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Dare she strike a deal with this man?

Farrah knew her father's career would be ruinedssnghe intervened-and
swiftly. One simple, human error shouldn't be reddinst him, she decided.
And she was sure his employer, the handsome dynkmeld-alcone, would
understand ....

But Joel's hard-headed response shocked her. Hiel\welp her, on one
condition: that she pretend to be his lover!

Farrah felt uneasy at the cold calculation behiisdolffer. And even more
uneasy at how disturbingly attractive she found.h¥iet she had no choice



CHAPTER ONE

JOEL looked up with a scowl as the intercom buzzedisrdbsk. 'Yes?' he
asked curtly, his soft American drawl only faintliscernible.

‘Your eleven o'clock appointment has arrived,’ c&athy's smooth reply.

Again Joel scowled. He wasn't in the mood for b@legsant this morning;
last night's scene with Laura was still too viuwdhis mind for him to be
feeling polite. He clicked on the intercom aga8how them in, Cathy,' he
said with a sigh.

His dark mood didn't lift as Cathy opened the cating door between their
offices to usher in the person waiting to see l@athy smiled at him before
leaving the room, closing the door softly behind. limel transferred his
attention to the girl who had entered the roomah¢s bidding.

He needed no more than his normal male instindidltbim that here was a
beautiful girl. Her hair was a beautiful golden camvy tendrils at her
forehead and nape giving her the look of a cheBuib.the tall curvaceous
body certainly didn't belong to a child, far from The clear green eyes
surrounded by thick dark lashes and the creamy coatiplexion perhaps
had to6 much of a look of forced innocence for'3diding, but if she could
carry it off with any degree of conviction, who ¢dilame her for trying?
And the innocence did look natural, it was onlyl3agynical disbelief of all
women that told him otherwise.

Joel sat forward in his deep leather armchair. ¥¢ha | do for you--' he
consulted his appointment book. 'Miss Halliday?'

Farrah licked her lips nervously, moving forwardeot¥he scatter rugs to
stand in front of the huge mahogany desk. The deskned to be the only
concession made to this room being an office. Hagther- bound books
lined the walls, deep leather armchairs in a rigtwim colour stood either
side of a huge drinks cabinet that looked, and gsbbwas, a genuine
antique, and half a dozen scatter rugs litterechtgely polished floor. To
Farrah it was like stepping back into the earlyet@éen-hundreds, and she
felt even more unnerved than she had sitting oaiisidhe reception area.



"Joel Falcone was perhaps the only modern thingtahe room and yet he
wasn't in the least reassuring, with his dark deag hair tinged with grey
at the temples and shaped into the nape of higtaneck, a hawk-like nose
and firm sensuous lips that were now set in agittdorbidding line. But it
was the eyes that affected her the most, narrogydoluie eyes that appeared
to miss nothing, and she was sure they didn't.cH&coal grey suit fitted
perfectly across his powerful shoulders and the shirt gleamed whitely
against the darkness of his skin.

'‘Well, Miss Halliday?' he said tersely, his voiaed and husky.
'Don't you-- Don't you know me, Mr Falcone?' shieealstremulously.
He raised an arrogant eyebrow. 'Should I?'

'Perhaps not me, but perhaps P-Paul Halliday." T#® came out
breathlessly.

Joel's dark brow creased in thought. 'Paul Hallidag repeated slowly.
"You're his daughter? Or perhaps his wife?"

'His daughter," she admitted. Still she saw no diagvoomprehension in his
dark arrogant face. 'Don't you know who my fatlséx i

Joel began to feel impatient. He couldn't be bettherith this guessing
game. 'As far as | am aware your father works enabcounts department,’
his eyes sharpened with interest. 'Ah, | begin ndeustand. Your father
stole from this firm, did he not? Are you here tegu on his behalf?' he
mocked cruelly.

‘Not plead, no," her eyes sparkled angrily. ‘Andfatkier did not steal from
you. He borrowed a small amount of money and--'

A deep mirthless laugh interrupted her tirade. Yiather did notoorrow
anything. And it was hardly a small sum. Twentyefithousand pounds
taken systematically over eleven months could labdl classed in that
light.'



Farrah's hands wrung together and Joel was fooadtice what beautiful
hands they were, long and tapered with perfectiydared nails. 'But my
father neededthat money. Oh, | know that doesn't excuse hint, yiow
wouldn't miss twenty-five thousand pounds among yoillions.'

'Maybe not, in fact, I'm sure not,’ Joel said blgn@But the excuse that he
needed the money is hardly my affair. For whateeason he stole that
money, gambling debts, drink—although if he usédhalt money on drink

he would be in his grave by now, or even if it w@buy you out of trouble,

| do not see why my company should bail him—or yaut:

She bit her lips hard to stop them from tremblidgr father had warned her
that Joel Falcone was a hard man, but she hadfi%ed just how hard. She
had come here today with the intention of beggingeicessary, but she
couldn't do such a thing before this hard unyiejdiman. He would merely
look down his nose at her and not give an inch.

'He didn't need the money for himself—or me fot thatter. | have no need
of money.'

Joel looked at her elegant summer dress, her sgbes and the well fitting
leather shoes. His eyes moved slowly back, to &ez,fand once again he
was struck by her beauty. 'l can see that. Do yawe hyourself a rich
middle-aged protector who tries to live through iygouth?' he said this
with a sneer, and Farrah flinched at his contempt.

Two angry spots of colour appeared on her crearaglchand suddenly she
looked very youthful, her eyes wide and distressedon't have a rich
protector, Mr Falcone,' she told him stiffly. "Yqust happen to pay well.'

'l do?' For once his bland expression deserted hionydd work for me?'

'In Angie Preston's department,’ she supplied uimgiy, the last thing she
or her father needed was for her to lose her jobAd the moment she was
supporting both of them, although how long she @¢@aintinue to do so she
wasn't sure. The Falcone newspaper and magaziaeisagjon did pay well
as she had said, but certainly not enough to stpporpeople.



‘The problem page I' he said with disgust. 'And havg have you been with
the firm?'

‘Three years now, ever since | left school.'
'School?' Joel echoed sharply. 'How old are yoei2idked.

Farrah hesitated. She had deliberately dressedbdk older for this
appointment today, although with these baby walaswas quite difficult.
And now she had ruined it all with a slip of thengae. ‘Nineteen,' she
supplied miserably.

Joel's eyes narrowed even more. 'And what doesla lde you hope to
achieve by coming here to see me? Your father ismabezzler and must
pay the penalty for such a crime.’

'Oh, but I'll—I'll do anything to save him from gy to prison,’ her eyes
pleaded with him. 'Anything!’

'Don't you think that's rather a rash statememhaie, Miss Halliday?' he
said coldly. 'You don't know what manner of maml. &could ask anything
whatsoever of you and you would be compelled toplgm

'Oh, but I—you wouldn't--' She blushed fiery red.

"You're right, 1 wouldn't." His lips curled with staste. 'At thirty-seven I'm
nearly as old as your own father. | haven't takesetlucing babes, no matter
how charmingly they offer themselves to me. Doesr yather know what
you're doing?'

'He knows I've come to see you, yes.'

'‘Why couldn't he come himself?'

'He isn't well,' Farrah replied resentfully. 'Heutsn't go to prison, Mr
Falcone, it would kill him. Please don't proseduita!"



Joel began to look bored. 'The prosecution of yatler is not my concern.
| have security people to deal with things likettha

'Please don't be so cruel, Mr Falcone. My fathardek man, and this worry
isn't helping him. He stole that money for a goealsion, | promise you that.
I'll pay it all back, really I will.'

He gave a harsh laugh. "Twenty-five thousand pduliysdear girl, you
may only be nineteen, but it would take you neariyetime to pay me back
on the salary you earn.’

'l don't intend to be working on the problem pdgerest of my working life.
| want to be a proper journalist.’

‘It would still take you years." He became thouglhthis dark face almost
satanic in its intensity. He might be thirty-sewerars of age, but he was
certainly the most excitingly, handsome man Fahath ever seen. He was
like a sleepy feline, sleek and beautiful, and asstlangerous. She watched
him as the silence continued, wondering what he tiaking behind that
enigmatic expression.

"You could just be the answer to my problem,' hakesoftly, so softly she
could hardly hear him. Joel looked at her criticald little young perhaps,

but that can't be helped. At least you're beautiful

'‘What are you talking about, Mr Falcone?"

He smiled slightly, but it was a smile without humo'Just an idea | have.
You said you would do anything—I hope you meant.tG@ now, | have to

think this over.’

'But I—I-- When will | know?"

'When | damn well choose to tell you," he snappét.call you in the
department tomorrow. | take it you will be in to skgomorrow?'

'Yes, but I--" She could just imagine the girlsbasshment and curiosity if
she were summoned up to the fifteenth floor toteseewner, Joel Falcone.



She was only a very junior member of staff whilis than was the owner of
newspapers and magazines both in England and alznoddvas never seen
by his minions. None of the girls in her office knanything of her father's
embezzling—she cringed at the word, but in trutBrehwas no other
description more fitting —they all assumed he wihsHow could she
explain the reason for Joel Falcone's summons uitihoolving her father?

Blue eyes narrowed to icy slits. 'l care nothingyour embarrassment,’ he
guessed the reason for her silence correctly. idaké sure you come when
you're called.’

Farrah could do nothing else but accept his wosda dismissal, he was
obviously a man of forceful character who didn'pest his words to be
guestioned. Miserably she made her way home. Sthéhlsaght she would

be able to give her father some good news whenestined, but she was to
be disappointed, and so, unfortunately, was he. ifitegview hadn't yet

been concluded.

Her father looked up expectantly as she quietlgreat their flat, his green
eyes so like her own looking at her avidly, almeegerly, and what he read
in her face made his shoulders droop unhappilyralRacould cheerfully
have hit Joel Falcone's arrogant face at that mofoercausing her father
this extra pain.

'No luck, | see," said her father wearily.

She sat down beside him on the sofa, taking hisfylér thin hand into her
own, trying to give him some of the warmth she fetifrom, the blazing
sun outside. She smiled at him reassuringly. 'lt be all right, Daddy,
really it will.'

'I bet the arrogant devil wouldn't even let youotilgh the door when he
realised who you were.'

Farrah couldn't bear the look of defeat on herefiegshface, a man who had
once been a tall proud man, now but a shrivelledl st himself. "You're
wrong, Daddy, | did see him. We talked for aboutr&nutes or so.'



'‘But you didn't get him to stop prosecution did You
'Well no, but I--'

‘Typical Italian is Joel Falcone,” mumbled her éath'Not an ounce of
forgiveness in their body. Just pure revenge.’

Farrah attempted a light laugh, but her father'sd&dad sent an icy shiver
down her back. 'He isn't pure ltalian, Daddy—waelbt really. He's an
Italian-American, he's probably never even beedtaty.'

'Of course he has, Farrah, he has a branch of l&&over there. So he
wouldn't agree to drop the charges,' he repeated.

'l didn't say that, Daddy,' she licked her lipsuwoeisly. 'He hasn't made up
his mind yet.'

Her father looked at her sharply. 'What does thedim?' he asked slowly.

Farrah stood up to pace the room, a large sumHit®m that seemed to
reflect her mother's own sunny personality. God, sfissed her mother!
What would she have done in this situation? Whatupid question that
was; if it weren't for their love of her mother ghsituation wouldn't have
arisen. But neither of them had realised her fatvees stealing that money.
She forced a cheerful smile. 'I'm to go back aredrse tomorrow.'

Paul Halliday looked at her suspiciously. 'Whatfor
'l don't know, Daddy. Just to give me his answsygdpose.'

'He could have done that today. He didn't makess payou, did he? I've
heard of his reputation with women and it isn'tyv#lattering. He had a
string of women before finally settling for Laurafhett a few years ago.
Not that he's changed much. There seem to havejlisteass many women,
and she isn't much better.’

'‘No, Daddy, he didn't make a pass at me. Far ftokhei told me he was old
enough to be my father.’



'‘And so he is. Must be forty if he's a day.'

'He's thirty-seven, actually. -And he's rather tsmmde in a dangerous sort of
way. He's not the ordinary type of man you see afidwere's something sort
of— well, sort ofspecialabout him. You know—he's the sort you could
never ignore in the street," she bubbled over laitlyhter. 'He looks as if he
should be the head of the Mafia or something, wdth that black,
grey-sprinkled hair, that dark harshly handsomee fand the expensive
handmade suits.'

'‘Don't even say things like that in fun, FarrahuYwver know.'

'‘Don't be silly, Daddy. He doesn't look the violgye—powerful, yes, and
seemingly completely in control of his own destimyt not physically
violent, at least, not needlessly so.'

'He made quite an impression on you, didn't hddehi

'Oh yes. He was—well, he was »quite something.heeigng, but so very
much alive. He seemed to emit suppressed powéritasly needed some
little thing and he would explode into life. But'fieold—so cold, as if love
has never touched him, or he has never allowedl it's strange really, |
only saw him for a few minutes and yet | can rementbm vividly.'

'‘Now then, Farrah,' her father said briskly, 'dtw@tome fanciful about the
man. Remember, my future depends on him.’

All the light died out of her face <is she sat doagain beside her father.
'Don't worry so, Daddy,' she hugged him. 'Everyghiill work out, you'll
see.’

She told herself the same thing many times ovent day, looking up
nervously every time the telephone rang. She hadesldo wear something
rather smarter than the fitted denims and checkettbat she usually wore,
but that would have only drawn attention to hersiiid that she could quite
well do without. Especially after this morning'sneersation with Fiona.



Fiona had sat on the side of Farrah's desk, detgly brunette who was
aware of her own beauty without being conceitece ®las very popular
with both sexes and Farrah returned her smile carmpably. 'Something
wrong?'

She referred to the letters she had just passdoraaply to the older girl.
Fiona shook her head. 'No, these are fine. Itistha—well, you were off
sick yesterday, right? Well, | could have sworrawsyou in the building,’
she looked puzzled. 'In fact | thought you werengaip in the private lift to
the fifteenth floor.'

'Who, me?' Farrah did her best to give a teasingssine only hoped Fiona
was convinced by the shaky result. '‘Going up td Bakeone's office? You

must be joking!

Fiona stood up, smiling self-derisively. 'l thoudghmust have been wrong.
None of us ever see the great man. I've nevelysstan him, and I've been
here nearly four years.'

'Rather elusive, is he?'

'Elusive! The man's positively unattainable.’

'‘But he's very friendly with Laura Bennett," Fargabinted out, 'so he can't
be that unattainable.'

'His sleeping partner, in more ways than one,'fedoFiona. 'I've always
said business and pleasure shouldn't be mixedthaytte a good example.’

Farrah looked up now as Tracy beckoned her tontteenal telephone. 'Joel
Falcone's office,’ she skid in awed tones.

Farrah quickly took the receiver, turning away frtita several pairs of eyes
that had turned to look at her at Tracy's outbi¥ss?' she said breathlessly.

'l want to see you now,' came the cool clipped sarvfener employer.

'‘Now?' she repeated stupidly.



He gave an impatient sigh. 'Now, Miss Halliday, 'ttkaep me waiting.' The
telephone clicked down firmly at the other end.

Farrah looked about her awkwardly, quietly makieg éxcuses to leave the
office before the girls’ curiosity got the bettdrtbem and they actually
started to ask questions. She almost ran out affflue, getting into the lift
and pressing the button for the fifteenth floor.r Heart began to beat
erratically, sounding like a bass drum to her edise procedure of
yesterday was repeated, except this time she wespttwaiting but was
shown straight into Joel Falcone's spacious office.

Again as yesterday, he was seated behind the hmpesing desk, but
dressed less formally, the dark grey businesso$yiesterday discarded in
favour of a black silk shirt opened casually at tleek and black trousers
that fitted closely to his long muscular legs.

His eyes narrowed appraisingly as he took in her appearance and Farrah
put up a nervous hand to ruffle her short cherthic. It was an endearing
gesture, and made those icy blue eyes narrow eves. m

'Miss Halliday,' he said deeply.

'Mr Falcone,' she replied huskily. 'l—er-- You agkee to come.’

'Of course | did, Miss Halliday, I'm not so anciémt my memory fails me,’
his mouth twisted mockingly. 'We have a conversatmofinish.’

Farrah blinked nervously. 'Yes, Mr Falcone. You—ugou said you had
something to think over.'

Joel Falcone stood up, his tall lean frame everenmiimmidating as he came
round the desk to stand in front of her. 'Won't ggwdown, Miss Halliday?'

She looked round at the leather armchair just lseher, dropping down
thankfully into its luxurious depth and then wishishe hadn't as she
realised how much smaller it made her feel as@biesld up at him.



He began to pace up and down the office, emanataognpletely masculine
aura as he occasionally looked at her before tgrinowningly away again.

Suddenly he stopped in ffont of her. 'Tell me, Mikdliday— what do you

think of m6?'

Farrah looked at him open-mouthed. Whatever it whe had been
expecting it certainly hadn't been a question tiks. "Wh-What do | think
of—of you?'she asked hesitantly.

Icy blue eyes pinpointed her to the chair and Marmoved back
involuntarily. 'Yes,meMiss Halliday, not Joel Falcone your employer, but
Joel Falcone the man.'

What on earth was he talking about? Farrah feltptetaly bemused. She
didn't quite see what this conversation had to db wer father and the
taking of this man's money. 'l don't quite se&shé shook her ' head.

'No one is asking you to. Answer the question, NHafliday."'

Farrah looked at him closely to see if he was mugkier, but his expression
was unreadable. What could she say about such aespacially to his
face? Her cheeks blushed a fiery red and she saafd uncomfortably.
'‘Well, I—I don't know what to say!

‘The truth would perhaps be preferable,’ he drawtgty. 'Speak up, girl. |
don't bite—well, not babies like you anyway, andtaialy not in these
circumstances.'

She blushed again, looking away from his tauntingef 'What am |
supposed to say? You know what you look like, sy gk me?'

Joel Falcone sighed in exasperation. 'l don't nmeaphysical looks—well,
perhaps | do, but | don't mean the fact that | dark hair, am tall, of Italian
descent from my skin colouring, and look my ageaht to know how you
feel aboutme,how my looks affect you?"

'Well, for a start you don't look your age, expecded and—cynical and --'



'Yes? Well, don't stop now. This conversation cdaddhe deciding point of
your father's immediate future.'

'Oh! Oh well, in that case,’ she looked at himiaaity. "You're cynical most
of all—and rather condescending. And arrogant.\Butre attractive too.'

'Oh, I'm glad about that," he interrupted mockinglet's concentrate on
that, shall we?’

‘All right. Well, you have a sort of magnetism, raal magnetism | think
they call it. And your features are ruggedly atika; not handsome, you
understand, but very attractive.’'

Joel Falcone walked back around his desk and sah dmain, smiling
slightly at her embarrassment. 'So we have estadithat you don't find me
repulsive. That's good—in the circumstances. And ll-don't find you
repulsive either. Too young for my taste, but tbaty | know that." He was
talking quietly to himself again. He looked up at.HSorry, honey, | was far
away.'

Farrah shrugged her shoulders. 'What's all thisitalddr Falcone? | don't
understand you.'

'No, | don't suppose you do. But you will—oh, beéeme, you will. Do you
know anything about my personal life?'

She hadn't, but during the last twenty-four hounes Isad learnt that he had
more than just a business relationship with themthwvner of this firm, the

actress Laura Bennett, but they both had othetioakhips. She paled.

Surely he wasn't interested in her that way? Haumn'said she was too
young for him? But he had also said she wasn'tlsaguto him. When she

said anything yesterday she hadn't meewything!

'Relax, Miss Halliday. And as you don't seem toeéhan answer | will
assume that you have heard a little about me it k@l able to reveal it
he laughed harshly. 'Why you should feel so retitéiave nadea. You've
already called my cynical, condescending, and amggso why draw the
line at my private life?"



Her green eyes sparkled at his intended mockesgidithose things because
| know them to be true. The things I've heard abautr private life are
exactly that, hearsay. | don't feel able to judge gn that.'

Joel Falcone's mouth tightened visibly and Farfaitifed from his icy
gaze. 'I'm not asking you jadgeme on anything,' he snapped coldiou
are hardly in a petition to judge anyone.’

Farrah sprang agilely to her feet, sparks of aspeoting from her eyes.
‘You're cruel, Mr Falcone!" she choked.

He smiled, a slow leisurely smile that taunted matked. 'Yes, I'm that too.
Sit down, Miss Halliday," he said harshly, all hum&eaving his face to be
replaced by a cold mask. 'You asked for my helprwheould be quite
happy to let the law deal with your father. | thbtig had found a way to
help him and myself at the same time. It seemsslwrang.' He stood up in
conclusion of the interview. 'You wouldn't be coeogtive, and a sulky
angry companion | can do without.'

All anger left Farrah at his dismissive words art Bhoulders slumped
dejectedly. She dropped back into the chair. 'eleds Falcone, I—I didn't

mean to lose my temper. If you have some way gdihglmy father then I'll

gladly help—co-operate, whatever,' she said ankyous

'You really are desperate, aren't you? Very wetf]lyget back to my private
life. You have no doubt heard of my long-standingrfdship with Laura
Bennett." His mouth curled back sneeringly as saghled. 'l thought so, it
seems to be public knowledge, wouldn't you say?'

'Yes," she agreed softly.

'Yes. Well, up until now it has been a veriatimaterelationship, shall we
say? Yes, very intimate.' Joel Falcone obvioushyrfe embarrassment at
his conversation, but Farrah blushed fiery rece® you understand my
meaning," he taunted. 'And while Laura may be fsadisvith that sort of
close business and personal arrangement, | findttha longer suits me at
all.’



Farrah felt tempted to ask what this had to do Wweh but she resisted. She
daren't anger this man any further. 'Yes?' she ptedn

He sighed deeply. 'So, I'm completely bored bythele tedious affair.'
‘Then why carry--? Sorry," she bowed her headdh'timean to pry.’

'Why carry on," he finished for her, feeling noridner embarrassment. 'l've
asked myself the same thing many times. | don'elav answer—except
perhaps that Laura seems to deliberately ignoreharty | may give about
breaking up our relationship. At the begin- inggeded a hostess, | entertain
a great deal, and | suppose you could say | usedbéwhereas the affair
seems to have cooled on my side, Laura seems deéstnto make
something more permanent out of it. Needless to Isdgn't want that. |
want her out of my life once and for all.’

'Mr Falcone, | don't see why | need to know alktht isn't any of my
business, is it?"'

'I'm not in the habit of telling my private affais complete strangers, in fact
| don't discuss them with anyone,' his voice waisiglly precise. 'Unless of
course | have a reason for it, and in your case'l d

'‘And what is that?' Her curiosity was fully arousexiv.

'It's quite simple really, Miss Halliday. As I'vaid, my affair with Laura is
over as far as I'm concerned, at least in the phlsense, but she seems to
want to carry on with it. It's come to the pointevé | don't even want to see
her.'

Farrah was still puzzled. 'If you feel that strongbout it why don't you just
tell her how you feel?'

'I've tried, but unfortunately Laura feels that Bkares in this company give
her some sort of special privilege where I'm conedr They don't. | want to
buy her out, but she seems to feel that if | dat #ne wouldn't see me again.
She's right. | don't appreciate her "using our hess tie to force our
personal relationship. | intend showing her thabh't need her—iany



way. We have an agreement in our contracts theithér of us decides to
sell, shares must be offered to the other partefré being put on the open
market. | want to make Laura so mad bhsto self. Now this is where you
come in. If Laura genuinely believes me to be welavith, and possibly
contemplating marriage with, another woman, the@lisrealise I mean
what | say about severing our friendship. Her prigda't stand for too much
of that sort of treatment. | wanted things to erfteently, but she's made
that impossible. So,' he sighed, 'in return forpging the charges against
your fatheryouare going to become my much- loved girl-friend.’



CHAPTER TWO

'I'M what?'At his words Farrah had jumped to her feet andssbed staring
at him with disbelief on her face.

‘Calm down, Miss Halliday," he said with infuriagisalm. 'l realise my idea
isn't quite what you expected, but..."'

'You're right, it isn't!" Farrah burst out indigrign glaring at him defiantly
as she saw anger spark in those icy blue eyes aitegruption. 'How dare
you!" she continued angrily. 'How dare you suggesh a thing? | couldn't
do it!" she said determinedly, her tiny nose wiimdglwith distaste.

'l said calm down, Miss Halliday,' Joel Falconedsaithout emotion. '‘My
suggestion that you do this for me was not meatitemphysical sense. I've
already said you're too young for my tastes.'

'Yes. Yes!' Farrah replied impatiently. '‘But if ydidn't mean for me to—to

'‘Go to bed with me,' he supplied tauntingly.

'Yes, go to bed with you! If you don't want thathwiill she ever think
you're serious about me? That seems to be the hamyayou progress.'

Blue eyes narrowed to suspicious slits. 'Do wantto share my bed?’

‘Certainly not!" But the question gave her a wanfamiliar feeling inside.
What would it be like to be held in this man's aPmi® be held intimately
against his taut naked body? She brought her chtmtughts to a halt, her
eyes opening wide with shock as she realised howtomaher thoughts had
become. 'Then | don't understand,’ her eyes wate with bewilderment.

‘This is all to be pretence, Miss Halliday. Justay of getting Laura out of
my life.’

'l still don't see why you can't just tell her hgau feel.'



'I've tried, damn you! She still maintains the mk&n idea that those shares
give her some sort of hold over me, another wonterulsl convince her
otherwise. Although I doubt if she'll be very hagbpout it, especially as her
rival is so much her junior.’

He said all this with a certain amount of satistacend she realised he was
so angered by Laura Bennett's behaviour that hédwemjoy doing this to
her. 'I'm not her rival,’ she said quietly.

'Only you and | will know that. As far as everyalse is concerned we'll be
ecstatically in love with each other.' His moutmtd back in a sneer.

‘Not if you act like that they won't.’
'Don't worry, Farrah Halliday, my acting will beprb.’

Farrah started shaking. This man really meant weatvas saying! 'You
can't really mean to do this, Mr Falcone...'

‘Joel, please. If I'm to be your lover --'
‘You aren't!" she said sharply.

"Your pretendlover," he amended mockingly. 'Then you shouldl roa by
my first name.’

Farrah laughed brokenly. This couldn't be happetortger! ‘No one's going
to believe this, Mr Falcone —Joel then,' she saikdisadark look. 'No one
who actually knows us, especially Miss Bennett.'

‘They'll believe it," he said firmly. 'If you dokhow that then you must be as
innocent as you look, which no one could ever ¢ tlhose baby waves and
trusting green eyes!' he said in disgust. 'Whayalo imagine all the girls
down in your office are thinking at this moment? IWHI tell you. They
probably think I'm making love to you right now. éading to rumour, no
woman is safe left alone with me.’

"They—they wouldn't think that," she denied undelya



'Sure they would. Why not? You're beautiful, inhddish sort of way. And
like | said, no woman is considered safe alone wigh

'‘But they wouldn't--" she shook her head.

'Of course they damn well would! And to convincertheven more you're
going to leave the building with me right now."'

‘I am not!" Farrah said indignantly. 'It's onlyeRro'clock. | can't just leave
without telling anyone where I'm going.'

'l don't intend that you should. That wouldn't dfgnes in any way.' He
pressed down the intercom. 'Cathy, get me Angiste®neé He turned to
Farrah again. 'This should set the tongues wadging.

'What do you mean to do--?"

The telephone buzzed to interrupt her and JoeloRalgicked up the
receiver, 'Angie? Joel Falcone,' he said shoNly, ho, it isn't that. We'll get
together about that some other time. | just wantetéll you that Farrah
Halliday won't be back in the department today. dlee isn't ill,' his eyes
silently mocked her. 'She happens to be leaving mig.'

Farrah almost got up and ran then. It had staiteday, this deception that
would become more and more involved. And she hawe'h agreed to it!
But she had no choice in the matter. Joel Falc@ueher trapped, and he
knew it.

"That's right," he continued, seemingly unaward-aifrah's inner turmoil.
'‘And she may be a little late in the morning to@R We'll talk about that
other matter at a later date.' He rang off.

Farrah's eyes filled with unshed tears. 'This iglite," she said huskily. 'l
can't go through with it.'

'Wouldn't you rather it happened this way thanaeeheveryone know your
father is nothing but a common thief?’



'He isn't a common thief!l He needed that monepeiedely.'

'So you've told me. I'd be interested to hear ¢asaon.'

Anger sparked swiftly at his taunting voice. "Weglbhu aren't going to. My
father is twice the man you'll ever be. And do kmow why? I'll tell you
why. Because he loves. You couldn't love anyoneawything—you
wouldn't know how to. But my father would and domsd for someone he
loves he's willing to do anything. You're just aahime, Mr Falcone, a cold
unfeeling machine!

'‘But a rich one,' he said dryly, completely unmofgcher outburst. 'And in
this case it means | hold all the right cards. Weaolilyou agree?'

'l hate you, Mr Falcone. | hate you!

‘No, you don't, Farrah. From this moment on yogbtig to love me, or at
least pretend to. It's something I've found wonrengaod-at.'

'l couldn't even pretend to love you,' Farrah $aitly. "You're hateful!

'So you would prefer that | prosecute your father?”

'No! You know | wouldn't," she said miserably.

Joel Falcone sighed impatiently. "You can't hab®th ways, you know. Go
through with this pretence and | drop the charggsrast your father, plus
forget the twenty-five thousand pounds he owes imu know the
alternative.'

"You consider thigharadeworth twenty-five thousand pounds!

He nodded. 'l simply don't want Laura involved ig business affairs any
longer. No doubt she'll want more than the markde for those shares.’

'‘And won't you mind paying it?'

He shrugged. 'Why should I? She'll be out of mg, lilnally.’



‘That's some friendship you have there,' she gaig.d

‘That's right, but I've just explained that to ydde stood up in one fluid
movement. ‘Are you ready to leave now?"

Farrah also stood up, moving jerkily to the dogly-—my bag and jacket. |
left them in the office. | can't just leave therarh'

That's all right. Angie wanted to talk to me absainething anyway. You
can collect your things while I talk to her.'

'Oh, but | --'

'Do it, Farrah!" he ordered impatiently. ‘Make yound up to this, because
once we step outside this room there'll be no ngrback. Once you're
committed you will follow this through to the er&hd no one is to know it's
pretence. You understand, no one! Not even youefat

'But | have to tell him,' she said, horrified. dnct let him think that I --'

'Not even your father, Farrah!" he repeated firrigu can tell him when it's
all over and not before. It shouldn't take longpaple of months, no more.’

‘A couple of months!'

He looked at her with steady blue eyes, collecangurgundy-coloured
leather jacket from what appeared to be a cloakraooh shrugging his
powerful shoulders unhurriedly inside. 'A coupleagfeks would hardly be
convincing. The first few weeks we'll just makeeswe're seen together in
all the right places, later we'll progress to theasional night spent together
at my apartment.’

Farrah looked at his open-mouthed. 'l couldn't Hat!'t What would
everyone think if | stayed at your apartment? Whatld myfatherthink!'

\Exactly what they're supposed to, | should imagBelieve me, Laura
won't be able to stand too much of that sort aittreent. She likes to think
that any man she wants will come running when siis:t



'‘But you won't,' she derided.
'‘Not any more—if | ever did.'

'You aren't the faithful type at all, are you?' d@v his mouth tighten
angrily. 'I'm sorry, but you did say | wasn't tosdky and angry.’

'l didn't say you had to be rude instead. And mo ot the faithful type. I've
yet to meet a woman who can make me feel possessoggh to feel the
need to be a one-woman man.’

'You consider women are only to be used and noéddv she asked
interestedly.

He gave a mocking smile. '‘Ohlovethem.’
Farrah blushed. 'l don't mean physically.'

'l know that,' he smiled at her embarrassment, eking smile that taunted.
He shrugged. 'No woman has ever proved to me anpalifferent, you're
all money-grasping. A present pays for many thitgs,without them you
get nothing.’

Farrah shook her head. 'That isn't true, at leatson my part. No man has
ever given me presents for services rendered.’

Joel Falcone's eyes raked mercilessly over heratagpearance. 'Seeing
you dressed like that, | can believe it.'

'‘Well, you don't exactly look the part of the debwmmillionaire yourself,'
she retorted tartly.

'Perhaps not,' he agreed. 'Okay, let's go." Hapasual arm about her slim
shoulders and felt her stiffen. ‘Once we step datthis door," he reminded
her.

Farrah forced herself to accept his touch, regjghie impulse to move away
from the closeness of his lithe athletic body. that it was unpleasant—that



was the trouble. She found him much too attraciivé dangerous this close
to. And if his acting proved to be as superb asdie it-would be she hated
to think what would happen. His hand rested ligbtiyher shoulder and she
could feel his warmth through her thin cotton shirt

Those compelling blue eyes looked into her own alpgmnsive green ones.
‘All right?' he asked softly.

‘All right,' she agreed.

Joel Falcone opened the door for her, usheringotieof the office before
him but managing to retain his hold on her. 'Snkibayrah," he said quietly. 'l
don't want Cathy to think I'm taking you out of @emder duress.’

Farrah forced an almost natural smile on to hes, Ighl too much aware of
the vital man at her side. His secretary, Cathgncgd up from her typing to
look at them, her eyes narrowing with surprise les saw her employer's
arm draped casually across Farrah's shoulders.

