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She couldn't reveal her true feelings

Zare Forturini was convinced that Laine Balfour Vaogsay or do anything to

get her hands on the Forturini wealth. "It's a gltlge said contemptuously,
"my brother didn't notice your hard, self-centehehrt before he became
infatuated with you. "

Laine loved young Cristo Forturini--like a broth&o she endured Zare's
unbearable insolence and accompanied him to IthlrevCristo lay ill.

And she tried to hide her feelings when she fousrddif falling in love with
a Forturini, after all . . . even though Zare'sdoe had nothing to do with it.



CHAPTER ONE

LAINE inserted her key into the door of the semidetached found the
house unbearably quiet when she went in. She lsadgturned from seeing
her parents off on . their visit to New Zealand &udtralia, and for the next
three months quiet, she knew, was how it was gtmrige.

Walking into the sitting room, Laine dropped heoslder bag down on to a
chair and stared around the room. She saw notliititeeshabbiness of her
comfortable home, its faded curtains and worn turej but saw only her
home as it always had been; warm and loving.

The next three months were going to take somengaied to, she guessed,
for there had always been laughter in the houseadt been a little quiet
when her sister Nanette had married her New Zealahdee years ago and
had gone to the other side of the world; but shafterwards Tony had
finished at university and the house was soon Ibgzzgain with the
multitude of friends he had gathered.

Reflecting for a moment on her brother's magnetilesygoing personality,
Laine recalled that it had even come to the stagg with his, 'Stay the night
at my place—my parents won't mind," they never knénw they would find
sleeping on the settee when they came down in traing.

Her eyes went to the settee, her thoughts goidgitto, the newest and last
of Tony's friends. Though Tony hadn't been aroundiscover more about
the Italian who had chosen to drown his sorrowth@ésame pub in which
Tony had selected to have his farewell 'drink-imtloe eve of his departure
for Australia.

Everyone in the pub that night had been includethengeneral convivial
atmosphere. But Tony had kept sufficient awareneseealise that the
young worse- for-wear foreigner, even if he hadnbalgle to remember the
name of his hotel on this his first night in Englamvas in no condition to
drive.

Her mother first down, had come across Cristofasdini on the settee
the next morning. 'Aspirin or bacon and eggs?telteasked, not batting an



eyelid to see their unexpected guest gaping asotghs for light in his
alcohol-induced amnesia.

Her mind on that day, Laine recalled how cheergirlfather had tried to be
while Tony was there. But, Tony being his favouyraed so dear to him,
they had been hard pressed at the airport to getraé out of Saul Balfour

once Tony had gone through to the departure louBgéh she and her
mother had known that he was bleeding a littled@sivhen he had insisted
that they stay at the airport to wave Tony's plaifie

Perhaps initially, that was why Cristo had been ensal welcome in their
home. For the very next day he had returned beflongrs for her and her
mother, presenting them with a little speech infgugrEnglish about his
gratitude for giving hospitality to a lonely straargn a foreign land.

'Stay and have dinner with us,' her father had pthyminvited. And
exchanging a glance with her mother, Laine had kndvat she too was
thinking that behind her father's invitation wae tiope that if his son was
feeling a lonely stranger in the foreign land hd faurneyed to, then some
family might act similarly with his Tony.

After that, Cristo had become a regular visitordAhat first he had been a
shade on the solemn side for his twenty-five yelies; her mother, used to
young men of his age group, had soon had his siort@ng more readioly.
A firm friendship had developed between the twtheim, and before long,
learning that both mother and daughter were nani@dd; he was calling
her mother the less formal 'Ella’ by which she &lahys been known, and
calling Laine by the name Tony had adopted, andyeve else since, when
at the age of three he had acquired a sister, th@diabeen able to manage
the two syllables of her name.

Deciding to have a cup of tea, Laine left the gaitting room, her thoughts
back with her parents as she wondered where theg/ nzav.

Her mother had been dreadfully nervous about flyBvg when Nanette had
written a year ago to say that she was pregnadttfaidea had touched
down that if they saved every penny they couldyuarjey to New Zealand



might not be so impossible, so desperately hadvstmted to see her first
grandchild that the actual flying to get there badmed the easy part.

There had been no thought in any of their minda that Laine should not
go with them. And she too had saved hard to mad&érgh. Then out of the
blue, some seven or so months ago, Tony had anaduhat he was going
to Australia to try his luck, adding, when he hadrshow his father looked
knocked for six, that all being well he would twp in New Zealand while
they were there.

Tony's decision to live in Australia had been altég blow to her father, but
the prospect of seeing him at Nanette's home hseédehis pain a little,
Laine had thought.

But only two weeks ago they had received a letanfTony to say that he
would not be able to make it to New Zealand. Néaagapier, he had written
that he had met the most beautiful Australian\ghib, to his astonishment,
had agreed to marry him in a couple of months' tene that any savings he
had would be going towards their new home.

Cristo, Laine recalled, had been at their home wierfather, putting in a
little overtime at a job he liked but which did mmy very well, had come
home and been handed the letter by her motherodlédd witnessed the
way her father's eyes had lit up on seeing hisdmndwriting, only for that
glad light to fade as he read what Tony had penSedl Balfour had
attempted to cover his floored feeling by showiteppure that his son had
found the wonderful girl he had written of, but easf them watching could
mistake his despondency that no matter how hatdde there was just no
way he could stretch his finances to make the jyito New Zealandnd
Australia.

