wondered whether James had engineeredaigissought about
desperately for an excuse to be absent. 'l - wellally, Mrs. Booth, | was
hoping to spend the weekend in town," she explaapadogetically.

But Deborah was not so easily put off. 'l hope woen't going to let me
down, Miss Douglas. I'll be honest with you, theugg lady who was to
have partnered Mr. Lester has been taken ill, andi my wits' end to even
the numbers at such short notice."'

Caroline made a sympathetic sound. 'I'm sorry, But—

'Oh, please. You'll enjoy it. You can't have hadcmentertainment since
you came to us.'

'‘But, Mrs. Booth—'
‘Surely you intended returning here tomorrow evgnikliss Douglas?'

Deborah's tones had cooled perceptibly. 'l haveobction to your
spending the night in town, if that's what you'tggesting, but is it too



much to ask you to come back a little earlier thaan might have done and
join us for dinner?"

Caroline sighed. Short of being downright rude, wwbauld she say?
'Well—' she began, and Deborah seized on her weaken

'l knew | could rely on you, Miss Douglas! Very Weden, you'll join us for
drinks in the library tomorrow evening. Shall wey saeven-thirty?"

‘Thank you.'

Caroline had no idea why she thanked her, and kfter Groom had driven
her to Reading station and she was travelling upvm in the train, she felt
that awful sense of impending disaster which alwagsompanied the
anticipation of something unpleasant. Had Jameanged this? Was he
responsible for Deborah including her in the nureBeAnd if so, what
exactly did he hope to get out of it?

The prospect of Sunday evening's dinner party eggiher week-end. To
begin with, Tim was delighted to see her. He wasagher, too, although
primarily he had begun his career as a commerdiat.aNow, he did some
freelancing, but he earned his real living frontteag in a college of further
education. He had a flat in Chelsea, and ever €daceline had known him
he had been trying to persuade her to share ithifthin whatever capacity
suited her best. He had given up asking her toyram before she left for
Sri Lanka, but he never gave up hope that someskayvould change her
mind.

They had lunch in the Chinese restaurant roundaheer from his flat, and
she told him all the usual things about her jobcegt her employer's
identity. Once, in a fit of depression, she hadfided that unhappy period
of her life to Tim, and she dreaded telling himttflae was now living in the
same house as the man who had hurt her so badly.

It was while he was telling her about one of higlshts that her mind began
to wander, and she came to with a start when hiaiexed: 'Hey! Are you
listening to me?"'



Caroline apologized at once. 'I'm sorry, Tim. Wiate you saying?'
'What were you thinking about? That's more to thietgd
Caroline forced a smile. 'Nothing much.’

‘Are you sure?' He frowned. 'Now | come to thinkaibit, you are looking
rather peaky. Are they working you too hard?'

'Heavens, no!" Caroline could be honest about thatenjoying it. Laura's
an intelligent girl.’

‘Laura? That's the girl you're tutoring?'

‘That's right.'

'What's she like? As a person, | mean? One of thidedound females who
considers anyone out of their income bracket shtaddh their forelock
before approaching?’

'Oh, no." Caroline relaxed. 'Quite the reversayallit. The reason she's been
taken away from school is because of her involvemwéh an Irish engineer
working on the motorway near the school.'

'Hey, is that so?' Tim sounded amused. 'She sayuitksa kid!'

'She is.'

'What's her name again? Frobisher? Laura Frobidhe&t@esn't ring any
bells.’

‘It wouldn't.' Caroline hesitated. 'Actually, herme's - Booth. Laura Booth.’
'Did you say Booth?' Tim's eyes narrowed as thegidered her expressive

face. 'Say, didn't you once tell me that that felimu got - well, hung up on,
had a daughter?’



'Oh - oh, yes. Yes.' Caroline hunched her shouldessing her chin on her
balled fist You might as well know. He's my employe

'‘What?' Tim was flabbergasted. Then he assumedtaekpression. 'You
weren't going to tell me, were you?'

'l - perhaps not. But | didn't know myself untilgbt there, Tim. That
Frobisher woman interviewed me, as you know, so Wwaw | to guess that
Deborah Booth, being an invalid, avoided that lohthing?'

'Is that what she told you?'

‘Afterwards, yes.'

'So why didn't you refuse to take the job when faund out who it was?'

Caroline sighed. 'l was going to. But - well, | metura and | decided to
stay.'

‘Are you sure that's the only reason?’
'l think so.'
Tim sighed. 'So how did Booth react to your appece@’

Caroline flushed. 'He guessed what had happenekinéigs | want nothing
more to do with him.’

'‘Does he?' Tim looked sceptical. 'Well, well. Sou'ye his daughter's
governess! What a twist!'

Caroline looked down at her plate. 'Don't be machat Tim. It's just a job,
that's all.’

'Is it? If he's not interested in you any more, hmwne he didn't just fire
you? How does he know you won't go to his wife &sltiher about her
husband?’



‘Surely if he fired me without cause, his wife wibhilave some justification
for feeling suspicious,' exclaimed Caroline reafbna

Tim looked unconvinced. 'What about his wife? Wéalie like?'
Caroline considered before replying. 'I'm not susbe seems friendly
enough sometimes, and at others ..." She paused. riatter of fact - she's

asked me to join her dinner party tomorrow evening.

'What?' Tim was astounded. You? Why?' His eyesonad. 'Are you sure
it's Mrs. Booth who's issuing the invitation?'

Caroline hunched her shoulders. 'I've asked myelf,’ she admitted
reluctantly. 'But it must be. James would never—'

‘James?’

'Oh, Tim! Stop trying to trip me up. YeslamesWhat would you have me
call him?Mr. Booth? Tim, | loved him! For three months | - sjdived for
him." She caught her breath. 'Don't expect mergetahat.’

'Oh, Caroline!" Tim grasped her hand across thke talqueezing it tightly.
‘Caroline, you're a fool, do you know that? Stayimghat house. Whatever
you say, you're not indifferent to James Booth, stagting there you're just
building up unhappiness for yourself.'

'I'm not!" Caroline snatched her hand away, twistioth hands together in
her lap. 'Don't you see, Tim? This is the only wiagan't run away from
myself all my life.’

'Is that what you've been doing?’

‘Maybe."'

"You're crazy!" Tim glared angrily at her.

‘Tim, I've told you, it's a job, that's all. Anthi'reasonably good at it, even if
| do say so myself. It's the only thing | am anpdat.’



'I'd love to prove you wrong about that," mutteflach, with a sigh, but he
didn't pursue the subject.

Nevertheless, their conversation had soured thekemek and although
Caroline spent the evening at the flat and lateup®d Tim's bed while he
slept on the couch in the living room, as he hatgedmany times before, it
wasn't the same.

On Sunday morning, Caroline awoke heavy-eyed aftdy a couple of
hours' sleep to find Tim still sleeping soundlytba couch. She washed and
dressed quietly, and left the flat without wakingnh a brief note of
explanation propped beside the couch. It was cdwardt she didn't think
she could face any more recriminations.

It was too early to return to Maitlands, and shéea briskly up the Fulham
Road towards the park. She intended to deposivernight case at the left
luggage office at Paddington station, and then odhewhere to have
breakfast. But she had only gone a few yards whienvesleek green car
drew alongside her.

Caroline stepped back from the kerb in alarm. 1§ sl very early in the

morning, and there were few people about. Thereseagething about the
car which was familiar, however, and her eyes wadiein amazement when
James rolled the nearside window down, and saigpheGet in!'

Caroline halted, looking, nervously about her.Mihy?'

James thrust the car door open from inside, aretdelvhis long legs across
the consol to get out beside her. His dark greedepants were creased, he
was wearing a thick roll-necked sweater, and tiwe®a covering of stubble
on his jawline. His eyes were red- rimmed, anddaheere lines of fatigue
around them.

'Get in, Caroline,’ he said insistently, his voloe yet betraying a latent
note of violence.

'Where have you come from?' she exclaimed, her @gdig to his, then
away again. 'What are you doing here?"



'‘Get in and I'll tell you,' he muttered, taking loase from her unresisting
fingers. '‘Come on! I'm on a yellow line. Do you wame to get a ticket?' He
threw her suitcase on to the back seat.

Caroline was tempted to tell him that she didntttipalarly care what
happened to him, but something in his eyes sileheedwith an indifferent
shrug she subsided into the low front seat of #re and he slammed the
door before walking round the bonnet to get in tes$ier.

The car smelt of stale alcohol and cigar smoke, slredwrinkled her nose
fastidiously. An empty bottle nudged her feet, &muking down she saw
that it had once contained Scotch whisky. She tumoestare at James;
concentrating on the traffic he could not return $wrutiny, and she felt an
awful sense of inevitability causing an actual pbgisache in her stomach.
What was he doing here? And how had he found hke?d8in't like to
speculate on the obvious solution.

James turned the car off the main thoroughfarehat riext junction,
following a maze of small streets which Carolined hecarcely known
existed until they came out beside an iron-railethetery wall. James
looked up and down the street, and then drew thtmathe kerb, switching
off the engine.

'Shall we walk?" he suggested, and Caroline loo#tedbtfully at the
cemetery. 'At least it's quiehe added harshly, and with a sigh she thrust
open her door.

A notice announced that in summer the cemeterysgatye open from
sunrise to sunset, and Caroline walked betweetathieon railings into the
deserted graveyard. It was still quite cool andwhse glad she was wearing
her turquoise jersey jacket over the yellow shid alacks she had worn to
travel in. James walked beside her, his handsttdaeep into the pockets of
his pants, his expression dark and brooding.

'Who is he?' he asked at last, the words taut dtet between his teeth.

Caroline did not pretend to misunderstand what leant 'His name is
Timothy Frankland. But | don't see what it has ¢ondth you.



'‘Don't you?' James stepped across her path thenghtédem both. "Who is
he? And how is it you spend the night at his flat?'

‘James!' Caroline took a deep breath. '"You hawgghtto check up on me.’

'‘Believe it or not, | followed you because | wasesyou were going to meet
Mooney!

'What?'

'You heard what | said.' James's mouth was a itién ‘What a fool | was. |
should have known you wouldn't be that stupid!'

Caroline's fingers stung across his cheek befaeecehld stop herself, and
looking down she saw the way his hands clenchedsirpockets. 'l don't
have to take that from yoir. Booth!" she snapped angrily. ‘What | do in
my own time is my own affair.’

James was breathing deeply, and she knew he wawltiag his temper
with difficulty. 'And where were you going now? Bwmscombe, perhaps?'

Caroline half turned away from him. 'Why should baw to go to
Boscombe?'

‘That is where Mooney stays, isn't it? Where hraan is resting?’

'Oh, for goodness' sake!" Her eyes flashed andtig told you, | don't
know John Mooney any better than you do.’

‘Don't you?'

'‘No." She made an exasperated gesture. 'Oh, yesspgoken with him,
haven't I? But you could have done that:'

'Youwouldn't let me.'

Caroline sighed. 'He asked to see me. | don't thenkvould have talked to
you.'



'If you think | swallowed that garbage about Lasiasking him to speak to
you, | didn't!”

Caroline moved her shoulders in a dismissing gestucan't help that.'
'What | can't understand is Laura's desire to phiet

‘James!' Caroline turned back to him, unwillinglgteessed by the torment
in his face. 'James, you, don't have to worry abhauta - honestly. No harm
will come to her, believe me!"

He brought his hands out of his pockets then, ffigxiis fingers against his
thighs. '‘God help me, Caroline, | didn't spendright outside Frankland's
flat for Laura's sake!

Caroline caught her breath, stepping back from hshgking her head
slowly from side to side. 'No - no, James,' shégated faintly, as his hands
reached for her. 'l - you can't do this—'

His hands closed on the yielding flesh of her uggers and he propelled
her resisting body towards his. 'l have to, Camlihe muttered in a tortured
voice, 'l have to ...'

His mouth on her parted lips was hard and passorat breathing

mingling with hers, filling her with the smell afeel of him. His hands slid

exploringly over her back, and although she stregigher hands were
crushed between them, the stubble on his chin raggimst her face. She
had not realized she would remember the anglesdifddy so well, or how

strong would be the impulse to yield against hird eespond to the urgency
of his touch. She felt his hands beneath her wogHdeket, separating her
shirt from her pants, and then the warmth of hieag fingers against her
spine.

‘James,' she protested, against his mouth, buth& skop, and in that sunlit
graveyard there was no living being to intervene.

'Don't fight me, Caro,’" he breathed into her moatig almost against her
will she was kissing him back, her arms slidingninis waist, her mouth



moving under his. He shuddered and held her clasersuddenly she knew
that he had no intention of letting her go. In anaté he would draw her
down on to the grass between the gravestoneshand t.

She didn't know whether she had the strength,eomil, to resist him, but
one thing was certain, she had to try. Closingelyes against the undeniable
attraction of his sensuality, she lifted her fond&icked him hard on the
shin, taking advantage of his momentary relaxaioms hold on her to put
some distance between them. She ran to the cengatiy, panting as much
with emotion as anything, and then stopped shat.ddse was in James's
car. Her handbag, too, and she hadn't a cent wititchtake her back to
Maitlands.

Pushing her shirt back into the waistband of hatgahe turned and looked
apprehensively behind her. James was walking slowards the gates, his
head bent, apparently unaware of her presence.hiigttiim, Caroline
wondered why she didn't feel anger or disgust tde/arm, why she felt this
ridiculous sense of - what? Compassion? Sympathly®. Bhould she feel
compassion for a man who deserved her contemptaiswer was simple,
of courseLove conquers alshe thought cynically, but there was more than
a thread of warning in that disturbing realization.

He looked up as he approached her, and adoptirgfiande she was far
from feeling, she said: 'Can | have my belongipdsase?"

James looked at her blankly, and then shruggedhusiders. 'Why? If
you're going back to Maitlands, I'll drive you.'

'l don't want to drive with you. Besides, what webybur wife think if we
arrived back together? Particularly considering'y@spent the night away
from home!'

'l don't particularly care,’ he told her coldly.

'Well, 1 do. | don't want to lose my job just besau well, just because of
you.'

He shrugged again. 'As you wish.’



Opening the car, he hefted her suitcase out ohdgavement, and then
handed her the bag which she had left lying orséa.

‘Thank you.'

Caroline looped her bag over her shoulder and dicke her case. James
leaned against the bonnet of the car, but he wasvatching her. His
expression was controlled and remote, only his bgagayed that he was not
unmoved by her behaviour. She took a step away fiemand then looked
back, a niggling sense of responsibility troublivey conscience.

‘James,' she said appealingly, and when he tumledk at her, she hurried
on: 'James, | -1 didn't sleep with him. Tim, | meamim Frankland. You
might not believe this, but | don't. | -l never leav

His eyes darkened. 'Why are you telling me this?’

She flushed then. 'l don't know. | - | supposeoLigiht you might - you might
be interested.’

'Interested?' He muttered a short mirthless lai@h, go away, Caroline.
Leave me alone! | wish to God | never had to seeagain!’

It was late when Caroline got back to Maitlandse 8ad done as she had
originally intended and deposited her luggage atsation, but instead of
finding a coffee bar and having breakfast, shethken a bus to Southend,
and joined the holidaymakers thronging the beachpgomenade. She had
needed the anonymity of being one of a crowd, &edad known there was
little chance of her meeting anyone she knew there.

Consequently it was late when she got back to tewd even later when the
Bristol train set her down at Reading. Of coursepd® was not there to
meet her, so she took a taxi out to the house,agimg at the hole the fare
made in her remaining cash. If she wasn't carslfid,would be spending the
following month's allowance and condemning herse#dnother four weeks
here. And right now, she felt sure she should belimg in her notice.



She saw no one but Mrs. French as she made hetowar bedroom, but
James's Jensen was parked on the drive, and sliergdrat the feeling of
relief she experienced-knowing that he was safelydr However, she had
hardly had time to open her case and take out penge bag before
someone knocked at her door. She hesitated a mparahthen taking a
deep breath, she went to open it, relaxing somewhat she found Laura
outside.

'Hi!l" The girl was reassuringly normal. 'Can | com®@'

Caroline stepped aside and Laura entered the rganmging round as
Caroline closed the door and grinning excitedlyuaever guess what!'
she exclaimed. 'I've seen Johnny!"

Caroline sank down weakly on to the side of her. bedi have?’

'Yes. Today, in Fenbourne. He rang here. He samdsegoing to ask for
you if anyone else answered, but what with Daddwgyasailing for the
week-end, and Mummy busy with this dinner party'slgéving tonight, |

got to answer it myself.'

So that was where James was supposed to have Gassiine sighed. 'l
see,' she said, rather absently, realizing thktnies found out about this, he
would think the worst. But why should she care?atleed herself. Perhaps
it would be as well if he did think she was invalweith someone else. So
why did she go to such lengths to disabuse him?

"You don't mind, do you?' Laura was asking nowking at Caroline rather
anxiously. 'l mean, it was all quite innocent. Wistjwalked - and talked.’

Caroline lay back on the bed, stretching her arbowa her head. 'l don't
know, Laura," she said wearily. 'l don't like tdea of being made scapegoat
for your intrigues. You know very well that if yoanother finds out, she'll
blame me for encouraging you. And who can argub thiat?'

"Why should she find out?'



Caroline propped herself up on her elbows. 'Para@mtays do. Oh, look, |
thought we had an arrangement.’

'We did. You said you'd help me to see Johnny somest—'
'| said no such thing!

Laura hunched her shoulders, adopting the samdlioeiseexpression she
adopted with her parents. You did, too. You saidvbrked hard—'

‘Laura! I've only been here a little over two weeRksve it time. How can |
help you if you persist in behaving in a way of @hiyour parents can't
possibly approve?'

'Why shouldn't | see Johnny occasionally? If we @aange it?'

'Well, I hope he doesn't expect to make a halitbding here and asking for
me!" Caroline's eyes narrowed as they took in Laugailty appearance.
"You haven't arranged that, have you?'

‘No!'

Laura's reply was too vehement, and Caroline fralvriBut you have
arranged to see him again,' she stated, with irepeei

Laura pouted her lips. 'l don't see why | shouldyteu,' she said sulkily.
You want me to go and tell your mother where yob'gen today?'
"You wouldn't!