'I'll be out for the rest of the day," Joel Falcantoermed her smoothly.
'‘Cancel the rest of my appointments for today, fandomorrow morning.'

'Yes, sir.' Cathy looked puzzled by this strangen tof events. 'Is there
anywhere | can reach you if necessary?"

Joel looked at Farrah. '‘Under no circumstances amble disturbed,’ he
drawled. 'By anyone.'

Farrah walked out of the office with him, not hayisaid a word, and the
smile seemed fixed on her face. And this was juststart | 'I'm not sure |
can go through with this," she said shakily, mowameay from him as they
entered the lift together.

‘Too late,' he said unconcernedly.

'Has it ever occurred to you that | might have gflend?' she asked
resentfully.



It did, but no protestations were forthcoming hmatt indirection, so |
assumed there wasn't a particular man in yout life.

'But there is!'

‘Then he can't be very important to you or you wdudve mentioned him
earlier. Forget him.' He waited for her to precldws out of his private lift
on to the sixth floor. 'l already have.’

‘Are you always this dismissive of other peoplepginess?'

'Only when it's interwoven with mine. Look, Farraig one is going to be
hurt by this pretence of ours. Laura just hasmgtabout becoming my wife
at the moment. Once she realises it's ho go 8legjlad to accept the money
I'm offering her for her shares. Your father withg free, you will have
whatever | care to give you in presents duringie couple of months, and
|—well, 1 will gain my freedom from a determined man.’

'‘And how do | tell Nigel | won't be seeing him ampre?’

‘That's up to you.' He stopped outside the dobetalepartment. 'I'll be with
Angie only a matter of minutes, join us when youws@lected your
belongings.'

Joel Falcone caused quite a stir when he walkexdthe large open plan
office that accommodated ten girls and Angie Prestho had her own
separate office at the end of the room, but wheraRdollowed him in all

conversation ceased altogether and nine pairses @gre riveted on them.

'l won't be long," Joel said huskily, but loud egbdor people close to them
to hear.

Farrah walked quickly to her desk, her head dovemt las she gathered up
her black velvet jacket and her denim shoulder bag was proving to be
more embarrassing than she had imagined and stiehwar a few whispers
from her workmates now. Well, this was no good, abwdn't creep about
like this all the time, and so flinging back heradealmost defiantly she



faced the girls in the office with pride and digniFiona was looking at her
with puzzled eyes and somehow Farrah managed tmeamp a smile.

Fiona came over to her. "What's going on?' shedasikeously.

'l—er—I—It's rather awkward to explain --' She dpdtJoel Falcone out of
the corner of her eye as he made his way acrossfibe to her side.

He smiled straight into her eyes and Farrah fettheart lurch. It was a

warm possessive smile and she couldn't help bpbresto it. She didn't

think this pretence was going to prove too diffiailhe smiled at her like

that too often, in fact it could prove too easygcimtoo easy, and it could end
with her being very hurt by this man.

'Ready to leave, honey?' Again his arm slipped abeushoulders.

Farrah ignored the audible gasps coming from arotined room. She
nodded. 'Ready," she agreed. 'I'll talk to you toow, Fiona.'

Complete silence followed their progress out ofrthem, but as soon as the
door closed behind them Farrah could hear the suddarmur of
conversation. Joel Falcone gave a satisfied srile.five o'clock this
evening the whole building should know about otileliaffair.’

Farrah pressed the lift button for the ground fldbdon't see what good
that's going to do, except embarrass me, of coMiss. Bennett is a famous
actress, she doesn't go about gossiping with #fe' st

'From little acorns ..." he quoted softly. 'The smpeople who know about it
the better. This way it will be more believable.’

'If I don't believe it | don't see why anyone etb®uld.'
‘They will." He studied her intently for severatsads. 'Of course you don't

look kissed as you ought to do," he took a stemtds/her, 'but that can soon
be remedied.’



‘No!" Farrah backed away from him, more frighternleat he might get a
response than of the actual man himself. 'l—I doatt to be kissed 1'

He watched her through mocking eyes. 'Why not2dked softly.
'‘Because—well, because |—I don't find you attraetiv
'‘But you've already told me that ydo find me attractive,’ he reminded.

'l find a tiger attractive in the same way,' shiented hotly. 'All right to look
at from afar but too dangerous to touch.'

'‘Dangerous?’ he repeated curiously. 'What a straoge to use!

'‘But fitting, don't you agree?'

'Maybe.' He opened the lift doors with the toucl dutton. "Try to look as if

you aren't terrified of me— or | could just give wahat kiss here in

reception.’

"You wouldn't!" Her green eyes widened.

'l wouldn't count on it," he said lazily, retainiagtight hold on her arm as
they walked unhurriedly out of the building. A bik€errari stood parked on
the forecourt and Joel Falcone nodded dismissaleodommissionaire as he
moved to open the doors for them. Joel himself Bawah seated in the
passenger seat before climbing in beside her. 'Gaatiie?’

Farrah shifted about in the confines of the catpalmuch aware of the man
at her side. She could smell his aftershave andlés male smell of him

and her senses stirred unbidden. It was a fantzatiand completely suited
to its sleek, confident owner. 'Fine, thanks,' shgwered shortly.

'‘Good." He put the car into gear.

'Where are you taking me?' Farrah asked with manédence than she felt.

'Home,' Joel Falcone drawled. 'Your home.'



'Oh, but I thought --'

"I'm well aware of what you thought. I'm taking ypame now and calling
for you later. We're going to a nightclub | know.’

Farrah was completely fascinated by the harsh dddoel Falcone, harsh
and cynical and yet completely riveting. Deep liregsexperience were
etched from nose to mouth and his mouth had a altvigst to it. He left her
breathless and it took all her strength to answier. HTonight?' she
squeaked, swallowing convulsively at the thoughsménding the evening
with him.

'Sure, tonight." Those deep blue eyes raked overph&e face, eyes
surrounded by thick dark lashes that should havkdd effeminate but
didn't. "You weren't going anywhere else, were you?

Farrah gave a wan smile. 'If | were I'm sure yowlddell me to break it.'

To her surprise he smiled too, a warm natural sthig¢ reached his eyes.
'You learn fast, young Farrah Halliday. Were yoingout?'

'‘No," she admitted reluctantly.

‘Then you won't need to break it, will you. Are ygaing to tell your father
about me? Oh, not of our agreement, but that tve'tioing out together.’

‘Not until | have to.' She blushed as she reals®d bad that sounded.
Joel Falcone frowned heavily. ‘Do you think thatise? It could come as
quite a shock to him to learn from someone elsehtisdittle girl is having a
full- scale affair with someone like me. If he'silhas you say he is then the
knowledge can't be going to help him.’

'Exactly," Farrah said dryly.

'‘And it will be even worse coming from a strang@r, worse still, a
newspaper. And how will your mother feel about it?"'



It was a perfectly natural question in the circuanses, and yet Farrah felt a
sharp pain at his casually spoken words. 'My motbhedead," she said
quietly. 'And | hope you'll leave it to me to telly father.'

'l have no intention of seeing your father, whed how you tell him is up to
you.' He stopped the car before the block of fletere she lived with her
father. 'Can you be ready by eight-thirty?"

'l should think so,' she laughed lightly. 'It's pfbur o'clock, it doesn't take
me four and a half hours to get ready. What—whatalowant me to wear?"
His steady gaze unnerving her and she fidgetedoassarily.

'We'll be going to a nightclub, quite an exclusivee. Do you have anything
suitable?'

, 'Yes,' she snapped, stung by his condescen$om't'worry, | won't
disgrace you.'

'I've arranged for you to go to a salon tomorrow elmoose a new wardrobe.
That's the reason | told Angie you would be latéhemmorning.’

'l don't want anything like that from you,' shedtbim angrily. 'l can buy my
own clothes, thank you.'

'I'm sure you can. Consider these part of your ptrh
'l don't want anything from you,' she repeated fixrniNot your expensive
presents or your clothes. Letting my father go Wwéebe enough. And | can

promise you that I'll pay as much of- your moneghbas | can.’'

'Did you know your eyes flash in the most tantaljsway when you're
angry?' he said huskily, ignoring her outrage aectély spoken words.

Farrah blushed fiery red. 'Don't prevaricate," sdud stiffly.

'Is that what | was doing?'



You know you were. | mean it, Mr Falcone, | waaticept anything from
you.'

He turned away from her. 'Please yourself. | havampointment in half an
hour," he said pointedly.

'I'm sorry!" She looked at him nervously. "Youd back at eight-thirty?'

'Yes. And as you don't want me to meet your fagloerd better come down
here.'

‘Very well.'

Farrah hesitated about going up to the flat just lyer father wouldn't be
expecting her home for at least another hour arvddugd obviously wonder

why she was home so early. She could hardly teilthiat Joel Falcone had
brought her. No, that wouldn't do at all.

She walked back in the direction of the town. Sae her cheque book with
her, and although she had told Joel Falcone tlealhati a suitable dress, she
didn't really. It had been a show of bravado ongdaet and even though the
sort of gown he would expect his companion to weanld make a great
hole in her savings she had no intention of lettiimg see her in anything but
the best.

The gowns she looked at were very beautiful, angt @gpensive, and she
tried on several before making her final choicehddd to be something
sophisticated, but not too old for her, and thelkbigown seemed to fit both
those requirements. It was what she would calkglirtlinging in all the
right places and yet retaining an air of mysterie Thin satin shoulder
straps did not allow for a bra, but as she had mlexe any qualms about the
suppleness of her body this didn't concern hemaoh. The low neckline
made the dark curve of her breasts just visiblethmibareness of her throat
alleviated the darkness of the dress.

It had just gone five when she entered the flattardather was just in the
middle of making a cup of tea. He smiled at hestassat down tiredly in an
armchair. 'Been shopping?' he indicated the balgerchair beside her.



‘A new dress,' she explained.
"You're going out tonight, then?' he asked intecgt
'Yes. You're going over to see Uncle Ben, arenif?yo

'Mmm, we'll probably sink a few jars at the locatlidgalk ourselves silly like
we usually do.’

"You know you enjoy yourself," she smiled.

'Farrah, 1 don't want to seem too inquisitive, tidtyou talk to Joel Falcone
today?'

'He spoke to me," she corrected. 'I'm sorry, | hbave told you earlier.' So
much had happened since she left home this morthay she had
completely forgotten her father's anguish. 'Joétdfee has agreed to drop
the charges.’

'Oh, that's wonderful!" exclaimed her father. '‘Ahaw price?' he asked
shrewdly.

Farrah evaded her father's questing look. 'No pbeeidy.'

'‘No price! But | -- He must have a reason for thigtrah | Unless you told
him about your mother..."'

'‘No!" she denied sharply. 'l didn't tell him anyi

‘Then | don't understand,’ he shook his head.

Farrah shrugged, standing up impatiently. 'Perligpst caught him in a
good mood, Daddy. Everything should be sorted athimnvthe next few
days.'

'Did he say anything about my job?"



'‘No, he didn't! But | should think you'll be sacketbn't you?' she said
shrilly. ‘It was a silly thing to do and it'll prably ruin the rest of your life.’
And mine, she groaned inwardly. 'Mummy wouldn'téavanted you to do
it and you know it. | know it was for her, Daddytlshe would hate to know
what trouble you've brought upon yourself.'

"Your mother always had second best, Farrah, stirtdeserve to die that
way too.'

This was an old argument and one Farrah always $s had loved her
mother too, and if she had died believing the mdoneyer private nursing
came from an insurance policy then perhaps it Wase ¢e good. 'l could
have left work and nursed her, Daddy. You know hted to.'

'She didn't want that. You're young, Farrah, ngrsiour mother would have
cut you off from your friends, denied you a propecial life. Your mother
wanted you to enjoy your youth.'

'‘And | have, Daddy, but this threat over our haadgorse than any hardship
| might have had nursing Mummy. | loved her tooy ¥mow!'

Her father put a comforting arm about her should#r&as better this way,

poppet. Your mother died having had all the medacal nursing care there
was available. The trip to Switzerland was the nexgensive, but | had to
make sure the English doctors were right when slagy there was no hope.'
'‘But company money, Daddy!"

'l know," he said wearily. 'l know it was wrong.sfill have a couple of
thousand of it, Farrah, | can give that back," deea almost eagerly.

‘A couple of thousand! That won't even dent thentydive thousand. He's
a powerful man, Daddy, you should have known béitien to try and trick
him.'

'l wasn't tricking him personally, only the compdny

'Heis the company.’



‘You're a good child, Farrah, but if | had the saxdds against me again |
would have to act the same way. I'd have to, dowwlerstand?"

Farrah hugged her father tightly, blinking away teaars as she looked at
him. 'l understand. Daddy, but it doesn't makeghiany easier. | still have
to work there and people ask me how you are evayyIchever know what

to say., They all want to know when you'll be watiough to go back to

work.'

'l know it's hard for you, Farrah, but you couldiays leave. You have the
experience behind you now, you could easily gebla \ith another
company.'

She shook her head. 'l don't think so, Daddy.' Bakgone wouldn't allow it,
for one thing. This way he had easy access todmer,also to cause a stir
among his own numerous staff. No, the time to ckamgr job would be
when all this was over, that would be when she egéa@r privacy the most.
During the next few months she was going to be kna# Joel Falcone's
new woman, and the reason for the abrupt end dfikisdship with Laura
Bennett. God, what a mess!



CHAPTER THREE
'HAVING second thoughts?'

Farrah didn't pretend not to know what he meamaging her uncertainty.
‘And third and fourth ones too," she acknowleddBdt every time the
answer comes out the same."’

Her apprehension had started the minute she stejpedhis car this
evening. His pure sophistication in white suit dtack shirt had unsettled
her and once again reminded her of his importaima. Falcone was a man
who had worked himself up from a back-street ctoléh smooth polished
man with an intelligence that baffled many a rivalit this nightclub had
made her withdraw even more into her shell of segn€here were so many
celebrities here that she felt completely overwleelmAnd-Joel Falcone
seemed completely at -home among them!

They were seated in a secluded corner, the redglesh of the room
surrounding them in a warm intimacy that was ugteldceiving. Couples
were dancing in uninhibited abandon on the flooacgpprovided, and
Farrah felt less self-conscious about her revealeges in the clinging dress
after looking at some of the more exotic gowns geworn here.

The service was excellent and unobtrusive—and swsly be costing a
small fortune in itself. This certainly wasn't thart of place she would have
chosen to come to, but she realised Joel Falcorst hke this sort of
atmosphere. He certainly seemed more relaxedntrfeicking smile never
far from those curved sensuous lips.

‘Joel!Darling!" A tall girl, with long almost waist-length aubuhair, rushed
to Joel's side, embracing him effusively as hedtgopolitely. "‘Where have
you beenall evening?' she purred seductively.

Joel Falcone seemed to be withstanding this onstaegrarkably well, and
instead of repulsing this girl's caresses he wasallg encouraging her,
returning the pressure of her lips with equal fervdMmm," he sighed
huskily. "You look good, Candida. As to where Iheen, I've been sitting
here all evening.’



The girl Candida grasped his arm possessivelythdh case, why haven't
you joined the rest of us like you usually do?'

His arm was draped around her waist, his handngesitimly on her hip.
'I've—um—I've beemtherwiseengaged.' He looked pointedly at Farrah.

Farrah found it difficult to meet the hostile gaakthe other girl, but
nevertheless she managed to do so. Glacial blseraked over her, a slight
sneer to the girl's heavily painted lips. 'Blatrling--' she began scathingly.

Joel put out a hand and pulled Farrah to her feisthold leaving the
beautiful Candida and now encircling Farrah's shaist. 'Farrah, honey,
come and meet Candida.’

The two girls looked at each other with dislike dimally it was Candida's
gaze that dropped and fell away. Farrah wasn'tcpgatly bothered about
the other girl's dislike of her, but she did ththiat Joel Falcone should have
acted less familiarly with her. After all, if sheally had loved him and he
her then she wouldn't have been able to meeklyasik and witness such
behaviour.

'Hello," Candida said huskily.

'‘Good evening," Farrah replied formally.

She felt Joel Falcone's arm tighten painfully on\waist and the smile on
his lips for her didn't reach the darkness of gesedeep unfathomable eyes
that gave away nothing of his thoughts. 'Candidanisld friend, my love,’
he chided gently.

So the act had begun! She had to force hersetbroinge away from such
a false endearment. 'Really?’ she looked at hiadgje

Candida's eyes had narrowed at Joel's protectivearmd murmured
endearment. She pouted at him. 'l thought | waserti@n a friend, Joel.’



He laughed at her exaggerated air of hurt. 'Dontbtcause trouble. Candy.
Farrah doesn't understand your warped sense of umurand | won't have
her hurt.'

The redhead looked away. 'l see,' she said quistéyyou going to join us?'

'I'm not sure." He looked at Farrah. 'Honey?' Shiedsaway from such a
suggestion, unwilling to meet more of his frientishiey resented her as
much as the girl did. 'l—I don't--'

Joel didn't wait for the rest of her answer. Headhbis head to Candy. 'l
don't think so. Not tonight.'

The beautiful redhead gave it one last reckless 48d_aura coming here
tonight?' she asked casually.

She realised her mistake as Joel's eyes becamyeaddl. 'l wouldn't know,'
he said shortly. 'Laura and | no longer discuss personal social
engagements, as you very well know.'

Candida was instantly contrite. 'I'm sorry, Joelidn't mean--'

'l know very well what you meant. Candy, and it masnything polite.
Now if you'll excuse us | think I'll take Farrahtanthe other room and do
what passes for dancing in this place.’

Farrah followed him wordlessly, pulled along by had on her hand. She
didn't have time to say goodbye to the other gut,she didn't think it really
mattered, as Joel had said, Candida did not hditenqmss on her mind. The
poor girl had been positively green with jealouBgarrah shook off all

thoughts of the beautiful Candida, at the momeatls&d something more
pressing to think about. She had seen what Joélteay called dancing
when they came into the club, and to her it lookexdte like making love to

music!

'Relax," Joel murmured in her ear, bending dowthe@g danced so that his
face was buried in her creamy throat. 'Try to lsakably ecstatic.’



Farrah was much too aware of his hard lithe bodgs®d close to her own to
look anything else but terrified. She had nevercedrthis close to a man
before and each muscle and sinew was firmly owtliagainst her own
trembling body. 'How can 1?' she asked tautly. 'Wieu terrify the life out
of me.'

Joel moved his head up and away from helo, Farrah Halliday? And how
do I do that?'

She looked away from him crossly. 'You mock me.’
'l mock everyone, child," he said with some humtaocluding myself.’
'‘But why are you so cynical?'

He shrugged his broad shoulders. 'l have no idekesd you count boredom
as a reason.'

'‘Boredom!' Farrah was frankly astounded. 'But yauehso much.'

Joel's mouth twisted. 'So everyone keeps telling me

Farrah wished they could sit down again, the moveraghis body on hers
was so blatantly sensual that she felt like pathefman himself. And yet
they would have looked strange dancing any othgr exeryone seemed to
be moving with the same closeness.

'‘Could we--' she cleared her throat. 'Could welewn again, please?'
'Sure,’ his eyes mocked her silently as he sawdwed before sliding on to
the bench seat beside her, his thigh brushing hera.don't like to dance?'
He watched her over the rim of his glass.

'Yes, | like to dance,’ she said tartly. 'But | winit call that dancing.’

‘Just what would you call it?’

'‘Making love to music?'



She heard him give a deep throaty chuckle and wdtel his teeth flashed
whitely and his blue eyes crinkled with laughtém ‘apt description,’ he
toasted her with his glass. 'So you're a prudeakdialliday.’

'l am not! | just think that sort of thing should HQone in private.'

'What sort of thing?' He watched the couples danéin several seconds.
'It's only body contact.’

Farrah wrinkled her nose delicately. 'l didn't likeshe said firmly.
‘Strange, | found it rather—satisfying.’

Farrah knew he had intended embarrassing her,heublsished anyway.
‘Then you're satisfied very easily," she retorteattby.

'Oh, but I'm not," he corrected her softly. 'I'mmydifficult to—please.’

She knew this was a double-edged conversatiorstamdlso knew that Joel
Falcone was enjoying her discomfiture immenselgll ‘e, Mr Falcone,’
she ignored his dark scowl at her formality, 'whgnd you ask someone
like your friend Candida to assist you with youitldi problem? She's
obviously aware of the breakdown of your relatiopskith Miss Bennett."

'l should think all myfriendsare,’ he said grimly. 'It's been on the cards for
some time now.'

'‘But what—what happened?' Her eyes were like hugeng pools of
curiosity.

Joel sighed. 'l suppose you have a right to knoaw Nl may not be the
epitome of the perfect male and Laura and | havemieeen very faithful,
each of us having other casual friendships. Buawdhe line at having her
burst into my apartment just as | was--' he broke 'Blaking love, you
would call it," he looked grim. 'With another woman

'‘But you told me that you—that you and she still--'



'Oh, we do, on the odd occasion. Why not? | takerdas | would take a
shower, not a necessity but pleasant on the rigtaion. And as for using
Candida, | have better sense. | don't intend ta gay freedom from one
scheming woman just to get caught in another trquaky disastrous.
Believe me, Candida would demand more from me ty@un do, both

physically and in other ways. And I'm not willing &nswer to any woman
for my actions.’

'l see.’

'Stop looking so disapproving, Farrah,' he chuckleskily. 'And for God's
sake relax! Don't you ever smile?'

'Sometimes. | haven't had much to smile aboutylatel

'Look, I'm not going to hurt you. This is all prete, and it won't last very
long."

‘Just long enough for me to be known publicly asrygew woman.'

'It may not come to that, Laura and | may be ableettle this privately.'
Farrah looked at him eagerly. 'Could you do that?'

'‘Maybe," he said non-committally.

'Oh, Joel, I'd--' she broke off.

He grinned at her. 'Carry on, Farrah, it would lpgtyato spoil your effort.'
She looked at him shyly. 'It wasn't such an effehe admitted.

Blue eyes narrowed, but he still smiled. 'All thern reason,’ he said
huskily. 'Just try and forget our reason for belege. | think that our
mission has been accomplished. Candy and her &ilbade been giving us
speculative looks for the past hour or more, andestalking to us | should

think Candy has told them all who you are. Don'tnyolLaura should know
within the next day or so that we were seen togethe



'‘But would it matter to her? You've already adnditthat you both
occasionally see other people.'

‘That's why | told you it would take a couple of miws to convince her, my
girl-friends don't usually last that long.’

‘Tell me, Mr—Joel,have you ever been in love?'

'‘No. It's a luxury that has never been granted ¥Wwi've grown very
curious, Farrah Halliday. Why the sudden interest?’

Farrah sipped her Martini and lemonade before amswéim. 'If | have to
spend time with you | may as well make conversatiast people enjoy
talking about themselves.'

'l don't." He bent forward, effectively cutting dffe rest of the room from
her vision. 'l would far rather talk about you. Areu as innocent as you
look?’

'You've said that once before. | can't help the Waypk.'

'‘Does that mean that the answer is no?'

'No, it doesn't! If by innocent you mean do | sleepund, then the answer is
no. So that makes me innocent in your eyes. I'vemgone in for casual
love or lovemaking.'

'‘Does that mean you're a virgin?"'

'It's none of your business! I--'

'Does it?' he repeated sharply.

'l can't-- It-- Oh yes! Yes, it does! Are you siéd now?'

‘No. I'm interested, very interested. Do you hawegfitiends, Farrah? Of
course you do,' he answered his own question. 'Soenealled Nigel wasn't



it, and | presume there have been others. Andgm of them have wanted
to make love to you.'

Farrah gasped. 'l didn't say that!"

'So theyhavewanted to make love to you. And you've said noyWias
that, Farrah, are you holding out for marriage? poea thinking of how
privileged that man will feel when you go into yauarriage bed pure and
untouched?'

There was no mistaking the sneer in his voice aartdahk bridled angrily.
'Like | said, you mock everything.' She shifted gram him and breathed
more easily when no longer made quite so much awhitds physical
attractiveness. For a few minutes he had held ttenteon like a magnet,
and she was made all too much aware of how easgito fall for his charm
when he chose to exert it. And she wouldn't give that satisfaction.

His hand moved to cover her own as it rested onahie, holding her even
tighter as her first instinct was to snatch herdhaway. ‘Careful,’ he warned.
'Don't spoil it all now. You've managed very wallfar.'

‘Thank you very much, sir! How kind you are!

Her anger made him smile. "Your eyes are flashgaijre’

Farrah blushed. 'Leave my eyes out of it!"

Joel shook his head. 'Impossible. They're realiyedoeautiful. Are those
dark lashes natural?'

You're prevaricating again.' She was unable totiisesyes.
'‘Not me, honey, you're the one doing that. | asliada perfectly normal--'

'‘Normal! Nothing about our whole relationshimigrmal Can we go home
now?"'

"Yours or mine?' he taunted.



"You to yours, and me to mine,' she said ungranuaidti

Joel picked up her hand, studying the palely pdintails and her slim
tapered fingers. 'There ought to be a ring onhhrsd,' he said thoughtfully.
‘A huge emerald to match your eyes. Has no oneddfened?’

'I'l only marry for love. Now can we go home?' shpeated stubbornly.

'It's early," he replied vaguely, still lookingtedr hand as it rested in his own
much larger one. He looked at his watch. 'It's @iywen o'clock, much too
early to leave. | rarely leave before two in therniog.'

Farrah felt a sense of dread. Another three houttshim. In this mood he

was far too dangerous for her peace of mind. Ihatstime they had

become much too intimate for Farrah's liking. Jsegmed to be amusing
himself with her and he was being deliberately ochag. The trouble was

her traitorous body was falling for it. Each time bgave her that dark
brooding look she trembled with anticipation, ofatshe wasn't sure.

'If we leave now your friends will naturally assume're going to your
apartment to—to--'

'Make love,' he drawled. 'That seems to be thectopthe evening. And |
can quite as welinake lovet two in the morning as | can now.’

Farrah blushed. 'You're embarrassing me," she sheokead. 'I've never
spoken about such things to anyone before, leeadanan | only met for the
first time yesterday. Are you always so—so basic?'

He let go of her hand, sitting back to light up feeot with his gold
initialled lighter. 'No, | enjoy shocking you. Do#®at surprise you?'

'l suppose not. My naivete must be very amusihg,'ssid dejectedly.

Joel was surrounded by thick smoke, his expressiweadable, 'Nothing
about you amuses me,' he said harshly. 'On theagnit's a long time
since | met anyone as fresh and young as you uneldiybare. It's quite a
novelty.'



‘There are plenty of girls like me about. We harelyen know the sort of
world you live in exists.'

'So you're going to settle for a respectable yomag with a semi in the
country and the estimated 2-4 children," he motlexd'Or are you going to
try and find yourself a rich husband?’

‘Neither. All I want is a man | can love with allyrheart. You're so cynical,
but one day you'll find someone to love. | only @ogu recognise the
emotion for what it is.’

'l know desire and | know indifference, and that®ugh for me. | don't
need anything as complicated as love in my lifewNbyou're ready to
leave?'

'Oh, I'm ready. There's just one thing, Mr—Joel. Nather is only
forty-five, he has at least another twenty yeafiste work. | realise you
can't give him too good a reference, but if youldgust not give him a bad
one? He wouldn't do anything like this again, Irpree you.'

'I'm not giving him a reference at all--'

'Oh, but—'

'l haven't sacked him, Farrah. He can come baulot& any time he likes.'
Farrah looked at him sharply. '‘But he—I-- Do youam&?"'

'Sure. Your father made a mistake, a mistake rmtmiany people know
about, and | think he's paid for it. But he'll batehed," he warned her.
'Security advised me to sack him, so they'll bepkegan eye on him. No
one else in the company is aware of him+#owing,so he shouldn't find it
too difficult to return.’

'You really mean it?' She saw his faint nod, agtied with relief. 'Oh, Joel,
| could kissyou!"

'Don't let me stop you.' He watched her below hddtis.



She blushed and gave him a shy smile, unable td batk the bubbly
laughter she felt in her happiness. 'Oh, Joel,ithimarvellous! It's such a
relief. Daddy's been so worried. So have | for thatter.’

'l gather the kiss isn't going to be forthcomingRdught not," he took in her
flushed cheeks. 'That's the first time I've seanlgogh.'

'It's the first time I've really felt happy for wee'
Joel looked at his watch again. 'Nearly twelveuégs we can go now.'

They had to walk past the table at which his freeneére seated and it was
only polite that he stop to say a few words. Famas aware of being
thoroughly appraised by men and women alike andst only Joel's grip on
her waist that stopped her running. There werengr and an equal number
of women at the table, although none of them algtis#demed to be in
couples.

‘Unsociable tonight, weren't you, Joel?' remarkéalldlond man.
Joel grinned at him. 'Farrah’'s worth being unsdeiédy,’ he said smoothly.

There was a knowing gleam in the other man's éyasst you to come up
with someone new and beautiful. Where are you goow?'

'Farrah has a headache,' he explained. He turnkxbkoat her pale face,
bending suddenly to kiss her parted lips. Farrab tagen completely by
surprise and responded without thinking. She regast firm caressing lips
on her own before they were slowly removed. Jbélis eyes shone down at
her in challenge, and to her shame she was theditsok away. He turned
back to his friends. 'I'm taking her home now. Welh you another time.’
And with a casual goodbye they left the nightclub.

Farrah was literally shaking. That kiss had gotdwnpletely off guard, and
she wondered at the need for such a display. Udleslswas just claiming
the kiss she had said she could give him. Whatesereason had been it
had just confirmed his attraction to her and made &ll the more



wary.'Calm down, honey," Joel drawled once theyewsack in the car.
"You'll worry yourself into kn early grave. It wasanything important.’

'‘No," she said dully. 'l just wish you'd warned nhecould have done
something stupid.'

'Instead of which you kissed me back. Simon satdlgok beautiful, | guess
| forgot to tell you that. The dress is perfect] aou have a good figure.'

'You don't need to tell me this. I've been kissefbie.'

'l know. That's why I'm not sure why this one shgoki so much. It did,
didn't it?' he looked sideways at her.

'It was unexpected,' she insisted.

'Why? You surely didn't expect to get away withtaobhand-holding and a
few smiles?"

"You mean there'll be more—kissing?' She hopeddismnay wasn't too
evident.

'Quite a lot more, | should say. That was onlydtarters. My Italian blood
calls for something a little more potent than that.

Farrah moved uncomfortably, wishing to channel toaversation into
something less personal to herself. 'Has your falivikd in America long?'

'My great-grandfather left Italy as a young childand was latex
excommunicated from his religion for a misdeed hiwgo into,' he said
grimly.

"Your great-grandfather waxcommunicatedBut why?'

'l said | wouldn't go into it.'

'I know, but--'



'Farrah! Stop being so damned inquisitive! If yealty must know, he was
what was commonly known as a gangster in those'days

'He belonged to the Mafia!" she cried excitedlyoltl Daddy--'
'Yes?' he said tautly. 'What did you tell your &ath

Farrah hung her head guiltily. 'l saydulooked as if you belonged to the
Mafia.'

With a screech of brakes the car came to an alwalpt'You saidwhat?"
Joel demanded between clenched teeth.

‘That you looked as if you belonged to the MaBhag repeated miserably.

His knuckles turned white as he gripped the stgesineel. 'Don't ever say
that again,' he ground out. 'Not even in jest.lds too angry to be bothered
or care about the drivers who were now overtakivegr, tooting angrily at
his sudden braking.

‘That's what Daddy said.’

"Then you should have listened to him. My greandfather is dead now, he
has been for years, but it ruined my grandfattié'saving him for a father.

He was frightened of every little shadow, and hested no one. That's no
way to live.'

'I'm sorry,' Farrah said quietly.

'So you damn well should be. Not every Italian-Aiwem is involved in the

Mafia, Farrah." He gave a grim smile, restarting ttar. 'You've been
watching too much television.’

'l also told Daddy that you couldn't be involvedsirch a thing because you
aren't the violent type, powerful but not violeat ¥iolence' sake.'

‘Just keep remembering that," his face was grim.



'‘Are you very angry?' she asked tentatively.

'Very,' came his uncompromising reply. '‘But no ddilbget over it.'
'l didn't mean it, you know," she said nervously.

'‘Okay, let's forget it," Joel replied impatientWhat does it matter?”

'It obviously matters to you. | didn't realise wHesaid it that there would be
the remotest connection...'

‘There isn't! For God's sake, Farrah, just dropsthigect. Let's talk about
something more pleasant. When will you tell youhéa about his job? ['ll
be informing the department of his return tomorrgvil he be well enough
to return on Monday?'

'l should think so. This news is all that he netedsheer him up.'

'Make sure he knows about us before he returred,ivBrned. 'The company
will be rife with gossip about us by then, and beld hear it from anyone.’

'Yes,' Farrah said dully. For a moment there shieftyagotten their evening
out had been all a pretence. He had a way of makendorget everything
but him and the sexual magnetism he exuded.

Joel brought the car to a halt outside her blodkaté. "We'll meet for lunch
tomorrow. I'll call for you at twelve-thirty. Wiljou be free to leave town
tomorrow evening? | thought we might go to my courtouse for the
weekend. Can you manage that?'

