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INTIMATE ENEMIES

Jessica Steele



She had nothing left to lose

The accident that claimed her parents' lives hidid\faber to languish alone
in hospital, certain she had only months left ve.li

Despair drove her into a romantic encounter witiea she didn't know, and
when she learned she wasn't to die after all, shged she would never
again come face to face with the stranger who knemshame.

But it was not to be. Seeking solace in her bashd’'s home, she was
reunited with the man whose memory tormented her.



CHAPTER ONE

THE girl lying quietly in the narrow bed drifted sloywip from her drugged
sleep. She was unsurprised to find a nurse bemdi@gher. It had happened
before —was it yesterday or the day previously®dnh't matter—nothing
mattered any more.

'How are you feeling?'
'Fine," she replied.

It was becoming a stock answer. What did the sonestiexcruciating pain
in her back and the rest of her body matter, coetparth the ache in her
heart? Why couldn't she have been killed along héthbeloved parents that
last terrible day of their holiday in North WaleBRey had had no warning
that disaster was about to strike as they had ddeaimup the rocky
mountainside, her parents insisting they wereatilfit and as strong as any
youngster of the next generation. She could setattesr laughing as he had
made some crack as he had beaten her to the riektrptheir explorations,
could see now his laughter change to sheer hosrar sound above them
made them all look up to see the cascade of roe&sry down on them.
Her eyes widened in alarm as the remembrance hwitie haunting clarity.

Il get you something for the pain,’ the nursehgy side told her gently,
before scurrying off in search of Sister.

How long had she lain here? Amber had no ideadaiht care very much

either. She knew she wasn't making the progresscteg of her, knew

vaguely, though no one had told her, that she lead bransferred from the
hospital she had first been taken to to the hdspitaxeter in an attempt to

get her to show some interest in the businessvoigli They had been

mistaken in thinking that transferring her to whaes friends could more

easily visit her would buck her up. She wanted ¢owsth her mum and

dad—wanted to die too. Exeter was where she haal be and brought

up, and she suspected Uncle James had had a haedbeing moved. Not

that Uncle James was a proper uncle, but as wekiag a doctor, he was a
long-standing family friend.



The nurse returned with Sister in tow, and theytwerough the, 'How are
you feeling?' and 'Fine," routine again.

'l can't give you another injection until the dackas seen you,' the Sister
said gently. 'But he should be here soon—then wouhave a nice sleep.’

Amber turned her pain-filled brown eyes in the &istdirection. 'lIt doesn't
matter," she said softly.

Everyone was being so kind and patient with hed, stre regretted that it
was too much of an effort for her to try and getl\wgain. But get well for
what? Theirs had been such a close family unit—est her mother and
father. They had gone everywhere together. She pehty of
acquaintances, but didn't have too many friendeobwn age. It had been a
family joke that at twenty-two she had shown nasigf wanting to leave
the family nest. She could hear her father nowt,tthiakle in his voice as he
had said, 'You've made it too comfortable for tsersie—we'll never have
the place to ourselves.' And her reply, 'And whaulddoring your early
morning tea if 1 wasn't around? Not many familieavén a built-in
chambermaid!" And her father looking faintly reguébefore he had given
her a hug that showed her that next to his wifeotied his daughter best in
the whole world. 'In that case,' he had sighed)'t/better stay.’

Her thoughts were interrupted as the pain somewdtahe base of her spine
got worse—she tried to relax, tried to let it waster her, but it wouldn't go
away. Kept on insisting she should concentratetheughts on nothing
other than where she was and if she didn't likepdie she should make
some effort to get well and so be rid of its naggin

When the visiting consultant entered the side vedue had been placed in,
Amber was gritting her teeth against the intense, jeer hands gripping the
side of the bed in an effort not to cry out.

Mr Phillips took one look at her and straight aveagiered the Sister at his
side to prepare an injection, then turning to Aml#e you going to tell me

too that you're feeling fine?' he asked, his sevdexer face showing a hint
of a smile as he looked down at the pale girl @likd, his voice booming in
her ears.



'Would you believe me?' Amber replied wearily. i$t8r didn't appear with
that injection soon, she had an idea she would staovhscreaming, for her
back felt as if was about to break in two.

Then mercifully Sister was there, and a syringe lgiag emptied into her
arm, and while Mr Phillips was still with her, asgiher questions in that
booming voice of his, questions she was sure heaBkdd a dozen times
before, she felt the pain begin to leave her.

She had no idea how long Mr Phillips was with I&re was aware of his

examination, but felt little pain as his gentlegms probed over the stitched
and lacerated lower back. Then a nurse in assssta@s replacing the

covers and saying, '‘Does that feel comfortable?'

'Yes, thank you," Amber muttered, her eyelids alyeaeginning to droop.
She would sleep soon, she knew, but she openecyesr as the trio
disappeared from her vision and enclosed her ommre behind the screens.

She couldn't for the moment figure out why the sosewere there at all.
They hadn't been there yesterday, and she knewahé¢he only patient in
the side ward. Drowsily she thought perhaps it was of Mr Phillips'
quirks that he insisted on screens wherever he.whmdle James had told
her on one of his visits that Mr Phillips was thestman in his field, so no
wonder his little peculiarities were observed withajuestion. Amber
closed her eyes again.

'She's in very bad shape,' she heard Mr Phillseevfloat over the screens,
and knew he was talking about her. Then Sistercdaddmething, though her
voice was much quieter.

The next thing Mr Phillips said had Amber's eyesitwy wide open, sleep
that had been so near hurtling away. 'Keep hehis gide ward, Sister,
though I'm very much afraid she's not going to It ws much longer—if
she pulls through this she won't live longer thamsonths anyway.'

He had to be talking about her, she was the onlggoein the small side
ward. And suddenly, as the consultant's words soedahrough her brain,
Amber knew that far from wanting to die as she Hamlight not many



minutes earlier, she wanted to live. Oh God, hé&t caman me, she thought,
as his death sentence of six months echoed andhoe@ in her brain
fighting against the effects of the injection slaé lbeen given. | want to live.

The medication had had its effect when Mr Phillgf$ the side ward, and
Sister, taking a peep behind the screens, sawAthber Newman, the girl
they were all working so hard to get back on het,f@as sound asleep.

Amber awakened to find the screens no longer rdtnandShe remembered
immediately the last words she had heard Mr Pkiligy, and knew as she
glanced round the small room, the only other bestettempty as it had

always been, that he had been speaking about &eic Buch as she could
never remember feeling before hit her, and forfittst time since she had

been brought to the hospital she put her fingethemutton and rang for the
nurse. She didn't want to be on her own.

She was in tears when the nurse came, hurrying se¢ what she wanted,
but Amber couldn't tell her what was troubling Heine was twenty-two and
wanted to live. To say that out loud would havelingsterical, she thought.

'Is the pain very bad?' the nurse asked sympaéitigticmopping at Amber's
tears with a tissue from the box on her locker. 8af@t give you an injection
yet, dear—it's too soon after your last one.’

"It isn't that," Amber sobbed.

'What is it, then?' Nurse Jones asked soothingig. t8ok hold of Amber's

hand, and Amber gripped it tightly. 'Come on, yamn tell me," she coaxed
gently, and when Amber still couldn't tell her's'your parents, isn't it?' she
guessed, thinking the sobbing girl must be cryingrdier parents. Nurse
Jones stayed with Amber for as long as she could,caer the next few

weeks devoted all her experience and attentioetting Amber on her feet

again.

For Amber those weeks were often painful. But thgsgcal pain lessened,
and though she began to suffer terrible nightmatespegan to adjust to the
loss of her parents. But she could not adjusteédktiowledge that she would
be joining them before the next six months were 8tk was stricken by



panic every time the thought hit her, which wagwftout she still could not
confide in anyone that she had heard what Mr pkiliad said.

At the end of three weeks she was pronounced tugim to go home.

They're sending me home to die, she thought, &ttty be brave, but knew
she wasn't brave at all, though she managed to keegeelings from

showing when Mr Phillips came to see her for tist fisme.

'You've made a good recovery,' he told her, andlshdéim think she
believed him, her face expressionless as she ddtém him. 'We've had
quite a tussle with you, young lady, so don't gtnganything silly and
undoing all our good work.'

'l won't," Amber assured him, thinking since heldali bring himself to tell
her the truth, she might as well play the gamenaig.

You'll have to take things easy for at least sonths,' he was telling her.
Six months, she thought, and tried not to panicratlat what he was really
telling her was that six months was all she hadir Bpine was badly bruised
under that rock fall,’ he went on, ‘and you didm@tp at all by trying to
struggle out and get to your parents, but you'eelil@od pumped back into
you, and except for the scars where you were stkehwhich will hardly
show in time— the scars from your other cuts wikgpear completely.' He
smiled at her as if he thought vanity was the &Mbrry she had on her mind
at that moment.

‘Thank you,"” Amber said, because she didn't knovatwdise she was
expected to say.

'The best way you can thank me is by following rdyiee. Don't go doing
anything silly. No lifting or carrying. Not too mhctanding,' another smile.
Treat your body gently for six months," he said.

Amber thanked him again, and before she left thepital she went and
thanked personally all the nursing staff who haokém after her, and in
particular Carol Jones. James Cresswell collecggdahd took her back to
the semi-detached she had last seen the day shefh&a go on holiday
with her parents.



'Here we are. Amber—I don't like you being on yown. Are you sure you
won't come and stay with me? There's plenty of r@om you know Mrs
Paget would love to have someone to fuss overlobleed fondly at the
lovely young girl who was as dear to him as a déergh

'‘No, Uncle James. | appreciate your offer, | redly Amber told him with a
smile, 'but—but I've got to adjust some time tang/ without Mum and
Dad—1I'd rather start now.' Even to Uncle Jamesgcshén't reveal what he
must as her G.P. also know; the hospital was beaiféive put him in the
picture. She secretly thought Mrs Paget, his hceesadr, had enough to do
in looking after a doctor's house, taking the ineuable phone calls, besides
her other duties, without having a convalescertt@rhands.

James Cresswell insisted on carrying her case hertooom. 'No lifting," he
reminded her, when she said she could take it tgelieHe stayed and had
a cup of coffee with her, and suddenly she didalitwo be on her own. She
bottled down the growing feeling of disquiet, knagsihow busy Uncle
James' practice kept him, and the unfairness gbikgehim with her for
company.

'I'll give you a prescription for some more paitéis,’ he said before he got
up to go. 'Those that the hospital gave you wastt Very long—remember
now," he joked, 'no drinking or driving while yoai'taking them!'

Amber smiled back at him because it was what he&eyg of her; she didn't
drive and seldom drank. She wondered if she woellhking pain-killers up
to the day it was all over, for though Mr Phillipad told her her back was
healing, it was not doing so without letting heplnabout it.

'l won't,’ she promised.

'I'l be popping in from time to time, but come asek me at the surgery if
you're anxious about anything.'

She saw the professional look he flicked over &ed, forced a smile. 'I'll be
fine now," she said.



But she wasn't fine. She tried to stick it out @m bwn, but added to the
disquiet of her thoughts, was the emptiness ohthese without her parents
in it. She had gone into their room the day sheechome and the alarm of
her feelings had been buried in the grief thatdqwwdmped her, and she had
just sat on the bed where she had greeted them enagning with their tea,
and had cried until she could cry no more.

A week after she had been discharged from hosglitalknew that if she
didn't do something about the alternating panic éepression that lived
with her, she would end up at the funny farm betheesix months were up.
In sheer desperation she came to terms with he&adf was twenty-two, a
quite normal girl of average intelligence, she tjau She was well thought
of in her job with the firm of solicitors where sherked as a secretary, but
knew from the way she had to keep taking pain4glithat a day spent
sitting at her typewriter would have her flat om hack for a week—even if
Uncle James allowed her to go back to work, whiwh lenew he wouldn't.
But where was she? Who was she? Cocooned as sihed&ad the love of
her parents, the loving family unit, she knew nioghof the outside world.
She had occasional boyfriends, but nothing aboemthad stirred her to
want to go overboard for them. But she couldn't ga like
this—twenty-two, for God's sake, and in six monshe would be dead.
Terror rushed in again. Dead, and she hadn't ygurbeo live. She
controlled her panic, fought for something to take mind from it. Was she
going to take it lying down? Had she no more badkdthan to sit at home
waiting for it?

She got to her feet, ready to fight against fatee Basn't sure what she was
going to do, but was suddenly sure she wasn't gmngve in. She was
going to cram as much living as she could intoribgt six months. She
grabbed up her coat and hurried out of the househ&d no idea where she
was going to start, but one thing was certain,dtie’'t intend to sit at home
and wait for death to call her.

The bus dropped her off near to the centre of Exated today instead of
making for the cathedral as she had yesterdayiwshed her feet in the
direction of a coffee house where a good few of hegquaintances
congregated. The feeling of peace that had comeetoonce inside the



cathedral hadn't lasted once she was outside,esavatid try to find peace
from her thoughts with some of the others in her giup.

But after two cups of coffee and seeing none ofpiple she knew—silly
to think she would anyway, they would all be at kvat this time of the
day— Amber was just about to leave when a girldid&know came in.

Sally Smith saw her straight away, looked roundmber had done to see if
there was anyone else she knew there, and seeiogenshe knew except
Amber, came and took the seat opposite her.

'‘Not working?' Sally asked, looking round for someao take her order.
'I'm off sick at the moment.'

'Oh yes, sorry, I'd forgotten—Linda Archer told stee'd been to see you in
hospital. Are you better?"

'Yes, thanks,” Amber replied, and not wanting tk &bout herself, asked
Sally if she was working.

'‘Between jobs at the moment.’
'‘Boring, isn't it?" Amber opined.

'‘Depends what you do with your spare time," Saliye back. '‘Can't say I'm
ever bored, there's always something doing somewhehe broke off to
order her coffee, and since her cup was empty andagt Sally was
someone to talk to, Amber ordered another cup sth&tdvant. 'There's
plenty of life around here," Sally went on, thernga knowing smile. 'If you
know where to look for it.'

Sally Smith wasn't a particularly close friend omBer's, but since she
seemed to know where the living was done, Ambat&rest was caught.
Sally seemed to stroll through life without a casy couldn't she be the
same? Even now, jobless, Sally didn't appear te haare in the world, and
Amber knew, since recalling that Sally lived ina by herself, that the rent
would have to be found from somewhere.



'Where does—er—one look for all this life?' sheeaskand caught Sally's
speculative glance on her.

‘Thinking of branching out?' she asked in turnjng one well plucked
eyebrow.

'I'm in a bit of a rut at the moment," Amber toler heager now for anything
Sally could enlighten her with.

'What's one of those?' Sally asked with the awred who wouldn't know a
rut if she saw one, and when Amber didn't answer & sat looking as
though questioning her statement that she kneweniheras all happening,
Sally said, 'l haven't got anything arranged faright—come into town
about eight if you like—we'll go on a pub crawl.’

Amber had never been on a pub crawl in her lif¢,dsushe started to get
ready that night to meet Sally in the hotel she hathed, she thought
anything was better than staying at home waitimgife months to creep by.

It was a new experience for her to enter a hotebhaer own. The bar was
filling up already, but as yet Sally hadn't arrivédnber saw the barman
looking at her, knew she had too much lipstick on-act, in an attempt not

to let Sally down she had been quite liberal wighimake-up. The bartender
looked at her questioningly, so lifting her headirmech or two higher she

went up to the bar, and intent on proving to hine sfasn't out of her

element, ordered a whisky.

'With water?' he queried.

'No—just as it is,' she said, and wondered whatditienow until Sally
came. She looked round for a seat and spotted stdi@rempty some yards
down. The stool didn't have a back to it, and steded the support a chair
would have given her, but what did it matter, shd taken her painkillers
before she had come out—she could take some mae glie got home if
her back started to protest at her lack of conataer.

She approached the stool, saw there was anothemacaat next to it; good,
that would do for Sally when she came. The opemnatioclambering up on



to a bar stool was new to her, and she winced aslisim't make it the first
time and slipped until her feet touched the floor.

'Want some help?' asked a deep-noted voice abaveaheand she looked
up, blinking, felt herself being docketed as thge-batting variety' as
without further ado the tall dark-haired man stepp# his stool, gripped
her round her waist and effortlessly lifted hertonhe stool.

‘Thank you," she muttered, not at all happy atwlag her knees were
showing, but too momentarily in pain from the suddevement to want to
do anything about it.

Her whisky arrived, and the man who had sat hemamnstool returned his
attention to his drink in front of him. Amber tri@h experimental sip of her
whisky, didn't think too much of it, but since shad had worse-tasting
medicine in hospital thought she would be ablertsi it.

Where was Sally? She wished she would hurry upgettiere. She flicked
her eyes about, feeling as if everyone was loo&irtfter, and quickly turned
her eyes back to her glass as she saw the bartgindener what she could
only describe as a knowing look. In two minds ndvowt forgetting all
about the planned pub crawl, the feeling of pamat tvas now quite familiar
to her stormed through her, and she looked at thre om the next stool to
hers, wanting someone to talk to— it didn't mattbo, anyone would have
done to get her over these few unbearable moments.

She saw he was looking morosely into his glassfdus stern. She didn't
know what he'd got to be so glum about—and didartiqularly care. He

wasn't going to die before six months were out, @shis worries were
nothing compared ... Gulping down the feeling tla¢ wanted to scream
and rail against fate at the top of her voice, lstuke into brittle chatter,

anything to keep her thoughts at bay.

'‘Cheer up,' she said, and when he turned his lteatate at her as though
she'd just appeared from another planet. 'lt banés bad as all that, surely?’
She thought he was going to turn his attention lhackontemplating his
drink—he looked ready to ignore her. "The sun still be shining for you
tomorrow," she added quickly, forcing a smile thast her dear, as she



pushed the thought away that there wouldn't bertaoy sunshiny mornings
left for her.

The man gave her a long, level look. 'You reckte?jueried.

'‘Always does.' She was glad he hadn't ignoredlihenly she could keep a
conversation going, with him until Sally got hefatything was better than
her own thoughts. 'l haven't seen you here befaee 1?' she asked. She
had never been here before, but he wasn't to khatw t

He ignored her question and looked down at hersglégant another?' he
asked, and flicked his eyes over her too made-cg fais look derogatory.

Amber felt a different sort of panic as she realise thought she had been
angling for him to buy her a drink—thought she vrgsg to pick him up.
‘Not at the moment.' She turned her face away fiomso he shouldn't see
how sick she was feeling with herself. Then an amggled up inside her
that he should judge her so without knowing hefteefairness ousted her
anger and she faced squarely, what else shoul@e thought? She was
propped up on a bar stool and on her own. Truehdte made the first
overtures when he had lifted her on to her sedtfrbm then on he had
ignored her, and it had been she who had triedrifcesup a conversation
with him. He was back to staring in front of himaag her refusal to allow
him to buy her a drink affecting him neither oneyveat the other. Amber
twisted her body to get a look at the door to seere was any sign of Sally
coming in. Her action caused her to feel a twingpain in her back, and
unwanted thoughts threatened to come screaminggiim.a

'Perhaps you'd like to buy me that drink later2 bkard herself saying,
shock hitting her, drowning her panic, that in ortbeget someone to speak
to her, take her mind off the thoughts she was elesp to get rid of, she
could act this way. Her words had the effect of mgkhe man turn his head
in her direction, even if it was only to give hbat derogatory look again.

'Perhaps | might,” he agreed. Then, his face pgvegpHow old are
you?"Over the age of consent,” Amber replied kihip what did it matter
anyway. She had wanted new experiences, hadn't Bm@®gh this man
looked as though there was nothing new for hinxfmeeence.



'‘By the look of you, you consent too readily," lagdsbrusquely, and turned
his head away, a fact for which she was glad, sahe didn't want him to
see the mortifying blush that coloured her cheekgha implication behind
his words hit her.

'No one's ever complained about that before." Old, Gehat was she

saying?—she had an idea this brittle surface chatieen getting too deep
before. Any minute now he would say something dm&l\wouldn't have a

clue what he was talking about, and he'd be sused¢dhrough her.

'I'm not complaining,' he said slowly. 'Girls likeu have their uses.’

Already she wasn't sure of his meaning. She mowedrfortably on her
stool, the ache in her lower spine telling her sheuld have found a seat
with a back rest to it.

'‘And you use girls like me often?' She hadn't idezhsaying anything more
to him. He was outside her experience, but thelaighpain was sufficient
to bring the sick reminder of her limited futureshing in.

'l have never paid for—those sort of pleasuressdi@ coolly.

'Who's asking you to?' Her face was aflame, shelp&new what was

keeping her glued to her seat, then she recangé¢dntbught. She did know.
She needed someone to keep her mind off her theught though this
conversation was sickening her to her stomach—Hdhere seemed to be
little kindness in him for the rest of humanity—laeast he was another
human being.

‘Are you offering yourself for free?' he asked Ibiyn

'I'm not offering myself at all,’ she said, andvad she hadn't, because now
he would lose the infinitesimal interest in herttha had, and she would be
left to let those unwanted panicky thoughts coneelgcating in.

‘Just out to tease?' he queried unexpectedly. vEquitked on the wrong
man, little girl." He put his empty glass down dre tbar top, and she
suspected that any minute now, he would go.



'Don't go,' she said desperately, and thought dongein her voice must
have got through to him, for instead of gettingama walking away from
her, he replaced his foot that had gone to thergtpliack on the stool.

‘Can you give me one good reason why | shouldn't?"

'Not really." Amber looked into her glass. She daiiltell anyone she knew
why she needed company, she wasn't about to starawomplete stranger.
'I'm a bit fed up with myself at the moment. Il just—thought it might ...

her voice tailed off. She didn't look at him, baekv her plea for him to stay
had gone unheeded. Then she was surprised intmtpakhim on hearing

him say:

'l have problems enough of my own, so | can doavitthearing yours—but
since I'm fed up too ..." He looked down at hesglaReady for that drink
yet?'

'‘Not yet." She smiled, glad he was staying. 'Do feai around here?' she
asked, wanting to talk, but not knowing what on&l sa this peculiar
situation she found herself in. She was suddeniy Sally wasn't going to
come now; she must have been sitting here for loakan hour.

'l live not too far away,' he said, not telling lwanere, and she realised then
that whatever they spoke of until it was time far ho go, nothing of a
personal nature must be allowed to enter their emation. He wouldn't
want to share confidences with the type of persmthbught she was. She
took another sip from her glass. Ships that pagse®night flipped through
her mind, but where she was more a flimsy canaettsbught he might well
be a destroyer.

‘You're not staying in this hotel, then?' she adkeghtly when moments
had passed with neither of them saying anything.

'‘As a matter of fact, for this evening | am.’
'Oh."' The small sound escaped her. Then her mimd areto what he had

said about having enough problems of his own. Hida&d he lived not too
far away —so why then was he staying in the hateight? She could find



no answer to that, and took another sip of her kyhikiding the shudder
that went through her as she had done beforeasta she didn't care for.
Perhaps he's married, the thought suddenly streckdnd she flicked a
hasty glance at his hands to see they were ringtessgh that didn't signify
anything very much. Perhaps he'd had a row withwliis? Her sense of
decency threatened to overcome her need to havemtimher, at that

thought, before she considered; she wasn't doigdharm just sitting here
talking to him.

"Your glass is almost empty—I've noticed you'verbédgeting about on
that stool. How about having that drink | promiged in the comfort of my
room?"

Amber knew then exactly what he was asking. If wkat with him to his
room, it could only end up one way. His referenedér fidgeting on her
stool— he couldn't know it was because her backpleagng up—brought
back the reminder of things she was desperateipgrio forget. Why
shouldn't she go with him to his room? With or with her he would go
soon, and she didn't want to be left on her owr. f8lred the fear of what
she was letting herself in for from her mind, fatdeerself to remember she
was twenty-two and hadn't lived yet, but uppermogher mind was the
thought that if she went with him she wouldn't lena.

‘Are you married?' she blurted out.

He looked momentarily surprised, as though he h#umight her the sort of
girl to have scruples. 'No," he said after studyiagfor a second or two. 'I'm
not married.' He paused—the decision was all l#rs,somehow knew he
wouldn't press her.

'Perhaps your room would be more comfortable,fslied herself agreeing,
and blanked off her mind as with his help she gotrdfrom her stool. She
felt all eyes must be following her as she leftblae with him.



CHAPTER TWO

AMBER had cold feet long before the lift stopped atftber that housed his
room. What was she doing here? A picture of hezqarflashed through her
mind and she stood rooted to the spot as theddtslopened and the man
stepped outside waiting for her to join him.

"This way,' he said when she had forced hersedfep outside the lift.

Silently she went with him, turning her thoughtsagwirom the image that
remembering her mother and father had evoked, &weaythe love that had
bound the three of them, knowing there was no figyback. She wanted the
warmth of a loving relationship, and swallowed mersly as the man
opened the door to his room and indicated thaskbald go through. There
would be no love passing between them, she knefdha certainty, and
she prayed he would be gentle with her—other didghis sort of thing and
thought nothing of it, only she never had. She tbesame comfort in the
thought that this night at least she would notgensling the night tormented
by nightmares in the solitary confines of her hokwhien she woke up she
would have someone with her, she would not be alone

She swallowed again on entering the room. It seembd dominated by the
big double bed. Oh God! She turned her head aveey the bed, noticing
there were two wooden-armed easy chairs in the room

'l need to go to the bathroom,’ she said in a rush.
'It sounds urgent,’ her host replied easily. 'Tgtothat door there.’

Her eyes followed the direction of the small ination of his head, and she
left him, closing the bathroom door firmly behinerh

Not only was her back playing her up, but her head thundering too. She
wondered briefly if that was the effect of the Wyisshe had drunk, but
didn't think it was. She reached in her bag for pa&in-killers, took two

although she wasn't due to take any for anothepleaf hours. Then with a
thought that her host wouldn't be very pleasechd started complaining
with pain once the time came to share that bed Wwith, she upended



another couple of tablets into her hand and hastigllowed them with the
reckless thought, what did it matter anyway? Theifrightening thoughts
began to take shape in her mind again, the needhdionan contact
paramount, she hurriedly snapped her handbag clasddwvent into the
other room.

The bed still seemed to dominate the room and stseglad to hear the man
saying, '‘Come and sit down," giving her a fair aadiion that he didn't intend
they should go to bed straight away.

She was glad about that, she thought, as she pasiog him in one of the
chairs. Glad he was more subtle, glad he wasnyrdabing type.

'l forgot to ask your name,' he said easily, haviogrouble in finding his
voice, whereas nerves were keeping her silent.

'It-it's B-Bunny," she said, and knew he was awslte was lying, but
suddenly wanting to remain as anonymous as shthbagdht he had earlier.

She saw for the first time a small smile of amusenséowing on his face.
The smile made her feel calmer, she felt her nenas relax; perhaps it
wasn't going to be so bad after all. He lookeded#ht when he smiled,
younger somehow, about thirty-four or five.

'l d-don't know your name either," she said, arelteb smiled when he said:
'‘Well, Bunny, how about—Wolf?"

'How do you do, Wolf," she said, feeling astonighynlighthearted. Her
smile disappeared when he stood up and left his.¢bh God, she thought,
he is going to make a grab for me after all. Butlioe't, and she breathed in

deeply as he passed her chair and she heard tkeotlglass.

'I've only whisky here, but | can send down for stimng else if you prefer
L ?

'Whisky will be fine." She would rather have a larade, but didn't want to
make a fuss.



He came round to the front of her. 'Here's to yben, Bunny,' he said, and
handed her a glass with a measure of whisky in it.

'‘Cheers,’ she replied with a bravado she wasHihee

He didn't appear to be in any hurry to down hiskirbut sat looking at her,
his look speculative. 'You looked different dowmstahe said suddenly.

'Different?' Amber adopted the brittle tone she hadrd coming from her
lips earlier. She didn't want to go home to slelmma if he was having
second thoughts, to know that the moment she closedyes her thoughts
and dreams would take on nightmare proportionsy'didferent?"

‘You're not as hard as | first thought you,' he séowly, then consideringly,
‘Tell me, do you do this sort, of thing often?"

"You mean come up to a man's hotel bedroom fom&2lrHer eyes flicked
towards the bed, and while covertly watching hine shw his eyes had
followed the movement of her to the bed. To hidert@vousness she took
another sip of her drink. 'lt's not the first timshe lied, knowing he would
know she had lied once they were in that bed t@getiut desperate that he
shouldn't turn her away if the uncanny suspici@t kiad formed in her mind
proved to be correct, that he would find little isaction in taking an
inexperienced woman to bed.

'‘Come over here,' he said suddenly.

'l haven't finished my drink yet," she came backibdly, wondering how
long she could delay the moment. 'l didn't think yeere the grabbing sort.’

'I'm in no hurry," he told her. 'Take your time hwitour drink.’

Relief flowed through her for these few minutespite, and she turned her
head up to smile at him, only to find that his faeemed hazy, and no matter
how hard she tried to get him into focus, his metjust wouldn't come clear.
She turned her eyes away, looked towards the beskaiin dizzily in front
of her. Was she drunk? She didn't think so. Wasithishe wondered. Was



she going to die here in his room? Hadn't she gpotm®nths after all?
Abruptly she stood up, the room swayed about her.

'What's the matter?"

His voice came to her from quite close by, andkstesv he had left his chair
and was standing close to her. Needing the corafghysical contact, she
turned, took a step forward and came up against Imstinctively she laid
her head against him, peace washing over her abhéstrength.

'What's the matter?' he repeated, when she didnt lwm to say anything.

‘Nothing ..." she started to say, then becauseidt ime obvious to him that
there was. 'Just hold me," she pleaded. 'Hold mee-Hee.’

‘'The thought had crossed my mind to do somethirtgetort,' he said, his
voice easy. 'But we have all night, and | thinkduhd appreciate you more if
you were sober.’

She hadn't meant she wanted him to love her invtagt but how could she
expect a perfect stranger, one whom she had bagmglup to more or less
since she had set eyes on him, to know that theedbe wanted was the love
she was missing in her orphaned state? She triéatde a laugh that he
should think she had had too much to drink, bdigtl in her throat. 'I'm not
drunk," she denied, and improvised, quickly shedgthd, for everything was
still hazy around her. 'l went to the dentist khiie afternoon— the effects of
his injection plus whisky made me go dizzy for thement, but I'm fine
now, honestly I am.’

'In that case ..." She felt his head coming dovehlarew he was going to kiss
her.

'D-Do you mind if 1 go to the bathroom first?' ska&d quickly on rising
panic. 'My mouth feels nasty after the dentist—ikk to use your
toothpaste, if | may.'

Her head felt hot when she made it to the bathra@od,she put a hand up,
finding her forehead damp. She was in a blue fumk she knew it. But



strangely not at the thought of going to bed wit,hbut more from
knowing he would get scant satisfaction when heandohe had an untried
girl in bed with him. She knew she wasn't thinkoigarly and wished the
bathroom would stand still. A sudden feeling ofusirophobia hit her, the
small white-tiled room crowding in on her and sinew she had to get into
the other room before she fainted.

She was aware of the man she knew as Wolf comiwgrts her as she
came out of the bathroom. The name Wolf made het tedaugh.

'Here | am, Wolfie,' she said in a voice that didound like her own. "Your
little Bunny is ready and waiting for you.'

The room swayed violently, and she thought she gueasg to hit the floor
with a bump. Then strong arms were around her,fieamd a long way off
she heard him say, 'Here you are indeed, my Btleny—and | think it's
high time that bed was made use of.’

Amber awoke slowly. She didn't know the room she imaand thought for
a moment that she was back in hospital. Then hess eyed about the room,
and she saw a dress she recognised as her owmgamgihe outside of the
wardrobe. Then she knew exactly where she was—ré&®@d how she
had got there, and there her memory faded out. \Wha@thappened since
was a complete blank. She had no recollection af getting into this bed,
no recall at all of anything that had taken plakdeeling of alarm gripped
her. Had it been such a horrifying experience liyaterical amnesia had set
in? She had read of people losing their memory weamething very
terrible happened and the brain took over and driagem the mind.

Wide awake now, she turned her head to see thatdhevho had taken her
from girlhood to womanhood was lying with his backer, and as her eyes
widened to see his broad naked shoulders, the tihowgbled in that apart
from the bed covers, the rest of him was nakedAaogreat fear made itself
known, and she felt to see if she too was nakedastsmall relief to feel she
was still wearing her petticoat—had she taken fitasfd put it on again
afterwards?—she couldn't remember. Worse, the titaughed in, had the



man she knew only as Wolf put her into it, or hadrhade love to her
without removing it at all?

The next instant, her face scarlet, Amber slid filmeneath the covers. She
had to get out of here—get out of here, and novigreehe woke up.
Suddenly it was imperative that she didn't havied& him in the face again.
Shame at what she had done surged through hew@&heé have a hard time
meeting her own eyes in the mirror, let alone Beestorn and contempt that
would be in his eyes.

