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Shaun's laughter rang out just as Carp reachedadbe She couldn't help
overhearing what he said to his aunt.

"You're not implying that I'm attracted to Cara $ijt he said, astonishment
in his voice. "My dear aunt, a man would have tadbsperate to feel the
faintest stirrings of desire for that overgrown salgirl.”

Cara felt humiliated. Despite all that had takeacplbetween them, this was
what Shaun really thought of her. Never, she vowsallld she let him
know her feelings for him!



CHAPTER ONE

"You're doing the wrong thing, Cara," Steven Ghfisaid as he waited for
the traffic lights to change to green. 'You domow how wrong. To resign
like that without another job to go to--'

'‘And you know why, Steve.' The car jerked forwartl &Cara laughed
humourlessly. 'l only passed that hurdle careat,dfall.’

'‘But you've got all your qualifications. You pasgedir exams, you did your
year's teaching practice.'

Cara laughed humorlessly. 'l only passed that burdithe grace and favour
of the head of that particular school. "It's youexperience," he said. "As
you go on, you'll learn how to handle a class.tl&itid he know that after

I've spent three years as a full-time, fully-fledgaember of the teaching
profession, every single class | take still walkstaphorically all over me.

Literally, too, if they had half a chance!'

'l suppose you realise,’ Steven crashed the gedrsieised under his breath,
'that you've done yourself a load of no good bygresg from one school
without having a job in another lined up? Think whavould look like on
an application form.' He jammed on the brakespesdestrian crossing. 'You
wouldn't stand a chance. Your record would be stispe

'l wouldn't even get as far as an interview,' Csa bitterly. 'The head
warned me | might not, because whenever he wasdatkesupply a

reference on my teaching ability, he would, irnahesty, have to hint at my
disciplinary troubles."

‘The trouble with you," said Steven gloomily, hat you didn't shout at the
kids enough. You let them get the upper hand, am# @any teacher does
that he—or she— has had it.'

Cara sighed. 'How much farther is it?" She patted rhiddle. 'I've got
butterflies. | wish the interview was behind me."



'‘And that's another thing," said Steven. 'You resmne damn fool
advertisement in the paper for a companion-helpaime filthy rich old
woman, and without a moment's thought, you appiytfie job. Yow, a
companion-help! You with your intelligence, youratjfications, trotting
around doing the bidding of some ill-tempered--'

'How can you pre-judge someone you've never met8ght be a perfect
angel.’

'Houses might fly! What "angel" would put in thevadisement—what was
it?"

Cara said, closing her eyes in the effort of remeninly, 'The applicant must
be single and intending to remain so. No persoh mirriage in mind need
apply. The use of cosmetics is banned. Uniform rhbastorn at all times.’

'Including in bed?' Steven asked with a grin. dt'wonder she didn't add,
"No followers, swains or suitors permitted." Whantury is the woman
living in? Not the twentieth, that's obvious.'

‘The salary's good," Cara said, trying to ignoeettiath in Steven's words.
'I'll probably be up against stiff opposition.’

'‘Opposition my eye! Only someone as stupid as yowldvgo for a job with
those stipulations attached to it.'

‘Thanks,' said Cara sarcastically.

'Cara, love, you know | didn't mean it that way.u¥fe my girl. When we've
both got some more money put away to buy us a ddumrse, we'll get
married. I'd go out and buy you a ring tomorrowyati weren't so hell-bent
on playing doormat to some stiff-necked old dowager

'It's no good, Steve. I'm not going to sit and tHedmy thumbs while you do
all the earning for that dream house we're goinlguy ourselves one day.'
She took a letter from her pocket. 'The Cardos@HW®e surely can't be far
now™*'



'‘We're practically on the doorstep. There's thatfentrance, but I'll turn
down this side street and park at a parking matease the old girl's got her
spies out checking up on whether "the applicans' &doy-friend in tow

with "marriage in mind"." He manoeuvred the capiatvacant space and
leant over to kiss her. 'Terrible though you loble'said, 'l still love you.'

Indignantly Cara looked down at herself. 'What was use of making
myself look attractive? How could | put on makewdpen the advertisement
said--'

'l know, | know. But you needn't have made yoursmbk like your own
granny!' He looked down. 'Lace-up shoes, a blaftket skirt and a coat that
looks as if it was bought at a pre-war—First WoNdr—rummage sale!

She opened the car door and closed it again. 'Stevecared.’

'‘Don't be, love. | don't care if you don't get fjob. Who's doing the
interviewing?'

'Mrs. Driver's representative, the letter said.'

'Male or female?' Cara shook her head. She digmaw. 'Well, if it's male,
he'll take one look at you, clap his hand to heschand think, "Good grief, is
this something the cat brought in?" Then he'll giga the job!"

Steve grinned, dived out of the car to evade thegng hand and opened
the passenger door to help Cara out. He lookedndpdawn the road to
make sure they were not being observed, gave dpeick kiss on her mouth
and melted away into the interior of the car.

The interviewer was male. This much Cara gathesetthe porter knocked
on a door and opened it at the summons to entale’MCara thought in
between the frightened pulsing of her heart, wagcanrate description. He
was so tall it took her eyes a few seconds to thedar way from the table at
which he was standing to the face above it. Hedvassed in a suit with a
cut that only an ample supply of money could secure



The jacket sat well across the striking breadthisfshoulders, and draped
loosely over the hand that had been pushed intackep. His attitude was
casual, but his watchful expression showed witldowtbt that his brain was
hard at work.

At first his features seemed a blur and it tookeCarfew moments to sort
them into their correct positions. When she haitied and found the eyes
amongst the jigsaw pieces, she wished agitatedtystie had left the puzzle
unsolved. Because it was the eyes which tore hart,apiece by piece.

Every item of clothing she was wearing, from themage sale’ coat to the
'blanket of a skirt', underwent a scrutiny which ukeb have made a

scarecrow squirm.

All this, she thought, from someone who was merklgs. Driver's
representative. If Mrs. Driver herself had chosedd it, she would not have
grumbled. The woman would have had every righhgpeéct in detail the
girl who would be her constant companion for somme tto come. But this
man, this—this arrogant stranger, with his coldir@yes, his square chin,
his hard mouth, what right had he, as a mere ‘'septative’, to subject her to
such a coldly appraising examination?

"Your coat?' The hard line of that mouth did ndteowith even a hint of
friendliness as the hand came out for the garmrent the rummage sale.

Cara shrank even more into its bulging folds. "Kwwou, |—I'll keep it on.’

The hand remained extended. 'The hotel is bothralgntheated and
air-conditioned. The temperature may be March detsbut inside it's
summer heat. Your coat.'

The man was stubborn and perverse. He had notaghdist that she should
remove her coat. She had not reckoned on doinghsointerview, she had
assumed, would be | short, penetrating and decifliveas not usual at an
interview to be asked to take anything off. Shesbid at the thought. And it
was on this assumption that she had not botherelgatoge the white ribbed
sweater she was wearing, but had merely removedidr@m pants and
jacket, replacing them with what Steve had called'¢gwranny outfit'.



Not even in her wildest dreams had she believedwsiudd be asked to take
off her coat. Because under that coat was a shhmdwould certainly not

cause a man to clasp his hand to his head and wibrtthes was what the cat
brought in'. It was an outline which would make hiander if he was in

fact entertaining a future Miss World.

That hand did not lower. It remained imperiouslystnetched. It was not to

be denied. Slowly, haltingly, the coat was peel&dsboulders, back and

arms. It was handed over to that hand. It was hgdsed in the air for a

breath-holding moment while those male eyes hal$aid, examined—and
grew even colder, if that were indeed possiblenTthe coat was tossed on
to a chair and the hand that had held it motiormsehtds another chair,

lower, softer and more reclining, inviting the opeunt to stretch out and
relax and take life as it came.

Cara perched on the edge of it, tense, pale andwXWas the interview
over before it had begun? Had Mrs. Driver's repregve been so shocked
by what he had seen—the attractiveness she hadwended to hide, the
marriage potential no applicant was allowed to psss- that he had made
up his mind instantaneously to tell her she wasgtendffor the job?

"Your name?'

Couldn't the man read? It was there on the formbtsttk filled in. 'Cara
Hirst.'

'‘Age?’

That was there, too! A simple act of adding andtrsiecting would have
given him the answer, but she replied, "Twenty-four

The dark eyebrows rose. It was almost as if he it believe her.
'‘According to this form your birthday is in Septegnblt is, at this moment,
March.'

So he could rea@nd do arithmetic, after alll Cara looked down at her
entwined fingers. 'l mean—I mean, twenty-three aimalf.’



'‘Occupation?’

Why was he asking so many questions to which, ivbeld only lower his
eyes and read her writing, he would find the andaehimself? And how
could she tell him— 'l was a teacher, but I'm nmvrbecause | gave up my
job. I'm nothing now. I'm unemployed, one of thentireds of thousands
who have no work to go to every morning, no traigatch, no office door to
open, no blackboard to write on ...'

No, she couldn't say any of that to this man. Stubdcnever let him discover
what a mess she had made of her life, how her waattfallen about her
ears when the headmaster had called her into Uty $tvo months before
and told her that if the examination results of tlasses didn't improve, if
she didn't start keeping better order and keepndesciplined rabble quiet...

Quietly, without looking at him, she answered, dsna teacher.'
There was a pause, then, 'Was? Past tense? Y oueveitgup?'

Should she tell him the truth—no, it's givereup? She glanced at his face.
It was cold and impersonal. It was not a face hwated confidences. He
was there as a representative, probably a membsorok employment
agency, perhaps even the owner of the agency Hinvgaatever he was,
she would never see him again. She was not goipguo out her heart to
this detached, disinterested individual.

She side-stepped the question, rather cleverlyteheght. The name of my
employers is on the form I filled in." Would he batisfied with her reply?
She sighed with relief at his next statement. dinsed it had satisfied him.

'You're an historian, | see.'

She frowned. 'Historian? | don't look upon mysedfthat. Just a simple
teacher of history.’

His mouth quirked with a passing amusement at ledr deprecatory
answer. But the amusement was touched with irolpu 'have a



commendable qualification in your subject, MissdtiFalse modesty never
did impress me.’

His arrogance was too much! It sparked off an urasdtaristic eruption of
temper. 'Look, Mr.—Mr.--'

He did not supply the missing name, which put hemam immediate
disadvantage. 'l really don't see why | should ectbmyself to this—this
inquisition and—and series of calculated insultsetyebecause | filled in a
form applying for a job which has nothing whatsadawedo with teaching or
history. | was given to understand that | was applyfor a post as
companion-help to--'

'Why do you want this job?"
His question winded her. Because I'm desperatehead of employment.
Nothing else would make me want to turn myself mtdoormat for a rich,

pampered old lady--

'Because,' she lied, 'l feel | could—I could dolvelit. Because it would be
new, challenging—-—

Again he did not let her finish. "You consider yaave the right personality?'
No, she thought. 'Yes,' she said.

"You have the patience and the thoughtfulness®haity, the meekness,
the obedience required for such a post?'

She took a breath, ran her tongue over her lips.1*+tShe swallowed. I
think so.’

Slowly he shook his head. What was the matter? '‘Didrbelieve her? Was
he turning her down? 'After that display of temadéew moments ago, when
| accused you of false modesty?"

‘That's not fair!' she blazed. 'That was an unwaec attack on my
character.'



An eyebrow lifted, a smile flitted humourlessly @ss his face. "You see
what | mean.’

So she had lost her temper again! She rose, chgdter bag with one hand
and pushing her shoulder-length fair hair with ¢kieer. The door seemed a
long way off.

‘Thank you for taking the trouble to interview nviy,—

Mr.--" She drew a sharp breath. 'Don't bother a9 my expenses. I'm
withdrawing my application. You can tell Mrs. Drivavho is employing
you to interview people on her behalf, that asafaCara Hirst is concerned,
she, Mrs. Driver, had a lucky escape, thanks t@ ymilance, your cunning
guestions, your penetrating interrogation and ymdoubted ability to trip
me into revealing my true character, instead otaineely docile personality
| was pretending to possess!

'Miss Hirst, your coat.'

He was approaching across the room, the rummagegsaiment held at
arm's length. As she took it, he moved round her @ut his back to the
door.

'It's usually,” he said, 'the privilege, the righthe interviewer to bring the
discussion to an end, not the person being interde Please resume your
seat.'

There was something in his voice that quelled bBbeltion and made her
obey.

Having watched her return to the chair she had beenpying, then drape
the coat across her lap, he hitched himself on ¢oraer of the table and
folded his arms. 'Tell me something. Do you or tigou want this job?’

She looked up at him, failed to hold his gaze ao#éd away. 'Yes, Mr.--'

'Smith.’



‘Smith.’

'You're aware, perhaps, that Mrs. Flora Driver \&@gy rich woman?"'

'l guessed she was from the salary she was wiltingay.'

‘That high salary is not given for nothing. She deds in return complete
and absolute devotion to duty, a young woman wHbdaince attendance
on her day—and sometimes night. A selfless creatune will take
orders—however unpleasantly given—without questwithout protest.
Are you, do you think, that person?'

Cara swallowed and looked up hesitantly. 'Surelyrely that's up to you to
decide.

'Right. You wish me to be truthful?'
Cara stroked the coat across her lap. She nodded.
'l think you're the wrong person.’

Slowly she rose. She felt inordinately disappointédere's nothing more to
be said, is there?'

A hand came out, cautioning her. 'l have answerd yuestion. Now
answer mine. Do you consider you're right for thie?]

It took her a long time to reply. It was not a habihers to lie, but something
beyond her powers compelled her to say, in a whispes, | think | am.’

The man called Smith straightened. 'So be it. ©hag yours, Miss Hirst.’

It was a long journey to Cara's new place of wStkven had given her a lift
to the station, carried her cases along the platéomd kissed her goodbye.



They must correspond, he had said. Somehow theykeap in touch. 'The
old girl can't hold you incommunicado. You'll haeephone me from a call
box on your days off.'

'Whatever you do, Steve,' Cara had said, 'donth@imae.

‘But it's a hotel you'll be living in, isn't it?t&ve had said. 'She can't listen in
on an extension, not in a hotel.'

'‘Somehow Mrs. Driver would find out,’ Cara answert&b pleasebe
discreet.'

Steven had hugged her then. 'Promise me youthgetext train back if you
can't stand it.’

‘The money's good, Steve.'

‘That's the only reason I'm letting you go. If yewinhappy there, I'd rather
us live in one room in a basement than have yourgjayour guts out for an
old ..." The rest was lost as the train gathereg@@d@nd Steven disappeared
from sight.

Cara settled down for a long journey. Mrs. Driveappeared, was currently
living at a large hotel on the northeast coastragjlgnd. Islands View Hotel,

it was called. She had no home of her own, butepredl instead to occupy a
suite of rooms where she received the personaitatteof the management.
She had only to lift her finger and before it hadl time to press the bell at
the side of her bed, in her private lounge by trepface or over the bath in
the adjoining bathroom, everyone, from the chefneards, was queueing
up at her door to obey her commands.

All this had been related to Cara, with a sarcastide, by the man called
Mr. Smith. He had also given instructions—Mrs. [@rg instructions—as
to where she should buy her uniform, charging herclpases to Mrs.
Driver's account. Mr. Smith had handed over a disitems which, he
informed Cara, were compulsory for all companioalpk of Mrs. Flora
Driver. Refusal to wear any single item would, hermed, result in instant
dismissal.



She was, he said, to wear her uniform at the stdner journey northwards,
and from then on, whether on duty or off, thosghgde must adorn her
person. At this, Cara had nearly thrown the listkbia the sardonic face of
Mrs. Driver's representative. Only just in time dige control her temper,
knowing that, had she not done 50, the fact wowdehbeen dutifully
conveyed straight back by Mr. Smith, no doubt imtelephone, to the ears
of Mrs. Driver.

So, under the amused gaze of Mr. Smith, she swatloler pride and
nodded, folding the list and pushing it into hegba

Now she stared at her reflection in the train windi filled her with horror.
How Steven could have borne to kiss her goodbyecsb&l not imagine.
The only thing she had Been spared was the weafiagegulation hat, but
what her new employer had insisted on had, perhweges) worse.

‘That," Mr. Smith had said, eyeing her fair hamst, I'm afraid, be cut.'
Cara had paled and put her hand to the hair whidlea softly about her
neck. 'But, Mr. Smith, | domtantto have it cut. | like it like this. My--' Just
in time, she stopped herself. Boy-friend, she yesaild.

‘Your--?'

'My—my father, he says how—how well it suits me."

Mr. Smith had looked down at the table, rubbedtifhe of his fingers over
the surface as if testing the quantity of polisht thad been applied to it, and
looked up again. 'How much do you want this jobs$Mirst?'

'A great deal," she had whispered.

‘Then that hair must be cut.'

'Please, Mr. Smith," she had pleadptkdse ...'

'Mrs. Driver insists, Miss Hirst." His voice haddpetoneless. 'All her
companion-helps must have short hair. | think sflebes,’ he looked down



again at the table, 'that long hair enhances a wtneeauty and short hair
takes it away. Her companion-helps, she categbyicahtes, must be
unattractive. Otherwise, she argues, they up dnahaffind a mate and that,
as they say,' a faint smile, 'is that. At least s far as she is concerned.’

'Mr. Smith?' she asked softly.
He did not answer, merely raising his eyebrows.

'If I—if I did this," she put up both hands andded her hair back, 'would
that do, do you think?'

He looked at her, wandered slowly round the tabkd be was facing her,
put out a hand and took the bunch of hair fromtéese fingers, viewing the
result. Her eyes as she looked up at him were largepleading. Their
blueness, in her anguish, was intense. Her lipsstmath apprehension,
parted slightly as if she were holding her breath.

He took his time making up his mind, studying lestéires one by one, as if,
like a painter who worked from memory, he was erdedang to remember

every detail, every emotion which chased acrosstfiden he let the hair

go. It fell to her shoulders again, framing herefaadding an appealing
softness to it, a softness to which even the mogtHearted male could

hardly fail to be drawn.

‘It will have to be cut, Miss Hirst." If he saw tlremble of the lips, then he
gave no sign.

He must, Cara decided bitterly, hating the man rneessy extra minute she
spent in his company, be as hard and intractakiésasmployer.

Cara lunched on the train. It was an expensive nbedlalthough Cara had
taken the cash to pay for it out of her own pociketas Mrs. Driver's money
because Mr. Smith had given her sufficient, he,gaidover the cost of her
train fare and any other incidental expenses sigétmcur on the way.

The strange thing was, she thought, just beforeopbaed the covers of the
book she had brought with her, how he had givertheemoney. He had felt



in the inside pocket of his immaculate jacket aradwh out his own cheque
book and pen. He had bent down and started wriingightened, looked at
her thoughtfully, ripped out the partly-written chee and, crushing it into a
ball, tossed it away.

Again he had felt in a pocket, producing this tianeallet. He had counted
out a number of high-value notes— far more, Caih thaught, than she
would ever need to spend—thrown them across the gatal told her to use
those to pay her way up to the north country te ta the post to which he
had so abruptly and so imperiously appointed her.

‘That," she had told him bluntly, ‘will be far towich.' He had looked at her
as if he could not believe his ears. He told hat thit would make her any

happier, she could return the balance at someefdate, quite forgetting

that, as a member of an employment agency appoittedhoose a

companion-help for Mrs. Flora Driver, he would nesee her again.

But, he had added, if she had any sense, and gesisdé® ability to spend
money like water which all the women of his acqteice seemed to have,
she would use all of it on herself, every singlarpe Where that came from,
he had added carelessly, there was a great de&. Mdrich, Cara had
thought, for a mere employee of a woman whoseaststhe was supposed
to be looking after, was an odd thing indeed ta say

Steven had whistled when he had heard how muchhatigust collected
from Mrs. Driver's representative. He had kisseddsethey stood on the
pavement, a hearty, congratulatory kiss that hatl her looking round
anxiously again, in case there had been someorohiwgt

At her journey's end, Cara indulged herself byrtgla taxi from the station
to the hotel at which Mrs. Driver resided. She phiel taxi man and gave
him a large tip. She could afford to, having so mowney left over from
her journey she hardly knew what to do with it. #&®n as circumstances
allowed, she promised herself, she would ask Mrs/ed for Mr. Smith's
address and return the excess money to him. Thisast, she would have
off her con- cience. She refused to be under atigailon or entertain any
kind of guilt feelings in relation to that autodcatsarcastic individual.



The taxi driver had at first refused to acceptttheHe had added insult to
injury by looking her up and down in quite a kind#ghion, noting the drab
navy-blue coat, navy lace-up shoes, white blousle #g demure collar and
thick, straight, navy skirt showing beneath thetcdhaen he had said, 'Sure
you haven't made a mistake, dear? | mean, it's @ lmoney. | don't mind
taking it from them as is filthy rich, but you, pdad ..

She had flushed deeply and with as much dignitshascould muster from
beneath the nauseating uniform which covered héelievably shapely
outline, said, 'lt's quite all right. The lady Iworking for has been very
generous to me, so--'

'Oh, it'sherthat's paying, is it?' The man had grinned intsfsad way. 'As
| said, there's some as | don't mind taking fradnd. he had driven away.

The hotel was not quite the splendid affair shedwde to believe a woman
as rich as Mrs. Driver would patronise. Outside wagellow AA sign
swinging in the breeze, and bearing three starf; three, Cara mused, as
she bent down to pick up her cases. She had thaugbuld be at least a
four-star affair. The sound of the sea breakinghenshore across the road
was music to her tired ears, tired from the radtid bump of a seemingly
endless train journey. But after a cursory glartcéhe grey-blue waters of
the North Sea, she had walked with a great deaénfousness towards the
hotel entrance.

Behind the desk in the entrance foyer, the recestiovas dauntingly
efficient. She was young, red-haired and, evemiform—pale blue dress
with touches of white— looked attractive. Unifori@ara thought, and
shivered in spite of the thickness of the top-&ie was wearing, and the
air-conditioned warmth of the atmosphere. The wveoyd repelled her.

The receptionist appeared to have been expectingshe smiled, putting
Cara at her ease. Surely, Cara thought, she'swrmtaary employee? Her
manner was so confident, so pert, but in a charmiag, she must hold a
superior position in the hierarchy of the hoteffSta

The woman picked up a phone, dialled and, withl& Banile on her face,
spoke to the person at the other end. She turnayg fram Cara as if to hide



the first part of her conversation. There was &loef intimacy in the tone
before it became brisk and businesslike.

'Yes, she's here,' the receptionist said. 'A MisstHcomplete with cases,
ready and waiting to be taken to Mrs. Driver.'

Cara was puzzled. If it was not Mrs. Driver to whaohe woman was

speaking, then who was it? The manager, perhapsS$hBwould hardly be

informing the manager of the arrival of so insigraht a person as Cara
Hirst.

'‘No, no,' the receptionist was saying, 'don't calm&n. The porter will see
her upstairs. '‘Bye for now.'

The receptionist smiled at Cara. Then she becktm#te porter who, Cara
thought, with her trained eye, must surely stillédbechoolboy working to

augment his pocket money. The receptionist hoped ®auld enjoy a long

and comfortable stay. Was it her imagination, Gemadered, or had there
been a touch of irony in the woman's voice?

How many other companion-helps, Cara reflected, diimabed hopefully
up these stairs only, a short time later, to walkid them again and out of
the hotel for ever?

The boy took her along the first-floor corridorght to the very end. He
dropped the cases and waited. Cara fumbled in inesepand produced a
coin the value of which was out of all proportianthe service he had just
rendered. The boy, having none of the scrupleseftaxi driver, grinned

broadly, said, 'Thanks, pal,' and raced all the legk again.

| really must stop over-tipping with someone elseimey, Cara told herself.
Now he'll expect an enormous tip from me every tiamal after this | simply
won't be able to afford it.

But that, at that moment, was the least of her ®rrFor a few more

seconds, there was a door between her and the filtetween her and her
employer, between her and success or failure. fealitw the second time in

her life? No, this time she simply must succeed.



CHAPTER TWO

Mrs. Flora Driver inspected Cara Hirst at exadtly same time as Cara Hirst
inspected her. And Cara's heart, which had not lkspgecially high in her
body, sank like the setting sun at what she saw.

Mrs. Driver was not exactly old, but she certaiobuld not be described as
young. She was sharp-eyed, pale-faced, white-hdiadng on her small

frame almost more weight than her short legs cbelar to carry. She was
seated in a wheelchair. It was not of a moderngdesis Cara would have
expected of a woman of her financial standing. dsvan old-fashioned

affair, with small wheels, the kind of chair whigdquired a willing person

constantly at its back to propel it.

The woman's hands were heavily-veined, her shogefis bearing with
some difficulty the weight of rings which adornecamy of them. Her
clothes told tales of decades gone by, of greatogeay wardrobes and
moth-balls and rustling silks at lavish social gaihgs. All in the past, of
course, all gone with approaching age and encrogatisability.

For Cara could see at a glance that Mrs. Driverlavoeed the support of
strong arms to assist her to use those frail bgse over-weighted limbs,
even from one side ¢ of the room to the other. Bhatwas short-tempered
Cara could see by her eyes; that she was impaitmehéxacting by the tight
wrinkles round her thin lips. No, | Mrs. Flora Deiwwas not going to be an
easy person to work for.

And what did Mrs. Driver think of her? 'ComplexibMrs. Driver was

saying, 'free of make-up, as | ordered. Hair cldiasomingly short. Make
sure it stays that way. Face—hm—not plain enouglap8 of it too good,
cheekbones too high, eyes too bright, lips too -slefiped. Take off your
coat, girl. Yes, uniform detracts from your lookslirenough to keep any
man's eyes averted from you. You'll do. Your roatjoi;ms my bedroom.’

Somewhere behind them a door creaked open andr@am@aring to glance
round under her new employer's scrutiny, conclutieat it was the
chambermaid coming through to turn back the bei=v



‘There's a bell by my bed,' Mrs. Driver was sayiimgase | should need you
in the night. If | do, you must get up straight awdo you understand?'

Miserably, Cara nodded. So night and day she wbeladn call, awake,
alert, even if she were woken from a deep sleep.

'‘Got any nursing experience?'

'‘No, Mrs. Driver. I'm sorry.'

'Pity. It would have been an asset.’

You didn't—it wasn't in the advertisement.’

'l couldn't put in all my wants, girl. The list wioLhave filled the newspaper.
| pay my companion-helps well, and | like to gelueafor money. Still, it's
not often | need medical attention, and when | d@ertainly don't want it
from an amateur. There's a telephone next to mydretithere's a doctor on
call whenever | want him. | pay him well, too. Navake your coat and your
cases. Unpack, wash and come back in here. Wedtdiwastairs every
evening. All my other meals, and yours too, aremak this suite of rooms |
rent.'

'Do |, Cara ventured, 'change for dinner?’

If was as though she had placed her head in thehhafia crocodile. The
reprimand she received for her audacity nearlyiechead off.

'‘Dressfor dinner?Yol? Miss Hirst, whatever else you may have been in
your short life, whatever social position you mayé held before coming to
work for me, here, in my employment, you are ireensubordinate position
indeed.Dressfor dinner? The impudence! Was it not made clearoar
interview that at all times, whether on duty or, @fiu wear that uniform you
are wearing now?'

Cara lifted her drooping head and nodded. 'l bag pardon, Mrs. Driver.
I'm afraid that for the moment I—I--' | thought la back home with my



father loving me, and Steve by my side looking atwith admiration— and
expectation. 'l forgot.'

'Please don'forget again.'" She waved her hand vaguely and somewha
surprisingly, towards the door through which Caad Bntered. 'Before you
go to your room to unpack, meet my nephew. You haveome time. It
might as well be now.’

So someone had come into the room when the doakexe But it wasn't the
chambermaid. It wasn't even female. It was a veajemvery tall, very
arrogant-looking man. Cara found herself lookindgoirthe amused,
sarcastic, ice-cool eyes of Mrs. Flora Driver'presentative’.

Cara swallowed, found some breath and whispered Smith?'

'‘Mr. Smith be damned," said Cara's new employeg's'the son of his
mother, and her married name was Sutherland; Sadmge's Sutherland.
Shaun Sutherland.’

'Sutherland?' Cara's voice was little more tharoalkc 'Not—nothe Shaun
Sutherland?'

He bowed a deep, slow, mocking bow.

'Yes, yes, of course,' snapped his aunt. 'Playwrgjtort story writer, but
most of all, novelist.'

'I've—I've read your books," Cara whispered. '-hthk they're wonderful.'
He bowed again.

They all say that,’ said his aunt. 'Especiallywmanen. It's his good looks
they're after, not to mention his money.'

'‘But," Cara turned large, honest eyes first toatinet, then to the nephew, it
happens to be true. I—I think you're the bestfitiest novelist this century.’

"You're just one of millions," said Mrs. Driver.



The nephew said nothing.

'‘Now, stop this babbling and do as | say, Miss tHi&o to your room,
unpack your cases—though what you have in therm't c@agine—and
return to me and await the dinner gong.’

Cara, throwing her coat over her shoulder, bentrdtawlift her suitcases.
The nephew made an almost imperceptible move o e, changed his
mind and, like his aunt, just watched. Cara walkgddwly to the
communicating door between sitting-room and bedro&nowing that
leading out of Mrs. Driver's room was her own.

At the door she turned. 'Mr. Smith—I—I mean, Mrti8rland.’
His eyebrows rose inquiringly.

‘That interview you gave me—I'm sorry for anythirgaid to you. I'm sorry
if | was r--'

The firm shake of his head stopped her just in time

Mrs. Driver looked from one to the other. 'What sldlee girl mean—she's
sorry? For what is she sorry? What did she sayshatfeels she's got to
apologise?’

'‘Aunt, dear aunt,’ the placating tone succeedesbathing, and it seemed
that only Cara heard the ironic note, 'still yoears. It was, shall we say,
more of an encounter than an interview, an encourgajoyed more than

words can tell." His brown eyes found Cara's arxiolue ones. 'Do as my
aunt says, Miss Hirst. Unpack your cases, prepavesglf mentally and--'

the cool eyes dropped to roam over her, pausingniscently where the

loose blouse now hung in place of the clinging edhlsweater, ‘physically
for the work that awaits your attention.'

He was dismissing her. Two spots of indignant colappeared in her
cheeks. Unreasonably annoyed that he should hawnefiséo send her from
the room, and annoyed with herself, too, that sloellsl have lingered long



enough almost to ask for that dismissal, she tuawemly and walked briskly
towards her bedroom.

It was a room that spoke of comfort rather tharulyx There was a divan
bed, rugs to cover worn patches on the carpet hadusual bedroom
furniture. Inside the wardrobe door was a full-tgngirror. Cara turned
from it, sick at heart. Was this the appearancenstgegoing to have to show
to the world for—how long?—the next few months ger, if she could
stand the strain of looking after Mrs. Flora Drivéére next year or two?

No wonder Mrs. Driver's nephew looked at her witlichs derisive
amusement, as if he were enjoying her plight. Timglof him reminded her
that she owed him the balance of the money he ivat ¢per. She brushed
her shortened hair until it cracked and sparkledljrgy of its own accord
and forming a soft, fair frame to her face. Thea gpped the contents of her
purse on to the bed and counted the coins and,rsdparating the money
she knew to be hers from the money which was divdrer by the mythical
'Mr. Smith', and pushed the balance into a drawer.

After a last despairing look at her pale, unmadéagp, the shapeless blouse
and classic navy cardigan which she had pulled ibv&ne crossed the room
to place her hand on the handle of the commungatoor. With a quick
intake of breath to give her courage, she tappethenloor. There was no
reply which, Cara assumed, meant that the roomewgy. She opened the
door and crossed to the door which led into herleyep's lounge.

At once Mrs. Driver was on to her. 'Did | give ypearmission to enter my
bedroom whenever you felt so inclined?"

The nephew was there in a fireside chair, legstmithed and crossed,
magazine held up. Momentarily he lowered it, exadithe newcomer in
swift but minute detail, starting with her head dimishing at her feet, and
raised the magazine again indifferently.

'I'm—I'm sorry, Mrs Driver, i thought—I didn't thika-'

'l cannot tolerate females who don't think. Companihelps who don't
think don't stay in my employ for long.'



Cara made herself look suitably crushed.

'‘Next time," her employer continued, ‘unless | peadly allow you to do so,

don't use my room as a passageway. In future, heseddor from your

bedroom into the corridor, walk along to the domrthis lounge and ask
permission to enter in the usual way.'

'Yes, Mrs. Driver."'
The dinner gong sounded.
'Wheel me to the lift, Miss Hirst.'

It was the first of the many duties she would b&gening for her new
employer. At least, she consoled herself, it waspk enough to push a
chair from one place to another.

What Cara had not reckoned with was Mrs. Driveeggiwt. With her hands
on the handles she pushed—and nothing happenediégtew who, by
now, was standing, made an infinitesimal movementatds the chair,
checked himself and put his hands into his pockets.

This time Cara braced herself and with her harai®ped tightly around the
rubber-covered handles, and using all the energgratommand, managed
to get the wheels turning. Since Mrs. Driver wasng with her back to the
door, it was necessary to swing the chair intodpposite direction. Cara
gritted her teeth, and by exerting all the musdegr her body possessed,
pushed, pulled and even slid the chair until ieththe door.

At once Mrs. Driver stopped her. 'You have jarred,'nshe complained,
‘from top to toe. | simply cannot stand it. My aitiis cannot stand it. You
will have to cope much better than this, Miss Hirgébu're young and
strong— strength always goes with youth--'

‘A fallacy, Aunt,’ said her nephew. 'Strength comvéhk practice, not youth.'

'Keep your truisms, your platitudes, for your boaky dear nephew. Push
me, Miss Hirst.'



So Cara pushed, steeling herself to propel herdouadbng the corridor to

the lift. Shaun Sutherland walked a pace or twdrzkehnd as they reached
the lift, he pressed the bell. Not a word was spaked only the whine of the
approaching lift filled the silence. Having relaxgel muscles, Cara found it
necessary to brace them again in order to manodberechair and its

occupant into the lift. Shaun followed, pressedibtton and waited, hands
in pockets, for the lift to descend.

A feeling was building up in Cara of resentmentiagfathe tall, lean,
dark-haired man beside her. Why, seeing her stesgglid he make no
attempt to help her? Not a hand did he put outanimger did he raise to
assist her to move his aunt from one place to @noth

The lift arrived at the ground floor. In the fewceads in which it took Cara
to gather her strength, Mrs. Driver grew impatiewithat are you waiting
for, Miss Hirst? My nephew to do your work for you?

The words were such an uncanny interception of '€ahaughts that she
coloured deeply. Mrs. Driver, whose back was towdrdr, did not see it.
The nephew did, and his smile, which did not spfiogn sympathy, told

Cara that with his novelist's insight he had gugssectly what she had
been thinking. His hand came out, inviting Caraegtmove her burden from
the lift.

She glared at him and his ability to read her thoughts brought such an
angry brightness to her sky-blue eyes that hisreyeblifted. His eyes were
expressive, too. He had no need to speak. He faeaded in putting her
into her place without uttering a single word. Slodoured again and was
furious with herself for giving herself away. Bidlht writer he might be, but
he was also arrogant, conceited and infuriating.

The lift, empty once more, whined away to anotheorf Cara looked about
her for the dining-room. A hand came down on onehefs, a strong,
long-fingered, sensitive kind of hand. She gazet &eling, as it covered
hers, as though an electric shock was travellinglining speed along the
nerves of her arm.



The owner of that hand was gesturing towards twiagwaoors, over which
were the words, clear and illuminated, 'dining-raddara felt affronted, as
though Shaun Sutherland was, in his quiet, supausilway, pointing out
how stupid she was.

'I'm sorry,’ she said, and the hand over hers e@aoved.

Other guests gazed at them as they made theiromayds the swing doors.
There were looks of sympathy and recognition fos Mbriver, admiration

and respect for Shaun Sutherland and passinglglighntemptuous pity

for Mrs. Driver's attendant.

Cara, pausing for a moment, took in the crisp wiags in the dining-room,
the soft lights, the expensive expertise of thetffeoted waiters. In the
rooms on the upper floors, unpretentious comfors wee rule. Here, no
expense had been spared. There were low-hangingdelers, trolleys
laden with enticing sweets, wine bottles bucketedice and chrome.
Candles flickered in silver-plated holders and egable had its own
individual flower arrangement.

Involuntarily, Cara sighed. For a few seconds gleamied—that she was a
guest at one of those tables, with any item orettpeensive menu hers for
the asking. Her companion was a distinguished-lupknan, tall, dark-
haired, brown-eyed, worldly, perceptive, attentteeher smallest wish,
bearing a remarkable resemblance to ... She loogdd find him looking
down at her. Had he guessed her thoughts againf?eBuas wrong, wrong!
It was Steven of whom she was thinking, Stevenad&hor in her strange,
new world.

"This way, Miss Hirst."' He sounded irritable astito she was too slow now
even for him. He indicated a table for three neantindow and led the way
across the room, nodding briefly to bowing waiters.

‘Tonight my nephew eats with us," Mrs. Driver sdisually he dines alone,
either in his room or over there at his own table.’

So the nephew resided at the hotel, too!



"You will have to help me from my chair to the ®bMiss Hirst." Mrs.
Driver's voice reminded Cara of the reason forgnesence at the hotel. Not
as a guest but as a slave, servant, companiorté®ips. Flora Driver.

Moving Mrs. Driver was, Cara reflected, like liftjra car and carrying it
from one side of the road to the other. Shaun $laite stood by and
watched. Quite irrationally, Cara resented his cfatzent. Why did he just
stand by without offering to help? He was strong-#+¥ad only to look at
the length and breadth of him to see that—he wascuoiar, there was power
in those broad shoulders and strength in those.arms

Yet he was unfeeling enough to watch her struggbrgelp his overweight,

semi-disabled aunt from one seat to another withibuiy a finger to come

to her aid. But at last, partly with the help ofr Istick, Mrs. Driver was

seated, companion-help on her left, nephew onigkt. Thus Cara found
herself with Shaun Sutherland opposite her, tlodling candles between
them now lighting, now shadowing his features, Isat this expression
played hide and seek and tantalised her into wamglevhat he was

thinking.

For the first time since her arrival, Cara foundslef relaxing. Matters were
subtly, skilfully taken out of her hands. The memas handed to her, she
was asked by Shaun to name her choice of dish.

"You mustn't take all this for granted, Miss Hirbtrs. Driver said sharply. 'l

have a fixed menu which is served to me each dhis &vening is an

exception. For some reason, my nephew has takeio iis head to treat us
to a meal. We are dining at his expense.’

Shaun Sutherland smiled. 'Imagine, Miss Hirst, yoame is Cinderella.
Imagine you have a fairy godmother who has wawsdrad and dressed you
in silks and flowing skirts, transformed you froags to riches. You have
imagination?’

'Very little, Mr. Sutherland." Slowly she turnedrfenpty glass by its stem.
'I'm not a writer, like you. You could probably htke life and meaning into
an inanimate object like this glass. But to ms,jiist a receptacle to drink
from.'



'Yes,' he leaned back, eyes narrow, looking her,dveould even breathe
life and animation—and beauty—into someone as [ylaimd unattractively
dressed as you.'

Plain? Unattractive? Was that what he thought o? kier bottom lip curled
of its own accord, her teeth made indentationg. iDid it matter what he
thought of her? Her social circles were not hig,way of life—a bedsitter
on the outskirts of London which she had rented tieaschool at which she
had taught—was as different from that of a famaetgbrated novelist as a
rowing-boat from an ocean-going liner.

'Use the little imagination you lay claim to," heasvsaying, 'and think
yourself into a situation where you're occupyintalale for two with your
boy-friend sitting opposite you--'

'‘Boy-friend? Boy-friend®' Mrs. Driver made the expression sound tainted.
'One of my stipulations was that the successfuliegopt must have no
young man, no thoughts of marriage in mind. Thathy your predecessor
was dismissed, Miss Hirst. | discovered she hatrcé whom she was
eventually planning to marry. You, | hope, havesooh man amongst your
acquaintances?"

'Fiance, Mrs. Driver?' Why was her voice so fasat,quavering?

'‘Boy-friend, Miss Hirst." Shaun Sutherland held leges. 'If you won't
answer my aunt's question, answer mine. Have ymydriend?"

Was she imagining it—perhaps she had more imagimétian she admitted
to—or was there a touch of sharpness in his voices almost as if he
were testing her, challenging her to tell the tri8ht, although lying was

obnoxious to her, this was one occasion on whiehvgbuld have to lie. If

she said, | have a boy-friend, she would be ouho$e swing doors and,
with her packed cases in her hands, making hertavélye railway station

and taking the next train south, out of a job aitt wcarcely a penny to her
name.

'‘Boy-friend?' Her eyes sought the dazzling whitene$ the starched
tablecloth.



'Look at me, Miss Hirst.'

Her eyes lifted to his, but she could not telleavihile looking into those
perceptive, inscrutable eyes. She looked down agaiaking her head as
she did so. She could not, even now, even to sawgh, bring herself to
say the words out loud, 'No, | have no boy-friemdhen they simply were
not true.

The lie enacted, she dared again to look at himy Wés he looking at her
so curiously? Did heknow about Steven? Had she, at the interview,
somehow given herself away? She held her breathuldMoe press the
subject?