The whole weekend in his company! 'Is that reafigassary? | thought you
said we would leave it a couple of weeks before-etee§pending the night
together.’

He turned in his seat, his arm resting along tluk lodher seat. 'I've changed
my mind.'

'What about Miss Bennett? You said she visited yaume unannounced.’



'‘Not any more she doesn't. | insisted on it aftat incident with her coming
in on me like that. | wouldn't deliberately takeolyanywhere | knew Laura
was going to be.' He shrugged. 'If we meet by chahen that can't be
helped, anything else would be suspect.’

Farrah looked at him with huge green eyes. 'Sles lveautiful, isn't she?'
‘Laura? | guess so, if you find that sort of beappealing.’

'‘But you did once,' she said daringly.

'l still do, it's her nature that's hard to livetvi He was watching her
closely. 'You have green eyes too, but they aat@ll like Laura's. Hers are
slanted like a cat's, yours are soft like a kitfeethaps that's the difference
between you, you haven't found your claws yet.'rA@ith twisted. '‘But it

shouldn't be long now. Once you realise your pawer men, | should say.’

‘I don't want power over men. | just want someanéve and have them
love me.’

'Don't we all?' he said dryly.
'l don't believe it! You said you didn't believelave.'

His hand moved to the nape of her neck, gentlyssang. 'l could just
change my mind.'

Farrah withstood his touch with remarkable calmnsidering she was
trembling inside. 'l doubt it. You're a hardenedicy

Joel removed his arm, straightening in his seatu'dould be right. Will you
be okay for the weekend?'

‘I should think so," she admitted “~reluctantly ttdilugh I'll have to tell my
father I'm staying with a girl friend. About luncbmorrow, could | meet
you in reception? It's going to be bad enough éndtfice from now on as it
is, without you turning up all the time.'



‘Never mind. They'll have the weekend to get oweirtshock. Some of
them might even have forgotten it by Monday."

Farrah grimaced. 'l doubt it. It isn't the sortluhg you forget easily. I'll go
in now.'

His eyes glinted at her in the darkness. 'No gagitrkiss?' he taunted.
‘Certainly not! There's no audience now, Mr Falcone

"No, I guess not. Oh well, sweet dreams, Farratidiégl.'

'l doubt it.’

She heard his throaty chuckle as she ran up tire giathe flat. This might
only be pretence, but her first assumption wasectriike the tiger Joel
Falcone was dangerous. And he had described ha&maesre kitten!" She
didn't stand a chance against him, she doubted/dree did.

'Farrah?' her father called when she had let Herdgelthe flat. 'Is that you?'
'Yes, Daddy. Are you in bed?"

'Mmm, | feel extraordinarily tired today, | donhéw why," he lowered his
voice as she came to the open door of his bedrodoour new dress is
lovely, Farrah. Was all this for Nigel?'

Farrah looked at him with love in her eyes. Hehéatdid look very tired, it
was probably all this worry so soon after her moshéeath. 'No, it wasn't
for Nigel. I—I have something to tell you, Dadd$he saw him try to
repress a yawn and frowned worriedly at his draagef 'lt doesn't matter,
Daddy. It isn't that important, | can tell you tomaw.'

'Sure?'

She nodded hurriedly, almost eagerly. 'I'm sures Nave a good night's rest
and I'll see you in the morning.'



'0.K., love. Goodnight.'

'‘Goodnight." She made her way quietly to her owamrpoundressing slowly

in the darkness, her thoughts in a turmoil. Shaighbave told him of her

evening out with Joel Falcone and got it over withis way she was just
prolonging the agony. But her fathesdlooked tired, much too tired to be
worried with any more problems. She only hoped #ftdr hearing of her

relationship with Joel he accepted the offer ofjbisback for what it was,

and not as part payment for his daughter. Thatthaast thing it was!



CHAPTER FOUR

'ARE you completely mad, Farrah?' Fiona demanded #®rsttond time.
‘Joel Falcone of all people!" she said in disgust.

The two girls were sharing their coffee break,ather Fiona had decided to
join Farrah by pulling up a chair next to Farratiésk and sitting down
determinedly. Farrah shrugged. 'Why not Joel Fa@bshe asked casually.
She was well aware of the notorious reputationrshe had. Everywhere
she went in the building people were looking atdred gossiping when they
thought she wasn't looking. And probably wondenvigat her attraction
was, she shouldn't wonder.

'Because of Laura Bennett!

'"You said it yourself, Fiona, they aren't faithtal each other. They aren't
married, you know.'

'Yes, but--'
‘Their affair is over, Fiona, it was over long befd came on the scene.'

'Is that what he told you?' Fiona asked knowingfgu surely haven't fallen
for that old "she doesn't understand me" line?'ssti@ scathingly.

Farrah had to laugh. 'No,' she chuckled, 'he didgale me with that one.’

Fiona shook her head. 'Then | don't understanain'tdhink you were the
sort of girl to go out with someone of his kind.'

'Forgive my asking, Fiona, and I'm not being nalty, what does that sort
of girl look like?'

Fiona flushed. 'All right, | get your meaning. B is pretty lethal, and you
are going out with him. I wasn't mistaken about Wastlay, was I? You did
go up to Mr Falcone's office, didn't you?"



'l did, yes. He's rather handsome, though, isf* Rarrah had known
exactly how she was going to act if anyone begastipning her. It would
be no good declaring her innocence, so she wouttl pave to act
deliberately blasé. It seemed to be working veryl,w&ona was very
shocked by her behaviour, and she wasn't a girlwdmeasily shocked.

'Fantastic,' she agreed. 'But that isn't the p@nt?"
'l realise your concern, Fiona, | can even feetejuh for it, but it isn't
necessary. Joel's finished with Miss Bennett,' dbléberately used their

employer's first name.

'Maybe, but does she feel the same way? She @néane to tangle with
lightly," Fiona warned.

Farrah finished her coffee and threw her emptytiglasip in the waste bin.
''ve never met her," she said slowly. 'Althouglydther she's a rather
formidable lady.’

'I'm not so sure about the lady. But you can'tlstemeone else's man and
not get an adverse reaction.'

She gave a slight smile. 'l haven't stolen Joeln&,i he wasn't hers to steal.'
He would never belong to anyone! 'And Joel doest\Wwhavants to do,’ she
added truthfully.

'l can imagine,' Fiona said dryly. 'But how did yoeet him?'

Farrah shrugged. 'By accident, in the corridor alboneek ago.’

'Only a week ago!" squeaked Fiona. 'You certailgame close in a short
time.’

'He's that sort of man, you either love him or yate him.'
'‘And you love him?'

No, she hated him! 'l guess so," she lied.



Fiona stood up. 'In that case there's no pointyrsaying any more. You've
obviously made up your mind what you want to do aiWhkill you do if Miss
Bennett decides to turn nasty and try and get getsack?’

Farrah paled. It was something she hadn't thoughdael wouldn't allow
that. Anyway, it shouldn't come to that,’ she evade

'‘But it may do. He may just be using you to makejéalous.’
'l don't think so, Fiona. He really is finished wher.'
'Oh, well, you know best,’" she shrugged. 'Are yoning us for lunch?'

Usually on a Friday all the girls in the office vient to the local restaurant
for lunch. Farrah had forgotten all about it. Sheak her head regretfully.
‘Not today. | have to go out.’

'Meeting Mr Falcone?’
Farrah blushed. 'Yes, | am, as a matter of fact.'
'Well, | suppose you know your own mind.'

As Farrah waited in the reception for Joel Falcahdwelve-thirty she

wondered if what Fiona had said was true. How cahie know her own
mind when she had allowed herself to be browbaaterthis situation? She
wasn't usually this weak-minded, and yet Joel FFeddtad walked right over
her from the start.

She had rung Nigel this morning and cancelled ttiafe for this evening,
which he hadn't taken very kindly to. He had likiedven less that she was
unable to see him at all over the weekend, finadlgging up the telephone
in bad humour.

Joel Falcone stepped unhurriedly out of his privdte walking over to
where she sat with long easy strides. 'Hello, hgmeypulled her to her feet
by holding her hands. 'l didn't keep you waitinigl &'



'‘No." Farrah had to force herself to realise tlegpdwarm smile wasn't really
for her, but part of their act.'Good." He took Hemd, uncaring of the
receptionist's gaping face. 'Let's go, then. I'eeked a table for twelve
forty-five.'

As yesterday the car was waiting for them anddniitake long for them to
drive the short distance to the ltalian restauthi@l had selected. Farrah
allowed Joel to choose her meal for her, and relaxay slightly when the
waitress had brought their drinks. They had a aotakle and as it was
relatively dark in the restaurant Farrah felt veegluded with Joel, and that
made her feel nervous. He on the other hand wasshisl confident self.

'Had any trouble this morning?' he enquired.

How handsome he looked in his chocolate brown aod cream shirt!
Farrah sipped her drink to steady her nerves. # guate an experience to
enter a restaurant with a man like Joel Falcorebbaring and harsh good
looks instantly commanded attention and the manafighe restaurant
himself had seen them to their table.

'Not really. Fiona offered me some advice | camatbout.'

'Fiona- is the girl you were talking to yesterdaght?' He acknowledged
her nod. 'And she told you not to get mixed up wite, especially as I'm
your boss.'

'Something like that. I'm glad you find it amusirghe snapped. 'l had to sit
there and take that sort of advice. She thinksaliman-stealer.’

Joel laughed. 'l doubt it. Most people know | war&towned by any woman,
and Laura has pushed me just a little too far.'

'l suppose so. But she seemed to think Miss Benmgtit get nasty.'

‘Undoubtedly she will," he drew on his cherootké&.l told you, she's a cat
when roused.’

'And I'm a kitten.'



'‘Don't worry, Farrah, | wouldn't let Laura hurt you

"You may not be able to stop her. —er—I have stimgtto ask you," she
said nervously.

She instantly had all his attention. 'That sounaénous. Has your father,
been up to something else | ought to know about?'

'‘No, he has not! But it is about Father," she aidehit Could you—I mean,
would you tell him about his job?"

His blue eyes narrowed. "Why?'

Farrah allowed the waitress to place her meal bdfer before answering.
A delicious aroma invaded her nostrils and she magdeel hungry. Joel
had ordered them both chicken, and the sauce cgvirsmelt absolutely
lovely. The rice and peas also looked perfectlykedp and although she
hadn't been looking forward to this lunch out wiiim she could feel her
mouth watering in anticipation of her meal.

'l shall have to tell Daddy this evening abouthug, if | also tell him he can
come back to work on Monday at the same time hddctwxecome
suspicious. His pride would never stand it, youwno

'l guess not." As she had begun to eat her medichikewise. 'Okay,' he
nodded, 'I'll see to it this afternoon. Securitgmended him, so they can
reinstate him. He won't even know | had anythinddawith it.'

'Oh, thank you!" her eyes glowed.

"You're easily pleased,' he said softly. 'No kigered this time?'

Farrah blushed. 'No! You know | didn't mean it kit time. It's just a figure
of speech.’ So far today Joel had been the resbnsgdess man of their first
meeting, and she wasn't sure if she preferred ikenthat or in the more
provoking mood he was beginning to adopt with her.

'l know that. But it could be interesting nonetlsslé



'Interesting?' she queried. 'l thought a kiss ctn@ldnany things, but never
interesting.’

Joel relaxed back in his chair to study her belowdred lids. 'l didn't mean
the kiss would be interesting. You're right, a kisan be many
things—affectionate, passionate, repulsive, mamgt No, | thought our
response teach othercould prove most interesting. Would you like teki
me, Farrah Halliday?"

Two wings of colour entered her cheeks. 'l alrdlaalye,’ she pointed out.
'Oh, no," his face was in shadow. 'l kissed yawdidn't kiss me.'

‘Then | suppose the answer is no.'

"You only suppos@ Farrah Halliday, you surprise me. | could juketthat
as an invitation," he taunted.

'Well, it wasn't meant as one! | don't even likelyo

'So | gathered," he replied dryly. 'No one sayshee tdike me. God, what

an insipid emotion! I'd rather have desire or platn hate. But | do not want
you tolike me.’

'l certainly don'desireyou!" He might have a smooth muscular body and be
the most fascinating man she had ever seen, budithat mean she had to
fall at his feet. And yet a niggling doubt keptenrig her mind. Joelas
fascinating, and she found him very attractive. &ha didn't like him!

'If you say so,' he said in a bored voice.

'Don't you believe me?"

'Why. should | not? You've never given me any ewvageto the contrary.’

‘And I'm not going to!"



He sat forward with a smile. 'That's a very deéimb, Farrah. | hope | can
prove you wrong.'

"You hope--You hope--?' she gulped. 'What do yoanfie
‘Just that | found kissing you quite pleasant.’
Farrah gasped. 'How can you say such things to me!

'Why not? If we have to spend the next few momtheaich other's company
we might as well take advantage of the situation.’

"You meanyou might. | can't see any advantage in that sortto&son for
me. None at all," she said firmly.

'l didn't make the suggestion with any advantagfgdu in mind, you've
already had your reward. | could be quite nicedo ¥ you would let me."

'l can imagine.' She repressed a shiver, of drepteasure she wasn't sure.

'I'll bet you can. | don't mean anything physidais' mouth twisted. "Young
girls and virgins don't need to fear seduction frme But a mild flirtation
wouldn't be a bad idea.’

‘A flirtation? With me?’
'Sure, with you. Like | said, it could prove intstiag.'

Anger stirred deep within her, deep and volcamo. you think that just
because you'll be denied the company of other wdorehe next couple of
months you can use me to relieve your frustrati@esdause let me tell you
that | won't be used in that way. | think that wae most hateful suggestion,
Joel,' she finished brokenly, all the anger leavieg as quickly as it had
come.

"You could be right,’ he agreed quietly. 'And Inever yet used a woman
just to relieve my frustrations. | may not beligaevhatyou call love, but



I've never taken a woman just for the sake of'm. $ure | can manage
without a woman for a couple of months,' he addgd amusement.

‘Then why make such a suggestion?’
‘It may relieve some of my boredom.’
'Well, thanks very much! | didn't realise you foume that boring.'

'l haven't—so far. Your flashing green eyes aremainment enough. |
enjoy getting you angry just to see them.’

"You did it on purpose, didn't you!' Farrah saig@y. '"How provoking you
are!'

'l know,' he looked at her half-finished meal. 'dawu finished?"

'Yes, thank you. Your teasing robs me of my apeelits funny really, the
first time | met you | thought you rather frightagi very severe and grim.
You still are, | suppose, but you also have a sefseimour, warped, but
nevertheless a sense of humour.'

Joel gave a throaty chuckle. '‘And | thought youuti&éa but very young,
and maybe a little shy. I didn't realise you wds® aery outspoken.'

Farrah looked uncomfortable. 'I'm not usually, Yt seem to bring out the
worst in me." -

Joel stood up. 'l have noticed,' he returned dryait for me here while |
settle the hill.’

Farrah watched him as he chatted idly with the neag. God, he was so
assured and handsome! And she felt proud to be wgkrmim. But she
shouldn't! Her thoughts concerning Joel Falconeevedirconfused, and her
feelings even more so. The thing was, she forgotg pretence when she
was with him, and could feel herself melting undisrcharm.



She was very quiet on the way back to the Falcaiidibg, unable even to
look at Joel Falcone. She had thought only thanimgrthat she hated him;
she now knew that wasn't true. And yet she hadRFalda that Joel was a
man you either loved or hated. And if she didntelam, she didn't love him
either.

Joel parked the car, leading her into the builauty a firm grip on her arm.
'I'll pick you up about seven," was his parting coent as they parted at the
sixth floor.

Farrah stepped out of the lift feeling faintly dgipainted. His behaviour
certainly hadn't been loverlike if anyone shouldéhseen them part. But she
shouldn't have been feeling disappointed! She diéa’'his touch, of course
she didn't! But shbadfelt disappointed, that was an inescapable fact.

It was impossible to wipe this out of her mind, afe was still smarting
under the knowledge when she got home that everlihg. smile she
summoned up wasn't one of her better efforts andatieer looked at her
searchingly. 'Had a bad day?' he asked gently.

Farrah couldn't help but see his air of excitemant die didn't need two
guesses why. 'Not too bad. What's happened to you?'

Her father was bubbling over with the news of keisstatement and Farrah
felt that her efforts on his behalf had all beerrtivat. It was a long time

since she had seen her father this happy, sinceebleér mother became il
in fact, and nothing was going to be allowed to it happiness if she
could help it. Joel Falcone's demands were chetie gdrice. Being nice to
him wouldn't be so difficult in the future.

‘That's lovely, Daddy, we can go in together on Nenlike we used to.
|—er—I'm going to Beth's for the weekend, Daddiope that's all right.'
Beth was an old school friend and the two of thétaovisited each other.
She had seemed the ideal solution when Joel hagkstegl they go away
together this weekend, and Farrah hoped she wordd/g her for involving
her in this deceit.



‘That's fine, Farrah. It will do you good. I've heguite worried about you
since your mother died. You don't have to stay haitke me so much. |
want you to go out and enjoy yourself like you das$terday.'

'Yes, Daddy, about yesterday, I...'

"You had something to tell me, | believe. I'm sdrwyas so tired when you
got home, this business seems to have taken ibfaue. | even overslept
this morning."'

'l know. | didn't have the heart to wake you.'" $baldn't meet the happy
glow in his eyes. 'Daddy, last night | went outtwdoel Falcone.’

‘Joel Fal--? Farrah!" his face was ashen. 'l knowsaid the dress wasn't for
Nigel, but | never dreamt...! Good God, Farrah! Jesdtone!'

'l know how you feel, Daddy, but I--'

'‘No, you don't, Farrah!" he interrupted fiercely 'daughter has just calmly
announced that she's going out with my boss, ay®ars your senior. You
can have no conception how | feel, none at all.'

‘But I--'
‘Are you seeing him again?’
She bowed her head. 'l already have. We had lwusdttier today.’

Her father shook his head sadly, the colour sigttrflow back into his pale
cheeks. 'This is all my fault. You would never havet the man if it weren't
for me--' he broke off, his eyes flying to her dd&nt head. 'That telephone
call from security," he said dazedly. 'Joel Falcasas behind it, wasn't he?
You've sold yourself for me," he finished brokenly.

Farrah stood up. 'l haven't, Daddy, | haven't dba¢! | met—Joel a week
ago, but I didn't tell you. When | went to see imWednesday it wasn't our
first meeting.' God, she hated lying 1



'Had you been out with him before yesterday?' Hedsan heavily and
Farrah could quite understand what a shock thidead to him. But it was
better than going to prison for embezzling, waith't

'‘No," she said quietly. 'But | knew we were atteadio each other. | know his
reputation, Daddy, but I—I love him.'

'Oh, Farrah! It can only bring you unhappiness.'létked at her sharply.
'Does he love you?'

'He—he says he does.’

'‘But you said you've only known each other a weledt isn't long enough
for either of you to know how you feel. And it do&salter the fact that my
return to work is because of your attractivenes¥ot Falcone. No price is
too high to pay for something he wants, not eveanty-five thousand
pounds,' he said bitterly.

'You're wrong, Daddy. I'm not going to lie to yaf,course Joel had the
final decision, but Security advised him to giveiyanother chance. And he
isn't buying me. We're going to pay him back as imaicthat money as we
can. I'm determined about that.'

'Well, so am I, but it could take years to do.’'

She smiled wanly. 'That's what Joel said. But I'doare.'

'Will you be seeing him again, love? | wouldn'taireof interfering in your
life, but | can't say | approve of you seeing hiihe's too sophisticated, too—

too everything!

'I—I should think | will see him again. haveto, Daddy, please try to
understand.’

'l am trying, love, really | am. Still, this weeleat Beth's will give you time
to think, to try and sort yourself out.'



'Yes.' She looked at her wrist-watch. 'I'd betteagd pack a few things. I'm
leaving at seven.'

'Do you want me to come to the station with you?"
Farrah smiled tensely. 'No, | know Friday is yoawvdurite television night.’
Her father grinned sheepishly. 'l wouldn't mind;dpyou know that."'

'l be fine, Daddy.' To have her father come dowith her was the last
thing she needed.

'Shall | get you a snack? You won't have time fach it's already after six.'

'I'm not hungry. | really couldn't eat a thing.'dshe couldn't. This whole
thing was sickening to her, and her changing fgslitowards Joel Falcone
were the worst.

The house was exactly as she had imagined it woeld hey had driven
down a long gravel driveway to what appeared ta beuch larger version
of the typical country cottage, with vines and sogewing all over the front
of the house. The inside was a vision not to beakepl, with pinewood
panels along the spacious walls and thick pile etarpn the floors. Warm
golden lights were switched on all over the hogsethey were obviously
expected.

A tall man in his mid-fifties emerged into the hedly as they entered the
house. 'Good evening, sir,' he said very corretgdam.’

'Miss,' drawled Joel. 'This is Miss Halliday, Geardou prepared a room
for her?

George nodded his prematurely snow-white headin'gtsucted, sir.",

'‘Good." Joel threw the car keys into the man's siathdeft the car in the
driveway.'



'Yes, sir. Shall | serve dinner now?"

Joel glanced fleetingly at Farrah. 'Give us tenutas, George, then wheel it
in.'

He led her into a gracious lounge, the only lightin here from four small
lamps placed strategically about the room. A brésather sofa was placed
before a roaring fire and although it was springas quite cold, and the fire
gave the room a warm intimate glow. A golden cafpgtd from wall to
wall with a thick goatskin rug placed before the fiand restful paintings of
the countryside adorned the walls.

'Sit down, honey," Joel invited smoothly. 'Like ssihing to drink?

Farrah deliberately sat down in the leather arnrdhait matched the sofa.
‘Just a small sherry, please.’

He raised a mocking eyebrow but poured her theglaayway. Tonight he
seemed more relaxed than she had ever seen himwasddressed
completely informally in white trousers and a snowdyite shirt, the cuffs
turned back and the buttons open almost down tavhist, with a gold
medallion nestling among the dark hairs on his ¢drorown chest.

'So,' he handed her the sherry before himselhgittiown on the sofa she
had shunned, reclining back, legs splayed out agltehed her over the rim
of his glass. 'Here we are.’

'Yes,' she answered stiffly. What else could sly@ sa

She had changed into denims and a checked shirt selow a denim
waistcoat as she didn't know how far they wouldtiaeelling, and this
seemed to be the most comfortable attire. Asmadiout they had only been
travelling about an hour and a quarter to this baget in the Hampshire
countryside, and she wished she had on somethimg fitiing to sit down
to dinner with this sophisticated man.

'What do you think of George?' His blue eyes twaakivith amusement.



Farrah was taken aback by the question. 'Well,-hdis seems--'

'Exactly what a correct English butler should Begl mocked. 'Oh, he is.
He's been with me fifteen years now. And he managesr to be shocked
about anything.'

'Meaning me.'

'Meaning you,' he agreed. 'I've never brought aeyliike you here before
and yet, George remained completely unruffled. Angaz

'Isn't it,’ she said tartly.

'‘Now don't start getting annoyed—and don't deny Vloar were, because
your eyes are flashing. George is only used to unging up here. He's
probably been wondering for whom he was prepatiggroom adjoining
mine.'

‘The room next to yours ...?' Farrah echoed dully.

'Sure, where else? This has to look convincing.’

A faint knock sounded on the door before Georgettuopened it. 'Dinner
is served, sir.'

‘Thanks, George.' Joel stood up, holding out a barfcrrah. 'Honey.'

George served them with thick onion soup, steakeskwith peas and baby
new potatoes, and strawberries and fresh creaowied by liqueur coffee.
He was attentive and yet unobtrusive, althoughakawasn't used to such
attention when she was eating. She found it siyginthbarrassing.

Once they had returned into the lounge Joel disdi€&eorge. 'We won't be
needing you again tonight, George,' he smiled.tWas a delicious meal
you prepared us.'

'Yes, lovely," echoed Farrah, looking at him adittncertainly.



George bowed. 'Thank you, miss. Goodnight, sirsNHalliday.'

'Does George do all the cooking too?' Farrah asked they were alone.
'Yes," Joel lit a cheroot. 'He's very adaptable.'

'Would it be all right if | went up to my room noivéhe asked hesitantly.
George had taken up her small suitcase as sobeysaitrived, although she

hadn't seen her room yet..

His brows drew together in a frown. 'So early? Argou going to entertain
me?'

Farrah watched him warily. 'How could | entertgou, Mr Falcone?'

'l can think of numerous ways. But we won't go ititem tonight.' He stood
up. 'I'll show you to your room.’

The bedroom he showed her into was in beautifalgmd and white decor,
and Farrah loved it from the start. Along one wedis a bedroom unit, a
wardrobe either side of a dressing table with aehagrror and gold

trimmings to the wardrobe and drawers. The car@et pure white and so
thick that Farrah longed to sink her bare feet ihtand there was a thick
gold continental quilt on the huge double bed.

'It's lovely! Her eyes glowed.

'I'm glad you like it," he said sardonically.

Farrah hesitated. 'Does she—does Miss Bennett sl¢bs room?"

Joel shook his head. 'No. Laura has never beetethirere. This is the one
place where | can be private and alone. Why? Waubdther you if she

had?'

She threw back her head defiantly. "Yes, it woDldes that surprise you?'



Joel moved forward, one hand moving up to touchcheek. 'l guess not,'
he said huskily. 'You're a sensitive little thiagen't you?"

Farrah suffered his touch, her senses stirringnagdier will as his fingers
moved caressingly over her cheek to her parted3ips held her body rigid
and unyielding, although his closeness seemed tbréaking down her
feeble barriers. 'Coming from you that sounds &kensult, she said stiffly,
words her only defence.

His dark head bent swiftly and his lips clashedshera slow lingering kiss
that demanded she respond. Farrah fought for daoftieer body, and just
when she thought she would have to give in hedlifis head, his lips still
only inches away from her own. 'Did that seem &keinsult too?' His eyes
searched her face. 'Because both were meant sathe way.'

She felt mesmerised by those deep blue eyes aggeticher gaze away
with effort. 'Would you mind leaving my bedroom nowvir Falcone?"

His caressing hands dropped away from her facehandalked to the
connecting door she hadn't noticed earlier. 'It )« earlier today,' he said
mockingly. 'And you didn't answer my question.'

'I've told you before, Mr Falcone, | will not beads Try your seduction
routine on someone else, because I'm not imprésa@de words, but not
strictly true. If he had persisted with that kieere was no telling where it
would have taken them. Only seconds more and shddwuave been
kissing him back, her arms thrown around his nenk complete

abandonment. That kiss was like nothing she had levewvn before, and
she wished he would go before she made an abdohlitef herself.

'I'm sorry you were insulted, Miss Halliday," Jaelplied coolly. '‘But
perhaps it was as well.'

She looked at him sharply. 'What do you mean?’

Joel shrugged. 'Only that it would be very unwideyou to become
emotionally involved with meThatl can do without.'



'‘Why, you—you—I wouldn't becomemotionallyinvolved with you if you
were the last man on earth. How very conceited @ul | despise you
utterly 1'

'‘Good, let's keep it that way. Goodnight, Farralliésy.'

Farrah. felt like throwing something at the door dlesed unhurriedly
behind him as he left. How dare he! How could hggest such an unlikely
thing? She sank down on to the bed dejectedly. W& unlikely? Wasn't
that just what she was doing? Why didn't she admiberself that Joel
Falcone attracted her as no other man had ever, tlwateshe found him
fascinating and sensually magnetic? She couldniitatibecause once she
had done that his attraction would become stronger!

How could she like him anyway? He was everything kad thought she
disliked about a man, very confident, uncaring @inven except when it
directly concerned him, mocking and completely cghiAnd yet each time
she saw him she felt more drawn to him.

The door leading off the other side of the roomte@ bathroom and she
decided to take a shower before going to bed. $d&tdeel tired now
anyway. As she came back into the bedroom she lometlwwith a gasp. Joel
Falcone lay back on the double bed, his handsedbalk of his head as he
watched her through narrowed eyes. 'What do yout warhere?' she
demanded haughtily.

Joel sat up, himself still fully dressed, but empgyher embarrassment as
she held the huge cream bath- towel around herdnlag@dy. 'l came to see
what you like for your breakfast," he drawled slpwAs you were in the
bathroom | waited.’

'Yes, well--' Farrah was very much aware of theitbnof the bathtowel.
'‘Couldn't it have waited until morning?’

‘It could, but as I'm here ...'

'Very well,' she said crossly. 'l have coffee avakt.’'



'Fine. So do |. Coffee and toast for two, then.'irstked back to the open
connecting door and Farrah had a brief glimpsereémg and white decor.

'‘By the way, Farrah, you have lovely legs.’

'‘Ooh, you swine! Get out of here!"

He did so with unhurried movements and she coular s mocking
laughter as he moved about in the next bedroomywandered how she was

ever supposed to sleep with him so near.



CHAPTER FIVE

FARRAH woke to see daylight shining through the windowerenshe had
forgotten to pull the curtains the evening bef@eme birds were singing
happily outside and she wondered what the timedcbal Before she had
time to sit up and look at her wrist-watch, whichswon the side table, Joel
Falcone walked into the room, dressed only in giidwe towelling robe.

He came over to the side of the bed and Farralus®ad droplets of water in
his hair where he must have just taken a showend@®orning,' he greeted
her easily. 'l wondered if you would be awake yet.'

Farrah bridled angrily, all too much aware of hoiutalNy attractive he
looked in the short dark robe. 'Well, as you cas $am. | supposed you're
used to walking into women's bedrooms unannounigetd)et me assure
you, I'm not used to it at all.’

'I've only entered the bedroom, Farrah, not yodr B®es it disturb you, my
being here?'

'Of course it disturbs me. I've never had a mamyrbedroom before.’

"Then you've never been told how good you lookerhorning?' He shook
his head. 'Now that's a shame. I've never seemaawdook this good first
thing in the morning."'

'‘And you've seen plenty, I'm sure,’ she said skarpl

‘A few," he admitted. 'Enough to know that moskaih need a good half an
hour and plenty of make-up to make them look amghike presentable.’
He smiled at her. 'l trust you slept well?'

'Yes, thanks. What do you want in here, Mr FalcoNe? just a casual
conversation, I'm sure.' Farrah was completely weteby his attire, or
lack of it. She felt sure he was wearing nothingda¢h the bathrobe, and the
knowledge did nothing for her nervousness.



‘True. George should be bringing up the breakfaatmoment, and | think |
should be in here with you when he comes in.’

Farrah's face suffused with colour. ‘Do you havelsm't it enough that he
knows we're here together? You surely don't hal@dloas if you slept with
me.'

His eyes taunted her. 'If George looked at youctosely he would know |
haven't anyway. No man has ever made love to yae they, Farrah? My
insults to you the first day we met were completeigng. No man, rich or
otherwise, has ever taken you, have they?'

'l already told you that.’

'So you did. It's those unawakened eyes, theresmowledge of love there
at all.’

'Is that a bad thing?'

'Sound insulting again, did I?' He smiled his anmuoeset. 'It wasn't meant to.
Although it could prove rather embarrassing if amyelse notices it. My
women usually look as though they've been madettmv&nd you certainly
don't.’

‘I'm sorry!" .

'Don't be, | could soon remedy that." He made eatiening move towards
her.

'Don't you dare!" Farrah backed further up the bed.
Instead of making any further move towards herdeea throaty chuckle.
'Do you know, Farrah, | don't think anyone else ¢ made me laugh as

much as you have.’

‘| would rather you laughed with me and abme.’



'I'm not really laughing at you, honey, you're tefreshing for that. You
intrigue me," he admitted.

Farrah blushed. 'l don't see why. I'm just ordirlary

Joel shook his head. ‘Never ordinary." He turriedn'hear George coming
up the stairs. Do you want me to go back to my cvam?"'

'Yes! No! Oh, what does it matter? My reputationinsshreds anyway.
Daddy thinks I'm something like a scarlet woman.'

A smile appeared on Joel's lips and unwillinglyrgarsmiled as well, until
both of them burst out laughing. When George edté@rah's bedroom
after knocking politely it was to find his employ&tting on the side of Miss
Halliday's bed and both of them laughing uproaryus

"Your breakfast, sir, miss," he said stiffly, leayithe tray on the side table
before leaving the room, his back rigid with disagyal.

Joel sobered slowly. 'Now we've shocked Georgesaitlightly.

'Oh, dear!" Farrah was genuinely dismayed.

'He'll get over it. Like some coffee?"

'Yes, please.' She felt rather restricted with Joéhe room. Her nightdress
was cotton and perfectly respectable, but nevestshdbe wasn't going to get
out of bed until Joel left. 'White, one sugar. Didmther you that George is
shocked?'

Joel brought her some buttered toast and a cupftdec 'Not really. He'll
get used to seeing you about. We'll probably bé lbeze in a couple of

weeks' time.

Anyone can see you aren't—you aren't--Well, whathn is, George will
obviously blame me. He'll think I've taken to sedgdeenagers.'

'He's supposed to think you're in love with meg' phinted out.



'Mmm,! Joel said thoughtfully. "That's proving matifficult than | thought.’
"You mean I'm not an easy person to pretend yauleve with?'