Caroline sat upright. 'Try me.'

Laura was obviously fighting a losing battle witkfidnce. '‘Oh - oh, all
right. Yes. Yes. I've promised to meet him on Fyidaening.’

‘Laura!’ Caroline slid off the bed. 'And I'm expetttto be a party to this!'



Laura bent her head. "You said you were my friend!

Caroline raised her eyes heavenward. 'l am, | aot. tBat wasn't the
arrangement, was it? Your going ahead and meetiopany secretly isn't
going to endear him to your parents, is it?'

‘They'll never agree to me meeting him.'

You don't know that.' Caroline shook her head feslglly. 'I've told you, I'll
help. But not like this. And - and if he rings hagain, you can tell him what
I've said.'

'So when do | see him?'

Caroline paced restlessly about the bedroom. 'Lateaura, later. In a
couple of months—'

‘A couple of months!" Laura was horrified.
‘These things take time, Laura. Trust me! | do kmdvat I'm talking about.’

But did she’And who was she to advise anyone? She hadn'tlgxaatie a
success of her own life, had she?

Laura scuffed her toes dejectedly. 'How do | knawu gon't have a vested
interest in keeping us apart?' she muttered invatdoe.

Caroline's eyes widened. 'What do you mean?'

'Well, Johnny did come here to see you when | wasadn't he? And he
told me that message he received was supposedftorbe/ou. How do |
know you're not interested in him yourself? Maybsameone else had
answered the phone today, he would have askedofobgcause that was
who he really wanted to speak to!"

'Oh, Laura!" Caroline licked her lips. 'Do you hetig think that?'

Laura sniffed miserably. 'l don't know what to thin



Caroline turned away, pressing her palms to heglhéWell, whether you
believe this or not, | had never seen John Mooredfgrb he came to the
house that day. And contrary to your suspiciorsnInot attracted to him!'

Laura sighed, her lower lip trembling. 'That doeaman he's not attracted
to you, does it?  mean - | mean, Mummy said tbest of men were attracted
to your type of person!'

Caroline swallowed convulsively. "Your - your matisaid that?'

‘Yes.'

'But - but how? In what context?'

Laura shrugged. 'It was yesterday lunchtime. Befaaedy went sailing.
She said that you were staying overnight in town.’

'‘And?'

'Well, she said you were probably staying with sanmen. She said you'd
been living with some man before you came to Madgta She - she had the
address.’

'Oh, God' Caroline felt sick. So that was why James ut \Bhy should she
say a thing like that?' she asked bitterly. 'What® her?"

"You don't know Mummy very well, Miss Douglas. Shes talking about
things like that. Not that she's interested in Hwe sex herself. Ever since
the accident, she can hardly bear for Daddy tohdwes.'

"You can't know that.’

'Oh, | do. She sort of - flinches, when he comes .ngut that doesn't mean
she doesn't care what he does. If ever any of teem who come here to
dinner start flirting with him, she gets absolutklyious. She's very jealous,
you know.'

'‘Laura, | don't think you should be talking aboatiymother like this.'



'Why not? You asked me about her.’
'l know, but—'

'Welll Haven't you seen those statues down by thel? They were
Mummy's idea. Daddy hates them, and so do I. Yawlshhear what my
friends say if they come here to swim.'

'Oh, Laura!'

'‘Anyway, like | said, she sort of intimated thatuye' The girl halted. 'She
didn't even know about Johnny coming here, but anveshe made me feel
that if he had ... Oh, you know what I'm tryingsty.'

'l think so.'

Caroline was trying to absorb the implications dlvLaura was telling her.
There were some people who got a positive delighobtormenting others.
But her own daughter!

Twisting her hands together, she paced to the wisdostaring out
unseeingly. Surely the idea which had just occutoetier could have no
basis in fact. Deborah Booth could not have beespamsible for
summoning John Mooney to Maitlands, could she? yaidof all of them,
she would have had the best opportunity. And shaldvibave known that
only Caroline could be expected to be at the halmmes's being there had
not been part of her calculations.

Caroline found she was breathing rather quickly tbe callousness of what
she was considering affected her like a body bas it possible? And if
so, what did Deborah hope to get out of it?

But that was no use. She was condemning the woniéwow a shred of
evidence. She was allowing emotion to colour teeas Nevertheless, Laura
had put her on her guard, and for that she wasfgtat

Laura cleared her throat, attracting Caroline'smitbn. Ts something
wrong, Miss Douglas? You wouldn't - | mean - wgtu wouldn't feel you



had to leave just because - because my mother ta&asuch interest in
people's personal affairs, would you?'

Caroline turned then, feeling the weight of resplmitisy upon her. 'l - no, of
course not, Laura.'

Laura looked relieved. 'And | won't meet JohnnyFoiday. I'll try and get a
message to him.'

Caroline nodded. "Thank you.'

Laura managed a small smile. 'I'd better go andrgetly for dinner.
Mummy told me you're joining us.'

Caroline nodded again. How she wished she wasn't!



CHAPTER EIGHT

CAROLINE wore a simple black gown for dinner, securing hair at her

nape in a chignon. The gown was ankle-length, slesg, with a cowled
neckline which framed her unusually pale featutade of chiffon, it

merely hinted at the contours of her body, and ¢o éyes she looked
anonymous. She was unaware that her pallor acdedtube shadowy
depths of her eyes, and that the simple gown waglea foil for her

extreme fairness.

She could hear voices from the library as she daekszbthe stairs, and her
nerves tightened. If only she had not allowed Dabdo persuade her to join
them. But then she had not known what kind of akaezed this would turn
out to be.

The library door stood ajar, but even so she hesitan the threshold. These
people were not her kind of people, and she clbsedyes for a moment,
summoning all her courage.

'Miss Douglas! Are you all right?'

She opened her eyes to find Clive Lester at heyvelliHe had obviously
been standing near the door and had noticed haati@s.

'Oh, yes,' she acknowledged hastily, forcing aesmil | was just drumming
up the courage to go in.’

"You don't need courage looking as you do," renthi®éve smiling in
return. He took her arm. 'Come along. I'll do tbadurs.’

The room seemed full of people, but they soon wegsbthemselves into the
elder Booths, the young man who was Irene Frobsisen, and Deborah.
Seated in her wheelchair, she dominated the sedéegant in a deep blue
gown, cut low in front to display the magnificeripphire necklace which
encircled her slender throat. There was no sigaitber James or Laura,
however, and Caroline could feel the tension inkigleincreasing.



'‘Ah, Miss Douglas!" Deborah had seen her, and Clae perforce, to lead
Caroline towards their hostess's chair. You lodbkeautiful, doesn't she,
Clive?'

There was such genuine admiration in Deborah'sevtiiat Caroline felt
ashamed for imagining that she might have madeptiate call.

'I've just made the same observation,' Clive walyiieg, good-humouredly.
'l should compliment you on your choice of partrfersme, Deborah.’

Deborah laughed. 'Do you know everyone, Miss DaRjllo, of course
you don't. Let me introduce you to my mother-in-l&h, and Trevor, too.'

During the introductions, Caroline became awaré faanes had. joined
them. As she spoke to the elder Mrs. Booth, acegmticocktail from the

tray that Jenny was circulating with, assuring lagsigrandmother of the
progress she was making, she heard him talkingsttather, and her hands
became moist, and a trickle of perspiration slidzdder spine.

Trevor Frobisher was unexpectedly nice. Tall, andkily built, he had
spent the last two years working in a laboratorgauth Africa. Deborah
left them alone together, taking Clive off to seeseventeenth-century
snuffbox she had just acquired, and when Carohioged a polite curiosity
about his work, he told her he was interestedachemistry. He added that
he eventually hoped to work in genetics, and witlititee encouragement
went on to explain how biochemistry overlapped ibtith biology and
chemistry, and was in fact a comparatively new reme They were
discussing the importance of heredity in deterngniphysiological
characteristics when Laura appeared.

She stood for a moment in the doorway, and hadbske older Caroline
would have sworn she was making an entrance. Affacin she might well
have been doing so.

It was the first time Caroline had seen her outtrofisers, and in an
ankle-length dress of floral cotton, her dark haewly washed and like
black silk about her shoulders, she looked vemaetit/e.



She looked all round the room, seemingly uncarinfp® attention she was
arousing, and then saw Caroline and made her weartts her. It was only
as she reachdtiemthat she looked at Caroline's companion, and s e
widened disbelievingly.

‘Trevor!" she exclaimed in amazement. 'lt is Trelen't it?'

The young man coloured slightly, and Caroline fouredself watching
Deborah Booth's expression. Laura's mother wagnigaiorward in her
seat, obviously intent on the scene which was tpglace.

'Hello, Laura.' Trevor grinned. 'Don't tell me I'ebanged as much as you
have. Hell, before | went away you were still wagra gym tunic!'

Laura giggled. 'l still do, sometimes.' She stoodking incredulously at

him. 'But you're so big! | don't remember you besogall - or so broad.' She
coloured then, shifting her attention to Carolitien sorry, Miss Douglas,

but Trevor and | have known one another since we \kigls together. He's
four years older than me, of course, but | coulticdimb trees better than he
could.'

There was a murmur of amusement from her grandigrand as though

she had just realized they could be overheard,d awsde an apologetic
gesture and turned to speak to her relatives. @ippeared beside Caroline
as the Booths drew Trevor into their circle.

'‘Well,' he said, amusement gleaming in his eye® done my duty for the
evening. Now | can start enjoying myself.'

Caroline sipped her cocktail, only half listeningdlive's lazy compliments.
James was standing beside his wife's chair, hid beat to listen to what
she was saying to him. In his dark dinner jackie¢ white ruffled shirt
adistinct contrast to his tanned skin, he lookedsiiccessful business man
he was, not at all like the tormented individua¢ $tad encountered that
morning. She wondered what he was thinking, howdadly felt - and
whether the physical attraction he had for her @¢dnd turned off and on at
will.



Dinner was served a few minutes later, and to bkefrCaroline found
herself seated between Mr. Booth and Clive Lestames and Deborah
occupied either end of the long dining table whichs laid with silver
cutlery and crystal glassware, two three-brancladielabra waiting to be
lighted when twilight fell.

The meal was superb - fresh salmon, duckling basted orange sauce, a
cheese soufflé that was so light it required ndngatEven Caroline
managed to eat some of what was put before heceotrating on what
Robert Booth was saying to her, determinedly avgdooking in James's
direction.

The candles were lighted half-way through the maad] their flickering
flames illuminated the panelled dining room withvaus effect. They also
cast concealing pools of shadow on the dinersyallp Caroline to relax
somewhat in the knowledge that James could no toodpserve her
discomfort.

Across the table, Laura was chattering away hapyily Trevor Frobisher.
It was obvious that the two young people found fylé¢n talk about and
watching them, Caroline guessed that for the morhanta had forgotten
all about John Mooney.

She shifted her attention to Deborah. She, todkddowell pleased with

herself, and Caroline thought she could understamd But if she thought

that Laura could be so easily diverted, she mighhldor a not-so-pleasant
disappointment.

When dinner was over, coffee was served in thedeuithis was a room
Caroline seldom entered. Her duties did not incljgiieing the family in
their apartments, thank goodness, and outsideedilitary, she spent little
time downstairs. It was also the room where Debbeahinterviewed her on
her arrival, and was no more appealing now thhadtbeen then. It was not
a comfortable room, but no one could deny its elegaCaroline thought,
rather traitorously, that it had a lot in commonhaDeborah.

Robert Booth began asking Clive whether he had teadeport of some
firm's collapse in th&unday Timethat morning and Caroline, seated rather



uneasily on the edge of a stiff-backed armchaedtto take an interest in
her surroundings. But she was very much aware ofedadispensing
liqueurs from a cabinet near the windows, and shes \Wot altogether
surprised when he approached her and asked whatahe like to drink.

‘Nothing, thank you," she denied, indicating thé&em cup in her hands.
‘This is fine.'

James nodded, his expression controlled, and Igokmat him Caroline
saw that the strain she had seen that morning diaehtirely dispersed. This
close, he had a haggard look which was at oncdlirepand appealing, and
she quickly looked down again before he should géienthe responsive
emotion she felt.

She sensed rather than saw him walk away, andlogtydid she realize she
had been holding her breath. But thankfully, Clhasl finally managed to
escape Robert Booth's interrogation, and he sqlattdris haunches beside
her chair, grinning irrepressibly.

'Hansford Textiles!" he muttered in an undertdnéy would | be interested
in Hansford Textiles when I've got a beautiful wonta talk to?"

Caroline couldn't help smiling. "You're very goad my ego, do you know
that?'

'Why? Because the lord and master doesn't apprfox@idoeing here?’
Caroline found difficulty in controlling her colour
'Wh - why do you say that?'

Clive shrugged. 'l don't know. Maybe it's me hesitteapprove of. | only
know he's been giving us some killing looks thieraag.'

‘You're imagining it!"

'‘Am |1? Perhaps so.' Clive's eyes held hers. '@ttt he's jealous, hmm?'



"You can't be serious!" Caroline was flushed nawt,dhe couldn't help it.
'Oh, | am. Caroline - may | call you Caroline? uyadon't know what those
green eyes of yours can do to a man. Right noan ltiesink of nothing more
desirable than waking up every morning and findlregm beside me on the
pillow.'

‘Just my eyes?' Caroline tried to be flippant.

'‘No, not just your eyes,' Clive asserted softlyl && you. Every goddamn
inch—'

‘Can't you find a chair to sit on, Clive?'

James's voice separated them as successfully gshgsigal barrier falling

between them could have done. Clive straighteriexinfy his aching back
muscles, but not before Caroline had seen his sgjue and known exactly
what he was thinking.

'‘Always the perfect host, eh, James?' he remankadatly.

'Hardly perfect,’ James returned equably.

Clive fingered his moustache. 'Deborah tells me'woieen sailing this
week-end. Where did you go?"

Caroline held her breath, but James was unperturbettove down to
Southampton. Tom Middleham keeps his boat at Calsho

Clive nodded. 'Oh, you went to Tom's place. Hohaghese days? | haven't
seen him for years.'

James looked down at the goblet of brandy he Inghisihand. 'He's fine. As
a matter of fact, he's just got back from a visihis son's place in Ireland.’

Clive glanced down at Caroline then. "Tom's sortiseacehorses,' he said,
by way of an explanation, and she gave a polite nod



The whisper of Deborah's wheelchair across theetavarned them of her
approach, but Caroline was almost relieved. Althodggmes and Clive were
talking amicably enough, she could sense their ekep antipathy, and she
felt a strong sense of resentment towards her grapldvhat game was he
playing? How dared he display such a proprietontdrest in her affairs?
Didn't he care that others might notice? And aftbat he had said to her
that morning ...

'Well, now, is everyone enjoying themselves?'
Deborah's cheerful interruption seemed quite sp@uias. «

'What else could we say after that magnificent dinyou devised for us?'
responded Clive gallantly. 'As always, Deborah,gbdect hostess.'

His eyes flickered sardonically towards James asdm this, and for an
awful moment Caroline thought he would say somethimore, but he didn't.
Deborah smiled with satisfaction, looking up affecttely at her husband.

'Clive says the sweetest things, doesn't he, d@¥lider gaze moved on to
Caroline's vaguely apprehensive features. 'Donli yleink so, Miss
Douglas? I've noticed our errant bachelor has hedkypto say to you this
evening.'

Caroline moved awkwardly. 'Mr—' She cleared heodalir'Mr. Lester and |
hardly know one another.’

'‘Ah, but Clive's not a man to let the grass growlarrhis feet,” Deborah
declared mischievously. 'It's time he found himselfife, isn't it, James? A
man needs a woman.'

Glancing at James' set face, Caroline wondered ediofah's lack of

perception. Couldn't she see that she was not iagtise right response?
Didn't she sense the tension here?'Clive's nantireying kind," said James
at last, his voice cool and controlled.

"You could be wrong,' retorted Clive, looking dowah Caroline. 'Like
Deborah says, it's time | began thinking serioadigut settling down.'



'This is very sudden, isn't it?' James's eyes@hgdld the other man's.
'Well, you know how it is. One day it just - hiteiy'

Caroline could stand no more of this. She got tofaet and gesturing
towards the wall cabinet nearby, she said jerkilyd you collect this jade,
Mrs. Booth?'

Deborah's tongue appeared for a moment, runningpexgly over her
upper lip. Then she made a moue. 'l think we'reagnasing Miss Douglas,
Clive. Oh dear, and | was enjoying myself.'

'So was |," said Clive, but he was looking direetiyner husband.
'Whatever turns you on,' remarked James quietly.

'What turns you on, James?'

'‘Can we put some records on, Daddy?"

Luckily, Clive's offensive was neutralized by Lawf@oosing that moment
to interrupt them. Trevor was at her side, andsbleed more animated than
Caroline had ever seen her. Deborah on the otimel $semed to have burnt
out her energy, and seemed none too pleased thasJhould acquiesce to

his daughter's request, and walk away with theyiowong people.

Clive fumbled in his pocket for his cigarettes. WWBeborah, perhaps it's
time | was taking my leave.'

'Oh, no, not yet.' Deborah roused herself suffityeto protest. She looked
up at Caroline. 'What would Miss Douglas do if yeft?'

‘Actually, I'm feeling rather tired ..." began Clarte uncomfortably, but
Deborah wouldn't let her get away with that.

'‘Nonsense! Perhaps it's the atmosphere in herledrBle's lips twisted. ‘It is
rather - close. Clive, why don't you take Miss Diaggfor a spin in your
car?'



'Oh, no, really—'

Caroline's desperate denial was ignored, and Gtiae brightened up
considerably. 'Hey, Deborah, that's a good ideau'réosure you don't
mind?'

'Why should | mind?' Deborah was looking very pézhwith herself again.
‘After all, this can't be much fun for you - twalaharried couples and a pair
of teenagers. You go ahead, enjoy yourselves.'

Caroline could feel her nails digging into her palmihey were treating her
like a schoolgirl being offered an unexpected authe was tempted to tell
them that she had no desire to go riding with Cligster, that she was tired
and she was going to bed.

