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THE CRUEL FLAME

CharlotteLamb



His sex appeal wouldn't sway her...

Lisa Baynard's life had been relatively peacefulldamous TV star Matt
Wolfe bought the neighboring mansion, Storm Dait.only did he plan
to renovate the old house, but he wanted to intmieher life; to upset her
relationship with her longtime boyfriend, Peterdaadd her to his list of
female conquests.

His sophisticated world was not for Lisa. And sld ho desire whatsoever
to compete with his glamorous actress friend, LMarlowe.

Matt was attractive, Lisa admitted, but she kneat thasn't everything!



CHAPTER ONE

'STORM DANCE has been sold," said Fran Baynard, bursting imtowarm
kitchen of her home suddenly, bringing the crispldcfreshness of the
autumn afternoon with her. Her cheeks were stingiitly bright colour, her
eyes shone. Small, slight, with curly fair hair ynden eyes, she worked for
the local newspaper and often brought home tithitéocal gossip long
before the grapevine had got hold of them.

Her elder sister, Lisa, straightened from the Iblagk range from which she
was extracting a beautifully browned sugar-dustet ¢ake. 'Storm Dance?
Good lord! I thought the old place would fall dolwefore someone actually
bought it.'

'It's in a pretty bad state of repair,’ Fran agrsedtching a small hot currant
cake and nibbling around the edges with her shaifeveeth.

'Don't touch them! They're for the bazaar tomorrdiga told her.
'Mmm ... they're very good. You never make caMlesthis for us!

'How often are you in for tea?' Lisa demanded, n@ngpthe currant cakes to
a place of safety. 'So who has bought Storm Dance?'

'Oh, yes ..." Fran's eyes shone at her excitedlycheeks deepening to a
brighter pink. "You'll never guess!'

'I'm not even going to try," Lisa calmly told h&fou're going to tell me, and
you'd better hurry, because Peter will be here rmmute, to drive these
cakes to Mrs Evans for safe keeping. | don't deagd them around here. If
you don't get them, Timmy will.’

'‘Beast! I've a good mind not to tell you now.’

You'll burst if you don't, so hurry up!' Lisa céubly, deftly, with amazing
speed, packed the cakes into a round tin box.



Fran perched on the edge of the long deal tablenatched her. 'I'll give
you some clues ... who's the star of a tough palaes, an ex-racing car
champion and was born ten miles from here?"

Lisa's long, slim fingers halted in their task. Stewed down at the cakes for
a moment, then looked up, her rich chestnut hdiingaback from her
flushed face. 'Matt Wolfe?'

'‘Got it in one ... exciting, isn't it? Our local maer boy returns home.
According to Mr Prentice he was born in one of¢bhdages down by Pelly
Bridge ... fantastic to think of it! Those places &t only for rats...'

‘They must have suited him, then." Lisa finishedkpay the cakes and
jammed the lid on the tin with unnecessary fordee &irned away to get
another tin into which she placed the fruit cakenFstared at her averted
face, catching only a glimpse of one golden- brewa and a long, straight
nose.

'You don't like him, do you? You're in a minorityyen. All the girls at
school used to swoon over him.'

‘The only TV star | swoon over is Snoopy,' Liseddahtly. 'l detest tough
police films. All that violence makes me sick.'

'Do you know what, you're a Victorian," Fran toldrh'You should be
sewing samplers and reading psalms all day.’

'I've got too much to do,' Lisa informed her tartlfysomeone helped with
the washing up | might get time to change beforteRgets here.'

‘Bully! Fran grimaced at her. "All right, I'll di&. Though why you bother |
can't imagine, because Peter Farrell has nevecetbtwhat you were
wearing before! He isn't likely to start now.'

'Don't quarrel with him when he gets here!" Lisanomanded. 'You two
never seem to see eye to eye. Try to be nice td him



‘Just to please you I'll force myself not to offén strychnine sandwiches or
put arsenic into his coffee instead of sugar,’ $aah, turning towards the
sink with a sigh.

Lisa laughed and went upstairs to change. As stientb a smooth green
woollen dress, her eye fell on a dark outline an dhiffs above her home.
Storm Dance was more like a natural landmark thaouwse. Built in the
nineteenth century by a sea captain who had mafttatane in some
nefarious manner in the South Seas, it had beemdetd as much as a
fortress as a home, the stone walls massively mtefidending into their
surroundings as if they had grown up out of theugdbinstead of being
placed there by the hand of man. The name theag®aic gave the house
had caused much local comment, but over the yeheslicome to seem the
inevitable name for such a place. On stormy dagfittuse stood out against
the dark sky, like a granite monolith, defying therst that wind and waves
could throw at it.

It was, Lisa thought wryly, a very suitable place Matt Wolfe to want to
live in—his character would blend in perfectly witte house.

She sat down in front of the dressing-table andabeg apply make-up
rapidly. She had an oval face, her skin a creamk pthich health and
vitality underlined. Her eyes were a warm goldeovir, the brown lashes
surrounding them tipped with glinting gold. Her straut hair hung in loose
waves to her shoulders. Tall, slim, energetic auhble, Lisa occasionally
wished she was as slight and fragile as her yousigtar. It was not always
an asset to be as strong as a horse, although Mvgee a doctor's daughter
and worked in the dual role of housekeeper andptexest, health was
certainly a necessity. Lisa's day began at sixythwhen she got up and
started the range to warm the kitchen. When shehgmhred breakfast she
called her father, sister and brother. While they she went through to the
surgery and made sure that her father's officeiwasder, checked all the
appointments for that morning, got out the requicatds and put them in
order on her father's desk, switched on the cehtating, checked on the
waiting-room and then hurried back to the houseabher own breakfast.
While the others left for their various jobs, shasived up and began the
preparations for lunch. Then she went through ¢ostlirgery again to open
the door to the first patient. After surgery, shentwback to the kitchen and



finished preparing lunch. While her father did hosinds she was doing
housework.

After lunch she washed up again, then went batkdsurgery to type out
the letters her father wished to send. All theicirwork done, she went
back to the house to prepare supper.

It was a long, hard day. Looking at herself critigashe thought: just as well
| thrive on hard work! Fran could never stand ughegruelling pace of life
as Lisa knew it. Even as a child, Fran had beeicatel At school she had
had a tendency to show signs of strain during ematiain periods, and Lisa
had learnt to watch her closely for the telltagnsi

Their mother had died when Lisa was seventeenjtamatd been obvious
that Lisa must take over running the house. Fram stil at school, a pale,
leggy schoolgirl of thirteen. Timmy was just terfreckled schoolboy with a
shock of ginger hair and a pocketful of marblesctdoBaynard had been
numb with shock for the first few months after wide's death. When he
came out of his grief he had suggested that hehgki for Lisa, a

housekeeper to take over from her, but Lisa had geehorror in Fran's and
Timmy's eyes at the idea, and she had shaken lael; imesisting that she
enjoyed running the house. It was true, even thostgh found herself
stretched to the limit. The challenge of the joldmber grow up fast. It had
helped her over her own grief and given her faneva maturity overnight.

During that period her father had had a nurse/ptemaist working for him
in the surgery. Two years ago, this capable lady digen in her notice
because her husband was being transferred to anothen Birmingham.
Doctor Baynard advertised for a successor, butagy@icants were not
suitable, and Lisa had offered to work for him temgpily while he looked
for someone else. Somehow, the job had becomerapent one. Her
father gradually ceased to look for anyone elselasa gradually realised
that she now had two jobs instead of one. By ggtiim an hour earlier, she
managed to fit all the work into her busy day, $ntnetimes she wondered
how she did it. Like most busy people, the moreditiehe more she found
she could do. Time stretched to accommodate alhateo do.



'You're mad,' Peter Farrell sometimes told her.dWdoes your father pay
you? Peanuts! Look at your clothes! Jeans, olddvek@ts and sweaters ...
how many really nice things do you have?'

'l could hardly do housework in a silk dress!" shad smiled at him. 'When
would | get the chance to wear all these fine dstyoou want me to buy?'

'When | take you out,’' he had said flatly.

She had shaken her head at him with amusementtPNFathe local art
exhibition? Or to watch the amateur dramatic grdamg The Importance
of Being Earnesfor the fourth time?" .

‘There's the dance at the town hall next weektidtesaid seriously. "What
are you going to wear for that?"

'My green dress,' she had shrugged.

"You always wear the damned thing,' Peter hadaaggly. 'I'm sick of the
sight of it even if you aren't!

She had laughed. 'Oh, poor Peter! Why didn't yburte? I'll see what | can
do!

He had sighed then, his expression anxious. "Yoh&eCinderella of your
family. You ought to stand up for your rights moFean always has pretty
clothes. Why shouldn't you? Your father can affiotd

'Dad is very generous. If he thought | wanted a desgs he'd buy it for me
at once. You misjudge him."' She had looked at henpasly. "You don't
understand how it is, Peter. We're so busy, Dadl.awtke have no time to
think about things like clothes. My day is jam-padkvith jobs to do. When
am | supposed to find time for shopping, let altmeking about clothes?'

"You should make time," he had said, his tone lfagutlky. "When | take you
out | like you to look good.’



She had gone into town on the following Saturday laought herself a new
dress to wear at the town hall dance, but sheatitimg about the rest of her
wardrobe. Her life was too full to leave room f@rgonal vanity. She knew
that her father's patients were far toe wrappethupeir own problems to

notice her appearance. So long as she was neatedirgroomed, her father

barely noticed her either. Peter's views were pdisti¢he back of her mind
and forgotten.

Now, staring at herself absently, she rememberenh thriefly. Her dress
was two years old, a nicely cut classic style, welshed and pressed but
still retaining a certain attraction. Peter haedlkt when she first bought it,
but she knew that he would look at it with resigmatwhen they met. |
really must try to find time to buy some more ckgthshe told herself, but
when she mentally scanned the weeks ahead she mouttiink of a day
when she would be free to spend time on such &qtroj

Back in the kitchen she found Fran putting awaythshed cake tins while
Peter leaned against the wall, watching her siehik expression wintry.
Peter and Fran did not like each other. Peter disaed of Fran because she
left so much of the day-to-day running of the hotselisa, and Fran
disliked Peter, because she thought him supersiliaod critical. The
atmosphere between them now could be cut with fa kni

'I'm ready,’ said Lisa, moving into the room.
Peter glanced at her, sighed as his eye ran ovenldesaid, 'So | see.'

'You sound as enthusiastic as an Eskimo offereccarolly,” Fran said
tardy.

'Perhaps if your sister had time to get out of Hoase once in a while and
buy herself some new clothes, | would feel mor&éesiasm,’ Peter snapped.

'Lisa is at home all day. She could drive into taawmy time she liked!" Fran
retorted.



'How is she supposed to do that? She never hasoadséo herself. Even
now, we're only delivering these damned cakes,going out to enjoy
ourselves,' Peter said angrily.

'How sad!" Fran moved to the door, her honey- kdotwtls dancing on her
shoulders. 'l must find a hankie before | burst itears.’

Peter glared after her. 'Butterfly brain! That ggro selfish | could slap her.’
'She's very young,' Lisa said indulgently.

'For heaven's sake! When you were three years youhgn Fran you were
running this house!'

'Yes, but Fran is delicate,' Lisa excused.

'Delicate my eye! That girl is as delicate as KKang. You just spoil her,
you and your father. You let her get away with gtteng. How many nights
a week do you get out? I'll tell you—one or twonaist. How often does
Fran get out? Every single damned night. And aedbffit boy every time.
She gets through boyfriends the way most womethgetigh paper tissues.'

'Oh, Peter, don't pick a quarrel with me over Fiml always seem to be so
guarrelsome lately. What's the matter with you®alliooked at him with
anxious concern, her golden-brown eyes wide.

He sighed, moving closer to her, and took her gy ghoulders, looking
down into her upturned face with a frown which mé#da lines across his
forehead. When he was old, she thought suddenkyolkd have dozens of
lines in his face from frowning.

'I'm frustrated, | suppose,’ Peter said. 'We'venbegeeing each other for
years, but we never seem to get anywhere. Yourydnock every road.
They're always around, demanding your attentiaranl never get close to
you.'

"You're close enough, now," she murmured with singdittle smile, linking
her arms around his neck.



For a moment he resisted her warmth, then he lalghectantly, bending

towards her. They kissed gently, leaning againsh ether, without passion
or excitement. Lisa wondered for a moment if thesvaow love really was,

not the dazzling explosion one read about in booksa quiet fondness and
familiarity. Was it enough? she thought, and pughedjuestion away into
the treacherous recesses of her mind.

After a moment Peter drew away and she smiled bprat| hate to say this,
but we really have to go. If | don't get these sake Mrs Evans shel'll
complain bitterly." She grinned at him apologeticalDon't hit the roof,
darling.'

Peter groaned. 'Why do | put up with it? Oh, leagdMacduff. I'll bring the
cake tins.'

When they had delivered the cakes Peter askedthere was anything else
he could do for her. He meant it as a piece ofyirbat she took it seriously.

'I've got some shopping to do,’ she said. '‘Coulddrop me in the town?'
'l suppose so," he said sulkily.

'Is it taking you out of your way?' she asked, lagkat him with a sigh.
'I'd hoped we could have some time to ourselvestold her, scowling.

'If you come round tonight we could watch teleumsitogether,’ she
suggested.

'What a thrilll" His voice was sarcastic. 'With ydather and Timmy to keep
us company, | suppose?"

She sighed. 'l doubt it. Timmy will be doing hisnhework and Dad rarely
watches television, you know.'

'‘And Fran, of course, will be out with one of helkriends,' Peter snapped.
'As usual.’



He drove along the steep road down into Saintpgdout saying anything
much. Lisa leaned back, watching the view with umral feeling of warm
pleasure.

Saintpel was a small Cornish fishing town with & teousand inhabitants,
six churches, a few dozen public houses and a rbelyin which many
ships had been wrecked over the centuries, umtilighthouse was built in
the nineteenth century to warn against the dangereedle-sharp rocks
beneath the great grey waves which rolled in adteséay.

In high summer tourists flooded into the little towo exclaim over the
quaintness of the narrow streets, the beach affd, ¢he rockpools with
their marine in-habitants. But once summer was &aéntpel returned to its
ancient peace, a peace much cherished by theinlditants, but resented
by the younger ones who longed for bright lightd gay evenings.

There was nothing much to do in Saintpel after darkinter. Everything
shut promptly at five-thirty. The shopping streeisndeserted. The only
places open were the pubs, and they were alwagblimg with life. In
consequence the local people made much of their emtertainment.
Amateur dramatics, amateur music, art classes @mitl education thrived.
The tiny cinema only opened two evenings a weekrandon an amateur
basis, subsidised by the local council. Televisind radio were desperately
important to those whose .social lives were soténhi

Fran had often said to Lisa that she felt she wagesne in an Edgar Allan
Poe story who had been buried alive. 'One dalguilh the town down,' she
would threaten half seriously. 'The place is manihutotally moribund.’

'People come to visit Saintpel from all parts af tilobe,’ Lisa sometimes
reminded her. 'lt's a famous beauty spot.’

‘'They can have it!" Fran would say, hunching aitaioie shoulder.
Staring down at the steel-grey sea Lisa remembehad Fran had told her

about Storm Dance. It would cause a sensatioreitothrn to have a TV star
living in the old house. Why on earth was he doifig



Had he forgotten what a grim place Saintpel coelithbwinter? He ought to
know. He had been born just ten miles away inyalamlet surrounding the
bridge over the Pelly river. The haphazard, tumihed cottages still stood
as they had for several centuries, grey stone Vialisd with damp green
moss, dark slate roofs, warped and sagging windoraspped little rooms
with sloping ceilings and woodworm in the floorbadsy if gossip spoke the
truth.

It was an unlikely place for a television star fwisg from, she thought
drily.

Matt Wolfe had first sprung to the public's attentiwhen he was
twenty-one and began racing cars in a small wayhadeprogressed rapidly,
winning his races in a daring, spectacular fasbich caught the mind of
the public. By the time he was twenty-four he wasdus. His tough good
looks brought him lots of publicity and his skill the wheel made him
popular with his audience.

It must have been when he was around twenty-fiag fie had a really
serious crash while racing in France. In the sacc&ant his best friend, a
small, dark Welshman, had been killed. The storg hsade headlines
everywhere. Matt Wolfe suffered serious injuriesiciihkept him out of
racing for six months. He recovered, although he ted a scar above his
left eye ever since, but he had not returned tagdhbe track.

Instead he had become a stunt driver for filmshiia very short time he
had been given a few bit parts to play. He hadlelylaandsome face which
proved excessively photogenic. After several sipaits he got a part in a
television series, a small supporting role as &paletective.

For some reason the series quickly shot to theotajtve ratings and he
became a household name. Over the last three tyeapart had been built
up until now he was the star of the series. Towggressive, intensely
masculine, he acted everyone else off the scredmnWie was around he
dominated every second of the time.

Sex appeal, Lisa thought drily. That was what hey peesumably. She had
never been able to see it, herself. The seriesfilad with the sort of



violence which made her sick. Whenever she had gegime had felt a
quiver of antipathy towards him, although, if shergv honest, she knew
nothing against him except the part he played,a@nde was an actor it was
unfair to judge by that. She suspected, from whatlsew of his private
life, however, that his real character was notesadmoved from the role he
played.

The car lurched down into Saintpel High Street siodved to a crawl.

'Where shall | drop you?' Peter asked her. 'Anye/lyeu like," she said. 'I've
got a number of things to buy.'

‘Not clothes, | suppose?’ he said wearily.
'I might look for a new dress if I've got time,eséaid in wary apology.

Peter stopped the car outside the butcher's shdshee climbed out, giving
him a wave as she turned away. She spent a fewtesirdiscussing the
weather with the butcher, then chose some lamb<lamg a couple of
oxtails. This was- definitely the weather for oktatew, she thought,
walking briskly towards the greengrocer's.

The shops were already closing up. She hurriedugirahe rest of her

shopping and turned back towards the far end of timface the long walk

home. If she was lucky the bus would be running. litsometimes did, and
then she would catch it instead of having to walkik. The next bus was at
seven-thirty. There was no point in waiting forttha

Passing the estate agent's office she met Tony WyrRean's latest
boy-friend, shuffling about on the pavement, one ey his watch, his-
shoulders hunched against the autumn wind.

'Waiting for Fran?' she asked him with a smile.

He shook his head. 'Matt Wolfe," he said, with seetish, watching her to
see her response.



So that was where Fran had got her information'alisought, with
amusement.

‘Taking him up to view Storm Dance?' she asked.
He looked crestfallen. 'How did you know?'

'Fran told me," she said.

'Oh, of course,’ Tony nodded.

She looked round in dismay as she saw the smabusdbeginning to throb

and quiver preparatory to starting off on its jayrup the cliff road and

over the green fields to the next town. 'Oh, lissit,' she groaned, leaping
out into the road. There was a grinding of brakes along, red sports car
swerved violently to avoid her. Going pale, shepteback onto the

pavement. The driver of the sports car stopped,deaxtked and climbed out
to confront her.

Looking a long way up at him she recognised Mattfé&/@nd the shock she
had just received made that recognition unreal fktie was so familiar, yet
somehow strange.

He was taller than he seemed on television, hisfleane making his height
deceptive. The dark hair was windblown into a fashbly wild look. The
very bright blue eyes were angry, the scar overdfieone giving him a
distinctly piratical air which somehow increased threat he emanated as
he towered over her.

'What the hell do you think you're doing? Do yoalige | nearly killed you?
You stepped off the pavement without looking, rightler my wheels. If |
wasn't a damned good driver I'd have left you tlozen assorted bits!

Lisa's feeling of guilty self-reproach dissolvedlenhis tongue lashing. She
felt her spine tingle with antagonism. Admittedhesvas at fault, but he had
no right to shout at her in the street like thagniaecing her in that dangerous
fashion.



Her golden-brown eyes were suddenly stormy as Hredyback at him.
"You were driving too fast. We don't expect lunsitic come down Saintpel
High Street at eighty miles an hour!’

'l was doing fifty," he said between his teeth.vélgou ever driven a car,
young woman? If you have, you should know thatetsvdepend on people
doing the sensible thing, which in this case mdaoking before they step
into the road!

The slow roar of the bus caught her attention. Sheed after it as it drew
away from the bus stop. 'Now I've missed it!" shié $uriously. 'I'll have to
walk two miles up Saintpel Cliff, thanks to you!

‘At least you'll get there in one piece," he sasdgreeably. 'If | don't throttle
you first, that is..."

She turned away, her head held high, and begaaltodewn the road. Her
shopping basket was heavy and her spirits saggld #tought of that long,
windy walk home.

Behind her she heard Tony saying nervously, 'Mrféfl'm Tony Wyman.
We spoke on the telephone..." She sympathised watklight shake in his
young voice. Who wouldn't be nervous confrontedhwsix foot-odd of
masculine aggression cloaked in sardonic authority?

Matt Wolfe didn't answer, and she discovered whgnvwhe felt his hand on
her arm. Turning, bristling at once, ready for &tar argument, she was
astounded to hear him say brusquely, 'I'll driva fiome. Get in the car.’

She almost refused, her mood defiant, but sometinirthe way he was
regarding her made her think better of it. She wWduhve done almost
anything to avoid that long walk home, anyway.

He opened the door of his car and gestured. 'Get in
When she was seated he turned to Tony. Til be batdn minutes.' He

glanced across the road at the pub sign swingirigeirwind. 'It's cold out
here. Wait in there, I'll buy you a drink before g@ up to Storm Dance.’



Tony's face was sulky as he nodded, but he mageatest. He needed that
sale too much, Lisa thought in sudden wry amusement

Matt Wolfe climbed into the driver's seat, clippiran his seat belt
immediately. He glanced at her and ordered, 'Da yalt up, for God's
sake, woman!'

"They make me feel claustrophobic,’ she explained.

'In my car you wear a seat belt," he directed tyght

'Insurance reasons?' she guessed.

'Do it up and don't argue,' he snapped. The blas esatched smoulderingly
as she clipped the belt, then he started the ter.ehgine gave a dramatic
roar and they shot away.

She watched appreciatively as he drove, unabledm admiring the way
the long, capable fingers handled the instruméltis. car was expensive,
luxurious, comfortable. They soon began to eathepdistance, passing the
bus like the wind as it lumbered along, puffing graghting.

He gave her an arrogant tight-lipped smile. "Ydwdlhome before the bus,’
he said.

She stared at the livid scar above his dark eyefttesfleshless angle of the
cheekbone, the jut of the strong chin. He was ayoarwould find it hard to
forget.

'What's your name?' he asked casually, turningttesition back to the road.
'Lisa Baynard,' she said.

At once his eyes grinned round at her ironicapunds like a stage name."

'Well, it isn't,' she said.



'Where exactly do you live?' he asked. 'l know #mea quite well." She
explained quickly and he nodded. 'l know the hoDsetor's house, isn't it?"

'My father,' she said.

He glanced at her again. 'Girl of few words, argoli? Except when you're
angry.'

She flushed, her creamy skin filling with colouerteyes as dangerously
bright as fireworks. His eyes narrowed with a sudgleam.

'So what do you do with yourself in Saintpel, LBaynard? Apart from
stepping under cars?'

'l work for my father,' she said coldly.
'Receptionist?"

'Among other things.'

'Does it keep you busy?’

She smiled a little grimly. 'Yes," she said.

'Do you know Storm Dance?' he asked, after a paeke. The house up on
the cliffs there...'

'l know it," she said, looking along the cliffs the stone walls defiantly
facing into the wind. There were few trees arouma ltouse. Nothing but
low shrubs could survive the onslaught of that-dedhched gale.A few
thorn trees survived, twisted into barbaric shafiesy branches shaped by
the prevailing wind. They had a tattered air of tmagy, as though
determined to cling to their ground whatever themednts flung at them.
Lisa had always felt an odd sympathy for them. &traired their tenacity.

'‘Aren't you going to get bored living up there?e sisked him, her tone
unconsciously contemptuous.



He looked at her again with that narrowed, dangeglance. 'If | thought
that | wouldn't buy it.'

'l would have thought you would prefer a house @eaondon,’ she said.
"You'll have to be there quite a bit, won't you?'

'I've just finished the new seriesiie Squagdso I'm free for a few months.
I'll have time to settle in before | go to Amerioahe spring to make a film.’

"What's the film going to be about?'
'Racing,’ he said, tersely.

'‘Motor racing?'

'Yes.' The monosyllable was irritable.

He drew up outside her house and turned to stdneratazily. 'Got a date
tonight?’

'Yes,' she said, too quickly.

His brows arched mockingly. 'Why so nervous?’

‘I'm not,' she snapped, reaching for the door reartsthe couldn't work out
how it operated, and he reached across her tq kis iean face inches away
from hers. She pressed back in her seat to avodamd the blue eyes

swerved to look at her penetratingly.

'I'm not about to make a pass,' he drawled. 'Nal fee your pulses to
flutter.'

She stared back at him, her face icy. 'My pulsdksnever flutter for you,'
she said scornfully.

He laughed, blue eyes dancing. 'Famous last words!



'My God," she said, disgusted. "You ought to bayitcase to carry your ego
around in ... the weight must be killing you!"

His laughter rose again, untouched by her sarc&m.slid out of the car
and walked up the path without a backward glanassipg Fran, who was
coming out.

As Lisa paused to open the front door she heard Walfe say coolly, 'Are
you going into Saintpel? Want a lift?'

She turned to watch as Fran practised her flutjeeyelashes on him and
smiled sweetly. 'Thank you. That's very kind of you

Lisa suddenly guessed that her sister had seeratharive and recognised
the driver. Fran was far too unsurprised. She fmag had time to think out
a plan of campaign before she came sauntering dosvgarden path at that
precise moment in such an opportune fashion.

Matt Wolfe swung his passenger door open agairFaaa climbed into the
seat beside him. He leaned past her to shut the Hi® bright, mocking
blue eyes met Lisa's deliberately.

She turned away and went into the house. Fran ldaanough to look after
herself. If she chose to scrape acquaintance withttat was her business.

Later that evening Lisa and Peter sat in the kitchistening to the slow
heartbeat of the grandfather clock in the hall, gr@dsoft sighing of the ash
falling through the grate in the range. Doctor Barghwas in bed hours ago
and probably asleep by now. Timmy, too, was in Ib&mmally Lisa would
have turned in herself, but Peter seemed determiméatce an argument
with her, and she was forced to stay up to placete

'What do you expect me to do? How long am | to hamogind waiting for
you to marry me?' he asked her. 'Take a good loolg &t yourself. You're
turning into an old woman before you're twenty-fivéour hair is

unfashionable, your clothes are worse and you'vepnmg in your step.
You hurry from job to job, hardly stopping to tag®eck of where you're

going.’'



'I'll promise to do something about my clothesg shid, smiling at him. Til
speak to Dad tomorrow.'

' hope you will," said Peter. He picked up herdhand kissed it softly. 'Oh,
I'm sorry if I've been nagging you again. | getasgry when | think of the
waste ... we ought to be married with a home ofayun by now.’

'Is this a proposal?' she asked lightly, laughing.

'I've been proposing to you for three years withouth visible result,' Peter
said.

Lisa moved nearer him on the old oak settle withigh back and gingham
cushions. 'You'll have to go soon. It's nearly efeand Fran should be back
soon. Kiss me goodnight.’

'‘Now you're talking," said Peter, sliding his arameund her. They kissed
slowly, their arms around each other. Not for th& time Lisa wondered if
it was normal for a woman to feel as she did wheteikissed her. It was a
pleasant experience, warming and friendly, buteheas no emotional
excitement in it. Was that an element only fountooks? Was love always
as cosy as an old slipper? Perhaps her own lagigehcy where Peter was
concerned was because of a secret, underlyingatiesiabout committing
herself to him for ever.

The back door was flung open suddenly, making tepnmg apart. Lisa
stood up, her cheeks flushed, her rich chestnutrbfiled and untidy. She
was very slim and graceful in her green wool dréssage of it concealed
by this dim lighting.

'Lisa! | didn't expect you to be up at this timefan stood in the doorway,
her expression startled.

Lisa looked at the man behind her sister with atfsinile which vanished as
she recognised him.

'Sorry if we interrupted anything," Matt Wolfe drad, strolling forward,
his narrowed blue eyes flicking up and down ovesalLi



Peter stood up at that moment, rather pink, hisvbrbair as ruffled as
Lisa's. 'l must be off," he muttered, scowling edar-and her companion.
'‘Goodnight, darling.’

'l see you to your car,' Lisa offered.

'Don't bother. It's cold outside,' he said, vamghnto the darkness.

I'm afraid we arrived inopportunely,” Matt Wolfaid with a hint of
mockery.

‘Not at all,’ she said defensively. 'l was justisgygoodnight to him when
you came in--'

'‘Obviously," he drawled, his glance resting onsreudged lipstick.