The waiter came, standing patiently while theipexgive minds were made
up. In the end, Cara left it to her host to malefthal decision as to what
she would have to eat. Then Cara asked, with enhtotitimidity, ‘Do you
live here, too, Mr. Sutherland?'

He nodded, but did not elaborate, leaving it todhist to explain.

'Like me, he finds it more convenient. Like me Has a permanent suite of
rooms at his disposal. If he goes abroad for angtleof time, they remain
empty until he returns.’

No home atmosphere, no intimate contacts, no oméhton he could talk,
discuss his ideas, report his progress to lovimjerésted ears? Her
expression must have caught his eye, because hetlsmi

‘There's no need to feel sorry for me, Miss Hirghhoose my own way of
living. | have meals on time, served wherever lage My rooms are kept
tidy and clean. There's privacy when | need it padce and quiet for my
work.'

'Isn't it—well, a bit expensive, Mr. Sutherland2r& wondered at her own
audacity in asking him.

'Expensive, child?' Mrs. Driver was aghast. 'Yol as/ nephew that? A
successful writer, renowned and respected througheuwvorld?'



His aunt's words seemed sincerely to amuse himaddition to my
earnings, Miss Hirst, | have private means. Shenaaso know that, Aunt.’

'‘Now she'll set her cap at you, boy. Once a mds delvoman his financial
background, especially one as secure as yoursiagdsn't rest until she has
her claws in him, puts a collar round his neck kdis him to the altar.'

He threw back his head and laughed. '‘Many havd, tAent, but see--' he
spread his hands, innocent of rings.

'I'm in my mid-thirties, remember.' He leaned asraad patted his aunt's
gnarled and bent hand. 'I'm too wily now for anynvem to catch me. | may
allow her tothink she has--'

'l know, dear boy, | know. I'm not so old nor segksighted as to miss what
has gone on in your life under my very nose. Mathegsaffair of the heart
you've had and many's the disappointed woman viknel begging you at
your feet to make an honest woman of her.'

Shaun Sutherland laughed again. 'Melodramatic, !Aumdl the expression
"honest woman" is a little behind the times.’

'It was the language of my day and age, and alldbacerns me is that it
suffices to act as a warning." A quick glance at ¢@mpanion-help was
plainly intended to let her know at whom the wagwwas directed.

Shaun ordered wine and as the meal progressed,b@gem to forget the
subservient, humble role she was there to play.ittingly, and under the
influence of the wine, her cheeks grew flushed sinel allowed her true
personality to surface. She did not realise thaiu8hwas deliberately
drawing her out and making her laugh.

Even Mrs. Driver seemed temporarily to thaw undher influence of the

wine which she was not in the habit of imbibingaies came their way
from other guests. The men, particularly, looke€ata, whose animation
highlighted, like a floodlit building of architeatal artistry, the natural
attraction of her features. The drab clothes sheaewfaded into

meaninglessness under the impact of her good looks.



It was when Mrs. Driver's eyes caught the glandadgoéirected at her
companion-help by a particularly admiring male ¢tleat her good humour
evaporated as if it had never been.

"Your hair, Miss Hirst. What have you done to it?"

Brought cruelly down to earth like blossom in aegaCara stammered,
'‘B-but | had it cut, Mrs. Driver. It was long, dowoa my shoulders. Your
nephew forced me to have it shortened--'

‘Under my aunt's instructions, Miss Hirst," he ssoftly, his eyes holding a
touch of frost at her twisting of the truth, 'undey aunt's instructions.’

'‘And you know very well, Shaun, why | gave thos&iactions. Cut or not, |
don't approve. It's too—too--'

'‘Becoming?' Her nephew hazarded the word, a smil@sface.

'‘But | only brushed it, Mrs. Driver. If it's curled has done so of its own
accord. | didn't deliberately--'

The first course arrived and, to Cara's relief, éraployer's thoughts were
directed to the food which was being placed befihbeem. 'Much too
sumptuous, Shaun. You're being far too extravaganan't think why
you've asked us to dine with you. You usually srbas the room with your
back to me, and to everyone else, shutting yourstdfa world of your
own.'

He smiled and invited her to enjoy whatever wasipdtont of her. ‘Make
the most of it, Aunt. It may never happen again.dfwe | decided to desert
my solitariness and maybe, who knows, in Miss Hirsyes to give myself
an aura of sociability, even if it is only an ilias.'

'Yes,' said his aunt, tackling her meal with astelivhich belied her affected
reluctance to accept what she was being offered;ry not a lover of your
fellow-creatures, are you, Shaun? In your bookstgauthem apart.’



'‘Gently, | hope, Aunt, always gently?' The glinthrs eyes was born of
sarcasm.

‘Savagely, my dear boy, savagely. You're mercilegdsthose of whom you
disapprove or who displease you.'

'Only in my books, Aunt, surely?' The sarcasm wass voice now, as well
as his eyes.

'In everyday life, too. | haven't known you singgtbfor nothing. | haven't
seen you grow up, grow critical, grow hard, withtedrning to know you
inside out.'

"You claim too much," was the reply. "You know what prepared to show
you, nothing else. There are other sides to me tasbich you know
nothing and never will.'

'l should hope not," Mrs. Driver said, with a rateempt at humour. "Your
private life, which you keep under lock and keyuytove affairs--'

"You approve of the food, Miss Hirst?' Shaun Su#mer cut in smoothly. It
was, Cara knew, not an accidental interruptioni@Blint's train of thought.

Cara replied, with genuine sincerity, 'It's deligo Mr. Sutherland.'
"You're not used to such—as my aunt insists omcgi—sumptuous fare?'

She shook her head. 'When we—my—I--' She had bedoopelessly
entangled with her own web of lies.

'"We", Miss Hirst?' The glint in his eyes had tednrdiamond hard.
Mrs. Driver, oblivious of the undercurrent of suspn, the silent
interrogation, her nephew's inexplicable mistrusf the new

companion-help, continued with her dedicated attartb her meal.

'‘No, Mr. Sutherland, I'm not used to it." Cara stdpped the implied
guestion. 'On my salary as a teacher, after | had the rent for my



bed-sitter, for the clothes | needed and the foat@ | there wasn't much left.
If —I —did eat out, it was at a humble cafe in tiigh street.'

'Putting aside any surplus you may have had asgsvperhaps?'

What was the man getting at? If he was aware ofeBts existence, how had
he found out? Was his mind so keen, so probinggsok to come to
conclusions that even his inspired guesses ledrfemtably to the truth?

‘Naturally, | saved as much as it was possiblenfierto save. | still am
saving. It's only common sense, surely, that whemman reaches the age
of nearly twenty-four, and is still unmarried, shast think of her future.'

Mrs. Driver, who seemed to have surfaced from heogcupation with her
meal, nodded in satisfied agreement. 'At twentysfaugirl can almost be
considered as having passed the age of findingraage partner.'

Her nephew gave a short, unbelieving laugh. 'Thist ithe nineteenth
century, Aunt. Twenty-four, these days, is nothitge known women in
their fifties marry for the first time.'

'‘But,’ sharply, 'Miss Hirst has no intention of myamg anyone. It was one of
the conditions of her employment.will not be subjected to a constant
change of companion- help. If a young woman comegark for me, it can
almost be considered a pensionable occupation. Wpass away —as we
all have to do eventually—Miss Hirst, provided siiees good and long
service and sees me through to the end of my dayH, be
well—exceptionally well—rewarded.’

With a nod to Cara, she went on, '‘Bear that in piitids Hirst. One day you
will be a very rich woman. | have no one else t@mlto leave my wealth.
My nephew is so well-to-do himself he does not nexjit. You shall get it.
Miss Hirst, one day in the—I hope and pray—distature, you will inherit
from me more—far more than you ever dreamed ofgssisg. Believe me,
it will be better than a husband, it will bring yooore' happiness, more
satisfaction and more worldly goods than any mardceve? give you.'



There was a long, painful silence. Cara swallowamtdes wine and played
with her glass. She was moved by Mrs. Driver's werdnd terrified by
them. They made her squirm with embarrassment aiid §he was there
under false pretences. She was there to earn isuofficwith Steven's
earnings, to buy themselves a place of their own.

She had no intention whatsoever of putting up fyrlanger than necessary
with the kind of treatment which Mrs. Flora Driveneted out to her

unfortunate companion- helps. Nor had she any tiatierof spending the

rest of her life in that terrible thing Mrs. Drivealled a ‘uniform’, hiding her

natural shape for ever, until she was too old te.ca

'Well, Miss Hirst?' The nudging, baiting voice ofrd/ Driver's nephew
broke into her anguished musing.

Cara shook her head. Tears welled into her eyeshamdfied, she wiped
them away with the back of her hand. She had besmnivolved with her
own intrigue, so enmeshed and caught up with atsito which had been
created entirely by herself, she could see no wiy 0

To her amazement, and even greater confusion, Diger stretched out a
beringed hand and patted hers. 'She's overcomegvathiude, poor girl. |

shouldn't have told her so abruptly, so hastilyt iBproves one thing to me,
to my heartfelt satisfaction. She is basically gooaimpletely artless and
utterly trustworthy. Shaun, my dear nephew, | cahgate you on your
choice of companion-help for me, and thank you fribva bottom of my

heart.'



CHAPTER THREE

In Mrs. Driver's room was a television set. It was invariable practice
after dinner, she told Cara, to watch a play dina Rarely an evening went
by, she said, when there was not one or the othene of the channels. So
Mrs. Driver, settled comfortably in front of thddeision set, her stick with
its special arm and hand rest within reach, andb#lkewithin a finger's
touch, dismissed Cara for the next two hours.

‘The play,’ she said, 'will be followed by the neW#hen that is over, | shall
retire to bed. Then, of course, | shall need y@sistance. Until | summon
you, you are free. You will, if you please, be wuy room on time. When |
press this bell—it goes through to your bedroom-Hyou please come in
immediately.'

Cara, leaving her, went through Mrs. Driver's bednanto her own. Her

reflection made her close her eyes. In her suitshsehad brought denim
pants, sweaters, tee- shirts, even make-up. Shehaus been crazy to do
so. Their hidden presence tantalised her. Flickimpmb through her hair,
her disobediently curling hair, she rushed fromrt@m as if the suitcases
had grown legs and were chasing her, pleadinghétiio open them.

Avoiding the residents' television lounge—she watsim the mood to lose

herself in plays and films, in other people's inmaggs—she bypassed the
bar and made for the other lounge. Here there wergazines set out on
tables, shelves of books and racks of newspapers.

As she entered, people glanced at her idly, the'sn@meoccupied eyes
turning away pityingly, the women's disparagingBara knew she would

have to harden herself to their glances. The daysnwadmiration had

pursed young men's lips into a soundless whistliecansed Steve's hand to
stroke her long blonde hair, lifting strands oftat his mouth, had gone

without trace.

She retreated into a corner, an armful of magazaon#sg as a barrier to the
critical eyes around her. To occupy her mind, sbgah to work out just
how long she would have to stay in Mrs. Driver'sptay before she



managed to save enough, with Steve's income, talhoyse for them both
to live in after their marriage.

Then, afraid that even the contents of her minchirtig picked up by some
freak thought-wave and conveyed to Mrs. Driver novandly and
contentedly watching television, she diverted heughts—the sums were
too difficult to work out, anyway—and made an efftw assimilate the
contents of the printed pages in front of her.

But again her thoughts wandered. Where, she wodgdeses Mrs. Driver's
nephew? Dedicatedly working in his roof, writings hooks, creating his
masterpieces?

The mere idea of him made her restless. She pué élse magazines and
gazed into the darkness outside. When the nighphasled, would daylight
bring consolation? In the light of day, would Ifeem a little more bearable?
All around her, people were reading, some glaneanger quickly, as if
annoyed by the diversion her restless movements areating.

Picking up her handbag, she wandered into therseraall. What time, she
wondered, was breakfast? When was lunch? Theremneeneticeboards on
which the information was printed. Round the comeas the reception
desk. There must be someone there who could telMes, she could hear
voices, which meant that there was someone on tityever it was was
talking and laughing with a guest.

With a tall, lean, dark-haired guest, who leanthaelbow, a glass in his
hand, his eyes still warm from the joke that hassed between himself and
the red-haired receptionist. She remembered thehtotifamiliarity in the
woman's voice as she had spoken on the phone toahevhom she now
knew to be Mrs. Driver's nephew. And at that mom#rdt same nephew
was leaning, with equal familiarity, towards tharslattractive woman on
the other side of the counter.

At the sight of them, Cara's breathing quickened, @ pain somewhere in
the centre of her being began to make its presttica/omanising. That
was the word that swooped, like a swallow in flightand out of her mind.



He was good at it, wasn't he? Hadn't his aunt diatat, most unsubtly, at
dinner?

His affairs, his loves—was this woman, this atikectvoman one of them?
His latest, perhaps? So conveniently on the premiker accent, her
manner, her superior air putting her in a clasvalbloe usual type of person
who was employed in such a post?

His head turned, his eyes, lazily scrutinising, eamrest on Cara's defiant
face. She would not be put off by Shaun Suthertaimolent, slightly
insulting smile. She would get her information aradhing would stop her.

But her voice, when she asked the question, wasrtaie and maddeningly
timid. 'What time is breakfast, please?' she ashkedvoman.

'Eight o'clock to nine-thirty," Shaun answered,isg\is lady acquaintance
the trouble.

Cara ignored him. 'And lunch?’
‘Twelve-thirty to two," Shaun replied.

Cara, colouring, began to walk away, but a handpray- fingered,
surprisingly forceful hand, came out and grippedwvgst, pulling her back
and bringing her round to face him. 'But it's imh@tion you'll hardly need to
know, Miss Hirst. My aunt is a little eccentric ier habits. She rises at
six-thirty, breakfasts at seven-fifteen, lunchesvatlve o'clock precisely.
She eats in her room, except for dinner in the iegerAfternoon tea she
takes at four on the dot. Now, is there anythiisg gbu would like to know?'

Cara detached her hand—no easy feat as his fimgeestightly round her
wrist—and with her head high, she replied, 'Yes.atMime must | go to
bed, Mr. Sutherland?’

There was an infinitesimal pause, then he broke laud laughter. It
followed her half-way up the stairs until he caltaat, "That spirit of yours
again, Miss Hirst! If you don't watch out, one diawill get you into a load
of trouble. And don't say | didn't warn you!'



Cara came down a few steps. She was barely aw#ne ofterested gaze of
Shaun Sutherland's receptionist friend. "You knéaeué it before you
appointed me to the post, Mr. Sutherland. So whyydu give me the job?’

He came to the foot of the stairs. His expressemhdhanged. Her challenge
had hardened his eyes, wrecked his mood. '‘Because/gre unemployed,

and because for some extraordinary reason you eatauy compassion—

and my pity. | wasorry for you, Miss Hirst.'

"Your aunt was right, Mr. Sutherland,’ Cara sa&ween her teeth. "You're
savage in your treatment of people, not only inrymapks, but in real life.

By your orders, your instructions, you reduce méhts," she pulled at her
thick navy skirt, 'and this,' she tugged at herslinair, ‘then you laugh at me

She ran the rest of the way down the stairs andfahe front entrance. She
looked up and down the road. She was sobbing, isind dare which way
she went. Across the*road was the shore with it&l shunes and the sea.
There was a gap in the traffic and she dashed sidealing her feet tread
from the hardness of the pavement to the sinkirfthess of the sand.
Riding high above the clouds there was a crescennmin its intermittent
light she found the edge of the sea and stood hatlfeet on the dampness
the ebbing tide had left behind.

She had committed the unforgivable sin. In frordiwemployee at the hotel,
she had abused a guest. And not just an ordinaegtga distinguished
resident of world-wide renown. Worse, she had,auitjustly, accused the
nephew of her employer—the man who had given her jdb—of
something for which he had no responsibility at il giving her those
orders, he had only been carrying out his aungsuntions.

It was cold. Her blouse was thin and inadequakeép out the chill of a late
March night. This was the north-east of Englandeliat her feet, the North
Sea, sometimes calm, sometimes ferocious, drew Iaack pounced
forward, retreated and advanced, under the unoditgut of the moon.

She folded her arms and drew in her shoulders.tddrs were intermittent
now. The sobs had almost stopped. It had beenibgilg inside her all day,



this feeling, ever since, in fact, she had gotjtiee She did not know how
long she could stand this sense of degradatisylmdrdination, of the insult
of her intelligence which looking after a semi-Hefs, impossibly
demanding rich, elderly widow involved. But thenithat hurt most of all
was the incarceration of her femininity, her seftractive womanliness
behind this terrible facade of hideous, unsighkbgtees.

There was a movement behind her and a jacket wgsped into place,
round her shoulders. She wheeled round, raisedy®srand saw, standing,
hands in pockets, a short distance away, thestadip outline of the man at
whom she had, only a few minutes before, hurledsabtie was in his
shirt-sleeves and the lithe, lean, shadowed shageno aroused in her
sensations which Steven, fond of him though she e never produced.

'It doesn't matter,’ she said on a sob that toolopeurprise. She pulled at
the jacket, attempting to get it off her back. Heswearing nothing over his
shirt. "You'll be cold--'

'I'm acclimatised.’

‘Thank you," she whispered over the breaking ofithees.

There was a long, wordless pause. Cara took alhr&taiadying her voice.
'I'm sorry, Mr. Sutherland. | shouldn't have spokeryou like that. If you
want me to resign--'

‘You're my aunt's employee, not mine.' The curttsknot left his voice.
They stood for some moments looking out over tteeliess of the sea.
Now and then, and at regular intervals, there cartang, sweeping flash
from out of the darkness.

'What—what is that, Mr. Sutherland?’

'Out there, in the morning if there's no mist, Jlaeée a group of off-shore
islands. The flashes are from the lighthouse wha&thnds on the

northernmost tip of one of them.' She felt him gkaat her. 'Has the crying
stopped, Miss Hirst?' No sympathy, just a mattefact question.



'Yes, Mr. Sutherland.'

‘Then return to your room, will you? Any moment anynt will be requiring
your services. The television play she's been virgcWill be over by the
time you've freshened your face and hidden alesaif your tears.’

‘Thank you, Mr. Sutherland, for your jacket.'
He took it without a word, and put it on.

As she made her way up the shore between the saras$dhe called, 'The
road is busy. Don't dash across it this time.dtlgtle early to be feeling
suicidal about this job you've taken on. That cotats.'

His sarcastic words reached her ears, then blew,aw over the sea. As
she reached the road, she glanced back. He wasgystaer the dark waters,
his long, lean frame briefly illuminated by a swigpflash from the
lighthouse on the islands.

It took Cara some time that night to fall asleepr Fboom overlooked the
road and on the other side was the sea.

It had not been easy getting Mrs. Driver to bed:. &téhritis affected her to
such an extent that she had to be helped everyvametevith everything.

Getting her into bed had been a physical straiadthtion, her hair had to be
combed and pinned in a certain way, the electank#t turned on to heat
the bed for a specified length of time. She toditetis, too, which had to be
counted out carefully and drunk with a measured warhof water. The

walking stick had to be placed in an exact posibieside the bed.

Before her employer had consented to settle dawenhad insisted on being
read to, a certain number of pages from one of &isknovels. The words
had to be read neither too fast, nor too slowtomioudly, nor too quietly.

Cara turned restlessly from side to side. The wpeltormance had taxed
her patience almost beyond endurance. Towardsithefehe evening, she
had grown afraid she would lose her temper withitbman. If she had, she
would by now be on her way back to London, suitsasehand. Would it,



she thought almost feverishly, be so bad if she®®&vould it matter so very
much if she lost this exacting job, despite théentpgy it carried?

Surely there must be work somewhere that she dagkle with greater
ease, which did not tire her to such an extent #sashe had closed her own
door behind her, she had almost cried out at thecolar strain which
racked her limbs? And what if Mrs. Driver wanted imethe night?

But Mrs. Driver did not stir the whole night lonQara awoke next morning
to find grey skies, as grey as her mood and, at¢hesturbulent sea, no sign
at all of those offshore islands. A sea fog had eawn, hiding them
behind its Chill veil.

At six-thirty precisely, Mrs. Driver awoke. It wadmost j as if an alarm
clock had been set, but the only clock waside Mrs. Driver's head.
Everything, apart from the bath which Cara had églper with the night
before, had of necessity to be done again, bueverse. Every item of
clothing had to be put on, each stocking, made farstrong stretch fabric,
pulled up and fastened in a particular j way, estobe lace tied in a neat
double bow.

It's a nurse she needs, Cara thought, not a coompamelp. Not a teacher of
history—afailed teacher of history. And from the way Mrs. Driveokled
and tutted, complained and harassed, Cara guesseaullid not be long
before she becamefailed companion-help. Mrs. Driver insisted that Cara
breakfasted with her, although Cara protestedsimatdid not feel she could
eat a bite.

'You need your strength, every bit of it, to assis,' Mrs. Driver had
insisted, 'and it is only from your intake of fotidht you'll get it.'

So, reluctantly, Cara joined Mrs. Driver at thel¢éaby the window which
overlooked the hotel gardens.

The clouds cleared sufficiently for Mrs. Driver take her usual morning
outing along the sea front. With arms which, eveths early hour, were
beginning to protest at the strain being put up@mt, Cara manipulated the
chair into the corridor. As she did so, the doopaxite her own bedroom



opened and Shaun Sutherland emerged. So that veae b lived, worked
and slept—in a suite of rooms opposite hers.

She could not suppress a strange flash of pleadutee sight of him. His
hair was damp and shining from a shower he must teken. His shirt was
roll-necked and white, setting off well the grey lué belted jacket and
slim-fitting trousers. His height was commandings hearing controlled
and confident. He spoke and Cara came to her seéraesg her eyes away.

He seemed not to have noticed her scrutiny, sayngpleasant
‘good-morning' to his aunt and nodding to Cara.&ttecaught the watchful
expression in his eyes, however, and wonderedwdseexamining her for a
trace of last night's tears. How she regretted fgagiven in to those
moments of weakness, her outburst in his presendehar rush to seek
solace on the sea shore.

'‘Come along, girl,’” Mrs. Driver snapped. 'Why areu ystaring at my
nephew? Don't go falling for him. It won't do yonyagood at all. He may be
tall, dark and handsome, but underneath he's ateklgranite rolled into
one!' She laughed. 'Anyway, it wouldn't be recigted. No man in his right
mind would find attractive a girl dressed in thefarm | demand that my
employees wear. So remember that, the next timeggaoft-eyed looking
at him.'

Her back was to the girl to whom she spoke anctbez she did not see the
ominous trembling of the lip, only to be superseldga look at the nephew
so vicious he slammed the door as he came outhstieclosing it quietly.
He returned her look and it was so caustic, Cdtdés hands, which were
resting on the rubber-covered handles of the wheeicshake with a
strange apprehension. They were quarrelling withir tleyes, a bitter,
wordless quarrel, but try though she might, herdmould not fix on a
reason.

'Don't shake me about so!" Mrs. Driver said. 'Andri, the lift is there,
waiting.'



Cara started to run, but a hand, its pressure t@bhe, held her back. "You'll
do yourself some damage, Miss Hirst, if you go fast. My aunt's no
lightweight. Aunt, you should buy yourself a nevatt

As they reached the lift, the doors began to clbs¢,Shaun pressed the
button and held it back. Cara pushed the chair tiéolift, Shaun joined
them and the lift moved down.

‘That | will not do, and you know it," Mrs. Driveesponded. 'l refuse to part
with this chair. | couldn't get used to a new-fatgbne, with its complicated
controls.’

"You'll be forced to one day, Aunt," Shaun saidetjyi 'You can't cling to the
past for ever." The doors slid open at the grododr fand with his head
Shaun motioned Cara out, keeping his finger onttll' button until she
had manoeuvred the chair out of the lift.

'Stop mouthing platitudes and cliches, Shaun. Yobwll people, a writer
acclaimed by the world for your original turn of rpke, your literary
brilliance!'

He smiled faintly and plainly was not amused.

'‘Go and have your breakfast," his aunt directed bs were a small boy.
Pulling her scarf closer round her neck, she rasednperious hand and
motioned Cara towards the door.

Outside, in the early morning, a chill wind blevord) the sea-front. To the
right was the village, to the left the road strettinto the distance.

But in that distance something caught her eye.haleto look hard, to peer
with concentration to make sure that what she \eamg was real and not
put there by her mind, aided by her imagination #redmist. On a great
piece of rock, towering over the sea and on a etiffe was a large building
with turrets and gables.

Was it her mind which magnified it into somethinggical, something
greater than it really was, or was it the mist whdung to it like a



tantalising curtain? With reluctance she tore lyeseaway, asking, 'Which
way, Mrs. Driver?’

‘The village, of course, girl. | have shopping to'd

One day soon, Cara promised herself, she would wwalthe opposite
direction and look more closely at that mysteribugding.

It was not easy pushing Mrs. Driver in and out bé tvillage shops.
Sometimes the shopkeepers or their assistants wouaté from behind the
counter to help. At other times, in the supermark€ara had to push the
wheelchair between the rows of goods on displaylewirs. Driver hugged
the wire basket collecting the items which Cara p&ted in it at her
command.

On the way back, Cara walked more slowly, too sjpvwiseemed, for Mrs.

Driver, who urged her on. She had letters to wsie said, and if Miss Hirst
didn't quicken her pace, their morning coffee wdugdcold. So, bracing her
tired muscles, Cara pushed the chair a little haaidd a little faster up the
hill and turned thankfully into the gates of thedio

All the way back, she had watched fascinated adtiiding poised on the
cliff-top grew larger and clearer as the mist dispd. Was it a castle or was
it a house? Was it occupied or was it a ruin? Stsuherland would know,
if she could ever find the courage to ask him.

But the day passed and Cara saw no more of Shaueyen at dinner-time.
The table across the room which, his aunt had ttelgd was permanently
reserved for him, was empty.

'He's busy on his book," Mrs. Driver said. 'Somesrhe doesn't come up for
air for days. Not that he writes continuously. lketween walking on the
shore, I've seen him pace his rooms for half am,hbinking, just thinking.

If you interrupt his train of thought, he barks/ati, Miss Hirst!" Mrs. Driver
smiled one of her rare smiles. But it didn't last,Cara had hoped it would.
‘There are times when he neglects me,' she coneplaieven forgets he has
an aunt on the premises.' She shook her head atidwed with her meal.



After dinner, Mrs. Driver was installed once agariront of the television
set. Cara, freed from her surveillance of the sewalid, sighed with relief.
With a book in her hand, she ventured into theidorr The door opposite
hers stayed implacably shut. There was no soundéhgpinom the other side
of it, so she concluded, a little despondentlyt 8tf@aun must be out.

Avoiding the television lounge, Cara made for tteeoroom. But there was
a party of young people in there with a transiseio switched to full
power. She listened to the sound, heard their kngbaw their happy faces
and longed to be able to join them.

One of them looked up, noticed her, whispered toead and the whole
group turned to look at her. The pity and amuseroartheir faces had her
turning away and making for the door. Her teetht kegy lip—that errant,
tell-tale lip—under control. That her own generatgihould laugh at her and
find her an object of pity!

She wandered along the entrance hall and wondenatiter do. An orange
glow attracted her. Shaded lights around the vadilisne of the more select
bars, the high-backed seats, the subdued conwyiploved irresistible. If
she crept in unnoticed in the half-light, she woodd need to order a drink.
Across the room was an unoccupied alcove with fa kdpove it. Keeping
her eyes riveted on it, shutting out any curiouanges, she made for the
secluded corner and reached its sanctuary withndtdnce and with relief.

Still without looking up, she opened her book, fdurer place and tried,
with some success, to lose herself within its pagdter a few minutes,
however, something tugged at her brain. Someonmewbere, was
concentrating on her. Instinct drew her eyes tdotireacross the room.

Against it, elbow on counter, stood Shaun Suthdtldtfis eyes, deep in
thought, dwelt on Cara. One foot was resting orbtirerail, one hand in his
trouser pocket. He wore no jacket. His shirt wasekpatterned, his tie a
deep blue to match. He did not seem to have giigeartler because the girl
behind the bar looked at him questioningly fromdita time.

As he roused himself from what appeared, to Camabarrassed eyes, a
deep reverie, she returned to her book, hopingeronhe action to achieve



two objectives— to shut him out of her thoughts &mdint to him that she
wanted to be left alone.

It seemed that she succeeded in neither, becausalyalid she not take in
one word, but her ears picked up the sound of @gbiog footsteps. Her
heart began, forcefully, inexplicably, to hammere&new instinctively to
whom those footsteps belonged.

Two drinks were placed on the small circular tableg's length away. One
glass, holding what was unmistakably sherry, wdasopuo a paper mat in
front of her, the other, containing beer, on anothat not far from hers. The
length of a man lowered itself beside her, a baelgkt the support of the
upholstered rear of the bench, two long legs cobgs#olently and came to
rest a foot's touch from hers.

Cara's eyes shifted slightly from the book, contiatigal the very masculine
and disturbingly muscular legs, and shifted bacth&opage in front of her.
The man lifted the tankard of beer and drank deéfite tankard found its
way back to the table.

'What are you reading?' Shaun Sutherland asked.

Dared she ignore the question? She decided insteiadtate in retaliation
for the intrusive question. 'A book.'

There was not a movement, not a breath in resp&mselooked at him, saw
the threat of revenge in the hooded eyes and smailgdick, challenging
smile, the kind of smile she would have given tev&h had she wanted to
provoke him. It drew an immediate response. The @jost closed. They
lingered on her face, exploring the oval shap¢, aind evaluated the curved,
full lips.

'Don't do that too often, Miss Hirst," was the mured reply, 'otherwise |
might accept your—offer. I'm never slow in takingv@man up on her
invitation.'

Invitation? Offer? She coloured deeply at his iptetation of her innocent
smile. Innocent? No, she knew in her heart it hadbeen that. She had



merely given him a glimpse, perhaps a tantalisiinguse, like a curtain
lifted and dropped back into place, of her truespeality. But she had
certainly not intended to incite, to inflame, tdesfherself ...

She slapped her book shut and stood up. He moviéitysgripping her arm
and pulling her down. Now they were touching, ledgeg, thigh to thigh. He
had moved her even closer. She raised to him arguface and pleading
eyes. 'Please let me go.'

He shook his head and pointed to the sherry.begght you a drink. | don't
recall that you've thanked me.’

'l didn't ask you to buy it.'

She felt his body grow taut at her acid reply. Adhaeached out and fingers
spread around her jaw, jerking her face towards. himok here,Miss
Hirst--" A storm brewing in those brown eyes and the altdrat rumbled
through her made her want to run for cover. Hiseadlgshed her, for her
impertinence, her ingratitude—and something elsgdes. Cara could not
put a name to it. In fact, with that gaze upon Bhg could not even think.

Her jaw began to ache under that brutal grip andelges moistened with

mute appeal. His expression changed, forcing upptee of her pulse,

drying her mouth and constricting her throat. B ¢rip slackened slowly
and the brooding eyes grew hooded, concealingdbeession within them.

For a moment, an incredible, heart-stopping monsdr,had thought those
lips had every intention of seeking hers.

But it must have been that imagination she hadedbpossessing, because a
moment later he had thrown away her chin with aaanore of disgust
than anger.

'Please excuse me.' He rose and left her, withbatkward glance.
She had not wanted him there, but now he had geewanted him back

beside her. She wanted him back to apologise to torsay with sincerity
how sorry she was for her rudeness. She drank ab ofithe sherry as she



could manage and put it beside his half-filled tndk In their unfinished
state, they looked a little sad side by side.

It was imperative that she should see him agatrattslate into words this
strange feeling of contrition for her impolitenemsd ingratitude. In the
entrance hall she looked hopefully at receptionwds not there—perhaps
because his lady-friend was not on duty this ewghifihe thought, with its
tinge of spite, pleased her, but only for a montetause she remembered
her reason for wanting to see him. To apologise—agein—and quickly.

It took only a few moments to climb the stairs and along the corridor to
her room. She opened the drawer in which she hathpumoney she owed
him and scooped it into her hands. Now she woutdrmethe money
provided, of course, she could track him down. dfwas in his suite of
rooms, would she dare to try to gain admittance?

But it wouldn't be necessary, she told herselfjadan. When he came to the
door, she would hold out the money, explain brigihy go away again. It
wouldn't need much courage, surely, to do justthat

It took a great deal more courage than Cara hanlileéd to open her own
door, gaze across at his and force her footstefmltav the path her eyes
mapped out for them. It took even more couragdttber hand and tap at
the door.

Someone moved towards the door and as that peasoa gearer, so Cara's
apprehension grew. What would she say to him? Wabeldisten to her
apology or, after taking the money, would he shatdoor in her face? If he
did, she couldn't blame him. She had never spokenartyone as
presumptuously as she had spoken to him.

He had loosened his tie. It was almost as if it bacbme a noose round his
neck and he had become impatient of it. His deepribthair, with its glints
of bronze, had become ruffled, as though he hadhisufingers through it.

'What do you want?"'



It was hardly an encouraging beginning. His tortemidated her so much
she almost forgot why she was there. She gazed hpna pulling at the
buttoned neck of her blouse. She managed, 'l jast v say I'm--'

'You'd better come in.'

The room was furnished as a lounge, but with a desler the window. On
the desk, amongst the papers and the referencesbaw@ls a typewriter.
There was a sheet of paper in it, but it was blaxplaining perhaps his
short temper, his slightly ruffled state. The wandsl not come, the thoughts
had not flowed.

There were two armchairs and a fireside chairng,ltow coffee table and
another table at which sometimes, no doubt, hehigteneals. Through a
half-opened door she guessed there was a bedropemir@ off that, she
assumed, was a bathroom. Yes, it was a comfortsibite of rooms,
overlooking the sea.

'Mr. Sutherland, I--' She looked at him, hopingdaoftening of his lips, the
gentling of his jaw, for the winter to leave hisesy |t just did not happen.
The notes and coins in her clenched hand grew dardgreased. The view
from the window, grey though the sea was, was nmigng than his chill
expression.

'I'm sorry for the way |—I--' The apology she wascing herself to make to
this hard-faced man was far worse than she hadipated. 'The way,' she
continued, 'l speak to you.' He remained silertl'll try to stop myself. No,
no, nottry." She stole a glance at his face. It told heringthl mean, I'l
makemyself stop.' She moistened her lips. 'It wasugloyou | got the job.

| really should be grateful ..." For all the respeishe was getting, she might
have been talking to herself in the mirror.

She opened her palm and with the other hand stertgdaighten the pound
notes. As she did so, the book which she did nen egalise she had brought
with her fell from under her arm. Swiftly she bémtetrieve it and doing so,
dropped the money. 'Oh!" she cried, and reachedviblutraking fingers to
pick up the scattered coins and notes.



Scarlet-cheeked, she looked up to apologise yehagaly to find him
crouching beside her. While she gathered the mdreegicked up the book,
then he straightened and flicking through the padd&suld he, she
wondered, make a caustic comment?

He said nothing as she flattened the paper mongyited the coins on top
of the notes, forming a small pyramid of cash andarpet. She made a play
of counting the money, trying to put off the momesien she would have to
stand up and face him.

'Your book, Miss Hirst.'

She stood at last to take it from him and he s¥ioi) like history so much
you spend your leisure hours reading it?"

'It's my subject, after all.'

'It's your work, yes, but is it also your relaxattd As she considered his
guestion, he went on, 'Don't you ever read liglgeiff? Novels, for
instance?'

She ran her fingertips over the glossy cover obitgk. Should she tell him
what was in her mind? It was, after all, the tri8ht wouldn't he laugh, tell
her she was saying it to impress? She found sonmage and replied, 'Yes,
| read novels.' She glanced at him and immediajkgced away. 'Yours,
for instance."'

There was a brief pause, then, 'You would hardly rog books "light"
reading?’

'Some are.'

He lifted a shoulder. 'Perhaps, but still with @@gs vein running through
them. Would you agree with that?'

Was he laughing at her secretly or was he seri@esiing her opinion? He
looked sincere enough as he waited for her answer.



She opened and closed the cover of the volumerihd®l. 'Perhaps. Yes,
on thinking about it, | do agree. But I—I haver'ad all your books.'

"You astonish me.' He was smiling, softening threasm.
She took him seriously. 'l buy as many as | can--'
'‘Buy them? You don't borrow them from a public dity?'

She shook her head. 'I--' She coloured, not likingo on, but he seemed to
be waiting. 'l like them so much I just have to libhgm, because | like to
keep them and read them again. I--' She stoppeziw@h giving away too

much.

‘Carry on, Miss Hirst.' He spoke softly.
'l—save up and buy one whenever | can afford it.'

There was a long pause and she longed to knowhehags thinking. "You
flatter me profoundly,’ he said at last.

'‘But it's the truth,’ she responded, her voice nirgeher effort to make him
believe her.

Her eyes sought his, only to find that they hadovaed estimatingly, as if
he were trying to assess her sincerity. If so,cheéd not blame him. How
many women must have praised his work in ordengoatiate themselves,
make him notice them, appreciate their charms?dakeld down at the
floor.

'What's that money doing down there? Is it a kihslagrifice, an offering at
the feet of the mighty?’

She followed his eyes, remembering suddenly theratason for seeking
him out. She crouched down and placed her palm tnepile of money,
intending to scoop it up and hand it to him.



But a hand descended on to hers, holding it dti. was beside her,
crouching as she was. He was touching her agathslae remembered the
first time he had done so. At the interview in Londhe had lifted a lock of
her hair and tested its texture. Their eyes warel leow, his holding hers,
seeing—what hidden thoughts, what secret feelings?

She was intensely aware of him. The smile whichdnadered on her lips

faded as she saw the curious look in his eyes. \Whathe seeking as he
gazed at her? Was he trying to analyse her veryisoorder to use it in his

writings, twist it to fit a picture in his imaginah, savage it with the often
biting impact of his words?

'Please, Mr. Sutherland,’ she said weakly. For wiaat she asking—mercy
from him in his searching contemplation of her clcser, or pleading
silently with him not to ensnare her deepest feglirio let her stay free of
him, his charm, his innate and almost irresistibbgnetism?

But his eyes were a woman-trap that would not &t do and from the
depths of her being she cried silently, I've gogvBh waiting for me
patiently. Together we're going to earn enough takena home for
ourselves, have a family...

But Steven's touch had never made her heart thtddisashan's touch was
doing. Steven's eyes had never wrought such haitbdeelings which she
did not even know she had—until now.

'What is it you want, Miss Hirst?' He was laughigher now, his eyes
mocking, maddening...

'My—my hand, Mr. Sutherland.’

He took up that hand and looked it over, the bdak the long fingers with
their well-shaped nails. He turned the hand, inspgdhe palm, seeing
how, after only a day or two, hard skin was formimgere she grasped the
handles of the wheelchair. His fingers rubbed attttughening skin and as
his eyes met hers, he frowned.



He stood then, and Cara gathered the money, steaigly to stand beside
him. With her arms outstretched, she offered hierttoney but omitted to
provide a reason for her action.

It seemed, however, that he needed one. "You'regyime money?' He
laughed, rubbing his cheek thoughtfully. 'What hawone that requires
payment? Read your palm, perhaps?'

‘The money's yours, Mr. Sutherland. Don't you relmer® The day you
gave me this job--'

'How could | ever forget?'

She ignored his smiling provocation. 'You gave nanay for expenses for
my uniform and my train fare. | didn't need it &b I'm giving you back the
money | didn't spend.’

‘You'rewhat?'

'Giving you back,' she repeated faintly, 'the--

It can't be true! | must have created you in mynawind, imagined the
impossible—a woman who feonest!

'Please, Mr. Sutherland, take it." She shufflechibies into a neater pile.

But he took not the slightest notice. He was logkat her face, not the
money. He was gazing at her through eyes whichsasdeand evaluated.
'‘Are youalwayshonest, Miss Hirst? Do you never, ever tell a Aepa lie?'

She was so thrown off balance by the deadly acgwhbis question—his
reasoned, penetrating question—that her body jesketithe money was
again scattered over the floor.

'Now do you see what you've done?' she cried, quagidally, and dived
once more to retrieve the money.



Shaun did not stop her this time. Instead, he stbadds on hips, and
watched as she scrambled in a quite undignifietlidas over the floor.

When she offered him the money again, he did rtet his position. Instead
he nodded towards his desk.

Tut it there. | shall, in due course, give you eeipt. If | asked you for a
detailed list of all the items you spent the rdsthe money on, could you
provide it?'

Was he being serious? Whether he was or not, spemded bravely to the
challenge. "It wouldn't be easy, Mr. Sutherlanaidose | didn't get receipts
for everything, but," with a smothered sigh, 'l soge | could if you really
insisted.’

She caught a glint of mockery. 'On second thougHkgyust you, Miss
Hirst. Do you consider yourself worthy of that tr2is

She turned to his desk, glad of the opportunititte the revealing colour
which crept into her cheeks at his question. 'l-epda so, Mr. Sutherland.’

'So do |, Miss Hirst.'

The veiled threat in his voice had her head spoptomvards him, searching
his face and at his cold look a touch of ice firgeher spine. He glanced at
his watch, then at the typewriter. 'Is there amglelse?’

It was plainly a hint. Had something, someone tedcthe magic button
which had made the thoughts flow again, thought&kvhe knew he must
capture and commit to paper before they eludedfbiraver?

Even so, she took offence. Her annoyance was a$ miitb herself at
giving him the opportunity to dismiss her as witmHor actually doing it.