But the memory of James's behaviour made her keesitghe did refuse to
go out with him, what interpretation would Clivetmn it? He was already
suspicious of James's attitude towards her. Cdwddisk arousing a similar
suspicion about her own feelings? She knew shedawat, but she felt an
impotent sense of frustration towards Deborah fottipg her in this
position. Why couldn't she mind her own businesd¥/\8hould she care
whether the governess was enjoying herself? Umgili, she remembered
the things Laura had told her. But what was shengeout of this?

Clive slipped a hand under her elbow. 'Is thatight with you, Caroline?'
Caroline moved her shoulders helplessly. 'l - @s, yes, all right.'

Clive's smile was smug. 'Then you'd better get apwrMy car's a
convertible, and | rather fancy the idea of hauimgtop down.’

Avoiding James's eyes, Caroline left the room. ks sy with Laura and
Trevor, examining the records stacked in a caltiaktw a perspex-covered
hi-fi deck. Already the music of Simon and Garfunt&as flooding the
room, and Caroline felt a pang remembering thatsiteonce danced with
James to that particular tune. Wé&® remembering it, too? And if so, what
memories did it evoke for him?



'‘Where do you want to go?' asked Clive, negotidieggates of Maitlands
which Dodds had opened for them and turning oubdhe Fenbourne road.

'‘Anywhere you like." Caroline secured a chiffonrbo&er her hair.

‘That's very enthusiastic,’ commented Clive drylknow you didn't want to
come out with me, but really, | think it was thées thing to do.'

'Wh - what?' Caroline was startled.

"You know what | mean,' returned Clive smoothlgmes!Didn't you notice
the amount he'd been drinking? Another fifteen nasuand he wouldn't
have given a damn what he said.’

Caroline caught her breath. 'l don't know what gaan.’

‘Yes, you do. I'll admit, he got under my skin,.tBat he does have a hell of
life with that bitch, and | can't altogether blaimen for being attracted to
you.'

Caroline swallowed hard. 'Where are we going?'

"There you go, changing the subject again. Wh#twsth you, Caroline?
Surely you've got more sense than to get involvigd your pupil's father!

Caroline turned her head to stare out of the sithelows of the car. 'Must
we always talk about me? | could take you up onthimeys you said, you
know.'

"What things?'

Caroline hesitated. 'Well - about wanting to satitbevn, for instance. That
was a pretty obvious thing to say, Wasn't it?'

Clive shrugged, glancing sideways at her. 'Perhapeant it." Caroline
made a disbelieving sound, and he went on: ‘Ndlyrdaeborah was right
about that - a man does need a woman. And I'venhadhare of running
around.’'



Caroline grimaced into the darkness. 'And who did lgave in mind?"'
‘That's a pretty obvious question, too, don't yook?'

'Me?' She gasped. 'Oh, honestly! | suppose yooirgggo tell me you fell
madly in love with me at first sight!"

'Could be.'

'Oh, stop it!"" They had reached the village nowd &me lights from the
Coach and Horses spilled out across the paveriiéhere are we going?'

Clive slowed as a stray dog shot across the roé@mi of them. 'l suppose
this place is as good as anywhere. Do you fanayn&dl

'If you do.’
Clive made a face at her. 'Such enthusiasm! Yl my head!
Caroline hid a smile. 'Could I do that, Mr. Lester?

Clive helped her out. 'Very easily,’ he told hetesmly, exposing her
amusement. 'And the name's Clive.’

In fact, the next hour was one of the most plea€ambline had spent since
coming back to England. Clive was an entertainimgganion, and so long
as they avoided personal issues, they got alongwell together. He was
interested in her work in Sri Lanka, and she fobhadself telling him of the
poverty she had found there, and the austeritffebh a tea plantation. It
wasn't until he was driving her back to Maitlandatthe brought James's
name into the conversation again.

'He'd never divorce her, you know," he said suddenpropos of nothing at
all, and Caroline stiffened. ‘James, | mean,’ hdedd 'So there's no
future—-' He broke off. 'Do you know what I'm trgno say?'

'Yes.' Caroline looked down at her hands. Theremnegsoint in pretending.
'l only wonder why you think you have to say angthi



Clive sighed. 'l like you, Caroline. | really da flact, I'd go further - | think
| could quite easily fall in love with you.'

. 'Oh, Clive!"

'No, listen to me. | mean it. You're different frahe girls I've known. For
one thing, you work for a living. Most of the womkknow would consider
that a disaster! And you've travelled. You've seamething of life in other
countries. You haven't just been content to shahe and wait for some
man to come along and make you an offer you coulefuse.’

Caroline's lips twitched. She wondered what Cliveula say if she told him
that had James been willing to marry her she wbake been rapturously
happy to do just that.

Instead, she made some deprecating sound, and ihieore 'I'm only
speaking the truth. You're an unusual woman, Qaolas well as a
beautiful one. And | don't think you should be wadkat Maitlands!

It's nothing to do with you—'

‘I know, | know. But | know James, Caroline. | knbe's had one hell of a
raw deal in his marriage. And | can't stand by t@ke the risk of his hurting
you without—"'

Caroline gasped. 'James Booth can't hurt me!

'‘Are you sure about that?' Clive changed gear esg#tes of Maitlands
loomed ahead of them. 'If he doesn't, Deborah may.’

'Oh, for goodness' sake!" Caroline's fingers teduw fold of chiffon. 'If you
ask me, you're the one who's had too much to drink!

Clive shrugged, sounding his horn for the gatebdoopened, and then
driving through. 'All right, perhaps I'm wrong." Heoked across at her. 'Can
| see you again?'

'See me again ...?'



‘That's right. I'd like to take you to meet my nethWe could have dinner
together.’

"Your mother?'

'Oh, yes, | have a mother. Believe it or not, | had parents.’

Caroline felt another smile tugging at her lipst Btill she hesitated. She
liked Clive, but she had no illusions about him.Ww#es not a man she could

fall in love with, even without ...

'Well, all right," she agreed at last, realizing s¥as taking the easy way out.
'‘But | shall have to ask Mrs. Booth first.'

'She's not your keeper, is she?' Clive frowned.

'No, but ..." Caroline glanced up at the housesdsrbught the sports car to a
halt at the foot of the steps. 'Can | ring youhBps tomorrow?'

Clive nodded. 'Okay. The number's in the book. Deweven, double
dight.'

"That's easy to remember.’

Clive turned, putting his arm along the back of $eat. 'Would you mind if
| kissed you?'

'Do you usually ask?'
Clive shook his head, and bending his head exploeedips with his own.
'Mmm, nice,' he murmured, drawing back. 'Now, |zoge I'd better come

in and say my good nights like the polite boy |'am.

Only Deborah and the in-laws still occupied thenige, and Caroline
expelled her breath with some relief.



‘James is taking Trevor home,' replied Deboramswer to Clive's query.
‘Laura's gone with him." She sounded tired now, threde were lines of
strain etching her mouth.

'‘And we must be going, too," exclaimed the eldes.HMooth. 'lt's been a
lovely party, Deborah.’

Good nights were not prolonged, and feeling rattler trop Caroline
remained in the lounge while Deborah saw her guedtse door. But when
the wheelchair sighed back into the room, she wady to leave.

'‘Leaving me alone?' Deborah's lips twisted as Gaaohoved towards the
door. 'Don't you want to stay and say good nigmychusband - and Laura,
of course?’

Caroline felt the beginnings of a headache prohergemples. She thought
it must be that which made Deborah's words souraffeasive. 'l - will you
apologize to them for me, Mrs. Booth?' she askditepo 'l do have rather a
headache.’

'Really? And | thought you'd enjoyed yourself withve.'

'l did, | did. He's very nice.'

'Yes, isn't he?' Deborah's fingers suddenly gripfredarms of her chair
tightly, almost as if she was in pain. But whendliae made an instinctive
move towards her, she relaxed, folding her hangistber in her lap. "Where
did he take you?'

'Oh, just to the Coach and Horses in the village.N&d a couple of drinks,
that's all.’

You took rather a long time over a couple of dsink
'l - we were talking. We didn't notice the time.’

Deborah regarded her closely. 'Oh, well, | supgbees are some things a
girl needs to keep to herself.'



Caroline frowned. 'l don't know what you mean, MBsoth.'

Deborah smiled then, but it was a rather unpleadiaptay of her teeth. 'l
was not always confined to this wheelchair, Missuglas. | know what
happens when a man and a woman are alone togetharcar.’

'l can assure you—' Caroline could not believedsss. 'l hardly know the
man!'

‘All right, if that's the way you want it. In my gawe were not so coy!

'I'm not being coy, Mrs. Booth.'

'‘And Clive didn't even kiss you good night, en?’

'l didn't say that-

Caroline was suddenly aware that they were no loalpme. She had not
heard the car, but when she swung round, Jamesstaasling in the

doorway, his face taut with contempt.

Caroline swung round again, staring at Deborah wistinctive distaste.

She had known James was there when she had askepaelséons. But how

long had he been standing there?

Caroline felt physically sick. 'I'm very tired, MrBooth,' she managed to
say jerkily, and turning, she walked deliberatewards the door. She did

not look at James again, and he stepped asider apipeoach. Without
another word, she left them.



CHAPTER NINE

SHE had been determined that she was leaving whewsheto bed, but in
the morning, after a surprisingly good night's glégaroline's determination
had- ebbed away. There was still Laura to consatet the effect her abrupt
departure might have on her. Maybe it was a foafrceit, but she felt that
Laura needed her perhaps more now than before.

Laura herself seemed in good spirits when theyosebrk in the library the
next morning. She was still bemused by her reuniibim Trevor Frobisher,
and only when the telephone rang in the hall dideting regret shadow her
features.

'l haven't forgotten,' she said, looking sudderdpréssed. T will write to
Johnny - about Friday.'

Caroline gave a slight smile. 'You haven't forgotout him, then.’

Laura's eyes widened indignantly. 'Because of Tif&af course not.' She
hunched her shoulders. 'Oh, | know that's what Myrhopes will happen,
but she's wrong. Trevor and | - well, we're likether and sister."'

'‘Are you?' Caroline shook her head. 'Well, dort's lget involved in an
emotional argument. I'm not in the mood.’

'Did you have a good time last night? You madesqaibit with Clive, didn't
you?' Laura persisted. You'd do willcultivate him. He's an only son, and
his mother positively dotes upon him. They livehis gorgeous Georgian
house—'

'I know."' Caroline cut her short. '‘Leave it, Lauxmw - can we discuss the
lessons to be learned from the politics of the Enarvolution?’

It was a surprisingly uneventful week after thesgrees of the week-end.
Caroline, to her relief, saw nothing of James aext to nothing of his wife.
One morning Deborah did join them for their brealt, on that occasion she
was not inclined to be talkative, and Caroline weseful.



On Thursday morning, however, Clive telephoned.ola had put off
telephoning him, but his reproachful disappointmera@de her make the
effort to see Deborah and gain her permissionitohjon and his mother for
dinner on Saturday evening. As she had expectetipi@k offered no
objections, and Caroline stifled any sense of dense she might have felt
about James. She owed him no allegiance, and ntaibiiendship with
Clive would help to bring that home to him, too. 8Bve had said, James
would never divorce Deborah, she should know te#tebthan anyone, and
anything else was unthinkable.

Then on Friday afternoon, while Caroline was endeang to dry her hair
in her bedroom, Jenny came to inform her that thhe®a telephone call for
her.

'For me? Are you sure?"

Caroline frowned, winding a towel turban-wise rouret head, wondering
whether it was Clive ringing to cancel their arramgnts. As she descended
the stairs, hoping to encounter nobody in thisesiatrossed her mind that it
might be John Mooney. But she dismissed the idghowi too much
anxiety. Laura had assured ¢ her two days agdhledetter cancelling their
arrangements was on its way, and therefore sheaotalsy unprepared for
the Irish brogue which sounded so much more procediover the phone.

'Is that you, Caroline?' he asked, with evidents&aition. 'Now, aren't | the
lucky one to have caught you?'

Caroline glanced uneasily round the hall, and figdshe was alone,
demanded angrily: 'What do you mean by telephoherg again?'

'Ah, is that any way to treat a friend?' « "Youlet my friend, Mr. Mooney.'
'Sure and | thought | was.'
'Why are you phoning me, Mr. Mooney?'

"You're not giving me a chance to explain,’ he gsted.



‘Laura promised me she'd written to you,' Carolieat on. 'Hasn't she?'
'‘Now why would Laura be penning a letter to me?"

'To tell you she can't see you .tonight. You mdanlsasn't written?’

‘Ah, | didn't say that exactly.'

Caroline controlled her temper. 'Mr. Mooney, unlges have some very
good reason for telephoning here, will you pleasteoff the line!

He tut-tutted irritatingly. 'Aren't you the impatieone? And here was |
thinking we were having a nice chat.'

'Oh, please ..." Caroline sighed. 'What do you @&ntl Laura write to you
or didn't she? She can't see you tonight. Aparmfamything else, she's not
dining at home.'

'Sure, and didn't the girl's letter arrive yestgflahe assured her
unhurriedly. ‘It was you | wanted to speak to, Missuglas. | wondered if
you'd spend the evening with me.’

'What?' Caroline's voice had risen, and she glancedeappsively round
the hall again to assure herself that her suddelam®ation had not attracted
attention. '‘Don't be absurd!

'What's absurd? I'm here in Fenbourne alreadynit'day off, you see. Why
shouldn't | ask you to take pity on me and shardangly dinner?’

'If you're lonely, Mr. Mooney, it's no concern ofrma. And you had no right
in coming here on the offchance that | might agree!

'Why not? It's a free country, isn't it? | enjoytad outing.'
Caroline shifted impatiently, feeling the ends lbé towel coming down

about her ears. 'Well - well, thank you for theitatron, but I'm afraid I'm
otherwise engaged.’



"You're going out with someone else?’
Caroline raised her eyes heavenward. 'l have + ¢itihegs to do.’

There was silence for so long that she half tholighthad hung up on her.
But presently he said: 'Is Laura there?"

So far as Caroline was aware, Laura was down aptioé Trevor was
spending the afternoon at the house, and lateeteising the whole family
were going to dine at the Frobishers'. How coulelcdil her up to the house
to speak to John Mooney? It did not bear thinkibgu. It would ruin
Laura's evening, and her parents would be furibtisely found out what
was going on.

'l - you can't speak to her now," she protested.

'‘Okay.' He was unperturbed. 'I'll ring later—'

'No! No, you can't.' Caroline was frustrated. 'laawon't be here. I've told
you, she's going out with her parents—'

'I'll take my chance.'

'Oh, John!" Caroline's fingers were gripping the receiver igbtty that it
hurt. 'Oh - all right. What time do you want menteet you?'

He was silent for another pregnant moment, andhieesaid softly: ‘Are you
mad at me?'

She sighed. 'What do you think?'

He sounded amused. 'I'm sorry. But there was ner ethy, was there?' He
paused. 'Can you get down to the village? Or slatth you?'

'No, I'll walk," she answered firmly. 'Just tell mvbat time.’

'‘Well, let's say - seven o'clock, hmm? That willeggus plenty of time to
have a drink before dinner.’



Caroline hunched her shoulders. 'But not in Fenmur
'Wherever you say. I'll look out for you at seven.'
‘All right.’

Caroline replaced the receiver with a heavy heahe was not at all
convinced she was doing the right thing, but whse eould she do? If she
went to Deborah and told her the whole story, shalevshed the burden,
but not the responsibility. She had promised Laaraelp her, and that did
not entail causing more trouble between the gid har parents. She had
been hoping that the whole affair would eventudlly a natural death, and
John Mooney's attitude had encouraged that beéhéfat she had not
bargained for was his transference of his attestiom her, or the
complications that would bring. She was alreadyinebulous position.
Since the Irishman's visit to the house, both Jaandd_aura were prepared
to think that she had invited him, and this new pboation would simply
strengthen that belief. Somehow she had to convlob@ Mooney that he
was wasting his time bothering with either her auta.

She had turned away from the phone, and was walisgonsolately

towards the stairs, tugging the towel from her ddmaip, when she realized
that someone was watching her from the doorwalddibrary. It had to be
James, she thought bitterly, her sense of guifiterg into anger.

'Do you make a habit of listening to my conversati® she demanded
furiously, aware that she was venting her frustratbn him. 'ls there no
privacy in this house?'

James straightened from his indolent position ajaime door frame, his
face revealing none of his real feelings. 'I'm gorne said politely. 'But
when | heard Laura's parents mentioned, curiosityttie better of me.

Caroline twisted the towel between her fingers, &weger dispersing as
quickly as it had come. 'You'll have gathered tihavas John Mooney,
then?'



A flicker of emotion crossed his face, but quickligappeared. 'If you say
so.’

Caroline halted, looking across at him, supremelyscious of the picture
she must present in shabby jeans and a sleevdiggsher hair a damp
weight about her shoulders. James on the other, eami still dressed for
the-city, only the unfastened top button of histslnd his slightly loosened
tie indicative that he was home for the day.

'Why do you think he was ringing me?' she askddsat

James shrugged. 'l *gathered he was making somegament with you.
For this evening?'

He was coolly controlled, and Caroline could feegthing inside her
being squeezed, tightly. Holding up her head, sl SThat's right, he was.
Do you have any objection?"

James took a deep breath, and for a moment shghhbe was going to
denounce her, and then he pulled down his tie amed away. 'Not at all,’
he replied quietly. 'Now, if you'll excuse me, Meawvork to do.'

As he went back into the library and closed therdGaroline had to steel
herself not to rush after him and tell him what mappening. Perhaps he
was the one person who might be prepared to help Bwg for what
purpose? And if he believed her, what interpretatimuld he put on her
confiding in him? She dared not encourage him tiebe that she still cared
what he thought about her. Since that disturbirmedn the cemetery, too
many similar scenes had returned to haunt herpahdby keeping out of
his way could she hope to retain her self-respect.

As it happened, Caroline found no difficulty in caang the village in time
to meet John. When she came downstairs at abagreeqto seven, Groom
was standing in the hall, and her initial anxidtgtthe was possibly waiting
to take the family to the Frobishers' gave way dmthe realization that
James would be driving himself.