She put up a concealing hand to her mouth, theshdéid deeper with
irritation.

'Lisa, this is Matt Wolfe," said Fran, triumph iaritone as she spoke.
'‘Obviously,’ Lisa imitated sarcastically.
He laughed softly.

Lisa gave him a smouldering look of deep dislik&oddnight, Fran,' she
said. 'I'm off to bed. Don't stay down here toe lat

'I'm a big girl now," Fran protested on a noterofated indignation. 'l can
run my own life without your help. Stop nagging

Lisa bit her lip and turned towards the door. Oker shoulder she said
calmly, "You do have to be up early, though. Ittisensible to stay down
here talking when you need your sleep.'

‘Talking?' Fran giggled. 'Be your age, Lisa!'



Flushing, Lisa bit back a reproachful reply. MatoMé moved gracefully
past her and opened the door to allow her throAglare of his brilliant
blue gaze, she ignored him apart from a brief matlon of the head and a
‘Thank you' delivered in icy tones.

'Pleasant dreams, Miss Baynard," he murmured mglgkiolosing the door
behind her.

Rigid with dislike, she went upstairs and into behroom. Later, her face
clean and glowing, her slim body wrapped in herbbyaold blue
dressing-gown, she was about to get into bed whenrealised she had
forgotten to get a hot water bottle. The sheet®war. Shivering, she dived
out of bed again and went downstairs to the kitcidée house was totally
silent. There were no lights to be seen anywhedesae was sure she had
heard the front door close behind Matt Wolfe tenuites ago.

But when she returned to the kitchen she openedidoe to halt in her
tracks, her expression shocked.

By the warm red glow from the range she saw h#e Igister in his arms
being ruthlessly kissed, her slight body bent baukls over his arm, her
hands clasped behind the back of his neck.

The gasp she gave distracted them from their erabfaran looked round
angrily, flushing. 'For heaven's sake, Lisa, caoLt leave us alone?’

Lisa was rooted to the spot, her own face scaMigitt Wolfe eyed her
quizzically, his smile mocking. After a dreadfulyse, Lisa turned and fled,
pursued up the stairs by the memory of Matt WoHewised, ironic eyes.



CHAPTER TWO

ONCE a week Lisa seized the opportunity to get outhef house alone,
taking Robby, her cocker spaniel, for a long walkoas the fields between
Sunday breakfast and Sunday lunch. Leaving Timnd/ Fran to do the
washing-up while the roast slowly cooked, surrouhtdy golden roast
potatoes, she would set out feeling like the battsurvivor of a shipwreck,
exhausted but eager.

The Sunday after Matt arrived in Saintpel, she distito walk up towards

Storm Dance for a last look at the house as itveas Very soon, according
to Fran, an army of builders would descend up@md transform it. It had

never been a beautiful house, but familiarity canfgon anything a sort of
intimate beauty—even an ugly building can becomlevesl after years

have passed. Lisa wanted to see Storm Dance oneeanche had always
known it—decaying, massive, stubbornly defiant.ging by what she had
heard of Matt Wolfe his taste, she thought, waalyiko run to garish colour

schemes and bogus antiquities. No doubt he wouhdStorm Dance into a
COSYy nonentity.

When she and Robby set out the wind was blowingcdlg from the
landside of Saintpel. They made rapid time over dlmbing downland
behind the cliffs, blown forward by the buffetingtamn wind. The fields
had been ploughed recently. Rich brown earth layemt furrows, scattered
with the powdery white of lime. A flock of seagulisse, squawking, from
the furrows as Robby ran at them, barking furiously

A greenfinch hung delicately among the tangled $wifja hedge, pecking at
the last red berries. In the valley below the dosims could see a spiral of
pale smoke wreathing up into the line of poplarsciwredged a wedge of
farmland. The farmer's wife moved in the ramblimagden beside the house,
pegging out a few nappies on the washing line. Skyewas the colour of

smoke, too—misty, grey, touched with soft blue liacps.

The landscape had that bare, , stripped look ofcaghing winter. The
colours were subdued, muted, gentle; greys andstdnd whites thrown
into relief by the brown of the ploughed earth #melstark dark lines of tree
and hedge.



On such days Lisa loved to walk along the cliffghwhe stormy winter sea
on one hand and the countryside on the other, yeg ®irning constantly
from one to the other.

Robby was in his element, plunging into the hedgsrwith the optimism

of his species, snuffling among fallen leaves ipénof starting a rabbit, his
long ears twitching, his tail wagging in a rufflpihme of gold. As a puppy
he had been small enough to sit in a teacup, h@#mgolden head so
innocent and tender that it had moved Lisa almodears. Now he was
clumsy-footed, bouncing, a rascal in search of gduron their walks, but
with liquid eyes which could still beg their waytaf trouble.

Storm Dance was shuttered and empty-looking asappyoached it. An old
tin pail clattered across the gravel, blown bywhed. Seagulls roosting on
the roof stared bright-eyed across the sea watdhimgvaves for signs of
movement below.

Robby ran ahead, barking at an imaginary shadowenMhsa came up
behind him she was just in time to see his pluraé@d/anish into the house.
The front door swung open on its hinges, creaking.

'Robby! Here, boy!" she called, startled and alatrme

His answering bark came from deep within the damksle. She stood at the
door, calling again. There was a movement in tlaglstvs within, then Matt
Wolfe came out of the hall and stood, studyingdually, his black head to
one side.

'‘Well, well, well—the other Miss Baynard. What a@u doing up here?'

Lisa was angry, at once; on the defensive in tee faf what she saw as
reproof.

'l often walk up here on a Sunday. | always haviec@drse, when you've
actually bought the house, I'll keep away, donitrwwd/hile it was empty it
didn't seem to matter. There was no one here &ctbj



'Did | say | objected?' His hard mouth twisted ihavmight have been a
smile. The blue eyes were sharp and cool.

She shrugged. 'l thought you were registering ssonieof disapproval.’
"You're too quick in leaping to conclusions,' helied. ‘Come in.'

She glanced past him into the shadowy hall. 'Nankhyou. | was just
calling my dog..."'

'l suspect he's found a cosy fire to sit besideftMWolfe drawled.
She was surprised. 'Have you moved in already? Wwaatquick.'

'I'm here for a few days to work out a scheme lier decorations,’ he told
her. 'I'm camping out in one room. The house igahbox, so | lit a log fire

and I've been hunched over it all morning, staahigooks of wallpaper and
paint charts, until I'm well near blind. Your dognee into the room and
settled down beside the fire. | thought | was sgehings for a moment.
You'd better come and get him yourself. He seertleddor the rest of the
day.’

Reluctantly Lisa moved past him into the hall andlked through the
darkness towards the faint orange glow which canora 2 back room.

When she looked into the room she was amused doRobby, as she had
been told, stretched out on a small hearthrugointfof a blazing log fire, his
head' on his paws, lazily content.

She laughed, and Matt Wolfe, at her elbow, madeaallgrunt of surprise.

Turning, she found him eyeing her with an enigmatpression. 'So you
can look human after all," he told her.

She felt herself flush, and to cover her embarrassrfooked round the
shadowy room. It was a long, high-ceilinged drawiagm with a massive
black marble fireplace which reminded her of a tetabe. The ceilings
were ornamented with medallions in which gildedrabs and sprays of



flowers were displayed. Peeling wallpaper hung friiia walls in dusty
scrolls. In one corner was arranged a low camp dmeered by a thick
scarlet blanket. Next to the fireplace stood aifadsteel deck-chair with
two cushions lying in it. Books of wallpaper, cumntpatterns and paint cards
were scattered on the floor.

On a small camp table stood a bottle of white wanglass and a plate of
cheese and celery.

'I'm living on basic rations,’ Matt Wolfe said, whing her.

'It looks very peaceful,’ she murmured, her voiceamsciously wistful.

'Sit down and have a glass of wine,' he suggested.

'Oh, no! | couldn't!" Her horrified expression bgh a wry smile to his lips.
'I'm offering you wine, not seduction,’ he saicsédy.

Her chin lifted defiantly. 'l didn't think....'

'Oh yes, you did,' he interrupted.

'‘Nothing was further from my mind! | barely know wyoWhy should |
suspect anything of the sort?' ' 'You have a r@wgdhce," he said. "Your

thoughts pass over it like the wind over a stilbpo

Her golden-brown eyes widened in perplexity. 'l d&w get back to cook
Sunday lunch. That's why | refused your kind invata.'

He stared down into her face, one brow quizzicailshed. "Your manners
are excellent when you remember them.'

She looked away. 'I'm sorry if | sounded rude. Big a long walk back to
my house and my father hates meals to be late.’

''ve got my car in the stables' round the badkruh you back home after
you've had a drink.'



She hesitated, biting her lip. "You're a very otz man, aren't you?'

He moved towards the table and poured wine intgki®s. 'Sit down by the
fire. Your dog has better instincts. He knows adytiong when he sees it.'
He moved towards her as she hesitantly sank bamksighe cushions in
the deck-chair. Bending over her, he put the gila&s her hand, and his
sudden nearness brought a curious wave of awareplesdbecame acutely
uneasy, her fingers shaking as she clutched the.win

He leaned against the broad marble mantelpieceat\dthyou think of the
house?'

'I've always been very fond of it," she admitted.

‘Then you're just the person to advise me on tlkerdéne returned calmly.
‘This room, for instance ... what would you do wifi

She looked round the room slowly. There was a roass/ tumbling over
the windowsills outside as if trying to get in,amgle of branches whipping
about in the wind, blocking the light, so that tteem looked dark and
inhospitable.

'I'd clear the trees and ivy first,' she said thufidly. 'Then you'd be able to
see the room better.' Her eyes touched on thethéand that fireplace ... it
would look great on someone's tomb, but it lookassgly in here.’

'l agree/ he nodded. 'l shall have something wéité graceful put in its
place. What about the ceiling?'

'| rather like that plasterwork,' she said, glagaip.
'‘And the walls?'
"You want something light and warm in here,' shd skowly.

He bent and selected a book of wallpapers, fliakest the pages and then
held out the book to her. 'What about that?'



It was a pattern in a Regency style; white withleggeen stripes laced with
a thin gold line. It was gay and spring-like. Llgaed it instantly.

‘That should look very good in here," she agreedhrssed by his taste. She
had expected him to like gaudier styles, somehow.

'With white woodwork?'
She nodded. 'It sounds marvellous.’
He looked at her glass. '"You aren't drinking youres

She sipped it cautiously. He moved behind her agiadghafter a moment she
was astonished to hear the calm sanity of Bacmbldier, the Brandenburg
Concerto No. 2.

She glanced round, her rich chestnut hair agaieswmdblown, flushed
cheeks. Matt Wolfe was standing just at her shouldes hands in his
pockets, listening to the music and watching hefiler with a faintly
brooding expression.

‘That's how | want this room to look," he said lsoft
'Yes,' she said, understanding him. 'Have you getard player here too?'

‘A cassette player,' he shrugged. 'Battery powerkd. electric power has
been switched off. I've got a portable gas lamp somde candles. | could
have an interior decorator to help me, but | wante it all myself." He
paused, then moved past her to pick up a sketchta@kdone some of the
upstairs rooms.'

Lisa took the sketchbook and opened it, astonidhethe charm of the
drawings he had done of the rooms as he envisaged He had indicated
the furnishings and colours with great skill.

"You're very good at this sort of thing,' she said.



'l wanted to be an artist when | was at school,| lyat bitten by the racing
bug instead.’

'Peter teaches art at our local comprehensivetosthéim.
He took the sketchbook out of her hands with anpttmovement. 'Peter ...
that's the chap | met briefly the other night. $@bout the interruption. |

hope | didn't spoil a big romantic moment.’

The unconcealed mockery in his tone made her igiten. 'Peter and |
know each other too well for that.'

His brows arched mockingly. Too well for romance®Hsad L'

Lisa flushed. "Too well to have anything spoiled dy interruption, Mr
Wolfe.'

'‘Matt," he suggested. 'In my world we aren't aaouasd to such formality.'

She glanced down at her half-finished wine. 'My ds very different
from yours.'

'So | gather. | shall call you Lisa all the sam#&éwise | might confuse you
with your sister, and that wouldn't do, would it?"

She wasn't sure what he meant. His tone held depigpreferred not to
investigate. She stood up, placing her wine ont#ée. 'l must go, I'm
afraid. I've still got to cook the vegetables.’

'‘What are you having for lunch? The usual Sundagimesuppose? Roast
and all the trimmings?'

She nodded. 'Roast beef today. My father's fav@urit
'With horseradish sauce and Yorkshire pudding?' lbleked at her

pleadingly. 'l suppose you won't take pity on arstied traveller? All I've
got for lunch is cheese and celery.’



Faced with the question, she could hardly refusaitd®y she said, 'Of
course. Do come. I'm sure my father will be vemsgsied to meet you.'

‘Thank you,' he said gravely. A glint of humourtive blue eyes made her
suspect that he was aware of her own reservatimham@used by them.

She called Robby, who reluctantly stood up, yawnargl stretching
himself.

Carefully Matt Wolfe placed an old brass fireguandund the hearth,
pushing the hearthrug back from the fire. His cargrised her. Catching
her curious glance, he grimaced.

'l learnt caution in a hard school." His fingeckied derisively at the scar
above his eye. 'When my car crashed that last timas trapped for five

minutes. They only just got me out before the wlualewent up in flames. |

was lucky to get out alive. Another minute andhi&ve been roasted alive.'
She shuddered. 'How terrible! No wonder you stoppethg.'

‘That wasn't why | stopped,’ he said tersely.

Her lips parted on a question, but she drew it paitkng her lower lip.

He grinned at her. 'l like that.'

'What?' She was puzzled.

‘Tact in a woman. It's a rare gift. Most women gslestions in barefaced
curiosity without realising how far they pry intoyate matters.'

They moved out of the house, pausing while he ldd¢ke door. Robby had
rushed out, panting excitedly. Lisa whistled hinckband he flew towards
her, tail wagging, knocking her off her feet at imgact, his paws leaping
up to her chest, his tongue happily hanging olti®grinning mouth.

Matt Wolfe caught her round the waist as she reb&mkwards. His hard,
muscled body supported her as she recovered rerdeal



'‘Get down, you idiotic dog!" he commanded.
Robby obediently crouched, hangdog at once.

Lisa felt her pulses accelerating until she cowdrithem like jungle drums
in her head. She straightened away from him, tzub&nd still curved round
her waist below the sharp uplift of her breast® &buld feel the warmth of
those strong, slim fingers even through her yekboveater.

They were so close she could see the lividity of $gar, the whiteness
edging his blue eyes, the thick dark lashes heléted as he looked down at
her.

‘All right now?' he asked softly.

'Yes, thank you,' she said, trying to control thaksng which was creeping
over her body.

"Your eyes remind me of a lion's eyes," he satdahstrange, soft tone. 'The
rest of you is gentle and domestic, but you haeeptgan eyes of a wild
animal. It's a strange contrast.’'

She tried to laugh. 'You have a vivid imagination!

JHis mouth twisted mockingly. 'Far more vivid thgmu suspect,” he
drawled.

She slid away from him, aware of flushed face amkwnervous eyes. 'We
really must hurry or lunch will be ruined.’

He followed her round towards the stables, his ¢eetching on the gravel
path.

His red car was parked in one of the old stabl&lmgs. Old withered straw
still blew about on the cobbled yard. Some sparrbag built a nest in the
eaves below the old clock tower, the clock of whetiHi stood at half past
twelve. A battered iron weathercock blew restlessignd fro, pointing east.



'Do you ride?' he asked her as he opened the geessdoor for her.

'l did when | was at school. Father used to dadismds on a horse when |
was little, but of course as the practice grew &e to stop.’

'| shall have some horses when the house is readyctupation,’ he told
her. "You must come up and exercise them with me.’

'Fran loves horses, t00," she said quietly.

He laid his long hands on the steering wheel amedtup at the sky. 'Is that
a hint?'

She flushed again. 'l thought..."

'l kissed your sister once, the kiss you saw. & waesture expected of me
after our pleasant evening together, no more.' ileetl and faced her,
sitting sideways. 'Don't pair me off with your sistLisa. | don't like cages.’

'What happens between you and Fran is your busisésssaid stiffly.

'‘Nothing is going to happen between myself and gaier," he said harshly.
'Get that into your head.’'

She looked down at her hands. Robby, on the baak sas sitting up
staring out of the window, panting.

After a long moment of silence, Matt started the axad drove out of the
garage.

'Is your relationship with the art teacher offiéahe asked coolly, staring
ahead as he drove down the windy, exposed cliff.roa

'We aren't engaged, if that's what you mean.’
"You know what | mean,' he said crisply. 'Has Heedsyou to marry him?'

'Many times,"' she said.



'Yet you aren't engaged? Why not?'
'l have other people to consider. My father, Timifsgn.'

'Something could always be arranged if you readlgided to get married,’
he said.

'It's very difficult.'

'It's nothing of the kind. If you loved the man yadind a way through the
difficulties.’

Lisa was quiet.
'Do you?' he demanded.
She looked up. 'Do | what?'

His mouth twisted as he met her eyes briefly. ‘Do pve him? You knew
what | was asking.'

Her face was pink. 'You have no right to ask me!'tha

'l suspect you don't love him," he went on, ashié fiad not spoken.
'‘Otherwise you'd be married by now.'

"You barely know me. How can you possibly set upaasidge of my
feelings?'

He braked abruptly and turned towards her, his f&ck with some sudden
emotion.

Lisa shrank away, startled.
‘There are some things one can tell from a sirogik,| he said tightly. 'l told

you that your face was very revealing. When we camiat night and
interrupted your kiss, | had a perfect opportutotjudge what sort of effect



his lovemaking had on you. Some things can't bedmngdespecially from
someone who's been around as much as | have...’

'I'm sure you're very experienced,’ she said ftouBut I'm not an actress.'
"That's precisely why your face reveals so much!
'What business is it of yours? It's nothing to dthwou!'

'l hate waste,' he bit out savagely. "You'd bewimg yourself away if you
married that milk-and-water fellow!

'Peter isn't milk-and-water!
'His kissing did little to you, though!'
'How can you tell what | felt?"

His hands reached out to catch her shoulders apdltes her towards him.
She was too startled to resist as his ruthless mfagtened on her lips,
parting them helplessly. His hands slid down heklia her waist and held
her prisoner, their grasp strong and yet not br@&he had already felt the
impact of his sexual power. Now that impact becanesistible, compelling

her senses to awake in clamouring tumult. Lisa Imeder before

experienced such an emotional onslaught. The catcepsion of her days
had left her untouched by passion in its most gd@m. Now she came
alive to realise what a world of powerful emoti@y lbeyond the halcyon
waters of her former experience.

When Matt at last moved away she was dazed, hershidl closed, her
mouth stinging with pleasure and a pain beyondsplea

‘There," he said huskily. 'Now tell me that fellswiss meant anything like
that!'

She drew a parched breath and opened her eyebghtweemed to hurt her
sight. She saw his dark face dimly.



'Why did you do that?' she asked in a shaking venisithen, before he could
answer, Til tell you why, shall 1? Your vanity i® snonstrous that you
couldn't bear to think that any man could be mttraetive to a woman than
you are ... every woman you meet has to be bowted & ou scatter your
favours liberally because you have to see youmelthe irresistible, the
unforgettable Matt Wolfe—'

‘Thank you," he said grimly as she paused for breat
'l haven't finished yet!" she said furiously.
'l have!" he said, starting the car.

'l ought to slap your face, but | would hate toogtdo the same brand of
cliche you seem to revel in ... stagey gesturesnmething to me.’

Til take the slap as intended," he said, appareatiyly intent on the road.

‘Just remember ... never do that again! Or cliaheod, I'll give you a slap
that will send you reeling!

He gave a short, hard laugh, his face still enigrabfly in profile, his eyes
fixed on the road ahead. ,, Lisa was infuriatedHgylaughter. It made her
threat sound so ludicrous, something uttered iidici rage, a gesture as
melodramatic as his kiss. It made her feel silhyg hurt self-esteem brought
a dark red colour to her face and made her brows &grce with temper.

Sinking into her seat, she was silent for the aéghe drive back to her
home. She was feeling very young and foolish ferfirst time in years, an
emotion so startlingly new to her that she was used by it into an acute
dislike for the man who had caused it.

She had not felt really young since the day heherodied. That death had
catapulted her into maturity. A rather young andltgned seventeen, she
had assumed management of a household overnigetdisiy her
adolescence like a snakeskin. There had been eddina slow approach to
adulthood. She had missed all the intermediategewith its fun and its
mistakes. Forced as she had been to assume aihellhich to deceive her



father into believing her an adult, the shell hacdened around her over the
years. Peter had accepted the shell, too, as @ecas/everyone else.

Now, in a second, Matt Wolfe had stripped awayhhel outer mask. She
knew herself to be very inexperienced, very gaughable to cope with this
dynamic man from a world she had never known. 8hdike a trembling
adolescent after a first kiss, and her uneasy sworiuvas painful to her.

They pulled up outside her home with a smooth so&nah's face peered
from the window. Then she was running down the tiiling delightedly.

'‘Well, hi!'

Matt Wolfe came round to open Lisa's door. As diteait, wondering if
her legs would still support her, she briefly met dark blue eyes. They
were icy cold, unsmiling. She shivered.

He turned away to greet Fran. 'Guess who's comingnich?' His tone was
light and friendly.

"You? That's fantastic! Where did you meet Lisa? Wége beginning to
wonder if she'd got lost.' Fran locked at her wigihrowed, suspicious eyes.
'We didn't know what to do about lunch, Lisa. | Bafpisn't ruined.’

'l see to it,’ said Lisa, moving away from thewth Robby at her heels.

They followed her at their leisure, talking easi§he heard Fran laugh
aloud. Her sister had no difficulty in meeting ham his own ground, Lisa

thought grimly, walking through to the kitchen. Stteut the kitchen door

and began to work deftly, relieved to be back iedi@r shell, doing the

things she knew best. She felt safe here. Fantiliags surrounded her. She
had tasks to do which she knew she was well eqdippeerform. It was a

guestion of security. For a moment Matt Wolfe hadhdlished her secure
barriers. Now she hastily rebuilt them in the onlyy she knew.

When the meal was almost ready she went throutitetdining-room to lay
the table. As she moved around the room, her fatemt, she could hear
Fran's voice and the answering masculine laugiten their guest. She



resented the easy familiarity between them. Frdarisoo young for him,
she told herself, placing the cutlery in positioithwgreat care. Yet wasn't
Fran closer to him in experience than she was?, lgfirfree to taste life, to
flutter from one thing to another without the grimand of responsibility
holding her back, had more knowledge of the wolldaaly. Fran had a gay
gloss of sophistication acquired during the last years. Remembering the
kiss she had witnessed, Lisa bit her lip. Fran tamen thrown by Matt
Wolfe's kiss. She had taken it in her stride.

A tap on the dining-room window made her startePgface grinned at her.
She went over to open the window, smiling with plea. She was deeply
glad to see him.

'l rang a couple of times, but they said you wéiteaat walking. You must
have gone a long way today. Did you feel the neagkt out?'

'l walked up to Storm Dance and found Matt Wolfahgre," Lisa explained.
'He's staying in the house planning the decoratiatihe had was cheese
for lunch, so | asked him to lunch with us.'

Peter's face lost its smile. 'l don't like that mhls he chasing Fran? You
shouldn't let her go out with him. He's far too twd her.’

'Fran is twenty years old. How can | stop her? Slaldn't listen to
anything | said anyway.'

''ve told you before, you've spoilt that girl. Shdar too wilful and
headstrong."'

Lisa smiled at him. 'Why don't you stay to lunch2dr here's plenty for six.
Fran picks at her food. | always have a lot left.'

Peter hesitated. 'I'd have to ring my mother.’
‘Come round and do it now.'

He smiled. 'OK. What is for lunch?"



'Roast beef.'

'Marvellous! | love your Yorkshire pudding. Even mother can't make it
any better.'

'‘Goodness, you'll turn my head,' she said lightly.

Peter grinned and disappeared from the window. ifigrbback into the
room, Lisa found Matt Wolfe leaning in the doorway.

For a moment the shock of seeing him made her dreber face
unconsciously going white.

What's the matter with me? she asked herself datghgrtrying to recover
her composure. I'm making a fool of myself withstiman. What must he
think? It must be obvious that he has a shattezffert on me. He's far too
experienced to miss it.

'‘Can | help you in any way?' he asked coolly.

She blinked, finding the question incomprehendibleer state of trembling
confusion.

A faint smile touched the hard mouth. 'With thedayhe added blandly, the
blue eyes humorous.

'No ... no, thank you..." She looked round the roBuerything was in place.
Then she checked again. She must set another fplaBeter. She moved
back to the table and quickly did so, aware of idayes on her back.

'Do | gather you have another guest for lunch2dked softly to her averted
head.

'Yes—Peter. He's just ringing his mother now.’
She walked towards the door, waiting for him to mout of her way. He

made no attempt to budge, watching her in his lgegceful fashion, still
with that ironic little smile.



She halted in front of him, flushed and uneasyciUSe me, please. | have to
serve lunch now.’

Slowly he moved out of her way just far enoughtfer to squeeze past. Lisa
swallowed, glancing down, away from the bright bthallenge of his eyes,
then walked past him and darted into the kitchen.



CHAPTER THREE

DocTORBAYNARD accepted the arrival of two guests for lunch vpiinfect
composure. Peering over his spectacles at Matt&Vb# smiled vaguely.
'Haven't | seen you somewhere before? Are you dmayopatients? I'm
sorry | can't quite place your name, but theresarenany ... and you look
very healthy. | don't imagine I've seen much of yomy surgery.'

Fran giggled. 'You haven't seen anything of himd Dihis is Matt Wolfe.'

'Oh, a friend of yours?' Doctor Baynard still had@nnected the name or
the face, but he was unperturbed. Fran had so ma&nyfriends. They had
come and gone for years now. Some he remembenae, lse didn't.

'‘Matt Wolfe, the TV star, Dad," said Fran, embagealsby her father's failure
to place the name.

Matt Wolfe looked calmly at her. 'Why should yoattfer know my name? |
expect he's far too busy to watch television.’

Doctor Baynard frowned thoughtfully. 'Matt Wolfe. it rings a bell,
certainly.'

‘The SquagdDad,' Fran prompted. 'That police series on Tdaysights.'

'‘Ah, Thursdays,' Doctor Baynard said regretfullné night | listen to those
third programme concerts. They're doing a seriesnof favourite
symphonies this year. | never miss one if | caip fitel did miss the Mahler
night. That was when Mr Kirk had his heart attatlsaw him in town
yesterday. He's looking very much better. He's #okit of weight and his
colour is improved.’

Lisa came in with the large soup tureen. She pléoma the sideboard and
began to serve the soup. Fran grinned at Matt Wolfe

'Dad lives in a little world of his own.'



'‘Don't we all?' His gaze was fixed on Lisa's cahwef She served Peter with
soup, smiling down at him over his shoulder. Pé&teefly touched her
fingers as she moved away.

'So you appear on television,' Doctor Baynard mueaubreaking a roll
into pieces. "That must be an exciting job.'

N 'Not very,' said Matt. 'There's a lot of tediumralved in it. A lot of waiting
between scenes, hanging about in the make-up degratitwatching while
the floor managers fight over minor problems. |ap& make sure I've got a
good book to read; a friend of mine listens tokatan the summer. We all
have our own way of passing the time."'

Lisa served his soup, carefully avoiding a lookiat. 'Thank you,' he said
drily to her averted face.

'‘Matt used to be a racing driver,’ Fran said eggerher father. 'He has a
fantastic car.’

Doctor Baynard looked up. 'Racing? Dangerous sport.
'Highly dangerous,’ Matt agreed. 'A young man's@am

Doctor Baynard smiled. 'You consider yourself meddbed, | suppose?’ He
was faintly teasing now.

'l consider myself too old to go on racing,’ Mattratted. He smiled back at
the doctor. 'My reflexes aren't good enough.’

"You look very fit,’ Doctor Baynard commented, colesing him with a
long glance.

'l hope | am,' Matt agreed. 'l need to be in my jbis series can be pretty
exhausting. We do a lot of tearing around. Everughoour fights are
carefully staged, they take a lot out of us. Weehtvrun through them a
number of times to get them right, and that's \ergrgy-consuming. Even
waiting around uses up nervous energy. | sometitnie& frustration is
more demanding than the most furious action." Aglaebright blue eyes



moved to Lisa's face, as if looking to see hertreacbut she was apparently
intent on her own soup now, her bright chestnutdhieent forward in
reverie.

Peter had finished his soup. He sat back, starivatha with dislike. 'l
shouldn't think you knew much about frustratiorg' daid suddenly. The
tone was so hostile that Lisa looked up in alarm.

