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When her guardian and only relative, Great-Unclerid-arriday, died,
Domine Grainger was rather daunted to learn thaildearranged for her to
be looked after by the unknown James Mannering sinéi reached the age
of eighteen. She was no less daunted when shdlgctied James and went
to stay with him and his mother in their home inrk&hire. For James was
only thirty-seven and a very attractive man, withatvseemed like a harem
of equally attractive women vying for his attenti@nd it was not long
before Domine found herself, very much against Wl joining their
number. But in the face of all that competitionwhoould she imagine that
he would ever see her as anything but a child?



CHAPTER ONE

THE rain fell in a steady downpour, causing rivulefsveater to run
continually down the window, obliterating, if onlgnomentarily, the
dripping trees and sodden grass. The sky was darkeavy, and every now
and then a low rumble of thunder echoed round &a&éns accompanied by
a flicker of lightning which lit up the prematuretjarkened room. There was
a high wall all round the garden outside and Domimadered why its
presence, which had previously suggested the ersviob a prison to her,
should now represent all that was secure and famili

Why didn't he come? she asked herself again. Wialtd possibly have
delayed him?

She moved from her seat by the window and walketlessly about the
room, hugging herself as though to ward off thessasf apprehension that
assailed her. She glanced at the small wrist wsitehwore. Was it really
only a little after three-thirty? It seemed muchrenthan two hours since
lunch was over. If only it wasn't so dark and dismaybe she might have
felt better. As it was, the weather had addedws sense of gloom to an
already gloomy occasion.

She returned to her seat by the window, pressingdse against the pane,
breathing a misty circle, and then drawing on ttwein idle finger in the way

she had often been chastised for doing. Impatiestig rubbed out the
clown's face she had etched, and heaved a sigh.

How much longer was she going to have to wait?

Reaching for her handbag, she rummaged about inatem and came out
with the packet of cigarettes Which had been hiddere. It was strange to
realize that after today no one would care wheshersmoked or not? She
grimaced. Unless James Mannering objected to gimeking, of course.
She quelled the sense of panic that rose withinamet hastily brought out a
box of matches and lit the cigarette she had ayrp&ted between her lips.
Drawing on it deeply, she removed it from her mouwitih unsteady fingers
and replaced the burned-out match in the box. itldvoot do, even now, for
Sister Theresa to find her with cigarettes. Thetkaid nine years die hard.



She looked out of the window again. From here theep of the gardens

could be seen, and away to the right, if she pdesseface against the pane
she could glimpse the drive that led up to the neaitnance of the Convent

of the Holy Sisters.

Her sense of nervous tension intensified as theegalroar of a car's
engine could be heard on the road outside the conwalls, but the sound
eventually died away and she realized that whoeadibeen driving the car
had swept on by, past the closed gates at theofdbe drive.

She shivered. Surely she would not have to waitmboieger. Didn't James
Mannering realize how upset and disturbed she wasdto be? Did he
imagine she would take the news of her alteredisisgtances impassively,
without having the imagination to speculate on whatild happen now?

She rose to her feet again and going across tertipty grate stubbed out
her cigarette and put the stub inside the box @a€hes and replaced the box
at the bottom of her handbag. Then she lookedraelien the tiny mirror
attached to her compact. Mirrors were not in pfahgupply in the convent
and the reflection she saw in the powdered glassneavery clear. What
would James Mannering think of her? she thoughlydAind what might
she think of him? What could you think of a man y@ad never even met?
Someone who had summarily been given responsilflityou?

She pushed back the untidy fringe of chestnut that strayed across her
wide brow. She could see nothing of beauty in etarened skin, and large
brown eyes. Her brows and lashes were dark, whiehsspposed was an
advantage, particularly as the only make-up thks giere allowed to use
was powder and lipstick, and that in very smallrgitges. Her hair was long

and thick, and rather silky when she brushed itahghly, but as it had

always been confined in one rather chunky braidh&itenever had much
chance to appreciate it.

Sighing, she put the compact away and began to asengwhat she could
say to James Mannering when he arrived. It wagdiffto decide with any
certainty how she would treat him, she knew stelabout him. Of course,
as he had been a contemporary of her father'sulsebme over forty, and his
work, as a playwright, was not encouraging. He wwesbably terribly



sophisticated andwith-it' and would use all those awful exaggerated
adjectives she had heard artists use at the loff@ecbar whenever she and
one or two of her friends had gone alone into towrspecial occasions like
someone's birthday. She supposed he was a kintcte teally, except that
they were not related by any blood tie. Wiy had Great-Uncle Henry
done it? What had he hoped to achieve? After ag¢hyears - refusing to
acknowledge him as his son, and then finally makiing his heir!

She shook her head. Not that she cared about tregmparticularly, except
that had she been six months older everything wbhakke been so much
easier. She would have been eighteen then, antleagfaefusing anyone's
charity.

As it was, she had had no choice but to fall inhwthe terms of her
great-uncle's will. She had not attended his fupdrat that had not
surprised her. After all, in all the years that Bad been in his care, she had
never once visited Grey Witches, the house hertgmeee owned in
Yorkshire, and where he lived for nine months @& ylear. The other three
months he devoted to Domine, and during those tthmgvisited a hotel in
Bognor which had become Domine's only home awam ftbe convent.
There they had spent every Easter, summer andt@hagsholiday for the
last nine years.

She cupped her chin on her hands, wondering whaldWwaave happened to
her nine years ago, had Great-Uncle Henry not steip She could still

remember the horror of the train crash which hdiédiher parents, still

recall the screeching of the brakes, the groanitiggooverturning carriages,
the shrieking of the women, and the cries of thkelgn. She shivered again.
Oh, yes, she still got nightmares about that tingkthe awful impact it had
made on her life.

Then, Great-Uncle Henry had been a deliverer, tpkie eight-year-old
Domine away from the loneliness and misery of thpphanage and
installing her in the comparative comfort and péedssurroundings of the
Convent of the Holy Sisters. Not that Great- Unkelenry had been a
religious man, he had not; but he respected thechhand all it stood for,
and as he affirmed that he could not possibly i2emine with him all the
time, they spent these holidays together. Soon ra@mine had been



hoping to leave the convent and go on to collegeaybe even university.
She was bright and intelligent, and the sistersbesh confident she would
do well. But all that had been changed by the samddeath of her

great-uncle. He had been her father's uncle, thsband of her

grandmother's sister, and therefore his intereftamine had been all the
more admirable as their relationship had only deemarriage. But he had
had no children of his own, or so he had said,lebad given Domine the
kind of moral background she needed, had giveayatsther existence. But
now—

She started, almost guiltily, as the door openetl Sister Theresa stood
there regarding her compassionately. 'Well, Donigle® said, with a smile.
'‘Are you ready?'

Domine's eyes widened. 'You mean - he's herelhidart fluttered wildly.

‘Yes, Mr. Mannering has arrived,' replied SisteefHsa. 'l believe he had
some difficulty locating the convent in this drigimain. And after all, these
roads are not very well signposted, are they?'

Domine shook her head. 'l - | didn't hear the sfe' stammered.

'Didn't you? Well, perhaps the storm disguisedaitsval. Or maybe you
were not thinking about it," she murmured gently.

Domine swallowed hard. In truth, she had been spped up in her own
thoughts she had not been conscious of her surmmgsdNodding, she
lifted her handbag and smoothed the skirt of tieageld pinafore dress she
was wearing over a white shirt blouse. She feltngpand gauche, and
wished she had something a little more inspiringgéar. But perhaps it was
as well that she had not. Any attempt at sophisticeon her part would
appear quite ludicrous.

She followed Sister Theresa's flowing-robed figateng the stark tiled
corridor and down a flight of stairs to the groutabr. Here a beautifully
carved statue of the Mother and Child gave warrathrt otherwise bare
hallway. The glowing colours of their robes and thi&ling of their

headdresses brought their cold features to lifel, Romine twisted her



fingers together nervously. She was not a Cathahd, until now she had
felt apart from their religion, but suddenly itsestgth enfolded her.

Sister Theresa knocked at the door of the studyeviie Reverend Mother
awaited them, and ushered Domine into the room. &ftered rather
tentatively, her eyes going immediately to the fegaf the man who stood
motionless beside Reverend Mother's desk. He mbauk to the door as
she entered, and was staring out of the windowsiinateyed the same view
that previously Domine had been contemplating. fEHe had not eased at
all, and lamps had been lit in the study to relithagloom.

The man turned as Sister Theresa closed the daodidpaked piercingly at
Domine with eyes that were a strange light shadelu#. Cold eyes, they
were, she thought palpitatingly, and could see aowth in his face. He was
not a handsome man, his features were harsh aklg temned, lines deeply
etched beside a mouth which had a sensual curvevddeshe supposed, a
little under six feet in height, with broad shoukléut an otherwise lean
body. His hair was very dark and straight, and=ides grew low on his
cheeks. She couldn't begin to guess at his ap@ualh he was younger than
she had vaguely imagined, certainly younger thanfdéiter would have
been had he lived. And certainly he was not thistartaesthete of her
imaginings. He dressed like a business man in la glat with a matching
waistcoat, and wore a thick dark car-coat overslithe moment, his coat
was unfastened, and his hands were thrust deepthet@ockets of his
overcoat. Raindrops glistened on his dark hair,dochine reflected that he
had not wasted any time discussing her with Rewkrsiother. She
wondered what Reverend Mother thought of him, aattiered from the old
woman's expression that she was still rather dalibtfout delivering her
charge into this man's hands.

However, she appeared to disguise her thoughtsshferrose as Domine
approached her desk, and said: 'Ah, there yourarehild. As you can see,
Mr. Mannering has at last arrived to take you home.

Home?The word stuck in Domine's throat. Where was hoiow? Some
place belonging to this man? The hotel in Bognor?Gdey Witches,
finally?



'Yes,' she faltered now. 'How - how do you do?' sakdly she held out her
hand, and with an imperceptible shrug James Mamgeatiook hands with
her. His hands were the only artistic thing about, lshe thought, long and
lean, with smooth, rounded nails.

'Hello, Domine," he said dispassionately. ‘Are yeady to leave?"

'Oh, but—' began Reverend Mother, glancing at Denaind then back at
James Mannering. 'l mean - won't you stay and teavevith us? It - it would
give Domine a chance to get to know you. After yilu are a complete
stranger to her, are you not?"

James Mannering compressed his lips for a momésd, Wwe are strangers,
Reverend Mother," he agreed, 'however, | don'ebelwe could possibly
begin to get to know one another with a third pagtgsent.’ His gaze
flickered almost sardonically. '‘Besides, as youvknd was delayed in
arriving because of the weather and | should prefereturn to London
before dinner time."'

Domine felt an awful tightening of her stomach nmescuUntil this moment

she had been so concerned with meeting the marelithat she had not
fully realized what being his ward would mean. Sloaild be subject to his
desires in everything, and wherever he said shaldlgo she would go. She
shivered, and Reverend Mother intercepted her meness. With a

stiffening of her shoulders she said:

'‘Nevertheless, Mr. Mannering, | must insist that yjave tea with us. As
you are a stranger to all of us, | should like iszdss Domine's future with
you. It is natural that we should want to know wheatir plans for her are,
and what arrangements have been made for her tmgemwith her studies.
Domine has always been one of our most intelligepils, and it would be a
shame if she were to waste her talents - now.’

James Mannering drew out a cigar case and glarticBé\eerend Mother
rather shrewdly before extracting a cigar and,iptad between his teeth.
'Very well," he said laconically. 'Very well, byl heans have tea. But I'll
just have this' - he indicated the cigar - 'if yWmn't mind?"



The question was unnecessary, Domine felt sureegéannering was the
kind of man who would respond to few restrictioBle had the feeling he
would smoke his cigar whatever Reverend Mother rsgly.

Reverend Mother bit her lower lip rather sharplyd avalking to the door
she opened it and called: 'Sister Theresa! May aee tthe trolley now,
please?'

Dogaine hovered in the centre of the carpet awsetames Mannering's
eyes lingered on her rather speculatively, andvatredered how on earth
she would ever get used to being his ward. Evemsixths seemed to
stretch endlessly ahead of her. Mannering respotal@dsuggestion from
Reverend Mother that he should sit down, and lodngt a deep leather
chair by the window while Domine perched on thee=dfja high-backed
chair which was placed beside the desk. SistereBaewheeled in a tea
trolley containing cakes and sandwiches, and Donvameforced to accept a
sandwich and nibbled it without enthusiasm. Thangass of the day
seemed to have intensified a hundredfold, and ebkl dhardly believe all
this was actually happening. There was an air odality about the whole
affair, and for the first time she pondered the sagactions to being landed
with a teenage ward without a real knowledge of wweld outside the
convent walls. During the past few minutes she b@cbme aware of her
own ignorance of life in general, and a feelingle$pair gripped her. If she
had been the kind of girl who sometimes came tocthevent, girls like
Susan Johnson, one of her friends, she would helveble to cope, but
Susan had a normal home and background, with tder &rothers to have
fun with, to share experiences with, while Domirael thad no one for the
past nine years but a rather elderly gentleman &isas of entertaining
the young were confined to trips to the cinema lwe theatre, and
occasionally a visit to some charity function. 3$fa&l listened to the other
girls gossiping about clothes and pop-records amgfiiends, but apart
from this she had no knowledge of their world.

Reverend Mother began to question James Mannebogt dis plans for
Domine, but his replies were non-committal andrafterhile the old woman
seemed to realize she would learn little this way.

Instead, she turned her attention to Domine ardl sai



'Have you made any plans yet, Domine? Have yougtoabout what kind
of occupation you might find?"

Domine hesitated, conscious of Mannering's intecestattention.
'‘Obviously, it's a little early for me to have maaey plans,’ she began
awkwardly, 'however, at the end of the six montiden Mr. Mannering's
responsibility towards me ceases - | expect | stiad'it top difficult to take
up some kind of office work. My examination reswitsre good, and | have
the qualifications for bank or library work if | ed it.'

Mannering leant forward, studying the glowing tighes cigar. 'Oh, come on
now,' he said, in a harsh tone, 'this isn't aniancharket, Reverend Mother.
It isn't necessary for Domine to sell herself ta Bfee's been handed to me -
on a plate, so to speak, and you need have no gubanher future won't be
adequately attended to!"

Reverend Mother looked flabbergasted by his plpgaking, and Domine's
pale cheeks turned scarlet at his tone. 'l waswtre that Domine was
attempting to sell herself to you in any way, Mraihhering,' the elderly nun
said tautly. 'We are simple people here, with sarij@liefs, and possibly a
misguidedly simple attitude towards the world adesibut nevertheless, we
are aware that for a girl of Domine's age to obtaisuitable position she
requires the necessary qualifications.’

Mannering looked up, those light blue eyes glaciear. ‘And what do you
consider a "suitable" position?' he questionedmsacally.

Reverend Mother's cheeks coloured a little. 'l dofeel that | should be
forced to answer your questions, Mr. Mannering' plied, sharply. '‘But,
as you ask, any of the positions Domine has meadicseem perfectly
acceptable to me.'

James Mannering shook his head. 'In effect you raleg out any
occupation that might fall short of your rigid sdtvalues,’ he said, bluntly.
'If Domine is well qualified, she may prefer a jolbsomething a little more
inspiring than an office or a bank, or a librarther, for that matter. There's
advertising, for example. Or the arts. Or even 4bing as devastating as
the theatre!’



'‘Obviously, we are speaking at cross purposes, Mannering," said
Reverend Mother, sniffing a little. '"Am | to undensd that Domine is to be
thrust into the theatre because that is your world?

'Hell, no!" Mannering got to his feet. 'l agree, veee talking at
cross-purposes. However, | don't see that it ngtfer a while at least.
Domine won't immediately be taking up any kind o€apation.'

Domine glanced at him. 'Why?'

Mannering shrugged. 'We'll see,” he said, dismisdier question. He
fastened his overcoat and went on: 'l don't thiekevachieving anything by
discussing it here and now. It's too early to makg assessments.' He
looked at Reverend Mother. 'I'll keep you in toushth Domine's
movements, if that's what you would like. And n@s,time is fleeting, and
as | said | want to be back in London before dinperhaps you'll excuse
us?'

Reverend Mother had no choice but to agree, andesiteDomine to collect
her things and to say goodbye to her friends. Sdshnson was waiting in
Domine's room on her'return, and her eyes were amdieexcited.

'l say, Dom,' she exclaimed at once. 'Is that gmugenale really your James
Mannering?'Domine gave her a weary glance. "Whajegus male?’

'Heavens! Don't tell me you haven't noticed!" gdspasan. 'Jane and | saw
him arrive. We were downstairs in the hall whenchene in. Is it James
Mannering?"

'Yes.' Domine stuffed the rest of her toilet adgcinto an overnight case, and
lifted it together with the larger case that comeal all her belongings.

Susan shook her head. 'Well, | must say you dookt Very pleased about it,’
she exclaimed rather impatiently. 'Surely he's abtall like you had
imagined.’'



Domine glanced in her direction as she walked tdwéne door. 'Well, I'd
agree with you there," she said dryly. 'Honestlysa®, | know absolutely
nothing about him. I don't even know where I'm gadio live!

Some of her trepidation showed in her voice andaSwgpproached her
sympathetically. 'You know he's quite a well-knowlaywright,’ she
pointed out thoughtfully. 'And after all, you'retradd enough to arouse any
- well, other kind of interest in him, are you? eam - | don't want to be
unkind, Domine, but you are rather naive, arenitble!" She laughed. 'I'd
give anything to be in your shoes! Being ward t@armous man like him!
Having the opportunity to meet all kinds of exafipeople! Not just to
marry the first man that asks you because you thimkrospects are good!".,

Domine half-smiled. "You will write to me, won't y8 I'll let you have the
address as soon as | know where it is.'

Susan nodded vigorously. 'Of course. After all, yught invite me to come
and stay some time.'

Domine sighed, and then walked slowly along theidor towards the stairs
again. As she began the downward descent, she aa@sJMannering
waiting in the hall with Reverend Mother, and whensaw her struggling
with the cases he left off speaking to the nunrandnted the stairs lithely to
take them from her. Domine, unused to any kind ssisdtance with her
belongings, glanced at him in surprise, and saairaly mocking glint in his

eyes as though he had been glad to escape fromrdrRevé/lother's

catechism.

Sister Theresa joined her superior to say goodtbybeir charge and the
double doors of the convent were Opened to adrblast of chilling air,
accompanied by driving rain. Domine, who had donnedschool coat, a
navy gaberdine, pulled up the collar, while Jamemiering said: 'Wait
here!" peremptorily, before dashing out into thogrst

A few moments later, the roar of a powerful engieealded the arrival of
his car, which he drew up close to the entrancéaabDomine had only to
cross the terrace and climb into its warmth andityxShe said good-bye to
Sister Theresa, and then to Reverend Mother, ambtdiack a choking



feeling in her throat, she ran and climbed into liheousine. She saw,
through the pouring rain, that James Mannering hetdrned to say
good-bye to the nuns, before striding back to thkicle and sliding in
beside her. The engine had been running and hstihsmoothly into gear
and raised one hand in farewell as they began jthainey.

Domine lay back in her seat feeling overwhelmirgjigky now that she had
left all that was familiar behind her, and for afeinutes she stared blankly
out at the awful weather and thought she would nexperience a storm
without remembering this afternoon. James Manneatidghot speak to her
at once, giving her time to collect herself, andho®uvring the sleek car out
of the gates and along the rain-washed countrystoBlde Convent of the
Holy Sisters was situated about five miles fromi@uord, and it wasn't until

they reached the main road to London that her caiopaglanced her way.

'Well?' he said, somewhat wryly. 'Are you goingctg? Or will you save
that for tonight - in bed?'

Domine stared at him in astonishment. She was anioskis blunt manner
of speaking, and endeavouring to assume a littteso¢andour, she replied:
‘No, | shan't cry now, Mr. Mannering. As for tonigh don't even know
where I'm to spend tonight!" She compressed hsrttiprevent them from
trembling.

Mannering gave her a lazy stare. 'Don't you? Dithe'tsolicitor explain the
situation to you?'

'l haven't seen the solicitor," replied Domine tigh

Mannering frowned. 'Is that so? You mean it was ddne by
correspondence?’

'Of course. Besides, what could the solicitor hale me? From the tone of
his letter, he seemed as surprised as me!’

Mannering's frown deepened. 'Now why were you ssedr Domine? Did
you expect to be Henry's heiress?'



Domine clenched her fists. 'l think you're most ealipnable, Mr.
Mannering!" she exclaimed. 'l didn't imagine angthiGreat-Uncle Henry
wasn't old - at least, not that old. When | washtggn | expected to go to
college, and afterwards - well, | suppose | jusutiht I'd get a job and find
somewhere of my own to live.'

Mannering gave her a wry glance. 'Okay, I'll acaat,’ he nodded. 'I'm
sorry if I'm riding you, kid. Perhaps I'm so usedhe rat-race I've forgotten
there are still mice around.'

Domine flushed. 'You still haven't answered my ¢joes Where am | to
stay? Where am | to live?"

Mannering drew out his cigar case and lit a ciggoke replying. Then he
said: 'Tonight, you'll stay at my apartment - inndon. Tomorrow we'll
drive up to Yorkshire.'

To Grey Witches?' exclaimed Domine, in surprise.

'Sure, to Grey Witches!" He frowned. 'l don't irdeto sell the place, you
know. What's the matter? Doesn't that appeal t@'you

Domine shook her head. 'l didn't think about th#tes," she murmured,
wondering with a sense of excitement whether GrétgiWés was to be her
home. It would be wonderful to have a real homeradtl these years.

Mannering gave an exasperated shrug, and theretimuntered a stream
of traffic entering London and for a time his atten was focused on
negotiating a series of traffic lights. Domine ledkabout her with interest.
She had never really visited London. When she wasger, living with her
parents in Nottingham, it had never appealed to dr&t afterwards Great-
Uncle Henry had avoided it like the plague. 'Nastjhealthy place,’ he had
called it, and Domine had been too inexperiencexffey an opinion.

James Mannering's apartment was the penthouse bbddck of luxury
dwellings, and once inside the air- conditionedims of the lift Domine
forgot the vile weather outside. The lift swept @pds smoothly, and then
whined to a halt at the thirtieth floor. They stegmut on to a pile carpeted



corridor that led to double doors into his apartthend Mannering went
ahead of her, using a key to admit them.

Immediately a suave little man appeared from thection of what she later
learned to be the kitchen, and Mannering introdudgedas Graham while
he removed his overcoat.

Domine smiled, and shook hands, and Mannering s@dham is a
gentleman's gentleman. He was employed by Lordmgsit years ago, but
he's been with me for about ten years now, hawenl{ Graham? He's
endeavouring to instil the attributes of a gentlennato rough clay like
myself!' He smiled, and Domine was surprised attiange it brought to his
harsh features. She was beginning to see why Shiadnthought him
attractive. There was something particularly maseuabout him, and his
hardness, she thought, would appeal to some women.

Graham took Domine's gaberdine, and suggested rthglt like some
coffee, but after ascertaining that dinner wouldréady in about fifteen
minutes, James Mannering waved him away.

'We'll have something a little more appetizing,remarked, and nodding,
Graham went to attend to the meal. Then Mannewogdd at Domine,
standing hoveringly by the door. In truth, she \sté recovering from the
impact the apartment had made on her, with itegiédss Windows, giving
a panoramic view of the city, and the soft carpedarfoot into which her
feet sank. There were deep red leather chairspecabional tables made of
ebony, while in the alcoves, fitted shelves sumabliooks, hi-fi equipment,
and a super-luxury television set. The room wabylitall standard lamps
designed in sprays, while the heating was concdaléd¢omfortable. And
despite its artistic design, the room was the kih@lace where one could
relax without worrying too much about ultra-tidisegust now, a pile of
manuscript lay on a side table, while some magazvere strewn on a low
couch. It had a lived-in air, and Domine wonderduethier Great- Uncle
Henry had ever been here.

'‘Come and sit down," invited James Mannering, gihg the couch. Take
your shoes off; make yourself at home. If you'réeamy ward for the next
six months, we might as well get used to one amothe



Domine hesitated, and then she stepped forwarddahds he suggested,
subsiding on to a couch that was softer than angtshe had previously
experienced.

'‘Now! What are you going to drink?' he asked, wadkover to a cocktail
cabinet. 'Port, sherry, Martini? Or just some fjuite?"

Domine bit her lip. 'Fruit juice, please,’ she sétbling her hands in her lap.

He glanced round at her, looked as though he wast &b protest, and then
seemed to change his mind. 'All right," he agreed, mixed her a lime and
lemon. 'There you are!'" He poured himself a stifasure of whisky and
swallowed it at a gulp, then he poured anotherrdeefoming to sit opposite
her, on a low chair, regarding her with lazy, ygent, blue eyes.

Domine sipped her drink, and looked about her ngslyo wishing he would
not study her so intently. She could feel the cotweeping up her neck and
over her ears, washing her face a brilliant shddemato. Then he seemed
to grow bored with embarrassing her this way, ad, snstead:

'Haven't you any questions you want to ask?"
Domine looked down at her glass. 'Heaps,' she dgraadidly.
'Well, go on, then. Ask?'

Domine felt tongue-tied for a moment. 'Have - hgea written many
plays?' she asked tentatively.

Mannering lay back in his seat regarding her ingualy. 'Oh, for God's
sake,' he exclaimed. 'What does that matter? CarmnBamine, stop being
such a mouse for once, and speak your mind! Dogdmither you that
Henry should have thrust you so heedlessly intdharnyds?’

Domine's fingers tightened round the glass. 'Ofs®it bothers me. In fact,
| wanted to speak to you about that. It - it migkta good idea if | stayed
here - in London, | mean. | could easily get a jahd | suppose there are
bed-sitters and things—'



'Oh, no!" Mannering raised his eyes heavenwardn Tieestared at her again.
'Oh, no, Domine, most definitelpo Old Henry knew exactly what he was
doing when he handed you into my care. He knewdhae I'd seen you,
talked with you, got to know what kind of innoceou really are, | wouldn't
dare to let you out of my sight. Leave you heré.amdon, indeed! Good
God, girl, you haven't the faintest idea what cdudgbpen to you here - in
swingingLondon, as' they say! Oh, no! Like | said at tlewent earlier,
right now you're in for a holiday.

Domine sighed. 'But | don't want to be a nuisance—'

‘A nuisance?' He shook his head. 'My dear girl, yjegan being a nuisance
three weeks ago when old Henry died. There's nbaace that you're going
to stop now, and certainly not by attempting tortskependent. How old are
you, fifteen? Sixteen?"

‘Seventeen!' retorted Domine, somewhat jerkilyu¥oow that as well as |
do!

He smiled. 'Yes, well, maybe | do at that. But tiglow you look about
fourteen, and considering the promiscuity of gidday | would place you
mentally among the twelve-year-olds!

‘Thank you!"'Domine got unsteadily to her feet. 'You neednagme that
because you've been given my guardianship thatgospeak to me as you
like!" she gasped angrily. 'l may look like a chigehd | may appear to be one
in your sophisticated eyes, Mr. Mannering, but hot, and I'm not as
ignorant of the way of the world as you imagine!'

He looked up at her mockingly. 'Are you not? Thergive me!’

She turned away from his mockery then, unableandsthis verbal baiting
any longer, and he seemed to repent, for he €iigDomine, this will have
to stop, you know. It's no good our arguing all tinge. All right, I'll accept
that you're on the verge of young womanhood, betetk a hell of a lot
you've got to learn, and you won't learn it in $pace of a couple of weeks."

She looked back at him. 'l don't expect to,' she saevenly.



He leaned forward then, studying her thoughtfulAnd you won't get
anywhere unless you start asking some questiomsgrmarked. 'Like, for
instance, why Henry left everything to me.’

Domine flushed. 'That's nothing to do with me," shemured.

'Of course it is!" Mannering shook his head, appyeamazed at her lack of
curiosity. 'Look, did he never talk about me - atbmy mother?’

Domine shook her head uncertainly. 'Not that | anember.’

'Did he talk about Grey Witches?'

Domine shook her head again.

'l see. And you never visited there, did you?"No.'

Mannering heaved a sigh. '‘Obviously his intenti@sw keep both sections
of his life apart. He could hardly have taken youGrey Witches without
arousing a lot of unpleasant questions - unpledeatim, that is.’

'Why?' Domine's brows drew together.

'‘Because my mother lives at Grey Witches. She avnag.'

'What!'

He shrugged. 'Where else would a man's housekéeg®r

"Your mother was Great-Uncle Henry's housekeepan?iine stared at him.
'l -1 see!'

He lay back in the chair again. 'Now, just whatyda see, Domine?' he
asked, sardonically.

Domine flushed. 'Well - well, that explains a &tthf the mystery.’



‘There's no mystery," he retorted dryly. "Your ggremcle was a man, like
other men. His wife was an invalid for many yeamsmaybe you didn't
know that. After all, it was long before you wererh. At any rate, my
mother was ultimately more attractive than hisuert

Domine's colour deepened. 'l see,’ she murmureadinofoctably.

James Mannering got impatiently to his feet. 'OhpdG he said
exasperatedly, 'l can almost see your mind worl¥kbat kind of reading
matter did you have at that establishment you'sel@ft? Not the kind that
lends itself to a situation of this kind, I'll beund. I'm not the illegitimate
son, in the legal sense of the word. My mother wesried when she
produced old.. Henry's heir!" There was mockerfiigmdenouement of his
father's actions.

Domine bent her head. "You didn't have to explauargelf to me.’

'‘Dammit," he muttered, almost angrily now. 'I'm attempting to explain
myself to you! My father was no saint, and I'll @dmhen I learned of my
connection with him, | hated him! That was whendswa teenager, when |
was like you, beginning to find my feet - my idewtif you like. At any rate,
I'd had enough of the simple life in Hollingford.needed an excuse to
escape, and that provided one. It was later, Bdtéved in London for a few
years that | realized what a stupid attitude I'dpadd. Perhaps I'd realized |
was human, too, by then, and humanity possessey fralties, as you'll
discover in time.'

Domine twisted her fingers together. "Your - yowther? She's still alive?'

'Sure. Hell, she's only about sixty now. My fathedead, though, my
adopted father, that is, and believe me, he wa® roba father to me than
old Henry could ever have been. Don't expect toolmaympathy, that's all,
from me regarding Henry Farriday! His ideas coudder be mine!

Domine shook her head, still slightly bewilderddvonder why he never
told me that you were his son,' she murmured indoegly. "We - we even
went to see a play of yours once, in Brighton." Siténer lip, and James
Mannering gave an exaggerated sigh.



'Like | said,’ he murmured, ‘we had nothing in coonrh

Just at that moment Graham arrived to announcelihiaér was served, and
they walked across the lounge and through to alstimahg-room with a
circular polished table, and chairs upholstereblutioned brown leather. A
low light hung over the table, and illuminated tbeystal glasses and
sparkling silver cutlery. Domine wondered what bezat-uncle's feelings
had been when he discovered that his son was @opisuccess. Had he
been pleased? Or had the knowledge soured himlaftée from the course
of his attitude in later life, seemed the mostliikélthough she had been
grateful to him for all he had done for her, shgdreto wonder what his
motives had been for helping her, if indeed he lnedi any. Was it possible
that his reasons for involving himself in her lliad been anything to do
with his own disappointment in not being able tkremvledge James
Mannering, the playwright, as his son, as his oleshf and blood, without
causing a great deal of talk and speculation, asdiply even scandal in a
place like Hollingford, which she had learned froeference books and
maps was not a large place? If that was so, he imaag been sadly
disappointed that he had died before discoveringtlhdr she was to make
anything of her life. Even so, he had still ke on in the forefront of his
mind, and it was to him that he had endowed higdug.



CHAPTER TWO

LATER that night, as Domine lay between the sheetseofrtbst opulent bed
she had ever slept in, she reviewed the evenkeafdy in detail. It had been
such a strange day, and yet she could not now.tadmoily to a feeling of
unhappiness. Indeed, there was a disturbing seihegcdement running
through her veins, a feeling she had never befepereenced, and which
was preventing her from falling into the dreamledsep she usually
achieved.

She thought about the girls at the convent, wondewhether they were
thinking about her. Susan would be. Susan had skartensely interested
in her new situation - and her new guardian.

She rolled on to her stomach as she thought alaonés) Mannering. She
had not known many men in the course of her yoiiagdnd certainly no
one even vaguely resembling him. He was hard, hagsspected he could
be ruthless when it came to getting what he warged,yet she thought he
was kind. There had been a trace of gentlenesss iméinner with her, and
she had appreciated that.