Her mother had urged Cristo to stay to dinner ¢vaning, with some hope,
Laine rather thought, of lifting her father's sggriBut Cristo was by then
more of a family friend than the stranger he hddsttbeen, and before long
her father had given up pretending that he wasfectad at having no idea
now when he would, if ever, see his son again. Wtzéme had volunteered
to do the washing up, Cristo, hamfisted in theHett, had as she had hoped
straightaway offered to help. She had known thahhlk shared her opinion



that by tactfully leaving her mother alone with faher, she might be the
only one likely to help him over his dreadful dipamtment.

"Your father will wish to see Tony married, | thinkuggested Cristo, taking
hold of the tea-cloth as she handed him a washexdijpip

'It's out of the question, Cristo,' she had saiettyy But already her brain
was busy.

That night in bed, Laine went to town on the gerarofdea that had come to
her in the kitchen. Of course she would have tg p&x hand very carefully,
for they did not come any prouder than her two mEeThe next day,
without telling anyone, she cancelled her flight.

It was for the sake of the mammoth pride of the p@ople she loved most in
the world that, against all inclination, for thexhseven days she accepted
invitations to go out with Austin Culver. Austindavas one of Tony's many
friends, though these days his frequent visitbéar thouse had been more to
try and get Laine to go out with him.

In truth, Laine thought Austin was a bit of a drBgt, as she turned her back
on the unfairness she was practising by going atit im at all, to her
mind— needs must when the devil drove.

Though three dates in quick succession with Augére enough to have her
declaring that she really must wash her hair wisemlingly, she turned
down his fourth invitation.

‘Tomorrow night, then?' he had pressed.

''d love to,' she had lied. 'Where shall we go?’

His face had cleared immediately. 'There's a mikerkcramble . . .’

‘Great," she had replied, and wondered, if she \admat, if anyone would
notice the ear muffs underneath.



So it was that, conscience pricking, she washedhbherwhich only that
morning had seen the shampoo, and In consequensecdcher mother to
give her an old-fashioned look.

'You always were a fastidious child,’ she stateat,Austin Culvers doing
this to you!

Wanting to burst out laughing at the very idea gfa should want to be
spruce day and night for the likes of Austin, Lakreew that her mother
would smell a rat if, her sense of humour beingwémilar to her own, she
let so much as a smile show through.

'I—like him, Mum,’ she had answered quietly, hopimgway she had said it
would convey that she more than liked him.

She saw her mother bite back some witty retortretteobviously thought
better of making. Then, to save her from probaligrplaying her hand by
blurting out that she thought she was in love with, the door bell went.

'l get it," she said, and made her escape.

They had not seen Cristo for some days now. Butd_bad been shaken, on
opening the door, to see that he looked far frorh we

"You should be in bed,’ she admonished him steledyling the way into the
sitting room, a flushed-cheeked Cristo followingier wake.

'l have been,' he replied. 'Only | had to comeatpgoodbye to all of you.'
'‘But we're not going until next week!" her mothadhexclaimed, pushing
him down into the chair he would most likely haw@lapsed into, by the
look of him, if she hadn't.

'l know, Ella," he had replied. 'It is | who am\esy.'

'You're leaving! both she and her mother exclaimed, whie father
inserted:



'l thought your brother had sent you to Englandhfgelve months?"

'He never said precisely how long | should stagistG replied, choking on a
cough. 'It was my assumption that | would be herehe year. But tonight |
heard from my brother that | must go home immed&iat€omorrow—I
leave.'

'‘But you're not fit to travel!" exclaimed Ella Baifr, her face showing her
motherly concern for the flushed young man wholbathis own parents in
a motor accident fifteen years ago.

‘That is what | told Zare,' he smiled. And, trytagoke, 'l told him | thought
| was dying.'

'‘But that didn't make any difference!" Laine exalad. Like her parents, she
had grown fond of the young Italian who had beerml fpaut to it to find a
smile when they had first known him.

'He merely replied that if | was that ill, then tlneas all the more reason for
me to return home promptly. It was his view thahould die in my native
country.'

Callous brute! Laine thought, on her way to thedapening chemist for the
bottle of cough mixture her mother had sent her lier father being sent
upstairs for a thicker sweater than the one Chatbon.

She knew all about Baldazare Forturini di Montowwagwven if Cristo had
remained loyal to his brother when little by littie had revealed more and
more about the head of the Forturini banking camcer

It was no wonder Cristo had been hard put to fin a smile when he had
first come to England. He had been forced by hishar, under the pretext
of learning more about international banking, tavke Italy, but Zare

Forturini's only object had been to get his brothgay from the girl he had
given his heart to. From what she had been abtgetan, poor Cristo had
fallen in love with a girl whom his brother had saered most unsuitable to
bear the noble Forturini name.



Her heart had gone out to Cristo when, greatly ppiaalone in a foreign
land, he had told her of his love for Oriana.

'Why didn't you just marry her and stay in Italstf?e had asked, the solution,
in her ignorance, simple to her. 'At twenty-fiveedy you don't have to have
your brother's permission?’

'How would | afford a home?' he had replied. 'Adaoim the fact that |
would not like to go against my brother's wishespuild not in any case
inherit the fortune waiting for me without his cens.’

It was the first Laine had heard that there wamtahe waiting for him. And
her mind went immediately to thinking that the cingnBaldazare Forturini
would never consent to whoever Cristo wanted taryndtrwas obvious to
her then that his brother had designs in gettingt€s money for himself.