Matt smiled lazily. 'It depends on the sphere, lsulemeant frustration in
the sense of waiting to get on with my work. Whigt ybu mean?'

Peter's face flushed. 'l..." His words seemed tostyek in his throat. He
could not quite bring himself to say precisely whathad meant.

Fran laughed with a silvery tinkling sound. 'l gsi€®ter was getting at you
..." she told Matt.

'| thought that myself," Matt drawled.

Lisa hastily got up and began to collect the sdafep. Matt rose and helped
her before it had occurred to anyone else to dBster said crossly, 'Let me
help, Lisa.'

'Too late," Matt said mockingly. 'I've already voleered.’

'Let Peter help,' Fran said hurriedly. '"He knowserehthings are. He's used
to helping Lisa.'

Matt carried the soup plates out to the kitchenoigg her. Peter, half out
of his chair, stared angrily at his retreating bda&ctor Baynard, blissfully
unaware of the tension, gave Peter a smile.

'How is your mother?'
Trapped by the necessity to answer politely, Psek back into his seat.

Fran drummed her fingers on the table, chewing @mldwer lip. After a
moment she got up and followed the others intcitoten.



'Ill carry something in for you,' she told Lisahavwas quickly taking plates
out of the plate-warmer.

"You can take these,' said Lisa, handing them to he

Fran mutinously had to accept them and return éodihing-room, feeling
that she had been outmanoeuvred.

'Do sit down again,’ Lisa told Matt. 'l can manalge.used to doing this.'

'Many hands make light work, my mother always teiks' he said, his face
amused.

She glanced at him in surprise. "Your mother?'

'Even | have a mother," he said mockingly.

She flushed. 'l didn't mean ...'

'Oh yes, you did," he said. "You see me with atail horns, don't you? Well,
| do have a mother, and a father. By an incrediblacidence my father is
connected with medicine, too.'

‘A doctor?' She opened her brown eyes very wide.

'No, he works in the admin, department of St Gésrigespital, where he's a
very minor cog in the medical machine,” Matt sardyd'He still loves
working there. He finds medicine fascinating. Henteal me to be a doctor,
but | have absolutely no interest in the job.

‘That must have been very disappointing for him.'

'Yes, it was. He still broods over it occasionalle grinned at her. 'He
regards my present career as purely temporary. ai# believe anyone

would pay me to act. He suspects there's beentakmisomewhere and that
one day it will be found out and I'll get the sack.



'Do they still live down at Pelly Bridge?' Lisa ask placing the food
carefully into the heating compartment of her &gpll

She straightened to find herself so close to hiat their bodies touched
before she hastily moved back, her lashes flugggnralarm.

He smiled. 'Yes, they still live in the same house.

"They look picturesque, but | imagine they wergaly comfortable to live
in," she said, pushing the trolley in front of lasrshe moved away towards
the dining-room.

'Why not come and find out this afternoon?’ he dskeneant to drop in and
see my parents. | think they'd like to meet yodoh't often bring friends
down to see them.'

She halted, her golden-brown eyes wide in amazeriMe®? You want me
to come? But—' The invitation had taken her so moglsurprise that her
words came out in stammering fashion.

'l think they would like you,' he said offhandedly.

She wondered if he intended to take Fran, too,thed thought of Fran's
expression when she realised that he had invitesgibter along. 'Well, |
would have loved to come,’ she began hastily, ttento refuse.

‘That's settled, then,' he said, taking the tralhegffirm hand and pushing it
through the dining-room door.

Lisa was horrified. He had taken her opening wdodsassent! She stared
after him, lips parted on a protest, but he wasaaly in the room and it was
too late.

She hurried after him and began serving the maimsep her cheeks very
pink. Fran, her lower lip pouting, glared at heross the table. Doctor
Baynard was talking cheerfully to Peter, who waxking like Daniel in the
lions' den, wary and apprehensive.



Gleefully spooning horseradish sauce onto his pletat plunged into a
hilarious anecdote about his TV series. '... Sac#redropped forty feet into
the river and we had to get a block and tacklaiserit. Rather than waste
time, the director decided to film the whole damti@dg-and find a slot for
it, so the writers were told to write the scen® itite episode. That meant
they had to change the ending and we all hadd luéw lines to learn, so all
in all it was pretty disastrous.' He pushed higeplawvay with a contented
sigh. 'That was superb.' He smiled at Doctor Baynafour daughter is a
wonderful cook. You'd better be careful, Doctanight steal her away from
you.'

Doctor Baynard laughed. 'Lisa's a home-loving eneatl have no fears on
that score.’

Aware of those bright blue eyes on her, Lisa stgqodnd began to clear the
table again. This time both Fran and Peter leagteioaid. Matt Wolfe
lounged at his ease, watching them with a faimmysed smile.

Before taking her walk that morning, Lisa had mad#ackberry and apple
pie. The blackberries had been gathered in theslahdawn with the dew
still on them—the purple berries were more likaelybe maggot-free at that
hour. Served with thick yellow Devon cream the pi&s delicious. Both

Peter andFran had second helpings, and Doctor Bawgh@ok his head at
them.

You'll need to take a long walk after that excess,warned humorously.
'Or do the washing up,' Lisa prompted lightly.

Fran and Peter both jumped up, and Lisa looked foom to the other of
them with an astonished smile. Usually she haddabeat Fran to get her

to help. This sudden desire to be helpful was wgatented.

Fran looked appealingly at Matt. 'We'll do it," S@&d, her eyes full of sweet
invitation.

Peter was already moving towards the door. He teditisa’'s arm. 'We'll do
it, shall we?'



'‘Cooks don't do the washing-up,' Matt drawled.dliss done enough for
one day.'

Doctor Baynard raised his eyebrows, but smiledranhFYes, Fran, your
friend is right. Lisa has done all the yvork umtaw. It's your turn. As Peter
has so kindly volunteered, you can help him wignwashing up.’

Fran stared at Matt, her eyes stormy. Then shadked out into the kitchen
without a word. Peter followed her reluctantly. Mstibood up, extending a
hand to Lisa.

'We'll take that drive now, shall we?"

She hesitated. 'What about Fran?' She had takiem granted that Fran
would be coming too.

'l invited you, not Fran," he drawled.

She flushed, bewildered and faintly alarmed. Seagcfor an excuse, she
gestured to her yellow sweater and old tweed skirt.not really dressed for
visiting people.'

"You look fine to me,' he shrugged. 'My parents ldanly be uneasy with
someone dressed in a Paris model. They never mgebfamy showbiz
friends.’'

Doctor Baynard was leaning back, watching themotisly. He gave Lisa a
smiling glance. 'Go on, child, have a nice aftemodhe family won't
collapse if you aren't here.’

Matt took her elbow in a commanding hand. 'Thani, y@octor," he said,
steering her firmly out of the door.

As the front door slammed behind them, Fran fletwobthe kitchen and ran
to the window in time to see them drive away. Simedd back to her father,
her small face set in angry lines.



'Where are they going? What does Lisa think shelagd stealing my
boy-friends?"

'‘Boy-friend? | thought you only met him the othalyd said Doctor Baynard
gently. 'He isn't your property, you know, Fran. &tked Lisa to drive over
to see his parents, | gathered. And why not?'

Pelly Bridge was ten miles away from Saintpel. To&d curved along the
coast, rising and falling like a fairground railwayith the sea on the right
hand and the steep, misty downs on the left. Tlyetlsis afternoon was
growing brighter, a clear blueness spreading frioeretast. Below them Lisa
could see the cruel needle-sharp rocks along taehheark with seaweed at
the moment, because the tide was coming slowlhewhite-topped waves
creaming along the lower level of the beach. Somlkelen were running
along the sand, a small terrier at their heelssibgr Some men were fishing
from a rowing boat out in the bay. Further outyreal yacht sailed in the
distance, the wind flapping her sails energetically

'‘As a boy my greatest ambition was to have my owvat,bMatt said.
'Have you got one now?'

‘No. I've never had time. But | will buy one as s@s I'm settled in at Storm
Dance.'

'Horses and boats...' Lisa murmured softly. ‘A platbte.’
'l have to work hard to get it," Matt commentedydri
"You're lucky to have the chance,' Lisa said.

He laughed. 'Blunt but accurate.’

She flushed. 'I'm sorry--'



'Why should you be? You're absolutely right. Evaay | thank God I'm in
work. An actor's life can be pretty thankless. Mdnan half of us are
unemployed.’

'Have you ever been out of work?'

'Not so far. | moved from stunt driving to actingthout a pause. | had luck
on my side.’

She stole a glance at him, observing the touglwidss face; hard angles of
jaw and cheek, straight firm mouth, long nose. #swa face built for

endurance, the fleshless austerity only lightenetthé blinding blue flash of

his eyes.

/

Suddenly he turned his head and their eyes mea flished, instantly
self-conscious.

'I'm afraid Fran is going to be cross about tisisg said nervously.
He raised an eyebrow. 'Why should she?'

Suddenly angry with him, she snapped, 'You knoviggdy well why!
‘Do 17!

'Don't be absurd. Of course you do.'

''ve met Fran twice. | told you, I'm not her praye We're casual
acquaintances, that's all.'

'Does Fran see it like that, though?'
He shrugged. 'l really don't care.’

'Do you always disregard other people's feelings that?' Her tone was
contemptuous.



'‘Other people's feelings are their own businebsve enough trouble with
my own.'

'Have you got any?"

He gave her a long look. 'Oh, yes,' he said sdfflge day I'll tell you about
them.'

For some reason his tone made her grow flusterddiaeasy. She looked
away, trembling slightly.

'l find it interesting that you should be so comest about your sister's
reaction to our drive,' he drawled. 'l would haxpexcted you to be worried
about what Peter thought.'

She smiled. 'Peter trusts me enough not to worry.'

The car suddenly put on speed with a full-throatea, passing a hay cart at
going on for seventy miles an hour. Lisa's heaptiento her mouth as she
looked down the steep sides of the cliff at thekyobeach. They were
dangerously near the edge. She gripped her hageéshtr in her lap to
silence a cry of fear.

The car slowed again. Matt looked sideways at taing in the tense
position of her hands, the pale quivering lips.

'Did that frighten you?'

'Yes,' she said flatly, her voice husky.

He drew into the side in a layby and parked. Slogkéd at him in
bewilderment. He turned towards her, his arm sfjdiown the back of the

seat, surrounding her.

"You can't marry Peter Farrell,' he drawled. 'Yau'tllove him and | very
much doubt if he loves you.'



'l know you're an expert on affairs of the heaut, lprefer not to hear your
views, thank you,' she said angrily.

'What's the matter? Scared? Afraid | may force tgoiace some truths you
prefer to ignore?’

‘Certainly not!

‘What do you think you're going to get out of mage to Farrell? The status
quo? A peaceful, undemanding domestic arrangerikatthe one you've
got now?'

'It really is none of your business,' she snapped.

"You've got Farrell exactly where you want him— anglour thumb, is that
it?'

'What an unpleasant remark!" She flushed angrily.

"You aren't very good at facing hard facts, are, yasa? You've run away
from them for years. | imagine you wouldn't evenognise them now if
they walked up and hit you in the face.’

'What are you talking about?'

'I'm talking about you, and the fact that you apé and never have been in
love with Farrell.’

'How can you possibly make a statement like that?'
"The last time we discussed this, | kissed you eratyrer?'

She turned her head away, unable to meet his hlee ¢le waited for a
moment, as if expecting an answer.

Then he said drily, 'You remember, surely, Lisaaw©uld you like me to
refresh your memory? I'd be delighted.’



'Don't touch me!" she whispered in a shaking voice.

'‘Now that is a very interesting reaction,’ he mumeau 'You're even more
scared now than you were when | overtook that laayan the cliff road. |
wonder why?'

'I'm not scared. | just don't want you to kiss reke said hurriedly.
'Afraid you'd like it rather too much?' he taunted.
'I'd hate it!" She turned to face him, feeling lke&vild animal at bay.

His face was closer than it had been. She fellédflattering in her chest as
she met the impact of the blue eyes.

"You could be beautiful, do you know that?' he dskeftly, lifting one
leisurely hand to touch her chestnut hair. "Youm sksuperb. Those eyes of
yours are gorgeous.' The long fingers moved achesscheek with the
instinctive sensitivity of a blind man. She wasdhediypnotised, watching
him helplessly as he moved closer and closer.

One finger touched the corner of her mouth withlidjetness of a butterfly
wing. 'Lisa,’ he murmured under his breath. 'Lisa--

Her head was spinning dizzily. A reckless feelifgleasure swamped the
promptings of common sense. She knew he was jusisiag himself
because he had nothing else to do at the momentdalamouring of her
own needs silenced her still small voice of caution

Her lids closed, her head tilted back. ImmediaMbtt lowered his mouth

and their lips fused in a mutual explosion of paissLisa flung her arms

around his neck, touching the dark hair, her fiagearning the shape of his
head and neck, pulling him down closer, strokirgydiieek.

A darkness more complete than any winter night ensled them. The
moments lengthened. Their mouths explored each,qgithged and hungry.
Matt's hands were awakening pulses everywherertimyed. Lisa lost all



sense of time and consequence. Matt demanded, hendesponded, her
body leaping with new sensations.

Breathlessly Matt drew back, looking down at heudy eyes. 'That's how
you should look," he told her thickly. 'A woman lave looks like
that—bemused, enchanted...'

'| feel... drunk..." she said faintly.

He laughed. 'lt's far less pleasant being drunkeve me. You and Farrell
never touched those heights, did you?"

A lorry droned up behind them. The driver gavergglboot and put his head
out of the window to whistle insolently at themicdlwork if you can get it!"
he shouted before driving on.

Matt laughed.

Lisa suddenly became aware of herself again. Herbled hair, her
smudged lipstick, her flushed face— she loathedséierwith utter
contempt. She had let him make love to her agaspite all that she had
said. How many other girls had he 'taken up tdights'? How many other
girls had forgotten common sense in the potent spéis arms?

She sat up and began to tidy herself with shakarglh. Matt frowned.

'What's up now? Did that fellow embarrass you? Takaotice, it was only
harmless fun. He probably envied me.'

'l think we'd better go back home now," she saiflyst| don't think it would
be a good idea for me to meet your family today.'

'‘Don't retreat into that damned shell of yoursal'ibe said angrily.

"You've made your point,' she said bitterly. 'Adiht, | find you attractive. |
imagine most women do. That's how you make youmdivisn't it? Selling
yourself? They ought to put you into bottles. THaylakea fortune selling
your sex appeal to middle-aged men!



'Don't be sarcastic. It doesn't suit you.' His eyes narrowed in anger now.

'What does suit me, Mr Wolfe? What exactly do yantwfrom me? To fall
into your arms whenever you whistle?'

'Precisely,’ he drawled, a fugitive gleam of mogkearthe dark blue eyes.
"Well, sorry! I have no intention of playing youwrs of game.'

'Pity," he said. 'You play it rather well.'

Hot colour rushed into her face. That's a rotteng to say!

'Oh, come on,’, he said. 'We both enjoyed that Kssi may not be very
experienced, but your instincts are good.’

'‘And my instincts tell me right now that | oughtgo back home right away,’
she retorted furiously.

‘Too bad,' he said, starting the car once more s&v/eut to visit my parents,
and we'll damned well get there.’

Lisa sat back in her seat, seeing the futility aftpst, and silently avoided
his occasional sideways glances. They covered dke af the journey
without a single word being said. When he pulleaufside one of the little
cottages near Pelly Bridge, he turned to look at his blue eyes coolly
unsmiling.

You aren't going to be offhand with my parentsppe,’ he said cuttingly.

She gave him an indignant look. 'l have better mmasithan to make a public
scene,' she told him icily.

'I'm relieved to hear it. Come on, then.' He gage dsecond look. "Your
lipstick is smudged, by the way.'



She hastily got out her lipstick case and appliegH pink lipstick. Matt
produced a comb and ran it through her hair, mgefis gentle and deft.
Then he tipped up her chin with one finger andistitier coolly.

'Yes, that's how you ought to look.’

His parents were already at the front door to gife&n. Lisa followed him,
feeling absurdly shy and nervous. His mother smaletler as Matt pulled
her forward, his hand clamped around her wristpogsessive gesture.

Mrs Wolfe was a short, thin woman with curly dagirrand her son's bright
blue eyes. Her face was kind, intelligent and warm.

Her husband was a good foot taller than her. Hhadhshoulders and leonine
head gave him a distinguished look. His hair wh®sy, his eyes grey.

'So you are Lisa,' said Mrs Wolfe, leading her ittie little house. 'We
wondered what you would be like.'

Lisa was bewildered. They could not possibly hagartl of her from their
son. Who could they be mistaking her for?

Mrs Wolfe insisted on taking her into the kitchersee a new plant she had
bought while Mr Wolfe was talking to Matt. Lisa adted the plant's silvery
leaves, helped her hostess to make a pot of teaddtuit cake and laid a
tray. Together they returned to find Matt and hashér arguing over
football.

'No more of that," Mrs Wolfe told them firmly. 'ldsand | aren't interested in
you and your football! Sit down, Matt. Don't loothere's a good boy. Lisa,
give him his tea. He'll have a slice of my fruikeaoo.'

Matt meekly accepted both tea and fruit cake, gjtirsa a brief twinkling
glance as he did so. She sat down beside him sotagas commanded by
his mother. In this house there was no doubt whdhrilmgs. Mrs Wolfe, her
voice kind yet decided, seemed to see everythiran evhen she wasn't
looking.



'Lisa likes this house," Mrs Wolfe informed her basd.

He lifted interested grey eyes to Lisa's face. [§Ve it ourselves. Of course,
it's very inconvenient, but it has such charadtodern houses are very
nice, no doubt, but they look like little matchbexe me. This house is old
and eccentric—a bit like me," he added, grinning.

'Don't boast, Dad,' said Matt, smiling back.

'What sort of job do you do, Lisa?' Mr Wolfe aslgalitely, looking at her
again.

'l don't exactly have a job," she admitted shyllyuh the house for my
father.'

Mr Wolfe raised an eyebrow in a fashion which reteitt her strongly of
Matt. 'Ah, domesticated, eh? Matt, you've founciity here. There aren't
many of them left.’

"Your mother is dead, dear?' asked Mrs Wolfe.

'Yes, she. died when | was seventeen.'

'‘And you took over? That was very nice of you. Hgwa any brothers and
sisters?’

'One of each,' she admitted.
'‘And | suppose they help you when they're around?’
'Oh, yes,' she said, aware angrily of Matt's saemile.

'It must be very hard for you; a girl of your agikeb to get out and enjoy
herself," said Mrs Wolfe. 'Do you miss being frednaive a good time?'

'No," Lisa said flatly. 'l enjoy it all.’

'Oh, her life is just one mad whirl," Matt drawled.



She gave him a furious glare, but he grinned baklishly, his brows lifted
in satiric comment.

'Would you like to see the rest of the house, Lib&23 Wolfe asked her.

Lisa accepted, glad to escape from Matt's gaze.f8lmved the other

woman up the narrow, winding little stairs. The &®uvas crooked in
design, leaning like a ship in the wind, the flomabds creaking underfoot
with every step. The ceilings were uneven, thesnalilged. But there was a
warm, homely atmosphere which Lisa loved.

‘This is Matt's old room," said his mother, throgvimpen a door.

Lisa peered interestedly around at the narrow d@eered with a patchwork
quilt, the shelf of boy's books, the battereddittesk by the window and the
row upon row of rosettes and small silver Cups Wwidiecorated every spare
inch of wall.

'l keep all Matt's cups here. It seems the besgpta them. | was so relieved
when he gave up racing—I expected him to be kidedry hour of every
day while he was doing it. | still can't believe $igrvived it all. His best
friend was killed, you know, in that last crastdan't think Matt's ever got
over it. They were very close. Dai was a nice lbartoo nice for that gaudy
redhead he married. She used to come down hereMdthat one time,
dripping diamonds and sex appeal, patronisingfisright and centre. She
didn't even know we noticed, | think. She was tapsl. | was glad she
didn't marry Matt, but | felt sorry for poor Dailrs Wolfe sighed. 'l think he
and Matt quarrelled over her just before Dai wéledi That was one reason
why it hit Matt so hard, that accident. He felttheugh he'd caused Dai's
death.’

'Is that why he stopped racing?' Lisa asked shyly.

Mrs Wolfe nodded. 'l think so. He never said anyghio us, but we both
suspected that that was the reason. Of courses Bedith hardly affected
her. She went on making films and being photogrdmtenight clubs as if
nothing had happened. Now Matt tells me he's madifign with her.' She



snorted. 'Huh! He must be mad, getting involvechwier all over again.
That's why | was so pleased when he said he'd googver to see us.’

Lisa looked at her hesitantly. 'He told you he Wwasging me? But he only
asked me this afternoon!'

Mrs Wolfe smiled at her warmly. 'He didn't actuaigy when he would
bring you. He just mentioned you casually and saiel day he would drive
you over here. He thought we'd like you." She laaggimdulgently. 'Of
course, he knew we were hoping he would meet gy m@iak girl. The sort of
girls he meets in show business aren't the satrisfany mother wants her
son to bring home. He could see | was anxious dfiauseeing too much of
Livia Marlowe, so to prove that | needn't worry, tedd me about you.
Otherwise, I've no doubt, he would have kept yaloaely guarded secret
for months. Matt was always secretive, even asyd bo

Secretive and devious, thought Lisa, understanstinghuch more now. So
that was why he had insisted on bringing her heday. He had used her as
a shield to cloak his real interest from his mothedignation welled up
inside her.

It wouldn't have mattered so much if he hadn'tddsser like that. That had
been unforgivable. No doubt he had hoped she waeilsufficiently starry-
eyed after that kiss to give his mother the impogsthat they were madly in
love. That would have kept his mother happy for then

She followed Mrs Wolfe downstairs again, her exgi@s blank and
courteous. Not for worlds would she have let Mgi#irents see the seething
rage which was possessing her. She was in the@fQdsavage desire to hit
him. As she met his smiling blue eyes she hadgddr nails into her palms
to stop herself swinging out a fist at that angalan.

After saying friendly goodbyes, he drove her awayf Pelly Bridge, his
face all smiles. He whistled softly as he drovs,lbng hands steady on the
wheel.

After a moment he glanced at her, lifting one egabrYou're very quiet.
Did you enjoy it?"'



‘Your parents are very charming,' she said fla8g.is the house.’

He caught the hidden inflection of savagery and di@ice sharpened.
'What's wrong now?'

'You used me,’ she burst out.
'What?' A dark red flush came up into his face.ai\dre you talking about?'

'I'm talking about the reason you took me to meeitryparents, the reason
you wanted them to think | was someone speciabtg'ghe said bitterly.

He drove in silence for a moment, his brows a dlagkabove the blue eyes.
'‘And what was this reason?' he asked at last,dicg\non-committal.

'Livia Marlowe,' she said huskily.

For a while he said nothing else, then he gavebanpa bark of laughter.

"You and my mother certainly got on well, | seemHouch did she tell you

about Livia?'

'As much as she knows, | expect,’ Lisa said.

'Which is very little," he drawled. 'My mother pigo and two together and
makes a hundred.’

'I'll cap that," said Lisa. "There's no smoke withfare.'
'l thought you didn't like cliches,' he drawled.
‘There are some situations which demand them."

'‘And what my mother told you made you angry?' lkedsoftly. 'Were you
jealous, Lisa?'

This came too near the truth for comfort. She fdrem angry laugh.
‘Jealous? Of you? You're joking, of course. | bakelow you, and what | do



know, I don't like. You flirt with any girl who haens to be handy. You use
people. You're vain, arrogant and selfish. Why amheshould | be jealous?’

The car put on speed. Matt drove with an intentittehed expression, his
long mouth compressed, his eyes on the road. bisashorrified glance at
the speedometer, gulped and shut her eyes. Natidas would she let him
see how much she hated driving at such speeds.

When the car finally slowed down it was within digif her home. She
opened her eyes to find the familiar outline of tmaise flashing towards
her.

Matt drew up with a squeal of brakes and sat thasehands on the wheel,
not looking at her.

She said politely, "'Thank you for taking me to mgmir parents. | enjoyed
it. | suppose | ought to be grateful to you forcteiag me a necessary lesson
about flirts, too, but somehow I'm too annoyedéaybateful just yet.'

‘That's enough,’ he said between his teeth.

'I haven't had much experience of men like yowg'wsbnt on as if he hadn't
spoken. 'You're a bit like whisky. You have a ragifict, but it soon fades
away unless you take another shot, they tell mel #en if you have too
much, life becomes hellish. Dad gets a lot of abdiol in the surgery, and |
have to type outtheir cards. They all suffer frgpalling depression. Life is
grey and tasteless to them. I'd hate to feel hieg.'t

'I've got the point, Lisa," he said tightly. 'Stiyere.’
'l suppose you found racing as exciting as whigg'said reflectively. 'But
even that palls in time, doesn't it? Glamour wedfs| prefer life without

the tinsel. I'm not a tinsel type.'

He leaned across her and flung open the doorndtsitting here listening
to this. Goodnight, Lisa.'



'l thought it was me who didn't like home trutishie said sweetly. 'Don't you
want to kiss me goodbye, Matt?'

'‘God, you're asking for trouble," he spat suddetigning on her, his face
black with rage. 'Do you want me to kiss you? (BKit | thought you said
you disliked me?'

'l detest you,' she said. 'l just want to prove sibrimg to myself.’
'What's that?"

‘That I've been inoculated against you,' she tatd ¢almly. 'I've had my
injection. I'm proof against the worst you can devri

His eyes blazed. 'We'll see, shall we?"

He kissed her hard, his hands gripping her rouedwhisj, but to Lisa's
relief she felt none of the overpowering pleasure Bad felt before. She
kept her eyes open, looking over his shoulderetitirkening sky. The sun
was setting behind the trees in an orange glow.eSsiarlings nesting in the
trees flew up in a black flock and circled arougdiast the brightness of the
dying sun.

Matt drew away and looked at her unsmilingly.

Lisa gave him a hard, bright smile. 'Goodnight,\Wolfe," she said, and got
out of the car.

He slammed the door immediately and drove off b flaat she had not
reached the gate before he had vanished.



CHAPTER FOUR

WHEN Lisa let herself into the house she was surptsédd Fran and Peter
playing cards at the table in the sitting-room wépparent enjoyment.
Normally they had no time for each other, snappind snarling like hostile
dogs when they met. She stood in the doorway simgeyhem
incredulously.

Fran looked up and, amazingly, grinned at her. #W'om earth have you
been all this time? | was beginning to think Magidhabducted you." She
looked at Peter through her lashes, her pretty fisisehievous. 'Peter was
terribly jealous.'

Lisa had expected to be greeted with a furious deation when she
returned. She had been looking for tears, for rigeyild accusations—for
anything but this light teasing.

'We drove to Pelly Bridge,' she explained, her tcar@ful, 'Matt took me to
meet his parents.’

Fran's eyes widened in disbelief. 'Why on eartlukhbe want to take you
there? How frightfully dull! What were they like?'

'Very nice,’ said Lisa.
'l would have expected him to buy them a betterskguFran said
thoughtfully. 'He must be rolling in money. | womdé he's mean? Rich

people often are, they say.’'

'What does Mr Wolfe's father do?' Doctor Baynarkkeds laying his cards
on the table face down.

'He works at St George's,’ Lisa told him.

'A doctor?' Her father looked interested. 'Whabimcidence!'



'‘No," she explained, telling him about Mr Wolfedb j He listened, nodding,
watching her face with curious eyes which took ér high colour, her
liveliness,, with speculation.

Fran fidgeted irritably. 'Dad, are we going to simithis game or not? Hurry
up! Lisa, make a cup of tea, will you, there's ard&ou're distracting Dad.’

Lisa strolled into the kitchen and heard them cargiwith the game noisily,
arguing like children.

'I'm out,’ Fran said triumphantly.

‘Jam, pure jam," Peter muttered. 'That's the fduwatid you've won in a row.
| think you must be cheating."'

'Steady, children,’ Doctor Baynard warned themmaesin his voice.
"You're just a rotten loser," Fran objected loudly.

‘Not to mention a rotten card player.’

'l show you what a bad loser | am!" Peter sardtwfully. A moment later
Fran's slender figure shot through into the kitchieer eyes bright, her
mouth curved in laughter.

'Help,' she gasped to Lisa. 'Hide me!'

Peter came into the room, his expression torn k@twamusement and
determination. Fran sheltered behind Lisa, giggliSgave me from your
mad boyfriend !" she cried as Peter dodged aroniiedtth her.

"You wait until | catch you,' Peter snapped. téthch you to cheat at cards!
The next moment he had dragged Fran out from bdbsa] flinging her
over his shoulder like a sack of coals, her legkikg wildly. He carried her,

shrieking breathlessly, from the kitchen out oite bong terrace which ran
along the back of the house. Lisa, laughing, wenwidh making the tea.