'‘Going out, miss?' the chauffeur inquired politelgd Caroline nodded.



'‘Why, yes.'

'‘Can | give you a lift, then?' he suggested. 'llmmoy way to my sister's at
Reading. If it's the village you're heading fols @n my way.'

Caroline glanced about her. "Were you waiting fee?' she exclaimed
curiously.

Groom put on his peaked cap. 'No, miss,’ he derbatl,she was not
convinced. 'Shall we go?'

Groom dropped her at the Coach and Horses, andidgmut of the sleek

limousine Caroline saw the Irishman waiting actbes-street. Pressing her
lips tightly together, she closed the car doorsing a hand in salute to
Groom as he drove away. She had no doubt nowahatghad arranged for
the chauffeur to take her to the village, and loiscern for her safety was
just another pain she would have to live with.

John Mooney came strolling across the road towaets his smile not
without a certain smugness. 'Well, aren't you amsual girl? Early and all"

Caroline looked irritably at him. 'l got a lift, gsu saw.
‘Ah, | did that. A beautiful vehicle, wouldn't yeay?'

'Oh, stop talking like that!" Caroline was in no eddor flippancy. 'Where
are we eating?'

John surveyed her appearance appreciatively. fnshbd denim jeans suit,
her hair secured in two bunches with elastic bamstie, looked about
eighteen, and he was not immune to her attractions.

'I've booked a table at the Phoenix - in Readimgtold her, as they walked
back across the road to where his motor-cycle waging. 'Are you
hungry?'

'No. | just want to get this over with!" retortedr@line, taking the helmet he
offered her and securing it on her head. 'I'm réady



The Phoenix was a newly opened eating house nearcity centre.
Watching its clientele making their way inside akrd parked the bike and
stowed the helmets, Caroline realized that shehaedly dressed for such a
place. But still, if he didn't like the way she keal, she didn't much care, and
he at least was personable in his light grey lowsuge

However, John was obviously approving of her apgreae, and once they
were inside and seated in the discreetly lightedrmone took the slightest
bit of notice. He ordered Martinis, and after cargythem to their table,
seated himself beside her on the low banquette.

'‘Cheers,' he said, and Caroline obediently sippeddty vermouth. 'Now,
what's wrong?'

Caroline glared at him. 'You ask me that! You knewhat's wrong.
Blackmailing me into meeting you! | didn't know shivas going to happen
when | listened to you telling me what a realist yeere!"

He shrugged, stirring his Martini with a cocktdick. 'l never said | was a
nice person,' he remarked lazily, concentratindpigrtask. Then he looked
up. 'Why? What would you rather be doing? Havingndr with that
attractive father of Laura's, hmm?"'

Caroline had just taken a mouthful of her Martiout * John's casually
spoken words made her choke and cough until tlie taane to her eyes. So
much for not being noticed, she thought, awarewégal pairs of eyes upon
them suddenly, as she wiped her mouth with a hanbied.

'‘Bones in it?' he inquired softly. 'That's what alg¢ lady used to say to me.
Bones in it. | used to think that was very funngr talking about there being
bones in liquid.'

Caroline fought for breath. 'Why did you ask - wlgati just asked?' she
demanded.

He regarded the cherry on the cocktail stick fen@ment, and then put it
into his mouth rather thoughtfully. 'Well now, lee see, what did | say?'



"You know what you said,' she exclaimed in a logrgrione. 'Why did you
say it? Has Laura - did she say something in htarf&

'Would you like to be choosing your meal, sir?'

The waiter interrupted them, handing them eacmameous menu with the
legendary bird that was fabled to rise again frtsown ashes imprinted on
the cover. John smiled and thanked the man, and, tfealizing that
Caroline was watching him tensely, he asked: tis&?’

Caroline drew an unsteady breath. 'No, of cour$é no
John consulted the menu in front of him. 'So - wdratwe going to have? |
haven't eaten here before, so | can't recommenttiiagy How about trout?

That sounds very nice. Or lobster? Do you feel $amething fishy?'

‘John, where did you get that information?' sheaqbéel, making no attempt
to choose a meal. 'l want to know.'

He shrugged. 'What would you have me do? Play batls against the
middle?’

'l don't know what you're talking about.’
'l don't suppose you do. But | know and that's whaitters. It's a temptation,
| will admit.' He studied her anxious face mockingOh, what's the point?

You've said there's no truth in it, so what thd!hel

Caroline stared at him. 'Surely you can guess hdeell John, you can't
make a statement like that without elaborating upon

'l can.' He frowned. 'Hey, what about steak? Thesttsally reliable—'
Caroline clenched her fists. 'John, unless yountellwhat this is all about,

I'll walk out of here right now, and no amount nflucement will bring me
back!



He sighed then, putting the menu aside. 'You wiket it,’ he told her
quietly.

Caroline stiffened, her thoughts racing confusetthave - have you been
talking to James?' she burst out recklessly, amavkas soon as the words
were uttered that he had not. But there was no efayithdrawing them
now.

‘James?' he queried, his eyes narrowed. That camgery - naturally,
didn't it? That's Laura's father's name, isn't it?'

'Yes. Oh, yes, you must know it is.' She grippexld@tige of the table very
tightly.

'‘And is that what you call him?"

'‘No. That is - sometimes.' Caroline could feel Feee burning in the
semi-darkness. 'John, what is this—'

'What times?' he persisted, leaning back in hit aee she closed her eyes
for a brief moment.

'l don't see what any of this has to do with yau me - or Laura either, for
that matter,' she cried.

'Do you make a habit of having affairs with marrieten?' he asked
offensively, and she felt as though all the breéwtd been knocked out of
her. She struggled to get up, a blind urge to getyarom him possessing
her to the exclusion of all else, but his hand endrm was unexpectedly
gentle. Holding her in her seat, he put his faoselto hers. 'Who do you
think told me?' he muttered, - almost against his \@nly his wife!’

'What?' Caroline sank against the banquette, staigsbelievingly at him.
'‘But - but | thought - how do you know Mrs. Booth?"

'l don't," he retorted, his mouth tugged down atdbrners. 'I've spoken to
her over the phone.’



‘The phone?' Caroline tried to grasp this. 'Thanmean it was she who first
called—'

'l don't know about that. | only know what she toid a couple of days ago.'
Caroline put her hand to her throat. There wasmach to absorb here. It
was inconceivable that Deborah should have begraped to take into her
house a woman she suspected of being involvedheitihusband. So how
could she have discovered what happened betweselhand James six
years ago?

Turning to John, she said quietly: 'Exactly - whiak she tell you?'

He stared down at the menu on the table in fromirof "Why should | tell
you? It's true, isn'tit? | didn't believe it atsti. That was why | was prepared
to go along with her. But now ... | should nevevdgaid anything. Can't
you forget | spoke?’

Caroline straightened her spine. 'But it's not,tdehn. Oh, | admit once
James and | knew one another, but that was alllongrago.’

'Knewone another? Do you mean that in the biblicals®ns

'No!" Caroline was sickened. 'He's married, as youwmiated out. And
contrary to common belief, | do not have affairdhmmarried men. Or
unmarried ones either, for that matter.'

‘That's your story.'

'It's the truth!" She put a tentative hand on his.aJohn, | thought you liked
me . ..

'l did.' He glanced sideways at her. 'Now I'm resare.’
'Don't | even get a chance to defend myself?'

'What chance did you give his wife?'



Caroline bent her head. 'I'm not proud of whatl 8y only excuse is that |
thought - | thought James intended getting a dizxorc

'And he didn't?’

'No." It was torture to talk about it like this.ekbnly wanted a - an affair, as
you say.'

'‘Well, | could say I'm sorry, but I'm not." He slkoais head. "You deserve
better than that, Caroline. Any man who was prapaoesacrifice your
happiness to satisfy his own appetites isn't wabcond thought.' His hand
closed over hers. 'Are we friends?'

‘Tell me why Deborah rang you.'
'Have you chosen your meal, sir?'

In the silence that had followed Caroline's questibe waiter's voice came
as an obvious relief to John. Flipping open the umdre entered into a
discussion with the man about the various dishedlable, and Caroline
waited impatiently for them to be alone again. Sggeed to John's
suggestion of steak and salad, with a seafood aib¢&tbegin with. In all
honesty, she doubted her ability to swallow anyghiout she would have
agreed with anything for him to be gone.

As he walked away, however, John got to his feet's have another drink,’
he suggested, and Caroline couldn't prevent him frarrying their glasses
to the bar.

At last he returned, and she appealed to him urgekthy did Deborah
ring you?'

'Did | say she rang me?' he countered after a mbmen

Caroline's brows drew together. 'But - | thoughtl gaid—'



'l said | spoke to her a couple of days ago,' heected her smoothly, and
she wished she didn't have the suspicion that devosked that out at the
bar.

Controlling her irritation, she went on: 'All righRegardless of who rang
whom, what was said?’

'What's the point of dragging all that up? Sufintieo say that the old girl
was pretty cut up about your relationship with hesband!

'‘Deborah’s not an old girl'! And what do you meant-up? And why would
she tell you?"

John shrugged indifferently. 'Perhaps she hopetake you off her hands.’
'‘What?'

"You heard. She must know if we're spending tingetioer, you're not going
to have much time to bother about her husband.'

'But what does she know about James and me?"
He made a face. 'How should | know?"

Caroline wished she could believe him. 'And | siggd you're involved
with me there's less chance of you seeing Laura,teuntered bitterly.

"You could be right." He leaned towards her. "Wd@ds it matter? If she'd
been going to sack you she'd have done it before' no

Caroline quivered. That was not a reassuring thoubiere was more to

this than he was saying, and she wished she hachad¢ the mistake of
betraying her association with James. Until thenhbd been prepared to
dismiss Deborah's accusations as the imaginings fofistrated woman.

Now he was inclined to believe Deborah's story, teter it had been.



Pressing her palms against the cool surface dfthle, she said: 'How well
do you think you know Deborah? What makes you tkimis not justising
you?'

'For what purpose?'
T don't know." Caroline felt helpless. 'She's ad wdman.’
'Is she?' John raised his eyebrows. ‘In what way?"

'Why should I tell you?' Caroline made a futiletges. 'Oh, I'll have to leave
Maitlands. | can't go on like this.'

'What about Laura?'

Caroline hunched her shoulders. 'Yes - Laura. Baora! What am | going
to do about her?'

And Jamesa small voice was tormenting inside her.

John looked up as the waiter summoned them frorddbewvay. ‘Come on,’
he said, 'our table's ready. And I'm hungry.'

Caroline accompanied him into the lamplit diningmg with a heavy heart.
What game was Deborah playing? Why should shea tedimplete stranger
that her husband had once been involved with heglidar's governess? It
didn't make sense. If only John had been complétehest with her. The
fact remained that Deborah had somehow learneleaf past relationship
yet she was still prepared to employ her! And fauta's sake she ought to
be grateful.

She was not surprised when John took every oppbytthroughout the
meal to talk of other things. So far as he was eored, their conversation
was over, finished. But what was he getting out®fThat was a question
she could not ask.

Pushing her steak round her plate, she wonderdhks was aware of his
wife's knowledge. And if not, ought she to tell Rirhleaven knew what



Deborah was planning if she was telling men likenJooney about her
troubles. But why warn James? What had he ever donéer except
complicate her life beyond all belief?

After the meal they had another drink in the bad aow John returned to
the subject which was uppermost in both their minds

AYou wouldn't really leave Maitlands, would you® asked softly. "You
wouldn't walk out on Laura like that?'

'What's it to you?' Caroline was bitter.

'l want to see you again.’'

"You can't be serious!

'Why not?' He looked hurt. 'It's not my fault if yaget yourself into
difficulties with your employers. And you must admi've been very

understanding.’

Caroline could have laughed had it all not beendsadly serious.
'‘Understanding? You couldn't possibly begin to usi@ad how | feel.’

He looked down into his drink. 'At least when I'mt avith you, I'm not
troubling Laura, am 1?"

'Is that a threat?'
'Does it sound like one?"

'Oh, I don't know." Caroline's head was beginnogdhe. 'l suppose it's not
your fault, as you say. I'm confused, that's all.’

He looked anxious. 'There's no need to be. Lookbm#his Mrs. Booth just

needed a shoulder to cry on. Mine was available, nmanner of speaking.
You've still got your job. So far as you're con@stneverything's the same
as usual.’



'Is it?' Caroline shook her head. 'l wish | couddiéve you.'

John insisted on running her back to the houseypiing her at the gates
soon after ten. There was no sign of James's camdine climbed quickly
down from the motor-cycle.

Thank you,' she said, handing back the helmet.
'Sure, it was nothing. Next week - same time, spiaee?’

Caroline caught her breath at his impudence. '| nwybe here next week,’'
she exclaimed.

'l think you will be," he assured her, and she vesad what he knew and she
didn't. He leaned towards her and touched herviis his. ‘Goodnight,
Caroline. Sweet dreams!'



CHAPTER TEN

CAROLINE slept badly, waking several times in a cold swelsr dreams
were punctuated by nightmare glimpses of Deboralrsying her
relentlessly, the sound of the wheelchair whisgeagarily round the room
long after she was awake and trembling. She rehlize@as only the wind
echoing through the eaves of the house, but thdentano less disturbing.
Towards dawn she fell into a sound slumber fromcWwhienny awakened
her with her breakfast tray.

Dragging herself out of bed, Caroline poured héeselup of coffee, firmly
convinced that she could not spend another nigthisrhouse. She was pale
and haggard- eyed, and she was unutterably relignatds it was Saturday
she and Laura had no lessons that day.

She was still in her dressing-gown, drinking hexosel cup of coffee, when
someone knocked at her door. Guessing who it nghCaroline longed to
be able to ignore the sound, but when Laura cal\dds Douglas! Are you
there?' she knew she could not.

She opened the door and Laura came cheerfully tinéo room, her
expression clouding somewhat when she saw Carlrade face.

'l say, are you all right?' she exclaimed, and @Wadnew then that so far as
Laura was concerned everything was just the same.

'I'm fine," she said determinedly. 'You're aboutyea

Laura nodded. 'l just came to tell you Mummy wantsee you. She has
something to ask you. Will you be long, do you sugg®'

Caroline sank down weakly on to the bed. 'l - wiih not dressed yet, as
you can see.' She wished she felt more capableatihd with Deborah, but
after her disturbed night she felt drained of aksgth. 'When - when does
she want to see me?'

'‘Now. As soon as possible." Laura was eager. 'Sh@ll her - fifteen
minutes?’



Caroline was surprised at her urgency. Up to tlkegmt, she had not noticed
Laura showing such regard for her mother's commands

"You'd better make it thirty," she conceded at [#syou'd like to go, I'll get
my bath."'

Laura nodded smiling. 'Okay: See you later, then.the doorway she
paused, however. '‘By the way, | hope you'll agsdes’ added confusingly,
and left her.

Caroline bathed and then dressed in a salmon pamdteoat-and-skirt suit, a
chestnut brown shirt completing the ensemble. Skehalf tempted to start
packing her belongings, but Laura's words had meenbhostile, and she
couldn't believe that Laura would want her to leave

Deborah awaited her in the lounge. Mrs. French lsamcoming down the

stairs and gave her directions and Caroline watkede confidently than

she felt into that elegant apartment. Seeing Débagain was rather an
unnerving experience after her nightmares abouwtman, but she pushed
such childish fantasies aside and said politelgu'Wanted to see me, Mrs.
Booth?'

Deborah looked up from the newspaper she had kesating. 'Oh, Miss
Douglas! Yes. Did Laura give you my message? Ofsmushe must have
done or you wouldn't be here, would you?"'

'Mrs. Booth—'

Caroline's instinctive desire to be honest with Wwman was ignored as
Deborah began speaking. 'l want to ask you a fawdigs Douglas,' she
said, her manner as friendly as ever. 'Laura needse new clothes, and
naturally, now that she's leading something of @asdife, she wants to
choose them herself. Unfortunately, | find the pexg of trailing round the
London stores rather more than | can bear. I'mrwpfu persuade you to go
with her.’

‘To - London?" murmured Caroline faintly.



'Yes. Groom would drive you, of course, and yould@irange to meet him
later. Miss Douglas, you know London much bettanthdo, I'm sure. And
you'll know the sort of thing Laura needs.’

Caroline badly wanted to sit down. Her legs feftidictly unsteady, and a
wave of faintness was making her feel weak. What g@ing on? How
could Deborah tell anyone that her husband wadwedovith the governess
and then ask that same governess to choose clothksr daughter? Was
somebody lying? Had John Mooney made the wholgthp? Was that the
answer? Had it all been educated guessing on hisybéch had paid off?
She had no way of knowing, and she stared helglas$beborah, wishing
she knew what was going on behind that smooth taghd presented to the
world.

'Is something wrong, Miss Douglas?' Deborah titedhead curiously. ‘As
you're dining with the Lesters this evening | didhink you'd have made
any other plans.’

‘I haven't." Caroline got the words out with ditfity. ‘Mrs. Booth—"

'Is it all fixed?"

Laura chose that moment to come sauntering intodbm, hands pushed
into the pockets of her inevitable jeans. Her moltheked suitably pained.

'l think it might be, Laura,' she told her daughtea disapproving tone. 'l
can't wait to see you in something other than thiiseputable pants!

Laura was looking at Caroline, noticing how pale still was. 'Are you sure
you're all right, Miss Douglas?' she exclaimedydt're not well, we can go
some other time ...’

Deborah frowned. 'What's this? You didn't tell noei yveren't feeling well,
Miss Douglas.'

'I'm perfectly all right." Caroline shook her hestental confusion could not
be termed a physical illness.



*Mrs. Booth, can | speak to you alone for a moment?

Deborah folded her newspaper. 'Not now, I'm afrisiids Douglas. | - er - |
have a lot of things to attend to. You go alonghwitwura, if you're sure
you're up to it. I'll see that you're suitably rematated for your time.'

Caroline stood for a moment longer, but DeboralXpression was
unwaveringly adamant. Laura hovered by the dogpatiment to be off, and
Caroline knew that she could not say anything enghil's hearing. With a
helpless little shrug of her shoulders, she turaedy, and as she did so
James came to the doorway. In a cream corded rmalibavy silk shirt, he
looked lean and disturbingly masculine, the hagtrzoll he always seemed
to be wearing these days accentuating his darkcaitin.