During dinner he had questioned her extensivelytberself, discovering

every aspect of her life at the convent, and hésaguent holidays with

Henry Far- riday. She smiled as she thought thspiteehis assertions to the
contrary he was very like his father in his singlexdedness and

purposefulness. Great-Uncle Henry had asked 4 tpiestions, too. He had
always been interested in her accomplishmentstavekipartially due to his

encouragement that she had done sowell at school.

After dinner was over, James Mannering had exchseself, leaving her to
Graham's care. He had a business appointmenthersad, and she had not
liked to question Graham about his employer's marém Even so, she had
been disappointed when he had not returned by ¢thk, and Graham had
suggested she retire for the night. As she hadheot discovered the layout
of the apartment, Graham had shown her round, la@dhad been suitably
impressed by the large rooms with their fine apfroents. It was a huge
place, with four bedrooms with adjoining bathrooas well as the lounge,
dining-room and kitchen, and a compact study whaanering worked at



his typewriter. Graham occupied a self-contained-&i#ing room which
adjoined the kitchen, and which had its own entafiom the corridor
outside.

Domine's own room was decorated in pastel shadekiefand green, with
gold curtains and bedspread, and a bathroom withdBbeaten gold. There
was a shower, too, and as she had never takemesimoher life before she
used it before getting into bed. Her cotton pyjaseamed rather utilitarian
beside the cream silk sheets, but she merely shduggd turned out the
light, glad of the anonymous darkness.

Up here, high above London, there was no soundaffic, no intruding
sense of the outside world, and she thought raleepily that it must be
something like the cabin of a jet-liner.

It must be awfully late, she thought suddenly, wtiesre was a slight sound
outside her door, and she realized someone hadedntlee apartment.
Leaning over, she switched on the bedside lampl@wikkd at her watch
before hastily switching the lamp off again. It veder two o'clock! She lay
back on her pillows staring up at the ceiling. #swery late for anyone to be
conducting a business appointment, she thoughtteeitly. Obviously, that
had only been an excuse to escape from her presareavhile. Perhaps he
had a girl-friend, some special woman he was hopmgnarry. She
frowned. Somehow, since meeting him, since havingtake the time to
come and collect her from the convent, she hadrbéguhink of him in
rather the manner she had thought of Great-Unctey-Hé&Imost as though
she was important to him, just as he was impottaher. How silly she was
to imagine that a man like James Mannering, riemdus, powerful, and
physically attractive should consider her anythimgye than a child he was
temporarily responsible for, and who must indeedditting but a nuisance
to him. Indeed, hadn't he said earlier in the evgtihat she was just that?

With a grimace, Domine punched her soft pillow irgioape and flung
herself down upon it, wondering why the excitensdreg had felt earlier had
somehow dissipated.

When she awoke, a faint filtering of light was tgito pierce its way into
the room through the slats in the Venetian blirls,it was a dismal light,



and from the steady beating against the windowsgsitigered it was still
raining.

Sighing, she slid out of bed and padded to the @wngushing the slats of
the blind apart and peering out. It was a grey nmgyrthe sky still heavy and

overcast, and as it was only late October she thoiigvas going to be a

long winter if this was anything to go by. She €ned, but not with cold, the

apartment was already warm and comfortable, buapipeehension she had
felt the previous day had returned, and she wokdehether her opinion of

James Mannering would undergo any changes today.

She glanced at her watch, and gasped. It couldsiilply be after eleven
o'clock! She stared at the tiny pointers aghasbd3weavens, what would
James Mannering think of her, sleeping till thisit®bAt the convent she
would already have been up four hours!

She hastily entered her bathroom, sluiced her &ckhands, cleaned her
teeth, and with unsteady fingers unplaited her. lgnushing it vigorously,
she quickly re-plaited it again, and then went anelssed again in the
uniform outfit she had worn the previous day. Wkka emerged from her
bedroom, the lounge was deserted, and she lookeuat &ler doubtfully,
wondering what she ought to do to attract attertidmerself.

However, she was saved this anxiety, by the aravabraham. He was
carrying a vacuum cleaner and looked rather distlirfvhen he saw
Domine.

'‘Good morning, Miss Grainger,' he said, with a smilm sorry - did the
vacuum wake you up?'

Domine smiled rather tremulously in return. 'l dahink so, Mr. Graham.
At any rate, if it did, I'm glad! It's terribly lat What must Mr. Mannering
think of me?'

Graham shook his head. 'First of all, my name'sh&rg just Graham,
there's no need for formalities,’ he said kindhs to the other - well, Mr.
Mannering himself told me to let you sleep on. ldel you would probably
be tired. Overwrought, perhaps.’



Domine sighed. 'But - but | thought Mr. Manneringnted to drive up to
Yorkshire today," she exclaimed.

'So he does," replied Graham, frowning. 'There&ntyl of time. Mr.
Mannering doesn't need the whole day to drive upditingford.' He began
to walk towards the kitchen. 'I'll just put thessay,” he nodded at the
vacuum cleaner and dusters, 'and then [I'll seetapeiing you some
breakfast.’

'Oh, no!" Domine put out a hand protestingly.l"in not hungry, thank you.’

Graham looked at her slim figure. Although she ahsve average height
she was very slender and privately he thought seeled plenty of good
food inside her. He bit his lip, and then said: uYfmust have something.
Lunch won't be ready for a couple of hours yet. Halvout a nice light

omelette? Or some toast - or pancakes?'

Domine shook her head definitely. 'Oh, no, redHgr - perhaps a biscuit -
and some coffee.'

Graham sighed. 'All right. Sit down, make yoursglhome. I'll bring you a
tray.'

'In here?' Domine glanced round expressively aetbgance of it all.

'Of course.' Graham gave a slight chuckle. 'Doa'sb conscious of your
surroundings!' His eyes were gentle. 'Mr. Jamesndifias a snack in here,
when he's working on some manuscript or reading.’

Domine inclined her head, and after Graham had gongee about the
coffee, she walked over to a low table where actiele of the day's papers
were strewn rather carelessly. She chose one @manand sat down on a
low chair by the wide window. The view was quitatistic, although the

rain was causing a faint mist to cover the city ahd couldn't see far in the
poor light. She concentrated on the paper, flickhrgugh its pages without
a great deal of interest. She wondered where Jafaesering was this

morning. Obviously, he was a very busy man, andvetvedered how he

could find the time to drive her up to Hoi-lingford



Reaching the theatre page of the paper, she scaheeplays currently
being shown in the West End almost disinteresteldign his name caught
her eye. A play of his calle@ihe Inventorywas being shown at the Royal
Duchess theatre. She folded the paper and reateueiption with avidity.
Not that it told her much. It was simply a predisuhat several newspapers
had thought of the play, without any real criticibging involved.

She sighed, and turned the page almost reluctantypdering whether

indeed the play was being a success. Accordingdaitticle, it had good

reviews, but that could mean everything or nothihgt much she knew.
She tried to remember the name of the play shesbad with Great-Uncle
Henry in Brighton, but her memory failed her. Afgdl; that had been almost
a year ago now, during the Christmas holidays. {Dimg was certain, it had
not beenThe Inventory.

Graham returned with a tray on which was a jugodfe®, a jug of hot milk,
some buttered scones and a selection of savouyitsisThanking him, she
took the tray to a low table and seating hersalf]:s

'Where is Mr. Mannering this morning?' in as casaidbne as possible,
hoping Graham wouldn't sense her nervousness.

Graham stood regarding her solemnly. 'He's at ¢tevision centre,’ he

replied. "They're putting out a play of his in aipte of weeks and he has
some last- minute re-writing to do. The mediumiffedent, you see. What

is acceptable on stage is not necessarily acceptbltelevision, and

vice-versa.'

Domine listened with interest, and asked: 'Isithigortant for him? | mean -
is it good to have a play on television?"

'‘Well, it rather depends,’ replied Graham, warntonigis subject. 'You see, a
play going out nation-wide on a television chameelches a hell of a lot of
viewers and consequently having a play transmdasekill it stone-dead, so
to speak, theatre-wise.'



'l see." Domine nodded slowly, taking a bite ofare which was still warm
and oozed with butter. 'And this play of Mr. Manngts? Will this spoil it
for the theatre?'

'No, not in this case. Actually, lately he's beemd quite a lot of writing for
television for series work and so on. This is a/plaitten several years ago
which didn't have a great impact on the stage.prbducer seems to think it
will do better without the confines of stage proiic.'

Domine poured herself a second cup of coffee addeagain. Obviously,
Graham was intensely conscious of his employersanse talent and took
pride in his own knowledge of his work. She thoutjtatt she, too, might
find his writing fascinating.

‘Are - are you coming up to Yorkshire with us?' akked now.

Graham shook his head vigorously. ‘No, Miss Graingkis is my domain.
At Grey Witches they have quite enough staff &s.'it

Domine frowned. 'l thought perhaps - as you aré @or well, what was it
Mr. Mannering called you? A gentleman's gentlem&h& smiled. 'l mean -
| thought perhaps you accompanied him everywhere.'

Graham looked rather amused. 'Mr. James is nokitite of man to take
kindly to too much attention,’ he replied. 'My pi@ws employer, Lord
Bestingcot, used me as his valet, but I'm afraid Mmes won't submit to
attentions of that kind.'

Domine finished her coffee and sighed with pleasure

‘That was delicious, Graham,' she said gratefuligidn't realize | was so
hungry.'

Graham looked pleased and lifted the tray. '"Wil almost twelve,' he said.
'‘Mr. James shouldn't be long. If you'll excuse ¥iego and see about
lunch.’

'Of course.' Domine nodded. 'I'll go and make mg-be



"You'll do no such thing!" exclaimed Graham, haoedf 'That's my job. You
take it easy. Look, there's the stereogram oveethrd plenty of records.
Play that! Or find yourself a book to read. Thepdémty on the shelves.’

Domine compressed her lips and allowed him his \Bayshe didn't like to
admit that she didn't know how to work the sterept equipment, so she
examined the books on the bookshelves, searchirgpifoething to take her
interest.

There was a predominance of reference books anmenlgardback covers,
but in the paperbacks there were thrillers andoesigje stories, as well as
several best-sellers which she glanced at ratheatteely, remembering
what the other girls had said about novels thahimecbest-sellers and their
contents.

Then the telephone began to ring. It was a veryanodffair in ivory, and as
she had never answered a telephone before witletg bsked, she allowed
it to go on ringing. However, after several momenitisen it appeared that
Graham either could not hear it or alternativelpented that she would
answer it, she lifted the receiver and put it todwr rather nervously.
'Hello,' she said softly. 'Who is that?'

'Is that Belgrave 04041 ?' asked a woman's impgroice.

Domine hastily examined the number on the centth@ial. "Y-yes," she
stammered, 'that's right.’'

‘Then to whom am | speaking?' questioned the washarply.

Domine hesitated. 'Er - my name is Domine GrainyarMr. Mannering's
ward,' she replied. 'And if you want Mr. Manneritigy afraid he's not here.’

There was silence for a moment, and then the wasaah 'l see. Do you
know when he'll be back?"



Domine glanced round and saw with relief that Gnaliead entered the
room behind her. Putting her hand over the moutlgpishe said: 'It's a
woman. She wants Mr. Mannering.'

Graham frowned. 'Do you know who it is?"
Domine sighed and grimaced. 'Heavens, no.’
"Then ask her."'

Domine bit her lip and removed her hand. "Who - wghzalling, please?' she
asked uncomfortably.

There was a stifled exclamation, and then the wosagdh "You can tell him
it's Yvonne,' she said, rather angrily. 'Is heaéWon't he speak to me?'

'‘No!" Domine was horrified and replaced her hanérothe mouthpiece
again. 'She - she thinks Mr. Mannering is herelangreventing her from
sneaking to him," she exclaimed.

Graham grinned. 'It must be Yvonne Park,' he damdwledgeably, and
Domine stared at him in surprise.

'Yes, she said her name was Yvonne,' she whispered.

‘Then give it to me." Graham held out his hand Bamine thankfully
handed him the receiver, walking across the roothéavindow and trying
not to takeany interest in the remainder of theveosation. But it was
difficult when she had already heard part of thevewssation and wanted to
know the rest.

" Graham handled the situation beautifully, she teaddmit, but from his
replies it was obvious that this woman did notdadithat James Mannering
was not in the apartment. However, Graham appeateldst to have
convinced her, and affirmed that he would give Mannering her message
as soon as he returned. As he replaced the recéieeglanced across at
Domine ruefully and said:



‘That was unfortunate. However, Mr. James wonhédxe later in the day if
she takes it into her head to come to find him.’

'Who - who is she?' asked Domine, flushing.
Graham heaved a sigh. 'Don't tell me you haveaitchef Park Textiles?'
'Park Textiles? You mean the manufacturers?’

'Yes. Yvonne is the daughter of Alexander Park, ¢hairman of the
combine.’

'l see.' Domine sounded awed. 'Is - is she a frodriddr. Mannering's?’
Graham gave a wry smile. 'You might say that. At eate she'd like to be.’
'You mean Mr. Mannering isn't interested?’

Graham chuckled. 'His interest waned about six wesdo," he replied,
walking towards the kitchen. Then he looked back hat almost
compassionately. 'There are a lot of things yowehget to learn, Domine.'

Domine didn't object to his use of her ChristiameaInstead, she sighed
and dropped down into a low chair, cupping her dmrher hands. 'l expect
Mr. Mannering has a lot of - well, women friend$e murmured wistfully.

'Men and women aren't friends - they're antagdhretsarked a lazy voice
behind her, and she swung round to find that Javeesiering had entered
the apartment silently, and was standing leaninginst) the door jamb
surveying her mockingly.

Graham chuckled, and withdrew, leaving Domine fegliat quite a
disadvantage. She got awkwardly to her feet asaheednto the room, and
said hastily: There - there's been a call for yerom a woman called
Yvonne Park.'

'Has there indeed?' Mannering flung himself int@agy chair and drew out
his cigar case. 'Did you sleep well?'



'Did you hear what | said?' asked Domine, frowning-
'Yes, | heard," he replied smoothly. 'Thank youtf@ message.’

'Sometimes,' she said, rather crossly, 'you makéeiesery childish! You
needn't act as though | wasn't aware of the fddtkeoGraham told me that
you and this woman used to be - well, friends!'

'Is that what he said?' Mannering got to his fésiw do you get along with
Graham?' He poured himself a glass of whisky atcthektail cabinet and
went on: 'Don't imagine I'm a hardened drinker] wolu?' he indicated the
glass in his hand. 'lt's just I've had rather dnariating morning, and I'm not
feeling exactly polite at the moment.’

Domine compressed her lips and turned away, sighatiger impatiently.
He seemed determined to treat her as an infant.

Suddenly he said, rather surprisingly: 'l thinkliteve to take you in hand,
Domine.’

'What do you mean?' she asked defensively. 'lhobto discuss your affairs
with Graham, then all right.

You needn't make a big thing about it.'

He smiled. 'What an aggressive little thing you, aren't you? Or perhaps
little is the wrong adjective.' He surveyed her ratheckimgly. 'At any rate,
| wasn't referring to my affairs - | was referritgyour appearance.’

'My appearance?' she echoed, her cheeks coloOihgt's wrong with my
appearance?’

‘There's nothing actuallyrongwith it," he replied, consideringly, 'however,
| don't find a navy blue pinafore dress and a wihieuse particularly
inspiring. Nowadays there are plenty of decentaetitve clothes to choose
from, clothes with style and colour, that would stomething for a girl like
yourself.’



Domine put a hand on her plait awkwardly. "Yourhéat - Great-Uncle
Henry, that is, didn't approve of ultra-modern o&s.'

‘Nor do II' he exclaimed impatiently. 'I'm not segting you should deck
yourself out like some out- of-date hippie; neveltiss you do require
something a little more decorative than schoolamifto wear.'

'l have other clothes,’ she retorted, somewhatlghor

'Have you? Then by all means find something differ@nd wear it." He
seemed to grow bored with the topic of conversafmrhe poured himself a
second drink and walking across the room, seateddif by the window
with the pile of newspapers.

Domine compressed her lips, regarded the back ©thbad for several

minutes, then turned and went into her bedroondjrippto her surprise that
Graham must have entered through her bathroonhemuked was made and
the room was tidy again.

She opened her large suitcase and studied the ntsntgthout much
enthusiasm. She hadn't the faintest idea what@ld gvear, and although,
as she had said, she had other clothes, they Weathar subdued garments,
in dark colours, and without a great deal of stideentually she chose a
dark green velvet dress, with a close-fitting bedand a pleated skirt, the
sleeves of which were long and buttoned at the. dufé colour did not
complement the olive colour of her skin, and withowake-up she looked
pale and uninteresting. She tugged the comb thrbagfringe and stared at
herself gloomily. It was no good. She was not gtmwking, and no amount
of wishing would make her so.

When she emerged into the lounge, it was to findh@m there, talking to
James Mannering, and as she closed the door, dhéhsailunch was ready.
James Mannering stared at her with those pierdung éyes, and then with
an imperceptible shrug he allowed her to precendteihio the dining-room.

During the meal he did not speak, and she coulg asgume that he was
busy with his own thoughts. She supposed she dodive discussed his
morning's work at the television studios with hibut when he did not



speak, she found the silence between them growiogain actual physical
thing, and very soon she would not have dared/timtbridge it. Instead, she
picked at the fried chicken and golden rice, andetyetasted the lemon
soufflé that followed.

They had their coffee in the lounge, and as Domiag obviously expected
to preside over the tray, she did so with nervatsnisity, spilling her own

coffee into its saucer and dropping the sugar tomigjs an ignominious

clatter. It was about one-thirty by this time, ate was beginning to think
he had changed his mind about taking her to GrelghW's today. Afterall,

he was a busy man, that much was obvious, andfdured the time to take
her to Yorkshire then she need not expect that diddvspend much time
there With her. But what would she do? Would shéefido the care of his

mother? The thought frightened her a little. Atfly if she knew nothing of

James Mannering, she knew even less about his matiteshe did not

imagine that Mrs. Mannering would approve of hersaew acquisition, an
unwanted acquisition, some might say. She shratiirwherself, leaning

back in her chair feeling that awful sense of itpdey assailing her again.
All this, the apartment, her new surroundings, JaMeannering himself,

were a little too much for someone who had spemtdkt nine years in the
cloistered atmosphere of a convent. Indeed she tnfighe been better
advised to take the faith and become a noviceedstlit would not be a life
alien to her.

James Mannering looked up from the papers he hed btidying and
regarded her rather impatiently, she thought. 'Nehat thoughts are
running through that agile brain of yours?' he tjoesd dryly.

Domine tried to appear nonchalant. 'Why - nothisige denied miserably.

He put the papers aside. 'Don't he to me, Domioer Yace is as expressive
as an open book.'

Domine lifted her shoulders. 'Well, | was just weridg whether you'd
changed your mind about leaving for Yorkshire tqtslye said jerkily.

He raised his dark eyebrows. 'No, | haven't chamggadnind, why? Have
you?'



Domine stared at him. 'You know very well my wishdmn't count for
anything,' she said shortly.

Mannering looked taken aback. 'What is that supptsenean?’

Domine gathered strength from a rising sense stfation. 'lt doesn't occur
to you, does it, that | might find the prospectgaing to Yorkshire, of
meeting your mother, rather terrifying!

Mannering frowned. 'Why?"'

Domine bent her head, twisting her hands togethier lap. 'Well, I'm not
exactly used to a social round, Mr. Mannering. Myslat the convent were
very quiet ones, and the weeks | spent with GreatléJHenry followed a
similar pattern.’

'‘And was it a pattern you enjoyed?' he asked, rathely.

Domine shrugged. 'Not - not exactly. Neverthelggs) can't expect to
uproot someone from that kind of existence and exipem to immediately
fit in to every pre-conceived idea you might hatéhem.’

You don't want to go to Yorkshire?' he asked hiegak

'It's not that," she denied uncomfortably.

'Well, damn it, what is it?'

She sighed, her eyes shaded by the long lashegell, I'm only just getting
used to you, and now you're going to plunge me amtaentirely different
environment and expect me to get used to a wholaf lsew people.’

He sighed exasperatedly. 'What would you have maittoyou? You can't
stay here!" His tone was flat and brooked no argunibeit she dared to defy

him.

'Why not?' she asked, looking up. 'At least - féewa days. Until | get used
to everything. | - | could do some shopping. Grdatle Henry gave me a



little money. | could use some of that and buy riiyseme clothes. | know
you think | look a frump—'

'l didn't say that," he interrupted her impatiently
"You didn't have to,' she answered patheticaligould tell.'

Mannering rose to his feet and paced panther-liceiathe room. He ran a
hand through his thick hair, and stared at hermem@sedly. Then he stopped
and faced her. 'Look,' he said, 'what's frightenyogi about going to
Yorkshire? My mother's no ogre! Besides, I'll beréh’

'Will you? Oh, will you really?" She got to her feelasping her hands
together tightly. 'l - I thought you would just taeking me there and leaving
me | - | know you're a busy man and | never dreagoedd be taking time

off to stay in Yorkshire, particularly as you hahes television play coming

off, and | know you said you'd had an awful mormivigen you came home
before lunch, and then there's that Miss Park wingitsg to reach you, and
all your other friends, and naturally | thought yaouldn't have time to

bother with me. ..." She bit her lip, realizing shas chattering on
unnecessarily, and that very likely he would bewgng bored with her

enthusiasm.

Mannering studied her animated expression and shisdkead 'So that was
your objection," he murmured. 'Well, well, | appéarbe in demand.' He
smiled rather sardonically as she flushed. 'Ahtjall right, so you want to
go to Yorkshire now, yes?'

'Yes.' Domine nodded slowly, not sure how to taiseshrcasm.

'‘Good. Then | suggest we begin to make a startratsmdat end. Are your
cases still packed?'

She nodded again, and he walked to the kitchen dodr summoned
Graham and proceeded to give him minute instrustamto the manner of
explanation he should give to people who wouldkedy to call. Obviously,
from the explanations he was giving, he had toidilmmediate associates
what was going on, and it was only a question ppsuang information to



uninformed business acquaintances. Yvonne Parkse naasn't even
mentioned, and Domine puzzled over this. Then tiaayied their cases to
the lift which transported them down to the basemdmnch housed the cars
belonging to the tenants who occupied the aparné&staham left them
here, wished them a good journey, and took thé#bfk upstairs.

The previous day Domine had been too overwrougtdake a great deal of
interest in her guardian's car, but today she neitdinterest that it was a
sleek luxury sports car of a continental varietyhwa speedometer that
climbed to alarming heights of speed. However, shmbed inside
obediently, and smoothed the skirt of her gaberduex her knees. She was
intensely conscious now of the limitations of hkmtltes, and realized that
the overcoat James Mannering was wearing was Vuitdeal fur and not a
nylon imitation.

They drove out of the garages up a ramp on to thie thoroughfare, and
eventually headed north up the Edgware Road towdadiseld. It was still
raining steadily, and the windscreen wipers swist@dinuously, while the
tyres hissed on the wet road. In the environs ela@&r London, Mannering
did not speak, concentrating on the road aheadc@amuolling the powerful
engine he had beneath the car's bonnet. They stdppéraffic lights and
occasionally he swore as another car swung dangjgracross his path, but
eventually they reached the motorway and he relaxkitle and gave the
car its head.

He glanced at Domine, and said, 'Not much of atdage your new home,
is it?" and she shook her head.

'Is it my new home?' she asked curiously. 'I| méave you made any plans
for my future?'

He shrugged, the wheel of the car sliding throughtdmned fingers as he
overtook a slow-moving furniture wagon. 'Not exaglans,’ he replied
slowly. 'To begin with, you look as though you abdlo with a holiday, a
real holiday, | mean, not those stiff visits youdado Crompton's Hotel.'

'You knew about them?'



'Sure. While you may have been kept in the darkiabs, we were certainly
not kept in the dark about you. You were my fatheztleeming duty. You
were the force that was to alter the selfish pattéis life hitherto.'

Domine frowned. 'Tell me about your mother,' shd.sa

'What about her?' His voice was less relaxed wieespbke of his mother, as
though he expected some kind of repudiation ofleéons.

'Why didn't she marry Great-Uncle Henry after higfe and her husband
died?'

Mannering gave a harsh mirthless laugh. 'My motv@rldn't marry Henry
Farriday!" he exclaimed contemptuously. 'Not akeerything that had
happened.’

'What do you mean?"

He sighed. 'Oh, you'll learn soon enough, so | maghwell tell you. My

mother was not married when - when she became anegShe was
working at Grey Witches then as a kind of assistemisekeeper. Henry's
wife was still alive, as I've told you. She helé tieins of household affairs,
and my mother liked her. Unfortunately, she sucoesnio Henry's charm.
Oh, he had charm all right, when he chose to @keasind eventually the
inevitable happened. | was the result!" He glaratdeer wryly. 'It's shocking
to you, isn't it?

A kind of bitter pill to swallow, being made the mlaof Great-Uncle
Henry's—'

Domine put her hands over her ears. 'Don't sashié'cried, half angrily. 'It's
not your fault!'

He shrugged. 'Well, anyway, when she found shepragnant, she went to
old Henry for help. Who else could she turn to? s was responsible?
And do you know what he did? He turned her outt ks that! Alone and
friendless!’



'Oh, no!" Domine pressed a hand to her throat.

'Oh, yes. If it hadn't been for my father - for Liswlannering, that is - she'd
probably have killed herself. As it was, Lewis niedrher, knowing all the

facts of the case. My mother is nothing if not hginé suppose in that
respect | may take after her. I've never had ang for subterfuge.' He drew
out some cigarettes and dropped them in her lapydd want one?'

Domine nodded, and lit one, her hands tremblingtle ks she used the
lighter he handed her. Then he continued:

‘It wasn't until years later that my mother becateary's housekeeper, and
by this time his wife was dead, of course.’

'‘But why did she do that?' Domine was puzzledof'dunderstand why she
should have gone back to him after the way heddehér.'

'Don't you? Well, perhaps not. But you'll learnyasl go through life that
there is such a thing as vengeance, and that wagason why my mother
went back. Old Henry didn't suspect, of course,mwhe employed her. It
wasn't until afterwards when he saw me that hezeswhy she had done
it."

Domine was still bewildered. 'But where was youhéa?'

James Mannering sighed. 'My father was a farmer. dAly had a

smallholding, but it was quite prosperous in itsyywand when my mother
married him she left Hollingwood and went to livglwhim near Beverley. |

doubt very much whether Henry Farriday realizedeghteally had the child,
you see. But unfortunately my father contractecceanf the throat, and he
died when | was only fourteen. That was when we twsatk to Grey

Witches.'

'Oh, | see!' Domine began to understand. 'And Gueaie Henry
recognized you.'

'Oh yes. Unfortunately, although | resemble my reoth temperament, my
physique is wholly Farriday. You can imagine th& &tcaused in the



village, our living there, at Grey Witches, andhnog old Henry could do
about it.'

'‘Why? Couldn't he have dismissed your mother?’

'I'm afraid my mother threatened to take the storgourt should Henry
refuse to support us,' replied Mannering, frownihdon't say | agreed with
her actions, but | could understand her motivederl avhen we were
accepted, and the talk died down, | left Hollingfand went to London. The
rest you know.'

'l see. And did - did your father want to acknovged/ou - afterwards?'

'Oh, yes. He asked my mother to marry him sevema¢d. She always
refused.’

'So, that was why he left you the house - the estat

'Yes. | suppose you could say he achieved in dela#t he failed to achieve
in life.'

Domine nodded and sighed, a feeling of trepidasissailing her. It was a
story without compassion, unless one could feelpassion for the young
woman his mother had once been. She wondered wisatMiannering was
like now, whether her bitterness had soured heomeyeproach. It was a
strange and disturbing situation to a girl usethtouncomplex existence of
convent life. She could hardly believe the man Jamannering was
speaking about was the same kindly old gentlemam lad made himself
responsible for her on the death of her parentd.rfaw here she was, on her
way to stay with a woman who had lived her lifevengeance, and who
must desperately love the son she had done evegyitihiher power to have
acknowledged.



CHAPTER THREE

DespiTEthe driving rain and terrible driving conditiortswas only a little
after six-thirty when they turned off the motorwatyBoroughbridge, taking
the narrow road to Malton. After the comparativigiimess of the lights on
the motorway the winding road that led towardsribgh Yorkshire moors
was dark and rain-washed, reminding Domine vivifiyhe country roads
around the convent. They passed through a serigBagfes, that were little
more than collections of lights in the darknes$otgeturning on to an even
narrower track that led steeply upwards in a sexidgirpin bends. It was
rather frightening with only the headlights to guithem, and they were
subdued by the wetness of the road, and only tlwviedge that her
guardian had complete control of the vehicle pré&a@mer from clinging
rather tightly to her seat.

At last they seemed to reach the summit of the dmitl even in the subdued
lighting, Domine could perceive that ahead of tHayna stretch of barren,

open country, without any sign of habitation of d&myd. She guessed that
they were on the moors now, and she wished it vegtigiht so that she

could see where they were going. She had heardthleamoors were

beautiful, .but right now, in the darkness andpbaring rain, they looked

bleak and desolate, and wholly alien to her.

If James Mannering sensed her apprehension, hersaling to reassure
her, and not until they descended into a valley tedights of habitation
could be seen did he speak.

‘That is Hollingford, up ahead," he remarked, dispanately. 'The house is
about a mile beyond the village. It's quite a laggtate, and my father
owned most of the houses in the village, too.'

Domine nodded, trying desperately to think of sdrmef to say. For most of
the journey a silence had prevailed between thechshe had been glad of
it, busy with her thoughts after his startling rew®ns. She had no idea
what thoughts had occupied his mind, but as heawaster she imagined he
would not find it difficult to entertain himself méally.



Now he looked at her pale face, and said: 'Aretlyangry? My mother will
have dinner ready when we arrive.'

‘Not particularly,” she confessed nervously. Thé&m, you must know how
nervous | am!'

He half-smiled. 'Don't be. No one's going to eat,you know!" His fingers
tightened on the wheel. 'At least, not while I'moward,’ he amended
mockingly, and she wondered what he meant by dmark.

They drove through the village, which was compasfeeinarrow street with

some shops and houses, and a church with a sdtedied on the outskirts.
Leaving the village behind they turned along a rbadd with trees that

dripped rain water heavily on to the roof of the, @nd eventually reached
double gates that stood wide with a small lodge&eghouse at the side.
But no one came out to ascertain their identityd &mom the dereliction

Domine assumed that the house was no longer in laséead, they

continued up the drive towards the main building] as it came into view,

illuminated by the car's headlights, she felt aszoes sense of anticlimax.
There was nothing beautiful about Grey Witches.slisne facade was
overgrown with creeper, and its windows were scieateand unadorned. It
was a double-fronted house reaching up some tloeesfand she thought it
in no way resembled the gracious country home aldaérhagined.

James Mannering brought the car to a halt at tbedba flight of steps
leading up to the entrance and switching on thexiimt light he surveyed her
face for its reaction. Seeing the disappointmemtored there, he said:

'What did you expect? A National Trust property?’

Domine compressed her lips and shook her headcdDfse not, Mr.
Mannering. It - it's just different - from what Xgected, that's all.’

He searched her face with those piercing blue esed, then without
replying he turned out the light and slid out o tiar. It was still raining, but
not so heavily now, and when Domine slid out withawiting for his
assistance she didn't bother to put up her hopdatect her head.



The house looked bleak and uninviting, and sheesad’ when no lights

appeared and no one came to greet them, but Jameseking seemed

unperturbed, and collected her cases from the badtmounted the steps to
the front door.

Standing down his burden, he searched his pocketsbaought out a
handful of keys, one of which he inserted in thek|@nd then pushing open
the door he allowed her to precede him into thediahe building. He leant
across and switched on the lights, and immediat¢elguge chandelier
overhead dispelled the gloom of the place. InstBadjine saw that the hall
was carpeted in red broadloom that spread up #irease to one side of the
entrance. Panelled walls were highly polished,@arthinly there was no air
of neglect here. The balustrade of the staircaseduo the upper regions of
the house, arid it was from this direction thatr¢heame the first sign that
the place was habited. A girl came down the stagcaviftly to greet them,
a girl older than Domine, probably in her middleeties, Domine thought.
She was fair and rather buxom, with fresh counhgeks, and a healthy
outdoor appearance. Although it was early evershg, was still wearing
jodhpurs, and Domine thought the masculine attired her athletic figure.