'As I've never been in love, | wouldn't know. Bhbse trusting green eyes
are certainly disconcerting. Some poor man is gtrftave a terrible battle

with himself when he makes love to you—Iust ovastr

'What rubbish!" she retorted, stirred into andewouldn't be lust if | wanted
it too, it would be a mutual thing.'

'l guess so. But | don't envy him.'

Farrah felt curiously hurt by his words. 'You atenvery nice person.’
‘True. Can you ride a horse, Miss Farrah Halliday?"

‘Can lwhat?'

'Forgive me, | thought my English was perfectlyacleCan you, or can you
not, ride a horse?' he said precisely.

‘That's what | thought you said. And the answenidin fact they terrify me.’
'‘Now that does surprise me.'

‘That | don't like horses? | don't see why.' Falvalshed the breadcrumbs
off the bed. 'l was born in a town and have livieeré all my life. | hardly
ever see a horse, let alone attempt to ride one.'

‘That isn't what surprised me. It was the fact ffoat admitted it.'

Farrah blushed at his intended rebuke. 'It isndse of admitting anything.
As soon as I'd attempted to get on one you woulia Hhaown. Do you

actually keep horses here?'

'Only two, unfortunately. One is far more spiritbadn the other, it depends
on my mood as to which one I ride.’



'‘But who looks after them? Not the accomplishedrGeagain?'

‘The same,' Joel grinned. 'l told you he was adiégpta

'He needs to be. How on earth does he cope?'

'Very easily. Most of the time he's here on his psmhe has plenty of time
to exercise the horses every day. If you get obedfnow I'll take you down
to the stable and introduce you to Sultan and Naomi

'I'm quite willing, if you'll just leave the roomhile | dress.'

Joel's eyes narrowed. 'And supposing | don't we@it t

‘Then | won't get up,' she vowed stubbornly.

For answer Joel sat down in the white bedroom chains folded in front of
his chest. 'If that's a challenge, honey, | actept.

'If what's-- What do you mean?'

'l try never to refuse a challenge,’ he told lespecially from a woman.'
'‘But | wasn't—I only-- Ohpleasdeave my bedroom !" she begged.

He looked about the room as if seeing it for thst fiime. "You're right," he
agreed, 'thiss your room. It suits you perfectly, gold for yowihand white
for your innocence."’

Farrah looked at him uncertainly, not sure if heswacking her again. He
didn't appear to be, although he had the usuataltwist to his mouth. 'Mr
Falcone...'

He stood up, placing his empty coffee cup backertay. 'O.K., I'm going.

But only because I'm sure your obstinacy would kempin that bed all day
if 1 didn't back down. You have ten minutes,' heneal.



As soon as he had left the room Farrah jumped bbed, collecting her

bathrobe—just in case he should come back. He seémealk into her

bedroom as freely as if it were his own. And that@us comment about this
bedroom suiting her perfectly. For a moment heswdded quite poetical.
Joel Falcone poetical? Impossible!

She showered hurriedly before donning levis aralhanIcotton blouse. She
had brought some smarter clothes with her, unsinat Wwoel had meant
when he had said country house, but as they wdyegomg to the stables
levis seemed the wisest choice. She only had tinag@ply a coral lip-gloss
before her allotted ten minutes were up, and shaéldvbe damned if she
would be late. She wouldn't refuse a challengeegith

Her bed made and the room tidied she collectechegray and made her
way downstairs before Joel could declare her Hgestood at the bottom of
the stairs waiting for her, his black trousers eetknto knee- length leather
boots, and his black silk shirt fitting him astifsere tailored on him.

He took the tray firmly out of her hands. 'l didpftng you here to wait on
yourself," he reproved sternly. 'George could Haeeight this down.'

'‘George has enough to do,' Farrah retorted, urgcafirhis dark frown. 'l
made my bed too,' she added defiantly.

"You'll have George out on strike,' he warned tég.doesn't take kindly to
interference, thinks it's a slight on his age.’

'‘But he isn't old!"

Tl tell him you said so, you'll be a friend ftife." He looked down at the
tray with disgust. 'Wait here while | take thisdabgh to the kitchen.’

Farrah hummed quietly to herself as she waitedidahr that what this
hallway needed was a beautiful vase of flowersherhiall table. Hmm, that
would just give it the finishing touch. George wasy good at his job, but
after all he was a man, and this house lacked aamtsntouch.

'l told you," Joel grinned as he came back, 'hequite offended.’



'Was he really?' she frowned.
'Well... Not once | explained, no."' His eyes mocked
'Oh you! You're always teasing me,' she said cyossl

'l know. It's a facet of my character I've discagesince meeting you. It's
the flashing eyes, of course.'

You're doing it again,’ she warned as he openeddtor for her to go
outside.

'l can't help it. Perhaps if you wore sunglassegrwim my company |
wouldn't be tempted."

'Well, I'm not going to. It isn't sunny at the mamd would look ridiculous.’

'Oh, well," Joel shrugged, leading the way aroumeditack of the house and
across the garden to the stable. "You'll just haymut up with the teasing.’

'l just won't let you bait me.’

‘Then | would only think up other ways to make yangry,” he said
provocatively.

Oh.'

Joel chuckled as he led her over to a stall wheseaautiful black stallion

snorted and stamped to tell them he wanted to gfooa run. Joel walked
up beside him, talking softly and slowly soothihg horse. 'That's my boy,
Sultan. That's my boy," he crooned, patting thesdédovingly on the neck.
‘You're late for your ride today, aren't you, b&y@'ll soon put that right.'

Farrah stood back, away from the flaying head eftitrse as he tossed and
moved restlessly in the stall. He was a beautttllisn, tall and black and
obviously well cared for by his satiny coat. A cteupf stalls away stood a
smaller chestnut mare, her tiny whinnies calling Jome attention to be
given to her. Farrah walked over to the other,stait going up to Naomi but



moving nearer to her than she would ever dare to Gultan. Naomi was a
much smaller horse, with the prettiest, softesiMoreyes Farrah had ever
seen.

Naomi turned her head as Joel entered her statkling into his hand.
'Hello there, beauty,’ he smoothed her glistenwaf.cHe looked at Farrah.
'Feel like your first riding lesson?' he quirkedearquiring eyebrow at her.
She backed away. 'N-No. | told you, I'm frightermédhorses.'

'Surely not of Naomi? She wouldn't hurt a fly theis irritating her. I'll take
Sultan for a ride first and then see about getyimgup on Naomi.'

Farrah shook her head. 'I'd rather not. | woul#e&p it up once we've
parted, anyway.'

You have a couple of months to learn," he remirtderd
'No," she said stubbornly.

Joel turned from patting Naomi to look at her. "Yreally are frightened,
aren't you?'

Farrah turned away. 'Horses are beautiful aninbaiisthey're not for me."

'‘Okay,' Joel nodded. 'If that's the way you fe#lréspect your fear. What
are you going to do while | take Sultan out?"

She was surprised at his casual acceptance oehesat. To a man who
appeared to be frightened of nothing her fear rmastn a great weakness.
'I—I thought | might look around the garden. Do ytave any objection to
my picking some of the flowers?'

He shrugged, pulling down a saddle and putting ithe now calm Sultan's
back. 'Feel free. Do you like flowers?'

'We don't have any at the flat, but | do like thges.'



He swung himself easily on to Sultan's back, andalRawas struck by the
similarity between the two, both were sleek, poweasthd beautiful. 'I'll see
you at lunch, then. Don't wander off and get yolfitest.’

'I'm not that much of a towny," she retorted cypssdo have some sense of
direction.’

'I'm glad to hear it," he grinned at her, urgindgt&uout of the stable.

Farrah wrinkled her nose at him and heard him deuckhimself as he rode
off at a gallop. He soon disappeared from viewuched low over Sultan's
smooth neck as they increased in speed, and Raaradered slowly back to
the house. The front door stood open and as she ice@eorge halted in his
progress up the stairs.

He looked at her with polite enquiry. 'Can | getuyanything, Miss
Halliday?"

'No—No, thank you,' she said breathlessly, rathgtysmeeting his eyes.
Whatever must he think of her, spending the weeleode here with his
employer? He no doubt thought her behaviour shassele

'Very well, miss. If you need me for anything | Mble upstairs tidying Mr
Falcone's bedroom.’

‘Thank you," she said again.

The garden at the front of the house, if it cowdcchlled a garden, was more
like a riotous jungle of flowers and shrubs. Ashloeise was some way from
the road the peace and quiet was somehow unnerairsgence Farrah
wasn't used to, although it became soothing afterhde. She walked
appreciatively through the sweet-smelling blossoraseful not to step on
any of the smaller flowers as she picked her blodrhe sun was attempting
to come out from behind the clouds now and Faragtdbwn on the grass,
never having felt quite so much at peace in herddfore.

She woke to the sound of birds singing and the deept of flowers and
wondered where she could possibly be. Realisatmmecquickly, and she



scrambled to her feet, a hurried look at her wagding her it was almost
one o'clock. Joel hadn't told her what time lundswbut she felt sure it
must be about now. And she was late! Joel was btubd annoyed.

She quickly gathered up her armful of flowers—aétibrthat was her reason
for being here—and running through the garden sitered the house, her
cheeks flushed and her hair windswept. She calbed and George, but
there didn't seem to be anyone about.

The kitchen was deserted and placing the flowera worktop she looked
about for a vase. There must be one somewheresihdbse. She finally
routed one out at the back of the larder and it ahasst one-thirty by the
time she had arranged the flowers decorativelisitong length, and still no
one had returned. It was all very puzzling.

As Farrah entered the hallway, the vase of floviiendy held between her
hands, Joel stormed through the open front doorn&td was the operative
word, his eyes were blazing and he looked positifigiious.

'‘Where the hell have you been?' he demanded sgyagresping her
forearms and knocking the vase out of her handhét the floor with a thud,
not breaking on the thick carpet, but spillingatsitents everywhere.

'Oh, Joel!" Farrah gasped her dismay, bending dovimegin picking up the
scattered flowers. She looked up at him reproathfuVhat did you do that
for?'

Joel wrenched her back on to her feet, shakingutblessly. 'l asked you
where you'd been I

'‘But the flowers--'
'‘Damn the flowers! Answer me, Farrah, where haveh@en?'
His mouth was tight with anger and his blue eyeasthat icy chill to them

that she hadn't seen since their first meeting.sBloek her head, dazed by
his behaviour. 'I've been out in the garden. | y@d | was going there.'



'l know what you told me," he said between gritieeth. 'But you weren't
there at twelve-thirty when | went to look for yotiou've had George and
me out looking for you for over an hour now anddlkvin and find you
calmly arranging flowers!

"You-- You've been looking for me?' Her eyes wargéhand apprehensive,
his anger with her a tangible thing.

'Of course we damn well have | George is still there searching the

grounds,' he ran his hand through his already ¢oushir. "Where were you?
| called you and when you didn't answer | camé&ttouse. George said he
saw you about ten-thirty, but not since then.’

Farrah looked slightly abashed.whsin the garden, Joel, really | was. |
didn't hear you because I—I fell asleep,” she aahiteluctantly.

"You what I' Joel looked positively astounded. 'You wha#' repeated
loudly. 'No, don't bother to answer that. You &sdleep!" He smote his fist on
his forehead.

She was back down on her knees attempting to pdkeiflowers. At least
down here she didn't have to look at his angry.fétce@as so nice out there,’
she mumbled. 'Peaceful, and quite warm in the etheftthe shrubs, and |
just—I just fell asleep.’

She finally had to stand up, the flowers all safgathered back into her
arms. There was still the growing wet patch orfithar to deal with, but she
would see to that in a moment. For now she hadde foel, and that was
enough to cope with. She looked at him throughntiaéticoloured blooms.

'I'm sorry," she whispered huskily. 'l didn't realiyou would be worried
about me.'

"You didn't--! No, | don't suppose you did,’ he wesed his own
exclamation. 'Well, | was. Damn worried!" He pulledr roughly against
him, crushing her and the flowers hard againsthest. His arms were like
steel bands and his chin felt rough against heshiead. 'Don't ever do that
again, Farrah. Not ever!



‘But |--'

She was silenced by the firm pressure of his monthers, and all thoughts
of anything but the barricade of feelings she #&lhis touch were erased.
One of his hands held her head immovable and pssravaged hers with
anger. Her eyes were closed with emotion and sSporeled to this kiss that
was an attack on the senses. This time there wHsnght of denial and her
lips opened willingly beneath the brutality of hedlowing him free licence
with the moist sweetness of her mouth.

What would have happened next she would never kaosscreet cough
behind Joel breaking them apart, and he turnedde George. Farrah was
blushing profusely and the flowers were now a seigit, crushed beyond
recognition. And the front of her blouse was noarstd beyond repair.
George entered the house. 'l see you found Midgdag| sir.'

Joel still maintained a detaining hand on her aA®.you can see, George.
Miss Halliday had inadvertently fallen asleep.’

The manservant looked pointedly at the crushed flowers. 'In the garden
| presume, sir.'

Joel grinned. 'You presume aright. Miss Halliday-€cidentally spilt the
flowers," he explained erroneously.

'l did not! You--'

'l helped, I'm afraid," Joel's grin widened. 'Stib harm done. I'll get a cloth
from the kitchen and mop up this mess.’

George looked affronted. "You most certainly widksir. That is my job.’

Joel looked at the still indignant Farrah. 'Youlyaset him, you know,
bringing down that tray this morning.'

'‘And making her bed," added George.



'‘Ah yes, don't forget the bed,' drawled his emplppbviously enjoying
Farrah's discomfiture.

'I'm sorry. It's just that I'm not used to peoplangd things for me." She
looked down ruefully at her blouse. 'l think I'dttee go and change, I'm
slightly wet.'

'Mmm," Joel blatantly admired the firm outline adrtpointed breasts now
clearly visible under the clinging material. 'Slilyti His mouth twisted.

'If you will give me the flowers, Miss Halliday, &rge said pointedly, 'l
will endeavour to get you some fresh blooms afiach.’

Farrah couldn't look at either of them, she wasmbarrassed. 'Thank you,'
she murmured before running up the stairs, herdflaene with emotion.

Once in her bedroom she leant back on the closed, d@r breathing
ragged. Joel had kissed her. And there had beeavitnesses | At least, no
intentional ones. George's entrance had been uaexpby both of them.
And yet Joel had kissed her, kissed her as no lseehad ever done. And
she had liked it! She had enjoyed the mastery ®tduch and the way his
mouth had parted hers. She had been able to simelitershave and the not
unpleasant smell of perspiration where he had beding. It was a
completely masculine smell and stirred the senses.

She changed into a pink and black flower printtskird a black vest top
tucked in neatly at the waist. Denims were all wee}l for some occasions,
but sometimes she liked to feel feminine, and #shibns were such at the
moment that all the skirts were pretty, flowereal] anost of all, feminine.
She put on wedge sandals that gave her extra haightonfidence, feeling
she needed plenty of the latter to face Joel again.

Joel had changed too and was now wearing denims anatching denim
shirt. He quirked an eyebrow at her appearancedidtnothing. '‘Lunch in
five minutes,' he said coolly. 'Care for a drink?"

'No, thanks.'



They ate their meal in silence and Farrah wasttefivonder what they
would do for the rest of the day. Once again tletiyed to the lounge after
their meal and Farrah watched Joel nervously. Hened different now,
more detached—and more like the Joel Falcone ghérsaknown.

'| suppose you're annoyed about that kiss we sleaeigr,’ he said finally,
breaking the silence that was becoming unbearable.

Annoyed! Annoyance was the last emotion she felglasure, yes, and
bewilderment, but never annoyance. She clearethhaat. 'I--'

'It was necessary, you know,* he interrupted.
Her look sharpened. 'Necessary?"

'Mm. | could hear George returning and our conw@sawasn't exactly
loverlike," he mocked, his eyes shuttered and uiaiaa.

Farrah licked her suddenly dry lips. 'l see. So gmmlit because you heard
George.'

'What else?' He quirked an enquiring eyebrow.

'‘Quite," she managed a tight smile. 'l did wontternas rather sudden and
you took me by surprise.’

'Is that your excuse for responding?' he askedlgrue
Farrah's eyes flared. 'I--'

'Don't deny it, Farrah, | know response when | féelAnd you were
definitely responding!

'‘Okay, | admit you know how to kiss. But then yau'taad plenty of
experience,' she added bitchily.



Joel laughed throatily. 'If you're trying to annoye, Farrah, you're going
about it the wrong way. Now pull another stunt lijk@ur disappearing act
this morning and imightlose my temper."’

'It wasnota stunt! | genuinely fell asleep.’

'Oh, | believe you. Your eyes were all drowsy d@sam lovemaking, and as
I'm sure it wasn't that it had to have been froeegl’ He stood up. 'I'm going
into town. Do you want to come?'

'I—no—no, | don't think so,' she said stubbornly.

Joel shrugged. 'Please yourself.'

'l intend to.’

‘That's what | thought.’

Farrah regretted her stubbornness later in thenaib@. She really didn't
know what to do with herself. She could have offet@ help George, but
she had probably offended him enough for one dag.garden bore another
hour's perusal, and she went into the stable aokksip Naomi for a while
but in the end felt slightly ridiculous talking éohorse. All this beauty was
very enjoyable, but not alone. It was the sorttofasphere that needed to be
shared with someone.

Joel finally arrived home about an hour before dmimanding her a gaily
wrapped parcel before pouring himself out a whiakyer refusal. 'Aren't
you going to open it?' He indicated the parcelenlap.

She picked it up, staring at it fixedly. 'I-- Youdd't have to buy me a
present.’

'l know that. | thought you'd like it.’
'What is it?"

He took a gulp of whisky. '‘Open it and see.’



Farrah slowly stripped off the paper, revealingexipensive-looking flat

jewellery case. Her fingers trembled as she sligheaatch to open the box,
almost dropping it as she saw what it containedstlidg among a black
velvet lining was a platinum bracelet, emeraldsbsgtveen the links and
diamonds surrounding the emeralds. Farrah had reaem anything so
beautiful.

She looked up to encounter blue eyes studyingrtently. ‘Is it real?' she
whispered, shaking her head at her stupidity. ‘€othat question,’ she
smiled shakily. 'Of course it's real."” She tookut of the box, loving the
shine and glitter of the jewels.

‘There's a ring that goes with it, but I'm havingrmade smaller.’

‘A ring?’ Her eyes searched his face avidly. 'Véoat of ring?' Suddenly she
felt breathless, and she waited anxiously for hsager.

Joel shrugged. 'Just a ring. It will match yoursyhe gave a half smile.
'Maybe it won't flash quite as much, but it is thgt colour.’

'‘But—but why?'

"You said you wouldn't accept any money from mee jElwellery | give you
can be sold when all this is" over. This way youd@ doesn't get hurt.’

Farrah snapped the lid of the jewellery case shgke,' she said tightly.
‘Thank you for thinking of my pride.' Her smile wiaster. She had every
intention of returning anything he gave her, amghat all. 'I'm not really
hungry. | think I'll go to bed now, if you don't nd. Thank you for—for the
bracelet.’

He nodded his head in dismissal. "Goodnight, Farifayou change your
mind about dinner just ask George for a tray. Bywlay, we'll be returning
to town in the morning.'

Farrah rushed out of the room, once in her bedrdpping the jewellery
box on the dressing table. What a hateful, hatean he was! How dared he
insult her by offering her jewellery in this waybk could he be so cruel?



Tears coursed down her cheeks and she sob bedtrollainty. She hated
him!

No sooner did it seem she had fallen asleep tharwsis woken up again.
Something was wrong, very wrong; it only took hexcaiple of seconds to
realise what. She could hear raised voices fromesdrare in the house.

She sat up in bed as Joel quietly entered her bedrdVhat's going on?' she
demanded.

He seemed quite unperturbed by the noisy shoupuiging his hand over
her mouth to silence her. 'Now listen to me, Farthis isn't the time for
hysterics.'

Farrah removed his hand. 'What's happening?'
His teeth gleamed whitely in the darkness. 'Laardawnstairs, obviously

hoping to catch us here together, and believe h&s going to make quite a
scene.’



CHAPTER SIX
'SHE's what! squeaked Farrah, her eyes going worriedly teckbsed door.

"You heard me.' His body came nearer to the sidiesolbed and she realised
he was dressed only in pyjama trousers, his brovwgotbare in the glow of
the moon. Her first instinct was to move away, bogl stilled her nervous
movements.

'H-How do you know she's here?"

Joel chuckled. 'Luckily enough | heard her arriviesa minutes ago. Poor
old George is downstairs at the moment trying ¢t $ter coming up here
and discovering us. That will only make her all there determined.’

'Do you have to sound so pleased about it?' ReHtlg!man was impossible.
He invaded her bedroom, his mistress was downgstane he found it all
amusing!

'‘Why not?' His eyes gleamed devilishly in the dadsy 'This is what we
wanted, isn't it? The sooner it starts the quidkerll be over. Now," he said
more seriously, 'I'm going downstairs, | want yowstay up here out of the
way—you aren't the best actress in the world whereoncerned. And the
less Laura knows about you the better. | shouladkthe'll be a real bitch,
but don't worry, | can handle it.’

'‘Now that makes me feel a whole lot better," sle sarcastically.

'It should. Laura can be quite formidable when sheoses, it's all that
acting experience. Now," he turned, 'just stay fikeel've told you to,' he
gently touched her cheek. 'This shouldn't takeldag. | didn't want it this
way, honey, | would have preferred to end thinggcably, but she wouldn't
accept that. You have no need to feel guilty alaoything.’

'I know that," she snapped. 'You forced me ints thiarade. And I've hated
every minute of it!"

'Every minute?' he taunted.



'Every single one!" she said vehemently.

With a mocking smile in her direction he quietlft ldtne room. Farrah stared
up at the ceiling sightlessly. What a situationhtove found herself in,
involved with a man like Joel Falcone.

God, why should she lie here like a zombie! Jodtdree could be saying
anything down there, be involving her in all soofsintrigues. She had a
right to know what was going on, a right to knowawvkvas being said. It
didn't take her long to put on her wrap and lesekquietly out of the room.
She crept stealthily down the stairs, fearing 3a@alger if he should see her.

Only having seen her on the screen before, Famdhtdadmit that Laura
Bennett was the most beautiful woman she had eer.4.ong black hair
cascaded over her shoulders and far down her lzak,she had green
slanting eyes, a small nose, and perfectly pailysd She was very petite,
and Farrah felt sure that if she stood next tosherwould feel monstrously
large. As it was, all she could do was stand behinrfectly composed
Joel, held immobile by their conversation.

'Laura,’ h? said smoothly, as if he were quite igekese scenes in the early
hours of the morning. This is a surprise.’

Farrah instantly revised her opinion of Laura Bdnhmeing a beautiful
woman as her top lip sneered back and her eyesineddo green pebbles.
‘Not a pleasant one, I'm sure,’ she mocked, mduirtlger into the light.

Joel regarded her mockingly. ‘May | ask why youteaoured me with this
visit?'

Laura Bennett spotted Farrah as she stood dazéddbg calm attitude. If
she had come here and found her boy-friend appgrepending the
weekend with another woman she would have wantestratch her eyes
out. Laura Bennett looked as if she felt the sarag. WCandy was full of
some new girl you had in tow, and as I'd tried gty and today to reach
you at your apartment | guessed you must be hesg/old have this silly
idea of not installing a telephone to protect yoivacy | had to drive down



here. | didn't expect you to actually haver here.' Her eyes glittered her
dislike at Farrah.

Joel looked at her darkly as he realised her poestéther name's Farrah.'
'So | gathered from Candy.' She looked at Farraicalty. 'Surely she isn't
woman enough for you, Joel. | always thought yastes ran to something

more— sophisticated.’

'So did I.' He gave that chilling smile that Farkatew meant trouble. 'But
Farrah's something different.’

Green eyes narrowed to slitdow different?’
‘Just different. Now would you mind leaving?'
'‘But, Joel, | came here to--'

'I'm well aware of what you came here to do, Laara] this time it won't
work. Farrah is staying here with me, you are not."'

'Do you mean this, Joel? Doslsemean more to you than | do?'

‘A straight answer?' His eyes were as chilly as n@re stormy. 'Then the
answer is, yes.' He shrugged. 'l tried to tell yaut,you didn't want to listen.’

Laura Bennett suddenly didn't look so sure of Herau don't mean this,
Joel. You're not actually serious about her?'

He shrugged. 'Why not? She's beautiful and | wantitis as simple as that.'
If only he meant that! Farrah's heart had skippbdat at these words, and
she realised just how much she was attracted to3im was falling in love

with the man! Oh, God, no!

"You'll never get him, you know,' Laura spat theradgat Farrah.



Joel interceded before she could make any repdpduldn't be too sure of
that. I love her," he announced calmly.

Farrah recoiled from the open venom in those sigmjreen eyes, and the
anger in that tightened red mouth. 'Do you meaeltone you're seriously
considering marrying this girl?'

He nodded. That's exactly what | mean."’

'Well, | won't stand for it, Joel!" She marchedmsefully to the front door.
'Ill leave you with your little—giW-friend for nowand wait for you to
come to your senses. | give her three weeks anthst,' she sneered, 'and
thenwe'll see how you feel about her.’

The door slammed behind her, leaving Farrah loolkinghtly bemused.
'l—you—she--' she stammered her confusion.

Joel turned to her, his eyes darkening at theadistclearly written in her
face. He pulled her into his arms, crushing hed lagainst him. 'Don't look
like that!" he moaned into her throat. ‘No onedsg to hurt you, least of all
Laura.'

Farrah was only aware of Joel, of his tense bodyetlintimately into her
own. 'l -- Please, Joel,' she murmured huskilyt rhe go.’

' will." His lips were doing strange things to heeck and shoulders,
nudging impatiently at the thin shoulder-straps@f nightgown. His hands
weren't idle either, moulding her body against &&l making her fully
responsive to his arousal. 'In a moment,' he medtautly.

Farrah was crushed hard against him as his moutk dawn forcefully on
hers, and it was pleasure and pain mixed up togetbel knew exactly the
right things to do to make her forgetful of theirundings and the real
circumstances of this unexpected occurrence, ama lser arms were about
his shoulders and her hands entwined in the thlmlamt hair that grew low
down his nape. His muscles rippled beneath hehtcarnd she caressed his
back lovingly.



‘Joel! Oh, Joel!" she groaned deep within her thtoging the way his hands
moved over her body, gently and yet with a mastkat took her over
completely, body and soul.

His lips took possession of hers yet again, arguiser until her body moved

impatiently against his, urging for his full possies of her feverish senses.
'Wait, child. Wait!" he urged shortly, devouringetboft skin of one revealed
breast.

His words brought her to her senses in a way ngteise could have done,
and she began pushing at him to stop these catbsdéegere destroying her
and any self- respect she might have had. Goditisress had just left the
house muttering threats against both of them aedags allowing him to

make love to her like a wanton! She was disgustié erself, absolutely

disgusted.

Joel looked at her through glazed eyes and mad®va to pull her back into
his arms. His face darkened as she fought him alither strength. Sighing,
he stepped back, his eyes still full of sleepy assWhat's wrong now?' he
grated.

She watched the firm play of muscles as he moveyrd to him still in
spite of herself. She loved this man! $tedhim! She pushed him further
away, turning her back on him to run a confuseddhidmough her short
tousled hair. This just couldn't be happening! &hmeed to face him again
and found him as composed and cynical as usual.

He gave a mocking smile. 'If you're trying to ctiad situation down, honey,
| should go put a little more on. In that get-ugah see all of your beautiful
body clearly outlined. Pure perfection,’ he mocked.

'Oh, you!" She hurriedly turned away again, conseiaf his eyes still on her
as she moved, her cheeks blazing with colour. y&regoing to stand there
all night?' she snapped at him, unnerved by higtakest and smouldering
eyes.

He laughed huskily. 'l could come to your room— bwon't,' he added
tauntingly. He moved past her and began ascentmgtairs, only to stop



again as he heard someone knocking on the dosoutided again as he
turned to listen.

Farrah looked at him sharply. 'Miss Bennett?"

He grinned at her. 'l doubt it, Laura wouldn't battpolite. At a guess |
would say it's George. Come in, George,' he cadladly.

She heaved a sigh of relief as the manservant ¢arfrem the kitchen,
dressed incongruously in a checked dressing-gowhchocolate brown
pyjamas. She had to repress a smile and she saWwatb&ouble hiding his
amusement.

'I'm sorry about that, sir," George said stifflydid try to stop Miss Bennett,
but--'

'It's okay, George, | understand.' Joel smiled, dilis pyjamas trousers
resting low down on his hips. Trying to stop Laigdike trying to stop a
bulldozer.'

'Yes, sir.'

Joel grinned at his discomfiture. 'Okay, Georges Iget to bed now and all
try and get a good night's sleep. We'll be leayimgto your peace and quiet
tomorrow. Miss Halliday and | will be leaving shigrafter breakfast.’

To try and sleep was much more difficult than itrsged, and it was a
hollowed-eyed Farrah who came downstairs the nexhimg. Her toast lay
untouched on the tray, but she had emptied theeqdfbt.

George took the tray from her as she reached thlierbmf the stairs. 'Mr
Falcone is in the lounge. Miss Halliday.'

She managed a wan smile. 'Thank you, George. Aartktiiou for looking
after me so well. | loved the flowers in my rooiG£orge had gone one
better yesterday, putting flowers in her bedroorwel as the hallway.



Joel gave her a cursory glance as she quietly eshtitye lounge, slowly
putting down the newspaper he had been readingnde sweat-shirt and
denims he wore were as casual as her own attilwahebviously ready to
leave. His eyes narrowed as he looked at her. Stept badly.' It was a
statement, not a question.

'What did you expect!" Farrah exploded, all thetpgnemotion of the last
few days coming to the fore. 'You may not be battidry the situation we
found ourselves in last night, but I am. You weseslm, weren't you, quite
unnerved by Miss Bennett's unexpected arrival. Wdédund it degrading
and disgusting! | felt like someone you'd pickedcapually for the evening
and decided to sleep with.'

'Calm down, Farrah. Laura--'

'‘Calm down!Calm downHow can | calm down?' Her hands wrung together
nervously. 'It was all so humiliating. And yemnjoyedtl' she accused.

'Sure | did. Laura gave a wonderful performance afidience would have
loved every minute of it.'

'‘An audience? What are you talking about?'

He shrugged his shoulders. 'Just that Laura lavaesttthe wronged woman.
And usually she gets away with it—because | let hast night must have
come as a nasty shock to her. Whenever she heanstérested in another
woman she comes to my apartment and—well, I'm gavecan use your
imagination. But last night it was differenypuwere already in my bed, so
she didn't have the chance to do her usual scanast say, it was quite a
change.’'

'You mean she came here to--? And when she savwh-7God!" Farrah
slumped down into a chair, her face even paleis'iBrterrible!"

'l don't agree, | think everything is working pentig.'

'Of course it isn't! You heard her, she has nainde of quietly slipping out
of your life.'



'She will—in time. Give our relationship three wegkhe said. Well, we'll
still be together then and for as long as it takkes.pride won't allow for her
to be humiliated for long. | would prefer that threaking up of our business
and personal relationship isn't known by too maeggbe, and | think it's
publicity Laura can do without.'

‘Then | won't be in your life for long?’

'Probably not.’

"You really think so?’

'I've said so, haven't I'' he snapped. 'Now letwé if you're ready.'

Farrah thought it wise not to say any more, sitiijugetly in the car as
George called Joel back to the house for somethimgre was a black scowl
on his face as he got back in beside her and Faraalshortly to know why.
'Here.' He threw something into her lap beforetisigrthe engine and
putting his foot down hard on the accelerator. i@edhought you might
have forgotten it,' he said harshly. 'But we knaattér, don't we?'

She looked down aghast at the jewellery case aantathe emerald and
diamond bracelet. She had left it on the dressaiget where she had
dropped it the evening before, expecting Geordmmtbit after they had left
and return it to Joel at a later date. Instead hsltebeen found out, and Joel
was obviously furious about it.

‘Thank you," she mumbled quietly.

'Is that all you can say? You did it on purpose beth know that.'

'l don't want anything from you.’

'So you keep telling me. Then how ar<j you to reeggayment? | thought

all women liked jewellery. I've never had one refutsbefore. You don't
even have to sell it if you don't want to. Keepitt] grow in value—



something for your old age. Bdon'ttry to make me feel guilty about using
you, because it won't work.'

'l know that," she said bitterly.
"Your opinion of me isn't very high, is it?" he adkautly.

Farrah kept her eyes averted, knowing that to labkim would be her
undoing. She loved him, how could her opinion ofi imot be high! 'Did you
ever doubt it?' Her words were stiff and stilted.

'l guess not,' he replied wearily.

After all that had happened to her over the weelgdredwas surprised that
she could go to work so calmly on Monday morninge &nd Joel had
parted very badly the morning before, and if sheeweally his girlfriend
she would have doubted that she would ever seeagam. But as the
situation stood between them she knew Joel wouloh beuch during the
next couple of days. Nigel had rung her the evebiigre and reluctantly
she had agreed to meet him for coffee this eveniagoack-street cafe they
frequented.

Angie called her into her office later that day &@afrah wondered what she
had done wrong. Angie was a busy woman, with & sghedule, and she
didn't waste time lightly. A woman in her mid-fas$, she managed to look
much younger, her blonde wavy hair perfectly styladd her face
beautifully made up. Farrah had always found hétemdly easy-going
boss, but she didn't look too happy at the moment.