Through the window she saw Peter fling Fran intodid garden hammock
which was slung there, setting it swinging violgntl

Fran's voice drifted in through the window. "Yowabe.. you horrible beast!

Lisa covered the pot with the knitted cosy she madie herself, turning
away to find the cups and saucers. She laid theanomthe kitchen table,
mentally counting the number who wanted tea, themtwo call up to
Timmy to ask if he wanted a drink.

'‘No, thanks," he shouted back. 'What's all the eagioing on down
there?"Fran and Peter playing cards,' she cadlek.b

'l thought it was World War Three,' he said calmly.

She went back into the kitchen to pour the tea touk it into the
sitting-room. Her father had put a record on hesest equipment. The gentle
sadness of Dvorak's 'New World' symphony echoedrafdéhe room. Lisa
kissed the top of her father's head as she plasexip in front of him.

‘There you are. Drink that.'

He lifted the cup to his mouth and sipped it pleally. 'So you enjoyed
your visit to Mr Wolfe's home?"

'Very much,' she admitted. 'The house was charnhiogn understand why
they love it so much.’

He nodded. 'Money isn't everything, is it, darling® can be perfectly
happy if you have just enough.'

She smiled at him 'You certainly are,’ she agr&ge you a comfortable
home and a little music and you're in heaven, ayea?'

She looked at the other cups, cooling on the t&Mbere on earth are Fran
and Peter?' She went out into the kitchen to balintand Fran shot into the
room, her face very flushed, her eyes bright wethper.



Lisa's heart sank. Had Fran quarrelled with Pegam& She hated to have
the peace of the house disturbed by squabblesr téau..." she reminded
Fran.

'Don't want any," Fran snapped, vanishing upstairs.

Timmy sauntered along the hall, chewing a toffééhat's up with Fran?
She looks as if someone had tied a tin can todier t

'I've no idea,’ Lisa sighed.

'I'm going to bed early,’ said Timmy, abandoning dirscussion. 'I've got to
get up at crack of dawn to deliver my papers.’

He had a newspaper round in the local streets,ingpm considerable
amount to supplement his weekly pocket money. Timvag saving up to

buy himself an expensive racing bicycle. Still @®ol, he spent very little
money, preferring sports activities to girl-friend&ost of his spare time was
filled up with homework. He was taking three A-leegaminations which

he was determined to pass so that he could goiversity one day.

Lisa heard Fran's bedroom door slam shut and frdwhny did Fran have
to quarrel with Peter so much?

He came in from the terrace at that moment, his &scflushed as Fran's had
been. There was a tight, angry look around his muadich worried her.

'I'm going,' he said tersely.
She was astonished. 'So early?’

''ve some homework to correct,' he said abrupthd walked towards the
door.

Lisa followed him, expecting him to kiss her goaghti but he avoided her
eyes and left with a muttered farewell.



She watched him disappear with an anxious face. iWassible that Peter
was annoyed with her after all? Had he been jedbegause she went out
with Matt Wolfe? He had shown no signs of it asffirbut then he was
sometimes oblique in his reactions. He might haygpeessed any feeling of
jealousy, only to have it rise up again later wherhad had time to think.

When he had gone, she joined her father in théértcHe was inspecting
the remains of the roast beef with resignation.

' might as well have some of this for suppertdié her. 'Make a salad to go
with it.'

'What about Fran?' asked Lisa anxiously.

'‘Where is she?' Doctor Baynard asked in returrexppect she wants
something if she's going to stay in tonight. Has gbt a date, Lisa?'

'I'll go up and ask her,’ Lisa said reluctantlyeSid not look forward to an
argument with her sister.

When she tapped on Fran's door her sister answvieraa oddly muffled
voice, 'I'm changing.’

'Will you be in for supper?' Lisa asked through tlwer. 'I'm afraid there
isn't much choice. You could have roast beef atatisaith us, or if you like
| could do you some scrambled egg on toast, orgpsran omelette.’

'‘No, thank you,' Fran called, her voice cleardn oing out later.’

Lisa hesitated. 'With Tony?' She did not ask hémsbly Jaer heart should
miss a beat at the unbidden thought that Fran nigte a date with Matt.

'‘No," Fran said flatly.

Lisa ran her tongue over her dry lips. Why on edrthshe feel so incredibly
nervous suddenly?

'With Matt Wolfe?'



Fran's voice sounded wearily irritable. 'For he&vesake, Lisa, stop
cross-questioning me! What business is it of youhre | have a date with? |
can go out with Jack the Ripper if | like, can't 1?

'I'm sorry,' Lisa said quietly. 'l didn't mean tmpe.’

‘Then just leave me alone,’ Fran snapped. '‘Anyvaypu can go off with
Matt Wolfe without a word, why should | have to aoot for my
whereabouts every minute of the day?"

Lisa sighed, admitting the justice of the accusatitm sorry if you resented
my going with him,' she said gently. "'There wasimg to it. | think he did it
on impulse.’

Fran opened the door. She was wearing a startlohyiyg black dress Lisa
had never seen before, the skirt very brief ankitidting, the bodice cut
rather low.

Lisa's eyes widened. 'You're not going out with tWslblfe in that?'

'Why not?' snapped Fran dangerously.

'It's ... it's an invitation to rape!' Lisa gasped.

Fran tossed her head, her eyes scornful. "You'va gery nasty mind, Lisa.'

'So has Matt Wolfe," Lisa murmured drily.

Fran passed her and went out, slamming the froat dehind her. Lisa
joined her father in the kitchen and prepared tbeéning meal.

'Fran gone out?' Doctor Baynard asked casually.

Lisa nodded. 'Dad, is Fran cross with me becausent out with Matt
Wolfe?'

'I've no idea,' he shrugged.



She sighed, staring down at the food she was prgpavith a weary
expression.

Her father watched her thoughtfully. "You look tite death. Why don't you
have a holiday?’

She looked round at him, her expression increduldagl, what on earth are
you talking about? How on earth could | go on haji?l On my own, you

mean? At this time of year?' She smiled. 'In casehadn't noticed, Dad, it
is autumn. And who would look after the house whikas away?’

'Don't let that bother you. We'll manage. Fran darmost of the cooking.
It's time she tried her hand at managing a housgvé&\been very selfish.
We've let you carry everything for far too long.deserve a break.'

She was tempted, staring at his face intently. Vi&here would | go?'

'l suggest London,' he said. 'You've lived besidedea all your life. Time
you took a look at the big city.’

'‘London,' she said faintly, her eyes dreamy. St'®aestminster Abbey,
the West End with its shops and restaurants, theef@f London and
Buckingham Palace. She had been there before,uné&€oShe knew her
way around the sprawling metropolis. She had néean there alone
before, though, and suddenly the idea became egciti

Doctor Baynard laughed. 'l see the idea appealsuoGood!
'When shall | go?' she asked.

'No time like the present,’ he shrugged. 'Tomorm@rning | suggest you
ring up a few hotels and book yourself into on¢heim for a week.'

‘A week! That long?'
'If you enjoy yourself you can even stay on foodrfight," he said, grinning.

'‘Buy yourself some new clothes. Go to the the#®rew concerts, maybe?
Whatever you like. I'll write you a cheque to coaely emergencies.'



She hugged him. 'You're wonderful! It's just whatekd at the moment!
'Yes, | thought it might be," he said smoothly.

She looked at him enquiringly, flushing. Did he gerst the turmoil which
was churning around inside her? Had he some idéeeddffect Matt Wolfe
had had on her?

Doctor Baynard's eyes were calmly affectionatevdht you to be happy,
Lisa.'

Next morning over breakfast she broke the newsda,Fwho looked at her
with wide, horrified eyes. 'Going away? Lisa! Why?'

Lisa was puzzled by her sister's tone. 'For a hglid London to buy myself
some new clothes and do a few theatres. You wand taking over while
I'm away, will you?'

'Oh, of course not. No, I'll be glad.' Fran staaeder as if trying to read what
lay behind Lisa's serene expression. 'But ... ngtis wrong, is it? You ...
you haven't quarrelled with Peter? Last night—'

'‘Quarrelled with Peter? No.' Lisa flushed. Had Pbaen furious with her
for going off with Matt Wolfe? Guiltily she askedVhy? Did he seem
annoyed with me?"

'‘Annoyed? No," said Fran hurriedly. 'l just thoughBhe broke off, her eyes
widening. 'Oh, you mean because you went for aedsith Matt?'

'What else?' asked Lisa in bewilderment.

Fran flushed deeply. 'Well, he was a bit annoyed | think he got over it.’
She moved her hands restlessly, pushing back hist dunust rush. | have
to get to work on time today. The editor has sthrnteking remarks about
punctuality.'



'‘But it will be all right for me to go to London?od do think you can cope?"
Lisa asked, following her out into the hall.

'Of course | can cope. Go ahead and book up,'aid. 'When are you
leaving?.'

'l haven't decided. It depends whether | can geben somewhere or not.'
'You should be able to at this time of year!"

'Well, we'll see.’

'Shall you look up Cherry?' asked Fran on impuseshe turned away.
'‘Cherry!' Lisa's face lit up. 'I'd forgotten ...eshin London now, isn't she?'

Fran nodded. 'She got back from Tokyo last montim'td/ou remember?
She sent us a card the day she got back, givifgeueew address. Where
did I put that?' Fran frowned, chewing on herditinger. 'l know! In the
letter-rack...." She rushed off to get it and neddl, throwing it to Lisa.
‘There! Give Cherry a ring this morning and fixaijunch or something."'

"Il do that," said Lisa, looking at the card.

When Fran had gone, she picked up the London dimgdter father had
produced from his surgery and flipped over the pagesearch of a good
hotel. The first three she tried were scornfulrédm for a week? Oh, no,
madam..."' Feeling disconsolate, she decided to rivegr@ first. She needed
cheering up.

Cherry was ecstatic at hearing her voice. She lead hisa's best friend at
school, but they had seen little of each otherest@berry took up a job with
a Japanese shipping firm.

'‘Coming to London, darling? Super!" Cherry, sineaving school, had

acquired an affected English accent with an aniatecdrawl she had never
possessed as a girl. It helped, she told themeltoher to her Japanese
contacts, who expected her to talk like this.



'‘Where will you be staying?' Cherry demanded later.

'l haven't booked up with a hotel yet," admittedali'l'll ring you when |
arrive and let you know.’

'‘But, Lisa darling, you can stay here! My flatma®ff to New York today
for a month. You can have her room.’

'Oh! That's very nice of you, Cherry, but your friemight not like the idea.’

'Of course she will, silly one! Sometimes she'syafeasix months and then
she sublets it to someone.'

'Perhaps | could pay her?' Lisa suggested nervously

Cherry laughed. 'Don't even suggest it! While 1 we$okyo she found us a
new flat and when | got back there was an airliogtéss living in my room.
Believe me, Jenny won't mind. You've got my addrkasen't you?'

'Yes.'

‘Then just pop along here when you arrive. I'll tieé porter to let you into

the flat. He'll be in the cubbyhole downstairs lie entrance lobby. Make
yourself at home if I'm not in ... darling Lisanging to see you. | must dash
now, I'm late for work.’

When she had rung off, Lisa sat down to contempatehole week in
London, her eyes like candles in her flushed f& e felt as if she had won
the football pools ... sudden, glorious richesdafore her so unexpectedly !

After morning surgery she made her father someeeddind sat beside him,
excitedly telling him about Cherry's suggestion. $teiled, watching her
face.

'‘And you're going tomorrow?"

'So soon?' She had not considered an actual tineaweing, and her eyes
widened in apprehension.



‘The sooner the better, don't you think? Don'tyldlgsa, or you may never
go. You know how routine can jangle one into kn@st through it with a
sharp knife. Go tomorrow.'

'l suppose | could...’

'Of course you can.' He put down his cup and stgndl must get on with

my rounds. Pack your case, my dear, and make aofistecessary

instructions for Fran. You need this holiday and geserve it, too.'

She took the coffee cups through to the kitchen aaghed them up
automatically, her mind abstracted. A firm knocktlbe door startled her out
of her trance. She dried her hands and went tavkeet was, half expecting
to find some anxious patient on the doorstep.

It was Matt, wearing a heavy black sweater withoto meck and black
trousers.

She blinked at him, too surprised to say anything.

From behind his back he produced a bunch of dadkroses, still just
swelling out of their tight bud, their scented healew-sprinkled.

'A peace-offering,’ he said gravely.
Lisa took them automatically, her eyes huge. 'Thank'

He glanced past her into the house. 'Aren't yong@to offer me a cup of
coffee?’

She hesitated. She did not want to have him neadthsurt just to look at
him, although she preferred not to ask herself v8he despised him, she
reminded herself. He was contemptible, a flirt,caersized ego walking
around in a far too attractive body.

'| can't apologise on your doorstep,’ he said goftl



'‘No need to apologise,' she said, her eyes fixethemoses. The colour of
blood, she thought, dark red, dramatic.

Suddenly he lifted her by her elbows, like a stifinted doll, moving her
out of the way so that he could come in and clbsalbor.

'‘Well, really!" Her face was suffused with hot amlo'You have a nerve!'

'l was always told that when you met an immovalblec you moved it," he
said mockingly. The handsome, sardonic face twahklewn at her. 'Now,
about that coffee...’

Lisa knew when there was no point in fighting. Terow she would be in
London. She would not see him for at least a w&e knew she was
secretly delighted to see him now, despite heikéisher contempt.

'Oh, very well," she shrugged, turning away.

He followed her down the hall to the kitchen, lehren the wall and
watched her making the coffee, her movements defiaacustomed.

"You do everything so gracefully,” he said suddeivlgu make ordinary acts
look beautiful.’

She flushed, surprised and gratified. 'Thank ydo!one had ever said such
a thing to her before. Even Peter had always betcet of her appearance,
slightly regretful that she was not better looking.

"You sound surprised,’ he said. 'l don't know why ghould. Surely even
Farrell must have noticed how graceful you are?'

'He's never said so,' she said, shrugging a shoulde
‘The man's a fool. | suspected it, now I'm certain.

'Don't criticise him!" She turned towards him ndwey eyes angry. He had
betrayed her yesterday into an act of disloyaliyatials Peter. She would not



make that mistake again. 'You of all people haveigiat to run him down.
Peter is kind and decent.’

‘And I'm not?' His mouth twisted.

‘Well, are you?' Her eyes challenged him. 'Whatyane doing here, Matt
Wolfe? Bringing me flowers, apologising ... isit'@all just to satisfy your
own vanity? You hated me for telling you the truttou want to make me
take all those things back. You want to charm ne smbmission again.'

He moved towards her with a panther-like tread glyess holding hers. 'Do
I? Could I, Lisa?'

'No," she said, backing away. She turned and bpgaring coffee with an
unsteady hand. 'You're a dangerous sort of mant. Mat love to be the
centre of attraction. Any woman you meet has td fjou irresistible and
you'll go to any lengths to make her do so. I'nmsfor you. In a way you're
pathetic. All that hunger for adoration—'

'‘Adoration? Is that what you felt?' he asked moglyinbending towards her.
She stiffened angrily and pushed his cup towaras rink that and go.’
He laughed. 'First | want to say what | came ta'say

'l don't want to hear it!"

‘That's a pity, because you're going to have terlis

She turned away and walked towards the door, buhbeed after her,
caught her by the arm and swung her round to fame h

'‘Get your hands off me!’
'‘Just stand there and listen,' he said.

'l told you..."



'Lisa, don't make me mad or | might lose my heatlsay or do things we'll
both regret,’ he said savagely.

'l regret | ever met you,' she retorted.

‘All right,’ he nodded, 'l know how you feel. Youade that very plain
yesterday. Now, will you listen?’

She drew a sharp breath. "Well?"

'My mother has never liked Livia Marlowe. When s$tgard | was going to

make a film with her, she was very upset. That i@drme, because she
suffers from angina and | didn't want to place atrgin on her heart. So |
thought that if | gave her the idea that | wasaesiy interested in another
girl it might calm her down. I'd met you that firsght—you looked the sort

of girl my mother would approve of, so | told héoat you.'

‘Why couldn't you have made it Fran?' she demariDétlit never occur to
you that if anything got back to Peter, it mightkearouble for me?’

'l couldn't tell her about Fran, to be honest, hiseamy mother would no
more approve of Fran than she does of Livia," ek gramly.

'What's wrong with Fran?' Lisa v/as indignant n8Wve was fond of her little
sister. How dare he imply that Fran was anythikg Liivia Marlowe!'

'Fran is far too young for me,' he said. 'What'sanehe's shallow and very
selfish. My mother's a shrewd judge of charactere @ok and she would
have known all about Fran.'

Lisa flushed crossly. 'Fran's too good for youmin opinion, and you can
tell your mother so!" She looked at him with loathi'And what about the
consequences for me? It doesn't matter to you twwah you do to other
people, | suppose? If Peter ever found out whapéragd yesterday he'd be
furious!

'Lisa, | meant what | said about him. Peter Farsaelt fit to be your husband.
He doesn't know you. He has no idea what you'réyrigee.’



"You don't know what you're talking about! You'veyomet Peter a couple
of times. How can you judge him on that?'

'I've seen him with you. He doesn't value you as sfwould be valued. You
have qualities to which he's blind.’

She was silent, taken aback by the sincerity of/bise and eyes.

Quietly, he went on, 'Peter Farrell is one of thosn who are taken in by
the packaging. He wants a wife who's all tinsel ahdons. Someone like
Fran, in fact.'

She stared at him, her eyes opened to their fubgttnt. 'Like Fran?'
Suddenly a blinding light shone inside her heaek &w the past unrolling
like a film. Peter looking at Fran ... Peter angidyen Fran went out with
other men ... Peter continually criticising Fraaggedly complaining about
her, but always, watching her...

Taking her fixed stare for disagreement, Matt shiickly, "You're too blind,
Lisa. You won't see what's right in front of yoyes. Farrell has been going
out with you for so long that the two of you newen talk any more.
You've both altered over the years, but you hawsh noticed the changes
in each other. What did he say when you got badteyday? Was he
jealous?’

She slowly shook her head. 'He ... didn't say awor

Matt spread his hands in an eloquent gesture.ylgim had gone off with
another chap for hours I'd have had plenty to baligve me! Lovers are
jealous, Lisa. Lovers are blind, too—blind to tlaalfs in those they love.
Farrell isn't blind to your faults. He wants to cbaryou, to make you more
like your sister.'

It was true, she realised. Peter was always sgystghat, in one way or
another. Why had she never realised it before? etavid she have been so
blind?



'‘And you,' Matt went on, 'do you really think yoamt a man who's prepared
to wait patiently for years for you? If Farrell led you, he'd sweep you off
your feet, despite your protests, and marry yaanate.'

Lisa wanted to be alone to think. He had broketheppattern of her mind,
the comfortable pattern on which she had intendedddel her life, and she
needed time to sort the fragments into some sorewof order. Confused
thoughts were milling about inside her head. Shealfsorientated.

'If you've finished your coffee | think you showgd now," she said coldly. 'l
have a lot of things to do this morning.'

His mouth straightened in a grim line. 'You reftsdisten, do you, Lisa? |
thought you had enough brains and enough courageetthe truth once it
was pointed out to you.'

'l don't want to discuss it any more,' she saidyingp to the door and
opening it.

His hand slammed it shut. Standing close besidéhédooked down, his
eyes blazing contemptuously. 'How much longer ategoing to shut your
eyes to the truth?'

‘The truth? What would you know about truth? Yogskid me yesterday and
you hoped to cheat me into thinking you found nteaetive ... why should |
listen to anything you say?'

'Do you want me to admit | find you very attractVee asked huskily.

'l don't want you to do anything but get out othbuse. | can forgive you
for lying to your mother— your reason was underdédrte. But you had no
excuse for making love to me. That wasn't necessaypu'd told me the

situation, asked me to help you convince your mosiee needn't worry
about you, | would have gone along with the preteiYou didn't need to lie
to me.'

'I'm not lying," he said. 'l wanted to kiss you.'



'‘Goodbye, Mr Wolfe," she said flatly.

'Will you have dinner with me tonight?'

She gave him a look of astounded scorn. 'l will'not
‘Tomorrow, then?'

'Do | have to spell it out for you? | never wantgt eyes on you again. N'l
don't give up easily,' he said. Til be back.'

Lisa walked to the front door, opened it and sttoete with a stubbornly
defiant air as he walked through. He gave her g,lsardonic smile.

'l may have lost the battle, but | haven't lostwilae," he said softly.

She slammed the front door. Then she marched Inéckhe kitchen, took
his red roses and went out to the dustbin and rairthnem into it, heads
down. One or two of them broke and soft dewy peflalsted away from
them. Lisa felt intolerable grief at this destroati She pulled them out again
and looked at them, biting her lip. Poor thingsyttooked tattered now. She
broke off one which was still perfect and took jistairs to her bedroom.
There she gently pressed it between the pagebadlaof poems.

She packed her case, then sat down and wrotelongdist of instructions
for Fran. Her father came back for lunch just astsd finished, and she had
to prepare a scratch meal for the two of them.

The rest of the day flew past. In bed that nigletwiondered how she would
feel when she reached London. She could not seselhaway from
Saintpel. Whenever she tried, the image dissol&e had always been
here, running her father's house, looking afternether and sister, helping
in the surgery. Her whole idea of herself was se4 irigid framework of
habit. Now that framework was being pulled away simel had no idea what
things would be like when it had gone.



She fell asleep at last, her mind still disturbaag had strange unsettling
dreams which lingered in her thoughts after she d@dup and begun to
make the breakfast.

Fran studied the list with a little frown. *
'Do you think you understand it all?' Lisa askegiansly.

'Of course | do. It seems quite straightforwardjdsFran. 'Look, stop
fussing, Lisa. | can cope.’

Lisa was almost puzzled by Fran's helpful attituée: so long Fran had
been reluctant to help at home, skipping out of woyk she was asked to
do. Now she seemed eager to do everything, eaget tdsa off to London,
pressing her to go and forget all about the housewo

Doctor Baynard drove Lisa to the station beforsdteout on his rounds. The
journey from Cornwall was a long one, and it wobddlate afternoon when
she reached London. He urged her to make surga@bdé meal on the train.
'Don't skip lunch, now. It will help to pass then&, don't forget. Have you
got enough to read? Can | buy you some magazines?'

''ve got two books,' she said quickly. 'l don'edeanything else. | shall
enjoy just looking out of the window. It's so losigice | went on a train.’

She kissed her father on the cheek and got intedh#age, arranging her
books and her coat on the rack above. Her fatltehst case in beside them,
then got down onto the platform again.

'Enjoy yourself," he said gently.

She leaned out of the window, waving until he watsad sight. Then she sat
back in her seat and stared out at the fieldseasftashed past.

She had not seen Peter to say goodbye. He hadipuinghe evening to tell
her he was busy with some work connected with aexdribition, and she
had told him about the holiday. Peter had seemgatisad, but he had not
tried to talk her out of it. On the contrary, helhaged her to buy plenty of



new clothes in London. Their conversation had Haesf, almost formal.
When he had rung off Lisa had turned to find Fratcling her anxiously,
and the new suspicions planted in her mind by Matt grown more likely
as she met Fran's furtive glance.

'What did Peter say?' Fran had asked.
'Nothing much,’ she had replied casually.
Fran had turned away, her face troubled.

Looking back, Lisa felt a new enlightenment. Wasassible that Fran was
as interested in Peter as he was in Fran? Coulditten attraction be
'mutual?

Were Peter and Fran aware of it, though? Or wenggtill hating each other
on the surface?

She looked out of the window at the pale autumn skgt with filmy light,
as delicate as a dragonfly's wing. Did all thissexanyway? Or was it all
merely the conjured myth of Matt Wolfe's deviousxd# He had the actor's
ability to convey a ring of truth even in his weaké&all stories. Somehow
those cruel, beautiful blue eyes could compel faittnen he talked about
Peter being attracted to Fran, somehow she hadfbesd to believe him.

A wave of cold shock ran over her. Had she evenedhaio believe him?
Hadn't she felt a great relief at the thought?

All these years she and Peter had talked of gettiagied, had she ever
really believed it, wanted it? Wasn't that why slael never made any real
attempt to find a way out of her problems with fagnily? They had been an

excuse all these years. She had used them adc ateenst Peter.

The words were vaguely familiar as she thought thdéhen she
remembered, biting her lip.



Hadn't she accused Matt of using her, of makingah&ield behind which
he could hide?

She had been so bitterly indignant about it, yetlsérself had been doing
the same thing for years. People did use each wmthieat shamefully selfish
way. She thought of herself hurling wild accusagiah Matt and shuddered
with distaste. How self-righteous could you get? Wander he had been
furious with her! It was really astounding thathee been generous enough
to come round yesterday with flowers to make it her. And then she
had compounded her offence by hurling the beauitiings into a dustbin!

Motives are so tangled and incomprehensible, stegtht sadly. I'm not a
very nice person, after all. All these years, tagnmyself into a martyr,
pretending that | was sacrificing myself to the flgnwhen | was just trying
to escape from Peter. Why was it so hard to knogseilfi?

She opened her detective story, hoping to escapevire thoughts, but it
was heavy going, forcing her waythrough the plothwiher own life
constantly bubbling up inside her head.

When they pulled into the London station she wals @tly half way
through Chapter One, and none of the characterbé@ame real to her.

She took a taxi to Cherry's flat. It was dusk, #mal streets were crowded
with people hurrying home from work early. The moithe traffic, confused

and alarmed her. The taxi swerved through the reseaf cars, hooting

sarcastically now and then. Pigeons flew up in gasals of beating wings.

The glare of the yellow street lamps made the skeyrsfoggy. Shops began
to glow with soft lights. She stared out of thei tasndows, trying to adjust

to her new surroundings.

The taxi halted in front of a red-brick buildingsh paid him, lifted her case
out of the cab and stared up at rows of blank wivedo

Pushing through the swing doors, she looked ardbedlong lobby. A
porter in a uniform advanced towards her, and stiked at him nervously.

'I'm Miss Baynard. I'm visiting Miss Thaxted.'



He smiled politely. 'Of course, miss. She left & f@& you at my desk.' He
produced the key, gestured to the lifts. 'Herdlati the third floor. Want me
to come up with you?"

'No, that's all right,’ she said with false confide. 'l can manage.’

In the lift she looked dubiously at the panel, tpeessed the button marked
3.

The doors slid shut and the lift rose with a saftring sound. When the
doors opened again she found herself facing a tmmgdor. She walked
down it, inspecting each door. At last she camé&one with Cherry's
number on it.

The flat was surprisingly spacious—one long sittimgom with an

L-shaped kitchen alcove; two small bedrooms andathrbom. Putting
down her case, Lisa crossed to the windows andifberself looking down
into a darkening London street. A bare plane tteedsopposite. A street
lamp gave a circle of yellow light.

Lisa drew the curtains and stood looking aroundrdwen. Well, she told
herself, I'm here. This is London. She felt deféem® a snail without a
shell. For the first time in her life she was om ben, with no one to look
after but herself, and no one who cared what haapéo her. It was a
devastatingly lonely experience.



CHAPTER FIVE

CHERRY was small and dark and vivacious, a girl who hat ler way
through the world with her own talents and stikdkhed further ambitions.
At school Lisa had never suspected that Cherry avdalthe things she had
done. Cherry had been so popular, a honeypot sudeslby bees. Any boy
in the school would have been delighted to date Iidrisa had thought
about it, she would have prophesied that Cherryladvget married early and
settle down as a happy wife and mother. Far fromglthis, Cherry had
gone to London, joined a large international smgpiompany with a home
base in Japan, and spent the years since leavhogldcavelling around the
world as a high- powered executive.

Kissing her warmly, Cherry gave a scream of dismB®arling, your
clothes! You can't go out like that! People woulars at you in the streets!'

Lisa glanced down at her skirt and sweater. 'lthdt bad?' she asked
ruefully.

'Worse,' Cherry shuddered. 'l was being kind.'
Lisa laughed. 'Thank you!

'Seriously, darling, you must get some new clothegas taking you to a
party tonight, but | can't take you looking likeefugee from Oxfam.' She
chewed her little finger thoughtfully. 'l know! Yatan borrow some of my
flatmate's clothes. She's more or less your sizere-wd my clothes would
fit you. You must be three inches taller than me!

'Oh, | couldn't...’ Lisa began, but Cherry was algeadnmaging through
the tall wardrobe which was fitted into an alco¥eh® room. She whirled
round, holding out a long black dress.

‘This should fit.'
Lisa took it doubtfully, holding it out at arm'snigth. It was made of some

clinging material, silky and fragile. Somethingttgred along the hem, a
faint trail of silvery dust sprinkled to make atea.