She darted a look across the room. Had she plaedtéss so neatly on the
hanger—or had he? Again hot colour surged throughdmeeks at the
thought, and she tiptoed towards the wardrobe pgatyiat the floorboards
wouldn't creak and disturb the man whose lust sttesatiated.

The coat-hanger made a faint clicking sound as gteit down, and
fearfully, holding her breath. Amber looked towatte bed. He stirred in
his sleep and she was arrested for a split sed¢@idhere was none of the
harshness in his face she had witnessed last highgpose that hard look
had left him and his mouth was eased out of théralbed lines it had been.
Had she put that satisfied curve there? The thosigbt through her, and
panic-stricken again that her fear of dying hadlsmoralised her that she
had forgotten her upbringing, her parents' gertkeliing that you only gave
yourself where love was, she quickly got into hexsg, found her shoes and
bag and was through the door into the corridoridaideeling sick that she
was so lacking in character she had gone undeputifhutting up a fight.

Amber barely remembered getting home. Automaticstily had somehow
found a taxi—she had no idea of the time other thanit was still early.

But even if there had been a bus that would takephst her door at this
early hour, she just couldn't face seeing anyorthatbus who might know
her. On reaching her home she went straight td#tieroom, her intention
to sit in the bath and try to scrub herself cleahjle knowing that no

amount of soap and water would do that for her.\&ehorrified when she
caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror. What trthe taxi driver have
thought? Oh God, she looked revolting! She had gonéed without

removing her make-up and her eyes had the lookiofegl-in mascara on



top and bottom lids—perhaps she had rubbed her @&yssme stage, she
couldn't remember.

Tears mingled with the mascara making her look nimideous than ever,
and angry with herself, Amber filled the wash baand scrubbed at her
face, removing every trace of the caked-on makd-Hom long she sat in the
bath she didn't know. But she came to, the batlenad, to hear the phone
ringing downstairs. She felt a familiar niggle cdip as she attempted
hurriedly to get out of the bath, but she ignoteguickly and donned a robe,
anxious to answer the phone, hear another voice might keep her

tortured thoughts at bay for even a few minutes.

'‘Amber?' queried the female voice she didn't reisagat the other end. 'Is
that Amber Newman?'

'Yes.'

'Sally here. You took your time getting to the paenrWhere were you? In
the bath?’

'l was, actually,’ Amber answered, not feeling fgeased with Sally
Smith—if she had met her as arranged last nigletysuldn't have ...

'Sorry | didn't turn up last night—hope you didmdit too long.'

‘That's all right,"” Amber told her coolly. No oneasvgoing to know what
Sally Smith's non-arrival had led to, though sheérttahought Sally would
have the decency to ring up to apologise. 'Thankfgoringing,' she tacked
on politely since Sally had made the effort to rerber her manners.

'Oh, I didn't ring up just for that," Sally saidtbkly,then went on excitedly.
'l've got some good news and when | got down takihg of whom | could
tell, | realised there are very few people | knowowmvould be all that
interested.’

Amber wished she could feel she was all agog to hdwt Sally was
bursting to tell her, but because it wasn't in teerell her she wasn't



interested either, she put a note of friendly enguito her voice and asked
what her news was.

'I'm getting married,’ Sally almost shrieked dowre tphone. 'Isn't it
marvellous! Ray came round while | was getting yetm meet you last
night." Sally went on gibbering on about her 'Rakile Amber was still

trying to sort out how Sally could think of going a pub crawl while being
so madly in love with him, until Sally told her slaead Ray had had an
enormous row a month back and she hadn't seenih@®. #And it came to
Amber then that Sally, not unlike her, had beeenagiting to hide her
innermost thoughts in any way she could.

'l am pleased for you,' she said sincerely. She'tkshow the heartache of
being unhappily in love herself, but knew somethohdpeartache, and was
truly glad for the girl.

'It is marvellous, isn't it—though," Sally hesittél don't know that Ray
would have proposed if | hadn't told him that | veasgnant.’

'Pregnant?' Amber wasn't so much shocked that Sal$yputting the cart
before the horse and getting pregnant first andriethrsecond, more
shocked because she had thought Sally knew iardl,it was always, she
thought, the quiet unassuming types who got therasgbregnant out of
wedlock, rather than Sally who she had thoughtldesth born knowing her
way around.

'Lovely, isn't it?" Sally trilled. 'Well, | must da, Amber. I've got to go and
sign on at the unemployment office.’

Amber put down the phone wishing she could tréairi the same uncaring
way Sally appeared to—she blocked off her thoutitfasshe'd left it a little
late to adopt some of Sally's carefree attitudéess than six ... No, she'd
never be like Sally anyway, and for all she wisladly all the luck in the
world, she had no desire to be like her. She wa® i@ quiet unassuming
type she had thought of when Sally had been spga&iher, the type who
got themselves pregnant because they didn't kn@w thay around ...
Pregnant! !'!



The word hammered in with such fury, Amber's powsrthinking ceased
altogether, before the alarming possibility causedto all but collapse into
the nearest chair. Oh, God, oh God! What had sine?d&ven now she
could be pregnant. The thought was so frightenhngywanted to be sick.
She had no idea if he, Wolf, had taken any precastiand racked her
brains trying to recall something of what had talkdsce when she had
climbed into bed with him. But her amnesia waslidig probably hadn't
given the matter any thought. She was certain af sbhddenly since if she
had been the type of girl he thought she was, heldvoaturally have

assumed she was on the Pill or something. One thieng) for sure, she
couldn't go along to the hotel and ask for him. Blo&ed at the clock above
the fireplace. Half past nine. He would have Ib#& hotel by now anyway,
and all she knew about him was that he was unndariieed 'not too far

away', and the ridiculous name he had dreamed up.

Realising she was shivering, Amber went and gaoss#r@. The pain in her
back told her she ought to take a couple of pdiefki but as she picked up
her handbag intending to extract the small badtiought stayed her hand.
What if the medication she was on harmed the baby?

Convinced by now she was expecting a child, Aminemkshe had to have
some help, have some help or end it all now—yet bould she think of
ending it, harming something that had already ethitd grow inside her?
Half fainting with panic and fear, she dialled Jar@esswell's number, and
was answered by his receptionist. The receptisraspl, impersonal tones
helped her to bite down on her panic.

'Is Dr Cresswell free?' asked Amber.
'He's taking surgery.'

'Oh," she needed to talk to Uncle James, and dygeAmber Newman
here,' she identified herself, and then, her cbdisappearing, 'l need to see
him," she went on, swallowing hard on tears thaatened to choke her, and
not waiting for any more she put the phone backhanreceiver. Uncle
James' receptionist knew her, perhaps she wodlditel she had called.
Amber didn't think her shaking limbs would get lasrfar as his surgery if
she attempted to go on foot.



When she saw James Cresswell's car pull up owdbiolét an hour later, she
raced to the front door and had it standing wideteehe had the front gate
open.

The smile that had been on his face as he sawtdnredisg there vanished
rapidly as he came up to her and saw her ashemaeaged face. 'My dear!
he exclaimed, his concern showing as he pushethside and closed the
front door on the outside world. "Whatever is thetter?'

'Oh, Uncle James,' Amber sobbed, and went intedina-circle of his arm
as he guided her into the sitting room.

'‘Are you in pain?' he asked, trying to keep hiscgoimpersonal and
professional but finding it difficult when obserginthe state the dear
daughter of his two much loved friends was in.

Amber's back was giving her hell, but that wasl#ast of her worries just
then. 'lt's to be expected, isn't it?' she sardggling for control.

'Yes,' James Cresswell said slowly. '‘But it woltltegys be as bad as this. In
no time you'll find you're as good as ever you wausst try to ride with it,
Amber —your back took a load of punishment, youtoaxpect it to come
right in five minutes.'

'It's not going to come right, though, is it?' sjuestioned, not waiting for his
answer because she knew he wasn't going to tethadruth. ‘I know I'm not
going to get better, Uncle James,' she said, anldic'd quite believe that she
felt much calmer now it was out in the open. Sheelothe calm would stay
with her when she told him about her pregnancy.

'Of course you're going to get better." His eyewvedoover her face, his
professional glance telling him she was on the &@fghervous collapse.

'‘Don't lie to me, Uncle James," she pleaded.
'I'm not lying, Amber,' he said, adopting a stemet for her benefit. 'By this

time next year your back will be as good as new-glbefore, if you don't
do anything silly." Amber went to interrupt him,tkhe shushed her to hear



him out. "You've been through a terrible and headmg experience, my
dear. | didn't like the idea of your coming herers—should have insisted
you came and stayed with me for a while." His veigiened. 'l know you're
missing your parents— we all are. They were fineptes Amber, and
coping with losing them and the pain that | knowingallers can't
completely deaden has worn you out so that yoelgdur imagination run
riot.' The respect Amber had always had for him kegat her quiet while he
finished what he wanted to say to her, but as Ineladed, 'Now I'm going
to give you an injectionthat will ..." she couldstay quiet any longer. She
was -on her feet before he had finished tellingwieat the injection would
do for her.

'l know I'm going to die,’ she said, cutting acrtss words. 'l heard Mr
Phillips say at the hospital that he didn't thinkduld live longer than six
months.'

It was out. Said. Whatever Uncle James had beemgdoiplacate her with
was unspoken, and Amber turned away, not wantirsgéothe shock in his
eyes that she knew what was to be her fate. Thaseawmoment or two of
silence, when neither of them said anything, thdwe dieard his
voice—shocked, certainly, but not shocked from kimgwthat she knew,
but shocked at what she had been believing altithis. He pulled her down
into her chair again.

‘Listen to me, Amber," he told her seriously. Your G.P. and | would know
if anyone would. The injuries you sustained fromatthock fall are not

terminal. You're going ttive.' He gave her a gentle shake as her eyes gaze

back in disbelief. "You have my word on it. | swegtthe love | had for your
parents—the injuries to your back will heghu are going to get well.’

There was no disbelieving him, yet the idea hadofmer so firmly
entrenched in her mind over these last weeks tletesuldn't shake it off,
not just like that, not even with Uncle James swgaon the love he had for
two people she knew he had held so very dear.

'‘But | heard Mr Phillips say ..



'l don't care what you heard Mr Phillips say. | @éns note in your file back
in my office—I'll show it to you if you want furtmeproof—it says given

care a complete recovery will be made. Now tell ewerything you

remember when you heard Mr Phillips make that r&rhar

When James Cresswell had left her, he had goneowtitthe need to
administer his injection after all. It had been mthran a shot in the arm to
first hope, then finally be convinced that she tratle a ghastly and terrible
mistake. All the terror that had beset her on Imgakiir Phillips’ words had
been for nothing, for on hearing the whole stoonirher, James Cresswell
had phoned the hospital straight away, had spoktrtle same ward Sister
who had been in charge when Amber had been thadelistened to what
she had to tell him, put what Amber had told hinléo, and then asked the
ward Sister to repeat everything to Amber. He haatlled the phone over to
her and Amber had come away from the phone witbhftears streaming
down her face—nbut this time they had-been tearslaf and hope.

'She said that while | was still sedated they'dight in an elderly lady who
had severe injuries—it must have been that pooy Md Phillips was
talking about. Sister said that when the lady'atiets heard Mr Phillips'
verdict they wanted her to have the best of evargttand insisted she had
private nursing—she was moved while | was still emthe effects of the
injection they'd given me. Oh, Uncle James, | &alh an idiot!" and then,
remembering, 'That's why those screens were thédtall fitted suddenly.
Those screens, she saw now, had nothing to doamitlyuirk of personality
Mr Phillips might have. They wouldn't have botlemith those screens
had | been the only patient in that side ward, Wahéy?' She didn't need to
see him shake his head for confirmation.

'So now you're finally convinced, are you?' He wasling, and it was all
too much for her. She threw herself into his armd geceived his warm,
fatherly hug before he had left her.

One couldn't go through an experience like that @re out unchanged,
Amber thought a week later.

Somehow along the way she had grown up, and ititied.to do with the
fact that she was now pregnant. She hadn't godrtutelling Uncle James



about that, though she would soon enough becanse she wanted her
baby to be perfect, she was going to heed his adxiery step of the way.
She knew losing her parents had been in part sdntleeaeason for her
growing up—she had never had to fend for hersdibrbe But she knew

inwardly that should she ever again have the sameopncement made
about her that she had thought Mr Phillips had mslde was now grown up
enough to cope with it without panicking and fogriterself to be

something she was not. Whatever happened in theefubothing would

induce her to act like the harpy she had that nghiet had let herself be
picked up by Wolf.

Still being unfit to return to work, she had addttime to think, and during
that week she made up her mind about several thisigse she couldn't
hope to hide the fact that she was pregnant, aeadd&n't think old Mr
Turner would take very kindly to having a pendimgmarried mother in his
office when she was fit to return to her job, sheuld telephone him and
thank him for keeping her job open for her, but shg would not be
returning. She had some savings that would sethtargh for a while, and
her parents' estate should be settled by the tihreebtaby arrived, and
although her parents had not left her a fortureretvould be enough there
if she was careful to enable her to stay at honte ler child was perhaps
two or three years old.

Mr Turner was very kind when she told him she waliilde coming back. 'l

don't mind keeping your job open for you until y@mine is stronger,' he
told her, accepting without question her statentbat her doctor felt it

unwise for her to sit at her typing desk for anygth of time. 'Perhaps you
could come in part- time until you're stronger?'

Amber rang off with a feeling of guilt that she hdichgged Uncle James'
name in as her excuse, for all he had said songe#ihimg those lines, mixed
with a feeling of pleasure that Mr Turner thoughglwenough of her to

suggest the concession of part-time work. Turnern@r 8c Scott were

old-fashioned enough not to consider taking on-par¢ employees.

When a week later Amber discovered she was nonpregfter all, she was
quite upset. All her plans for having a child oniethto shower her love
disintegrated, and it was a few days before sheecarhof her melancholy



to realise it was all for the best. And as anottmiple of weeks went by,
each day showing an improvement in her physicatlitimm and with the
pain in her back diminishing, for all some of tlvars would be with her for
ever, so her sleep became less stressful. Thenmegls she dreaded became
fewer and fewer and at last she believed wholebélgrthat she was going
to make a complete and absolute recovery, and spanbto realise how
much good work everyone had put in to bring thaipysstate to pass.

She now felt ready to look for some form of empleyry but wasn't in any

hurry to do anything that would undo the healinggasses so far. Only now
as she looked back did she realise what a medsashieeen. But she wasn't
going to look back any more; her sights were sdherfuture, and although

she still missed her parents dreadfully, she kriey tvould never be at rest
if she continually fretted for them.

Accordingly, she scanned through the local papekifg for some form of
paid employment, and when she spotted an adveitefoporary clerical
staff needed by a firm of cardboard box manufactuwéo had moved into
the area and were wanting staff to help inthe ttians period, she
telephoned for an interview, thinking, a temporaty would suit her down
to the ground until she was fully fit to returntte secretarial work she had
been trained for.

Mr McGilly, the man who interviewed her for the joasked about her
experience, and didn't seem too keen on takingvhen he heard she had
been working as a confidential secretary. 'We're paying that sort of

salary,' he underlined.

'l don't expect to receive the salary you would pagecretary,’” Amber
replied, having thought Brewsters looked a rattodayputfit, and digging in
her heels at the chagrin she felt that they weadyr¢o turn her down. ‘I've
been ill for a few months and don't want the straiturning to secretarial
work would involve for a while," she told him.

Instantly Mr McGilly's attitude changed and he c¢detl that his wife had
recently suffered a nervous breakdown and everljaddeen so kind to her
that if he could extend that kindness to someone hdd suffered the same
trauma, he would be pleased to do so.



"You'll soon have your confidence back,' he asshezdmaking her want to
squirm that he was now being so nice to her, hdden undeserved
sympathy making her feel awful, but since he hadhie hair down and

confided about his wife, she hadn't the heartltdten he had mistaken the
nature of her illness. 'In no time you'll feel atiegackle secretarial work and
any stresses that go with it," he told her, smilidg then went on to tell her
how much the clerical job paid, and when Amber didianch that it was a
very poorly paid job, he told her she could startonday.

It was a relief to get out of the stuffy office amédke her way home. As she
sat on the bus and it trundled along, some of thik gshe was feeling fell
away. She looked at her reflection in the windowttaes bus stopped for
traffic at a dark hoarding, and wondered if the krafrthe mental anxieties
she had recently been through was apparent ombter$he owned then that
although she hadn't actually suffered a nervouaka@wn, thank heaven, it
had been a very near thing. She smiled at the boogyn-haired reflection
that looked back at her, her even white teeth idemce, then closed her
mouth in case anyone was watching her. The onlyneaywas up. She was
going to look towards the future—she had alreadgerastart.



CHAPTER THREE

ARRIVING at Brewsters on Monday, Amber was left in charfja smartly
turned out fair-haired girl about her own age. &felill show you the
ropes,' said Mr McGilly, giving her an encouragsmile before hurrying
away.

'‘Always up to his eyes in it,’ Helen Kempsey reredikshowing Amber to
the desk that was to be hers, and instructingrhéra use of an antiquated
adding machine before giving her a sheaf of papérscolumns of figures
that had to be added up.

Amber quickly got into the routine of the work, whj busy though they
were, was not exacting, there being time for the oudnute or two to get
acquainted with the four other girls seated at dseskiilar to hers, and
because every hour or so she had to take her viamg 0 a small pool of
typists, it meant her back didn't have chance téhseugh sitting too long.

By the end of the first week she was on first-naemss with the other girls

she worked with, and getting on well with them. Birtce Helen Kempsey
seemed to be more on her own wavelength than atheadfthers, the two

girls gravitated towards friendship. The othersenallt married and seemed
more interested in the price of meat and veg thgithing else, and were
only there to earn a little extra towards Christpvésich was less than three
months away.

Amber wondered about Helen in those first days,abse the girl was
always expensively turned out and couldn't haverdéd to dress the way
she did on the money Brewsters paid. She wond&redif Helen had had
the sticky time she had in getting Mr McGilly tdéaher on. Helen had told
her one lunch hour that she had only been ther@m@thrherself, and at
Amber's look of surprise, she had added, 'I'm anbharge of the section by
virtue of the fact that | was here a couple of dagfore any of the others
started.’

'Oh,’' said Amber, then because it was true, "Well;re making a jolly good
job of it.'



'Honestly—do you think so?' Helen seemed remarkplelgsed at Amber's
statement, and confessed, 'Actually, this is thet job I've ever had.' She
then seemed to regret having said that. 'You welhthe others?’

'Of course not,' Amber assured her.

She would have liked to know more about why Heleémp had told her she

was the same twenty-two that she was, had not wobefore, but she

squashed her curiosity. She hadn't told anyoneew®ers, apart from Mr

McGilly, that she had been a secretary. That haah lbeainly because she
had thought that to do so might bring forth questias to why then was she
stuck there doing a humdrum job. She didn't warteliloanyone about the

injury to her back in case it got to Mr McGilly'ars and he discovered the
real nature of her illness. She felt guilty enoaghit was at having got the
job because he thought she had suffered a nerveakdown; she didn't

want him to feel put out at having falsely confidedher.

As the weeks slipped by she and Helen became fiends, though after
finding that neither of them had parents, they nepeke about their home
backgrounds apart from Helen telling her when shened that Amber had
been an only child:

'I'm luckier than you, Amber—I do have two brothetisen half to herself,
'though sometimes | could do without them!'

Amber gathered from that remark that occasionaigré were family

squabbles, and regretted for the first time thattsdd been an only child. It
would have been nice to have a sister or a bratheonfide in. She thrust
the thought from her; no one could have had a eamhildhood than she
had had.

Often during the following weeks as Christmas dres&T, the two girls
would stay in town and have a meal, and Helen waildrwards drop
Amber off at her home. Amber never questioned h@er could afford to
keep her car on the road; it was none of her basine



The week before Christmas Helen asked her whatvsisedoing over the
festive season. 'l expect you have one or two gmrto go to?' she
guestioned.

‘Actually, no," Amber replied, then because thainsied as though she
would be sitting at home twiddling her thumbs, ‘légnddames—you
remember | mentioned him a couple of times—he's@shke to go and stay
with him over the holiday ...’

'He's a doctor, isn't he?' Although she didn'tsgyHelen's tone implied that
she didn't think staying with a fatherly doctor ptiee festive season was
going to be a barrel-load of laughs.

'Mm, that's right," Amber confirmed. 'He's a reald.' He was too. As busy
as he was he made a point of often calling to seenlo longer in the role of
her G.P., although he always asked after her pssgbait as the good family
friend he had always been.

They were walking down the High Street, Amber hguimought the subject
finished with, then out of the blue Helen said, don't you come and stay
with us?'

'‘Oh, | couldn't!” It came out automatically. Hekefamily wouldn't want her
intruding.

'Why not?' Helen's generous mouth firmed in ative¢ wasn't to be argued
with. 'We'd love to have you.

If you go to your Uncle James, I'll bet you woresnuch of him.’

That was true. Being a doctor with a large practeseen if he did have a
partner, meant Uncle James could be called outyatime, though she got
on well with his housekeeper, Mrs Paget, and she ..

'‘Look, let's go and have a coffee or something, diaduss it," said Helen,
and Amber found herself seated in a cafe with Heten was determined
once she had made up her mind that Amber woulaibeng her and her



brothers at their home at Eldridge Bank, and wadydo knock down any
obstacle Amber could put in the way.

'‘But your brothers won't want me there," Amber @steéd. 'They don't know
the first thing about me— they might not even llke—what then?'

'Rot," said Helen. 'Simon will fall for you liketan of bricks—he's rather
partial to good-looking girls, and when he seesihg the light on your hair
turns it to amber he'll be sunk without trace.' A&ambad to smile at this piece
of exaggeration, but sobered when Helen went owa$ a brilliant piece of
foresight when your parents named you Amber—it yiisl exactly with
your hair the colour it is when the light shinesiton

'My mother had the same colour hair," Amber saidttyu 'l think Mum and
Dad were hoping | would inherit it." Then to get afsubject that was still
too new not to be painful, 'What about your otheatlier?' she asked with
forced brightness. 'Will he be sunk without trace?

There was a moments pause before Helen answered:D¥son's a
different kettle of fish,' she said slowly, and sieg she was undoing all the
good work she had done so far, 'He's my stepbradicarally—twelve years
older than Simon and me—we're twins, by theway,rmihing like each
other to look at—but I'm sure he'll like you too.’

Something unsaid in what Helen was saying aboustegbrother Dyson
had Amber sure she wouldn't like him. 'l thinkbetter stick to my original
plan ..." she began.

'Oh, Amber, please,’ Helen broke in. 'lt's not airspf-the-moment
invitation, honestly it isn't. I've been thinkingaut it for a week or so now,
only to tell you the truth we won't be doing anwidpivery special and |
thought it might be a little dull for you.’

There was no doubting her sincerity, but Amber Viaame—Uncle James
would be the first to tell her to go and mix witbgple of her own age group.
She was certain he wouldn't be offended if she'dsday with him, but...



'Please come, Amber,' Helen said again, then afteoment's hesitation, 'l
wasn't going to say anything, but you'd be doinganiavour if you would
come.’

'Favour?' queried Amber.

'Well, yes. I'd better explain a bit about us—I &av said much before
because—well, family squabbles are a bit privaten'athey? But the last
time Simon was home from university he and Dysahdree hell of a row. |
thought Dyson was going to murder him, you couldrhiee pair of them all
over the house. | went in to try and help and dezhup with me taking sides
with Simon, for all,' she put in, 'l knew he wasthe wrong to do what he
did, but he's, my twin after all." She looked at #enand gave her a half
smile. 'If you're thinking two against one isn'tywéair, don't give it another
thought. Dyson could take half a dozen of us ongitidlatten the lot of us.
Anyway, the upshot of the row was that Dyson laiw ime for interfering,
saying he would listen to anything | had to say mwhe deigned to get my
dainty hands dirty and knew something about thedwaork—he said a lot
more besides, but | won't offend your ears by repegat.’

Amber gathered it must have been one hell of a 1®@avyou decided to take
a job just to prove ...

‘That's right. | was livid at the time. All steweg with an "I'll show you"
attitude. Though since | wasn't trained to do amgtlvery much other than
pour tea into dainty china, | had a devil of a gaiting anybody to take me.
Had to tell a few fibs to get Mr McGilly to take rhehe confided.

Amber was intrigued by everything Helen was sayiftgey had never had
much more than the occasional grumble in her fant/the few tiffs they'd
had were soon made up—the row Helen was talkingitabounded like
all-out warfare.

'So you showed your brother Dyson that he coutditto you like that and
get away with it?' She still had no clear idea Wit instigated the row, but
couldn't help admiring Helen's spirit.



'Yes,' Helen agreed, then went on, 'Now do yowsseyou'd be doing me a
favour if you came and stayed with us over ChristPha

Amber wasn't sure that she did. From what Helersaat] she assumed they
were a pretty volatile family. She had no idea weheldridge Bank was; it
certainly wasn't around here. If she did take Helgwon her offer, was there
anywhere she could run to for cover once the fgabeo fly?

Helen saw the doubt in her face. 'Dyson hasn't Se&mon since that row,’
she told her. 'After the row Dyson slammed outhaf house and when he
didn't come home that night, Simon decided to ntakeself scarce in case
whichever girl-friend Dyson had spent the nighthahtadn't sweetened him
up any—not that his temper lasts for very longg' Bastened to assure her,
'but it probably still niggles him at what Simondé+ but he's too
self-controlled to let fly at Simon while we havgaest in the house.’

Helen's simple invitation now seemed much more dimaied than Amber
had first thought, and she didn't quite believe jhst the fact of her being
there meant that harmony would reign over the hauske she was there.

'Do come,’' Helen urged. 'l promise you Dyson wallthe perfect gentleman
while you're around—won't raise his voice once.'

'How can you be so sure?' Amber wasn't convinced ,Helen went on to
explain:

'‘My father died a year or so before my mother—I fifésen when she died,
and went through a bad patch, latching on to thaesdpeople as friends.
Anyway, after Dyson had caught me smoking with @ugrof them—in a
bus shelter of all places!'—he insisted | bringralf friends home to be
introduced to him. He was perfectly charming torggae of them even
though there were one or two definite thugs ambegt and gradually—I
didn't realise it until much later—he steered neaclof the bad elements
until I was over the bad patch.' Helen laughed nesuently. 'l shall never
know what method he used to get rid of the baddbeisthey dropped out of
sight pretty smartish, while the others in the growere always made
welcome. What I'm trying to say, Amber, is that lelidyson no longer has a
need to vet my friends, he'll be able to tell aftee look at you that you're an



ideal friend for me, and | just know he'll do eviiigg in his power to make
your stay with us enjoyable.’

Amber warmed to the sincerity in Helen's tones, fattcherself being won

over. Dyson didn't sound so very terrible after 8lhe knew she wasn't a
'thug’ or a 'bad element’. A picture of the man Wialshed through her

mind, as it often did, to be quickly rejected. Symveryone was allowed

one lapse?

'I'll come,’ she said quickly before the picturetait dark, morose man could
come back again.

'Oh, good." There was no doubting Helen's pleaasrshe got down to
organising the details.

Eldridge Bank, Helen explained, was a small villageut thirty miles away
on the edge of Exmoor. It seemed a long way foeriéb travel to come to
work at Brewsters, but she explained that she tgmt anyone locally to
know she had a job, the same pride showing thantedk her get a job in
the first place.

Brewsters were closing down on Tuesday until thievieng Monday, so it
was arranged that Helen would drive Amber to hendon Tuesday to pick
up her case after work and drive her to EldridgekBa

Amber was in a dilemma as to whether or not tofmegents for Simon and
Dyson. She had never met them and didn't expect tbduy her anything,
but knew she would die of embarrassment if theydratishe had nothing to
give in return. She pondered the matter for sorme tithen decided she
would get them something. It would act as a thank-yasgmt for having
her to stay as well. Having purchased two very higg a discreet blue one
for Dyson who Helen had said had dark hair, andeargone for Simon,
whose hair according to Helen was a 'mucky redwgldmber parcelled
them up and stuck the 'Best Wishes' labels one&gnt for Helen had been
no problem because she already knew the name danldefavourite
perfume, and expensive though it was, she thougthimg was too good for
Helen allowing her into the circle of her family.



She had presents for Uncle James and Mrs Pagetnidafter ringing Mrs
Paget first and finding that Uncle James was notalhthat night, the
Thursday beforeChristmas she took her presents tooise. Mrs Paget let
her in, telling her the doctor was in the sittiogm, and Amber handed Mrs
Paget the present she had for her, neatly wrappisl Christmas wrapping.
She knew Mrs Paget had a weakness for anything gleshoped she would
be pleased with the unusually shaped glass carmdifieihcomplete with its
matching candle.

‘Let me have your coat,' said Mrs Paget. 'I'veesnt for you too, Amber,’
and they both laughed as they said together, 'Nobe& opened until
Christmas.’

Amber found James Cresswell listening to some sfféwourite records.
She went quietly into the sitting room and one géaat the well worn
battered slippers on his feet was sufficient for teebe pleased she had
selected a pair of sheepskin-lined slippers fophesent.

'l wasn't expecting company,’ he said, openingyes and becoming aware
that he wasn't alone. 'Always a pleasure to see Aimber—come and sit
down.' She saw his glance go to the gaily wrap@edgb she was carrying.

'l—er—I've brought your present round tonight,’ shaél, placing it down
on a low table before seating herself. 'Uncle Jamvesild you mind very
much if I didn't spend Christmas with you?' she twen

"You're not thinking of staying at home by yoursafe you?' he asked,
frowning. 'l don't think that's a very good ideay dear.’

When Amber told him about Helen's invitation toystdth her in Eldridge

Bank, his frown disappeared and the sunshine ofmmige came through.
'‘An excellent idea," he proclaimed. 'l must admitas looking forward to

pulling a cracker with you,' he teased, 'but if @wd you far more good to be
with someone your own age. What are this Helenterdamily like?' he

asked, not from any sense of making sure they wesgectable folk, but
showing a natural interest in her friends.



'l haven't met Helen's brothers—she has two, SiamohDyson, but she says

'‘Dyson? Eldridge Bank?' said James Cresswell, dsyifig to make a
connection. 'That wouldn't be Dyson Silver, woult] i

Uncle James got around far more than she did, draes@ to know Eldridge
Bank at any rate, and Helen's brother too, fromtwikavas saying.

'l don't know, Uncle James. Helen's name is Kemplay Dyson is her
stepbrother, so his name could be Silver—I neveught to ask. Why, do
you know him?"'

Tl bet it's the same chap,’ James Cresswell gpaidsively. 'From all
accounts he's quite well-to-do— quite a tycoon adoExmoor way— has
his finger in one or two pies round here too, ge Heard.'

Amber remembered that there was no real need ftanHe work for her
living, and felt a little apprehensive, half wisgishe hadn't accepted the
invitation now. It hadn't bothered her before thiglen's clothes had an
expensive look to them, and although her own wénelieas fairly plentiful,
very little in it, apart from her sheepskin jackefd cost a quarter of what
Helen must pay for her clothes—how would she fitarsuch a well-to-do
environment?

'Do you think | shouldn't go after all?' she quaséid doubtfully. 'l didn't
know Helen's people were that well off.'

'‘Nonsense,' James Cresswell scoffed. "You're dueas good as they are.'

Amber packed the things she would be taking withomethe Monday night,
unsure which of her two favourite long dressesak®t so she packed them
both. Her best suit she would be wearing to the@tomorrow; there would
be no time to change when Helen brought her badoltect her suitcase.
She was glad Helen had suggested coming back kaupiter case, for as
she added a trouser suit, two calf-length dressederwear, jeans and
toiletries, not to mention shoes and various otloiels and ends, her suitcase
was becoming quite heavy, and though lugging ibh\Wwer on the bus would



normally not have bothered her, she had been withena for a week or two
now, and was anxious not to do anything to causaimg discomfort over
the holiday.

'l can't say I'm not looking forward to not havitlgcome back here until
next Monday,' said Helen, as she steered her ¢asfale small side street
near to Brewsters on Christmas Eve. 'You'd thirdytivere giving us an
extra week's pay, the magnanimous way they saidowkl get off an hour
early.'

Amber laughed, mentally agreeing. Other small faesoand offices nearby
had packed up at lunch time as a concession ttegiige season. It didn't
take more than ten minutes to reach her home akdupi her suitcase. She
invited Helen in, but they didn't stop very longHelen said it looked like
snow, and it would be better to take advantagehefr textra hour of
freedom.

Helen was obviously looking forward to Christmasidasome of her
enthusiasm brushed on to Amber as the car sped,dlwough she couldn't
help wondering if Helen's two brothers had patamngdheir quarrel.