‘James!' she exclaimed enthusiastically, rushingndithe last few stairs to

reach him, and grasping his lapels she kissed bumdly on his cheek.

Domine had the feeling that the warmth of the gilelcome was somehow
for her benefit, but she had no way of knowing Waleether suspicions were
correct. At any rate, the girl drew back and logkat Domine said: 'Is this

the girl?' for all the world as though Domine wasapable of answering for
herself.

'Yes, Melanie,"” murmured James, turning away fran ihterested eyes.
‘This is Domine Grainger. Domine, this is Melania@, my cousin.’

Domine shook hands politely, but she didn't muate dar the speculative
expression in Melanie's eyes, or the way she se¢odidmiss her as being
beneath contempt. After the handshake, Melanienetuher attention to
her cousin, helping him off with his coat and hauggit in the hall closet.

Domine removed her gaberdine and with an amusadtiglhis eyes, James
Mannering put it in the closet too. Then Melaniglsa



'‘Come along, James, your mother has been waitmggedfor you for simply
ages. She's in the conservatory now, watering ldrgg and she can't have
heard the car or she'd have been here to greét you.

Domine followed James Mannering and his cousinufinodouble doors
into what appeared to be a large lounge. It wasedsmgly decorated in
subdued colours, but a wann fire flickered chegrful the grate. Beyond
this room was the dining-room, and through the og@or Domine could
see a maid putting the final adjustments to thietab

James allowed Melanie to take him through this ¢muand the dining-room
to where a glass-roofed conservatory could be sBemine saw the

greenery of the plants, considered following themd then changed her
mind and waited instead in the lounge feeling nalike the skeleton at the
feast.

Never in her wildest dreams had she thought of Gkétghes as being

anything other than a charming house set in charmurroundings, but

now, discovering this Victorian monstrosity setountry that was bare and
saturated with rain and bore no resemblance togtkeen stretches of
moorland she had envisaged, she felt unutteralgyedsed and miserable.
She was wholeheartedly grateful that all this cauity last for six months

and wondered if Great- Uncle Henry had considesrdéelings at all.

Voices could be heard coming in her direction andament later James
Mannering re-entered the room with two women. Oheéhem was, of
course, Melanie Grant, but the other woman wasroididn dark hair that
had reddish tints in its depths and was tall, slmd still rather attractive.
Dressed in a chic dress of cream Crimplene wilinaf#tting skirt, she was
the epitome of style and elegance, pearls enciytier veined throat, while
there were rings on her long fingers. She was ancimazing anachronism
in a house' like Grey Witches that Domine coulgrévent the gasp of pure
amazement that escaped her. Happily no one seemeatite, and Mrs.
Mannering came forward to greet her, smiling inersingly friendly
manner.

'So you're Domine, are you?' she murmured unnetlgssstudying her
intently. 'Yes - you're as | expected you to be.’



Domine flushed, somehow aware that that was no torapt. 'Well, you're
not at all as | expected,' she exclaimed candidly, James Mannering's
mother merely smiled in rather a complacent way, sad:

'Oh, did you hear that, James? The child's charm8ige looked again at
Domine. 'l trust you did mean those words as a ¢iomepnt,’ she murmured
rather chidingly.

Domine's coloured deepened. 'Of - of course, Manhdring. Somehow - |
- well, I thought you'd look much - much older!"

'Did you now? And who gave you that idea? James?'

'Oh, no! Mr. Mannering didn't discuss your appeeaeaat all,’ Domine
disclaimed hastily, and then realized what shedzead!

'‘But he discussed me in other ways, | gather," mueoh Mrs. Mannering,
glancing speculatively at her son. 'l wonder wheashid. Are you going to
tell me, Domine?"

'‘Leave her alone, Mother,' exclaimed James Manggais though bored by
the trend of the conversation. 'You haven't aslerdainat kind of a journey
she's had, or whether she's hungry or not. | exgieetis. | didn't stop for
afternoon tea on the way.’

‘Typically you, darling," replied Geraldine Manmagi smoothly. '‘But all
right, I'll stop teasing you, Domine. You locdther tired, and | mustn't be
naughty, must 1? Now come along, dinner's just imgito be served, so
don't let's delay any longer. We can have a niog that after the meal.’

The meal was good. There was soup, hot, and thitkwegetables, the way
Domine liked it, roast beef and Yorkshire puddiagd a raspberry pie and
cream to follow. To her surprise, Domine found glas hungry, and she ate
heartily, ignoring the rather cut- and-thrust casation James Mannering
held with his mother. It was apparent that thdatrenship had always been
rather a stormy one, and Domine wondered whetla¢mths because James
was like his father or perhaps because he was tikardriis mother than
either of them realized.



Inevitably, when dinner was over, and they retitedhe lounge to have
coffee, the conversation was directed towards Demind she was
uncomfortably aware that she was the cynosure @&etlpairs of eyes.
During the meal she had wondered what position Mel&rant held in this

household, and she had also pondered the easa/kiith Mrs. Mannering

seemed to have adopted her role as mistress diotlee. Considering her
employer had only been dead for three weeks simeskt have taken over
quite completely. The maid who had served theirlpaal who had later
supplied them with coffee, had treated her mistvads deference, and that
surprised Domine, who had imagined a quite differeaction.

Now Mrs. Mannering's eyes were upon her, and thvaecuriosity in their
depths. Domine thought she must present a rath@esEng picture to
someone who obviously adhered very closely to theeat trends of
fashion. 'Tell me," said Geraldine Mannering thdtidly, 'did Henry ever
speak of Grey Witches?'

Domine nodded. 'Sometimes, but I'm afraid he didn&ntion any
personalities.’

Mrs. Mannering frowned. 'And weren't you curiousfidan - surely in the -
how many years was it? Nine? Ten?' She noddedll'that time he was
responsible for you he never brought you here. Didru wonder why?"

James Mannering intervened. 'Obviously she wasogski he remarked
dryly. 'But as you get to know the child you'll iea she's not the kind of kid
to ask too many questions!

Domine resented the disparaging way he dismissead child, but before

she could say anything, Mrs. Mannering said: "Thank James, but | don't

believe you are required to answer for Domine. [&tsea tongue in her head.
She can answer for herself.’

James Mannering rose to his feet and going overdimle table where an
array of drinks was laid out he helped himself tohasky, and turning said:
"You're asking all the wrong questions!’

Mrs. Mannering looked up. 'Oh, yes?'



'Yes. Can't you see the kid's tired? Leave thisatasm until the morning if
you must discuss Henry at all. r ve told you, shevks absolutely nothing
about his affairs. She was his ward, he paid heoddees and at holiday
time he took her away to Bognor, but apart front theothing!

Mrs. Mannering lay back in her chair. 'Did he bwuythose clothes?' she
asked critically.

Domine flushed. 'Yes.'

'We must do something about your wardrobe whilergoere, then," said
Mrs. Mannering, studying her appraisingly. 'Aftdl, gou're only young
once, so they say.' She sat up straight again J&tass told you his plans for
you?'

'Not now, Mother," exclaimed James Mannering slyagiid a strange look
passed between them before she shrugged graceifudysaid: 'Very well. |

suppose it is a little late to start discussingryfature tonight.' She turned to
her niece. 'Melanie, my dear, do you have a papawits the child could
wear in the morning? Some jeans or something. it doppose you have
any trousers, do you?' This last to Domine.

Domine shook her head, and Melanie lifted her siersl indifferently. 'l
suppose | can find her something," she agreedtagithg. "Why?'

Mrs. Mannering smiled slowly. 'Well, obviously, Jasnwill want to visit
the horses while he's here, and as riding is tiseWway to see the estate, |
imagine he will want to take hisward - out with him in the morning.’

Domine's cheeks burned, and James looked sligittipsic. ‘Now what are
you trying to achieve, Mother?' he asked exaspdirgtimoking at Melanie,
who Domine noticed didn't seem to care for the sewf the conversation
herself now.

'Why, nothing, darling,"” Mrs. Mannering disclaimeldarmingly. 'But you
can hardly neglect your duties, can you?'



Domine opened her mouth to say something and tlosed it again. She
sensed that any protest on her part would be a@ldamni by Mrs. Mannering,
who seemed to be engrossed in some particular gnee own. Maybe she
had a motive for offering invitations on behalf leér son, but right now
Domine couldnt see what they were, unless, as miteldooked so

distressed, it was something to do with her. Sheldedt conceivably

imagine that by throwing her son and his ward.togeshe would make
Melanie jealous, did she? But no, that was ridiagjosshe, Domine, was
dismissed as being merely a child and thereforeotilg alternative, if

Melanie was to join their ride, which seemed likelyas that Mrs.

Mannering wanted to separate her niece and her Isomas all most

disturbing, and Domine felt too tired to try andderstand her jumbled
impressions tonight.

Later, she said good night to her hostess and drer and the scowling
Melanie, and followed the maid upstairs. The hotmeall its ugly outward

appearance, was comfortably furnished, and if thpomtments were
dowdy and without much imagination, then at lehsl/twere not spartan,
and the whole place was centrally heated. Her loeayrevhich was on the
first floor, was huge, with a high ceiling and amemous four-poster bed
which did not look out of place beside a mahogatipdy and a dressing
table with so many mirrors that Domine could seesélé from every

conceivable angle. The adjoining bathroom was falshioned, too, but the
plumbing was adequate, and if the steaming watar poured from the
polished brass taps was tinged with rust thenast lg was hot.

She undressed, washed and cleaned her teeth, linelped into the
capacious bed. She turned out the light with the-taord that hung over the
bed and the room was plunged into pitch darknés&s a trifle unnerving,
being alone in such darkness, for at the convemhsld shared a room with
Susan and two other girls and although it had lieek there had at least
been other human forms within a hand's reach. @helreat incessantly
against the windows and she heaved a sigh, worgdevith a sense of
despair whether it would ever stop raining, andtheecause she had lain
awake so long the previous night, she found hefidsyelrooping, and
presently she slept.



She was awakened by a bedside lamp being switanesmhd she struggled
up on her pillows confusedly to find the maid wraalshown her her room
the night before presenting her with a tray ofaed biscuit. She was a very
young maid, and she smiled mischievously at Domane, said: 'Sorry if |
startled you, miss, but Mrs. Mannering said to wgke at seven because
you're going riding with Mr. James, is that right?"

Domine succeeded in maintaining a sitting posiéind stared at her watch.
Rubbing her eyes, she smiled, and said: 'l canlyhbadieve it's that time. |
seem to have just closed my eyes.'

The maid nodded understandingly. 'lt's becaussatitisdark, miss, but it's
beginning to brighten up already, and the raingtapped.’

'Has it? Has it really?' Domine heaved a sigh. rikhgoodness!" Then she
noticed some clothes strewn on the bottom of hel B&hat are those
clothes?'

The maid smiled. 'lt's some trousers, miss. Missalle sent tljem. Mrs.
Mannering asked her to give you something to wegotriding.'

'Oh, yes.' Domine gulped her tea and thrustingreneaside she jumped out
of bed in her pyjamas and lifted the pants thatewging there. She held
them against herself and grimaced at the maid, wdsfrankly giggling.

'Miss Melanie's more - more solidly built than yeme, miss,' she exclaimed,
biting her lips to quell her giggles. 'But if youlpthe belt tight...'

Domine shook her head. 'Honestly, | think I'd rajnet wear a skirt, except
that that wouldn't look very ladylike, would it?'

'‘No, miss.' The maid lifted the tray and turnedytg but Domine stopped
her.

'What's your name?' she asked, noticing for tis¢ tiime how short the maid
wore her clothes.

The maid halted. 'It's Lily, miss,' she said frankl



'‘And how old are you, Lily?'
'Eighteen, miss.'

'Eighteen,’ repeated Domine slowly. Lily was abbat own height and
build, and with a nervous linking of her fingereessaid: "You - you don't
happen to have an old pair of trousers | could wa@ayou, Lily?'

'Me?' exclaimed Lily, then she smiled. 'Well, yiesyippose | do. But I'm not
sure whether Mrs. Mannering would approve of yoarrdwing trousers
from me.'

'Oh, nonsense,' cried Domine, shaking her heagvétes, you're the first
young person I've met since | left the convent.’

'Mr. James and Miss Melanie aren't exactly old,sshismurmured Lily
doubtfully.

'l know, but - well, they're different, somehowg- rpiled Domine. 'Oh,
please, Lily, hurry and get me something. | cansibly go out in these!'
She held the offending trousers against her agamd Lily nodded,
dissolving into more laughter as she went.

Later, when Domine descended the stairs she rdalioe well trousers
suited her tall slim figure. The pants Lily had tidmer were made of
whipcord, and were a kind of dust-colour, while thieite shirt blouse she
had worn for school looked far more suitable tHadweater Melanie had
lent her. She carried a thick cardigan of her camal thought she could wear
that if she felt cold. Although it was October thdérad been no frost as yet,
and she was looking forward to seeing somethingeofsurroundings. She
had learned to ride when she was a child, beferedath of her parents, and
although that was many years ago she didn't thielwgould have forgotten
all she had learned. Besides she ,liked animald,thay invariably liked
her.

In the hall she hesitated, not sure where to fied duardian, but as she
hovered there looking rather young and attractivéhe unusual garb, her
plait falling over one shoulder, James Manneringdalf emerged from the



direction of the kitchen looking younger than shed breviously seen him in
riding breeches and a navy sweater.

He halted when he saw her, and a calculating laokecinto his eyes. 'Well,
well," he said, 'who'd have thought Melanie's geamnld have become you
so well!

Domine compressed her lips. 'These are not yousigsupants,’ she
admitted uncomfortably. 'They belong to Lily.'

‘Lily Manvers?'

'If she's the maid, then yes,' replied Domine,Hing. 'Miss - Miss Grant's
were too - too large for me!'

A smile broke his harsh features, and he ran alamg over his dark hair. 'l
rather thought they might be," he murmured mockingbwever, | imagine
that was part of my mother's plan, too.’

'What do you mean?' Domine looked bewildered, andhook his head.

‘You're to provide a distraction to the charms of ecousin,’ he murmured
sardonically, and she didn't know whether or not Was serious.
‘Unfortunately, you're not supposed to provide #raetion as well," he
continued.

Domine couldn't understand a word of this, and slv@ed away in
exasperation as Melanie Grant came down the saishe had done the
previous evening, still wearing the same jodhphtd,a different coloured
sweater. She carried a small whip in her hand wslghflicked against the
knee-length boots she wore, and Domine realizedwsi®e only wearing
thin- soled shoes. Still, she thought, she hadautsbanyway, so there was
no point in distressing herself on that account.

Melanie viewed Domine rather insultingly, then sa@ood heavens, that
isn't the outfit | sent you! Where did you get thatieap pants?'

James intervened smoothly. 'Lily lent her them said. "Yours didn't fit!"



Melanie studied his expression, decided not to tdf@nce and said: 'Oh,
very well, shall we go?'

Outside, Domine had her first glimpse of Grey Wéshn daylight and
without the disguising sheet of rain. The sky wagdd the palest of pinks,
and the clouds which had hung so heavily yestehdalydispersed to leave
only a fleecy edging in the sky. The air was frasll invigorating, with that
wonderful smell of damp grass and vegetation, $katned to add a subtle
scent of its own. Smoke curled in the air from thanneys of the houses
down in the village which Domine realized now wame feet below them
in the valley, while all around, outside the enasmf the garden, stretched
the violet-hued reaches of the moor. The coloursid from pastel green
to deepest ebony and Domine felt her spirits ne#tedly. If the house had
disappointed her, then certainly the moor did aot] she could not ever
remember seeing so vast an area without any sigatwfation.

She found James Mannering by her side, and glaatddim nervously.

'Well?' he said. 'This is more like it, isn't it?"l think it's beautiful,’ she
confessed enthusiastically. 'The vastness - thelatem. It has a peace
somehow.'

Melanie Grant turned to survey her impatiently. U¥e never had to live
here when the snow piles high against the wallsnaice cut off sometimes
for weeks on end,’ she said dampeningly.

'‘And nor have you,' remarked James Mannering, faplat her rather

mockingly. 'And doesn't it rather depend with whome is isolated? For
instance, | can think of nothing more romantic theeing marooned out
here, on the moors, with nothing to do but eatsladp and...." He allowed
the sentence to finish itself in the minds of s$eners, and Domine was
aware of an unusual tingle running up her spins.\lice had been deep
and husky, and when his eyes turned to hers sheheatkeling he was

deliberately using his undoubted expertise to a@mne kind of reaction,
most probably in an attempt to tease his cousinhiri&tead, it was Domine
who felt disturbed, and she was glad when Melale&ed her whip and

suggested they went round to the stables.



There were four horses in the stables; a bay gglithat the stableboy had
saddled in readiness for Melanie, a grey, placidentiaat was obviously a
suitable mount for Domine, and two sleek huntergiwlooked the kind of

mounts one would use to ride to hounds. James Miagneok one of these
and suggested that Domine take the mare.

'She's a quiet animal,’ he said, stroking the manezzle. 'My father used to
ride her sometimes. She was his favourite.'

'l thought that was your mother!" remarked Melaaigntingly, mounted on
the gelding which moved about restlessly in thelstgard.

Mannering looked up at her contemptuously. 'Whas Wt supposed to
mean?' he asked harshly.

Melanie shrugged, flushing. 'Oh, nothing,’ she sai#ily. '‘Are you ready?
If so, let's go!

Domine was again conscious of the undercurrents, la@d she was glad to
mount the mare and taking the reins she dug iléels and sent the animal
trotting out of the yard. To her relief, the prevsoexperience she had had
kept her in good stead, and she kept up with thersteasily as they left the
drive of the house and gave the horses their headss the moor.

It was exhilarating galloping along in the chilloming air, the steam of
their breath mingling with that of the horses. Doenhad never felt such a
sense of freedom and she decided to leave thesatiténeir conversation
and galloped on ahead, ignoring James Mannering \waecalled to her.

Over a rise, an exciting view awaited her. Awayaaheshimmering in the
distance, was the sea, only a paler shade of barethe sky in the morning
light. A watery sun was rising and it made heredier hand to shade her
eyes from the glare. She found she was sweatinigjeaHerself from the
exertion of controlling the mare, and she sheddaedigan, fastening it to
the pommel and dismounting slowly.

An outcrop of rock provided an unexpected restilage, and she sat there
feeling at peace with the world. The mare cropgesl clumps of grass



nearby, and there was a stillness that she had befere felt, not even in

the chapel at the convent when she had requestatietotd a service as a
spectator. She sighed and stretched, raising hes laigh above her head in
a completely natural gesture when she realizedwa®eno longer alone.

James Mannering had walked his horse over thandevas standing on its
brink watching her, with eyes that contained a namsgmatic expression.

He did not look particularly pleased, and she woedevhether she had
inadvertently trespassed on to someone else'syope

Colouring under his gaze, she rose confusedlyrtéeet and realizing that a
button of her blouse had come loose as she waslstrg she fastened it
hastily, wondering whether he could hear the sugaemding of her heart.

'l - I'm sorry,' she said, feeling that she musialirthe ominous silence that
had fallen. 'Have you been waiting for me? Wh-whefdiss Grant?'

'Miss Grant has returned to the house,’ he repaedast, when she was
beginning to think he wasn't going to answer Mghat do you think you're
doing, wandering off like this?' His tone was harsh

Domine was amazed at the anger he was so obvisupfyressing, and she
couldn't begin to understand why her innocent eXjpedshould have been
misconstrued.

'l - | thought you and Miss Grant might prefer te alone,' she faltered
uncomfortably. 'l - | didn't imagine | was doingydmng wrong.'

Mannering's brows drew together in a frown darkgrancountenance that
was already darkened by the sideburns that grewdosvcheeks. Domine
twisted her hands together, realizing that higuaté was doing something
that she had hitherto not anticipated, that of mgkier aware of him not as
her guardian, as a man old enough to be her fdbésimply as a human
being, a human male moreover, with human needslesices. She shivered
suddenly. Until this moment she had not apprecidted width of his
shoulders, the muscular strength of his chest itlme Iness of his legs, but
now she was conscious of the physical attractiosuch a man, and it was
not a comforting realization.



With jerky movements, she turned her back on himd, gathered the mare's
reins preparatory to mounting.

James Mannering ran his fingers caressingly downhbrse's neck, and
said: 'In future you will ride with us, is that usrdtood?’

Domine stared at him, for once shaken out of tityidWhy?' she asked
sharply. 'Am | to be allowed no freedom?"

'Not on the moors, no. There are plenty of placesreva man can hide here,
hidden caves and gullies, where the canals uddaltander the moors, and
still do in darkness. It could be dangerous!" Hissflickered impatiently.
'Surely you have the sense to realize what coydppérato you!'

Domine mounted the mare. 'l think you're delibdyagxaggerating, Mr.
Mannering,' she said irritably. 'l don't know wit something has angered
you. Just don't make me the whipping boy for thadl lof frustration!"

And with that comment she dug in her heels and gentmare cantering
away, leaving him still standing by his hunter. S¥as trembling when she
reached the stables, and she was in no mood te svasds with Melanie
Grant, but obviously the other girl had been waitior her.

'So James didn't find you,' she said, with somisfaation. 'Riding off like
that! What did you hope to achieve? téte-a-tetewith your guardian,
perhaps?'

Domine brushed past her. 'Oh, don't be ridiculowtie exclaimed
impatiently.

Melanie caught her arm, preventing her escape.,'"$k8 said, surveying
Domine insultingly, 'l suppose it is ridiculous MgaLittle mouse, what on
earth was old Henry doing putting you on James'saence? A sort of -
love me, love my dog situation, isn't it? Or in ya@ase - inherit my house,
inherit my great-niece!" She laughed mockingly, Bxnine stood, staring
at her uncomprehendingly.

'What do you mean?' she asked unsteadily.



Melanie gave a smirk of satisfaction. 'Don't yowwr? Of course, James
would keep a thing like that to himself!" She tutrand slapped the rump of
her horse so that it moved a trifle protestingly.

Domine caught her arm. 'Tell me!' she said; thegeafpngly:'Please!

Melanie's expression softened a little. Then shikesi 'Well, | suppose |

might as well. Aunt Geraldine is bound to let ipstooner or later. Your
name wasn't mentioned in Henry Farriday's will. Bi& solicitors knew of

your existence, and as there were only six mowtlge tto your reaching the
age of independence, James agreed to become yangiguin place of his
father!'



CHAPTER FOUR

FOrR a moment after Melanie had finished speaking Demust stared at
her, her eyes wide and disbelieving and yet alremnilsoring the pain she
was feeling. Melanie seemed instantly to regret #iee had spoken so
rashly, and in an attempt to distract Domine'switbe from her revelations,
she shaded her eyes and said: 'Why, here's Jamesgcaow. He'll be
relieved to see you've got back safely.’

Domine stared at her a moment longer, glanced amcine direction
Melanie had indicated, and then with a muffled sbbe ran blindly across
the stable yard, and into the house, panting asigée up the stairs to the
comparative sanctuary of her room. Once theresahk down shakily on to
her bed and buried her face in her hands. Oh, Swthought despairingly,
so that was why he had found her such an encumdarafse had not
expected or wanted a ward, and his treatment gBhaixture of impatience
and gentleness, had been merely a front to hideaideelings. Only today,
on the moors, he had shown she was merely a neidangim, someone
who deserved his contempt for being so utterharglupon him.

She pressed the palms of her hands against heks;Heeling unutterably
miserable. So much had happened since she lefbtineent two days ago,
so many complex problems had arisen, so many umdernts had become
apparent to her, and she was not equipped to démativem. Even now, she
had barely touched the surface of the man who wagumardian, whether of
his own volition or otherwise. These three peopte whose lives she had
unwillingly been thrust all had involvements of ithewn and she was the
least . knowledgeable of them all.

She got unsteadily to her feet and as she didwsghta glimpse of herself in
the many mirrors of the dressing table. She loak#fdrent somehow, and
she realized it was the trousers Lily had lentwbkich gave shape to her
slim hips and slender legs. The blouse was tawsadner rounded young
breasts and she realized with almost a sense okshat she looked less of
a child and more of a woman. Was that how Jamesbtarg had seen her?
Was that just another thing to annoy him, the radilon that she could not
be dismissed to the schoolroom like a child coaldehbeen?



She turned away from the mirror. Whatever her fgglishe could not stay
in her bedroom indefinitely, and presently no dadrheone would come to
make the bed and tidy the room. After breakfastwbald have to get
around to unpacking her clothes, but right nowrslust make herself look
less flushed and windblown.

She unfastened her hair from its confining braid &aking a brush she
began to smooth it over her shoulders. It was amgazow much frustration
could be dispelled by that simple action, and sisel thot to think of the

implications of Melanie's revelations. How couldesktay here now,
knowing he had merely taken pity on her? Somehosvrsbst get away,
make a life for herself, get a job! Oh, how thougbd Henry Farriday had
been, disregarding his guardianship of herself detaly. Even if he had

only left enough money to enable her to finishgwrooling, she could have
managed.

She was in the process of considering what herégatons should be when
there was a knock at her door. Thinking it was Lslye called 'Come in' and
continued to brush her hair. Thick and silky, i fraight and smooth,

framing her face and drawing attention to the daskrof her eyes.

But when the door opened it was not Lily Manver®whtered the room but
James Mannering, looking dark and angry, thosedbkee eyes raking her
mercilessly. He closed the door, and she rose frenseat at the dressing
table feeling suddenly disturbed by his intervemtioto her thoughts. She
was intensely conscious of her unbraided hair aad-4tained appearance,
and she held back her hair from her face and facadvith apprehension.

Mannering ran a hand through his own hair, thed sgther huskily: 'l want
to know what Melanie told you in the stable yardtttaused you to dash up
here just now as though the devil himself was air yeels.'

Domine pressed a hand to her throat, shaking teet. He- I'd rather not talk
about it just now," she said, compressing her Hjpsven't had - had time to
consider it.'

'Oh, for the Lord's sake!' he exclaimed. 'l knowatvbhe said!'



Domine coloured. 'Then why ask? You must know hofgltlt She - she
merely clarified your position, that's all. Noweéed time to clarify mine.’

He put his hands on his hips. 'There's no clatificaneeded,' he snapped
shortly. 'It doesn't make the slightest bit of eiéfince.’

'Oh, but it does,' she contradicted him unsteadikL can't stay here now. |
don't want your charity. I'm quite capable of gejta job—'

'You think so?' His tone was sardonic and cold.

'l know so.' She turned away, biting her lip topsiiofrom trembling. It had
been bad enough before, but this was worse.

There was silence for a moment, and Domine tookegp dreath. Then he
said in a quiet voice that nevertheless brookedngament: ‘Now, I'll tell
you what you're going to do, shall I?' When shemditianswer he continued:
"You are going to forget every word that Melanigls&he's not so bad when
you get to know her, but like my mother, she's grawged to fighting for
what she wants, and she's forgotten there argystiple in the world who
are not tarred with the same brush.’

Domine bent her head. "You can't make me stay'lstre said tightly.

'Oh, but | can," he muttered icily.

'I'm nothing to you. I'm not even your ward.' Domswung round. 'l should
have thought you would have been only too glad isxchdrge your

responsibilities!

He glared at her. 'What is that supposed to mean?"

Domine stiffened her shoulders. 'l don't want &y stere, anyway. I've met
nothing but antagonism since | came. You're noh@db pretend your

mother would care if | left.'

He stepped towards her, his eyes brilliant withflustration that she should
cross him in this. Maybe he had thought she was Bkpawn on a



chessboard, thought Domine - silent and helpledisgvto be moved when
it suited him. Now he had discovered she had aokitler own.

'Has our treatment of you been so terrible?' hedslarshly.
Domine's colour deepened. 'No, of course not. Buin the way here—'
'Who said so?'

Domine shook her head. 'Why didn't you just leaveimthe orphanage?'
she asked unhappily.

His eyes were glitteringly close to hers. '‘Becdusas foolish enough as to
imagine you might be glad to leave an institutiond proper home life," he
bit out furiously.

'Here?'

'Where else?"

Domine lifted her shoulders. 'And if I still wamt go?'

"Then | should have to think of some method of preéwg you,' he replied.
'‘And believe me, | would find some way.'

'‘But why?'
'‘Because | have no intention of turning an innodixet you loose on the
world. As | told you before, my father would haveuged my reactions. He

never did anything without reason.’

Domine looked distressed. 'He took me out of thhanage when | had no
one,' she reminded him.

'So he did! And we've still not discovered why!

"You're impossible!" she exclaimed. 'No one casdenfeeling about their
own father!



He gave her a derisive stare. 'You think not." Hirigged. 'In any event -
you will stay. What have you to lose? In six month&e unable to prevent
you leaving.'

Domine nodded. 'We'll see.’

'‘Damn you, don't fob me off with your temporizinge snapped, grasping
her shoulders in hard, unyielding fingers. 'I'valsgu're to stay, and you
will stay. Yes?'

Domine caught her breath in her throat. Althoughfimgers were bruising
the flesh of her shoulders she did not try to gleigree. She had not been
this close to him before and she could feel the béhis body that was
almost touching hers and see the darkness of inethat grew above the
open collar of his shirt. His eyelashes veiledeéxpression and she thought
how long they were, and how dark against the blseoéthe pupils. A gold
watch encircled one wrist while a ruby signet rsgarkled on the small
finger of his right hand.

"You're hurting me," she said chokingly, and imme&y she was free,
although she was aware he was staring at her vgittaage look on his face.

'I'm sorry," he muttered harshly. '‘But you angered’
Domine shivered. 'I'm sorry, too,' she murmured.
'‘And youwill stay.' It was a statement, not a question.

'Very well." She felt strangely exhausted and hadthe strength to fight
him any more today.

'Good.'

Without another word, he turned and left the roamg after he had gone
Domine felt limp. Never before had she realizeddhmtions that could be
involved between a man and a woman, and there vaisrimg sense of

elation inside her that had nothing to do with &img she had ever before
experienced.



With an impatient shrug she thrust these thougktdea but she was
beginning to realize that life with James Mannengld never be dull. She
wondered what thoughts had run through his mintteasad stood staring at
her so strangely. Had it all been anger, or hackhbzed, too, that she was
flesh and blood and feelings?

Later, after she had re-braided her hair, she vest washed before
breakfast, removing the pants Lily had lent her mpdacing them with the
velvet dress she had been wearing the night befospite of the outdated
clothes and uninspiring colours she could seerd talour in her cheeks,
and she did not look quite so drab as she had tlomeprevious day.
Certainly, plenty of fresh air would remove thatigafrom her cheeks for
good. And if James Mannering wanted her to staraty Witches why
should she refuse? Somehow, now, she felt morebtad facing Mrs.
Mannering and Melanie, and after all, Henry Faridti@d taken it upon
himself in the first place to remove her from thipl@mnage and the care of
the welfare societies. Had she remained in the amage this situation
would never have arisen and therefore she couldoadteld entirely to
blame for it, could she?

As she fastened the buttons of her dress she thehghmight be able to buy
a pair of trousers at the village shop. If she twastay here, she would have
to have a pair. They were the most suitable geagdng about the farm,
and she had no intention of spending her days rsdoo

It took quite a deal of courage to go down to bfastk however, but when
she got there she found her guardian was not pregethe table. Only

Melanie Grant and Mrs. Mannering were there, anthag were smoking

cigarettes with cups of strong black coffee, theyl lobviously almost

finished. They both looked at her a trifle cautiguas she entered the
dining-room and for a moment she thought that tseutbed tenor of her

mind must somehow reveal itself in her face.

Wishing her hostess good morning, she seated hatgbk table, but when
Lily came to ascertain her needs she asked onlyofst and coffee. She
waited, hands folded, wishing she could think ofmeobright topic of
conversation, but happily Mrs. Mannering had nchatificulty.



'Did you sleep well?' she asked, and Domine nodaedsaid she had. Then
Mrs. Mannering went on: "You went riding with Janaesl Melanie; did you
enjoy that too?'

Domine bent her head. 'Very much," she replied tiyjieealizing that
Melanie was regarding her with some small amounarofiety, and she
wondered whether the older girl was still wondenmgat the outcome of
her spiteful revelations might be.

Mrs. Mannering bit her lip. 'It's strange that Jarshould have forgone his
breakfast this morning,' she ventured, glancingslagively at each of her
companions. 'He usually enjoys a good meal aftemangetic ride over the
moors.'