In that, however, she was soon proved wrong, datteely she asked the
guestion, 'You mean—if you don't marry—that you eéreeome into your
inheritance?"

'No, it is not like that," Cristo replied, explangi.. 'Like Zare, who has never
found a woman suitable for his permanent tastanlataim my inheritance
when | am thirty-five.'

"Your brother has inherited his fortune?"'
'He was thirty-five last year,' Cristo informed her

And to tell her she had gone barking up entiregniiong tree, 'As he is the
elder, naturally his fortune is greater than mine.’'

That Zare Forturini could not after all be trying get his hands on her
younger brother's inheritance did not make her f® more kindly
disposed to him as she hurried back with the conigture. And that he was
a bachelor still was no surprise to her. For assiered the sitting room she
looked at Cristo being crooned over by her motkdreawent off into a fit of
coughing, and was of the opinion that, with or withhis vast fortune, no
girl in her right mind would finchim suitable.



Poor Cristo, she thought as in the kitchen gragittaime that her mother had
thought to stockpile a few provisions before she:lkeé, he had been back in
Italy for a week now. She did so hope the Marchtheraof his own country
had been able to do something toward clearing sigdugh.

She opened a tin of baked beans, musing that iflsim& have any luck in
her search for a temporary job tomorrow, her firrgizeing what they were,
her already slim figure would be positively skeldtp the time her parents
returned, but when actions were halted by the mgpgif the telephone.

Cowardice not to answer it touched down brieflyt Ber conscience struck
about how she had deliberately used Austin Culverd+awas bound to be
him—and she went to pick up the instrument.

'Did they get off all right?' asked Austin after anthusiastic greeting that
told her it wasn't going to be as easy to put hawrm as it had been to pick
him up.

'Yes, thanks,' she answered, aware she had nathteghmon with him, but
guilt having her searching for something else tp. SBhe plane took off
exactly on time.'

‘A pity your employers changed their minds abotiirlg you have the time
off at the last minute,’ said Austin. And to malex bringe, "Though from
my point of view, | can't be sorry you couldn't'go.

Oh help, Laine thought, realising she had landeddtiewith an undiluted
diet of his company for the next three months—& sbuldn't do something
about it.

'Yes—it was a shame,' she said, ignoring his laterark, feeling safer
discussing the way her dastardly boss, who wasuth bne of the nicest
men she knew, had told her at the last minuten@iad found it impossible
to get the right sort of temporary replacementiar. But neither Austin, nor
anyone else who might tell her family, must bews#d to guess that only
yesterday Mr Paterson had shaken her warmly blpahd, wished her 'Bon
voyage', and told her to hurry back. '‘But then NitePson did only half



promise at the outset that | could have the tinfig sife said, trying to ease
the guilt that was piling up on her at the whopstrs had told.

'Did your father get in touch with him?' Austin ask 'He said he was going
to when | was talking to him the night you came leand said you couldn't

go.'

‘It wouldn't have done any good," Laine repliedcating how she had
broken out into a cold sweat at her father's suggethat he would ring Mr
Paterson in the morning.

'‘No, | don't expect it would," said Austin. And tvia broad hint, 'l expect
you're lonely now that your folks have gone.'

'Oh, | haven't had time to feel lonely yet," saarne quickly, barely pausing
to draw another breath before she was telling himd, forestalling what she
guessed was coming—a suggestion that he came rturikeep her
company. 'I'm feeling rather whacked, actually—en an eventful day.
I'm going to have an early night.'

'Oh,' disappointment was in his voice, then, gile you a ring tomorrow,
then, shall 1?"

'If you'd like to," said Laine. And getting hot werdhe collar as a sudden
terrible thought occurred to her, 'Only don't ring at work, will you.
They—er— don't like us to have personal calls.’

'Who's to know?' he came back. 'With you on thechkoard . . .’

'All calls have to be logged,' she put in quickiyenting, ‘incoming as well
as outgoing calls.’

"You're that honest!" he exclaimed.
If only he knew, Laine thought. 'l like to do mybjefficiently,” she replied.

Breathing a sigh of relief that she would not barhmeg from Austin again
for another twenty-four hours, Laine put down theme, squirming a little



about her blatant dishonesty in recent events @svent back to her baked
beans.

Not that she could regret any of what she had dom&s worth it to see her
father rapidly perk up when, after a tussle, hellessh persuaded that if only
he would lower his pride, the means were now adtgposal for him and
her mother to attend Tony's wedding. Even if it mdhat it might be years
before she saw Nanette and the baby, seeing th@neas shining in her
father's eyes as he had sworn to start saving itmgtenhe got back to repay
her, Laine could not regret it.

She'd had to go carefully, of course. Her mottarphe thing, was as sharp
as a tack. And for a start, she had had to kndé#tedt from her father's head
of ringing her boss. Austin had come in very uséfeh. Though of course
she had had to wait until he had gone home thditrgfore, a little
hesitantly it had to be admitted, she had told hethparents:

'‘Actually, Dad—Mum, |l—er—wouldn't mind too much—just the
moment—if | didn't—er—come with you to New Zealand.

Her hesitancy had been no act. Even if all hendiese for a good cause, she
didn't find it very easy to lie to them.

'‘Not mind!" Saul Balfour had echoed, startled. 'Bat've been looking
forwardto . ..

'l know," she'd said quickly, and had fought thenget the lie out
unblushing. '‘But—well, Austin ...'