'Is your brother home from university?' she asklethking he must be, but
not liking to ask outright the question that haslegi her a few anxious
moments —she was a stranger to a strained atmasphdrdidn't know if
she was equipped to deal with it.

'Oh yes,' Helen said breezily, and in answer to Arsbunasked question
‘All's quiet on the Western Front!'

The house, which went by the simple name of Mo@w/iwas larger than
Amber had been prepared for. Dusk had alreadynfabiat the house still
loomed large and imposing. But she had no timaustion the disquiet of,
would she fit in? for Helen was out of the car sgyiCome on, Amber-"-I
can't wait for my brothers to get a sight of you-t#yldknock '‘em for six!"

Heartened by this piece of banter she didn't beliey Amber followed
Helen up the stone steps, glad she hadn't gotfaetg walk with her case.
The hall was already illuminated as they went thiothe massive front



door, and as no one was about, Helen told herrig ba at the bottom of the
stairs with her case while she went to see wheeeyemne was. The hall
seemed to be quite long with doors going to thketragd the left of it, and
Amber watched as Helen disappeared through onleeofldors to the left.
Then before she could do more than glance aboutah@oor to the right
opened and a tall, dark-haired man came out.

He saw her straight away, but even before he staoteome towards her,
the shock of recognition had Amber feeling she g@sg to faint. She had
already placed her case down by her feet, andlstahed at the newel post
of the stairs while praying with all her heart thhe hard-looking man
approaching her had not in turn recognised her.tk®rdast time she had
seen him, her face had been plastered with malepit had been in his
hotel bedroom in Exeter.

He came and stood in front of her, his hard eyekitg down into her ashen
face—Helen's stepbrother, for he could be no ose &as none other than
theman she knew only as Wolf!

He looked at her unsmiling, unspeaking, and whilke was still searching
for something to say, still hoping he had not retsgd her, but doubting it
very much, she heard Helen coming back along the ha

'Oh, there you are, Dyson—I've been looking indhewing room for you
and Simon.’

'Simon's out,' Dyson said smoothly, turning to giaat his stepsister.

Helen came up to them, noticing at once the wheié Amber's face. ‘Are
you all right, Amber—you look ghastly?"

'I'm fine,"” Amber replied quickly, not wanting Helgo draw Dyson's
attention to her.

'It's the change in the temperatures, | expectsoDywas saying urbanely.
'It's bitter cold out and since one always feeld @oanother person's house,
I've had the heating turned up a degree or twodicome your friend—I'll
have it turned down later.'



There was nothing in his tone to suggest that ltereeognised her, and

though she was able to relax slightly as the thopghetrated that it was

nearly four months since that night and that tineust have been quite a few
women for this virile-looking man since he had taker to bed, the nausea
remained that she was expected to stay here isatine house with him for

almost a whole week.

‘That's probably it,” Helen agreed with her stepiimods verdict that the
abrupt change in temperatures had been the reasofiniber's wilting
appearance. 'l thought it was because you weresgaafr meeting my
family,' she said lightly, 'but...'

'I'm sure Amber isn't such a frightened rabbit #sthaat,” Dyson said

smoothly, and fresh shock hit Amber. For at hisdgothis reference to a
rabbit when she had told him her name was Bunng,kstew without a

shadow of a doubt that as she had recognised mawlst away, he had
recognised her.

'Would you like a drink of something first, or waduyou like to see your
room?"

Amber latched on to what Helen was saying. She kslegvwouldn't be
staying, but for the moment she had to get awaw fitee enigmatic glare of
Dyson's eyes.

'My room, | think," she said, her voice suddenlgkywu

'‘Come on, then.' Helen picked up her case ancedtag the stairs. 'I'll give
you a chance to unpack, and by then Simon shoultbbe and we can all
have a go at decorating the Christmas tree.’

Amber went to follow her up the stairs, but founer vay blocked by
Dyson. Oh God, was he going to say here and noth, Melen in earshot,
that he didn't consider her a suitable friend ferdister? She recalled Helen
saying he no longer vetted her friends, but she'digy any credence in that
any more. Then he was stepping to one side, giviag an almost
imperceptible sardonic bow, but she saw it andwollared in her face as
she followed Helen up the stairs. She would haveltdielen something as



soon as they were alone together—she didn't watdltber the truth, but
somehow she would have to invent a plausible statywould get her back
to Exeter tonight.

'Here we are,’ said Helen, waiting for her to cdtehup and opening one of
the many doors along the wide landing. 'Becausé&gtnwely and feminine,

| thought you would like a room that's pretty amanfnine,’ and Amber
followed her into a room that was a fairytale detigf femininity. The first
thing that caught her eye was the bed, a gorgemees and net- draped
fourposter.

'Why, it's exquisite!" she breathed, her bewilde¢hedights ousted for a brief
while at her friend's thoughtfulness in thinkingeshould like this room
with its walls papered in the palest of pinks watlfaint silver stripe going
down, the frilled dressing table complete with aramgement of delicate
flowers. 'Oh, Helen,' she exclaimed, and felt caetgdy overcome on seeing
the flowers, knowing that this was Helen's way a&yisg, 'Welcome—we
want you to be happy with us.’

Sensing that Amber was feeling rather emotionalleieadopted a
think-nothing-of-it manner, though Amber could sée knew how she felt.
'l leave you to it," she said. 'Simon would hdeen here to greet you—he
said so this morning—only none of us knew Brewstezge going to let us
off an hour early.'

After Helen had gone, Amber tore her eyes away fioen beautiful
surroundings, a sudden feeling of dullness swamparg Helen had gone
out of her way to make her welcome, and all shédodai to repay her was to
tell her she couldn't stay. She knew it would soungrateful, but there was
no way she could contemplate staying in the samisdhas the stepbrother
Dyson—even supposing he was prepared to let hdrsla had her doubts
about that. What had Helen said that time whenhstoetold her about the
friends she had picked up with after her mothezathl? 'l shall never know
what method he used to get rid of the baddiestHayt dropped out of sight
pretty smartish." She would have to explain sometho Helen, Amber
realised, but she wasn't waiting around for Dysogive her her marching
orders.



She left the small bedroom chair she had collapgedis soon as Helen had
gone, and was on her feet knowing she would haged& the other girl out
and tell her she wouldn't be staying after all, limefore she could get to the
door she saw the handle turn, and stood rootedogened.

Amber wasn't surprised to see Dyson standing tlstre;had known deep
down that it wouldn't be very long before he chesme moment to have a
‘private word' with her, though she would have @nefd to have left without
having to see him again.

‘Thank you for knocking," she offered, arming hiéragh sarcasm to get
herself over this interview.

'Please forgive my lack of manners,' his tone waskmmgly insincere. 'l
quite forgot men always knock before they enteryoom.’

The barely veiled suggestion that men were no géato her bedroom had
to be ignored, Amber saw. She had no defence dggiasd could see little
point in telling him he was the only man who hadcrellowed that
privilege apart from her father and her doctor—hauldn't believe her

anyway.

Dyson Silver closed the door behind him and cannénén into the room.
Then all mockery left him. 'Not unpacked yet, |.5éker suitcase was still
where Helen had left it, no evidence of Amber'ssegsions on the dressing
table or anywhere else.

‘A pretty pointless occupation, wouldn't you saggce I'm not likely to be
staying.' She saw his eyes narrow at that, antseeblith a small spark of
pleasure that she had stolen his thunder if héobad ready, as she was sure
he was, to tell her to get out.

‘You catch on very quickly," he said, agreeingwhsn't staying.
'Oh, don't worry," she shrugged airily. "Thoughnow little about your

family, | know enough to be aware that you thimk hot good enough to
associate with Helen.'



'You've been reading my script,' he said insolefiflyere doesn't seem to be
a thing | can tell you that you haven't figured émt yourself.’Amber felt
sick at his cool insolence. She had never com@sacanybody like him
before—but suddenly all the blame being placed dyat her door made
her mad. He had been a party to it too, and itglign't seem fair that she
should be the one to be made to squirm when heawassponsible as she
was for what had happened.

'Men 1' she exclaimed in angry disgust. 'lt'sightfor you, isn't it? You can
have your—fun and think nothing of the consequenmgswomen ...’

'‘But there weren't any consequences, were therstated smoothly.

She wished he hadn't interrupted her, she had getimg quite into her
stride. But as what he said hit her, and he conld loe referring to the fact
that she was not pregnant—the evidence of thatosse him. Amber bit
her lip; she would be nearly four months pregngmdw if there had been
any consequences, and she stood before him aaslkmeed.

'‘No ... no,’ she faltered, 'there weren't—but rami{s to you.' She thought he
looked a little surprised at that and wonderedeifitad taken precautions
after all, and her face flamed at the thoughthst $he turned her head away
from him. It was all right for him, he could remeenteverything that had
happened that night, while her memory, mercifuligs still blank. She felt
insulted and degraded, and though it was partlyoher fault since she had
invited his advances that night, she wanted toiitat him in any way she
could. '‘Anyway," she went on, injecting every oun€scorn of which she
was capable into her voice, 'I've had much bettegrs than you since that
night.'

'l don't doubt it," he came back, and she could tieadisgust in his voice at
the tramp he thought she was. 'But we were haodigrk, were we?'

'No," she had to concede, still not looking at hloye played no part in it,
did it?' Then feeling too nauseated by the wholevecsation and thinking
she would be sick if the conversation wasn't sowted, 'There was no need
for you to come and throw me out —I'm going.' Slmaéd to face him. His
face was impassive, telling her nothing of his gifus. 'I'll have to see Helen



first—but | would rather, if you wouldn't mind, thahe doesn't know
anything about—about us.’

He studied her for some moments, his eyes passi@gher pale face, the
halo of amber around her from the electric light\ab her head, then he
turned abruptly without saying a word until he hiael door open.

'I'll send Helen up to you—you would much prefetdt your lies without
anyone else being present, | feel sure.’

Amber didn't have to wait very long for Helen tgepr. Helen had changed
into a shirt and jeans. All ready to decorate theistmas tree, Amber
thought, and felt tears sting the back of her élyasshe would be no part of
this family occasion.

'What's up?' Helen asked straight away as she c#méhe room. 'Dyson
tells me you've decided not to stay.'

'l ... Oh ..She hadn't really thought whether skator stayed would matter
very much to anyone, but the hurt look in Heleryssemade her feel two
feet tall. 'Oh, Helen, I'm sorry. You've been mibran kind— given me this
lovely room—»but | can't stay."'

'Why ever not?' Helen looked ready to be diffictltwant you to stay,

Amber. You agreed to come as a favour to me—yott bagck out now.'

And she perched herself on the dressing table,stadl looked ready to sit
there for ever unless Amber could give her goodaedor not staying.

'l don't think your brother likes me,"” Amber bluteut, feeling herself
cornered and coming out with the first thing thaswhe nearest to the truth.

'Dyson?' Helen queried, while knowing Amber haget met Simon. 'Oh,
Amber, if Dyson's attitude has put you off, forgétThough Helen looked
as though she couldn't remember anything in Dysattitide to be very
off-putting when the three of them had been dowrhim hall. 'A lot of

people don't take to him straight away, but hetsally warm person when
you get to know him. Look," she went on, before Amicould insert



anything, 'I'll get him to come up and have a ettt you—he'll make you
see how welcome you are, you see if he doesn't.’

'‘No, Helen," said Amber, but she was talking tapan doorway as Helen
sped off.



CHAPTER FOUR

AMBER closed the door after Helen had gone, knowinghsiuin't managed
that very well. She sighed, and took the seat He&hleapt up from only
minutes previously. She had no idea what Helen samgng to her

stepbrother, but only hoped Dyson wasn't tellinghe@v she had allowed
herself to be picked up by him that night. She gidune would draw a veil
over what had followed, but Helen wasn't so dundt #he couldn't fill in

the blanks.

It hurt her that by now she would have lost alltbgpect Helen had for her.
The other four girls in the clerical section at Bsters had left today, and
only she and Helen had been kept on. It would heossible for the two of
them to work together with the constraint of knogvishe had been easy
game for Dyson between them.

She heard a sound of footsteps in the corridorstadd up, placing her
handbag over her arm. Any second now that door dvopen—she only
hoped Helen would be civil to her when she askeshé was ready to go.
But when the door opened, it wasn't Helen who ctmraugh it, but Dyson.

'Well,' he said, closing the door, and leaning asfat, 'aren't you the clever
one!" Amber looked at him, her face puzzled. 'CameBunny—not stuck
for words, surely? Don't you know you're supposetidt out "I don't know

what you're talking about™?'

'l really don't know what you're talking about,” Aer obliged. 'And don't
call me Bunny!

'‘But my dear,’ Dyson said mockingly, 'you told nmgself your name was
Bunny.'

She could do without being reminded of that. "Wediyv you know it isn't,’
she snapped. Then as a sinking thought struckitenot you who's going
to drive me home, is it?' She would walk sooner.

'Oh, you're not going home, Miss Newman, believe—+atleast not until
this jolly festive season is over.'



'l am," Amber argued. 'l wouldn't dream of spending night under your
roof.’

"Yet you had no objection to spending one nighthinbed.’
"That was different.’

'Ill say it was different,’" he said, with an empisathat was lost to her. 'But
just to put you in the picture, I've just left ater downstairs who's very near
to tears at the thought that I, the villain of fhece apparently, am acting a
little coldly to her waif and stray.’

'I'm not a waif and stray!" Amber burst in angrignd saw him raise an
unconcerned eyebrow as the sparks flew from hes. &&ed I'm not staying
here.'

'Oh, but you are--You see, Miss Newman, Helen loag gnto her head that
far from being the cheap little floosie | know ytmbe, you're a pure and
sensitive shrinking violet, a little orphan Annidavneeds to be part of our
family this Christmastide otherwise you'll have mm@re to go other than
stay with some obscure old gentleman she refeas twour "Uncle James"
but who I'm sure is more of a sugar-daddy to you ..

'‘Uncle James isn't..." Amber started to defendn ttiesed her mouth as
Dyson suddenly tired of baiting her and advancethéu into the room to
take a firm grip on her shoulders.

'Make up your mind to it, Amber Newman—you're stayil'm not having
Helen sending me sulky glances the whole of thes@has period because
she thinks my attitude to you had driven you away.'

You haven't told her about...'
'‘About your haste to get into bed with me?' hesfied for her, his eyes

taking on a thoughtful look that it should worryrhiéMake no mistake, |
shan't have the slightest compunction in doing gou don't play ball.'



You'll only be blackening yourself." Amber triedgperately to get through
to him the impossibility of her staying.

'Helen knows I'm no saint where the ladies are eored—though I've
never brought one of them under my roof before.’

‘There you are, then,"” Amber came back, her cdiair.

'What do you mean "There you are, then"? Good @aaaren't supposing |
shall want to repeat that experience back in Exateryou?'

Amber broke away from his grip, her face furiotw dare you—as if I'd
give you the chance!'

'Oh, you'd give me the chance all right. | know rysort—mad for anything
in trousers. Just don't play your little games v8ilmon—keep out of his
bedroom while you're here, he's young and imprassie, and I'd hate him
to imagine he'd fallen in love with you.'

You don't fancy me as a sister-in-law?' Amber dalilstop herself from
flinging back, furious that anyone could think skas only one step from
the gutter.

'‘God forbid," he snapped explosively. "You keeprywiles for men of your
own kind.'

Suddenly Amber had had enough. 'lt's impossiblenfeito stay—don't you
see that?' she asked quietly. 'Let me go, Mr Silver

'Did Helen tell you my name is Silver?'

Amber was put out for a minute, until she realisleely had never been
introduced. 'No—Helen seldom talks about her faynglie said, and saw
him nod as though thinking that was more in keepinidp the Helen he
knew. 'That is your name, though, isn't it?'



'Yes,' he confirmed, 'and since Helen didn't telli,yand knowing Helen
she's kept quiet about a lot of things—what elseeh@u been able to find
out about us?'

She had no idea what he was getting at, but sie&at dropped the cynical,
mocking tone, she thought there might still be ande he would agree to
her returning to Exeter, she saw no reason na&llthitn what Uncle James
had told her.

'‘Uncle James,' she began, and saw his eyes ndnubthought nothing of it
and continued, 'Uncle James said he thought yaouemaust be Silver when
| mentioned that | was coming to Helen's home dti@ifje Bank. He said
you were well-to-do, and ...

'Well-to-do? What do you thinkincle Jamesneant by that?'

The way he saidJncle Jamesvasn't lost on her, but she couldn't see any
reason why he should put emphasis on those twoswvdikll, wealthy |
suppose—rich, I imagine.'

'Rich, you imagine," Dyson Silver repeated. 'Andatwtid your uncle think
when you told him you were coming to Moor View tay®"

'He thought it a good idea,” Amber replied innolygnhaving lost her
interrogator some moments ago. She was completglgepared when his
hands came out again and he took her shoulderbrimsing hold.

'I'll bethe thought it a good idea!" he almost spat atAmd.as Amber could
do nothing but stare at him as if he had suddeohegnad, her brown eyes
grew wide in sudden fear.

'l don't..." she began.

'I'm sure you don't,’ he interrupted her. 'Why du ythink Helen never
mentions her family? Why? Because she knows that ttiree of
us—myself, and Helen and Simon when they reach dge of
twenty-five—are wide open to fortune-hunters, gdiggers and the like.’



'‘And you think I'm a gold-digger?' Amber breathedusely, before rage so
blinding, a rage she had never before experieneasiflooding through her,
and because his hands were still on her shouldetsoang her upper limbs,
she brought her foot back and kicked him so migluii the shin, it should
have broken in half. She heard his grunt of painwas careless of it as he
let go his hold on her, leaving her free to yankep suitcase and tear from
the room. One night spent with that pig of a mash la@thought he could say
what he liked to her—she'd see him in hell beftwve spent one night in his
house!

She had just made it to the top of the staircassnveitrong arms gripped her
and she found her feet were treading the air. Sisepicked up bodily from
behind and carried kicking and struggling with Baitcase back into the
room she had just marched from in high dudgeon.

She hit the bed with a bump as a furious-looking®ythrew her on to it,
her case thudding to the floor. A shooting paihen back robbed her of the
words that came hurtling to her lips, but if Dyseas still in pain from that
vicious kick she had dealt him, it didn't stop Hnom voicing his opinion of
her and calling her all the names he could laydngue to. Amber learned
that she was a damned fallacious hellcat, an timgashrew, a wild
termagant, and he ended with, '... you testy htitago! If it wasn't for the
peace and goodwill of the season, I'd take mydiéto you for that!

'It's a pity | didn't break your leg,"” Amber breadh refusing to be daunted
that he looked ready to use his belt, peace andvgti@r not.

They glared at each other, drawing hostility withery breath. Then
suddenly Dyson laughed. It was a pleasant sourat though she thought
she hated him, Amber couldn't deny that.

'l think," he said, his laughter gone from him, autace of amusement still
playing round the corners of his mouth, 'this sdquiove one of the most
interesting Christmases I've spent in a long time.'

"You surely don't mean yaatill want me to stay?' Amber managed to inject
sarcasm into her voice; her anger had faded wiltalighter.



"You intrigue me, Amber Newman, looking as if butteouldn't melt and
cheese wouldn't choke," he said, looking down afroen his lofty height.
Then, all amusement disappearing, "Tramp you cdytare. Gold-digger?
Maybe. But I'm sure about one thing: you're celyagoing to liven things
up around here.’

Me! Amber thought. I'm the quiet, unassuming saf¢ell, she qualified; she
always had been until she had come into contadt @itson Silver. She
realised, then, that she was beaten. Intrigue Hm maight, but if she
stayed—and it didn't look as if she was going tbayeay; for the last ten
miles of the journey here she had seen barely  soshe could be fairly
sure they were way off a bus route, and since Dyswhdecreed she was
staying she wouldn't put it past him to put all daes at Moor View out of
action—but if she stayed, she was sure of one tlegvas going to watch
her very closely to see she didn't get her hoadkshirs brother Simon or run
off with the family heirlooms.

She got up from the bed when Dyson Silver leftrdaam. Oh, how she hated
him! Her lips firmed together. She wasn't goingctgy—he'd love that,
wouldn't he, the brute, the bully! She had so lableeward to being part of
Helen's family this Christmas too, she reflectemhking moodily at her
suitcase, not wanting to unpack but knowing she gasg to have to. A
guiet time spent at Uncle James' house seemedtehfipreferable now. A
tap on her door brought her out of her reverie. Ei@w it wouldn't be
Dyson Silver—he wouldn't knock.

'‘Come in,' she called.

A young woman entered bearing a tray of tea whiehdaced down on the
bedside table. 'Miss Kempsey said you might berfge little thirsty,’ the
maid told her, adding that her name was Maureeiss'Mempsey thought
you might like a hand with your unpacking,’ she eicher eyes going to
Amber's unopened case.

Amber forced a smile to her lips. Maureen had noipahe gall that welled
up in her that Dyson had lost no time in informimg sister that she was
staying.



‘That's kind of you, Maureen, but | can manage—khau very much for
the tea, though, | could do with a cup.'

Her unpacking didn't take very long, and althougteid seemed to her she
was bringing half of what she owned, wanting toenhaemething suitable

for any occasion that might arise, the things steelirought with her looked

lost in the spacious built-in wardrobes that seetoegb on for miles. Since

Helen had been wearing jeans, Amber opted to dedhee. She would like

to help decorate the tree, and since she suspidetedom Dyson had come
from when she had waited in the hall downstairstrbasis study, perhaps
if the gods were kind to her, he would spend thenawg in there.

Dressed in her newest jeans and snugly fittingevéwteater, Amber picked
up the tray Maureen had brought in and made hedweamstairs. She could
hear laughter coming from the room she now knehetthe drawing room,
and hesitated wondering what to do—ought she tarn,find the kitchen
and deposit the tray first?

The decision was taken from her as the drawing-rdoor opened and she
saw Helen backing out of the room, heard her ¥ay are a clown, Simon,’
which told her Simon was home. Then Helen had didse door and was
turning to see her there.

'‘Ah, Amber, | was just coming to look for you." Sloek the tray from her.
"You needn't have brought that down, Maureen wdslde done it—but
come into the kitchen and [l introduce you to MRandle, our
housekeeper.’

Amber followed Helen down the hall, turning to thght at the end to go
down a few steps and into a large airy kitchen. idan was there along
with a couple of other women. Amber thought she tnaglssed which was
the housekeeper, and her guess turned out toltendgen Helen introduced
her to the small, neat- looking woman who lookeldan her fifties. Amber
took to her ready smile.

'‘And this is Jean," Helen introduced the other wonadno was the plumpish
lady dressed in a green overall.



Helen explained on the way back from the kitcheat they wouldn't be
dressing for dinner that night. 'We usually havenakeshift meal on
Christmas Eve,' she said. 'Dyson likes to let ta# kave as much time off
as he can at Christmas, and with a special effarigomade for our meals
tomorrow he thinks the kitchen staff have got thHends full—besides
which,' she confided, ‘we're usually too keen toogewith the decorating to
want to linger over a meal that will make us fdeggish afterwards.’

They were outside the drawing-room door when Hel@pped and gave
Amber's arm a gentle squeeze. 'I'm so glad youwdddb stay,' she said, and
there was so much sincerity in her voice, Ambdrrfetan that she had ever
thought of leaving. That was until Helen added,s@ry will prove to you
over your stay how much he wants you with us.'

Her heart quailed momentarily. Not if he acted wey he had up in her
room he wouldn't, she thought, then decided he ‘w#kely to let his
opinion of her show while she was in company witlér. And since she
risked spoiling Helen's Christmas if she let hex kew she felt about him,
then she would do everything in her power to hide feelings, and she
would take good care never to be alone with himraga

The drawing room was a delight. Already the watld gicture frames had
been decorated with holly. It was a huge room,ktisicarpeted, with an
assortment of easy chairs, settees and occasmpialst and over by the
window, knee-deep in tinsel and fairy lights, st@ogbung man who Amber
knew from Helen's description of his 'mucky' redecoed hair must be
Simon. Dyson was there too, but Amber's glance dhtked in his
direction, and he was too far away for her to rib@dexpression in his eyes,
though she knew he was taking his fill of her im jeans and sweater.

'‘Damn!’ said Simon, extricating himself from thesel and coming up to
them. 'We've already got a fairy for the top—Dbut age and breathe you're
truly something straight out of my dreams!'

Amber's smile was natural, she wanted to laughimb®s statement, but
because Dyson was in the room held it back. Inctliopposition to his
stepbrother, Simon was the most uncomplicated rharhad met in a long
while.



‘This is Simon,' Helen introduced him. 'l shouldwgou,' she added dryly,
'his shyness gets worse."

Amber extended her hand to him, and Simon tookhged in his to give her
a warm handshake. 'Amber,' he said, keeping holteohand and pulling
her under the light. 'It suits you. Your hair idi...’
'‘Amber also means "take care"." Dyson's voice bribiee moment, and
Amber was the only one, she thought, who noticedsting in Dyson's
words, for both Helen and Simon were smiling.

Simon let go her hand. 'l guess you're right, Dyse@s ever,' he tacked on
the end. 'A man could lose his heart to such a emaifthe didn't exercise a
little caution.'

Amber saw, where the other two did not, the wayddysleft eyebrow went
up a notch at the word 'maiden’, and wanted thihit feeling herself going
crimson at the same time.

'Pack it in, Simon," Helen put in. 'You're makinghBer blush!’

'Sorry." Instantly Simon was apologetic. 'l didkrtow girls blushed any
more. Come and see what I'm doing with the treebémh

By the time dinner was served the tree was more lila#f finished. It was a

massive tree, a smaller one would have been lakeihuge room, and after
their meal of soup, cold meat and salad, followsd fresh fruit salad, they
all returned to the drawing room, with Simon dedgrthey would have a

half hour's rest and then tackle the tree again.

Dyson had had very little to say to her, but thmagks he had made had
been courteous, and if Amber was looking for agsimthe tail of the few
comments that came her way from him, she was haliffigulty in finding
any. It would appear, she thought, that he waadrio show to them all she
was a much welcomed guest in his house, only sisa'tW@oled. Still, she
reminded herself, if she was able to keep out ®fAay, the rest of her visit
should be able to pass without her attempting éakhis leg again. Having
a sympathetic nature, she was shaken to thinkidn# teel one bit appalled



at the heartfelt wish that he had a lump the sfzeduck's egg on his shin,
and the hope that it was throbbing like the onimfiits of a pedestrian
crossing.

‘There,' said Simon, when at ten o'clock he sathger on the top of the
ladder steps and placed the fairy on the top ofrdee "What does it look like
from down there?' He was addressing no one inqudati, but was looking
at Amber.

'It looks beautiful,” Amber said huskily, a feelin§tightness in her throat.

Her father had always placed the fairy on the et it was a sort of family

ritual. She forced a smile to her lips. 'I'll hoie steps for you if you're ready
to come down,' she said brightly.

'l could fall down and neither Helen nor Dyson wibbbther," he said with
an injured air.

'Well, so long as you fell on your head we'd hawthmg to worry
about—apart from the hollow echo,' Helen chippedird they all laughed,
Simon included.

'For that remark, you can go to church tomorrow laggl forgiveness,* said
Simon, coming down the steps.

Amber moved away as Simon safely reached the flt®there a church
near here?' she asked.

‘There's one in the village—about half a mile aweg]en told her. 'Just off
the main road. Arthur, Mrs Randle's husband, singke choir there—he
has a beautiful bass voice,' she added.

Amber hadn't seen a village within half a mile obd4d View, so the village
must lie in the opposite direction from the wayythead come. It was a
longstanding tradition in her family that they ajwawent to church on
Christmas Eve, and now she knew there was a cmeahoy, it seemed
important to her that she kept faith with her p&éekept the tradition going.
But she knew she could not mention it, not whiles@ry was in the room.
She just couldn't bear to have him mocking her wosgjo to church.



At half past ten Helen yawned delicately and siambbody would mind she
was going to bed. Amber was on her feet, sayinghstigght she would do
the same.

‘There doesn't seem much for me to stay down fgoufre disappearing,’
Simon said to Amber, and received a quelling loaat his brother for

making it so obvious that he had taken to hemdvk I'm not as subtle as
you, brother dear,’ said Simon, striking the ordyrsnote of the evening,
'but then I've a long way to go before | can matwhr experience.’

What Dyson said in answer to that Amber had no,if@awith a brief
goodnight to them both, she and Helen left the room

'l do wish Simon would watch what he says to DysHeen confided as
they went up the stairs. 'He's no match for himmiheomes to a battle of
words—I expect Dyson will flatten him with a few livehosen sentences
now that we've left them. Thank goodness you're-he¢hey'd be at each
other's throats tomorrow if you weren't.'

Amber looked at her and Helen seemed to read theegsion on Amber's
face that said if she wasn't here, Simon wouldrvelmade that remark, and
the need for Dyson to 'flatten him' wouldn't havieen.

'If it hadn't been what Simon said to you, themauld have been something
else,' she sighed. 'l thought what happened bettireetwo of them the last
time Simon was home would have blown over by nowt, itss only just
buried beneath the surface by the look of it—58he brightened up, 'with
you here they'll remember their manners, and tiwengt be an explosion
until after the holiday is over.'

Amber went to her room feeling glad that she mightome small way
have-something to contribute, if only by being &heto the peace and
goodwill Dyson had spoken of earlier, but her thdggagain returned to
James Cresswell and his uncomplicated household.

Ten minutes later she heard footsteps pass her. rboat would be Simon,
she thought. Then after another few minutes orheoheard the sound of
someone else coming to bed. Dyson, she thoughgglanded at her watch.



If the service in the church started at half psesten as she thought it would,
she had plenty of time to get there if she stamtad. Just off the main road,
Helen had said, and if Mrs Randle's husband Amtrag singing in the choir,
since Helen had told her over dinner that Mrs Rauhdld a flat in the house,
then the doors wouldn't be locked until Arthur waswould they? At least,
she could always come in through the kitchen ifftbat door was locked.

Amber had no need to think any further. In a flabb was reaching down
the suit she had worn that day —no need to chaegsvieater. Quickly she
donned her skirt and jacket, deciding to leaveflattheeled shoes on since
there probably wouldn't be any pavement until gaehed the village. She
topped her suit with her sheepskin jacket andriextieat her door; all was
silent. Opening her door, she saw from the faiot\gtoming up the stairs
that the hall light had been left on, most likedty Mr Randle, she thought,
and stealthily tiptoed down the stairs. She exdalléense breath as she saw
the front door had not been bolted— probably Mr dRarsaw to that when
he came in, passed through her mind; at leastidh# Hdave to risk making
a noise in drawing the bolts back.

Only when she was outside, the immense door thdlise silently closed
behind her, did she begin to breathe normally. $& had gone no more
than a few yards, her sights set on turning rignémvshe came to the end of
the drive, when out of the eerie darkness a vaareecto her and she nearly
jumped out of her skin.

'If you're planning on doing a flit, you've forgett your suitcase," said
Dyson Silver.

"You I' The word escaped Amber in a whisper, whHenwould much rather
not have said anything.

'Yes, me. Having trouble in sleeping, Miss Newm&uh't tell me your
guilty conscience is keeping you awake?' Amber Wwadanning on telling
him anything. 'Or," his voice hardened, 'have youne to meet your
accomplice?'

'‘Accomplice?’ she echoed.



'I'm sure you're batting those big brown eyes atlyaéyou're wasting your
time, Miss Newman—even if | could see you, it wotddvork.'

'‘Wouldn't work?' Amber pulled herself together; stes getting to sound
like a poll parrot, repeating everything he sdioh meeting no one,' she said
more firmly than she felt, for he had the uncamnlesck of taking the
ground right from under her. 'Did you think I'd cerout here to tell my
partner in crime where he could pick up the farjelyels?' she jibed.

'No ... ?" he queried, though she hardly believed/&s giving her the benefit
of the doubt; he had already made up his mind skeeam out-and-out bad
lot. 'It's a cold night, Miss Newman.' He flicked a torch she hadn't know
he was carrying, and she screwed up her eyes dsetre from it hit her
fully in the face, then moved away to carry on over. 'You're dressed for
the weather, I'll give you that, but if you havertime creeping out of the
house to meet someone--Would | be asking too mdahyou think, if |
asked for an explanation?’

She read that he wasn't going to believe her wkatgve said, and wished
she had his gift for cutting sarcasm. He had swicthe torch off now,
thank goodness, but not before she had seen heatowearing a sheepskin
coat. Had he suspected she would come tiptoeindramt the front door?
Had he been lying in wait for her? The thought kdiaped her that she was
far from a trusted guest in his house, until thevamted thought intruded
that knowing what he personally knew of her—noni gbod—it would be
a bit much to expect him to take on trust anythisden could have said to
the good about her, when he knew her more intimaiélat thought in itself
made her bite her lip, and the husky note thattpateel her voice whenever
she was disturbed was in evidence when she said:

'l know it looks bad from your point of view, Mrl8eér," she just couldn't call
him Dyson, not with all the animosity she couldl fe@ming from him, 'but
the only reason for my creeping out of the houss that | didn't want to
disturb anyone.’