Melanie sighed. 'l expect he'll make up for it tdtehe said broodingly. "You
know very well he takes half his meals in the kaclwhile he's here. After
all, he's more used to that parttbis house, isn't he?"

Mrs. Mannering's bland expression hardened. 'Ara tying to say
something, Melanie?' she asked softly.

Melanie coloured. 'If | am, | meant nothing by $tie denied swiftly. "You
know it's true! James never wanted to eat in hétgbught back too many
memories, he said!

‘James says a lot of things that should not bent&d@ seriously,’ remarked
Mrs. Mannering icily, ‘as no doubt you'll alreadgvie gathered, Melanie.'

Melanie pushed her cup aside. 'Yes, he takes ydtein that respect, dear
aunt,' she returned offensively. 'Particularly wlitecomes to getting what
he wants!'

Mrs. Mannering was obviously controlling her tempdgth difficulty. 'l
think, Melanie, that we should not discuss suclsqmeal matters in front of
our - guest." She ran her tongue over her lipsetAdll, our petty bickering
can be of no interest to Domine.' She smiled at ibeniWhat are your plans
for this morning, my dear? Have you thought aboltnyou'd like to do?"



Domine accepted the toast and coffee Lily broughdtithat moment and
intercepted a rather amused gleam in Lily's chée&yes. Obviously she
was used to the uneasy relationship that existedles her mistress and her
mistress's niece.

'l haven't made any actual plans,’ Domine said mastering herself a slice
of toast, the argument between Mrs. Mannering aethMe successfully
dispelling her own feeling of depression. '‘Butdsh like to see the village,
and | thought I might walk down there after breakfa

Mrs. Mannering considered this. 'Yes, | think thaplite a good idea. This
afternoon, though, we must devise some kind of jpatan for you. This is
a lonely place, and there isn't a lot to do shdrteading or watching
television. There are the horses, of course, baetcan't spend all one's days
riding, can one?' She glanced rather meaningly elaMe’'s usual attire of
riding gear, and again Domine sensed the antagonism

Melanie rose to her feet. "There are always tHesstabe cleaned out,’ she
remarked dryly. 'Would you have me wear the kindgariments you favour
for mucking out the pigs?’

Mrs. Mannering gave a distasteful gesture. 'Reallydear Melanie, you're
getting far too touchy! Did | say anything that gawou to understand | was
chiding you?"

Melanie grimaced. "You didn't have to, dear aukhdw you of old.’

'Oh, for heaven's sake, Melanie!" Mrs. Mannerirdgicately lacquered
nails bit into the tablecloth. 'Go and do your magkout - or whatever it is
you're waiting to do. | shan't stop you!

Tll bet you won't.'” Melanie strode to the doordathen turned. 'Just
remember, your petty jibes are like water off alkdsidack!" She snorted
mockingly. 'Half of the pleasure in James's presaadhe knowledge that
while he's here at least I'm not the only brungair machinations!'

'Oh, stop it, Melanie!" Geraldine Mannering wadlyeangry now, and there
were two bright flags of colour in her cheeks. Ymow perfectly well that



Reuben and Brian can handle all the farm work tiete be done. Your
predilection for burying yourself in manure and éogin here smelling like
the piggery is no concern of mine!'

'‘And you know perfectly well that without my helpet stables would never
be touched!" Melanie stormed at her.

'Well, the horses are unnecessary now, anyway.sl&ng here frequently
enough to warrant their keep!'

'Oh, you - you—" Words failed Melanie, and she éarand banged out of
the room.

After she had gone it took Geraldine Mannering sdveninutes to
re-assume the smiling countenance she had preyiaisplayed, and
Domine whose appetite had been dispersed by thenamf she had just
uncomfortably been the witness to poured herssticand cup of coffee and
wondered how she could foolishly have imagined @&ty Witches would
be a home to her.

Geraldine eventually regained her composure, arabgnng the tablecloth
rather nervously, she said: 'You must excuse MeJany dear. She does get
rather overwrought when | tackle her about her appee.’

'Did you?' asked Domine, fingering her cup thouglhtf "Tackle her about
her appearance, | mean.'

Mrs. Mannering frowned. 'What do you mean?' shed@skather sharply.

'Well, | didn't think Melanie was involved - at Eanot until she involved
herself, that is.'

Mrs. Mannering hesitated a moment. '‘Well, yes,gpgise you're right, but
Melanie is aware of my displeasure regarding hedenaf dress, and any
kind of suggestion from me that those horses ajedpardy brings forth a
veritable tirade.'

'Does - does she help about the farm?"



'Yes. You see, although this is a large estatepyuan estate manager who
you'll meet eventually, we have retained enoughl kanprovide a kind of
home farm. The estate stretches for many acresugdarstand, and much
of this is run by the tenants. Did James explainddrthis to you?'

'He said his - his - father had owned most of tbasks in the village,’
stammered Domine, rather uncomfortably, and Mrsnidaing gave a
rather sardonic smile.

'You seem to have difficulty in accepting that Jangeyour great-uncle's
son,' she remarked mockingly.

'Why - no, that is - —' Domine was at a loss fards. 'Won't you go on
about the farm?' she suggested. 'l -1 - am intede'st

Mrs. Mannering looked as though she would havellikkehave said more,
but instead she accepted Domine's suggestion amohged: 'Well, it's true
to say that Henry was the biggest landowner hergabdshe found this
knowledge very satisfying, that Domine could tedirh her expression. 'But
it's the land immediately surrounding the houséware discussing, aren't
we? You see, when Henry was alive both the housetlam land were
adequately tended by his staff. Unfortunately, o death, some of the
servants found it difficult to accept me as misrhsre, and naturally they
had to be dismissed.'

‘Naturally," echoed Domine inaudibly.

'Lily was different. She's been here only a couglenonths and felt she
owed no particular allegiance to Henry Farridaye Took is new. She's a
very capable woman from Leeds, and between us wagego maintain the
part of the house we are now using. Of course,haen't seen over the
place yet, but it's quite monstrously large, mumh big really for anyone.

But I like it." She relaxed in her chair compladgnt

'‘And Melanie?' ventured Domine quietly.

'‘Melanie? Ah, well, Melanie is the daughter of nayel sister. When my
sister died two years ago and Melanie was left e@lon the world, |



suggested to Henry that she might be allowed tcedoene and live with me.
He agreed, and originally she intended to takébarjdHelmsley or perhaps
Whitby. There is transport to these places, yowmkhthis as a kind of aside
from the main subject of her discourse, and Dommaodded, wondering
whether there was some other reason for advisingfhis fact. However,
Mrs. Mannering went on: 'But when it became appatbat Melanie
enjoyed working with the animals, Henry suggested she might care to
take on the job of exercising the horses. Of cquose thing led to another,
and after some of the staff left when Henry di&gd, dfraid Melanie had to
help in other ways.'

‘The pigs?' murmured Domine, a dry note in here/cagnd Mrs. Mannering
shrugged her slim shoulders.

‘Someone has to do it,’ she said indifferently.dAtaff are very hard to
come by in an out-of-the-way place like Hollingfohlowadays, the young
folk make for the cities. Henry's staff were alldalie-aged or elderly. They
didn't know any other kind of life.’

Domine was beginning to understand. She could deeh a kind of
sympathy for the absent Melanie. She wondered wiey sayed here,
treated with such contempt by her aunt, and them rgalized what
compelled Melanie to live under such conditionsvdis James Mannering,
of course. She ought to have thought -of that aepbut somehow she
doubted whether Geraldine Mannering would consider a suitable
applicant for the position as her son's wife. N@ more Domine thought
about it, the more convinced she became that Mesridring would have
her eyes set on higher planes. She was an ambiutioosan, her position
here proved that, and while she might argue wittsba, and disagree with
some of his actions, basically, in her eyes, hédcda no wrong.

Domine finished her coffee and rose from the talell, Mrs. Mannering,'
she began awkwardly, 'as there's so much to be gengaps | could help -
while I'm here.'

Mrs. Mannering's eyes flickered. 'While you're heshe echoed pensively,
and Domine felt sure she was considering whetheroto enlighten her



son's ward as to her actual position at Grey Wgchéen she said: 'Yes, |
think that might be a good idea, Domine, a verydjioiea indeed.'

Domine enjoyed walking down to the village latertlie morning. It was
quite a pretty village with its beautiful old chirand weathered buildings.
In the general stores she was able to purchaseaf pheap jeans which she
thought would do to wear about the farm, and atsneswriting materials
and stamps to enable her to write to Susan. Shaghtitohe other girl might
be interested to learn how she was progressingheitfiamous playwright.
She smiled wryly. No exciting London life for hgust a rather nebulous
position in a farming household, where everyonensgketo be at each
other's throats.

When she returned to the house there was a LandgeriRarked at the front
entrance, and she looked at it curiously as shenteduhe steps and entered
the hall. She had hoped to escape to her bedrotinowtibeing seen, but
Mrs. Mannering was standing in the hall, talkingatpoung man, and when
she saw Domine she indicated that she should leimt

'So there you are, Domine," she said smilinghyaiht you to meet the estate
manager, Vincent Mor- ley. Vincent, this is theelMr. Farriday's great-
niece.'

Vincent Morley was tall and stockily built with ttk fair hair and a
good-natured countenance. Now he glanced at hte$gsand said:

'Isn't this James's ward?'

Mrs. Mannering's smile vanished. 'Yes, of coursk¢ said disagreeably,
'but the relationship is still the same."

Vincent Morley inclined his head and shook Domiresd warmly. ‘I'm
very pleased to meet you,' he said in a friendshian. 'When did you
arrive?'

‘Yesterday evening,' replied Domine, returningdmsle.

'‘And are you staying long?" he inquired.



Domine shrugged her shoulders. 'I'm not really ,sMire Morley. It depends
- it depends on what plans my - my guardian has rhade

Vincent nodded. 'l see. Well, I hope to see yowabte place if you do stay
for any length of time, and if you want a condudimat I'd be happy to offer
my services.'

‘Thank you,” Domine smiled, and the young man and. Nlannering
moved towards the front door, .continuing the déston they had been
having before Domine's arrival. Domine waited utitédy were looking the
other way, and then sped up the stairs to her r&ba.had no desire to have
yet another conversation- with Mrs. Mannering &t ithoment.

In her room, she found her suitcases had been kegdor her and her
clothes hung away in the capacious wardrobe. Lapkinthem, she felt a
sense of dissatisfaction assail her. While it hatidseemed important to wear
anything attractive in the convent she felt thatehghe looked terrible in
drab school garments,. Even those clothes thattGheee Henry had seen
fit to provide her with were thick and out-of- datnd she wondered
whether there was any chance of her obtaining seaneClothes.

Glancing at her watch, she saw that she still hadst an hour before lunch
and with sudden decision she extracted one of hessds from the

wardrobe. It was a mustard-coloured jersey witlglsleeves and a loose
appearance that was given shape by a tie-beltngayion the bed, she
studied it critically, remembering with clarity themartness of Lily's

uniform, cheap or, otherwise.

At the bottom of her suitcase she found a paircafsers, and with drastic
decision she cut six inches off the hem of the sir@&en she found her
sewing kit and sat on the bed, hemming a neat exgel the bottom of the
skirt. This done, she held it against herself. #swcertainly shorter than
anything she had ever worn, but she didn't thimkai$ too daring. Then she
studied the style. There wasn't much she couldbdatat except to make a
couple of tucks in the bodice to give it a littlaping. She discarded the belt
altogether and with trembling fingers she strippéfdthe velvet dress and
put the mustard dress on.



To her astonishment and satisfaction it lookedat@atl bad, and the colour
was bright enough to complement the darkness ofchemplexion. She
applied a coral lipstick to her lips and stood baxkyet the full effect. Of
course her hair still looked childish,- but sherdicconsider herself old
enough to wear it in a knot on top of her head.t ™aauld look quite

ridiculous, and besides, she wasn't trying to loldler, just less dowdy.

Lily's summons to lunch came soon afterwards, aitkd some trepidation
Domine left her room. Happily both Mrs. ManneringdaMelanie were
already seated at the table on her arrival, angdarthes Mannering was still
in the lounge, a glass of whisky in one hand, arstheaf of papers in the
other. He barely glanced at Domine as she entargtishe hastened across
to the door of the dining-room, hoping to pass tized. But just as she
thought she had made it, his voice halted her.

'‘Good God !'he exclaimed, swallowing the remairafédris drink in a gulp.
'What in the devil's name have you been doing togaf?’

Domine turned slowly. 'l don't know what you meahg said reluctantly. 'l
haven't done anything to myself.'

‘All right, then, split hairs,” he grunted moodil}f. mean that dress!
Great-Uncle Henry would never have spent his mameyanything like
that!'

‘James, for goodness' sake, what is going on®dchis mother's petulant
voice from the dining-room. 'Is Domine down yet?'

'Yes, Mother," James's tone was resigned as heedoak Domine with
brooding blue eyes. 'What is this all about?' Heedsin a low tone. 'What
has brought on this urge formami-rebellion?' He chewed his Hp. 'l hope
you didn't misconstrue what happened this morning—"

Domine, who had been maintaining her composure dificulty, now
turned scarlet. 'Don't flatter yourself, Mr. Maningt' she snapped, and
turning she flounced rather jerkily into the dinirgpm.



James followed her after a few moments, but nowakiels alert gaze had
appraised Domine's appearance and she raiseddt@ogs in surprise.

'‘Well, well," she said mockingly. 'The cuckoo igjlmming to sprout wings.
And so quickly, too!"

Mrs. Mannering compressed her lips. 'Really, whatyou talking about,
Melanie? Domine, are you all right? You look almiasterish!

Melanie seemed to find the whole situation vastiyiaing. 'Your son's - er -
protege has modernized her appearance, Aunt Geraldine,resmarked
sardonically. 'l wonder why?"'

Domine clenched her fists. 'All I've done is shortke skirt of this dress,
Mrs. Mannering,' she protested hotly. '‘Good heaveoss everyone have to
make a federal case out of it?"

Mrs. Mannering glanced at her son doubtfully. 'Me's making any kind of
case out of it, my dear,' she said, rather tatBiyt | would be interested to
learn why you should have done such a thing.’

Domine's colour deepened. 'Everyone keeps telliedg'm only a teenager,’
she exclaimed. 'Very well, then, Lily's a teenageo, and her skirts are
short!

'l see." Mrs. Mannering twisted her wedding ringno her finger. James
Mannering seemed deep in thought. He had apparbatped himself to
another drink and now sat swirling the liquid rouimd his glass with

assumed concentration. Melanie was drinking herpsaith obvious

enjoyment, and Domine realized she was really ajgieg the lighter

aspects of the situation.

"You must understand that your position in thisgehold is much different
from that of Lily Manvers,' Mrs. Mannering said ewaally.

Domine frowned. 'l know that.'



'Very well then, just because Lily chooses to diass rather - how shall |
put it? - common manner, there is no reason whysymuld do the same.’

Melanie finished her soup and pushed her plateea8dhat's wrong, Aunt
Geraldine?' she taunted lightly. 'Afraid of the gatition?'

Domine was beginning to realize that in this ins&aishe had an ally in
Melanie, and she wondered why. She didn't imadiae Melanie's opinion
of her had changed during the course of a morrg,by siding with
Domine Melanie was, in some way, getting back atawat for her earlier
digs at herself.

James Mannering looked bored in the extreme, atedrupting them, he
said quietly: 'l have some work to do this aftermog the typewriter still in
the study, Mother?'

'Yes, dear.' His mother frowned. 'Surely you're going to write here,
James!

He gave a sardonic shake of his head. 'Theremunolh chance of that with
you two rowing all the time," he remarked drylysidon't make Domine
another excuse for your petty bickering!'

Domine glanced at him, finding his eyes upon het there was no warmth
in them, and she realized with a sense of depmegbi&t he was merely
speaking on her behalf out of politeness.

Suddenly Lily appeared, looking rather agitatedctise me, sir,' she said,
addressing James Mannering, 'but a visitor hageatifior you.'

James looked up sharply. 'Who? Did you tell themas here?’

'Of course she did, darling," drawled a lazy vo&cgpice which to Domine
sounded vaguely familiar. 'And why not? You areeharen't you?'

James got to his feet, and Domine swung round ¢oose of the most
beautiful young women she had ever seen in hestiifieding in the doorway
to the lounge. She was dressed in a midi-length @iojade green with an



edging of silver fur at the collar and hem. A silf hat adorned her blonde
head, while she carried a silver muff. She woreekieeagth boots of soft
black leather, and carried herself with style afeh@nce. Certainly, she
presented an incongruous picture among Great-Uretey's Victoriana,
thought Domine, wondering why the sight of her sl@rouse such a sense
of antipathy inside her.

James went to meet her, but his voice was coldlzré was no enthusiasm
in his greeting. Then he turned. His mother wasditay, too, now, and
Domine observed a look of real pleasure on her li@fere James said:

'‘Domine, this is Yvonne Park. You remember? Youksptm her on the
telephone at the flat. Yvonne, this is my ward, DwerGrainger.’

His method of introduction was not lost on Mrs. Maring, and her eyes
hardened when she looked into her son's bored enante. Then, she
moved forward welcomingly, smiling warmly.

'My dear Yvonne,' she enthused. 'How lovely to hawa call so
unexpectedly. | didn't even know you were in YoikshJames never said
anything. The last | heard you were in London.’

Yvonne's eyes flickered. Apart from a polite snateDomine, which was
supposed to encompass Melanie too, she ignored tbempletely,
concentrating her whole attention on James Mangennd his mother.

Under cover of their conversation, Melanie glanoeshningly at Domine.
"Yvonne Park of Park Textiles," she murmured, iruadertone. '‘Can't you
see Aunt Geraldine almost genuflecting?'

Domine frowned. 'l thought—" She halted. 'Mr. Manng wouldn't speak
to her when she rang the apartment in London,wsétigpered.

Melanie shrugged. 'That doesn't surprise me. Hes lirying to shake her
off his back for months. But Aunt Geraldine is ay&r, I'll say that for her,
and she's determined to make her son part of therfidions!"

Domine looked puzzled. 'What do you mean?' shetlieda



Melanie sighed. 'My aunt is an ambitious woman, aigtit now she's
involved in the biggest deal of her life. Yvonnédse the future Mrs. James
Mannering.'

Domine stared at her. 'l see,’ she murmured faigthncing round at the
group by the door. She realized that Melanie wasda and that there was
no love lost between her and her aunt, but indhse she seemed to have a
point. Mrs. Mannering had been delighted at thexpaeted arrival of their
guest, and if James's reaction had been less @aghasvho could tell what
that really meant? She sighed. What did it mattgnay? In six months she
would be free of this family and its intrigues fywod!



CHAPTER FIVE

MRsS. MANNERING insisted that Yvonne joined them for lunch, andircy
the course of the meal Domine gathered that althovigonne had an
apartment of her own in London, her parents' honas wot far from
Hollingford, within reach of her father's textilglls at Bradford.

Domine spent the whole meal covertly studying Ywan fragile
appearance, wondering how James Mannering coultbfae attracted by
such perfection. Under the midi coat, Yvonne wasanmg a white sheath
dress of a woollen material that clung lovinglythe moulded lines of her
figure, revealing rather than concealing her obsiatiractions. Her hair was
a mass of blonde curls, while her complexion waskihd of peaches and
cream complexion Domine had read about in magazinesichievement of
which was every Englishwoman's dream. Domine redafler own olive
skin with dislike, and decided with resignationttele would never be able
to accomplish such a standard of excellence.

The only jarring note so far as Domine could astenvas Yvonne's rather
shrill speaking voice, which while possessing nacér of an accent
nevertheless had none of the huskiness one wouwld Bapected. But,

Domine reflected philosophically, voices didn't Bdw be so important, and
as Yvonne grew older no doubt her tone Would deepen

When the meal was over, Mrs. Mannering suggestdhiey all adjourned
to the lounge, but James shook his head firmly.

'l told you, Mother, | have some work to do thiteafioon," he averred with
just the right amount of polite reluctance in hisce.

Mrs. Mannering compressed her lips irritably. '$ugou don't intend to
neglect your guest by working, James,' she deplored

James gave a small smile. 'Unfortunately, | havecmoice," he replied,
pushing back his chair lazily. 'Besides, Yvonneédl aware of the demands
of a writer's life!" Domine thought she sensedaadrof sarcasm in his tone.



Yvonne plucked nervously at a crease in the danteslecloth. 'l should
have thought the amount of work you appear to Haeen doing at the
apartment would have freed you for some time,'reh®arked pointedly.

James's smile was not very pleasant, and Domineleved how Yvonne
could stand the barely concealed insolence of lisrrar.

'‘Well," he said, getting to his feet, it just stsolmow mistaken one can be.
Now - if you'll all excuse me . .

He glanced round the table, his eyes lingeringafanoment on Domine's
wide-eyed expression, and then he turned andHefraom. After he had
gone, there was an awful empty silence until Mrsankkering said
apologetically:

'Oh, Yvonne, I'm so sorry, but you know what Jansetke when he's
working! He's just impossible to live with.'

Yvonne shrugged her slim shoulders, and openingciyarette case she
extracted a long American cigarette and lit it vitte attached lighter. Then,
after several jerky puffs, she said: 'Well, Genaddil don't think there's
much point in my hanging around here—'

‘That's right!" That was Melanie, leaning back gr lkshair and regarding
Yvonne with deprecatory eyes."

Yvonne chose to ignore her intervention, and wentlalid promise to call
on the Hamiltons today, too, so | think I'll leadames to his - er -
composing!

'Oh, Yvonne! Must you go?' Mrs. Mannering linkedr Hengers and
unlinked them again. 'I'm sure James doesn't exyrctto desert us like
that. You could stay and have dinner with us. Jamiébe finished working
by then and possibly you two could go for a driwgetther.’

Yvonne's small teeth caught her lower lip. Then saiel: 'Well, 1 don't
know.' She hesitated. 'l don't want to impinge @mds's privacy. | know he
seeks solitude when he comes to Grey Witches,dluvas passing .. .' She



let the sentence trail away. Then she sighed.ifBwatu really think he'll be
finished by dinner time . .

'I'm sure of it!" exclaimed Mrs. Mannering eagerly.
‘Then - all right, I'll stay." Yvonne smiled andareed in her chair.

Melanie thrust back her own chair and got to het.f&xcuse me,' she said,
with exaggerated politeness, and walked out ofdben.

Mrs. Mannering smiled after her retreating back #ussh turned to Yvonne,
raising her dark eyebrows expressively. 'Poor Melashe said. 'She does
feel at such a disadvantage while you're arounaonve!'

Yvonne preened herself under Mrs. Mannering'seftgftand Domine felt
that she too had had enough. Rising, she saigoidfdon't want me for
anything, Mrs. Mannering, I'll go and take a los&und outside.’

Mrs. Mannering studied her for a moment. 'Yes, wegjl, Domine," she
agreed. 'I'm sure you're quite used to entertaipmgself.’

Domine smiled an assent, and then went out ofitiiegiroom, through the
lounge, and into the hall. Only then did she readile had been holding her
breath and expelled it in a long whistle. Thankdjuess, she thought, with
relief, and collecting her coat she went out of side door which she,
Melanie and James had used that morning.

It was quite chilly, but wonderfully fresh, and tarting her collar she thrust
her hands into her pockets and walked round toréhe of the building
where the stables were housed. Now that she had timoe to take in her
surroundings she could see that there was quibdextion of outbuildings,
and a man was swilling out what appeared to ba@d&i animal run. There
was so sign of Melanie, but as Domine stood theering a little in the
wind, the girl appeared from around the cornehefliarn carrying a bucket
in one hand and a broom in the other.

'‘Well, well!" she remarked. 'Fancy seeing you Here!



Domine sighed, compressing her lips, and then shlked forward. 'l - |
wondered if there was something | could do," shreured awkwardly.

Melanie stared at her. 'Are you serious?' Her esgiom was frankly
incredulous.

'Of course I'm serious,’ said Domine, nodding. :NMlannering explained
about the shortage of staff, and | thought | miglable to do something.’

'Is thisheridea?' asked Melanie suspiciously.

*No, it's mine," retorted Domine. 'l may look usslgbut | can assure you we
had to work quite hard at the convent. We weremtafter hand and foot.
We had to make our own beds, and keep our roomsaidi every week we
had to clean out the dining hall and the commomr.60

Melanie smiled wryly. 'This is a little differenghe said consideringly. 'Do
you mind getting your hands dirty?"

Domine smiled. 'No. In fact, | think I'd ratherdikt,' she confessed.

Melanie shrugged. 'Well, on your own head be itt BWames grumbles
about this, don't say it was my idea!'

'l won't!" agreed Domine, and with a half-friendgugh, Melanie led the
way into the barn.

During the course of the afternoon Domine found tlalanie could be

quite an entertaining companion. Her dry wit whidd previously been
spitefully directed against herself was now pointedards the tasks they
had to tackle, and after Domine had fallen dowtherslippery swilled floor

of the cowshed, scraped her hands and knees daeauntrthe hen-house;
and finally inadvertently locked herself in thelltath the bull, they had

forgotten their previous antagonism.

It was quite late when Domine left Melanie to lagk and returned to the
house. Going up to her bedroom, she surveyed titarpishe made with
some amusement. There was straw in her hair, anlabinels and face were



dirty, while her shoes, which she had carried up dtaircase, were thick
with mud and manure.

Stripping off, she took a hot bath, then dressediftner. She had no time to
alter any of her clothes for evening wear and sie to be content with
wearing a dark red crepe skirt that was almostag &s Yvonne's midi coat,
and another of her white shirt- blouses. Actualhgugh, once she was
ready it didn't look at all bad, the bright col@uiting her dark complexion.

Her hair depressed her most. The plait was soishilgnd chunky, and on
impulse she undid it and left it loose. But thatrdi suit her either. It was too
long and it had no style. Rummaging in her drawbe brought out a red
chiffon scarf one of the girls had given her lakri€tmas and tied her hair
back with that, but after a few moments she dissdirtalso. Then she heard
Lily calling that dinner was ready.

With hasty fingers she had to re-plait her hairagand then run down the
stairs because she was so late. They were alldseatthe dinner table,
everyone that is, but James Mannering. He washbmitaand Domine could
only assume from the tightness of his mother's maoliat they had had
another of their confrontations.

You're late,” Mrs. Mannering said now, sharplyangling in Yvonne's
direction almost sympathetically. Then her exp@ss$iardened again, as it
rested on Domine. 'You were late for breakfast, yandwere late for lunch.
Is it too much to expect that you should be on tiorea meal?'

‘This isn't a hotel, Aunt Geraldine," Melanie ipesed, with sweet sarcasm.
'If you want everyone to toe the line, you'll hawestart banging a gong five
minutes before the meal is served!

Mrs. Mannering looked contemptuously at her niébeank you, Melanie,
for your advice, but | don't think a little punchiyis unreasonable, do you,
Yvonne?'

Yvonne seemed to be in a bad mood, for all she sad: 'At least
unpunctuality is better than complete absenced'anld voice.



Mrs. Mannering heaved a sigh. 'Yes, | know, andé&mibly sorry, Yvonne.
| wouldn't have asked you to stay if I'd thought-'

Yvonne raised a hand. 'Spare me any more apolbgiessnapped shortly.
‘There's absolutely nothing you can say to placegk She refused the soup
by merely shaking her head at Lily as she madadie Isome on to her plate.
‘To think | could have been dining with the Hamiéb I'm sure Gerald
Hamilton wouldn't expect a guest of his to accegin@ ignored for the
whole day!

Melanie grimaced at Domine, and Domine tried nasrtole. But it was a
warming feeling to realize that this day that htadted so badly had ended
with her feeling so much less of an outsider. Nbwas Yvonne who was
the odd one out, and she didn't like it. Domine dered what James was
doing. Had he gone out? Or was he simply not hagtinger?

‘Just imagine!" exclaimed Yvonne petulantly. 'Heually asked for a tray in
his room! If he has to eat, why can't he eat wgR'u

Melanie shrugged. 'You're too much of a distragtidfvonne,’ she
murmured mockingly, and Domine choked over her sangh had to have
Melanie thump her on the back.

Yvonne left immediately after dinner, driving awegcklessly in the red
low-slung sports car that had brought her to Gretchés. Mrs. Mannering
retired to bed with a headache and as Melanie mg®ssed in a book about
horse-breeding, Domine watched television. It watega novelty really
and she enjoyed it. She refused Lily's offer ofpgrpand went to bed early
feeling a little less alien than the previous night

During the next few days she saw little of Jameshaing. According to
his mother he was continually on the telephoneaiadon and she abhorred
the bills he must be running up. She had by no sixgahover the way he
had acted the day Yvonne Park had spent with themif her constrained
attitude was an attempt to bring pressure to bedreo son she didn't seem
to be making much progress.



Domine's days were full of riding and walking anelging Melanie. The
older girl seemed to have accepted her for whatvee and obviously
didn't consider she represented any problems ss{dames Mannering was
concerned. As they got to know one another, Meléraié confided her
affection for James, and had admitted that he inasly reason she put up
with Geraldine Mannering's barbs, but although Dwmiappreciated
Melanie's trust she couldn't dispel the disturbamgotions that the other
girl's words had aroused in her. Maybe it was bgedar the first time in
nine years she was living a normal, family lifettitlomine felt such an
unreasonably possessive attitude towards her guarshe didn't know, but
she did know that she didn't want him to considarrging anybody right
now.

The weather maintained a calm countenance and thimgs were
becoming quite frosty. Domine always rose early aedt out with Rosie,
the mare, on to the moors. Sometimes Melanie acanieg her, and once
James himself joined them, but mostly she was atntke she forgot the
anger James had displayed that first morning wherhad ridden away on
her own. After all, she was never too far from tioeise, and she felt quite
capable of avoiding any unsavoury characters shgatrencounter.

All the same, she got quite a start one morningnndtee had dismounted
and was allowing Rosie to crop the grass and eehwaa came galloping up
to her. Gathering the mare's reins ready to makeebeape, she relaxed
smilingly when she saw that the horseman was ndiner aghan Vincent
Morley.

'Hello there!" he said cheerfully. 'This is a pkeassurprise.’

Domine smiled, and allowed Rosie to go on croppimagturf.

'I've not seen you on the moors before," she Bz#ling up.

Vincent dismounted. "You mean you do this regufrly

Domine nodded. 'Most mornings.’



'l see.' Vincent's smile warmed her. 'I must makeiat of riding out more
often. Where do you usually go?'

'Oh, just about this far," said Domine, lookingmdu'Just so that | can see
the sea. It's a lovely view from here.’

'Have you been down to the coast? To Whitby orlgraugh?'

Domine shook her head. 'No. Actually, | haven'trbaaywhere yet. Mr.
Mannering is busy writing, and I've been helpingldée about the farm.’

'‘Good heavens!" Vincent Morley frowned. '‘But sungbyir guardian doesn't
know you're doing that!'

Domine shrugged. 'l don't know whether he knowsatr Does it matter?'
'‘Well, I should say so. After all, there's no netgor it.'

'l know, but | enjoy it," said Domine simply. Shghsed. 'It is beautiful here,
isn't it? | never get tired of the emptiness @it

Vincent shook his head. "You're an unusual gié témarked. 'Most girls in
your position and with your opportunities would bankering after the
bright lights. | should have thought James wouldehtound it difficult to
keep you here.’'

Domine bent her head. 'l suppose it's easier for -hkeeping me here, |
mean, and as he happens to be able to work ataheent, | don't think he
notices either me or his surroundings.'

Vincent took out some cigarettes and offered hex and they smoked
companionably for a few minutes. Then Vincent said:

'‘Anyway, you'll be leaving for London soon enoubsuippose. This play of
James's, the one they're performing on televisisrip be screened in a few
days, isn't it?'



Domine frowned. 'ls it? Oh! | didn't know." She @wvback the fringe from
her brow. 'Do you think James will need to go bfackhat?' His name came
naturally to her and she didn't attempt to retitact

Vincent frowned. 'Well, | would think so. It's usdar last-minute directing
and so on.’

Domine's heart fluttered a little. 'l see. | shmdlsorry to go.’

And yet would she? she thought with candour. Yarkshppealed to her
most strongly because she had found a home hetewithout James
Mannering the home would be incomplete even ifremmarks to her were
few and far between. He was there - and that wasportant thing.

Suddenly and almost simultaneously, they heardahiaed of horse's hooves
and Domine shaded her eyes to see who was appngati@m. When she
recognized her guardian, the fluttering in her breancreased
uncomfortably. He was scowling when he reached tlteemd he sat astride
the black hunter regarding them sourly.