‘Nothing else, Mr. Sutherland. I'm sorry if I'velalged you- and outstayed
my welcome, but all | wanted to do was to give pack your money. It was
you, after all, who invited me in.' She was awaat her tone held a touch of
impertinence and that once again she had overstegipe bounds of



propriety, but her resentment at his sudden impe¢idnad overridden her
better judgement. Her answer aroused him to the etignger.

' "Welcome" didn't enter into it, Miss Hirst." Whic she reflected,
remembering the abruptness with which he had isthednvitation, was

probably true. 'You said you wanted to see me.ulccdardly talk to you

while you stood out there and | in here.' His mdightened. 'Sometimes |
do the polite thing, Miss Hirst. | don't always methe unmannerly,

ungentlemanly label you seem to have attached tevaesince you came.
But where you're concerned, next time you preseutself on my doorstep
—if there is a next time—I shall think twice befdrmvite you in.'

He watched her bend to pick up her book from therflvhere, surprisingly,

it had found its way from his hands. Then he wenthe door, opened it
wide and with cool, implacable eyes, watched havde Her head was high,
her body rigid, but inside her emotions were inaara of fury.



CHAPTER FOUR

It was the next day that Cara began to feel thecedfof the constant
stretching and straining of the muscles of her b&he awoke stiff almost
beyond endurance. When, after helping Mrs. Drivemf her bed to the
bathroom, she contemplated the long day aheadsahie on to a chair,
adjusting the cushions behind her head. It washmgoyer's chair, placed
beside the window so that she could, whenever dted Iher head,
contemplate the attractions of the hotel gardens.

Cara wondered yet again how long she would be tabdtand the stresses
and strains upon not only her body, but her paéeRor how long would the
generous salary remain sufficient incentive to eadthe rules and
regulations imposed by her sometimes irascible eyep] the insults which,
with intolerable regularity, were flung her way whehe made the slightest
error, and never a word of gratitude when she dndething right?

Mrs. Driver's stick struck three times on the tileathroom floor. With a
sigh, Cara rose and responded to the call. Shenbadd quickly, but not, it
seemed, fast enough for Mrs. Flora Driver.

You'll have to learn,' said Mrs. Driver, 'to beicker than that. | cannot
tolerate slowness in my companion- helps.’

With Cara's arm firmly supporting hers, and heefaeem and hand taking
the remaining weight of her body on the speciafigigned walking stick,
Mrs. Driver moved back into the bedroom.

Her eyes, still keen despite her age and disaplitibked towards the seat at
the window. 'Who,' she demanded, 'has been integfarith my chair? You,
Miss Hirst? What have you done to it? Have gatin it?"

It was not in Cara to lie again. It was enough tsla¢ had denied the
existence of a boy-friend. 'I'm sorry, Mrs. Drivbut | was so tired, I--'

‘Tired? At this time of the morning? You'll have to do teethan that. And
please don't sit in my chair again. You have distdrthe cushion. Now, will
you please help me with my dressing, then we wébkfast.'



It was after Cara had read from the newspaper teemmployer and while

they were drinking their morning coffee that Sh&utherland sauntered in.
It seemed he had been walking, because his darlwhaiwindblown and he
ran a hand through it in an attempt to tidy it. ivéel about him the look of
freedom, to walk when he chose, to work when hesehdhe fresh air
which had blown about him clung to his body andbineught into the

slightly claustrophobic room—Mrs. Driver rarely @Ned the windows to

be opened—a feeling of sea and space and sky.

Cara had a glimpse—a fleeting, tantalising glimpsé-sharing with this
man that freedom which was his for the taking, aflimg with him, her
hand in his, along the cliffs, over the sand dumesking round the reeds
and grasses that grew on the shore. The joy, hemtenind whispered, that
would be! Of having him beside her, looking up iftis laughing face,
telling him her innermost thoughts and knowing,tarthat he was, that he
would understand what she was trying to say. A matgof their intellect, a
pooling of their ideas, a meeting of their bodas] the clinging of their lips

With a jerk of fright she looked up at him. He wat laughing, he was not
holding her hand. He was not touching her in any.Wéere was nothing
about him of the friend, the lover she had pictussd foolishly, so
tormentingly, in her mind.

His curious expression as he looked down at hiedfther with dread. Was
he guessing again at her thoughts, and if so, lamurate was he being?
And what was she doing, anyway, imagining suchgéThe man she had
'seen’ and 'felt' beside her must have been StaweShaun Sutherland. But
Steven's hair was light, not dark, and when thdketh they spoke of

everyday things...

'She told me she was tired, Shaun,' his aunt gtdete, almost accusingly
as if he were to blame for choosing the girl. ‘&t lage! First thing in the
morning!

Cara explained hastily, 'It wasn't so much thatbkwired, Mrs. Driver, as
that my arms and legs ached, my back--' She chdekeself. What was she



doing, talking herself into dismissal? Confessimaf the job was beyond her
strength?

"You were aware of what the job entailed when lepied you, Miss Hirst,’
Shaun said, a little sharply.

'Oh, but I'm not complaining,’ Cara said urgeritt{s just that I'm more used
to standing in front of a blackboard with a pied¢ecloalk in my hand than
pushing--" How should she go on? Pushing invalidies about in

wheelchairs which should have been consigned yagwsto the rubbish
heap? 'I'll get used to it, Mr. Sutherland, giviemet'

'It's not | you should be pleading with, Miss Hjrstas the nephew's tart
comment. 'I'm not your employer. It's for my auatdecide whether she
"gives you time" or not.'

"You sound, my dear Shaun, as if by tying her td imeve sentenced her to
life imprisonment!

Shaun smiled. 'There's many a true word, Aunt--'

"You and your cliches, young man! You should beaastd of yourself.
Now, Miss Hirst, get me dressed for a morning visie been invited for
coffee at a friend's cottage in the village. Yow'et invited, of course.'

Mrs. Driver's bluntness made Cara wince.

Shaun saw it. 'Like a lot of other things abous fjob, Miss Hirst,’ he said
with a humourless smile, 'you'll have to get usedmy aunt's brusque
manner. And also the subordinate role you're cotigtaalled upon to play.
Dancing attendance on a demanding old lady is ¢éfigrent from standing
in front of a subdued and well-disciplined classdifool children.’

She looked up at him. He had to be joking! Subdared well-disciplined?
But how was he to know her teaching history, tlesoa for her resignation
from her teaching post without any other employmeniew?



'Not so much of the old, young man!" Mrs. Drivepnimanded. 'Arthritic |
may be, but I'm not senile yet.'

'My apologies, Aunt. | merely used the expressmariphasise my point.’

'Don't be clever at this time of the day, Shaus,aunt commented. 'It gives
me a headache. Continue with my toilet, Miss Higgtore my nephew. His
head is far too big. Success has gone to it ane@ maalice the size it used to
be!’

Cara smiled at the old lady's rare humour and Idakeat the object of her
comments. He was smiling, too, and somehow theillesncaught at each
other and entwined, like lovers meeting. His srirdesformed his features,
giving them life and warmth. There was the charmciwhon the few

occasions on which he chose to use it, could badating to a woman's
peace of mind. Already she acknowledged with disnh@yhad disturbed
hers, but whether it was beyond recall, she hadioydiscover.

He was using that charm now and he watched withrggrinterest the deep
colour he had brought to her cheeks. So perceptagehe, it was almost as
if he had his finger on her pulse and was feeltagaccelerated beat. Mrs.
Driver looked from one to the other, missing noghin

'He's at it again, Miss Hirst. Take no notice. Whae¢ you aiming to do,
Shaun, break this girl's heart and lose her heajane and the same time?
Because she couldn't stay here, you know, if shmarbe emotionally
involved with you. It wouldn't do, it just wouldrdb at all.’

'He couldn't possibly break my heart, Mrs. DriveCara blurted out
defiantly, before she could check herself. 'ltShé stopped just before the
damage was done.

It's already taken, she had so nearly said.
'It's-—7?" Shaun Sutherland queried, the warmthsrelies giving place to a

cool curiosity. 'Carry on, Miss Hirst. Don't breal, like a well-written
serial, at the most interesting point. It's--?"



'‘Unbreakable,’ she finished feebly.

Slowly, hands in jacket pockets, he walked towdrels "You wouldn't be
challenging me?' he asked softly.

'Shaun, behave yourself!" his aunt reproved. 'Smagour amorous claws
on one of the many women in your life, not thisl.gBhe's plain, she's
unattractively dressed. Use your eyes, boy. Sté'gaur cup of tea at all!"

'Plain? Unattractive?' His eyes lowered to the piimttoned-up blouse.
Was he remembering the tight, white sweater sheiredi/ertently worn
under that black, thick coat on the day of herringav? But it seemed from
what he said that he was only seeing the stardaggn uniform. No doubt
he had obliterated from his mind all memory oflttveg blonde hair, the full,
rounded shape which had so caught his eye thatndthe London hotel
room.

'Yes, Aunt, maybe you're right. | like beauty iryamoman in whom | take
an interest. Femininity plus, in fact. Your new qmanion-help hardly
qualifies in that respect.’

With which insulting statement, he left them.

Mrs. Driver's friend lived in a small, neat cottggst off the main street of
the village. Her name was Miss Hewson and she watevmaired and
charming. She even invited Cara to join them fdfem But Mrs. Driver

would not hear of it. She dismissed Cara pereniptoRlease return to
collect me at midday precisely.'

Which, Cara calculated, gives me one and threetguaours in which to
amuse myself. Although freedom of any kind waseagnt prospect, she
wondered what she would find to do in such a splalie.

There was a stationer's and bookseller's shop cmtdpand she was drawn
to it by the women's magazines on display. But démpn she was aware
that it was not really the magazines which drew heavas the sight of row



upon row of paperback books she could not resisd. iBwas one particular
publishers' name she sought, telling herself she evdy looking out of
curiosity.

There they were, she thought excitedly, then searébr the name which
she knew so well, but which, she told herself sglyewasnotthe reason for
her entering the shop in the first place.

It had happened before, so many times, and it wppdning now. Her hand
was reaching out, almost of its own accord, towadShaun Sutherland
novel. It was one which she had not seen and nawst been his latest out in
paperback. It was in her hand, the picture on dwericsymbolic more than
realistic. The tide intrigued and as she gazetshia visualised the man who
had written the book. Where had he found the iagpin for such a tide&
Day With No TomorrowWhat, she wondered, did it mean?

The only way she could discover the answer, shiehefself, was to look.
She wouldn't buy it, she hadn't the money to sgarethere was no reason
why she shouldn't open it, read a few pages .mRhe first sentence on, she
was caught, by the flow, the fluency of the wotlle,images conjured up in
the mind by the skill of the writer. . And comingtiveen her eyes and the
pages, a face kept intruding, a face with charaetess keen and perceptive,
a full-lipped mouth twisted into a sardonic smile.

Savage with his characters, his aunt had said. siamdtil it hurt, Cara
thought, agreeing with his aunt. Even in the lovengs, he was relentless
and unsparing. Yet in his search for truth, it yeéaEn that he felt for his
characters as well as with them. There was compassid tenderness, too.

What, her straying mind wondered, would his lovaking be like—would

there be compassion and tenderness in that? Cryesy—that, with a
shiver, she could envisage. Why, then, the poundinger heart at the
vision she saw of Shaun with emotions unleasheduaneistrained; Shaun
demanding and, no doubt eventually receiving, cetepturrender?

'Are you going to buy it?' The deep, amused voiasb&side her, jolting her
from her dreams of love—Sha8ntherland's love.



She closed the book quickly and pushed it back dhe shelf. 'l—I was just
interested, that's all." She turned away, but kisdhcaught her arm and
detained her.

‘That's all?" He pretended to look hurt. 'No commam my work, no
criticism to offer? No praise? After all, when myrd told you my name,
you paid me a great compliment. Two, in fact.’

She wrinkled her brow, trying to remember exacthatvshe had said. 'That
| thought you were the finest novelist this centues, | meant it.'

He smiled. 'You also said something else." She riemivand looked up at
him questioningly. "That | was wonderful.’

They laughed together and his hand stretched aakkhold of a copy of
his book. 'l meant as an author, not as a--'

He looked at her quizzically. 'Carry on, Miss Hilstan take it. "Man", you
were going to say.'

She found to her dismay that she couldn't completesentence, and that
could mean only one thing. She did think he wasdeoiul—as a man!

He watched the faint colour appear and smiled.r8aée for the door, but
he called after her. 'Don't go away!

At the counter he paid for the book, joking witle thirl sales assistant, who
seemed to know him well. Cara lingered by the magszuntil he had
finished, then she went outside.

He followed and handed her the book, now in a pbpgr

'For me?"

He nodded. 'Open the book.’

Inside he had written, "To Cara Hirst, my sternestd-gentlest—critic.’



She flushed with pleasure, conscious of the conmglinhe had paid her,
wishing with a strange urgency to show him heritgrdé in a tangible—and
forbidden—way. She wanted to reach up and flinganers round his neck,
to find that hard, cynical mouth with hers and wiitle softness of her lips
infuse into his a tenderness they did not now Essse

Frightened by the startling piece of self-knowledgaich had just been
revealed to her, and acutely embarrassed by theheagompanion was
studying her face, she could manage only a faihgrik you very much.’

She wanted to run away and hide, to have the tinamalyse the deep, the
almost primitive feelings this man could arousé&en.

He seemed a little puzzled by her restrained resptmhis gift and she felt
she must try a little harder to convey to him hHeapure.

'It—it was very kind of you to buy it for me. Andrfwriting in it and signing
it." The words still sounded stilted and she saithwa spurt of genuine
feeling, taking herself by surprise, 'l shall tneasit all my life.'

'‘Good." With a taunting grin, "You've done my egpaaver of good. As a
writer, | hasten to add, only as a writer. Neveitlee said that | please you
as a man.'

If only he knew! Just how much was something she ardy beginning to
learn herself. And she would never tell him as lasghe lived.

'‘Now," he grasped her wrist and consulted his wat@have three-quarters
of an hour to use up before my revered and demgralint requests your
presence. Have you had coffee? No? Then you mustihaith me.’

They patronised a cafe with windows overlooking tiaebour. The North
Sea was behaving as expected in late March. Nowtterdthe sun came
from behind a bank of clouds. The coffee was wagnaind, as Cara drank it,
savouring every drop and every minute that passezlfold herself, Shaun
Sutherland is sitting opposite me, the celebrataterwho could have, if
he wished, at his beck and call the most beautitthen in high society. |
have his book in my pocket. It's part of him, dsbaloks are part of their



authors. But that is the nearest | shall ever gétirnh, and it's something |
must never forget.

Across the road was the jutting arm of a jetty whigrmed part of a small
harbour. Fishermen were busy with their nets, swaails came and went,
people wandered in and out of the wooden huts aatiry stations which
had been built alongside it.

'‘Over there,’ Shaun indicated the harbour, 'l haveotor boat. In good
weather, | go out in it, riding the waves, speedingpss the water.' His eyes
betrayed that his thoughts had broken loose, agtsmes his body did, of
all ties of land and people.

Cara grew oddly jealous of his detachment and ddogla question to ask
to make him aware of her again. 'Do you go anywheparticular?'

She had brought him back successfully and wasgehapleased, as though
she had lost him and found him again.

‘Not always. But usually | make for those off-shmlands.’

'Where the lighthouse is? | saw from the noticatb@d the hotel that they're
called Wildsea Islands.’

He nodded. 'They're a bird sanctuary. They belorthe owner of Wildsea
Castle.'

She took him up excitedly. 'That building you cae shrough the mist?'

He nodded. 'The islands are closed to the puhlicabcertain times of the
year ornithologists are allowed free access to it.'

She frowned. 'You're not an ornithologist, are you?
There was a pause, then, with a smile, 'No, laum Ehaun Sutherland.’

"You mean the owner allows you to go there because '



'I'm a writer, yes.'
'I'm sorry,' she smiled faintly, 'l forgot you wefsamous.’

‘Thanks.' He stirred his coffee. 'That's the bestgiment any woman has
paid me for a long time. The forgetting, | mean."

His smile met hers and her pulses leapt. She mleteto become absorbed
with the pattern on the cup. That probing gaze nmaétbe allowed to

monitor her mind by using her eyes as a televisioreen on which her
secret thoughts appeared for his private viewing.

They drank in silence, with the tea room noises,dhink of crockery, the
murmur of other people's talk forming a blur of sdwaround them.

Then Cara asked, 'ls Wildsea Castle open to thikcub
It used to be, but not now.’

She was disappointed and showed it. 'It must baldal inside. I'd love to
look around it. It's very selfish of the owners keep such a place to
themselves. It must be very old.’

‘Around two hundred and fifty years. Parts of & awven older.'
'l suppose you know about it because you live sote

'‘Ask any of the inhabitants of the village and thegll you about it, too.
They're proud of "their" castle, as they call it.’

She twisted in her seat so that she could lookeatbuilding through the
tea-room window. The castle was some way behindh thed even more
distant from the village than from the hotel. fitrigues me. Somehow it
draws me.' She laughed. 'l don't know why. Aremtt,\as a writer, interested
in it?'



He moved the ash tray abstractedly. 'Not my linecaintry. Menacing
castle, ghostly figures—I leave that to other wste write about reality, not
dreams.’

Dreams, he said. But this was a dream, sitting tvere Shaun Sutherland,
talking to him, his hand a mere touch away. Wherwkat out to those
islands, was he always alone? Was there no specrabn in his life? She
supposed not. A wife and family would act as @dia man who needed to
wander the world, seeking background for his bolwkisig the life he wrote
about, sometimes stark, brutally so at times, buays, always real. Even
on the island, did he never escape from reality?

He said abruptly, 'There's a faraway look on y@aoef There's something
troubling you. What is it?"

She held her breath, seeking a plausible answev.dgald she tell him, 'I'm
thinking about you'? She improvised, 'The—the soautethere, the sea,
how—how grey it is.’'

He gave a brief smile. 'At this moment the sedus.bl'he sun has come out.
The greyness is in your eyes, which goes some avayaving | was right.
So tell me.'

She must guard her expression when she was wghrtan. What was he
reading in her face? Her secrets about her pastuhege? That she was
there on false pretences, on a temporary basgtena his aunt's belief that
she was there for the rest of her life? There hestome reason why he was
asking for an answer.

Pressing her lips together, she shook her headtaretl into her coffee cup.
After a thoughtful silence he asked, "You're noinmy?"

Her head came up. 'For what?'

‘Shouldn't you have said, "For whom"?' Again shegbté her breath. How

much did this man know? And if so, how? Stevenhadnritten a word to
her since she came, nor had she communicated imith h



'‘Someone in your life,” Shaun persisted, 'pastresgnt?’ Flustered, she
stared at him. How long would his questions godnfil he got at the truth?
Did he want her to lose the job? Had she proved so inefficteat he
considered he had made a mistake in appointing héw@r parents,
perhaps?' he queried.

That she could answer with equanimity. 'l havetlheia but no mother. She
died when | was very young. My father married aghm very fond of him,
and of my stepmother.’

'So no trouble there?'

'‘None at all." His sudden and strangely suspicipiagbing nettled and
worried her. Anxiety quickened her pulse and nidbkg her temper.
Sensitive and guilty as she already was about pssge that forbidden
creature, a boy-friend, and knowing that that whe tause of her
predecessor's dismissal, Shaun Sutherland, whoewgisig her keenly,
seemed to have passed from pleasant companioreeig¢hing inquisitor.

But how could she have expected this man, writat be was, with his
analysing kind of mind, not to dig and delve intoreone’s character until
he struck the truth, like a goldminer the precigedow metal he had been
searching for?

She ran a thumb nail along the grain of the wovanegomat. 'Why are you
worrying yourself about my personal life?' Her wisounded edgy and
"She knew that to him even that could hold someiicance, which indeed
it did. She found herself over-reacting. "You doowe me anything,
certainly not concern for my emotional health." $ble herself to speak
with care because his questions seemed to begsattmap and every word
she spoke might be a give-away to someone whoiquoedtas cleverly as
he did.'l feel—shall we say?—a certain amount spoasibility for your
well-being. After all, | gave you the job.’

Her eyes were defensive, revealingly so. 'l asked fif | hadn't wanted it,
| wouldn't have attended the interview, would 1?"



'You might. Something—or someone—might have préssdryou into
taking it on against your will.'

Skilfully he seemed to be doing his utmost to dthevtruth from her. Fear

that he would one day come upon it from her ownuanded lips made her
indiscreet. Inside she cried to herself to stoprévtban anything she wanted
to be friends with this man. If she did not contrel tongue now, she could
drive a wedge between them that might never bevethdut it was no use,

the words came out of their own accord.

She pushed back her chair and stood up. 'Whataardrying to discover,
Mr. Sutherland? That | have a "hidden fiance" likg predecessor? Then
you could tell your aunt and have me dismissed?’

For a few seconds he looked at her intently, theeilacame down over his
eyes. He stood, pushing in his chair and goingpéodioor. The bell chimed
as he opened it and showed her out.

'l think it's time," he consulted his watch, 'yoenvabout your duties. When
you reach my aunt, | calculate that you'll be aeerminutes late. If there's
one thing she can't stand, it's a bad time-kedpeant be surprised if you
find her fractious and difficult to handle.’

Disappointment at the way their relationship, wheehlier had seemed so
promising, had deteriorated made her irrational @sth. She choked out,
"You were aware of the passing of time as muchwaasl Why didn't you
remind me?',

His eyes regarded her coolly. 'Don't look upon mey@ur private alarm
clock, Miss Hirst. Don't look on me as your "prigaanything. I'm not here
to prompt you as to where you should or shouldoeat any given moment.
| live my own life, my aunt lives hers, togethertiivher companion-help.
You, in case you've forgotten, are that companielp-Now, if you'll please
excuse me ..." He crossed the road and made hislovary to the harbour
wall.

She ran all the way to Mrs. Driver's friend's cotaMrs. Driver was, as her
nephew had predicted, angry. All the way back &hbtel she raged. 'You



have been showing promise,’ Mrs. Driver said. 'Now let me down in this
tardy fashion. | won't have it, Miss Hirst, | sigpon't have it!

Gasping for breath, Cara pushed the ancient whaie|ctwith its
burdensome occupant, up the hill. It was as untielgnn its gradient as
Mrs. Driver was in her self- righteous anger. Swldid it seem to take them
to reach the hotel, Cara swore it must have mo@é¢dheir own accord her
legs slowed and at the moment when she felt shid cot take any more of
either Mrs. Driver's endless abuse or her pitiwesght, a car drew up
beside them.

It was large, it was expensive and its luxuriougnor was a glimpse of
heaven to Cara's exhausted body. Its driver leaseoss and opened the
window.

'Like a lift, Aunt Flora?'

‘A lift, boy? Good heavens, no! I'm not in the lg@®d. It's fresh air | want,
not the stuffy atmosphere of your car, however miichight have cost,
however many home comforts it offers.’

Shaun shrugged and for a moment his eyes rest€dman Her flushed face,
her heavy breathing could not have passed him by&b too observant for
that. But the pleading look which Cara gave hingak which was purely

involuntary and came from her very depths, madempoession.

He looked ahead. 'lt's your decision, Aunt." Hexdagvay from the kerb and
disappeared into the distance.

It was a week before Cara saw Shaun Sutherland.da's gone away,' his
aunt informed her. 'l never ask where, | neverwbkk. He has a woman
friend in London and if he visits her occasionait\s, no business of mine.'

When Cara did see him again, it was across thaglinoom and he was
sitting alone. He acknowledged his aunt with a kyuseniling salute as if he



had never been away. A mere nod was all Cara red¢ebut when his dinner
was over, he strolled between the tables to jaamth

Cara had grown so accustomed to helping Mrs. Diiveand out of her
chair, she did it with ease. But she still had gaiwn used to pushing,
pulling and swinging the old wheelchair with itsspanger whose weight,
far from growing less, seemed to increase each day.

'‘Come along, Miss Hirst," said Mrs. Driver, seeigy nephew approach.

Cara, flustered by Shaun's presence, and by thegetipleasure she felt at
seeing him again, did not move from her seat. Quld th seemed he had
never been away. Had he been in her mind so mudtathideen 'present’
even in his absence? They had parted on bad teladshe forgiven her yet
for her rudeness?

'‘Come along Miss Hirst,'" said Mrs. Driver, with growing impance.
‘You've seen my nephew before. You're staringratltke a lovesick girl.’

The nephew's eyebrows rose slowly. ' "Lovesick#iought that was an
emotion which was forbidden in your companion-hghagt. Don't they all
have to be pure, unsullied virgins, and with evetgntion of remaining that
way?"'

'Shaun! You simply must not speak like that in frohMiss Hirst.'

They moved towards the swing doors and Shaun held bpen for Cara to
push the wheelchair through.

'‘Must | not?" An eyebrow rose sardonically. "Younkh you sincerely
believe that she has never known what a man's nmuthers feels like?
That with a shape like hers--'

They were waiting for the lift now. 'Shape? Whaash?' Mrs. Driver eyed
the white button-up blouse and black skirt whick slad ordered Cara to
wear. 'How do you know she's got a shape?'



The lift arrived and two people got out. Cara pusland pulled the
wheelchair into it. 'In that outfit, that's a veggod question. But--'

Please!Cara's eyes pleaded, and Shaun laughed, enjogirdjstomfiture.

'‘Never ask a man such a question, Aunt Flora. ldéhlsaways of—Ilooking,
seeing, imagining.’

"You and your imagination!" They had arrived at finst floor. The doors
came open, the chair was pushed into the corridw lift went away. 'Keep
it for your books. It's over-active. Miss Hirst has shape. You have only to
look at her to see.’

'My aunt has spoken, Miss Hirst," Shaun Sutherkaid softly, walking at
Cara's side. '"You have no shape. You have no faityniYou have no
allure. How could any man ever find anything in younterest him?'

'Stop whispering, Shaun,' his aunt said, as thdlgaglabehind her. 'Tell me
what you're saying to Miss Hirst."'

Shaun smiled enigmatically at Cara, lifted his hamtis aunt and went on
his way.

It was early April now, and daylight lingered loagough for Cara to think
of taking a twilight walk. One evening, when hermayer was installed in
front of the television set, Cara decided to wtdeSteven. After that she
would slip out and post it and go in whichever dii@n her feet decided to
take her. Deep down she knew exactly where thatdumet

She wrote her letter, telling Steven about her wayi&@ about the quiet life
she was leading, but making no mention of her epgsle nephew. In a
hurried postscript she instructed Steven not téargontact her in any way,
‘Let me do the writing," she said. 'For some redscan't understand, I'm
under suspicion already.' She did not say by whom.



It was, she had to admit, a curiously stilted lettensidering Steven was the
man she was one day intending to marry. 'I'm josimthe mood," she told

herself, finding an envelope and addressing it.[@lied on her jacket, the

regulation jacket which matched the regulationtskir

Looking in the mirror while she combed her hair shanaged by an effort
of will to avoid her reflected image. It happeneery time she looked at
herself—part of her subconscious mind would cone action and blot out
the dull, unattractive picture she presented. l@rwas growing again. She
wondered how long it would be before her employsiced and ordered her
to have it cut.

She longed to reach out for eye-shadow and lipstarkall the cosmetics
she had used when she had been free to do asesiseg| before all her
normal feminine instincts had been strait-jackdigdorder of Mrs. Flora
Driver.

She picked up her letter and made for the staadimgy down to the entrance
foyer. Shaun was there again, leaning on the coumtdrink near his hand.
Behind the counter was the red-haired receptiokist. name, Cara had
learned, was Valerie Pendle. Since the name ohdlbel owners was also
Pendle, Cara assumed she was their daughter.véghr&€ara had thought
when told, how correct she had been in guessirtghkayoung woman was
no ordinary employee.

When Shaun heard Cara's footsteps, he turned slaim@ost as if he knew
who it was by the sound of them. He eyed the pileyed the letter. He
watched that letter being pushed, address side dowmthe black jacket
pocket. The action, agitated as it was, must halg @ man with his
perception a great "deal, but his face, when Casad guilty eyes to look at
it, was blank. She wished she could read it, acshkl read the pages of his
books. But there was not a sentence in his coaklheyes, not a phrase
about his hard jawline, not a word given away ks/flim, cynical mouth.

'‘Going out?'

Cara nodded, smiling sweetly in an attempt to defleis suspicions,
although why she considered he had any suspiciomst #ier she could not



understand. 'To post a letter,’ she offered. Het lback against the counter,
arms folded. 'To—to a friend, a—a girl friend, olucse," she added quickly,
too quickly.

He smiled, a slow smile which held no humour aridliness but something
else—surely it wasn't disbelief? Cara looked uradely from the man to the
girl behind the counter. There was no smile onfaee. The slanting eyes
were dwelling with cool contempt at the way Cara& \@eessed. Cara wanted
to cry, It's not my fault I'm dressed like thiscould look every bit as
attractive as you, if | were given the chance.

But what would be the use? She swung through ttrarese door, leaving
the two pairs of watching eyes behind her. The pogtwas in the opposite
direction from the castle, being some way towaius village. Having
pushed her letter into its eager mouth, she tufrmd it with relief, as
though she had dropped a great burden from her.

Then she made her way back towards the hotel rbssing the road so that
she would not have to pass its entrance doorseragdht was the sand and
the ebbing tide. In the distance, but growing nearal larger with every
step, was the building which had haunted her emeeshe came. It seemed,
with its turrets and great splendour, to hold sa®ep significance for her.

Wildsea Castle—it was an appropriate name for theep It stood high on
the cliffs overlooking the sea, keeping constanticivan the islands which
bore its name.

Cara descended to the beach, each step takingaearrithe castle. The tide
was a long way out. Cara's footsteps slowed anppsth She glanced
round, making sure she was alone. No, there wamaelse about, no one
to see her removing her shoes and baring her\\dgther it was an act of
defiance, or in deference to the magnificence efgtreat building towards
which she was moving, she did not bother to comside

It was a delight to feel the wet sand push betwesrioes, to stand and feel
the water bubble up around her ankles. It wasfedheéhe most spontaneous
and natural act she had made since she had kisseenSyoodbye at the



railway station in London. Having begun, why shosle stop? Now that
she was out of sight of the hotel, who was these®her?

She pulled off her jacket, rolling the waistbanchef skirt so that the hem
came up to her knees. Her blouse? The merest th@sjtden the top button
was unfastened, the second button, too. She widieedeckline until the
breeze blew coolly as far as it dared. She actdaliynuman again!

Footsteps passed to and fro on the pavement ahengad some distance
behind her, but her ears were deaf to them. Theesehfreedom was as
heady as vintage wine and she flung herself osdhes and lay full-length,

an arm across her eyes as though the sun was stgedonvn. But it was the

moon that was rising over the sea.

She rolled on to her front and kicked out her ldgson- bathing! She
laughed out loud at her own joke. The shore glirgidcer as the daylight
receded. After a while she stood and dusted hdrselfof sand, continuing
her walk. The castle beckoned.

A great hill-like mound rose from the shore. On thp, like an enormous,
ancient crown, stood Wildsea Castle. Broodinglgazed over the North
Sea, enigmatic and magnificent as the twilight éeeg and the sky grew
darker.

It was necessary to make her way to the pavemesfieifwas to reach the
castle. Replacing her shoes, she carried the jawlezt her shoulder. The
road which led directly to the castle branchedtb# main road in a great
sweeping curve, leading up to the main entrance.

Stone steps led to a heavy wooden door and witbreace spiced with

delight at her own daring, Cara walked up the stppssing between the
columns which towered on each side of the entrafbe. moon glowed

softly on the carved stonework high above the porti

For no reason at all—or it might have been the higkched cry of a
seagull—fear touched Cara's heart. Something wasingaher, 'Get away,
go now while you still have time," but it was tadd. The entrance door



creaked open. Two shadows stood there. One wawairean, short, plump,
hands clasped in front of her.

The other was of a man, tall, distinguished, his tark in the moonlight,
his voice—such a familiar voice!—speaking pleasahtlt with undoubted
authority. Even if Cara had heard what he was sgyire words would have
been meaningless. She would not have understoadi®eshe was petrified
with fright. Her brain was telling her that it wascessary, it wagital that
she moved, now, before she was discovered! Buekéwould not obey the
commands of her brain.

The man looked up, his eyes drawn involuntarilyhlbys. At that moment,

movement was restored to her limbs and she plubgeki down the steps.
The door clanged shut, footsteps followed hers semebehind. Fear had
her racing faster than she had ever run beforembigt not catch up with

her! He could not have seen in that short glimpise she was, only that she
was female and an inquisitive—too inquisitive—passe So why should

he follow?

Down the sloping road she ran, on to the pavemmshiraand out amongst
the sand dunes. Footsteps followed relentlesstyeasing in speed as she
increased hers. Was it a stranger chasing her? sHadbeen wrong in
assuming that the voice was Shaun Sutherland's?ddald it have been?
He had no connection with Wildsea Castle. Woulda'have told her?

She had no idea of the direction in which she wasing, only that she
must get away. Up the dunes she ran and down agairthe pace was
taking its toll. She could not keep it up, her pgrswas gaining on her.

‘Cara!' The voice rang out, but she defied its @ity ‘Cara!® It came again,
nearer this time, and she knew she must make am gneater effort to
escape. Her clothes were in no fit condition te&en by this man, who had
hired her and no doubt, if he chose, could alsootss@the right to fire her as
being unfit for the job.

A hand came out and caught her swinging arm. Hegrgss came to an
abrupt halt. She was jerked round, but she trigved a tuft of grass and fell
headlong, lying face down, winded and gasping feath.



Hands reached down and turned her over so thavafidying on her back.
Shaun Sutherland was standing above her, a footgaldirmly on each side
of her, hands on his hips.

Her jacket had been flung from her grasp when sigeféllen. The neck of
her blouse was thrown open and the cool air strakedbareness of her
throat. Her breasts rose and fell, not so muchseaach for air, as with fear
and— could she deny it?—a thrill of apprehension.

His eyes gleamed in the silver light, his body toedeover her, the muscles
of his legs, revealed rather than concealed bynbenlight, stood out,
sinewy and powerful. They had carried him with eiaskis pursuit of her.
And now they held him taut, stretching like a giafwove her, his head
outlined against the moon-tipped clouds.

She lay there tense, nervous, waiting—for what?2 Were Steven—but
Steven never made her feel this way, never hahdging, longing ...He
bent and gripped her wrist, pulling her up in omgftsmovement to face
him. The sand fell away from her. The moonlight waser and his eyes, in
shadow, roved over her.

"You impostor,’ he muttered, 'you little impostor!



CHAPTER FIVE

'l don't know what you mean.' Cara brushed herdeliin, pretending
nonchalance but unable to quell the shellburstaif inside her. 'My jacket,'
she said carelessly, looking about her, but twodbafastened on the
shoulders and brought her round to face him again.

'So you don't know what | mean?' The moonlight tauge glitter in his
eyes but left the rest of his face in shadow. "Yeuhere underneath me,
your blouse unbuttoned, your attitude abandoned podocative in the
extreme, you invite me to join you down on the sand

With all her strength, she struggled. 'It's noetamnd you know it!"

His hands moved down to her arms and with littlalilty held her still.
‘You really expect me to believe," he went on asi¢fn she had not spoken,
'that no man has ever touched you, that you dotkthe pleasure of a
man's lovemaking?'

‘No, I--" she lied, 'l—I don't. You're only sayitigto force me into a false
"confession” so that you can tell your aunt and enale lose my job.'

You don't, you say?' he murmured, ignoring heruaation. 'There's one
way, and one way only, to find out . . ." Slowly direw her towards him. |
should be running, she told herself, | should g for my life ...

His arms slid round her and she experienced thstgoting pressure of his

chest, the lean length of him against her trembliody. His mouth came

down on hers, punishing at first, then easing tmaxing softness as his
stroking hands soothed away the tension in herdin8he had become,
entirely against her will, an accomplice in the ed¢ive work he was

carrying out on her feminine reflexes, his reseantthher responses to male
desire.

She would have had the kissing and the caressimgngor ever, but too
soon the experiment ended and he held her awasaslimpossible to meet
his glinting eyes. Her head drooped as he saidamly, 'l was right, | was



right!" With his bunched fist he forced her headvapds and he said between
his teeth, 'Now tell me the truth about yourself.'

'Mr. Sutherland,” she murmured, closing her eyes taying to still her
trembling lips—how could a man's kiss make you ¢k don't want to
lose my job. Nowpleasean a whisper, 'will you let me go?'

Her eyes flickered open and in the moon's lighir tp@zes locked and held.
He could not have missed the tears. She was pkpasiiently for her
livelihood and for her future—but with whom?

He released her. She found her coat and, withurtgsbver her shoulder,
wandered along the shore to the hotel. Once smeggaback, but he was
not following. He was standing there, hands in pbskwatching as she
walked away. Cara was fifteen minutes late. Shehaaldto spend the time
tidying her clothes, combing her hair and brushiagself free of sand.

Mrs. Driver was angry. Extremely so, she said, bandper stick on the
carpeted floor. The television programme which teken the place of the
film was one she patrticularly disliked. And whatsmaore, she said, she
would now be fifteen minutes behind schedule inrbetine for retiring to
bed.

'If it happens again,’ Mrs. Driver raged, 'l strel/e no option but to dismiss
you, Miss Hirst. Something | absolutely insist @ gunctuality in my
companion-helps.’

'‘Blame me, Aunt.' Shaun had come in. 'We met wHiies Hirst was out
walking, and I--' with a lazy smile at Cara, 'l agtd her.'

She knew that he was remembering the kiss, as abeand she was forced
to turn away to hide her heightened colour.

Mrs. Driver was unappeased. 'l don't care if it waslty itself who delayed
her, she should have taken her leave politely ibotlff and arrived back
here at the specified time. | repeat, if it happagain, Miss Hirst--'



'If you dismiss her, Aunt," Shaun said quietlyd'deave yourself without a
companion again, I'm afraid you won't be able tg om me to conduct the
interviews next time. However inviting the salaryuyoffer, there are not
many young women around these days who would dagviio submit to
your tyrannical rules and regulations, disguisértfemininity and, at your
command, keep themselves untouched by man justaseyou. A girl has
to be powerfully motivated to take on this job #t' &aving for some
inexplicable reason come to her aid, he now tusaedastic, narrowed eyes
to Cara. 'Miss Hirst, with her qualifications arnxperience in other fields,
must have been powerfully motivated indeed. Weng Wiss Hirst? You
never gave me a really satisfactory reason for warthis job.'

She looked at him wildly. After protecting her froms aunt's tirade and
condemnation, why was he now subjecting her to théarching
interrogation?

'l told you, | needed the money, Mr. Sutherland—dor--'

Now it was Mrs. Driver who unwittingly came to heid. '‘Come along, girl.
Having delayed my bedtime by nearly half an hotap $his gossiping and
kindly do the work I'm paying you to do. Shaun,'sMDriver gestured with
her stick, 'kindly take your leave.'

Her nephew did as he was told, wishing his auntigoght. Just before he
went out, he said to Cara, 'If you take yourselfh® lounge this evening,
Cara, look out for me. | might, given enough enegement, benotivated
into buying you a drink.’

Mrs. Driver intercepted the look that passed betwbem—<the shy, quick
glance from Cara and the sardonic half-smile frenrephew. And there
was no doubt at all, Cara, thought, her heart bgatainfully at the hint of

familiarity in Shaun's voice, that Mrs. Driver hadither missed his use of
her first name, nor the effect his use of it hacdhencompanion-help. It had
brought the colour to her cheeks and an unusugthtoréss to her eyes.

When with a brief salute, Shaun had gone, Mrs. @&rsaid sharply, 'Don't
make that mistake, Miss Hirst.'



Pretending innocence, Cara asked, 'What mistake, Dtiver?'

'Of falling for my nephew. Those looks he gives @amwan mean nothing,
nothing at all. Except one thing, and that thingwhk not—will not, you
understand—she thumped her stick again, 'get fraum Bm no innocent old
woman. I've been married. | know what goes on tlieses behind closed
doors. And,' she added as an afterthought, 'his dieses often enough
when he's got that red-haired girl in there, th@ewss daughter, that Pendle

girl.'

There was silence for the rest of the time, anda@aas glad. She had no
desire to make idle conversation. Her imaginatistmjch she had so

underrated when discussing it with Shaun Sutherllaad become activated
by an emotion which she refused to admit was jealoout which she could

not deny came perilously near to it.

| must, she thought desperately, take Mrs. Drivadgice. | must not be
drawn into Shaun Sutherland's powerful magnetid.fiewill not let him
find a pathway into my heart. | will not come whaacalls. And | certainly
won't go down to the lounge this evening. If heecgtl me a drink, I'd throw
it in his face.

When Cara helped her employer into bed, Mrs. Dreaed, as though she
had been thinking about the matter all the whilknbw my nephew. He'll
try to get it from you, he'll do his damnedest. ¢da't bear to feel there's a
woman alive who can resist his attractions, anahl gee with my own eyes
he has a great many. Not to mention his fortuneghvis large. But woman
after woman, to her cost, has taken his approasgrasusly, only to end up
heartbroken and in misery and dishonour.’

If, when Cara switched off the light and said googht, she thought Mrs.
Driver's language was just a little archaic, shaetioeless was forced to
concede that what her employer had said was aloeosstinly right.

But, with a shrug and a sigh, she banned from hiedrall pleasurable
memories of Shaun's kiss on the sand dunes. It aftey, all, only an
‘experiment’ on his part, wasn't it? Why should wlery about the effect



Shaun Sutherland's attractions had on her or amgr avoman? She had
Steven, hadn't she?