‘Exactly.’



She felt a spurt of temper at that, but quietehetiine was getting on, she
didn't have time to stop and argue with him if sfes to be in church on
time.

'Well, are you going to tell me what you're up @o,do we stand here all
night? Whoever you've come to meet will be awar@dwy that your plans
have fallen through.'

He would make her stand there all night too, sineefl—she had gathered
that much about him. 'l haven't come to meet anyshe reiterated, then
really exasperated, because she intended to kaékmfigh her mother and
father regardless of anything he could think ahsult her with, 'If you must
know, | was on my way to church.' There, she hédl hon, and if he was
going to be sarcastic about that too, she would drat torch out of his hand
and wipe the sneering sarcasm off his face with it.

'‘Church?' he replied, his tone disbelieving.

'Yes, church,’ she repeated, 'and if | don't go Hawgoing to be too late.’
"You know where it is?"

'Helen told me it's just off the main road.’

There was silence for a few seconds, and Amber wameadif he was now
ready to let her go. 'Why the sudden urge to gthtoch?' he asked, as she
began to edge past him.

'l always go on Christmas Eve," she said, and fdumdelf adding, 'It's
a—a—rfamily thing.' Then because it was importaritdoand she knew she
was going to be late if she didn't get a moveRlease, Dyson,' she said, her

voice sounding choky. 'Please let me go."'

For long moments he didn't move. Then, 'I'll do entbran that," he said. 'I'll
take you there myself.’

"You!' she exclaimed, unable to comprehend thisiafare.



She waited for his acid reply to come, but thers m@ne when he said, 'Yes,
me. Did you think | wouldn't know where the chunslas?' and without
waiting for her reply, 'Hang on here—I'll bring thar round.’

Not having wanted to go with him, Amber had to cstre was glad he had
decided to accompany her. For ‘just off the maadravas nowhere near an
adequate direction of how to get there, she sawgasgeered the car along
the darkened main road, turned off and up a couairg, then took several
more turns before pulling up a little way from thage church.

'l know,' he said, as they neared the illuminatelaece of the church and
he could see from her expression that she was goithgaink him for getting
her there. "Your Girl Guide instinct wouldn't hal@ne you very much good,
would it?'

'‘No," Amber agreed, not questioning now the chamgé&im, only too
thankful that he was forgetting to bait her forlileas she walked with him
a little way down the aisle where he found an engaw, the front ones
being already taken.

Amber was soon lost in the service and sang quadtiygside Dyson, who
didn't have a bad voice himself, then forgot abdaot completely as she
closed her eyes in prayer, her thoughts and prdgeteer parents.

When they came out, she felt a calmness over fagrhiddd been missing
whenever Dyson was anywhere in evidence. She sawalknowledge
several people, but he did not linger to speak aithh of them, and this bore
out an impression she had that he was a man whd tik keep himself to
himself. She walked with him to his car, neithertleém saying anything,
then he was opening the door to the passengertsiliileg her to, 'Get in—I
won't be a moment,' before disappearing from hgdtsi

He wasn't gone long, and in his absence Amber pbe&sure in watching
others of the congregation, some talking in snrallgs, others hurrying on
their way. The door to the driver's side opened amdld blast of icy air
came in with Dyson, though the ice she was getisgd to from him was
missing as to her surprise he apologised for kegipar waiting and pulled
away from the kerb.



‘Arthur's car sometimes plays him up. | went tocghe# he wanted a lift
back, but he's had the trouble fixed.'

'Was Arthur the white-haired man at the end ofsiseond row of the choir?'
Amber asked, accepting that Dyson's milk of humiawlkess extended to
his housekeeper's husband but not to his housd, diefere she caught
herself up short to realise she would never hauaddhe church in time if

he hadn't offered to take her. She ignored theevthat said he had only
taken her to church to call her bluff—she had eegbthe service, and since
the minister had spoken about human charity atGhisstmastide, decided
to look on him in that light as she heard him confthat she had accurately
picked out Arthur Randle.

Her feeling of goodwill to all men was still witlethwhen Dyson brought the
car to a standstill outside the front door of MdbGew, saying, 'You go
in—I'll put the car away.’

Her hand on the door handle, Amber half turned b@a¢km. "'Thank you for
taking me—I should have been too late if I'd tdiedind the church on my
own." She thought she might be inviting an acid we@mnt, but her thanks to
him were due.

'‘Always glad to oblige,’ he said, and she could enaéthing from the way
he said it how to take his words, though she wasingeused to the
two-edged way he had of speaking. She opened thaooa and left him.



CHAPTER FIVE

AMBER was awakened on Christmas morning by Helen briqhgina tray
bearing two cups of tea. Helen was in her dresgown and explained as
Amber struggled to sit up and banish sleep, 'Mauseas just coming up
with your tea, so | thought I'd have mine with ybaan never lie in bed on
Christmas morning,' she confessed, sending Ambénfaatious grin. 'I'm
like a big kid—I've already opened all my presérisie dipped her hand
into the pocket of her dressing gown and pulledaoaiall package gaily
wrapped in Christmas paper. 'For you from me,'shéed, dropping the
gift in Amber's hands.

'I've got a present for you too,' said Amber, hagmut of bed and fetching
it from the bottom of the wardrobe. She was stillecided what to do about
the gifts she had for Dyson and Simon, and haepacked them from her
case.

'Oh, good!" Helen exclaimed, and they both excytéadigan to unwrap each
other's present.

'Oh, Helen, it's beautiful," Amber said softly,ding Helen had bought her a
delicate gold chain. She knew it was expensivevaasl a little overcome
that her friend couldn't have bought her anythimg appreciated more—but
it made her gift to Helen seem particularly unargitoy comparison.

‘Super!" exclaimed Helen, when she opened the gackaber had given
her. 'Thanks a lot," and she lost no time in spiagome of the perfume on
to her wrist. She insisted on giving Amber a squagardless of the fact that
they would both be bathing soon and washing itldélen then saw Amber
was struggling with the unfamiliar clasp of thedjohain as she attempted
to do it up around her throat. 'Here, let me,'affered, then both girls were
momentarily still as Dyson's voice sounded at fhenodoorway.

'Santa’'s been, then,’" he said, coming into the rduseyes surveying
Amber in her shortie nightie, the gold chain abbet throat. Amber
coloured, more from being caught out of bed inrespectable but utterly
feminine nightie, and her colour deepened as siWehgaspeculative gaze
on her throat.



'Oh, Dyson, you're an angel!" Helen's squeal aogbektook Dyson's eyes
away from Amber, as Helen went and hugged him i®glit.

Amber took this opportunity to hurriedly take heesking gown from the
wardrobe and shrug into it. She hadn't liked athat shrewd summing-up
look he had given her, a look she read as sayiagvsts only being friends
with Helen for what she could get out of her—it radwbr feel sick.

She turned her thoughts away from her own feelagysielen, still in the
seventh heaven over Dyson's gift, was telling keeh&d bought her a fur
coat. 'l gave out numerous hints starting monthes agt he never by so
much as a flicker of an eye gave a sign that th@sfetrated.' She went on to
say it wasn't an animal fur coat because she ciudeéar the thought of
animals being slaughtered to cover her back. 'Butai superb man-made
imitation, it must have cost twice as much," shd,snthralled.

'l saw it on a marked-down rack,' said Dyson, miiady believed him. His
nose twitched, and his glance went to the bottlei®stepsister's favourite
perfume lying on the bed. 'This room smells like'a

'‘Dyson!" Helen warned. 'Remember Amber's not usegbtir descriptive
language.'

Not much she wasn't, Amber thought, meeting Dyseyes from where she
sat on the edge of her bed and now swathed in drarealing dressing
gown; she wouldn't forget in a hurry any of the eanhe had called her
yesterday. There was nothing of the summing-up lodks face now as he
extended his smile to her. 'l was merely goingdg & smells like a—a
lady's boudoir," he lied smoothly. Then stretching a hand to a parcel on
the dressing table Amber was certain hadn't beer thefore he had come
into the room, he picked it up and handed it to. Hderry Christmas,
Amber,' he said, and there was none of the sarshsrhad expected to hear
in his voice. Obviously she thought, because Helas present.

'Hurry up and open it Helen urged, getting morgogment from
anticipating what was inside than Amber was.



Slowly Amber undid the wrapping, hoping with allrieeart that it was a
proper gift and not some cynical reminder of wiagtthetween them.

'Oh!" she exclaimed, shock hitting her as, the peapff, she gazed in
wonder at Dyson's gift to her.

'Helen said you were a romantic,' said Dyson, segro observe that his
gift of an expensively bound volume dane Eyrehad taken her breath
away.

Amber had no idea what she had let slip for Helerhave gained the
impression she was a romantic, but she was so, gtk had the present
been from anyone but Dyson, she knew she would tragsured it all her
life.

'It —it's lovely," she said huskily. 'Th-thank yddyson.' Now was the time
to present him with the tie she had bought for tiot,she was too shaken to
move, then Helen was saying:

'‘Aren't you going to give him a kiss for it?—it@hristmas, after all!"

Amber's eyes winged in his direction. She knewdida't want her to kiss
him, any more than she wanted to kiss him, thercifiodly as those hard
eyes looked steadily back at her, she was savadlaving to do anything,
for Simon was in the room.

'‘What's all this about kissing?' he asked, and s/bgrson was dressed in
slacks and a sweater, Simon was still in pyjamabkdiessing gown, the
mussed-up state of his hair telling them all he joatigot out of bed.

'‘Dyson has just given Amber her Christmas presehivas suggesting she
showed her thanks by giving him a kiss,' Helennmied him.

'‘Damn," muttered Simon, embarrassed. 'l didn'ygeta present. Amber.’
'Which leaves us wondering whether you're sorry gmin't get Amber a

present—or if you're sorry you're not going to ¢etkiss her,’ Dyson
inserted.



‘There's mistletoe downstairs," Simon replied, veaog quickly.

Dyson's tones were cool when he remarked, 'lt'tingeto be like a
fairground in here," and walked out.

The moment had gone when Amber could have giveise present she
had for him, and in view of Simon's embarrassmieat he had nothing for
her, she didn't think she could give him his présemv and risk causing him
further embarrassment. And really, she thought,nndrece again she had
her room to herself, she could hardly give Dysomething and leave
Simon out. Oh well, Uncle James would have a b&tusstmas gift when

she got back.

After breakfast, Helen took her and showed herdautside the house, and
in the beauty of the view before her, for Moor Vievas exactly what its
name implied and had an uninterrupted view of mgllhills and moorland,
Amber forgot that the brief respite from Dyson'siicism when he had
taken her to church last night was over, and skedya delight at the view.

'‘Come and see the stables.' Helen was used taeiveand now took it for
granted, though Amber thought if she was lucky ghoto live in such a
delightful spot, never would she ever tire of sugll beauty. But she went
uncomplaining with Helen to the stables at the oé#ine house. She had had
riding lessons when she had been at school, andrfyaged them, she loved
horses too, but knew she would never do more tleaablte to adequately
acquit herself. Brilliant horsewoman she was nat,the sight of the grey
gelding which Helen said she rode more than anthebthers was such a
magnificent specimen, she was pulled with the snduolge to be up astride
and galloping into those rolling hills she had tiee moment been forced to
turn her back on.

'‘Beautiful, isn't he?' Helen asked, though no rephs necessary, for
Starlight had completely won Amber's sigh of adtmra 'Do you ride?
Helen enquired.

'l haven't for ages.’



'How do you fancy coming for a ride tomorrow? its late now, and we're
going to be too full after lunch today to want tove—but we could take a
couple of horses out tomorrow. | expect Simon @oline with us without us
having to ask.’

'Do you mind if | don't?" Amber felt terrible at\iag to refuse Helen's kind
offer, but although apart from that twinge in hexck when Dyson had
tossed her carelessly on the bed she had beerirpajrshe wasn't sure her
back was up to the rough treatment it would encaubumping up and
down on the back of a horse.

She was glad to see Helen wasn't put out by hasakf'See how you feel
about it tomorrow,' she suggested. 'If you havesén on top of a horse for
some time they can seem as high as a house!

They left it there, with Amber saying she wouldnthiabout it, though her
mind was already made up—much as she would hawed It go with
Helen and Simon, she didn't see how she could,oitldvbe asking for
trouble.

As Helen's remark had indicated, lunch was a §limeal, starting off with
asparagus soup, through to turkey, chestnut sgJffmnute sausages, bacon
rolls, braised celery, potatoes and sprouts, sbabahey had a breather
while waiting for the Christmas pudding, they eagthout exception said
they would only want the smallest portion. A diffat wine had been served
with each course, and Amber's cheeks had two gh@isk in them, for all
she had refused to have more than one glass ofodf@cimng.

Dyson was being nicer to her than he had previosslgwn, and a
pleasurable feeling of being able to relax with lomme over her for the first
time as Helen and Simon's banter flowed freely, ahd laughed quite
naturally at some of the wit that went to and fro.

'It's all right for you," said Simon, as the talatgound to some of his
exploits at university. "You're only playing at thappeny-ha'penny job you
got for yourself, Helen. You know you can packiany time you want, but
if I don't want Dyson here to separate me from meath, I've got to slog
on.'



'‘Ah, diddums," Helen said unsympathetically. 'lseen you students on
television—the great unwashed ...'

"You haven't got a clue what it's all about, haead Simon fired up
suddenly.

Amber was suddenly wary that she was going to wgre first hand a
family squabble, not between Dyson and Simon ashsldebeen told by
Helen would happen if she wasn't there, but betwedelen herself and
Simon. Her stomach churned over, the relaxed fg&dift her, but only for a
moment, for she caught the warning look Dyson gaweon, a speaking
look that clearly said, 'Remember your manners—aesla guest.'

Simon's glance went from his brother to Amber. rgbrhe smiled
engagingly. 'I'm working on my thesis at the momehguess | had an
attack of sour grapes at missing where it's dll at.

Amber smiled in return, her stomach back to norriad, relaxed feeling
returning as she questioned Simon about his thesis.

'It's all done bar the shouting—now if | could fiadme pretty little typist to
type it for me ...'

'I'll type it for you if you like," Amber instantlyolunteered, relieved that she
wasn't going to witness a family fight, and speghkinthout thought.

"You type, Amber?' this from Dyson, and Amber readi while Simon
thought she, like Helen, was holding down a tuppeaypenny job, as a
typist she had a skill at her fingertips. The humolthat thought struck
her—fingertips, typing, she thought, and barelyared the fact that she was
holding back a laugh as she glanced at Dysongittéxt to her.

'Oh yes,' she confirmed, then because, ridiculos$ly still wanted to laugh
and needed to say something to get her ovenitg'itrained secretary.'

'What the dickens is a trained secretary doing imgriior peanuts at
Brewsters?' Simon broke in.



Amber didn't feel like laughing any longer, asatwhed on her she had been
talking too freely. Simon's question had been anaabne, but she couldn't
answer him, not then, as remembrance stormedtimeoéal reason she had
given up her job—Mr Turner, she knew, would havptkeer job open for
her until her injuries had healed. She found Dyseges on her, he seemed
as interested as Simon in her answer, and shercoh&lp wondering how
Dyson would react if she said she was no longekiwgras a secretary
because she had thought she was going to be theenaithis child.

A hot blush stained her cheeks as she turned lesr ayay from him. She
knew she was looking guilty, knew they were alldmg at her, was aware
of Dyson's enquiring look in particular, and sathkly, 'l thought I'd like a
change.'

'Where were you working before you went to Brews2eSimon asked, but
Helen cut him off as though sensing that Amber f@ang uncomfortable.

'Mind your own business,' she said a shade shaaply,Amber, thinking
there was the makings of that family squabble yemfthe way Helen
spoke, forced a light laugh.

'It's no state secret, Helen—I worked for a firnsoficitors.'

'l don't blame you for packing it in, then," saidhSn, apparently not in any
way upset by his sister's brisk admonishmentntaamagine anything more
deadly dull than working in a solicitors office.'

No one heard as the Christmas pudding was broughflame, Dyson's
murmured aside to Amber, 'Not unless it's workiagBrewsters." Amber
flicked him a hasty glance, but he was not loolandper, but replenishing
Helen's glass.

After the meal they watched the Queen's speeclelenigion, then Simon
said he would be nodding off if he didn't get scrercise. 'Who's coming
for a walk?'

'‘Coming, Amber?' Helen asked, rising to her feghwai groan. 'l shan't be
able to eat any tea if | don't walk this lot offidaMrs Randle's Christmas



cake is not to be missed." Amber was ready to getcbhat when Helen
asked, 'What about you, Dyson—are you coming?'

'l have some papers | want to look through,' héedp

'Oh, Dyson, not on Christmas Day!" wailed Helerd &mber didn't hear
what he said to that as she made for the doordimgrio go and collect her
coat, but heard Helen come back, 'l know time aelwait for no man, but
really, Dyson ...'

The start of their walk was not begun very enthsigially, and strangely,
where she would have thought she was glad Dysonneasvith them,
Amber found herself missing his presence. How ey, mused, before
putting the strange notion out of her head and lsignt on to the wine she
had consumed.

On their return an hour later, Amber was glad sie fnade the effort. For
all the wind was cold, she no longer felt sluggehg as Helen and Simon
had broken into witty banter from time to time, th&d laughed often, and
she was able to forget the peculiar notion that s wanted Dyson to
come with them.

'l go and rustle up a cup of tea,' Helen toldrthas they went through the
front door, and left Amber with Simon as they wiwards the staircase.

‘Just a minute.'

Simon's voice halted her as she had one foot ofirthetair. She looked at
him questioningly, a smile of enquiry on her lijggn saw his glance go up
above her head. Her eyes followed his, and sheasgwig of mistletoe had
been suspended from the chandelier.

'Oh, Simon," she said helplessly, and went to noether way upstairs, not
thinking he was serious.

'Not so fast,' she heard him say, and felt a tenpiin in her lower spine as
he pulled her backwards, twisting her round. Themias kissing her, but
she was more aware of the pain than of the pledssrigs were seeking.



She put up her hands to push him away, knew shéadiyg off balance and
as he pulled his mouth away from hers she hadrig oh to him as another
spear of pain darted through her, causing her dsecher eyes while it
washed over her.

When she opened her eyes, she was aghast to see g come out of his
study and was looking at her with a look of icy wnpt. He then turned
smartly away and disappeared out of her view. Saecha door slam, and
didn't need any help in guessing he was giving te&hts anger by misusing
the door.

'More?' questioned Simon, realising she was makmeffort to get away
from him.

'Er ..." Amber came back to the fact that Simdhtsad his arms about her. 'l
don't think so, Simon,' she forced a smile. "Thias kvill last me a long
while." She eased herself out of his arms and Ibetemtly let her go.

'l shall stand here in wait," he was threateningheswent upstairs to shed
her coat.

Amber sat down as soon as she gained her roormhahgain-killers in her
suitcase—she had popped them in as a precautibhabdao't really thought
she would need them. Perhaps the pain would soooffgehe had had
twinges before and they hadn't lasted long. Degidigainst taking any
tablets, she left her chair and went to hang ugbat. She would have to go
down; they had all said they were gasping for aafupa when Moor View
had come into sight, and it would look more thad f@he didn't join Helen
and Simon, and she didn't want Helen sending Maurge with a
cup—Maureen had had enough to do in helping wighltinch; she was
probably enjoying a well earned rest.

After washing her hands and face, Amber cleaneddeth which felt all
furry from the wine she had had, and left her rdarowing any relaxing in
Dyson's attitude towards her would be gone the tiem@ she saw him.
Hadn't he warned her not to try any of her litérges with his brother? And
she couldn't very well go up to him and say, loBknon made a grab for
me, | couldn't do anything about it. He wouldn'liéee her anyway.



She was about three steps down from the bottom wherheard footsteps
coming along the hall. Remembering what Simon tad about lying in
wait for her, even though she didn't believe ie $altered as she waited
away from the mistletoe to see who it was.

Her heart sank as Dyson came into view. Simon shé&aope with, but
Dyson, a Dyson still with that cold look of conteinfigr her on his face, was
something entirely different.

'Well, if it isn't the little bar-hop," he drawleithsultingly. and Amber

experienced again the same feeling of nausea tipgtegl her every time it
came to her that she could not defend herself lsecahat he was saying
had been true.

She would dearly have loved to turn away from himd egetrace her steps
back to her room, but stubborn courage took pogsesd her and she
forced herself to descend the three remainingssteatil she was on a level
with him. She had nothing she wanted to say to himd, fully expected him
to move out of her way, but he didn't. She madgotocound him, but felt her
arm caught in a hold it was impossible to breaknfibshe wanted to keep
her dignity.

'l thought | told you to keep out of Simon's wdng'said coldly.’

No,” Amber replied slowly, a spurt of anger comifigm somewhere

making it easier to stand up to him, 'you didnjt gmt—as | remember it
you told me to keep out of his bedroom while | \mase.' She had to look at
him to see how he was taking that she wasn't suyitdway under his

freezingly cold contempt. She saw from the waydyiss had narrowed that
he wasn't liking it at all, and where his look shiblave silenced her, it only
served to spur her on. 'Since you're so concerbedtgour brother's moral

welfare, perhaps | should tell you | haven't madw ihis bedroom," she
paused, then added, her voice deliberately prowxagayet.'

She knew as that word floated between them shegbiad too far. In her

opinion Simon was more able to take care of hintkalf she was, but it was
obvious Dyson didn't think so, for the icy conterhpthad been regarding
her with disappeared, and a look of pure fury bdrinehis face and she felt



his other hand take hold of her and he swung herdgjarring her back so
that she winced.

He mistook the wince of pain that crossed her faca spasm of fear, and
hauled her close up against his muscular body. Arobeldn't remember
being this close to him before and struggled tcagety as real fear hit her.

'Yes, you can look frightened," he gritted in her. 8'm telling you now, you
little trollop—keep away from Simon, or I'll make so difficult for you
you'll never be allowed into a decent home again.’

'Decent home?' Amber echoed. Where did he thinkhadecome from if it
wasn't a decent home? And as that thought wasnetldoy the realisation
that what he was saying was an insult to her deaengs, a fury not to be
denied stormed through her, and since once ageimdhld he had on her
prevented her from using her arms and hands, swe black her foot and
aimed a kick at the leg she knew must still bedmdifrom her last assault on
him.

He let out an oath as her foot connected with s, @and a fury came over
him that transcended anything that had gone betord,though he must
have been in agony, he refused to let her go agytipeon her arms
tightened, so that it was she who cried out in pait him.

"You're hurting me!' she moaned.

'I'm glad, you little vixen 1' His head thrust fawl aggressively, and she
thought he was going to murder her, until his héaches away from her,
the awful feeling came to her that no, he wasntigyto hit her or kill her, he
was going to kiss her.

In sheer and utter panic she tore her right harayaand although he still
had hold of her arm she was able to place her mafidnt of his mouth.

'No," she whispered hoarsely, ‘don't kiss me.’

'Kiss you?' Dyson repeated, as though that waksgé¢hing he had in mind,
only she was too panic- stricken to notice. Hissegaddenly became



thoughtful as it looked as though she was moretestricken that he should
kiss her than give her the beating she so richégeed. A gleam lit his eyes
that could only be described as devilish. '"Why, mvlyeu're so free with
your—favours—should you be terrified at the modikety thought that |
should want to kiss you?' he asked softly.

Some of Amber's panic subsided, but she was atlistrung up to invent
anything; her terror had been very real.

'l... I d-don't want to re-remember,’ she said Hysk

'Remember?' he questioned. 'What is it you domit \earemember, my dear
Miss Nymphomaniac Newman?'

Amber kept her hand in front of his mouth—she wa® $ie had kissed her
before. Or had he taken her without leading up ab all? Was that what had
caused her amnesia about that night? Had his roa&ing been that of an
animal? She just didn't know— all she knew was it was glad of the
blackness in her mind and couldn't risk him kissieg and bringing her
memory to life.

'Please,’ she choked as he took her hand awagsé&ton't kiss me I

'Do you think your second attempt to put me on datres should go
unrewarded?' he asked softly, and Amber didn't titus softness of his
tones. 'Something about my kissing you frightens, ydoesn't it, Miss
Butter-wouldn't-melt-Newman? Well, | think it's higtime you had
something to be afraid of-- Who knows, it might eyaut an end to your
promiscuity?’

'No—oh no!" Amber felt terror rush through her agas Dyson pinned both
hands behind her back with one hand and held hefiamly with the other.
Her blinding terror left her defenceless, she didwen have the strength to
kick out at him. Then his head was coming neafer,distance from his
mouth to hers lessening. 'Please don't do thispiyshe begged, then her
lips were silenced, her words lost in her throdtiasnouth came down over
hers.



Almost fainting, she waited for the unwanted remeanbes of that night to
come storming in and tear her apart—but nothingpbapd. She felt
Dyson's lips against her own—not harsh and crushashad expected, but
gentle and persuasive, as if at the very last moimehad realised she was
almost fainting with terror and had changed hisdvabout inflicting further
punishment on her.

She made no move to respond, but stood stifflyealetgo the hold he had
over her wrists and put that arm around her. Treepuiled back his head,
looking deeply into her eyes as though puzzleddnldrk of response.

Had she responded without reserve that other tiwnel®er wondered as she
gazed back at him. Then Dyson's eyes hardenee atribcent look of her,
and he brought his head down again, and this tretwas nothing gentle
in his kiss as he forced her lips apart and heldvite both arms around her.
Amber felt a flickering spark of response withirr las he pressed her body
up against him, she could feel his thighs pressitaher, wanted to press
herself against him of her own volition, then asdme hand left the small of
her back and settled insinuatingly on her hip,relaéised if she responded to
him now it would only endorse what he already kriemm her one lapse,
that she was easy. Her hand went down to rest ®mthiner hip and she
pulled it back to her waist, surprise catchingthat he allowed her to do so.

His head pulled back from her and for speechlessrsis they looked at
each other. "You kiss like a virgin,' seemed tatagged from him.

The sound of his voice in the mesmerised worldfshed herself in had
realisation rushing in, that after that first genkiss she had no longer
struggled to get away from him. The terrible reslisn that she had wanted
this man who thought she was of no account to gdissing her, had
wanted to respond, and only the thought that shddmd earn his respect
that way had stopped her.

It was that last thought that had her saying, 'YWell know for sure I'm not
a virgin, don't you?' She wished she could havd h& eyes then, but she
couldn't. She looked down at his dark-shirted chastl heard that the
hardness had returned to his voice.



'l do indeed," he gritted, and dropped his armsy&veam her.

‘There you are." Helen's voice broke in as Ambes waarching for
something to say while knowing there was no andwevhat Dyson had
said. 'What are you two doing there?' She came tigetn, her voice slightly
puzzled at seeing her friend and her stepbrotlardsig so close to each
other yet not saying a word. 'Oh, you've been taladvantage of the
mistletoe,’ she smiled as light suddenly dawned s@emed pleased that the
two of them were getting on so well together.

'‘Something like that," Dyson admitted, and gave Anddeprecating look
Helen couldn't see, before turning without anothierd and going into his
study.

No one seemed particularly hungry at dinner thghti'Not surprising,’
Helen commented, 'considering what we put awayratt time.'

For her part, every mouthful Amber ate felt liketfhn her mouth. Perhaps
she would have fared better if Dyson had decidedtagoin them at the
table— It was hoping for too much, she sighed imarto hope he would
get lost in his papers and decide to have his dinmhbis study, for all he
wasn't eating very much either. She caught hiscglam her, and not liking
his superior look she turned her eyes away. Oh, dithyre have to plague
her with his presence? Even if it was his housestiedwas only here at his
insistence, she knew he had only deigned to grectable eating a meal he
obviously didn't want, purely to see what she gotaiwith Simon. Sitting
there like some avenging spirit—what did he thihk svas going to do, for
goodness' sake—strip off and chase Simon to himPoo

... with me?' Amber, lost in her thoughts of wighishe could make an
effigy of Dyson and spend the night sticking pinsiit, came to to hear
Simon addressing her.

'I'm sorry, Simon,’ she said smiling pleasantlyawse he had no part in the
battle that raged between her and Dyson wheneegmiere alone together
for two minutes at a time.



'l was saying I've been invited to a party tonightaras asking if you would
like to come with me?’

Anything was better than staying here with Dysomdssy her his
holier-than-thou looks for the rest of the evenidgber opened her mouth
to say she would love to go, then for some unknosason she flicked a
glance in Dyson'i direction and what she saw thaather rapidly changing
her mind. For his look clearly said, you go anyveheith Simon and I'll be
waiting for you when you get back—you won't escagegf | have to wait in
your room to sort you out.

'Er—I don't think so, Simon,' she said, trying t@ke her voice sound
casual. 'We were up early this morning and |—er-e-li&x go to bed early.’
She wished she hadn't glanced at Dyson agaimakslainly said, 'I'll bet!"

Simon didn't take her refusal very gracefully, blelen saying she thought
she would have an early night too made Amber'ssxouwre plausible.

When Simon had left for his party Dyson once masagpeared to his
study. Had to wait in case | changed my mind, Antheught mutinously,
but she was glad he didn't sit with her and Helbiexthey watched an hour
of television. Her back wasn't feeling any too eaisg¢f she didn't want Helen
thinking she was somebody's granny if she stuffedshion behind her to
support it, so waiting for a break in the programenvehen the ormolu clock
on the mantelpiece said ten o'clock, she got tddwedr

'Do you mind if I go up, Helen?'
'Not at all—shan't be long behind you myself.'

Wasn't it just her luck, Amber fumed, to leave skieng room just as Dyson
was leaving his study! Well, luck was partly witerhshe thought, as she
decided she wouldn't give him the chance to ighereand went to sail past
him with her chin held high. At least she had got of the sitting room
before he had decided to come and join them.

'Did you remember?’' Dyson's cynical tones stopgedbfore she had gone
more than two steps past him.



'Sorry—I'm not with you?'

'l was asking if my kissing you had made you rememmihatever it was you
were trying to forget? It was obviously somethimdyd could trigger off.’

He was too clever by far, Amber thought. Not ortigtf but he had had
moments alone in his study to consider everythihgt thad taken
place—trust him to sum up that she had shown rrorterhile in Simon's
arms, so it therefore followed as he had so shrewditmised, that it was
only his kiss she was afraid of.

'Oh, that," she shrugged, her tones as offhandisasvére cynical. 'One
always tries to forget something unpleasant.’

She saw his eyes were watching her intently, ler $iailing infuriatingly
over his head.

'Well, at least you learned something from expeggrhe said obliquely.

'Oh?' He couldn't know that her memory of that highs still as blank as
ever.

"You refused Simon's invitation to go with him betparty,’ he enlightened
her.

'You can't be there to watch him all the time,' same back, thinking her
retort was rather good since there was no knowihgtvehe and Simon
would get up to when he wasn't watching. She tutaep, thinking she had
had the last word, and heard him reminding her,vbise dripping with
unpleasantness:

'It's not Simon I'm watching—I'm keeping my eyes @rery move you
make, Miss Newman.'



CHAPTER SIX

AMBER reached her room to sit down heavily on the simadlroom chair.
She held her hands out in front of her, saw theidence that she was
shaking. Oh, was there ever such a vile man-- Wihyt ¢have to be him she
had picked on that night? There couldn't be many asecynical, as horrible
as him. And she was stuck here at Moor View—eveé could get some
mode of transport to take her home, she was hetllhethe friendship she
enjoyed with Helen. She could never tell Helenftilestory—couldn't tell
anyone—besides which, Helen had intimated that Bysw Simon would
be at each other's throats the minute she letidbse.

With a resigned thought that this was perhaps barshment for her sins,
she carefully undressed and climbed into bed. Her-killers were still in
her case, but it seemed too much of an effort taogeof bed and take a
couple. Which just went to prove, she thought, thatpain wasn't as bad as
she thought it was.

It was around two o'clock in the morning when shekevup covered in
perspiration. Quickly she reached and turned onlig, glad to see she
was still in the same room in which she had droppt#do sleep. Her
nightmare had been very real. She had been babloith Wales again,
trying to get to her parents, trying to claw hewywveait from the rock fall. It
was not a new dream, but it was so long since atdnad it she knew it must
have been instigated by the pain she had expedemieen getting ready for
bed. She moved again, recalled that she had feltstcomfort when moving
to switch on the light, and knew that all that tedn needed for the pain to
go was for her to lie down and rest her body. Tiné@self was a relief. Uncle
James had been right in saying she would heal d#feryear was out if she
took care. She turned off her light, then sat ugh taimned it on again. It was
no good, her nightmare was too real, too near tbamshed quickly. The
darkness had her remembering every detail. Thesernwabne to see if she
slept with the light on and if she didn't wake befdMaureen arrived with
her tea in the morning, she could pretend she et lbeading and had
dropped off. Amber reached across to the bedslile tand picked up the
paperback she had unpacked on Christmas Eve busohad not looked at.
She let it drop gently to the floor as evidence vmanting anyone to know of
her weakness in sleeping with the light on.