'So this is where you've got to," he said, addngs§€domine, harshly.
'Melanie told me you were out alone.’

' am - at least, | was,’” Domine amended hastit. 'Morley just
encountered me a few minutes ago.'

'Indeed?' James looked dourly at Vincent. 'l dikimiw you rode out here in
the mornings.’

'l don't very often,’ replied Vincent calmly. 'liew by sheer chance | came up
on Miss Grainger.'

James considered this and then said: 'Are you readgle back, Domine?'
in a cold tone.

Domine gathered the mare's reins, stepping orttieos her cigarette. 'Yes,
I'm ready," she agreed, climbing into the saddle.



‘Then I'll say goodbye - for now,' said Vincent,lamg rather sardonically. 'l
may see you again some morning, Miss Grainger.'

Domine nodded and smiled, and then Vincent Morlbeg&¥ed his horse and
rode off with a casual salute. After he had goramihe made as if to move
away, but James leant across and caught the miegenting her from
controlling her mount.

'l want to talk to you,' he said bleakly, ‘and nigvas good a time as any.’

Domine shivered. 'I'm cold,’ she said, rather neslo 'Can't we talk back at
the house?'

'‘No. There are too many distractions there. Besitigsmother is careful to
see we're never left completely alone together.’

Domine flushed. 'l can't imagine why,' she exclaime

'‘Can't you?' He gave a harsh smile. 'Then obvioysly haven't been
looking at yourself lately. With good food insidew and plenty of fresh air
and exercise, you're developing into an attradiviée

'Why, thank you," she murmured, attempting a casoaé and failing
dismally.

James glanced round, then he said: 'Follow me,'aflodied his horse to
canter away across the moor. Domine followed hidangng round
occasionally to keep her bearings, for this wasnall territory to her.
Presently she saw James's objective. Ahead of ttsna shepherd's hut,
the kind of shed-like dwelling that could be usedalace for making a hot
drink by a farmer searching for lambs or lost sheep

Reaching the hut, James dismounted and tetherelohse outside, then
waited for Domine to join him. However, she dismmehswiftly, avoiding

his assistance, and when he pushed open the dopreteded him into the
hut. It was a stark lodging with only a bench artdlde, and a spirit stove in
one corner. But at least it was warmer out of thet{y morning air, and the



light that filtered through the dusty window wagealdy tinged with
sunlight.

Domine moved round the table, putting some litpace between herself
and her guardian, then said, 'Now what do you wargay? That we're
leaving for London in a day or so?"

James frowned. 'Now where did you hear that?'

'Mr. Morley was just telling me," she replied, siging. 'He told me that
your play is going to be transmitted in a few daiyse.’

‘That's right, it is," said James, kicking at thmefflending leg of the table
with his boot. 'As my mother has constantly beem@aining, I've been on
the phone to London most days, but even so, i'doetome necessary for
me to go down. Besides, it's better to be on tloe'sp

'l can understand that," nodded Domine.
‘The point is - | don't want you to come with nies'continued quietly.
Domine's head jerked up. 'What?'

He sighed. 'You heard what | said, Domine. | want to stay here - at Grey
Witches.'

'‘But why?' Domine felt indignant. "You were the omdo insisted |
remained here with you, even though my great-umede no provision for
me. Now you say you're going back to London, aasgiteg me behind! Was
that your intention all along? To bring me here abhdndon me?'

James chewed his lip. 'I'm not abandoning you, Dethihe exclaimed
impatiently. "You know you couldn't possibly staittwme at the apartment
in town!

'Why not?"



'Don't be deliberately obtuse! | don't need tolspelut for you, do I? God,
in no time at all people would be saying we wevang together.'

'‘Well, we would be," she said moodily.
‘All right, then," he snapped, 'sleeping together!’

Domine's cheeks suffused with colour. '‘As you adeisime such a child,
there'd be no question of that!" she retorted pdinf

James glared at her. 'l am not treating you asld, domine. Hell, it's not
many minutes ago that | agreed you were an atteagtrl—'

'How kind!" Domine's eyes flashed. 'Hg@atronizing!

'Oh, what's got into you, Domine?' he exclaimekinga hand through his
thick hair. 'What do you want me to say? | donowrthe current teenage
jargon!’

'‘And nor do I'" she returned fiercely. 'My regukscort was a man in his
seventies, remember?' She twisted her fingershiegeiit least he treated
me as his equal’

'Very appropriate!" remarked James cruelly. 'He wvitashis second
childhood"

Domine's face mirrored the hurt he had so carglésgiicted. 'Why do you
say that?' she cried. 'Because he was decent etmeghe for an orphaned
girl, giving her someone to care about and to aehuit her!

James shook his head rather contritely. 'No, | ‘tidrean that," he said
patiently. 'You're deliberately misunderstanding mo@ok, I'm sorry about
this, but there's nothing | can do!

Domine sniffed. 'Isn't there?' she asked miserably.

James came round the table to her side, placiftghnids on her shoulders as
he had done once before. 'Look, Domine, | don'tw@hurt you,' he began.



'Heavens, I've known what it's like to feel lostddonely. But that's not for
you!" He shook her gently. 'l shan't be gone faereVll be back almost
before you've noticed I've gone.’

Domine looked up at him. 'And will you bring me igenteddy bear to take
to bed with me?' she asked mockingly, hiding hargen baiting him.

His fingers tightened on her shoulders. "You desargood hiding for that!"
he snapped angrily.

'‘And who'll administer it, you?' she taunted himahle to prevent herself.

'If necessary, yes," he muttered violently. 'Andh'tiget any ideas about
disappearing in my absence, because if you dintllyou, make no mistake
about that!"

Domine wrenched herself out of his grip and turagdy, fingering her
braid of hair. 'Oh, go away now, for all | cardiesexclaimed, unwillingly
aware that she was near to tears. She stared thtbegrimy window of the
hut out on to the wild expanses of the moor" amdigint its desolation was
symbolic of the desperation she was feeling. Sk drawn to love the
bleakness of it all, but in spite of that she coutd bear the idea of James
returning to London and leaving her here. After @hristmas was only
about five weeks away and he might not return uh&éh. She hunched her
shoulders. Maybe even then it was a doubtful pdggitrhese were hardly
the kind of surroundings he would choose in whitleglebrate the festive
season. He was rich, comparatively young, attractwy women; his
sophisticated tastes had been denied long enoughntight not get the
chance to spend any time with him again. Once @has was over, her six
months would soon be up. The knowledge made hddesx Without
looking at him, she said: "You can't stop me comangondon on my own!'

James uttered an expletive. 'You're to stay heogibBe,’ he commanded
furiously. 'Hell, I won't be dictated to like this!

Domine swung round. 'And nor will 1," she retortagrily. "You took me
away from everything I'd ever known - you openedd@aa’'s box and set me



free - well, see if you can control me now! andhout another word she
wrenched open the door of the hut and stormedntaitihe icy morning air.

Running to the mare, she grasped the reins andgshenself into the saddle
as he appeared in the doorway of the hut. Givingdiscornful glance, she
dug her heels into the animal's side and set h&@eag away across the
moor. But cantering wasn't absorbing enough, hednoould still torture
itself with thoughts, and she leant low, urging loese on, pressing it into a
gallop. She was uncaring of anything just at thatmant, but a desire to
escape from the despair that enveloped her.

The wind tore at her sweater, lifted her fringe &wbened tendrils of hair
from the braid, ran its freezing fingers down hpms. But there was
exhilaration in fighting its force, a numbing semmdechievement in racing
into its blast. The mare's breath mingled withdwsn as steam in the frosty
air, and Domine gave her her head.

Unfortunately she had not considered which direcsbe was taking and
the roughness of the earth underfoot warned herthiewas new ground
she was covering, ground that could be dangerouslgled with
rabbit-holes or air-vents to the underground wagkiof years gone by.
Rosie stumbled once, and Domine managed to rightdnawing on the
mare's bit, trying to prevent her headlong passatge what could be
disaster. But Rosie was enjoying herself too maaold,she refused to accept
the attempt at restriction. Instead she surgeditim®omine clinging to her
back until she finally responded to control and eaantering to a standstill.
Domine was sweating from the exertion, and trengbiiom the realization
that she had unwittingly endangered the mare'sSifiing from her back,
she patted her steaming flesh, taking deep breattigrying to dispel the
awful feeling of panic that the mare's bolt haduaexd in her.

And even as she stood there, she heard the hodvEsnes Mannering's
hunter thundering down upon her, and presentlyehehred her, swinging
from the saddle to grasp her and shake her fugiousl

"You crazy little idiot!" he swore violently. 'Haw®u no sense at all? Don't
you know Rosie could have stumbled and you coulk Hzeen thrown?



What's got into you, Domine? Are you deliberatelying to prove that
you're not safe to be left alone? Is that it?

Domine felt unutterably weary. Putting up a hande swept back her
tangled hair from her eyes, and stared at him witliefiance. There was
nothing more to be said. No matter how she tribd,v8as no match for his
strength. Yet even as she stared at him she rdaleg his eyes were no
longer cold and enigmatic, but burning with a pasate anger that gave a
flame-like brilliance to the blueness.

'‘Well?' he muttered harshly. 'Haven't you anythimgay for yourself? Or
are you still shaken, too?'

Domine shook her head without speaking, and heedldss eyes for a
moment as though to shut out the sight of her. Thieeheaved a sigh, and
said: 'You could have killed yourself!" in a curgbytuneven voice.

Domine swallowed hard. 'l - | know, | know,' shedsaemulously. 'I'm
sorry if | disturbed you—'

'Disturbed me!" he echoed, a trifle thickly. 'Wiaat inadequate word!" His
fingers slid across her shoulders to her throgipmg its slenderness but not
savagely. He shook his head exasperatedly. 'Whalt gmmg to do with
you?'

Domine shivered even though she was not cold areheawareness of him
gripped her. No matter what he thought, she wastm®tchild he had
imagined he was going to be responsible for. Steeangoung woman, with
a woman's needs, and foolishly she was allowingétfieto drift into a

situation where he was becoming important to herghmmore important
than any guardian could ever be. She wasn't qure lsow she knew this,
certainly she was not experienced in that directirt some things were
instinctive, and this was one of them.

In consequence, she thrust such ridiculous longaside, and said quite
coolly: 'I'm cold. | want to go back to the house.’



He set her free instantly, and turned to his harsmjnting without another
word, and wheeling the animal towards Grey WitcHEsllow me!" he
commanded, and cantered away.

Domine found it difficult to mount at all consideg she was shaking quite
badly now, and not only with the cold. But at Isis&€ managed to climb on to
Rosie's back and allowed her to follow the huntamé. By the time they

reached the stables, she was numb with cold, lowiby) on her hands she
unsaddled the mare and began to rub her down he®$ed had thought
James had gone into the house, leaving the humtend¢ of the men, but
presently he emerged from the stables, and whesatveDomine busily

engaged in her task, he said, rather bleakly:

'Leave it! Go indoors. You're blue with cold." Domaihesitated, and then
decided not to argue. Instead, she nodded andthrenigh the entrance into
the hall. She wished she had more courage to stigntb him. This
morning's effort had exhausted her both physicatigg mentally, and she
went up to her room with a heavy heart.



CHAPTER SIX

FOR the rest of the day James was closeted in hisystamad although
Domine attended meals, he did not. Neither Mrs. hdaimg nor Melanie
saw anything strange in that. He very often wa®iat®r meals. But after
supper, when the three women were sitting in thendge together, Mrs.
Mannering said:

‘James leaves for London tomorrow. Did you know|dvie?"'

Melanie shrugged. 'No, but then nobody botherellonte anything,' she,
replied good-humouredly. She glanced at Domine wa® flicking through
the pages of a magazine. 'What about Domine?"

Mrs. Mannering raised her dark eyebrows. 'Sheli} sere, of course."'

Melanie grimaced. 'There's no "of course" abouAunt Geraldine. You
know James. He's just as likely to decide he'sggtmrtake her with him.'

Mrs. Mannering controlled her annoyance. 'l happdmow that Dominés
staying here,' she said tightly. 'Will you pass aneigarette, Domine, my
dear?'

Domine got up to hand Mrs. Mannering the cigarette from an occasional
table, and then waited to light her cigarette with table lighter. "Thank
you," Mrs. Mannering smiled pleasantly and blew kenimto the air. 'Have
you ever smoked, Domine?'

Domine shrugged, and resumed her seat. '‘Occasipshk admitted. 'It had
to be done in secret, of course. The Sisters atdhgent, naturally, didn't
approve of nicotine.’

‘Naturally," echoed Mrs. Mannering. 'Tell me, why ybu suppose Henry
took you away from the orphanage?’

Melanie looked a trifle impatiently in her auntisedtion. 'Is that relevant,
Aunt Geraldine?' she questioned, rather shortlylafd she had taken to
sticking up for Domine.



'l think it's perfectly relevant,’ replied Mrs. Magring, with obvious
annoyance. 'Well, Domine?"

Domine sighed, and closed the magazine. 'l dooWKrshe said, pensively,
resting her head against the back of the chauppose because | was my
father's child. My father was his nephew.’

'Yes, | am aware of the relationship,” remarked .MKannering
sardonically. 'However, | don't believe that Hehag shown any particular
interest in your family before this - unhappy - tirhad he?'

Domine flushed. 'Not particularly. We - we did g&tristmas cards - that
sort of thing.'

'Yes - but it was strange, was it not, that afemsany years of - well,
separation, he should suddenly decide to make iowdrd.'

'My parents had just been killed," Domine pointed, cather tautly. ‘Until
then | don't suppose he thought we - well, neediad h

Mrs. Mannering shook her head. 'l simply canndtdat his motives.'
'Did he have to have any?' asked Domine quietly.

'Oh, yes!" Mrs. Mannering gave a short laugh. du'd known Henry
Farriday as well as | knew Henry Farriday, you vadoitl ask that question.’

Melanie looked at Domine's rather exhausted yoang,fand said: 'Maybe,
dear aunt, your persistent attempts to torment diove him away." She
smiled mockingly. 'Just as they're driving Jameayamow.'

'‘Be quiet!" Mrs. Mannering's annoyance erupted amger. 'James has a
perfectly legitimate reason for going to London!

'Has he?' Melanie looked sceptical. 'Or is he awzaeif he emerges from
the seclusion of his study here, you'll have Yvoheee so fast her feet won't
touch the ground?



'How dare you speak to me like this?' gasped Mraniéring furiously.
'‘Melanie, apologize!

Melanie lay back in her chair, folding her legka®, okay,' she said, a trifle
resignedly. 'Maybe that was going a bit too fart Bstill maintain, people
don't want to be manoeuvred all their lives.’

'No one manoeuvred Henry Farriday,' exclaimed Mignnering, trying to
gather her composure.

'‘Agreed. So maybe | was right. Maybe he found agitesfrom your
badgering with Domine," asserted Melanie.

Domine sighed. Mrs. Mannering and Melanie were tantl/ antagonistic
towards one another, and James was the usual suifjezontention.
Melanie was right when she averred that Mrs. Mangexas ambitious for
her son in every direction.

'Well, anyway,' said Mrs. Mannering, 'l wish | cdlde certain that Henry
had not some trump card up his sleeve, just waitiige played.'

'What trump card could he have?' Domine was curious

Melanie shrugged. 'Who knows?' She smiled at DomiMg aunt has the
apprehensions of the guilt- stricken '

'‘Melanie!" Mrs. Mannering stubbed out her cigaratigrily. 'l will not listen
to your ridiculous baiting! If you can't keep yonywinions to yourself, then
kindly go to your room!'

Melanie didn't move, but she lifted the magazinendw had discarded and
began to glance at it indifferently. Domine feltcomfortable. It was bad
enough sitting here pretending she didn't careJhates was leaving in the
morning without listening to the two women fencingh each other.

Sighing, she got to her feet, and Mrs. Mannerirokéal up. 'Where are you
going, Domine?'



‘To my room.'
'Why? Are you tired of Melanie's rudeness, too?'

Domine coloured. 'I'm tired," she said, refusingtaer the argument, and
Melanie half-smiled to herself. Then the door opgkreend James came into
the room.

Dressed in cream slacks and a dark sweater, hedodérk and attractive,
and Domine felt her heart contract in a most pacwiliay. He looked across
at her flushed cheeks and said, rather wearily:

'What's going on? | heard raised voices.'

Melanie looked up resignedly. "Your mother has Hagimg down her law
again,' she replied sardonically, ‘and | think yaard has had just about
enough.’

Mrs. Mannering rose to her feet. 'James, havesuffer Melanie's rudeness
indefinitely, or are you going to ask her to ledve?

James heaved a sigh. 'You know very well that withielanie Grey

Witches would fall apart,’ he said honestly. "Yoak& a good mistress,
Mother, but you seem to have forgotten the praktieaessities of living.

Without Melanie's help you would find your life mudifferent.’

'‘James!'

'Well, it's true." He thrust his hands into his lpets. 'Anyway, Domine won't
have to put up with your bickering after tonigHtn Itaking her with me
tomorrow.'

Domine's heart somersaulted sickly, and she hpdttout a hand to support
herself on the back of a chair. He couldn't beosestiHe was actually telling
his mother he was taking her to London!

Mrs. Mannering's mouth tightened. 'That's impossibames, and you know
it. The girl can't possibly live with you at theaapment.’



"Why not?'

Mrs. Mannering pressed a hand to her throat. 'Yask- me - that!" she
exclaimed. 'Oh, James, don't talk so foolishly! Dmenis staying here.
Besides,' she hesitated, 'besides, Melanie needglpe She's proved quite
useful about the farm, hasn't she, Melanie?'

Melanie gave an indifferent shrug, and Domine eealithat the older girl
liked this no more than Mrs. Mannering did, butttelae was keeping her
thoughts to herself. It was Melanie's attitude tteised Domine to say,
quite clearly:

'Don't alarm yourself unnecessarily, Mrs. Mannerihghall not be going
with your son. | - | would prefer to stay here!’

James's eyes burned into hers, and he said tautgt's not the whole truth,
Domine.'

Domine straightened her shoulders. 'Isn't it?'f8haaged a light smile. 'Of
course it is." She saw the relief in Melanie's fand pressed on: 'Besides,
your work is in London, and | should only be in thay.’

Mrs. Mannering nodded enthusiastically. 'Yes, shagjht, James," she said,
crossing the room and taking his arm.

James shook her off and looked piercingly at Domivieu wantto stay
here?' he asked coldly.

Domine shivered. She wanted to saythat she wanted to leave with him
more than anything else in the world, but that wobé ridiculous and
traitorous when she knew how much Melanie thoughira. And besides,
he was only asking her to go because of the sidtere, because he
thought she might run away after he had left andide't want her on his
conscience. He had no real desire for her compahgt possible pleasure
could he get out of her company anyway? He wasschrolder, so much
more experienced, while she was merely a nuisaace,oddity, a
responsibility.



'Yes,' she said now. 'l want to stay.’

He studied her for another disturbing moment, &ea the shrugged. 'So be
it!" he remarked wryly, and with an indifferent g&® he left the room.

As soon as James had left for London Domine reggi¢kte impulse that had
made her refuse to go with him. The whole day sm&gined him driving
down through the November mists, and there wasndnl #ugging feeling
in her heart. But deciding that physical exercises whe best medicine for
the blues, she joined Melanie in the stables anttedbuntil her whole body
ached and all she longed to do was climb into bed.

During the days that followed she used the saméadeto dispel her

melancholy, and eventually the resilience of yaetinrned, and she began
to wonder when he would return. The night his phegs performed on

television, Mrs. Mannering had dinner served eadythat they could all

watch it, and Domine was pleasantly surprised sealier it was quite a

straightforward production with a real story, amat one of those awful

presentations where the viewer was left high aydatithe end, wondering
what he had actually withessed.

When it was over, Mrs. Mannering went into the haltelephone her son
and offer her congratulations at the success te ldd been, and Domine
and Melanie went into the kitchen to prepare supper

Pouring milk into cups, Melanie said wryly: 'Aunefaldine has made sure
her congratulations will be offered in a persona@ywShe arranged for
Yvonne to be admitted to the producer's box dutfiregtransmission.’

Domine quelled the feeling of dismay this arouseside her. 'Isn't that
rather futile?' she asked casually. 'l mean -absious that James isn't
interested in Yvonne.'

Melanie shrugged. 'There is such a thing as hadnit know,' she said dryly.
'‘Aunt Geraldine thinks that if she keeps throwihgnh together James will
get used to the idea of having Yvonne around. A feanths ago she



thought she had succeeded. James spent a loteoiiim our poor little rich
girl. But nothing seems to last with him. He sooe4 of these brainless
beauties. Basically, he's a Yorkshireman at head there's a hard streak in
him that demands something more than mere good laod# social position.
Besides, think what an uninteresting existenceatilet be with someone
like Yvonne whose main interests are having a goud and clothes! Or
should | say clothes and having a good time? ktthiey vie with each other
for first position.' She gave a harsh laugh. 'dusethink James would marry
me some day.' She shrugged. 'I'm beginning toze#iat's a vain hope, too.
| sometimes wonder if he'll ever marry anyone. aitgh he likes women -
at least,’' she gave Domine a wry "glance, 'he na@dsman, now and then,
he's not as sensual as a man in his position dmuld&She sighed and leant
back against the stainless steel draining boasdl fiile, Domine, how do
you see him?"'

Domine shrugged, turning away to take a tin ofdntscout of the cupboard
so that Melanie should not see her expressions 'i¢@lly very kind,' she
said at last. 'l mean - it was kind, wasn't itnigkon the responsibility for
me?"'

Melanie nodded. 'Oh, yes, he's kind. And he's gesiimetimes. He has a
foul temper, and I've seen him thrash a man whetiher fellow criticized
his mother, but he has charm, and with charm omegst away with
murder." She smoothed the cool steel of the siakghtfully. 'Why didn't
you go with him - to London?' Her eyes when shaddrthem on Domine
were searching.

Domine bent her head. 'l - I don't know,' she cesédel. 'Why?'

Melanie grimaced. 'Oh, kid, don't go falling fonhl she exclaimed. 'l know
the signs - I've been there myself!"

Domine looked up. 'I'm not a kid, you know,' shelsaith dignity.

Melanie smiled. 'Aren't you? Well, maybe not, ugames Mannering you
are. Heavens, he's old enough to be your fatheypddnow that?'

‘Not quite," said Domine tightly.



'Oh, yes, quite,' retorted Melanie. 'He's thirtgven, you're seventeen! At
twenty, James was quite capable of fathering you!'

Domine flushed. 'I'm almost eighteen,' she poirdad quietly. Then she
brushed back her fringe with her hand. 'In any cdseis a purely senseless
discussion. I have no intention of "falling for'ndas, and certainly there's no
fear of him falling for me!

Melanie considered this. '‘No, | would agree witli yp to a point. My only
anxiety where you're concerned is that you coutchgéd. I'm not sure how
or why, but | feel it.'

'Oh, don't be silly!" cried Domine. 'Look, the peolater's bubbling!

Melanie unplugged the coffee pot and placed it lom trolley she was
preparing to take into the lounge, then looked atmime thoughtfully.
You're an attractive creature, Domine," she saidtly. "You weren't when
you came, wet and miserable, and lost somehown®uit after three weeks
of good food and country air, you're a differenbgasition, and I'm just
afraid that—' She bit her lip and shook her hdadn't let James hurt you,’'
she said briefly, and without another word she Wdtethe trolley through to
the lounge.

Domine frowned. She could have told Melanie she avhitle late with her
warning. James had already hurt her.

During the second week after James's departuren vid@mine was
beginning to feel low again, Vincent Morley callede morning and asked
whether he might be allowed to take her to Scataginowith him. His
mother lived there, apparently, and he was goingigid her and thought
Domine might enjoy the opportunity of seeing thartoyside and the town
itself.

Mrs. Mannering was quite amiable, and although Danfielt guilty at
leaving Melanie with everything to do alone, thdeslgirl gently urged her
to accept Vincent's invitation.



'He's a nice young man,' she said, smiling in hedlanic way. 'Much more
suitable for you than cleaning out the henhouses."

Domine chuckled, but it was quite exciting gettiregady and wondering
whether she might spend some of her money on s@wectothes and
perhaps a few oddments for Christmas, which wasafgsroaching.

In the event, she enjoyed the day enormously. Vincgas a good

companion, and she discovered quite a lot about Timay left immediately

after lunch, and as it was one of those crisp Ndandays when the air
tasted like wine, Domine relaxed in the Land-Rde&ling quite different

from the shy creature she had been when she dvearsg faom the convent
with James. At least living with Mrs. Mannering aviélanie had taught her
to stand up for herself.

When they arrived in Scarborough, they wanderesidaihe shops for a
while, and Domine was amazed at the amount of oes there were, all
with clothes suitable for teenagers and young worSée chose a red coat
for herself in the new midi length, and while itsmaot as richly-textured as
Yvonne's had been, it suited her olive colouringwiear with it she bought
a dress of royal blue jersey that clung in allrigat places, and finally some
knee-length leather boots, and some gloves anddblag to match. She put
all her purchases in the back of the Land-Roverthed they drove down to
the promenade so that Domine could see the sherdiint they did not
linger. Everywhere was closed for the season agré tvas a melancholy air
about shuttered windows and sheeted amusements.

Finally they drove towards Peasholm Park on thehnside of the town
where Mrs. Morley lived in a rather attractive balayv. She was a widow
and she welcomed them warmly, making Domine feékcat home. Not
much older than Mrs. Mannering, she had none ofdter woman's
hardness, and there was genuine regret in her wdiea, after a delicious
high tea of ham and pineapple, fruit trifle and lgemade cakes, they had to
leave.

"You must come again,’ she averred, smiling asbar 'Vincent will bring
you, won't you, love?'



Vincent nodded enthusiastically. 'Of course. TBiomine's first visit to
Scarborough. She must come when everything stantgngnagain, and the
sun is really warm.’

'Yes, that's right,’ said Mrs. Morley, nodding,t'ldon't wait that long to
bring her, will you?' She chuckled.

In the Land-Rover, going home, Domine said: '‘Oluryoother is nice, isn't
she? | think she's exactly the way a mother shbeld

Vincent smiled. 'She liked you, too. | think shesimlers I'm becoming set
in my ways, and when | produce a girl for her irdman she immediately
jumps to conclusions.’

Domine coloured in the darkness, and he continint: that I've brought

many girls to meet her. She's not the kind to takeome of these so-called
"swingers".' He smiled wryly. 'And | know I'm getyj less attached to the
solitude of my house. Oh, | have a woman who camaad keeps the place

clean, but it's not much fun cooking just for one.’

Domine bit her lip. She had the feeling that wiiéemight protest, Vincent
was allowing his mother's attitude towards himlsegftdown to influence
his relationships with girls. No girl wanted to teken too seriously too
soon. It was a little like rushing things. So Domuhanged the subject, and
stared out into the darkness, wondering with a pamgyre James Mannering
was tonight. There had been no word from him for, ladthough Mrs.
Mannering had spoken to him once or twice on tleptene. Melanie had
confided to her that Mrs. Mannering's plans cowtlre bearing fruit yet or
they would have heard about it, and in a gossipral Melanie had read
that James had been seen in the company of LudieiMéto, the widow of
an Italian ship-owner, whose organization had dmarekrupt, causing him
to decide he had nothing left to live for. 'Natlyathat won't please Aunt
Geraldine,' Melanie had remarked wryly. 'Apart frome obvious lack of
funds, the tragedy caused quite a scandal a cofipf®nths ago.' Domine
had had no opinion to offer, and had, instead, tspatteepless night trying
to decide what best she could do when her six nsonitih the Mannerings
was over.



Vincent left her at the entrance to Grey Witcheskintg her hand
enthusiastically and thus avoiding the awkwardméssfirst kiss. "You will
come out with me again, won't you, Domine?' he dske

Domine nodded. 'If you want me to. Thank you fdirig me to meet your
mother. | did enjoy it. And you've been very undnsling, wasting time in
dress shops and shoe shops, and so on.' She smdledyetically, accepting
the parcels from him.

'It was a pleasure,’ exclaimed Vincent eagerlyllWksay good-bye, then.’
'Yes.' Domine turned to the door. '‘Good-bye, Viricen

Vincent hesitated, looked as though he would hieel lto have kissed her,
and then hastened down the steps to the Land-Rmismg a hand as
Domine pushed open the heavy door and entered #fleahd was
temporarily illuminated in the light emanating franside the house.

During the next week, Domine went out with Vincémtee times. He took

her to the cinema, to a meeting of motor-cyclerstiang enthusiasts, and
once out to dinner to a roadhouse near York. Otfetier occasion, Domine
wore her new dress and coat, together with thessoces including the

long black boots. She was amazed at the differdrecmodern clothes made
to her appearance, and during the afternoon Melaie she had found was
quite an adept at such things, cut and styled heyr shortening it to just

above her shoulders and giving the ends an upward t

When Vincent came to call for her she was gratifigdhe eager light in his
eyes, and the way he helped her gallantly intoLéhred-Rover. 'l suppose
you really ought to be driving in a super sports,'che murmured

regretfully, 'but as | get this vehicle provided foy estate work, | didn't see
much point in wasting money on another car.'

Domine smiled mischievously at him. 'You don't h&wexplain yourself to
me,' she said. 'l don't mind.'



Vincent touched her hand for a moment. 'l think's@adorable,' he said
honestly. 'Tonight - | don't know!" He shook hisate'You look altogether
different. It's those clothes. The bright colouwsg gour colouring.'

‘Thank you, Vincent," she said demurely, and fedease of contentment
assail her. Vincent was always so nise,pleasant, so sweet. She was
amazed that some girl hadn't snapped him up b#imeAfter all, he would
be very easy to love.

And yet would he? argued a voice inside her. Wdsn'just a little too
easy-going? Life with him might be dull - very dulhe wrinkled her nose.
Anyway, it was nothing to do with her. Whatever tiisughts might be in
the matter, their relationship remained that adrfds and nothing more, and
that was how Domine intended it should stay. A&kyin less than four
months she would be leaving here for good, andnsigat never see him
again.

The roadhouse was neon-lighted, and expensivethantheal they enjoyed
surpassed anything Domine had previously expertereaept perhaps for
the dinner Graham had prepared for herself and sdtaanering that night
at the apartment. When it was over, he taughtdendve with him round
the dance- floor, it could not be called dancingl ahe laughed a lot and
relaxed completely.

Afterwards they drove back to Grey Witches acrbssmoonlit moors, and
Domine thought she had never seen them look sotihdaut was a
marvellous evening, cold and frosty, but brilliaad the stars seemed
brighter than usual. Hollingford was mostly in dagks, many of the
villagers who rose early to attend to their chavest to bed early, but there
were plenty of lights at Grey Witches, and as thayed into the drive
Domine saw a familiar car parked at the entrancenédiately her heart

began to thump uncomfortably, and Vincent saidatBhJames's car, isn't
it?"

Domine nodded. 'l think so. | didn't know he wamaagy back.'



Vincent gave a wry smile. 'When does anyone knoythamg about James
Mannering?' he asked dryly. 'Does it bother you& Vbu were out when he
arrived?'

Domine swallowed hard, straightening her shouldétsavens, no!" she
denied quickly. 'Besides, what | do is nothing tovdth him.’

Vincent raised his eyebrows. 'l should have tholghivouldn't agree with
you there,' he remarked. 'You are his respongitditer all, and it's late,
later than | expected, actually.'

Domine sighed. 'I'm not a child, Vincent.'
'‘Agreed. Point taken.' He smiled. 'Do you want mgpsort when you go in?'

Domine shook her head. 'No, that won't be necessangent. In fact, |
think it would be as well if you didn't. If Jamesadhjust driven up from
London he'll be in no mood for visitors.'

‘That's right." Vincent nodded, bringing the LarRibver to a halt near
James's car. 'In any case, | shall have to calkaachim tomorrow. | always
call when he's here to let him know everything'thgbing on.'

Domine nodded, and slid out of her seat, leaningtithe window. '‘Okay,’
she said. 'Don't bother to get out. | can mounsthps without encountering
any pitfalls, | think. See you tomorrow, Vincent?'

'Sure thing!" Vincent was eager. 'Good-bye.’