'‘Daddy!- Laura was delighted to see him. 'l thdugiu'd gone. Oh, are you
going to give me a lift, after all? In the Jens8nper!

‘Groom will take you, Laura.'

Deborah's voice had risen slightly, and it was obsithat she did not
welcome this intrusion into her plans. But James @t intimidated.

'l told Laura | might take her up to town,' he sthtevelly. 'As for bringing
her back, Groom can drive up later this afternoon.’

"You're going to the office, James," said Debotadr@y. 'You don't have
time to run around after Laura.'

‘Taking Laura up to town is hardly running aroufigraher," he remarked
mildly. Then, to his daughter: 'Are you ready?’

Caroline glanced apprehensively from Deborah tordaMVhat did this
mean? That she was not going, after all? She bpHdhso. She did not want
to suffer the agony of spending an hour closelyfioed in James's car with
him.



'l would prefer Laura to drive up with Groom,' istead Deborah. '‘Besides,
Miss Douglas is accompanying Laura, and that cgoafs isn't big enough
for three.’

‘The manufacturers wouldn't thank you for sayingf.tthe retorted dryly.
'‘And | did know that Miss Douglas was coming.' ldiges flickered coolly
over Caroline. 'Are you ready, Miss Douglas?'

Caroline wanted to protest, but what could she say& was only the
governess. She turned helplessly to Deborah, ast far an instant
glimpsed sudden hatred in the other woman's ety@sslonly for an instant,
and she had no idea towards whom that hatred wastel, but it was
sufficient to convince her that Deborah might visdicapable of anything.

Her face suffused with colour and she turned backames. He raised his
eyebrows. 'l asked if you were ready, Miss Douglhas, reminded her
steadily. 'While | might not be quite as busy aswife suggests, | don't
have all day.’

Caroline's lips trembled, and she pressed thenklyuicgether to disguise
the fact. 'l - I'll get my handbag,' she said jgrkand James stood aside to
allow her to leave the room.

When Caroline came downstairs again, only Lauraeslan the hall. '‘Come
on,' she exclaimed impatiently. 'Daddy's waiting!'

The Jensen was standing, with its engine idlinghatfoot of the steps.
Laura ran down the steps and swinging open the dode, climbed into the

back. By the time Caroline reached the car, Jaradddit his seat and was
standing waiting to close her door.

Caroline smoothed her skirt over her knees as @hguarred down to the
gates and Dodds emerged briefly to raise a hasdlirte. Then they were
out on to the Reading road, the Jensen gatheriggpspith little effort.

Laura sat forward, her elbows resting on the batkkeir two seats. 'Isn't
this super, Miss Douglas!" she exclaimed excite'tllgon't suppose you've
ever been in a Jensen before, have you?"



You shouldn't presume to make those kind of comsdraura,’ retorted
James shortly. 'Miss Douglas is a lot older thao goe. She's probably
driven in Jensens dozens of times.'

Laura grimaced impudently. 'All right, all right.uBshe's not that much
older. I was only making conversation.' She pauaed then went on: '"How
much money can | spend, Daddy? Mummy says | negtk sbesses and
things, but honestly, | need everything.’

Caroline wasn't listening to her. She was watchiages's lean hands as
they controlled the wheel. He had such nice hasius had always thought
so, brown, and long-fingered; hard hands, notdibmne of the men she had
known.

'What do you think, Miss Douglas?'

Laura was speaking to her, and Caroline blink&d.sbrry," she exclaimed
apologetically. 'What did you say?'

James glanced sideways at her, an intentness ayasswhich cut through
the barriers she had raised between them. ‘Lawsaskang where you think
she should start,’ he told her evenly. 'Oxford €Earnaby Street?’

Caroline dragged her gaze away from his and glaaeedher shoulder into
Laura's expectant face. 'l - well, | would suggeststart in Oxford Street,’
she said. *You want some formal clothes as wetlamsial ones. Most of the
stores have teenage departments these days. Yogetaome attractive
things in the most unlikely places. Carnaby Stseall' right for way-out
gear, but | don't think that's what your motherestp you to buy.’

'‘Couldn't you come with us, Daddy?' asked Lauraehdly. 'l wish you
would—'

'Laura, | have a meeting in precisely forty-threautes!

'We can manage, Laura,' protested Caroline. Jahmegddsnot imagine she
was a party to that suggestion.



Laura hunched her shoulders. '‘Okay, okay. | justight you might like to
show some interest in your daughter for once.’

Caroline saw James hands tighten on the wheel.t'Whhat supposed to
mean?' he asked tautly.

Laura looked sulky. 'Well, you never spend any tiwith me any more.
You're always attending meetings - or going saitimgything to get out of
the house!

‘Laural’

'Well, it's true.’ Laura’s voice rose hystericalou don't care about me, any
more than Mummy does. It's true | used to think gial You used to take
me with you...'

'Laura, you're embarrassing Miss Douglas!

Laura sniffed. 'Why should | always have to begyour attention? Just
because Mummy's jealous of you taking me anywhender voice broke,
and Caroline stared blindly out of the window aé thassing scenery,
wishing herself anywhere than in this car at thaament.

The Jensen braked suddenly, and James pulledeofbtd on to the hard
shoulder. He switched off the engine, and thenewiin his seat to look at
his daughter. What he saw made him utter an odtirédopushing open his
door and getting out to get into the back beside he

Without a word, Caroline pushed open her door aricbgt, walking away

from the car. Traffic zoomed swiftly by her, buegbaid it no heed, looking
across the ditches and thorny hedges into thesfibleyond. James's
relationship with his daughter was a private thimgfween the two of them.
She had no part of it - or of him for that matt€he pain was suddenly
unbearable. It was useless trying to deny it amgdéo. She had never
stopped loving him.

She found a narrow bridge across the ditch andriedbagate where she
could rest her arms. The sun was strengtheninapitger, and the rays fell



warm on her back. She had left her hair loose todag the slight breeze
from the passing cars blew strands across her m8aghwas wiping them
away when James came to stand beside her. Shallabkes weary face

and then at the car parked several yards awaywandd have moved

towards it had his hand on her upper arm not ptedemer. He had his back
to the car, so Laura could not possibly see whatdsedoing.

'Don't go,' he muttered savagely. 'Not yet. Plea3aroline!
Caroline quivered. 'What about your meeting?'

‘To hell with the meeting!

"You don't mean that. You have to go. You know glou

He sighed heavily, and nodded. 'I've promised Ldllireake you to lunch.
The meeting will be over by then ..

"Youdon't have to take me," protested Caroline at.ofitgo shopping with
Laura, then I'll meet her later—'

'Don't be a fool!"" he muttered huskily. 'Of couygri're having lunch with
us!’

'Poor Laura," murmured Caroline, and he looked dairer, naked hunger
burning in his eyes.

'Poor Laura indeed,' he agreed, between his t&&tmother who never
wanted her, who really doesn't care a damn abautdred a father who's in
love with another woman!'

Caroline would have pulled away from him then, lheitwouldn't let her go.
'It's true,’ he said fiercely. 'l have to tell ydMhat's the point of denying it?
But what can | do about it? Take Laura away, maylve?hought of that.

But do you think Deborah would let me? Not on yiifer And there's not a
court in the land that would grant “me custody gfdaughter. Particularly
not if there was any suspicion of another womamgdp@volved. Okay, so

Laura's sixteen, and in two years she'll be oldughdo decide for herself.



But can | wait that long? Can | take the chancetti@woman | love won't
have married someone else by then?'

He closed his eyes for a moment, and then wentSan: | tell myself, |
should leave; In two years Laura will be free toneoto me. But | can't do
that either. Can you imagine the poison Deboraldcseep into her mind
during those two years? Can you imagine her telliagra how her father
lusted after her governess?' He made an impotsiirge 'Caroline, I'd put
you out of my mind. Six years is a long time. | vease you'd have married
by now - had a family of your own. | had no rigbtask you to wait six years
ago, even if you'd been prepared to do so.’

'Oh, James!'

'For God's sake, Caroline, don't look at me likat.ttYyou don't know the
torment you've put me through these past weeken't @now how much
more | can standHlis lips twisted bitterly. 'But | suppose you getertain
satisfaction out of parading your conquests befioeé

‘James, you don't understand—'

'l understand that you're hurting me - for whatexesson,' he retorted
harshly.

A sudden movement from the car attracted Caroliagtntion, and she
turned to him helplessly. '‘James, Laura's coming.cah't talk now.'

'What more is there to say?' he demanded coldt/fimed away.

From the way Laura hung on his arm as they walkack lio the car,
Caroline guessed that he had made his peace witt least. She was glad.
After all, Laura was the one innocent person intla. All the same, she
wished she could have told him what John Mooneydaadl It could not be
dismissed, and sooner or later it would have toecont.

London was crowded, full of tourists as well asubeaal Saturday shoppers.
Because of the difficulties with one-way streetsnés dropped them on the
fringes of the main shopping areas, promising tetrtteem at one o'clock at



a little French restaurant off Cavendish Squareirdavas in high spirits.
She had got her own way for once, and Caroline caased along on the
wave of her enthusiasm.

Most of the larger stores had accounts in the Boatie, and those that
didn't responded equally eagerly to the creditardich Laura's father had
given her. She swept through all the boutiquesjrgugll kinds of things,
leaving everything to be delivered to Maitlandswhs the way to shop,
Caroline had to admit, and she determinedly putomer troubles aside to
share in Laura's almost childlike excitement.

With an unlimited budget at their disposal it was difficult to find exactly
what they wanted, and Caroline indulged a latesirddo be a designer.
Laura's youth and extreme slenderness allied tHeessto the fashions of
the moment, and she looked just as good in frofifyon as she did in well
cut Levis.

'‘Oh gosh, I'm not bad, am 1?' she exclaimed, pagadefore Caroline and
the admiring assistant in an ankle- length gown shaded through purple
and mauve to palest blue, and had a kind of capelffect to the bodice
which concealed the hollows of her throat. 'Horyedttidn't know | could
look like this!'

Caroline smiled. 'Don't get too conceited. Theyehavbe paid for yet. Your
father may refuse to sign the bill.’

Laura giggled. 'He won't,’ she said confidentlyirgng round once more.
'He said | can spend what | like. And | have.' Stylmed happily. 'Yes, I'l
take it. Oh, and do you have something in a sonmnmhight blue? Yes,
midnight blue. Long - and sort of clingy."

‘Laura!’ Caroline stared at the girl. "That wouldwiit you at all'’

'l Know. But it would suit you. And Daddy said Idhéo get you something
for coming with me.’



'Oh, no ..." Caroline shook her head, stoppingasestant when she would
have walked away. 'Thank you all the same, butlrean buy my own
clothes.’

Laura looked distressed. 'Maybe | shouldn't hal@ you," she exclaimed
disappointedly. 'l should just have bought someffaind not told you.'

Caroline shook her. head. 'Now how could you d¢?thau're not my size.
Besides, | don't need anything, honestly. Laurarimy, it was a lovely
thought, but no!"

Laura looked less anxious. 'You're sure?'
'Positive. Now go and get dressed. It's - wedl,atmost a quarter to one.'

'Is it?' Laura gasped. 'Hasn't the time flownAnkH'll wear that cream suit
I- just tried on for lunch, hmm? | could wear itgo home, and these people
could send my shirt and jeans with the rest ottinegs, couldn't they?"

'l see no reason why not," Caroline nodded agrgeabtl the assistant went
with Laura to help her to change.

As she waited, Caroline wandered round the depaittritédad been kind of
James to suggest buying her something as wellast twe sort of thing he
did - like getting Groom to run her to the villagfee night before. She
frowned, putting a hand to her head as her ownlenadbcrowded her brain.
What was she going to do about James? It was Bllwell for him to talk
about waiting until Laura was eighteen, but woutdaait that long? And if
he chose to exert pressure on her, could she hasi8tIf he ever found out
how she really felt about him ... She moved resljesShe would have to
make some decision before the end of the monthp&ting from him again
would be so painful!

La Sauterelle was a very exclusive little restayramd Laura looked
infinitely smarter in the swinging pleated skirtdgacket she had chosen to
wear. They arrived at a little after one to findtthames had not yet arrived.



'Isn't that just typical!" exclaimed Laura, withagb natured impatience, as
they were shown to the table her father had redetiegirl should keep her
escort waiting, not the other way around.'

'‘And you think you're an emancipated female!" ceted Caroline
teasingly, refusing to allow her de-pression toilshaura's day. 'Why
shouldn't a man keep a girl waiting, if she waotbé treated as his equal?’

Laura considered this. 'l don't think I'm such amaacipated female, after
all," she said at last. 'l don't like being kepttimg. I'm hungry, and the food
smells delicious, doesn't it?"

The door to the restaurant opened and Several @eaphe in as she was
talking, and at the back Caroline glimpsed a tallkdman. 'l think your
worries are over,' she said, trying to still thdden racing of her own heart.
'l think your father's just come in.’

'He has?' Laura looked up delightedly. 'Oh gostndse and look who's with
him!

Trevor Frobisher was following the older man acrtbes room, threading

their way between the tables. James's eyes flidkarer Caroline, and then
he raised his eyebrows at his daughter. 'Well,.Wéhat's happened to the
infant?"'

Laura made a face at him. Then she smiled at TréideHo. What are you
doing here?'

'‘Believe it or not, Trevor came to the office,' Hather told her dryly,
sinking into the chair beside Caroline.

‘To the office?' Laura was surprised. 'But why?"

"Your mother knew | was coming up to town todayplained Trevor
eagerly. 'She rang this morning and suggestedahaour father was in
town, too, we might meet for lunch." He grinneddidin't know he was
meeting you, too.’'



Caroline found James's eyes upon her, and looke&d doconfusion. Their
message was simple - this was Deborah's way ofkotgecp on him, of
finding out where he had lunch and with whom. Sh&hed she could tell
him there might be some deeper significance, tleidbah might also be
making sure that at no time weteeyalone together. But this time Deborah
had defeated her objective. By bringing Trevor glatames had evened the
numbers, and it was natural that she should begaith him.

Across the table, Trevor was telling Laura abocdirshe had been to see that
morning. Since returning from South Africa, he madransport of his own,
but he was considering various models. Caroliredtto concentrate on
what he was saying, but it was difficult with Jafegkigh brushing hers, and
his arm along the back of her seat behind her.

"You've had a successful morning?' James was aséftlyg, and she nodded
her head vigorously.

'Very successful. Laura's bought some beautifalghi haven't you, Laura?'

Laura said: 'Oh! What? Oh, yes,' and returned tientqon to Trevor, and
James half smiled.

'‘Leave them alone and talk to me," he advisedwhisn breath fanning her
cheek. 'I'm a fool, | know, but | want to know hgau feel, even if you hate
me.'

Caroline was horrified that the others might hagarll what he said, but it
was apparent that they hadn't, and James sighed.

'Relax," he told her calmly. 'Can you hear whay'tieesaying?"

Over the general buzz of noise in the restaurawiig impossible to hear
every word without concentrating very hard, anchtigow, Laura was
concentrating on Trevor.

Caroline shifted in her seat, her knee brushingldgs which he moved
closer to hers. 'l - 1 don't hate yaulames,' she said at last in a low voice.
'‘But | can't go on living in your house. At the esfdhe month—'



'Would you like something to drink, sir?"

The wine waiter stood at James's elbow, and withuéfled oath, James
turned to the man. But it was obvious that theywkoneae another very well,
and after a brief discussion, he went away.

'What are you ordering, Daddy?' asked Laura, lepm@icross the table
towards him. ‘May | have a Martini?'

'‘No, you may not." James was smiling but firme'lordered you a glass of
orange juice, and Pepe's special cocktail for us.'

Laura wrinkled her nose. '‘Orange juice!' she sagustedly. ‘| have Martini
at home sometimes.’

'‘But you're not at home now,' retorted James, tgaiiack in his chair.
'‘Cheer up, he's putting something with a bite into

'Oh - what?' Laura was eager.

'Would you believe - lemon?' suggested James |aailg Laura picked up a
knife and pretended to threaten him with it.

The cocktails were delicious, dry and sharp, tlealigtimulant before the
meal. Trevor let Laura taste his, and while theyenengrossed with one
another, James said: 'What are you going to doea¢d of the month?'

Caroline played with the glass between her fing&su must know | have
to leave.’

'Because of me?'

Caroline looked up at him, and then, unable toassnghe look in his eyes,
down again, quickly. 'Partly," she admitted.

'Why?' He was constrained. 'What have | done toefgiou to leave? I've
kept out of your way as much as possible. You'rgsml for Laura—' He



broke off abruptly and raised his glass to his, lgpsd when he lowered it
again, he had himself under control. 'What will ym?"

Caroline expelled her breath unsteadily. 'l donow. Get another job, |
suppose.’'

'In England?"

'l don't know.'

James put down his empty glass. ‘Will you let neeyg®1 sometimes?”
‘No!"

Caroline's refusal attracted Laura's attention, simel frowned. 'What are
you arguing about, Daddy? Why is Miss Douglas logkso upset? What
have you been saying to her?'

James shrugged, summoning the waiter and orderarg oocktails. 'Miss
Douglas and | don't see eye to eye about certaiggh he replied shortly.
'Well, shall we order the meal?’

It was impossible to indulge in private conversatwhile eating a lobster
bisque roast duckling cooked in cognac, and sweet sdgaaacakes. They
drank a dry white Burgundy with the meal, and thvaith the cocktails

Caroline had drunk earlier, combined to ease mside. Their conversation
veered through the merits of British cars compdoetbreign ones to the
latest play being produced in London, and Trevgt keem all amused with
his account of a safari he had made in Kenya.

But at last the meal was over, and over coffee §auggested that if Trevor
required a lift home, he could take him.

'Well, we've finished our shopping, Daddy!" exclatnLaura, surprising
Caroline, who had expected another session thenafin. ‘Could we all go
home together?'



'‘Laura, your mother said she would send Groom igtiternoon,’ Caroline
began, but James interrupted her.