‘Try it on," Cherry protested. 'You can't tell lmpking at it on a hanger!

Lisa laid the dress down on the bed. 'Look, I'pske party tonight, if you
don't mind—'

'Oh, but | do, darling," Cherry said firmly. Shekohold of Lisa's sweater
neck. 'Come on, off, off, ye lendings!

In a moment Lisa was stripped to her plain white. <Lherry regarded this
with distaste.

'What a dreary object! Where have you been livinga? The North Pole?

Well, never mind. I'll find you something bettetda' First things first." She

slipped the black dress over Lisa's head, twit@retladjusted it for endless
minutes, then stood back and stared at her withrikbace.

Lisa looked back, anxiously. There was rather ¢ésbe dress than she had
expected, rather less than she had ever worn b&tbeze was no back, no
sleeves and very little front. She felt naked, esqab idiotic.

'l can't wear this! It's ... indecent!

‘That settles it, then," Cherry sighed. 'It's peitfe

‘Cherry!

'Darling, your taste is so awful that anything ymd that terrifying must be
good.’

'Let me see what it looks like," Lisa demanded.

Cherry grabbed her arm. 'Not yet. First a bath.’

‘A bath? | had one this morning!

‘Not this sort of bath you didn't,’ said Cherrynmring the black dress from

her with a whisk of silk. She pushed Lisa acrossfkt, turned on the bath
taps and poured all sorts of scented, bubbly thinggsthe water so that it



foamed up like Niagara and the air was filled vatheady fragrance. 'Now,'
said Cherry, 'soak for fifteen minutes. That wilggme time to do a few
jobs of my own." She looked at Lisa's face closd@lyank God your skin is
so good! You don't deserve it. I'll style your hatile | do your face.’

She slammed out of the bathroom and Lisa got ih& kath. It was a
delicious sensation, one she had never had bdaths were functional in
her experience. She had never known water so sitkyperfumed. After a
while her skin seemed to take on the propertieshef bathwater too,
growing smoother and more scented with each montm. lay back,
sighing, closing her eyes.

Her hedonistic moments flew past. Then Cherry wabké room again, her
face oddly white and stiff. 'Face pack,' she mumhitheough tight lips. 'Get
out.'

Lisa climbed out and was enveloped in a white tewelling gown.

Cherry pushed her down onto a wicker bathroom stmol began to do
things to her face with cotton wool and creams bons. Lastly she
shampooed Lisa's hair with a shampoo which smetis#s and apples.

'Sit still,' she commanded, producing a pair o$sais.

'What are you going to do?' Lisa was horrified. $hea protective hand up
to her hair. 'No, Cherry!"

Cherry grimly pushed her hand down and began toldsa gave up the
ghost at that moment, watching her thick lustroudscof hair fall down
towards die floor.

Cherry made a little groan. She moved away tow#rdsbathroom basin
and began to wash her face pack off, with littlasiping movements and
soft dabs.

'I'll probably look like the ghost of Whistler's ther all evening,' she
moaned as she dried her face with cotton wool.



Lisa had stood up and was staring at herself irstis@my bathroom mirror.
Shorn and naked-looking, her face seemed thinreepaltid.

'What have you done?' she asked Cherry miserably.

'Wait and see,’ Cherry retorted. '‘Come on, we ¢aar aip the mess later.
The party starts at eight and we have lots to dorbeve leave.'

Lisa followed her like a lamb. Cherry found a hayet and began to brush
and dry Lisa's hair, whistling under her breattaioheerful fashion which
incensed Lisa.

The next few minutes passed like some incredibleami Lisa was
conscious of incredulity, of despair, of a wildieéthat she was going mad.

At last Cherry pushed her towards a mirror. 'THesled said, triumphantly.

Lisa looked. And looked again, searching for thenif@ar image, the
reflection she usually saw.

It was absent. Instead there was this strangestgrder, sophisticated, in a
stunning black dress which clung wherever it todched revealed vast
amounts of white skin. Rich chestnut curls riotédeer the girl's head. Her
white neck rose like a swan's from the barbarittegliof a brass necklace,
row upon row of metal crescent shapes which clinked shone as she
turned her head.

Lisa stopped breathing for a second. 'Is it me2'astked faintly.
'‘Congratulations will be received,' Cherry crowed.

Lisa looked round at her, her golden-brown eyeshlts ... fantastic!'
Cherry grinned. 'Right. Now sit very still and doeven breathe. | have to
work a similar miracle on myself.' She vanished imér own bedroom. Lisa
sank into a chair and stared at her long, palefsgipped now with scarlet,

a colour she had never worn before, but which ni@arged on her lips and
nails.



The door bell rang. Cherry, from her bedroom, séavitYou can answer it if
you don't touch anything.’

Rustling to the door, Lisa opened it. Outside ie tmll stood a tall,
distinguished man with dark, silver- winged haidarold grey eyes. He
stared at her, then smiled.

‘Well, hello! If Cherry ready?'
Lisa hesitated. 'Not yet," she said dubiously.

'‘Nothing new in that," he said lightly. 'May | com&" Then, seeing her
doubtful glance, 'It's all right, she's expecting.Will you tell her Adam is
here?'

Cherry's voice yelled at that moment, 'If it's Adgime him a drink. He
knows where it is.'

Lisa stood back and Adam passed her. He was weamniegtremely elegant
dark suit and carried a cellophane-topped box uaderarm.

'l pour the drinks, shall I?" he suggested, mgvito a long
Scandinavian-style cabinet. "What would you like?"

Her mind was a blank. She just gazed at him dumbhe grey eyes
flickered with amusement.

'‘Gin and orange, | suggest,' he said softly. Heguba great deal of orange
into a glass, added a little gin, then poured hifreseather larger amount of
whisky into another tumbler and added soda. Turnieghanded Lisa the

gin.

She took it doubtfully, wondering about this man &herry. He was much
older than Cherry. She suspected him to be on theg\side of forty, and so
attractive a man could hardly have reached thatwéifp@ut getting married.

'‘Are you staying here long?' he asked.



'‘A week,' she answered shyly.

"You're Lisa,' he said.

'Yes.' She was astonished that he knew her name.

'‘Cherry told me about you." He smiled at her,ngtihis drink so that ice
clinked against the glass. 'You're a doctor's derginom Cornwall. I've

always been absolutely unable to see Cherry agai@strnish background,
but perhaps | was wrong--' The grey eyes ran oeer 'What was Cherry
like as a little girl?'

'Very pretty and very popular,’ said Lisa.

'Especially with the opposite sex, | suspect,'did drily:

Lisa laughed. 'Yes.'

'She hasn't changed," Adam murmured. His grey mye®d to the door of
Cherry's bedroom. 'She hasn't mentioned me tohamishe?"

‘No.'

'l guessed as much. Now | wonder whether that melaats she's just
indifferent to me, or whether it means she doesgarit to talk about me.'

'‘Cherry never talks about her men friends," Lisa bam.
He sighed. 'She's a very annoying girl. | don'timadhere the hell | am with
her. | feel like | used to when | was a boy, trybogcatch a butterfly in my

net. Somehow the creature always used to escdpe kst moment.'

Lisa gazed at him curiously. Was he serious abbetr@? It sounded as if
he was.

'Do you work in London?' she asked him politely.



He gave her a long, cool look. 'Changing the suBja&tes, | do work in
London. I'm a barrister.’

'‘Goodness!' Lisa was impressed. 'How did you méern@?'

'l specialise in mercantile cases,' he explairiedet Cherry when | took a
case for her company.’

'You must have a fascinating life,' she said, \a&niring.

'No, it's rather tedious,' he retorted. 'Cherry wesfirst attractive thing I'd
run into for months.’

The bedroom door opened and Cherry joined themw@&isevearing a short
dreamy red dress which flared at the hips butditightly over the bodice.
She looked intense, dramatic, eye-riveting.

'Do you mind if Lisa comes along?' she asked Adasually as he rose.

'Oh, it doesn't matter,’ Lisa began to protestiified to realise that she was
being added to Adam's party.

Adam turned to smile at her. 'I'll be delightedhttve you with us," he said in
his cool, authoritative voice. 'l took it for gradtthat you were. This is a
free and easy party. There'll be hordes of ped@eet’

'‘Come on,' Cherry urged, flinging a black lace dhanound her shoulders.
'Is that all you're going to wear?' Adam asked talm

"Your car is always so warm,' Cherry protested.

'What about Lisa?' he asked, glancing at the expahwhite skin revealed
by Lisa's dress.

Cherry darted back into her room, came back wighart white angora
jacket. Lisa slid into it and smiled at her.



'You're being very kind to me.'
Cherry grinned at her. 'lt's a pleasure, kiddo.'

The party was being given in a tall, Edwardian leousKensington. The
whole of the ground floor was brilliantly lit. TFeund of the music drifted
out to them as they rang the doorbell. Someoneezpéme door, lifted a
casual hand and vanished. They struggled insideling themselves
crushed by a great throng of people.

'Who on earth is giving the party?' Cherry askedid
He shrugged. 'Jackie Selkirk invited me. | supmteeis ... this is her house.’

Cherry giggled. 'Oh, well, tread boldly, men! Lisan't get lost... hang on to
my hand!

They forged ahead through the other guests urgy there in a long,
high-ceilinged room decorated in palest apple greidim gilded medallions
on the ceiling and long, floor-length brocade cudaf gold material.

A few people hailed Adam. He introduced Cherry &ish to them. Lisa

smiled and shook hands, failed to catch the naififesse was room to move
in this room, people were dancing to the musicir thedies so close you
could not get a piece of paper between them. Chveaisysuddenly greeted
by a thin, shock- headed young man with a cheextptession. While she
was talking to him, Adam gestured to the dancers.

‘Care to dance, Lisa?'

She glanced at Cherry, who gave her a wink. 'Gady®veetie.'

Adam slid his arm around Lisa, pulled her close ammved in among the
crowd. Lisa found that she could only move by legragainst him, her head

on his shoulder.

‘This is wilder than | expected,’ he said into bar. 'O.K. with you if we
split?'



She turned, bemused, and found her nose brushsnghim. 'I'm sorry? |
don't understand."

He laughed. 'l picked the slang up from Cherry.elamt that the party is a
little too crowded. Would you mind if we went omsewhere else?’

‘Not at all,’ she said, rather relieved. She wadifig the experience trying.
So many people in such a small space, all talkimyshouting--

Adam danced close to where Cherry was standingptezhin by the crowd.
Leaning over, he shouted, 'Let's split!

Cherry nodded at him. 'See you outside.’

Adam gave a quick, cold glance at the young man whe engrossing
Cherry's attention, but didn't argue. He moved towathe hall again,
carrying Lisa with him helplessly.

They pushed their way back to the door. Another emanand they were
disgorged onto the pavement, blinking in the dasknbreathing in the cool
night air.

‘Thank God for that,"” Adam said on a sigh. 'Bedlasasn't it?'

Lisa leaned on the gatepost, breathing deeply.f&8heas if she had been
deprived of oxygen for hours. Adam moved closesking down at her.

‘Are you all right?' he asked anxiously.

'l am now,' she said. 'Surely they can't be enpjinremselves in there?'
'Incredible, isn't it? Like the rush hour in thedenground.

He looked back at the house, his mouth tightenmgisible irritation.

'‘Where on earth is Cherry?' He looked at his watdh.wait for five
minutes, then if it's all right with you, we'll gm to dinner.’



Lisa was horrified. 'Oh, no, we couldn't ... Chenguldn't know what had
happened to us. I'm sure she'll come out in a rin@xpect she's talking to
somebody.'

'Some man, you mean,’ said Adam.

'Look, I'll go back and look for her,' Lisa offeretdking a deep breath in
preparation for a dive back into the scrum.

Adam looked at her with a faint smile. 'No, you Wwwo¥ou should see your
face! Greater love hath no man than this, thata shauld lay down his life
for his friends ... would you really go back intmat hellhole for Cherry?
She's right about you—you're one of the originajlish martyrs.'

Lisa winced, deeply wounded, remembering thingshha.
Adam frowned. 'I'm sorry, did | hit a nail on thedd? It was just a joke.'

Two more cars pulled up, and people climbed ouhem, rushing up the
steps like the Gadarene swine, talking, laughiostling each other.

Adam scooped Lisa out of the way with an iron afmolding her
protectively against him as they rushed past. Sioked up at him
pleadingly. ‘Do wait for Cherry.'

'‘No," he said flatly. 'l decided tonight that | waed of dancing attendance
like a puppet. From now on if Cherry wants me spelag to have to come
to me.'

'But she'll think that 1..." Lisa broke off the semte, stiff with
embarrassment.

‘That you?' He bent to look into her face, and desof impish amusement
lit his stern face. 'That you lured me away, yaers? Well, why not? Let's
see what a little jealousy will do.’



Lisa was aghast. 'l can't ... | couldn't ... notCioerry!" Not another man
preparing to use her to protect himself! she thowgth rebellious dismay.
Did people always use each other in this egotiashion?

A red sports car shot up the road and parked wath Adam edged Lisa
towards his own car, his arm around her waistléAst wait in the car,' he
said. 'lt's freezing standing here."’

The door of the sports car opened as they passquhirAof long legs
appeared, then the driver straightened up, facisg. L

She felt a sudden jabbing pain under her heavta#in't possible, she told
herself. She must be seeing things. Did the hearjuce up mirages to
comfort itself?

Narrowed blue eyes stared, incredulous. Adam sdddeepast him, opened
the passenger seat of his car just as Matt toele tlong steps towards them.

'Lisa?' His voice was savage. 'My God, what's hapge¢o you? What have
you done to yourself?’'She turned to face him, ttemgb Adam's arm
tightened, as though he felt the physical shockhstiesuffered.

'Hello, Matt,' she said, trying to sound at ease.

‘A friend of yours, darling?' Adam asked softly.réA't you going to
introduce us?'

She barely noticed the 'darling' so mischievousigwn into the remark, but

Matt noticed and gave Adam a look of undisguisestihity
'Haven't | seen you somewhere before? Are you amac

Adam raised his brows icily. 'l am not, thank Gbah. Adam Browning.'
‘The Q.C.?" Matt's dark brows shot together inradieus frown. 'l didn't
realise Lisa moved in such exalted circles." Hevelld another icy look

over Lisa, sweeping her from head to toe with dfias expressed disgust.
‘Are you responsible for this transformation?’



'‘Lovely, isn't she?' Adam returned sweetly.

Lisa wanted to get away. She needed to be aloteysd into scalding tears.

Somewhere at the back of her mind all the timelbiesh a secret desire that
Matt should see her in her new sophistication aatige that she was not
just a country mouse. Her legs were going to giag Wweneath her if she

didn't get away soon. She was shaking so hardathéolhclench her teeth to

stop it from becoming only too obvious to Matt.

'Sorry we can't stop,” Adam said suddenly. 'Weffdadinner now." He
thrust Lisa into the seat, slammed the door an#edatound to get into the
driver's seat.

Matt bent to stare at her through the window, tagpiolently on the glass,
his mouth moving. 'Lisa!

Adam started the car, swung the wheel defdy. Thedged away from the
kerb. Lisa did not look round at Matt. Her handseveenched tightly in her
lap. Her eyes were burning with unshed tears.

The tears began to spill past her lashes, dowahesk into the corner of her
mouth, leaving a salty taste upon her inner ligg Shiffed, brushing a hand
across her eyes.

'Don't look now," Adam drawled, 'but we're beinidwed.’
She sat up. 'What?'
'Don't look round," Adam said, grinning. 'We'll @pe him.'

'‘Matt?' Why was he following them? She had thotngintsafely occupied in
Saintpel, planning the., new decor for Storm Danghy had he come to
London so suddenly? She asked herself the queskiomwing that she
wanted to believe he had followed her to town, dmttdaring to believe it
because it was so incredible and fantastic an Mea#. had only been using
her. He had no interest in her. Or had his varegrbhurt when she ran away
like that? Was vanity his reason for coming aften?h



'‘Quarrelled with him, did you?' Adam smiled sideway her. "Was he cruel
to you? He looks capable of cruelty.’

'Oh, he is,' she breathed, shivering.

Then we'll teach him a lesson. Cherry has beer touee, so | know what it
feels like.'

Lisa longed to look round to see if it really waatwfollowing them, but she
dared not.

You're in love with him, of course?' Adam asked.
'I'm not--' she gasped. Then, more honestly, 'ltdoow ... yes ... no!'

'If I ever got you into the witness box I'd makengemeat out of you," Adam
said reflectively. "Your mind is in total chaos.'

She gave a slightly hysterical choke of laughterhate to face you across a
courtroom! You talk about Matt being cruel, butuspect you could be
worse.'

Adam smiled, obviously flattered. 'Possibly," hengtted. He spun round a
corner with a screech of tyres and pulled up bessl®all French restaurant.
Gay coloured blinds shaded the windows. A whiteheall a bay tree.

Adam helped her out of the car, locked it, and Bbeged her across the
pavement into the restaurant. As they moved in® rbom and were

welcomed by a bowing waiter, Lisa, with a sidelogignce out of the

window, saw Matt's red sports car shoot down theest pass Adam's car
and brake. Then the red sports car backed slowtyglace behind Adam's
car and Matt leapt out, slamming the door.

Adam drew back a chair, and Lisa automaticallydsa¢n opposite him at a
table for two. A purple candle shaped like a tutgprnt between them,
casting a pale light across Adam's face. The roams faintly lit with
reproduction antique lamps which hung from the vimit gave only the
dimmest light.



The head waiter handed them each a menu, bowingqolmisly. Soft
music oozed from a hidden speaker somewhere.

'Would you like an aperitif?' Adam asked her, legnacross to touch her
hand with cool fingers.

She blinked at him, aware that at that moment Mat opening the door
behind them and standing, glaring across the rdadhean.

Adam's smile was amused. 'Yes, of course you woud@. ordered
something. The head waiter moved away, leaving tteestudy the menu.
Lisa gave Adam an appealing look.

'l can't stay here. Not with Matt watching me couldn't eat a mouthful. I'd
feel like something under a microscope.'

'‘Nonsense,' he said firmly. 'Where's your spigttore him. Concentrate on
me.'

'l can't!' she wailed beneath her breath.

Adam took both her hands firmly between his fingansl stared at her
intently. 'Now, listen to me. Cherry has alreadgikphe evening, don't you
follow suit. Your young Lothario can kick his heal$night if he likes, but |
intend to enjoy my dinner, and | insist that youtde same.’

She knew he was right. She had to pull herselfttege Seeing Matt so
unexpectedly had thrown her. She lifted her clim.fine now," she said.

Adam's stern face lit with a smile. 'That's betteesaid in satisfaction. He
lifted her hands to his lips and kissed first ond then the other lightly on
the back.

The waiter materialised with their drinks. Lisamd hers without even
noticing what it was and felt a warm glow spreadimgugh her. Adam was
glancing calmly through the menu.



'Do you like sardines?' he asked her. 'We couldl sith sardine and tomato
garni...'

'Mmm, I'd like that," she said dreamily, finishihgr drink.
'What about coq au vin to follow?' he asked.
She nodded. 'Fine by me."

Adam glanced at the waiter and nodded. A wineJias produced and
Adam skimmed through that.

'As it's a special occasion | think we'll have clpagne,’ he said to Lisa.
She opened her eyes wide. 'Champagne? Goodness !

He laughed and turned to the wine waiter, tellimgp lwhich bottle he
wanted. The waiter vanished and he turned backstn L

‘Alone at last,' he said softly.

She giggled, brushing back a stray chestnut comhfiner cheek with a little
gesture.

Adam followed the movement with lazy grey eyeswdnder what you
looked like before Cherry wrought her marvels,sail slowly. "Whatever it
was, | gather your Lothario didn't like the change.

She shrugged. 'He isn't my Lothario. | barely kriom.'

Adam raised one brow. Tell me about him.'

"There's little to tell.'

.'I recognised him, of course,’ Adam said. 'Thaefs quite unmistakable.
How did you come to meet him?'



She told him about Matt buying Storm Dance, andmghait quick, shrewd
guestions to her, extracting more and more infolenauntil he had heard
the whole story. Without realising it, her expressiold him as much as her
words; her large golden-brown eyes glowing, her tmoguivering
passionately, her lashes sweeping down to covegrtiaions which came
and went.

The first course came and they ate it as theydalkbe wine waiter brought
the champagne in its silver ice bucket, clinkinghwice. He opened it,
sending the cork shooting up into the air. Withoavlhe offered the cork to
Lisa, who smiled delightedly, accepting it.

Then the cog au vin arrived. Lisa tasted the dwiqgaeces of chicken
delightedly. Tiny slivers of mushroom, quarteredn&toes, diced carrot
made the rich brown vinous sauce doubly delicibusm time to time the
waiter topped up her glass, and she drank the chamepwithout realising
how potent it was, enjoying the bubbles and thiet)igrisp bouquet.

'‘Go easy on that,"” Adam murmured wryly. '‘Champagmego to your head,
you know.'

She smiled mistily at him, over her bubbling glakssn't having any effect
on me." Except, she thought clearly, that | feké Isinging and a funny
shivering sensation of excitement is coursing tglomy veins. But*that
doesn't matter. Anything is better than the mideigit earlier when Matt
looked at me with such scorn and distaste.

The sweet trolley was wheeled up. She leaned ovieispect it and chose a
piece of Brie in the end. Adam had the same. Tlgeacovin had been too
rich to have anything sweet afterwards. The smootsamy cheese was
perfect.

'l hope your friend isn't going to suffer from igdstion all night,” Adam
drawled.

'Why?' Lisa asked carelessly, dipping black coffee.



'He hasn't taken his eyes off you since he sat dovanhe looks as if every
mouthful revolts him.'

'Poor Matt!" she giggled. Somehow the picture arunss.

Adam surveyed her thoughtfully and clicked his &gy The waiter filled
her coffee cup again. When he had moved away, Askach softly, "You
need as much strong black coffee as you can drink.’

'I'm not drunk!" She looked at him with muzzy indgion. 'I'm not a bit
drunk!’

'No?' Adam gave her a dry little smile. 'All tharsa | think I'd better get
you back to Cherry's flat now. Have you got a key?"

She fumbled in her handbag, dropping it to therflsending objects rolling
away crazily. Adam came round to help her pick trehup. Kneeling on
the carpet, supporting herself by leaning on Adamis, Lisa saw a pair of
black shoes approach and stop just in front of Her.gaze wandered up to
Matt's angry dark face. His blue eyes were likes&gias he stared down at
her, his mouth twisted in a sneer.

"You dropped this,' he said, holding out a lipstick
She held out a hand for it.

Adam stood up, drawing her with him. Matt droppkd tipstick into her
palm and she slid it into her handbag and snhapgpeddg shut.

Adam turned away to pay the bill. Matt still stotitere, his expression
scornful.

"You've had too much to drink," he said under Ingath in a savage voice.
Lisa was armoured against everything tonight. $hiéed, her brown eyes

shimmering through their lashes at him. 'Not toochpushe said. 'Just
enough.’



'What the hell do you think you're playing at?'\m&s closer now, speaking
in an urgent, angry voice. 'What's got into yowsd®'

Adam returned, gave Matt a polite withdrawn nod alndl his arm around
Lisa. 'Home, Cinderella.’

She let him lead her away without even glancingatt. Adam put her into
the car and drove away from the restaurant. Afteroment he said, '‘Our
faithful shadow is with us again.'

Lisa had her head snuggled against Adam's shouBleepily she said,
‘Mmm--'

They pulled up outside the block of flats. Adartekf her out led her into the
lobby and then into the lift. Her eyes half closka leaned against him.
She felt rather than knew that they had reacheththefloor. Adam guided
her along the corridor and tapped on the door.

It opened with a snap. Cherry stood there, her syatkling angrily.

'My God!" she breathed, eyeing Lisa. 'Adam, whatarh have you done to
her?'

Lisa opened her eyes and smiled at her. 'Hi, Cherry

Cherry pulled her through the door with a vengéfahd. Adam moved to
follow, but Cherry pushed him away.

‘Goodnight, Adam,' she said fiercely. 'TI'll talkytou tomorrow—if | ever do
again!

The door slammed shut. Lisa's legs were bucklirdguher. She sat down
on a chair. 'Oh, my head!

Cherry lifted her with a tug. '‘Bed for you, my ¢ivlou can't be let loose on
your own, can you? Adam of all people!"

'Adam's sweet,' Lisa said vaguely. 'l love him...'



Cherry gave her a swift, hard look. 'Do you inde&tie helped her towards
the bedroom door, half pulling, half carrying her.

Lisa fell onto the bed, yawning. 'l could sleep #onundred years.'
‘It might be better if you did," Cherry told heuthlessly stripping her.

Lisa rolled over onto the pillow, wearing nothingtlithe lacy black slip
Cherry had lent her. 'Goodnight.’

Cherry snapped off the light and closed the door.



CHAPTER SIX

LisA woke up with a headache and a distinct impresiahsomeone was
hammering on her head. After a moment, with a grehe realised that
someone was, indeed, hammering—but on the front, dox her head.
Stumbling out of bed, she searched for somethingutoon and found a
filmy pink negligee hanging in the wardrobe. Wrapgpit loosely around
her, she went to the door. The flat was desertezsumably Cherry had
gone to work.

She opened the door an inch and peered througlerdok. Matt's face
appeared.

'Oh!" Vague, unpleasant recollections swamped 8ke. tried to shut the
door again, but Matt kicked it open and pushed pasinto the flat.

"You can't come in,' she burbled. 'I'm not dres$ed.just woken up ... oh,
Matt, go away ...I' Her voice rose in a wail at éral.

He looked her up and down, his Lips contemptuodsu 'look terrible. |
suppose you've got one hell of a hangover this mg

Her head was throbbing like the motor of a fast ®&0," she lied, lifting her
chin.

"You little liar," he said. He glanced round thet fl\WWhere's your friend?

'How did you find me?' She tried to think, but beain was like cotton wool.
'How did you know this address?'

"Your father gave it to me when | called round &nehd you'd run away.’

'Run away?' Indignantly she glared at him, her helad suddenly forgotten.
'I'm on holiday. My father suggested it suddentyvasn't even my idea.’'

'You jumped at it, though, didn't you? You couldmit to get away. Have
you asked yourself why?'



She knew perfectly well why, but she wasn't goilggive him the
satisfaction of knowing just how much of an effeethad had on her.

' haven't had a holiday for years," she told haldly. ‘| needed new clothes.
I've been wanting to come to London to buy someafges, but | never
managed to get away before.’

Again that searing glance ran over her, comprekielysifrom her new
curls, now tangled and ruffled by sleep, to thg laegligee she was holding
together with one hand.

'Why did you do this to yourself? You've turned sgrif into an imitation
fashion plate. | liked you the way you were. Thistof sophistication
doesn't suit you. You're not the model girt soot)'ye a country girt'

'Who are you to say what sort | am? Mind your ownsibess. Now if you'll
excuse me, | must get dressed.’ She moved padbhine door, opened it
and stood waiting for him to leave.

He moved across the room in a lightning flash, sheah the door shut and
caught hold of her shoulders, his fingers biting iner flesh.

‘Matt!" she gasped in alarm.

He jerked her towards him so that the negligee dphrt, revealing her
slender body in its thin black lace slip. Matt leokdown at her hungrily,
tracing the whiteness of her breasts, the slimtwais

‘Are you trying to drive me out of my mind?' he derded. 'Last night | had
the shock of my life when | saw you. | barely resisgd you. Then you
drove off with that aged Romeo you've picked up...

'‘Adam isn't an aged Romeo! He's charming!

Matt's face blazed. 'Is he, by God?' His handsincistely tightened,
making her wince, then his face came down towaeds, land she could not
stop herself from standing on tiptoe to meet hisutinpher lips parting
passionately under his long, hard kiss. His hahidsstoowly, lingeringly,



along her back under the negligee, warm and cagssler blood was
rioting along her veins, her heart hammering agdieschest. She threw her
arms around his neck and surrendered to her deswech him, running her
fingers down his neck and back.

They were abruptly shaken out of their trance Biarp rap on the door.
Lisa pushed Matt away, frowning. 'Who on earth?’

Matt looked down at her, breathing heavily, hisfdark red. 'I'll see who it
is. You'd better get dressed. You look too templikgythat. | might lose my
head.'

Going very pink, she rushed into the bathroom amded on the shower.
Stepping under it, she heard voices, masculineesgpicaised in cold
argument. She frowned. Was Matt having a row witmabody?

Towelling herself rapidly, she slid back into theghgee and went through
the door. Matt and Adam were standing in the ceotréhe sitting-room,
glaring at each other like two stags locked in mlazbmbat.

Adam glanced at her, raised an eyebrow. 'Wellphagiain!'

She flushed, realising she was distinctly not drd$sr social occasions. 'I'll
be back in a minute, Adamshe said quickly, fleeing to her bedroom.