It was four or five days before Cara saw Shaun &lghd again. To her
dismay she came to realise how much she missedMitinout his presence,
the chance that somewhere, some time, she mighirse¢he hotel seemed
empty.

She could not understand his absences. Where djdh&o London to see
his publisher? Or, more likely, to visit his womiaiend? Or did he stay in
his room here in the hotel, writing hour after haithout a break?

This possibility she considered unlikely. Even thloine might have had all
his meals served in his suite of rooms, he wouleheeeded a rest some
time, if only to take a walk and get some fresh air

'‘Behind closed doors." The words came back to beshe pushed her
employer along the corridor after an early evemiradk. Shaun's door was
closed. Had he been in his rooms all this times® Jhad he been alone? Had
he, perhaps, taken his 'relaxation’ in the compdirlye red- haired Valerie
Pendle?

Miss Pendle had been on duty now and then at riecegtiring Shaun's
absence, but, Cara thought cynically, what did te&n? There was no one
at the reception desk during the hours that cousteanuch in such a
relationship, the hours of the night.

That the path her thoughts had been taking migheé lieeen in the right
direction was confirmed when, during dinner, twoople approached
Shaun's own table—a man and a woman, Shaun Suttieatad the hotel
owner's red-haired daughter.

'So he's back.' Mrs. Driver's comment was shortsiraalp, as was the look
she gave the girl he was entertaining. As her ngphised a hand to her and
glanced slantingly at her companion-help, Mrs. Briwmclined her head and
turned away. If she had meant to convey to herewgter displeasure at his



openly flaunting his relationship with the daughaéthe owner, it was plain
by his deeply amused smile that his aunt's vexdamhbounced off him like
hailstones on concrete.

'Where—where has he been, Mrs. Driver?' Cara vedfuroping earnestly
that Mrs. Driver would say London or Scotland a& far East ... Anywhere
but shut away with Valerie Pendle in this building.

'l don't know. | never ask. He never tells me.'

Miserably, Cara lifted the soup spoon to her modilier the taste had
increased her appetite for the meal. Now, as shlequlaside the half-empty
plate, she felt as though she could not take anatioethful.

When dinner was over there came the ritual of hglprs. Driver from her

seat at the table into the wheelchair. Often guastdd volunteer to help
Cara in this task, but every time Mrs. Driver dissgd them with polite but
decisive thanks, saying her companion-help knewli@s to manage, that
no one else could do it like her and how indispblesdhis girl was

becoming in her very existence.

Mrs. Driver said the words so often that a thrddear, like the plunge of a
bayonet, had Cara catching her breath and fightiniger life. It was almost,
her unconscious mind whispered, as though Mrs.dbnvas saying them
with a purpose, like a hypnotist to a patient hé imesmerised. When you
wake up, Mrs. Driver was silently urging, you wilave no willpower of
your own. You will carry out my instructions and myishes without
guestion, without hesitation, for the rest of nig,lafter which great benefits
will come your way, and you will live what is lefff your life alone and
unloved, but in great comfort and unhappily eveeraf

As Cara pushed her employer between the tableshmodgh the swing
doors, she wondered yet again, no matter in whatvigh terms her
employer praised her, how much longer she couldrgoHer salary was
accumulating in the bank, but the sum still seenmidulously small when
it was compared with the target she and Steversbathemselves.



"You're looking tired, Miss Hirst.'" The voice, starg her, came from
behind, but it was familiar and she turned to labkhe speaker. The deep
red of the cord jacket he was wearing, againstdile gold of his shirt
brought to life by the red of his tie, emphasidesidarkness of his hair. The
regularity of his features, his good physique, plosverful shoulders, all
rolled together into the personality of this clew®an had her heart thudding
with pleasure and an extraordinary sense of awtiicip—but anticipation
of what?

His eyes, serious and enigmatic, did not tell her.
'‘Are you needing a holiday?'

At this his aunt came alive. She struggled to lasler her shoulder.
'Holiday? Miss Hirst? | couldn't do without her,wt man! Put no such
ideas into her head.' She faced forward againh'Res Miss Hirst. The lift
is waiting.'

Shaun assisted them into the lift and the doorsecloNow Cara and Shaun
were side by side. Her eyes were drawn up to hishimiexpression,
although holding her gaze, told her little. He M@asking at her so keenly
she searched his face to discover a reason. Widliftthame to a sudden
stop she was thrown against him and his arm carmatauce to steady her.
Was it her imagination or did he pull her closertlwas really necessary to
restore her balance? Did his arm linger, or wassttthat she did not want to
move away?

'‘Comealong Miss Hirst. Have you gone to sleep?’

Cara came to her senses and grasped the handldge ofheelchair,
propelling it into the corridor.

'She looks as though she needs some," was henwisphese response.
'I'm sorry," Cara said, inordinately disappointé@&haun's dismissal of her

appearance, 'if my looks fail to please you, but liere to work, not to
satisfy any man's craving for feminine attractions.



Coldly, Shaun held out his hand for the key toauat's door. Avoiding his
eyes, Cara gave it to him. He unlocked the doorteetd it open while she
pushed the wheelchair in.

'Holiday?' Mrs. Driver repeated, as if the ideaktad and had not left her
thoughts. 'No, my companion-help cannot have adhyli Instead, Miss
Hirst,' she was facing them both now, 'l shall gree double salary for the
three weeks you would otherwise have expected mngeave.'

'‘But, Mrs. Driver, I--" Cara bit her lip. 'l musbdgiome some time. | have--'
‘A family to visit?' Mrs. Driver broke in.
'‘Well, my father—and," she kept her eyes down, faedds.’

'Friends can do without you. Your father, if he n@s to see you, can come
and stay here at my expense. And your mother--'

'Stepmother.’
'Stepmother, too, if she wants. So that's settled.’
‘Aunt, it won't do." Shaun's quiet voice drew hisigs eyes upwards.

There was a strange look in them. Was it, Cara et gazing at her
employer, fear? Was the woman's dependence onrberng to such an
extent that she was becoming a prisoner of her &gt invalid state and
totally self-centred ways? Did Mrs. Driver thinkathby her promise of
riches to come, she had bought her whole life?

'Miss Hirst is becoming as indispensable to meu8has the air | breathe.’
She gazed up into her nephew's face as if pleaditnghim to understand.

Since the day they had met, Cara had not knownehgsloyer reveal

weakness of any kind until that moment. It seentezl \8as at last being
forced to admit a vulnerability she had up to namidd, even to herself—a
complete and defenceless reliance on the willingrésa paid servant to
take her often abrupt, sometimes even rudely givders.



Mrs. Driver's voice became a little husky as shkel Iner nephew's eyes.

'Miss Hirst has something no one else | have engaldyas ever possessed,
and that is kindness.' She cleared her throat—She doesn't hate me,

Shaun, like all the others. | sensed it from themanot | saw her. | knew this

was the girl | wanted to keep. Shaun,' her haredddted out to him, shaking

a little, and he took it in his, 'l can't spare,ht even for a holiday. | must

have her with me, night and day. Otherwise, Shahe,'eyes took on a

frightened appeal, ‘life would become unliveabléaasas I'm concerned.’

Cara, standing beside Mrs. Driver, lifted her haad searched for Shaun's
eyes. Help me! she was appealing. | can't dedibateest of my life to your
aunt. I'm young, | have plans for the future, hazyyet and undefined, but
plans, all the same. And there's Steve ...

Shaun dropped his aunt's hand and looked fromatietother. His eyes, as
they dwelt on his aunt, held compassion. As thestere on Cara, they
narrowed and his face became blank. His voice, easgoke, held no

expression. 'l never doubted from the moment | aped her that Miss

Hirst hadnot come to stay. Is that not so, Miss Hirst?"

What was she to say? He had heeded his aunt's| @pge@jected hers. But
his aunt was his kinswoman; his mother, Mrs. Drivad told her, had been
her sister. As she was his relative, her needs dvoaturally come before
those of a mere employee.

Cara's eyes fell away from Shaun's hard gaze. &hd oot say 'yes', she
could not even bring herself to nod. She couldliecagain to this man for
whom she had such respect, such admiration, sucth-sudeep emotion,
new, stirring and infinitely disturbing.

'It—it would have been nice to have had a holidapastimes,’ was all she
said, and knew that it was an admission of defdadicquiescence to Mrs.
Driver's appeal—and Mrs. Driver's power.

Now Mrs. Driver's hand sought hers. 'You shall hsweh good times with
me, my dear. We will go all over the world togeth&fe shall go on cruises,
you shall see the world, | promise. But with methwime, do you
understand?’



It was the need to escape, even if only for thesmd a few minutes, that
made Cara run from the hotel. She had settled Bhiser in front of the
television set and for the next hour or two, she fiae.

And it was the need to make contact with someorisid®ithe closed-in,
padded-wall world in which she found herself thaid® her take the step of
telephoning Steven. There-'was a public callbakéhotel, but she decided
it would be too risky to use. Half-way between io¢el and the village there
was another callbox and as she approached it,|Jaheegl over her shoulder
to make sure she was not being followed.

The call to London did not take as long as sheféakd. 'Steve!' Cara said,
her eyes moist. 'lt's great to hear your voice.’

‘Stranger from my long-lost past!" Steve teasedw®l the world treating
you? Thanks for your letter, but | didn't like ghestscript. Why can't | write
or phone? Is the old girl your jailer or something?

'Steve," Cara placated, 'you know the rules Mrsivedr made. No
boy-friends, no make-up. If you could see me nehg' looked down at her
uniform, 'I'm not sure you'd still love me!’

'‘Sweetheart,' said Steven, laughing, 'a man'sntetasted in what's on top.
It's underneath that--'

'Steve, please!

He must have heard the tears in her voice. 'Giup,tCara. Get another
teaching job. It won't pay so well, but what ddesatter? We'll just save up
slower, that's all. If we were together, we could--

'Don't, Steve.' Cara knew what he was going to Aayicipate marriage.
They had had so many arguments in the past. Ibhemprinciples, Cara had
decided, that had made her keep saying 'no'. ldottumean—it couldn't
possiblymean—that she didn't love Steven enough to corhamself in
such a way ... Could it?



'Mrs. Driver needs me, Steve. Only this eveningsdid how she likes me
best of all the other companion-helps she's hagldBbsn't want to lose me,
she said, she doesn't want me to go ...

'Cara, don't cry! You're hundreds of miles awagam't even put my arms
round you. Next opportunity, I'm coming up to seelyeven if it means
travelling there all night and back all the nexghti’

'Steve, you can't, you mustn't! I've denied I'vegyboy-friend, let alone one
I'm intending to marry. To them up here you dorit€

‘Them?'

Too late, Cara realised the slip she had made. V¢henhad written to
Steven, she hadn't mentioned her employer's nepivns. Driver's got
a—a nephew.’

'Oh? How old? Fifties?' Was there a trace of stBin Steven's voice?

'Knock off twenty years." A pause, then, 'Stevés lzewriter, a famous
writer. He's—he's Shaun Sutherland.’

A long pause. 'Well, well, what do you know? I'eeB his picture on the
dust covers of his books.’

'Yes, yes,' she responded eagerly, 'he's jushigkepicture. Dark--'
‘Tall andhandsome? Plus a reputation for his fondness donem.'

Steven sounded sarcastic. Was he jealous? Caradsdalous of Shaun
Sutherland, who could have any woman he wanted, eglndd mix with
ease at any level of society, from the aristocraitly its titted women, to the
poorer classes with its companion-helps? Now, @eamaght ruefully, who's
being sarcastic?

They talked on for a while and Cara made Stevem@®he would not even
try to see her. 'lIt would be the end of everytHiahe said.



Strange, Cara thought, as she pushed her way dbé gfhone box. When
she had made the statement, she had not had her With Steven in mind.
She had had instead a picture of Shaun Sutherltae's

Cara had not gone more than a few steps when sha s&an approaching.
A tall man with dark hair and a suede jacket ovin-fitting pants. His
hands were in his pockets, his whole attitude amgkeaasual. But his
watchful eyes and slightly lowered head, like tb&ta bull considering
whether to charge, put fear into Cara's heart a@ddadiness to run into her
legs.

She swung to the kerb, looking right and left, wagtfor a gap in the traffic.
Once across the road, she could go along the shatrback in the direction
of the hotel, but away towards the village. Shéémbright again, agitatedly
because the cars were taking such a long timestw.cl

A hand gripped her arm. It was too late. The balll mot charged, it had
merely quickened its pace without even stoppingaw the ground.

Cara turned sharply to look at her captor. Yesjriitation was there in his
face. He might not have charged, but it looked wakiably as though he
was going to toss her with his bad temper.

'Don't keep running away from me, Miss Hirst," a@grimly, waiting for a
clearance and pulling her across the road. 'Oné aaght really catch you,
and when we parted, you'd know a few more factsialife and love than
you do now.'

'I—I wasn't really running away, Mr. Sutherlandbrily wanted to have a
walk by the sea--'

"You were phoning someone,' he cut in. They weréhershore now, their
shoes leaving lines of footprints behind them. bleked at her, lifting an
eyebrow. 'A long-distance call, perhaps?’



'Well, yes, my—my-' Father, she had been goingaig but she could not
allow the lie to pass her lips. 'A—a friend,' shieshed weakly.

'Female, of course.' It was a statement, but tlestiqpn was implied.

'It was a condition of my appointment, wasn'tshé fenced, 'that | had no
malefriends?’

A hand on her shoulder stopped her. ‘Let me logloat' He turned her. It
was dusk and the late April evening was growingdj.dow she faced him,
looking up and waiting. She wondered at her owringhess to do his
bidding, her unquestioning acceptance that he hadutthority to dictate
her movements, and she could not understand whyld\&he put up no
barriers, no matter what he asked her to do?dhgatime he asked her to do
something which went against her principles, walld still agree?

Fingers tilted her face and his brown eyes roveer dwer features. 'As |
thought. Nofemalefriend could put that colour into your cheeks.'

She panicked. He was picking up too many cluesntany pointers to the

truth. 'lIt's you,' she said, and stopped breathiigat had she said? What
had she told this discerning man? A light—wasatrising moon?—seemed
to shine behind his eyes, then it was gone. 'l m#aryou asking me these
guestions. Doing this--' She pulled at the fingehsch supported her chin,

but could not dislodge them.

"You object to my touch?' His eyes were on her. ligsu'd rather | kept my
distance?'

Suppose she told him, 'I'd rather it was your mouatit your eyes on my
lips'? Then she remembered Steven and whispeleds#let me go, Mr.
Sutherland.’

'My name is Shaun. | want to hear you say it.'
She panicked again. There was no word in the Bnglisguage she would

rather say. But she twisted away. 'Why, why? Whyusth | say it? What
objective have you in mind? A sordid intrigue witbur aunt's favourite



companion-help? And why? Because she's been swa@piristerhood for
the rest of her employer's life? Because it woulg gou a kick to seduce
her, and then watch her try to carry on as thobghagere her usual virginal,
un- defiled self? Then write about it in one of ytwoks?"

She had gone too far. She could tell by the s&ifips, the narrowing of
his eyes.

‘There was something in me that was growing samryéu.'

Sorry for her? Was that all he could offer? Was thatahly emotion she
stirred in him? But what else could she expect wieesaw her day after day
in the same drab clothes, minus make-up and wittlauslightest hint of
attraction beneath it all?

'l had intended showing you something which mighgtien your life a
little, to make you forget for a while the monotawiylooking after my aunt.
But after that delightful little tirade, I'm damnéd will.'

He turned and began striding over the dunes, updahdhills and down the
other side. Cara did not stop to think. She knely thrat she could not bear
to see him walking away from her. If he humiliateer by asking her to
leave him alone, she did not care.

'‘Mr. Sutherland!" Even as her voice reached himfdet were running after
him, up the dunes and down, scuffing the sand aaidng it fly about. One
of her shoelaces had come undone. She could fiégsgbjting and tapping as
she ran, but she disregarded it. Reach him shedwbalever determinedly
he was walking away from her. «

The moment she reached him she tripped—over thedushoelace. She
landed at his feet, face down, her fingers makingpgng, useless trails in
the sand. So the humiliation had been forced onrarby him but by her
own foolish action.

The hopelessness of it hit her as suddenly asrthend had come towards
her. The trapped sensation every time Mrs. Dria@t Bow dependent upon



her she was growing, the attempts to escape bing/i@aind phoning Steven
who was her lifeline to the world she used to know.

The feminine attraction, the admiring looks, hetunal gaiety, had gone for
ever. There was a lifetime before her of dancitgratance on a demanding
semi-invalid whose hold on her was more subtle thaney. It was, rather,
a deep-seated, emotional need which only the hiaoflasarts could ignore.

Cara did not attempt to rise, but lay there hiding tears and trying to
suppress the sobs, but they shook her body. Thasenarattempt by Shaun
to comfort her. She did not even know whether reedtapped. Her misery
deafened her to all sound but her own stumblingtbeats.

It took some time for her to cry herself out. Thedre lay spent, her cheek
turned to the sand. It clung to her skin and het bat offered, too, a pillow
of softness on which to rest her throbbing head.

'‘Cara?" Shaun crouched beside her, his dark hetiheou against the
pearl-white of a moon-washed sky. He turned hediéted her until she was
resting across his knees and cradled in his arhmsldked up at him, the
moonlight catching at her features one by oneak wdream world she was
in, there in his arms and in that world anythingsvpassible. So when his
lips moved down and touched all over her face veenot surprised.

'I'm kissing away the moon shadows,' he whispefé@n his eyes, their
expression hidden by the darkening backdrop ofrskgting sea, came to
rest on her lips. It was as though he could nastrése temptation. It seemed
he did not even try.

The kiss he took was gentle, but one was plaintyenough. He had to have
two and then another. She stirred in her dreamdyoedming back to life.
The kisses were awakening her in ways that couldcoald never, with this
man, be fulfilled. He was sorry for her, wasn't i had told her so just
now. 'Pleaseplease Mr.--'

'Say Shaun.’



'Please, Shaun ..She said the name lightly, quanklgn indrawn breath. He
had had his way. She had spoken his name.

Satisfied, he stood, lifting her with him. 'Keeptltat | way." His hand
brushed the sand from her hair, moving softly olver cheek until the
golden grains fell away, leaving the skin smoothaiag

She shook her head in response to his command.

'Why not?' he queried. 'If | give you permissioruse my first name--'
'It's impossible. The barriers between us woulttogen.'

'‘Damn the barriers!

'I—I meant what | said earlier, Mr. Sutherland. hever agree to a
clandestine--'

His hand clamped on her wrist and he jerked hadbdsm cruelly, pulling
her after him across the sand. They walked sileatlyg Cara wondered
where he was taking her. They were making for taely the same road she
had walked along the evening she found her waydaastle, the evening he
had discovered her on the doorstep and run after he

Their footsteps rang on the pavement and the glbatween them persisted
until Cara said, 'Are you—are you going to show thne thing you spoke
about before |—before I--'

'‘Before you shouted at me like an acid-tonguedvghrées, I've relented—a
little."

'‘Because you're sorry for me?' Why, oh, why didlsdee to remind him of
it?

It took some time for him to reply. 'I'm sorry fgou, yes, in more ways than
one.' She waited for him to explain, but he did cmso.



They were on the road to Wildsea Castle, climbiog ras the gradient
increased. With her free hand she pointed. 'Argaeg there?'

‘We are.'

'‘But it's closed, isn't it? How can we get in?'

‘The same way as | got in last time, through ther adhich was opened by
the housekeeper.' He slanted a smile at her. 'Amehw left, |1 found an
elusive wraith on the doorstep.’

'Do you know the owner, Mr. Sutherland?"

He looked at her quickly, started to say, 'Donlt oege--' but changed his
mind. 'Yes, | know the owner.’

'Which is why you're also allowed to visit Wildsksdands whenever you
like?'

He inclined his head. So he knew the owner so tlvatleven in his absence
he had right of entry.

As they approached, the building, even in the desknloomed large and
intimidating. They climbed the steps and stoppetdida the great wooden
door. As they waited for their knock to be answerdgtre was in the
distance the sound of waves breaking against tlesro

The building was in darkness and Cara wonderdakeif wvalk had been in
vain. Nervously her hands pushed at her hair. #ag enough now to curl
round her cheeks, although it would take a longetimreach the length it*
had been before she had been ordered to shorten it.

"You'll have to have it cut again soon.’

She swung to face him. "Your aunt hasn't mention'ethen, in the light of
the moon, she caught his taunting smile.

‘Suppose | remind her?"



"You wouldn't!"

'Wouldn't I?' He reached out and pulled her claséing up two handfuls of
hair and looking down into her face 'Yes,' his eyleamed, 'that accentuates
the plainness.' Again, unaccountably—was it toesoftis harsh words?—
his mouth seemed to move towards hers, but shéetivasxd writhed until
she was free of him. 'Calling me plain, and thessikig it better! What do
you think a woman is made of? Even if a woman &@npldon't you know
how much it hurts her to be told so?'

'So it hurts you if | call you plain?'

Did it hurt? He might as well have slapped her sgithe face. But the pain
from that would have passed off. The wound his wdrad inflicted would
eat into her for an infinity of time.

He turned to the great door again and rapped harder

'It's these clothes." She tugged viciously at thavig navy blue jacket, the
shapeless white blouse. 'l hate them! One day 8he checked herself and

looked at him apprehensively. When would that dmoopened?

'You could lose your job, Miss Hirst, if at any gnyou abandoned your
uniform." He spoke softly, but beneath the softivegs a warning.

‘There can't be anyone in,’ she said, desperateTimman was tormenting
her with his tenderness intermixed with a hint rofedty.

‘There's always someone in. The housekeeper igphlpbusy in some part
of the house. She has a great deal to look after.’

"You seem to know a lot about the place.’

He ignored her question. At last there were sowfidmlts being drawn, a
key being turned and hinges creaking as the doeethmwards.

'‘Come in, Mr. Sutherland.’ The woman, short insggther face and body
rotund in proportion, smiled a welcome. She seetoédve been expecting



him. 'Have | kept you waiting? | was upstairs.' $deked enquiringly at
Cara.

Shaun introduced them. 'Mrs. Stapleton, this isaG#irst, my aunt's latest
companion-help. Cara,' carelessly though he saididmae, it tugged at her
heart, 'this is the housekeeper.’

They shook hands and Cara ventured, "You live aleree, Mrs. Stapleton?’

The woman nodded, smiling. 'Alone and lonely.' Tau$, 'l could do with
some company, Mr. Sutherland.’

He laughed and cupped his hand round Cara's elbmshe have to jump
like that every time he touched her? 'Never mindave no doubt your
employer will be back soon from his—travels, wagf't

She gave him a quick look, frowned and then smildd's a restless soul,
Mr. Sutherland. He could do with settling down.'

Again Shaun laughed. 'And provide you with some gany?'
'‘And some work.'

Shaun smiled and tightened his hold on Cara. 'Camgejear Miss Hirst, in
the owner's absence, I'll show you round. Your @yg wouldn't object,
Mrs. Stapleton?’

For a moment she hesitated, then smiled. 'NotlaMal Sutherland. You
have the run of the place, you know that.'

Cara felt Mrs. Stapleton's eyes on them as theéyéf puzzled eyes—and
well they might be, Cara thought, because now Skarm was across her
shoulders. His other was lifted to the ceiling,mimig out the stonework.

Around them, on pedestals, were statues. Over avagdopped by a great
stone arch was a pair of cupids, supporting thelyaznat of arms.

From end to end, the hall was enormous and, Cétraptd insignificant
creatures like companion-helps firmly in their glacYou are, it told her,



with supreme indifference, of microscopic importarto this place. You
will look round, admire, long to be part of it agd away, never to return.
Your coming and your going will not leave even pptée on the ancient,
unruffled waters of this family.

Shaun looked at his watch. 'A lightning tour, I'fraal. According to my
calculations, my aunt will be requiring your seegcsoon.’

Cara was disappointed, but had to agree. She ratiberiate again, but she
would have loved to have seen all of this grealding, every room, every
corner, every secret place. No wonder Shaun Satietrhad sought his
friend's permission to come here whenever he piease

There was the green drawing-room on which, whenuslifiecked a switch,
the centre crystal chandelier threw light from iitstation candles over
every piece of furniture. From there they passedh® saloon, with its
ancient carpet, the writing-room with its polishedtique tables and
tapestry-covered chairs.

'It's beautiful,’ she said, gazing up at Shaurydbd words.'
He smiled at her pleasure and they moved on.

Everywhere there were portraits, gazing blankly ithte distance or a little
knowingly, at whoever happened to be passing bpa#ting of a young
man caught Cara's attention. He was dressed ihedah the style of two
centuries before and had a look of careless wiklaesut him.

‘The proverbial black sheep,” Shaun murmured, gsrdygelled her away.
'Every family has one.’

Cara resisted his impelling hand and straineddk lack at the portrait. 'I'm
sure I've seen him before.'

This time Shaun succeeded in detaching her fromptbtire. 'In your

dreams, no doubt. Isn't that where all young wosema man of that kind?
He had a reputation for being an incredibly goodefo Whether that
reputation was or was not in fact correct,’ Shaided drily, 'we shall never



know, because the ladies he must have loved—reyutedny—are no
longer with us.' He changed his tone. '‘Come albfigs Hirst. If | don't get
you back to my aunt on time, not only will she dissnher admirable
companion-help, she will dismiss her nephew, too!

Mrs. Stapleton met them in the hall. 'Was everghsgatisfactory, Mr.
Sutherland?’

'Perfectly, thank you, Mrs. Stapleton. You're doexgellently in your
employer's absence.'

They exchanged smiles. 'l removed all the dustrso&e you instructed me
to, Mr.--' She stopped, gasped and covered hertmwitih her hand.

Shaun's whole attitude changed. He stiffened, trtke housekeeper
briefly and grasped Cara's wrist. 'We must hukig.pulled her through the
entrance door, down the steps and into the drive.

There she stopped, and despite his curt instruectiorher to follow him,
stayed rooted to the spot. Impatiently he turnediiarthe light of the full
moon, she stared at him.

'‘Now | know," she breathed, 'where I've seen tloe faf the man in that
portrait. In you. He's a descendant of yours, s Andyouare the owner
of Wildsea Castle!"



CHAPTER SIX

Lifelessly Cara stared out of the hotel window. Mbsiver was resting. It
was mid-afternoon. For some days there had beemigo of Shaun
Sutherland. He seemed to have disappeared agdiouwitrace. Was he
living at the castle now?

Cara had tried, by careful questioning, to persuhdeanswer out of her
employer, but Mrs. Driver was unconcerned about mephew's
whereabouts.

'He comes and goes as he pleases. He's a free gtmwvork like his, to a
certain extent, he has to be. Sometimes he's awaydnths. Sometimes he
lives abroad and writes an entire book there. Umprssed he hasn't gone
sooner. The book he's working on at the moment rhase a home
background, otherwise he would have been up ang boag ago.'

Now Cara watched the restless sea rising and daHis far as the grey
horizon. The islands, named after the castle, stowdlearly, hinting at rain
to come. Was he there, perhaps? He had every sigatknew now, as the
owner of them.

She thought back to the evening she had discovkeadentity of the owner

of Wildsea Castle. They had walked back to theltzotd he had not spoken
a word. It was she who had ranted, directing adrat him that he did not
even try to halt. Instead, he treated it with gnindifference.

'Why didn't you tell me?' she had raged. 'Why did igeep pretending? Did
you think that your aunt's poverty- stricken comparhelp might get ideas
about you because you'd kissed her a few timesydidhink I'd try to trick
you into marriage with me?' Even as she had sptikermwords, she had
known how stupid they were. Not in her craziestdrs could she imagine
any woman tricking a man as ruthless and experteraszhe was into
marriage!

At her foolish words he had merely given her a coddiucing glance. In
self-defence she had stormed, 'What sensible wonmarnd want to tie
herself for life to a descendant of that man in fhetrait, with his



womanising reputation? Judging by what your aups,sanyway,' she had
blundered on, goaded by his lack of response tonseits, 'you follow in
his footsteps!

If only he had spoken, defended himself, told lnekdep quiet! If only he
had threatened her with something, anything, disahisven, if she did not
stop. But he had let the words flow childishly friwer wayward lips as if he
had wanted her to indict herself by her uncontdblend intolerable
behaviour. If that had been his intention, she giwwuefully, he couldn't
have chosen a better way.

She turned from the window, wondering when Mrs.vBriwould wake.
Even talking to her, reading out passages frorm#dvespaper or from her
current library book was preferable to this aimlessdering. Perhaps, she
thought, a breath of air would revive her flaggsmrits. With her jacket
collar turned up and her hands in her pockets,bsheed the gale which
roared across the North Sea.

It caught at her hair as soon as she stepped eutgidpped her skirt about
her and constricted temporarily the movement oflegs. When she had
adjusted to the elements, she turned instinctiteesards the castle, staying
away from the shore because the tide was in andvéwes broke with
ferocity against the sands. All the same, the sfmagtained now and then
across the road, whipping over her cheeks. Aftdking a short distance,
she stopped. It was no good, the weather had eeifbait.

The castle stood high on its rock, as remote arapproachable as its
owner. It drew her powerfully, so that she had pdajly to restrain herself
from continuing towards it. Now she had seen sofrthe beauties of the
interior, it was no longer simply a great, rathaunting building. For Cara,
it had come to life, held meaning and a messagewich she could not as
yet unravel from its turrets and spires.

With a sigh, she turned her back on it and madetHerhotel. Even in
mid-May, the heating which greeted her as she gu#m®ugh the swing
doors was welcome. As she approached the staissjngareception, she
turned down the collar of her jacket. She glanogghtds the desk, but there
was no one on duty. She moved a few paces andestopp



A man stood with his back to her, sorting througpila of-mail. He was a
tall man with dark hair curling slightly above tusllar. At the sight of the
broad shoulders, the strong solidity of him as mgfaithe elusive
substantiality he had assumed in her dreams, &guerienced such a rush
of joy she hardly knew how to contain it. If he isetd her now, there would
be no hiding it from him, so whatever happened slust not attract his
attention. Her footsteps were obediently soft astgitoed past and rested a
hand on the curving banisters.

'Don't go, Miss Hirst.'

How had he known who she was? He had not lookeduld have been any
hotel guest passing behind him. He followed upvinisds with a quick,
arresting look over his shoulder. ‘Come here.’

Now she must hide the elation his return had irdus® her body, but how,
she did not know. Perversely her eyes shone, adwytiher lips parted in an
unbelieving smile. Her delight was spilling overis@bediently the words
formed and were spoken.

'Mr. Sutherland, you're back!" She had no needyonsore, her face said it
for her. But her welcome received a cold respo8ke.frowned. This man's
silences were worse than another's fury. It wais i@ had not forgiven her
for her outburst before he went away.

How could she make things right between them? Agsé but more
abjectly this time, because her words had been @ousive? Anything to
get that icy look to melt, that tight-lipped mouthrelax.

'Mr. Sutherland, I'm sorry--'

'Do you never collect your mail?" The tone was ,cie question
astonishing.

'Mail?' She shook her head. 'No one writes to me."

'Don't they?' He took a handful of envelopes, hdihem up. 'Four,” he
looked at them, 'all in the same writing, all begra London postmark and,’



he peered at the date stamps, ‘posted at intarf® days. Someone, Miss
Hirst, has been writing to you every other daydareek. So nobody ever
writes to you?'

It was not so much the sarcasm that made her cHaaks it was the
possible identity of the writer of those letterbeSheld out her hand, but he
did not immediately give them to her. 'Why didrduycollect them?'

'l told you, it never occurred to me that I'd gey detters.’

'You have a faithful correspondent, Miss Hirst. &dkis letters, they're
yours.'

Gladly she took them, then, startled, she lookddrat 'How do you know
the writer's male? How do you know it's not a wofian

That's a man's writing, no doubt about it. Spraglirextrovert yet
understandable. A teaching colleague of yours fifeerpast?'

She looked down at the envelopes he had passed &mtl had no difficulty
at all in recognising Steven's writing. 'But," $herted out, 'l told him--'

Aghast, she looked at Shaun Sutherland.

'Him?' The eyebrows lifted again. 'So | was right.'

'My--' She licked her lips. 'My father. |—I toldrinot to put himself out.
He—he--' Quickly she had to invent a tale. 'He wasried about me, about
the climate up here in the north, about how—howaitild affect my health.’
His eyes narrowed. 'l won't say it, Miss Hirst.tHink it.’

‘Think what, Mr. Sutherland?' Her voice was sntadk, eyes nervous.

‘That you invent almost as expertly as | do.’

He turned his back on her and continued sortinguidin his mail.



Sitting on her bed, Cara read Steven's lettevgas worried about you,' he
said, 'after your phone call. You sounded low, smught a few pages from
me would cheer you up. | know you said don't wiigt, they can't keep you
in the equivalent of solitary confinement, espégidilom me. No phone
calls, okay, but writing's different.’ The othettégs contained gossip about
their teaching colleagues, about the new membestafifand comments on
the attractions or lack of them of the new womexthers he had met in the
staff room.

She read them through, every word, savouring thiedophrases at the end
of each one. Steve loved her. He knew about thenthashe possessed and
the need, like any woman to be admired and appeetia

Then, with a sigh, she put them in a drawer. It sgttled her that her
employer's nephew had to be the one to discoven theaiting collection.
Why, she reproached herself, had she not lookesd, ga a precaution,
knowing Steven's impulsive ways?

Shaun did not appear for dinner. After making hisspnce known to his
aunt, he had disappeared into his suite of roorigh& time he had been
speaking to his aunt, Cara had stood, hands claspddnt of her,
completely ignored. She had never felt so insigaiit, so servant-like in
her life before.

Notice me for what | am, her intellect had cried. dinave a brain, | have a
career to return to, if I could find any school whkould have me. Some head
teacher somewhere might be so short of staff hddvaccept me on my
gualifications and overlook my inability to contralclass of children. To
you | may be just an empty-headed employee, capaiblieof pushing a
semi-invalid about.

I'm a person in my own right, she wanted to shounut they had carried on
talking as if she were deaf, as if she could natemstand a word of what
they were saying.

Shaun Sutherland knew exactly what he was doingt Whas obvious from
the gleam in his eyes as he had glanced her wayekfaving them. Her
expression must have given away her feelings, lsedae smiled, but it was



tight, humourless and angry. There was no douby tidnis eyes, her sins
were piling up—nher intolerable rudeness, die lsttke had found; her
defiance in his presence when she should all the s8how respect and
deference.

After dinner, Cara settled Mrs. Driver in her loengutting within reach her
stick, abox of chocolates and a book, should she require ¢anl "switch
off" the television set without actually switchintgoff, my dear,’ she had
once said.

Cara wandered aimlessly down the stairs. The fadt $haun Sutherland
was somewhere on the premises again made herseedtlevas the music
that drew her past the residents' main lounge doa which stood open.
Inside the room there was, over the music, thedafizoung voices raised
in laughter. It seemed there was a party in pregregich was part
discotheque, part formal dancing.

Cara stared at the girls in their jeans and shimsr long dresses and their
swinging skirts. With all her being she longed &iib that room with those
young people, throwing off the restraints that badn heaped upon her by
the impossible demands of her employer.

'Like you, I'm young," she wanted to shout overgband of the music, 'l
want to dance and laugh and throw aside my dutidsresponsibilities, if
only for an hour or two.

‘Not your idea of enjoyment, Miss Hirst?' Shaunh®dand lounged, one
hand in pocket, one against the door frame. Hidesmocked; it was not
offered in friendship.

How old did he think she was? As old as her unifonade her look?
Disappointment, bitterness at her lot made heressk'Ofcourseit is,’ she
snapped. 'I'm young, they're young. | feel the same¢hey do. But you
wouldn't know, wouldn't remember ..

A quick anger thrust out the lazy mockery. 'Sotihm old? I'm past it?' He
gripped her arm and tugged her into the darkenachré young man seated
behind a table rose at their entrance. Shaun tatkbon, but the music was



so loud, Cara could not hear their conversatior. yidung man beamed, put
out his hand and shook Shaun's. 'Happy to meetMouSutherland.' Cara
heard the words above the noise. Then he motidmad tn. So it seemed
that Shaun had used his name, his fame, to gainttadoe to a private

party.

It was at that point that Cara's common sense gpfife. 'l can't go in
there,’ she said, raising her voice so that heddoedr. 'In this,’ she pulled at
the sleeve of her jacket, 'and this," with disguiftegers she plucked at her
skirt, 'l wouldn't be seen dead amongst them, catthg the smiling,
swaying crowd with a nod of the head.

‘Take this off." Her jacket was peeled from herkbaed thrown on a chair.
'Forget your skirt. Now, do the same thing to yblause as you did that day
| found you on the sands.'

Unbutton it, let the neckline plunge? She lookedatpim. Was it for her
sake he was encouraging her to break the ruldgs awn?

"You want to tell your aunt about me. Is that wioyiye pressurising me to
be indiscreet, so that you can get me thrown outyjob?"

'How indiscreet you are, Miss Hirst,' he drawletkpends solely on the
limits you set upon your own behaviour. | don'talfuhave toencouragea
woman to be, as you put it, "indiscreet". They jssem to act that way
naturally when I'm around. I'm not boasting, I'iling you the truth. I,
being male and as dissolute, on occasion, as Hteofaliem, rarely turn
down an offer. And as for getting you thrown outyofur job," his eyes
sparked with anger, 'if you don't keep those uebally sweet-looking hps
of yours from mouthing insults and abuse at mé&allshot only have you
thrown out of your job, I shall make damned sugeubing my status and
position, that you never get a post as companidm-tveany other sort of
"help" again. Now, do as | tell you and join in then. That's what you
wanted, wasn't it?'

'Not with you, thanks,' she responded, her eyeariga



She found herself pushed to a corner of the roadndamn on to a chair. A

tall figure bent over her, fingers found the bugtaf her blouse and one by
one unfastened them, until the neckline was asafiempas a low-cut dress.
Glittering eyes narrowed, surveying the effectafldbetter, much better,’
Shaun Sutherland said. 'Now roll up your sleeves.'

Cara had no choice but to obey. 'Better still,d sahaun. 'Since we can't
remove your skirt and remain decent, we'll let ti@tOne more thing.' He
crouched down and before Cara could guess whatdaseabout, he had
unlaced her shoes, removed them and pushed theen thedchair. ‘Now,'
he said, 'we can get down to business. Follow me.'

He hauled her behind him on to the dance floormnlegd her into his arms.
The music was in a romantic mood and coloured dighke a moving
rainbow, played over the dancers. She danced otoégrbut even so came
only just above Shaun's shoulder. Why is he holdimg so close? she
thought bemusedly. If he presses me any closérféelithe beating of my
heart against his own. Her shoeless feet slippati@wooden floor and his
arm around her tightened, steadying and strong.

‘Cara?' His voice was a murmur and shyly she liftedeyes to his. He was
smiling. 'Now you're scarlet, now you're green. élwow, and gold. A
golden girl called Cara Hirst.' He was caressingaith his words, his eyes
were kissing her face. If he looked like that &@fithwho meant nothing to
him, how would he look if he was holding in his &the woman he loved?

That was something, she told herself severelyjngrher head away, that
she would never know. 'How can you talk so podticabout a plain,

unattractive companion- help? Unless," she glangedt him, 'you were
being sarcastic?'

He lifted a shoulder, still smiling. "Take it howylike. If you want to think
I'm being sincere, then think it. If you preferpot a sarcastic interpretation
on what | said, go ahead.’

His careless attitude was causing her more paimhkavould ever know.

'‘Don't look so sad, Cara Hirst. | got us invitecatparty--'



'‘Gate-crashed, you mean.’

His fingers pressed momentarily against her moutd she only just
restrained herself from kissing them. 'Ah, no.Keabpermission—using my
verbal visiting card, | do admit.’

'Does that happen everywhere? You only have toiorentho you are and
the whole world throws open its doors for you tteeP’ She smiled a little
impishly.

‘That's largely true, yes. The whole world—and, ths saying goes,
sometimes even his wife." Now it was he who was@king.

She stiffened and her smile died dMiveschase you? Wives of other men?'
'Now you're prying into my personal life.'

The music stopped and Cara made to return to #te,dmut his hand easily
prevented her. His fingers closed round hers $alyighe thought the bones
would crack. 'Come back here.’

She came, standing before him, looking into hisseggesmerised by them.
Their hands were linked, they were alone in a cexvcbom. The music
began again and he drew her to him, close, clogar than before. Their
steps matched faultlessly, their bodies moved nfepeunison. Somehow
she had to break the contact.

She was becoming so tied up with this man thahé did not bring her
willpower into play before it was too late, she Wwbprove to be her own
worst enemy. Before she died a living death—partingh Shaun

Sutherland while loving him would, she knew, bd jhait—she must inject
some poison into their relationship and stand aarmtkewatch it wither and
die.

"You—you have a girl-friend?' she forced out.

A moment's pause, then, 'l have.'



'Is it—is it Valerie Pendle?’

There was another silence, then he smiled dowrethdut somehow his
eyes were not touched. 'l shall answer that onestioure but no more.
Valerie Pendle is—a friend of mine. But no, it's Malerie Pendle. Now
quit your self- imposed role of prosecuting courasel return to your rather
insignificant real-life role of Mrs. Flora Driver&smployee.'

That was too much¥oubrought me to this partyouinsisted on undoing
my blouse and removing my shoes.’ She jerked friombut found herself
up against steel. He would not let her go.