Her father had caught on then. Her hesitancy wagiag in her favour, it
appeared, and he thought she was a little embad#asde telling them that
having started to date Austin, she was beginnirfgrim an attachment for
him.

'My little girl," he had said, gently teasing. 'Ydan't want to leave him—is
that it?' while her mother, who knew her bettenthayone, looked slightly
askance, and exclaimed:



'Austin Culver!'

Laine had thought her mother was going to be theersiticky proposition of

the two. But maybe because the time of her mailigint fvas drawing near,

nerves were attacking whenever she thought abpot imaybe because
when she wasn't worrying about flying the restaftme was eaten up with
the anticipation of seeing her new granddaughtesr, her disbelieving look

that her youngest child seemed to be romanticatiiiried to the last man
she would have thought of her falling in love wishe had nothing more to
say.

In the event, her father did not telephone her boss

And as time went on, Laine knew she could not dalaylonger in getting
her father to see that since she now no longeahgdise for her savings, he
might as well have her money.

Having spent most of the day rehearsing what sketdvaay, Laine was
more than pleased when during their meal that nitite visit to New
Zealand again under discussion, she had pushedabaiitg of blonde hair
from her forehead, and had brought out, as thobgtad only just thought
of it:

'Hey, what's the matter with you and Mum taking mgney to get you to
Tony's wedding?"

Her baked beans on toast demolished without henpany recollection of

eating them, Laine took her used utensils to thke and washed them up,
reflecting on the tussle that had gone on untiklgdzedtime. But she had
gone to bed happy, because by then, at long lastather's longing to see
Tony had seen him able to swallow his pride un@egrgersuasion that she
was family after all, and that many was the timeha past that she had
borrowed from him.

Now, she mused, thinking she might well have atyeaght after all, she
had only two problems. How on earth was she gointet Austin down
gently? It just didn't seem right, even if he waaware of just how useful he
had been, to abruptly drop him now that his usefsgrnwas at an end. Her



other problem was that of finding a job to tide beer until the temp who
had taken over her job departed in three monthg'ti

That she didn't have a job to go to had been sonetif a shock to her,
Laine admitted as she went and got ready for lhéhd been in her mind to
ring up Mr Paterson tomorrow and tell him that plms had changed and
that she did not need three months off after all.

But the day before yesterday, having, she ownedirtany other things on
her mind to give much thought to what Luckman'seaging to do without

a telephonist for three months, she had been intextito the young woman
who had been brought in so that she could showhieeropes.

And having met Rosalie Denton, learning more andenabout her sad
circumstances in the odd Iull here and there, tinae no way she could
deprive the young widow of the salary she had direspent on paper for
new clothing for her two young children.

Something will turn up, Laine thought as she gdb ibed, hoping she
wouldn't have the same difficulty Rosalie had tioédt she had experienced
in finding a short-term job to give her a finandiaéathing space.

Laine had just settled her head on her pillowskinig that she didn't mind
what sort of a job she did, that perhaps a charage being the telephonist
at Luckman's might do her good, when the instrursetthought she was
having a rest from rang.

Dratting, if it was Austin Culver again, that theledphone had ever been
invented, Laine pushed back the covers and godfdogd.

She was, she owned, feeling very slightly niggledshe picked up the
receiver, and her clear speaking voice, alwayhlichusky, part of the
reason she had been taken out of the post roontrandd for Luckman's
switchboard, had a touch of irritation to it as glage her number.

'Elaine Balfour?' queried a voice that definitelgsmot Austin's or, from the
merest trace of a foreign accent, any other Engigsheither.



'Speaking,' she replied, her husky tones mellowifityle as her interest was
aroused. Though not for long, for her caller wagtimg no longer than to
have confirmation that he had the right party, befthose tones hardening,
just as though he was used to bossing people arshadeard him say:

"You will be so good,signorina, as to transport yourself to Italy
immediately.'

Her first thought then was that it was Cristo ptayisome game with
her—though never had she heard Cristo soundingudmi@tarian—and
besides, Cristo's voice had nothing of the bitingldy that this voice had.

'Who, may | ask, have | the pleasure of speakirtgavshe replied at last,
sarcasm coming as she rejected any vague notiorotieaof Tony's mad
friends were playing silly devils.

But it was not a game, she very soon learned. Aerccaller had not been
made any pleasanter by her sarcasm. Though sheearly dropped when
tersely his voice came again, as he informed her:

'My name is Baldazare Forturini." And while she g blinking that she
was actually speaking to Cristo's cruelly unsyme@thbrother, he was
going on to command, "You will take the first flighossible," astonishing
her that he thought he could calmly order heratylin the same way he had
ordered Cristo back, when at the time Cristo haahldar from well.

"'Who thedickensdo you think you are?' she was questioning thed vath
some heat. And, not giving him time to tell here shshed in to tell him,
'You may have your brother jumping to obey your fi@@when | call”
bidding, signore,but don't you dare think for one minute that yan boss
me . ..

She had broken off, the heat leaving her as conseaose came to question
that even a man as autocratic as Baldazare Fanwuiddn't think he could
give his orders to someone he had never met, unkessad good reason to
think he would not meet up with any opposition.v@uld he? There was
only one way to find out.



'Why should | go anywhere?' she questioned shadntty, voice growing
snappy again lest he thought she was in any waggim to him. 'You have
no right ...'

'l have every right,' he clipped, causing her artigesoar that he wasn't
allowing her to finish. 'My brother Cristoforo il igravely ill.'