With fingers that shook she dressed in her darly giert and a white
sweater. Brushing her hair, she saw that she looka@ like the Lisa she
saw in the mirror every day. Only her hair-stylenegned to remind her of
last night's sophistication.

She went out of the bedroom to find Matt standipghe window, his hands
thrust into his pockets. He turned at her arrival bboked at her hard.

Adam moved towards her, took one of her hands. ®&d!this is what
Cinderella looks like in the morning? Are you reaabyv? We have a date,
remember?’



She looked at him blankly. Had they arranged a fibatéhis morning? She
had no recollection of it.

'We're going shopping first, then lunch," Adam toét softly. 'As | was just
telling your friend, you won't be free all day.’

She glanced at Matt. He looked at her compellingly.
'| came to take you out myself," he said, his tourikty.

'I'm sorry, Matt,' she said slowly. She was temptedeny that she had a
date with Adam, but pride made her change her mind.

Matt's face tightened as if she had struck him.

Adam took her arm. 'Where's your coat?’

She had flung it over a chair when she arrivedragit. It still lay there. The
flat had been tidied somehow since then. Cherrgymably had done it
while she waited for Adam to bring Lisa back.

Adam helped her on with her coat, then turned eously to Matt.

'‘Can we give you a lift anywhere?'

''ve got my own car,"' Matt snapped.

Adam smiled. 'Then goodbye for now.' He openedritvet door and stood
aside, obviously inviting Matt to leave. Slowly,luetantly, Matt walked

out. Adam seized Lisa's aim again and usheredutetam.

Matt walked down the corridor in front of them wotht saying a word. They
waited for a lift in silence, then travelled downit together.

'How's your head this morning?' Adam asked heirighs

'I'm fine," she lied again.



Matt shot her a nasty look. She ignored it. Adanveadocloser, his hand
curving round her arm in a possessive gesture wiMitt's dangerous blue
eyes observed with silent fury.

They left the building and Adam helped her intodas. Matt walked away
without a backward look. Adam drove away into tlieeam of traffic,
whistling under his breath.

Lisa leaned back with a long, anguished sigh.

'‘Cheer up,’ said Adam. 'He'll be back.’

'Who said | wanted him back?' she retorted.

‘That's the spirit,’” Adam grinned. He gave herrglsidelong glance, 'So
what did Cherry say last night?’

'l haven't the foggiest,' she admitted. 'l was asing. | just fell into bed
and went out like a light.’

'‘Champagne does that to you," he agreed gravely.

She was forced to laugh. 'Oh, you are the limitu¥aeliberately set the
whole thing up!'

'l think we both needed something of the sort,'s&d. 'Cherry has kept me
dangling for months. | think she's rather enjoyiregself. | let it ride for a
while, but I've had enough. | want to marry het, ¢he'll have to change her
way of life, and | don't think she's ready to datth

"You want her to give up her job?"

'‘Not necessarily," he shook his head. 'All | askhiat she stops rushing
around the world. While she was in Tokyo | was lgnemissed her. Her
present job demands that she spend a lot of timmefd&ritain. No marriage
could survive the strain.'

She saw his point. Soberly, she said, 'What if Gheéoesn't agree?'



He shrugged, grimly. 'Then I'll stop seeing hecah't stand this on-off
relationship.'

'Have you actually told her how you feel?' 'Not,ysaid Adam. 'It's been
building up inside me for months. Last night | sesd, and | decided to
teach her a lesson. If she didn't mind my goingveth you, then I've
obviously failed.’

'Did she seem annoyed when we got back? | haveyaevpicture of her
being around.’

'She was very cool,' he said thoughtfully. '‘Butvdas hard to tell what she
felt. She shut the door in my face."'

‘That sounds promising,' Lisa encouraged.

He grinned at her. 'Doesn't it?' He pulled up. '‘Alparking space ... now to
do some shopping.’

She blinked at him. "Were you serious about that?'

"You said last night that it was your main reasmncoming to London," he
reminded her.

'Did 1? 1 don't remember.’

‘That | can believe," he grinned. 'I'm surprised y@member anything.’
'‘Ouch! That isn't kind.'

They walked along a narrow road and emerged infoi@5Street, the busy
shopping centre of London, lined with hundredshaips of all kinds. The
autumn sunshine sparkled on plate glass windowstlaadlack tops of
taxis. A busker was shuffling along, playing anadn, the cheerful notes

of a popular song wheezing out as he moved.

Adam halted, staring into a window. 'That wouldt $tiu,' he told her.



She stared at the warm, orange-russet dress womn tgughty-looking
model. The price made her wince. 'Far too experisiie groaned.

‘Live dangerously," Adam urged her.

Firmly she shook her head. 'No. That's much toom&he walked on and
found a shop with dresses within her price rangkar insisted on coming
to help her buy them, waiting outside in the shdyevshe tried several on
in a cubicle. She came out to parade them for tumjng round in front of
him.

Adam chose two, in the end. One was a very platnaali-cut dress in a
turquoise-greeny shade. The other was lemon yelloihy a deep boat
neckline," tight waist and full skirt.

She was astonished by Adam's patience and kindAdedssisted on taking
her to buy shoes which would match either dresd,aahandbag to match
the shoes. They also bought her new lingerie)yfriéixpensive and very
pretty.

'‘Aren't you bored?' she asked him.

'I'm enjoying myself," he insisted. 'lt's a pleastw watch your face. I've
never helped a girl choose clothes before, anddlvelty of the experience
is delightful.'

'What about your work?' she asked. 'l hope you'tegemng to lose too much
valuable time.’

'‘Luckily, I'm between cases," he said, shrugginghould be reading briefs
today, but I'll do it tomorrow. I've been workingot hard while Cherry was
away. | feel like being idle.' His eye was caugphtsbmething in a window
and he stopped, staring. 'Now that would look gosayou,' he told her.

She glanced casually at the short white imitatienjdcket. 'Can't afford it,’
she said.



He pulled her into the shop. Calling over an aasitsthe soon had Lisa
trying on the jacket. Staring at herself in theroryshe had to admit she was
tempted. It was so warm and luxurious against ker. £Oh, | don't know
what to do," she muttered.

'‘We'll take it,’” Adam told the assistant. 'Don'th®y to wrap it. She'll wear
it." He handed her Lisa's old coat. 'Put this bag, will you?'

Amused, the assistant obeyed. Lisa eyed him fulimglg. 'It is a
ridiculous piece of extravagance,' she told him.

'‘Good. About time you let yourself be extravagafiirry up, | want my
lunch. I'm starving.'

Laughing, she paid for the jacket and they leftaddhailed a taxi and gave
an address in St James's.

The restaurant was small, intimate and discreety Thlked while they ate,
in their little cubicle, out of sight of the otheustomers. Adam told her
about his work, explaining it crisply and succigcctlisa was fascinated, her
brown eyes wide with interest. Watching him, shendered how Cherry

could resist him, how she could bear to keep himarats' length as she
obviously had for months. Of course, Cherry hadagsvhad no trouble

attracting men. She had been spoiled early on inlitee surrounded by

eager admirers. No doubt she still had plenty oh e&ger to take her out.
All the same, Adam was something special. If itriiiadeen for Matt, Lisa

would have fallen for him herself.

At last he leaned back, smiling at her. 'And whratyau going to do about
Matt Wolfe?' he asked suddenly, taking her by ssepr

'Do? Nothing.'
He grinned at her hot-cheeked confusion. "You love don't you?'
'l told you, | don't know,' she murmured.

'l do," Adam said. 'lt's obvious.'



She was stricken. 'Do you think Matt knows?' Theutfht made her feel
slightly sick. Remembering the kiss they had exgednin the flat that
morning, she wanted to die. Matt had been kissgrgot of a mixture of
anger and contempt. She had invited that kisswiligpoherself at him like a
wanton. What on earth must Matt think of her now?

'l doubt it,' said Adam, lifting an elegant shouldle a shrug. 'lI'd say his
observation isn't too keen.’

She was bewildered. 'What do you mean?"

'‘Nothing," Adam said. 'Now look, my dear, you taofee all about Livia
Marlowe and Matt's desire to keep his mother framviking that he was
going to make a film with her soon. | didn't tetuythat | knew Livia.'

'Oh!" She stared at him in consternation. 'Shéiead of yours?'

'‘An acquaintance,” Adam shrugged. 'But | know hell enough to get an
invitation to die party she's giving tonight aftappearing in a charity
performance in the West End. Will you come with me?

'I couldn't,"” she said, shrinking. The idea of sgdiivia Marlowe, perhaps
having to watch her with Matt, made Lisa want te.di

'Of course you could,” Adam insisted. 'Always féoe enemy, Lisa. Never
run away. Remember, a retreating army is very valvle. Matt followed
you here when you ran away from Saintpel, didri Fieere's nowhere left
to runto.'

She shivered at the words. 'Don't! You're frightgnine, Adam.’

He laughed. 'Be careful, Lisa. Are you certain yaant to run? | suspect
you're very flattered by his persistent pursuituYe building too much into

it. A man like Matt Wolfe doesn't necessarily mélae same thing when he
says he's in love as a girl like you may mean. Lisva casual coin in his
circle, offered without thought.'



'l know that,' she said faintly. 'That's why I'vade it clear to him that | don't
want to see him.'

'l wonder if you made it clear enough?' Adam mummutLove makes us all
cowards. Are you sure you haven't been giving tiengreen light without
knowing it?'

She thought of the way Matt had kissed her, thdident passion of his
arms around her, and her cheeks burned as she kEreanher own
response again. It wouldn't be surprising if heutitd she was giving him
the green light. No doubt he interpreted her flidghgr angry rejection of
him, as mere coyness. He might believe she wabatately teasing him,
leading him on until she finally submitted.

Adam was watching her soberly. 'I'll ring Liviag Isaid, after a moment.
'Her party starts at midnight.’

'Midnight?' she repeated in dismay. That late?'

'Her charity show ends at eleven-thirty," Adam expgd. 'I'm afraid this sort
of party goes on quite late.’

'I've got nothing to wear,' she protested.

'‘Cherry will find something suitable,’ he smiled.

'‘Cherry?' she repeated, looking at him sideways,elges narrowed in a
frown. 'Cherry is hardly likely to be very co-opttva when she knows |

need the dress in order to go out with you again.’

He grinned. 'Leave Cherry to me. It's time | hadrdgowith that young
woman, anyway.' He rose, paid the bill and guideddut of the restaurant.

In his car he said calmly, 'How would you like to @ a concert tonight?'

She was puzzled. 'A concert? But | thought we weiag to this party?'



‘Not until eleven-thirty, he reminded her. 'l haiiets for a Mozart concert
at the Royal Festival Hall.'

She looked alarmed. 'Oh, but Adam...'

'Of course, you'll have to go alone,’” he broke gmninning at her
understandingly. 'That will give me a chance t& talCherry on my own.'

She laughed. 'Oh, | see. Sorry to be so dumb aindidse, thank you.'

He gave her a ticket in a small envelope. 'Hurrgkbafterwards,’ he
reminded her. 'Take a taxi.'

She promised to do so and he dropped her at Chdiay' She spent the
afternoon watching an old film on television, heetf hurting too much for
more sightseeing. At six she began to get ready tio the concert.

When she left the building she stood on the pavén@wking around for a
taxi. She had no idea where the Festival Hall vitagl s

She saw a taxi throbbing through the busy traffecyellow sign declaring

that it was for hire, and waved an arm energeticdlhe taxi swerved over
to pick her up, but before it reached her anotlerdcew in beside her and
she looked down into Matt's face.

Surprise made her stare at him, her mouth shapaword, 'Oh!’

'Get in," he dictated.

Lisa backed, shaking her head.

He opened the door to get her, but the taxi drewakpnd him and the driver
indignantly put his head out of his window. 'Heybw all right, miss? He

bothering you?'

She fled towards the taxi with Matt staring after.ihThe driver slammed the
door after her, muttering. As they passed Mattutehgs head out again and



yelled, 'Swine!" at him. Over his shoulder he daid.isa, 'Men like him
make me sick. Pestering strange girls in the dtreet

Matt's angry dark face staring after them broughild bubble of laughter
into her throat, but she suppressed it. She staneaf the taxi window,
watching the traffic with curiosity.

Where did all the people come from and where weeg all going? They
streamed out of offices and shops, heads downngellong the streets with
pale, intent expressions. She wondered what itikeltto work in this huge
city among so many other people. Did it make ored far less of an
individual? Or did they get used to the vastness iampersonality and
somehow make their own place in this difficult veiy

The taxi turned over a bridge and she was ablértgge the river, glinting
silver under the evening sky, its banks lit witlit 3dctorian lamps which
made the light softer than the usual modern ones.

The Festival Hall was lit too, its white modernggftened by the evening.
Past it she saw the stark climbing shapes of offioeks which fingered the
sky bluntly and were already splotched by squafegetow light where
people were working late into the night.

The taxi stopped to drop her. She hunted througlptse to pay him and
smiled as she said goodbye.

'Now you be careful, miss,' he said, noting het goice. 'London's full of
men like that chap. Always on the make. You havieatee your wits about
you these days.'

She thanked him and turned to walk into the bugdin the crowded foyer
she studied a poster advertising the concert, g¢hiat the main attraction
was a concerto played by her father's favouritaipia

How Dad would envy her if he knew she was here! &fries dreams was to
be in London and go to a concert every night ofileek. Records were a
poor substitute for the real thing.



‘There you are!" said a furious voice at her elbow.

Lisa turned, her heart leaping, and looked at Mldtrk face incredulously.
'How did you get here?"

'Followed your taxi,' he grunted. 'Damned impudeoicinat fellow!

She chuckled, eyeing him teasingly. 'He thoughtwete trying to pick me

up. He warned me about men like you ... men onrtake, he called you.
Shrewd of him, wasn't it? But then | suppose be&ngan he recognised
what sort of a man you were at a glance.’

His hand gave a dart and seized her wrist, tighteantil she gasped with
pain and indignation.

'Don't talk to me like that," he snapped.
She tugged at her wrist. "You're hurting me!'
‘Stand still, then,' he ordered.

She raised angry golden-brown eyes to his faceat\&lite you doing, Matt,
following me around London?'

'I've got to talk to you,' he said, his eyes inmmher face, making her pulses
race with the beauty of their blue brilliance.

Someone gave a little cry nearby. 'Look, CarolralseMatt Wolfe ... it is
Matt Wolfe, isn't it? Imagine seeing him here?'

Matt groaned under his breath.
A large, pink-faced woman pushed a programme umdarose. '‘Could you
sign this for me, Mr Wolfe? I'm a great admireryofirs. | want this for my

daughter. She just loves your series.'

Matt was forced to release Lisa's hand and tuuctahtly, a polite smile on
his mouth. While he was signing his name and listgpio the woman's



outpourings Lisa darted away into the crowd, movmgards the door by
which she would enter the hall.

Matt could not have a ticket and was unlikely to gree at this late stage.
Once she was safely in the hall he would not be &bfollow her.

Unfortunately there were a large number of peojtiering past the ticket
collector, and she had to queue up to get inside.H®ped desperately that
Matt would be detained long enough to let her escap

When his hand caught at her shoulder she wince#irg round at him with
a pale face.

'l've got to talk to you,' he hissed under his tirea
Aware of the fascinated curiosity of the rest & jueue Lisa felt impelled
to let him pull her out of her place and guide toea quiet corner behind a

marble pillar.

He pushed her into the alcove, standing in frortief his eyes restless on
her face.

"You'll make me late for my concert,’ she said siigaher heart thudding.
'‘Are you going alone?' he demanded.
She flickered a glance up at his face. 'Why?'

His mouth tightened. 'Skip the concert,’ he said flat voice. 'Have dinner
with me.’

She shook her head. 'No, thank you.’
'Lisa," his voice burst out, ragged with irritatjicstop behaving like this.’
'Like what?' she asked innocently. 'l just wangaan and hear that Mozart.

Is that so strange? I've been looking forward.td/isn't it sweet of Adam to
get the tickets?'



‘Tickets?' he repeated heavily. 'Do you mean y@dreg with him? Where
is he, then?'

The tail of the queue had disappeared inside thellisa smiled up at Matt,
her eyes cool. 'I'm meeting him later," she saigtyu 'He can't get here
immediately.’

Matt's hand touched hers, his warm fingers cargs#iirsa, there's too much
to say ... we've got to see each other soon .nwéae | see you?'

'I'm rather busy at the moment,’ she said ligtflye glanced past him and
saw that the hall door was clear. 'l must go,'ssd, darting past him.

She heard him coming after her across the marbte,fbut she was too
quick. As the door swallowed her up Matt arrivedrthand had to halt.
Glancing back, she saw black rage on his handsao®e f



CHAPTER SEVEN

LisA got back from the concert, her mind filled with sigy to find Adam
and Cherry sitting close together on the sofadimay lit room. She did not
need any explanations to see what had happenenl.fates said it all. She
smiled at them across the room, and Cherry jumpei wun to her, hands
outstretched. 'l ought to be angry with you, ydtlelidouble- crosser,' she
said happily. 'But I've decided to forgive you eafall.'

Lisa hugged her. 'I'm glad, so glad!

'Will you be my bridesmaid? We've been sitting Herehours planning the
wedding,’ Cherry beamed.

'‘And other things," Adam added drily.

Cherry made a face at him. 'Take no notice of hisg. He's above himself
tonight.'

‘Congratulations, Adam,' Lisa said gently. 'I'm wéappy for you both.
When is the wedding to be?"

'As soon as possible," he said. 'l've lost all mtygmce. Cherry is going to
have to make up her mind to it. Her days of free@oenover.'

'What a terrible thought!" said Cherry, her eyascttag with happiness. She
held out a hand to him and he rose to take itjrgsiser palm softly. 'Now,’
she said, 'go away and come back in an hour tolteleeto this party. Il
perform another of my transformations. It will takee an hour, | should
think.'

Adam left, and Cherry set to work, much as she dage the previous
evening. Lisa's mind was full of doubts. What wias doing, letting Cherry
dress her like a sophisticated doll? What good @@uwdo? Matt had shown
only too clearly how much he despised her. He b&tliher that she was a
country girl, not a sophisticate, and he was ri§he was only making a fool
of herself. Vulgar curiosity was driving her, cusity and a burning jealousy



of the unknown Livia Marlowe, who had married Maftiend to spite him
and who presumably still loved Matt and wanted srmynhim.

When Cherry was finished she pushed Lisa in frbatrairror, and Lisa saw
that same tall, slender, enamelled figure she bad the previous evening.

"You look very good,' Cherry said, without enthgsia 'Lisa, are you sure
you should go tonight? I'd hate to see you get'hurt

Lisa glanced at her miserably. 'Adam's told you?"

'‘About Matt Wolfe? Yes.'

'l wish he hadn't.’

'l was jealous enough to scratch his eyes outlifdun't,” Cherry said lightly.

'Of course. I'd forgotten? Lisa smiled wearily at.HYou had no cause to be
jealous. Cherry. Adam's crazy about you. He talidddtle else.’

Cherry's eyes Iit up. 'Thanks. You must have beerhaery little
duo—Adam talking about me, you talking about Mat|t&"'

Lisa sighed. 'There's really nothing to talk abdatt used me as an excuse
to his mother.'

"The rat!"

Lisa shrugged. 'l didn't mind that so much, busheuldn't have kissed me
to make it more genuine...’'

Cherry eyed her. 'Sure that was the reason hedkijsae?'

Lisa nodded grimly. 'Certain. He as good as adnhitteHe wanted to be
sure I'd play along.’

'He deserves shooting.'



‘The trouble is, | can't forget him," Lisa moan#th sure he doesn't care
twopence for me, but he's made me love him.' Stiered her face with her
hands. 'Oh, | was happy enough with Peter untiihecalong. If I'd married

Peter we would have made it work, | expect. It waser going to set the
Thames on fire, but we got along very well.'

'Darling, that sounds so dreary!" Cherry said sndiy. 'I'll say this for Matt
Wolfe—if he separated you from Peter Farrell heydid a good turn. I'd no
idea things were quite so dull between you. Youtcaarry on the strength
of getting along quite well together. It needs mtran that to make a
marriage work.'

'l suppose you're right,' Lisa sighed. 'All the sairwish I'd never met Matt.'
'Love can be pretty fatal at times, can't it?" @nhagreed. 'l know how | felt
when | realised you and Adam had gone off togetifett like death. You'll
never know how close | came to killing you lasthtid really hated you,
Lisa.'

'Don’t! You make me feel ashamed,' Lisa confesselismay.

'It was all Adam's idea," Cherry said frankly. 'Bnvare of that. He admitted
as much.’'

'He wanted to make you jealous.’

'He succeeded!

Lisa laughed abruptly. 'l told Matt he was despledbr using me to cheat
his mother into thinking he wasn't interested inidiMarlowe. Yet | let

Adam use me for similar reasons and it seems te Wavked out very well.’

Cherry looked at her compassionately. 'Darlingoii want to get out of this
party, I'll cope with Adam.’

Lisa looked at her, tempted. It was a way out, slmelbadly wanted to find a
way out, yet something held her back from accepitin§lowly she said,



'‘Maybe | ought to go. | have to find out how | tgdEel, how Matt really
feels...'

'‘But you aren't really thinking,' Cherry said swiftYou know how you feel
already, and | think it's obvious that Matt Wolfasyjust amusing himself
down in Saintpel. After all, a man like him must gered in a small town.
He probably wanted to while away the time, and were to hand. You
were almost engaged, which made you just intergstimough. Matt Wolfe
would enjoy the challenge of stealing you away franother man. So he
turned on the heat, and being the little innocext gre, Lisa, you fell for it.’

Lisa was white. "You're probably right. At firgthought he was interested in
Fran...'

'Oh, Fran would be a pushover for someone like 'n@herry dismissed
easily. "You were far more of a challenge. His aguld need something
more than the fun of making a girl like Fran fali him." She looked at Lisa
pityingly. 'Darling, forget him. Where's your prigle

'It's my pride that makes me think | should goidd4asa. 'I'm not running
away again. Adam said | should face the truth, lahthk he's right. I'll go
there tonight just to see Matt for the last timeaint to see him with Livia
Marlowe. Maybe then | can put him out of my mindhéught coming to
London would help me to forget him, but he followae here, so it hasn't
done the trick. Every time | see him | fall furthéve got to cauterise the
wound.'

Cherry shrugged. "You know yourself best. So loagyau aren't fooling
yourself.'

'l don't think I am,' Lisa said flatly. "You domiind if | borrow Adam for one
night?'

'Help yourself," Cherry said easily. 'I'll sit airhe and plan my trousseau.’

Adam arrived a moment or two later and whisked bisay, kissing Cherry
briefly before they left. In his car he gave Lislag, appraising stare.



'You look even more fantastic than you did lashhi€herry is brilliant.'
'l feel like a stranger.’

'‘Good. That will help you to achieve a sort of @mste from what happens.
Remember, you have to face the facts, Lisa—whatineefacts turn out to
be.'

'I know," she agreed quietly.

‘This is a public performance. Forget Cherry. eoright I'm your escort. |
think you ought to let Matt Wolfe believe I'm inésted in you. Don't tell
him about Cherry. Let him go on thinking we're dgtieach other
romantically.’

'I hate all this deceit,' she burst out.

'l know, but | think this is necessary. | don't waou to hate yourself
tomorrow morning.'

She flushed deeply, remembering the way in whiehh&td risen on tiptoe to
meet Matt's kiss. She certainly did not want todeherself like that again.

Livia Marlowe had a flat in a modern block in Cledsfacing the Thames.
When they had packed the car they lingered on thbaakment, gazing
along the dark water at the reflections of lighheTweather had turned
colder suddenly. A chill wind blew through the liesk trees, knocking the
moored barges together with a dull clang.

‘There's the City," said Adam, pointing back dotmtiver. 'See the dome of
St Paul's? And there's the House of Commons.'

Lisa stared, entranced. 'How romantic it all iddaypplight!"

‘The lamps along the Embankment are Victorian,'mdald her. 'They've
been kept just as they used to be.'



‘They're beautiful,' she sighed. Further down iherithey could see a large
ship strung with lights which gleamed like willtbe wisps in the darkness.

'‘Come on,' said Adam, taking her elbow. 'We mighivall join the party.’
'Will it be as crowded as the one last night?"

He grinned, shaking his head. 'Not on your lifeliiwouldn't allow it. She
likes room to make her entrance.’

The flat was at the very top of a new building.€Tgenthouse suite," said
Adam drily as they entered the lift. 'Must costoanib. Livia likes high life.'

The lift shot up smoothly. Lisa was aware of bdlies in her stomach, but
she lifted her chin, determined to face anythireg 8he had to face.

When the lift doors opened they stepped out ontlkthvarm blue carpets.
The sound of music filtered out to them. Adam |ebowe the bell and looked
at her, smiling.

"You look fantastic, remember. Whatever you dopkgaur cool. I'll do all
the talking.'

The door opened and a beautiful blonde girl ineelkldress smiled at them.
Livia Marlowe? thought Lisa, smiling back.

'‘Good evening. Please to come in." Not Livia Madowisa realised. The
accent was Swedish.

The girl took their coats and politely indicate@ thathroom. Then she led
them along the wide, brilliantly lit corridor intan enormous room which
seemed very full of people. There was a littlersikeas they entered. Heads
turned, eyes surveyed Lisa comprehensively frond heafoot. She saw
several eyebrows raised and curious looks exchanged

A woman turned away from the group of people shetatking to, and gave
them a wide, ravishing smile. She was svelte aagagit, her white dress so



tight it revealed every part of her supple bodw, tieckline daringly low so
that her small, high breasts were half visible.

Above the purity of her white dress her hair blalikel a fiery beacon. Her
eyes were as green as a cat's; slanting, shanpsaneg.

She moved towards them, swaying on very high haslfiough she meant
to hypnotise every masculine eye with her curvéidbfe body.

'‘Adam!" She breathed his name huskily, as if sloedegn waiting to see him
for hours. 'Lovely to see you.'

She extended a long white hand. Adam bent gragetoilkiss it, and she
gave a low, amused laugh. 'Darling, how Gallicblatiore men who kiss
hands." From beneath her thick, dark lashes sheewed Lisa with
unsmiling curiosity.

'Lisa, this is Livia Marlowe," Adam said smoothlyisa has admired you for
years, darling. She's so excited to meet you irldsé.'

Livia gave Lisa a cold smile. 'Really?' She turtedk to Adam, her cat's
eyes glinting. "You should use your words more fedlse darling ... in the
flesh, indeed ! It sounds positively immoral!"

'It's positively enchanting,' he replied with araaglance which swept her
from head to foot. 'Every prospect pleases.’

Livia gave that husky laugh again. 'Flatterer!" 8aked past him and her
smile seemed to switch on a new heat. 'Excusesime $aid quickly. 'Lord
Cambourne has arrived.’

Adam turned to watch her glide across the room tdsva new arrival, her
movements even more hypnotic than before. Lord @ammie turned out to
be a tall, thin young man with a thinning hairlened an old/young face with
little expression.

Quietly, Adam said to Lisa, 'Lord Cambourne has Huvantage of
combining a genuine tide with a lot of cold busgbsain. He's a very rich,



very eligible young man. Livia will meet her matchhim, though, if he
does marry her. | doubt if he has a lot of timedentiment.’

'Perhaps he won't marry her, then," said Lisa. .

Adam looked down at her and smiled. 'You say tisaif §ou hope quite
desperately that he will. Want to rescue Matt fitoen toils?

‘I may just think that any man who married her vddodive my sympathies,’
she said carefully.

'She was rather offhand with you," he agreed.tiBert she's a man's woman.
Other women bore her.’

'Too bad,’ Lisa said with a snap.

Adam laughed and surveyed the rest of the guelses, Were a well-dressed
collection, many of them jewelled and made up etkperhey talked in
high, confident voices and sipped their drinks eltihey stared at each
other. A little, like dangerous animals wonderingonto eat next, Lisa
decided with an inward smile.

The Swedish girl materialised, offering them eaddriak, her even white
teeth flashing in a broad smile. 'There is dandirygu wish,' she said, her
eyes on Adam admiringly.

He looked as elegantly distinguished as ever, ttisaght, looking at him
herself. No wonder Cherry was madly in love witmhi

Several faces among the crowd stood out—familamdus faces who
looked bewilderingly unreal in this setting.

All of the guests, however, shared one charackeristith their
hostess—they spent most of the time staring aronrgkarch of newer,
more interesting faces, barely listening to eadtegtand every now and
again they would break away from their group witbright cry of welcome
to embrace or shake hands with a newcomer, onhapamly grow bored



with them, too, and commence that restless, sha&axch for someone else
once more.