She was so close now it was difficult to raise head, so she rested her
cheek against his chest. It felt oddly comfortahkere.

'You allowed me to," he murmured. 'You had it witlyiour power to say
"no". Whenever a woman does, | make it my polieyagils to stop, at once.'

'How can you blame me?' she cried. 'How--?'

His lips swooped, settling on hers with a mixtuféooce and persuasion, a
heady, irresistible mixture. Their feet slowed tostandstill. They had
danced into a corner. The kiss went on. When hbadetgo she could not
have stood without support. 'Shaun,’ she whispéenheone will see us.'

Hard fingers pulled her face up again. 'Does itten@atWe're strangers to
them. They've never seen us before, never willnagdow, Cara Hirst, | so
liked the taste of that kiss, | want another. Gite, murmured, 'give, my
sweet.'

So she gave, and afterwards her legs almost gayeey stood gazing
into each other's eyes. A spotlight played ovemthEhe guests around them
stared.

Cara, apprehensive now, looked around. 'They'ressjog who you are,
Shaun.'

‘It upsets you?"



'Your aunt will hear--'

'Yes, she will. | intend her to." Her hand, whioh lmad not released, was
gripped even tighter, her arm was almost jerkethfits socket as he pulled
her behind him to the exit. They were throughatpas the reception hall—
the desk was unattended, no Valerie Pendle—andicignthe stairs. He
moved so fast, Cara protested. 'My coat, my sHatesin.'

'I'll collect them later. No one will take themgthwouldn't be seen dead ...

He burst into his aunt's lounge. Mrs. Driver wasgl® a book, although the
television was still on. She had 'switched it @&$,she had claimed to be able
to do, without pressing the button.

'‘Aunt," Shaun said, 'Cara Hirst at your serviceolat her, look closely. I've
produced a woman by my own hands. And lips." Helesiminto Cara's
uncomprehending eyes. He hatt his aunt—everything. He moved a pace
nearer to Cara, tipping her face to his. 'What'senghe let me.'

Mrs. Driver's face was working, her cheeks wereglste&She spat out, 'Turn
that thing off, Miss Hirst.' She indicated the té$on set. Shaun, not Cara,
obliged.

She could hardly talk for anger. 'l told you—I gastect instructions, that
never, never were you to remove your uniform and dress in edayy
clothes.’

'It—it is my uniform, Mrs. Driver. It's just that Shaun--hes coloured
deeply. 'M-Mr. Sutherland—I medropened the neck a little--'

'It's disgusting!" Mrs. Driver's eyes moved dowyiour shoes— they've
gone.' Now her cheeks were livid. 'Have you let beduceyou, girl?"

Cara's hand went to her throat, moving down to ctive bareness below.
She felt indecent, undressed—and cheap. His wamie dback. "You could
have stopped me.’



She turned and ran, through Mrs. Driver's bedroaengss it and into her
own. The door slammed and she leant against ft{ifig for breath, for her
lost dignity and for her self-respect.

The evening ritual of putting Mrs. Driver to bedss@nducted in a strained
and painful silence. At the moment Cara bent tk tincthe bedclothes
before turning out the light, Mrs. Driver's handiha Cara's.

'Miss Hirst," Mrs. Driver's voice sounded dry amelfle, 'listen to me, my
dear. | beg of you," her eyes looked earnestly h&wa's, 'don't allow
yourself to become ensnared by my nephew's chaknsw he has many,
everything a young girl might dream about, but dreaare romantic
nonsense. My nephew is not young and foolish, anedghman. He knows
the ways of the world, and of women. If you becametionally caught up
with him, you will only be leaving yourself open tbe heartbreak and
unhappiness suffered by all the other women whe lsaught—and often
gained—his attention.’

A spasm of movement passed through Cara's arm.IVikger felt it and her
frail fingers pressed harder. Cara wanted to cbeerears to keep out the
truth her employer was speaking. It's too late vetweted to cry, my feelings
are already deeply committed.

But Mrs. Driver was saying, 'His attention, but hdt love, Miss Hirst. He
himself has said within your hearing that he mighta womarthinkshe has
trapped him into marriage, but that is as far asérr goes. He holds himself
aloof. He looks at life—at love itself—objectivelynever becoming
involved. He's a writer, after all, and most wistare observers. He lets life
run through his mind like sand through the fingéts.uses in his writing
what he wants of what he sees and hears, thendsrastay the remainder,
leaving himself free of it.'

Again Cara tried to move away, but her hand wédlckisped. 'Don't let him
use you in this fashion, only to cast you aside tike others. Because you
would have to leave, and | need you too much, Misst, | need you too
much for that!"



At last Cara's hand was released. She managedeaadrthe pain-lined face
looking so earnestly up at her. To show that staderstood all that Mrs.
Driver had been saying Cara forced herself to Bod she could not speak.
Not in any way could she commit herself with fgisemises.

In her own room, she covered her face with her aAdlosing in, a tying

down, a hunted, cornered feeling overcame her. Wshé never get away
from this strange woman, one moment imperious amgparing beyond

belief, the next a pleading, defenceless old ladg® could she have let
herself become so involved in Mrs. Flora Driveifs,lso essential to her
well-being?

Something inside Cara's mind started crying ouiaftention—the need to
get out, get free and get away. But from whom? Brszer, or her nephew?
From both was the answer and it resounded in fa@n kike the tolling of a

bell.

She took her troubles to bed, hoping that an eadit would release her
from her problems. On the point of slipping inteegd, she was awakened by
a tap at the door. Alert at once, she listened.ciWtoor? But it could only
be the outer door. Mrs. Driver could not move frahe bed without
assistance. It must, she thought, be a membeedfdtel staff returning her
clothes.

It was Shaun Sutherland. Over his arm was her jagkhis hand her shoes.
He did not hold them out to her and go, becausedtned his mind was on
other things. On Cara, on the explosion of femtgibeneath the soft, light
nightdress, the tousled hair, the flushed cheeklsslep-wide eyes. It was
the first time he had seen her as she really wdsraan-like, he took the
opportunity to fill in the hitherto missing, intugng details.

She held out her hands for the clothes, but heesalkto the room, pushing
the door shut with his shoulder. Cara wrapped hesabout her body, an
ostrich-like gesture intended to hide from him wéia¢ had so thoughtlessly
forgotten to cover with a robe.

A soft flush arose from the misty pink nightgowrdguadging by his smile, it
pleased him. But he chose to be sarcastic, tudtimigsaying, ‘No uniform,



Miss Hirst? Always you must wear your uniform. Washat part of the
deal?

She snatched the jacket from him and swung it rdwercshoulders, but he
laughed so loudly she became terrified that he dvawdken her employer.
'Will you remove yourself from my room, Mr. Suthemd?' she blurted out.

But she could not ruffle his self-assurance. Hegpea her shoes to the floor
and moved towards her. She backed away. She mukttriom touch her
now!

His shirt was open almost to the last button antjhoose from his trousers.
There was a glimpse of the shadow of hair whichsirtolour matched the
darkness of the hair on his head. There was abougtHithe, untamed air
she had not noticed before. But then she had rs@esr him in such intimate
circumstances. His attractiveness, vulnerable asveds, set her senses
reeling, an attractiveness which tormented herflikel just out of the reach
of a tethered, starving dog.

Without warning, he reached out, his hand catcleg upper arms and
pulling her to him. The jacket, at his touch, f@lthe floor. His fingers
massaged her flesh, expertly, seductively, movimdnér shoulders, her
throat and cupping her face.

'You're beautiful, Cara,’ he murmured. 'l guesded this was how you
would be." His mouth, that hard, sarcastic mouthpved slowly,
purposefully, towards hers, found its quarry andcpeded to make it his
own. That cry for freedom rang out again inside Bée was trapped by the
aunt, she would not be trapped by the nephew.

She pulled at his arms, pushed at his chest andhwoself away. 'Get out of
my room!" Each word was clear and emphasised.

Now his eyes, like his lips, grew hard. 'Where's gweet, compliant
creature | was dancing with downstairs? Where laeecome-on signs she
was sending out to me. Where's the smiling, willpmyy1 held in my arms?’



'She's gone, Mr. Sutherland, and as far as yoaheezned, gone for ever.
After what your aunt's been telling me about ydunéver trust you again.'

He slitted his eyes, letting them roam insultinglyer her. 'You believed
her?'

'l had no alternative. I've seen how you've behavitd me so--' Her voice,
which had been steady only by a great effort of, witeatened to break, so
she stopped. Did she really believe this man weald But you're different.
Unlike all the other women I've known, | love yor?.

'‘And |," he bit out, 'have seen hg@uhave behaved witme.l could tell my
aunt a few things about you which would shock leemsich you would be
dismissed on the spot. Those letters you recethatiphone call you made,
not to mention," his eyes strayed indolently agaier things.’

He had won, he had reduced her to a pleading,témgd creature. 'Mr.

Sutherland, please don't tell your aunt." She wanards him, resting her
hand on his arm. 'Whatever it is you know about sag, nothing ..." Why

was she imploring him, begging him, abasing he?detir Steven's sake, for
the future together? Or because it was becomingiiatiye that her life and

Shaun Sutherland's should not divide and part, nevecome together

again?

He gripped her arm and threw it away. There wasmmstaking his
contempt. 'What is it that's bothering you?' heesee. 'If | got you fired, you
would have to say goodbye to that juicy carrot of aunt's fortune she
keeps waving in front of your eyes. What's your garnio stay on until my
aunt dies, but carry on an undercover affair sbytba don't miss out on the
"good" things in life while waiting for that moneg fall into your hands?"

She paled. She had not realised he thought so badbyr.
He came towards her, but stopped a pace or two.adagve all things |
respect and admire honesty, Miss Hirst. I'm becgmmmore and more

convinced that it's the last thing | shall everfgein you!'

He slammed the door, leaving her staring after him.



'Pack my cases, Miss Hirst,"” Mrs. Driver instructegkt morning. 'And
yours. We're moving out.'

Cara was stunned. Were they going abroad, as MriseDhad once
promised?

'Don't stand there staring, girl. You have a lotito

'‘But—but where are we going, Mrs. Driver?'

'Where? To my nephew's house, where else?’

‘To—to Wildsea Castle? Tlove there?

'For as long as he allows us to stay. Have youséction to living there?'
'‘None at all, except—it's so big." And empty, shghhhave added, and
unlivedin. And even unloved? Why had the owner decidedpen it up
again?

'He's taking on extra staff,’ Mrs. Driver said, ig¥h will please the
housekeeper.’

'l could do with some company,’ Mrs. Stapleton baml. She had added
other things which Cara could not remember. Buhattime she had not
known the owner was standing beside her. If she $stawould have taken
more notice of what the housekeeper was sayingt didou

Cara opened Mrs. Driver's wardrobe doors and sed/élye clothes on the
rails. Which should she pack first? 'What made Hdeuide to do it, Mrs.
Driver?' Was she sounding as casual as she hoped?

'Who knows what motivates my nephew? | gave upghassing game long
ago.'



'Perhaps,’ Cara breathed deeply and it cost heeat geal to continue,
‘perhaps he's intending to marry. He hinted to maé the had a girl-friend--'

'He has many. He could mean Miss Pendle, daughtirecowner of this
hotel.'

'‘No, someone else, he said.’'
'‘Ah, then he means Ginni, Ginni Ravenga.’'

'The actress?' Cara congratulated herself on halvsive was hiding her
dismay.

'Actress-cum-playwright. Sometimes she and Shallabayate, although
it's my belief he writes the lot and lets her takene of the credit.'

'She's beautiful. I've seen her on television.'nVghaking hands she drew
out Mrs. Driver's suitcases from under the wardrobe

'She is. Some day she'll make the perfect wifénfior. She's got poise and
good social connections. She would know how tohigrhouse.’

"You—you mean Wildsea Castle?"

Mrs. Driver nodded. 'Give her half a chance anddshe up here playing the
lady bountiful among the villagers, mistress of tastle and wife of the
famous Shaun Sutherland, at the click of Shaungefs. But my nephew
isn't caught that easily. Although | must admitn@iis pretty strong bait.'

During their customary early breakfast, which wassed in Mrs. Driver's
room, Cara thought about the move. Wildsea Castledson high land
overlooking the village and the sea. Her heart seémén she realised what a
strain it would be pushing her employer up thestead on their way back
from her daily outing to the village.

When Shaun came in, his manner was brisk and Gaoh was kneeling
down and packing Mrs. Driver's clothes. She glangedt him. It was plain



that he had not forgotten the scene between themigint before. Nor had
he forgiven.

'l see you've heard the news.' Cara nodded. Shaned to his aunt. 'We
move out this afternoon. I've told the managemadtsettled the bills--'

'l can settle my own bill, thank you." A smile wagthhis face for a swift
moment. 'I'm well aware of that, Aunt. You're aylad large fortune which
you have every intention of passing on to our yod@mgnd here, your
too-perfect companion-help.’

Cara knew his regard was fixed on her, knew theasan she would find if
she raised her head and looked at him, so shedami with her work.

'Every intention," his aunt responded brightlywtiuld take a great deal to
make me let this girl go.’

'No matter what her indiscretion?"

'Indiscretion?' Mrs. Driver's sharp eyes fixed @araC 'Who's committed an
indiscretion, Shaun? Have you--?'

'‘Aunt? Never let it be said that | would have taksso low in my need for a
woman that I'd try my luck with one of your compamihelps.' He made die
term sound like an insult.

'‘Good-," said his aunt. 'That's what | wanted @rh&nd as for Miss Hirst's
"indiscretions”, they're a figment of your veryigetimagination. A girl as
sweet and considerate as she is could not possldgvious and scheming.
She's as honest and straightforward as they come: tifey come that way
rarely enough, as | know only too well. Now, Mis&rdtf how are you
progressing with the packing?'

'Quite fast, Mrs. Driver. You haven't many clothes;-' She glanced up,
accidentally meeting the nephew's eyes insteallecatint's.

The wince she gave at his viciously sarcastic lonist have been plainly
discernible to him if not to his aurtionest and straightforward3he could



almost hear him thinking it. Yes, there was savageneath that veneer of
imperturbability, the savagery with which he trebtee fates and fortunes
of many of the characters in his books— and thesple in real life who,
like herself, drew upon themselves his contemptcamtiemnation.

'l shall take you in my car, Aunt. Miss Hirst caslléw in a taxi with the
cases and all other possessions.’

Cara could not stop the jerk of her heart. So she being demoted, she
would follow in a taxi like a servant? She was pavileged enough to
travel in the owner's car.

His aunt seemed satisfied enough with the arrangem&Vhere will we
lunch, Shaun?' Mrs. Driver asked.

'Here. Immediately afterwards, we shall make thevendVly things are
already up there. I've virtually moved out of thedl.'

"Your aunt has an afternoon rest, Mr. Sutherland.’

'I'm aware of that, Miss Hirst.' His tones wer@pkd. 'She'll take it after the
move. Aunt, I've set aside two rooms for you ongfraund floor in the west
wing. It has a separate entrance, which means than& be the problem of
the front steps for you to negotiate.’

'Where are you putting Miss Hirst?"

A quick, contemptuous look in her direction tolddgliHirst exactly where
he would like to put her—in the nearest rubbish Bt he said, 'In the guest
room above your suite of rooms.’

'But | must have her next to me.'

'You can't have her next to you, Aunt." He spokglysdut decisively.
‘There's no room | could put her into on the grofioar.’

'‘But," Mrs. Driver seemed disconcerted, 'hasnttplagticular guest room got
a private bathroom attached?"



He nodded. 'lt was installed in place of the dregsioom.’

'Isn't the accommodation just a little too—wellxuwious for a paid
employee, young man?'

He smiled without humour. "You think it will give i8s Hirst ideas above
her station? But, Aunt, you can't deny how highbuyhave told me you
regard Miss Hirst. Therefore, surely only the bisstyood enough for
someone so valuable to you?'

'Well," Mrs. Driver's voice was uncharacteristigalincertain, 'l can't deny
the reasoning behind your question.’

'l don't care,’ Cara's voice cut across the coaters which was about her
yet excluded her, 'if you put me in a wooden shaédk, Sutherland. No
doubt that's where you think | belong.'

'If 1 told you where | really thought you belongeblliss Hirst, you'd
probably have me arrested for insulting behaviourtsoverbal equivalent.'

'You really must not adopt that attitude towards mephew, Miss Hirst,'
Mrs. Driver rebuked. 'In putting you in the mainegt room, he has
demonstrated that he has only your—and consequemthrbest interests
at heart.'

Cara's defiant stare at the man in question brdiagtht a mocking, if silent,
response. She returned to the task of packing aaddhMrs. Driver ask,
'Suppose | need Miss Hirst urgently or in the nigfttaun—how shall |
contact her?'

‘That's been taken care of. I've had bells run fiygoar bedroom and
living-room to Miss Hirst's room above.'

Cara sat back on her heels. Astonishment had nexdealise. He had gone
to that amount of trouble to accommodate his abathow long had he had
this move in mind? Since he had taken her there®? 8ara remembered
what else the housekeeper had said to him thatireyeiit's time," Mrs.
Stapleton had said, 'the owner settled down.'



Was that what 'the owner' had in mind? Settling mlomw marriage with
Ginni Ravenga?



CHAPTER SEVEN

It was while Cara was packing her own clothes ¢ihat realised she would
have to let Steven know she was moving. After Sisadiscovery of the

letters she had failed to collect, she had warrtegte® not to write to her
again, but knowing Steven, it was quite possibé blie would take as much
notice of her instructions this time as he had dmefere. In other words, he
might simply ignore them.

With speed she wrote a few lines, addressed aragerand raced along the
corridor and down the stairs. The entrance halinsgeempty and the desk
unattended, which meant that she could safelyhes@dtel's post box. Cara
slid the letter from her jacket, trying to hide thetion with exaggeratedly
secretive movements, which simply had the effeaneking her look as

though she were picking her own pocket. The leti@s pushed stealthily
into the mouth of the post box.

'‘Cara?' She dropped the letter inside and jumpatiagih the wide, red
mouth had bitten her wrist. She turned, full oflguier cheeks as scarlet as
the letter box.

Shaun Sutherland stood at the door to the offi¢enidethe reception desk.
His shoulder rested negligently against the frafeeseemed amused by her
embarrassment, but the amusement, she knew, waly lskin-deep. He
was angry with her, but at that moment, for theesak appearances, his
anger was kept in check. After all, wasn't Vald?endle hovering behind
him and smiling serenely over his shoulder?

What, Cara wondered miserably, was the cause df dbeenity? The
guestion, she told herself, should have been "ahd' anyway she knew the
answer.

Cara's instinct was to dash away, but becausershe that her employer's
nephew would only call her back and proceed to hataiher in front of his
lady-friend, she stayed where she was.

'You want me, Mr. Sutherland?"



He looked lazily at his watch. "You were in a tagrhurry to catch the post,
especially in view of the fact that the next cdliex isn't for another two
hours. Was it a letter full of loving phrases te tine dearest to your heart?'

'If you're trying to trick me into telling you myesret, Mr. Sutherland,' she
responded boldly, especially in view of the intérdgee hotel owner's
daughter was showing in yet another acrimoniouse@ation between her
favourite guest and his aunt's companion-helpn 'ffo&1 won't succeed.’

'So," with a sardonic smile, 'it wadaveletter?"

'‘No," between her teeth, 'it wa®t a love letter.' And that, she thought,
turning away, was the truth. In her hurry she haichad time to add even an
affectionate, let alone a loving, word.

The move was behind them. Mrs. Driver was restiftgr dhe upheaval.
Shaun had gone to great lengths to make his aomfoctable.

The green drawing-room, with its gilded ceiling, @laborate draperies and
gilded mirrors had been made into a living-roomadieg out of it was a
room called the boudoir. This had been furnished Bsdroom. The rather
overpowering portraits had been replaced by lessadding pictures like
landscapes and still life. The bed was of gleanbnass, the fireplace,
screened for the summer, carved from marble.

From the moment of their arrival, Cara had scard¢elyg time to take a

breath. Now, with an hour or two at her dispoda¢ sould relax and begin

to take into her system her changed surroundinigs.t&ed also to assess
just how they would change her life-style.

Her bedroom, she considered, would be a goodrsgagtioint. It was a room
which, in its quiet taste, its carefully regulatsplendour, could not be
faulted. There was a snow-white fireplace, its maamtel superbly carved.
On each side there were small portraits. Nearbygroog only a little of the

patterned fabric on the walls, were other portraits



The high-backed chairs, Cara estimated, were piplba hundred years
old, possibly more. She wished, in her history ’sidshe had learned more
about antiques. The house was full of them. Thegtags chandelier caught
the afternoon sunlight, played with it and seriadatk transformed into the
colours of the rainbow.

Through a door leading from the bedroom into a Bmabom was the
bathroom of which Mrs Driver had spoken. An indulge, she had implied,
for a mere employee. Maybe it was, but it was oamCevelled in.

Only the bed, four-poster and canopied, filled Ww&h awe. With reverent
fingers she felt the embroideries which formed aung around it, but now
gathered and secured to the posts by cord. Shediwaway, deciding to
unpack.

There was a tap at the door. Thinking it was Mepketon, she invited the
caller in. When the handle turned and Shaun ent€rach held her breath.
His shirt was open-necked, his sleeves rolled higreveal the dark hair
which covered his arms to the wrists. The wide dpaldd of his wrist watch
emphasised the tan which also browned his throdtchest, a portion of
which was revealed by the turned-back shirt coAaiound his waist was a
leather belt, his trousers maroon and sleek-fitting

He was dressed with a touch of carelessness, lsutmhnner held an
authority which must* through circumstances, haaie dormant beneath
that veneer of lazy indolence which he had choseshbw to the world
outside his home territory. As a resident in a hoie had been one of many
guests. In Wildsea Castle, there was no doubt abdwe was master.

He hooked his thumbs over the belt and looked aa @asmilingly. "You
find this room sufficient for your requirements?vdayou everything you
want?'

'More than | want, really, thank you." He frownegkt she knew by
experience he was not really puzzled. He was, stsecoertain, about to be
cynical at her expense. 'Fantastic," he murmuyexal'fe speaking like that
modest, honest, diffident girl | interviewed in ldwn who, when | gave her
a wad of money for her expenses, told me it wasraoh and tried to give



some of it back. Yet | know now that that sameigidishonest, self-seeking
and deceitful.'

She coloured again, with a quick, burning angeou'sé insulting me, Mr.
Sutherland, as only you, with your ruthless tongé savage mind, can do.'

He raised his eyebrows. 'No insult intended, MigstHl was speaking the
truth. What's more, you know it.’

'l don't know it!" Self-seeking? Never! She didmént Mrs. Driver's fortune.
But there was Steven. Wasn't she being dishoneéstiareitful about him?
Could she sincerely deny her host's accusationseri#bly she turned to
gaze out at the grey North Sea. High up as theeheas and perched on a
rock, it seemed as if the waves lapped their feet.

He came across the room to stand beside her. 'Othe best views in the
house, from the best viewing place in the housés Was, in olden times,
the State Bedroom.'

She swung round. 'Then surely it's too good for iMe, Sutherland?
Someone with a character as bad as mine shoukdritidoved to set foot
inside it!"

He responded coolly, 'Would you have preferredi¢éersin the servants'
quarters?'

She bit her lip. His question had gone home. Thetfat he had seen fit to
put her here required gratitude, not abuse. Stek &ar voice low and
without looking at him, 'Thank you for giving meiglwonderful bedroom,
Mr. Sutherland.’

In silence he left her.

Dressing Mrs. Driver for dinner, Cara experiencesidden and disturbing
ground swell of resentment against the embargo lwhad been placed
upon her by her employer. Why, she thought relelyy should she help
Mrs. Driver, no longer young, her life largely bedtiiher, to look her best



when she, Cara, was forced to dine in the clothesheavy, deadly clothes,
in which she spent every hour of the day?

It had not happened before, this fierce, frightgrigeling. The reason, she
supposed, was that, living in a hotel, she hadmedethe uniform as being
symbolic of her position of anonymous, subservamployee. To be living

in this great, distinguished mansion was, howeaerery different matter.

Although she had only been there a few hours, @yrédnad started to bring

out a side of her which longed to rise to its dedsaishe was beginning to
identify with it to such an extent that she feltwas an insult on her
employer's part to force her to wear a uniform mitks walls.

Leaving Mrs. Driver in her wheelchair, Cara wenstairs to her own room.
Listlessly, she ran a comb through her hair. Tee nothing else she was
allowed to do to make herself look attractive. Batshe contemplated her
reflection, her mind dreamed. Gone was the whitbpslgirl blouse, the
harsh black skirt. In its place was chiffon andniitess, a haze of colour
rippling about her body, setting off the fairne$ser hair.

The face above it was animated and gay. Behindsteexd a man, tall,
dark-haired, his brown eyes dark with desire, atefenigmatic as the light
from the chandelier threw it into shadow. He wadisgas his hands came
to rest on her bare shoulders. He turned her slawly

The dinner gong sounded through the house andntage faded. Her
dream, her release from stark reality, was overthVgiiff fingers, she
fastened the top button of her blouse and madeagidownstairs to wheel
Mrs. Driver into the dining-room.

It was a room that took her breath away. The wakse panelled in a
reddish-brown wood which Cara took to be mahog&wer the fireplace,
was a painting of a family group. Cara considefezidtyle of the clothes
worn by the members of the family and guessed ithaas nearly two
hundred years old. Nearby was a portrait of a mahe robes of a Knight of
the Garter. On the wall at one end of the room waapainting of a
dark-haired woman, her features exquisite, her gowrcut. It was, Shaun
explained, following Cara's admiring eyes, a pdrtraof his



great-grandmother. There was no doubt in Cara'd rthiat the family
likeness lived on in Shaun, even to the colouhefhair.

'On his father's side," Mrs. Driver said a littisrdissively, nodding towards
the woman's portrait. Yet how could she dismistighings, such priceless
possessions, such history as was tied up in thigifieent place?

‘'The house has been in the family,” Shaun explaitied nearly three
centuries. When my ancestors bought it, it waseddecastle, but neglected
and decaying. There was enough money in the farmily-

There always has been,' his aunt interposed a &didly.

Shaun smiled. 'Enough money,' he continued, 'te sawme of the original,
but most of it was swept away and a new buildingstmcted on the site.
Hence its comfort and grandeur, missing from othmafdings along the
northeast coast. They really are castles. It mag hetained the word in its
name—Wildsea Castle—but it's really a home.'

'It needs love," Mrs. Driver commented pointedlyhake a house a home.'

Shaun smiled again, and raised an eyebrow. 'Yaeagith that sentiment”
Miss Hirst?'

Cara turned away to stare at the portrait of thalfa 'l wouldn't know, Mr.
Sutherland. | haven't got a home.'

There was silence for a few moments, then, 'Ohybutwill have one day,

my dear Miss Hirst. Stay with me, see me throughf¢hv years | have left,

and you'll be able to buy yourself a place as larggrand as this, if you so
desired.’

Cara turned from the family portrait and dredgesirale from her depths.
‘You're very kind, Mrs. Driver.'

'Kind?' her employer retorted. 'Nothing of the sbrh merely looking after
number one. I'm taking good care to make the ltdcive enough to tie
you to me for the rest of my existence on thishedbw, my dear nephew,



when is that food arriving? | see by your formailtbes that you're intending
to honour us with your presence at dinner tonight.’

‘Tonight and every night, Aunt. | don't shut mysalfay in my own room
when I'm at home as | do when I'm living in a hctgite.'

'‘Well," said his aunt, 'I've done my best to livep to these grand
surroundings. I've dressed for dinner, too, withaagnpanion's assistance.’

The brown eyes moved to the girl who stood patietdpind the
wheelchair. There was no admiration in his glamsed your companion?
Has she "dressed for dinner"?'

'Miss Hirst is on duty," his aunt snapped, anddathd that she wished to be
pushed towards the dining table.

It was set simply, for three, but all the same g¢inendeur of the room
transmitted itself to the brilliant white cloth\ar cudery and glasses.

The long table stretched into the room. Twelve aren Cara calculated,
could surely be accommodated easily if the ownshed. At each end was
a majestic chair, with curving arms. One for thestenof the house, one for
its mistress. But the master of this house hasketned, never been inclined
to take to himself a life partner and confer on ther privilege of being his
wife and equal. So the chair remained empty.

'Miss Hirst,' her host said, his voice prodding teea consciousness of her
surroundings. He indicated a chair to his right.

'‘No, no," said his aunt. 'Miss Hirst must take pkce here, by my side,
which is where she belongs.’

Cara looked uncertainly at Shaun. There was notdouiter own mind as to
which instruction she wanted to obey. Their eydd,leers questioning, his
inscrutable. He seemed to give a mental shrug atlidnd indicated the
chair next to his aunt.



It was after dinner, when Mrs. Driver was filledtivigood food, and the
little wine she had allowed herself to drink, that nephew chose to spring
his surprise. The time, Cara thought afterwardsstrhave been carefully
chosen so as to coincide with his aunt's weakeoee s of rejection.

Mrs. Stapleton seemed to appear as if at a preggdasignal. Shaun gave
her a brief nod and she went out again. There Vescs. As they waited,

puzzled, his aunt looked at him sharply, but reméisilent. Cara's eyes
sought Shaun's momentarily, too, her pulses spgedirshe caught in his
quick glance a smiling secret. In his formal drbedooked distinguished
and darkly attractive. His hair, thick and curliteghis collar, shone in the
reflected light from the chandelier above theirdsea

The housekeeper returned, pushing in front of harhaelchair, a new,

blue-upholstered wheelchair. The first thing Cacdiced about it, after

overcoming her shock, was that there were no harattached to its back
with which to propel it. There were upholstered srivut the front portion

of one of them held buttons to be pressed, by wkith assumed the
occupier of the chair could direct the path theirchauld take. In fact, it

was an electrically operated wheelchair, which méaat whoever used it
would* be independent of help from an attendant Tbusekeeper stood
smiling, hands folded, waiting.

Mrs. Driver's face turned scarlet. Her benign mbad gone beyond reach.
It took her no more than a few seconds to grasg wha happening. "You
won't make me use it,' she stormed. 'lt was a tfglours, Shaun. For years
you've been urging me to buy a more modern chair ..

'‘And you've refused," her nephew cut in. 'So l'eedht you one instead.’

'l don't need it, | tell you. | won't use it!" Sivas shaking and almost beside
herself with anger, and Cara, anxious for her welhg, rose to rest a hand
on her shoulder, hoping to calm her. 'I've got Migst to push me about.
She's strong, it's part of her job. She's accepeedact from the start.’

'‘And from the start, Aunt,’ her nephew said quietbhe's been quietly
straining herself, her muscles, her limbs and headusws what else,
pushing you up and down corridors, hills and roadsu wouldn't have



noticed, because all that time she was behind wbere you couldn't see
her. I, however, have seen her, and haven't mibseday she has hidden
her distress when pushing you around.’

'She's never complained.’ Mrs. Driver looked up iGara's face. 'You've
never complained, have you, my dear? You've neveded--'

'Miss Hirst is not the complaining type, Aunt. Shehe of those damnably
long-suffering creatures who suffer in silence, Igug all their rebellion
and natural instincts. Even if she suffered lik# imside, she would never
let anyone- know. Which is why she's put up witluiyquerulous demands
and your outmoded thinking for so long and hasalked herself off like all
the others.’

Mrs. Driver's eyes swung up to Cara's again. '"Youldn't walk off, Miss
Hirst? You wouldn't leave a helpless old woman withaid, without
assistance, not when | need you so much?"

Shaun's glance held hers. It was challenging. 'Remeér about the fortune
you intend to leave her, Aunt, and you'll get theveer you want.'

His cynicism was like a knife wound. As Cara an®aleaind saw his look of
victory, she bled a little inside. 'l—I'll look &ft you, Mrs. Driver, | know
how much you rely on me—' Only too well, she agedis

"You wish me to accept the gift of that new chMiss Hirst? Was my
nephew right in his observations? You have founa strain pushing me
about in that old chair?'

'Be honest, Cara," a sharp voice warned.

His words dismayed her. Did he mistrust her so nibehhe felt he had to
warn her to be truthful? "Yes, Mrs. Driver," sheispered.

'‘Return to your seat, Miss Hirst,’ Mrs. Driver dited. For a few long

moments they waited. In Mrs. Driver's face thers ed@dence of an intense
private struggle. 'Shaun, | accept your gift,' saie at last, 'but | cannot truly
thank you for it. That chair," she indicated thd ohe, 'is part of me." She



turned her head to one side. 'Take it away, Mrpl&tan." When the
housekeeper had reached the door, Mrs Driver tapkdk, final look at the
chair. "You are taking away a friend,’ she murmured

Mrs. Driver had made an immense sacrifice. Andaswa sacrifice which

frightened Cara by its implications. Paradoxicalby granting such a

concession, by making herself just a little momependent of Cara's help,
and by making her work just that little less of arden, Mrs. Driver had

bound her companion-help to her even more securely.

It was later than usual when Cara closed her ernspk)iving-room door,
leaving her to her evening's television watchinger Hhephew had
thoughtfully provided her with a television set pla pile of books by her
favourite authors.

Cara, glad to be free at last, if only for a cougflaours, went upstairs to her
bedroom. When she opened the door, she stoppeat indecks. Across the
room, against the wall between the two large winslomas a television set.
It stood importantly on its stand, and a quickpasthed glance told Cara
that it was a colour set, as large as the onerhplagyer was now watching!

Tears rushed to her eyes, tears of gratitudelibajenerosity her employer's
nephew had shown to his aunt had included her,3be. must thank him
now, at once! Wasn't there a saying, 'He who thapikskly thanks twice'?
Her father was fond of repeating it.

She retraced her steps along the corridor andd@ek the stairs, having no
idea where she would find the owner of the housthe great hall she stared
at the archways, wondering which to pass throughe @d past her

employer's suite of rooms, while beyond another watoor which, she

recalled from her lightning tour the evening Shhaad brought her there, led
to the saloon. Timidly she turned the door handi@ erept in. The saloon

was empty. The tapestries which covered the wadipjcting scenes from

ancient myths, filled her with awe.



Another door stood open, which seemed to leadeaonttiting-room. Here
the prevailing shade was green. It tinted the rgilwith its carving
highlighted with gold, it shone from the satin u[stery of the chairs and
coloured the wallpaper reaching high to the fridkat. Cara looked in vain
for some sign of life. Of painted beings, long spart of the past, there
were many, but of any sign of living creatures ¢heas none.

The magnificence of each and every room dwarfediriter nothingness.
She, a twentieth-century being, was insignificah¢re in this house, the
past dominated and came into its own. She claspetidnds, which were
growing moist with mounting tension. Where now?

Yet another door stood challengingly across thenomvo doors together
defying her to try them, to pit her mortal strengtfainst their intimidatingly
immortal solidity.

But she stared, trying to summon the courage tooggp them, one of them
opened. She found herself gazing into the surpeses of the owner. She
had tracked him down at last.

'‘Looking for me?"

His eyebrows flicked upwards as if he could nonhkhiwhy, but he said,
'‘Come into the library. We can hardly have a cdsat @cross a great void,
filled though it is with relics of the past.’

She smiled slightly and followed him into the otheom. 'To me there
would be no present without the past.’

He closed the double doors behind them. 'You regaed sacrilege to
dismiss the past so lighdy? Of course, | shoulcelramembered. You're an
historian, aren't you?'

She shook her head.
"You're being too modest, Miss Hirst. Don't let yguesent intellectually

undemanding post as companion-help allow you tgefoyour academic
achievements.’



'I'm not an historian,' she corrected. 'l am—I washistory teacher.'
‘Then why aren't you now?'

If his sudden question was intended to discondet,succeeded. She
coloured, pressing her lips together and turningyawer eyes were drawn
by the books, masses of them, all around. Some avarient, leather-bound
and wonderfully preserved. Many volumes must hasenbfirst editions,
costly and priceless. Most were in glass-frontediregts; some on
white-painted shelves protected by close meshesl métting.

Near the end of the library was an archway supdobtg stone pillars.

Through it Cara could see a writing desk coveregapers and opened
books. There was a typewriter, and in it a sheg@aplker. Shaun Sutherland
had been working on another of his novels and €aa, had been
audacious enough to interrupt him.

He glanced at the typewriter as a hungry man labksod which is waiting
for him but which, out of politeness to an unexpdauest, he cannot touch.
However, he kept his irritation, if indeed he fafty, under strict control.
Cara, seeing his glance, apologised for interrgptin

'It doesn't matter,’ he replied with a sigh. 'Therd¢ weren't coming.
Somewhere in my head there's a blockage damminthoaughts, holding
them back.' He ran irritable fingers through hig itaen pushed his hands
into his trouser pockets and asked her what shéedan

She stared down, smoothing her skirt over her tipgas a nervous action,
but it caught his attention. Black and straightudio the skirt was, it did not
completely hide the neatness of the curves benddth.dwelt for a
thoughtful moment on that part of her anatomyijritisrested glance moving
upwards to the narrowness of her waist. The relsepfva8 lost beneath the
looseness of her blouse, but as she lifted her aydast, she saw an
expression in his which gave a hint of his thougitfas he recalling once
again the day they had first met and, at his itioite she had removed her
coat? That sweater she had worn had been ribbediagahg ...



'l went up to my room just now," Cara said, ‘anda gze television set. | had
to thank you for your kindness.'

He shrugged slightly. 'There'll be little enoughyou to do here. No bars to
hide away in, no young people to watch with envyonr eyes.’

Her gaze roamed about the library. 'Books,' she 4dove books.'
'Sorry, strictly forbidden.’

She flushed. 'So you don't trust me?' He was silleain, of course, a mere
paid servant--'

'Would I have given "a mere paid servant” a televiset all to herself?'

"You might," she blazed, still smarting from hisKaof trust. 'To keep her
mind and her thieving hands off your valuable prope

He looked meaningfully at the clock in a glass casethe mantelshelf.
"You've thanked me," he said coldly. 'Is there laimg else?’

'I'm sorry." Why did she always have to be so rtmlehim? There is
something else.’

He motioned to a settee. It was covered in strgumdd and white satin. Cara
sat upright, her hands in her lap. Shaun loungmner-wise against the
upholstery.

"'The wheelchair you bought your aunt—it was kinga# to consider me.’

‘There's no end to my "kindness", is there?' hdeshsarcastically. 'As a
matter of fact, | had the well-being of the floofs¢he house in mind when |
bought it. The wheels of the old chair would halsyed havoc with them,
damaging them beyond repair.’

So it wasn't for her that he had insisted on hig'awacceptance of his gift.
She coloured deeply and rose to go.



'Please forgive me for misunderstanding your mdti8ee tried to put as
much sarcasm into her words as he had into hshouldn't have been so
stupid as to think that, however much you migheguch an impression to
your aunt in order to make her accept the chaiu would ever really
consider the health of a mere companion-help abtha of the
maltreatment of the floors of your house!

She cowered inwardly, waiting for the lash of fascastic tongue, but it did
not come. He stayed silent, merely rising to joer.lHe seemed to be
waiting—for her departure, she supposed. She wemards the double
doors. 'l honestly meant to thank you, Mr. Suthetld didn't mean it to turn
into yet another argument.’

He lifted his shoulders carelessly, as if it me@thing to him whether they
guarrelled or not. 'You said there was somethisg.el

'Yes, there was. Thank you for reminding me." Heegan ironic bow. 'l
noticed that your aunt's new chair has no handiesé to guide it. But the
road to the house has a steep gradient. She weable to manoeuvre the
chair up and down the hill. How will she get dowarthe village to see her
friends?’

''ve thought of that, too. My "kindness" has exted to acquiring yet
another piece of equipment. I've bought you a car.'

There was a stunned silence. 'You've bought aocané?

'l assume you can drive?' She nodded. 'Then yotegarmy aunt from here
down into the village, or anywhere else she fandissan estate model with
plenty of room in the back for her chair.’

'lt—it was very good of you--'

‘A necessity.' He looked at her quizzically. 'So Hot only kind now, but
good, too?'

Her lashes lowered. 'l haven't known you long ehdogoe a judge of that,
Mr. Sutherland.’



'‘Come, now. You've known me a couple of monthgastl Long enough,
surely, to assess my qualities, both good and Bgshuse, then, softly, I've
even kissed you a couple of times. You must knomdy whether or not
you like me.'

She was silent, keeping her eyes on the patteireafarpet as determinedly
as if her life depended on it.

‘The car is in the garage beside mine.' She statddhnk him again, but he
cut in, 'Miss Hirst." She looked at him. 'The carta be used for no other
purpose.’

She stiffened. That mistrust again! 'What otheppse would you suppose |
had in mind?'

‘A trip to London, perhaps?'

Her breathing quickened slightly. Was he probingydén | came to live
here, | left London behind me in more ways than.'o8ke checked her
thoughts, dismayed. What was she saying? Whathdidrean?

He looked at her consideringly. 'Explain yoursbiiss Hirst. You intrigue
me.'

She intrigued herself, too. What was happeninget@ Wildsea Castle was
not her home. Even if she stayed with Mrs. Drivend-athat was
inconceivable—they would not remain there for ever.

She said a brief 'Thank you for everything', anosetl the double doors
carefully behind her.

It was no use. She could not sleep. It must, sheldd, be that canopy over
the four-poster bed. It needed time to get usatl téer thoughts troubled
her so much she tossed and turned and turned again.