She was still wide awake when a faint tapping atdoer startled her. She
was even more startled when Simon, a slightly m&myon, came into her
room.

‘Saw your light from under the door,' he said, dang lightly. 'Was it meant
to be a guiding light, Amber?' Something in whatsh& made him laugh
again, but Amber couldn't see anything very funny.

'How many have you had?' she asked him, not widloihg unpleasant, but
not liking to have him in her room in this state.

'Only a few—only a few," he protested. 'There wasgjirl to touch you for
looks at the party, Amber. Why didn't you come wite?'

'l told you, | was tired.’

'‘But you're still awake.'

'l was asleep," Amber lied pointedly, ‘until youeain.'
'‘Asleep?’ he scoffed, grinning glassy-eyed at her.

'What was your light doing on, then? Ha—got yourétiehe said
triumphantly, and nearly fell over.

Amber was torn between the desire to get up arghfemch him out of her
room, and the desire to giggle. Some men were fwign they were drunk.

'I'd been reading,’' she said, glad that she'd thtolagplace her evidence on
the floor. 'l must have dropped off.'

'Huh," said Simon as though he didn't believe her.
‘There's my book there," Amber told him, pointiogtt

'‘Damn—I thought my luck had changed," Simon siglaed, peering down
to see where Amber had indicated, promptly diddaér.



'Shh—you'll wake the whole house!'

Simon laughed, not a bit bothered, then returnecnew his advances. 'l
like you, Amber—I really, really like you.'

'‘And | like you, Simon," Amber tried to go alongfao. 'But | shan't like you
very much if you don't leave me to go back to sleép to your own
room—please, Simon!'

‘You don't want—a party?'
'‘No, Simon, | don't want a party.'

He staggered over to the door, and Amber feltfrelish in that he was at
last going to go. She watched him as he turneldeatibor. He then seemed
to make a definite effort to prove he could carry lilquor, squaring his
shoulders as his hand found the door handle. Heetbo ridiculous,
Amber felt her giggles rising up inside her. 'Sgppdrt,' he said, and opened
the door and went through it. Amber almost chokedher desire to laugh.

In a way, although his intention to get her intal lvdth him if she would
have allowed it was offensive, she wasn't sorrh&e come in to see her.
His visit had successfully pushed her nightmare the background, and
since her back no longer pained her, she thought whs left of the night
could be spent in untroubled sleep. She leaned awersnicked out the
light.

When she awakened, she was feeling less chartiabrds Simon. Were
both brothers tarred with the same brush? Dysonshatithat she was hot
for anything in trousers, but she was beginninthiok both brothers were
hot for anything that wore a skirt. She got up bathed and dressed in jeans
and a shirt. Helen had mentioned going riding Amber thought discretion
would be the better part of valour—her back wasighit again now, but she
didn't think she had better risk it, irksome thougtvas. There would be
other times when she could go riding if she soliledt doing. If both Helen
and Simon were going riding, and no mention hachbeade of Dyson
joining them, then she would take herself off favalk. She had no wish to
be left alone with Dyson, always supposing he tlidtend to shut himself



in his study —she had no wish to be left alone \@tmon either, come to
that.

She met Helen, similarly dressed to herself, jushg into the breakfast
room. Helen smiled warmly as she pushed open tle, dmut Amber's
answering smile faded as she saw Dyson was alsssdgd at the table, the
look in his eyes chilling. Well, she hadn't expedtem to beam all over his
face at her, had she? Though this was the firs ti;nhad shown himself
less than pleasant to her with Helen present.

Helen was chatting naturally away as she helpeselfeand Amber from the
warming tray, completely oblivious to any atmosghdretween her
stepbrother and her friend.

'‘Are you coming riding with us after all. Amber?'thsked, tackling her
breakfast with a healthy appetite. Amber didn'ualty ask 'Us?' but it was
there in her eyes; she definitely wasn't goingngdif Dyson was going.
'Simon and me," Helen enlightened her. 'If he eeerdes to get up—he's a
tired old thing.’

'Probably exhausted himself last night,” said Dysbis eyes holding
Amber's in a cold stare. She had an idea theresara&thing more behind
his comment than was obvious, but decided to ighore though she saw
Helen give him a quick look as though she too stitgjgesome hidden
meaning.

'‘Well, he probably didn't come home till dawn, seethat it was Kit
Lancaster's party he went to.' She turned backmbek, explaining, 'Kit's
mother always gets lashings of bacon and eggs enwit throws a party
just in case they all stay to breakfast.’

Amber could have told her that Simon hadn't stagdateakfast, that it had
still been dark when he had come home, but sinéenHeould no doubt feel

terrible on her behalf if she made it known thah@&@a had made a detour to
her room before he eventually made it to his blkd,refrained from saying

anything.



She was just telling Helen she wouldn't be ridimag imorning and assuring
her, in reply to Helen's question, that she diamftd one bit if Helen went

without her, when the door opened and Simon camelenpromptly sat

down and reached for the cereals.

‘Good morning, Simon," Dyson said pointedly, andeiminding Simon that
he had forgotten his manners, reminded Amber thathed given him no
word of greeting either. She excused herself bykihg the way Dyson had
looked at her he wouldn't have answered anyway.

'‘Good morning,' Simon said generally round thedahls eyes fixing on
Amber, willing her to look at him. But Amber didmiant to talk to Simon
either this morning, especially with Dyson watchswgclosely. She wasn't a
sufficiently good actress for it not to show thhe svas upset with Simon,
and she didn't want Dyson asking questions asetog@ison.

"You look as though you had a heavy night," Helpmed, when Simon
refused her offer to get him some bacon and eggs.

'I'm sure he has," Dyson put in coldly, and stopdtassing his napkin on to
the table. Then, looking glacially at his stepbestil'd like a word with you
in my study when you're sufficiently back in thadsof the living.' With that
he favoured Amber with another chilling glance atrdde from the room.

'What's bitten him?' Simon asked as soon as thewla® closed.

'Haven't a clue," Helen replied. 'Have you beentaianything, Simon?’
Then, her voice sharpening, 'You haven't sold mdre

'Of course | haven't-- Hell, d'you think I'm daft something? | haven't
forgotten the last..." he broke off as he realidetber was with them, and
there was a tense pause while Amber wondered ifceléd leave her
breakfast half way through and let brother anasisave their discussion in
private. Then Simon seemed to recognise that she ¥eling
uncomfortable.

‘Are you coming riding with us, Amber?' he ask@dkase say yes.'



‘No, | don't think so." Amber flicked a glance anhand couldn't be at odds
with him any longer. He had the air of a little batio knew he had done
something wrong and was at pains to make up f@&he smiled at him. 'l

thought | would go for a nice long walk.'

Simon tried to get her to change her mind, but wiertould see that she
wouldn't, the subject was left and breakfast wasliied with the three of
them chatting about everything and anything.

Amber folded her napkin preparing to go upstairshier jacket. 'Ready?'
said Simon to Helen.

'‘Aren't you going to see Dyson first?' Helen asked.

‘Like hell," Simon replied. 'l want a clear headlri going to get chalked off
about something-- If we look sharp we can shoot thesstudy and we'll be
out on the moors before he knows we've gone.'

'Oh, Simon, do you think we should?' Helen lookesdlitant.

'Oh, come on,' Simon urged. 'He can't hang us.hBwgnlisted Amber's aid
by asking her to stay in the breakfast room urité saw them pass the
window, telling her that Dyson would think the taref them were still there
until he heard the door close as she left the room.

Feeling very much a conspirator, Amber watchedhag silently opened the
door and crept along the hall. She saw them rasttha breakfast-room
window and out of sight, and thought to give therfe@ more minutes
before going up to her room for her coat. Who digs@n think he was

anyway?

In all, she waited five minutes before she left them, but didn't dare stay
any longer in case Dyson became suspicious ofiteece and came to
investigate. The next time she saw him would bestman. Hoping he would
decide to have his lunch sent to him in his studtyriot holding out much
hope of that, Amber left the breakfast room, clgsihe door firmly and
doing nothing to deaden her footsteps. She wadmdidttom of the staircase
when her heart sank.



'l want a word with you.'

Dyson's cold tones addressed to her back had erdfifear running down
her spine, before it came to her that she had dotl@ng wrong; it was
Simon who was due for some of the carpet treatnrmerither. She turned,
her chin tilting up a few degrees.

'Me?' she queried, wishing he wasn't so tall aredciuld look down her
nose at him. 'l thought it was Simon who was innjaack books?'

'I'm quite well aware that by now Simon is out be moors somewhere,’
Dyson told her, his cold anger not abating at thegant stance she was
taking with him. 'In my study, Miss Newman.'

Amber stood her ground. She had no idea how he ISi;wen had sneaked
out of the house rather than go and see him—per&apsn had done the
same sort of thing before, she mused—but to sagmyistudy' as though she
had no choice in the matter ... She turned her badkm and put a foot on
the first stair.

'Very well, Miss Newman, we'll talk in your bedrodnthe heard his
footsteps behind her and turned hurriedly, her ewsdening at the

purposeful expression on his face. She sensedthia¢rne was absolutely
furious with her about something, and began to &lid again. 'I'm sure
you're more at home in your bedroom—we'll talk gheHe was standing
beside her, his hand beneath her elbow, urgingahgo up the stairs with
him.

Anger began to spark inside her, ousting her fé&im. She snatched her
elbow out of his grasp and without a word turned amarched into his
study.

She had never been in this room before, and shevgaile Dyson came in
behind her closing the door with a decisive clitigt his study too was a
large room, oak-panelled, with a desk with busiliesgmpedimenta strewn
liberally around, a well worn chair, pictures o tivall she had no time or
interest in just then.



'Sit down, Miss Newman.'
'I'm not staying that long.’

'Sit down!" he barked, and almost pushed her tarsihe leather-upholstered
settee to the side of her.

‘There's no need to manhandle me," she objectedusuto find herself
seated when it hadn't been her intention to do so.

'l should think one more dose of manhandling watheehere nor there
where you're concerned,' he said nastily.

Amber bit her lip. What defence had she got agaihat? 'You know
everything,' she said, unable to sit quiet withmalking some sort of retort
to let him know she wasn't to be cowed by him.

'Yes, | do, don't I," he agreed. "Though I'm suwye'y much rather | didn't.’
This time Amber did keep quiet. 'l thank God foatthight last September
when you left me in no doubt how free with yourdaxs you really are. Had
it not been for that night, 1 might well have beaken in by the demure
attitude you've adopted since coming here as Hefaahd.’

'Surely not?'" Amber jibed. 'Surely no one could anything over on the
great Mr Dyson Silver?'

He ignored her jibe. 'l bet you thought it was Ghmias and birthday time all
rolled into one when Helen invited you here and igarned that not only
did she have two unattached brothers, but foundroot Uncle Jameshat
the family were "well-to-do". What was in your mindlear Miss
not-so-demure Newman? Did you think to get yourksaato one or other
of us?'

'Hooks?' Amber picked on that one word, when shetegdato scream and
shout at him, defend Uncle James to the last ditch.

‘Marriage, Miss Newman—marriage.'



'‘Marriage?' she questioned. Then as what he wdly szgying hit her, 'l
wouldn't marry either of you if you were the lasembreathing!" she
stormed, and attempted to get up, then was antyaer ever that he was
standing over her blocking her way.

"You won't get the chance,' he bit back at hery\8Hould either of us marry
you—even supposing there was the remotest posgibflthat—when we
can both haveverythingyou have to offer without the need of a preacher?’

Amber felt a familiar nausea hit her at his wotulg, she managed to control
it—she wasn't going out of this room with her tetween her legs, that was
for sure.

'‘Both of you?' she said sarcastically.

'‘Both of us," he reiterated, some of his coldneasihg him as a fury she
didn't care for lit his eyes. "You really burneduydoats when you allowed
Simon into your room last night. If marriage to yever entered his head
before you so happily welcomed him, he's not likelyvant to marry you,
since you "offer yourself for free".'

Vaguely Amber recalled his saying something simdarthat night last
September, but she was more concerned now witliattiethat he knew
somehow or other that Simon had come to her rodheiearly hours of this
morning. She saw clearly that Dyson wasn't goingeiteve her about last
night whatever she told him, and it was sheer l@ayaothing more, that
had her answering:

'What's the matter, Dyson? Crabby because it wasa't welcomed?'

She heard his sharply indrawn breath, and looket gpe the fury she had
seen in his eyes had turned into molten metal, strel knew she had
overstepped the mark as fierce hands came downgapged her in a
bone-crushing hold.

'‘No, damn you—I could have you any time | wantedné-gou know it!



"You couldn't,' she denied hotly, all pretenceaahfj a woman who knew all
the answers vanishing fast as she experiencedatime $error she had
yesterday when she had thought he was going tchkissThere seemed to
be a threat in his words, and she knew if he foleetself on her again, this
time there would be no holding her memory at bayrhier own peace of
mind that memory had to stay blank.

Too late she saw Dyson's eyes narrow and realisdthtl seen her terror,
seen it and slotted it into the correct pigeonhdféh his hands still on her
shoulders he sat down on the settee beside hemduner to face him.

'l told you to keep out of Simon's way or I'd makee you were never
allowed into a decent home again,' he told herptasth a hard line. 'l can
see now that that threat hasn't worried you abatlyou've just given me an
idea for a far more fitting punishment.’

With sickening dread Amber knew what he had in miNd,' she whispered
hoarsely. 'No, don't!

'Oh, but yes,' Dyson said menacingly. 'l may ke having to soil myself
by touching you—»but for such a loose-moralled hus¢isg idea of me in
particular touching you fills you with terror, dogsit?'

'Please don't,'” Amber begged, and saw, her feaviggo that he was too
angry to listen to her pleas.

'Do you know what I'm going to do, Miss Newman?'da&d, savouring
every moment of her fear of him. 'I'm going to mékee to you—though it
will hardly be love;—more slow, deliberate sex.'

"You can't,’ she said hoarsely, cowering away fhom

'‘Can't I? You should know above all people, my deaber, that a man is
capable of having his sexual appetite arousedjuseeing a naked woman.'

Amber watched him warily, her eyes wide. Her mimdused to think,
seemed frozen inside her head. Then the words—rsded—penetrated



her mind, and she struggled to get out of his dygp,eyes going desperately
to the door.

'Didn’t you hear me turn the key in the lock?' Dyswoice tormented her as
his eyes followed the direction hers had taken.dN®is going to disturb us,
and if I know Helen and Simon, they're going tooloie for hours.

‘Let me go-- Please, please let me go," Amber leeggk leave straight
away—d-do anything else you ask, but please, pleas®—don't do ...'

"You had fair warning,' he told her, as thoughiilsty on her that she had
brought this on herself.

'‘But Simon and | didn't ..." she began, only tol feerself being pulled
inexorably closer to him.

'Shut up, and console yourself you're not gettungod here until ..." he left it
in the air. Then she knew the time for pleading wasr. ‘Come here,' he
said, and made it sound almost clinical. '‘Come lae@ let's begin your
punishment.’

'‘No!" she screamed, and that was all she had tonebecause with an
expertise she couldn't credit, her feet were tdkem her and she found
herself lying across him, his head coming down &zters.

She fought him like a wildcat, but her strength wathing compared to his.
She felt his mouth come down over hers and trieblite him, but all that
achieved was for him to take advantage of her apeuath, and his mouth
was on hers, plundering there in a kiss like n@oghe could remember.
Then his lips had left hers as he searched in ¢levirs of her throat, then
cruelly back again to her mouth, and the feel sfrhouth moving over hers
had her fighting desperately; she couldn't breathe thought she was going
to faint. 'Keep it up, Amber,"' she heard him mu#tgainst her lips, 'and |
shan't have any trouble getting aroused for theslid you.'

Hysterically the thought came to her that if onlhe £ould lie passive she
could defeat him, for despite what he had said ehooan having his sexual
appetite aroused by seeing a naked woman, someofphdr seemed to



recognise in the little she knew of him that thisudn't be the case if she
could lie still and let him think he could do wteg would with her. But she
was too frightened, too out of control to justthere and risk it.

Dyson's mouth left hers and her struggles tookeshfstrength as he undid
the top button of her shirt. Was this how it ha@érbéhat other night? she
wondered. But she still had no recollection. ThHearyifyingly, she was no
longer lying across his lap, but beneath him orvilte settee. She felt his
thighs hard against her own and tried to claw stf&ce, but he seemed to
have twice as many hands as she as he graspetidroirists in one and
held them above her head, her breasts showingy taemleath the stretched
material of her shirt.

'Let's see what delights you are hiding, Amber regrd he drawled, his
voice in cool contrast to his warm look. Amber vgiegd her body, ignoring
the feeling of pain in her lower spine, but sheldot get away from the
tight anchorage of his lean, well muscled lendtleep that up, my dear,’
Dyson breathed smoothly, a hand going to the sebattdn on her shirt,
'the movement of your body is havinglstinctimpression on my sexual
urges.'

Crimson, his meaning clear as he adjusted hisipnsih her, Amber almost
went under as the look in his eyes told her he kake/ had grasped his
meaning. 'Now, my lovely,' he said, 'you have ptthat I'm not joking," and

with that, the second button of her shirt came medd\s yet he had not
touched her body with his hands, but as the thittbbh came undone, she
felt the whisper of his knuckles against her breastl she pleaded with him
anew.

'Please, Dysormlease,she begged, 'don't do this— y-you're killing nirés
eyes fastened on hers as though he thought shieevaisover-dramatic, but
Amber knew something inside her would die if heriearout his intent.

For a brief moment she thought her pleas had gotgin to him, for his
hand stayed. 'Please,’ she begged again, anchihkimg if she told him the
truth about last night he would see there was ngtho warrant this
punishment. 'Simon ...'



She got no further. It was as though the mentio8iofon's name was the
red rag Dyson needed to spur him on. She sawdheefbf fury in his eyes

rekindle. "You exaggerate my dear,' he said, astighcurled in a sneer. 'I'm
well aware you have suffered a "fate worse thanthddaefore." Then his

hand was tearing at her shirt, her bra undone,shedvas in an agony of
embarrassment and shame as, still not touchingvitlerhis hands, Dyson

moved his position to sit astride her, his weigbavy on her thighs as he
gazed at her with a look on his face that couly el desire.

Then as he looked at her, she saw with disbelefiikolence which had
been with him ever since he had touched her dropyand her raw
breathing quieted as she witnessed in his eyesola &b near artistic
appreciation as he gazed at her nakedness.

"Your breasts are beautiful—the most beautiful €éver seen,’ seemed to be
dragged from him, and some of his heat seemedt@ Ieim as he bent his
head and, almost as if paying homage, he kissddreae-tipped pinnacle.

Only then did Amber's fight against him cease. Ik no idea whether her
breasts were any more beautiful than the next wanant there was a
shocked stillness in the air, and though cringinigh vembarrassment,

exposed as she was to his view, she whisperednéefo, Dyson?' She was
past pleading, but her words came out huskily,faaded note in her voice
because she knew she was asking in vain. Dysonbeysnd reasoning

with, that she knew.

'l want to touch you—to hold you,' he said like ®mme entranced. 'l don't
want to bruise your lovely body." He seemed to dohnts gaze from her
breasts to her face, and she saw something thetreott her he had a much
greater sensitivity than ever she would have betiev

'Yet you are bruising me, aren't you," she whispel@nd | think you're
bruising yourself too, Dyson.' She didn't know helve knew that, but at that
moment she was sure it was true.

His hand came slowly down as though he was afraideauty of her would
disappear before him if he dared to touch the cyeamell of her, and
Amber held her breath as the hand hovered ovebké&rre control seemed



to come to him from afar. Then while she waitedthat tormenting hand to
come and touch her smoothness, that same handdaesa$mvering. But
instead of closing over her breast, it moved towdndr throat and any
sensitivity she had witnessed in him before waststead completely, as he
muttered gratingly:

"You bewitching bitch." His hand tightened agahetthroat, and tears filled
her eyes before he let go his stranglehold. 'Dasaltiup and get out of my
sight.’

Amber could barely believe it as he got up fromdnsat went to the window
with his back towards her. For a stunned second jske lay there
uncomprehending

[MISSING LINES]

fingers somehow matching the buttons on her shittié right button holes.
She was at the door, turning the key to unlockliten his voice came to her
again.

Try Simon on for size just once more and | shsai@p the next time,' he
threatened, and turned round, his eyes going tehidr seeing the breasts
he had called beautiful were once more hidden tiom "You know what to
expect if you don't behave yourself.'

Amber didn't wait to hear any more. She raced tifinaihe door, along the
hall, and had her foot on the bottom stair befaedyitated feelings guided
her away and to the front door. She must keep dw@ay her bedroom until

Helen and Simon were back, she thought in confuddyison had let her

off, but there was no saying he wouldn't have sé¢boughts and come to
seek her out.

Thoroughly shaken, she found herself outsidetelicold of the December
day hit her, but knew nothing would get her badkde the house, at least,
not until she saw Helen and Simon. For the preskatneeded to get far
away from Dyson as quickly as she could. Of th@morolition her feet
seemed to take her to the stables.



If Bill Ford, one of the stable hands, thought plaée-faced, bright-eyed girl
was mad to come out on such a cold day in nothimgglans and a shirt, then
he kept his thoughts to himself, though it wouldnitprise him if she didn't
have to pay for such fool- hardiness. Surely shidett be thinking of going
riding dressed like that, she would freeze outhenrhoors, but apparently
that was exactly what she did have in mind as skedahim if there was a
horse she could borrow.

[MISSING LINES]

Amber's eyes flicked to a magnificent stallion, Rddmond, she thought,
but Bill Ford, following her glance, corrected drat point.

‘That's Thunderbolt,' he told her, 'the mastertsénband although he didn't
say so, Amber knew she would only be allowed te fithunderbolt with
Dyson's permission. Well, that was all right by, Istre knew her capabilities
better than to know she would be able to managsrtbging stallion. '‘Done
much riding, have you?' Bill enquired.

‘Not lately,"” Amber was forced to confess, becormaggated that he was
making no move to saddle up a horse for her—hed negut as much
distance between her and Dyson urgent. 'Which hoesel have?'

'You'd better take Bluebell if you haven't riddear Eome time—she's a
gentle old lady.'

To Amber's mind, Bill took an age to saddle up tenfortable-looking
Bluebell, but at last she was ready, and she was @i his assistance in
helping her to mount.

Slowly, getting the feel of Bluebell beneath hemi#er made her way out of
the stableyard. She was feeling calmer now sheowdke point of putting
some distance between her and her odious hostw8seaware she was
shivering as she left the stableyard behind antl Rlaebell at a walking
pace out on to the fields that lay to the reahefliouse, but the cold of the
day biting into her was counteracted by the hehatofeelings as she relived
the scene she had escaped from.



Her face flamed that Dyson had been preparedifolstr naked, to rape her
as he had realised how

[MISSING LINES]

had been up to last night she couldn't forgive Iiwen if she had been the
tramp he had every right to think she was fromfings encounter with her,
he had no right to do what he had done.

She began to feel warmer as she tried Bluebetittirtg capabilities, then
Bluebell broke into a canter, and suddenly all tids of Dyson and what
she would like to do to him left her, as a devasggpain shot through her. It
made her gasp and she couldn't think straight fooment, then she pulled
on the reins and immediately Bluebell obeyed, contm a halt to await
Amber's next instruction. The pain Amber had felt been very real, but as
she sat immobile on Bluebell's back, she breathgdhathat she no longer
felt anything. It was as she went to move to give horse a pat for so
promptly doing what she had been told that sheseskhe was in trouble.
While sitting still, she felt nothing, but whenestre moved the pain hit her
again. Gritting her teeth, she turned very slovdysee how far she had
come. Moor View was still in her sights but seemmaites away, though
common sense told her it couldn't be much more tiadfra mile. She would
have to go back.

Agony accompanied every movement as she turnedb8lueound and
headed her nose in the direction of home.

How long it took for her to walk Bluebell into tistableyard, Amber never
knew. What she did know was that every movementhefhorse's body
beneath her was a knife going through her. Shectmstt of the times she
reined the mare in, feeling the relief in the sels from movement. Pain left
her again as she

[MISSING LINES]

herself to fall off. Oh, where was he?



Her spirits lifted when she heard footsteps ringiigyon the cobbled yard.
As yet she couldn't see him, but soon he wouldnbker line of vision.

Bravely she summoned up a smile; she didn't wapbraento know how

forlorn she was feeling. Then as the footsteps caeaer and at last the
figure of a man turned the corner and came intsthbleyard, the pretence
of a smile she was wearing rapidly disintegrateat. the man saw her as
soon as she saw him, and it wasn't Bill Ford atait Dyson Silver, and the
nearer he came, the clearer the unmitigated futyioface made itself seen.

He was in riding clothes, and as his riding cropdenaa vicious,

God-give-me-strength swipe against his riding bdahber had the very
real feeling he was wishing it had been her baekctiop had come down
upon.

'You idiot I' he yelled at her, coming to stand tieet away from her and
seeing she was almost blue with cold. "You stuppddy idiot—haven't you
any more sense than to go out riding in this wealhessed like that?'



CHAPTER SEVEN

'APPARENTLY not,” Amber retorted. She might be down, but steEsnk
out—not yet she wasn't. And if he would only disagp she felt sure it
wouldn't be long before Bill came along. 'Anyway, lather freeze to death
than be within a quarter of a mile anywhere neavhere you are.’

Dyson ignored her and took hold of Bluebell's rei@et down from there,’
he ordered. 'Get in the house and into a hot bath.’

The idea of a hot bath sounded nothing short egblI'm waiting for Bill.'

'‘Someone else in trousers you can't leave alongsgrbhad controlled his
temper, but his sarcasm wasn't any less cuttingbekngnored him and
presented him with a stony face. 'Are you gettiog/ul or are you waiting
for me to pull you down?' There was a smooth sandgasis voice now. 'As
| recall, you can't bear me to touch you." Thenshigr '‘Get down! he
commanded.

'l will when you've gone.'

Not wasting time on further argument, Dyson reaalyetb her. 'Don't touch
me!' she screamed before his hands could reachdist; the movement of
backing away from him causing that agonising paistab through her, and
her pale face went ashen. But she kept her ey&yson, and he too had
lost some of his colour.

'My God!" he breathed as though her terror of hitmc&ed him. 'Does my
touch affect you so badly?’

It ... it's not that,’” Amber found herself confiegs when she had no
intention of easing his mind if he had suddenlycoi®red he had a
conscience over his treatment of her.

'Like hell it isn't,’ he gritted, his colour retimg. "You become
near-hysterical every time | come anywhere near'you



Amber didn't think that was altogether true. Ityohlappened when she
thought she was in danger from his physical adwar©l, where was Bill?

It came to her then that whether Bill was here @t she didn't stand very
much chance of getting into the house without Dyswowing something of

her plight, for it would take some minutes for Hionsaddle up Thunderbolt
and he was going to think it most suspiciously didthe was still sitting on

Bluebell's back when he was ready to go.

'Get into the house and take that bath,' Dysons@odly, and there was an
authority in his voice this time that said, likeoitnot, if she didn't do as he
said, he would wrench her down and take her irechthuse by the scruff of
her neck if she didn't obey him.

'l... I've—hurt my back.' There, it was out.
"You fell off Bluebell?' His very tone said that svan impossibility.

'No, it's—it's an old injury,” and then becausels&e all his attention on her
now, and in a way it was a relief to have told him;| thought it wouldn't
hurt to ...'

‘That's why you didn't go riding with Helen and $m isn't it?" Then
shrewdly, 'But you wanted to get as far away fromasn possible.'

Amber didn't answer—she couldn't deny it, but sudidé seemed very
stupid to have taken the risk when common sensetdidcher not to try
riding just yet. Only ...

Dyson had obviously decided that now was not timee tifor further
discussion. 'We'd better get you down from thdre,said, and his hands
came up once more and this time settled on het.wais

'Don't move me," Amber told him hurriedly, then &ese it sounded very
much as if she was giving him orders, and she wsisré how he would take
that: 'If ... if you could just hold me steady ...

‘All right,’ he said, and she was surprised antiidness in his tone. 'l won't
jar you—you come to me in your own time.'



Every movement torture, though she tried to kedpoih showing in her
face, Amber leaned over to him. She knew withoyingr it would be
impossible to lift her one leg over the saddle. Miséowly, with Dyson
taking more and more of her weight, she had hesamound his neck and
was glad when the side of her face came againsthiaishe couldn't see the
agony in her eyes she could no longer disguise.

'I'll step back and take you with me," Dyson sd&eady?’

'Ready,’ said Amber, and clutched hard at him asasid Bluebell parted
company and she was resting up against him, hes stitharound his neck.

You're in agony, aren't you?' Dyson said whenrsade no move to break
away from him.

She wanted to say, It only hurts when | laugh, laing to lighten the
situation, but it was beyond her. 'l don't seerhdable to stand up on my
own," she whispered.

Then there was no need for her to try and staatl,dor very gently Dyson
picked her up in his arms and was losing no mone &s he carried her into
the house. He didn't speak again until he hadezhtrer into her bedroom,
and there he deposited her on the small bedroom blefore going into the
bathroom. Amber could hear the bath water runnug,for themoment it
was enough just to sit there and not feel any pain.

'l get Mrs Randle to come and see to you whdetlthe doctor,’ he said, his
face stern.

'‘No!" Amber said sharply, and had Dyson lookingpet. She saw from his
expression that he would brook no argument. 'Pldas# trouble anyone—
please, Dyson!" He looked set to ignore her, lteshe had paused on his
way to the door, Amber went on hurriedly, 'Mrs Rlanldas enough to do,
and besides —I—I feel terrible because it was mg stupidity that brought
this on.'

Dyson squatted down by the side of her so thabhé&dcsee into her face. 'l
think I'm partly to blame as well, aren't 1?'



Pink colour washed over her face, and she codtmbvktat him. 'Please,' she
said again. 'I'll be all right once I've had a febte had something similar
before.'

Dyson looked ready to ask for more details, thems to know that now
wasn't the time to go into that. 'All right," henceded when she had been
sure he wouldn't. 'I'll let you have your own waxeo Mrs Randle—but |
must insist on having a doctor to see you.'

'My doctor is in Exeter and | don't want him comadgthis way to see me
when | know | shall be all right again by the tifme gets here,” Amber said
stubbornly. But she found that Dyson could be dgsilibborn.

‘There's no need to call your doctor out. I'll gt man to come and take a
look at you," he said as if the whole argument ®dpthere. 'You said the
pain you're in now is the result of an old injuryi+ame the name of your
doctor and I'll get Dr Farley to phone him so he ba acquainted with the
details of your case before he gets here.'

Against her will Amber found herself saying, 'lIDs Cresswell," and when
Dyson had this piece of information from her, hentvato the bathroom,
turned off the taps and returned to her, helpingtbestand. Feeling she
would look like the Hunchback of Notre Dame if shttempted to walk,

Amber was glad when Dyson picked her up and carhed into the

bathroom, where he placed her on the bathroom.stool

'I'll probably be as right as ninepence once I'ad h hot bath,' she said,
feeling tense suddenly that he hadn't moved tcelé&v on her own.

‘Let's hope so," he said easily, and without mdeetas hands came down to
help her undress.

'‘No!" It came out much more sharply than she heshited, but had the same
effect that she wanted. 'l can manage on my own.’

'It looks like it," Dyson said sourly.

' can.'



'You can't bear to have me touch you, can you@raied.

'No, | can't,’ she snapped back. But not for tlasoas he thought. She was
aware that there was nothing remotely sexual indhish this time; his sole
aim was to help her where she could not help HeBet no one apart from
the medical staff at the hospital, and Uncle Jaaseker doctor, had seen
those terrible scars on her lower back, and sinm®hadn't been aware of
her back injury until she had told him, he mustéhnavade love to her that
time without seeing them either. He thought heabt® were beautiful, and
it shook her that she didn't want him to know tthat rest of her body was
not.

'l can manage by myself,' she repeated stonily canttin't look at him.

'It's *a great pity I'm not Simon, isn't it," heasled above her head. 'I'm sure
you'd have no qualms about letting him help you.'

Amber didn't move until she heard the outer doamsIHe could be a pig
when he chose, she thought wearily, as with teetidés movements she
undressed and, using her arms for support, lowszeself into the steaming
bath. Though she had to admit she would never heade it to her room if
he hadn't carried her, for walking until she hagllkimks out of her back was
beyond her.