'‘And whose fault is that?' she flew back at hing itmcensed by what she
knew of him for that word 'gravely' to register peoly. 'If you hadn't been
so dogmatic in insisting, when you knew he wasl what it would be
better for him to die in his own country ..." Sudlye the word 'die’ had the
word 'gravely' at last registering, and her angsagpeared without trace.
‘Gravely ilI?' she queried huskily. 'You said Goigt—qgravely ill?'

‘The crisis is near," he told her, no emotion sMuice to give her a clue as to
how Cristo's condition was affecting him. But heswsucceeding in
astonishing her again, when, his voice level, Hd br, 'My brother is
calling for you.'

'He's calling for—me&?' she just had to question, sadness taking hisrgnip
even while she was thinking that if Cristo wasioglfor anyone, she would
have thought it would be Oriana, the girl he hadrben love with, and
probably still was in love with as far as she knew.

'You are wasting time.' That hard note was backnagiae heard. 'Do as |
say,' he was back to ordering. 'Take the next pfdae will . . .'

'l—can't,’ Laine broke in, her heartstrings beimgnt no anger in her now at
being ordered about by him.

But her pride was to be stirred when thunderinkltasinge her ears came
the words, nothing the matter with his familiantjth a language that was
not his own either, "You heartless bitch!" And asathat pride that had her
getting in there quickly before he could add anothsult, her traes gone to
be aloof:

'‘Not so much heartlessijgnore,'that aloofness needed for pride's sake as
she was forced to tell him, 'More penniless thaarttess, | assure you.'



She hadn't expected to be able to keep his instittay for long. But to hear
an explosion in Italian, before he had sufficiemmtrol to slam into her in a
language she did understand had aloof pride seits¢ @ray.'Did' he roared,
'that any woman should want paying to visit a haspvhere . . .’

'Paying?’' she exclaimed, anger flaring as she dushe'lt's not that | want
paymentatall. | ..

'Like hell you don't,” he refused to hear her dubave full proof that you
have been amply rewarded for your—favours.’

It was Laine's turn to explode. 'What the hell dm ynean by that?' she
blazed. 'I've never taken so much as a penny frdm .

'On top of everything else, do not call my brothdiar,' she was chopped off
arrogantly. And before she could fly in again, Beldre Forturini went on to

try to flatten her by gritting, 'l still hold thestter in which he requests |
advance him two thousand English pounds so theahenake you a gift for

your manykindnesses.'

'Kindnesses!" gasped Laine, latching on to the dasissed word, though
none of it made very much sense. But she only dasoene more of his
wrath as, tautly, he said:

'‘An old-fashioned term for what you and my brotpet up to, wouldn't you
say?'

Staggered at his nerve, Laine got as far as, 'Hmwe d .' before again she
was bluntly chopped off.

'l dare,’" he grated, 'because unlike you, | hawembeen ashamed of the
truth." And having given her that to chew on, aggien in every syllable,
Zare Forturini showed her just how unashamed ofrtith he was by telling
her, "It is precisely because | could see thatt@oso had been softheaded
enough to fall for a self-centred apology for a veanwho would take him
for every penny—if | allowed it—that | recalled hiwith all speed to his
homeland.’



Reeling at the thought that, by the sound of ig, 4laine Balfour, was the
reason for Cristo being so promptly ordered badialy, Laine saw that she
could argue until she was blue in the face and\ésbearing brother would
never believe her.

'‘And you were obeyed, weren't you?' she replieg@iha "That he was ill
made no difference to you. You .. .'

'l thought any risk was worth taking to get him svf@m the likes of you,'
burned her ears.

'‘Well, 1 hope you're satisfied,' she flared. 'Yaartainly got your wish in
getting him away from the likes of me—more than wigh,' she raced on,
more anger coming as what he had said sank in de¥pe not only have
Cristo away from my sort. But, ffouare to be believed, your brother may
well die in his own country.’

Who slammed the phone down first, Laine had no @fdanowing. Though
she was fairly certain, as some foul ltalian epitloeketed down the line,
foul she was sure even if she didn't compreheniat,his receiver had been
banged down too. But, stunned, for long momentsjsbiestared at the
instrument, the tingling of her blood still thecetell her that she had not just
dreamed the whole thing.

Minutes later, that certain sensitivity in LainesMaaving her appalled by
her parting remark to Cristo's brother. Surely husniove Cristo very much,
or why else would he so summarily summon him horherwhe thought

some fortune-hunter had got her claws into him?niist love him very

dearly, she saw, otherwise he would never havpheleed her to try and get
her to go to ltaly.

That, when Zare Forturini loved his brother, she habbed it in that it was
his wish that his brother should die in his own oy gave Laine long
moments of anguish in wishing that she had notisaid

It was no excuse to tell herself that having nmtikfor what she had heard
of him—and had been able to fill in for herself—dtef his phone call, that



his authoritarian way of speaking to her, or h&hlag out at her, had made
him any more endearing.

But she was not made to feel any better as sheaveddavhy on earth Cristo
had told him he wanted to give her a present ofttwoasand pounds! For all
Zare Forturini, with his abhorrence of lies, beédwthat Cristo had not lied
to him when telling him what he had wanted the nydoe, it was plain that

Cristo had done exactly that. They were a moneyedily, were the

Forturinis, but even so, until Cristo was ablertberit his own fortune, it

looked very much as though he was being made &i erithe money he
earned. Laine guessed then that Cristo must hawelfbving in England

expensive. Most likely he had run up a few billgamhere two thousand to
her was a whacking sum, Cristo must have let higsdpile up without

thinking about them too much, but had not wantedaufess that he had
overspent when asking his brother for an advance.