Over and over again her brain repeated the wakilsilsea Castle is not my
home.lmpatient at last, she swung her feet to the fleibrseemed a long
way down—and felt with her toes for her mules. Thetains were drawn
back and at regular intervals the flashes fromligigthouse flooded the
room. There was no need to switch on a light. H&gligee was on a chair
beside her. It was as lightweight as the long nigdgs which trailed the
carpet as she crossed to the window. The warnasipdls swept the sea and
sky. Now the islands were in total darkness. Noeytivere illuminated
momentarily, a low-lying, crouching mass of lanciagt the night sky.

They belonged to Shaun Sutherland, every single gbthem. They called
her, those islands. Part of her yearned to bresd &nd get out to them,
whether by boat or even by swimming. It didn't regttas long as she
reached them.

They represented a haven from her troubles—stormashed,
wave-battered, wind-swept, but a haven, nonetheless

Sighing, she turned away, eyeing the bed. It wagseoclimbing back into
it, because she knew sleep would not come. If stk & book ... The
library—dared she go there, take a book, creep awvithyit, returning it first
thing in the morning, before Shaun was awake?

She would dare anything, she reasoned, to get fratanthis loneliness, this
odd yearning which had her wandering from bed todaw and back again.

The door creaked as she opened it. She held hathbrbut nothing
disturbed the corridor's deep silence, not evewribep of her footsteps over
the carpet. To her weary brain the stairs, as slseethded them, were as
steep as Everest, the tiled floor of the hall ca¢da glacier beneath her
slippered feet.

Using her torch, she found her way to the salod® gassed through this
and into the writing-room, treading silently acrésshe double doors which
led to the library. One of the doors stood opewmeaéing that the place was
in darkness. So Shaun was not at his desk, aggrosier his work into the

early hours. She felt along the wall for the ligltitch and the click as she
turned it on made her jump.



Strictly forbidden.Shaun's words came back to her like an echo aeross
valley. For anyone but the highly privileged, theoks were beyond reach.
But, like a child refusing unwanted food, she pultiee words to the back
of her mind. She would treat the books carefullge Svould do them no
harm.

One bookcase, she noticed, was unprotected by thee mesh which
covered the others. Brown and red leather- bourldnwes, some paling
with age, invited eager fingers to reach out alkeé them down. Excitedly
Cara turned the pages, savouring their quality #oadr leather smell,
relishing their contents. These books, she thougéte notabouthistory,
they were part of history. It was here, in her l&nd

She placed two volumes on a table and continudd vat wanderings. She
knew what she was looking for—yes, there they weaneshelves above the
desk at which Shaun worked. The books bore brighdlpured dust
jackets— Shaun Sutherland's own books.

Her movements were jerky with excitement. It wasréh her favourite
novel, the one book of all his others that sheread again and again. She
picked up the two leather-bound volumes and madevag across to the
settee. Later, she would read the 'forbidden’ bobks first she would
re-read the chapter in Shaun's novel which, haxéagl it so often in the
past, she had learnt almost by heart. Now thakeke/ the man who had
written the words, they held an even deeper mearfiing was totally
absorbed, her mind blotting out every vestige afitg

So she did not hear the creak of floorboards. $aednothing until the man
was in the room. She looked up, petrified, intoglies of Shaun Sutherland.
Her senses had been heightened by the passionatis wioe had been
reading, and there seemed to be a wild air abaut Ror a frightening
moment her rationality deserted her and it wa$laes had stepped out of the
gilded frame which held the portrait of one of &ieestors, the portrait she
had seen that day he had brought her here, thehgdyad discovered he was
the owner.

His dark hair was ruffled as though tortured firgghad raked it. His shirt
was thrust carelessly and loosely into the waisthzrhis trousers. He had



not bothered to fasten a single button. His hangle wlenched into fists on
his hips, his legs apart a little as if challengamgenemy to do battle.

Detail by detail, he surveyed the scene with ey@sowed and inscrutable.
Mercilessly they moved over the figure curled uptloa settee, at the fair
hair glowing in the splintered light from the chatidr; at the wide, tired but
strangely excited blue eyes which stared up atdsnf the owner of them
could not make out which world she was in—the cgdhe imagined.

Slowly he went towards her, hands still on hipse Shrank away. She could
do nothing now to hide those telltale volumes,codisguise from him that
she was reading one of his own books. This, wiptliges opened wide, she
pressed to her chest in a childlike action caledab prevent him seeing
what she was reading.

'Forbidden, | said." His voice was low, but he spdkough tightened lips.
His body was rigid, his eyes blazed. 'You have tt@indown to your
fingertips, haven't you? Dishonesty, untrustworelss) deceit. There isn't a
particle of that alluring body that doesn't contatnleast a grain of those
unpleasant personality defects.'

There was no defence against his accusations betaiswere all partially

true. Honesty, he had said, he valued above @) afsd she had lied to him
so many times. But did he know she had lied? Ao jhow? Now she had
transgressed again, trespassed on his privateotgriand handled his

precious, priceless, 'forbidden’ books.

She swallowed deeply. If she was going to cry, shustn't let him see.
Uncurling herself and swinging her feet to the floshe murmured, 'I'm
sorry, I'm sorry. I'll put the books away. I—I prama I'll never come in here
again.' Still she hugged his book to her chedtlagdoing so, it afforded her
some protection from his anger.

She waited for him to respond, but no response cil@avas maintaining
one of his silences, which were worse, much wdhse a torrent of abuse.
There was only the sound of his deep breathingedsdked down on her
bent head. He said softly but with a thread ofahmenning through his
voice,



'If I had my way at this moment, I'd up-end you ahihsh you! Not only
have you done something | strictly forbade you ao lalit you've made me
forget completely the paragraph | had, with enorsitficulty, constructed
in my mind. | had managed to overcome the strangetaih blockage which
has been afflicting me these last few days in mging. | came down here
expressly to commit it to paper and what do | findéw, impudently
occupying what is strictly my territory, curled @m the settee, blandly
reading. What shall | do with you?'

His hand came out and grasped her wrist, pullirrgalgainst him. But still
the book pressed closely to her kept them apagtntilously she raised her
eyes to his. Had she detected a softening in his?o

'What are you reading?' She told him the nameebtiok. 'l can see that for
myself. You think | can't read the words on theae®/\What part, | meant,
which particular passage?' He tried to prise theklzavay.

'No, no!" She flushed with embarrassment—and argjiof desire which
she had never known before. His hand, which haduased itself between
the book and her body, set her heart racing.

He smiled. 'I'm quite content to stay this way du let me have the book.
All night, if necessary.'

Her colour deepened. The more she pressed thetbbek, the closer to her
body she pressed his hand. Slowly she eased tksupeeand with wide,
troubled eyes she surrendered the book to him.

'Yes, | thought you would let me have it. Sit niexine, my dear Miss Hirst,’'
he placed himself on the settee and watched hesrlberself beside him,
‘and let me see what it is that pleases one of wst thevoted fans.'

He began to read and a smile touched his lips.l&tecgd at her, then went
back to the book. It was a passionate love sceneasereading, a deeply
moving study of a couple in love, making love, kmagvthat next day they
must part. The length of that parting neither oénth knew. Their
lovemaking was all the more passionate for thatomk and tormenting
factor.



The silence of the night was broken with every plagaurned. At last he
closed the book. 'It's a few years since | wroéd.th

Her elbow was on her knee, her chin cupped in hadhShe said a little
sourly, 'l can hardly believe you wrote those béalypassages.'

He laughed. "You think me incapable, now you knoe of experiencing
such depth of feeling, such compassion and tendgPhe

'Yes, | do. Anyway, it wasn't you you were writingout, was it? Jt was a
character in the story.'

He leaned forward to be level with her, linking héads loosely between his
knees. 'lt was part of me, Cara. All writers usetgaf their own
personalities.’

She turned her head and their eyes held. Fascjretedvhispered, 'l still
don't believe it.'

He put his hand over hers. 'Try me, Cara? Will dume show you that side
of me?'

She tore her eyes away before he could read tigsnigim them. 'No, no. It's
not my way at all. | don't believe a woman shoeldany man--'

'I'm not "any man", Cara.'

No, her mind whispered, you're Shaun Sutherlanel,ntln | love ... She
caught her breath.

‘Now what's the matter, sweet?'
Already he was talking like a lover, anticipatingr leventual acquiescence.

‘There's—there's--' She was really talking to Herseminding herself that
there was Steven, the man she was going to marry.

"Yes?' His thick brows were drawn together, hisgajuick and sharp.



‘There's--' She passed her tongue over her ligswals going to lie to him
again. 'There's your aunt. She would get to knosvdismiss me, and that
would mean the end of my job here."

'‘And," the voice was hard now, 'the end of youreetgtions where her
fortune is concerned?’

She was silent, leaning back and resting againgshion, turning her head
to one side and closing her eyes. She was exhaUstechight seemed long,
so long ... Her body became still as if in sleefné®Varms came round her
she did not push them away. There was no more Wigghin her. When
hands lifted her feet on to the settee and thelegtler back against a hard
chest, so close she could hear the rhythmic druigpomider the ribs and feel
the fine hair beneath her cheek, she allowed tbailappen.

Shaun Sutherland was cradling her in his armshaml was stroking her
hair, her throat, pushing aside her negligee and--

'No," she murmured, 'no.' Then she fell asleep.

When she awoke, she was alone, but she was net lmeld. She was still on
the settee. A blanket had been draped over hem FEne alcove in which
Shaun worked came the tapping of typewriter keys.

She sat up with a start and Shaun stopped workahe to stand in front of
her and he was smiling. His eyes were bright, tslesbearing tense and
invigorated.

'It's coming," he said, 'the words are flowing agdihe dam which has
blockaded my thoughts for days has been breached.’

'I'm—I'm glad," she said faintly. 'Didn't you—ditigbu sleep?’

'Yes, | slept. With you in my arms.’ His hand retflher hair, tangling it still
more.



‘The time!" She looked at her wrist. Of course, \watch was not in place!
'What is the time, Mr.--?"

‘Call me Shaun, or | won't tell you.'
‘Shaun,’ she whispered.

'Six o'clock. You have half an hour to make yourdetent before my aunt
demands your attentions. Shall | carry you upstaiggour room?’

She stood hastily. 'Thank you, but no. Someone nsig@ us.'

'Would it be so terrible if they did?" If she sajds’, he would taunt her about
losing his aunt's fortune. If she said 'no’, it Womean she did not care what
people thought of her and that therefore her pratiesis that to let any man
make love to her was not her way were false. Sheddpr silence.

He swooped to lift her, but she managed to evaabeanid ran to the doors,
opening one. She glanced back over her shouldbBanks," she said,
smiling, 'for giving me such a comfortable niglsfsep.’

He took a few steps towards her. 'Are you provokirgg you impudent little
minx?'

She fled from him and reached her room without dpsieen.

During the morning, when Cara was reading the napaipto Mrs. Driver in

her living-room, Shaun came in. He stood asiddltavahe housekeeper to
pass him. She was carrying a tray on which she&kethathe empty coffee
cups.

Mrs. Driver frowned and turned to her companiorph&he was plainly
endeavouring to ignore her nephew's presence. As$3fapleton withdrew,
Mrs. Driver said, 'Proceed with your reading, Mifisst.'



'‘Aunt." At her nephew's voice, Mrs. Driver's heaane up sharply. 'I've
come to borrow your companion.’

"You can't have her. Go away, young man.'
Ignoring his aunt's petulance, Shaun held out 4ilh'Cara?"

Cara eyed that hand. Was she supposed to placenh&tsAnd in front of
his aunt? She raised her eyes to his, questiomngitently. His expression
was unbelievably warm and the memory of how she dpsht the night
came flooding back. With those arms around hert ls@n, hard body
against hers ... To her, it was a night she woelenforget. To him, it was
yet another spent in the company of a woman, oiffgrohg from all the
others because she had not given him what he nawst taken so easily
from every other woman he had slept with.

Growing impatient, he walked across and took hadhpulling her to stand

beside him. As she felt the sensitive skin of l@nmprubbing against his, felt
him force her fingers open so as to entwine his/een them, she coloured
deeply. He was smiling, and it was with an uprulspl@asure that she gave
smile for smile.

When she remembered they were not alone, whereslisad how he was
not only not bothering to hide their growing intiaya but flaunting it
deliberately before his aunt, Cara turned withraléw look at Mrs. Driver.
There was tight-lipped displeasure on her emplsyéace, and the
amply-endowed chest rose and fell with unspokeroEp

Fearful of the consequences if she disobeyed hptoger, Cara tugged at
her imprisoned hand. But as an attempt to escap&s doomed before it
began. The smile on Shaun's face hardened, andasire-and felt—the
determination with which he was holding on to her.

He drew her with him to face his aunt. Mrs. Drigegyes darted, deeply
suspicious, from one to the other.

'l shall deliver her back to you safe and sounchtAu



'Where are you taking her?' his aunt called hedeafter them, but he
seemed to take pleasure in keeping her guessing. iNeas Cara who

asked, a little petulantly, where they were goimganswer he smiled and
tightened his fingers round hers. They went aldmg hall towards the

domestic quarters, which were more extensive traa @ad realised. They
came up against Mrs. Stapleton who, startled, mtwvede side to let them
pass.

Didn't hecarg Cara thought in anguish, what the domestic staffight of
her? Didn't he realise what they might be thinkif@?was he actually
enjoying giving them the impression that he wasdcomting a secret affair
with his aunt's rather plain, very dowdy-lookingrqmanion?

This thought hurt more than any other possibilitg as they emerged into
the daylight round the back of the building—it wasthe side away from
the sea—Cara jerked him to a standstill.

'l insist on knowing where you're taking me.'

He smiled down at her. 'Only to the garages. di'sdo early in the day for
me to have a secret assignation in mind, unldss,dark eyebrows lifted
sardonically, 'the idea appeals to you?'

'Will you please let me have my hand?'

In answer he tightened his grip and pulled herdmethim. 'The garages,’ he
explained, 'were once the stables.’

He was walking fast and she gasped, 'How—how many ltave you got,
Mr. Sutherland?’

He stopped short, jerking her back as she ran derdmer own momentum.
'l told you to call me Shaun.'

‘Shaun,’ she said meekly.



‘Three cars,' he said. 'There they are.' One \ga& sblue and bore a famous
name. The second was a little smaller and waslaelldw. The third was,
beside the others, very small indeed.

'Is this--' Cara indicated the smallest, 'mine?"

'No." He smiled and indicated an adjoining garégeurs, as you call it, is
here.' It was, as he had said, an estate car witaradoor which lifted for
luggage. 'My aunt's chair can go in there. By tlagva correction is called
for. You called it "yours". It's not. It is for theise of my aunt's
companion-help, whoever she may be. | should regughall we say—far
more from a woman than you seem prepared to givevidre to buy her
something as expensive as a car.'

With amusement he watched her colour heightensmy,' she choked. It
was presumptuous of me.' She swung away and bbgdortg walk back,
but he was after her and had her wrist in a harfidgid.

‘Next time, minx, think before you speak. You couldget
yourself—involved.' His tone was a mixture of infiay and authority and
she squirmed with humiliation.

‘Next time," she said between her teeth, 'l worehespeak. | won't say a
word.'

'Stop acting like a schoolgirl and sit in the dniyiseat.' He opened the car
door and let her in. '"How does it measure up te gau've driven before?'

'‘Bigger,’ she answered, 'quite a lot bigger."’
"You've owned a car yourself?'

‘No, I've only driven my--' She caught her breaitessed her lips together
like a child and with childlike fear, looked at him

"Your--?' His eyebrows rose slowly.



Boy-friend's, she thought. 'My—my father's," shelsAnother lie. Did he
believe her or had her unmistakable fear giveraey?

'l see.' The words were spoken quietly, but somgthi his tone had Cara's
heart beating painfully. How much longer could thissquerade go on
before she blurted out the truth?

He explained the controls and felt in his pockeilipg out the car keys.
'‘Switch on the engine. Reverse it out and we'lfayaa ride. | want to see
how well you drive. After all," with a mocking srajl'l'm putting my aunt's
life in your hands.' He got in the other side. 'Sipgomised you her fortune
on her decease, remember.'

Her head swung round. 'That's a filthy thing to!ségu can keep your

miserable car!" And she dived out of the door. $h& was not quick enough.
The garage wall cut off her retreat and he grappiéd her, catching her by
the hips and tugging her back.

She sprawled against him and was furious at hekmess compared with
his strength. He laughed loudly, clearly enjoyingself. She wriggled,
trying to free herself from his hands which weil slamped securely on to
her hips.

'I'm not letting you go,' he said, ‘until we're te move.'

Even through the thickness of her black skirt €iettfie intimate pressure of
his hands. 'Let me go,' she pleaded. 'l promist¢atpin the car.'

Slowly he relaxed his hold and sat upright. At tfishe drove with
exaggerated care, but as she became used to thef tee vehicle, their
speed increased and her confidence grew.

'‘Good,' said Shaun. Turn back now. | must retunntgomy aunt before the
search party is sent out to recover you from mictles.'

When she garaged the car, she handed him backettse ut he refused
them. 'They're yours. You never know when my auigihtrtake it into her
head to go on an outing.'



As they went into the house by the main stairc@sea told him, Tomorrow
your aunt has her monthly check-up and treatmenhethospital in the
town. There'll be no need for you to take her nell,there?'

'‘No, indeed. That can be your pleasure.’

In the entrance hall, he turned to go. 'Mr.--' #isvn cautioned her. 'Shaun.'
Her voice was weak because it still sounded toadli@m'l'd like to thank
you for being so considerate.' He seemed to bengdir more. 'In buying
all these things to make life so much easier—tltaercthe car ...'

'‘Maybe | don't want to lose you.' He watched theaplre stain her cheeks
and brighten her eyes. 'After all, it was becomangit tedious travelling
down to London at regular intervals interviewingtabse young women.
My aunt's so fussy, | thought I'd never find thghtione. Obviously, in her
eyes, this time | did.'

Slowly the pleasure faded from her face. He snaled there was a touch of
cruelty about his mouth. He raised a careless haddeft her.

While her employer was resting that afternoon, Csteaed out of her
bedroom window. There was a breeze, but it dittlittore than ruffle the
sea's surface. Its comparative calm did nothirspashe the restlessness that
troubled her in mind and body.

She wandered across to the wardrobe and lookad ebmtents. Why had
she even bothered to bring those dresses, thoseatap jeans? She had
known when she had accepted the job that she waaudr be allowed to
wear them. An idea caught at her mind, giving hex tfe. Her employer
was sleeping. Shaun was working, immersed in hisngr

If she dressed in her own clothes, just for oncdeanfio one was looking,

and went out for a short walk, what harm wouldi? dNone whatsoever, she
argued. On the contrary, it would make her feehaah better, so much
more normal, so completefgminineagain it was even worth the risk of
being discovered.



As she slid denim pants and a white, short-sleaadigan top from a
hanger, the telephone rang down in the hall. It sces answered and there
was silence, but Cara waited. Whoever had gonetirechall—probably
Mrs. Stapleton, who usually took all phone calls-gimj just might, come
knocking on her door saying for once that it wasMas. Driver.

Sure enough there came an urgent tapping fromadhelor. Hastily Cara
pushed her clothes under the quilt and openeddbe d

'Miss Hirst, a call for you. From London." Mrs. Bl ton was a little
breathless from hurrying. 'l put it through to MButherland because |
assumed automatically that any call from London ivdoe for him. But it
wasn't. It's for you, Miss Hirst." The words tumblever each other in her
surprise and with a gesture, she urged Cara dosvst#irs. 'In the hall, Miss
Hirst. Do hurry. It must be costing the gentlemaraa/ful lot of money.'

Gentleman? For goodness' sake, she thought, whetWex father? But he
didn't live in London—unless he was there on bussfie

She lifted the receiver with shaking fingers. 'Cidnest here.’

'Cara, darling! At last. Where the hell did theywé&ao fish you from? The
depths of the North Sea? Look, | haven't much titne.phoning from a
friend's house round the corner from the schoomdmwow I'm taking a
day's leave of absence and--' Here there was tecfaik as though someone
on another line had just replaced the receivemniist, Cara thought
desperately, be Mrs. Stapleton on her extensionngaure she had made
contact with the caller. It couldn't, it must n& $haun!

'Steve!" she said agonisingly. 'Hawsuld you phone me here? Now they'll
know—'

' Toil said no letters, so | phoned. Hell, darlimghen a man's been apart
from his girl as long as | have, he getseedingto see her. Tomorrow I'm
taking unpaid leave and coming north. I'll be ueréhby noon. mustsee
you. You've got to get away from that old--' Hepgted and went on with
more discretion, 'From that place if only for a plmuof hours. Tell me
where | can meet you.'



'Look, Steve,' she glanced around the great hallhe stairs, in the alcoves,
but there was no one lurking there, 'tomorrow Mbsiver goes to the
hospital for treatment. Afterwards she usuallytgisi friend and spends the
day with her, which means I'm free till the evenitigen I'll have to go and
get her. Are you listening?'

'With all my ears, darling.’

‘A short walk from the village, there's a hoteltbe other side of the road
from the shore. It's called Islands View Hotel.rfleet you across the road
amongst the sand dunes. | can hide away in thenfisted for you.'

'Hide? Why hide if the old girl's miles away?"

‘There's the owner—'

'‘Owner? What owner? Of the hotel?"

'No, idiot. Of this house.’

'Oh, you mean the great--'

She cut him off. 'l keep hearing the pips. You mgst Steve. See you
tomorrow. Remember where | said?’

'It's engraved on my heart. Till midday tomorrowylahg.'
‘Bye, Steve.'

The phone clicked. Slowly she replaced the receider had called her
'darling’. Why couldn't she bring herself to cathHdarling’, too?

At dinner that evening, there was no change in 8kehehaviour towards
Cara, except, she reflected, for one thing. He sélebm be going out of his
way to impress on his aunt that his acquaintantle aer companion was
just a little more than friendly.



Cara, while experiencing a twinge of uneasinessitahe hint of familiarity
in his attitude towards her, assured herself witmense relief that he must
have heard nothing of her conversation with Stewanthe telephone.
Whoever it was who was listening—it could even hbgen at Steven's end
of the line—had heard nothing of importance. Catyathey did not hear
about the arrangements to meet, because the dmthssl taken place after
she had heard the gende click.

Next morning, alter an early start, Cara left Mdsiver at the hospital in the

care of a nurse. Since, until now, it had been Bhaw had taken his aunt
for her periodic checks and treatment, and sincadwer had the time to

spare to wait until that treatment was over, it wasnow expected that Cara
should wait.

'My friend comes for me in her car, my dear. Itlarge one and my chair
will go into it quite easily. This evening she willing me all the way back.
It's usually fairly late, because when | have aalaty | like to make the most
of it." She patted Cara's hand in an unexpectdtidgteonate gesture. 'Make
the most of your free time, too, Miss Hirst. Enyemur few hours away from
your autocratic and demanding employer.’

Cara laughed, never having guessed that Mrs. Dcdeeld ever be human
enough to laugh at herself, nor even confess dlohe@r employee that she
was aware of her own weaknesses.

It seemed too good to be true, too convenient todieved. As Cara drove
back to Wildsea Castle, she experienced a senfeedom and release
which she thought that only long-imprisoned crinfsmaust feel at the end
of their sentence. It was for no more than a fewrsdess than a day, in fact,
but to her it was like a lifetime stretching beckayly before her.

Now she could go to meet Steven without any fearedfig seen, with no
feeling of duty to be done dogging her every movetm@haun would be too
involved with his work to notice her absence. Helsalunched downstairs,
anyway. She would tell Mrs. Stapleton that she dedded to roam the
countryside and would not return until evening.



She garaged the car and sped in the back waygdrsiieg the amused
stares of the domestic staff. From her wardrobda@bleout the denim pants
and button-up top which she had looked at so Iaigitne day before. Like
a small girl at her mother's cosmetics tray, stecked for eye-shadow,
lipstick and face powder. For the first time in kegthe face of a long-lost
stranger emerged and stared back at her from thrermrhis was the Cara
Hirst she knew and had longed for the world—andeegly Shaun
Sutherland?—to see.

The difficult part was ahead of her, that of esngpgrom Wildsea Castle
unseen. It was, strangely, more easily achieved 8te had dared to
anticipate. As she crept down into the hall, the@es the sound of chatter
from the domestic quarters, but no one emergedné&ant her.

The return journey had been so fast and she haigelaher clothes so
quickly, Cara found herself approaching the sandgedwver an hour too
soon. The sense of break-away, of liberation froe ghackles of her job
was so intense she found herself skipping andrigron the pale sands,
throwing her arms about to release the pent-upnigelvhich had been too
long suppressed.

It was a bright, warm summer morning. If there wel@ids anywhere in
that stretch of blue above, they were white anddgmemmeaning no harm.
Cara ran up one of the dunes, threw herself onstgandy softness and
rolled over and over down to the bottom. She laytipg, smiling, her eyes
closed against the golden brilliance of the sun.

Then she stilled, holding her breath, strangelyrawod impending disaster.
She was not alone any more. Someone had joined\fes.it Steve? An
hour too early? Her eyes fluttered open. It wasu8Hautherland, looking
down at her.



CHAPTER EIGHT

How long had he been there? How much had he witdesfsher abandoned
delight? He stood, hands on hips, legs stiff araftapear enough for her to
stretch out her sandalled foot and touch him wéhtbes.

She sat up, her eyes running the length of hinmest uncertainly on his
intimidating expression. '"How—how did you know |sMaere?’

'l saw you from my room. | also possess a poweydid of binoculars which
| usually use to look over to the islands.' He enhillt's not often | pick up in
my sights the leaping, gambolling, lamb-like antafsa slightly crazy
female.'

'So,"' she had to know, 'so it was pure chanceythasaw me?'

He ignored her question as though it had never bhsked. He looked her
over instead. So close was his examination, so eagsng was it to feel
where his eyes were lingering—and imagining—that dtew the edges of
her cardigan top together where it strained awamfthe buttons.

'When my aunt's away,' he said softly, 'her conganiill play. Is that it? Is
that why you've taken a chance and abandoned yoiforon—strictly
against the conditions of your employment, condgiof which you were
well aware when you took the job?"

'l took the chance to feel, foe female again. Is that so bad?' Her eyes,
seeking his way above her, held appeal. 'Therenwwame to see—'

'What about me?'

She looked down, drawing circles in the sand. "Maure busy with your
writing.'

'So you took a chance on my not seeing you?'

She said nothing. She had indeed staked her athatn her clandestine
meeting with her boy-friend, and her stolen dayhiim.



Shaun dropped down beside her and it was at thatanbthat her anxiety
began. Less than an hour now to Steven's arrival ..

He rested on his elbow and grasped a handful alewbbld sand, opening
his fingers and letting it trickle through slowhke sand in an egg-timer.
Cara could not talk, she dared not engage him nvesation. She must
give him no encouragement to remain there. Coveiltly glanced at his
face. There was a frown, yet the lips were cunted & hint of a smile, as if
his thoughts pleased him.

'l could," he told a fresh handful of sand, 'hawa gismissed for this.’

She echoed his frown, but there was fear in her, faoct amusement like his.
'‘Dismissed for what?' Her heart nearly stopped.

He gestured without raising his eyes. 'Those ckotifepause and his eyes
lifted slowly to her face, scanning it, studyingtreddened lips, then the
sand had his attention again. 'That make-up.'

She let out her breath. So he didn't know abouteStBut she burst out,
"You wouldn't—you wouldn't be so small-minded!

There was no mistaking the satisfaction in his eplike a cat watching the
antics of a mouse it was about to kill. 'What,' $hed trickled again, ‘would
you give me,' the sand had nearly all gone nowdidin't tell my aunt?' He
dusted his hands and looked her full in the fater& was no doubt that he
was serious.

Cara paled. 'You wouldn't! That's—that's blackmdaiiu wouldn't be so
unscrupulous.'

'Wouldn't I1? You really think | wouldn't?'

That was the trouble. She really didn't know. 'Aayw she changed the
route of the conversation slightly, 'even if yod dell your aunt, she likes
me so much she wouldn't dream of dismissing me faovsuch a trivial
thing as wearing my own clothes.’



His eyes, sharp as blades, rested on her. 'l wbadunt on that. Don't rely
too much on my aunt's willingness to forgive andrtsok. You should have
learned by now that her word is law and if that laveroken, your chances
of survival, however much she may have taken tq yamwuld be very much
in the balance. | have known her dismiss an emplaygtantly and without
an atom of compunction. If that happened to yougenehwould your
prospects be then of inheriting her fortune?'

His smile taunted. When, she asked herself in ageouyld he go away?
How much longer now before Steven was due to &ri8de glanced
surreptitiously at her watch, but he did not miss &ction. "What are you
worried about? The rest of the day, until my a@btiims, is yours. Ours, in
fact.'

She stared at him. 'What do you mean?"

'I'll show you." He stood and his hand came owifiimy her to place hers in
it. Stupefied, she did as he wished. He hauledupebeside him. 'You
remember | told you | owned a boat and that it exshed at the jetty in the
harbour? I'm using it today to go to the islandls.d beautiful day, so I'm
taking you with me.’'

It was shock that made her brain refuse to acdepirtformation it was

receiving. How wonderful, it told her, to have #tgance of visiting Shaun
Sutherland's islands, to spend a few hours entalelye with him. She was
dressed so that her femininity was obvious to dtierdullest male eyes ...
Then the reality of the situation hit her and skeded in disbelief.

This could not be happening to her. There was ocae om his way to see
her, travelling hundreds of miles in order to dpawd another man inviting
her—no, insisting, that she should accompany hira day's outing across
the waterShe could not go with him, yet she could notiiefl why!

'I'm—I'm sorry, Mr. Sutherland,” he did not knowvhtruly! ‘but | can't go
with you.'

She had spoken in as normal a tone of voice as@iid manage, yet he did
not seem to have heard.



He took her hand, then looked her over. 'Look at girl. You're covered in
sand.' He dusted her down, brushing the sand fremstoulders and arms,
turning her and brushing her back and hips. 'lIfaugt could have seen you
behaving like a kid of three instead of twenty-etht

She shook her head to free her hair of the clingeltpw dust and—there
was no denying it—the feelings his stroking toucbuaed. The day was
warm and there was a minimum of material to ae barrier to those male
hands skimming the surface of her body.

'l can do it myself," she said irritably. He stogps once, looking at her
through narrowed eyes. Had she annoyed him? Irithemstances, that
was the last thing she wanted to do. 'I'm sorryykl; it's not that | object to
you touching me, but--' She coloured deeply. Novatwtad she said?

And was it her imagination, or was there an edgenger in his response?
He tugged her arm. ‘Come with me.' The words wpoken curtly, but all
the same she held back. She could not go with 'hi!don't feel like a trip
to the islands." Another lie, she thought despglyinit was the one thing in
all the world she would have loved to do. If ong/liad chosen another day!

He stopped and faced her. "You're feeling ill?"'

That was it! She could tell him there was somethimgng with her, a
headache—anything ...

Before she could speak, he said, eyeing her flee,riever seen anyone
looking as fit as you do at this moment."' He turae@y again, striding back
towards the house and pulling her behind him.

It was at that moment that she gave up hope. Shes/thn agonised glance
over her shoulder as if in apology to the abseaveét. If only he would

come! In her desperation she even ceased for a ntdmeare whether he
and Shaun met. But then, the small voice of reasamured, if he did, that
would mean the end of everything, of Mrs. DriverWldsea Castle, but
most of all, of Shaun.



She lagged behind him ail the way, her hand #titilf in his. He motioned
her into the car. 'We'll drive to the harbour.’

He parked his car a short distance from the jetty they walked along its

cobbled stones almost to the end. As they wenta daoked around,

pretending an interest in the scenery. In realitgy was searching for a
fair-haired young man of medium height, lookinghzgss a little lost but

looking, most of all, along the coast road towatus dunes where he was
due to meet a qirl called Cara Hirst. Yet here whs, hand in hand with

another man!

Tied to the jetty by a stout rope was a motor batt room for two. Shaun
dropped into it and guided Cara down beside hine Biade one more
attempt to get him to let her go. 'Mr Sutherlard]'m a bad sailor.' Which,
she thought miserably, was another untruth. 'Theomof the waves--'

'Waves?' he countered. 'What waves? Scarcely &rififs months since
I've seen such a calm day.’

As he cast off, Cara watched with anguished eyegg only when the gap
between the boat and the shore began to increasé tkally came to her
what she had done. She had left Steven high andalinye and unmet in a
strange land. He had travelled so far and with sagerness to see her, yet
she had walked out on him with scarcely a showrofgst. Although she
had to be fair to herself, she reflected. She lwag dher best, but her hands
had been tied. If she had blurted out the trutl,vebuld, this time tomorrow
be packing her bags and Mrs. Flora Driver woulddeking the services of
yet another companion-help.

It was with blurred eyes that she watched the Goastcede. Poor Steve!
Would he ever forgive her?

'Cara, look." Shaun's raised arm indicated thendsla As the distance
between them grew less, so the rocks and islets igq@dly more awesome.
And the nearer they approached, the more appdhimdghing she had done
became in Cara's tortured mind. Leaving Stevennoelknowing he was
there, her watch telling her that he must now bkiwg towards the hotel,
scanning the dunes for her, soon to walk amongsh th.



Hope sprang, like a frail flower in a desert aftes first torrential rain for
years. Perhaps Shaun did not intend to stay foert@an an hour or two.
Surely Steven would wait that long? Surely, afit journey, he would not
return straight away, reasoning that she must hmen delayed at the
Castle, or the hospital, by her fractious employes, that was what would
happen, she decided. As soon as Shaun depositdzhtieron shore, she
would excuse herself, saying it was, after all, first free day for weeks,
and he would—henust—understand and let her go. Then she would find
Steven still waiting.

Sheer from the lapping waters, the rocks rosengcaand grooved by the
implacable hand of centuries, by the constant batfeand roaring fury of
tumultuous seas.

Shaun, seated at the controls, showed an expértisanaging the vessel
which could only have come with years of practide. was in complete

command, turning the wheel this way a little, anelnt that, then steering a
straight, undeviating course towards his goal.

As she sat beside him, watching his every moven@arg reflected that his
management of the boat was symbolic of his charabi@v that she was
beginning to know him—hadn't he kissed her, helditéiis arms through
the night?—she guessed that, once on a certaisedue would never give
up until he had attained his objective. Nothing ldoside-track him,
nothing deflect his determination to get what heted.

The speed of the motor boat created its own bretzaun glanced at Cara
beside him. Her hair was flying free and her eyesabright with a pleasure
she could not disguise.

'‘Bad sailor?' he commented. 'Afraid of the sea? Wouell some tales!
You're revelling in it, aren't you? There's a colouyour cheeks I've never
seen before. Try to tell me now you're sorry yooea She shook her head,
smiling.

Shaun swung the boat in a sweeping arc and madecfevestern side of the
main island. There was a small area of land whiels \evel enough for
Shaun to beach the boat. He made the rope faspéstavhich seemed to



have been placed there for that purpose. He offesekdand to Cara and the
stones and sand were damp underfoot, but the &ssep her by in the awe
with which her surroundings filled her.

‘These islands,' said Shaun, still holding herdinsgoosely and guiding her
up the beach, ‘are the home of one of the largdshies of seabirds around
the British coast. You don't even have to searclihi®m, or use binoculars.
As you can see, they're all around you.' He prebsedingers and pointed.
‘A guillemot. And there's a kittiwake. Over thesea razorbill. And away

over there, on the northernmost island is the tighse which no doubt with

its flashes keeps you awake at night—when youraense isn't doing so,

of course.' He smiled down at her, but she tena#xdt did he mean? Or was
there no meaning in the words, just the joke theyeared to be on the
surface?

'What,' he said, 'no wakefulness because of tisbdk, or no conscience?"

'No conscience,' she joked back, and became awarbadoshe imagined
it?—of the faintest hardening of his smile.

He looked about him, eyes slitted against the shiclwshone from a
cloudless sky and danced and sparkled on the evbaély calm waters
surrounding them. He pulled her gently. 'We'll @i bit.'

So they climbed, stepping cautiously on the slippecks from which the
wetness never seemed completely to evaporate. 8dalag, too, making
the going hazardous. At every step they took, d fiuttered away, but
never very far, as though regarding the presenbemfan beings a nuisance
to be tolerated without fear.

Now and then Cara glanced across at the mainlaretyEime she did so
her anguish returned. She could picture Steveningaipacing the sand,
growing more upset as every empty minute passeen Tier conscience
really would trouble her and she would look uphe iman beside her. He
stared ahead, however, anticipating each footstép for himself and for
her, completely unaware of the tumult which waggsand falling like a
stormy sea in the breast of the young woman aides



, The tranquillity of the place stole into her, dang her mind and body until

she almost came to believe that this was what adebken destined to do
since the day began —not to meet Steven Griffiththe dunes near Islands
View Hotel, but to stroll hand in hand with Shauwntl&rland on his rugged,

rocky haven.

'How long are we staying?' she asked, strainirgptod unperturbed.

He shrugged. 'For as long as the fancy takes me.’

Her heart sank. 'But—but what about lunch?

'Stowed away on the boat. | got Mrs. Stapletonackpa hamper last night
and | took it down in my car.'

'So you had it all planned?”
'Yes.' He looked down at her. "You sound annoyed.’
'Without," she choked, 'without consulting me?"

'Was there any reason why | should? You came glifinafter a few coy
attempts at resistance.'

"You gave me no chance.'

'l gave you every chance. If you really hadn't wednto come, | wouldn't
have insisted.’'

She was silent.

'You see, you can't deny it. Now,' he indicatedassgy incline, 'up there is a
plateau. A few years back | built myself a hut @fos brought over from the
mainland, together with boulders and rocks col@ckem the island.
Consider yourself honoured. | allow only the chofamin my hide- away.'

She went with him, feeling his steadying hand wistre slipped and
slithered on damp patches of rock and mud- basadsgiThe hut was



roughly built, but care had been taken to ensueenagthe penetration of
wind and rain. There was a window, an oil heatelesk littered with papers
and, strangely incongruous in such surroundindgpewriter. There were
facilities, too, for heating water and for cooksignple meals. A folding bed
stood in a corner.

'Whenever | feel anti-social, or the need for tctalitude, | come here.
Somehow the isolation loosens my thoughts, letswbeds flow. The
pictures in my mind are much more vivid out herk,nay senses are
heightened. And," softly, ‘when | have an attractjpoung woman with
me—rare indeed—even more so. So beware, Cara Himtre at my
mercy. There's nowhere to run, except into thée sea.

She met his smile with a tremulous one of her dahind his words was a
shadow of truth that frightened her. At his mercyerpulses leapt, when
they should have throbbed with fear. Nowhere tq but—she had to face
it—she did not want to run from him!

His eyes were on her and she asked, 'What arenykirtg?’
‘That I'm—I'm hungry,' she fabricated, and he laaggh

‘That wasn't what was in your mind, was it? Blitdke the hint. Let's make
our way back to the boat. We'll eat and then, whows? Soak up the sun
while we've got the chance.'

'‘But,Shaun,’ she failed to hide her anxiety ancelddpe would interpret it as
worry about his aunt, 'l must get back. We—I catay too long. I—I have
things to do.'

'‘Nothing that can't wait until this evening.' Heked the hut and walked her
back to the beach.

They shared a lunch of sandwiches, fresh fruit@ftee. Afterwards they
lay back, an arm's length from each other. Shauara's relief, seemed
content to let it stay that way. His fingers wodrithe buttons of his shirt
until they were all undone, then he pushed the miahtaside, letting the
sun's rays deepen the tan on his body.



Cara, turning her head covertly, saw the hard filiim, felt the tug at her
responses that was almost impossible to resistréshembered the feel of
his body as he had cradled her to sleep that mgthte library. There was
already an intimacy between them which, had sheived the slightest
encouragement, the merest hint that he remembéeedvas there, would
have broken down her natural reserve and drawmtagnet-like, to curl up
at his side.

But he lay with his eyes closed, perfectly at pe#cevell of resentment
founded inside her that he could ignore her so. régrds strayed to the
buttons on her ribbed top. He was not looking, &y should she not soak
up the sun as he was doing? Surreptitiously hegefs undid one, two
buttons and immediately the material sprang awalystre felt the warmth
beat down, a warmth from which, until then, hendkad been shielded.

Then guilt overcame her as a picture formed inrhigxd of a young man
striding about on those dunes which, if she stchimer eyes, she could just
see outlined across at the mainland. Her watchhtetdhat she was already
two hours overdue, but she knew Steve would notyegs/e in. If, in
desperation, he called at the house, there woljdoenMrs. Stapleton there
to tell him—what? That she had beer called away?

She sat up and her eyes scanned the coastlineshgid she reflected
ruefully, think that by doing so she could see 8teand somehow send him
a message, like a sailor using semaphore?

'Sit down. Relax," Shaun growled.

'l can't. Mr. Suth--' His head lifted, eyes reprimdang. 'Shaun—we must go
soon. Mustn't we?' From a positive statement hétevbad turned into
appeal.

By his lazy silence she knew her appeal had besmisised.

She lay back, her fingers feeling for pebbles apping them down again.

'Shaun?' He made a movement. 'l know it soundsramge question,
but—have you really never been married, not eveherdistant past?’