As he drove away, Domine mounted the steps andeghtiee house through
the heavy front door. Closing it, she realizedtad hall lights were on, and
strewn all over the hall floor were grey suitcag@®wning, she shook her
head. This couldn't all be James's luggage. He haws brought someone
with him. Even as this thought crossed her mine, lsbard a sound, and
looking up she encountered James's eyes as hew&caing her from the

door of the lounge. He was surveying her ratherapingly, and she felt a
ridiculous sense of pleasure that she was lookémdpast. Certainly the new



clothes and the new hairstyle added years to heeaapnce, and she no
longer looked like the schoolgirl he had collecliesin the convent.

'‘What have you been doing until this hour?' he ds&ad she realized that
he was furiously angry. His voice was cold andehgas an ominous glint
in those blue eyes, now like chips of an iceberg.

Domine recovered from the sense of disappointmenhad experienced at
being treated so harshly the moment she returngtetdhouse, and said
lightly: 'Didn't your mother tell you where | was?'

James came fully into the hall. In a dark suit, mégr slightly tousled as
though he had been raking his hands through itiobked disturbingly
attractive, but she almost took a step backwartssagxpression. 'Yes, she
told me," he snapped violently. '‘But it's now almmédnight. And | didn't
ask where you'd been, | asked what you'd been doing

Domine stiffened. 'We've been driving home from K/oshe retorted, a
coolness creeping into her own tones. 'lIt does takee some time, you
know. And | wasn't aware that there was any cutf@vight!'

'Don't be insolent," he" bit out coldly. 'Even myptimer was concerned about
you.'

Domine hunched her shoulders. It didn't matter thit was the first time
she had been so late, or that Vincent himself bgtetted leaving it so late
to return home, she objected to his heavy-handatiadeof handling the
situation. On top of which, her appearance obvipgsalve him no pleasure
from the way he was scowling at her.

'Is that all?' she asked now, uncaring of whoeivemas he had brought with
him. Her curiosity had dissipated with her happses

'No, itis not all, damn you," he muttered fiercélyhat have you been doing
to yourself?'

Domine looked mutinous. 'You said | needed takimdnand, remember?’
she taunted him.



James clenched his fists, and then thrust his hiswolghe pockets of his
trousers. '‘And who cut your hair?' he inquired hits

Domine sighed. 'Melanie. And she didn't actually ituShe trimmed it,
that's all. For heaven's sake, | thought you'diéased that | don't look such
a frump as | did when you went away!'

'You never looked a frump," he asserted moodilye ‘hose clothes new,
too?'

'Yes!"' Domine was past trying to humour him. 'l'atesyou consider them
bad taste, don't you? Well, | don't! | like thermdAso does Vincent!'

James muttered an expletive. 'Did Melanie sharmem tongue while she
was using the scissors?' he snapped angrily. Whustdo you think you're
talking to, young Domine?"

'Don't patronize me!" she was exclaiming indigngmivhen she became
aware that they had an audience. A woman had costand at the door of
the lounge and was regarding them with obviouseéste It was not Yvonne

Park, as Domine had half expected, but an older ampna woman of

perhaps James Mannering's own age, but beautrhdlye up to look years
younger. She was wearing a close-fitting dress afive lurex-threaded

jersey and her hair was the same silvery blondévasine's, but whereas
Yvonne's had been curly, this woman's was straghtclung to her head
like a cap. She was small and slim, with delica@res, and there were
rings on every one oi her slender fingers.

'What's going on, James?' she asked, in a huskg voat bore the faintest
trace of an accent. 'Who is this? Your ward?'

James turned, and seemed to suppress a gesturpatiance, before he
spoke. 'Oh, yes, Lucia," he said, at last, 'thmys ward, Domine Grainger.
Domine, this is Signora Marcinello.'

Domine stepped forward, over the suitcases, andkshands with the
Italian woman rather reluctantly. This was the widbat Melanie had been
talking about, the one whose husband had killedsalfn



'How do you do, Signora,' she said politely. 'Daliyhave a good journey?'

Lucia Marcinello smiled rather languidly. 'lt was avell as could be
expected on your crowded English roads,' she ereldi Then she touched
her forehead lightly with lacquered fingertips.més, did you get my
aspirin?'

James withdrew his gaze from Domine's stubborn gdace, and took his
hands from his pockets. 'God, no!" he exclaimetbrdot all about them.
Where did you say they were?"

'In the glove compartment, darling," murmured Luoigning a hand across
the smooth material of his suit. 'I'm sorry to belsa nuisance ...'

'It's no bother," replied James pleasantly, andingathe two women
together he opened the front door and disappeared the steps. Lucia's
attention returned to Domine, and taking her arm drew her into the
lounge.

'‘Come," she said, ‘we must get acquainted. So y@Wamine! You are
much different from my expectations. James toldyme were little more
than a child.'

Domine controlled her expression. 'Ja - | mean, gagrdian, is rather

old-fashioned,’ she replied, with composure. 'Hagmes anyone under the
age of twenty-one still drinks milk out of a bottlevith a teat!" She smiled

rather sardonically, and Lucia looked surprised.

'Is that how you think he imagines you?' she askéal.| do not believe it!
But you are young, touchingly so."

Domine compressed her lips. 'Are you staying I@ignora?'

Lucia Marcinello sank back in her chair and puteawy hand to her brow.
'Oh, | do not know," she replied. 'But | had to getay from London. The
press, you know?' She sighed heavily. 'They willleave you alone. If they
think you have some lurid story to tell them, ybigris not your own until it
is told." She glanced round as James came backhet@om, and accepted



the tablets he handed her, catching his hand asmeIimprisoning it in two
of hers. 'But James has been so understandingn'hawel, darling? He
offered me this place as a kind of retreat, andmiged at the chance.
Anywhere | might go belonging to Giulio will alresatiave been covered by
the press. But this place is so lonely, so secgmehow. I'm sure no one
will find me here, James.’

‘Let's hope not, he replied, a trifle shortly, atrdightened, withdrawing his
hand from Lucia's as Melanie came into the roommftioe kitchen pushing a
trolley on which was a jug of coffee, some sandes;and a thick cream
sponge. 'Thank you, Melanie,’ James nodded, takiveg trolley and
wheeling it across the room for her. ‘It was gobglau to bother.’

Melanie shrugged. 'lt was nothing," she said iedéhtly. "You don't mind if
| leave you to it now, do you? It's late, and | &éawn early call.’

'Won't you join us for coffee?' protested Luciaaggly. 'l have been such
a nuisance—'

'‘No, thank you," Melanie interrupted her, and g&nine a nod. 'Hello
there,’ she said. 'Did you have a good time?'

Domine nodded, and as Melanie made for the doerhslstened after her,
'‘Domine!" That was James. 'Where are you going?"'

Domine turned apprehensively. 'To bed," she ansinmiefly.
Lucia's eyes were wide. 'Oh, surely not?'

'l - I have an early call, too," Domine excusedsh#y and without waiting to
see James's annoyance, she went out of the rodnMsianie.

In the hall, she caught the older girl's arm, arnispered: 'When did they
arrive?'

Melanie shrugged. 'Just before you did.'

'‘And where's Mrs. Mannering?'



Melanie half-smiled. 'She suddenly developed argegveadache and had to
go to bed,' she replied, shaking her head. 'Sbegaing to like this at all!".

Domine nodded. 'No, | can understand that.'

Melanie shrugged again, and put her arm across D@sshoulders. '‘Come
on,' she said. 'Don't look so downcast.-1 gathemfthe argument that
ensued in the hall while | was making supper tlahek didn't exactly
enthuse about your appearance.’

'Enthuse?’ echoed Domine gloomily. 'He practicallid | looked a mess!"
She sighed. 'Oh, Melanie, why has he brought tloaman here?'

Melanie frowned. 'Well, you heard what she saglipgpose that was why.'

'‘And do you think there's anything - | mean - da yioink she's his - well -
mistress?' She flushed scarlet.

Melanie chuckled as they began to climb the stagsther. 'That's a good
old-fashioned word, if you like," she commentedeshdly. 'And as to the
answer - well, 1 should hardly think it's likelyftar all, Signora Marcinello
has just been widowed and James does have soneedqrspriety.’

Domine wondered why she should feel such an immsessation of relief

at Melanie's words. It was disturbing to considetther own demeanour
depended wholly on the actions of the man who leadtttuted himself her

guardian.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE next morning Domine was up early as usual, andhefsng Melanie
to feed the animals when James came strollingtivdcstable yard. He was
alone, and Domine wondered how the immaculate $&ghtarcinello was
this morning. Certainly, she would find all the peashe needed at Grey
Witches providing she did not get involved with Mkéannering.

James frowned when he saw Domine carrying two bdeaik.water, and
said sharply: 'Just how long has this been goir®j on

Domine stood down her burden and straightened hiws long has what
been going on?' she asked coolly. 'My helping Mel2in

‘Yes.'
She shrugged. 'Almost since | came. You knew ldgelgbout the farm.’

James thrust his hands impatiently into his traugerckets. 'l knew you
helped, yes,' he agreed, 'but not to this exteat thris hour!" He chewed his
lip, looking across at Melanie. 'Well?' he saidwstegly.

Melanie heaved a sigh. 'She doesn't have to do it.'

Domine compressed her lips angrily. Once again &&twying to put her in

her place. 'No, | don't,' she said now, backingigbanie's statement. 'But |
like to - and | want to! Contrary to any notionsuymight have had about my
life previously, we were not left to laze aroundtta convent. There was
plenty for us to do, and we did it. And what's mave enjoyed doing it!" She
hunched her shoulders. "You don't live here, MrnMaing, so don't expect
to come back on visits and throw your weight arosadar as my activities

are concerned!'

As soon as the words were out, Domine longed tbdsetw them. Even
Melanie was looking slightly uncomfortable, and &anvViannering looked
positively furious.



'‘Now wait a minute!" he muttered harshly, 'l do mdéend to listen to that
kind of impudence from you! Obviously, things hdaeen happening in my
absence, and not for the better!" He looked acabddelanie. 'What have
you been telling this girl?'

Melanie shrugged awkwardly. 'Nothing, absolutelyhinay." She sniffed
thoughtfully. 'If you ask me, she's just getting&io the world in general
and you in particular!

'What's that supposed to mean?’

Now Melanie coloured. 'Oh - nothing,' she muttetiedok, excuse me, will
you? I've got work to do!" and she turned and viiat the barn. ¢

After she had gone, Domine bent to lift her buclegtain, but he prevented
her, his hand on her wrist. 'Not yet," he muttdskshkly. 'l want to talk to
you.'

Domine sighed. 'Can't it wait?' she asked rudely.

'‘No, damn you, it can't,’ he replied angrily. 'Getir horse! We're going
riding!

Domine wanted to refuse, but she didn't dare. Ther® something about
his expression that brooked no interference irptass, and with ill grace
she saddled Rosie and rode ahead of him out ofattte

Once on the moors however, some of her apprehedsappeared in the
pure joy of being free of any constraint for a whiShe sighed almost
contentedly, hardly aware of the contemplative ge#zger companion.

Weatherwise, it was not a promising morning.

Ahead of them, to the south, storm clouds weréngllp, giving the moors
a strange and brooding air, while the coastline alzscured by a veil of
mist. The atmosphere was damp and chilling, andiBeshivered. She was
just wearing a chunky sweater over an old teet shikelanie's. Once she
glanced round, and saw that the house and itswsudiiog buildings had



been swallowed up in the mist, and there was santgethlittle unnerving
about being out on the moors with a man to whomhstteshown so little
respect.

At last, when she was beginning to wonder whetleentended to speak to
her at all, he said: 'We'll stop here. There'sedtshl found once, when | was
a boy, and we can talk. At least it will be dry.’

Domine hesitated, but when he dismounted she waitdg a moment
before following suit. They were standing on thimkiof a steep incline and
James took his horse's reins and led him downtéesp slope and under an
overhanging bluff of rock. Frowning, Domine follod/dnis example, and
found to her surprise that beneath the bluff teas a kind of shallow cave;
a rocky opening hidden by undergrowth and clumpsrickly gorse. James
had already tethered his horse to one of the owgrhg bushes, and
Domine fastened Rosie's reins beside the hunefsre taking a good look
around. James was standing just inside the moutireafave, and she could
see that there were no hidden caverns beyond jesticave wall of rock.

James felt in his pocket and brought out a padkagarettes, extracting one
and lighting it thoughtfully while his eyes watchBdmine. Domine moved
nervously. She felt rather like she might have doaxe she been summoned
to Reverend Mother's study at the convent. Thers walout James
Mannering the same kind of censure. As he drewi®oitjarette, making no
immediate move towards telling her why he wanteidlioto her, she said, a
little recklessly:

'‘Couldn’t we get on with this? | mean - it's noaetky cosy here, is it?' She
bit her lip. 'If you're going to humiliate me, whipn't you get it over with?'

His eyes darkened. 'Stop speaking to me as thowggrd an enemy,' he
exclaimed irritatedly. 'l don't know what's gotarntou. When | brought you
here, we could at least talk to one another.’

'‘Could we?' Domine kicked at a stone restlesglyvals you who said men
and women were always antagonists, remember?’



He half-smiled. '"You're taking my words out of cextt Our relationship is
not that of a man and a woman!'

'Oh, no," she flared. 'That's right! | forgot whads talking to for a moment!

I'd put my toys away in your absence. | shall himveake them out again!
She hunched her shoulders and sighed. 'Oh, whpdaonake me say these
things?' she asked unhappily. 'I'm not a shrewnbth But you won't ever

treat me like an equal’

He studied her countenance shrewdly. ‘Very wellimib@, when you stop
behaving like a child, I'll stop treating you likee."

Her eyes flickered, but she said nothing, and hetwe: 'l wanted to talk to
you about Lucia.'

'Oh, yes?' Domine sounded disinterested. Alwaysr affew minutes in his
presence, she felt this overwhelming sense of maaley. She always
seemed to expect something exhilarating to happennothing ever did,
only this awful sense of anti-climax.

'Yes," he said now. 'What do you think of her?'

Domine shrugged. 'l can hardly see that my opimuatters,’ she said
evasively.

James compressed his lips. 'Lucia is going to atayrey Witches. | want
you two to like one another.’

Domine wrinkled her nose. 'We're not charactersnia of your plays, you
know,' she countered tartly. 'We can't be madeki® dne another just
because you want it that way.'

James was controlling his temper with obvious clifiy. 'From that remark,
| gather you didn't like her," he said harshly.

Domine shrugged. 'She's very - decorative,’ she noamed half-
contemptuously.



'‘And you were very rude to her last night," he wamt quietly. "You didn't
even say good night.'

Domine coloured. 'l could see you didn't want nauad,’ she retorted.

James threw his cigarette stub on the ground aadl €tn it firmly. 'Are you
trying to say something, Domine?' he asked omiryousl|

Domine fingered the stonework at the entrance ¢octve. '‘Can | ask you
something?'

He shrugged. 'If you like. | won't promise to answeu.’

Domine lifted her shoulders. 'Well, you tell me,yndhid you bring her here?"
He ran a hand through his hair. 'Like she saidptiees were hounding her.’
'‘And you felt sorry for her?'

'‘Something like that.'

'How touching!" Domine was openly contemptuous nG@lere should be
headlines about you, really there shouldmes Mannering, the successful
playwright, rescues yet another damsel in distré&dy six weeks ago, he
offered a home to the orphaned daughter of his She halted, half
mockingly, half uncertainly. 'What could we say yoelationship was tomy
great-uncle?' Her words were deliberately tauntangy she knew it, but
some devil inside her, some desire for revenge erhad go on.

You little—" He bit off the word, grasping her wriand dragging her
towards him. 'You deserve a thrashing for that!"

Domine was trembling but unrepentant. 'Promisesnmses!' she murmured
provocatively, and then gasped in horror when laggled her across to the
back of the cave where a rim of rock provided msiftspace. Pulling her
down across his knees, he proceeded to adminestera hard slaps to her
rear end, and despite all her struggling, she coatcescape him.



When he finally set her on her feet, she was alrogshg, her eyes filled
with unshed tears. 'You - you beast!" she stamméngdg to restore a little
order to her rumpled garments. 'Oh, how - how cgola?’

He rose beside her, looking down at her solembign't pretend you didn't
ask for it,” he muttered savagely, his eyes dadkdisturbed. 'I'm sorry if |
hurt you, but you've got to realize—'

'What have | got to realize?' she exclaimed tremslio 'That because I'm
temporarily in your care, you can do what you kkiéh me? That you can
beat me if you want to?'

'l didn't beat you!" he snapped furiously, 'and yawow it! I merely
administered a salutary punishment!

‘A salutary punishment!" she echoed. 'And would glouthe same sort of
thing to Lucia Marcinello if she dared to answeuyiack? Or Yvonne Park?
Or Melanie, perhaps?’

'Don't be ridiculous!" he said fiercely, rakingankl through his hair.

'What's so ridiculous?' She moved closer to hirokilng up at him with
derision in her eyes. 'Of course, | was forgettihgy're all victims to the
fatal Mannering charm! What ways would a woman likeia Marcinello
use to persuade you to understand her point of¥iengalize my methods
are rather inexperienced and unsophisticated, afodlishly say what |
think without guarding my tongue, but there mustwiasys...'

'l warn you, Domine," he began.

'Warn me?' She bit back the tears burning at tlo& bé her eyes. 'What
possible punishment can you offer now? You've dareything it's in your
power to do. You could confiscate my new clothés;omrse, or forbid me
to leave the house, but—'

'Stop it!' He almost shouted the words. 'l broughut here for one reason, to
discuss Lucia's arrival and its possible effectsyoar position. But what
happens? You deliberately turn the slight chanceoaimunication into a



kind of unholy crusade against supposed injusticgst enough of that kind
of thing from my mother, or hadn't you noticed?’

Domine sniffed unhappily. 'Well, you certainly puate straight,’ she
murmured chokingly. 'l didn't think even you—' Hagice broke, and she
turned away, breathing swiftly, trying to quell lears.

'‘Oh, Domine, for God's sake!" he groaned, half-iepdly. 'All right, all

right, I'm sorry! | lost my temper, and that wagargivable. I'm sorry."' He
heaved a sigh. 'But you goaded me beyond endurdineelast couple of
weeks have been hell! I've been averaging thréaunhours' sleep in every
twenty- four, and coming back here to confront girrg virago is not my
idea of relaxation!" He shook his head. 'I'm nginy to excuse my actions,
I'm just trying to explain—' He broke off, swingimgr round to face him.

'Are you listening to me?'

Domine rubbed the back of her hand wearily acresskes. 'Every word,’
she answered in a small voice. 'All right, you'welained your reasons, so
can we go home?'

'‘Domine!" His voice was taut. 'What would you hanee say? I've
apologized! What more can | do?’

Domine lifted her shoulders. 'Nothing, of coursieg replied, dully, assailed
by an awful sense of desolation.

'‘Domine,’ he said again, pleadingly. 'Look at na#ld when she did so:
'Have you forgiven me?'

Domine bit her lip hard. 'I'm not going to ease ryoanscience by saying
yes,' she replied, with a return of her indignation

His fingers suddenly gripped her forearms tighdliyd he stared at her with
tormented eyes. "You certainly want your poundlesH, don't you?' he
muttered thickly. 'All right, Domine, you shall ha#—' and he pulled her
trembling body close against the hard length ofdws. Cupping her chin
with one hand, he forced her to look up at him, stmelquivered beneath the



gaze of those brilliant blue eyes. Then his moathe& down on hers, forcing
her lips apart, searching and demanding, destraliriye frail imaginings
she had cherished of what a kiss might be. His $)atid round her back,
caressing her waist, pressing her closer agaimssaithat she could feel the
heat of his body warming hers to life. While hisuttocaressed every inch
of her face and throat he unfastened her braidathng his fingers through
it so that it fell in a silky curtain about her siders. When his mouth
returned to hers, her lips parted involuntarilyj as he buried his face in her
hair, she slid her arms around his neck, drawingdioser.

She didn't know how long she was in his arms, stlg knew that it was
long enough to realize that this was where sheeauaaiat be. He had awoken
something inside her which had previously lain damm unaware of its
potential, but now she knew the need of a womaa foan, and the hunger
that only complete surrender could assuage.

But even as she became aware of these desirefglshemething wet hit
her arm, and then something else, and presentdadyssplattering of water
covered them. The discovery that it was raining nand quite heavily, the
water penetrating the overhanging shrubs, wascserffi to bring James to
his senses, and he thrust Domine away from himstiwiolently.

'My God!" he muttered, shaking his head. 'Thankvéedor the storm! |
must be going out of my mind"

Domine stared at him shakily, aware of a look ettthong on his dark face.
Turning, she stared out at the prematurely darkskggdand the steady wall
of rain that fell outside their small shelter. Tihést had been lifted, but the
visibility was still obscured by the rain, and gji@nced down at the scarcity
of protection a sweater and pants would offer. Asugh endeavouring to
behave naturally, James said, in a taut voice:

‘There's no point in both of us getting wet. Itler back with the horses, and
bring the Rover out to collect you.'

Domine chewed at her lips. 'l don't want to staehishe replied, shivering.
'I'd rather take my chance in the storm.’



'‘But it's pouring,' he exclaimed impatiently. '"Yabwatch your death of cold.
It won't take me many minutes, and you'll be qeéte here.’

'l want to come with you,' she begged pleadingDh,'James, don't start
looking angry again! What was so terrible abousikig me? Didn't you
want to kiss me?"

His eyes darkened momentarily. "You must know whaanted to do," he
muttered, rather thickly. 'But | despise the impuls

'Why? Why?'She swept back her hair from her face.

'‘Because you're a great many years younger thandrd I'm your accepted
guardian into the bargain!" he replied heavilgaih't apologize again. But if
it's any consolation, | don't have much self- resjie

'‘But you'll admit I'm not a child," she exclaimedjently.

He brushed past her, dragging the reins of theehdram the bushes. 'No,’
he muttered savagely, 'you're not a child"" He ¢ganback at her half
angrily. 'And if it pleases you, you have the pouwerinfuriate me into
actions | would otherwise believe myself incapaifleHe looked up at the
lowering sky. 'But it won't happen again. | promyse! that.'

Domine's heart sank and out of the bitterness irsbel she taunted him:
'How can you be sure?'

He mounted the hunter expertly, and looked dowmeat 'Because | intend
to place a considerable distance between us, giedeharshly. 'And the
sooner the better!'

Domine bent her head. "You think you can plan yderso emotionlessly,’
she said unsteadily. She looked up. 'Don’t emotousit for anything with
you?'

He shrugged. 'Not a lot. What kind of emotions weye thinking of?'

'How about - love?' she murmured quietly.



'‘Love?' There was a cruel glint to his eyes. "Whkdbve? | doubt if you
know, and | admit | don't. That's a luxury thatisays been denied me.'

"Your mother loves you!" exclaimed Domine.

'Does she? Or does she love the power that | ungligtplaced into her

hands?' He gave a scornful laugh. 'And if you imaghe sexual urgency
which we just shared has anything to do with theget emotion, then Kkill

the thought. | admit -1 wanted you, Domine. Forsmg, | can't deny it. But
with you - or anyone else - the result would hagerbjust as satisfying!" and
with that, he wheeled his horse and rode away.

Domine stared after him, mounting the bluff and chatg him press the
hunter into a gallop. She felt the hot tears rgllimheeded down her cheeks,
mingling with the rain, the only difference beirgetsalty tang on her lips.
Oh, how could he, how could he? she thought agoglizi Were all men
like him? Had they all this appetite that any worsanld satisfy?

Feeling sick with unhappiness, she slid back ddvenstope and untethered
Rosie. At least he had not taken her horse, ahid tention was to return
for her, then he was wasting his time. She haditemtion of remaining here
to wait for him and then have to endure the torafreding home with him
in the Land-Rover. She didn't much care just théether she got back to
Grey Witches or not. Just so long as she didn'e kaspend any time alone
in his presence until she had succeeded in gathésn pitiful store of
defences about her.

As luck would have it, Melanie saw her enter trebkt yard, and Domine
supposed she would inform her cousin that his \Wwadarrived back safely.
Avoiding any conversation with the older girl, Daraijust called:

'‘Can | leave Rosie to one of the men? I'm soakeatig¢oskin!" and when
Melanie nodded and began to walk towards her, Demlisappeared hastily
into the house. She ran across the hall, and wasting the stairs when she
encountered Mrs. Mannering on her way down.



'‘Domine!" she exclaimed, halting her with a fastidi hand. "Whatever have
you been doing to yourself? You're soaked! And yair - what's happened
to your braid?’

Domine bent her head, avoiding Mrs. Mannering'seye | caught it on the
- the—' she sought about wildly for an answer, andlly came up with:
'—on the branch of a tree. | - | was hurrying homehe storm, and |
suppose | was clumsy.'

It wasn't much of an explanation and Mrs. Mannerirmgvned rather
suspiciously. "You haven't been meeting Vincent @utthe moors, have
you?' she queried.

Domine heaved a sigh. 'No - no, of course not.'

'‘But you were late home last evening, weren't you?"'

'Yes. I'm sorry. I'll make sure I'm not so late iada

Mrs. Mannering nodded. '‘Good. Did you - meet ow geest?’

'Signora Marcinello? Yes, | did.’

'What did you think of her?' Mrs. Mannering's frowleepened. 'James
seems to imagine he can bring all his lame ducks.'he

Domine could hardly imagine that ‘lame duck' waisasonable description
of someone as beautiful as Lucia Marcinello, betgiesumed it was a kind
of inverted dig at herself. However, she said natlkeetatively: 'Signora

Marcinello seems to need peace and quiet. At |#zdts what she said.’

'Did she now? Well, she's brought sufficient baggtg equip her for an

indefinite stay. So long as she realizes this tsanchotel, and I'm not going
to spend my time running about after | have enough to do as itis. | think
it was most unreasonable of James to foist his—'



Domine interrupted her. 'Look," she said pleasaritdgn we leave this
conversation until later? I'm frozen and I'm drippiwater all over the
stairs...'

Mrs. Mannering shrugged her shoulders with ill gra®©h, very well," she
snapped, 'go about your business! Don't let megnigdu! It's obvious that
no one gives a damn for my feelings. And even Melagem less than
interested in James's new girl-friend!

'Signora Marcinello has just been widowed,' Donpoeted out, shivering
a little.

'Do you think that matters to a woman like her!'sMMannering was
contemptuous. '‘Not at all! I've no doubt they inm&githey can indulge
themselves in an illicit affair here, miles awagrfr annoying publicists and
the like! Well, they're mistaken! | won't havedt you hear? | won't have it.
Not in my house!'

Domine could have pointed out that this was mathouse, it was James's,
but she hadn't the energy to argue with her. Idstee merely nodded
sympathetically, and excusing herself ran theségite way to her room.

Once there, she stripped off all her garmentssiier was indeed soaked to
the skin and even her bra and panties were clingigidy to her. She ran
herself a steaming bath and was about to get inidvén Lucycalled that
breakfast was ready. Ignoring the summons, Domildeé some perfumed
salts to the water and climbed into its warmingtdepvith relief. The heat
of the-water was balm to her chilled flesh, andsltedown so that it could
cover her shoulders completely.

She lay there supine for almost half an hour, ey think of anything

but the numbing temperature of the water. The ldzgeam surrounded
her, and she could have closed her eyes and bdnahainwelcome

thoughts in oblivion. But instead, after warmingdwedf all through, she sat
up and began to soap her body. As her misty bregraf to re-assert itself,
she was forced to admit thoughts of James Manneaimdjthe anxieties that
this morning's events aroused in her. She coulddmhiss what had
happened as he appeared to have done. For her ddsed one chapter in



her life, and opened another, and no matter howynreen she might know

in the future no one else would awaken her as Janoesh had done. There
had been a kind of suppressed violence in his lakémg that had struck an
answering chord inside her, and his expertise ket her to the brink of

ecstasy. A warm heat ran over her body as shdeddak caressing touch,
and then it was followed by the chilling realizatithat she was not the first
woman who had felt like this after being with hi@r. the last! Her tortured

brain mocked her.

With jerky movements she climbed out of the batrgpping herself in the

bath towel and drying her body thoroughly. As stikesth, waves of heat and
cold ran over her persistently, and she realizatlitiwasn't just thoughts of
James that were causing these physical sensagStestelt chilled to the

bone, and even though she wrapped herself up wannalyhick skirt and a

couple of sweaters she still felt cold.

When she could no longer delay the inevitable dgszended the stairs and
came upon Melanie in the hall. She, too, was wat, & mackintosh
prevented her from getting soaked through.

'Is it still raining?' asked Domine, sniffing, ataking out a handkerchief to
wipe her nose.

Melanie frowned. 'Yes, it's still raining," she egd. 'What's up, Domine?
You look terrible! What did James say to you o@tréhon the moors?

Domine shook her head. The last thing she wantedar@sy confidential

talk with Melanie. 'Nothing,' she denied, flushir@oh, I'm frozen. | hope

there's a good fire in the lounge." Although thedeowas centrally heated,
Henry Farriday had always kept a fire in the maionn.

Melanie shrugged her shoulders. 'Okay, keep it darself,’ she said
resignedly. 'I'm going for a wash. There's nothimgch to do outside in this
weather. You missed breakfast. Weren't you hungry?"

' was in the bath,” explained Domine, shiveringh8\& - where is
everybody?'



'‘Aunt Geraldine is in the kitchen, and Signora Ntetlo asked for a
breakfast tray in her room. James took it up.’

'l - 1 see.' Domine managed a slight smile at tderagirl before leaving her
to enter the lounge. She was glad the room wasergutshe dragged her
chair up to the fire, and warmed her hands atldmeds. Obviously she had
caught a chill, but compared to her emotional statas a very paltry thing.

Presently Mrs. Mannering came in and joined heh, 'there you are,
Domine," she exclaimed. 'Did you not want any biastR’

Domine shook her head. 'l was in the bath,’ shéaagu again.

‘Never mind."' Mrs. Mannering settled herself ondbech. 'Lucy is bringing
me some coffee in a few minutes. You can share that

‘Thank you," Domine smiled, and resumed her conlisiop of the flames.
'Have you heard? Signora Marcinello wanted a tnayar room,' remarked
Mrs. Mannering, picking up the morning paper anansing its headlines
casually. 'l refused to have anything to do witloftcourse. James has taken
it up to her.'

Domine bit her lip. 'Yes, so Melanie told me.’

Mrs. Mannering nodded. 'Disgraceful, isn't it? |ane- what will the
servants think?' She shrugged her narrow shoultéws. look as though
you've caught a chill. Whatever possessed you tadgaoy on the moors in
this awful weather?'

'It wasn't raining when we left,’ pointed out Domiguietly.

'We?' Mrs. Mannering pounced on the word. 'Whanig"?'

Domine could have bitten off her tongue. 'Er - NWannering," she
murmured uncomfortably.

‘James?' Mrs. Mannering frowned. 'He was with you?'



'Yes.'

'l see." Mrs. Mannering folded the newspaper thtfutiir. 'Did you have a
row?'

Domine moved awkwardly. 'Why do you ask that?"*

'‘Because he was like a bear with a sore head akflast,' replied Mrs.
Mannering shortly, 'and it wasn't anything to dohwne. What did you row
about?'

'Did | say we did?'

'‘No, but it's obvious.' Mrs. Mannering grimaceduppose it was to do with
that Marcinello woman.'

'No!' Domine was adamant.
"Then what?'

'Oh, it was nothing," exclaimed Domine uncomforyabl - I'd rather not
discuss it, if you don't mind.'

Mrs. Mannering sighed exaggeratedly. 'Oh, | dontvk why | bother even
being polite!" she cried impatiently. 'Everyonerasdo lead a life all their
own. Have you noticed that? We're supposed to faendy, but are we? |
mean - James has no time for me, and Melanie authsiafuriates me!
You'd think, when I've been good enough to offardaéome, she'd feel a
sense of gratitude towards me, but no!" She sheolhéad. 'No one cares
about me at all.’

‘That's not true,' remarked a voice behind therd, 2omine felt her limbs
turn to water as James came into the room. 'Whyod@ersistently behave
like some tragedian heroine, Mother?' he exclairsaionically. "You

know perfectly well that everyone jumps to do ybigding.’

'l haven't noticed,’ remarked Mrs. Mannering slyortHave you given
Signora Marcinello her breakfast? It's taken yaglenough.'



James ignored his mother's sarcasm, and said: ahyou huddling over
the fire, Domine? Have you caught a chill?'

Domine refused to meet his gaze. 'I've just hadth,bshe replied quietly.
‘Naturally, | felt the cold after | came out.’

He came over to the fire, and stood with his baci, tooking down at her
thoughtfully. Domine was conscious of the leanrsite of his legs only
inches from her fingers, and twisted her hands ttegeto prevent a
compulsive urge to touch him.