'l don't suppose any arrangement has been madégetountered coolly.
"You're welcome to drive back with me if you like.'

‘Thanks very much, sir.' Trevor was grateful fa tifer.
'‘Good. That's settled, then," said Laura happily.

'Well, 1 have to go back to the office to pick upnge papers,’ said James,
signing the bill the waiter had brought to him. 'fimu want to hang on here
or come back with me?"

'‘Couldn't we just saunter along and meet you inBhgswater Road or
something?' Laura asked, frowning. 'Is that altigith you, Trevor?"

Trevor nodded, but he was looking rather awkwagedl{aroline; and she
guessed he did not relish the ided bving a chaperon. Intercepting the
boy's hesitation, James glanced Caroline's wayuliVgou like to come
with me and see the offices of Booth IndustriesssMbouglas? Or would
you prefer to stay with the infants?'

The way his suggestion was phrased and Laura's dimatee 'Oh, yes, you
do that, Miss Douglas! put Caroline in an unavbldgosition. 'Very well,’
she said, and she knew her voice was cool and adnoy

‘That's settled, then.' Laura allowed Trevor td patk her chair. 'We'll see
you later, Daddy. What time? Shall we say - threartgrs of an hour?'

James rose, buttoning his jacket, tall and dishgllgiattractive. 'That should
be enough,' he agreed. 'We'll pick you up near Qaway. Look out for the
car,’

Laura nodded, and after giving Caroline an apologgin she went off with
Trevor. Outside the restaurant, James summoned, @atal once they were
installed in the back and Caroline was sitting ais dway from him as
possible, she said: This was quite unnecessarykgiow. \ | could have



arranged to meet you later, too. | needn't havee gaith them. Besides, |
could have caught a train home. This is my day off.

James made no reply, sitting indolently on the &eaide her, his hands
resting on his thighs, and contrarily she felt meAs usual, she was
behaving like a cat, just because she resentashith@ubted power he could
exert over her was afraid that alone with him stwlal betray feelings
which at present she had under control.

‘James ..." She said his name tentatively, andiimned his head to look at
her.

'It's all right, Caroline, don't be alarmed. | hatdrought you to Booths for
the big seduction scene,' he said bleakly. 'l yeddl have some papers to
collect. You can wait downstairs if you prefer.’

Caroline turned to stare broodingly out of the vawd She ought to be
telling him about Deborah, not behaving like anrageéd virgin. But it was
incredibly hard to think of any way to broach thiject without creating a
worse situation.

The skyscraper building on the Embankment was &nthiong of concrete
and glass, but once inside its swing glass dosntof clean-cut efficiency
and elegant design erased that image. A marbleeitbentrance hall gave
on to a bed of high-speed lifts, and air-conditngnkept the temperature
evenly balanced whatever the extremes of weather.

The commissionaire emerged from his office as #mtgred the building,
his eyes flashing curiously over Caroline. Thenduked at James. 'Will
you be staying long, sir? Or shall | fetch your @arnd now?'

James halted. 'TI'll fetch it myself, thank you, @&s' He looked at Caroline.
'Miss Douglas will wait here while I-'

‘No! | mean, that's all right, Jam - Mr. Booth!'rGlne bit her lip. 'l - I'll
come up with you.'



James barely acknowledged this, striding away tdsvdhe lifts so that
Caroline had to run to keep up with him. He didp¢ak to her all the way
up the penthouse floor, and when the lift doorsneplehe strode off along
the corridor with a speed that defeated her.

He waited for her to catch up with him before enigmhat appeared to be
his secretary's office, and then opened an inner that led into his own
office. Car-" oline barely had time to notice the attractive apoents
before James had closed the door and was pinningdanst it with the
weight of his body, his mouth seeking and findirgsh

'I've wanted to do this all lunchtime," he groamad her neck, and she could
feel the muscles of his thighs stirring againstlagr

"You said this wouldn't happen,’ she protestedihysind the smile he gave
was wry.

'It wouldn't have, if you hadn't come up here. Boti wanted it as much as
me, didn't you?' His eyes darkened. 'Go on, satelt me you don't like me
touching you like this!"

Caroline moved her head helplessly from side tce,si@nd with an
exclamation his mouth covered hers again, witheasing urgency. She felt
his hands unbuttoning her waistcoat and presentgflito the floor, to be
joined a few moments later by his jacket.

"You don't know what you're doing,' she breathad, dhe was unable to
prevent her own hands from probing the fasteningos$hirt and finding the
hair-roughened skin beneath.

'Oh, | know, Caroline," he groaned, his tonguekstigp her ear. 'I'm doing
something | should have done years ago, sometimexgpcable, something
that when Deborah finds out will mean that we'madlgh! And let her do
her worst. | don't care any more.'

‘James!" Caroline disentangled her leg from between'James, you don't
mean that.'



‘Caroline, | love you. | love Laura, too, but Goelghme, Ineedyou. More
perhaps than she needs me.’

Caroline took a deep breath, and although it waswatp do it, she dragged
herself away from him, walking to the middle of tthe@or, wrapping her
loosened shirt across her throbbing breasts, hgduamself closely. With
her back to him, she said: 'James - | love yovien stopped loving you. |
realized that some time ago. But-'

'Oh, Carolind' She felt him behind her, could feel the heathtsf body
before he jerked her back against him, moulding baaty into his. His
mouth sought her nape, and his hands cupped hestbigossessively. "You
know what you're doing to me, don't you?' he mattehickly. 'Don't tell me
not to touch you, because | can't help myseifahtyou, Caroline. Not like
this, but somewhere all to myself. | want to sleggh you, and not get up for
a week. Caroline, come away with me. I'll get aodre, anything you want,
only don't turn me away!'

His words were more intoxicating than alcohol, exirhg in her head with
an urgency that was almost irresistible. To spdéwdréest of her life with

James was all she had ever wanted, but could kive laim to do what he

suggested at the expense of his wife and daug&tex’knew she could not.
With a little groan, she pulled herself away frormbagain, buttoning her
shirt with trembling fingers, concentrating on thsk as if it were a matter
of life and death.

'You can't do it, James,' she said unsteadily, lenmbmeet his eyes. 'l -1
won't let you.

'Why not?"

His strangled words brought her round to face hamg the sight of his
tormented face, the sensual attraction of his thstlibody, were almost her
undoing. Pressing her palms together, she saidyslGlames, you told me
this morning how Deborah would react if you left,Heow she might poison
Laura's mind against you. Whether you believe inot, you would be
bound to regret giving her that opportunity soasmdater. Right now - right
now—'



'Right now | want you,' he muttered savagely. 'Dtell me you don't feel
the same!'

Caroline sighed. 'James, of course | want you. N®kis as he would have
reached for her again. 'But - but right now, yowrdy thinking of the
present, not the . future. All right, suppose yeave Deborah, suppose she
gives you a divorce, what is Laura going to thilkou? We've waited so
long, James. Can't we wait just a little bit lorijer

‘Can you?'

She turned away from the sight of him. 'l - I'lMeao, won't I?' she got out
jerkily.

There was silence for several seconds, and thesaideharshly: 'And if |

refuse?' He paused. 'You won't come away with n@#oline could feel

the tears pricking at the backs of her eyes. Swingbund, she stared
tremulously at him, lips quivering. 'Oh - oh, ysgs!' Her voice was

breaking. 'Yes, I'll come away with you, if thatbat you really want. But
we shouldn't we shouldn't!’

James moved towards her then, his hands descendirger shoulders,
drawing her towards him. 'Oh, Caroline," he bredtmesting his forehead
against hers. 'Thank you. Thank you for saying. théitought | was going
out of my head.'

'Wh - what are you going to do?' she faltered.

He gave a heavy sigh, and she knew that for theenohre had himself in
control again. 'l - know you're right, about LauBut asking me to wait
another two years ,.." He shook his head. 'Wheltg/au go if you leave my
house? How will | see you?'

'l don't think we should.'

'What?' His eyes darkened. "You're crazy! God, [@epDeborah need
never know.'



"You said that before. But somehow she's found out.

James frownedWhat?'

'‘Deborah knows. About what happened between ugesiss ago.'
James lifted his head. 'Who told you that?'

Caroline hesitated. 'It was something John Mooy, shat's all.’
'Mooney?' James stared down at her. ‘Last night hyean?'
‘Yes," Caroline nodded.

'My God! And how did he know?' James chewed ordwer lip. 'Why did
you go out with him last night?"

Caroline hesitated. '"Will you believe me if | tgtdu?'

James took her by the wrist and drew her after &gnoss to his desk. He
lounged into the comfortable leather armchair belitirand pulled her on to
his knees. 'That's better," he said, his voice enigdhickening again. 'Go
on. Before | get interested in other things.'

'Well—' Caroline didn't know how to begin. 'Do yoemember that day he
came to the house - when | went off with him onrhor-bike?'

'Do | not?' James slid her shirt off the shouldeanest to him, his mouth
caressing.

'Oh, James, please!' she exclaimed, her pulsagyrasihe continued to kiss
her. ‘Let me tell you first.'

‘Caroline, if Deborah knows about you and me, wetdwave to wait, don't
you see?'

'‘But it's not like that.' Caroline pulled her ststtaight, ignoring his protest.
‘That afternoon John—". 'John?'



'Yes, John - he had received a telephone callp tvessaid, reputedly from
me, inviting him to Maitlands.’

'‘But you didn't ring him?"
‘As if | would!'

James was serious for a minute. '‘Deborah hintedetthat you had known
Mooney before you came to work for us.’'

'What?' Caroline gasped. '‘But | hadn't.’
‘Go on.'

She noticed he didn't say whether he believed herog but she had to
continue. 'Well - we never found out who made dadi; but | wanted to talk
to him about Laura. | don't know, | had some criaea that he might talk to
me. And he did. He assured me that he had nodlssihat you would ever
let him marry Laura. She - well, apparently she aamhe other girls had
made all the running, and she'd taken it all mer®mssly than | think he had
intended.’

James was staring broodingly into space at thistpand she looked at him
a trifle anxiously. 'You do believe me, don't yoiémes, | swear to you, |
never saw John Mooney until that afternoon he ciantlee house.'

James looked at her, enigmatically at first, benthas he saw her concern,
the guarded look left his eyes. 'l believe you,tdid her steadily. 'Is there
more?"

She nodded. 'He rang the house after that, askingpeak to me. | don't
know how many times he rang, or whether he spokantmne else, |
suppose he must have done, but you came in whes talking to him.’

'‘But why did you agree to go out with him? Donlt tee that was to talk
about Laura.'



'No, it wasn't. James, | didn't know what to doutaawas with Trevor - oh,
my God! They'll be waiting for us!'

‘Let them walit!" retorted James comfortably. 'Camny

Caroline sighed. 'Well, that's about it. He thraatéto ring again and ask for
Laura if | didn't meet him. | knew if Laura founditp she would be upset,
and quite honestly, | was afraid of what he migiyt t® her about me!"

'So you met him.'

'In the village. We had dinner in Reading, at theéhix.'

'I'm not interested in where. What did he say?'

'He asked me whether | wouldn't rather be out watl.'

'Did he?' James raised his eyebrows. 'And whatywasreply?'

'l denied it." She looked indignant when he gaveaxking snort. 'What
could I have said? That | would rather be out wityh pupil's father?'

James shook his head. '‘Okay. Then what?'

'l asked him why he should ask such a thing, aatitlas when he said that
Deborah had told him.’

‘The devil he did!" James looked perplexed. 'Adiden wondering how
Deborah should have such information to give, whgudéd she give it to
him?"

'l don't know. | don't think he believed it at firbut then ..." She hunched her
shoulders. 'l used your name, and he became soigpici

James slid one hand under the weight of her happiag her nape. 'Don't
worry, love. It had to come out sooner or later.’



'l know. But if Deborah knows, why hasn't she samdithing, or done
anything? | mean, this morning she asked me tchgpEng with Laura. It
doesn't make sense.'’

'‘Nothing Deborah does these days seems to,' retchddmes dryly. 'Did
Mooney say anything else?"

‘No. | got the impression he wished he hadn't aaichuch as he did. It was
all right telling me so long as there was no tnutht. But if there was ... |
suppose he was afraid | might tell you.'

'Hmm.' James rested his head back against thieatfer upholstery. 'Quite
a puzzle, isn't it? It's not like Deborah to knownething like that and not
use it. Unless she's changed. | know she hasnit\wek lately. She's seen
the specialist a couple of times. But when | ask stee denies feeling
unwell, so what can | do?'

'Perhaps she's going to offer you a divorce," ssiggeCaroline, but he
shook his head.

'‘Somehow | don't think so. She told me this morningt she's making
arrangements for us to go on a cruise in Augusth thie Frobishers.’

'Will Trevor be going?'

'Maybe.' James turned his face into her neck.I'Bun't be.’
‘James, you may have to. For Laura's sake!

'‘And what will you do?' he demanded huskily.

'Stay in London.’

'With Frankland?'

'Oh, James, | thought | told you about him. Wels friends. Colleagues, if
you like. He's a teacher, too. You'd like him, Janiée's nice.’



James's expression darkened, and there was déspandhe way he jerked

her mouth to his, kissing her with a passionatendbament that left her
weak with longing for him, her body aching for aisfaction only- he could

give. Then, with an oath, he pushed her roughhhsfknees and got to his
feet, buttoning his shirt and pushing it into tbedened waistband of his
pants.

‘James?' She stood watching him anxiously. 'Jaisieemething wrong?'

'Everything's wrong, isn't it?" he demanded, hissdyleak. ‘Oh, fasten your
shirt, Caroline. You're not going to let me makedl®o you here, and | can't
stand much more of this without doing just tha#' ifleached for his jacket,
tossing her waistcoat to her. '‘But you're minelatided grimly. 'And if any
other man—' He broke off. 'Don't underestimate @epline. | don't intend
to let you go a second time.'

Caroline slipped her arms into her waistcoat, dreathe words she had to
say. 'James, you know I'm supposed to be havingediwith Clive Lester
and his mother tonight.’

He was raking combing fingers through his hairlas spoke, and she saw
the way he stopped what he was doing, his hanthgest the back of his
neck. 'l didn't know that.'

Caroline sighed. 'James, he asked me. And - ahe &ime it seemed a good
idea.'

'Why?

'So - so you wouldn't imagine | was interested @u.y She rushed on
miserably: 'James, Deborah threw us together. Sifdoeing rude, there
was no way ..." She bent her head. 'l don't capetablive Lester, James. |
don't care about anyone but you.'

There was silence for a few moments, and thenctaattly it seemed, he
came towards her. When he was near enough, shedagkand with a little
sob threw herself against him. His arms closed abey and she felt him
shudder as he buried his face in the silken cudihrer hair.



Caroline heard the voices in the corridor secomdsrb he did, and she tore
herself away from him saying frantically: 'l thiitls Laura - and Trevor.'

James scowled. 'Oh, God! What do they want?'

'What will they think?' Caroline protested, tryitbg smooth her hair into
some semblance of order. Her face felt bare ofraalge-up, she checked
anxiously that her shirt was not unfastened.

James regarded her through narrowed eyes, his nickly sensual.
‘They'll think the worst," he told her levelly. 'Wdook guilty already. Calm
down. | don't mind.'

'‘But | do,' she cried, resentful that he could Isokcoolly controlled when
only seconds ago he had been fully aroused. ‘Jasmdshere another way
out of here?"

'Use the bathroom,' he suggested, nodding towardeoa she had not
previously noticed. 'And stop worrying. | love you.

Caroline had scarcely closed the bathroom door vghenheard Laura and
Trevor come into James's office.

'What have you been doing, Daddy?' she complaimigdout rancour. 'We

waited at the station, as you said, and then wigldgave might as well walk
to meet you. We came down Sloane Street, justse gau'd already left,

and then when we got here, Charles didn't wanetai$ come up.' She
sighed. 'Where's Miss Douglas?'

'In the bathroom,' returned James dryly. "We wesé gbout to leave. Sorry
to be so lorig, but I've been showing Miss Douglasund.’

Trevor said something about the view from Jamesigows, and Caroline
hastily applied a lipstick to her bare mouth. St stop to do more than
run a comb through her hair, and she felt a ligles anxious when she
emerged.



'Hey, so there you are!' exclaimed Laura, surveliggcuriously. "You look
flushed, Miss Douglas. Has my father been gettingoa again?'

Caroline exchanged a look with James, and he wdkaty towards the
door. 'Mind your own business, Laura,' he told hershe passed him, on her
way out. 'I'll take care of Miss Douglas."



CHAPTER ELEVEN

CAROLINE could not enjoy her evening at the Lesters', eéhexigh Mrs.
Lester was a charming woman. Her thoughts weressksewith what might
be going on at Maitlands, and she contributedelitd the conversation
throughout dinner.

Afterwards, they all adjourned to an attractiverigyroom, the furnishings
expensive but comfortable, with none of the fortyato be found in

Deborah's house. Clive put on some records anddiveed Caroline on the
couch, obviously well pleased with the impressiba was making on his
mother.

'Clive tells me you've been working in Sri LankajsM Douglas?' Mrs.

Lester said, handing the girl a cup of coffeendgine you found that vastly
different from working at the Booths'.'

'Vastly," agreed Caroline, stirring her coffee.

'‘But apparently you've made quite a success witlrd,awent on the older
woman, adding cream and sugar to her son's cup. sAa isn't the easiest
girl to get to know.'

'l like Laura,’ replied Caroline honestly. 'And she't at all difficult, when
you get to know her.'

Mrs. Lester completed her task and settled badiemchair with her own
coffee. 'What about your employers? Do you get@loall with them?'

Caroline wished she could have avoided this kindjwdstioning, kindly
though it might be. 'l - don't see a great dedheim.' That at least was true.

'Hmm." Clive's mother frowned. 'Perhaps it's justagell. Deborah's not a
happy woman, is she, Clive?'

'She's not a well woman, Mother.'



'l know that. Irene Frobisher once told me thatlsheterrible pain with her
spine. It was broken, you know. But after all, slagl no one but herself to
blame for the accident!