Laine returned to her bed with her spirits at ayJyew ebb. Everything in
her was saying that if Cristo was so ill, then shght to be rushing to his
bedside. Yet how could she go? She had given henizaall she could lay
her hands on, there just wasn't any way she cauégse up her air fare to go
to him.

Tossing and turning as she tried to get to sldepirged to convince herself
that it would make no difference to Cristo's chanmerecovery that she was
not there. In his delirium, she fretted, Cristo Idohave called out for
anybody. Driven by whatever gremlins were in hiadhas he fought his way
through the crisis, it did not necessarily meart tha person he called out
for was the person he wanted to see.

Laine had little sleep that night as in turns sleeried and prayed for Cristo.
But as dawn broke, every conceivable and inconbé&vaotion gone
through of how she could scrape together enougetder to Italy, she
finally laid the matter to rest when her head @éaa little and she realised
that even if she could find the wherewithal—andlanface of it that looked
impossible—there would be little point in making tiight. For apart from
knowing that Cristo had his home with his brotimea rural area in Tuscany,
she had no further idea of his address.



CHAPTER TWO

MARCH had given way to April when, in the early evenofghat Sunday,
Laine, stretched out on the settee and startedtioguthe days to her
parents' return.

They had been away a month now, and while she wanttthing more than
that they should enjoy every minute of their hojidaith her worries piling
one up on top of the other, she would not have edraeing her father walk
in through the door, and hear him ask, as occaltyona had in the past,
‘Now, what's your problem?'

Protected, as now she recognised she always hadblyeeer family—not
surprising, she supposed, since she was its youmgesber—she was
finding it hard that, for the first time in herdifiving alone, she had no one
there to turn to when her problems started to gebbhand.

Rosalie Denton had not been joking, she had fowheén she had told her
that temporary jobs were almost impossible to lget.the only work Laine

had so far been able to find had been a week's wbikh had ended

yesterday, in a poorly paid job as a run-about kg assistant.

So much for her optimistic 'something was bountuta up' thoughts of a
month ago, she thought glumly, and the memory efgfarse contents of
her purse did not make her feel any brighter.

Thank the lord she'd been able to get out of gtongetanothermotor-bike
scramble with Austin today, she reflected, seekiogfind alternative
thoughts from those on her impecunious state. Austas becoming a
positive pain. Yet because of the guilt she feltttet way she had so
unashamedly used him, she had not so far beert@bte it in her to say
'‘Goodbye' to him.

And what with Austin, her desperate need to findedemporary work, and
the constant nagging in her mind of whether poa@r deristo had made it
through his crisis, Laine owned that she was ridtle fed up.



Deciding to have a bath and an early night wheth Wwick, things might
look better in the morning, Laine left the sett€be only bright spot, she
considered as she ran her bath, was those hapgnglehe received from her
parents. Her mother was little short of ecstatmuathe baby. Never, Laine
realised, had there ever been a baby such asrtbisRage after page had
been written about her beautiful niece, so thagrafine glowing report,
Laine had actually found herself wishing that shesvin New Zealand
herself to see and to hold for herself this litHarvel of nature.

Not that she could ever regret her decision naaoshe thought, as she
stepped into her bath. The postscript her fatheddaed to her mother's last
letter, the joy that had come across that soon t@yld be in Australia
actually attending Tony's wedding, was all she eddd know that she had
been right to do what she had.

Her mind flitted to the postscript her mother hacked on after seeing her
father's reference to Tony's wedding. 'Can we exjoelsear wedding bells
for you and Austin when we return?' She hoped hether was joking.

She would have to use a load of tact when answéhnatgetter, she mused,
just in case her mother hadn't been joking. Pertiapsuld be better if she
didn't mention Austin at all. Perhaps then her p@renight start to get the
idea that he was not so important in her life adler

Soaping herself, Laine recalled other letters sitkwaritten to her parents.
Other letters in which another person had not lpefred to.

Cristo was back in her mind as he often was sihaegnarling phone call
from his odious brother. She had deliberately alat her parents about that
phone call either, or that barked accusation that&had given her two
thousand pounds. For how could she?

To tell her parents anything about it would meawvirngito tell them how ill
Cristo had been. And with her mother taking Cristdner heart and acting
like a mother to him too, she would be dreadfullyset not knowing
whether he had survived his illness. Nothing, Laiteeided, should be
allowed to mar this holiday that had so been lodkedard to.



The bath water going cold, she ran in more hot. Ath no particular
urgency to do anything, she lay back, thinking agas she had often done,
of that phone call from that ghastly Baldazare Eiamt.

He sounded just as awful as she had always thdughtThank goodness
she had never met him. He had been over to Englahdisiness a couple of
times while Cristo had been here. But, busy ast€had said his brother
always was, he had found time to see him, thoughsinall mercies be
grateful, Cristo had never brought him to meet fdraily with whom he
spent so much of his spare time.

Her bath water was growing cold again as Lainetsights became a
mixture of the bane of her life Austin Culver, sads for Cristo, and a
hearty dislike for his brother, and to thinking egdnat her mother could not
possibly have been serious with her suggestiorthiea¢ might be the sound
of wedding bells for her soon. When the notion caméer suddenly to

wonder if there was something wrong with her tkatfar, she had not met
any man she fancied enough to marry, Laine lefblaén.