"You should have remained sheltering until | retathhe said harshly. 'Do
you know | wasted the time going back for you?’

Domine's head jerked up. "You didn't really exp®et to wait there like
some trapped rabbitghe flared. 'l wanted to get back.'

Mrs. Mannering's eyes widened speculatively. 'Vghall' this about?' she
gueried with interest. 'Domine?’

Domine bent her head again, and James said, ptBasis nothing of any
importance, Mother." He took out his cigarettes affdring them to his
mother he went on: 'By the way, | shall be leaaggin in the morning.'

Domine forced herself not to look up, but Mrs. Manng sounded
infuriated. 'What do you mean? You're going anditegathat woman here?"

'Signora Marcinello will stay for some weeks, ybg,'agreed, nodding.

'‘But | don't want her here!" protested Mrs. Manmgimpatiently. "You can't
expect us to entertain your women now, James!'

James's face darkened. 'Don't be coarse, Motleesridpped coldly. 'This is
my house, and it's my money that's maintainindf it.choose to bring a

guest here, | expect my mother to show her a hibleest decency! Contrary
to your speculations, Lucia means absolutely ngtinme! Her husband
was an acquaintance, that's all.'



Mrs. Mannering considered this. 'And how long ava going to be away?'
She frowned. 'Are you going to London?"

'No, actually I'm not. I'm going to Rome," he replibriefly.
'Rome?' echoed Mrs. Mannering. 'What for?'

James sighed impatiently. 'If you insist on knowittign I'll tell you that I'm
going to sort out Lucia's affairs for her. Giuledtleverything in quite a state.
Someone has to do it, and she has no one elseagtt ho one she can trust.’

Domine listened with a sinking heart. He was calyaidoing as he had said,
and putting plenty of miles between them. Was wtag he was leaving so
abruptly?

'l see,’' said Mrs. Mannering now. 'Oh, well, | sop@if you insist she stays,
she stays. But | do think it's very inconsiderateyau. Heavens, it'll be
Christmas in four weeks. Have you thought of that?'

'Of course | have," he replied bleakly. 'Is it soanceivable that we should
have a guest for the festive season?’

'You'll be back then?'

'Of course.' He glanced at Domine. 'After all, dwdn't be fair to Domine to
subject her to a Christmas alone with three worakiof whom regard each
other as antagonists.’

Domine did not respond as he had expected she .niigieéad, she shrank
further into her corner. He didn't care what kim€aristmas she spent. If he
came back to Grey Witches it would not be for tades but he could hardly
appraise his mother of such a damning situation.

'Oh, well," Mrs. Mannering sighed, 'l suppose noghlii can say will change
things. Domine, fetch my glasses, would you, dgd&y're on the table in
the hall.’



'Of course.' Domine got to her feet, and hastemedfadhe room, glad of the
chance to escape from James Mannering's cold byety her surprise he
followed her, and when she would have returnetiéddunge, he prevented
her, his fingers on her wrist.

'A moment,"” he murmured softly, so that his motebould not hear.
'Domine, | want you to put what happened this nmggmight out of your
mind, do you understand me? | wish to God it hacen&appened, but it
did, and | need your assurance that you'll fordetlaout it!"" His eyes
surveyed her thoroughly, and she felt a chokingagon in her throat.

'It's forgotten,’ she whispered coldly. 'Now let g’

'‘Domine," he muttered fiercely, 'don't make thig barder for me thaniitis. |
want you to know | don't make a habit of that kafdhing!

'Don't you?' she exclaimed softly, her eyes unadiurbright. 'You're
amazingly expert for an amateur—

'‘Domine!" He gritted his teeth, and then she wag fand Melanie was
running down the stairs to join them.

'‘Well, well,' she remarked mockingly. 'What's goorg? Domine, you look
positively feverish! You must have caught a chill.’

'l - I think I did," murmured Domine uncomfortabliylelanie, will you give
your aunt these glasses. She asked me to get thethink I'll go and take
some aspirin.’

Melanie nodded sympathetically. 'Yes, love, youthit," she smiled. 'Are
you coming in, James?’

James looked at Domine's retreating back as shepréine stairs, and then
turned to his cousin. 'Oh, yes, | guess so," hearad bleakly, and followed
her into the lounge.

In her bedroom, Domine flung herself face downlmnlied. She had never
felt so utterly miserable in all her life. Her fotuseemed to stretch away



ahead of her, bare and uninteresting, and the ladgel that James was
leaving again in the morning was tearing her apart.



CHAPTER EIGHT

By the evening of that day Domine's cold had develapt® quite a fever,
but she dosed herself well and crept into bed witkelling anyone. She had
succeeded in avoiding everybody for the whole d&yng her cold as an
excuse and remaining in her room. It was a cowaadtion, she realized,
but she had no strength to fight her traitoroustens right now.

In the morning she felt too weak to crawl out ofl pand there was an awful
tightness in her chest. Lily came to see how sheama expressed concern
at her pale cheeks and breathlessness.

"You need a doctor, miss," she exclaimed anxiot$lyell Mrs. Mannering.
She'll send for Doctor Rivers.'

'‘No.' Domine coughed a little. 'I'm all right. I§tay in bed today, I'll be fine
tomorrow.'

Lily shook her head. 'You could be much worse taowr she said,
frowning. ‘Let me tell Mrs. Mannering. | can't leayou like this.'

Domine shook her head weakly. 'No, please!" shaydxbg'Let - let Mr.
Mannering get away. | - | don't want him to stayehleecause of me ..."' She
heaved a sigh. Tell them I still have my cold, #ndstaying in my room.
No one need suspect. ..’

Lily tucked the covers about her and put her candchto Domine's hot
forehead. 'You must be running a temperature siglthshe protested.

Domine closed her eyes for a moment. 'Look, Ligtjlet "Mr. Mannering
get away. Then - then you can tell Mrs. Manneriadj right?'

Lily looked doubtful. 'Don't you think Mr. Jamesght to know, too? After
all, you are his ward.'

'What ought | to know, Lily?' queried a lazy voitem the doorway, and
both women started guiltily, Domine's fingers clieing the silk coverlet
convulsively. James walked slowly into the roommargy to the bed and



looking down at Domine's flushed cheeks. 'So?dmguietly, 'l was right.
You do have a chill.!

Domine moved restlessly under his gaze. 'lt's ngthishe protested
unhappily, aware of the steely quality of his eyes.

Lily wrung her hands together. 'I'm so glad yoweee, sir,' she exclaimed.
'Miss Grainger ought to have a doctor, really sheukl. | think she's
running a temperature.’

'l think so, too, Lily," he remarked, in agreemé@an you call Dr. Rivers'
house? Do you know the number?’

'Yes, sir.'

‘Then go ahead. Whatever Miss Grainger says, she diuire medical
attention.’

'Yes, sir. Thank you, sir,’ Lily nodded, and darfeain the room while
James continued to study Domine thoughtfully.

'Why didn't you want me to know?' he asked harshly.

Domine compressed her lips. 'l knew you were legthis morning. | didn't
want to - to - worry you,' she murmured miserably.

"You knew | wouldn't go leaving you in this state¢ muttered angrily.
'What do you take me for? This is all my fault, arodi know it!

Domine turned on her side away from him. 'lt's nyndault,’ she replied
resignedly. 'If | hadn't insisted on returning oy awn yesterday, | wouldn't
have caught the cold.’

'‘Agreed. But as it was at my insistence you wereoouthe moors at all, |
feel entirely responsible." He walked away from Hesl to stand at the
window, looking out at the day. A wind howled routin@ old eaves of the
building, and the rain had given way to a dampmesise air.



Domine sighed, and rolled on to her back. Thereayaain in her chest, and
she wished he would go so that she could give waydpasm of coughing
that was rising inside her. She didn't want himeheawitnessing her
weakness.

Swallowing hard, she said: 'l wish you would ghve®rushed back her hair
with a careless hand. 'You've done your duty -weaalled the doctor - now
leave me alone!

James turned to stare at her coldly. 'Don't givearders, Domine,’ he
snapped. He walked away from the window, and s&bdide foot of the bed.
'‘But | will go - and I'll see you later, after DoctRivers has been.’

Domine nodded, and deliberately closed her eyésatde should think she
wanted to rest. With an impatient exclamation hékeato the door, and

presently she heard it slam behind him. It hadbean a hard slam, just a
kind of controlled closing of the door that somehoant awry.

As soon as the door closed, Domine heaved a sigklief, and rolling
weakly out of the bed she padded across to thesidgesable. She stared
with displeasure at the unhealthy flush high ondinerekbones in a face that
was otherwise devoid of colour. She looked territlad hunched her
shoulders wearily. She hadn't wanted him to sedikesthis, so weak and
unattractive. Why couldn't she have waited one rdasebefore developing
these symptoms? It seemed as though he was alwagset her in an
unattractive light. She sighed again. Not thatattered, really. She couldn't
begin to compete with a woman like Lucia Marcinglbs Yvonne Park
either, for that matter. Another fit of coughingnsber stumbling back to her
bed to slide beneath the covers tiredly, tuckirggdbvers closely round her
chin. Maybe if Dr. Rivers thought her condition wast very serious James
would leave today as he had planned.

But in fact it was two weeks before James actuédfy. Dr. Rivers
pronounced that Domine had bronchitis, and mustistaed. He also told
her in no uncertain terms that she was very lutkgd not deteriorated into
pneumonia, considering the careless attitude speaapd to adopt towards
her health.



For several days Domine was too exhausted by thgestion in her chest to
care what went on around her and cared little fiybady's company. Mrs.
Mannering came daily to inquire after her progrést,it was a perfunctory
courtesy which she accomplished in double quicketirand Domine
suspected that had James gone away as he hadeidteedcondition would
have been a matter for dispute. She had the feglimgMrs. Mannering
considered her rather inconsiderate, falling kélthis just when she had an
unexpected, and unwanted, guest and a lot of ewdrl to see to. But as
James was there, she confined herself to sarcastiarks that mostly
Domine ignored.

James himself was a frequent visitor, but Domireaded his coming. It
wasn't that he was unkind to her, indeed his dgittowards her was
remarkably gentle, but somehow by its very contddir relationship was
false. Maybe, she speculated cynically, he wasaraleing to resume their
earlier impersonal association before their involeat had become such an
aggressive thing. Even so, despite her misgivibgsnine found this new
side of James's character interested her, andrdgishe learned a lot about
him during these periods. He told her of the protsdehe faced with his
writing, and the different aspects of writing f@ldvision and the theatre.
Domine asked intelligent questions and presentlybkgan to bring
manuscripts for her to read, asking her opinicstehing to her tentative
suggestions. While they had never been so unresttan one another's
company in one sense, in another the tension iseteaeady to be thrust
disturbingly to the surface by the merest suggestiantimacy.

Melanie was the one person Domine could relax cetalyl with, and she
came after dinner every evening with a fund of angianecdotes about the
day's events. Mrs. Mannering and the fiery Sigrideacinello seemed to
spend their lives conducting a kind of armed trérem which border
flare-ups continually erupted, and James avoidedrontations between
them. Melanie herself insisted she missed Domimgis, and urged her to
recover quickly so that she could enjoy the pregpara for the Christmas
season which would soon be starting. She also Reptine in touch with
Vincent. Although that young man had come to theskg inquiring about
Domine, he had not been admitted, and Melanie oduligcide on whose
in- tructions his dismissal had been executedninevent, he persistently
sent Domine gifts of fruit and magazines which* ktek brought up to her.



Once he sent an enormous bouquet of chrysanthenthewscurly heads
burgeoning in a variety of colours.

Later in the day when James made his appearandeoked with surprise
on their perfection and said, rather tautly: "Whditkthese come from?

'Melanie brought them up,' explained Domine cawgippuVincent sent them
for me. Aren't they magnificent?"

'Yes, magnificent,' he echoed, in a rather straoge, then took himself off
rather abruptly, leaving Domine feeling rather wigt Despite her
nervousness with him, she couldn't deny she enjtygdisits these days
and the opportunities given her for expressingéiers

As her cough improved, so too did Domine's appeasaiie lazy days of
good food and little exercise putting flesh ontén limbs. She had taken to
combing her hair out of its braid in the morningsl @ecuring it with a wide
Alice band which Melanie gave her, and the styléeduher youthful
appearance and banished the schoolroom air shefdiacher plait
engendered. When Dr. Rivers said she could gebup fhile, she seated
herself at the window in her room, still in her @yjas, and wrapped in a
warm rug from the bed until Melanie lent her a dneg gown of quilted
cotton that although looking slightly washed outsweevertheless warmer
and more convenient than the rug.

However, one afternoon Lucia Marcinello paid herwarexpected visit,
bringing with her a cardboard box which she plasedomine’s lap.

‘There," she said, in her attractive voice. 'A eneésAnd how are you today?'

Domine didn't know what to say, but she smiled aaul she felt much
better before opening the box.

Inside, wrapped in tissue paper, was a pure sdkging gown in a delicious
shade of apricot. Its clear bright colour was afgmrfoil for Domine's

chestnut hair "and olive skin, and she looked uphatolder woman in
surprise.



'Oh, but | couldn't accept this from you ..." slegdn, awkwardly. 'lt's very
kind of you, but it's obviously new, and | couldr't

'What nonsense is this!" exclaimed the Signoraljotiddou would reject my
gift! It is not good enough for you perhaps?

Domine sighed. 'Of course that isn't so. It's béaybeautiful .." Her voice
was a trifle wistful. '‘But - well, | couldn't take'

‘Then | shall be most offended!" cried Lucia Maetio, rather angrily.
'‘Come, surely you can see, it is not a colour Wwaild suit me. It was an -
unwanted gift. Take it. | want you to have it.'

Domine hesitated, and then smiled. 'Oh, very wikén, thank you. But |
really feel sure you shouldn't have given it to'me.

Lucia Marcinello waved an expressive arm, and selaggself in the chair
opposite Domine in the window, looking out with @rgést. Then she
shivered, folding her hands in her lap. 'These s\dbey are so ... so ...' She
gestured again. 'The loneliness is a little frigig, is it not? Me, | have
been used to cities all my life, big cities likerR®, or Paris, or London.' She
frowned. '‘But this is not so with you, is it? Janteds me you have been
educated at a convent, is this so?’

Domine nodded. 'Yes. When my parents were killedgreat-uncle sort of -
adopted me. He paid for my schooling.’

'l see. This is James's father, of course." At De'siastounded expression,
she smiled understandingly. 'Ah, you thought | diot know of the
relationship." She shrugged. 'This kind of situatis not new, nor very
original. The extraordinary part is wondering whdemes got his talent
from." She rolled her eyes heavenward. 'Certainlyfrom the redoubtable
Mrs. Mannering !' She raised both her hands. "Wuaahan, she is such a trial
to her son!'

'l think she's very ambitious for James,' remarkemmine quietly, not
wanting to discuss James's mother with this woman.



Lucia lifted her shoulders. 'This is ambition?' Sieok her head. 'l think
not. She is possessive. She expects James to ddhererules and makes
no concessions. She should be aware by this tiateléfmes is not a man to
be manipulated by a woman - any woman!'

Domine sighed and changed the subject. 'How aresgtiling down here,
Signora Marcinello?' she queried politely.

Lucia shrugged her slim shoulders. In a sleek sififtemon jersey she
looked very cool and very attractive, and Dominendered curiously what
her husband had been like when he was alive. @grtighe with a woman
like her would not be dull. There was an envelopimgrest in her eyes
when she spoke of James Mannering, and Domine kitahg was the kind
of woman to prefer the company of men to that om&a at any time. Her
enforced sojourn here at Grey Witches must tayphence, particularly in
the company of someone so infuriatingly arrogartasldine Mannering.
However, she said now:

"The house is an ugly old place, and the heatingntsquated, though
adequate, | must admit." She wrinkled her nosd.Bien one gets used to
the isolation, one can appreciate the solitude ptace of it all." She sighed.
‘Unfortunately, Mrs. Mannering seems bent on tugmre out as soon as she
is able, and | may not get the chance to settlend@s you put it." She
Shrugged. 'It is Giulio, of course. His death wasrable shock, not only to
me, but to his bankers!" She shuddered. 'Mrs. Mamges a snob!" She held
up a hand as Domine would have protested: 'Doittedbdo deny it, my
dear, it is obvious, and while | may be sociallgegmtable in some ways, the
scandal, and my lack of capital - er - what is thatd? - they black- wash
me!'

'Blackball," Domine corrected her with a faint senil
'‘Ah, yes, blackball! Yes, my circumstances are soitable for Mrs.
Mannering.' She shrugged. 'But that is unimportafitat plans have you for

your future?'

Domine lay back in her chair a little wearily. "Yefew," she confessed
reluctantly.



Lucia raised her pencilled eyebrows. 'Perhaps JavileBnd you a job in
television - or the theatre," she suggested.atsry exciting world. | know.
| was once a struggling actress myself. Fortunatélylio came along and
took a fancy to me, and plucked me away from tlggatiation of it all'' She
chuckled. 'l am joking, of course. But it can bagdb - if you are not tough
also.' She studied Domine appraisingly. 'You'reery attractive girl. You
have good bone structure. You are not, as they mayty, but you are
attractive. With make-up and clothes, and a littldtivation of your
carriage, you might make a model! Does that apjpegbu?'

Domine shook her head, half amused. 'You can'eheis!

'Oh; but I am. In fact, | think that is what | mdg." She cupped her chin on
one hand thoughtfully. 'l could open a model agemNgywadays they are

always wanting models for something. All these atisements, you know.

What opportunities!" She smiled. "You could be rapfirst client.’

Domine continued to shake her head. 'Oh, | domktko," she protested
shyly. '‘But thank you for the compliment.’

Lucia shrugged. 'Maybe not, after all. | have thelihg that your guardian
might not approve. Maybe he will have some plams/ém. Hmm?'

''ve no idea.' Domine tried to sound casual. Tétem leaned forward in her
chair, and said: Tell me, Signora, has - has -gmgrdian discussed me -
with you?'

Lucia Marcinello made a moue with her lips. 'Froimme to time," she
murmured, frowning. "Why?'

Domine compressed her lips. It was difficult to Wnleow to phrase it. 'Did
he - | mean - am | - well—' She sighed uncomfostalaind stopped
speaking.

Lucia's fingers gripped the carved arms of her rciamoothing the old
wood, she said: "You would like to know how Jamesggards you, is that it?'

Domine flushed. 'Well, | was rather thrust upon him



Lucia nodded. 'Perhaps. Although he could haveimoad to pay your
school fees and left you at the convent until yaremveighteen, could he
not?"

'l suppose so.' Domine saw the logic of that.

‘Then | would think his main objective was to giyeu a home, a real
background, if you like, not just some cold indtin, little better than the
orphanage you were taken from.'

'You know about that?'

'Oh, yes. As | have said, we have discussed yasepice here. Let me be
honest, Domine, James and | have known one anfatheeveral years. Not
intimately, you understand, he was a friend of @ls) but to the extent of
allowing confidences with one another. | think Jarfedt sorry for you, |
think he felt his father had given you a raw dédter all, Mr. Far- riday
could have brought you here before this had hédbaeh so absorbed with
keeping up appearances. After all, what would yaxerlthought of him if it
had been revealed that his housekeeper was a woenaad seduced many
years ago, and that James was his natural son?'

Domine pressed her hands to her cheeks. 'l doov kn

'Exactly. You would have nurtured doubts about rang about the reasons
for his generosity, and Henry Farriday does notrsé®e kind of man to
have wanted that. After all, he had lived an uneaggtence at best for
many years. Only with you could he justify himself.

Domine shivered. 'l suppose so,' she murmured.

'As to your future,' Lucia shrugged, 'l have thelifeg that James will insist
on taking quite an active part in that. With orhaitit his condolence, you
have become part of his family and | cannot quie Bim dismissing his
responsibilities at the end of these six months,yoal?"

Domine looked up. 'Surely that's for me to decitt®m?' she frowned.
'‘Legally, | will be independent of him then.'



'Legalities! Poof! What are legalities?' cried Lai@ontemptuously. "They
are for lawyers, not for human beings with humaalifgs." She leaned
forward to touch Domine's hand. 'Do not be so aggyve where James is
concerned. You might have been in quite a spot aiibther man, a less -
shall we say - scrupulous man!'

Domine got up from her chair, unable to discussiherost feelings with
anyone, and Lucia seemed to understand that tbeiwrecsation was at an
end, for she rose too and said: 'So! | will go.h@es if | offer to help Mrs.
Mannering with the household accounts she will @erd am a little less of
a nuisance!" She smiled. 'Put on your dressing g@amine, and comb
your hair. Remember always - a woman owes it tedieto be beautiful!
And you are so young! That is the best thing of &lhere was a sadness in
her voice before she went out of the room, leaogine alone.

After she had gone, Domine studied the silk gowthwleasure. It was
beautiful, and it had been kind of Lucia to thirfktoVery kind. And in fact
she wasn't so bad after all. If James did intendday her, then very likely
she would make him happy. Domine buried her fackénsoftness of the
garment. This was not the time to consider Jamesying. She was much
too weak to contemplate such a disastrous circurosta

When she recovered from her momentary desolatioe,dd as Lucia
suggested and took off the cotton gown and repléaeith the apricot silk.

It felt so rich, so smooth, so expensive. Takirgylthush, she swept her hair
back in rhythmic strokes and replaced the Alicecbaiihat a difference it
made, she thought in astonishment. The silk clorthe curves of her body
lovingly, outlining the youthful slenderness of tigure, while the tie belt
drew attention to the narrowness of her waist. i8heembered what Lucia
had said about being beautiful, and smiled. Sheldvoaver be that, but
perhaps she was a little more at-tractive thanrkefo

Later in the day James came to see her, and alihbegstudied her
appearance very thoroughly he said "nothing, netgbmplimenting her nor
deriding her. Domine felt a rising sense of frustra at his lack of
perception, and when he drew a chair up to herspamduced a scene he
was having difficulty with in his new play, she tfdike taking the
manuscript and scattering it like confetti. Butte®sl, she controlled her



disappointment, and listened to him outlining hisljlems. The play was to
be one of a series of six plays being producedrbgjar television company
under a general heading ®he Profligateslt was to be a controversial
series dealing with profligacy in all its formsoifn depravity to the inciting

of riots. The play James was working on involvesldissolute, gambler son
of hard-working parents, and the effects his cohtad on the lives of the
rest of his family. It was a rather sad play, a mgyortrayal of ordinary

people caught up in a maelstrom of guilt and sadttigation. It was not a
comfortable play, and Domine, involved in its intep, began to appreciate
the brilliant talent that had made James Mannexringrk so sought after.
His dialogue was sharp and decisive; his charagiessessed human
strength as well as human failings, and his sibmatiwere a natural

progression of events and not the contrived matbima of a mechanical

brain. No one was all bad, just as no one wasaaltigand because of this
the play became real - alive - identifiable.

In spite of her antipathy, Domine became intereateshe always did when
he talked like this to her, and it wasn't untikelatwhen they had finished
their discussion about the scene, that Domine é#eltesurgence of

indignation at his lack of sensitivity so far as gewn was concerned. So it
was when he glanced at his watch and saw that & aleeady after

nine-thirty and he rose to go that she said, ragtkearlantly:

'l can't understand why you're still here anywaiolught you were going to
Rome, to deal with Signora Marcinello's affairs.'

James put the manuscript back inside the foldenaaebrought it in, and
then straightened, regarding her seriously. "Ya @arhaps tired of our
discussions?' he queried quietly.

Domine remained in her chair, refusing to lookiat.rfsmoothing the ovals
of her fingernails, shrugging, she said: "Talkiogrie must be poor sport
after all your intellectual friends in London.’

"You didn't answer my question,' he said.

"You didn't answer mine,' she parried swiftly.



"You want me to leave, is that it? My presence Ieennoying to you?'
Domine sighed. 'Of course not. It's your house.'

James bit back an impatient expletive. 'What is rtfegter with you this
evening?' he said, controlling his annoyance.riksd from the moment |
came into the room that all was not well with yBuee you feeling unwell, is
that it?"

'l feel fine." Domine compressed her lips. "Theneting wrong with me.'

James put down his folder and stood, hands onreparding her. "Then
what is it?' His eyes narrowed. 'Lucia came toyseetoday, did she not?
What has she been saying to you?'

Domine glanced up at him. 'She was very kind, sdid expressionlessly.
'She stayed for quite a while. She brought me segorte

James's eyes flickered. 'l know. That gown.'

Domine got indignantly to her feet. 'You knew? Are you still didn't say
anything?'

"What would you have me say?' he inquired. 'Syrelydon't need me to tell
you it suits you admirably.’

Domine bent her head. 'It suits me admirably,'esff®ed, almost inaudibly.
'How nice!" There was sarcasm in her tone.

She was unprepared however for the look of angihiahshe surprised on
his face when she looked up, and a frown darkeeetiow. He seemed to
be involved in some inner torment of his own, anel wondered whether he
was imagining Lucia in the gown. Certainly, thdigta woman would look
infinitely more alluring than she, Domine, ever [tbu

'Don't be bitter, Domine," he said now, as thoughwords were torn from
him. "You know as well | do that our relationshspstill a very fragile thing.
Gradually I hope we are becoming more natural with another again. But



this antagonism, this aggressiveness, can onlyeaawose problems. Surely
you can see that?' He sighed heavily. 'Don't yikth weighs heavily on

my conscience what I've done? Don't you think fying to make you see
me in a different light - as | really am? Not asaaimal responding blindly
to the needs of the body.' His voice was harsh.

'Is that how you see it?' she demanded, hurt bgditsrejection of any kind
of tenderness.

'What other way is there to see it?' he asked wnilyle'But torturing myself

with guilt gets us nowhere ! Only by endeavouriaghow you that | am not
necessarily uncivilized or cruel can | attemptedeem myself in my own
eyes, let alone yours.'

Domine stared at him tremulously. 'So your timenspéth me is a kind of

reparation for your sins, is that it?' she criederaently. '‘Can't you feel that
what happened between us is still there, tremlidgigw the surface of the
constraint you've placed upon yourself?'

James took a deep breath, and raked a hand thhosiglair. 'What are you
trying to do to me, Domine?' he muttered savagd¥lyu've no idea of my
feelings!'

'Feelings#eelings?Domine gave a mirthless laugh. "You have no feslin
You told me that, remember? Why should | considen yeelings?'

James took a step towards her, and for a heartrghatoment she thought
he intended to strike her. Then he halted, and %aig yes, Domine, | have
feelings! But not the flaccid kind of feelings youagine you feel! Do you
think that spending time here with you alone is agbenance in itself?
Talking to you, looking at you, almost touching Yddis voice was hoarse.
'I'm only flesh and blood, Domine, and as | onad,sgu have the capacity
to disturb my mental processes without any volittonmy part!" His eyes
burned into hers. 'That should please you! Aftéritd what you've been
wanting to hear, isn't it? Does it give you a feglof power? Does it satisfy
whatever it is inside you that persistently craaegcarious thrill?'



Domine shrank back from the suppressed violenbesitone. 'How can you
say that!" she gasped in horror.

'Why not? It's the truth! You know I'm too old fgou, that your emotions
are simply the awakening appetites of an adoledoemiale adulation!

"That's not true!' she cried.

"Then what is the truth?' he asked contemptuouslyarn you, a man can
only be driven so far!

Domine twisted her hands agitatedly. 'You're jushg@ me in an attempt to
pacify your own conscience!' she said stormily,hl@do quell the surge of
indignation that enveloped her. 'You persisteng my age as a weapon
against me! Why®hy?Are you afraid to acknowledge that I'm a woman?
Would it be so terrible? Do you fear some retribntirom such a liability?"

*

'For God's sake, Domine, stop tormenting me!" harewviiercely. 'Just let it
go! I'll keep out of your way in future. Obviously,was mistaken in
imagining | could salvage something from the mes®ated!' He bent and
lifted his folder of manuscript, and as he did shaet of paper came loose
and fluttered to the floor. Simultaneously, theyhbstooped to pick it up,
Domine going down on her haunches to retrieve lipeos paper for him.

But James was stiff and unyielding, bending castyedrushing Domine
aside so that she lost her balance and squattedh@ap on the carpet.
Immediately he was all contrition, thrusting hisppes on one side, and
bending down to help her up.

'‘Leave me alone,' she said, near to tears, thad familiation achieving
what his earlier taunts had not.

'‘Domine!" he exclaimed entreatingly, 'don't upsatrgelf like this. God, |
only want what's best for you!'



'For you, you mean,' she retorted tightly, turniveg head away, and with a
stifled groan he knelt beside her on the soft datpening her face to his
with a controlled movement.

'Domine," he muttered, a trifle thickly, 'don't neatae hate myself!’

Domine stared at him. 'l thought it was me you thaghe murmured, in a
soft voice.

His eyes darkened, and there was a disturbing imgtiteir depths. 'l don't
hate you,' he said, breathing rather heavily. Higdrs gripped her wrists,
the tips caressing the inner side where a puls@geunevenly. Then, as
though unable to prevent himself, he bent his meoathers, pressing her
back against the carpet with the whole weight sfbody.. Passion flared
between them as it had done that day on the maodsDomine surrendered
herself to the searching, demanding compulsioriokiss. He groaned her
name hoarsely, burying his face in her hair, sidime silk gown from her
soft shoulders, and allowing his fingers to carbgslength of her body.
There was gentleness as well as passion in hidhtamd the kisses he
pressed on her eyes and cheeks and throat were ateksatisfying;
arousing her as his violence had done, but moreegdaily, so that she slid
her arms round his neck, stroking his ears anddgpe, twining her fingers
in his thick hair. If the weight of his body prasgiher against the carpet was
pain, then there was pleasure in it, too, and stierto desire to resist. It
wasn't until his urgent hands unbuttoned the bodideer pyjamas and his
mouth sought the gentle curve of her breast thatdnl awareness of what
she was doing came to her, and even then she ¢obladme him entirely.
She had invited this, now she had to repel it & glanted to maintain her
self-respect.

With a sob, she pushed him hard away from her tla@adinexpectedness of
her rejection caught him unawares. She slid frasralhmns and ran across the
room to the bathroom, unable to quell the sobs tha¢ in her throat.
Entering the bathroom, without a backward glanbe, §dammed the door
and rammed home the bolt with trembling fingerentteaned back against
the door as waves of hot humiliation swept over. kiar breath came in
choking gulps and the tightness in her chest haithimg to do with



pulmonary causes. Oh, God, she thought wildly. Wizate | done? What
have | done?

There was no sound from the bedroom, and she raustlhin there against
the door for several minutes before she heard Masnering calling her.

'‘Domine! Domine! Are you in the bathroom?'
Domine swallowed. 'Y - Yes! I'm here!' she manadest, mouth dry.
'‘Well, hurry up, child. Dr. Rivers is here to semiy

Domine managed to reply and hastily went to thenbasad washed her
tear-stained face. Then she rubbed it dry bridikiyyging up a red flush on
he.r cheeks so that the redness of her eyes wauldsls noticeable. She
fastened her gown closely about her, smoothed &er and emerged into
the bedroom.

‘This - this is a late call, doctor,' she managgiatly.

Dr. Rivers smiled. 'l was in the neighbourhoode been playing chess with
young Morley, and I thought | might call this evegiiand save myself a job
tomorrow. You're looking much better, young womilathink tomorrow we
might let you put on your clothes and get a breétinesh air, eh?"

Domine nodded and smiled, but inside she was a ofassrves. The last
thing she wanted was to be allowed to go downstainsix with the family
again, now that she had destroyed completely ahcés of any kind of
relationship with James.

But she need not have felt any twinges of anxietywhen Lily brought her
early morning tea the next morning she also brodgétnews that Mr.
James had departed early for London, and was erpgéotfly to Rome later
in the day.



CHAPTER NINE

DURING the first few days that Domine was back on het ég@in Melanie
saw to it that the younger girl performed no tiriagks. Mrs. Mannering
seemed indifferent to the girl's weakened condithonv that James had
gone, and she had Domine running all the littlaras she had used to do
before. It was Domine who was given the task ofingkup Lucia
Marcinello's breakfast, but after the first mornih@t this happened Lucia
herself came downstairs for the meal and thusialied this chore. Domine
spent quite a lot of time outside in the crisp Deber air, but as Melanie
was always around to prevent her from exhaustinggife she spent most of
her days exercising the horses or grooming theraryewe seemed pleased
to have her around again and even the two men wvanked about the farm
came to offer their good wishes.