Her office was sectioned off from the main departtvend Farrah shut the
door behind her at Angie's request. 'Sit down, dfirshe said in her
soothing well-modulated voice, waiting until Farrad complied before
continuing. 'I'm sure you can guess what | wartalo to you about.'



Farrah blushed, beginning to look uncomfortablee §ad thought Angie
wanted to talk to her about her work, but her opgnivords implied
otherwise. 'l think so,' came her husky reply.

'l don't usually interfere in the private livesmaf girls, what you do out of
work is your own affair. But this time it's diffexe your private life is
overlapping your working one. | didn't believe itfiast, but as Mr Falcone
never comes down here but prefers me to go tofficepl can only believe
that your working here prompted his appearancherdepartment.’

'He said he had to see you about something,' Fartahbled miserably.

Angie smiled. 'Oh, he did, but like | said, | udyajo to him. The girls are
completely in awe of the whole thing, and | must ka a little astonished
myself. The bosses have never made any secret tdd¢hthat they have one
of these "modern" relationships, sexual freedom alhdhat, but I have
never before known his attention to linger on oh&is employees. What
I'm really trying to say, Farrah, is that Mr Faleaan't the constant type, and
things could be pretty awkward for you here whenryerelationship is
over.'

'l realise that. If it gets too bad I'll just hateeleave.' Farrah had already
faced the fact that this was a strong possibibtyt, perhaps she needed the
change anyway. With this experience of working anaagazine behind her,
she would probably be able to get a junior repgaley something she had
always wanted to do.

"Your father works here too, Farrah, it isn't ogiyu who's involved. |
always thought you were one of my more sensiblis,dout this business
with Mr Falcone is completely out of character.pAzzled frown marred
Angie's creamy brow.

At last someone had realised that! Farrah definitglsn't the sort of girl to
have a promiscuous affair, even if she loved thea maolved as she did
Joel. The pain and agony of parting wouldn't be pemsated for in the brief
time the affair lasted. "You can't dictate thesegs,' she said slowly. "It just
happened.’



'‘But you must admit it does make things awkward®jid watched her nod
of confirmation. 'If | put your name forward nowrfmansfer everyone will
assume it's because of your relationship with Jekich it wouldn't be. |

have never considered personal relationships weafing) with my work

and the people | work with.’

'Does that mean ...?'

‘That | was considering transferring you?' Angrasined for her. 'l wasn't
just considering it, Farrah, it was a certainty."'

'Was?' she echoed, with a feeling of dread.

Angie nodded. 'I'm afraid so. | hadn't forgotteat®what you wanted to do,
and patience often brings its own rewards. | haacioal fact already made
tentative enquiries about getting you transfereeare of the newspaper
sections. This business with Mr Falcone has pul paithat, I'm afraid.
Everyone may consider it a bonus to have you im eetion at the moment,
but once the affair cools it will be a differenbposition. You understand
what I'm saying, don't you?'

‘That my involvement with Joel has ruined my catd&arrah said dully.

'I'm afraid for the moment it has, yes.'

'l see.’

'l just don't understand you, Farrah. Granted, Baklone is a good-looking
devil, but then devil just about fits him. He'saxdh, ruthless man.’

'l know.'
'‘And yet it makes no difference?' Angie asked sytimgtically.
'‘None at all." How could it, when she had no sathenmatter.

Angie sighed. 'Oh well, I tried. | feel slightlysigonsible for you with the
recent loss of your mother, but | can't live yoife for you. You have to



make your own decisions and consequently take nsspibity for your own
mistakes.'

'I'm sorry you feel I've let you down.' Farrah fgliite guilty now, about
something that wasn't her fault. Joel had warnedHhig wasn't going to be
pleasant, - and now she was beginning to seegustinpleasant it could be.
Already she had had a face-to-face encounter visgtimirstress, and now it
was starting to affect her day-to-day living, nayrer work.

'l think you've let yourself down, Farrah, not rBeit as I've said, you have
to make your own decisions, and at the moment geliyfou're making the
right one. I've had my say, | won't mention it agdinless it affects the
department,’ Angie added darkly.

Farrah was conscious of the other girls in theceffooking at her as she
walked back to her desk, all of them probably weimdewhat had taken
place in the office just now. Well, she wasn't gpia tell them.

Her father was much more his jovial self that emgntalking animatedly

about the day's happenings. She could at leastdggly for him, even if her

own day hadn't turned out so good. Joel hadnéadier at all and in a way
she felt relieved. If he had wanted to meet hex ¢élvening she would have
had to refuse him, and she didn't think he wouldregiate her wanting to
meet Nigel. Oh, damn the man! He had already up=eatareer, why should
she allow him to interfere in her social life too?

Things had been progressing very nicely with Nigdil the advent of Joel
Falcone into her life. But she had no doubt thahi$é thing did become
public, Nigel wouldn't be waiting for her at thedeof it. Why should he? He
too had a career to think about, and he too workedthe Falcone
organisation.

The two of them had met in the canteen one daynwhigel had come over
from one of the Falcone newspaper sections to sksan article with Joel
that he was working on. His over-long hair and efsalmost scruffy
appearance had marked him as a man who wouldritiroonAt twenty-six,
seven years Farrah's senior, Nigel had grown @miage where long hair
was normal, and he saw no reason to change hisuagmoe to suit other



people. Fortunately he was good at his job, andai$ recognised that
occasionally his appearance helped him get a staty otherwise might
never have come to light.

Despite his appearance Nigel had instantly madewith her mother and

father, and he had been of great strength to hanglthe last weeks of her
mother's illness. They had been dating casuallyhicee months now, and
during the last few weeks Farrah had started takthimight develop into

something more serious, but not now. She had leanig the last few days
that for her love wouldn't grow gradually, but hadme suddenly and
swiftly—and with completely the wrong man.

Nigel called for her at eight-thirty, and she cauianiss the look of relieved
pleasure that passed over her father's face. Paxtahy) he was so concerned
over this friendship with Joel Falcone. If he okhew, it was all for him!

'What happened to you over the weekend?' Nigell@ah-opposite her in
the café where a lot of their friends gatheredhmgs over her preferred
strawberry milk-shake to his coffee.

'l went to see Beth.' She evaded his eyes. Nigehiivatupid, and working at

the Falcone organisation he was bound to hear resysmoner or later. Her

poor father had been plagued with guarded but alsvaquestions all day,

and he hadn't taken kindly to it. A lot of peopteelv she and Nigel had been
dating the last few months, and she felt sure heldveoon have his fair

share of questions from curious people.

'Enjoy yourself?' He watched her over the rim gfdup. His eyes were blue,
like Joel's, and yet that was where the similaattgled. Nigel's were a lighter
blue and what she called smiling eyes, and Joare weep fathoms she
could almost drown in, enigmatic eyes that gavé&ingtaway, and weren't
intended to. Joel was an altogether enigmatic raad, it was through

choice.

'Yes, thank you,' she replied stiltedly.

'‘And where did you go on Thursday? It's almost akxgnce | saw you.'



|—er—I--'
"You had another date, huh?' Nigel watched heebfos

'Would you mind if | had?' Farrah rested her elbonghe table, watching
his reaction to her question closely. He didn'tegpdo be annoyed, but she
knew he could be as straight-faced as Joel whambse.

‘Jealous, you mean?' Nigel relaxed back on thetoseat of their booth, his
checked shirt unbuttoned and tucked carelessly higdfaded denims. I
could be, but I don't know if I have the right. W&ehever agreed not to date
other people.’

'‘No—no, we haven't." She licked her lips nervougu're right, | did have
a date with someone else.' Her milk-shake remaimtouched in front of
her.

'‘Anyone | know?"'

Anyone he knew! She could have laughed at the iafrthe question. Of
course he knew his own employer! She shook her.heatldoubt it,' she
lied.

Nigel pursed his lips. 'l see. Did you have a tice?"'

Farrah laughed nervously. "You're very seriousgiotpiNigel.'

He shrugged. 'I'm interested, that's all.’

'In that case, yes, it was quite nice.’

'Did you go anywhere new?'

‘Just a nightclub, nice for a change, but not ye#ilat eicciting.'" The
nightclub hadn't been exciting, but the man withdegtainly had been. Any
other man paled into insignificance when compaoetbel, and much as she

liked Nigel he could only ever be a friend to hema—if he would let her be
once he found out about herself and Joel Falcone.



‘You aren't going to tell me, are you?' His cuptel@d back into the saucer,
and he looked at her accusingly, his blue eyesrgaas anger.

Her eyes widened at his sudden anger. 'T-tell yoatw

'Oh, come on, Farrah, | gave you every chancdltmée | asked you leading
guestions, and then | asked you outright, andysiiil don't tell me. | know
who you were out with on Thursday. | know, Farrah!'

‘Then why ask me?' Her eyes sparkled.

'‘Because | wanted you to tell me yourself, to teé it wasn't true, that
there'd been some sort of mistake! There've besrtypbf people to tell me
of your affair with Joel Falcone, plenty of well-areng vindictive people
who thought | should know.'

‘Then you've known all the time! Why didn't you tjisry so instead of
tormenting me like this? Yes, | saw Joel on Thuyséad I'm not ashamed
of it!" And miraculously she wasn't any more. Sbreeldd Joel, and it wasn't
an emotion she would hide and feel guilty about langer—except to the
man himself. She could never betray her feelingtot, he wouldn't want
her love, it was an emotion he didn't recognisesiid he knew desire and
indifference, and he wasn't indifferent to her, dealdn't be after that
incident yesterday morning.

The other kisses he could blame on proof of thigairabut they had been
alone in the hallway, and his desire had beemalkvident. Surely that was
a start, something for her to cling to. And at thement she needed
something very badly. She felt as if she were sfayding under, with no
way out of the situation but pain and misery. Ppshghe was, but once Joel
had his emotional and financial freedom from LaBeanett he would drop
hertoo. She had to make the most of this short tipezsin his company.

Nigel looked defeated. 'So this affair with hinserious?'

'Yes,' she agreed huskily.



‘Then | may as well drop out of the picture. Onca llave someone like Joel
Falcone in your system it's a hell of a job totipetm out, and | don't think
I'm the man to do it. You like me, but ytavehim.'

'I'm sorry, Nigel, really sorry. And I'm also sorypu had to find out this
way.'

‘It's all right, Farrah, you don't owe me anythirge stood up. 'l think |
should take you home now. Don't you?"'

She nodded. 'Yes.' There was nothing else she sayld



CHAPTER SEVEN

"WHERE were you last night?' Joel asked coldlielephoned you about nine
o'clock and your father said you were out. | gotey cool reception from
him altogether.’

'What did you expect?' Farrah snapped. 'My fathslikds this supposed
relationship intensely, and makes no secret ofabe’

'l gathered that," Joel said dryly.

He had called her at the office today and the titb@m were now sitting in
a nightclub similar to the one they had visitedTdmrsday, and with Joel
equally well known by .the other patrons. Farrals W&earing a long cotton
flower print skirt, complemented by a cream cottmse top in a gypsy style
and finishing shortly at the waist. Joel's eyes Harkened appreciatively
when they had met, but the look was quickly masked.

'‘Can you blame him?' she asked tautly. 'You capéet him to welcome
you with open arms.’

'l don't expect him to hate me either.” He wasusisal relaxed and cynical
self, having made no mention of their stilted payton Sunday morning,
and she was reluctant to do so. What did it mattgway, nothing they said
or did to each other meant anything.

'‘Because you gave him a second chance? Oh, hesfugfar that, but he
can't help thinking I've sold myself to you for twe-five thousand pounds,’
she smiled bitterly. 'Quite a lot of money to pay the body of one skinny
teenager.’

Joel's jaw tightened and a pulse beat angrily srthmoat. "Your body is not
for sale! And you ar@ot skinny. Your body is beautiful—I should know.'
His mouth had a bitter twist to it.

'How can you bring that up?' Farrah demanded tiarfu



'Why not?' he sat forward, his powerful shouldéogking out the rest of the
room, leaving his face the only thing in her visidncan remember quite
clearly what your body was like; smooth, and crearagd infinitely
kissable.'

Farrah shivered at the seduction in his voicep'8toShe shook her head. 'l
don't want to listen to any more I

'You may have to, Farrah. | wanted you. A fleetimmotion, but true
nonetheless.'

Her eyes flew open to stare disbelievingly into sheepy passion of Joel's
narrowed eyes. 'You—you wanted me?' she repeaeditously.

'Yes.' His hand covered the nervous movementsrsf H2oes that surprise
you? It shouldn't," he smiled mockingly. 'l dorstially make love to women
| find unattractive.'

She gasped. 'You didn't make love to me!’

'No, but | could have. It was too soon, that's/tid it wasn't the right time
for us.’

It will never be the right time! Your mistress hadst left the house
after—well, after finding us together. And you wénanking of making love

tome I'

'What else should | have been thinking of? All liicbsee or feel was you.'
'l hate you, Joel Falcone!" she told him in a fusievhisper. "You and your
desire or indifference! | wish you felt indifferegld've told you before and
I'll tell you again now, | will not be used! Nowybu'll excuse me, | would
like to leave.'

His hand tightened painfully on hers. 'I'm not ne&mlgo yet.'

Her head flicked back angrily. 'l didn't ask youltd rather go alone."



'‘Oh no, you don't, Farrah,' he said tautly. "Yonterunning out on me at the
first obstacle.’

"You call wanting me anbstaclé | call it downright frightening.’

"This isn't the first time you've called me frighiteg. | don't understand the
emotion.’

'You don't understandnyemotion! That's the trouble.’

'I'm not the emotionless automaton you think | &athought I'd effectively
proved that.' His words were self-derisory.

'‘All you proved was that you react normally to tifemale body.
Congratulations!" she taunted, more hurt than sinedcto admit. Joel had
admitted finding her attractiveness enough to vis@nt but that wasn't what
she wanted! She couldn't let him make love to strthrough desire, it was
against everything she held sacred.

'l didn't need you to prove that," Joel said hatshl

'l know that. Look, Joel, we can't continue witlisthow, not now | know
how you feel. | couldn't pretend —not knowing yaatually—I just can't do
it any more!'

'‘Now that's a shame, because | think I'm goingnio it easier.’

Farrah wrenched her hands out of his grasp, wishéngrould move away
from her and let her think straight. 'l can't daJael!

'No one's going to force you to do anything you 'tlarant to," he said
calmly. "You aren't indifferent to me, Farrah, ywever have been.’'

She stood up. 'I'm leaving. | won't stay here asiémh to any more of this!'

He stdod up too. 'And you aren't leaving without either. We have a
bargain, remember? And | aim to keep you to it.'



'Please, Joel, leave me alone.’

‘That's the one thing | don't intend doing. Sit dpWwarrah, and we'll talk.'
He watched her through narrowed eyes as she shiidlyas he asked, and
then sat down himself. 'l had a telephone call ft@uara today."'

Her eyes widened. "You did?'
Joel lit up a cheroot before answering. 'Mmm. Matgresting it was too.'

'What—what did she say?' Farrah tried not to saandnterested. Joel was
deliberately being evasive to make her curious. fkedworst of it was, he
was succeeding !

'Do you really want to know?'
'Of course | do. I'm involved in this too, remenfer

He gave a tight smile. 'I'm glad to hear it, fowkile back there | thought
you'd defected.’

‘Joel! You're being infuriating!

'‘Another of my faults. Laura wanted to know if yaere still around. She
even offered to stop interfering in my businessifif finished with you. She
must think it's serious.’

'She--She did that? What did you say to her?'

'What do you think | said? | only saimlisinessife, Farrah, her other plans
still seem to be intact. And I'm not in love witkrh| never have been. |
should have realised this partnership was a midtake the beginning, |

just never expected her to take advantage odldnlt like blackmail," he said

grimly.

Farrah gave an inward sigh of relief. She couldegr it if Joel went back to
that she-cat. Laura Bennett was too much like Bimeself for them ever to
be happy together; both were over-confident anagamt, much too



arrogant for their own good. But with thr right pen Joel could be different
altogether, with someone he loved ...

"You haven't answered my question yet. Where weuvdlgst night?’

'Out,’ she answered stubbornly. 'l don't questaur yhereabouts when you
aren't with me.'

'I'd tell you if you bothered to ask me. | havemog to hide. Butyou do.
You were out with your boy-friend, weren't you,shiigel you've been
dating?'

She couldn't miss the dangerous glint in his stbklg eyes. '‘And what if |
were? It's nothing to do with you.'

'‘Nothing--! Good God, Farrah! | won't let you seenh he declared
haughtily.

'You can't stop me, Joel,' she told him defianith |—I love him!" The
words were spoken before she could stop hersel. I8bked at him,
stricken. How could she have said such a thing/a# an unforgivable lie.

His grasp on her wrist was so painful she almastoout. 'l don't believe
you, Farrah. Tell me itisn't tr--'

‘Joel! | didn't realise you were here." A heartyiceocut Joel off in
mid-sentence, and they looked up to see the samenina had spoken to
Joel the last time they were out for the evening.ddme to stand next to
their table, looking down at Farrah with franklynaidng eyes. 'And the
beautiful Farrah,' he added deeply.

'Simon," Joel returned tightly. He nodded to Sim@@mpanion. 'Stella,’ he
added stiffly before looking back at Simon. 'I'nrmised you remember
Farrah.'

Simon laughed softly. 'Couldn't forget her, mucé tharming to forget. |
wish | knew where Joel's been hiding you," he sailker alone.



Farrah blushed at his obvious interest in her, "Wbg't you ask him?' she
suggested throatily, being deliberately provocasind watching Joel's face
darken with anger at her action. If she didn't krmetter she would have
said he was jealous. But that was a ridiculous,ideal didn't care enough
about any woman to feel such a possessive emdtithy. don't you join us,
Mr...?" she raised an eyebrow enquiringly.

‘Just call me Simon,' he grinned at her, ignormey's scowl. 'And we would
love to join you, wouldn't we, Stella?'

The petite blonde had her china blue eyes fixedp®t as he regarded her
with mocking humour. 'Love to,' she replied huskgsgating herself in the

vacant chair beside Joel as Simon sat next to lra@ader us all a drink,

darling,' she told Simon.

'Sure. Joel?' Simon stopped a waiter and gavelfemadrder before turning
to Farrah, moving closer to her and resting his alomg the back of her
chair. 'So where have you been all my life?' Hdiagly held her gaze.

'‘Avoiding you, | should think," drawled Joel.

‘Joel darling,’ Stella demanded his attention, giodn't come to my party on
Saturday. It was quite flat without you.'

Farrah's mouth tightened as she saw the othes bahd rest fleetingly on
Joel's thigh. She had invited this - couple to jihiem to make Joel angry,
but it seemed to be having the opposite effectnble@ seemed calm and
mocking andshewas the one getting angry, jealously so. Was $iédla
another of Joel's women? Each one seemed to be bmardiful than the
last, beautiful and sexy.

Stella was the sort of petite blonde Farrah hacagbwvanted to be. The
gown she wore was very thin and sheer, and Faelalsdre the other girl
wore little beneath it. Its blue colour perfectlyatthed her blue eyes, her
matt complexion owing little to make-up and heslipere full and pouting.

Joel lit a cheroot, watching Stella through narrdwges. 'Don't tell me you
actually noticed my absence,' he said lazily.



'‘But of course | did. Where were you?'
'l went to the country for the weekend.'

Simon attracted Farrah's attention by touchingheerd. 'Do you live in
London, Farrah?"

She wrenched her eyes away from the couple nowlédddgether, their
conversation continuing in murmurs. 'Yes,' she amed him distractedly. 'l
live with my father.’'

'Do you work?'
She gave a light laugh. 'I'm not one of the idbd rif that's what you mean.'

'So what do you do?' Simon seemed totally engrosgacher, and she had
perforce to answer.

'I--' she glanced uncertainly at Joel, but he wdmsténing to them, a lazy
smile on his face as he listened to the animateliaStl work in an office.
Nothing very exciting, I'm afraid.'

'You're exciting enough.’

She laughed at his effusive compliment. Simon wasphisticated man in

his own right, probably only two or three yearsl'3genior, and yet he was

the type of man Farrah could handle, with nondnefdangerous charm Joel
possessed. 'You're flattering me.’

‘Not at all. You can always rely on Joel to comewitlhn someone new and
exciting.'

The smile faded from Farrah's lips. She didn't bleéng grouped with the
many passing affairs Joel had participated in.ribhnew and exciting, I'm
just an ordinary girl.'

Simon looked disbelieving. 'Not if Joel is inteesin you.'



'‘And what makes you think he is?"

‘This is the second time I've seen you with hingeois enough to know if he
likes you or not. Believe me, he likes you.'

'‘Believeme—he doesn't. Do you dance, Simon?’

He looked startled. 'l shuffle about a bit, whistall you can do on the floor
space here. Are you asking me to dance, Farrah?'

'I—I suppose | must be." Now what was she doing!tblegue seemed to be
running away from her this evening, and it wastalinfuriate Joel. The

couples dancing together here were as close agtliee evening and she
wondered what she had let herself in for, as Simade no secret of his
attraction to her.

'Do you realise, even though this is supposed thédéime of equality, that
this is the first time a woman has asked me to el2inde glanced at Joel. ‘Is
he going to mind?'

Nothing he said could have made her more determikiéiay should he?'
she asked carelessly. 'I'm capable of making my deamsions.’

'‘Okay then.' He stood up, holding out a hand tadérad her on to the floor
space, ignoring the sharp look directed at themmfeostern-looking Joel.
'Excuse us,' he said swiftly.

He didn't hold her as close as Joel had, but itck@se enough for her to feel
uncomfortable in his arms. She pulled away slighdlygd Simon looked
down at her. 'Are you annoyed with Joel about sbmg?' he asked
curiously.

Farrah's eyes met his. 'What makes you think that?"
Simon laughed softly. 'I'm not stupid, Farrah. Ymterest lies solely in

Joel, and yet you asked me to dance. At a guessibvgay you were having
a slight argument when we arrived on the scene.'



She smiled unwillingly. 'Was it so obvious?"

'Only to me, | doubt Stella noticed anything. Ahthe looks Joel's sending
in my direction are anything to go by | should $eys regretting it ever
happened. He won't take kindly to my dancing wibh.y

'l don't give a damn,’ she said obstinately.

'Oh yes, you do. And I'm beginning to wish Rina Wioging something with

a bit more beat to it, at least if | danced awayrfryou Joel might drop the
scowl.’

'Rina?' Farrah queried.

'l realise Joel may be riveting company, but suyely've noticed there's a
singer in here?' he teased.

'‘Oh—oh, yes," she blushed. 'Don't worry about Jueldoesn't care what |
do.’

'‘Don't worry about Joel? You must be joking!" HeKed down at the
bracelet on her wrist as her hands rested on leigldérs. ‘A present from
Joel?'

Her lips tightened. 'Yes.'

'Very nice. It matches your eyes.’

'l know,' she said bitterly.

'Oh, | see. Joel already made that comment.'

Farrah hadn't been wearing the bracelet when ghenkaJoel this evening,
but he had made her go back up to the flat to tgefHe had mumbled
something to her father about forgetting her pbefere dashing out again.

Her father knew nothing about the bracelet; asrsieaded returning it, one
way or another, there seemed no point in tellimg. hi



'Yes,' she told him stiffly.

'Oh dear, he is out of favour. Even more so in anent, | should think, he
and Stella are about to join us on the dance flad-Stella makes no
secret of her wish to share Joel's bed. She costédycceed with him in this
mood.’'

'Don't you mind—about Stella, | mean? After alle $& here with you.'
‘Stella is my sister. We just called in here forhamr or so on our way to a
party.' He looked over pointedly to where Stellawancing as close to Joel
as it was humanly possible to do without being ehsec '‘But | somehow
don't think she'll go now. Stella may not haveiseal you had an argument,
but she certainly knows there's something wrongvéet the two of you,
Joel's never taken this much interest in her béfore

'Stella is yoursistef?' she repeated hollowly.

'I'm afraid so. So don't count on me to divert liar.afraid you'll have to get
his attention back by yourself. That shouldn'tdee difficult.’

"What makes you think that?'

‘The fact that he hasn't taken his eyes off youHerast quarter of an hour.
I'm beginning to feel uncomfortable.’

'Would you like to sit down?"

'‘Good idea.' He breathed a sigh of relief as thieppled into their seats. 'If |
know Joel he'll be back at the table in a couplenofutes. You do realise
you may have ruined an almost lifelong friendshig?added ruefully.
Farrah looked guilty. 'I'm sorry. | didn't mean--'

'I'm only joking," he grinned at her. 'He'll geteont—given time.’

She wasn't so sure. Joel would be livid with hesrdkis evening, and while
she might have seen him annoyed in the past shadasl yet seen him



furiously angry. The evening had started off wrgnglith Joel ordering her
to wear the bracelet, and it had gone from baddsev

'Hey, don't worry." Simon took her hand. 'Joel ttaat you. He must realise
you're only flirting with me out of pique.'

Not when she had just told him she was in love WMiiel! If only he hadn't
forbidden her to see Nigel she would never hawkhoh that lie, she would
have told him that she and Nigel had parted compBuaishe would not be
ordered about by Joel; he had things enough hisveaynwithout that. But
there was no doubt in her mind that she would payér treatment of him
this evening, and she had probably ruined any e thfforts to give the
impression they were in love with each other—soingtelse he wouldn't
thank her for.

‘They're coming back to the table now, Farrah,'dsitold her softly. He let
go of her hand at the dark brooding look in hierfd's eyes. 'Are you ready
to leave now, Stella?' he asked his sister loudly.

Stella looked at him coldly. 'Don't be silly, Simohm having much
too—interesting a time here.’'

Simon stood up determinedly. 'l think we should$jlla. We've broken up
Farrah and Joel's evening enough as it is. And Maggxpecting us.'

His sister's face dropped with disappointmentufp pose so.' Her eyes
brightened. 'l don't suppose the two of you wotukté ko come too?' Her
guestion was directed at Joel, and Farrah knewath&tr as the other girl
was concerned she might as well not be here.

This time Joel didn't consult her. 'l don't thin&, Stella. It's already
ten-thirty, by the time we reach Maggie's it'llioearly eleven.’

'‘But that's early 1 Don't be such a grouch, Joel.’
He smiled at her, and Farrah held her breath asvaited for his answer.

'‘Some of us .have to be at work at nine o'clodké&émorning. We can't all
spend the morning in bed.'



Stella put her hand on his arm encouragingly. Suste along for an hour or
s0. To make up for Saturday,' she added silkily.

Joel laughed at her pouting expression. 'You mase lbeen a very spoilt
little girl!’

Her eyes brightened. 'You mean you'll come? Oh'sthavely!

'Only for an hour or so. Farrah has a job of workld tomorrow, and as her
boss | demand she be in on time.'

Farrah stiffened at his last taunting words. 'lI'sver late," she told him
angrily, her eyes flashing as he looked at her nmgtk Oh, how he was
enjoying this revenge on her! They said revenge swset, and Joel
certainly looked pleased about something.

Simon raised surprised eyebrows. 'Then you workléel?’

She-smiled at him, ignoring the fact that Joel &tella were now waiting
for her to leave with them. 'Does that surprise?ou

'Nothing about Joel surprises me. Come to the pkesrah. I'd like you to.’

She jumped as she felt Joel's hand slide slowlyndoev arm and his fingers
entwine intimately with hers. She could feel themid of his body close

beside her and anything she might have been goirgay in answer to
Simon flew completely out of her mind. She couliehikiof nothing but Joel,

and the way his thumb was caressing the back didmat. 'I—I--' she licked

her lips nervously.

'Sure she'll come," Joel answered for her smootBiy. because | want her
to.'

She looked at him wordlessly, but his eyes wetkss$tittered from her and
she knew he was still angry with her. And probabith good cause. She
had behaved childishly, and dared she say it—js&foishe only hoped
Joel didn't realise this was the emotion that hamnpted her behaviour,
what had made her falsely declare her love for Neged flirt openly with



Simon. She was jealous even of a telephone cortwersaith Laura, and
she knew she had fallen irrevocably in love witim hi

He was the opposite of everything she had everatesi a man, arrogant,
experienced, and most of all, cynical. And yetat thappened! And it was
becoming more and more true every time she saw3l@was learning that
love couldn't be denied merely at will, it flourestheven when vehemently
pushed aside.

'Honey?' Joel was looking at her strangely, antleSdedn't look too happy
about Farrah regaining his attention. 'We're raadgave.'

She snapped herself out of her thoughts, consctimisloel still held her
hand firmly enmeshed with his own. 'Yes,' she sazkdly.

Stella, not to be outdone, threaded her hand thrdwogl's other arm, her
scarlet-painted fingernails holding on to his bhaévet dinner jacket. '‘Can |
drive there with you, darling?'

He shook his head. 'We'll meet you there.’
'Oh, but--'

Simon pulled her firmly away, glaring down angrédihis very determined
sister. 'We'll meet them there, Stella,’ he told firenly. ‘Do you usually
desert your partner this early in the evening? uldho't have brought you if
I'd known.'

‘And | wouldn't have come with you at all if my caeren't out of action.’
He grinned. 'Ungrateful brat!

The two couples parted in the car park and Farraited expectantly for
Joel's criticism of her. Amazingly he said verytldif keeping his
conversation to general subjects until Farrah thowste could stand no
more. Now she knew how Nigel had felt the eveniafpie when waiting
for her to tell him about her friendship with Jo&hd it wasn't a pleasant
feeling, in fact she felt as if she would scream mmoment now.



‘Joel--" her voice came out shakily and she cunseskelf for being a coward.

It wouldn't do for her to become too pliable in hads, not now, when she
knew how easily he could make her a willing reanpiéo his caressing

hands. 'Joel," she said more firmly.

'Yes?' His eyes remained narrowed on the road.

‘Joel, we can't go on like this. No one is goingpeétieve we love each other
if we treat each other with dislike.'

'Do you care?' he asked harshly.

Did she care! Shivedhim. 'Not for myself," she lied. 'But | thoughtwyo
were set on everyone believing it,’

'‘And you seem to be equally determined that onebelieves it. Your
behaviour tonight has been nothing less than disfué’'

'‘My behaviour!" Farrah interrupted him. 'You were alltg Stella liberties
on the dance floor that should be confined to admed,’ she said in disgust.

'I'm sure Stella would have preferred we use a dmedr too,” he
acknowledged mockingly.

"You're disgusting!

'‘And you're a flirt 1' His eyes flickered over hamathingly. 'Only seconds
after telling me you love someone called Nigel ymegin to encourage
Simon in a way that can only be construed as aitaiion. I'm surprised he
didn't make more of it. Or have you arranged totrhea some other time?"'
'‘And you said | have a low opinion of you!" sheided.

'Well, have you?' he persisted in his question.

'Don't be silly. Simon was kind to me, that's all.’



'Everyone seems to like being kind to you, firso@e and now Simon. And
what were you talking to Simon about?'

You,' she answered truthfully.

'Me? | see. And what did you decide between thediw@u? That I'm a cold
unfeeling swine who doesn't deserve you?' he laligieatily. 'But then |
don'thaveyou, do 1? Do you think Simon realised that? lumeshe noticed
your eyes.'

‘These damned unawakened eyes! No, he didn'teghhs you hadn't made
love to me. Why should he? The prowess of Joeldralacan never be
doubted, can it? You told me at the beginningtleatvoman was considered
safe with you. Why should Simon think | would beyafifferent, that you
would expect less from me than from any other wdPhahe words were
meant to hurt and she knew they had angered hima asered off into a side
road and brought the car to a halt before turrniget.

'‘And if | did expect that of you? What would youd@Give in like you have
over every other demand I've made of you?' His gigzamed challengingly
in the darkness. 'Would you even sacrifice thattarr father?’

'Stop it, Joel! Please, stop it. You've been seldaume this evening. | hate
it. | hate it, | tell you!" Tears gathered in hges and for the first time since
this dreadful business began she felt as if she g@ng to cry, deep racking
sobs that would erase all the bitterness and replaath love. But that was
impossible, Joel would never love her!

For answer he pulled her into his arms, cradlinghead gently against his
shoulder. 'l forget what a sensitive little thinguyare, Farrah,” he said
huskily, his warm breath fanning the soft tendafshair on her forehead.
‘Just when | think you're about to tell me exaethat you think of me, you

act hurt and | feel like a heel.'

Farrah sniffed tearfully. 'I'm not acting, Joel.uYyseem to think that every
thing | do has a double meaning.'



'Experience,' he murmured close to her ear. "Yoe laafragrance all your
own," he told her, bending his head to bury hie fiacher slender throat. 'l
never believed | would fall for the innocence am¢estness routine,’ he
continued musingly. 'But you have it off to a fiag. You're getting under
my skin, Farrah, and I'm afraid that pretty soaon gjoing to have to do
something about it.'

'What—what do you mean?' Her startled gaze restddsobent head.

' mean that I'm going to have to make love to Yde.pulled away from her
to look into her face, his mouth only inches awaynf her own. 'Does that
frighten you, honey?'

'Don't keep calling me that!" she snapped, trymbring a little sanity into
the conversation. 'We don't have any withesses'now.