'‘Mother!’
'Well, it's true.. Why shouldn't Miss Douglas b&l®
'Oh, really, I-'

Caroline's protest went unheard as Mrs. Lester wenihat poor man! She
blamed him, you know, for her fall. She was pregrarthe time, and she
ought not to have been riding at all. But she wasl mn horses, mad on
them! And furious because she was going to hawabg.b

Caroline was horrified. Until then, the details @D&borah's accident had
been denied to her. James had never talked ahaaridtshe had always
assumed it had been a terrible mistake.

'She almost lost the baby, you know. It was boemturely, and for weeks
it was touch and go. Not that she cared. She degrit want to see the baby
- or her husband.’

'Mother, that's enough!" Clive looked apologetigait Caroline. 'I'm afraid
my mother has a soft spot for James. That's alhisiry.'

'She ruined their lives!" asserted Mrs. Lester mieiteedly. 'If they weren't

ruined already. What kind of life is left to eithefrthem? She's a vindictive
woman, Clive, and if she can hurt James, she Willy didn't she divorce

him years ago? She doesn't love him. | doubt skedid. She's selfish and
possessive. She'll keep him tied to her as lorghhasan. If I'd been him, I'd
have left her.’

‘There was Laura,' put in Caroline impulsively, @hdn flushed as both
Clive and his mother turned to look at her.

Mrs. Lester considered her young guest's expressoeefor a moment, and
then she nodded. 'Of course," she said. 'Why didhink of that?'Clive



drove Caroline home soon after ten and she av@dg@&mbrace by getting
out of the car almost before it had completely gaap Clive's expression
was wry as he looked up at her from the shadowmbtehe wheel.

"You've made your point,' he said. 'l wasn't gam¢puch you.'

Caroline sighed. 'I'm sorry, Clive. | like you, btltere's no point in
pretending anything more than that.’

'Itis James, isn't it?' Clive pressed his ballstdgainst the steering wheel. 'l
guessed last week, but | hoped | wasn't right. Tioaight, when Mother
was talking ..." He looked at her again. 'You're Wwoman he knew, aren't
you? Five or six years ago. | knew there was somdaut | never knew your
name.'

Caroline. gasped, her hands gripping the openedominof the nearside
door. '‘But how could you know? No one knew!

'Don't be a fool, Caroline. James's father knew, thie Frobishers. James
took you out on his boat, didn't he? David Frobiskas bound to find out.
He's secretary of the Yacht Club."'

'Oh, no!" Caroline pressed a hand to her mouthatvidiols we were to think
we could keep our relationship to ourselves!

'What does it matter?' Clive's tone was flat. 'Me blamed James, least of
all his friends. As | once told you, Deborah's ta i

'She's his wife,’' said Caroline bitterly, and tut@svay.

On Sunday afternoon Deborah sent for Caroline.

She had spent most of the morning in bed, dreag@tting up, dreading
having to face the fact that her days at Maitlandee almost over. It didn't
matter now that she had seen little of James wghidawas here. He had been
in the house, had slept beneath the same roofslamesow acknowledged



how much that had meant to her. To consider leatmgonsider denying
herself the right to see him for another two yeweas an agonising decision
to make, but somehow she had to find the strermtiotit. Nevertheless,
when Deborah sent for her, composure deserted her.

Her employer awaited her on the patio at the bdcihe house. Crazy
paving stones were set with tubs of geraniums gddamgeas, and a creamy
pink clematis climbed over a wrought iron trel@eborah was sitting in her
chair beneath a canopy of striped canvas, whiclchmedt the cushioned
loungers positioned nearby. Beyond the lawns aisé garden Caroline
could hear the sound of splashing and laughter ftoenpool, and she
stiffened when Deborah said: 'This weather is id@abutdoor swimming,
don't you think, Miss Douglas? Laura's playing witlr father. They're like
children together. But then James loves the w8ighnming - and sailing -
do you swim, Miss Douglas?’

Caroline's hands were twisted together behind bek.BYes, Mrs. Booth,'
she answered politely, 'l swim.’

'l thought you probably did. Tell me, do you havkikini, or do you go in
for the more conventional type of swim wear?'

'I have a bikini. Mrs. Booth—'

'Yes, | expect you suit one.' Deborah's eyes nadoas they took in the
younger girl's slim figure. 'l never liked swimmingyself. | preferred horse
riding. Do you ride, Miss Douglas?’

'I'm afraid not." Caroline's nails dug into herrpal "You wanted to see me,
Mrs. Booth?"

Deborah was looking towards the pool area. 'Whatalo think of my
statuary, Miss Douglas? | suppose you've seen tlzevn by the pool. Don't
you think one of them looks rather like James -hagband?

Caroline wished she could escape this awful cat-armlise conversation.
She was convinced now that Deborah was going téraanher with their
relationship, and she wished she would get to tietp



'Mrs. Booth, what did you want me for?"

Deborah turned to look at the girl again. 'l waatiyto join us again for
dinner this evening,' she said, her smile as deadptgenuine as ever.
'Since some of Laura's new clothes were deliveattylesterday afternoon,
she "wants an opportunity to show them off. Natyrals you were with her,
she wants you to see them, too.’

'Oh, really, Mrs. Booth, I-'.

"You don't have any other plans for this evening, ybu?' exclaimed
Deborah impatiently.

'‘Not exactly, no. But—'
‘Very well, then.'
'Mrs. Booth, | think we should discuss the termmrabf my—'

"Your probationary month with us, | know,' interte@ Deborah shortly. 'l
realize there are only a few days left. And you'thwant to stay on, do you?'

'I—" Caroline was nonplussed. 'No.’

That's all right.' Deborah dismissed her. "You ¢a Miss Douglas. |
promise you, we will talk later.'

And Caroline went - because she knew it was the thithg she could do.

Caroline wore the black velvet waistcoat and trosisée had worn on her
first evening at Maitlands. Teamed with a creane |lause, the suit was
plain but attractive, and s he was aware she wamddd all her
self-confidence this evening.

As she went down to dinner, she mentally enactedtler first words
should be when she saw James. It was going tafigyedifficult behaving



as if nothing momentous had happened, and sheheadnminous feeling
that Deborah was not about to let her get away antything.

All three Booths awaited her in the library, andutals very genuine
concern that Caroline should approve of her appearaased the slightly
tense atmosphere. In an embroidered smock andol@anded skirt, her hair
looped above her ears, Laura looked tall and shichraature, and it was no
effort for Caroline to say something complimentary.

'Do | seem bigger?' exclaimed the girl laughingtis these sandals. Look!
She lifted her skirt to display high wedge hedlkey're terrifically good for
my ego. I've always felt | was too small.'

Caroline forced a smile which included Deborah, armkden James was
beside her, asking her politely what she would tikdrink.

'Oh, just something long and cool," she said qyjckioiding his eyes.
‘Lemonade would be fine.'

James did not argue, and her eyes followed hine @sdssed the room to the
globe cabinet. He was not wearing a dinner susteliening, but his bronze
lounge suit was immaculate, fitting his lean bothsely, accentuating the
width of his shoulders, the powerful muscles oflbgs.

Then realizing that Deborah was observing herssie hastily: 'It's been a
lovely day, hasn't it?'

‘Trevor and | have been in the pool all afternopuat'in Laura, and Caroline
nodded.

"Your mother told me you and your father were emgyourselves,' she
responded, and Laura frowned.

'Daddy wasn't with us.'
'You must have misunderstood me, Miss Douglas,'arked Deborah

coolly, and finding James's sombre gaze upon heoli@a did not
contradict her. But she was sure she had not neistBleborah's words.



"Your lemonade.' James put the glass into her hamdl,she thanked him
automatically, wondering why Deborah got such pleasout of baiting
people.

It was a relief when Jenny came to say that dim@erserved and they could
all concentrate on the food. Thelapses in the cmatien were not so
noticeable while they were eating. But half-wayotigh the roast beef,
Deborah decided to disrupt the uneasy calm. >

'Miss Douglas tells me she wants to leave at tlieoérihe week,' she said
casually, helping herself to more horseradish sauce

'What?' Laura reacted as Caroline was sure Delbimdhoped she would.
The girl turned to her disbelievingly. 'Mummy's jog, isn't she? You don't
really want to leave us, do you?'

Before Caroline could say anything, Deborah brokagain: 'I'm not joking,
Laura. Miss Douglas told me herself, this afternobidn't you, Miss
Douglas?'

'l—" Caroline was cornered and she knew it. But Ishé been hoping to
break the news to Laura herself. Not brutally, ltkes. 'Well - yes,' she
conceded. 'But—'

'Why?' That was Laura again, her young face flusaed distressed. 'l
thought you liked it here. | thought we were gejfton so well together. |
thought we werdériends!

‘We are, Laura!'

'l don't think Miss Douglas is any friend of youksura,' remarked Deborah
relentlessly. 'Or mine either, for that matter.'rH®eld eyes challenged
Caroline's, and she went cold, too. 'We employeddbe your governess,
your companion - to help you to get over your inéion for that man
Mooney. Instead, Miss Douglas encourages the maornee here, speaks
with him over the telephone, and what is more, gngswvith him herself!'



She ignored Laura's stricken expression and went asked myself how
she could have established such a relationshiphinthin such a short time.
The answer was obvious - she had known him befereame here.'

'No!' Caroline was horrified. 'That's not true!'

She looked helplessly at James and was briefly\soeaed by the look in his
eyes. 'You've got no proof of that, Deborah," he gaietly.

'Miss Douglas only spoke to Johnny because | abBketb!" asserted Laura
tremulously. 'She hasn't been out with him!'

'Really?'Deborah put down her knife and fork andttie pick up her bag

from the foot of her chair. She extracted a le@aroline had never seen
before and displayed it triumphantly. "Then willhsone tell me why he

should be writing to her?'

Caroline gasped. 'But he hasn't—'

‘Laura.' Deborah held the envelope so that thecgirld read it. 'Is that or is
it not Mooney's handwriting?'

Laura blinked and stared at Caroline's name writtearly in a scrawling
hand. Then she swallowed convulsively. 'It - ithedike his handwriting,’
she faltered.

‘Let me see that!'

James snatched the envelope out of his wife's heamdl,read it himself.
Deborah watched him, a little smile playing roumd mouth. Then she said
smoothly: 'Why don't you read it, James? The letterean. | have.'
Caroline's hands clenched on the edge of the tablshe stared at James's
grim face. 'Yes, read it,' she burst out uncordtmyl. 'Why don't you read it
to all of us? Because I've never seen it before.'

'Haven't you?' Laura was pathetically eager taebelher.



'‘Ask Miss Douglas where she went on Friday evehiagid Deborah
cruelly, and Laura glanced bitterly at her mothefiobe looking at Caroline
again.

'Oh, Laura! | did go out with John Mooney on Fridayening,' she
exclaimed, and saw with a sense of loss how Latae& changed at these
words. 'But it wasn't like your mother's making .olitwas all perfectly
innocent—'

'Where did you get this letter, Deborah?' Jame&esparshly. 'Have you
been interfering with Caroline's possessions?"

Caroline saw the way Laura's eyes widened at lteeifa casual use of her
name, and would have said something more had Debwtichosen that
moment to explode her final bombshell.

'Why not?' she challenged coldly. 'Oh, poor Latrabr James! You've both
been deceived, | fear.’

'‘Both?' Laura's eyes were tormented. 'What aresgging now, Mummy?'

‘Laura, | think it's time you knew the truth. MBsuglas -Caroline,as your
father says - she and your father were lovers yegos—'

'‘No!" Laura's cry was piteous.

'—and no doubt he feels as distressed about hgnado about Mooney!
‘That's not true. We were never lovers!" Carolinshed back her chair and
got to her feet, staring despairingly at all ofthé/NVhatever that letter says,

| had no part of it. I've never seen it before, gad know it!

'Why don't you read it, James?' asked Deborah agath Caroline wrung
her hands.

'You're evil!" she cried, as the other woman satadmly in her wheelchair,
enjoying the chaos she had creat&il! You know there's no truth in
anything you've said!'



'‘Daddy, were you and Miss Douglas - lovers?"

Laura's choked question was a desperate pleadssueance, but James was
in no mood to be reproved.

'What if we were?' he muttered savagely, turniregeghvelope over. 'What
kind of a life do you think | have here?'

'‘Oh Daddy!

Laura thrust back her chair and rushed from thentdaut when Caroline
moved as if to follow her, Deborah's bony fingexrsténed round her wrist.

'‘Leave her alone, Miss Douglas!" she commandedycd@on't you think
you've caused enough havoc here? We have no fuidkdor your services.
You can pack and leave this house as soon as keuThe sooner, the
better.’

Caroline dragged her wrist out of Deborah's grdspling sick to her
stomach. James still remained in his seat, fingdhe letter, his lips twisted
bitterly. He did hot even look her way and she gadghat Deborah would
have done her work well. Somehow she had persuaoled Mooney to
write that letter, and Caroline's imagination casugply the damning words
and phrases it would contain. James would reddeborah would see to
that, and afterwards... No doubt everything wouwdg as before, and she
would have the added satisfactiorl khowing that she had killed two birds
with one stone. Laura was totally disillusioned @bdohn Mooney, and
would no doubt console herself with Trevor Frobiskile James - James
would no longer hanker after a woman he now heltbimempt.

With a muffled sob, Caroline whirled and left tm®m, running up the stairs
as if the devil himself was at her heels. It didake her long to pack,
tumbling her belongings into her cases with an anatteristic disregard for
their wellbeing. She didn't even bother to char®ee put a poplin jacket
about her shoulders and with a final look arouhé,wwent downstairs again.



To her astonishment, Groom was waiting in the tédl.took the suitcases
from her unresisting fingers, and said: 'Mr. Bosdiid to drive you wherever
you wanted to go.'

Caroline would have liked to have refused, butitlea of walking as far as
the village with two cases defeated her. She fald@room out to the car
without a backward glance, and told him to taketbdReading station.



CHAPTER TWELVE

CAROLINE saw the notification that Deborah had collapseti@aen taken to

hospital in the newspaper three days later. Itavaery small article, and she
might not have noticed it at all had she not beewusng the papers looking
for possible positions.

Since she had left Maitlands on Sunday eveningpbhan had refused to
function. She felt numb, making her way to Timat flvith the instinctive
reflexes of an injured animal seeking some plackckoits wounds. And
Tim had been wonderful. After the way she had é@&im, he could easily
have turned her away, but instead he made her melcasking no questions
except how long was she staying and would shediderlg for another job?
He had guessed her state of mind from her distlemgpearance, and had
shown her a gentleness and understanding which imadwish that she
could have loved someone like him instead of a mtho was not only
married already, but willing to immediately beliete worst of her.

The news of Deborah's collapse was startling, brgngvith it an aching
awareness of her own uncertain future. What hacigtated such an event,
and why had it happened? It made her feelingsdore$ that much more
poignant, and when Tim returned home that eveneépbnd her in tears.
He came into the flat, whistling, but when he sawr$obbing on the couch,
he came and gathered her into his arms, cradlinkeea child.

It was a relief to tell him at last. With stumblidgpnesty, she told him
everything, from her own growing awareness of Jarnd3eborah's cruel
denunciation. She did not try to excuse her owmatility, she blamed
herself for remaining at the house, for giving Delbothe opportunity to
hurt both her husband and her daughter.

'‘But you still love him," said Tim quietly, whenreoice trailed away into
silence. 'Don't you?'

Caroline sat up, drawing away from him, drying bges on the tissue he
had handed her. "There's no point, is there?' skexdaher voice betraying
the veneer of control she was assuming.



'‘But you do?"
'Oh, yes. Yes. | suppose | always will!'
'Even though he was prepared to believe Deborabwing what she's like!

Caroline drew a trembling breath. 'Deborah candrg persuasive. Besides,
there was - the letter.'

'Oh, yes, the letter." Tim got up from the cou@&he must have paid him
very well.'

‘John Mooney?"
'Who else? You didn't know him, did you?'
"You know | didn't.’

Tim nodded. 'Well, I'm glad you've told me. You knbll do anything | can
to - well, to make you happy.'

Caroline nodded. Then she gasped. 'l forgot - thareitem in the paper. It
says that Deborah's been taken into hospital.'

'What?' Tim took the newspaper she held out to Mhat does this mean?'

'l don't know." Caroline shrugged. 'She wasn't wethink she had trouble
with her spine,’

'‘Because of the accident. Of course. The spine@ésyadelicate mechanism.’
He paused. 'l've been thinking - do you suppos&stlel have arranged the
whole thing? You going to Maitlands, and so onzbm- you said yourself
you hadn't expected to get the job. There werergtigh more experience.'

Caroline looked up at him, lips parting. "That'setr There were." She
swallowed convulsively. 'Oh, Tim, do you think stiganized the whole
thing?'



'‘Well, not Mooney, surely!

'Why not? She could have done.' Caroline was tryangchool her racing
thoughts. 'But - to use Laura like that!" She labkg at him again. 'Could
she have done something so - so vile?'

Tim shook his head. 'She sounds unscrupulous eriough

'‘But to what end? To discredit me?’

"That - and to torment her husband."

'Oh, God! Caroline rose to her feet, twisting her hands ttogje 'l can't
believe it.’

'Why not? What is it they say about hell havingfumy?'
'‘But she doesn't love him!

'No. But it's obvious she's a possessive womarmplBdmve killed for less.
Crimes of passion! You know it happens.’

'Oh, Tim, if that's true!"

‘It sounds conceivable. She must have heard yoa etk in the country
and set her little scheme in motion.'

'It - it's horrible!"

'‘But effective, you will admit.’

'‘And James - believed her!

Tim walked into the kitchen and began filling thettle at the tap. 'Honey, if
| were you, I'd try and forget the whole thing. Yfeuonly going to prolong

the agony by arguing the possibilities.’

'But | could tell James the truth ...



'Would he believe you? Why should he? He didn'diefAnd just suppose
he did this time. Sooner or later he'd be boungldnder about it. And you'd
never know whether he really believed you, or warytau in spite of it.'

'Oh, Tim! It's so-unfair!’

'Life often is," said Tim philosophically. 'Look ate, keeping myself for a
woman who doesn't even know | exist!'

During the following week, Caroline had three intews. Two were at
secondary schools in the London area, and the tids as governess to
thirteen-year-old twins whose parents were goingptend a year in Africa.
This latter position appealed to her purely from ploint of view of getting
away from England - and James. But Tim was notusidistic.