Perhaps her mother had made her home too comferfabl her, she
pondered as, catching a glimpse of herself in théarbom mirror, she
stayed to study her wide deep blue eyes, her sléarand tendrils of damp
blonde hair that clung to her unlined forehead.

Or maybe it was that, having seen a whole armyasfys friends tramp
through the house, some of them unshaven and vgmepossesing when
viewed in first light sleeping on the settee, shald not get romantically
enthusiastic about men in general.

Wrapped in a towelling robe while she went into bedroom to unearth a
fresh nightdress, the thought came that at twemtylife should be more
exciting than it actually was. She had just exgd@ clean nightdress from
her chest of drawers when the front door bell went.

Oh God, was her initial groaning reaction, had mator-bike scramble
finished already? That it was only just dusk todat that Austin must have
galloped all the way to get there so soon on tliehahce that she would
invite him in.



He can jolly well wait, she thought crossly whea tiell pealed again, guilt
in her conscience not as strong as it had been sinemad thought of him
miles away; that guilt diluted by knowing that heaswvactually on her
doorstep.

As she was about to get dressed, the door bekgéal a third time, and she
had second thoughts. Perhaps if she went to the akbshe was, Austin
might see that she meant it when she said she aasghan early night.

Maybe that would convince him that he stood no ckasf coming in for a

cup of coffee and a chat.

Tightening the belt of her pale pink robe, guiliuraing to pin a smile she
didn't feel on her face, Laine tripped lightly dowe stairs just as the bell
rang for an imperious fourth time.

But the shape that met her gaze as she openedotirewdhs not the
leather-gear-clad gangling Austin at all! Even as $mile fell away as her
eyes registered a tall, dark-haired, dark-eyed msigely-suited man
standing there, no smile about his firm-lipped rhowither, Laine
recognised that if he tried from now to next yegeustin would never ever
look like this sophisticated-looking man.

Feeling oddly threatened as the dark stranger stbahd unspeakingly let
his eyes sweep from the top of her fair head arngbbed face to the tips of
her bare feet, Laine found she had to struggletbHer voice, when he did
not appear in any hurry to tell her what he wanted.

'Yes?' she questioned, her voice husky as it ndymals, but more so now
as that sensation of feeling threatened caughibyére throat. 'You—were
ringing the bell,’ she added, inanely she thouginize he knew that. But
nerves were attacking as she took in more of histoaratic patrician

features, the unbidden thought coming that he wbaldeally something if
he allowed that bronze-skinned face to crack imides

What she had expected him to answer, she was®t Maybe that he
wanted directions somewhere, she especulated, vierything about him
shouted that suburbia was not his usual habitatwBat he did say had her



eyes shooting wide, as in very slightly accentexd$ that scowl still there,
he said:

"Your voice is beautiful,’ his eyes steady now en flace, 'as is the rest of
you." And while that trace of accent was regisggrittalian if she wasn't
mistaken, he was completing what her natural igatice was trying to tell
her, by adding uncivilly, 'lt is a pity that my bher did not look beneath the
surface of you to your hard self-centred heart teefee became infatuated
with you.'

The name Baldazare Forturini was all that had torght down, before her
anxieties for Cristo this past month forced his adrom her lips.

'Cristo!" she said chokily, half in exclamation|fha a question to know
what fate had befallen him.

But no answer was forthcoming, just more of thenfilel supply of
aggression she saw Baldazare Forturini had atdnshand. For it was
sharply that he charged:

"You do not deny that my brother is infatuated witiu?'

Taking heart from the present tense of ‘ieenfatuated with you' he had
used, Laine was in no mind to answer his quesgdhsr.

'How is he?' she asked quickly, needing urgentlirtow that the young
man who had warmed the hearts of all of them irsthen months of their
knowing him was well. But fear was touching her iagahen all she
received for her trouble was a hard stare. 'He—stG+-he d-did get better,
didn't he?"

For her pains, Laine was on the receiving end afenaggression a®)io!"
he snarled. "Yowdareto pretendthat you care?'

'Of course | care!" Anger was stirring in her. Blie got no further than
flaring, 'l . . ." before she was cut off, as, tisn jutting, that dark Italian
barked:



"You care only because if he is dead then you kifnatvyour money supply
has died with him!'

Recovering from that, a second later her angeravoale gone soaring. But
suddenly she was seeing a reason for this arrogants aggression. And
her voice had gone choky again, when with no mbaa ta whisper, she
asked fearfully:

'He's—he's not—dead, is he?'

Fearing the very worst, all she received for anwenswas Baldazare
Forturini's steady stare. But it was in that monwdritigh tension, while his
eyes were taking in her every feature, that Laurgglenly came to to realise
that whatever it was this hard-eyed Italian had edotell her, the doorstep
was not the place for him to tell her of anythihagttconcerned anything
terrible about Cristo.

"You—had better come in,' she invited reluctanthat sense of feeling
threatened coming over her again as he followedirterthe worn but
comfortable sitting room.

His eyes going over her figure, curving and femenstill despite the

shapeless garment covering her, made her feelagiglye invited him to sit
down. She did not have a stitch on beneath her, ran she knew as his
eyes flicked to the valley at the vee of her cawgithat, worldly-wise, he

knew that.