His thumb caressed her lips apart and he playdd tivi soft sweetness of
her mouth. 'I'm beginning to think | don't need ardience when you're
about, in fact, | would welcome a little privacythink we'll give the party a
miss and go to my apartment instead.'

'No!" she said sharply. 'l want to go home. Ittg,land | don't like being
mocked. | think this whole thing has gone far efdugou said at the start
that you weren't personally interested in me, lout gou've decided | might
prove an interesting diversion. I'm convenientlyehgou have a hold over
me, so why not take advantage of the situation!t'$hhe way you're
thinking, isn't it, Joel?' She pushed his caressargls away. "Well, I've had
enough! You can find someone else to taunt. | dmaré what you do any
more, but | will not be a party to this charade &mger.'

Joel sat back, completely unmoved by her outbtivsiu're intriguing,
Farrah," he drawled, playing with a soft shiny wateher nape. '‘But I'm
afraid it's too late to back out now, much too .ldteo longer have a hold
over you, your father's—error has been clearedthadooks now stand
correct. But tonight you've made tlukarade,as you call it, irreversible.'

'I have? What did | do?"



He smiled at her puzzled frown, that cynical snthlat Farrah hated—and
yet loved. 'Simon may be a friend of mine, but fealiso the owner of
Successnagazine, and has connections with all the big paepsrs, hence
our friendship. Thanks to your talking and actirgyau did with him |
would say it's a certainty that an article aboettino of us will appear in a
lot of the evening papers tomorrow, and in theiesithe day after.’



CHAPTER EIGHT
'OH, no!' Her face was stricken.
Joel chuckled. 'Oh, yes.'

‘But why didn't you stop me?' she flared at himuaawgly. 'l didn't realise
Simon's connections, bybudid. You could have warned me.’

He restarted the car, moving it out into the tcaffiefore answering her.
'Why should I? | knew that sooner or later you wiongbel, and now you've
irrevocably linked your name with mine you're gotogfind it harder than
ever to back out.'

"You knew this would happen. Ydunew' she said fiercely.

'Guilty," he admitted. 'l conveniently mentioneduysmame .to Simon the
other evening in the hope that he would remembar fovas unfortunate
that he came across us tonight as we were arguihtpast, thoughtit was.
It actually seemed to convince him more. A lovéfs" he mocked.

'This is terrible,’ she shook her head. 'l nevesigmed anything like this
happening. Can't you stop him?'

'‘Maybe, but I'm not going to try," he declared adatly.
'l see.’

He glanced at her fleetingly, chuckling lightlyobt look so tight-mouthed,
Farrah. This is exactly what we wanted, a defisitew of our relationship.'

'Whatyouwanted, you mean. Why can't you just go abouigthimormally
like anyone else? Why do you have to go to all tt@able? I'm sure that if
you both sat down and discussed this reasonablycgald come to some
kind of agreement.’

"You think so? Why don't we just try asking here should be at this party.’



'Oh no, now that's asking too much! | don't havbadwumiliated in front of
Miss Bennett a second time. | would prefer to gmbo

'‘Mine?"'
'No, not yours! Don't you ever give up?'
'‘No," he laughed.

Farrah loved to see him laugh, it was somethingdiak't happen too often,
and she watched him with pleasure, finally smilvith him. 'l really would
prefer to go home.'

‘Right."

Strangely Farrah felt disappointed. Joel had agreed readily. 'Will
you—will you still go to the party?"

'l guess so.'

'Oh," she said dully. There was no doubt that\oeld spend the rest of the
evening with Stella. She found herself heartilyliklisg the other girl. The
thought of Joel making love to another woman magieféel ill, and the
thought of him evemalkingto Stella made her feel angry.

Joel glanced at her. 'What do you mean, eh? Thdigir little mind of yours
is working overtime,' he sneered. 'Whose bed dothiowk I'll be sharing
tonight? Stella's or Laura's? God, what a mind lyave! You're beginning
to sound like my wife!"

'Spare me that!" she retorted, stung by the seohisivoice. 'If any woman
ever makes the mistake of becoming your wife thépity her." Why did
she say these things? Why did she hurt herselgusecit was a sure fact
Joel was unmoved by any of her verbal outburst€v&is only punishing
herself, and it was a pain she found unbearabtml{fshe didn't love him so
much!



His eyes taunted her. 'She'll probably need it.'Mathe faithful type, aren't
you?'

'Yes. Boring, isn't it?" She too could be mocking.
‘Unusual, rather than boring.’

'You're so cynical, Joel. A lot of people are faithito each other all their
lives. Have you never loved anyone, not anyondat a

'Only my family.'

"Your family?' Somehow she had never fitted hino iatfamily unit, which
was rather ridiculous of her; he must have hadralyaat some time, even if
he seemed a solitary figure now.

'l guess to you | must seem as if | came strargimh fthe devil,’ he said dryly.
'‘But my mother wouldn't be very pleased to heaslie's the only woman |
know that loves me for myself and not for what  cgve her.’

"Your mother is still alive?' She couldn't help barprise.

'Mmm, she still lives in the area we lived in whenas a kid. | have a kid

brother too. He's in advertising.' This was thstfirme he had talked about
his family, and Farrah had the feeling he had nt@rided to do so now. He
gave a harsh laugh. 'l guess you wouldn't thinkhiRisuch a kid, he's

twenty-five. I'll introduce you to him some timen®econd thoughts, | take
back that remark, | never share what I covet.’

'Does he live in London?' Her cheeks were flusheunfhis renewed
mention of his desire for her.

'Sometimes. He commutes between the States andHifefik probably be
back here next week. Have you heard enough abouamyy now? Or
would you like to go to my apartment and see samaly photographs?'

'Oh no," she laughed. 'l may be innocent, but lohthat naive. Family
photographs are a replacement for etchings, | gathe



"You gather correct. It's eleven-thirty, you'd betgjo in now. I'll call you.
All right?’

‘All right," she answered huskily.

Joel moved slowly, his lips parting her mouth vétkiss that caressed rather
than took, asking for a response but not demanaiieg She moved into his
arms, loving the possessive feel of his hands orbbay, arching her neck
as he probed the sensitive area of her throatmsttongue.

'‘God, Farrah, I could kiss you all night!" he mureulinto the softness of her
hair. 'But that isn't possible, is it?"

Wordlessly she shook her head, her parted lighalinvitation Joel needed
to continue his exploration of her mouth. She bexost in time, conscious
only of a need for Joel to continue these long ding kisses and for his
hands to know her body intimately. Her own handseveelow his velvet

jacket, touching his muscled back and feeling that lof his body through
the silk shirt.

She could hear the ragged breathing in his throatwas it her own?—she
didn't know any more. She smoothed back the darkftoen his forehead,
revelling in her power to arouse him. This was weh&te belonged, where
she longed to be whenever she was with him.

Joel's eyes were half-closed with passion as h# leck against the car
door. 'We don't seem to be able to strike a happgium, Farrah. Last time
it was the right place but the wrong time, thisdiits the wrong place at the
right time. You won't change your mind and comekbaith me?'

She shook her head, her emotions still too highh@&rto answer sensibly.
The trouble was she didn't want to be sensiblewsirged to throw herself
into Joel's arms and go home with him, even thalghknew theinevitable
outcome. Joel might not be able to love her asastrded him to, but there
could be no doubt in her jnind, or body, that haildaot be a selfish lover.
The weekend spent at his home had more than prinatdHe had been
intent only on arousing her, his own desire helhlfy in check until her



own needs equalled his. And if he hadn't spokenwahdd probably not
have come to her senses until it was too late.

But she had been sensible! And she had to be the saw. She couldn't
weaken, even though Joel's eyes beckoned heddavfbker senses, and not
her mind. 'It's late," came her quiet reply. "Yaidsyou would call me?’

'Mm. Goodnight, honey, and don't think I've givgn uthink the only way
to get you out of my mind is to take you to my biee never known any
woman live up to my first expectations of her, aotisequently I've learnt
to expect little, that way I'm not disappointed.dAirarrah ...'

She looked at him anxiously. "Yes?'

'I'm not going to the party.’ Again his thumb mowednpulsively to part her
lips. 'Stella’'s cloying beauty after you could pravletdown | don't need.'
He straightened in his seat. 'Now off you go toryartuous bed.’

'Don't mock, Joel. Not now.'

'‘Okay, baby. But go now—or | could just change mgdrand simply take
you with me. It would be so easy, Farrah,' he warne

'I'm going, I'm going!’
'l thought you might,' he said dryly.

Farrah scrambled out of the car, and with oneWaste of her hand she
slowly entered the flat. Her father was still upemhshe got in, and after
making them both a quick coffee she went straighter bedroom. But not
to sleep. Her mind and body were still so full oélthat she couldn't relax.
His desire for her was no longer a guessed-at thonga stated fact. Her
body tingled with the knowledge of it.

But she was rather distressed about Simon. Woutddily give the story of
their romance to the newspapers? Joel said yessladad perforce to
believe him, after all he knew Simon better thaa did. It was rather a
frightening thought, to have her name linked witlel® in the public press,



to be read about by thousands of people who hadrrieard of Farrah
Halliday, but must surely be familiar with the naofeJoel Falcone.

Farrah's face was fiery red and her eyes down@asfie had warned her
that things could become difficult for her in thiice, and today was the
worst. And who could blame them! She had been rihane shocked herself
this morning when she had seen the newspaper ther fsubscribed to, and
her father had been horrified. Emblazoned acrossfribnt of the daily
newspaper was a photograph of herself and Jobeghtd left the Falcone
building for lunch the day before. As promised,| Jwaal telephoned her and
they had met at twelve-thirty yesterday. But neitbethem could have
guessed that a photographer was waiting patientlyiade for just such an
occurrence. Unfortunately for Farrah, and fortulyafier the photographer,
he had caught them just as Joel was opening thdocarfor her and she was
laughing up happily into his face.

To anyone reading the newspaper, she and Joeldoskactly what they
were described as, 'very good friends'. Her fdtladralmost choked over his
morning cup of tea when he saw the article, angoaljh he didn't say a
great deal she knew he expected less notoriousvioeinarom her. Her
parents had always tried never to interfere in glens concerning her
private life although they had insisted that shi&awba good education. But
in the case of Joel Falcone, Farrahknew her fattleed to put a stop to her
seeing him, and she also knew he would never attengo so.

Even if Farrah were free to tell her father of thasons behind her seeing
Joel she knew it would no longer be true. It naglemapplied. She wasn't
seeing Joel because she had to, but becausesitedio. And she knew the
situation had changed for Joel too. No longer @idrbat her with mocking
condescension, but more with the patient indulgefi@eman who is sure he
will get what he wants in the end. And he wanted fibere could be no
doubt about it, it was there in every touch, aredlarmth of his eyes spoke
of a slumbering passion that only needed one word hier to make it spark
into an engulfing ecstasy. And that one word was, y



The reaction of the girls in the department to mlesvspaper report was
obvious as soon as she walked into the office. Gumez of conversation
stopped instantly, and she had to walk to her dasler the close scrutiny of
nine pairs of eyes. And it had continued like thisthe past couple of hours,
the only one seeming to be her usual friendlylseiihg Fiona.

She joined Farrah as usual for their coffee-bredserving Farrah's pale
fense face with sympathy. 'You've done it now, |bgbe said teasingly.
"Your friendship with Mr Falcone is no longer a quamy secret.’

Farrah grimaced, aware that they were being clasedgrved by the other
girls, discreetly, but nevertheless observed.al$ wever intended to be. Joel
couldn't give a damn about other people's opinibhim, or anything he
does.’

'‘But you could. It's all right for Mr Falcone, helting in his office on the

fifteenth floor with not a care in the world, buty—you have to sit down

here and take the barbed criticism of a lot of ,dagpocritical cats at that.
None of them would have acted any differently i@ $me circumstances. |
know | wouldn't. Your Mr Falcone is one hell of @am And the sexy way he
calls you honey | It sent shivers down my spine!’

Farrah laughed for the first time that day. 'Hétisty Mr Falcone, he isn't
anyone'sMr Falcone, he never will be.'

'l suppose not, but he--'

Fiona was cut off in mid-sentence as the teleplon€arrah's desk began to
ring persistently. With-a grimace in Fiona's direct and a regretful look at
her half- drunk coffee that was sure to be coldh®/ time the telephone
conversation was over, she picked up the recereeiting her extension
number habitually.

'Honey?'
Fiona was right, the way Joel said that was defipisexy, and it sent

shivers dowrher spine too. 'Yes,' she replied huskily, conscioliiona
sitting only a few feet away.



'‘Can you talk?'
'No.'
"Well, can you come up here?’

'‘No, | can't do that either,' she said firmly. Tdn@&vas enough gossip being
spread about them today without adding to it.

"You sound upset,' Joel guessed perceptivelyniithang wrong?'

Was anything wrongEverythingwas wrong, from her first meeting with
him to this newspaper article. 'Why should there' sae asked casually.

'‘Because there is. | can tell when you're upskave to talk to you about
something important, so you either come up heteeome down to you. It's
urgent that | see you now. So, which is it to be?'

‘Neither. I'm working right now. Perhaps we cark fater." She was trying
so hard to make this conversation seem like a rorahegphone call, but
everything she did at the moment seemed suspeletgirls in the office

with her, and she knew they probably guessed itl@akshe was talking to.
'l really do have a lot to do.’

She saw Fiona glance sceptically at the small giileetters on her desk
which had to be answered, and blushed guiltily. tWfoyou like me to
leave?' mouthed Fiona, and Farrah furiously shaskbkad.

'l mean it, Farrah,” Joel's voice came sure amd fo her through the
receiver. 'I'll be down there in five minutes.'

'No!" she said sharply. 'I--It's all right, | c¥e there myself in the same
time.'

'‘Make sure you are,’ he warned, before she hearditim click of the
receiver.

"The man himself?' enquired Fiona lightly, standimgmooth her skirt.



Farrah blushed. Joel was making things more diffilcn her than she had
ever imagined. She had realised that many peoplédvwkmow about them,

but she hadn't quite realised what effect this geasg to have on her career.
Already she had lost the chance of being transldwene of the reporting

sections, something she had always wanted, an@shédered what other
far-reaching effects it was going to have on Her li

Consequently, she was not in the best of humouhéyime she entered
Joel's secretary's office, Cathy's smile of greetlisappearing as she saw
the scowl on her face. "Mr Falcone is expecting,yslue said smoothly.

'l know," mumbled Farrah.
'Oh dear,' laughed Cathy.
Farrah smiled reluctantly. 'Sorry. Tm feeling atbiichy today.'

'l know the feeling. | should go straight in, h&'iswith anyone at the
moment.’

‘Thanks.' Farrah didn't bother to knock on the dbat walked straight in.

Joel was studying some papers on his desk, bugragritrance he placed
them away in a folder to sit back and watch hesugh narrowed eyes. She
remained unmoved by his look, walking purposefaltyoss the room to
stand in front of him. "You sent for me—sir." Thavas no mistaking the

defiance in her voice and she saw his eyes narvew more.

‘The first time | asked,” he pointed out reasonaliife second time |
ordered.’

'Well, I'm here, aren't I?'
He stood up to move around his desk, dressed ftyimah grey pin-striped
suit and snowy white shirt that emphasised the raes& of his skin

colouring. 'So, what's happened to put you in finig mood?'

'‘What's happened! The newspapers are what's hapde@r picture
smeared all over the front page of most of theydalwspapers. As if there



aren't enough catastrophes in the world for themvrite about, without
resorting to such trivialities as news!

‘Scandals news,' Joel said dryly, his arms folded acrosslhést as he leant
back against his desk. 'Or didn't you know?'

'‘But not front page news!

‘To my competitors it is." His mouth curved intarecking smile. 'They
think it will damage my business reputation to bersapparently besotted
with a teenager.’

Farrah's eyes widened. 'And will it?'

'l doubt it. I'm not exactly the type of man togidt over a woman, and most
people know that. And why are you so annoyed athaupicture? | did warn
you what would happen a couple of days ago.’

'l know that." She turned away from the attracpieure he made to stare
out of the window. He disturbed her too much thise. 'But all the girls in
my office saw the newspapers, and I'm being trelitedsomething rather
nasty at the moment.’

‘They'll get over it.Our "romance”,” his mouth twisted mockingly, ‘our
romance will be a nine-day wonder. Everyone wibh $orget about it, and
life will go on as normal.’

"You think so?' Her green eyes sparkled angrilyr ¥u maybe, but not for
me. Already it's upset my father, all the peopl@wiork here treat me like a
stranger, and the worst of it is, it's ruined anynediate plans for my career,
whether that will be permanently I'm not sure.’

His mouth tightened. 'How has it done that?

'‘Angie was going to have me transferred. | wasaligtigoing to get the
chance to be a reporter.’

'So how did I ruin that for you?'



'Surely it's obvious, Joel. Angie can't move me nawvould look like
favouritism. Surely you can see that?’

‘Not really. Angie is a completely fair person, siie thinks you have
something then you have something. She wouldoWwadlbmething like this
to influence her either way.'

'You know that, and | know that, but unfortunatebt everyone else does.
So it's all been cancelled.'

'l see. Would you like me to make a few telephaalks @and get it all moving
again?'

Farrah turned on him angrily. 'No, | wouldn't! Bfobably have to leave
Falcone's in the end anyway. Once we stop seentgaher | should think
I'll have everyone gloating over my loss of favour.

Joel moved to turn and look out over the rooftopsandon. 'And what
happens if you don't?' he asked almost inaudibly.

'Don't what?' She looked at his broad back, hex fazzled.

'Stop seeing me," he supplied impatiently.

'‘But—well, I--But | will! As soon as this is over will be as if we've never
met. We're unlikely to meet by accident sociallpdd'll no longer be

working for you. So the likelihood of our meetirggmore or less nil.'

He turned to face her and she watched the playusthas across his face.
‘Not if we've arranged to meet," he said stiffly.

'‘Now that isn't likely, is it--' she was stoppedtbg look on his face, his head
thrown back almost challengingly. 'Is it?" she asKkauskily, almost
hesitantly.

'Why not?' Joel shrugged. 'l always like to get ithaant.’

'l see.’



'Do you? | doubt it, I'm not sure that | exactlg&s myself. Will you go out
with me if | ask you?"

Farrah couldn't help but smile, although the situatlidn't really call for
amusement. 'That would certainly be a novelty, ofd now | haven't been
given any choice in the matter.’'

True. We'll leave that for now, it won't happerr o couple of weeks
anyway. For now | want to talk to you about my iment trip to the States.’

'‘Oh no!" Her exclamation was an involuntary reflemgd she saw his start of
surprise.

‘What do you mean, oh no?"'
'Well, I--1t--1t--Well, it isn't convenient.'

'I'm so sorry," he said sarcastically. "What otplans did you have in mind
for me?'

'Don't be mean, Joel, If you leave me now [I'll hevéace all those curious
looks on my own.' She looked at him anxiouslyat'tdo it, Joel.'

'Why not?'

She looked at his cold impersonal face and grhiesdeeth to hold back her
angry retort. '‘Because it isn't fair of you to leawe here with all these
rumours circulating about us.'

‘Then come with me.’

'‘Come with you?' she squeaked. 'But you—you cag&mit!’

'‘Damn it, of course | mean itl Do you think | wamieave you here? Don't
be so damned silly." His face had darkened ang8ly.why not come with

me? | have to be there for about a week, but I wanivorking all the time.
We could spend the evenings together. And the sight



'‘But I--We couldn't do that!" Her thoughts were@hfused, with a longing
to go with him and the knowledge that she couldithat would everyone
think if she up and left for the States with JoMRat would her father think?
'Is this just another ploy to get your freedom?"

'If you like to think so," Joel said tightly. 'Wgeklire you coming or aren't
you?'

'What a gracious invitation! And no, I'm not! I'ntaging right here in
England. | will not be seen to run away from anythi

He moved forward to grasp her arms painfully. Nattwhat you think I'm
doing? Running away?'

Of course she didn't think any such thing, but gtederred him to be this
cold arrogant stranger rather than put up withethest loverlike manner he
had adopted with her of late. It would be all t@sto fall for his blatant
masculinity and sensuous charm when he was irtythatof mood, and she
had no intention of making their supposed relatigms reality. No matter
how much she longed to do just that.

She shook her head. 'No, | don't believe that.'tBatwords didn't sound
very convincing, and this was intentionally so.

Joel shook her hard. 'l am not running away! | tidwou knew me better
than that. There's been some trouble in the Amedoasion. Believe me, |
don't want to go—I would much rather stay here with. While I'm away
you'll have time to build up your defences again.’

Farrah pushed his arms away. 'l wasn't aware thadlany defences to
lower. And if you must go to America, don't let tng and stop you.'

'It's started already, | see,’ he taunted.
'‘Nothing has started! I've always disliked you, god know it.'

To her surprise she heard him laugh, a deep modairgh that took him
away from her across the room. 'If you choose t@&e that then for the



moment I'll let you. | don't have the time to prastberwise. | have a lot to
do before | leave, a lot of people to see.

‘Then | must be grateful for the fact that you hiatk to see me at all!"

Joel swung her round, his eyes steely. 'l wouldlllgdeavewithoutseeing
you. Especially after this morning's newspapersirhdas ever so slightly
annoyed about it.’

Farrah's eyes widened. 'You've seen her?’

'She telephoned. About an hour ago, she must tagght it important to
have got out of bed this time of morning. And tleenes she called you
weren't polite," he added with some amusement.

'She calledne?’ Farrah was astounded; 'What hbhdene?'

He touched her flushed cheeks, cradling each ditieroface as he looked
down at her. 'Stolen me from her," he said softly.

'I haven't! I--'

'Quiet, child!" His dark head bent and he took pss®n of her lips. All
Farrah's senses told her to resist, but her tamitobody betrayed her yet
again. He pulled her against the hard length obbidy, moulding her soft
curves against his full arousal, only lifting hisdd to trail his lips across her
shoulder and down to the dark shadow of her breAg@inst her will her
breasts bloomed under his caress and she gaspeuehsure, her head
thrown back, her eyes closed.

'‘Now tell me you haven't stolen me," Joel groabfedt if you say it you'll be
lying.'

He pulled her down into one of the leather armehisitent only on kissing
her until she forgot all else, drugging her ser@selse had on Saturday night,
and setting her body afire with wanting—wanting himthe truest sense
between a man and woman.



'Oh God, Farrah!" He quivered against her withdtfiert it cost him not to
take her here and now. "You're a witch, you hauvsetb

Farrah nibbled his ear lobe, uncaring for the mdmsérat construction he
would put on her actions. All she knew was .thatwbuldn't, be seeing him
for a week, maybe more, and steededhis—this being in his arms and
feeling wanted as only Joel could make her feel.

He claimed her lips again, her vest top no baagainst his questing hands,
and her moans of pleasure only inciting him moree Tosy tips of her
breasts were like twin jewels and they attracteal like a magnet, his lips
caressing and gentle.

Finally it was the buzzing of the intercom that keahem apart, Farrah
moving almost guiltily, only to be stopped by Jeélbld on her. 'Don't leave
me again, Farrah, not after this.’

'Leave you?' she repeated shakily. 'But of coursesé to leave you.'

'‘Maybe bodily—for a while," he murmured huskilyutBlon't shut me out
again. | want to say more,' he looked up irritatea§ the intercom buzzed
again, 'but 1 don't have the time. We'll leaventilu get back. Have you seen
this boy Nigel again?' he asked sternly.

'N-Nigel?' Farrah was still dazed and shaken froar iovemaking. She had
allowed Joel to touch her as no one else had ewes,chnd yet it had felt
right, oh, so deliciously right.

'In that case, you haven't. Don't, Farrah. I'llMm apart if he dares to come
near you. | mean it, Farrah.'

And miraculously she knew he did. And this wasrtta who had professed
never to feel possessive about any woman. Her smaiteuncertain, a new
hopeful feeling invaded her every thought. 'You 'tloeed to worry in that
direction," she told him. 'Nigel bowed out of mielin a most gentlemanly
fashion. He considered the competition too stromagpely you.'



'‘Good,' he said with a certain amount of satisfectiLet's keep it that way.'

He stood up, watching her with passionately slesms as she straightened
her clothing, before walking over to the intercowes?' he said tersely, his
eyes still on Farrah.

'I have Miss Bennett on the line, Mr Falcone,” @ashid breathlessly. 'l
wouldn't have—er—interrupted, but Miss Bennett seg@naery insistent.
She said the matter was urgent.’

Joel's mouth twisted with mocking humour. 'Evenythiseems urgent to
Laura, Cathy, you should know that. Put her thromgexactly one minute.'

'Yes, sir.'

He turned to Farrah, his smile for her alone, tuklin his eyes enough to
turn her legs to jelly. 'l wonder if Laura realigedt what she interrupted,' he
teased. 'You're adorable, do you know that? Andl Wave to continue
this—conversation, when | return. Don't forget wehiérwas interrupted.’



CHAPTER NINE
'So lover-boy has gone back to America,’ commehe&zdather.

They had just eaten their dinner the day afterasteeJoel had parted, and
Farrah had eaten sparingly, her thoughts all df aae his return.

'Yes,' she said miserably, wishing with all herrhézat it wasn't true.
'Did you see him for lunch before he left?' hehéatcontinued.
'For lunch?' she asked vaguely.

'Mmm, | thought that as you didn't see him lashhigerhaps you met him
for lunch today as you sometimes do. Or is thisnship coming to an
end?" His eyes lit up hopefully.

'No—no!" she said jerkily. 'What makes you thinlelleft this afternoon?’

‘The airline ticket requested dated for today. ¥an't keep much a secret in
a big place like Falcone's. He left on the thretook flight.'

Joel had leftoday So why had he said goodbye to gesterday More to
the point, who had he been with last night? 'He\WkE-said goodbye in the
morning." And it wasn't a lie, except that it haatb yesterday morning!

'l see. | had hoped that perhaps this separatiahdiae a permanent thing.'

'It could be, Daddy." She stood up with jerky moeets, intent only on
making her escape to the privacy of her bedrooms '§eparation will show
if our feelings are of the lasting kind, won't #2er—I think I'll go to my
room and read for a while.'

‘All right, love. But you're not to mope about yooom while Falcone's out
of the country," he warned. 'How can you give yelira fair chance of
forgetting about him if you stay in your room thing about him all the
time?'



'l didn't say | intended intentionally forgettingrh Daddy." Forget Joel?
Impossible! 'This is just a test.’

'Hmph," mumbled her father. 'Fellow's not good egtofor you. Dragging
your name through the papers. Selfish, that's Wbkais, thinking only of
himself and' he looked at her sharply. 'Farral, lyaven't—the two of you
haven't--'

'‘No, we haven't,' she said firmly, thanking Godvats true, it could so easily
have been otherwise. 'l can look after myself, rddd

‘Not with his sort you can't, you just aren't iis league when it comes to
things like that. | should think he's lost countted women who have shared
his bed.’

'Well, I'm not one of them!" Farrah snapped, anenhttooked instantly
contrite as she saw her father's hurt look. 'I'mys@®addy. It's just that--'

He put a hand over hers understandingly. 'lt'sighit, love, no need to
apologise. | shouldn't be interfering.’

'You're not interfering, you're just concernednbt that. But —I'm not
sure how this relationship with Joel is going tadeor when. I'm all
confused at the moment.’

'l realise that, love, and my going on at you igoing to help. Off you go to
your room, | won't mention him again until you féike talking about him.’

'‘Okay, Daddy.'

The telephone rang in the hallway as she walketigrasshe picked it up,
reciting their number. 'Far-rah Halliday speakiisgg added.

'It's Nigel, Farrah. | wondered if you felt likeroing out for a drink tonight?'
‘Tonight? But I--'

'You aren't going out somewhere else, are you?&ioRe's away, isn't he?’



'Yes, he is, but what difference does that make?'
'Well, | thought that as he's away——

'Yes? Just what did you think? That while the cat/ay the little mouse will
play?' she bit out at him angrily.

'Don't be silly, Farrah. As fiiend, | thought you might be lonely. Forgive
me if | presumed too much,' he added sarcastidaityyoice chilling into
anger, and Farrah knew she had hurt him deeplhddenly been trying to
be nice, and anger was how she repaid him.

'I'm sorry, Nigel,' she gave a choked laugh. '@nsg to be my evening for
shapping at people. I've just bitten poor Daddgadhoff. Now what did you
say about a drink?"

Half an hour later she and Nigel were firmly ensmahin a secluded corner
of a little tavern they had often frequented duritingir three-month

friendship. Farrah felt more relaxed with him trsdre ever did with Joel,
and yet there was none of that tense excitementlsteys felt in Joel's

company. Nigel was nice, and lots of fun, but shewk now that wasn't
enough to evoke love. No, love came unbidden, amdaated; and in

completely the wrong direction, like her love fael

'How's your father now?' Nigel took a huge gulghisf beer. 'Is he back at
work?'

'Hmm, and loving it.'
'Has he got over the worry he had?' Nigel watcheslety for her reaction.

Farrah evaded his eyes, her expression remainiing wéh effort. She
hadn't mentioned anything to him about the troubley were having!
'Daddy's fine," she answered tremulously. 'He was ijl after Mummy's
death, we were both depressed, that's only naflinaly were very much in
love.'



'l know, Farrah. But your dad told me he had somgtklse on his mind,
some worry at work. Is that all sorted out now?"

'Yes, | guess so. —he hasn't said anything, sppase it must be.’

"You're keeping something back, Farrah. Your fatied something really
big on his mind, something to do with Falcone'swNw@e been putting two
and two together, and I...'

‘You've made five," she derided. 'People usuallywd@n they let their
imagination run riot. Whatever it was that Daddyswgoset about he's all
right now.'

'I'm not that naive. This is your dogged reporiaun'se talking to, you know,
| wasn't born yesterday. You've been going out Wilcone what--? One,
two weeks? And your father has been back at workeak. Quite a
coincidence, that.'

Farrah licked her lips nervously. 'There's nothamncidental about it.
Daddy's better, that's all.’

Nigel shook his head. 'That isn't true. | know ytaiher felt pretty sick after
your mother died, but not that ill. It's been ovierseeks now, and | know
there's more to this than you're actually telliAgga guess | would say your
father was in some sort of financial difficulty.'

‘That isn't true!" She slammed her glass down heawithe table in front of
her. 'My father had a large insurance policy treathshed in as soon as he
knew Mummy was ill. He wanted only the best for.her

'‘And he got it," Nigel said drily. 'How much haddeme given you? And for
what, that's what | want to know? Surely Falcongntiaesorted to paying
for your services I'

'You're as bad as Dad--' she broke off as she sawshlarpened look. 'For
goodness' sake, Nigel! Leave the subject alone!

'Because I'm too near the truth,' he scoffed.



'You're nowheranearthe truth!"

'Oh, but | am. Your father didn't have an insurgoakcy, he told me that in
one of his more depressed moods. And Falcone iigedately feeding the
rumours about the two of you by not reporting itany of his own
newspapers. Almost as if this thing between thediwpou is serious.'

'And what if it is?' Farrah flashed.

'So you get married and live happily ever afterh@mn, Farrah! You have

to have more sense than to think that. There've b#ger women, other
affairs, and none of them meant a thing. Like ybay probably all thought

they were different, but they weren't, and neitimeryou. He just enjoys the
chase, all men do,' he added almost gently.

'Stop it, Nigel!" she said between gritted teeltkie 'had so many people
giving me advice that | don't need, that if one enperson starts interfering |
swear I'll scream the place down.'

‘All right, all right, subject closed. But | woujdst like to know--'

'Subject closed, Nigel," she told him firmly. ‘Imédo hear about your work.
What are you working on at the moment?'

'‘Ah, now that's another interesting subject. I'naidfit involves mentioning
Falcone again,' he warned her.

'It does? Okay,' she sighed. 'Go ahead.'

Whatever she talked about—or to whom—it always chaek to the same
subject, Joel Falcone. And yet two weeks ago sha‘haven seen him, let
alone talked to him. He seemed to fill her whale how, and although she
didn't like to admit it, she missed him. And he loadly left today! She had
another week to et through, and then she stiti'tikhow if she would see
him. He changed so rapidly, from the cold aloofastyer to the man
straining her to him with passionate intensityt tae found all thoughts of
him confused when she wasn't actually with him. Ahdn she was a
trembling mass of expectation, of what she wasmné.s



'I'm being sent out to the States, supposedly Isecthe extra experience
will be good for my career.’

'‘Supposedly?’

'Mmm. It's too sudden, Farrah. | only found outapdand | leave early next
week.'

'Early next week! But that only gives you a few slay

'Exactly, so you see this is in the nature of ad@pye. It's too convenient,
Farrah. Oh, not for me," he gave a wry smile,fbué certain person I'm not
allowed to mention.’'

‘Joel?' Her eyes were wide with shock. She shooké&d. 'I'm sure you're
wrong. Joel wouldn't--'

'Oh, wouldn't he? You're the one that's wrong. Jadtone is behind this
move, all right. I'm just wondering why he consglare a threat. | mean, I'm
not that important, am 1? We only dated a few msnth

Farrah had the grace to look guilty. 'That's mytfdin afraid,’ she told him
softly. 'l told Joel—I told him | was in love wityou.'

"You did! But—Oh, | get it, the jealousy routineeW if it's any consolation
to you, it worked. I'm now to be removed out ofrharway. | take back all
that | said earlier, the poor man must be besatidgdyou.’