It was sheer bliss to feel the heat of the watehenbody, and she was
sorely tempted, when the heat began to go froto ityn some more water
from the hot tap, before deciding she had betteiogeand into bed. She
wasn't sure she trusted Dyson not to send Mrs Railito her, for all he
had said he would let her have her way on thaeissu

But thinking of getting out of the bath and actyatcomplishing that feat,
Amber found, were two totally different matters.tBwy into the bath hadn't
been easy. To get out of it, she found, was qmossible. Still, she wasn't
ready to admit defeat. She drained the water otlteotbath, and as whenever
she made the smallest progress she only slippedupigiback on the shiny
porcelain, she managed to grab hold of a hand thargjing on a nearby rail
and pulled at it, then proceeded to spread it kartesxr hoping it would give
her more leverage.



After ten minutes, Amber at last admitted defedte $ould have wept,
almost did, but allowed herself only one heartfistian of despair, hoping
that after all Dyson had thought to send Mrs Ratwlteer. By now he would
think she was safely tucked up in bed.

instead of which she was sitting here, damp, mideraand despite the
central heating, getting colder by the minute.

Her heart lifted when she heard her bedroom doenoand she no longer
felt like crying. Mrs Randle would help her. Butnasn't Mrs Randle's voice
that reached her from the other side of the bathrdoor. The tones she
heard were very masculine, and for all she tholyston had washed his
hands of her when she had told him she could maoader own, it was

Dyson who had come into her room expecting heetmtbed.

'‘Amber—are you all right in there?'

Quickly Amber dragged the hand towel from beneaih holding it in front
of her because she knew he wouldn't care tuppdmwet any feelings of
modesty she might have.

I'm ... I'm stuck,’ she said, and knew she haad bggt—he didn't care a
button about her feelings of modesty. For the dems pushed inwards, and
he stared down at her resigned, wide-eyed face,sk&@mwvas holding an
inadequate soaking wet towel against the frontesf her shoulders bare.
Without a word he turned from her and she thoughivas going to leave
her, until she saw he was taking an over-large toatk| from off the heated
rail.

'How long have you been sitting there like tha&'akked, turning back to
her.

'It seems like a year," Amber told him, striving fumour but knowing she
was near to giving way to tears.

The bath towel came around her shoulders, its idaBcwarmth sheer
heaven, then Dyson was saying, 'Put an arm upslaathought she must be
going delirious or something, for she obeyed withguestion, still holding



the soggy hand towel in front of her.She felt treemth of the towel coming

under her arm, saw that Dyson was pulling it imfrof her, caught on to
what he had in mind, and with the front of her raeeently covered with the
end of the bath towel, she let go her hold on faenmy hand towel and

lifted her other arm for him to fold the other esfdhe bath towel in front of

her. She felt his fingers warm against her skimesucked the end in and
wondered what happened now.

'Put your arms up,' he instructed, 'and clasp yaunds at the back of my
neck.' Dumbly she complied with his every ordenvNgrit your teeth," he
said, and as Amber looked at him startled at #tissk instruction, she saw
the tight-lipped look disappear to be replacedrbgrcouraging smile. Then
she knew the reason why she should grit her téathge was lifting her out
of the bath, and for all his movements were unkdirshe needed to grit her
teeth to stop her from crying out in pain.

On their way out of the bathroom, Dyson pausedoltect another towel
hanging on the rail, and once in the bedroom hedsls it going to hurt you
to lie on your front?'

'N—no,' she stammered.

She felt his fingers loosening the tucked-in foldhe towel around her, but
before she could have time to think, he was plahigrggently down on the
bed, with the towel still covering her. He gave hettime to wonder further,

but immediately set to work giving her feet andt thart of her legs visible

beneath her covering a thorough if careful towgllwarmth began to seep
through her feet and legs when his ministrationseva®ne. Then the glow
that had been beginning to start that this nighémaould soon be over
disappeared as Dyson attempted to take her covieangher.

'No," she said quickly. 'I'll—I'll be all right ngwhank you.’

There was a tense silence behind her, before tig'lsaiwell aware that you
shudder at the thought of me touching you," hiseavas impersonal, 'but
you're chilled to the marrow—I assure you my omierest in you is to try
and ward off anything else unpleasant that migfdlbgou if we don't get



your blood circulating again. Now be a good girtidry and make my job
easier. | promise | won't hurt your back.’

Reluctantly Amber gave in. She couldn't argue agjdhe common sense of
what he said. He had no interest in her, he hacerttaat abundantly clear.
All that bothered him was that he ensured he dithve her cluttering up his
house after the holiday was over should she go deitim pleurisy or the
like. Still the same there was no way she couldxr&howing that soon he
would see those ugly scars.

Having got the ends of the towel from under hers@ydid not take her
covering from her completely, but pulled it backeower lower half while
he set to work methodically bringing first one dvack to life and then the
other, making her shoulders and upper back tiragid,only when that was
done did he begin to uncover the rest of her. Herements to grab hold of
the bath towel to cover herself again before it diagped to the floor was
quick, painful and instinctive, but she was to@l&he knew from the way
his hands didn't at once begin their work thatttiree six- or seven-inch
scars going in opposite directions from her lowpine and across her
buttocks had shocked him. She wanted to say songgthnything, but
couldn't utter a sound.

Dyson couldn't quite stifle the, 'Good God!' thasawrenched from his lips,
and Amber could have wept that he thought her uighen that half of her
was receiving the same treatment her legs, armslamdders had received,
only when the towel touched her scars, his touchinnitely gentle. Then
his arm was coming across her bare shoulders,r@ntrgled afresh as his
fingers gripped her.

"'l help you to turn over,' he said matter-of#fgcno evidence at all in his
voice that her scars had shaken him.

'l—can't let you,' Amber protested.
The situation was more than intimate as it was,esh though Dyson had

gazed his fill at her breasts only hours ago, steswshe would rather die of
raging pneumonia than allow him to see her agdia.tBought he was going



to snap and snarl at her, was ready for it, anadsinvent into shock herself
when he said quietly:

‘All right-- Nightie under your pillow?’

Relief flooded through her that he was still belagd to her. 'Yes,' she
answered huskily, and in next to no time Dyson pabng her nightie over
her head, and while he went to the other side@b#d to open the sheets,
although every movement made her bite her lip,mHied her nightdress
down the front of her. Then he was picking her npeomore, and mercifully
she was beneath the covers, and he was returr@niguiels to the bathroom.

He came back with a glass of water in his hand,dhdng into his pocket

withdrew a bottle of tablets. 'A couple of thesewdld lessen the pain,' he
told her, unscrewing the cap, and she realised Ui irave gone to fetch
them when he had left her in the bathroom.

'I've pain-killers of my own," Amber said, hatingdslenly all the trouble she
was putting him to.

Dyson pocketed the bottle. 'In your bag?' he adke#tjng about him for her
handbag.

'In my case—it's on the shelf in the wardrobe.’

"You take pain-killers regularly?' he asked aslitebmck the wardrobe door
and extracted her case.

'Oh no—I haven't taken any for ages,' she saidinfgdoolish. 'l only

popped them in because | thought if | didn't | nhigked them, but if |
brought them with me, 1 wouldn't." She knew thabgsd explanation would
sound ridiculous to a sophisticated man like hiot, Dyson didn't look as
though he thought it ridiculous.

'A sort of good luck charm?' he said, and bent dawmer case.

He found the tablets without difficulty. The smhdttle was all that was in
there, Amber thought, until she remembered, andaemassed colour



flooded her face as Dyson stood up and showeddbad found not only
the tablets, but the Christmas present bearingdnse.

'Didn’t you think | deserved to have this?' he dskeit he was smiling as he
dropped the package on the bed and set about ghenghe prescribed
dosage he read off the label on the bottle of table

Amber felt the strength of his arm supporting heshe swallowed the two
magic potions that would get to work on her in moet Then lying once

more on her side, the most comfortable positior,feland, she apologised
for not giving him his present before, and he ata@pt so charmingly,

seeming to understand her shyness at the time.s&ddenly he was no
longer the ogre she had thought him, and as hegtlle bedroom chair up
to the bed and looked set to sit with her for aleyPmber found she was
glad to have him there. The gift he must have deerSimon was not

mentioned, and she thought better than to bringduise up.

'How are you feeling now?' Dyson asked quietly.

'Fine,"” Amber answered automatically, and as anbreye raised
disbelievingly at her, she gave a shamefaced dhiell, there have been
days when I've felt better, but it only hurts wHenove.'

'‘Good," he said, and there was a wealth of chammrgpthrough, and if she
hadn't felt so guilty about having to take to hed In someone else's house,
she thought with wonder, she would have felt coteberelaxed.

Perhaps the tablets she had swallowed were makenguhwind, she
thought, though she couldn't think they were tlest facting. But when
Dyson's question came, it didn't have her clammoipgs she would have
thought she would have done.

'How did you come to injure your back, Amber?"

She supposed she had been expecting that quesgosiace he had first
seen her scars, but now it was here it wasn't ynwessl| painful to tell

him—not until it came to telling him that her parehad not been so lucky
and that they had died in that rock fall. Quiethegold him about the



accident, her eyes clouding over at the memorfi@fdst time she had seen
her mother and father. "We were very close,' skeahuskily.

'How long ago was this? Your scars look quite reten

That was something she didn't want to tell him.viild know from her
reply that her meeting with him had happened sdtan. 8ut as he pinned
her with his dark-eyed look, she knew there wagsuape; he had already
discerned that her scars were not all that old.

'It happened in July,' she mumbled, and saw a leding look appear in his
eye.

"Two months before we met,' he said, having nodliwith his arithmetic.
"You couldn't have been out of hospital for venydo

'‘A week,' she confessed, and felt the stirringdisquiet growing within her.
She didn't want to carry on with this conversation.

But apparently Dyson was going to leave nothingdalirSo you were still
convalescing when you sat perched on that bar&tool

'Yes,' she replied, though his question didn't neadanswer, she felt
compelled to defend herself. 'l ... | was feelimgtty low that day—I..." Oh,
what could she say in her defence? Her conducbkad every bit that of
the trollop he had called her, there was no defegeégnst that.

'So you were fed up at having been out of circatafor two months and
decided to make up for lost time?'

If he wanted to believe that he could get on withAimber thought, all

feelings of being at ease with him vanishing undiés questioning.

Stubbornly she kept her lips firmly closed. But Dgsvasn't ready to let her
wriggle off his hook, she thought mutinously asduwmtinued, his voice

returning to the cool cynical tones she was acoustbto from him.

"You must have been in pain still,” he commented, she guessed he must
have gathered that from what she had told him pofrieries.



'l was taking pain-killers regularly at the timetook more when—when
we—when we reached your room.’

She saw his eyes narrow at that, but he went @mtteksly, '‘Ah yes, my
room,' then harshly, 'It's a pity your aversionme didn't make itself felt
before we got that far.’

'l haven't—I ..." Oh, now he was making her fedltguabout that too, and
instead of firing back at him she found herselfikimg she was being unfair
to him. After all, it couldn't be very nice for hitraving her shrivelling up
into a ball of fear every time it looked as thoughwas going to touch her.
That she should be thinking this way when only Boearlier she had
thought she hated him and would like to see hinfieswfidn't seem at all
strange to her just then. 'l haven't got an aversigou,' she told him, and at
his look that clearly said, 'Liar’, 'l haven't, lestly." It seemed important he
should believe her, though for the life of her sbaldn't think why. 'Well,
not in the way you think I have.'

'No?' He still didn't believe her, that much wasiobs.

'‘No," she repeated, and took a deep breath, hgerBrplucking at the bed
covers, and unable to look at him, she explainelingdy, 'Th-that
night—you know, that night in y-your room—well,'sslflicked a glance at
him and saw she had his full attention, 'well, h camember going to your
room with you—remember the bathroom—but for the bf me I-I can't
remember what we talked about.' Her voice droppetlwhisper, the hand
plucking at the covers growing feverish, as hece&dailed off, .. or even if
we talked.'

"You're telling me it's all a blank?"

She couldn't look at him, his voice didn't soundfdee was surprised, but
then she suspected he was keeping his voice evas rsat to make her feel
worse than she felt and so clam up on him completel

'l c-can't remember a thing apart from being irt tbam with you, going to
the bathroom and taking some more tablets becausddr voice petered
out, she wasn't prepared to go any further.



'‘Because ...?"' Dyson prompted her. Amber was $i@revasn't going to tell
him, and then felt his hand come to settle oves hsrshe fidgeted with the
bed covers. His touch was cool, and so gentle, ey her fingers
ceased their mutilations, and she looked into &yasbore no trace of the
hardness she expected to see there. 'Go on,' & guigtly. "You took some
more tablets because ...

Amber looked down at the hand that lay over hersemsitive hand, gentle,
with long artistic fingers. 'Well, you know anywaghe said huskily.

'What do | know, Amber?"

'A man always knows,' she said, then thinking peshlaer information
might be at fault, though sure it wasn't. 'Dodsa?’ She couldn't look at him
at all now as searing hot colour burned every pfheer.

'A man always knows what?' he pressed.

It all came out in a rush then. 'A man always knewaen he takes a v-virgin
to bed,’ she said, and galloped on, barely notitiagthe hand over hers had
clenched and was bruising her knuckles. 'l knewd/bnd out it was m-my
first time—and | didn't want to kick up a fussti+f you—if you hurt me,
s-so | took some pain-killers so you wouldn't belméh me.' Suddenly she
became aware that her hand was being crushed bernisatYou're hurting
me,' she muttered, and saw her hand was white frerpressure of his
when he took his hand away.

'‘Oh God, Amber," Dyson said, and his voice sounueatse, so that she
couldn't bear to look at him to find out what heamieby that.

All she knew was that she had to get it all sam,remd quickly. 'Like | said,
| couldn't remember and— and when | woke up the meosrning—you
were there, and—well, | was feeling a bit sick wntlyself, so | took a taxi
home. I've heard of people having amnesia when tongehappens they
would rather forget.Don't tell me," she said quickl don't want to know
anything that happened in that b-bed.’



'‘Are you sure you wouldn't rather know?' Dyson dskand his voice
sounded peculiar in her ears, and she was conveuddenly that the time
she had spent with him had been awful. Had sheekielad screamed, been
frightened, terrified, had second thoughts?

'I'm sure,’ she told him. 'l beg of you not to tek." A shudder went through
her as all sorts of possibilities went through hand. 'What I've been
leading up to tell you is that not knowing anythofghat night— when you
went to kiss me that first time, it came to me gjatr touch might trigger off
my memory.'

'‘And it didn't?" Whatever had affected Dyson wasegtrom him now, for

his voice was back to normal, and his face whendsined a peep at him
gave nothing away as to whether his memories ofight were distasteful
or not.

'‘No.'
'‘And that's the only reason you can't bear meuoltgou?' he asked gently.

'‘Mainly that," she said. 'l didn't want you to $ke ugly scars on my back
either.’

Dyson didn't tell her they weren't ugly, and shiigd his honesty, but he
did repeat what she had been told in hospital.yTh&oon fade and be
barely noticeable.' She wished she could belieng far all no one else was
likely to see them. He then went on to make heslblgain by referring to
what Had taken place between them that morninthink we've proved
from that exhibition that your memory of that nighh't going to come
back," he said, and she couldn't be sure, butrghgyht there was a note of
self-loathing in his voice when he referred to thatrning. Mutely she
nodded her head in agreement of what he had jiukttean he was saying
kindly, 'Don't worry at it any more, Amber—Helennte bit wild when her
mother died, so | do have some idea of the phasevgnt through.'

It seemed that Dyson had swung completely frommtae who had believed
she was a tramp to now believing she was a youngamowho needed
gentle understanding. But it wasn't gentle undedstey Amber needed. She



had been totally wrong in what she had done, aBgsbn could understand
her actions and virtually say 'there, there' ardtlica phase she had gone
through, she couldn't be so forgiving of herselfivdys, she thought, she
would feel second-hand, and she wasn't having laitmopising her either.

'Oh, you've not been the only one," she lied, indign in the set look of her
face that he could treat having taken her virgimisyif it was just one of
those things. She had dreamed of going to someigalygt romantic
husband untouched, and had flayed herself raw teestdew months that if
and when that romantic figure appeared, she woale o confess that he
wasn't the first.

'No?' Dyson queried, his voice growing tight. Tlsemoothly as if he wasn't
ready to believe her, 'There've been other mere sime?’

'Of course.' She didn't hesitate.

‘Tell me, Amber, did you feel any pain with anyyour lovers?'
'In my back, do you mean?' she asked uncertainly.

'‘No, Amber, | don't mean in your back," he saiccswatly.

'Oh,’ she said, colouring hotly. Well, he needriitk he was going to catch
her out so easily. 'Of course not," she said, camvgly, she thought, and
couldn't understand that it looked, when she flickiee minutest peep at
him, as though he was going to grin at her ansieat grin was only a
fleeting impression, for his face was stern thet tiexe she looked at him.

'Well, now we've aired a few bogeys, | think itieé you settled down to
rest. It shouldn't be too long before lunch is ye'ade stood up to go, and
Amber eyed him warily. 'Since you no longer havg tear of my kisses,
and since you look so delectable lying theree.didn't finish, but bent over
her and laid a whisper of a kiss against her mdwgfgre taking up the gift
she had omitted to give him on Christmas Day, aftchler. Her mind was
too jumbled by all that had been said for restaime easily.



Nevertheless, she had been asleep when Maureeghbtoer lunch tray in.
'I'm sorry to cause you all this trouble,” she apded to the willing
Maureen.

'No trouble at all, miss," Maureen replied. 'Welllesorry you've hurt your
back." She then went on to give Amber such a gcagéscription of how
badly her father had been when he had had lumbegoAimber actually
winced for him as she was telling her.

She had barely finished her meal before Helen cameand after
commiserating with her told her they had had theich ages ago. 'l wanted
to come up and see you straight away, but Dysah rsati to as you were
asleep.' Amber felt the stirrings of unease; hédccoaly know that if he had
peeped in on her. 'He asked Mrs Randle to keep lymeh hot for you,'
Helen confided.

'I'm sorry to be all this bother ..." Amber began.

'Rot! Nobody's ever ill in this house—we're all myito try our hand at the
Florence Nightingale bit." Helen plumped up Ambeilows as though to
prove it, then helped her, hanging grimly on to, hter the bathroom,
assisting her to make the same painful return pyiback to bed.

'I'll be up tomorrow," Amber said gamely, but saani Helen's look that she
didn't believe her.

You'll be better off in bed, actually,’ she tolerh'Dyson's got Simon in his
study at the moment, and if things follow their mai course, neither of
them will be fit company for a couple of days—blaxt&uds are forecast!

Dyson had once referred to her bedroom as beingimikte a fairground,
Amber recalled, and no sooner had Helen gone thgso himself
appeared. But there was nothing of the dark cldnodighim when he asked
how she was feeling after her sleep.

About to say 'Fine', she saw an eyebrow begin ¢eral and gave him a
shamefaced smile as she amended it to, 'Bettark .’



She watched him as he walked over to the windoownfthe angle she was
lying he looked taller than ever, and broad withRight," he said, ‘'we'll see
what the doctor makes of you.'

'Doctor?' She had thought he had forgotten all ahauving said he would
get his doctor to take a look at her.

'‘Doctor,' he confirmed with a look that said shendiknow him very well if
she thought he had forgotten. 'A car has just guleto the drive. If I'm not
mistaken it will be him. I'll go and show him up.’

Left to herself, Amber wondered what Dr Farley wbhe like. Convinced
she would be better tomorrow, she felt a humbugsahaving been called
away from his family, on Boxing Day too.

But when the door opened and Dyson came into tbenréAmber looked

past him and saw a man who was dearly familiareio Afterwards she

thought it must have been the shock of seeing Hiervehe had thought him
to be thirty miles away in Exeter that brought tiars to her eyes.

'Dr Cresswell insisted on coming to see for himsediat you'd been up to,
Dyson explained, and though she would rather anyssee her cry but
Dyson, Amber exclaimed:

‘Uncle James-- Oh, Uncle James!" and promptly botsttears.



CHAPTER EIGHT

'AMBER!" James Cresswell tried not to let his concermhfar show, but she
was dear to him and her distress tugged at higdteags. 'What is it, my
dear?' he asked, hurrying over to her bed. Ambenivthe sort to give way
easily. He had seen her grin and bear much morestiamust be suffering
at the moment, for he had been informed as he Irathed the stairs with
the tall severe-looking man who was now watchimgely from his position
at the foot of the bed that Amber's setback hadecalpout after she had been
out riding, of all things.

'Oh, Uncle James,' Amber said again, and wishea®hie stop crying, for
although Uncle James had seen her in tears b&gsen Silver never had.

James Cresswell suddenly remembered the last gniath seen Amber in
tears, and thought he had guessed the reasonrfontentrollable weeping.
'Listen to me, Amber,' he said, and his stern vdiad her paying him
attention. 'You aren't going to die, child. | thbtigou'd been convinced of
that—thought that notion had been cleared out aifr yoind. Now come
along, mop your eyes. If you're still not convinddidake you personally to
see Mr Phillips, and we'll have an open discussiibin your case papers and
everyone who attended you at the hospital if needylour conditionisn't
terminal, Amber," he stressed.

Amber stared at him, her tears stopped rolling dbencheeks and clung
wetly to her long lashes. And as what he said patest, she began to feel
dreadful, for she could see if she was upset, thaugat she'd got to cry

about she couldn't think, then she was being mofstin) for Uncle James

looked very upset too. She looked to the foot eftiad and saw with a shock
that immediately dried her tears that Dyson hadeg tpok to him and that

his hands were clenched on to one of the cornds pdher bed almost as
though he needed to have something to hang on to.

'‘Believe me, Amber," James Cresswell was saying.
'Oh yes—yes, | do,"” Amber said quickly, wrenchireg lbyes away from

Dyson. 'I'm sorry, Uncle James, | wasn't cryinguhibat." She saw him
looking at her closely—if she had any lingering bitsthe wanted to hear all



about them. 'l know | was an idiot thinking Mr Rip$ was talking about
me—-but | believed you when you told me before." 8bped he wasn't
going to ask if that wasn't the reason for hersd¢hen what was, for she
couldn't have said.

James Cresswell seemed satisfied at that. 'If gq@gsitive,’ he said. 'Well,
young lady, I'd better take a look and see whatwwolieen up to.'

Amber's eyes flew to Dyson's. His colour seemeanabnow—she could
have imagined he had looked slightly grey, bubyson returned her look,
his mouth unsmiling; he seemed to know she didalttvhim there while
Uncle James examined her.

'l leave you to it," he said shortly, and stratarply from the room.

James Cresswell's examination of Amber was thoranghthough the need
to cause her pain was unavoidable as his fingersepr over her, he was
able to tell her that in his opinion it was onlyn&nor reversion.

'l shouldn't advise you to try your hand at ridanggin for a while," he said
dryly, causing Amber to look shamefaced that steedane so in the first
place. 'The spinal column, as indeed the wholeoregf the back is, is such
a mass of muscle, fibre and tissue that it isrsyda pinpoint the exact
trouble," he went on to explain, 'but I think wéltid you've simply tackled

too much too soon and this is nature's way of gayfim not ready yet".

Stay in bed tomorrow to give your muscles the chatocrest,” he added,
much to Amber's dismay.

'‘But, Uncle James ..." She got no further as J&nesswell gave her a look
that said, 'Who's the doctor here, you or me?righit,’ she agreed, wanting
to ask him to take her home as the thought of ringbte she was putting
everyone to struck her again. But she knew evshdfdid voice her wish to
return to Exeter, Uncle James would insist on tgHier to his home; he
wouldn't let her go back to an empty house by hierse

He stayed chatting to her for some minutes befeténg to his feet, and
Amber gave him her heartfelt thanks for cominglall way to see her.



"You're one of my favourite patients,’ he told Wwi&h a smile. 'Now take my
advice. Amber, and stay in bed tomorrow.’

Amber found she wasn't left to her own devicesvieny long. Footsteps
outside in the corridor had her eyes going to therdand where her first
thought was that it was Dyson coming back to see &lee couldn't
understand the flutter inside her that died when dbor was cautiously
opened and Helen poked her head round.

'‘Ah, you're awake,' she said, coming into the r@md closing the door. 'l
saw Dr Cresswell go into the study with Dyson tenutes ago and since
there's no sign of anyone coming out, | thoughtdte and asiou what
the doctor's verdict was if you were awake.'

'Oh, it's nothing serious," Amber replied, wondgnwhat Dyson and Uncle
James had got to say to each other that could¢akminutes—perhaps they
were having a drink together; Uncle James mighhilaself go peeing that
it was Christmas. 'l don't hurt at all if I lielstand Uncle James says I'll be
fine by Saturday.’'

'Oh, good," said Helen, and followed on, 'So thatisr Uncle James. We
never did get down to swopping confidences, did wk&dn't a clue that
you'd been in an accident and had to take thingsudly." Amber felt guilty
that she hadn't said anything until Helen saidll,'$at's what's made us
friends, | suppose— both of us respecting eachr'stheed to be private.’

Amber was beginning to like Helen more as she @&nhbw her, and Helen
stayed with her for half an hour until the door ope& and Simon came in.
Amber experienced that fluttering sensation agaitha door opened until
she saw it was Simon.

'How's the patient?' he asked, coming in and gittimself down on the bed,
until Helen told him to get up.

‘You're jarring Amber, plonking yourself down onetlbed like some
ungainly camel,’ she reproved him.



'Sorry,' he said, and got up to collect the pinket topped dressing-table
stool, then joined in a three- cornered conversaiiatil after some minutes
he said to Helen, 'l wanted to have a word with &ndidone.’

'Secrets?' asked Helen, but seeing Simon was et doawn, she stood up.
‘Curiouser and curiouser,’ she said. 'I'll seelstr, Amber, and you can tell
me what Simon wants to speak to you alone about.’

‘Scram,’ ordered Simon, and not a bit put out, iHelent.

Amber looked at Simon and saw he couldn't mee¢pes. Then she saw the
colour come up under his skin and felt sorry fonlais she realised what it
was he had to say to her that he didn't want Heldrear.

'It's all right, Simon," she said softly, trying belp him out. "You'd had a
little too much to drink, | think ..

It's not all right." Simon refused to have hisdoaf guilt lightened. 'l
behaved very badly coming into your room last nighibu're my sister's
guest too. | felt the biggest heel out when | wakethis morning and it all
came back. | don't deserve your forgiveness.' Heedraheepishly. 'But you
will forgive me, won't you?'

Who wouldn't? That little-boy-lost look was on fege again. 'Of course.'
Amber's reply was automatic until she saw Simonldi@tifeel better until
he'd been choked off about it. 'Only never do #&iagshe added, adopting a
stern attitude.

Simon cheered up at once. 'Oh, | won't, believe Rethen went on to tell
her about Kit Lancaster's party, saying he wishesllsad gone with him,
and confiding that of all the foul luck Dyson haer him leaving her room
last night. This was no news to Amber; Dyson hadwir his own
conclusions from seeing Simon leaving her bedraord,she had no wish to
relive what had happened when she had gone intorDy/study.

'l knew | was in for a rocket when Dyson said hented to see me this
morning," Simon confessed, ‘and boy, did | get dngadn't any defence
either. Come to think of it, | don't think | saicone than two words. | know



you're not the willing sort, but it would have mauae difference had you
been—I didn't get the chance to say nothing hagdragd between us—
Dyson read me chapter and verse, and then werd tell tme about your
back injury, underlining Helen's opinion that I'mlamsy camel, and saying
that I'm not to give way to any inclinations | hdee horseplay while you're
around. By then of course I'd forgotten | was gdimgell him that you in

your lady-like fashion had given me the big E—elljdwe elucidated for
Amber's benefit. '‘But I'll tell him as soon as tight moment comes up.'

'Don't,” Amber said quickly.

'Don't?" Simon questioned. 'l must, Amber,' he ,ssitbwing her he was
learning a sense of responsibility. 'l can't lesBy go around thinking you
welcomed my coming into your room last night.’

Knowing she had already deliberately let Dyson khiexactly that,
something inside her made her want Dyson to goetie\ing it. She didn't
even know why, and didn't have time to analyseeitdnse Simon was
waiting for her to give him one concrete reason Wwhyshouldn't let Dyson
know he hadn't been her lover.

'Er—I've had a word with him myself and explainethé said. ‘It wouldn't
do any good to open the subject up again.’

Simon seemed to need little persuasion after thaive in. 'All right,' he
conceded, and went on to tell her, 'Actually, teeghe devil his due, Dyson
doesn't often haul me over the coals these daggadsed reflectively and
didn't have to go back further than the summeetali the last time. 'We
had one hell of a ding-dong the last time | was ébm

Amber had known that, it was part of her reasorb@ng here, though since
Helen had refrained from telling her what the road been about, save to
say she thought Simon had been in the wrong, Ardiglert expect him to
tell her, but she discovered Simon had none ointhigitions his sister had.

'When | came home this time | didn't know whetloethrow my hat in first.’
Simon saw Amber was intrigued and went on to tedlthat the row had all
started after he had wrapped his sports car roungea 'Entirely my own



fault,’ he said carelessly. 'A little too muwaho—anyway, | wanted to have
another sports car.' He sidetracked for a whileeasent on to tell her about
'this fantastic job' before returning to what he ha&en telling her. 'l knew
the car | wanted cost the earth, but | was furishen Dyson said | couldn't
have it. He reminded me that | already had two esgloents on my licence
and said he wasn't forking out to buy some highgrea car | couldn't
handle and in which he was sure | would end upnkilmyself. Then he
made me livid by saying he'd pay for a sports oamie when I'd learned
some sense—apart from my allowance I'm broke tmtitwenty-five, or I'd
never have asked him," he inserted. 'Anyway, Dysah transferred some
shares into my name when | was twenty-one on tltkenstanding that |
wouldn't touch them. But | was so mad about natdpailowed to have the
car | wanted, | went and sold most of them.’

'Oh dear,' said Amber, not sure what else she dmd said. Both brothers
seemed to be stubborn, but Simon appeared to hedud as well.

'Oh dear is right," he said ruefully. 'l was ag'gais hell afterwards, because
| knew Dyson had been working all hours on a deadrapetitor was trying
to muscle in on. He'd already asked if he couldehténe backing of my
shares to help the deal go through—all high finaacd way above my
head—nbut I'd said yes. Of course he found out \Wthabne. Thinking about
it later 1 think he was more upset that I'd brokentrust than by the fact that
he'd discovered the opposition had snapped uphtires.'

'Oh dear," Amber said again, feeling slightly saskshe visualised all hell
breaking loose when Dyson had tackled Simon alioi8o—er—the deal
didn't go through?’

'Oh, but it did-- You don't know Dyson if you thite'd let a little thing like
the impossible put him off." Simon's face took ofoak of admiration,
which told her that for all the stepbrothers hadralency to rub each other
up the wrong way, there was an underlying brothierhe between them. 'l
don't know how he did it, but Dyson pulled it off @ght. Though I think at
that point some of the "sense" he'd been talkirmgifinally got through to
my old grey matter —I didn't have the heart to by sports car after that.'



Helen coming in to see if there was anything Ambeeded put a stop to
anything else Simon would have told her. 'How canb&r need anything
when I'm here?' Simon joked, but he got to his ¥detn Helen told him he
couldn't watch while she straightened Amber's bétbu're both
spoilsports,' he said, as he was shooed out abthra.

When Amber settled down to go to sleep that nighg reflected that the
whole household had put themselves out to sesligatvasn't lonely. Helen
had been a constant visitor, and Simon had poppexsee her after dinner.
Mrs Randle had been too, and Maureen had seenrexdharry to go when
she had returned to collect her dinner thingsll he&lped to make her feel
part of a family again, and her only regret was tDgson hadn't been
anywhere near since his departure when Uncle Jaactsooked ready to
examine her.

The thought that she was sorry Dyson hadn't beseadier was shattering
enough for her to give him some very serious thaugbw well he had
looked after her since he had helped her from Bilislback. It seemed to
cancel out everything that had gone before —thafgdll that had passed
between them, she would never be able to forgéldebeen her lover, nor
would she ever forget that scene in his studyrtiosning.

Movement was less painful now, and slowly she dadguser position. On

one hand she wished she felt more sleepy, on tex she was afraid to go
to sleep for fear the nightmare she had had lgst mould return. She didn't
want to stay awake, for her thoughts of Dyson—aordsbme reason he
seemed to dominate her waking thoughts—were ta&imgnfusing turn.

Yet to sleep and dream that nightmare again waghtome either.

Amber was torn between the thought that she hadretn her light out,
and the thought that she didn't want to, when tiher dpened and she saw
Dyson standing there. The fluttering sensation &lael experienced
throughout the afternoon and evening when she hadght everyone
coming in to see her was Dyson set up again insete making her feel
agitated when he came over to her bed.

‘Not asleep yet?' His voice was mild, not thatlshe been expecting any of
the animosity she knew he felt for her to show digte—she didn't doubt



that he still didn't feel very kindly towards hbuyt she was a guest who had
been laid low, wasn't she? And the whole familynsée lay great stress on
good manners.