He seemed first surprised by her query, then amu¥ed're surely not
completely so naive as you look when you're weatingt ridiculous
uniform? | told you,' he drawled, 'l never let aman "catch" me. | only let
her think she has. Let me say in answer that,ekened to be choosing his
words, 'l have never stood before a registrar witivoman and taken
marriage vows. I've never had in my possession raiage certificate.' He
added dryly, 'There simply has never been any ségebleed | say more?'

'No," she snapped.
‘Sorry if I've spoilt your girlish illusions of mynocence.’
'I'm a woman,' she responded childishly, 'not &' gir

He raised his head, lifting an amused eyebrow. y&i€?' His eyes scanned
her, resting momentarily on the partially unbutriep. Her hand went
involuntarily to cover her bared skin and he laufjh8ee what | mean.’

She cursed herself for her instinctive action.
"You—you know so much about women.'

'l do. It's my trade. | have to know about people&ings in order to write
about them. It's a combination of observation, eéepee and intuition. Plus
many other things, of course.' He rolled on to $ide. The movement
brought him dangerously close. 'Have | satisfiedryauriosity?'

'Yes, thanks,' she responded crisply, turning leadhaway in a desperate
attempt to discourage him.

Gulls circled and their winsome cries stirred sgarechoes in her heart.
There were other bird cries, too, which she had&nkeard before. The sea,
benevolent and gentle, sent off sparks towardse¢old sky, soothing and
washing clean the minds and consciences of those bdre mental
burdens—people like me, Cara thought, who had cnefretting the hours
away on the shore awaiting her arrival, and andtieez on the island lying
enigmatically at her side.



But that conscience, snake-like, turned its heabsamck. Its poison raced
through her and the thought of what she had doneStieven Griffiths
down so abominably he might never forgive her—haddm her feet.

'I'm going back, Shaun,' she said, hearing thecpanier voice instead of
the decision she had intended to infuse into theds:olf you won't take me,
I'll go on my own.'

‘Tell me,' he rose lazily into a sitting positionpw do you propose to get
back to the mainland? Swim?"

‘No. I'll take your boatYou'll have to swim.'

She had meant it only as a threat and started @ rmway, hoping he would
follow, so she was entirely unprepared for whatpesged. He half rose,
grabbing her anywhere he could find a hold. Shexdoher cardigan top
pulled from the belt of her jeans and she went domgrer the strength of the
hand that imprisoned her.

She was back on the ground, sprawling full-lenbféa was leaning over her,
his hands forcing her arms back and above her l&adhare chest pressed
against her and her legs were pinned by his. Hghiedi down into her face,
his eyes blazing with triumph.

‘You've had it coming," he said, 'a long, long time
'Let me go!' she stormed. "You've no right to keephere against my will.'

'‘Between a man and a woman, where the passioracerned, what do
rights matter? Come on, my fiery island mate, provoke areuse me.

Remember the femininity you've buried fathoms deépthese weeks.

Rediscover it like a lost and priceless piratesiridrom the depths of the
ocean. Come on, girl, flaunt it in front of me, reake want you as a real
man wants an attractive, desirable woman.'

'l wouldn't know,' she said between her teeth,regug and writhing under
the pressure of him. 'I'm unattractive, undesirabihe plain—you've told
me that. Irepelyou--'



‘This, my girl, is how much you repel me.' Undeg full of his hand as he
had reached out to grab her and tug her down, btlitesnholes on her top
had come adrift. This his glinting eyes perceived ais lips descended
against her warm flesh, bringing stinging colouhé&s cheeks.

He released her hands and she put them on eacbfdiitehead in a vain
attempt to push him away. He paused, smiled mobkingd said, 'Do you
want me to stop?'

'Yes, yes,' she breathed, fighting the wave ofrdeghich swept her reflexes
with unbelievable treachery. 'Of course you mugp sttold you, | refuse to
let a man--'

'My sweet Cara, you've slept in my arms. Whene@t you a refuge on the
settee in my library, you didn't push me away then.

She closed her eyes. 'But | said "no" then, di@&nd | meant it.'

He rolled on to his side, releasing her. "You wangjo? You want to run
from me?"

To her everlasting humiliation, she did not movewscle. He had given her
a chance, if only for a few seconds, to bring theemaking to an end. But
she adored this man—a truth that hit her so hasd like two space ships
colliding in her brain—so how could she run awaynfrhim?

Daringly she cupped his face. 'Shaun,’ she whigpé&hk, Shaun ...

'‘By heaven,' he said softly, 'a man needs no mwrewragement than that.’
He closed in on her again. 'Don't ever say," hemued thickly against her
throat, 'that | didn't give you a chance.’

He ran his hand through her hair, letting its sidloftness fall through his
fingers. 'Don't get it cut again, whatever my aumight say. Let it grow.' He
curled it to meet under her chin, framing her falen he kissed the features
of that face one by one.



Moments went by, moments of ecstasy interwoven witheeping sense of
guilt. Into her muddled mind came the image of 8tevretting and fuming
over on the mainland. Yet she was lying here whiihraoned, wild joy,
allowing Shaun to make passionate love to her sisdfwere his, promised
to him in marriage.

It would not have been so bad, she need not hguweaehed herself so
furiously, if there had been any chance of hisrretg her feelings. Hadn't
she known from the start that to him she was a miersion, that he was
acting out of curiosity to see how it felt to md&ee to the ‘forbidden fruit'
of his aunt's companion-help? To how many otherleyees of his aunt had
he whispered such heart-melting endearments, haw imad he brought to
vibrant life with his experienced hands?

As his fingers found the fastening of the belt abher waist, she cried out
in anguish, 'No, Shaun, no!

With a strength she was not even aware of posggpssiie struggled with
him with a fierce compelling violence. But he hadlence and more to
match and conquer hers. He imprisoned her hands,agal as he looked
down into her flushed face, all the warmth and jpesisad been wiped clean
from his expression.

'‘What if | persist?' he rasped. 'What if | carryad take what you have so
curiously and so suddenly decided to deny me, wdlemalong by your
responses to my love- making you've been sayireg, "yes?"

'l would scream if you did," she cried, 'I'd screéike this--'

Her mouth opened, but not a sound came out. Indisadescended and
explored and she was lost again. Then he liftedhéaxl and saw the tears.

Without pity he watched as the high colour in heeeks receded, leaving
her pale and drained.

He had not finished with her. In fact, he had gobkt begun. As her will to
continue the fight seeped out of her, so his imedaHe stood and pulled



her with him, swinging her to face him, and his alless cross-examination
began.

'Let's be done with play-acting,’ he rasped. 'Difeppretence, drop the lies
and secrecy anll me the truthWhat's his name? What is the name of this
young man you're in love with, to whom you've beaiting letters and
talking to on the phone in public callboxes? Thisanmo whom you
are—you must be—engaged to be married?’

She whispered unbelievingly, aghast, "You know abou?'

'I've known about him since before | intervieweduyd@he room | was
occupying in that London hotel overlooked the sitteet he parked in. | saw
the kiss he gave you for courage, the kisses adirelsvin congratulation.'

A shaking hand nursed her dry throat. All that tineeknew? And the lies
she had told, pretending it was her father!

'How have you felt, all day long," he taunted bltytabeing incarcerated on
an island with me, when all the time he's beeningifor you over there?
And all the time you've been aching to get acrbaswater to meet him as
you arranged on the telephone yesterday?"

"You listened in on our conversation!" she crieopihg to turn the tide of
anger from herself to him. But she failed.

'No, I did not listen in. My ethics are a damneghsibetter than yours. The
call was put through to me first because when nusbkeeper heard it was
from London, she automatically concluded that is\ia@ me. | merely hung
on until I knew you were connected on another esitan | could hardly
help hearing the first few sentences. Your loved was in such a hurry to
get his words out, spilling over as he was with desire to make contact
with you. He was taking a day's leave of abseneesdid, at which point |
put the receiver down.’

'If that's true,’ she said accusingly, 'how did kaow where to find me this
morning?"'



He said coldly, letting her go, "You're accusimg of lying now? Don't
attribute to other people failings which your owratacter possesses. I'll tell
you how | knew. After hearing that piece of conetien, | used my
imagination. It didn't need much. This morning Iteved you leave the
house and followed your progress along the shongsbhg my binoculars.'
He smiled sarcastically. 'The way you threw yodrablout, the joy with
which you anticipated the coming of your fiance vaasincredible sight to
behold.’

"You're so wrong! It was because | was happy--'

'Of course you were happy. You were going to meetr Ypeloved, weren't
you? Or so you thought. | had other plans. Thinlabgut it,’ he looked her
over cruelly, 'it was surprisingly easy to persugoke to accompany me over
here.'

"You forced me to go with you. You didn't give metence to refuse. | tried
to say "no", but--'

'Yes,' he sneered, 'you're very good at that, tayen?
So far,” he looked at her clothes, still dishewklfeom the passionate
interlude, 'and no farther. But you must admit, yldn't try very hard to

stop me. You came docilely enough to the harbotinercar.'

Of course 1 did! she longed to cry. Because deepndovanted to go with
you.

'However," he went on, 'l was determined to get gaay, to stop you
keeping your assignation.'

'‘But—but why?'
'Why?' His anger whipped into life. 'To punish youké&zp you in suspense,

in agony, knowing he was there, and you were tveith,a large portion of
sea between you both which you couldn't cross withoy assistance.’



Her lip quivered and she bit it fiercely. 'What kavdone wrong? | haven't
committed any crime. If you thought so badly of nvby have you—kissed
me and let me sleep in your arms? And—and just ryow,made love to
me--' She gazed up at him seeking understandirtghiblexpression was
implacable.

'l tell you why. I've been testing you, and ndwe proved something else
to myself about you. That you're faithless, untuesthy and liberal with
your favours. You're engaged to one man, yet tiesraoon, you not only
tolerated the lovemaking of another, but you eggkt him do so with
hardly a word in protest.’

'‘But don't you understand? That's because I--'

Those moments in your arms, she wanted to say ntieewyt all the world to
me. | wanted to feel your caresses and kissesasmtie day, when | go, |
shall at least have those to remember.

He showed impatience at her silence. He didn't wantvait to hear
something she could not tell him anyway. What wesuse of loving this
man? What ustelling him of her love? He would laugh in her face.

'‘Because--?' he prompted coldly.

'‘Because,’ she invented, 'l—I couldn't stop youu'Mostronger than | am
and--'

'My dear Cara, a man knows when a girl's willingl avhen she isn't. And
my word, you were willing! You, who posed the ineat at the interview.
Right from the start you've tried to fool me, weagrthat incredible outfit the
day we met, trying to disguise your..." his eyes veaad insultingly, 'your
attractions in order to get the job. You've comsidy deceived and misled
both my aunt and myself. You've behaved with dedpedishonesty from
the very beginning, even, in effect from the momgot answered the
advertisement. You were engaged, yet at the ir@ryou denied even
having a boy-friend, let alone a fiance. | told younce that | respected
honesty above all things. How can | respect anyehe has been such a
blatant liar from the moment of our meeting?'



She sank down. 'l wanted the job,' she whispebedause the money was
good. Steven and | needed it to buy a house. Veihgup my job. | was no
good at anything else, so although it meant usgosprart, we agreed that I'd
work for your aunt until we'd saved enough betweeh

'Until," his voice was biting, 'she promised you fartune on her death if
you stayed the course, which was when you decidgdden you to

dispense with the formalities of a marriage cereyraomd indulge in a secret
affair.'

‘That's not true! Today would have been the firsetwe had met since |
started working for your aunt.’

'So today would have been the day the affair bégan?

She sprang up to face him. 'No, it wouldn't! Doa¥,you said to me just
now, attribute to others faults which you've gotisgelf." A muscle twitched
in his cheek. 'He was coming to see me becausaitidie—needed to see
me--' She stopped as triumph gleamed in his eyes.

' "Needed." Thank you for proving my point.’

'It's your mind," she stormed, goaded into abusdisttotally wrong
assumption, 'your twisting, distorted mind thai\argy you these warped
ideas. You said you liked the truth. Well, | ddrétieve you. You won't even
listen to the truth!’

He grew as pale as she was. 'Thanks for tellindpowe highly you think of
me. "Twisting, distorting, warped.” | shall cartyose words engraved on
my heart.'

'Heart? You haven't got one. There's a—a--' Shkeld@round, finding to
her dismay that everything had become blurred.r@@lighthousewhere
your heart should be, flashing warnings, like thae over there, telling
everyone to keep away or come close at their pArgob escaped her and
she flopped down on to the ground again.



She thought, rubbing away the tears with her h&ah't he see | didn't
really mean what | said? Doesn't he understand imoah | admire and
respect him? Counted myself lucky he's even notcedlet alone talked to
me, kissed me and even, though for the wrong resagsoand me tolerable
enough to make love to me?

"You might as well stop crying,' he said coollystening the front of his shirt
and tucking it back into place. 'lt doesn't moveimthe least. You won't be
seeing your fiance today.'

Was that why he thought she was crying? Becausassing Steven? She
looked up. 'Why not? There's still time. He's piaipaover there waiting,
thinking I've been delayed by your aunt." Why whs pressing him? She
didn't care if she didn't see Steven.

'‘Because, my sour-tongued Miss Cara Hirst, wearsg here on this island
until I'm absolutely sure your sadly deprived lotias taken himself back to
London.’

'‘But your aunt will be back soonmustbe there when she arrives or--'
'Or she might dismiss you? Then where would youHgetaunted, ‘without
her fortune to carry you and your husband-to-beugh the rest of your

lives?'

'l was thinking,' she said, wearying of trying iade any understanding in
him, 'that she'll need me."

'So that's someone else who "needs" you?' he madmsarcastically.
‘Thank heaven I'm not one of them!" He gesturedatds/her cardigan top.
'Hadn't you better make yourself decent?’

She flushed. She had forgotten those unfasten¢onsut

He moved away towards the boat. Was he going teeléar there? She
stood up in fear. 'Where are you going?'



'‘Don't worry," he mocked. 'I'm coming back. I'mtge} something to eat.
There's a sandwich or two left over from lunch.'

She watched him dully as he made his way downedtat. He returned
with the hamper and threw open the lid. He took auilastic box and
offered her a sandwich, but she turned her heag.diva not hungry.'

He shrugged, extracted one and bit into it, stietclout and supporting
himself on his elbow. He looked about him, ignorreg as if he were alone.
All that passion he had shown and those endearnmentsad whispered
might have been enacted in her imagination, a séem one of his

books—but with an unhappy ending.

He offered her some coffee. She shook her headutekg trying to quell
the urge to accept, to moisten her dry mouth dhtdr emptiness with the
food which, out of pique, she was denying hers&ff.he took the last
sandwich and bit into it, she watched him hungaig their eyes happened
to meet. He paused, thought a moment and lookéerahgain. He must
have seen the hunger in her eyes, but he seerskx$éohis mind to the mute
appeal. He finished the sandwich to the last crumb.

Time passed and daylight began to fade. The aw gtell. 'I'm cold," she
said miserably. '‘Can't we go now? | expect he'gon

‘Not if | know a young Romeo. He's hanging on l&kenan clinging to the
edge of a rock.'

'l haven't g-got a c-coat,’ she moaned.

It was as if he hadn't heard. He stared out tolsstio the world. If only, she
thought, he would come over to me, put his arm daue, keep me warm ...
She began to shiver uncontrollably. 'Please,’ dfispered,pleasetake me
back.'

He got up at last, gathered their belongings aidi@atly, 'Follow me.’

It did not take long to cross to the mainland. $hded up the boat and
helped Cara out on to the cobbled stones of the f@h the way back, Cara



did not even attempt to look out into the twilightsearch for Steven. He
would have go tie long ago. He never was a pagierson and had probably
left the village after only a few hours.

To Cara's dismay, Shaun did not drive straight hdtieeswung the car into
the forecourt of the hotel and told her to get out.

'‘But your aunt,’ she protested. 'l must get back.’
'We'll have a drink.' He held open the passenger.do

With reluctance she followed him into the hotelagtion area. Valerie
Pendle, behind the desk, extended her arms in welct¥ou've neglected
me, Shaun,' she said winningly, then saw Shaumgpanion. Her smile
became a frown. 'I'm sorry," she said flatly. "Yave a friend with you.'

'Hardly a friend, Valerie." Thus lightly, Cara tlghi unhappily, did he
dismiss her. 'Let me introduce,' Shaun said, gnigyimy aunt's companion.’

'Of course!" Valerie gazed at her with astonishméwidn't recognise her.
What have you done to her, Shaun?' she querietyarch

'Let me assure you, Valerie—nothing, absolutehhmgt. We want a drink.
And a sandwich. Miss Hirst is hungry.'

'I'm not!’
'Lying again, Miss Hirst?' he murmured silkily.

Valerie looked with interest from one to the othéisee what you mean
about not "touching" her, Shaun," she said withmiles 'You hate each
other's guts.’

‘That's putting it a little strongly," Shaun murradr'My feelings where Miss
Hirst are concerned are so neutral they simply iavegistered. Talking of
registering,” he pulled the hotel register towdnds, 'has anyone by the
name of--?' He looked inquiringly at Cara, but slused her lips defiantly.



'Steven Griffiths?' Valerie prompted. 'No, he didmook in. He merely

asked if I knew the whereabouts of a Miss CaratHissaid as far as | knew,
she was an employee of Mrs. Driver's at Wildseatl€asnd was in

residence there. He said he'd phoned the castldahdeen told by the
housekeeper that Miss Hirst was out for the day ffbuble was, he said,
she was supposed to have been out with him. Heesk@amnoyed, Miss
Hirst. He stayed for lunch and stalked out." Stekéal at Shaun. 'Do you
still want your drink?'

'Even more,' he responded with a taunting smilectidd at Cara. He named
the drinks they required. 'We'll have it here. WefInk a toast. When it
comes—bring one for yourself, Valerie—I'll tell ydhe subject of that
toast. Oh, and--' he motioned towards Cara, 'dorget that sandwich. Any
preference, Miss Hirst?' She glared at himand hegsjed.

While Valerie Pendle was away, a guest wanderednth gazed at the
leaflets and photographs on the notice board. Tormam's presence made
conversation between Cara and her companion imtfgessWhen Valerie
returned, holding a tray, the woman guest askedlgrestion which was
soon answered and she melted away.

Shaun took a glass and gave another to Cara. St ot refuse without
causing a scene—yet another scene—in front of thtel tproprietor's
daughter.

'It's a simple toast," said Shaun. To the vanqudishe

Cara did not lift her glass to her lips until thiner two had drunk, thus
signifying her refusal to share the toast. Whenu8haffered her the
sandwich, she took it only because she fearedethdts of drinking on an
empty, rumbling stomach.

To Cara's relief, they did not stay long at theeshdt seemed that Shaun had
been given the information for which he had come.cduld, if he wished,
have had a drink in his own home and in much greaefort.

Flustered by the lateness of the hour, Cara ragethe steps and was
followed closely by Shaun. She had hoped to slgtaigs, change quickly



and race down again as though she had been ondhesps all the time.
But her plans went wrong.

As they pushed through the entrance doors, theydfddrs. Driver in her
wheelchair in the centre of the hall. Her face s@alet. When she saw that
Cara was dressed in her own clothes, with her nveglhese behind; when
she saw that nephew's hand lift casually and rasCara's trembling
shoulder, the colour in her face deepened, makarg @fraid for her.

'What have you done to her, Shaun?' Mrs. Driveratetad shrilly. 'Have
you--?' She could not bring herself to speak thedao'You haven't--?'
There was a note of fear, of pleading almost, lkthe unfinished question.

'‘No, Aunt, | haven't. She's whole and untouched,eljes taunted Cara, 'at
least, in the respect you mean.'

With a look of relief, Mrs. Driver turned her attem to her employee.

'What are you doing, Miss Hirst, thoseclothes? | thought | forbade you
ever,while in my employ, to wear anything but your wmih? You have

broken the rule '

Was this the end? In a way, it might have beetiefr€ara thought tiredly.
'It was my day off, Mrs. Driver. | thought that jusr once you wouldn't
mind.’

Mrs. Driver must have heard the note of hopelesshesause she said, a
little less sharply, 'Go upstairs and change bat& your uniform. Then
come down and attend to my needs. That's what ypayor, Miss Hirst, to
obey my orders.'

Cara could not suppress a sigh. Mrs. Driver hadeuither chair and had
missed it, but Shaun had heard—and felt—the sigghind still lingered
on Cara's shoulder.

She jerked away. 'lt's all your fault,’ she rephewat; her eyes on fire. 'You
kept me prisoner--' Mrs. Driver was too far awayéar the accusation.



Shaun's smile held no humour. 'l didn't spoil youylour husband-to-be. At
least thank me for that. | could so easily haveedso, because you were
such a willing partner in what took place between Mo, on second
thoughts, | have to hawwmmerespect for the woman | lie with, otherwise in
my eyes she'd be no better than a--'

Cara swung her hand, but he caught her wrist irmmid
'Shaun,' his aunt called from the other end ohtllk 'l wish to talk to you.'

Cara raced away, taking the stairs two at a time.

It did not take long to change. The make-up hadlyesl disappeared
anyway, and after a quick wash, Cara ran a condugjtr her hair—the hair
in which Shaun, in the midst of his lovemaking, lbadied his face. Don't
have it cut, he had said, even if his aunt ordeegdo do so. The thought of
the tender passion in his face as he had looked @bWer turned her legs to
water, only to tense again as she thought of atlltad happened since those
ecstatic moments.

As she made her way down the stairs and acrodsalheshe heard voices
raised, but not in argument. Shaun, it seemedfdwa something amusing
in what his aunt had said. He was laughing, buag a laugh Cara had heard
so many times before. It was cynical and hard aedatords that followed
had her pausing, hand on the door.

'Why did you invite Ginni here, Aunt?'

‘To take your mind off my companion. It might giy®u a sense of
satisfaction to seduce her, young man, just to erovyourself that no
woman can resist your charms and your handsomeljate would deprive
me of the best employee I've ever had. So leavalbee, Shaun, leave her
alone!’



Shaun's laughter rang out and Cara's hand trendinlébe door handle. It
rattled a little, but she knew that neither of thwe people inside that room
could have been aware of it, so absorbed wereithingir conversation.

"You're not implying," Shaun said, with astonishimearhis voice, 'that I'm
interested in—attractedby—Cara Hirst? My dear aunt, a man would have to
be desperate for a woman to feel the faintesirggsrof desire for such an
under-sexed, over-educated, overgrown schoolgshass.’

There was a grunt of satisfaction from his aunbo¢ I'm delighted to hear
she repels you. That was my intention when | mduesd rules and
regulations about uniform and make-up.'

Cara, head high, face pale and expressionlessedatk Involuntarily her
glance went straight to Shaun, who returned he¢ Weith a careless smile.
He looked he; over, inspecting her shapelessnesdabe-up shoes, and
distaste curled the corners of his mouth. Her tipsbled and she had to
press them fiercely together to stop the tears lwhis humiliating glance
had provoked. 'An overgrown schoolgirl’, he hadethher. So now she
knew what he really thought of her, despite alt tred taken place between
them. Never, she vowed, would she let him knowféelings forhim!



CHAPTER NINE

It was next day that Ginni Ravenga made her engrakg Shaun met her on
the doorstep, she flung her arms round his neck.

The woman was all that Cara had guessed. Her tasrfair, fairer than
Cara's and groomed to shining perfection. She Vessler and tall, only a
little below Shaun's towering height.

Yes, Cara thought miserably, as she stood at tpheofothe staircase
watching the arrival, they make a good pair, Sh&utherland and his
girl-friend. Ginni Ravenga's eyes, a pale grey,ewvas hard as his. The
expression, as her head lifted and she saw Carg,awansulting and
dismissive.

Only a servant, Cara was sure she was thinkingeraployee of that
eccentric old lady who is my dear Shaun's aunt.

Ginni touched Shaun's arm and indicated Cara astsioe rigidly above
them. 'Who, in heaven's name, is that creaturdind@rAnd which decade
has she stepped from? The early nineteen hund&u=s8 surely not your
aunt's latest acquisition?'

Shaun's sarcastic smile brought the colour to €grale cheeks and a
fighting glint to her eyes. She would not stand¢hes if she were deaf and
stupid. She would not let herself be insulted by amoman, even if that
woman was the great Shaun Sutherland's intimagedri

So Cara came a few steps down, gripping the paliSiamister. There was
fire in her eyes as she said, 'The uniform is fotychoice, Miss Ravenga.
It goes with the job. And, for your informationmi'strictly late twentieth

century not only in my outlook and thought processmit in my mode of
dress—when I'm allowed to be." Her eyes shiftedn '"Adismissed, Mr

Sutherland?’

Her anger spent, she quaked inside. She had proveke incited like a
matador in a bullring. Was this the end of her stayildsea Castle?



Ginni looked petulantly at her companion. ‘Well,@g Shaun, fire her. Or
do you always stand by and allow a servant to ingur guests ?'

'My dear Ginni," his arm rested round her waisig"s not my employee. It's
hardly within my power to send her packing,' higeyarrowed as they
settled on the subject of their conversation, ‘'mashl should like to

sometimes.'

'She's hardly the usual simpering type of femaleryaunt acquires as a
companion, is she, darling?' Those grey eyedjalkiss certain now, settled
on Cara's face. They held both a hint of puzzleraadtof curiosity.

'‘No," Shaun replied. 'Her real line is teaching. $@me reason | haven't yet
discovered, she opted out and abandoned her career.

'A teacher? Heaven help the poor students,' Gaidj turning to Shaun and
putting her hands on his shoulders, and plainlymdising the
companion-help from her mind. She gazed into Skdank. 'I've got lots of
ideas for our next play, darling. I'm so glad yaunt asked me here. I'd have
waited for ever for you to ask me.'

His answer was surprisingly cool. 'l prefer to Ime Liondon when we
collaborate on a play. | find the atmosphere heraght for a novel, but
wrong for drama.’

Ginni laughed up into his eyes. 'What funny litlérks you do have, Shaun.
They say it goes with the creative temperament.’

Shaun did not return her laughter. Instead he ldakethe stairs and said
curtly, 'l should be obliged if you would stop essl®pping on our
conversation, Miss Hirst.'

Colouring furiously, Cara turned and scampered glihve landing, away
from the humiliation he had once again forced on Hew could she have
been so foolish as to linger and watch the subglgdy between Ginni
Ravenga and her man friend—a strangely aloof mandy Cara reflected.
No doubt he had been inhibited by his audiencenef especially as he had



played his part as amorous lover so convincingly tme day before with
that particular ‘audience’.

Before dinner that evening Ginni stood, glass indhdy Shaun's side. Her
other hand was linked possessively round Shaum's/As Cara entered the
room, walking beside her employer's wheelchair, nGilooked on in
disbelief. Her eyes lifted to Shaun's as if to siythat creature joining us
for dinner?'

Although Cara shared the meal, she took no pahterconversation. As no
one addressed her, she therefore addressed nd@mmend then Cara found
Ginni's eyes upon her, but she returned the staldlyband, to Cara's
amazement and triumph, the grey eyes always drojmséd

Shaun, she knew, was not unaware of the silerieb&tow and then Cara
caught him smiling, but whether it was with amusetre something Ginni
had said, or whether he was amused by the waythevomen seemed, in a
curiously primitive way, to be fighting over himag could not tell.

That evening, Cara wrote to Steven. Mere words pieee of paper could
not, she knew, make up for what she had done to@ty personal contact
could -heal the wounds the breaking of her prorhastinflicted.

How feeble it sounded to say, 'Shaun Sutherlaridtatson taking me with
him, and there was nothing | could do to stop hineodking back, she
realised there must have been something she caull done—obstinately
refused to go, for instance. Or even, she thougintaway, although, she
reflected ruefully, with his long legs and athletiame, he would easily
have caught her—as, in fact, he had done before.

She hoped her letter would soothe and placateubedar the moment the
personal contact she had thought of was out ofjtiestion. Not even could
their voices meet by means of the telephone. Skl cwt risk having any
more calls for her from London wrongly directedhe owner of the house!

Mrs. Driver had taken to spending part of the aften in the library,
listening to Cara reading to her. It was not usualtime of day that Shaun



used for working. The following afternoon, howeudrs. Driver said to her
nephew,

'l suppose you'll be altering your habits now Giisriiere to work with you?
In which case, during the course of her visit, dlghwith your permission,
merely borrow a book from your collection and h#iss Hirst read it to me
in my room.’

Ginni said, before Shaun could reply, 'Oh, Shautindg don't let's throw
your aunt's routine out like that. Let her use libeary. We can work
perfectly well in your room," can't we?' Her eyesimded as she gazed at
him, and Shaun could not have failed to read hessamgge.

However, he replied as if she had not spoken, 'Tbétiging of you, Aunt.
If it's not putting you out?' His raised eyebrowsught from his aunt an
immediate assurance that it was not.

It was after Mrs. Driver's rest that she discovettet the book Cara was
currently reading aloud had been left in the lilpradrs. Driver reprimanded
her for what she termed Cara's 'absent-mindedaasdssaid she did not
know what had come over her companion-help lately.

Cara's heart sank. Was her unhappy state of minedaliag itself in
unexpected ways? Had even her very self- centreglogrer noticed a
lessening in her attention to duty?

'‘Go and get it, Miss Hirst," Mrs. Driver directedhva sigh, '‘and remember
to apologise sincerely for the interruption.'

Cara was not to know, as she knocked and walkepish,what she was
interrupting. Shaun was sitting in the chair atdesk, but he had swivelled
it round to face the woman who stood beside himwie laughing up at her
and her hands were on his shoulders. At the mowfe@ara's entry they
were oblivious to everything but themselves. ThémGmoved—whether

she was pulled or manoeuvred it herself, Cara weable to tell—and

collapsed on to Shaun's lap.



She rested against his shoulder as if exhaustdd lailghing. Then she
became still, sensing another's presence. Her $iesidround and Shaun
followed her gaze. He, curiously, did not seem 8segl to see the intruder,
but he was certainly very annoyed indeed.

'What are you doing here?' He pushed Ginni awaystmald to face Cara.
'Kindly remove yourself from this library.'

Her face scarlet, both with embarrassment at hawihgessed the intimate
scene and with an excruciating jealousy, she regligvas told to come here
by your aunt. I've come for the book | inadverteiift behind. | was also
told to apologise sincerely for the interruptidadflinchingly she returned
his furious gaze and said tonelessly, 'l apologsgecerely for the

interruption.’

He breathed heavily for a moment as if restrairhingself from striding
across and striking her. Cara was puzzled by lgeraWhat did it matter if
she had seen their playfulness and sensed theanytithat existed between
them?

'Get the book and get out!" he commanded.

It lay on a low table at the other end of the Ifigr&Cara’s instinct was to run,
grab the book and race out. Instead, she walkedigtance with dignity,
bent to retrieve the book and retraced her stefisetdoor.

There she turned, her head high and said, 'ThankMe. Sutherland. I'm

sincerely sorry | interrupted your— work.' The pawgas deliberate but the
effect completely unforeseen. By her impertinenhne she had goaded
him, it seemed, beyond endurance. He was acrossedheand gripping her
arms until she gritted her teeth with pain. He masher into the next room
and shut the door in her face. She was forced lio aveay with the sound of
Ginni's delighted laughter ringing in her ears.

It was shortly before dinner that Shaun caught €anaing out of his aunt's
living-room. Cara thought it was his intention e&stigate her once again for



her intrusion into the library. Even as he addréds®, she inched her way
round him.

'Miss Hirst," he said, and she broke into a rurkintafor the stairs. But they
were so far away and he was so quick in his pudduier, he had her wrist
before she was half-way across the hall.

'Oh, no," he said, 'you're not performing your sgarmg mouse act again,
my girl. | wonder, do you ever stand still and faélece truth?'

Once she had done just that—when she had recogheethilure as a
teacher and resigned from her job. It had hurtseemuch she had vowed
always, in the future, to run away and if necessaeyer to stop running
again.

'What do you want?' she asked belligerently.

‘To tell you that the sight of you in your uniforgross the dinner table so
upsets Miss Ravenga's sensitive, artistic natuvéas he, she wondered,
being sarcastic?

She could not tell from his impassive face. 'She,'hhe continued,
'requested me either to ask my aunt to let you dinee in your room,’
Cara's eyes blazed into life, 'or— if you will guilat fire | seem to have
ignited—to allow you to dress for dinner for theation of her stay. Do you
possess a suitable outfit?'

'I'd rather dine alone.’

'Stop acting the piqued schoolgirl," he sighedjéls a little monotonous.'

Cara shook his hand from her wrist. 'Yes, I've gatress, but | won't--'
There she was, being childish again!

'Won't what, Miss Hirst?'

She sighed. Nothing she did was right in this mayés. 'Provided your aunt
gives her permission, I'll wear a dress.'



'Right. Stay there, while | tackle her. It's bédtspeak to her alone.' Cara
fretted, but he was not tong. He was smiling whedme out. 'The answer,
after a short but sweet verbal tussle, is "yes'd&gour best, Miss Hirst, so
as not to offend my guest's sensibilities, wonii3/o

Again she found herself wondering how serious he. \Barrely he was not
being sarcastic a second time at the expense dfelistiful colleague and
collaborator?

'I'll do my best, Mr. Sutherland,’ she said demyrilen flicked him a quick,
provocative glance. He narrowed his eyes and fabbier progress as she
raced all the way up the stairs.

Cara was determined not to let herself down. Fefitkt time since she had
met him, she would be able to show Shaun Suthejletéhow feminine she
could be. When she had moved from her lodging®imdbn, after giving up
her teaching job, she had packed all her belongimgshe two suitcases she
had brought with her.

As she pulled her only evening dress from the vwedrey her heart beat a
little faster. She had wondered, when she had $kendress in the

department store, when she would ever wear it ad Hesitated about
buying it. It was flame-coloured and the materfadrse with a surface sheen,
catching the light as she moved. The halter negkaled smooth white

shoulders and arms. The neckline was low, the dsleaping itself to the

figure. From the neat waist the skirt fell in folasthe floor.

On her lips she put a flame-coloured lipstick totehathe material.
Eye-shadow added mystery to her blue eyes. Herchaikled with life as
the comb ran through it. Her sandals were goldgeld to match the gilt
earrings she fastened to her ears.

As she surveyed her own reflection, she could mdtdse a feeling of
triumph which gave a glow to her cheeks and a $paokher eyes. Would
she, she wondered with impish amusement, 'offerfdlus guest's
'sensibilities’ now?



When she entered the dining-room, three pairs e éycussed on her. Mrs.
Driver who, with the aid of her new chair, must éaaken herself there,
looked upon her with horror threaded through witstrange kind of fear.
Ginni Ravenga gazed with unbelieving dismay.

Shaun, whose eyes snapped open, then closed d@&ph,his-thoughts
strictly to himself. But if there was anything te gleaned from his cold,
impersonal expression, it was a puzzling disapgrquazzling because it
had been he, after all, who had sought permisssorhér to discard her
uniform and dress formally for dinner.

A moment of uncertainty nagged at Cara's careagbumed poise. Had she
overdressed? The gown she was wearing was sinyptdf. It was in the
cut that the designer had triumphed. Was she, psriavealing too much
bare flesh, had she applied a surfeit of make-up?

Shaun was the first to move. He came across to'lhege you've obeyed
instructions." His sardonic eyes skimmed her sheygldnd arms, working
their way slowly to the greatest point of revelatiahere the neckline had
decided to bring its plunge to an end. 'You hawssked—undressed—for
dinner.'

Ginni strolled to join him, linking her arm throudpiis. Her gown was black
and, if anything, more revealing than Cara's. WBara thought irritably, is
he looking at me with such disapproval, when hikfgiend is showing far

more of herself than | am?

'Have you more in your wardrobe like that, Miss gttt Ginni asked
purringly. 'If so, | must come and inspect it oreey dind maybe make off
with a dress or two when you're not looking.'

'As a teacher, | couldn't indulge myself wherelodstwere concerned, Miss
Ravenga. This gown was bought for a special ocna$ie worn it once
before, that's all.’

'She should wear it more often, shouldn't she, BPader kitten eyes looked
up at him. "It makes her—almost— human.’



Cara looked quickly at Shaun, but his responsehéinsult was well
concealed, if, indeed, he reacted at all.

Cara walked across the room to stand beside MrgeDfYou must change
back into your uniform, Miss Hirst, as soon as éinis over.' She sounded
shocked and her voice quavered a little.

Shaun, instead of soothing, exacerbated his aamtigties. 'Worried, Aunt
Flora, in case yousingelof a companion-help should be found to be female
after all, instead of an emotionless robot? Are goared that some man
might make off with her into the night, do what Wweshes with her and
return her to you demoralised beyond words, butkawad and filled with
immoral desires which won't let her rest until tleeg satisfied again?’

'Shaun! You shock me unutterably with such languAge such ideas.’

‘Never fear, Aunt. Since I'm the only man everde &er like that, you'll
have no trouble in that way from me.' His eyes éaedl. 'I'm immune to
Miss Hirst's charms.' He added, with apparentauahce, but Cara knew at
once what he meant, 'l favour women who are gerthimoeigh and through,
not those who give every appearance of being hoetsivho are, in reality,
living a lie.’

Ginni laughed, hanging on to Shaun even more tightlou intrigue me,
Shaun. Is Miss Hirst living a lie? Is she not thieacent, inexperienced, pure
woman she looks— when she's not wearing that doéssurse.’

Cara stared at Shaun, daring him not to let hemdaviront of his aunt. He
smiled at the fear she could not disguise, busimie stopped short of his
eyes.

'What are you talking about?' Mrs. Driver demandAdisolute nonsense
you're talking, both of you. Miss Hirst is as gjt#tias a die and as innocent
as a new-born lamb. I've never been so certaimygithang in my life. If she
weren't, she wouldn't be an employee of mine. psfwould not tolerate a
deceitful, untrustworthy young woman seeing to nagrg personal need.
Now, let's call the housekeeper and get on withntleal. The sooner it's
over, the sooner my companion can change bacldetent clothing.’



Over dinner, conversation proceeded as beforehaoekclusion of Cara.
Dressed attractively though she might be, she wisirs her companions'
mind, the employee, unequal in status to the adceupants of the table.
When the meal was over, Cara left the room swiBlye made the excuse
that she must change back into her uniform and ntele employer
comfortable before her favourite television progna@s began.

She closed the dining-room door and for a momenhbad drooped. The
dress had been a failure, its effect had beersShdun had dismissed it with
caustic words and hurtful statements and she vehledvould never wear it
again. As she crossed the hall, the dining-roonr dpened and closed
again. She did not look back but ran up the stagasing that it might be
Shaun coming after her to reprimand her for drgssminappropriately.

It was Shaun and he was coming after her. He caughon the landing
outside her bedroom. Before she could turn the Haodle, his hands were
upon her shoulders, turning her and looking heamgb down.

After all he had said about her in the dining-roaifter his statement that he
was 'immune to Miss Hirst's charms', the way he Veaking at her
now—Ilike a man whose desires had been aroused basevemotions
remained as remotely untouched as the peak otaelig, her outrage flared
her and put a match to her temper.

'Where's the "overgrown schoolgirl® now, Mr. Suthed,” she said,
speaking low and intensely. 'You see, | heard whatsaid to your aunt, as
no doubt you intended me to. And where's the plainattractive
companion-help you referred to, the deceitful dittheat--". His fingers
bruised the soft flesh of her upper arms. 'Be ¢uietground out, 'be quiet,
or I'll--' He did not wait to utter his threat. ieished her into her room and
slammed the door. His arms caught at her roughtlyras mouth hit hers
with a violence which sent her backwards, compeglher to cling to him
with the desperation of a sailor clinging to a Shguperstructure in roaring
seas.

She was lost in the storm-force of his lovemaking &e showed her no
mercy until the fury of his ardour was spent. Hd f)anquished her by brute



strength and she lay weak in his arms. Then, wilesture of distaste, he
pushed her away.

‘That was what you wanted, wasn't it? That's whatwe been asking for the
whole evening. Did you enjoy it?' he sneered. Tidme up to the standard
of your fiance? Or does he treat you as | treaMbissen porcelain | have in
glass cabinets in my house—as if a mere touch wsndg you apart?’

Cara walked unsteadily from him to the window, Sla¢ did not stare out at
the darkening evening. Her hands covered her f8be was shaking
uncontrollably and there seemed to be nothing shildo about it.

'‘G-go away,' she whispered, 'j-just go away.'

A few moments later she turned and found he haé.gon

Next morning Cara received a letter from Stevewal$ a long, complaining
letter, saying that he was not really satisfiedhwher explanation. How
could she love him if, knowing he was coming all thatywa see her, she
could go off and spend the day with another man?

He would give her one more chance, he said. In days' time, at the
weekend, he would come north again and expectohiee tvaiting for him

on the dunes where they had planned to meet b&beewould simply have
to beg her employer for time off. If she loved hemough she would find a
way.

Sighing, Cara folded the letter. Life was becontimg complicated. Steven
did not realise that if she asked for a few hoeave, her employer would
want to know why. And if she explained the reasmmhier unusual request,
then her job with Mrs. Driver would be over andttauld mean the end of
their hopes for a long time for a home of their own

She stared out of the window, searching for thend$ which were almost
lost in the mist. Did she want to share a home Bidwve? Did she want to



share the-rest of her life with him? Did she lova lenough to do just that?
Did she love him at all?