"You can't go running away, Caroline," he told feretly. 'You've got to
come to terms with yourself. Booth is unattainable] you've got to accept
that.'

‘I do. That's why | want to go away!" exclaimed @ize.

'No," Tim told her steadily. "You're going away bese you're afraid to see
him again. Admit it! Caroline, stay in England. Edhis thing. Marry me! |
love you, you know I do. | could make you happydu'd give me the
chance.’

Caroline shook her head, knowing she was hurtimg, Hiut unable to

prevent it. 'Tim, it's useless! | know what you sagrue, but I'm a coward. |
couldn't bear it if - | don't ever want to havesee him again. Can't you
understand that?"

Tim nodded, his shoulders heavy. 'All right, Camelil won't say any more.
A year's not such a long time. You might changer yoind.’

Caroline smiled sadly. It was a vain hope aftetrake years.



The following week was filled with activities, shgipg ¢ for a hotter
climate, getting the necessary injections, checliagel arrangements with
Miles Barstow, her new employer. Caroline was glad had things to do.
They kept her from thinking about James, from adersng the thousands of
miles she was about to put between them againa@eeoon she returned
from shopping to find Tim in the flat, looking ra&thhot and flustered. But
when she asked him what was wrong, he denied tiythiag was, and she
assumed she had been mistaken.

The flight to Nairobi was leaving at eight o'clomk Friday morning, and on
Thursday afternoon Caroline found herself on théo&mkment, only a few
yards from the Booth building. It was a crazy ingaavhich had brought her
there on the eve of her departure, but in spitellofhe had told Tim, she
ached to see James, even from a distance.

As she strolled nearer, discouraged by the blarskoithe windows, a black
limousine pulled out of a side street and cruisedathalt outside the
building. Two men got out of the limousine, als@sied in black, and
Caroline realized with a feeling of trembling aigetion that one of them
was James. Both men mounted the steps to the mgiiktB the limousine
pulled away, James standing back to allow the atieer to enter the swing
door first. As he waited, he looked round, and ssrthe stretch of the
Embankment his eyes met Caroline's.

There was a moment when she stood transfixedngtati him, and then
with a gasp she turned away, hurrying back the slay had come. She
heard him call her name, but ignored it, breakintp ia run, but he had
longer legs and was probably in better condititbve, sonceded, because he
overtook her easily, grasping her arm and brindiagto a standstill. His
action brought a few surprised stares from padsgrdut he seemed
oblivious of them. He stared down at her as if bieldn't believe his eyes,
and returning his stare she saw how pale and dnewWooked.

‘Caroline!" he muttered, getting his breath ba@kd, he told me you were in
Kenya!'

Caroline's lips worked soundlessly for a momenterftshe managed:
'Who?'



'Frankland. Your friend Tim Frankland! My God, Kill him!

Caroline moved her head confusedly, hardly awarth@fpain his fingers
were inflicting on her arm. 'T - Tim?' she stamndef¥ou've seen Tim?'

'Didn't he tell you?' James glared at her, and tekook his head
incredulously. 'Oh, God, we can't talk here!

Caroline partially came to her senses. 'Therereth@othing to talk about!"

'Damn you, isn't there?' He took several shorttheedWell, | say there is.
Come with me.’

He strode off along the street, dragging her dfter, and she stumbled to
keep up. 'James - let me go!'

'‘No. You're coming with me. We're going to haves thiit, once and for all"
'‘But - Deborah—'.

'Deborah! He halted abruptly, glaring down at her againefthis eyes
narrowed. 'You mean - yailon'tknow?'

'‘Don’t know what?"
'Deborah's dead, Caroline. She was buried yestérday
'Wh - what?' Caroline swayed, feeling suddenlytfdid didn't know.'

James stared at her for a few moments longer, alaso$ he couldn't tear
his eyes away from her, and then he strode ohtakihg her with him.

'Wh - where are we going?' she protested.
‘To the office. We can be alone there.'

‘James, it makes no difference, you know!



He halted again, and this time she ran into hingrawf the hard strength of
his body against hers for a *» moment. 'What dongean?' he demanded. 'Of
course it makes a difference.’

The tall bulk of the Booth building towered bestdem, and looking up at
it, Caroline moved her head slowly from side toesit¥ou - you didn't
believe me,' she faltered, and he uttered a savaitpe startling Charles, the
commissionaire, who had come to stand curioustiie@aentrance.

'What in hell are you talking about?' he muttegthking his head. 'Look,
let's go inside. | don't enjoy making a scene wieeeryone can enjoy it!'

Caroline hung back. 'lt's no use, James. |-l IéamBlairobi in the morning.’

‘Like hell you do!" he retorted angrily, and swingiher slight body into his
arms, he carried her past the astounded commisssoaad into the
building.

There was a receptionist on duty at the desk infdiier, and she looked
wide-eyed at the spectacle of her boss's son ogreystrange young woman
into the lift. But then the lift doors closed an@r@line and James were
alone.

He looked down at her, struggling in his arms, anstrange expression
crossed his face. Then he set her on her feeteandd back against the wall
of the lift, arms folded, waiting for it to reacdhet top floor.

"You have no right bringing me in here!" she pri@dssmoothing down her
skirt. 'What will your staff think?'

James ignored her, his mouth a thin cruel linesrunexpectedly pale face.
The high-powered lift whined swiftly upwards, andthin seconds the
doors opened at the penthouse floor.

Taking her by the arm, James hustled her alongdnedor towards his
office. Remembering the last time she had beeharbtilding, when there
had been no sound of voices or the clatter of typers, as there was now,
Caroline shivered. But she must not think of tehg told herself. She must



remember that awful final evening at Maitlands, wkames had held John
Mooney's letter in his hands.

James's secretary looked up in surprise when thiteyezl her office. "Your
father wants to see you, Mr. James,' she saick hately acknowledged her
presence, intent on steering Caroline into higeffi

'Ring him and tell him I'm busy for the moment, tbkel her shortly. 'And on
no account am | to be disturbed, do you understand?

'Yes, Mr. James.'

The woman raised her eyebrows, and Caroline faeadful. What must
these people be thinking of her - of either of tRe8ie looked indignantly
up at James, but he was opening his office doordadcdhot return her
scrutiny.

Once inside, however, Caroline pulled herself fodehim, and hurried
across to the windows, putting the width of the mobetween them.
Whatever he said, she had to stand firm, and nsiMaged by the disturbing
magnetism he had for her.

James closed the door and leaned back against geeimed content fog,a

few moments just to stand there and stare at hdradhough his expression
was grim, there were other emotions narrowing heseHe surveyed her
intently, his gaze moving from her nervous facé¢h palpitating rise and
fall of her breasts beneath the thin sweater, beersimple denim skirt to

her bare legs and feet encased in thonged saiitialis.his eyes travelled up
again, lingering on the trembling lips which betédyher.

'What is this about going to Nairobi?' he askethst, his voice taut with
constraint.

'l - I've got a job. | - I'm going to work there."’
James straightened away from the door. 'So Fradklaasn't lying

altogether. He'd just got the dates wrong.' His tipisted. 'Or had he? Did
you tell him to lie to me?’



"Tim?' Caroline frowned. 'No, of course not.'
'‘And he didn't tell you I'd been to the flat?"

'‘No." Suddenly Caroline remembered that afternobenashe had arrived
home and found Tim in such a state. 'l - | supgeséhought | - | wouldn't
want to see you.'

'How paternal!" James was coldly sardonic.
'‘But why did you come to the flat?'

'‘Because Deborah had just died, and God help meeded you, Caroline.'
James clenched his fists. 'Is that so incredib®@uld have come for you
sooner, but—'

'‘Come for me?' Caroline caught her breath.

'Yes, come for you.' James took a step towards'Wéry do you sound so
shocked? Was it all lies that you said to me hierghis room? When you
told me you loved me? That you'd go away with rheasked you to?"

Caroline stared at him, the look in his eyes dgsigpall the defences she
was trying to erect against him. 'l - oh, no,' sbefessed weakly. "You know
it wasn't.'

'‘Caroline!"

With a groan he covered the remaining space bettyesn, gathering her
into his arms. His hard mouth found hers, and stenkshe was crazy to
imagine she could ever give him up. Whatever he d@te, whatever he
believed, he wanted her now, and common senselied im what was right
and what was wrong - meant little in the face affeelings for him.

He was hungry for her, his mouth devouring hers, kisses deep and
passionate, his body straining against hers, mahkergoverwhelmingly
aware of their need of one another.



'‘James ...' she breathed, when he freed her mouth lmoment, and he
looked down at her with eyes glazed from his enmstio

'l love you,' he said unevenly, 'l love you. Whairecan | say? What more
have I to do to prove it?'

Caroline found it difficult to speak coherentlyut® but the letter,’ she cried.
'Mooney's letter?' James frowned. 'What about it?'

'I—" Caroline bit her lip. 'Did ~ did you read it?"

'Yes, | read it. Why not? It didn't mean anythingyou, did it?'

‘James, | didn't even know there was a letter!'

'l know that. That's why | read it. | wanted to &eev far Deborah had been
prepared to go.'

'Deborah?' Caroline stared up at him. 'You meaau mean - you didn't
believe her?’

James's eyes darkened. 'Did you suppose | might?'

Caroline felt a sob rising in her throat. 'Yes. @as!What else was | to
think? You let me go...'

'Did you want to stay?' James absent-mindedly snealhe damp hair back
from her forehead. 'Caroline, let's get this strafgst of all - you thought |
accepted that story Deborah told about you knowitagpney before you
came to Maitlands?'

'l -yes.'

'‘But you'd already told me it wasn't true.

'I know, but—' Tears trembled on Caroline's lashésu sat there - you sat
there with the letter in your hands.'



'l was stunned, | admit it. Stunned that Deborasukhbe prepared to go to
such lengths ..." He shook his head. 'Even thkadIno idea of the lengths
she had already gone to. Unfortunately, she prowdx too clever for her
own good.'

'What do you mean? How?'
James cupped her face in his hands. 'Do you lov& me
'Oh, you know | do.'

His mouth parted hers for a long disturbing momant] then he lifted his
head again. With a faint smile, he drew her actbesroom to his desk,
sinking down into his chair and pulling her on ie knees as he had done
once before. He kissed her again, more thorougidytime, and then drew a
deep breath.

'We have to talk," he said huskily. 'l gather yaew nothing of Deborah's
illness.’

'l saw that she had collapsed and been taken fmthb'sCaroline admitted
quietly.

'‘But you didn't think to ring me and find out wiveéis going on?’
'How could 1? You know what | thought!

James nodded. 'Of course. And | could tell you ifferént. After you left -
and | was so glad you did; I didn't want you intthause after Deborah had
revealed how unbalanced she could be - after yiou l@ura ran away.'

'Oh, no!" Caroline sat up. 'Is she all right?'

'‘Now she is," replied James quietly. 'But that hibglwvas frantic for her
safety. And to a lesser degree for yours. Why tighl let Groom take you
to your destination? He had orders to report toafter he returned to
Maitlands, and all he could tell me was that yod asked to be taken to the
station.’



Caroline shook her head. 'If I'd only known ...

'Well, anyway, | had Laura's disappearance to cahteth, and ultimately
Deborah's collapse.' He paused. 'She had a spimatlg She had been in
pain for weeks, the doctors said. But she refusedidow them to tell me."

'Oh, James!'

'Yes. | think it was that which turned her mind.,Oguessed she'd found out
about us from the Frobishers. Irene enjoys gosgigbove all things. But |
don't think she conceived her plans until she kaba/was dying.’

Caroline stared at him helplessly. 'l - I'm so gorr

James shrugged his shoulders. 'So am |. But thasenathing | could have
done. For some reason she decided she wanted ®makuffer, and you
were the Judas sheep in her trap.’'

'You know what she did now?"

'Oh, yes. | worked it out while she was in hospiteit after she was dead |
went to see Mooney and heard the whole truth from h was all a set-up

job to persuade me to allow Laura to leave Boscosathat she could get
you into the house.'

'‘But Laura caught pneumonia!'

‘That was purely coincidental, the kind of luck Dedh had all the way
along the line. Until the end. | could have stradigMooney when he stood
there and told me he'd done it all for money. Ameht afterwards | realized
that to a man like him the promise of great rewamisnds very inviting.
And after all, he had no real idea of the painwbald cause. | really think
he liked Laura. He didn't want to hurt her. But@estarted along the path ...
Deborah forced him to continue.’

'And - and me?'



'‘Well, she knew you were an attractive girl. Irdred told her that. She
guessed that Mooney wouldn't find it very diffictdttransfer his attentions
from an immature schoolgirl to a young and beautwoman!" His lips

twisted. 'If he'd touched you, | would have killaam. You believe that,
don't you?' Caroline nodded, and he went on: "figiit after you left, we
had a terrible row. She realized that | didn't éedi her lies. And then
Laura's disappearance - it was all too much for Bée collapsed the
following morning when she was told that Laura baén found.'

'So - she did care about her daughter?'

'In her own way, perhaps. But she was quite prep@reise her to her own
ends, and Laura's going to find it very hard tgiee her for that.'

'‘Where did Laura go?' Caroline asked.

‘Not far. The police found her about five miles gnsleeping in a field. She
was suffering from exposure and exhaustion, buatmed.'

‘Thank God for that!"

'l did, believe me. But then Deborah collapsedwaasd rushed into hospital,
and for days | hardly left her side.’

'Oh, James!'

'She seemed to need me then. She hasn't needatdaygears, but | think
she regretted what she had done, if that's pos#iblny rate, she died quite
peacefully. | was with her.'

Caroline gulped. That was when you came to find'me?

'Yes. Does that sound terrible to you? It shouldly pity for Deborah
never altered my love for you.'

‘James, | don't know what to say.’



'Say that you're not taking that job in Nairobayghat you'll stay with me,
and after a decent interval has elapsed, becomaifay

Caroline pressed her lips tightly together. 'Omds! | want to marry you. |
want to marry you more than anything else in theldVo

'Well?' he held her face between his hands. '"Whyodolook so anxious?'

'| - Laura. Where's Laura?'

'Staying with her grandparents at the moment. adgts is going up for
sale. | want to buy another house with more latached. Does that appeal
to you?"

She sighed. 'Oh, yes, yes. But, James - what &laous?’

'She'll live with us, of course. If you have noatijons.’

Caroline made a helpless gesture. 'Darling, | hav®bjections. But will
Laura?'

'‘Ah, | see." James caressed her lips with his thiidu're worried about
Laura accepting you.'

"That did upset her - about - you and me."

'l know it. But Laura's growing up. She's almosyaing woman. She
realizes that a man needs - a wife. A real wife.’

Caroline hesitated. 'James, this job I'm supposdukttaking in Nairobi -
why don't | take it?' She put her fingers over lips as he would have
protested. 'Wait - listen to me. Laura's had antriatic experience. Don't you
think it would be a good idea if you two had a tal - together? Just the
two of you. | could take this job for a couple odbmths, and then | wouldn't
be letting the Barstows down either.'

'Caroline! Do you know what you're asking of me?'



'l know what I'm asking of myself, James.' Shepsigh her arms round his
neck. 'Darling, don't think | want to leave you.tNow. But we're going to
have so much ... Can't you see? If you have this &lone with Laura, it will

be a turning point for all of us.’

James drew back to stare at her, his eyes disglygpassionate. 'l just hope
Laura appreciates what a stepmother she's goihgwe,' he said huskily.
‘Caroline, | love you so much. If that's what yoant - I'll do it. But
afterwards... We have so much time to make up .. .’

A year later, a young woman cantered into the stghld of a sprawling
manor house, vaulted down from her horse, and do$ise reins to a
grinning stable boy. Then she walked confidentlyaifhe house, calling for
Mrs. Evans, the housekeeper, as she entered thé/nsl Evans appeared
from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her aprone Sfas a small,
rosy-cheeked woman, whose ample proportions didimgto disguise her
amiable disposition.

‘They're coming, Mrs. Evans,' said the girl exditednd the housekeeper's
face beamed.

'Oh, Miss Laura!’ she exclaimed. 'Where did youteen?'

'l rode Jupiter up to the copse and | saw the ctari|eg the park gates. Oh,
Mrs. Evans, do | look all right?'

Mrs. Evans surveyed her young charge affectionatlgss you, you look
the picture of health. Put some weight on, todydwsdn't wonder. You wait
until your father sees you. He'll have no compkint

'l hope not." Laura moved restlessly to the muéimvindows flanking the
wide front doors. 'Oh, gosh, Mrs. Evans, here ésdhar!" She swung round
anxiously. 'Is the champagne ready?'

The housekeeper smiled. 'You know it is. Go on withi. Open the door!
They won't want to see me - not yet, anyway.'



Laura opened the door as Groom brought the Daitolarhalt outside, and
she could see her father and Caroline in the bEwn her father swung the
nearside door open, and climbed out, coming towaedsmilingly.

'Oh, Daddy"

Laura flung herself into his arms, noticing how Med was looking. She had
grown accustomed to the lines of strain he sometimere, but now he
looked years younger, his skin deeply tanned frioenhiot sun of Bermuda.
Marriage to Caroline obviously agreed with him, ahe forgave herself a
momentary twinge of envy.

'How are you, lovehe asked, drawing back to look at her. 'Has Mvang
been taking good care of you?

Laura nodded vigorously, brushing away the fodlesrs which had sprung
to her eyes. 'I'm fine, Daddy," she assured hird,than, with involuntary
understanding, she turned to greet her stepmottlenbing rather

self-consciously out of the back of the car. Camliooked well, too, and
apart from a slight nervousness, very happy. Lauat towards her.

'Welcome home - Caroline,’ she said, and Caroksadéized the girl was as
nervous as she was.

'It's lovely to be home, Laurahe said, and impulsively hugged the girl as
her father had done.

She was touched by Laura's instantaneous reattiivinthe same eagerness
with which she had greeted her father, she retu@eadline's embrace, and
foolishly Caroline found she was crying. Then, okaura's head, she met
James's whimsical smile, and she knew that eveytwas going to be all
right.