'l ... I slept a lot at lunch time,' she offeredviegty of explanation for being
wide awake.

'Have you had your tablets?' Dyson was looking datrher with a

suggestion of a smile on the mouth she had alwaysght of as hard, but
which surprised her by now having a softening cuovihe bottom lip. She
jerked her eyes away, wishing she could speed tbwiigg agitation she
was experiencing as quickly.

'l thought | wouldn't take any more." And at higjeming look, 'The pain
isn't so bad now.’

Dyson didn't offer any comment to that, but studied face, searching her
eyes for any look of strain. And Amber's agitatggaw as he pulled a chair
forward and sat close to her. He was casually diesgsslacks and sweater
and still loomed large even when seated. 'I'm sbirgve to stay in bed

tomorrow," Amber said in a rush. 'l... I'll be up $aturday, though.’

'We'll see.’

'Oh, 1 will,;" she replied confidently. 'If only Idadn't been so stupid this
morning ...'

'We both have something to regret about this mgghibyson told her, and
she saw from his expression how bitterly he wasetégg his actions.
Knew he was aware she had ridden Bluebell whemati&known it was too
soon for that sort of adventure, purely in ordemptd as much distance
between them as quickly as possible. The agitagfos had been feeling
since he had come into her room disappeared.

'Please don't—don't worry about it, Dyson,' shd gapulsively. ‘It doesn't
matter ...'



'It does matter,’ he said coldly. 'l had no rightireat you, a guest in my
house, the way | did.'

'‘But you thought you had good reason,' she sagdllneg that the remark
she had flung at him in his study that morning mheste sounded like an
admission to all he believed, that taunt of 'Whéts matter? Crabby
because it wasn't you | welcomed?' She didn't tikat dark look of
self-recrimination on his face and hurried on umtimgly, wanting only to
dispel it. 'l let you believe that Simon and | haBhe stopped, realising she
had almost told him nothing had happened betweearehis stepbrother.
'Oh," she muttered, and looked away from him.

'Oh, indeed," said Dyson. Then he shook her byngayii know quite well
that nothing happened between you and Simon lgkt-rithough if | know
Simon, he didn't leave your room without chancirsydim first.'

'Er—you've seen Simon again?' She couldn't very tettlhim Simonhad
‘chanced his arm’, and to use Simon's expressothe big E for his pains.
But since Dyson now knew nothing had happenedsaru# everything she
had said to him up to now was contrary to thatt8amon must have told
him after all.

'l have seen Simon since our talk after lunch,'ddyagreed, '‘but we didn't
discuss his nocturnal activities.'

Oh," Amber said again, and felt an unexpected ofigtheasure that despite
all the damning evidence of his own eyes in se8ingon coming from her
room in the early hours, Dyson no longer believesl and Simon had been
lovers. She couldn't understand the happiness dtwate over her that
because Dyson Silver, the man she had thoughtlealynorning she hated,
was giving her the benefit of the doubt. 'Nothirsgppened between us,’ she
confirmed, in direct opposition to her earlier thbtithat she wanted him to
go on believing something had happened. And evength Dyson had
asked for no explanation, she found herself telhig, '‘My light was on
when Simon came home— he saw it from beneath tbe ¢te—he came
in.'



It had been on the tip of her tongue to add thaio®ihad come in purely to
see if she was all right, but the words wouldrltat§ her tongue—it seemed
vital somehow that she was completely honest wigsdd now. And she
was glad when Dyson didn't ask why Simon had thbitghecessary to
enter her room —he knew his brother better thardsthe

‘Tell me, Amber, do you usually sleep with the tigh?'

'No—no." She hadn't expected that question, anavKkm monosyllabic
answer was not going to be sufficient as a shtehee followed that one
small word. She knew Dyson was waiting for herdatmue. 'lI'd had a bad
dream—and ... and ...'

'‘And were frightened to go back to sleep again?'

'Yes,' she admitted.

"You've had this same dream before?' Dyson probatlyg and Amber was
amazed at the wealth of understanding coming frbim tmman she had

dubbed as being harder than granite.

'‘Not for a long time," she confessed. 'l thoughti gone for good when the
pain went.'

You were in pain last" night?' he asked, his ealed. He was too quick for
her.

'‘No—not really." And as his gaze fixed on her, &had it impossible to tell
even the whitest of lies. 'l had ricked it earlrethe day—»but it was ...'

'How did this happen?’
There was nothing for it, she thought, a feelingioéase creeping over her
that Dyson was in no hurry to go, and if he warliesdquestion answering,

he was the sort to sit there all night until she weady to tell him.

'‘Oh—uwell, if you must know, Simon had made a grabrhe under the
mistletoe." She looked away from the hard light gwaddenly entered his



eyes, and finished edgily, "You appeared from nowlend | know you
thought | was thoroughly enjoying Simon's em- erobravhen in actual
fact | was hanging on to him because | hadn't gobadance.’

Amber looked at Dyson again, and guessed from dok he would be
having a few more words with Simon about his 'hqotey’, and knew
Dyson was regretting he had been none too gentiteher himself. But she
couldn't bear that she should be the cause of tnouble between the two
brothers.

‘It was my own fault,’ she said. 'Simon didn't knawout my accident—he'll
be more careful in future.’'

Dyson seemed to accept that, for he made no comwnattbut returned to
asking her what her bad dream had been about. Biatinvg to tell him, and

hesitantly at first, Amber found herself talkingtdwer nightmare. And it

seemed the most natural thing in the world whencsimee towards the end
to find Dyson had hold of her hand on the coverlEtey said both my
parents were Killed instantly—that they couldn'tvénasuffered—nbut |

always wake up at the point where my mother igrgaflor me to help her
and | can't move because I'm half buried too," Anfineshed huskily.

Dyson heard her out to the end, then he raisetidhd he was holding and
brought it up to his lips, As if she had stepped ofua dream, Amber

watched his action, felt his lips warm on the batker hand, and then, still
not believing it, the words penetrated her mindovie him', and it didn't

seem at that moment to be the earth-shattering\ksy it was. She smiled
at him and felt her hand returned to the covehlet,eyes turning away from
him to stare at her hand in wonder.

'So that's why you were still awake when | came ineeause you're afraid
to sleep in case your nightmare returns?' His vemended no different
from the kind tone he had used earlier, but heahisgvoice effectively

brought Amber out of the trance she had found lfarse

'I'm not feeling very sleepy,' she replied.



Dyson stood up and she had the dreadful feelingdsegoing to go, so she
kept her features immobile so he shouldn't knowsdrged him to stay with
her. Her relief was out of all proportion when l@dsconspiratorially, 'I'm
not sleepy either—do you mind if | stay with yowhile longer?'

Amber had no hesitation in saying, 'Would you?img he would think it
was purely because she didn't want to be on heramarisk falling asleep
and having her nightmare return.

Dyson picked up her bottle of tablets from off thediside table. 'l think a
couple of these will help you, Amber. Will you takeouple to please me?'

She would have done anything he asked just thkimga couple of tablets
was nothing compared to what she would do for himsked. 'Yes,' she said,
and waited while he went into the bathroom and chawk with a glass of
water.

"You don't appear to have many of these left,'lheeoved as he up-ended a
couple of the tablets into the lid. 'When did yastlsee Dr Cresswell in his
professional capacity?'

Amber had no trouble remembering. ‘It was Septentberday after ..." She
stopped there, aware her tongue was running awdyher.

It was nothing short of heaven to feel Dyson's hghind her shoulders as
he held her in steely support while she swallowedablets. But the contact
was too short, and almost at once she was settked oh bed again with the
glass she had used resting on the bedside tabé®nDynce more seated on
the chair near her.

She thought he had finished questioning her abewulalst professional visit
from Uncle James, and a feeling of disquiet washet her as he said in
easy conversation :

"You were saying the last time you went to see Des€well was in
September ...’

'He came to see me, actually,' said Amber, hoprigead him off.



"You were too ill to go to his surgery?"

She had a distinct conviction that people like Dyseere not so easily
headed off once they had made their mind up to gonge

‘No, I wasn'till." Dyson was sitting there quiethys very silence forcing her
to goon. 'l...  was upset.

'‘Because you believed you had only six monthsvesli

She had thought to hear a softer note in his vai¢kat, but if anything she
could hear a hard note creeping in. It stiffenedddven attitude—she hadn't
yet got used to the knowledge that she had falkelove with him, but

instinct was at work telling her it wouldn't do ftim to discover her
feelings for him.

'‘Uncle James shouldn't have told you about that!'
"To be fair to him, he thought I already knew.'’

Amber almost gasped at this until she recalled Ehaton had been in the
room when Uncle James had been stressing the ft@hther condition

wasn't terminal. She wondered what else Uncle J&sa@$old him—as her
host Dyson had a right to know certain things akatthing to do with

getting her on her feet again. Though, she thoubbte wasn't very much
else for Dyson to know. Uncle James himself hadenénown the real

reason for her wanting to see him that day, andwshdd take good care
neither Uncle James nor Dyson ever did know altoeither, she thought,
with hardening resolve.

"You poor child,’ Dyson said with such unexpecteshtteness that her
hardened resolve immediately took a header otefrindow. 'Of course
you were upset. Thank God you had enough couraigdl Or Cresswell all

that you'd overheard in that hospital—you must Haeen in torment!

She wanted to say it hadn't been as bad as glfth@yson's sympathy was
making her feel weepy. But it had been worse tteth) hever again did she
want to go through those panic-stricken days.



"Yes—well," she said lamely, and began to feelx&daagain, as the
threatening tears retreated, she was even begitmitignk she felt a little
sleepy. That was until Dyson asked quietly:

"You were saying you asked Dr Cresswell to calldhg after ... The day
after what, Amber?’

"Er--' It was no good, her powers of invention sedito have deserted her,
and nothing was coming through except the trutle fBbked a glance in
Dyson's direction, but wasn't fooled by that enagurg look. He meant to
be answered, and she had a distinct impressiondugdvknow the truth
from a lie, had a distinct impression he knew Wl it had been after that
particular night too.

"You know anyway, so why make me tell you?' Shenkary time now they
would be back to being enemies.

'It was the day after you'd spent the night in W&t me, wasn't it?"
'Yes.'
'You wereill afterwards.’

Again the feeling came over her that she didn'ttwam to feel remorse
about anything connected with her.

'l told you I didn't remember anything of what Heppened,' she told him,
her cheeks glowing crimson. 'l wasn't ill," shee&ed, and growing angry
that he had the power to play ducks and drakes latipowers of rational
thinking. 'l was just—just upset, that was all.'

'Dr Cresswell told me you were heartbroken whentgtdihim you thought
your time on earth was limited—I'm beginning to tngou, Amber, and

from what | know of you, I'm wondering, when youdné told him in all the

time since you overheard what the consultant ipitalssaid, what triggered
off your need to confide in him all of a sudden.d/Atgust that it all became
too much for you? That | can understand, of coudarmmit, you should
have told him straight away, he could have savedajioyou went through.



But there's something in you, Amber, a privacy efspn, that keeps you
bottled up.'

Amber no longer wished for Dyson to stay with Hée.was too sharp, too
brilliantly assessing; he hadn't got where he wabkout being able to sift
through the most complicated of issues and notlde # unravel its
intricacies.

'What was it that upset you so much you had tohiefi?’ Dyson paused,
waiting for her reply, then went on, 'You'd spemight in my bed—you've
already told me you can't remember anything thaipbaed, but I'm
convinced it was something that...'

'Please stop!" It was a plea from her heart, beitsstiv from his narrow-eyed
look that having once assured himself there wasesiung even more

terrifying to her than the knowledge she already, litayson wasn't going to
heed her plea. Even if he didn't learn the ansveee im this room, some
time, even if it was after she had returned to &xdte was going to find the
answer he was seeking—and she just couldn't baahéshould come and
ask her for confirmation. Far better to get it sandl finished with. He was
being kind to her now because she was confineeitdéd. But when she
was well again, he would adopt the same cynicalmaahe had had before,
and now that she knew she loved him, she didmiktshe could bear it.

When she left here—it would be better if she nesav him again.

'l mean to know, Amber,' he told her quietly, ahdé &new if she didn't tell
him he would go and see Uncle James, might evehitelabout that night.

'l thought | was pregnant.’

Her words fell into a hushed silence. She heardhtbee of Dyson's indrawn
breath that told her belatedly his thoughts hadoeen running along those
lines at all. She was almost beside herself becausas not fair, it just
wasn't fair, that he had got that confession outesfwhen he would never
have guessed anyway.

'Yes—pregnant,' she said furiously. 'You woulthatve cared, would you?
B-but | cared. | thought I'd conceived your childrekv the baby stood as



little chance as | did of survival,' tears werdiifg like rain from her eyes,
but she was too het up to notice. 'Can you havedeaywhat it feels like to
be convinced you've conceived an innocent childtarkshow that that child
will die with you—I wanted that baby,' her voiceoke on a sob, her words
fading. 'l wanted that baby to love!'



CHAPTER NINE

AMBER closed her eyes, rested her amber-lit head onpHiew, and
thought—there, it was all out. She hadn't wantegltchim, there had been
no real need to tell him. He would never have gegsand he was probably
now adding a few more names to the string he ajrdwdl for her. She
wished he would go. She felt then that she nevertedato see him again.
That her confession had knocked him sideways stienbadoubt, for she
had seen the disbelieving look in his eyes, thgrgres in his face she had
seen once before that day. She wished, thoughshigatould stop crying.
She felt the bed go down under his weight, and Knewad recovered from
the shock her words had given him, but she didatitvinim anywhere near
her and pushed blindly at the bulk she knew woeldhere, only she didn't
want to open her eyes. She felt her hands caughisigrasp, caught and
held.

'Oh, my dear, dear Amber,' he said, and his vomeended so hoarse, so
strangled somehow, as if he was striving for cdntmly she just couldn't
look at him to know that he thought her a completé. "You've visited hell,
haven't you?'

And then she did open her eyes, as very gentlgsswt to hurt her, Dyson
pulled her into his arms and cradled her headhrgshoulder. 'l shall never
forgive myself for all you've been through,' hedsagainst her ear. And that
wasn't what she wanted, that he should take sortte@juilt.

‘It wasn't your fault," she said, and as he putliscthead back to look at her
she felt a rush of colour wash over her. 'Y-youkmnehat | mean,' she added
quickly, and felt better when she heard his lighigh.

'Yes, | think | do know what you mean,' he saidj #rere was none of the
hateful sarcasm in his voice. Then his voice gtilet, his arms still holding
her in that comforting hold, he said, 'Tell me hgou came to be in that
hotel in the first place." And Amber thought théattsomehow, she didn't
know how, Dyson had discerned that it wasn't a lusaant of hers. He
seemed to know, she thought, that it wasn't her teglaster make-up on
her face and sit on a bar stool waiting to be picke.



It didn't seem strange at that time, with the mdsthe house in bed and
asleep, to be here with Dyson's supporting armsratrber, to be telling him
of her meeting with Sally, her urgent need to krsmmething of life. 'l kept

thinking | was twenty-two and there was so mucladiit done, so many
things | hadn't experienced,' she told him, wondgii shf could make him

see how she had felt at that time.

Apparently he did understand, but her relief at tslerstanding was
short-lived when he asked, 'Was it in your mingytoto bed with the first
willing man you met?' She thought the hand at laekbmoved tautly as he
waited for her answer, but she couldn't be sure.

'Oh no, | hadn't been thinking along those lineallatSally had suggested
this pub crawl, and it was something I'd never deheouldn't bear another
night staying at home with only myself for companiwas going mad with
my thoughts.' This time the hand on her back difipnimoved, but only in
order to pull her closer against him. 'Sally didafh up and | started to get
panicky again, so | did something I've never dogfete—another first,' she
added, 'and started speaking to you. | ... | dhré very much for the turn
the conversation took, but it was better than fightthe panic that was
growing inside me. When you suggested having &dinigour room | knew
what was going to happen—nbut | went with you. | wasd to waking up in
the middle of a nightmare— I think | was more caneel then with having
the comfort of another human being with me wherokevup.'

'Did you have a nightmare that night?' Dyson aslaaking down into her
face.

‘No, I didn't,” Amber told him. 'l woke up, saw youbed next to me and
have never felt so ashamed in my life.’

'‘And then you began to think you were pregnant?

'Oh, not then. That was after | got home. Sallygrand something she was
talking about put the idea into my mind.'

'So you rang Dr Cresswell.'



'Yes—hbut before | could get round to telling hine treal reason | was so
upset, | told him what I'd overheard in hospital-d-aas soon as he had
convinced me I'd made a mistake, there didn't segnpoint in telling him
about—the other—not for a while anyhow.’

You planned to keep the baby?’

"Yes—I know it sounds ridiculous now, but | wasuadly looking forward
to it.’

Dyson's arms became an iron bar around her asg dskéim how she
planned to manage, she told him about giving imlegice at Turner, Turner
& Scott, and about the money she would receive fnemparents’ estate.

"You're a very courageous young lady," he said jvgie came to the end.

Amber didn't think she had been very brave atBalk there was a look so
tender in his eyes, as though he was sufferinthatishe had suffered, that
in a moment of complete empathy she leaned foraadiplaced a kiss on
the side of his face.

'Don't feel bad about your part in all this—you et to know,' she said
gently.

Dyson's dark eyes fastened on her as though reh&gbeen as much a jolt
to him as anything else that had gone before. # geurageous young

lady,' he repeated, and then he in turn kissednmron the cheek the way
she had done, but on her slightly parted mouth.

Amber went hot and cold when she thought aboutetaards. It had been
meant purely and simply as a kiss in empathy ohtbenent. Dyson hadn't
expected her arms to go round him, that much sk kbut she couldn't
seem to stop herself, and when his mouth left tsrs,wanted him to kiss
her again. His eyes met hers, and she knew hedaadvhat she wanted.

'No, Amber,' he said, and there was emotion ivbise as he said it. 'l think
we're both feeling vulnerable at the moment—thisagion is too explosive.'
He took his arms away from her, but Amber didn'¥my@and almost as if he



couldn't stop himself, Dyson's arms came roundagam. 'You're too much
for me ..." He didn't finish, but gave in to hemdaAmber thought his kiss
was the most wonderful thing she had ever knowgeadly at first, his
mouth rested on hers, then as her lips partedinglyt the pressure
increased.

He was still supporting her strongly with one abut as she clung to him,

he allowed one hand to caress her shoulder, taslipvide-necked nightie

down her arm. She felt the whisper of his kiss en $houlder where his

hand had been, then his lips were at her thraaling tender kisses into the
hollows, across and up to her ear. Her body fethaagh it was singing as

she delighted in his touch. There was none of ukldess passion there that
had been there this morning.

Amber was unaware, in moving her arm to grip hisstyas taking care not
to jar her, Dyson adjusted his position, that thbon tie of her nightdress
that was sometimes troublesome, had come undorenesnd caught
between them. Then as Dyson's lips claimed hers mace and she became
lost as his ardour increased, she wanted to putrines round him again to
hold him to her, but found she couldn't becausentytitie had slipped down
both arms and was holding her arms to her sides.lips searched the
pleasures hers had to hold for him. She felt fh@tihis tongue tantalising
her bottom lip, and in an instant, as her neetiformounted, she pulled her
arms free, uncaring that her nightdress was worksgvay down to her
waist, as she placed her naked arms around hirheldcim to her.

'Oh, Amber," he muttered, his mouth leaving hemg, ghe thought from his
tone he meant to put her away from him, but thankavhat she wanted.

'Kiss me, Dyson,' she breathed against him, andtisavire light up in his

eyes that told her he found her desirable andistibe. Then with a groan
she didn't understand, his mouth was on hers agathgeverything in her
upbringing that said now was the time to stop vgg®ied, as she felt his
gentle hands caressing her back.

Suddenly, as though it had just got through to that the back of her was
uncovered and it therefore followed that the frohher was too, Dyson
pulled away from her, and she saw the fire in iessdbecome an inferno. At



his quickly indrawn breath, her eyes followed laisgd she saw his look had
settled on her uncovered breasts.

Scarlet colour flooded her cheeks. 'l didn't kn@lkig said, and grabbed to
drag the folds of her nightie back to her, but didnanage it because
Dyson's hand stayed her.

'No,' he said, his voice low. "You're beautifuhdahis hand came out and
with a butterfly touch as if afraid he would harmrhhis fingers caressed
round the swollen contours of her, sending shiwdrecstasy along her
spine, until at long last he touched the hardeping tips, and it seemed to
her then that she would not wake up in the morilege in her bed. And
she closed her eyes, because it was more thamglietake—this feeling of
joy without shame.

What had happened to Dyson in that moment whenckised her eyes,
Amber didn't know, for enraptured with the anticipa of being his
completely, she felt his hand leave her, and opéreeeyes, not to see the
man she loved as delirious with passion as she ldasa man who was
struggling to damp down the fires that she knewewaging inside him.

'One of us has to be sane,' he said levelly, ahé ilvas having trouble in
keeping his voice level, she was unaware of iafbthere was a dull flush of
colour in his face. 'I'm afraid, much as your chathreaten to sink me, we
must remember that any movement is painful to you.'

Damn the pain, Amber wanted to tell him, she haeit'ta thing the whole
time he had been loving her. But she saw Dysonataghdy withdrawn
from her—to ask him to kiss her again, was jusiragko have the door
slammed in her face.

She couldn't look at him as he helped her back etonightie, wouldn't
look at him as he saw to it she was lying comfdytaln her side and pulling
the covers up around her.

"Try to sleep, Amber," he said gently, and she ksleep was a million miles
away, as he silently left her room.



She fell into a dreamless sleep shortly after liedune, and woke early the
next morning barely able to believe it as remembeamnt her of what had
gone before he had left her in the solitude ofrtteem. She groaned aloud
and wished it was her own bed she had awakenedished that she was
back in Exeter with the need to ever see him agast.

She didn't wonder at how she had come to love hvnwshe had been sure
she hated him. Dyson had been kind to her last gt listened while she
had told him practically everything there was towrabout her. Hot colour
washed over her as she recalled the way she hag tinim, had shown no
shame when she had all but invited his intimatelto®@h God, if he had
been beginning to revise his opinion of her andl&ek of morals, she had
given him full proof that basically she was stiiet hussy he had first
thought.

She had no need to think about what his feelingstds her were; she had
witnessed before a sensitivity in him that had gaegl her. It had been that
sensitivity that had been her undoing. She hadghiohe had understood
and not found her wanting, but as soon as she haxd) ¢o him he had
reacted in a way any red-blooded male would rddwt he had desired her,
wanted her as she had wanted him, didn't mean iagytsod help her,
hadn't his basic masculine urge been in evideratenight last September?
He had taken her then without knowing a thing albeut There had been no
love in that. And last night, when he had alreadg her when he had hauled
her out of the bath that he had no personal interdger, had it not been for
fear of causing her pain, he could have taken ga&ina—and he had known
it.

Amber thought she would never be able to look hirthe face again. She
was sure his manner when next she saw him would hreturned to being
cynical and jibing. Oh, if only she could go honitehad been arranged that
she would drive into work with Helen on Monday miagi—she had
another three days to live through with every cleasfdoeing left alone with
Dyson. Well, thank goodness she still had her pita by word, look or
deed was he going to know how she felt about him.

Gingerly she reached for her watch, and found tbeement caused her no
pain. Thank the lord for that, she had done herseliarm that a day in bed



hadn't put right. She felt more guilty than evdre8ould quite easily get up
today, but at least if she stayed in bed, alwaypssing Dyson would let
her get up, she would be out of his way. She dithid any illusions that he
would come in tonight when everyone else was intbegke if she was all
right. She had shown him she was easy, there wakallenge in that, and
challenge was the spice of life to Dyson Silvere $lad no need to look
further than the deal Simon said he had pulledwbién all the odds were
against him. She looked at her watch. Seven o'clock

Having thought it would be another half an houteaist before Maureen
brought up her early morning tea, Amber was stiitesee her bedroom
door being quietly opened. Her senses set up dicl@@mouring when she
saw Dyson checking to see if she was awake, trasing the door behind
him and coming further into the room.

Instantly she veiled her eyes. Her first glance haigd that he was dressed
much in the same way he had been last night, cksland sweater. She
didn't know what he was doing in her room so edsly, the thought that
perhaps he had judged that her back would be kbitemorning and had
come to take up what she had been so eagerlyrfe&st night was strong
enough for her to harden her heart against him.

'‘Good morning," she said coolly before he couldakp&o what do | owe
this unexpected pleasure?’ She had never thougiselhecapable of
injecting such sneering ice into her voice, andddtihelp being proud of
herself when she saw his face take on a tight-tidpek. Still not waiting
for him to say anything, knowing his sarcasm wob&Ve the power to
shrivel her up into a sick knot of hopelessness vebnt on, 'If you've come
early looking for a bargain, I'm afraid you're ofituck. She was convinced
suddenly that he had woken up in an amorous mbladsale, Dyson,' she
said coldly.

He didn't have to use words, though she could see the thunderous
expression on his brow that he hadn't taken kitaliyhe change in her; his
killing look spoke volumes.

'‘Contrary to your highly esteemed opinion of me,'shid cuttingly, 'l have
not come to barter for your services, which upda/t believe have always



been for free." Oh, he was cruel, his words cut Iv@r like a knife edge. 'But
as the medical profession get to work early in dag, | want to satisfy

myself that you're capable of standing upright. #hehat not be the case, |
shall be able to summon medical help without hawregmuch trouble.’

There was nothing in him now to remind her of tleasstivity she had

thought he possessed. His tone was only just itthesad being vitriolic, and

she could see far from wanting to embrace her,Hesshe looked as though
he was having a hard time in keeping his hands Bwangling her. He was
right, of course, as ever, she thought sourly. Hadvaited until a more
reasonable hour to check on her, then it might derdh before medical
assistance could be brought to her, though shetditkmk him for his

foresight.

'I'm better," she said shortly. He could go hangdeif before she would
stand up for him!

'Right, then prove it." Stubbornly Amber stayed vehghe was. She had no
intention of getting out of bed while he was théibm you want some help?’
he asked insidiously.

She knew him well enough, she thought, to know thahe didn't make
some move, he would come and hoist her out ofldede too gently either,
by the look of him—she wasn't worried about anynga might cause her,
but had an idea her iron will power against him {douelt if he so much as
touched her. Dyson took a step nearer. It was éntaubave her going into
action.

'Don't touch me,' she said quickly, and saw an mtased look cross his
face. She was sure his expression had been omasgeration, she thought,
as she pushed back the covers and pulled herveetlte side of the bed,
though for a fleeting second she had thought sie&aght a glimpse of the
same sick feeling she was experiencing. Nonsemseuose. If Dyson was

feeling sick at all, it was entirely because he teagut up with her being a
guest in his house until next Monday.

'Stand up!" she was commanded.



Oh damn, that stupid tie of her nightdress had conu®ne during the night
and the front of her was gaping open, the nakedl ®fder breasts, the
shadowed valley between clearly on view. She cdulap the glance she
flicked at him. She saw his eyes had gone to thet fof her, and looked
hastily away, hurriedly retying the slippery nylaas she saw his mouth
form a tight line. Her dressing gown was hanginghi& wardrobe, but she
wasn't going to bring his attention to her embamaent by asking him to get
it for her, she would be back in bed as soon afiati@roved to him that she
could stand unaided. And anyway, he had seen fae mb her since
carrying her from the bathroom yesterday.

Knowing his patience was very thin this morningg phlled herself upright.
‘There,' she said, straightening her shouldertisftea?'

Dyson didn't answer her. She thought he was ganigdve her without
another word, for he turned his back on her anchiheg walk away. But
when he reached the dressing table he turned.

'Now let's see if you can walk.' His look was pyrieipersonal. ‘Come here,’
he said.

'Oh, really!" Amber objected, but she knew shetoacbmply, and was glad
as she started towards him that she was standiaigtdt her hunchback
stagger of yesterday a thing of the past. She gmident with each step,
as pleased with herself as if she had just diseaveomething new—it had
passed through her mind in a weak moment yestaeayonder if she
would ever straighten up.

She stopped when she was about a yard or so amayhim; she hadn't
wanted to go that far but thought two or three stepuldn't satisfy him.

'‘Can | go back to bed now?' she asked coolly, atitbut waiting for his

answer, swung round—swung round too quickly and has balance. It
happened so quickly, she thought she was goingstpate herself and fall
in a heap at his feet, but before that could hagbenfelt two strong arms
come round her preventing her fall.

The instant Dyson touched her, her will power agfaim was as nothing,
and it was instinctive to lean against him, to santbe hardness of his chest



against her. But whatever he felt at that contacertainly wasn't the same
effect she felt, for he pushed her away from hims, Hands holding her
steady. 'Not so clever as you thought you wereyaue"

'l ... I lost my balance in turning, that's alljnher fired back, recovering
rapidly. 'If you could bring yourself to let go afy arms,’ she snapped,
striving for some of his sarcastic aggressiom gét back to bed.’

'Get back, and stay there," he said grimly, letgo@f her.

She knew from that that doctor's orders were gtorge obeyed to the letter
that day. Dyson didn't hang about once she mowedtdyed only to see she
was safely in bed, then went out without sayingtla@oword.

Amber found that like yesterday, once the housethalsd astir, she was not
left alone for very long. Though in the time betwassits, and Helen was
the mox»t constant visitor, she had too much timeeftect on what had
happened first thing that morning. She guessed lthatle James had
suggested to Dyson when they had been closeted study yesterday the
need to see if she could walk this morning, butcshed have wished Dyson
had left it to Helen to report back to him, or everen prepared to take her
own word for it. But it was too much to hope he wbtake her word for
anything. Why, he was probably this morning disamghmost of what she
had told him last night anyway. There had been rajrtee tenderness he
had shown when she had told him how she had coroe to that hotel—it
had been all he could do to be civil to her. Shedbzl there and then that the
next time Helen came to see her, she would soubhdheupossibility of
leaving before next Monday—she wasn't staying amye/hvhere the host
thought she was lower than low, regardless of wdrebyson and Simon
flared up at each other or not.

Helen came in armed with a stack of magazines.obggust been out and
bought these—should keep boredom away for a whkle,’announced.

'Oh, thank you,' said Amber, not thinking Dyson hiaiched them
especially for her. 'l was wondering, actually, é¢tel she began, and found it
dreadfully difficult to continue as everyone haebeo kind to her, 'if you
would mind if | went home tomorrow?'



'‘Amber, you can't!' Helen protested at once. THewlg, seeing more than
Amber had thought, 'Aren't you happy with us?’

'Oh, it isn't that,” Amber was quick to reply, fegl mean that she was
repaying Helen's kindness this way. '‘But—but...'

'It's not because you think you're putting us tg &mouble, is it?' Helen
asked. "You're not, Amber, honestly you're notfd&l simply terrible if you
thought that.’

'I-I--" Amber faltered, knowing that to tell thauth, the truth that she didn't
want to see Dyson again, would have Helen wantrighow why.

'Please stay, Amber,"' Helen begged. 'Dyson andSimwe been on their
best behaviour since you've been here and ...’

‘All right,"” Amber gave in, knowing she had putay a puny fight in face
of Helen's opposition. 'I've enjoyed my stay,' sh&l with more gratitude
for Helen's kindness to her than with truth.

'Except for yesterday and today," Helen smiledvé&demind, you'll be
downstairs with us again tomorrow—you'll be gladeave your bed.'

Of the two Amber thought if staying in bed meang slidn't have to see
Dyson, then she would rather stay in bed. Thoughexday wore on and she
saw and heard nothing of him, she cancelled odit tth@ught too. She
wanted to see him, wanted to be in the same roaim lwmn, even if he
couldn't bring himself to speak to her ever again.

Though he was outwardly courteous as befitted dless as her host, when
Amber joined the others downstairs the next dag,ve&s vividly aware that
Dyson was keeping his distance with her. Any empdttat had been
between them that night he had come to her roonidragsince gone. He
was out a good deal of the day, so she was spheedded to keep up
appearances. But he was there when the four of sa¢aown to dinner, and
as Amber didn't feel she wanted to make any coatiersthat would bring

his attention on her, she was glad that Helen amidbiswere in fine form



and kept up a flow of chit-chat that hid from thémat she was saying very
little.

Helen was saying how lovely and peaceful it wowddMhen Simon returned
to university, when Simon remembered his thesisfamber's offer to type
it.

'Did you mean it?" he asked. 'Would you really tifgder me, Amber?'

'Of course | meant it." It would be small return flee generous way she had
been allowed to spend Christmas with them, besuthésh it would give her
something to do in the evenings as well as enadtedbrush up on her
typing speeds. 'l have a typewriter at home e.\gas saying, when Dyson's
voice cut across her.