Lucia spent most of her time in her room, only eymegy for meals or

occasionally to drive into one of the nearby towsise had hired a car from
a firm in Malton and once or twice she asked Donmngccompany her. But
although Domine thanked her warmly, she alwayssexfu Somehow she
couldn't bear to spend any time with the womaeeénsed likely that James
might eventually marry. Although he had said Luzieant nothing to him

his actions on her behalf had belied that staterreerd Domine couldn't
believe he could prefer Yvonne Park to her. Of seurthere was the
possibility that someone new might loom on his bami but that didn't seem
particularly likely, not with Lucia here at Grey Whes.

The days passed slowly. Domine refused to considhet would happen

when James returned at Christmas as he surely w&ud thought of

running away, but she had no money of her own diart the build-up of a

small allowance which Great-Uncle Henry had madedme which had

stopped on his death. James Mannering had nevergand to discussing
allowances, and she had not liked to suggest stizingwhen her position
was so precarious and involuntary. And without nyoiieere was little she
could do. She would have to live while she lookeand for a job, and she
would have to have somewhere to stay. Lodging ealseays wanted cash
in advance and she would also need food for perlaapsonth before

obtaining her first pay cheque in a bank or a hprdt was an impossible
situation, and there seemed no way of resolving it.



During the second week after James's departure,wsl®e offered an

alternative. Vincent had taken her out to a cineme evening, and on the
way home he astounded her by proposing. At first Isadn't taken him

seriously, but when she saw his hurt expressi®hashided him about it,
she realized he was perfectly serious.

'‘But, Vincent, we've only known one another adittiver six weeks,' she
exclaimed. 'How can you possibly be sure about sumg as serious as
this?'

Vincent drew up the Land-Rover in the shelter omep tall oaks, and
extinguished the vehicle's headlights, turninglaninterior light instead. 'l
knew almost from the first moment we met," he exotal extravagantly.
"You're so different from the usual run of girlsagle only desire is to have a
good time. And in a job like mine, that's important

Domine sighed, wondering how to let him down lightThis was one
possibility she had not even thought of.

'‘But | don't love you, Vincent,' she began gently.

‘That will come - with time,” he promised eagerlfter all, love is
something that grows out of knowing one anothet,obliving together. |
doubt if many couples actually love one anothepteefnarriage. Oh, they
imagine they do, but that's not real love. Loveb&ng with someone,
sharing life with them. Sharing troubles as welhappiness!

Domine half-smiled. So that was Vincent's defimitiaf love. Well, it was
vastly different from her own.

'l think what you're talking about is liking oneaher,’ she murmured
unhappily. ‘Loving's altogether different. Loving needing someone so
desperately that you wonder how you can live wititheam! Love is like a
fire in the blood that burns you up with its inteys

‘That's infatuation!" exclaimed Vincent chillinghyAnd how would you
know, anyway?' His face darkened. 'Unless - unfessmagine yourself in



love with somebody else! Is that it? Is that how poofess to know so much
about it?'

Domine coloured. 'Maybe,' she admitted tentativély.any rate, | know |
don't love you, and I'm not the one you should shakMaybe you need
someone like Melanie. She has all the attributes/e not, and she likes the
life about the estate.’

'Melanie!" Vincent hunched his shoulders. 'Melan&ways wrapped up
with her horses. Besides, | don't think Mother vddlike Melanie.'

Domine shook her head in amusement. There was Bomgeto ludicrous
about sitting out here, in the grounds of Grey Watg, discussing the merits
of who Vincent ought to marry. With great daringesaid:

'Do you think whether or not your mother approwesa important? | mean -
your mother will die one day. Oh, | don't mean &umkind, but you must
live your own life. Not the life your mother woulthoose for you. And
anyway,' she finished, 'l think Melanie's a mamwedl person, and she'd
make someone a marvellous wife and mother.'

Vincent frowned. 'Do you really think so?' he mureai Then he seemed to
pull himself up short. 'But this is ridiculous! déd't want to marry Melanie. |
want to marry you. Oh, Domine, please say you ‘will.

'I'm sorry, Vincent, but | can't." Domine bent head.

'So there is someone else.’

"You might say that.'

'Who is it?' Vincent stared at her, and realizatieemed to dawn in his eyes.
"You don't - you can't possibly imagine yourself love with James
Mannering!

Domine's colour deepened. 'Why pick on him?' skedisvasively.

'‘Because, apart from myself, he's the only perderahle around here.’



Domine shrugged. 'It could be someone | knew attmvent.'

Vincent breathed hard down his nose. 'l don't kelig. But this is even
more ridiculous! James is thirty-six, almost thisigven. He's ten years older
than [ am!

'‘Age has nothing to do with anything," Domine fthrenable to stand the
comparison.

Vincent heaved a sigh. 'You know you're wastingrytoue, don't you?' He
gave a harsh chuckle. 'Mrs. Mannering has her sigimed much higher.
Haven't you met the illustrious Miss Park?"

‘James won't marry her.'

'What makes you so sure?'

'Would you install one woman in your house if youended to marry
another?'

'Oh, | see. You mean Signora Marcinello?'
'Precisely.’

Vincent shrugged. ‘It must be nice to be rich dfident. To be sought after
by the world's most beautiful women!" He glancedamine wryly. 'So
what will you do?'

‘At the end of six months Mr. Mannering will enalohe to get a job," she
replied quietly. 'Not here. | don't want to stayhe north. I'd prefer to live in
the south.' Far away from Grey Witches, she firdssieently.

Vincent shrugged again. 'Oh, well, if you're adatméere's nothing more to
be said. But promise me you'll think about it.'

Domine promised, but her eyes were distant. Hovewtint two men could
be. Vincent had not even kissed her, yet he hagldbs&r to marry him, and
James, to whom she had so nearly surrendered, dvaateart of her.



The next morning, she was out with the horses wgienencountered the
postman in the drive, on his way up to the housalisy, she said:

'‘Can | take the letters for you, Mr. Meridew?'

Alf Meridew scratched his head. 'Surely,' he satddying the mail in his
hands, and then extracting several he handed thdrertas she sat astride
Rosie. 'Lovely morning! Soon be Christmas. Thirikbe a white one?'

'l hope so," exclaimed Domine, with enthusiasm.

‘Well, | don't,’ retorted Alf, with a grin. 'My raw's twice as hard when
there's snow on the ground - or slush either far thatter.'

Domine smiled at him, and bidding her good mornimg,went off on his
way, and Domine cantered Rosie back to the stabdteshe dismounted, she
idly flicked through the letters in her hand. Ocoaally Susan wrote to her,
but there was none bearing Susan's scrawling hamtywoday. However,
there was a letter addressed to her, a ratherafaoking communication
with the name of a firm of solicitors stamped ie tbp left corner.

Domine stared at this letter in surprise. She hagler received any letters
from this firm of solicitors before. Certainly, th&ere not the Leeds-based
solicitors who had handled the particulars of hexaty uncle's will. This
firm was in business in Bognor, and her heart éhaiti slightly at the
implications.

With a strange desire for secrecy, she stuffedetiter into the pocket of her
pants, and leaving Rosie she entered the hall lacdgthe rest of the letters
on the salver resting on the table there. Thenosimuiltily, she ran up the
stairs to her room, and closing her door rippechdpe envelope.

The paper the letter was written on was the finedlum and had an
expensive feel to it. The contents were brief, enthe point. Domine read
the letter once, gave an involuntary gasp, andirsindown on to the bed,



she read it again. Even the second time it seemeshluand unbelievable,
and she was trembling when she re-read it a thire. tlt began:

My dear Miss Grainger,

It was recently brought to our notice by Mr. Amoanter, owner of
Cromptons Hotel, Bognor, that his patron, Mr. Herigrriday, had not
made his usual arrangements for his Christmas vacahere with your
good self. His instructions were to inform us istevent ever took place,
and as you will realize, our investigations brougitinto contact with the
firm of Grant, Campbell and Dawson who advised disyour late
great-uncle's demise, and subsequent reading of vitile they hold.
However, it is our duty to inform you that your gr@incle made a second
will with us in which you, yourself, are the solajan beneficiary, and as
this will is dated later than that held by the sadlicitors, Grant, Campbell
and Dawson, it can most definitely be held up asldte Henry Farriday's
last will and testament.

There were further particulars about dates andramtion about minor
bequests her great-uncle had made to his stafthleutain portion of the
letter was what Domine was most interested inak an incredible thing to
happen, and yet this was possibly just the sositohtion Henry Farriday
would have wished. Certainly, it looked as thouglisMMannering's
suspicions had been justified all along, and tleah&d indeed avenged the
humiliation she had bestowed upon him.

Domine was still sitting there, staring at thedetivhen Lily called that
breakfast was ready and it took a great deal ofagmito hide the letter in
her suitcase and descend the stairs as thoughngothomentous had
happened. But during the course of the meal of hwisioe ate little, the
whole weight of the problem she was now faced wékcended upon her.
How could she possibly tell Mrs. Mannering she waslonger the real
mistress of Grey Witches? How could she take dvembtanagement of an
estate of this size when she had no earthly idea foorun it? What
perverted streak in her uncle's make-up had cahisetb do such a thing?

She poured herself a second cup of coffee andrigamier to Melanie, she
said: 'Could you possibly give me a cigarette?"



Melanie looked surprised, but apart from a sardgunick of her eyebrows,
she said nothing, merely handed over her caséhttth lighter combined.
Domine lit one, inhaled deeply, and then exhaletth wkaggerated effort.
Lucia studied her expression thoughtfully, and ned.

'Surely | have not seen you smoking before?' slubaemed. 'What has
caused this sudden desire for nicotine?'

Domine shrugged, tapping ash unnecessarily. 'Ntcphar reason,’ she
denied. 'l just felt like one.' Then she smiledaie the sharpness out of her

reply.

Mrs. Mannering eyed her strangely. 'Is somethiongliling you, Domine?"
she queried, with resignation. 'You're not sickgrfor anything again, are
you?'

Melanie grimaced in her aunt's direction. 'Suchceon!' she commented
dryly. 'What's the matter, Aunt Geraldine? Can f@el another headache
coming on?'

Domine rose abruptly from the table, and left th@wn. She felt she couldn't
bear their bickering this morning. She neededlkoaout this to somebody,
but to whom? Who could she confide in? CertainlyMos. Mannering, or
Melanie either for that matter. Vincent? She frodinigot after his proposal
last evening. Somehow that had alienated theitioalship. She sighed.
Why was it always sex that caused rifts in peopilees?

That left only one person - Lucia Marcinello.

Domine sighed. She was loath to put any form of amition into the Italian
woman's hands, and yet possibly she was the omgppevho could listen
objectively.

With sudden decision, she returned to the doorefdining-room, and
supporting herself against the lintel, she saidn&a Marcinello! Could -
could | see you for a moment?"



The surprise on Mrs. Mannering's and Melanie'sdacas almost comical,
but Lucia Marcinello did not demur. She merely nedidpushed back her
chair, and came out into the hall where Domine &dartervously.

'Yes?' she said curiously, 'what is it?'

Domine bit her lip. 'We can't talk here. Could ultbwe take your car and
go for a drive?'

Lucia frowned. 'If you like," she agreed. 'But | shput on some shoes,' she
indicated the elegant fur-lined mules she was weari

Domine nodded. 'All right, I'll get my coat."'

She followed Lucia up the stairs, and speeding galttn her room she
collected the letter as well as her red overcohen] wrapping the coat
closely about her, she descended the stairs aggmtLucia.

Once n the car, she relaxed a little. It was a tiedmorning, the mist just
rising from the moors, and the promise of a criag dhead. Smoke hung
sleepily in the atmosphere, and there was the pursgent of dampness and
bonfires, and rotting vegetation. Country smellst thomine had grown to
appreciate.

Lucia asked no questions until they were aboutla from Grey Witches,
on the moorland road, on a sweep of land from whezesea was visible.
Lucia eparked the car, offered Domine a cigaredte] after they were lit
said:

'‘Nbw what is troubling you? Is it James?"'

Domine glanced at her sharply. 'Why do you say”hat

Lucia gave her a speculative look. 'You ask me!'ttsdte countered.
'‘Obviously something happened between you and Jdraesght before he
left for Italy.'

Domine flushed. 'Did he tell you?'



Lucia shook her head. 'Oh, no. James is not a ménirig his troubles to
anyone, least of all a woman, but | know him quwgl now, and | know

when he is disturbed. And he was disturbed befereft, and that was why
he left, wasn't it?"

Domine sighed. 'Oh, | suppose so. Though why | khtell you amazes
me.'

Lucia looked puzzled. 'Why? Surely of all the peopkere | am the least
involved, and therefore the easiest to tell.'

Domine looked steadily at her. 'Do you love Jamsis€'asked daringly.

Lucia uttered a gasp. 'Love James?' she echoedofdourse | do not love
him, and certainly he does not love me, if thabibe your next question.’

'But—' Domine broke off. 'You are so - so close!

'Of course. We are good friends. | have told ydoe-and Giulio were

friends. They had known one another for many ydamnsas natural that

James and | should get to know one another. Big itot an intimate

relationship.' Lucia sighed now. 'Sometimes - @adgnetimes - | wish James
would see me as a woman, and not as Giulio's bfie-' she shrugged. 'He
is not interested in me. There - now - what ishall secrecy about? Why this
urgent need for privacy? What has happened? Are pragnant or

something?'

'No!' Domine was horrified. 'Of course not.'

Lucia shrugged in a continental fashion. 'Why "oficse not"?' she parried.
"You mean James has never made love to you?'

'‘No!" Domine stared at her aghast.

Lucia gave an exclamation. 'l begin to understaisd dmsturbance,’ she
murmured, rather sardonically. Then she pressedim®snarm. 'Do not
look so distraught, Domine. You cannot look mehie eyes and tell me he
would not like to do so!’



Domine pressed the palms of her hands to her chi¢tks do you know all
this?'

Lucia spread her hands. 'l am Italian," she sadhaugh that explained
everything. 'When he bought you the gown, | fettane—'

‘Thegown' echoed Domine. 'You mean - the gown you gave me?

'‘But of course.' Lucia sighed. 'Ah, you are veryealittle Domine. And
James read you correctly. He said you would noehaken it from him.
That was why he asked me to give you it.'

Domine stared down at her hands clasped in hefllape,’ she murmured,
almost inaudibly, remembering with clarity the wslye had taunted him
when he had not expressed admiration of the digggeiwn. An awful sense
of embarrassment swept over her, but Lucia brughaside as she said:
'‘Well? Are you going to tell me, or are you not?’

Domine swallowed hard, and then fumbling in herkabshe brought out
the letter and handed it wordlessly to Lucia. Ludriaw it out of its envelope
and read it silently. Then she whistled softly tigb her teeth, and a small
chuckle escaped her. 'So?' she said,with amusefiibatmistress of Grey
Witches is no mistress at all. Poor Geraldine! ®Hhibe most upset!

Domine compressed her lips. Then she said slowhe 'point is, | don't
want it - not any of it! James was his son. Hentled to everything, not
me! My uncle only used me, can't you see that?rédsons for taking me
away from the orphanage - they have meaning nowedgeed a scapegoat,
and I'm it!"

'Oh, now, Domine, you are hardly the scapegoatiid.ahook her head. 'On
the contrary, of all of them, you have come outhid best. You are now a
wealthy young woman. And as far as one can undetsthere's absolutely
no reason why you shouldn't sell Grey Witches dmadetstate, and live on
the capital until you find yourself some nice whglboyfriend!

'No!' Domine was adamant. 'l don't want his househis estate, or his
money! | think he behaved abominably in his lifgdaeven more



abominably at his death! He must have known théssnby some quirk of
fate he happened to die during the three monththeofyear we spent at
Bognor, the earlier will would be produced and daipon. I'm convinced
that's why he left those instructions with Mr. LancHe hoped this would
happen. He hoped the second will wasn't found htd. Mannering, and
James, had actually become beneficiaries in evaryesof the word.'

"You may be right," Lucia conceded, 'but nevertlehis will has been
found and the Mannerings will have to know about it

'‘No!" Domine buried her face in her hands. 'Ohn8ig Marcinello, | don't
want that to happen. Oh, what can | do?' Theredeapair in her voice, and
Lucia felt a sense of responsibility assail herdsurdy.

‘These solicitors," she consulted the letter, 'HaynBrown and Partners of
Bognor. Why don't you go to see them? Tell them gowfeel. See if you
can't work something out between you.'

‘Such as what? | don't want to be the beneficiamean that.'

Lucia frowned. 'Nevertheless, you have expressatesioubts about your
future, and it might be a good idea if you retaisatficient of the capital to
enable you to find somewhere to live, wherever y@nt to live, and to
bank something for your English rainy day.'

Domine saw the logic of this, and she nodded sloWkuppose | could do
that. | had half expected Great- Uncle Henry wdal’ze me something to
exist on until | found a job of sorts. | don't ampiate any difficulties in that
direction .really. My qualifications are reasonable

‘All right, then. All you have to do is to get dowm Bognor and see these
solicitors as soon as possible. There are tranesth&re not? You could go
today - this afternoon.'

Domine hesitated. 'But what about Mrs. Manneringfl Melanie? What
can | tell them?'



‘Tell them nothing," advised Lucia thoughtfullyotik, if you like, | can
drive you to the station this afternoon. We caml fout the times of trains
and so on, but no one need know you have left yatilare gone. That way
you avoid explanations, and | will assure them tfwat are in good hands.
Then, when you come back, everything will be sdftéend you will not feel
this sense of inadequacy or apprehension at fatiagiormidable Mrs.
Mannering.'

'Oh, Lucia!' Domine clasped her hands. 'That soansisnderful idea.’ Then
she coloured. 'l mean - Signora—'

‘Lucia will do,' remarked the Italian woman drylgo! We have no time to
waste. Already we are arousing suspicion by beurghere alone. Comel!
We will go back and think of some excuse for drviout again this
afternoon.’

As the car turned back towards Grey Witches, Dorsaid, thoughtfully: 'l
could offer to show you the historical monument¥ ofk!

'So you could," agreed Lucia. 'Particularly théway station!

Crompton's Hotel was exactly as Domine rememberdd be and she
couldn't suppress a faint shudder as she moungesdtéps and entered the
lobby. It was three days since she had left Yorestnd during that time she
had accomplished much of what she had intended.

The solicitors, Hayman, Brown and Partners, hach lveey kind and very
helpful, understanding the terrible position shes\fiaeeced with. Mr. Brown
himself had handled the will from its inception amel it was who advised
her to think very carefully before committing hdfge actions she might
later regret.

"You tell me this son of the late Mr. Farriday e tplaywright, James
Mannering,' he said. 'Surely, therefore, he iswitihout funds in his own
right?’



Domine sighed. 'It's not the money,' she triedxaan. 'It's the house, Grey
Witches. It should belong to James. His motherlnsady its mistress. |
couldn't destroy that!

Mr. Brown tugged at his chin thoughtfully. 'Neveglbss, your great-uncle
left everything to you. You have explained aboet thther unusual aspects
of this situation, but while | accept that Mr. Mamimg is possibly the
natural heir, Mr. Farriday did in fact change hidl w your favour, and |
would advise you to consider what your position| Ve if you reject
everything.'

Domine sighed again. 'But don't you see, my gnaatie only used me as a
kind of whipping boy.' She pressed her finger tgpker temples. 'Oh, that's
not exactly what | mean. It's difficult to explaimjt surely you can see that
this was his way of avenging himself against Mranklering for refusing
his offer of marriage."'

Mr. Brown lit a cigar with deliberation. 'Aren't yodramatizing the facts,
somewhat?' he queried gently. 'Very few people daarry a grudge to
their grave.'

Domine looked at him seriously. 'And can you sawlinhonesty that my
great-uncle was incapable of doing just that?"

Mr. Brown moved uncomfortably. 'No, | suppose nbe'agreed slowly.

‘The fact that your uncle made two wills with dreat solicitors points to his

desiring to create some kind of disturbance atlaath. But even so, have
you thought what this means to you in terms of nyere

'I'm not interested in the money,’ cried Domine atmgntly. 'I know | need a
little, sufficient at least to enable me to findrsmwhere to live and to keep
me until I'm earning an adequate income, but dpart that | want nothing.

| want you to contact Grant, Campbell and Dawsdnoregehey have time to
do anything about this and explain that the terftBeold will are going to
stand in almost every aspect.’

Mr. Brown studied the tip of his cigar. Very wdllliss Grainger, if this is
really what you want.' He gave a slight smilesdems your uncle made one



mistake anyway. He should have inserted a clauseepting you from
doing exactly what you are doing if he had wantedngke it completely
watertight.'

Domine considered this. 'l think my great-uncle madveral errors of
judgement,’ she conceded. 'l suppose he imagineekslavould either
abandon me completely, or at best leave me in tmvent until | was
eighteen. Had that happened, | suppose it was ustetvable that not
knowing James and his mother and the circumstasgesunding their
presence at Grey Witches, | might have acceptedetines of this second
will without question. At any rate, he obviouslhibged his son had as little
humanity as he seems to have had.' Her voice bsokielenly.

Mr. Brown nodded his head understandingly. 'Verylwdiss Grainger.
We'll act on your instructions. I'll be in touchtiwiyou in a day or two to
finalize the details. Is there somewhere you cap?st

'I've booked in at a hotel," Domine nodded.
‘Crompton's Hotel?'

Domine shook her head vigorously. 'No," she samdlyi, 'not Crompton's
Hotel.'

But that was two days ago now, and this morning Derhad signed away
her inheritance, but some strange sense of cwribad drawn her here, to
Crompton's Hotel, to see it for the last time. #sNate afternoon, and there
was a tea lounge where one could have afternoonStea knew the tea
lounge very well, very well indeed, she thoughteetively. How many
hours hkd she sat in there with Great-uncle Hewsiching him play
interminable games of chess with an elderly reta@ldnel from one of the
colonial regiments? That was exactly the kind akehd was, she realized
now with her new insight into human relationshipsvas the kind of hotel
where schoolmistresses went to retire, or color@lsnen who wished to
escape from the realities of their life, she thdugith distaste.

The receptionist didn't recognize her, and she nielewvay into the tea
lounge, taking a table near the window which lookatlon the promenade.



There were a few couples taking the air, but ansisahad banished all but
the most hardy. In the summer, the promenade wasdhd with people,
and there were lots of children. But in the wirtlee seaside was for old
people, not the young.

The waitress who came to take her order eyed hengstly, then blinked
rapidly. 'lt's Miss Grainger, isn't it?' she exolad, in astonishment. 'Why,
fancy you being here, taking tea! | thought as lgowr uncle was dead.' She
flushed. 'Begging your pardon, miss!'

‘Mr. Farriday is dead," said Domine, without emitid'm just here on a
visit, Josie. Er - could | have some tea - and soig@rettes!

Josie's mouth tilted. "You - smoking, miss?' stiagmed. 'Well, fancy that.
Do you want cakes, too?"

‘No, thank you. Just tea." Domine managed a stighke and watched the
portly figure of Josie as she made her way acrbesalmost deserted
restaurant to the swing doors into the kitchen.

But as Josie disappeared, a man came into theirastaand stood looking
around broodingly until his eyes lighted on Domirighen he strode
purposefully through the tables to her side, amdirey down at her with
angry eyes, he exclaimed: 'For God's sake, Domiwe, searched
everywhere for you! What in hell are you doing Ivere

Domine quivered. 'l might ask you the same thing, Mannering,' she said
unsteadily. 'l - I'm having tea. Won't you join rhe?

‘No, | won't. And you're coming with me. | wanttedk to*you, and what |
have to say can't be said in this miserable place!

Domine shivered. 'l don't think we have anything#&y to one another that
can't be said here,’ she retorted, with an amaaimgpunt of calm,
considering she was a quaking mass inside.

James's eyes darkened. 'Do you want me to pickiy@und carry you bodily
out of here?' he muttered savagely, 'because byI@atb it if | have to!'



Domine got uncertainly to her feet. '"You - you wanit dare,' she gasped.
"Try me!" he urged her fiercely.

She glanced round. The few tables that were ocdupere viewing their

confrontation with some interest, and with an argjance in his direction

she swept across the room to the door. As sheedat;llosie emerged from
the kitchen with her tray.

'Why, Miss Grainger, you're not leaving!" she ekuked in surprise.
'Miss Grainger is,' said James precisely. 'If yash to charge for your
trouble, send the bill to Mr. Farriday's solicitoMr. Lancer knows their

address.’

'Y-yes, sir.' Josie was obviously astounded, andnide, her cheeks
burning, made her way outside.

But once there she turned on James furiouslyrigtit,' she said, 'you've got
your way. I've left the restaurant. But now you'tarake me go with you.'

'‘Can't I?" He gave a wry smile, and bent to operdttor of the sleek sports
car parked at the kerb. 'Get in.'

'‘But this is a restricted parking area,’ she began.
"You're not allowed to park here!
'l don't intend to," he snapped. 'Get in!"

Unwillingly Domine acquiesced. There was a sensgetdéat about her, and
she hadn't the strength for much more fighting.

James slid in beside her, his thigh brushing hemd, then turning on the
ignition, he put the car smoothly into gear. Théywtsaway down the
promenade and Domine felt somehow that this wagtaige. She didn't
know how or why he was here, but there was nothirggcould do about it
now.



He drove out of the town and parked on the cliime distance from the
road. Then he turned in his seat and said harShiyi're a crazy idiot, do

you know that?"

Domine heaved a sigh. 'In what particular connectiee you meaning?' she
inquired wearily. 'l seem to have done nothingdrazy things ever since |
left the convent!'

James gave her a long considering look. 'l meaantyts will,' he replied
quietly. '‘And you know it.’

Domine shrugged. 'How do you know about that?'

James gave a brief ejaculation. 'Surely you muge maalized that Grant,
Campbell and Dawson were bound to contact me irtitlcemstances, as
the chief beneficiary in the old will?'

'‘But you were in Italy! she exclaimed.

‘No, I was not. | returned a few days ago.'

"You didn't contact your mother.’

'‘No, | needed time to think," he muttered, ratheskiiy. 'And | could hardly
come back, could 1? After what happened.’

Domine's cheeks burned. 'It's your home.'
‘Correction. It's yours.'
'‘Not any more. | signed it over to you this morning

James gave her a sardonic smile. 'You're still uade, remember? It needs
verification. | refused to give it.’

Domine stared at him. 'You've seen Mr. Brown?'

'This afternoon,' he agreed quietly. 'We had a ldisgussion about you.'



'Oh, James!" She pressed her hands to her cheg&g:t'want the house or
the money! It's what your mother said all alongniyés reasons for getting
me out of the orphanage were all selfish ones!

James slid an arm around, her, but gently, witpagsion. '‘Oh, Domine,' he
murmured softly, 'you're so ready to think the waifsyourself, aren't you?
Has it never occurred to you that Henry might hiaken such a liking to
you that he wanted you to have his possessionst?hEhaanted you to be
the mistress of Grey Witches?'

Domine bent her head. 'Why should he do that?uch &n ordinary person.
He had no reason to care about me.'

‘That's nonsense, and you know it," muttered Jameghly. 'You're sweet,
and you're gentle, and you can be quite formidatllen you choose!" He
smiled.' 'And you're intelligent, and a man cak tal you! Why shouldn't
my father have loved you? | do.’

Domine's heart skipped a beat and she looked adlsbelievingly. Then
she hunched her shoulders and shook her headst@phtrying to be nice to
me!" she exclaimed miserably. 'l don't want yoyour - pity!"

James's arm tightened about her, drawing her elga@st the hard strength
of his body. Taking her hand, he placed it agaisichest and said, rather
thickly: 'Can you feel that - that unsteady beav2®that feel like pity?' One

hand cupped her throat. "You're adorable, Donteeniurmured unsteadily,

‘and after the torment you've put me through tHasecouple of weeks

thinking I'd destroyed any chance we had of hamsinegether by my

clumsiness, | can't be expected to feel pity fooae but myself." He put his

mouth against hers gently, but as her lips pariedlouth hardened, and he
had to wrench himself away at last. 'This isn'tgleee for this," he groaned
huskily. '"And anyway, we have some things to st

Domine's whole being was seething with happineappidg his face in her
hands, she traced the outline of his mouth witHihgers until he turned his
lips to her palm, pressing her hand against histmdor a moment.
'‘Domine,' he muttered, putting her away from hlim trying to be sensible.
Don't make me want you any more than | do alrebalyonly human!'



Domine folded her hands demurely and looked atthimugh her lashes.
'‘Go on,' she said softly. 'I'll be good - for a l&Hi

James smiled, and fumbling in his pocket broughthisl cigarettes. After
One was lit and he had inhaled deeply, he saidst'Bf all, | want you to
keep Grey Witches.'

Domine's face changed. 'Why?'

James sighed. 'Honey, legally it's yours anywayl ynti're eighteen in a
couple of months' time. But eighteen is not a \ggBat age, and | don't want
you to leave Grey Witches and get some place of gen where it might be
difficult for me to be with you—'

Domine frowned. 'But - but what do you mean?' Hace quivered.

James heaved a sigh. 'Oh, Domine, please don't inakg harder for me
than it already is. | know what you're thinking hat you're imagining - but
it's not like that. | want you, | need you, | dodé&ny that, but you're too
young yet to be certain that it's me you want! @an see that? | can't run
the risk of destroying your life. What | have | dpland once we were
married I'd never be able to let you go!

'So - so what is your suggestion?' she asked tdlutlly presume you have
one.'

James raked a hand through his hair. 'We wait usélyou're twenty. I'll
be thirty-nine then. The gap won't seem so insuntaile!

Domine shivered. 'And if | refuse?"

James drew deeply on his cigarette, rather jerKilyat's your prerogative,
of course,’ he said shortly.

Domine stared at him. How could she make this sitbman see that she
was not like other girls? She didn't care aboutthiregs they cared about.
She didn't want entertainment, excitement - teerthaiggs. Entertainment



for her meant riding across the wild expanses efntloor; excitement was
being in the presence of the man she loved.

Wanting to hurt him as he was hurting her, she: Sdidcent Morley asked
me to marry him. | told him I'd think it over.’

James did not speak, but continued to smoke hezetig, staring bleakly
out across the cliffs to the sea beyond. Domineheat him loving the curve
of his jawline, the thick darkness of his hair, tir@liance of his eyes. She
loved everything about this man with an intensktgttamounted to pain.
Didn't he know? Couldn't he feel her love?

'Did you hear what | said?' she asked tightly.

He turned his eyes in her direction and she sawgdoatness of his face. 'l
heard," he said grimly. 'And have you?'

'What?'
"Thought it over," he snapped savagely.

'Yes,' she whispered. Then her fit of aggressi@inhler. 'I'm sorry, James,
I'm sorry.'

Her submission aroused him as her aggressivengss owuld, and with a
stifled exclamation he pulled her back into his grburying his face in her
neck. 'l didn't believe you could care for me,hingttered achingly, 'not after
the way I'd treated you, and then Lucia told meualyour conversation with
her and | gambled that she was right.’

"You've spoken to Lucia?' exclaimed Domine. 'When?'
'On the telephone, yesterday. She told me I'dfbeldo let the difference in
our ages matter.' He drew back to look at her. IBiatven't the right to take

away your youth—'

'If you go away, you'll take away my life," she muured, against his chest.
‘James, please don't make us wait. All right, umtileighteen | won't press



you, but if I'm old enough to vote surely I'm oldoeigh to decide what |
want out of life!"

James tipped her face up to his. "You do havera,pbe murmured huskily.

'‘But | warn you, it may not be easy. I'm used ¥l alone, and I'm a brute
when I'm writing and it isn't going well. | shaltghbably spend hours alone
in my study and then come out and bully you—'

'‘And then we'll make love,' finished Domine, dragvims mouth to hers.

James rested his forehead against hers. 'Howrefuske when | want you so
much?' he muttered a trifle roughly. 'l think | bagwvanting you that very
first day when | brought you back to the apartméfdu were such an
aggressive little thing. | wanted to protect youod ghen later | realized | had
to protect you from myself. | think that was whemelgan despising myself.
But God forgive me, | love you so much, | can'tyeti go-'

Domine stroked his cheek. 'Well, at least your raotban keep Grey
Witches,' she said gently. 'And Melanie can keepsthbles. And when we
have children they'll be able to learn to ride ¢hand love the moors as |
do—'

'Steady on," murmured James, with his mouth agharst 'l shall want you
to myself for quite some time yet. ..’