'Let's dance," said Adam, putting his drink dowrebatasted. He led Lisa
away to the far end of the long room where theeanpd been rolled back
to reveal shining parquet floor on which some gu@gtre dancing to the
music which constantly streamed from a stereo thitfiden somewhere.

Adam pulled her close, his hand holding hers higltlose to his shoulder,
the other hand sliding round her slender waistthb&y moved among the
others they were so close she could feel everyratphreath he drew. She
had never danced with anyone like that before itaimalf embarrassed her.

Adam turned his head to smile into her eyes. 'Dwdk so worried.
Everything has a purpose. Keep smiling at me amd tdan round.’

Her heart leapt against her breastbone. 'He's 'here?

'Oh, that look!" Adam groaned. "Your expressiosassweetly transparent.
Yes, he's here. Talking to Livia now.' He moved toemd delicately so that
she had her back to the other end of the room. @&eshoulder he had a
good view of Livia Marlowe and Matt Wolfe. He sigheéNot much doubt

about Livia's enthusiasm as she flung her armsnarddatt's neck, he

thought. He really ought to let Lisa see it, buthael a curious protective
desire to shield her from the worst. Maybe Cheragwght—Lisa ought to

go home again. Matt Wolfe was dangerous to her.

At that moment Matt casually glanced around thenrodlis eyes met
Adam's across the whole length of the room. Fopla second his face
froze. Then the dangerous blue eyes moved on #isLstender, half naked
back. Slowly those eyes took in the way Adam wadslihg her, the lazy
intimacy of their bodies moving together so closa gould not slide a piece
of paper between them. Nothing showed on Matts.felts expression was
almost wooden. Only the cruel blue eyes flickeredep then he turned
away.

Yet Adam shivered. Lisa looked up at him wondegngiVhat's wrong?"



He smiled. 'Nothing. A ghost walking over my grawde felt as if he had
snatched a wild beast's prey away from under is& ndhat brief look from
the blue eyes had been like a knife thrust toibs r

Deliberately he moved so that Lisa now faced M4gt felt rather than saw
her careful, casual glance down the room, feltiitier intake of her breath
as she saw Matt.

Lord Cambourne was watching expressionlessly as tdak Livia round
the waist, his smile dazzling. They moved away tolwdahe dancing floor,
Livia throwing a proprietorial smile backwards abrd Cambourne, yet
clearly in no mind to refuse Matt's request.

Matt took her in his arms with a smoothness whigued long familiarity,
and she let her supple body move against his it @Reiting, riveting
fashion.

Lisa did not mean to watch. She did not want tocthvaY et she could not
take her eyes from them. She had to know...

Matt was whispering in Livia's ear, his cheek agalrers, his strong brown
hand moving against her back intimately.

Livia laughed and lifted her face, and Matt's lippsished her mouth. The
kiss was casual, yet intimate. Lisa felt pain shihobugh her, a pain so
fierce she almost cried out.

At that instant Matt's eyes moved over Livia's $tlets and met hers.

The blue eyes were narrowed in chilly appraisasalcould not hold his
stare. She looked away, aware that her colour wasgy her mouth

trembling at the impact of that look.

Adam halted and led her off the floor. 'Anothem#irnow?' he asked.

‘Thank you,' she said in a small, lost voice.



He gave her a kind, searching glance. 'Do you wegd? We can easily slip
away.'

'No!" Her chin rose defiantly. 'I'll stick it oukm not running away.'

'‘Good girl," he praised, smiling. He found the Siskdirl, was given two
more glasses and handed one to Lisa. Raising ass,ghe drank a silent
toast to her. She smiled back and drained her glagdit of bravado. The
champagne she drank yesterday had given her thefsamurage she needed
now. Adam's brows rose steeply.

'Hey, hold on! This stuff is lethal to someone wathead as weak as yours!

‘Thank you,' she giggled. The spirit was alreadyiigasome effect. She felt
warm and sparkling, quite capable of outfacing Mattivia Marlowe.

As she glanced around the room she saw Matt and talking to a short,
portly man in his late fifties, who was laughingsatnething Matt had said.

‘That's Ralph Tudor, the producer,” Adam told heety. 'He's involved in
the film they're about to make. A brilliant mant loather short on tact.'

As Adam spoke the man glanced in their directioh lais face lit up with a
smile. He waved at Adam, calling to him. 'Well, khat are you doing
here? Come and join us.'

Adam smiled politely, saying under his breath ted,i'What did | say? No
tact.' He put a possessive hand under her armwadddyher over to the little

group.

Livia gave him an electric smile, but ignored Lis&att™ his hands thrust in
his trouser pockets, surveyed them unsmilinglybtask brows level.

‘Nice to see you again,' Ralph Tudor said to Adagecfully. 'How's tricks?’

'Profitable," Adam drawled.



Mr Tudor laughed. 'I'll bet!" He looked at Lisa.otY have a very lovely
companion, if | may say so, and | would not sayfyou saw fit to introduce
us.'

'Lisa, this is Ralph Tudor," Adam murmured non-cattatty.

She smiled shyly, extending her hand. Mr Tudor tbokl of it in both his,
gazing at her with myopic brown eyes. 'A model?rés$? Which?"

‘Neither," said Adam blandly, before she could arsw

Ralph Tudor's thin brows arched curiously. 'No?' bleot Adam a
mischievous smile. 'Or should | be a little distreere? Is the young lady
your ... friend, maybe?'

Lisa felt herself blush. She met Matt's cruel kdteee and looked hurriedly
away.

Adam'’s voice was as cold as ice. 'The young lagyssthat, Ralph ... a
young lady who works for a living as a doctor'sageonist. Nothing else.’

Ralph Tudor grinned uneasily. 'Sorry if | stoodamy toes, chum.' He gave
Lisa an apologetic look. 'The error was understaledayou're very lovely,
my dear. If you're thinking of breaking into thesimess | might be able to
help you." Something in the way his brown eyes@lielr her made her even
more embarrassed.

'Paws down, Rufus,” Matt said sharply. The "yodady" is already
bespoken, | fancy.'

Adam met his eyes calmly. 'Quite right," he saiftlyzo

Matt's rapier eyes seemed to grow sharper andtbrighthe words. 'Are we
to hear marriage bells?'

'I'm certainly thinking along those fines," ansveekdam with a faint,
mocking smile.



Matt's lean face darkened. Then congratulatioms iarorder,” he said
tightly. ‘Do we kiss the bride-to-. be?'

Lisa, half terrified that he was serious, shrankkbagainst Adam, and at
once Matt's eyes noted the movement and lifte@tdlished, anxious face.

Livia did not like so much attention going to aretlgirl. She broke in with
a voice like melted icecream. 'How terribly thnllj, Adam darling. But
whatever happened to that little Cherry thing ysadito run around with?'

Adam shrugged. 'She went off to Tokyo, remember?’

Livia's laughter tinkled like the silver bells orCaristmas tree. 'How silly of
her!"

Matt's body was suddenly very still, poised likepaing. ‘Cherry thing?' he
repeated. He stared commandingly at Lisa. 'l thoyglu were staying
with...."

Adam broke in upon the sentence. 'We really oughbé leaving soon,
Livia, but before we go tell me, how are the plémsyour film coming
along?'

Her green cat's eyes grew brilliant. 'Splendidbzlidg,” she breathed. She
threaded a hand through Matt's arm. 'Matt has dgretake the lead, after
all. I've got a lucky feeling about this film. It'going to be a big
breakthrough for both of us ... world blockbustee, hope.'

'We damned well know it is," Ralph Tudor broke agerly. 'The plot is
great. The characters are great. The writers &a&t.gr

'‘And the publicity will be phenomenal,’ Matt saatdonically. 'Free, too, no
doubt.’

Ralph Tudor took the words seriously.' 'Sure I8l free! It's a news story.
They'll all want to run something on it.'



Livia snuggled her sleek body against Matt, herdhatroking his hard,
muscled chest. 'We'll make sweet music togethenagan't we, Matt?'

He looked at her with amused arrogance. '‘Don‘tiways, Livia?'

She practically ate him with her green eyes, hegdrs curled against him,
the nails delicately scratching at him. 'Mmm cah't wait for our big love
scenes!’

Matt looked over her head at Lisa. 'Neither cahd,5aid sensuously.

Jealousy flared deep inside Lisa like lightninggteng across a dark night
sky, consuming what it touched. She could havepgldpis handsome,
insolent, mocking face. Instead she leant agaidsis arm and looked up
at him through her long lashes. ‘'Mmm ... I'm tirddam. Shall we go?'

'Yes, | think we should,' he said at once. 'l havesll of a lot of work to do
tomorrow. Lovely party, Livia. Lovely to see youdahear all about your
film, and I wish you all the luck in the world with'

Livia smiled at him, her wide, beautiful smile. &tk you, angel,' she said.

Adam bent and whispered in her ear. '‘Cambourraigng pretty mad. If |
were you I'd soothe him down presently or he makanaff with the
beautiful Swedish blonde. She's giving him somg @dluring smiles.’

Livia's bright smile turned into a tigerish gla&he looked round at Lord
Cambourne, who was standing beside the bar, aigléss hand, talking to
the Swedish girl. 'Oh, is she?' Livia said furigusiWWe'll soon settle her!
She swept away towards the bar, her red hair alapaskling with rage.

Adam steered Lisa away towards the door. The Swegir§ her beautiful
face crimson, hurried after them to find their so&he looked as if someone
had hissed a gypsy's warning in her ear.

Adam helped Lisa into her coat and turned to takefrom the girl. Lisa
moved towards the front door, but Matt slid pastdred blocked her path.
She faced him, her heart thudding inside her likengle drumbeat.



The lean, piratical face was expressionless. "Whalt' this tomfoolery
about, Lisa?' he demanded in a low voice.

She opened her eyes wide. 'What are you talkingt@&bo
You and the great Q.C. there,' he said in a toged with savagery.
'‘Adam’s a darling, isn't he?' she retorted sweetly.

Matt said something under his breath that soundethrkably like a swear
word. Then Adam was at her side again, taking conohad her with a long,

powerful arm around her. He gave Matt a nod. 'GagdnWolfe. | should

watch Livia. She's playing both ends against thadiei, you know.'

'What's that supposed to mean?' Matt asked tautly.

"You and Cambourne," Adam said coolly. 'She caattrynyou both.’
'Who's thinking of marriage?' Matt shrugged.

‘There are other, more elastic set-ups.’

‘A cosy threesome?' Adam considered the idea. 'Gamb wouldn't like
that.'

Lisa couldn't take any more. She had to get out,ageay. She moved
towards the door. Matt had to step out of the waam gave him a last nod,
then they were outside in the brightly lit corrid@nly when they were in
the lift could Lisa relax. Her body sagged agafdam with a painful intake
of breath.

'l warned you it wouldn't be pleasant,’ he saidtlgetBut you had to see.
Their world is not the ordinary, warm human worloliycome from, Lisa.
They live in a jungle. They eat each other. Livae had her hooks into Matt
Wolfe for years, and she'd never let him go. Bstsgpect she may marry
Cambourne. That money and his tide are very ddeirabsets to an
ambitious girl like Livia, but he isn't exactly sgxs he? For her kicks |
guess she'll still want Matt around, and that situraisn't one you would



care to get involved in, you know. It's painful, $ag and unpleasant for the
innocent passer-by to get involved in their world.’

'She's welcome to him,' she half sobbed.

That's the attitude! Hate him if you must, but @@od's sake, don't fall in
love with him.'

'| never wanted to anyway," she protested. 'l waiedpnappy when he came
down to Saintpel. Why couldn't he leave me alone?"

‘There's a streak of cruelty in the man,’ said Adai®'s ruthlessly egotistic.
Actors have to be ego-centred —their whole wayfefi$ one big ego-trip.
He gets a kick when he makes a girl fall for himouYwere apparently
indifferent. So—he turns on the charm and bingal jall into his arms.
Can't you see what a thrill that must be? Most arenvain, and actors are
vainer than the rest.'

'He likes to feel he's irresistible," she agrekdealised that, of course. |
suppose | was stupid enough to hope that..." Sheelwtik 'Well, 1 was a
fool! I was right the first time. He's just a corted flirt.'

They drove back to Cherry's flat in silence. Shekéal at their faces
anxiously as she let them in and sighed. 'l seed WMaery bad?’

'l think I'll go to bed,’ Lisa said in a quiet veicGoodnight, Adam. Thanks
for taking me to the party.’

‘Tomorrow we'll all go to see a few of the sighttg 'said. '‘Cherry? You can
get the time off?’

'Why not? It would be fun. We could pretend to barists." They both
looked at Lisa invitingly.

"You're very kind, but | think 1 ought to go homshe said wearily.

Adam stepped over and lifted her chin. 'Listen &9 nsa. You aren't going
to be a rabbit all your life, are you? You're onidiey and you're going to



have a good time. Understand? So—we go out tomoand tour the
sights?’

She laughed, ashamed of herself. 'Fine. Thanks.'

In bed she lay staring at the dark window, listgrio the distant throb of
London traffic. She would never get used to thag&m a million years, she
decided. It was like the echo of the sea. It wenaind on--

Where would they go, tomorrow? There were so madaggs she wanted to
see. Kew Gardens with its Chinese pagoda. RichnRanl and the deer.
The City of London with its dozens of famous ch@zland buildings like
the Tower of London and the Monument. She thougbutall the places
she wanted to visit because it kept her mind froenthought of Matt, but as
she drifted into sleep, her barriers dropping asoey weakened, his face
flashed into her mind's eye, and she was brougih¢ndly to life, her whole
body trembling with passion.

Why in God's name had he come to Saintpel? He dwaud gone anywhere
in the wide world. Why had fate chosen that he khmisit her quiet,

peaceful little part of the world, disturbing hedfel and ruining her

happiness?



CHAPTER EIGHT

FOR the next three days Lisa whirled around Londomfrtourist spot to
tourist spot, her camera clicking, her brain vaimyng to take in everything
she saw, to imprint it on her memory for ever. @itk not expect to be
coming back for a long time. These memories woalkeho last her.

Adam knew his city well. 'I've lived here most ofyrife," he shrugged
casually. 'l suppose | know most corners of it.'

'‘And London has a lot of corners,' Cherry grinned.

'It's vast,' Lisa sighed. 'l had no real conceptibhow big it was until now.
Somehow when you live in the country you conjuraygicture of Trafalgar
Square or the Tower of London, and there you aheit$ London. But it
isn't, is it? London goes on and on ... the lititeof it that the tourists see is
only the centre.’

‘The heart,” Adam nodded. 'The city goes out ides; like the ripples on a
pond... Hampstead, Wimbledon, Richmond... therevaliages within the
city, villages as big as towns, yet retaining thewn individuality. A
modern miracle. How long they can go on stayingstéme, who knows?’

Lisa was feeling tired after her sightseeing. Ghgave her a sympathetic,
careful smile. 'What shall we do tonight?'

They had spent each evening out of the flat withaking it too obvious
that they were keeping Lisa out of any possiblegdarof meeting Matt
Wolfe again. Somehow Adam had procured ticketsHeropera, the ballet,
the theatre, in turn.

Lisa was grateful to them but conscious all theetitimat they were never
given the chance to be alone. A newly engaged eonpght to have some
time with each other. She yawned blatantly. '‘Gh,réally so sleepy... mind
if I skip tonight? I really think I should be gettj back home tomorrow and
I've had so much fun the last few days that I"aelhed the point of collapse.
| would love an early night. But you two must gd.dil be fine—I'll sleep
like the dead.'



They did not have to have their arms twisted. Adaeyes lit as he looked at
Cherry, and she had candles in her eyes, too. Weayoff hand in hand like
children.

Left in the flat alone, Lisa took a long, relaxibgth and went to bed.
Drifting off to sleep, she heard the doorbell betirring. On the point of

getting up to answer it, she suddenly guessedghntie Matt, so she sank
down again, pulling the covers over her head.

The ringing went on and on, however. Obviously lé ho intention of
going away. But how could he know she was in? Soarged. The hall
porter! He would have seen Adam and Cherry go tatea He was a
gossiping, curious old man, his main interestfm dipparently being that of
keeping an eye on the tenants of the flats. Mattlevoot be above slipping
him some money to get information, either.

She could not let Matt go on making that rackeivduld disturb the other
tenants and give Cherry a bad name.

She slipped into the lacy white negligee Cherryleatiher, and went to the
door.

As soon as it began to open Matt shouldered his theyugh the gap,
obviously determined not to give her the chancelo$ing it with him
outside.

Angrily she faced him. 'Why were you making allttin@ise? People will
have gone to bed.’'

‘At nine o'clock?' His tone was acid. He let higsebkyes travel slowly over
her. 'Why turn in so early? Tired?"

'Why else?' She turned away from the probing of diésce, her heart
beating so fast it hurt. 'What do you want, Matgh it wait? | need sleep.’

‘That isn't all you need,' he said ambiguouslyetAryou going to offer me a
drink? It's the usual custom on these occasions.'



‘This isn't my flat,' she said sulkily.

'l doubt if your flatmate would mind," he retorteda smooth tone. 'I'll help
myself, as you're so inhospitable.’

She turned then, to watch him getting a glass, ipgunimself whisky,
jetting soda into it. It occurred to her that heswather paler than usual, his
expression tightly under control, as though he ngagng a problem holding
himself back from some violent action. The stroaegtfires were taut, the
long mouth very straight and unsmiling.

He sauntered to the sofa and flung himself dowa, glass in his hand.
Sipping the whisky, he surveyed her from beneatk deows. Lisa felt her
nerves tingle.

'What do you want?' she demanded shrilly, tremblMéy are you here?
Can't you leave me alone?'

‘No, I can't," he told her flatly.

The answer took her breath away. She backed andbsat in a chair as
remote from him as possible, sitting straight-baklstaring at him.

When she said nothing his mouth quirked sardoryicdNo comeback?
Surely you have something to say, Lisa?'

She dumbly shook her head.

He swallowed a lot of the whisky at once and lowédte glass. Incredibly,
she got the feeling that he was nervous and ugiagdtink to fuel his
courage. Matt Wolfe nervous? Inwardly she laugheidat scornfully. What
a ludicrous idea!

'We started on the wrong foot," he said sudderibrirg) into the amber
liquid in his glass. 'l rushed things because |tedrio wake you up to the
fact that your long-standing relationship with Pdtarrell was as dead as a
doornail. It was obvious to anyone—I saw it at ohce



'From one brief meeting?' Her voice was dry.

‘That, and things Fran told me," he said defengivél love affair which
goes on without changing year after year has rurobfuel, Lisa. If you'd
loved him you would have been keen to get marNed. were stalling. So |
deduced that subconsciously you knew damned wellweren't in love, but
you didn't know how to get out of it.'

‘That was very shrewd of you,' she said quietly.

'l was right," he flared.

She nodded wearily. 'Yes, you were right. | knowvrbat | don't love Peter.
That's all over.'

He gave a sigh. 'Well, I'm glad about that, anyWwdg.took another drink of
whisky, swirling the liquid around and staring int@fterwards as if trying
to decide what to say next.

She stood up. 'Was that all? Having agreed tharRed | are finished, is
there any more to discuss?'

He slammed the glass down and stood up, his ledy Wolent in motion,
striding over to her so quickly she had little titpethink before reacting.

As he reached for her she pushed him away, usitiy lends, her face
flushing with anger. 'Don't touch me!

'Do you honestly think I'm going to stand by and geu ricochet like a lost
tennis ball, bouncing off Peter Farrell straighoilddam's arms? | didn't
liberate you for him to get the benefit of it..."

"You don't own me!" she flung recklessly.

'Don't I? Maybe | want to," he retorted, his faegkdwith anger.

‘That's just too bad! I'm a woman, not a toy!"



'l know you're a woman,' he said, his voice sudgéléd with passion.

Her heart forced itself against her breast, beatingl she was almost
suffocated. Matt was holding her wrists in his pdwlegrip, bending over
her, his eyes piercing her flushed face.

She made herself fight the sweet weakness whichswagping over her.
Her own self-respect demanded it. Glaring up at, lshe said scornfully,
'‘Go back to Livia Marlowe, Matt. She likes playiggur sort of games. |
don't.’

‘You were playing games with Adam Browning at Lisiparty,’ he said
bitterly. 'Enjoyed yourself, didn't you? Dancingdose to him you looked
like Siamese twins. What else was that but a deltbe¢ease?'

She lowered her lashes, knowing he was right. Liapkip at him through
the thick dark cloud of them, she smiled. 'Mayhi&d playing games with
Adam.’

'You did it to drive me crazy," he said furiously.
Her pulses beat deliriously. 'Did 1?"

He drew breath harshly. 'You're asking for troulle,you know that? I'm
not famous for my patience.’

'What are you famous for? Apart from living dangesig?' Her tone was
deliberately offhand. She did not want to get ineal in a three-sided
triangle with Livia Marlowe as the third side. Whehe loved again she
meant it to be a man who would love only her. #msed that Matt had some
sort of affair in mind. In a way it was flatteritigat he should want her, even
on such terms, but she did not intend to encounageAffairs were all very
well in the high-living circles he moved in—the pé® of Saintpel didn't
approve of them.

She tugged at her wrists, trying to free herse¥ill'you let go? You're
cutting off my circulation.’



'I'd like to cut off your head," he said savagéfpou don't use it much, do
you? Try thinking now and then instead of lettirmmyy emotions run wild.'

‘At least | have emotions,' she flung back. 'Aluywave is a lust to get your
own way!'

He suddenly jerked her wrists so that she fell fodvagainst him. At once
his head bent and his mouth sought hers, but sketeav her head,
shuddering, and his lips fell on her cheek insteaad moved slowly,

sensuously down the side of her exposed throats@hgation was exquisite
torture. She could not help closing her eyes. Toenrseemed to be going
round and she felt dizzy.

He moved his hands to encircle her, his body hgaihat her. His face was
warm against the coolness of her naked shoulder.c8hld feel his heart
pounding against her. He was breathing fast.

He lifted his head and tried again to kiss her mpbtt she kept her head
stiffly averted.

'Why are you pestering me like this?' she madeeltfaask him coldly. 'Can't
you take no for an answer?"

Matt was still for a moment. She felt his bodyfstif "You've changed,' he
said harshly. 'When [ first met you, you were swaet unspoilt, worth ten
of your shallow, empty-headed little sister, burtcgi you came to London
you seem to have grown hard. You've tried to makeself sophisticated.
Don't you realise you were never meant to be on¢hese hardboiled
London sophisticates? You belong back in Saintpsihere.’

'l agree,’ she said hoarsely. 'I'm going home toowat
He took her by the shoulders and stared down atYweu are?"
She nodded.

'What about Adam Browning?' he demanded.



She laughed. 'Adam? What about him?'

Matt's face worked angrily. 'Don't fence with mésd. At that damned party
he said something about wedding bells. Was hekjdding?’

'He meant for him and Cherry," she said.
Matt stared down at her. 'So she isn't in Tokyo?'

'She's out with Adam now,' Lisa said. She was sfcgames. He might as
well know the truth.

'‘And all that dancing cheek to cheek with him wasepmake-believe?'

She nodded. 'l thought it might get you to leave alame,’ she told him
frankly.

His face was stiff. "You thought you needed that sb protection? You
went to some lengths, didn't you? You were behalikega wanton at that
party. You might have given Browning the wrong idea

'‘Adam knew about it,' she said calmly.

'Did Cherry know?'

She nodded.

'l see—a little conspiracy. Charming idea!" He wakking in staccato
fashion, his lips tight.-

'l told you | didn't want to see you," she saidHilys 'but you refused to
accept it. So we thought we'd dissuade you in a&natiay.'

'You make me sound like the wicked seducer in aodrama,' he said
bitterly. 'God, you must hate me!'

She was silent. Then she said quietly, 'All | wenfor you to leave me
alone.’



He released her. 'l get the message. Goodnigld,' Lis

She watched him walk to the door. It closed belmima very quietly. This
time she had the feeling she would never see hianagnd desolation
swept over her in a bitter flood.

She arrived back in Saintpel the following everimaking so different that
when her father met her at the station he starg@dgulously. 'Is that you?
What on earth...?'

She twirled, laughing, her short silky curls flingi around her face. 'You
don't like it?'

'l can't be sure,’ he said frankly. 'It'll takeitdf time to get used to it. You
certainly look different.’

'l feel different,’ she said, her face soberingtielas bitter memories
intruded. Then she smiled again, quickly. 'I'verd@ the money you gave
me, I'm afraid.’

‘That's good," he said firmly. "You needed newhdet' He studied her
pleated skirt and waist-hugging jacket. 'That'yyeetty. Any more like it?'

She patted her suitcase. 'Wait and see! I'm goimgake Saintpel sit up!
They drove back along the quiet, sleepy roadsrigleiasily about events
since she left. ‘Nothing much has happened,’ et 8&ihat does happen

here? What about London?"

'l saw so many fantastic places,' she said brestlylel don't know where to
start.'

He laughed. 'Sounds as if it was a successful'visit

She nodded. 'Cherry and her fiance were very googet They showed me
their favourite places. | went to the opera, thiéeba.’



"You certainly seem to have made the most of a deys' holiday,' he
agreed, with twinkling eyes. 'You didn't get thehito stay there, did you?'

'‘No!" She was certain about that. 'Saintpel is wHebelong. London is
fine—for a holiday, but I'd hate to live there. Fore thing it's hard to get to
sleep. The traffic makes such a noise! And it walesup again early in the
morning, too. I've never seen so many cars. Th&fréying, they seem to
choke the roads in all directions.’

He smiled, well satisfied. 'Well, I'm certainly dlao have you back. Fran
did her best, but she's a little absentminded.sSb&llly ruined a couple of
saucepans by forgetting she had put something oodk, and she saturated
the potatoes with salt one day ... her meals dieaf a lottery. You never
know whether you're going to be able to eat themod He grinned at her.
'Don't breathe a word to her, though. | would Hegteto feel she'd failed. She
seems quite pleased with her efforts.’

'At least she tried,’ Lisa said gently.

'It's half the battle," he agreed. 'From now oshall insist she takes over at
least one day a week. She can let you have a fi&y ehjoy yourself. We'd
got into a rut, Lisa. You were overworked—Peter wglst about that.'

She was quiet for a moment. 'How is Peter?' shedask

He glanced at her doubtfully. 'Very well," he reglievasively.

'Has he been round while | was away?'

'Now and then,' he admitted.

'Dad, do you think Peter could be attracted to Frahe asked nervously.
‘Somehow | got the feeling he might be.’

Doctor Baynard smiled at her gently. 'Would yowbey hurt if he was?"

'No," she said frankly. 'l think Peter and | weeser really suited. It was just
an old habit.'



'When did you discover this?' he asked shrewdfdi you went away or
during your visit to London?"

'l think I've known for a long time, but | begantie sure about it before |
went away,' she said.

'Matt Wolfe wouldn't have anything to do with thigould he?' her father
asked wryly.

Lisa flushed, her eyes bright and angry. 'Why sthgolu think that?'

'He asked me to give him your address in Londoog¢t@ Baynard told her.
'Did he look you up?'

'Yes,' she said unrevealingly. 'But he has nothondp with Peter and me. |
don't like him. | don't suppose we'll ever see hgain.’

Doctor Baynard's brows lifted quizzically. 'Oh?’ glanced sideways at her
pink face. 'l see.' He drew up outside their hous®to Peter and Fran,' he
said, 'l think | ought to leave you to discover jamurself just how things
are.'

Fran came from the kitchen to greet her. 'Lisa! Yook terrific!" She
walked round her, staring in admiration. 'l nevesught you could look so
good!

‘Thanks,' Lisa said drily, amused by her sistddgatbess.

'Where did you have your hair styled like thatPieé@y did it," Lisa told her.

Fran's eyes widened in astonishment. '‘Cherry! Busuperb!’

'‘Cherry's very clever,' Lisa agreed. 'l didn't likat first, but it's grown on
me.'

'It's altered your whole appearance,’ said Frad.yDu get lots of clothes?’

'Quite a few,' Lisa admitted.



'Can | see them?'

'‘Come up and have a private viewing,' Lisa saicitggy. They went
upstairs and she showed Fran her clothes to a €lwdrwarm admiration
and approval. As she hung them in the wardrobeasked casually, 'Dad
says Peter's been round a few times."

Fran flushed and looked uneasy. 'Er ... yes. Heavadoose end while you
were away, so he asked me to go to the cinemavameng. | hope you don't
mind?'

Lisa turned and smiled at her. 'To tell you théhylicouldn't care less.'
'Lisa!' Fran gasped in disbelief. 'What on earttydo mean?"

'Peter and | have been making a mistake,' Lisacgaetly. 'We haven't been
in love for years. We just kept on seeing eachrdikeause we'd got used to
the idea. Once | got away from here | could seedbae clearly. | suspect
Peter knows it too, but sooner or later we hauvaltoabout it. Do you think
Peter knows, Fran?'