‘That's the one thing he isn't. | don't understaom he found out who you
are, | only called you Nigel, no surname was memib'

'Men like Falcone can find these things out byatieephone calls. And his
every wish is someone's else's command. Not thaid going to the States,
you understand. It'll be great experience anduldchave taken me a long
time to get there on my own steam. It's just the wa being done that
annoys me.'

'Well, | knew nothing about it, absolutely nothing.



Nigel chuckled. 'Oh, | believe you. Falcone is Iatikely to tell you he's
removing the competition, that would defeat theeobj No, | think he
imagined | would be gone before you had a chanseg¢ane again. | almost
did, actually. | was so annoyed | wasn't goingdthbkr to see you again, but
then | thought, why should | be annoyed becauselgeel the guy? You
can't force love, and if he's the one for you titemone of my business.’

She squeezed his hand gratefully, relieved thiaisasomeone accepted the
way she felt without passing judgment on her. "KsarNigel. And I'm
sorry, Joel had no right to do what he's done.’

'Like | said, | don't mind. | just thought you shdknow to what lengths
he'll go to to keep you.'

It was late when she got back to the flat, but@o $urprise her father was
still sitting in the lounge. This was somewhat uralgo start with, as he
usually only stayed awake long enough to make stieewas home safely.
Something was wrong, very wrong. It was there ie tigid set of his
shoulders and the anger in the green eyes sodikewn.

‘Something wrong, Daddy?' She sat on the hearthrugs feet.

"You could say that,' his answer was controlle@thBcalled this evening
while you were out.’

Farrah's eyes dropped. 'Did she?'

'Mmm. She wanted to know if you would like to go tgmorrow for the
night." Still that even tone.

'l see.' She licked her suddenly dry lips.
Her father shot up out of his chair and Farrah gincghe had never seen such

a look of anger on his face. 'Do yeae,Farrah?' he burst out. ‘Do you see
how humiliated | felt when | expressed my surpasgou going to Beth's



two weekends in a row, and she denied all knowlaesfggeeing you last
weekend. Do yosgeethat 1'

She stood up, her look beseeching. 'Oh, Daddyseleg to understand.'

'Oh, | understand. You lied to me. You went awayhwialcone last
weekend, didn't you?'

'l—well—yes, | did! But it isn't what it seems.’

'Isn't what it seems! God, Farrah, | thought yowthmer and | had brought
you up better than this. To go away for the weekeitid a man you hardly

know is bad enough, without lying about it too.lédst have the courage to
admit it.'

'l didn't want to hurt you,' she said brokenly, leges pleading for his
understanding.

'‘And you think I'm not hurt now! Oh, Farrah," heosk his head. 'To go
behind my back in this underhand way!"

'‘And if I'd told you. Daddy? What then? More rednations like these? |
had to go, | wish you'd understand that."

"You had to go!' He was really angry now. 'Are ysmuinfatuated with the
man that you couldn't wait to go off with him bethimy back? To so betray
my trust in you!'

'Oh, Daddyplease--'

'‘No, Farrah, this thing has gone too far. At firthought it best to let you
have your head, give you the freedom to get hinobybur system in your
own time. But this—thisffair has to stop now. A man like Joel Falcone will
only use you and discard you. | would" rather ymished with him now
before he humiliates you beyond healing.’

'l can't do that,' she shook her head. 'It's imptess



'Is he such a good lover that you can't leave hica't believe you actually
love the man. He's cold and ruthless, and he't emér hurt you.'

'Like you're doing?' she choked over the wordsu'Motoo late with all this
advice. | love him, you see. | think | did from thement | first met him.'
And she knew it was irrevocably true. She loved,Joeed him enough to
wish that none of this was pretence, that he radillylove her enough to
drop Laura Bennett for her. But he didn't. He fotied physically attractive,
and perhaps that was enough for now, but she khatvetventually she
would want more than that, that she would wantdus too.

'Oh God!" Her father dropped tiredly into an armchdadow can you,
Farrah? How can you!

She moved to kneel before him, taking his handsydvean his downbent
head and holding them tightly between her owrjudt happened, Daddy.
Look, you know how it was with you and Mummy, hoawfell in love with
each other at first sight? Well, it was like thathame. | tried to fight it, |
know his reputation, but it makes no differencleve him.'

'‘Good God! her father groaned. 'He ought to bemshl of himself. And |
told him so too.’

"You—you told him?' Her brow creased in puzzlem&iten did you see
him?'

'l didn't." He pushed back his grey-streaked brbwain. 'He telephoned this
evening too.'

Farrah sat back on her heels. #diephoned? Tonight?

'Yes. | suppose | should have told you earlier, lbwras so angry about
Beth's call that | just lost my temper.’

'Er—what did he want?' She tried to sound casual, tbere was an
eagerness in her voice that she couldn't disguise.

‘To speak to you, of course, child,' he answerqghimantly.



'‘And did you—did you tell him that | was out withd¢l?' She waited with
bated breath for his answer.

'‘Well, he asked, so | told him," her father adrditeiltily.

'Oh, Daddy!" Huge tears gathered in her eyes. Alitiaslast thing Joel had
said to her was that she wasn't to see Nigel ayghat on earth must he
think of her? More to the point, what had her fatbad to him?

‘And | gave him a piece of my mind,' he further &tid.

She sighed resignedly. 'What did you say to him?'

'Only that he ought to know better than to be ¢agyn an affair with a

teenager, that | found the whole thing disgustarg] | wanted him to stop
seeing you.'

'‘And his reply?' Her eyes were full of apprehension

'He politely but firmly told me to mind my own busss. | must say, |
expected something stronger from him.’

'And his reaction to my being out with Nigel?' Sék that the answer to this
guestion would be more important.

'Chilling silence,' came the quick response. 'Hgraff straight after that,
without actually stating his reason for calling yiatthe first place.’

Farrah stood up. 'l don't think that really matteosv, Joel won't call back.'
Her father looked at her closely. 'Because of Nigel

'He didn't want me to see him again, in fact, helena point of asking me
not to.'

‘Then why did you, if he made such a thing abdtt it



She began to pace up and down the room. 'l diedalbse | was hurt, out of
spite, | suppose. But | never actually thought deeuld find out. That
sounds rather silly in the circumstances, buttiti®. | met Nigel out of
childish pique and regretted it immediately. I'dtjlearnt from you that Joel
left today, and not yesterday as | thought, angppsse | was jealous. But
when | was out 1 realised | didn't have any righbe, if Joel chose to say
goodbye to me yesterday that's his affair. | deante any right to object.’

‘Then you should have if he can dictate your freeritlshould work both
ways, Farrah.'

She smiled wanly. 'Not with someone like Joel.'

‘Then you're well out of it. Nigel's more your tyg®u should stick to him.’
‘Too late, Daddy, Nigel's going to America earlxtneeek.’

'‘And you don't think Falcone will call you again?’

'I'm sure of it.'

Her father stood up, putting an arm about her steyal Then I'm glad. |
Iri(:t?éisti?nio.lu don't feel the same way at the monterityou will. Just give it a

'‘More than a little, I'm afraid," she said dejetted

'I'm sorry, Farrah," he looked at her closely. 'B&ayf I'd realised how much
you love him ...’

"You would still have acted the same,’ she told. hfau're trying to protect
me. | realise that.'

She lay awake a long time that night, her thoughtsf Joel. Would she see
him again? Their relationship had gone past preteev, and Joel would
genuinely not like her having seen Nigel. And yéivinad Joel parted from
her yesterday, who had he seen yesterday evehmgye of his departure?



There were so many questions she wanted answerthg@aone to answer
them.

Why had Joel called her all the way from Americamilist have been very
important for him to go to all that trouble. Heotlghts plagued her long
into the night, and she found it difficult to evink about sleepVouldshe
ever see Joel again? She had told her fatheryfimol And yet couldn't Joel
be cruel enough to make her go through with thargain, and be all the
more determined because she had defied him? OhsBedhoped sol To see
him was all she asked.

No matter how she tried she couldn't wipe out tremory of their last
meeting, of the way he had kissed and caresset liever pitch, until she
had thought he would make love to her there ana. thed she would have
let him! None of her past inhibitions seemed imaottwhen she was with
him, and she had no thought of denial when sheinviais arms.

Joel didn't deserve to live his life through withéave, without the warmth
and passion of a woman who loved him above othfamd. she was that
woman! Well, a girl really, but in the strength luk arms she became a
woman, a woman who more than equalled his pass$inat experience.

Joel wanted her, he admitted as much, and she tellids desire for her at
his slightest touch. Would it be enough? Couldlshierself be taken, and
then later discarded? Did she love him enoughtti ke so, or could it be
that she loved him too little to let such a thiragppen? She didn't know! Oh
God, what could she do, trapped between her lavieiio and the desire she
could not deny, or even wanted to.

She turned over with a groan. The clock said twhmok, and she hadn't had
any sleep at all. It could be days before Joelnetd, he had been unsure of
the length of his stay, and she hadn't liked tepfem. Was every night he
was away to be spent in passionate longing for mnthis sleepless void
that caused her only agony of mind and body?

Seconds, minutes, or could it have been hours, l#iertelephone began
ringing, and kept ringing until Farrah dragged bk#rsut of the restless
sleep she had fallen into, where a bell kept riggamd ringing, until it



became a reality. Her movements were slow and slhggnd it took her
quite a few minutes to get her thoughts togetheugh to put on her wrap
and go out into the hallway where the telephonesitasted.

Her father was there before her, and she look&drathrough sleepy eyes
as he lifted the receiver. Within seconds he waslimg the receiver over to
her, his expression weary. 'Doesn't the damn malisedt's five o'clock in

the morning!" He walked away shaking his headpkidroom door closing
quietly behind him.

Farrah raised the telephone to her ear with a sgdiaftd. 'Yes?' she asked
breathlessly.

'Farrah?' came the terse reply.

Joel! Oh God, it was Joel! But who else would ivéndoeen, only he was
arrogant enough to telephone at this time of thenmg. 'Do you realise
what the time is?' she asked stupidly.

'Of course | damn well do!" he snapped back, hisevso clear it almost
sounded as if he were in the next room. If onlyweze! 'l spoke to your
father earlier.’

'I know.'

‘Then you also know he told me of your meeting Wtbel? God, Farrah, |
only went out of the country today!'

'l know, Joel, at least | do now. Why did you sapdbye to me yesterday?'
It was a question that had bothered her all eversing she had to know the
answer, no matter how angry it made him.

'l didn't call you to answer damn fool questioh&'answered impatiently.

'‘By why, Joel? Why! Just answer me that.’

‘All right. All right! | said goodbye to you yesterday because | didarit\wo
see you again before |1 left.’



'l see.' She bit her lip at his callousness.

'Do you? | doubt it. You can't begin to understamgfeelings in anything.
Were you so desperate for male company that yoapaed this Nigel's
invitation as soon as my back was turned? Or weadrd#ady arranged
between the two of you and | conveniently left yout?'

There could be no doubt in her mind that Joel wiastisly angry with her.
And yet why shouldche be any more angry than she! "You have no right to
say such things. I told you Nigel had finished witk. | didn't lie.'

"You saidhe had finished withyou, but obviously you didn't feel the same
way. What a little fraud you are, Farrah. And Idstiiey were unawakened
eyes!" he said in disgust.

'What are you saying now? That | lied to you alibat too?'

'Why not? The first day | saw you | thought younagence too good to be
true. Those eyes of yours lie, Farrah, and youtbed You couldn't wait for

me to leave before getting in touch with your pagér, could you? | should
have taken you when | had the chance! And | hadhlace so many times,
didn't I?" he taunted sneeringly. 'Your protestagiavere mere words of
denial while your body said otherwise. You're jlils¢ all women, Farrah,

you can't be without a man for long.'

'OK God, Joel, what are you saying to me?' Her eyaxe wide with horror.

‘That you're nothing but a slut, like Laura, likk goddamned women!
Nothing less than a common little...’

'Do you honestly believe that?' she cut in, heceahaking with emotion.

'Oh, I believe it. | rarely say things | don't méan

Her answer was to slowly put down the receiver godback to her
bedroom. That Joel should say such things to hat e shoul@helievesuch

things. How could he! She threw herself down onkiéd, her body racked
by deep sobs. To say such things! That she wast,aasld to liken her to



Laura whom he despised almost to hatred. Oh, hadhe bear it? How
could she bear it!

Her sobs finally ceased and she fell asleep agairgheeks tear-wet and her
eyes red-rimmed from crying so much. And that was her father found
her an hour later when he came to wake her. $aidskd in her wrap, and
draped across the coverlet of her bed, she layheititheek cradled into her
hand like a baby, and Paul Halliday felt a burnamgger towards Joel
Falcone. What was the man doing to his little irmake her so unhappy,
the callous devil?

He shook her shoulder gently. 'Farrah? Come ory, vadike up!'

Her-eyes felt sore as she opened them, and sheofdlfrom her lack of
clothing. 'Wh—uwhat it is, Daddy? Is something wr8hg

Her father sighed. 'He's on the telephone againy.lide wants to talk to
you.'

Farrah was fully awake now. She pushed back theftwen her forehead,
blinking rapidly. 'l don't want to speak to hinmfyessaid dully.

'He was afraid of that. He says you put the telephdown on him the last
time.'

'l did. What else did he say?'

'Only that hehasto speak to you.'

She shook her head. 'Tell him no, Daddy. | wotkttahim."'
Her father stood up. 'He isn't going to like it.’

‘| couldn't give a damn what he likes!" she flaredon't want any more to do
with him.'

'‘Okay, I'll tell him.'



Within seconds he was back again. 'He's very misisFarrah,' he told her.
'He won't be put off. | think you should just tatkhim.'

Farrah shook her head again. 'No, thanks, Daddjusbso that he can hurl
verbal abuse at me again.’

'Is that what he did? My God, he's got a nerve!

She smiled wanly. 'He thinks he has good reasat.télh him that | won't
speak to him.'

'Is that your final word?'

'‘No, my final word is to tell him to go to hellht' sorry, but that's the way |
feel.'

She was back in bed, the covers pulled firmly dver, when her father
came back. She looked at him enquiringly. 'He humghe confirmed. 'And

he said to tell you he's half way to hell alreaflgd | guess he is, I'm sure
he's been drinking.'



CHAPTER TEN

'IT's for you, Farrah," Fiona held out the telephonesiker to her. 'Mr
Falcone again.’

Farrah shook her head. 'Tell him I'm out of theceff

Fiona sighed. 'l told him that this morning. | dahink he'll believe me a
second time, in fact, | don't think he believedtimefirst time.'

‘Tell him anything you like, then. | don't want talk to him." She turned
away.

'l gathered that," Fiona replied dryly. '‘Okayhét's the way you feel.'

It is," Farrah said firmly.

‘All right. Mr Falcone?' she spoke into the receiviearrah isn't here at the
moment, can | take a message?' A slight pause sihdeointedly ignored
Farrah's frantic shaking of her head. 'Fiona Massite supplied. 'That's

right. Yes, Mr Falcone, I quite understand.’ éll her.'

'‘Well," she turned to Farrah once she had rungarn't you interested in
what he had to say?'

‘Not particularly," Farrah lied.

'Oh, then | won't bother to tell you," Fiona saatally.

'Don't tease, Fiona.' Her hands trembled. Tell me!

'l don't see why you couldn't have spoken to himrgelf: All right, all right,

| gather you have your reasons. He told me tg/eellhe's sorry, for what he

didn't say, but I think you know.’

Farrah's eyes widened. 'He said he s@sy?'



'Mmm. It must have been some argument for him &pkghoning you like
this. That's the fourth call in three days.'

'He telephoned twice on Saturday and once on Suttigyshe admitted
ruefully. 'And it wasn't exactly an argument, marack of trust on his part.'

'Well, surely you can see for yourself that he'gretting whatever
happened. You can't go on punishing a man of Ips fgr ever, he'll just
find someone else.

'Maybe that wouldn't be such a bad thing," Fareat slowly. 'For both of
us.'

Fiona shook her head. 'Not for you, and certaityfar him. You've been
walking about like a ghost all week, and he mussizending a fortune on
telephone calls. Oh, | know he can afford it, Imattisn't the point. It must be
very humiliating for him when you won't even spéakim.’

'l can'ttalk to him, Fiona. If you could have heard whatsaid to me!'

'l can imagine that when he loses his temper Hetem particular what he
says. You have to accept that with a man of higtgament. You should at
least speak to him, hear what he has to say.'

'Maybe,' she agreed. 'Maybe next time he calls.'

She knew there was no maybe about it, the next hienealled shevould
speak to him. It had been pure agony denying Hetfselchance to talk to
him, but his last words had hurt her so much thatuldn't bear it if he
continued to insult her. She had been wrong tougavith Nigel, she knew
that, but she hadn't expected Joel to react sentigl

Her decision had been made in vain. Two days naWwJael had not called
again. Every time the telephone rang she expettedoe him, but it never
was. And she was missing him unbearably. For almestek he had been
gone, and every day seemed like a week. When whellde home? and



would he inform her of his return when he did? 8&e/ much doubted it.
As Fiona had said, a man like Joel would soondimieone else if thwarted
too much. But what of their bargain? She had ndtbe would still keep
her to that, no matter what his own feelings warthe matter.

Her heart sank and her mouth went dry as she sawadman just entering
the building. The other girls had gone out for th&iday lunch-time meal,
and as she wasn't very good company at the morheritasl decided not to
inflict her company on them, going out to lunchler own. And now here
was Laura Bennett, the other owner of this veryspeoous firm, walking
into the Falcone building as Farrah was walking guid there could be no
doubt that the other woman had seen and recogheselly the sharpening
of those green cat-like eyes. Farrah would havestiand walked away, but
Laura Bennett seemed to be walking purposefullyatol& her and escape
was impossible.

As the last time she had seen her, Laura Bennedt peafectly attired,
dressed in a tailored cream skirt and jacket, estéd with a black fitted
blouse. Her long black hair was brushed away doamblack, shiny as a
raven's wing, and her make-up perfect to the lettid

Farrah, in contrast, felt perfectly drab. She hadher usual denims and
matching denim waistcoat with a checked shirt béndder hair was its

usual riot of waves, and the only colour to herefaame from her huge
green eyes surrounded by thick dark lashes. Nesled$, she faced the
other woman with a steady gaze, not showing hamusness by the flicker
of an eyelash.

'Miss Halliday," Laura Bennett's voice came oua gairr, not at all like her
harsh tone of their last meeting.idtMiss Halliday, isn't it?'

This woman made Farrah feel extra tall, and irespither own slenderness,
rather large. The actress was so small and dantyher beauty unmarred,
and Farrah wondered at Joel's indifference to suetoman. 'Yes,' she
answered rather shyly, wishing they could move a¥vagn the Falcone
building where they might be recognised. The gokaigh died down a little
in Joel's absence, and all that it needed to néeighwas the sighting of
herself and Laura Bennett talking together.



'‘Are you going to lunch?' the actress asked.
'Well, | was, yes.'

'‘Good,' Laura Bennett smiled at her. 'Perhaps ljagnyou for coffee or
something?'

Farrah's eyes widened. 'J-join me?"
'Why not?' We're two adults, surely we can actaf®'

Farrah wasn'sosure about that, she had seen the other womanpetdhe
last time they met. 'l guess so,' she said reltigtdBut | was only going to
the local café. It isn't very smart, I'm afraidieSdidn't understand this
woman's behaviour, but she felt sure her mannerdowething to
friendliness. Goodness, she had looked ready tccher eyes out last
Saturday!

Laura Bennett led the way over to a low green spat parked precariously
on the forecourt. 'l think we can do a little bettean that,” she said
smoothly.

Farrah drew back. 'l don't think so. | only havehanr for lunch.’

'Don't worry," Laura flicked open the passengerrdmdore walking round
to slide in behind the wheel. She looked up atdfaias she still stood
outside the car. 'You'll be back within the hour.'

'l don't see the need for this,' Farrah denied ¢&fét have anything to talk
about, Miss Bennett.'

Laura Bennett gave a tinkling laugh, flicking bdo&r long hair as she
turned on the ignition. 'l think you underestimdtee situation, Miss
Halliday. Although Joel may have made our friengdsée#em casual | can
assure you | don't regard it as such. Now wouldgetun the car?’

'l don't think--'



'‘Get in!" Laura Bennett's voice hardened to anger.

Farrah did as she was told, recognising a foraghafacter to equal Joel's.
The other woman didn't seem in a hurry to starir tbenversation, and

Farrah was no more eager, and consequently thé diivg to one of the

rather well-known restaurants in town was accorhplis in complete

silence, a rather uneasy silence on Farrah's pattthe other woman

seemed very relaxed and self-assured.

The waiter saw them seated and had served thempléatas of smoked
salmon before Laura Bennett spoke again. 'How kawg you known Joel?’
she asked casually.

Farrah knew there was nothing casual about it,shedvished she had had
the strength of character to refuse to come wighwloman who could only
ever feel dislike for her. 'I've worked at Falcen®r three years,' she
answered evasively.

The other woman nibbled delicately at a piece obled salmon. That
doesn't exactly answer my question, now does it?'

'‘Maybe not," Farrah said sullenly.

'S0?'

'So | don't think it's me you should be talking d@el would be able to
answer your questions so much better than |.' Raneself ignored the

food, wishing only to escape.

'Oh, I've already spoken to Joel, a very enlighmgmonversation,' she said
with satisfaction.

"You—you've spoken to Joel?' She couldn't help sweprise. But why
should she be? These two had been friends a lorgg they were business
partners, and that gave them an intimacy that eeclwthers.



'Mmm. He called me from America. He called you tbgather? A pity he
couldn't have told you then.' But she didn't loa@twsorry about it. '‘Joel
wanted to tell you himself, of course, but founarnpossible to do.’'

'Found what impossible?' Farrah asked with a fgedirdread.

'I'd really rather not be the one to tell you thist you know how men are
about these things. Joel realises now that thirg@d®en you must end,’
Laura Bennett patted delicately at her mouth wigh ferviette. 'Do eat
something, my deatr, it's delicious.’

'No, thank you," Farrah replied stiffly. 'What dldel want you to tell me,
Miss Bennett?'

'Only that he realises he made a mistake by geitinglved with you. |
think you should know that the two of us intendtiggt married as soon as
he returns, in fact | would say our relationshipliady back on its normal
footing.'

On the eve of his departure, Joel had been withvieiman! No wonder he
didn't want to see Farrah that evening, he hadayreeen heavily engaged.
And yet somehow this didn't ring true. Joel watmet type of man to send
Laura Bennett to tell her he had changed his mibmiatheir pretence. He
might be ruthless and arrogant, but he had neven beliberately cruel

where she was concerned.

No, something was definitely wrong here. Joel'sdsaabout this woman
had been no less harsh during their brief telepltongersation, he had still
seemed to despise her. So what was Laura Bennetf dere?

Why bother to tell her that Joel didn't want to keeagain, surely she could
be expected to know that when Joel didn't calldgain. And yet he hadn't!
Not for two days now, and he had told Fiona tottell he was sorry! She had
thought he meant for the argument they had hadit lmauld just as well
have been for the news this woman was so enjoyuiigggher. Oh God, yes,
it could! Farrah's shoulders slumped.



Laura Bennett gave a satisfied smile, Farrah'sghisublatantly transparent
to her narrowed eyes. 'l hope | can count on yaongbgensible about this,’'
she carried on smoothly, pressing home her pdihts 'could all be very

embarrassing for Joel when he returns, now thaehlkses his mistake in
involving you in our silly quarrel.’

'He should have thought of that earlier!" snappaddh. 'It wasn't my idea to
go out together.’

'I'm sure it wasn't,’ soothed the older woman.I'Yeevery attractive man, |
know that. He must seem very sophisticated to agairl like you.'

Farrah looked at her sharply. This woman didn'vkiod their bargain, and
if she didn't know that then how could she be slre was telling her the
truth about Joel ?

"You must surely understand that you can't possgjblgn working for Joel?'
'Are you trying to tell me that Joel wants me tavie Falcone's?'
‘That's exactly what I'm saying.’

Farrah smiled. "You must think me very naive,' shig stiffly. 'l may not
know Joel as well as you do, but | certainly knam kvell enough to know
he wouldn't sengiouto tell me our—our--'

‘Affair,’ Laura Bennett put in sharply.

Farrah's eyes flashed. 'Yes, affair! Joel wouleint things like this. | know
he wouldn't." She now felt more confident. Whatetrés woman knew
about herself and Joel, she didn't know of thengéia, and if she didn't
know about that then she didn't know anything.

‘Joel soon tires of these little relationships wather women. We've been
friends for so long, you see, and | know him solwilit this affair means
nothing to Joel. Nothing! And let me tell you, wéé back together once he
returns.'



'l didn't come here to argue with you, Miss Benhé&trrah said calmly.

'When | hear from Joel's own lips that he doesahtvwo see me any more,
then maybe I'll believe it, until then | think itould be better if we both

forgot this conversation ever took place.'

Laura Bennett's mouth tightened perceptibly. 'Dgettclever with me, little
girl. If 1 tell you to leave Joel alone, then tlsagxactly what | want you to do.
You're only the latest of many, and I'm trying &ghyou and save some of
your pride.’

Farrah almost laughed at this. And Joel had sawheovould be hurt! Well,
he was right about himself and Laura, the onlyorahe was reacting now
was through pique. Bushewas being hurt even if they weren't. 'You're
trying to help yourself, Miss Bennett.' She stopd pushing her chair back
clumsily. 'Excuse me, but | don't think we have amgre to say to each
other.’

Two bright red spots of colour appeared on the rotheman's cheeks,
evidence of her blazing anger. 'l haven't finishéth you yet!

‘Then I'm sorry, but | have no intention of listegito any more.' Farrah spun
on her heel and made her way across the restateamniiead held high. A
waiter rushed forward to open the door for her simel walked out blindly,
colliding with one of the two men just about toemtSorry,' she mumbled,
the tears in her eyes giving her only a fuzzy aetbf the two men.

Someone grasped her arm. 'Farrah!

She blinked rapidly, partly dispersing the unstesdd and at last being able
to see who was speaking to her. 'Simon!" she sigbedelief.

His eyes narrowed at her pale face. 'Are you ghityiFarrah?’

She moved out of his grasp. 'Yes—yes, I'm fineé §lanced frantically
behind her, fervently hoping Laura Bennett hadedided to follow her out
of the restaurant. 'l was just leaving,' she addé@n no sign could be seen
of the other woman.



'Why don't you join us for a coffee?' he persisted.

'No—no, | don't think so." Another look behind hehave to be going now,
I'll be late back from lunch.’

Simon grinned. 'I'm sure Joel won't complain,'desed.

The man with him looked at her with renewed inter#sarrah?' he said
slowly. 'Farrah Halliday!" he exclaimed. 'You'reel® latest, aren't you?'

Her eyes darkened with pain. Yes, she thought Wyeahe was Joel's latest.
God, how casual that sounded when Istredhim!

Simon glared at his companion. 'Damn it, Harry,ydo have to be so
tactless?'

'It's all right,' Farrah touched his arm. 'But Ishbe going now.' She had the
dreadful feeling that at any moment now Laura Bénmas going to come
out of the restaurant and give Simon something telserite about in the
newspapers. And that she didn't want, especiallyoel's absence. 'Nice
seeing you again, Simon.' She smiled her goodbi#atoy.

'Ill take a rain-check on that lunch, Harry," w&isnon's parting shot as he
quickly followed Farrah, catching her up quite avedgng the street. 'Hey,
slow down, I'm not as young as you are!'

Farrah smiled at him. 'l really do have to get b@akd Joel won't excuse me
anything, he's away at the moment.'

Simon nodded. 'In the States, yes, | know.'

'Of course, you're good friends, aren't you? But good enough,
apparently.’

He frowned. 'What do you mean?'

‘The newspaper article. Just because I'm talkingptoit doesn't mean I'm
not angry.'



He looked puzzled. 'You weangryabout it?'

'l still am. It's caused me a lot of embarrassm@ite didn't slacken her
speed. She only had about ten minutes of her lbonah left and there was
still quite a way to go to the office block.

'Didn’t you know about the article?'

‘Joel did say it was a possibility," she admitt&dit as you're his friend |

would have thought you could have curbed your esagsr for a juicy bit of

gossip out of respect for Joel's feelings.'

'Hey, hold on a minute! | asked Joel about printimeg particular article. Of
course, | wouldn't have published it if he'd begaiast it.'

"You mean you asked Joel and he approved?"
'Exactly. What was going on at that restaurant?'

‘Just a minute.' She stopped him. 'You mean Joahlyencouraged you to
print that story? | don't believe it!"

'‘Okay, don't believe it, just tell me what you dralira were doing eating
together?"

So you can print that in your newspaper too?' Sboelsher head. 'Oh no!
He looked hurt. 'Don't be like that, Farrah. | tgtal, | had Joel's approval.'
'S0 you say.'

'It's true. So why did you meet Laura?'

'l didn't. And | was not eating with her either, wet by accident as | was
going to lunch and she invited herself along," gitmaced.

'‘Laura was at Falcone's?"



'Mmm," she looked round. 'And so are we. | havgaan.'
'Do you know when Joel's returning?'

Her eyes widened. 'Why should | know? Shouldn't peuasking Miss
Bennett that? She seems to be the one who spdie tiast.’

'So that's it. | shouldn't believe everything stlstyou. You represent quite
a threat to Laura, quite a threat. You see, althdhgy aren't married, Laura
has never had her position as the future Mrs Fela@niously questioned
before.’

'Don't be ridiculous!" Farrah blushed as Fiona #redother girls from the
office walked by, their interest in them obvious ttne looks directed at
them. 'Now look what you've done! And there's beraugh gossip these
last two weeks without this too. Goodbye, Simon.’

'Who was the dishy man?' Fiona asked later. 'Hequés something.'
'Don't you start!" Farrah replied crossly.

'‘Okay," laughed her friend. 'But he was rather.n¥t®u sure know how to
pick them 1'

Farrah gave her a scathing look. 'He's a friendbef's. | happened to meet
him by accident when | was out at lunchtime.’

Fiona grinned. 'l believe you.'
'l should hope so!

Farrah took her time going home that night, hendahad left earlier than
her this evening and would already have gone ouh&éyime she returned.
Angie had asked her to work late, and as she hddngoelse to do it had
seemed like a good idea to stay. Most of the afives had dates anyway,
and so it was only fair that she, who didn't hameeagagement, should be
the one to do the extra work. Why not? She hadimgtto hurry home to,
nothing and no one.



The flat seemed curiously empty in her father'sabs, and after preparing
herself a sandwich and a mug of coffee, she waddete her bedroom. She
hadn't stayed at home as much in the eveningseasashthis past week for
years. She had been out with a couple of the grlghe office to
discotheques and the cinema in the weeks precddiels sudden advent
into her life, when she wasn't out with Nigel ofucge, but just lately that
seemed to have faded out. The girls seemed slighylyabout talking to her
any more, let alone actually inviting her to joimretn for an evening out.

She lifted the lid of the jewel box Joel had givear, running loving fingers
over the green glittering stones and the platinbairc Her only link with
Joel, and it was a link that had to be hidden fedheyes except her own.
The jewel box had remained hidden among her clothesne of her
drawers, taken out only when she was alone. Shmpsdahe lid shut with a
firm click. It was no good tormenting herself witthat could never be.

She heard the telephone ringing with a feelingetief, she needed saving
from her own thoughts. The voice at the other drnti@telephone was the
last one in the world she had expected to heaal!"$te breathed his name
softly, as if afraid to say it in case he hung up.

'‘Are you going to put the telephone down on mersgjai

She almost choked over her relief at the lightmés$ss tone. 'No,' her voice
broke. 'l—I want to talk to you.'

'‘And you believe me, about being sorry?'

'l believe you. And I'm sorry | went out with Nigelwas angry, but | still
shouldn't have done it." She was actually talkimdnitn! Oh, Joel, | love
you!'

'‘And were you angry today too?'

His voice had changed, but it was difficult to teller the telephone line,

with Joel thousands of miles away, what his mood wght now. "Today?'
she repeated slowly. 'What happened today?’



You tell me." The line crackled between them. "Yoet Simon today, so
I've been told.’

'Is that what he told you?' she asked angrily. l@hy could he!

'Simon didn't tell me," he informed her calmly. ig&®one saw you leaving
the restaurant with him. You aren't doing much &phour pretence, are
you?'

Farrah felt her anger rising against him. 'Is thlhtyou care about, your
damned pretence? You've been away a week now byauatan do is talk
about that damned stupid pretence! | met Simon asd leaving that
restaurant. | didn't even want to speak to him, Hutwouldn't leave me
alone.’

'So just what were you doing in that particulataasant? | thought you
didn't like the sort of place my friends frequented

"You may be sorry for what you said to me the ottegr, but you still don't
trust me," she accused.

'So you aren't going to tell me?’

Oh God, they were arguing again! '‘No, I'm not," ahswered firmly.

'‘Good qirl, Farrah. You're a loyal little thing, eav to those who don't
deserve your loyalty. And Laura is just such a @ersrou don't have to

protect her, you know, Simon told me how you bumioéal him.'