For most of the day, Shaun and his guest shut tlegsss away in the
library. Cara assumed they were collaborating @ir gplay. That evening,
Cara decided against wearing die dress which hathfomed Shaun's
passions and anger. Instead she chose a simples, whgh-necked
sleeveless top which, although it covered the bhirewhich last night had
so shocked her employer and so provoked her empdayephew, still did
not hide the extreme femininity of her figure.

The long amber-coloured skirt matched the goldeowh stone of the
Victorian-style locket which she wore round herlndaoside the locket was
a picture of Steven and one of herself and Steviém his arm round her.
Both photographs had been miniaturised. No onéetdinner table, she
reflected, would know those pictures were thered Ao one, certainly not
Shaun, would be interested enough to ask if th&elocontained any
pictures of her 'loved one', as they were tradailynexpected to do, since
she was not allowed by Mrs. Driver to possessvedmne'.

Mrs. Driver's face registered greater satisfacth her appearance. Ginni,
after a cursory look, lost interest. Only Shaurysselingered, missing
nothing, the eyeshadow, the gilt bracelet Steveh drece given her, the
pendant locket, the shapeliness beneath. His esipreswas cold,

unreadable and, after the long, initial examinatindifferent.

The conversation proceeded much as before, with €atirely excluded.
Part of her was pleased, the other part filled witdignation. They were
deliberately treating her as an untutored ignoranasher qualifications in
her chosen subject of history were good enougake her to the top of the
teaching tree had she been able to keep orderamnaty the considerable
knowledge she had acquired to the minds of thedadmnl she had tried to
teach.

. After coffee, Cara pushed back her chair. 'Plexsese me, Mrs. Driver.
With Mr. Sutherland's permission, | must go to libeary to find a new
book to read to you.' She looked at Shaun, who edddrtly.



In the library, she wandered along the shelves,thetbook titles were
blurred and distorted. Whatever happened, shehetdelf severely, she
must not give way to those clamouring tears. Shrkédl them away and
found the book Mrs. Driver had asked for. At themnemt, Thomas Hardy
was her favourite author, and Shaun's library d¢oatha number of his
novels.

Holding the book, Cara wandered to the window whisterlooked the

dunes—those dunes where in two days' time she t»dohd a way of

meeting Steven. How could she possibly ask peromndsi do such a thing?
If only Steven realised how stupid it would be—li&eking for her own
dismissal.

The door opened and Cara turned guiltily, to ladk iShaun's taut face.

‘You're taking a long time making up your mind. igrs you need some
help?'

Cara hurried to the door, only to find him barrimgr way, arms folded, a
hard smile on his face. Since she was physicaliyplaito remove him from
her path, she had no alternative but to wait ingpdly until he chose to let
her go.

His nearness created a response inside her whiphlleg her by its
strength. She looked into his eyes with unconscamyeal. If only he would
soften, if only he would wrap his arms about het an

She was mesmerised by his eyes. Her fingers rouaddook tightened.
'Shaun?' she whispered. But she would have got reepmnse from one of
the portraits on the wall. Her lip quivered. 'Pleést me pass.’

'Why should 1?'
She tried to think of an answer, but could onlykehbher head. His hand

moved and fingers lifted her chin, bringing herdap so that he could gaze
at it, searching her eyes for—what elusive piecafofmation?



His hand moved from her chin and lifted the lochketjshing against her
breast as he did so. She flushed, quelling theeléss touch had stirred.
With an action that was so quick she had no timrentipate and prevent it,
he had snapped the locket open and was staririg gthiotographs it held.
Now he knew her secret in its entirety.

He clicked the locket shut and threw it back aganes. Disgust narrowed
his eyes, grated in his voice as he said, 'Get&ettout of my library.'

Quietly and with a carefully mustered dignity, she as she was told.

Ginni Ravenga left next morning. Her exit from Wagh Castle was noisy
and angry. It was, Cara thought, watching her thihoher employer's

living-room window, as if she were leaving the stagthe middle of a play.

Not only the stage, but the theatre itself.

Shaun saw her off and as the taxi taking her tstaton moved down the
drive, he gave a brief wave. Ginni did not appeareturn his wave. He
seemed to lift a shoulder in a careless shrug etdred to the house.

Cara was puzzled, running a hand over her softhf@iir. Had something
gone wrong between them? More likely, she assuedelf, that Miss

Ravenga had a pressing acting engagement in Losualdimad been forced
temporarily to abandon her work on the play she@imalun were writing.

'Miss Hirst." Cara turned, unaware that Mrs. Drikkad been watching her.
"Your hair is growing too long. You're looking todetching. The men will
be after you, and that simply doesn't come intosttyeme of things. Go
down to the village and get it cut, please.'

Cara was aghast. 'What, now, Mrs. Driver? But—-but-

'No "buts". If you want to keep your job with mewmust obey the rules.
Give me my purse. Since it's | who have told yogebit done, | shall pay.’



Don't get it cut again, whatever my aunt says. it grow. Shaun's words
that day he had made love to her on the island.

'Please, Mrs. Driver,' she pleaded, 'I'll tie iclavith ribbon, fasten it down
with hair-grips. I'd rather do any-thing than haveut.'

Mrs. Driver ignored her pleas. 'Here's the monekelthe car and off you
go. It won't take them long. They won't be bustha time of the morning.’

It was an order Cara had to obey. The day wasatdlla breeze was rousing
the trees and plants. Over the sea and in thendistagreat clouds were
massing. As Cara went to the garage, she worritebaiar keys in her hand.
How much longer could she allow herself to submithe indignities this
job imposed?

The eccentric regulations concerning her persongbearance, her
employer's abrupt commands and accusations —thene weowing
intolerable. When she reached the garage, Shaugettisg into his car.

'Where are you going?'

The tone he adopted made Cara bristle. She suppeseés put out by the
sudden departure of his girl-friend, and had toehsemeone on whom to
expend his irritation.

‘To the village." A spurt of spite made her tethhwith a sharp, tight smile,
"To get my hair cut.’'

He got out of the car and slammed the door. A fepsbrought him beside
her and he took the car keys from her.

"You're not getting your hair cut. You're cominglwme. I've had my fill of
this nonsense. The time has come for this wholeisin to be finally and
conclusively resolved.’

He seized her wrist, but she strained from him.awdo you mean? What
are you going to do?' Her voice rose to a shrigk.rme go! Let me do what
your aunt has told me to do.' He ignored her, pglher up the stone steps



between the columns and towards the entrance dbaien't want to lose
my job, Mr. Sutherland,’ she pleaded. 'l must dongemployer tells me. |
don't mind getting my hair cut, | domtind, | tell you!'

| don't want to lose sight of you, she was thinkitfgl disobey, I'll be
dismissed and I'll never see you again ... Shdlyibeought him to a halt in
the great, echoing hall. 'I'll do anything, Mr. Beland," she whispered,
‘anything you want, only let me get my hair cutlsat | can stay.’

'You want my aunt's fortune so badly," he raspgol) would even sell
yourself to me—to keep me quiet?’

If he had hit her he couldn't have hurt her more.

‘That's not what | meant,’ she murmured hoarsely.

'No? Then tell me what you did mean.'

What had she meant? That she loved him so muchahle put up with his
taunts and his aunt's outrageous demands forshefreer life in order to be
near him? But how could she put that into words?

'What about the man in your locket, the man in \de?'

'What—what about him?"

'My word, you're an even bigger two-faced littleeahthan | ever realised.’
He grasped her arm again, losing all patience. Wdhensaw that he was
pulling her towards his aunt's room, she struggket he were impelling her
towards the edge of an abyss. He turned the handipushed Cara in front
of him into the room.

‘Aunt, | want your attention.'

Mrs. Driver removed her spectacles and looked uprat Then her glance
lowered to his punishing hold on Cara's arm. Mmsvéd raised her eyes and



it was as if she had sensed a change approackkega Istorm that was
rumbling over someone else's sky.

The wind, which had started the day as a breeze stvanger now, hissing
and whimpering through cracks and under doors.

"This girl," he held up Cara's arm, 'whom you dgigen, and who to you can
do no wrong, is the most shameless, brazen litifeitl has ever been my
misfortune to meet.’

'Mr. Sutherland,’ Cara pleaded, 'plegdease ..

His grip tightened. 'She has not only tohelie after lie, she has acted one
continuously toyouever since she came into your employ.'

Mrs. Driver's book fell unheeded from her lap.

It will probably come as a great shock to your'mephew went on, 'after all
her vows to the contrary, that not only has sheyafiend, but he is also her
fiancee. She came here to work for you purely amgly to earn as much
money as possible in as short a time as possiblaéchome which she and
her husband-to-be intend to share after their iagetl

'‘But, Shaun," Mrs. Driver whispered, so pale noat tara grew afraid, 'l
don't understand. She said--'

'She's said a lot of things, Aunt. Nine out of térihem have been lies. It's
no longer possible to believe anything she says.sStere for the money
and until now she has had very intention of stayingas long as her luck
held out, so as to benefit from the fortune younpsad her when you're not
longer with us.’'

"You're wrong, Mr. Sutherland!" Cara cried. 'You're
'It's no good. You can't believe a word she saysitA

Mrs. Driver's shaking hand bent to retrieve thekddara, out of habit,
dived to get to it first. It was taken quickly fromer by that frail, trembling



hand as if the owner could no longer bear to hawedd her possessions
touched by the girl who, until that moment, hadrbset high above all her
other employees.

The seed of doubt had been sown and nothing, obrtad denial of guilt
and complicity, would ensure that it did not flowAnd it was all the doing
of the man who, in her blind folly, she had coméotce so deeply.

Mrs. Driver's dazed eyes lifted. 'Deny it, Miss $iir Her voice wavered.
‘Tell me that what my nephew is saying is not thieu have no fiance, no
plans to marry.'

How could she deny it, except to say, All thanishe past. Now I love your
nephew so much the thought of marriage to anothem fills me with
repulsion? So she did not answer. Into the paisilehce came Shaun's
abrasive voice.

‘Tell my aunt the truth. At least do that before yw. Be honest enough for
once to admit that all I've said is correct:'

'Go?' She looked at him, as dazed now as Mrs. DiWéat did he mean?

'Deny it, Miss Hirst." Mrs. Driver's voice was a igpper, her eyes full of
appeal. Tell me my nephew has made it up.’

Cara crouched at Mrs. Driver's side, putting hemdhaver the gnarled,
veined hand which rested on the book. There wama In her throat which
would not go. 'Part of it is true, Mrs. Driver.'

'Which part? Tell me it's the part about marridgat's incorrect. The part
about staying with me for my fortune doesn't matert the other...’

'It's true that | have a—a boy-friend.’

'Call him fiance, Miss Hirst,” Shaun grated. 'Dgurévaricate any more.
That's what he is.’



'‘A—a fiance. We were planning to save enough moodyy a home.' Mrs.
Driver withdrew her hand from under Cara's. 'Hgetl was attracted by the
salary.' Her eyes lifted and now it was hers tledd lappeal. '‘But if you want
me to stay, Mrs. Driver, I'll break my engagemdtttell my fiance | won't
leave you.'

'A great sacrifice," Shaun broke in bitingly. "Ywait for the fortune to fall
into your lap and carry on a secret love affaiiluhe day your fiance can
slip the ring on your finger—the day my aunt dies.’

Cara straightened and faced him. 'Can't you be3jYieu've done enough
damage. Can't you leave me alone now?' To MrseDrshe said, 'I'm sorry
to have upset you so, but | meant what | saidolf want me to stay ...'

"You'll have to go.’

There was no quaver in her voice now, only resoiyta straightened back
and firmly held shoulders. Resolution—and condeimnatHer employee
had been accused, tried and found wanting.

Cara paled but held her head high. 'I'll pack mgsba unless you want me
to stay until you've found a replacement?’

‘No. Like my nephew, | like honesty and straightfardness. It seems you
lack both qualities, Miss Hirst. | have never bsenlet down by my own
judgement in my life before." She waved her hargm@ssively. 'Mrs.
Stapleton will come to my aid whenever | need hEllgase go as soon as
you can.' Her eyes stared straight ahead. 'If yisi vo stay for one more
night, you may do so. But | shall not require yservices again. My nephew
will pay you what | owe you and | shall pay himhieSlooked up at Shaun.
'Whatever it is, double it. She has served me wfefglsely." She looked
once more at Cara, and there was a suspicion isf bedind those resolute
eyes. There's no need for you to say goodbye.'t damt to see you again.'



CHAPTER TEN

Cara did stay one more night, but she dined alorer room. Afterwards,
as the evening darkened, she gazed out at the whiygped waves, their
crests creaming and running downbhill only to rigaia. Like the prospect of
any future happiness, the islands were receding twtlight. Soon the
lighthouse would be sending out its sign&lsep away, keep away Like
Mrs. Driver.'Go away, go soon. | don't want to see you again.'

Cara had not been able to cry. What would have beznse? She should,
she told herself, have had more sense than tanfédive with a man like
Shaun. She was as outside his social and intedlecitcle as a mouse
gazing into a lion's den. Any moment that lion cbplit its paw through the
wire mesh and end the mouse's life. Shaun Sutltkitbgrthe means of a few
well-chosen words, had done just that. Once away this place, fronhim,
she would no longer be living, simply existing.

There was a knock on the door. It was, she tholdits, Stapleton offering
help with packing. It was Shaun Sutherland.

'What do you want?' she asked ill-temperedly.

He forced the door against her pressure, closaddtleaned against it. He
looked at her in a detached, clinical way. Thers afout him no sign of
repentance for what he had done to her, no indicadf sorrow at her
impending departure.

‘A chat.’

'I'm sorry. I'm not in a "chatty" mood."

The word was ill-chosen. | want to talk to you.'

To me? To the viper you have, on a number of occasitakgn to your
bosom, the poison in your house, the polluter afryaimosphere? The liar,

the cheat, the deceitful one?' She was near tddogan and she made an
effort to control herself. Her lips trembled ana sbrned away again.



It was darker now and the flashes had begun. Flaaltfew moments, then
... Flash ..Keep away ... Keep away ..".

'When you've rid the venom from your soul, when'yewleansed yourself
of emotive words, let me know, and I'll make a msigon.’

Slowly she turned, uncertain of his meaning.

'‘Are you listening?' She nodded. 'Right. It's ailess proposition.' He
strolled to join her at the windowlash, flash ...

'‘At some time in the near future, I'm intendingwate a novel with the

Tudor era as a background. | shall need someode toe research for me.
History is your subject. | wondered if you wouldreao become my

researcher." A short pause. 'l would pay you, ofs®." Still she was silent.
‘That way you could become a woman again, dressyboviked, keep your

flance, earn money—I'd pay what my aunt was payiog—and there

would be no need for any more deceit and lies. dtmud save for the house
you want so much.'

For a long time she could not answer. She was ho&exl with emotion,
with hope, with vain longing. Visions, highlightég the flashes, passed in
front of her eyes—of herself poring over Shaun'skiso delighting in the
wealth of knowledge they would offer her. The jdysing her brain again,
of being regarded as Shaun Sutherland's intelleetpal! It brought those
tears perilously near to spilling.

‘No, thank you,' she said, thickly.

He made a strange, jerky movement—almost, she tipag if he had done
his duty in trying to make amends and was relidweder refusal. His faint
shrug underlined the indifference she suspectetiai's how you feel--' He
paused. 'It would have been a good partnership.'

'As good as the one you have with Ginni Ravengh@' fitter words were
out before she was aware of their presence in imed.m



He said slowly, 'You'll never forgive me for telynmy aunt the truth about
you, will you?'

‘Never," she said, 'never, never ...'
It was dark now, except for the lighthouse.

‘There's a school in the town, a bus ride away.yTieed a teacher of
history. I've just phoned the headmaster. | knom Ipiersonally. There
would have to be an interview, of course, and heed references, but it's
almost certain that the job's yours because of gouatifications. In these
parts, such things as graduate teachers are snapgdszfore they can take
the first train back to London.’

She turned to him, seeing his face only when thehits allowed. 'Why are
you being so considerate about what happens to Imdé?your guilty
conscience?'

'l could," he said, and he seemed to be speakingeba his teeth, 'be very,
very nasty to you for that. But you've been slapgedn enough for one
day, and | never hit a man—or a woman—when thejgren.’'

'I'm sorry." Her voice was dull. 'It was thoughtédlyou, but I'd never get the
job.!

'‘Good God, girl, it's practically yours alreadyheéSshook her head, seeking
to avoid telling him the truth about herself eveawn But the question she
had been dreading came at last. 'Tell me sometWihy. did you get out of
teaching?'

This time he was getting the truth. 'Disciplinaryubles. | couldn't keep a
single class in order. They walked all over meabkwit exactly fired, but it
was suggested very politely that | should resignn®v you know.'

He whistled between his teeth. 'So now | know.'

'l was a failure." A long silence and her throavgtight. 'I've been a failure
again. If | worked for you, for the third time inymife I'm sure I'd fail.



Besides,' she was speaking unguardedly, 'therethsr reasons ..." She
stopped.

He took her up at once. 'What other reasons?"

You, she was thinking. Being so near to you, segogso much, talking
and discussing with you. Loving you, wanting youut only useful to you
as an extension of your brain.

'Forget it." Her voice was still bitter. 'l shalh gomorrow afternoon. Steven
wrote and told me he was coming north and woutgt td see him. There's
no reason why | shouldn't now. He'd give me oneenadrance, he said.
Otherwise ..." Her voice trailed off but the bittess lingered. When she had
her voice under control again, she went on, 'dllbgick with, him on the
train. He can carry my cases.'

'l see.' There was silence in the room, but outsidesea was loud, the waves
punishing the shore as they crashed against it;nsiwg high against the
rocks on which the house stood. 'Then this is ggedibomorrow | go to
London by car. | shall leave first thing. Beforgd," he looked at her profile
against the window pane, 'I'll give you this. Thermay my aunt owes you.'

Cara took the cheque and scanned the writing. Sloalated swiftly and
exclaimed, 'But you've more than doubled it.'

'I've trebled it.'
'‘But why? It's far too much.' She tried to handaitk, but he waved it away.

'This, as they say, is where we came in.' He elaisdshck against the alcove
into which the window was set, and folded his arivisu said that, almost
word for word, at the interview when we first medd gave you money to
cover your expenses. | must admit | was impressed by what | thought
was your incredible honesty.' His voice hardengdw | know you better, |
see through your cunning little stratagems.’

She pocketed the cheque, finding within herselnswer to his censure.
‘Thank you," she said in a flat voice.



Her apparently calm acceptance of the large amolumtoney he had just
handed over seemed to incense him. 'l should haverk' he rasped, ‘that
you'd squeeze every penny you could get out ofYoer record from the
start of our acquaintance should have warned meyoso could | have
expected otherwise?'

He turned to go. Was this the end? Nothing more?
'Shaun?' she whispered, her eyes filling but unse#dre darkness.

He went out without a word in response. Shaun dtdaait till morning. At
the start of an almost sleepless night Cara haardan roar away down the
winding road that led from Wildsea Castle. He hadegout of her life as if
he had never been.

She rose early, breakfasting in the kitchen. Mtaple- ton knew nothing of
the background to Cara's departure, and said mltgaodbye. Holding her
suitcases, Cara walked down the long curving retapping only once to
look back. The housekeeper was still at the tothefsteps and Cara put
down a case to return the final wave.

It was some hours before Steven was due. With &ases; heavy as they
were, there was little she could do but wait ondbees. Then an idea come
to her. If she left her cases at the hotel, shddcauander down to the
harbour for the last time.

Valerie Pendle was in her usual place. 'Can | ielf?' she asked brightly.
She had failed to recognise Cara in her well-fiftifashionable pants, pink
roll-necked top and chunky-knit jacket. Valerieyge® opened wide. 'lt's not
Miss Hirst? Good grief, outside your terrible umifoyou look—well, if you
don't mind my saying so, stunning!'

Cara coloured at the girl's spontaneous praiseriéatyed Cara's suitcases.
'‘Going on holiday?'

Cara shook her head. 'I'm leaving.'

'‘But why? | thought the old lady doted on you.’



Cara replied vaguely, 'Lots of reasons.’

Valerie said slowly, 'l once thought there mightdoenething between you
and Shaun. You know—the way you and he were alwagsrelling!

She laughed and Cara laughed with her. ‘Can yara @sponded with
false amusement, 'imagine Shaun Sutherland fatlbn@ny of his aunt's
companions? Especially a dowdy like me.’

Valerie looked at her quickly and then down at plagers on the counter.
'‘Not so dowdy now.’

''ve—I've got a boy-friend of my own, anyway.'

"You have? And Mrs. Driver found out? Bad luckwlsn't allowed, was it?
It sounds like a repeat of the last companion she.'hvalerie tutted
sympathetically and asked if there was anythingcsid do to help.

'Yes, please. I'm meeting my boy-friend and goiagkbwith him. If you
wouldn't mind looking after my cases until | com&ck for them? It's a
couple of hours yet until he comes and I'd likevemder round a bit.’

'Saying goodbye?'

Cara caught her breath. 'Saying goodbye," she dctiueking, | can't walk
away from the place as if it meant nothing to mef ps Shaun Sutherland
walked out of my life without a single backward mgta.

She dragged her feet up and down the dunes, leheinigd her footprints.

When the tide came in, the sea would take them.r&ehed the harbour
and trod the cobbled stones to the end of the iadnon. There, made fast
with a rope, was Shaun's motor boat. It held soyma@mories, it pained her
to look at it.

She gazed over the sea and found the islands stpodit so clearly it
seemed she had only to stretch her hand to towh.fho touch them..
Once more before she went away for ever, to tobehsbil, the rocks of
those islands ...



There was time, she told herself feverishly. Thezom was sharp, perhaps
even too sharp which might mean rain before lomgré& were clouds in the
far distance, but they looked harmless enough. Eivéimey were storm
clouds, she assured herself, they were many mitaeg.a

Cara got the engine going with surprising easegi@ulating herself on
having watched Shaun so closely in his managenfeheaontrols the day
he had taken her out. As the boat moved slowly th® open sea, she
thought, 'It's no more difficult than driving a car

She sat on the wooden seat and with her foot omadbelerator, increased
the speed until the wind was pulling at her hatt Hre spray spattering her
all over. She felt exhilaration beyond belief.

It was more than piloting the boat, it was a sesfsescape, of sudden and
unexpected freedom, of leaving her worries and maicgies behind. Her
future, even ...

That was it—her futuré She was running away from it, from Steven who
demanded to be part of it, to whom she would fiasalf tied for the rest of
her life. When all the time she loved another nRumning awayThat was
what Shaun said she was always doiggaun, Shaun®On the island she
would be near to him. There she could dream hebeagle her again. The
sea air, she thought, watching the islands growemgiaust have gone to my
head. I'm drunk with freedom after so many resond, rolling about with it
on top of the waves.

It was then that she noticed how much more forcéfiel waves were
becoming, lifting the boat and dropping it in theughs. Perhaps there was a
storm coming after all. Those clouds certainly ledknearer, but, she
reasoned, calming her fears, maybe it was becdueseas nearer to them.

The water was more turbulent than when Shaun hastedahe boat, and
this time only a small area of pebbly sand remainedovered, but she
manoeuvred the boat towards the wooden post andeskthe rope to it, as
Shaun had done. There were natural steps in thearatshe climbed them,
finding herself once against amidst the multituflesea birds. Their cries
rang out as they complained of her presence.



They seemed more restless this time, she notibed, she saw that the
morning sky, which had seemed so golden on theeslhad clouded over.
Those distant clouds had advanced and darkenetiaf af anxiety shot
through her, but she did not intend to stay lonfter®a quick look round she
would return to the mainland, meet Steven and mettiLondon with him.
And live unhappily ever after?

There was a remedy, wasn't there? There was a wesdggocould use, the
one Shaun had used the last time Steven had cortte She could stay
where she was until Steven had gone. He wouldv lger long this time,

not after the way she had broken her promise toldafare. He would wait,

tell himself that she had let him down once agtehi,himself, too, that it

was the end, then go back to London alone.

Was that what she wanted? That sense of freedorahéelt on the way
over to the islands—wasn't that a clue? Hadn&etbher unconscious mind
telling her what a good idea it would be to run gwdrom Steve, from the
entanglement of her life with his?

And stay with Shaun, a whisper said. If not witmhthen with his memory.
She turned her back on the mainland, and it wasciion which was
decisive and final.

There, on the islands, she would remain, watcthegiinutes pass until she
could return in safety to the harbour, with no feafinding Steven waiting
for her.

Then she would collect her cases and go to Lon@lmhherself a room and
a job—anything would do—and try to forget.

The clouds advanced, the sky darkened. The waedseft over the rocks,
but still she stayed on, shutting her eyes to timicg storm. Even if it broke
before she left, she told herself with confidentgould not last. Stolidly
she waited, sitting on a flat rock and huggingkrezes.

Now Steven would be arriving. She stared abouuheoncerned. Now he
would be fretting at her lateness. She felt a giggyower surge through her,
a power, just discovered, not over others but beeself. Now he would be



telling himself she was faithless, worthless. Ivwad enough, he'd be
thinking, no more chances ...

Now he would be gone!

Her heart sang, she was filled with an intensegtieliShe was as free as
those birds around her. The first splutter of faiought her to her senses.
She had been so absorbed in her thoughts, sheohadticed a worsening

in the weather. The rain became a downpour antushed up her collar and

hurried down the steps. There was no more beach amalvshe stared

horrified. The boat was tossing helplessly on thumtlerous seas which bore
down upon it, engulfing it, only to let it rise aga

She watched, unbelieving, as the waves took thdé sessel up and crashed
it against the rocky pinnacles, smashing it to ggedt came to her suddenly
that she was trapped by the storm, the most famsckhe had ever
experienced. She looked down at herself. With dyssine realised that her
clothing was totally inadequate to withstand theagees such a storm would
inflict. It took a few moments, no more, for heriecome wet to the skin.

The wind tore at her hair, pushing and pullinget iuddled form until she
feared she might be blown into those hungry, rgasas. Facing the truth
at last, she admitted to herself that such anniefeould, in these parts, go
on not just for an hour, but for days.

If she were marooned with no food and no shelt3helter? She

remembered Shaun's hut and turned, fighting agtiegerrifying strength

of the gale, to climb the rocks to the plateau. fdetbling, shaking fingers,

reaching for the door of the hut, found that thdlpek had been secured.
Even her shoulder hitting the door repeatedly haceffiect. The hut was

locked and barred against her. With her head doyamnat the wind, she
struggled round to look in the window.

Inside was all she could want—warmth, comfort, ¢éoglfacilities, even,

probably, tinned food in the cupboard. Miserably g&lrned away, giving up
hope. No one could come to her in that storm, reweould know where she
was, anyway. She sank down to the ground, away tremworst of the

wind.



But the rain was incessant, making her clothegycind her head run with
water. She was shivering uncontrollably now. Seatl her eyes and rested
her head against the wall of the hut.

Better stop fighting, she told herself, and driftethb a feverish dream. No
Shaun now, no Steve, no Mrs. Driver. Only she aedsea birds were left in
the whole wide world. Only Cara Hirst and her usgehivering body ...



CHAPTER ELEVEN

It was dark when she stirred. Her head throbbed|iims ached and into
her pain-racked mind came the realisation thaag still raining. The storm
seemed hardly to have abated.

Her body was quiet now. The shivering had stopfte simply had not
sufficient energy to keep it going. Her clothes ¥ebaked and icy cold,
clinging heavily to her lifeless body. Since cowsiness was so unpleasant,
she slipped gladly back into the sleep which seeordd too pleased to
welcome her.

It was troubled sleep, painted with vivid dreams-Sbfun kissing her on
the sands; in the hotel bedroom when he had redureeshoes and jacket;
that night on the library settee, when she had shefpis arms ...

A voice rang out as if in a great, echoing roomleading, shaking voice. 'If
you become caught up with my nephew, you will laieg yourself open
to the heartbreak and unhappiness suffered blyeabbther women who have
sought his attention and often gained it.' 'Higraion, not his love, Miss
Hirst." 'He holds himself aloof .Don't let him use you only to cast you aside
like all the others ...

Then there were hands uncurling her, gatheringipearms lifting her. The
dream was growing worse, because those arms wegé snd unkind, the
person carrying her kicking at something and takiagsomewhere closed
in, where the wind didn't howl and the rain diaaln ...

Her body was lowered on to something hard and dmobhere was a
creaking noise as if something was being unfol&tke was being lifted
again and put down on softness and covered withegong rough and
warm to the touch.

The shaking started again and arms went roundwrapping the rough
thing about her, holding her in a grip of ironjfasilling the shivering form
into stillness. But it was no good. Try though shight, she could not keep
still.



Then she was being uncovered, her clothing, soakdduseless, removed
layer by layer. No one, she thought, consciousoe=s=ping back, could do
this to her—unless she was in hospital? Her eyiekefled open. No
hospital. A wooden hut, Shaun's hut on the isl@itskins, gleaming wet,
had been thrown to the floor. An oil lamp burnexjgaling a hard-featured
profile and coldly angry eyes.

Shaun?She was still dreaming! He couldn't be there. ks London.
'Keep still"

Shaun's voice, Shaun's anger, Shaun's hands undréss ... That was
something she would not allow him to do. She stiedjtp sit up, thrashing
her arms about to throw off his hands.

'Don't,' she cried, 'don't!"

He slipped off her sweater and peeled off her pdeéving only what lay
underneath. At least he had spared her the ingighremovingeverything!
Swift, hard strokes of the towel dried her body.y\Mbh, why, she thought
unhappily, must he be so rough?

That's better," he said harshly. 'It's about time go-operated.’
'‘Shaun,' she said weakly, 'oh, Shaun ...' Shedureehead away.

Now she was covered again, the blankets pulled Wighllow was beneath
her head and a strange warmth was stealing oveMuoenents later an arm
was under her head and warm, fragrant-smelling seag being spooned
into her mouth. All the time he had been seeinge he must have been
heating the liquid.

When she had had enough, he stopped and put tipeasale. He stood,
hands on hips, looking down at her. In the dimtligbm the oil lamp, she
searched his face, seeking the hidden treasurerofla. She sought in vain.

In a flat voice she said, 'l thought you were imdon.'



'l was, until a frantic telephone call from Mrsaflieton brought me rushing
back. Valerie had apparently got worried because yases hadn't been
collected. It seems your fiance had called in. ks m a blazing temper and
decided that as you weren't anywhere to be fouad,had let him down

again. He stormed back to London, telling Valeoedil you that he never
wanted to see you again.’

Cara, who was delighted to hear the news, remaiihexat.

Shaun waited for some response, some expressgorrafv, but, receiving

none, went on, 'Valerie phoned Mrs. Stapleton, ediled me. She said you
were missing, that you seemed to have disappeatbduvtrace and in that
storm they feared for your safety. | came backhayrtext available train—it
was faster than using my car—and on a hunch, viemght to the harbour.

As | suspected, my boat was missing and | madengired guess as to
where you'd gone. Only you would have been cranugh to do such a
thing, no doubt on a whim, which would have beeoharacter.’

Did he really think so badly of her? she wonderadlys

'I borrowed a friend's boat,' he said, 'and camassc Which is how | found
you.

There was a tremor in her voice as she said, 'Yighhtnhave been swept
overboard.’

'l might, but fortune smiled on me and | wasn'e'¢dnsidered her and said
harshly, 'Tell me, what was the object of this grazt? To draw attention to
yourself by a self-inflicted wound, putting youteliin jeopardy so as to stir
some kind of guilt and self-reproach in those whmo,your eyes, had
wronged you?'

His sarcasm ravaged her more than the storm hagladawhshe hated him for
it.

'Is that why you came over here*' he persistedetwanyone with even a
grain of sense could have foreseen there was @& stpproaching?'



She did not reply directly. Instead she said, lnéce/faltering, 'I'd arranged
to meet Steven. As | told you, | had intended gdiagk with him. But," she
added triumphantly, if a little light-headedlymil'still here. He's gone. | let
him go. If I didn't come, he said, it would be #r&. So it's the end.' A small
smile curled her mouth.

'Do you know what you're saying?'

She nodded slowly, her brain still lightweight di&haun's boat being tossed
about on those terrifying waves. 'Gone," she said, her voice sounded
slurred and strange. 'Never see him again.’

"You're feverish.’
His hand rested on her forehead, but she jerkadgmetly. 'No, I'm not.'
"You've had no food for hours.'

She allowed him to spoon a little more soup intorheuth, then she turned
her face to one side. 'Go away,' she spoke to #tle'@o away and leave me
alone. You hate me. You told your aunt about mebse you wanted to get
rid of me out of your life ..." Her voice trailedvay, leaving a heavy silence.

The smell of the oil lamp filled her nostrils, lgs her ears. In the distance
the sea was thundering against the rocks. How klegoa there in that
turmoil, she would never know. He had risked Histo reach her!

The thought made her turn her head. "Your boat-sitiashed. I'm sorry,
Shaun.' Her voice was so weak he had to bend ¢t b&tr words. His dark
head was so near she had to hold her arms rididragides to stop herself
from reaching out and touching his hair. 'I'll paye said. '"However much a
new one costs, I'll pay.’

A smile touched his mouth but was soon gone. Italm®st as if it had been
too much of an effort to smile at her. 'I'll ser@hythe bill.'

His eyes looked strained, his body under tensiowak the journey to the
islands, she told herself, the terrible journey pest had.



' mean it." She turned away, turned back. "You'tdoglieve me, do you?
You don't think I'm trustworthy, that everythingdy is a lie. That's why you
told your aunt...' Tears came at last, slipping nidnver cheeks to the pillow.

Even they did not seem to move him. His voice haidseftened when he
spoke again. Tell me something. You — found thé hknow it was
locked, but why didn't you smash the window, fintbek to stand on and
then climb in?'

She shook her head. 'Even if I'd thought of it Lidm't have done it.'
'Why not?'

"'The hut belonged to you.'

'Well?'

So he wanted more? Should she go on? If she smwkédughts, would he
delve beneath them, ferret out the truth and Halg like a hunter, proud of
his latest kill?

That voice in her mind rang out again, full of aglp@nd echoing round her
brain.l beg of you, don't allow yourself to become ersthdy my nephew's
charms. He knows the ways of the world, and of woite looks at life—at
love —objectively, never becoming involved. Dat'him use you, only to
cast you aside like all the others ...

Cara raked his face, tracing the strong featunesytouth that could be cruel
or tender as he pleased, the brown eyes that casijate or caress, the
broad, confident strength of him, and knew thaioce, perhaps for the last
time, she must tell him the truth. If he turned gwshe knew what it would
mean. It would be defeat and she would have topadce

Her eyes came back to his and as she spoke sleel teaself. 'If | had hurt
the hut, it would have been like hurting you.'

She held her breath, waiting for his rejection.



Like the quiet, tranquil sunrise after a night tdre, a smile crept into his
face, growing until it flooded his eyes. Their esggion changed, but she
could not read the meaning. Was he gloating, thipkiHere's another one?

"You would object to hurting me?'

She nodded, waited for his response, then, desgdiecause none came,
turned away on to her side. Like an animal, shetehto crawl! into a corner
and die.

There was a movement and he was crouching besigaih@ng her so that
their faces were close. She could feel his breathey cheeks, the warmth
that shone from his curiously bright eyes, then whe gathered into his
arms and was lost in the tenderness of his kiswa#f sweet and it was
gentle. He held her as if she might break.

Gentle and sweet—and meaningless! He was pityingphéaving fallen in
love with him, like so many other women. There'sfuiwire in it, he was
trying to tell her, but I'll comfort you like a &nd.

She pulled away. 'Don't kiss me! Don't even tou@& hhmean nothing to
you. You betrayed my secret to your aunt, you wthee cause of her
dismissing me. If it weren't for you, I'd still h@a job, a home--'

He rose and said sarcastically, 'A fiance?'

She tried to sit up but flopped down with wearinelde's gone, | tell you.
That's why | came over here.’

His eyes opened a fraction, then narrowed. 'Watstligareal reason? You
were running away again?' He eyed her a littlehsegly. "You spend your
life doing that. Now you're running away from me.'

'Of course | am.' She spoke thickly. 'Any womahen right mind would run
as far as possible from you. You've got Ginni RgeerValerie Pendle and
heaven knows how many more.'



'Wrong," he said curtly. 'lI've got one woman in lifgyand one only. It's not
Ginni and it's not Valerie.'

Cara's heart sank. So he had yet another womangwre one who meant
everything to him, one she had never heard ofthds why Ginni went?' she
whispered.

'Ginni went partly because she saw that my intereser as a woman was
non-existent and also because when we tried to worthe play | couldn't

co-operate. Not wouldn't, couldn't. I had a mebtatkage, nothing would

come. There was both an external and an internelecd&or once—for the
first time in my life—my emotions had got the beté me.'

So this woman really did mean more to him tharttedl others? From the
bottom of her heart, Cara envied her.

'Shaun,’ she said, tears catching at her voice; didh you tell your aunt
about me?’

'l had my reasons. Partly selfish, but things disvdrk out the way I'd
planned.' He paused. 'Partly to free you for ycande.'

'‘But,’' she cried, 'l was running away from Stewidh't want to be freed for
him!" She covered her mouth and stared at him. Bghmahasis on Steven's
name she had given herself away for the second &t would he do,
pity her again? Kiss her gently, compassionatdignttell her she was
wasting her time?

But his eyes grew bright. 'That," he said slows/the admission I've been
waiting for. Now, Cara Hirst, let me show you whness, that woman in my
life, the only woman who will be there from now uihbreathe my last.'

He sat sideways on the bed, slipped his arm bemeatstupefied yet pliant
body and drew her to him. There was a roughnekssikiss which brought
from her a response over which she had little cbnt€ontrol was not
needed any more. His kiss was that of a lover, angitying friend. It
demanded and she gave—gave all that her weakeeadtst would allow.



There was no need for a barrier to his caressingl)ghands which drew
from her kisses of an even greater sweetness, @er géelding to his
unbounded passion and, when at last he stoppdohgang to him which
told him more about her feelings for him than apglken word could have
conveyed.

'For how long," he asked roughly, 'has this beanggon in that mixed-up
mind of yours?'

"You mean,' she asked shyly, 'how long have | lox@d? From the moment
| met you!" She smiled impishly and he pinched ¢ten. Then she added
more seriously, 'Even before | met you, | read ymoks, and | admired and
respected you.'

‘Then how can | be sure,’ he looked down at hesirigly, 'that it's love you
feel for me and not hero- worship?'

She put her arms about his neck and drew him dgama'l couldn't live
without you,' she said simply. "That was why toéldidn't care if | died out
there, because | thought I'd lost you for ever.'

His eyes searched hers with a deep seriousnesshéhkissed her with a
tender passion.

'Do you really love me?' she asked tremulouslif,usiable to take in all that
was happening.

'‘Loveyou? I've loved you from the moment | set eyegan Why,' he went

on, looking into her shining eyes, 'do you thinkought that chair for my
aunt, if not to make life a little easier for yowhy did | buy you a car? Why
did | put you in the best guest room if not for y@ersonal comfort and
happiness? And why did | tell you not to have yiair cut again?' He bent
low over her, his mouth brushing hers. 'So thatild entwine my fingers in

it like this, and bury my face in it, like this.’

After long moments he lowered her to the pillowndAwhy do you think |
really told my aunt your secrets? To break her utter ggece on you and
leave you free— to go to your boy-friend, if thaaswvhat you wanted or,' he



whispered, 'as | secretly hoped, to stay with noaly opened up my house
again to see you against its background. In my inzdign | saw you as my
wife, part owner of it with me.'

They gazed at each other in the hissing, fluctgdamplight.

'‘As you know,' Shaun went on, 'l was aware fromdtaet that you had a
man in your life, but | hoped that, being partemirirhim, you might forget.
When | realised that, far from forgetting him, yaere using the job with
my aunt as a means of buying your future with ybayfriend, | could
hardly bring myself to forgive you.'

'I'm sorry, darling, for all the lies." Her anxioenges sought his. 'l got caught
up in the web of deceit, | didn't know how to get of it. All the time | loved
you and loved you—and then | saw you with Valend &inni..

‘That was the only way,' he told her, smiling,dutd have my revenge for
your falsehoods and deception.’

'l wonder,' she said, 'you can ever forgive me iiever ever lied to anyone
before and,' she looked up at him, 'if you'll dtdlve me, | promise never to
do so again.'

'Still have you? Just try to stop me! The day camrhe soon enough. When
we're married, my love, will you be my researclasr] asked you before |
left for London?' She nodded eagerly. 'Will yourbg alter egg my other
self?’

'l be to you whatever you want me to be,' shespéred.

'In a few days,’ he murmured huskily, ‘when you®eovered from your
ordeal, I'll tell you exactly what that is!

Later, he said that they would have to stay therd¢hfe night. 'l have a small
stock of food which should see us through. By mugrthe storm should
have abated sufficiently for us to make the jourbagk to the mainland.’

‘Shaun,' Cara said shyly, ‘where will you sleep?’



He kissed her lingeringly, then gave her a longdeag look. "Wherever
you want me to; | shall respect your wishes, myetw&here's a sleeping

bag rolled up over there, so | could sleep onltia beside you. Is that what
you want?"

She nodded, and later, as she snuggled down iatbdt, he covered her
with the blankets. He kissed her with a passiorchyhas he checked himself

forcibly, was muted into gentleness. Then, relutygrarting from him, she
drifted into sleep.

Later, in the dark hours, reliving her ordeal, shed out his name. He was
beside her in a flash. She dreamed she was lyirfgsirarms, and when
morning came, she found her dream was real.