Fran was flushed and excited. 'l ... | think yoouwdd ask him that yourself,
Lisa. A third party should never interfere in théricke that. | might have got
Peter's feelings all wrong and | wouldn't want totkeither of you.'

Lisa looked at her searchingly, her eyes kind. 'Wiotiyou, Fran? That's
sweet of you.' Her little sister seemed to be gngmup at last into a
thoughtful, responsible woman. Love could work wersd

Fran looked anxious. 'You do believe me, don't yasa? I'm very fond of
you, you know, even if | have seemed rebellioudifficult at times.'

'l understood,’ Lisa reassured her. 'Everyone tiwesgh the difficult stage.
It's part of growing up.’

Fran's smooth-skinned, delicately featured fac&kedroto a smile. 'You
really are a darling!" Because she no longer Idvetkr? thought Lisa with
amusement. Or because she was understanding?



She saw Peter later that evening. He came int&itbleen, where she was
just serving the dinner with Fran, the sisters wagkn harmony as they
moved around the kitchen. Fran seemed more thaermaio help, Lisa had
noticed with pleasure. She had actually insistedt,om fact. Then Peter
arrived, and Lisa saw Fran go scarlet, then wbidore she ducked out of
the room with a faint confused murmur of excuse.

Peter stood, his hands in his pockets, looking iad in a mixture of
astonishment and approval tinged with distant uneas.

'Have a nice time, Lisa?' He half moved as if tonecand kiss her, then
thought better of it and coughed nervously. 'Yaklmvely.'

‘Thank you,' she said blandly, half tempted to bg © tease him, then
thinking that perhaps she ought to come straigkhiégoint instead. 'Peter,
we ought to talk some time."'

His colour rose. 'Oh ... er... yes..." He was stanmmgeguite clearly worried
and unsure of himself.

He was afraid she was about to suggest an earlyagardate, perhaps, Lisa
thought with wry amusement, remembering the nurabgmes he had tried
to persuade her to do just that.

Aloud she said, 'Going away has given me a chamdkink. Has it ever
occurred to you that we might have made a mistakeitaour feelings for
each other?'

He regarded her dazedly, his mouth open. She eeatisat he could not
quite believe what he heard. A sudden qualm stineckWas she completely
wrong after all? Was Peter still in love with h&vas it all imagination that
he was really more interested in Fran?

Anxiously, she said, 'l realise it's all a bit saddbut | suppose being in
London gave me a feeling of distance—I could segtmore clearly away
from home. | don't want to hurt you, Peter. | jusint to talk about it

honestly and openly.'



'‘Are you saying--' He swallowed. 'Are you sayingiyaon't love me?' His
expression was incredulous, but he showed no $igeing deeply hurt. She
suspected that he found it hard to believe thatgahygould fall out of love
with him even if he no longer loved her. Peter halshare of masculine
vanity. Matt Wolfe was not the only man to belidumself irresistible.

'Do you mind if | say yes?' she asked him. 'l dieel you once, of course, but
somehow along the way | think we lost each other.’

Peter was still for a moment, then he relaxed ljisi#/ell, to be frank..>he
smiled.

'Yes, Peter?' she smiled back sympathetically.

'l was beginning to feel something along those slimeyself,’ he said
clumsily. Tm very fond of you, though, Lisa. | ggdslways will be. You're
.. 2 he sought for expression and triumphantly produtted deathless
phrase, 'You're more a sister to me than a lokieugh.'

Lisa had a hard time stifling a smile. 'I'm gladhé said quietly. 'l hope we'll
always be friends.’

He anxiously searched her face. 'So you won't olfjecstill come round
occasionally?'

'Of course not. I'll be as pleased to see youaas to see any of our family
friends. And | hope you have better luck with yoext love.'

Peter flushed. 'Er ... yes...' Clearly he did notfget able to suggest that he
might be interested in Fran. He moved to the dborthink I'll go and see if
Timmy wants any help in laying the table.’

She heard him speaking to Fran a moment later.r Muéces sank to a
confidential murmur. Lisa went on serving the fawith a little smile.

It was going to be lonely for a while. She was gaim miss Peter's constant
company. Life might be a little grey without anysuoaline company, but at
least she was free to face whatever the future 8#id supposed she ought



to feel grateful to Matt Wolfe. He had given hemew perspective on life,
whatever else he had done. She had been trapedtuitifying situation
and he had freed her. That was something to befgt#&br, certainly. If only
he had not then gone on to make her fall in lovid Wim instead!

She served the meal and accepted the complimenigeséd on her with a
graceful smile, adding, 'Fran helped a lot. Sheesnit to be a really good
cook while 1 was away. | think she's going to ballgedomesticated.’

Y Fran grinned. 'Don't get too enthusiastic! I'm meatdy to settle down in an
apron just yet.'

Peter was watching her closely, his eyes interdn Fgave him a faint,

flickering, provocative glance. He frowned, andd.isaw Fran's mouth
quiver slightly. They were still unsure of eacharthshe suspected. They
were feeling their way in a new, sensitive relasiop.

She slept well that night and awoke with a feebh@eaviness which grew
into a headache during the morning. After lunchtslo& Robby for a walk,
being careful to keep well away from Storm Dancée Tautumn was
waning. Cold winds blew in from the sea makingttikes toss and bend like
dancers. The waves were a steely grey flecked th#ghwhite of coming
storm. The gulls had flown inland, circling like itg flecks over the
ploughed earth, their melancholy cries hauntingctinentryside.

The crisp cold air blew away her headache but dithing to lighten the
ache in her heart.

Nevertheless, the very fact that she was safelyehamthe place she loved
more than anywhere else on earth? helped to eadertefiness over the
next few weeks. She found herself falling back ih&r daily routines
without any trouble. She worked hard. It was ong wlmaking sure she
had no time to think about Matt Wolfe. If ever gtayed still in one place
without occupation she found her mind invaded by, hiike a Barbary
pirate swarming aboard a Spanish galley. He waitedys just beyond the
region of rational thought for her mind to loweetharriers she had raised
against him, and at the first sign of weaknesslaig, cruel face sprang into
her thoughts.



There were times when she felt so angry that sliddoave screamed.
There were other times when she merely felt melalya@md depressed. She
read the newspapers avidly for some word of hinori€& about his
forthcoming film had begun to trickle out. The pegpeaturally made much
of it. There was a lot of mileage to be made ouhefbackground story. Dai
Morris's tragic death, Livia Marlowe's involvemaevith both men, all made
it a natural gossip item. Speculation raged aboatt'Mrelationship with
Livia. One columnist actually stated outright tshe was to marry Matt. A
once another, rival, columnist ran a story aboutamsl Lord Cambourne.
The public arrival of this peer in the story madeeav angle which the
papers all pursued hungrily. Pictures of all thappeared. Livia and Matt
were both shadowed around London by newshoundsphotbgraphers
eager for a scoop.

Lisa felt sickened by the whole thing. There wahaulish relish in the way
the papers resurrected the story of Dai Morris.

How could Matt bear to be a party to it? He hadwtal to be very attached
to Dai, yet he was using his terrible death quitscnupulously to further his
acting career. Surely any man with decent civiligestincts would not
permit such a personal, searing story to be ukedhis?

As winter deepened, an army of builders moved Btimrm Dance. The
gossips of Saintpel made it their business to fimd how work was
progressing, and the probable date on which the oewer would be
moving into the house.

The interior work was finished first because thel lveeather made it
impossible to do the outside of the house. A canistream of workmen
came and went: plumbers, electricians, plastergasmters. Matt was
apparently sparing no expense.

Christmas was cold that year. There was a pronfisea@v on Christmas
Eve, but somehow it held off, although the leadgnsaigged like a feather
bolster over the town and the wind had that bierto it which usually
presages snow. The streets were bright with Chaistlights. Outside the
church a pine tree was strung with brightly colauetectric bulbs which
flashed on and off all night. The shops were cralvd®&indow displays of



toys attracted little knots of excited children. eTlgreengrocers were
suddenly redolent of pine and fresh green branéioes holly trees, the

spicy tang of oranges and the crisp coldness déaps Lisa shopped at the
last moment for a few forgotten little things, tlueal brass band were
playing Christmas carols outside the church andpteple moved briskly,

smiling with that special brightness which magigahansforms faces at
Christmas.

Walking home, she made a resolution to make tlashtppiest Christmas
ever. She would not once think of Matt Wolfe durihg whole holiday. She
would be gay and busy, sinking herself in the fiithe season.

'Even if it kills me,’ she said aloud, laughingpatself. A neighbour stared in
curious amusement, and Lisa grinned at her. 'Goadnimg! Merry
Christmas,' she called across the road, and was ge greeting back.

Her arms full of little parcels, she struggled ithe kitchen and sank into a
chair. There was so much to do before tomorrow! Ifieel to get as much
of the cooking done on Christmas Eve as she pgsstulld so that she
could enjoy Christmas Day without all the worrywadrk on her mind. This
year Fran had volunteered to help if she couldayedy, but of course
Christmas was as busy a time on the local newspapérwas at home.
There were the usual Christmas stories to pursddeamer staff to follow
them up.

Looking round the kitchen, Lisa sighed and smiksihough there was so
much more work, Christmas brought its own compenmsatit was all
worthwhile, in the end. For those few days the deg¢emed to vanish and
home seemed an oasis of joy and peace.



CHAPTER NINE

CHRISTMAS DAY was bright and cold. The sun had struggled thrahgh
clouds which still hung up there, threatening snlout,the wind was keen as
it blew down the narrow, winding streets of the &evn and tossed the
branches of bare, black trees in the gardens.

After a late breakfast they exchanged their gékslaiming and admiring as
they unwrapped perfumes, socks, scarves, booksylbthee many personal
little items each had chosen. Lisa had bought Tirartigy pocket transistor
so that he could listen to the radio as he dighaper round in the morning. It
had an ear plug attachment so that no one elsedvimidisturbed by the
blare of pop music at an unearthly hour. Timmy washanted and lapsed
into sleepwalking obsession, his ear permanendgkad.

'He'll be deaf by the time he's thirty," disappb@octor Baynard.

Lisa kissed the top of his head. 'All his friendsvé them, Dad. Timmy
wants to be in the swim."'

"You spoil him," her father grunted, then a smilekie on his face. "You spoil
us all. Thanks for the book, Lisa. | was longingéad it, but the library
edition is booked up for months in advance.’

'l saw you mooning over the reviews,' she teased.
'‘Now you can soak yourself in your favourite subptChristmas.'

After church they walked back to the house, thee&eks glowing with the
wind, exchanging seasonal greetings with everybeg passed. Saintpel
was a small place. Everyone knew the doctor's farifihey had a special
position in local life. It made Lisa feel suddehlgppy to be alive, warmed
by the warm friendliness of Saintpel.

Lunch was served later than usual, as it was évhrigstmas, but just in time
to sit down with coffee afterwards and listen te Queen’s speech. The
sitting-room dripped with gay tinsel and was fested with swags of



red-ribboned holly and ivy, coloured paper chaimg failly Christmas bells.
Christmas cards hung in chains from the walls antbadnolly.

Peter arrived later on -and gave them all theirsgmés. He had not

distinguished Fran in any way. They all got sersgykesents which could be
useful in some way. Yet Lisa saw a look pass batvee sister and Peter as
they exchanged gifts, and the look meant far muaa the gifts.

She slipped away to prepare Christmas tea. Thewyaliad the same
thing—cold turkey sandwiches, jelly and ice-creand &hristmas cake,
solid with icing and marzipan, a fat Father Chrigsnon top.

Intent on carving the meat, she did riot hear therdpen behind her, nor
was she aware that someone else was in the rodlna tiaind placed a large
flat parcel beside her on the table. Then she ldokend, surprised and
unwary, to have her breath catch with sharp agmshe met Matt's
dangerous blue eyes.

'Happy Christmas, Lisa,' he said lightly.

She found it hard to speak. Seeing him was suclaia @nd pleasure
entwined. At last she said huskily, 'What are yoing here?'

'Wishing you a Happy Christmas,' he said, pushiigyHands into his
pockets. 'l suppose | could have sent my present, Wwanted to give it to
you myself.'

She looked at the parcel then, angrily. 'lt's Wa@nd of you,' she said in a
cold voice, 'but of course | can't accept it.'

"You don't know what it is yet," he said coolly.
'Whatever it is, | don't want it!'
'Why not, Lisa?' he asked meaningly.

'‘Because..." her mind stalled, searching desperédelthe reasons which
had been so clear a moment ago. She turned awaggigBecause | can't.'



‘At least look at it," he asked softly.

She looked down at it, unbearably curious to kndvathe had chosen for
her. The shape made it obvious that it was a ldaghpgy record, but which
one?

She hesitated, then fumbled with the ribbon tyiagoulling it nervously
until the wrappings fell away. Her eyes widenedshe saw the name.
'‘Bach?' It was a surprising choice.

"You remember | played it for you the day you camé&torm Dance?' he
asked quietly, watching her face with those inteiturbing, cruel blue
eyes.

She glanced at him and away, suddenly so frightdredhands were
trembling. 'l remember,’ she admitted.

'Do you remember what | said then?'

She had no need to search her memory. She thohghtosild remember
every detail of every moment she had spent alotie hiin. "You said that
the music sounded just the way you wanted Stornmc®émlook.’

He nodded. 'l meant more than that, although Idi@utell you at the time. |
thought you were like that music, too. You hadlangcagerene face in repose
—when you weren't angry with me, that is. You're khadonna type, Lisa,
gentle, peaceful, well balanced.' He looked dowmeatpiercingly. 'Yet you
were never that way with me. | wonder why?'

"You're not the peaceful sort,' she said, liftimg bhin. 'You're a creature of
storm. You blew into our lives and turned everythipside down.’

'Have you sorted things out here? Broken off widinrél?' His gaze rested
on her averted face.

'Yes,' she admitted. 'Not that | have any neecklioybu about it. It's my
affair.'



'I'm not going to let you go, you know, Lisa,' leédssuddenly, his voice soft.

She looked round at him then, her eyes wideningch®ur coming and
going. ‘Let me go? What on earth are you talkingué® She was breathless
with anger. 'I've never been yours to keep.'

"You know damned well that's a he,’ he said, sugdeloser, his eyes
burning in his face. 'You love me. You may not wemtbut you do, all the
same.’

Her body was shaken by a sudden violent stormediifg. She felt exposed,
naked, under his insistent stare. Were her riotingtions visible on her
face? she wondered desperately. Could he telyjlainee of those cruel blue
eyes that every pulse in her body was clamouringhi® touch of him?

Apparently he could, because with one smooth mowehne pulled her into
his arms, his mouth possessing her with a hungéstpped her of all desire
to resist, tearing away the barriers she had etegeainst him, so that a tidal
flood of hot passion swept her away with him. Hge first time in her life
Lisa knew what the desire to surrender meant. Alinfgeof total
abandonment swamped her. She let her hands credpsughoulders,
stroking the hard brown neck, fastening into hecklhair. Her skin seemed
on fire. Wherever he touched her new pulses ledptieing. The long, cold
winter months without him had bred a deep-seatetyéuin her which
would not now be satisfied.

'Lisa, Lisa," he groaned, his mouth travelling doler face. 'You're so
lovely. I don't know how I've stayed away all thirse. | want you...'

She heard a warning voice in her head, a voicéoshed herself to listen to
reluctantly. Pulling herself away, she looked upiat.

‘This is wrong, Matt. Stop it!

His face was dark red, his eyes brilliant, demagditis what we both need.’



She could not deny that. Whatever she thought wf & a person, his
masculine attraction could not be denied. He orly to touch her to wake
fires she had not known existed.

'I'm not a Christmas present,’ she said. "You qastunwrap me at will. Let
me go, Matt. Let me go!" The insistent tone godtigh to him. He dropped
his arms and looked at her stubbornly.

'l shall never go away,' he said slowly. 'I'm aspsent sort of fellow, Lisa.
I'll keep battering away at you until you give irgromise you.'

'I'm not Livia Marlowe,' she cried, wounded and ngl won't be your
on-off love even for a few months.'

'My love for ever," he said soberly. 'I'm crazy abgou—you must know
that. That first evening when | came back here Withn and saw you in
Farrell's arms, | knew I'd fallen all the way ateoglance. You were
everything I'd ever wanted, tall and graceful, andnd feminine ... a
walking dream. And | was insanely jealous of Fartedfore I'd even
exchanged a word with him. When you came to Stoand@ next time |
started trying to undermine him, getting at yowgvaking you. | wanted to
wake you up before it was too late. | couldn'tlets marry the wrong man.’

'‘And you're the right one, | suppose?’ she askgtywrot sure how much of
all this to believe.

'l know | am," he said, the bright blue eyes passesas they ran over her.
'What about Livia?' she demanded, trembling unaeibattery of his eyes.

‘Livia?' He shrugged. 'Once | thought | was in lewith her, but that was a
long, long time ago. After she married Dai and e killed, | think | hated
her. | blamed her for his death. And | blamed myd&cause she would
never have married Dai if | hadn't left her freeatause herself with him.
She only married him to spite me, and once Daigedlshe didn't love him
he was so miserable he drove like a madman. Itmyaefault he died.’

'Is that why you gave up racing?' she asked him.



He nodded soberly. 'l suppose so, although | wimgesick of the set-up. It
seemed so senseless to risk my life like that ftay day. Young men don't
mind risking death. | was getting old enough tetstaring. | wanted to live.
It wasn't so much fear as a sort of irritated comrsense.’

'‘But you kissed Livia at that awful party! she ased him. 'l saw you!'

'I meant you to,' he said drily. 'l did it for yda see. You know perfectly
well that | was jealous of Browning at the timeyou meant to make me
jealous!’

'‘No," she denied, flushing. 'l only wanted to mg&a leave me alone.’

There was a darkness about his eyes as he lookent. aDid you honestly
believe you could ever get me to leave you alohve?intended to have you
ever since we first met.'

She felt herself shake with answering passion athilnger in his voice.
"You shouldn't talk to me like that," she protesteshkly.

'l don't want to talk at all,' he said. '"You knowat | want to do.’

She forced herself to turn and get on with prepgine@ sandwiches. 'I've got
to make the tea,' she said huskily:

'When you've got it ready, come out with me," Maigwered at once. 'l want
to show you the new Storm Dance.’

Lisa went on buttering bread, making sandwiches|ewe leaned there
watching her averted profile, his blue eyes flickgrfrom her mouth to the
slight swell of her breasts, down the graceful bhevaist, hip and thigh. She
could almost feel the hunger in his eyes. Her heastracing even while her
slim hands went on deftly with their work.

Fran came into the kitchen, humming, and stopped deeeing Matt. Her
curious eyes sped to Lisa's face but got no himnfiher sister's calm
features.



'Hallo,' she said to Matt. 'l didn't hear you agtlv
'l came in the back door,' he said quietly.

'Oh,?" Again she glanced at Lisa, but her sistemtvem with her work
without a glance. 'l came out to help you," Fradeatd

'‘Good,' Matt said crisply. 'Because | came to taka out with me. If you
take over here, she'll be free to come out.'

'Glad to," Fran said cheerfully.

Lisa looked round, then, her face confused. Shgddro go, yet dreaded
being alone with him.

'Get your coat," Matt said softly, his glance dlilant blue challenge.

Five minutes later they were in his car driving éods Storm Dance in the
fading grey twilight of the afternoon. As they maeuh the cliffs the endless
restlessness of the sea came into view. The hongas misty. The
blood-red orange of the sinking sun left a vividiltacross the pearl-white
mist. An oil tanker moved slowly far out to seajramatic black outline as
stark as the winter trees.

Matt parked the car in the stable yard and theyabdg walk around the

house. It looked lonely and forbidding against tth@solate sky. Suddenly
thin white flakes began flying in the air. The snbad begun to descend at
last.

Lisa's eyes brightened. 'Oh, the snow at last! Qanl love it when it snows
at Christmas? It only happens once every few ydarswhen it does it
makes such a difference to Christmas!'

It will get warmer now,' Matt said casually. 'Terow seems to send the
temperature back up again.’

They stood outside the great porch watching thewfBakes thicken,
whirling in a frantic dance, whipped round and rainy the icy wind.



"Your hair is turning white," Matt grinned downher. 'You look like a snow
maiden.’

Lisa put a hand up to brush it away, laughing. Smogited against her
cheek and trickled down inside her collar, makieg $quirm.

'We'd better go inside,’ said Matt. "You'll catdidcout here.'

'Oh, not yet!" She was like a child in her enjoymeticking out her tongue
to catch a snowflake and enjoy the sensation afablaness on her warm
tongue. Matt opened the door and switched on thidiglats. A patina of
bright gold fell over the white path. Lisa turneductantly and followed him
into the house.

He took her coat, shaking it, and hung it up. ‘Do want to take off your
shoes, too?' he asked, looking at them.

She glanced down and made a face. 'They're cowatedsnow, too, I'm
afraid. I'd better leave them here."

The hall looked completely different from the wayad looked when she
last came here. It had been painted white and tivere thick dark blue
carpets everywhere, stretching up the stairs ahdfaight.

Matt gestured to her to follow him, and led the watp the room she had
found him in before. A transformation had been weadrkhere, too. The
delicate apple-green and gold gave the room a reautlg. A fire burnt
steadily in the grate. Beside it were some goldccée chairs, and Matt
nodded to one. 'Sit down and get warm. How abalrirk?"

Lisa sat down, holding out her frozen hands to ftree He joined her,
offering her a glass of amber liquid that warmeddseit made its way down
her throat.

She looked nervously around, admiring the pictinasging on the walls,
the long cushion-piled sofa that matched the ctaersat in, the low coffee
table on which lay some open books.



You're living here already?'

‘Temporarily. There are still a lot of things to éene, but they must wait
until spring.' He looked at her glass. 'When yofinished that we'll make a
tour of inspection.’

She drained her glass and stood up. Matt led lmen froom to room,
pointing out what had been done, smiling when stpeessed pleasure. She
had to admit he had wrought marvels with the hotisehad brought a
decaying building back to life. The rooms werd stidinly unfurnished, but
those which had been fully furnished gave some wfeahat the house
would look like when it was completely ready forcapation. Matt's taste
exactly accorded with her own. None of the rooms ul&ra-modern. They
were comfortable, homely, yet stylish. Everywhdreré was bright, light
paint and colourful wallpaper. Storm Dance wad dark and forbidding
outside, but inside it was a delightful home.

Back in the living room Matt drew her down onto teefa. She was
immediately nervous again, her face flushing.allyeought to go," she said
hastily. 'l must get back home early.’

He shook his head at her, his smile challenging. Aave all the time in the
world.’

She sat upright, her hands on her lap, her eydsses'Matt, please!'

His hand touched one of hers, and the long fingemsed slowly,
caressingly, over her skin. She watched like soma@om dream. He lifted
her hand very carefully to his mouth, as thoughveéee made of china and
might break if he hurried. His lips moved against Ipalm, her wrist,
sensuous and unhurried.

He slid his arm around her and leaned back agéiesofa, pulling her back
with him. Her head fell against his shoulder and sbuld not bring herself
to move away. The firelight flickered over them. tW&ahand moved away,
reached up to a cord and suddenly the room wasedapt for the orange
glow of the fire.



Alarm flashed inside her. She began to struggldouphe was holding her
too tightly now.

"You're like a wild bird," he whispered. "You flgto a panic every time |
touch you.'

'Please let me go,’ she gasped, aware of a budasige pounding in her
veins, terrified by her own response to him. St ¢lid not know how to

handle her own feelings. He terrified and elated ke wanted to sink back
into his arms and surrender—and at the same tirmensimted to run and
keep on running until he was far away from her.wes too attractive, too
dangerous, too sure of himself.

'‘Don't be frightened,' he whispered. 'I'm not gdimgo too fast for you this
time, my darling. I'll be as gentle as a lamb." Misuth moved closer to her
ear, brushing it, then began to slide along her,ebuching the corner of her
mouth. With a faint gasp of awakened sensualitytsireed her head to meet
his lips. The expected onslaught did not happewgehier. Gently, softly, he
kissed her, then his lips were gone.

Lisa was bewildered, doubtful, watching his darkefalosely. He brushed
back a wisp of her chestnut hair, his fingers stghknsidiously along the
oval of her face, discovering the angle of the &beees, the nose, the
parted softness of the lips.

Half dreamily, lulled by his slow caresses, shiedifa hand to touch his hair
and face, learning the shape of his head, thedraodant features yielding
their secrets to the touch of her finger tips.

Matt leant forward slowly, his eyes on her pariged.|She closed her eyes
before his mouth touched her, and her hands phitedead down, her body
suddenly consumed with the need to feel him nearer.

The slow, experimental kiss deepened and grew Hist.body moved,
crushing her back against the piled cushions sostia slid down among
them, her limbs lethargic with pleasure, her whamdy curved in response.
She could hear her own heart beating until it desdeher. All rational
thought was suspended under the impact of the ngshaters of sweet



oblivion. She clung to him helplessly, giving bdaks for kiss, feeling the
hardness of him against the whole length of heylsadthat she grew more
and more dazed and submissive.

His hands were touching her hungrily, closing ot curve of her hard
breasts, running over her restlessly. His lipsofeéd in turn, burning down
into the white hollow between the breasts, leavangmouldering trail of
passion where they touched.

When he raised himself to look down at her she flushed and feverish
with desire, her half closed eyes alight with passi

'l love you," he said hoarsely. "You drive me maded®&nows why. I've

seen far more beautiful women and they left me.ddid you only have to

turn your head and | feel my body leap into flahean hardly keep my
hands off you." She could feel the hard, restlegency in his body as he
spoke. His muscles were tense, his eyes brilligthtdesire. 'l want to marry
you, Lisa,' he said in a low voice. 'l want to hgoe for ever.'

For a moment she did not move, her eyes still wagchim from beneath
their drooping lids, her hair tumbled around herrfaoce.

She raised her hand and pushed back his darkdmletly. "You may get
tired of me," she said quietly.

His burning glance devoured her. 'Never. You'rethetsort of woman a

man tires of, darling. You're the sort he buildsoae for, as | have here at
Storm Dance, the sort he wants for a mother totildren, the sort he wants
so much it hurts..." He smiled half wearily. "Youaleeady put me through

all the tortures of hell, Lisa. Put me out of mysery. | couldn't be more

yours if | tried. Say you'll marry me.'

'If | refuse?' she asked, half teasing, half setiou

His face grew dangerously menacing. 'l won't lai.yidl keep you here a
prisoner until you say yes.'

She laughed, her eyes opening wide. 'Barbarian!Wawidn't dare!'



He bent and kissed her hard, his mouth bruisingsinlemands. 'Say yes,
damn you!" He kissed her again, wringing a respdoseing her to kiss him
back. 'Say yes!'

Gasping, her temperature rising again, she saisl"#ad began to laugh as
she saw the relief, the delight, on his face.

'‘Are you making fun of me?' he demanded, his maewuth His dark face
descended again, the blue eyes cruel and ruthiessjouth compelling her
lips to part for him. Lisa moaned softly, her arltbsked around his neck,
yearning to give herself entirely to him now. Theught of waiting was
unbearable.

Suddenly he stopped. His face was suffused witard, ihot flush, his eyes
burnt with a deep glow. 'I'm hungry," he said hatsWill you get us a
meal?’

She stared at him in astonishment, broken out ofllesam. 'You want to
eat?' It seemed unbelievable that he did not wat whe wanted, the total,
drowning abandonment of thought.

'Darling,’ he said with a groan, 'if we stay heke khis for another moment
I'm going to lose my head. | think we should do sthiing sane and sensible
like eating supper.’

She looked at him through her lashes, smiling peatively. ‘I never
expected ybu to be so down to earth.’

'I'm not down to earth, Lisa," he said drily. 'lfftnating way up in the
stratosphere without a parachute.’

'It sounds dangerous,' she laughed. '‘Oddly enodigdl the same. Could it
be catching?’

Matt looked down at her, his cruel mouth softenedtb iincredible
tenderness. '‘Come on, darling. Think how shockedmather would be to
know how close | came to anticipating the weddiegemony! I'll have



something simple to eat. I'm not really hungrylgthaut it will occupy our
minds less dangerously for a while until my tempeegoes down.’

'Perhaps it would be safer,' she agreed, with @&ndithef glance. Her eyes
warmed. ‘There's just one thing | must tell yosatfir

He looked at her watrily. 'Yes?' She saw him terigednother struggle with
her qualms of doubt.

She lifted his hand to her cheek. 'l love you.'
Matt caught his breath. 'Lisa, my darling!"

She laughed and moved away. 'Come now, we saidesughe teased,
leaving the room.

For a moment Matt stared after her, his expresasigant with passion, then
he followed her and closed the door. The firelilickered over the quiet,

serene room and outside the white snow fell thiakdypeting the cliffs with

a delicate crystalline purity under a winter moon.