'l don't think it's a very good idea for Amber to gour typing, Simon,' he
interrupted smoothly, and Amber's eyes flew tolasd gaze. He doesn't
want me to have any contact with Simon once | |dere, she thought, the
idea making her feel ill that he believed she migttnehow corrupt his
younger stepbrother.

"You don't?" Simon asked, and it was obvious Sicmridn't see any good
reason why she shouldn't help him out.

Amber felt the heat come to her face. Surely Dywaan't going to leave it
like that, without explanation? Though if he dicdv out with the truth of
his thoughts, she felt she would die to hear theroed.

'l think I'm right in saying that Amber gave up @b as a secretary because
her spine wasn't strong enough after her accidesit tat a typewriter for
hours on end,"' Dyson explained.

He looked at Amber; they both knew that wasn'tréda reason she had left
Turner, Turner & Scott, but she forced herself éoum his hard look
undaunted. If he told anyone what she had told that,she didn't think old
Mr Turner would view a prospective unmarried motirela very kindly
light, then Dyson himself, as the prospective fgthwuldn't come out of it



smelling exactly of roses, would he? She couldsljp the blush that stained
her cheeks, but could have done without Simon arguattention to it.

'I'd forgotten about Amber's back,” Simon saidnituy his eyes in her
direction. 'Why, you're blushing, Amber." Then HKind 'Don't be
embarrassed because you're not strong enoughpoykee promise.’

Really, they were making her feel like somebodyenlast legs, when in a
couple of months she would be as fit as any of thember thought, her
blush turning into the heat of anger.

'l get one of my secretaries to type it for yoaDyson was offering, but
Amber was no longer interested in the conversatibwas all so much
eyewash anyway; she knew the real reason Dysort eként her to be in
touch with Simon.

Her stars, she thought, must have been in the agteéndancy, for as she
went to her room on Sunday night, she had not teen left alone with
Dyson. If he had planned it that way himself it kcbnot have worked out
better. He had an early appointment in the morrsndjer goodbyes to him
had already been said. There had been an awkwamkentiovhen she had
stood up with Helen to leave the room and Helen aadight Dyson's
attention to her.

"You won't see Amber again if you're going off gashe reminded him.

‘Neither | shall," Dyson had replied, and althohghhad courteously come
over to where they were standing, he hadn't loa@sethough he was going
to lose any sleep over that.

'l say goodbye now, then," said Amber, not wagtio prolong what was
already painful. She held out her hand, and thofagtdne dreadful moment
Dyson was going to ignore it, then felt her handesin a firm grip. 'Thank

you for having me," she trotted out politely, amdvshis eyes narrow, as
though he could do without her conventional phrafes she went scarlet
as she realised what she had just said.



‘The pleasure was all mine," he said cruelly, antbér didn't wait for any
more. If she had upset him with her polite sentemee had just about
annihilated her with his. Regardless of what itkied like to Helen
watching, she dragged her hand out of his graspatkied hurriedly from
the room.

The next mprning Helen insisted on carrying hetcaise out to the car,
much against Amber's wishes. 'Got to save thenstralyour back,’ she said,
cheerfully brushing aside Amber's protests. 'l widuhve thought about it
without Dyson reminding me.’

So Dyson had made a point of telling Helen to dest tshe didn't lift

anything heavy. Amber wished she could have gasoeade comfort that he
might be concerned about her, but when boiled doldm't it come down to

the fact that he knew Helen very well and wassking, should she again
rick her back, that Helen might out of the goodnefsker heart insist she
return to Moor View to be looked after?

She and Helen were soon in the thick of it whey #r@ered Brewsters. As
most of the temporary staff had left, and sincaghihad not yet settled
down at the factory, Amber and Helen finished a¢ fihat evening of the
opinion that Mr McGilly had been a little prematureletting some of the
staff go.

'I'll come to your car with you and get my casaidsAmber, when with a
heartfelt sigh of relief they clanged the door oéBsters shut behind them.

'I'll give you a lift,” Helen insisted, and Amberondered if she could see
Dyson's hand in this, for all Helen had given héftdefore today.

She was sure of it when Helen pulled up outsiddnbere and would take no
refusal when she said she would carry her case hprtroom. Amber went
to the door to wave her off, then went into thelkén to make her tea, her
mind busy. She choked back a sob; she loved Dysalesperately, and he
thought she was nothing but a little go-getter fiad easy with her favours,
a little tramp with her eye to the main chance. Amrt she thought sadly,
she had thought he had seen through to the pelsoreslly was. It just
showed how wrong she had been. By his very aatioelling Helen to carry



her case he had shown he was taking no chancesigsiewvdant her in his
house again.



CHAPTER TEN

AMBER'S spirits were at a low ebb when she caught thenbose from work

the following evening. Helen had asked how sher@drto spend this New
Year's Eve, and suspecting if she told her théntriltat she had nothing
planned other than perhaps to go to bed early land the door shut on the
worse year of her life, that Helen would immediateivite her to Moor

View, Amber told her she would be seeing the Nevaryia with James
Cresswell.

'He was very understanding about my coming to yoChristmas,' she had
added, and just in case Helen tried to overrulg'httink he might be hurt if
| don't join him tonight.’

After changing out of the clothes she had worn ttegt, Amber set about

making a meal she wasn't particularly interestedmal regretted the need to
lie to Helen. She had been such a good friendshad/alued that friendship,

but Helen must never know what had been betweeartebDyson, and the

lie had been necessary. Never again would she taollynput herself within

a hundred yards of Dyson.

Clearing away the remains of her half eaten medl @tending to the
washing up, Amber reflected she would have to awetbing about herself.
Tomorrow was another year, for goodness' sake—waat something to
look forward to. Who knew what the year held inrstfor her? She cheered
up slightly at the thought that it couldn't be aimane as bad as this one.
Why, she might meet some dashing young man whodweukep her off
her feet, a knight in shining armour who would coga#oping up, want to
marry her ... Her dream was short-lived; a hundkeijhts in shining
armour couldn't oust the picture of Dyson that sgranmediately into her
mind. Her lips twisted derisively. Even supposihg sould forget she ever
loved Dyson for long enough to agree to marry sameesewho would want
her when she confessed, as honesty said that sstethat she would be no
bride in shimmering white, and why?

At nine o'clock Amber decided to go to bed. Heruthints had been
worrying at the same theme ever since she hadhg@tyison was the man
she loved and she was prepared to believe she gegbter that love given



time, though just then it didn't seem that thereid@ver be a day when she
wouldn't feel screwed up inside just thinking ablont. But as for marrying
anyone else, she couldn't think that would evepbapshe felt chained to
him by that memory she didn't have, and didn'tkl@ny man could break
that chain. She felt she belonged to him, but ol she wished she didn't!

She was on her feet ready to go upstairs whenrtime door bell sounded.
She hadn't expected anyone to call, but a pleasiée surved her lips when
she saw James Cresswell standing there.

'Hello, Uncle James, come in."

‘Thought you'd be living it up tonight," he saidemg she was in jeans and
sweater. Amber forced a cheerful smile and took initm the sitting room,
where he asked her how she was.

'Fine," she said, and at his look, 'l am, honestti#at spot of trouble cleared
up within twenty-four hours.'

'l thought it would—Why aren't you out celebratinggung lady? | was
passing this way after making a call and expectedee the house in
darkness.' Another twenty minutes and he would loaves.

'l didn't feel like going anywhere tonight,” Ambexplained, still trying to
sound cheerful, though conscious of James Cresswiglse scrutiny of her.

'Why not come back and see the New Year in with' ine3uggested. 'I'm
on call so | may have to go out, but Mrs Paget bglithere.’

'l don't think so, Uncle James—I appreciate yourag but...'
'‘But?’

Amber still showed him a cheerful face as she @®®d, 'I'm not very good
company tonight.'

‘You're not in pain?'



'‘Oh no," Amber replied quickly. 'No pain at all.

James Cresswell didn't look entirely convincedviédgou any tablets you
can take?"'

'l don't need any —I don't hurt anywhere.' Onlgthiéep ache in my heart,
she thought, and wished Uncle James could pressdbething to numb
that pain as easily. She could see he didn't fodlireve she wasn't still
feeling a left-over twinge or two. 'I've got twdbtats left if | need them,’ she
told him, so he should know she could do somethingut it if the pain
returned.

'Only two? I'd better give you another prescriptivvihat did | give you
before?'

"You're an old fusspot,” Amber told him affectiozlgf and went to get the
small bottle so he could refresh his memory.

'Hmm), these are strong,’ he said as he studiedhimist's label. 'I'll give
you something different, | think. | prescribed theghen you were in severe
pain—take more than two of these and you'll goli&eta light.'

He was already busily scribbling on his prescriptipad, and about to
protest that she could buy aspirin if she neededhtta cold shock passed
over Amber. 'Take more than two of these,' he tad, seferring to the

bottle in his hand, 'and you'll go out like a lighie was handing her the
completed prescription form before the whirl in beain settled down and
she could ask him the all-important question skehad to have confirmed.

"You—er—you were joking about the strength of thiakdets, weren't you?"
she asked, and swallowed hard as she waited fankiser.

James Cresswell didn't see her expression becausea$ returning his
prescription pad to his doctor's bag which he nefeunattended in his car.

'Oh no—it's true," he said, straightening up, tasef perfectly serious.
'‘Besides having a strong pain-killing agent in thémere's also an additive
that has a drowsing effect—take more than two &ad drowsing agent



becomes a sleeping pill.' His voice became aMow 'haven't had cause to
take more than two at a time, have you?"

'N-no.'

‘That's good—though had that been the case youdwulave felt pain or
anything else for several hours. Like | said, mitvan two of those and it
would be night-night, wake me in the morning.'

‘Night-night, wake me in the morning," Amber regeivhen he had gone.
She went back into the sitting room and sank doeawity on the settee.
Suddenly, clearly, when all other memory had gshe,could see herself in
that bathroom of the hotel that night—she had taken tablets, she was
sure she had.

Desperately she tried to think what had happened éiat, then her feelings
became so agitated she could no longer stay sitkivgn. What had she
done then—you'd think it would be imprinted for ee@ her mind? What
was it she had done then? Yes, she'd gone bacthmtwedroom, Dyson had
given her a drink—she couldn't remember drinking aiit—but she'd had
a drink downstairs in the bar, she could remembat ¢learly enough—it
had tasted vile. She recalled now Uncle James gbkielling her ages ago
not to drink and drive. But she had drunk, and lad¢anixed with tablets ...

Convinced now she had flaked out on Dyson— hadast her memory
because she had been unconscious from the tabtethat glass of whisky,
Amber felt her heartbeats set up a racing rhythhe &t down, forcing
herself to stay calm. Whaiadhappened after she had fallen into a drugged
sleep? There was no way she was ever going to knowyay at all, not
unless—not unless she asked the only person whd telher.

Amber shrank away from the idea. She just coulthktDyson—yet she had
to know. The idea was growing and taking strengtier mind that she
wasn't second-hand after all. She had got to kngsobD during that time
she had spent in his house over Christmas, andjthsie still didn't know
him very well, she knew he had a fine sensitivityhim, and though he had
been as fed up as she had been that night—shelreadyaworked out it
must have been the same day he had discovered Siawrsold those



shares—she was sure, positive with ninety-nineget of her mind, that he
wouldn't have taken her in the state she was i die per cent doubt
persisted. Had he been able to awaken her suffigiemget some sort of
response from her? Oh God, she just had to know!

She shied from the idea of telephoning Moor Viewhatktould she say? She
couldn't very well say, 'Hello, Dyson—I'm just ring to ask if you made
love to me that night,' could she? Yet she woulknsettle until she knew.

Helen had written her number down in case she wlaoteing at any time,
and feverishly now Amber sorted in her bag untd same across the slip of
paper. Then, hardly knowing she was doing it, hegedrs dialled the
number. It seemed to ring out for an age, but sbeldn't put the phone
down, just the brr-brr sound made her feel she ezgsmunicating with
someone and helped to lessen the agitation shéeiasy, though when at
last she heard Helen's voice, she couldn't thirktbing to say.

'Hello," said Helen for the second time, and afkéeten would put the phone
down before she could say a thing, Amber strugtyidthd her voice.

'H-Hello, Helen—it's me, Amber.’
Helen's voice changed to being welcoming. 'Hellmb&r,' then detecting
something was not quite right with Amber's voidmything wrong? Are

you calling from Dr Cresswell's home?'

'Er—no." Helen's reminder that she had lied todigm't help her to feel any
better. 'Uncle James is on call tonight, so | diga'after all.'

‘Something is wrong, Amber ..." Helen began.
'No—n-nothing's wrong—er ..." What on earth did sag now?

Helen seemed to accept her statement at lasbulfeysure ... Had you been
ringing long? Simon's got a crowd of friends in d@xlbedlam here.’

Amber couldn't see Dyson taking part in any of wiatvould term Simon's
horseplay. Of course, he would be out, probablycelgbrating with some



sophisticated female—the thought was a knife thtasther, but she
squashed the searing jealousy that hit her, knotte#ign was hanging on to
hear why she had called. It was less than five fisunce she had seen her,
so Helen would think it odd if she couldn't comewith some good reason.

Certain now that Dyson would be out. Amber saigdftally, | rather wanted
a word with Dyson.’

'Oh," Helen's tone was mildly curious, then shdtehad Amber completely
by saying, 'He's in his study, I'll put you throughhis extension.’

'‘No!" The word was out sharper than she had inttradepanic at what she
had to ask him took over. 'No—it's all right, Heleshe said more evenly. 'l
don't want to disturb him—I... I'll call anothente," aware the even note
hadn't lasted long. Then in case Helen would sanif say, 'Talk to him
now," Amber said quickly, 'l shouldn't have runghew Year's Eve. Happy
New Year, Helen," and without waiting for Helerréply, she said, 'See you
at the office the day after tomorrow.' She putghene down, glad that New
Year's Day was a Bank Holiday and that she woulthve to face Helen in
the morning. She hoped by Thursday Helen would Haxgiven her for
terminating the call so abruptly.

Well, that was it, she decided nearly an hour lattsr impulse to ring
Dyson and ask him to tell her what had happenedfiratkd out. If only
she'd had the courage to speak to him then, shielwow be in possession
of everything, good or bad, that she wanted to knBe still wanted to
know—nhad to know, but could never see herself lrathie courage to ring
and ask him, and to go to Moor View and ask hinspeally, to see his eyes
harden cynically as she asked her question, she km&s completely
beyond her.

Lost in her thoughts, Amber jumped, startled, wtienfront door bell went.
Uncle James? Sure it was him on his way back frowtheer call and
probably popping in because he could see her dawsdight still on, she
went to the door, composing her features into desrShe pulled the door
open, and searing hot colour washed over her fabeasmile faded.



'Helen said you wanted a word.' Dyson stood thlei®,face unsmiling,
looking totally in command, big and solid in hisespskin jacket.

"You haven't come all this way ... I... it couldvbavaited.’
'Helen said you sounded upset.'

Conscious that it was a bitterly cold night andt tslae was keeping him
standing on the doorstep, Amber said, 'You'd betene in." Oh God, she
wished she'd had the courage to ask him over tlomegphDyson had a
determined look on his face, and he hadn't dritatytmiles just to be told
she had nothing specially she wanted to talk to dtout.

She took him into the sitting room, and saw hisngéatake in that it was
neat, tidy and comfortable. 'D-do sit down," sheited, striving to
remember her manners, her voice sounding high andtural.

'Have you anything to drink?' Dyson surprised heagking.

'I'm sorry, | should have offered,’ she said, kmayvshe wasn't coping very
well. 'I'm afraid there's only sherry.’

It isn't for me. By the sound of you, you need stimng to put you on an
even keel.'

'Oh." Amber strove to hide her agitation. This maw too much—but she
was glad to note he wasn't sounding sarcastion’t vant a drink,’ she said,
and saw when she had sat down because her legdeerdirey decidedly
shaky that he had followed suit.

Dyson whom she had never thought to see again grasimher home, and
she loved him with all her heart. She knew he dithmk very much of her
and she was going to have to watch the distaste @wer his face, as she
knew it would, when she asked him to cast his nack to that night last
September. A disquieting thought came to her—Whheihad forgotten
what had taken place? A spasm of jealousy hit gainabut she forced her
mind to think of it. Dyson was a virile man, andhaugh he had



remembered her face straight away, there must bese other girls in the
last four months.

... Dyson ... 1..." Oh, why couldn't she jupitst out—it would only take
two minutes, then he would be gone.

Dyson moved, left the chair he had been sittingrnid came unexpectedly
over to where she sat on the settee. It did notfundper agitated feelings
when he sat down beside her and took her fidgétuggrs in his cool hold.

'You are in a state, aren't you,' he observed milWhat's troubling you,
Amber?'

'Dyson,' she began, wanting to wrench her fingesayabut was finding he
was holding her hand securely. 'Dyson—that nighta—koow the one |
mean—the night we met...'

'Yes?' His voice sounded encouraging, almost ae Wvanted to help her
over this bad moment, almost as if he knew what e@sing—but he
couldn't know, could he? Of course not—but...

'‘Dyson, Uncle James popped in to see me tonight.'

"You're still having trouble?' he asked before sbeld continue, and she
would have sworn at any other time his voice sodratmcerned, but it was
only her overwrought senses, she knew that.

'‘Oh no—he just happened to be passing.' She taaep breath. '‘Anyway,
we got round to t-talking about my tablets—the ohegrescribed for me
when | came out of hospital. Anyway,' she said mageealising she had
already gone off the track of discussing that nightSeptember, then
thought that perhaps this was a better route. &Jaaines told me that those
tablets were very strong.'

'Yes,' Dyson said again, as if it was no surpiskin.



'Well—he ... he said as well as being strong pdarki, they also had a—a
strong drowsing agent in them, th-that if | tookrem¢han two | wouldn't
know anything until | woke up.'

'l see.' She thought he was being remarkably gatiemaiting for her to get
to the point.

‘Th-that night—the night we met ..." she pausedkdad at him when it
seemed he had nothing to say, and saw he was pakiner quite calmly,
though there was a sharp look in his eyes. SHeebiip, not knowing if she
was going to get to the end or not. She wanteeétojgand walk around, but
Dyson still had hold of her hand.

'‘Go on,' he said quietly.

Amber took a deep breath. 'That night,’ she sailting/ herself to stay as
calm as he looked, 'when we got to your room—I wernhe bathroom and
took—four tablets.' There, she'd come to the end. Suretg thhas no need
for her to go any further.

'So?' Dyson asked.

And the agitation, the agony of not knowing, of wag to know, and
having him calmly sitting there as if he didn't knavhat she was asking,
found release in a small explosion of anger.

'So,' she snapped, snatching her hand away from'ifiiflaked out like
Uncle James had said | would do—You just tell mgsdhn Silver, what did
happen?’

She saw his eyes narrow at her tone, and her spugmper died as
suddenly as it had come. No one ordered Dyson lkdhem anything.
'Please tell me," she said huskily. 'l have to khow

'Do you honestly think, Amber Newman," he said, ahd knew from the
way he spoke she had touched a nerve, 'that I'matttedf man who would
find any pleasure in bedding an unconscious girl?'



You didn't.' It was more a statement than a qaesbut there was no time
to feel any emotion as she saw she had angerebyhihinking such a thing
of him.

'No, I didn't," he stated clearly. 'And you canntkhgour stars for thatGod,
when [ think you could have picked on just anybttt night, | go cold all
over!'

'I'm sorry." She wasn't quite sure why she wasagpsihg, for it didn't seem
to be doing his temper very much good.

You're sorry! You damn well would have been had piwked on any of the
bar-flies | saw there. What ttiell do you think | am that you think | would
take you, the state you were in?"

His anger was spurring on some heat of her own ft¥owu weren't to know
I'd taken too many pills," she said hotly. 'You #ves fed up as | was. How
am | supposed to know how a man acts in a situditerthat—you could
have thought | was drunk.’

'‘As a matter of fact | did. But unconscious throwlgimg or medication, you
still didn't appeal to me.’

'Not much | didn't—you couldn't get me to that rotast enough!" Amber
retorted, stung that he was making it obvious larms were not of the
holding sort.

Dyson flicked her a look as though to say he wasl tof arguing with her.
'Had you been as sober up in that room as you aggpeawnstairs, I've no
doubt I would have forced myself," he told her withat she took for disgust
in his voice, 'but when you swayed towards me amgtla face-full of
whisky fumes, it put me right off.’

"Yet you still had me in your bed.’

'l put you to bed,' he corrected her, and she blighat in the heat of the
moment she had picked on the wrong choice of wdrttsok your dress off



thinking you might care if it was creased when game to, and apart from
removing your shoes, | didn't touch you.'

So now she knew. She wasn't all those names shbdmadcalling herself.
She had known really, she supposed, ever sinceelUJaches had explained
the strength of those tablets, had known that Dysain't touched her. But
all those months of having it fidgeting around iar mind, of feeling
unclean whenever she thought of it, those thoughtsgling with how
cheap she must have appeared to him, seemed tpdtrout a great feeling
of anti-climax. She felt the tears sting the baaldser eyes, and stared at her
hands in her lap, unable to look at him any longer.

'l never—when Uncle James said about the tablets—I Icouldn't think
you'd ... | was sure you hadn't ..."' she faltehed,voice thick with tears she
wasn't going to shed. 'But | had to know for siire.sorry if | offended you,
Dyson—but | had to know for sure." She hoped hddrdiusee she was
fighting for control, and after another few deepdihs, she said more
clearly, 'l wish you'd told me before.'

"You almost begged me not to." His voice sounditasid unyielding to the
side of her, and she recalled the moment.

'Yes—but..." Suddenly delayed reaction smote hevhatt he had allowed
her to believe. It came to her then that he had bsast unjust in not telling
her. 'But you must have know why—you must have kmdwas because |
thought I'd—we'd .."Yes, | knew.'

His voice had been quite calm as he confirmedhbdtiad known all along
precisely what she hadn't wanted to know, andsat@imness Amber felt
she wanted to hit him—to punch, to kick, to screard yell at him, then she
looked at him, and something in his expression,dstie't know what, but
something there seemed to tell her he would almestome her violent
retribution. Then before she could make any sehéemthoughts, he was
saying:

'l should have told you—I wanted to many times— But



'‘But thought it great sport to have me hating mys@imber interrupted
dully, then, her anger getting the better of iy, God, you must have been
laughing yourself silly!

‘Laughing myself silly?' Dyson echoed harshly. 'Gotieaven, the laugh's
on me if anybody." Amber went to interrupt him.uShbp,' he said grimly.

'I've said | wanted to tell you and I did. | knewvould mean a lot to you to
know that nothing happened between us that nightrtov that you'd left

that room as untouched as you came into it—butfpown selfish reasons,
| decided to keep the information to myself.'

Amber had not the vaguest idea why he should veatedlther and not do so.
Selfish reasons, he had said; what possible setetons could he have?

'‘Would it be too much for me to expect you to dgauwhat your "selfish
reasons" are?'

She hadn't thought she had such sarcasm in heceataihly not in the face
of the dark look Dyson was favouring her with. $bgretted her sarcasm
the instant his hands came down on her shouldeashard grip. He hadn't
liked her sarcasm, she could see that much, buh\whespoke, his words,
instead of breaking her into small pieces as sl engected, had her
looking at him in wide-eyed disbelief.

‘This is where you get to have the last laugh,'sa&l, and there was
something in his voice that had her attention adedn him. 'l didn't tell you
about that night, because—because | went and aigktbing that should
give you quite a few moments of amusement whenmngwerthink of it.—I,
Amber Newman,' he said tersely, 'fell in love wythu.'

'Fell in love with me?' She hadn't heard him rightedldn't have done. 'You
just said ...’

'I've just said | fell in love with you—Yes, | caee you don't believe it. |
didn't believe it myself— but there had to be ascgawhy | should feel
suddenly like murdering my own stepbrother wheaw fim holding you at
the bottom of the stairs.' Dyson took his handsyafn@am her, turning his
face away and staring blankly in front of him.



Amber couldn't doubt the sincerity of his wordst iy@vas too unbelievable

to be true. "You were jealous of Simon?' she agkaily to gain time to let

it sink in that Dyson was saying he loved her, thatisn't a joke. There was
nothing remotely jocular about his expression as lsloked at him; he

looked, she thought, for the first time since shd known him, defeated.

‘Jealousy is a mild word for what | felt when | shun coming from your

room in the early hours of the morning—I spent tést of the night in

torment, and consequently put you through hell wivenwent into my

study. God, | must have frightened the life ouyod! | could see you were
petrified, but thoughts of you and Simon were gogane on—I was almost
insane with jealousy.'

'Oh, Dyson," Amber whispered, in no doubt now wieatvas telling her was
true. 'I'm so sorry.' She meant sorry that he bldiich a terrible emotion, a
jealousy she too had felt, but had had no conenatience to feed it. It was
clear when Dyson spoke again that he thought skesaxing she was sorry
that he had fallen in love with her.

"You have no need to be sorry, Amber,' he saidtiguiedon't deserve that
you should ever love me. After the way | behavédanly fitting that you
should hate me—though | had hoped it might be whffe’

'Hoped ... ?' Amber said softly, when she wantefling her arms around
him and tell him she could never hate him.

'Yes—hoped. That night when you told me of all tredl you've been

through—about thinking you were pregnant ..." hespd, his face showing
a fine sensitivity that her pain was his paineldyou in my arms to comfort
you—things got out of hand, but | didn't care—itswsheer delight to hold
you in my arms, to feel you respond to me. | badiyted you. Amber, but
couldn't add to the pain you were in. | barely sldmat night, thinking,

hoping, hoping that in some small way you returtimedlove | have for you.
| couldn't wait to come into your room the next mag to see if everything
was still the same.' His face clouded over. 'Wherame round to seven
o'clock | couldn't wait any longer. | came to yeaom intending to just put
my head inside your door—. if you were asleep | Mdiave gone out again.
But you were awake, and left me in no doubt abauir yeelings for me.



You showed me clearly that what had happened tiji# biefore was just a
result of your highly emotional state, your needhat time for someone to
hang on to—I've never felt so empty in my life.'

'Oh, Dyson," Amber whispered huskily, the words whated to say to him
locked in her throat as tears poured down her chdek in order that she
might feel her honour satisfied, Dyson was cadtisgride aside and baring
his very soul to her.

He turned, his stern face taking on a gentle I@keawitnessed her tears. He
stretched out his hand, his forefinger smoothitgpa away from her cheek.

"You're so soft-hearted, my dear," he said sdftlyidn't mean to make you
cry—I'd better go.' He made to get up, but Ambektbold of his hand and
held it tightly.

'Please stay, Dyson.'

'No." His reply was unequivocal. 'l must go whilkave the strength to do
so—I| badly want to hold you in my arms, and youthink, are
tender-hearted enough to let me. Perhaps you Hatétme as much as |
deserve, Amber—nbut if I hold you in my arms, myestyth will desert me, |
shan't be able to let you go—and tomorrow yewuld hate me.’

'l could never h-hate you, Dyson.'

A humourless smile touched his lips. "You would, dear.'

'l don't want you to go.’

Firmly he released his hand from hers. 'This igparture,’ he said, standing
up, 'and much though | deserve it—I can't takédie. was at the door when
Amber's voice halted him.

'l love you, Dyson.'

She saw his back go rigid, Then slowly he turnéslldok as disbelieving as
hers had been. 'You—Ilove me?' he questioned, anfdite was unsmiling,



as though wanting to believe her but doubting wéekter soft heart wasn't
getting the better of her.

'l have done ever since that night you came to eayn—you kissed my
hand, and | knew then—I don't know how,' she daieling shy suddenly. 'l
just knew | was in love with you. | thought—the hexorning—that your
opinion of me had gone back to what it had beenughbyou believed |
was easy. | couldn't let you know I'd fallen in éowith you.'

A tense moment followed her confession, and shehealt as a convulsive
movement passed over his face. Then the next infs¢anas beside her, she
was in his arms and his mouth was coming down antpéxultant kisses
over her face. 'Oh, my dearest girl," he breathed then his lips claimed her
as though he was starved for the touch of her.

When at last his lips broke from hers it was sa teacould pull back and
look into her eyes, his own alive with the lovehael for her. 'It's incredible
that you can love me after the swine I've beerota Ph God, when | think
of it"" His arms tightened around her, then he hedd away, his face
unsmiling. "You'll marry me?' he asked, as if th@es some doubt about her
answer.

'Please,’ she said, and found her lips claimednadis arms holding her
tightly to him as though he would never let her go,he took her on an
upward spiral with his lovemaking. Her face wasslled, her hair
disordered when he finally pulled away from heid ahe saw the deepened
colour about him too.

'l thought if ever | took you in my arms again, th&thing would stop me
from making you mine," he said, the huskiness snwvisice telling her how
much her unrestrained response had affected hiumhalBof a sudden | find
myself being noble—I want you for my virgin bride.’

'Oh, Dyson!" Amber was deeply shaken that he hadmlback just when it
had seemed he would possess her completely. Skek smeifrom the way
his jaw was firmed that it hadn't been easy for.h8he wondered at his
self-control, and wanted to be his virgin bridegrthbshe remembered—it



seemed a long time ago now—that she had told hatahily she had had
other lovers since him.

‘There hasn't b-been anyone else,’ she said quitkly mean, you will be
the f-first... I..."

'l know, darling,' he cut her off.
'You know? But | told you there'd been ...

'‘Been other men since that night in September?ldgis was very slightly
superior she thought when he said, 'Yes, | knowdidu You also told me,
if my memory serves me right, that you had expeeedmone of the pain a
chaste young female would feel at being...'

'Oh!" Amber remembered him asking that question lddetermination
not to be caught out. A hot blush stole acrossheeks. 'l wasn't too bright,
was |?'

'‘No, my darling, you weren't, and | thank you forlid already started to
have my doubts about you. The girl who looked dedpeto get to church
on Christmas Eve didn't quite tie up with the opmlI'd formed about you.
Then like a lamb you were telling me, without knowit, that you'd never
been to bed with anyone—Ileast of all Simon.’

Amber recalled that Dyson had told her he knew ingtlihad happened
between her and Simon, without either of themrtglhim. 'So that's how
you knew?'

Dyson leaned towards her and kissed her tenddihat's how | knew,
sweetheart.'

It was heaven to be held like this. Safe in hisssecure in the unbelievable
knowledge that he loved her, and for a while she ezmtent just to sit in the
shelter of his arms, then it came to her that hié Isadn't explained
everything.



'Why didn't you tell me about—that night, DysonRéSvas a little unsure of
bringing the matter up, not wanting to disturb afyhe blissful harmony
between them, but since the thought had rearbe@d she was certain there
must be some explanation. Dyson had known for siaye that she wasn't
the tramp he had first thought—she couldn't see méhghould have kept it
from her.

'It doesn't put me in a very good light, I'm afraide confessed after a
considering moment, and his arms tightened aboutagain as though

seeking her understanding. 'But when | discovereddal you, discovered |
loved you, wanted you to love me in return, | readi I'd done nothing to
earn your love or even liking." He was wrong théx, she didn't stop him,
though the memory of how he had looked after heerwéshe had hurt her
back when riding Bluebell was very clear. 'l knewuyweren't the

promiscuous sort, knew, | thought, something of yow must be feeling

about that night you didn't want to remember, atibught feeling the way
you did about it, you might in some way feel youwevet prepared to rush
into another man's arms. | wanted you to feel yevewcommitted to me. |

was ready to start to woo you, was all preparestdp by tomorrow—as

though casually,' he confessed, 'to see if you evbale dinner with me, and
then | was going to begin a campaign of ...'

"You were going to call tomorrow? If | hadn't tetemed tonight you would
have called tomorrow anyway?"'

'Oh yes—I had everything planned. | was going tthieemodel of patience,
hoped you would begin to see me differently.’

'Dyson," Amber breathed his name as an endearswimging from being

disturbed at the information he had kept from herdelight that he had
wanted her to feel committed to him. She already,&ad would be forever
more.

'When Helen said you sounded upset on the phoneyablans for a slow
courtship took a flying leap. | couldn't get to yiast enough, and | knew as
soon as | found out what was troubling you thatafl plans, hopes, were
doomed to failure. | couldn't do anything othenthell you the truth—tell



you everything. God knows what | would be doing nbywu had let me go
out of that door.' His face looked bleak as he rabmered.

'l love you, Dyson," Amber said quietly, and wasaaed that those few
words should have the effect of altering his exgmes so rapidly. For
instantly the bleak look left his face, and thesifet stared into hers gave
back an answering look of love. Nearby church badigld be heard ringing
out. And Dyson's eyes left hers briefly to glandette clock on the
mantelpiece—the hands that showed midnight.

'‘Next year is going to be the happiest one of gy’ Ine declared, his eyes
warm with love for her. 'And we'll have many moreays of happiness
together, my darling.' His kiss was tender, lovitiipppy New Year, my

dearest Amber.'

'Happy New Year, my dear, dear Dyson,' Amber sagkity.