Farrah gasped. 'You mean you knew all the timalhhdeen out with him!
Oh, Joel, you're so cruel! Why do you do it?'

‘Lack of trust, as you said, little one.' She caallost hear the cynicism in
his voice. 'But I'm learning, all the time, I'm faang.’

'So why haven't you called me?’

'Missed me?' He answered her with another quesfibis own.



'‘No!" she lied. 'Why should 1?"

'Why indeed? Simon says you aren't looking too kapph life at the
moment.’

'Simon says altogether too much,' came her taly.rémd about things that
don't concern him. When did you speak to him?'

'He called me this afternoon. But not before LaB8he really enjoyed
telling me that she'd seen you with Simon. | caldderfully have wrung her
neck at that moment!'

'Oh, but |---'

'Didn't meet Simon? | know that. You met Laura,hgy design | have no
doubt. She had a different version, and it didng true. Simon seemed very
concerned about you," he added mockingly.

'So that's why you called! Well, my unhappy sta@s hothing to do with
you, nothing at all”

'Don't put the telephone down on me again, Farrdbedl warned harshly.
'Once | can forget, twice is just once too many.'

'‘Are you threatening me, Joel? Because if youlafe,

'Farrah!" he snapped at her firmly. 'Just calm do¥ou're too quick to jump

to conclusions where I'm concerned. It seems tdéruee of both of us. |

haven't called you the last couple of days becatiseught it better to let

you get over your anger with me in peace and gaisb, I've been pretty
tied up, trying to cram another week's work intayfeeight hours so that |
can return to England.'Her heart leapt. 'You'reiognhome?' She couldn't
keep the excitement out of her voice.

‘Tomorrow evening some time," he confirmed.

'Oh, Joel! That's—that's—that will be nice,' sheeaded.



'I'm hoping it will be more than that, but we'llkabout that tomorrow.'
"You want me to meet you? No--' she said shakifygourse you don't.’

'Honey, if | knew what time I'd be arriving I'd wayou there, only you. But
| can't be sure of my arrival time. What | want ymudo is go to my
apartment and wait for me there. You'll be expetted

'I—I will? By whom?'

He gave a throaty chuckle. 'An American editiorGaforge. Soames is as
much the correct English butler as an American lwanl'll make sure he
expects you tomorrow evening.' He went on to gieedetailed directions
on how to get there.

'Will you be late? What time should | go to youagment?' She would be
there at daybreak if necessary. All she wanted wasee Joel again, to
perhaps be held in his arms, even if only in pregen

'I'm hoping to arrive on the seven o'clock fligeg | should be at the
apartment for eight o'clock at the latest. Sevanrtytehould be time enough.’

‘All right." She had to wait all that time! It waliseem like years.
'I'll have to go now, honey. You'll be there tonovf?'

Try and keep her away! 'I'll be there,’ she prochise

She dressed the next evening with more than hed aate; she wanted Joel
to think her attractive. It was so important to thext she must have changed
at least ten times. Clothes were strewn all overbeelroom, and she still
wasn't satisfied with the result. She wanted tokl@ophisticated and
alluring, to attract Joel to her again as he untilp had been before
leaving for America.



None of her clothes seemed right, and she sat deyactedly. She had even
been out this afternoon and bought two new dressesyet when she had
returned home and fitted them on again she deabedlidn't like either of
them. The black flower print made her look like chaolgirl, which she
certainly didn't feel like in Joel's company, ahd emerald green dress that
matched her eyes was altogether too revealing éasaal evening spent at
his apartment.

As his apartment! She would be completely aloné& Wwitn—except for the
respectable Soames—and she hadn't forgotten whene 'tonversation'
had left off. Her cheeks flamed. Oh no, she hddnjotten at all! And she
hoped he hadn't either. Oh God, was it bad to tthirskway? If it was there
was nothing she could do about it. She loved Jo&hs as simple as that.

She still wasn't satisfied with her final choiceyt lime was passing and
already it was almost seven o'clock. The pink alagdkoflower-print skirt
and black blouse weren't exactly what she had mdmhen thinking of
dazzling Joel, but at least they suited her, empimgsher slender body and
fair colouring.

She finally dashed out of her bedroom at sevetedi, still holding her

hands outstretched as she waited for her nail startw dry properly. Her

father sat in front of the television, looking ujittwa smile as she moved
about the room putting things into her handbag.

'So you're going, are you?' he quirked an eyebrow.

Farrah sighed. 'l already told you | was.’

'I've been thinking things over, love," he stood 'apd if this is what you

want then I'm not going to offer any more objecsioincan't interfere in your
life any more. | believe you love him, and thati®egh for me."'

She gave him a hug, kissing his cheek lovinglppve you, Daddy 1'

He squeezed her hands. 'l know you do, love, buigwe Joel Falcone too.
Off you go and see him.’



‘Thank you, Daddy.’

She looked up at the tall building, apprehensiveualactually going up to
the penthouse apartment. It wasn't eight o'clotksgethe chances were that
Joel hadn't arrived. What would Soames think of?hdore to the point,
what had Joel told him about her, that is, if Jm#isidered he had to tell his
butler anything at all. She was later than heestéime, but she blamed this
on her inability to locate a taxi; there was nemee about when you really
needed one.

After assuring the man at the desk that she wasoteg she was allowed to
go up in the lift to the penthouse apartment. Theeptionist would
undoubtedly call straight up to the apartment anywasay she was on her
way. The lift doors opened straight into a recaptmom, a room such as she
had never seen before. Leather armchairs, a dé=gguipet and genuine
antiques placed at strategic points about the ralbadded up to the same
luxury Joel surrounded himself with at his couritome.

She looked up uncertainly as a door opened oraeth&de of the room, and
a man came across the carpet towards her. Thegetafen glow that
illuminated the room didn't allow for perfect visidout it enabled her to see
that this man was much younger than her imaginihgs;ouldn't be more
than thirty, and he probably wasn't even that old.

She waited expectantly as he approached her. Wasrsomething vaguely
familiar about him, but she didn't know what it wasid he didn't act like

any manservant she had ever seen before! He wgsncga tumbler half

full of whisky—at least, it looked like whisky.

He raised a dark enquiring eyebrow at her, his éyedly assessing as he
looked her up and down. He obviously liked whatshes because he was
smiling by the time those laughing blue eyes mes,hand the familiarity
Farrah had thought she detected had disappeareguleteiy.

'What can | do for you?' His voice was deep andetive, and much more
of a drawl than Joel's.

'|—er—I came to see Joel.'



The man gave a mocking smile, sipping casualljhatthisky. Looking at
him closer she thought he didiwok much like a manservant either, dressed
in a well- fitting navy suit and a lighter blue ghopened casually at the
neck, and his hair grew low over his collar. 'Didmé all?' he drawled.

'I—he isn't here?' Really! This man was so annay8ige was surprised at
Joel employing such a man. He didn't act like apleyee at all, dressed as
he was and drinking Joel's whisky as if he didvierg day of his life.
Perhaps he did! Surely Joel couldn't know how Heabed in his absence?
And the way he looked at her! So insolent.

'No, he isn't here. Why don't you come in and talkne instead?'

'When are you expecting Joel?' she asked stiffig. familiarity of the man!
'‘Any time now. But | don't think he's expectipgu.'

Her eyes widened. 'You don't? But I--'

'You could find it very embarrassing being here whee arrives,’ he
interrupted her.

'l could?' she repeated stupidly.

'Very,," he agreed, smiling. ‘Joel's lady-lovedming here tonight, and she's
likely to scratch your eyes out.'

Laura! It had to be her. How could Joel be thietta her! He had had all
day to let her know she wasn't wanted here tonigatwould be here in a
moment, and Laura was sure to be with him. Shetbagkt out of here

before they arrived. She was shaking all over archhnds were perspiring
with nervousness. She couldn't stand another eteowith Laura Bennett,

especially in front of Joel.

'l—er—I have to go now. If you aren't expectinglJdaeay as well leave.’

'Hey!" He moved towards her, a tall man, lean dtdcive in a rakish sort
of way. 'l didn't say | wasn't expecting him, |&aithought he might be



otherwise engaged. You don't have to leave, at, leasalone. Will I do as a
substitute? | know I'm not quite up to Joel's staddbut I'm a pretty fair
replica.’

Farrah was outraged. 'How dare you? Just what ddahyok | am!

'It's what you're not that's important.’

'What do you mean?'

'Like I told you, Joel's lady-love will be here ampment now. And thasn't
you.'

'I'm leaving!" she said firmly.
'‘Alone?’

'Of course, alone! | don't know what sort of empgleyou are, but I'm sure
Joel doesn't know of your behaviour. Personalfind you very rude.’

'I'm not an employee.’

'Don't lie on top of everything else! You brazestgnd there drinking your
employer's whisky, walking about the place as i ywn it! Joel would
sack you if he could see you now.’

He gave a deep laugh, putting down his glass andngdowards her.

Farrah backed away, not liking the devilish glihescould see in those
determined blue eyes. ‘Joel wouldn't sack me, hbheaid softly. 'Even if
| did work for him, which | don't.'

‘Then who are you?' she asked shrilly. '‘Leave meeidlDon't come any
nearer!

Her words had no effect and he only advanced furtiianing her to the
wall with the look in his eyes. 'Don't be so andrgney. | could be just as
nice to you as Joel.’



'Stop it!" she said breathlessly, pushing him aw@wd, this was a
nightmare! 'Just leave me alone!

'What the hell is going on here?' A deep familiaice rang out around the
room. Joel! Farrah looked at him thankfully, bug trarshness of his face did
nothing to encourage her. 'Richie, what are yoaglbere?' he demanded of
the man at her side.

Farrah looked at the two of them in horror. This\Wichie,Joel'sbrother!
Oh no!



CHAPTER ELEVEN

RicHIE shrugged, and now Farrah knew why he had seemfearsicar. He
had a definite look of Joel about his lean muscinéane, dark hair and deep
blue eyes. Not as handsome as Joel, but an atganan in his own right.
But how could she have been expected to know whwvds? She had
naturally assumed him to be Soames, and he haffaled any other
explanation.

Now he grinned at his older brother. 'l came toysre'

Joel moved further into the room, throwing his fo@se into one of the
armchairs. 'You came to see me?' he repeated.lyl spoke to you
yesterday.'

'‘And what a conversation! | had to see this pardgomyself.'

Joel's mouth twisted with wry humour. 'Is that wlop were attacking her
when | came in?' he quirked a mocking eyebrow.

Richie's mouth dropped, and he looked at Farrah sten amazement.
"Thisis Farrah?' he queried disbelievingly. 'But | thbi—well, | thought--'

'Yes? Just what did you think? That Farrah wouldike Laura?' Joel's
amusement was evident as he helped himself tesliamount of whisky.
He was dressed quite casually in black trousebtack shirt, and a cream
jacket fitted tautly across his shoulders.

His words reminded Farrah of Laura's imminent afrivnot that Joel
seemed particularly concerned. For all the notieavhs taking of her she
might just as well not be here. 'lI—I think | shoblelgoing now.' She made a
move towards the lift doors, but Joel was quickanther, blocking her exit
quite effectively.

'‘Not you, Farrah," he said deeply, the look indyes demanding that she
stay. 'Richie's the one who's leaving.'

'Oh, but--' she began.



'Richie!" Joel said hardly.

Farrah's eyes darkened with the effort it costihesay the next words. 'But
Miss Bennett! She should be here any moment. t ocaget her again, | just
can't!

Joel looked from Richie to Farrah and then badkisdorother again. 'What
have you been saying now?' he asked with a sigh.

Richie shook his dark head. 'l haven't mentionaegrdaWhat would | have
to say about her?

'You tell me. Farrah?"

She looked from one to the other of them blankfgur brother said Laura
was coming here.’

Richie looked puzzledl did? | don't even remember mentioning her. | try
not to think of her at all. —wait a minute! Youdght | meantaura?'he
grinned. 'Far from it!"

"Thought you meant Laura in what?' Joel watchedhttteough narrowed
eyes.

'l knew you were expecting Farrah. The only troubkes, | didn't realise
FarrahwasFarrah, if you know what | mean.'

'l see. Well, she's here, you've settled your sitsicabout her so now you
can leave.'

'l could just have come here to see you.'

Joel gave a mocking grin. 'But you didn't.’

'‘Okay,' his brother grinned back, 'I'm going nowknow when I'm not
wanted. Nice to have met you, Farrah. Give me @me you might even

come to like me too. I'm sorry about the mistakdéiezal didn't realise who
you were.'



She accepted his apology with a vague smile, hargiits too chaotic for

her to answer him sensibly. Richie had caliedJoel's lady-love! What did

it mean? Surely Joel wouldn't have told his owrtheothat she was truly

his girl-friend. It didn't ring true, Joel had need to go to the extreme of
lying to his own family, especially as Laura didseem to be too popular in
that direction. And yet what other explanation Wease? The answer wasn't
acceptable to her—well, it was acceptable, buhtiyginbelievable.

'‘Goodbye, Richie," Joel said firmly.

The lift doors closed with a swish and a curiolsnsie settled over the
room. Joel turned as a man entered the room. '@oexing, Soames.'

'Mr Falcone. Will you be requiring dinner?"
'Farrah?’

'‘No, thank you." She couldn't eat a thing. Sheaelif she were waiting for
something, and the suspense was killing her. Jadh'heven said hello to
her properly yet!

‘I ate on the plane, thanks, Soames,' Joel disthis&khough | could do
with a pot of coffee.’

'Coffee for two, sir?'

'Right." Joel put down his empty whisky glass. '$.ejo through to the
lounge, Farrah."”

She followed him silently, appreciating the luxanyd comfort of the room

they now entered. Low cream armchairs, a thick braarpet, an ebony

cocktail cabinet and the most sophisticated stengtoFarrah had ever seen,
all found full approval in her eyes. Joel droppederemoniously into one

of the low armchairs, throwing his cream jackeetzssly on the floor.

He heaved a tired sigh as Soames brought in tlgeofraoffee, placing it
silently on the smoked glass coffee-table beforettyuleaving the room
again. Farrah still stood just inside the room, éilgg awkwardly with the



strap to her shoulder bag. Why didn't he say samgto her? When he did
finally speak it wasn't what she had been expedctirail.

Joel lay back in the chair, his eyes closed. 'Poeisome coffee, honey," he
requested softly. 'Black, plenty of sugar.'

She handed him a cup of steaming liquid. 'Are youfeeling well?'

He sat forward, taking a thirsty gulp of the swhet liquid. 'I'm feeling
fine—tired, but fine.'

"You've been working hard?' she asked softly.

‘Very," he gave a wry smile. 'l haven't slept imesgy- two hours.'

"You must be exhausted!" she said concernedly.

‘A little,' he agreed. 'But | wanted to get backtwland. The first time | was
ever in a hurry to return here. | didn't even hiawe to see my mother while
| was in the States, which won't please her wherfigkds out | was there for
a week. Richie will no doubt tell her, he has aghemt for making mischief.'

‘| noticed,’ she said dryly.

'What exactly was happening when | arrived? Anddgoodness' sake, sit
down!'

She sat down opposite him, studying his face avadlyif engraving his
features forever in her brain. She was hungryHerdight and feel of him.
This polite conversation was time-wasting whersh# wanted was his arms
about her and the hard feel of his body againgt. Mghy didn't he kiss her,
carry on where they had finished at their last gt And this time she
would say yes. Yes, yes, yes!

She blushed now. "Your brother thought | was—I was...

'l see,' he gave a half-smile. 'He isn't very olesat; is he?'



'What do you mean?" She looked at him sharply.
‘Your eyes.'

Strangely his words made her feel tearful. 'Do ymave to?' she said
brokenly, averting her eyes at his searching Iddis. reference to her
innocence only put them further apart.

'Have to what?"

'Make reference to my eyes. You surely didn't emvite here to talk about
my eyes?"'

'‘No," he shook his head. 'l have a question ta@ybu. The reason your
father took the money, | have to know it.'

'"Why?'
'It's important to me,' he said simply.

Farrah stood up, turning away from him. 'Why shaulgk important to you
now?' she asked fiercely. 'lt wasn't before | Youldn't have given a damn
whyhe stole the money, you were only interested intwisamistake could
give you. And it gave yome.On a silver platter I

Tell mel!'

'Why should 1? You've bullied me for so long, J@dlifetime it seems to me.
| told you my father stole for a good reason. | tednto tell you why, but
you wouldn't listen to me. Why should | tell youwojust becausgou
decide it's the right time for you to know?"

'It's important to me, Farrah,' he repeated quietly

'It was important to me too at one time. Did yoerethink of that? No, of
course you didn't! Well, I'll tell you, Joel, bubtrbecausgouwant to know,
but because | want to tell you. My mother was dyuel,dying\And my
father loved her so much that nothing was too wrongpo dangerous for



him to do for her. She needed expert nursing, apieed treatment, and all
that costs money, money my father didn't have. &etble it. He stole for
love.' By this time the tears were streaming doemndmeeks, unchecked and
unnoticed. It was as if a dam had burst insideamer she couldn't stop it.
'‘Something you wouldn't understand,' she addedemlgk

'Oh God!" she heard him groan. 'Oh God! he repeate

She turned on him angrily, glaring at his bent headl clasped hands. 'Don't
pretend it matters to you! The aloof Joel Falcohe @oesn't allow emotion
to enter his life!" And she had thought she loved!How could she have
been so stupid to have forgotten the only emot®mnelsognised was desire.
How could she! 'A little thing like my mother's deahouldn't bother you at
allr

Joel stood up, coming determinedly towards her. linds came up to
cradle each side of her tear-wet face. 'Don't Egyrah. | can't bear to see
you cry. Just what kind of cold devil do you take far? If you'd explained

all this in the beginning--'

She wrenched away from him. "You would have reattedsame way. |
offered then to tell you why Daddy did what he didf you didn't want to
know. You were intent only on making me suffer dmtling a way of

getting rid of Laura Bennett at the same time. Wau've succeeded in
part, | hope you're satisfied?'

He shook his head. 'l didn't realise, Farrah. li'gqust told me."
'I'd still be in the same predicament. Wouldn't I?*

Joel moved away, running a hand through his dairk hdon't know. God,
yes, | do!Yes,you'd still be in the same predicament! And do koow
why? Then I'll tell you. And listen carefully, Falr, because I'm only going
to say this once. | shouldn't even be saying it,nowt | guess you deserve
some satisfaction for the hell I've put you througth my selfishness. | love
you, Farrah.’'



Her head snapped back and she looked at him wittksliis face told her
nothing and she thought maybe she had misheard"Whwhat did you
say?' she asked breathlessly.

'l told you | would only say it the once,' he reaa her angrily.
'P-please, Joel. Tell me again.’

"You definitely want your pound of flesh! | love yol love your innocence,
your beauty, and lastly, but not least, | love ybady. | love the way you
respond to me, the way your hands caress me, Igusteverything about
you.'

His voice had lowered huskily and Farrah shiverét pleasure. 'Oh Joel!"
she choked. "You can't mean it! You said you didelieve in love.'

'l said a lot of damn fool things that would haeeb better left unsaid. But |
didn't lie about that. didn't believe in love. It took a little tigress like yom
show me how stupid my words were. Now that you kmdwat an idiot | am
you may as well leave. | had no right to tell ydunty feelings concerning

you anyway.'

Farrah snorted with feeling. 'When have rights es@inted between us?
Did you really say yoloveme?'

His eyes darkened with anger and he moved awaytiemply. 'Just leave it,
Farrah. | think you should go now. Our bargaintiaraend.’

'What are you saying to me?' Her eyes widened hathor.
‘Goodbye.’

"You can't mean that! You've just told me you lowe, you can't leave it at
that.'

'What else would you suggest | do?' he snappedhlyar&et down on my
knees and beg that you love me in return? | wishuld! But you seem to be



forgetting one important fact, I'm not free of Lawet. That was the reason
for our relationship in the first place.’

'Oh, Joel, | don't care! | love you. | love youtdn't believe you love me. |
missed you so much when you were in America—I thodge time would
never pass. And | wasn't even sure if | would sae when you returned.’
Her face was glowing with excitement and love, dodl's face softened as
he looked at her.

"You can't mean what you're saying,' he deniedu Wate me, you've always
hated me. Except when I've held you in my arms,thed you've hated me
afterwards.' He poured himself some more coffeekiy it in one gulp.

Farrah rushed into his arms, holding her face geya longing for his lips

to part hers with passion and love. It was unbaliée! Joelovedher. Joel,

who had always denied such emotions, had admiitetbve for her. She
wanted to laugh and cry at the same time, to dandesing, but most of all
she wanted to belong to him, body and soul. Shehputarms about his
waist, hugging him tightly to her even though hmosit stiffly in her arms.

'l love you, Joel," she said happily. 'l love ybwalon't think I've ever hated
you. I've been angry and hurt, yes, but never hiated

Joel grasped her forearms painfully, bruising heft #esh beneath the
strength of his fingers. For long aching secondsse¢hblue eyes raked
disbelievingly over her glowing face. At last hevgaa groan, a deep
heartfelt sigh of satisfaction. She was crushedisnarms, held savagely
against him, made aware of every muscle of his axije strained her
nearer.

'Farrah!" Her name was a husky caress as he buirdeep into her throat.

'Oh, Farrah! You should belong to me! | should bke @o carry you to my

bed right now and make love to you until you'resebess, aware only of me
and the pleasure we would share.' He bit her eaylalt it was a pleasurable
sensation rather than a painful one. 'l think I'oing to have to do it

anyway! Right or no right!"



She felt herself lifted up close against him, laeefburied in his chest as she
rained hot impassioned kisses on his hair-roughskied His shirt had been
opened to the waist by her eager hands and shd sméll the drugging
masculine odour he exuded. The dark hairs on lestamade an enticing
trail down to his navel, his stomach flat and haith muscle.

He lowered her gently on to the top of the bedopwling off his shirt
impatiently before joining her. Her hands smootle@r his shoulders,
bringing his head down to hers as their lips metansuming passion. The
buttons of her blouse were no barrier to his gogdtngers and his lips took
and tantalised the rosy peaks now before him i thiéglory, pressing her
back against the bed as she groaned her heatetifgea

Farrah wanted the pleasure to go on for ever, sirdged to stay in Joel's
arms and never leave him again. She hadn't redisad desire for each
other could make her so wanton, so uncaring oftamgtbut Joel and the
love they shared.

'Farrah, darling,’ he groaned against her bre&stiddrk head even darker
against her smooth creamy skin. 'God, you're ldv@lye me your lips,' he
whispered urgently.

Her lips parted beneath his as he seemed to exjhleneery recesses of her
soul. Her hands ran frenziedly over his taut backing the feel of his
smooth, firm skin, and the way their bodies strdinegether in un-
consummated desire. 'Joel!" she begged. 'Love rheloe me!’

'l do, Farrah. More than life itself. God, you'he tsole reason I'm alive! You
were born for me, made to fit into my arms, to ndoagjainst my body like
the other half of myself.’

His tongue licked flames of passion across her paabusing her to a height
where she lost all reason, all will to do othemtlzaress him back. Their
clothing was a barrier she longed to remove, bbeafirst touch Joel drew
back. He was pale, icily pale, and he moved awagitton the edge of the
bed he had carried her to.



His hair was tousled from her wild abandoned ca®43ut he didn't seem to
care as he made a determined effort to controtdgged breathing. The
deep gulping breaths he took were long in calming Barrah knew the
willpower it took him to dampen his desire for fplbssession of her, for her
full response to the demand of his hard body.

He picked up his quickly discarded shirt with simgkhands, standing up to
rebutton it. His eyes remained averted as Farralusdo straighten her
blouse, only looking at her when her creamy skis again covered. 'Now
you know why this has to stop,’ Joel said huskilg,gaze hungry for her.

Farrah stood up to move into his arms. 'You camamthat, Joel,' she
nestled against him. 'This is just the beginning.’

Joel put her firmly away from him. 'Not just yetewave to wait.'

'‘But why, Joel? Why?' Her eyes darkened with padou don't love me
enough, do you?'

'What a damned stupid remark! | love you so mucbuldn't think straight

while | was in America. | called you because | jugtl to speak to you. And
what do | find? Only that you've gone out with Njgae man you told me
you were in love with. Did you lie to me about tHaarrah? Or were you just
trying to hurt me?"

'l lied to you," she admitted. '‘But not to hurt yduwidn't know | had the
power to do that.'

He gave a tight smile. 'You have the power, altigm not altogether sure
| like that, in fact, at first | really hated it. thade me rather brutal with you
at times.'

'When did you know you loved me?"

He lit up a cheroot before answering her. 'l woedexhen you would ask
me that. | don't really know the answer. | was gls\attracted to you. | think
| got my first jolt when you looked at me past thase of flowers at the
country house. Then that night at the club whentgtdime you loved Nigel



| was unreasonably angry. | didn't know why, ugtrhon appeared and paid
you all that attention. | could have resorted tggtal violence when | saw
you dancing with him. This might be love, but | didwelcome the feeling

into my life with open arms. But that night | hawldcknowledge that my
feelings went further for you than for any othermaam, and in the States |
had to recognise it as love. | missed you like'hedl added fiercely.

'No more than | did you, I'm sure. Joel, did yoersp the evening before
your trip with Laura Bennett?'

'Is that what she told you, because if it is, tiie@ answer is no. | just
couldn't be on my own with you again before | léftgouldn't be held
responsible for my actions. Then when | called gouthe telephone you
refused to talk to me. | was going insane overdlgth no contact with you
at all

'It was the names you called me. Such hateful names

'Pure jealousy—the little green god raising his/ugtad. | wanted to rip this
Nigel apart for being with you when | wanted to'be.

'So you had him sent away?'

'Yes, | had him sent away! | wanted him removedaf@ay from here where
you couldn't meet him. If | couldn't have you thencertainly wasn't going
to, not again.’

'‘Not a-again? But he hasn't—he hasn't, Joel"

'Why do you persist in that lie?' he said harstil.right, you look like an
innocent and I'll have to be satisfied with thate laccepted that | won't be

the first to take you. And | don't like that eithbut | accept it.'

Farrah's green eyes blazed. 'There's notimagcept! | haven't given myself
to anyone. In my thoughts maybe, to you, but g'¢en been a reality."'



Joel moved angrily, marching from the room and tholounge with barely
suppressed violence. 'Stop lying to me! | haventention of taking you yet,
so your lie won't be proved or disproved for soimeet’

'‘But it's the truth, Joel,' she insisted.

'l couldn't give a damn! You have to leave nowobefl do something I'll
regret.'

'Oh no. Oh no, Joel,’ she gave a choked laughoriitwe dismissed as easily
as that.'

'I'm not doing iteasilyat all," he groaned. 'But it has to be done. | wiasg
before, you should never have been involved in ttheow Laura, | know
how tough she could make things for us. And | wbatte you involved any
more.'

'It doesn't matter about her, as long as you want $&he didn't like Joel like
this, cold and cruel as if he were trying to drher away. 'Don't make me
go, Joel. Please!

'What do you want me to do?' He stubbed his chayabviciously. 'Take
you to my bed and keep you there? Because tha#is wduld happen if |
even took that delectable body of yours just oAcel Ican't do it. You can
credit me with a lot of sins, but I'm not addinguyto the top of the list.'

'‘But Miss Bennett's hold over you!" Farrah remintded desperately. 'You
need me for that.’

'l can't do it this way, Farrah. I'll have to fisdme other way out of this. |
don't want the beginning of our married life ruin@gher bitchiness. And
we are getting married, Farrah!'

'l wasn't arguing,’ she said breathlessly.

‘That makes a change,' he said with a touch of kwunut for the moment
we have to forget all about marriage plans.’



'‘And what do we do about our love for each oth&1@'asked shrilly, sensing
the underlying strength of purpose about him, aelgtaflexibility. 'Forget
that too?'

Joel sighed. 'If you want to.'
'l want—I wantyou,Joel! | just want you in my life.’

'| want that too. | want to wake up mornings amdifyou there beside me,
come home in the evenings and find you waitingnh@, just to have you
with me and know you belong to me for now and akvdywant every

damned bit of that. But | can wait until Laura i of our lives.'

'l can't,’ she said stubbornly. 'l don't see whyhaee to.'

'No, | guess you don't. You had a sample of Laméshief-making, do you
think you could stand that for another few months?'

'l can stand anything if | know | have you beside,'nshe smiled at him
glowingly.

'‘God, I love you!' It was a groan from deep withim.

She moved back into his arms, pressing her facestdas chest. 'Let me
stay with you tonight," she begged huskily. 'Jastght.’

His hands caressed her shoulders, exploring evegnty inch of skin. 'l
want to, Farrah, but | can't,’ he gave a harshhatvgpu know, this is some
sacrifice I'm making, who've always taken what Inteal and hang the
consequences. But with you | want everything to dmme properly,
including having our wedding night as the firsthitigee make love together.
| can wait until we're married, | have to.'

'‘And we don't have to part now?"'

Joel lifted her chin, gently parting her lips whis, pulling her closer as
passion mounted between them. 'l couldn't be pdrted you now for



anything. You've really hooked me, little darlivghether you want me or
not.'

'Oh, I want you,' she murmured huskily.

'l have something for you,' he picked up his jacket began sorting through
the pockets. 'l intended giving you this anyway ethier you decided to
marry me or not," he brought out a small squarg bbiox, opening the lid to

reveal the most beautiful ring Farrah had ever .séerhuge emerald

surrounded by six diamonds set on a narrow gold t&e ring matched the
bracelet on her wrist perfectly and she realisedrttust be the ring Joel had
told her about. He lifted her hand, slipping thegron her finger. 'This is

your engagement ring, Farrah, and in my caseugsgs much a committal
as a wedding ring.'

Farrah raised herself on tiptoe, kissing him sadtiythe mouth. 'l love you,
Joel.

'‘And | you,' he gave a self-mocking smile. ‘I mbstmad, | who've always
hated emotional ties, tied to a woman's whims isiress and engaged to
another woman.’

It was almost dark outside, the villa shroudedhe last of the evening's
glow. Farrah stood before the open french doorschirag the lap of the

calm sea on the flat golden sand. Joel came tal dtaside her and she
turned to him, her eyes softening with their shal@de. They swayed

together languidly to the soft music coming fom tbem behind them.

Joel nibbled her earlobe. 'You once called thisingakove to music,' he
murmured huskily.

'l know.'
"You're completely shameless, Mrs Falcone,' he lsandorously.

'l know that too," she laughed throatily.



He pressed her possessively against him, buryiagfage in her neck.
'Mmm, you smell good."

She laughed softly, her happiness almost too machear. 'l needed a
shower after all that salt water. Oh, Joel, it'$sautiful here.’

His lips caressed her skin in soft gentle movemeéhksew you'd like this
place the moment | saw it.'

'‘But what a wedding present! | love you so mucle).JOnly you could have
thought to give me a villa on the French coastaedding gift.'

Joel took hold of her hand and they walked togetharof the villa and
down along their private beach, the gentle breefitysstirring their hair.
The two of them bathed here in complete privacynduthe day, Farrah's
whole body acquiring a light golden tan. It had rb@émost impossible to
believe when Laura Bennett had finally given in aottl Joel her shares. It
had been the announcement of their engagemenhalkatinally triggered
off her wish to sell, for which Farrah felt trulyageful. Joel refused to think
about marriage until he had full control of higifirand as he also exercised
full control over his own feelings the last few niosihad been a great strain
to both of them. But that was all behind them nawd only happiness
remained ahead of them.

He stopped beside the gentle lapping of the wdter,harsh features
softened with love for her and the true happinégy thad found in their
marriage. 'You're perfect, Farrah, perfect and tiehul couldn't believe it
on our wedding night when you came to me in conegl@ocence. When |
realised | was your only lover | wanted to get dawmmy knees and kiss
your feet. | should have believed you, trustedwben you told me it would
be so. But neither love or trust have come easilyeé. | told myself that it
didn't matter that there had been other men, tlwaiuldn't expect you to
have saved yourself for me. But you had! And yondlver know how
humble that made me feel.

She looked up at him with glowing eyes, her fintijgs touching his parted
mouth. 'l didn't want you to feel humble, Joeltjlosed.'



His eyes darkened. 'But it wasn't the first timerfee, far from it.'

Farrah shook her head, her lips a gentle curv@odsn't matter, darling. All
that matters to me is that I'm the last. I'd muwther be last than first.'

Joel turned away. 'But you should have been bothéWM think of all the
women l've--'

Her fingers laid gently over his mouth cut him foffm further conversation.
‘They don't matter, Joel, except that they've ltelpemake you the person
you are today, the person | love, and for thanl @aly feel gratitude. From
them you've learnt how to give me unselfish pleastow to excite me
beyond endurance at times. None of life's expeegiace ever wasted.’

'l feel—I feel so—so0--Oh, | don't know how to deberhow I feel! | thought
| was a hardened cynic, that nothing could touch an€ yet your lightest
touch inflames me and | want you to the point ofdiness. Like now,' he
groaned, his eyes closing as if to shut out" thktsaf her. 'l want to lay you
down in the soft warm sand and feel your body agamine in the full

beauty of your nakedness, to caress you until ypwat for mercy.'

'Please, Joel. OlpJease!’
His eyes darkened almost to black and he needsdcamd bidding as they

lowered down on to the sand, their arms and bashésined as the last of
the warm evening's light was darkened into night.