'I'll go and put some clothes on," she murmuretlinguher robe closer about
her. 'l wasn't—expecting visitors.'

'Do not bother on my account,’ he replied coldig, Inok sceptical at her
statement that she wasn't expecting any visittieadeclined her offer to be
seated.

Since it did not look as though he would stay abtwe minutes, Laine
changed her mind about going to get dressed, hdpengooner to learn that
Cristo was alive and well—she just could not bediévat the so alive young
man could be dead.



But, expecting that when next Baldazare Forturipereed his mouth, it
would be to tell her about Cristo, she was agag@mngehow she could expect
only the unexpected from the aristocratic-lookitegian. For he was not,
she heard, going to tell her anything of what slaated to know until he
was good and ready.

"You live here alone?' he asked, his eyes leavangdido a quick survey of
the room.

It became obvious to her then that Cristo couldédn&nld him nothing about
her family. Had he done so, this man who was nawkiteg as though he
thought it wouldn't have hurt her to part with soofi¢hat two thousand she
was supposed to have received on some new cuktainkl have known
that she normally lived with her parents. But shedlamned if she would
apologise for her home.

‘At the moment, yes,’ she told him stiffly.

The small movement of his right eyebrow ascendiag all she needed
to'know that nothing she wanted to hear would dm®ooming her way.

"You are saying there has been no time for yongtall someone new since
Cristoforo moved out?' he asked insultingly. And Biyes going to her
towelling- covered breasts, 'With your charsighorina,surely not?’

Only by a short margin did Laine manage to keeptaeper. 'For your
information,signore' she told him tartly, 'your brother did not likiere.’

Her sharp reply was considered for one moment, heutwas not, she
discovered, backing one iota away from what herhade up his mind was
going on between her and his brother.

'Maybe he did not spend every evening with his h@adour pillow," he
conceded, 'but, from the little he has told meydw that it was with you he
spent most of his spare time.'

Laine could not deny that. Though it was more \thign Balfours as a family
he had spent his hon-working hours. But never hadcetbeen anything of



what Baldazare Forturini was suggesting betweerahérCristo. For at the
start, Cristo had been too lovesick for his Oriemao much as notice any
other woman. And by the time his pain had easeiellzad discovered that,
given he was a foreigner, he was no different framy of Tony's other

friends.

About to argue that the relationship between her@nsto was more like
that of brother and sister than anything else, e aunddenly brought herself
up short. Wonder was taking her that such was Ral#@a Forturini's
manner, having angered and frustrated her bothhat dame time,
astonishingly she had let him indulge in a weltemsults without finding
out the answer to the only reason she had invitedrin the first place.

'I'm not in the witness box,' she said to let hmow that she was not going
to answer any of his charges. But her voice begavetken when she went
on, 'So will you kindly tell me what has—happenetisto? How—he is?'

Dark eyes surveyed her as the man she now recalgassan opponent took
time to let his glance travel to where her blonde burved under at the fine
line of her jawbone. Then with his eyes fixed oadark blue of hers, finally
he deigned to tell her: 'His life hung on a veintiiread for a while. But he
is now out of hospital.'

Just like a bubble that had been pricked, so dmished speaking, every
scrap of anger left Laine. 'Thank God for thatg shid fervently. And her
relief was such that there was nothing she couldilatout the smile that
started from somewhere in the depths of her, arfdsad to part her warm
lips, as her mouth picked up at the corners and,seeing Baldazare
Forturini as an adversary but only as the bearghefbest of news, she
beamed a smile at him that was little short of ki&zuo see.

Indeed, so great was her relief that she was nmssdié the intensity of the
look from the man who had been aggressive with frmn the start;
mindless that his eyes were now fixed and heldhiay first smile he had
seen on her. Animosity with him, too, was forgottehat was until she saw
his brow come down, his scowl back just before loged to half turn from
her.



It was then that her smile began to fade. Theheasrned again to face her,
his expression telling her nothing of what was gaam behind that clever
forehead, she guessed he would be leaving—thougtshe felt, without
bestowing yet another uncomplimentary remark.

But, aware that she could be hot-tempered on amessiaine did not want
to be stirred into anger by him again. If anythigige saw that she should be
grateful that this busy man had gone out of his tegyut her fears about his
brother at rest—albeit he had taken his time alto@Quickly then, in an
attempt to forestall yet another insult which woskk her forgetting her
gratitude, she said:

‘Thank you so much for telling me what you havegn8re Forturini." His
arrogant stare told her he could do without hemkka'l know how busy you
always are,' she rushed on, still trying to avarirsult. ‘It was good of you
to spare the time . . .

'My purpose in coming to see you was sggnorina,out of the goodness of
my heart," he bluntly cut in to set her straight.

Stopped in her tracks, Laine was still determireekleep her temper. 'Well,
I'm grateful just the same,’ she told him, andeslen managed something of
a second smile. Though curiosity was startingito &bd as her faint smile
was noted and she saw the shrewd look that camme¢hase dark eyes, she
found she was asking, her chin tilting not a ljtt/as it just to hurl
offensive remarks at me that you tore yourself atkay whatever business
you have in my country?'

For a while she thought he was not going to so nasatondescend to reply.
But then, just as though he was summing up and dwe to some

conclusion, she was hearing that she had beertla pitevious in her

cheering that all was well again with Cristo now.

'My brother," she was told as the tall man werstémd over by the window,
'has been very seriously ill.'

'l know that," said Laine quietly, her anger fadasyshe saw how deeply
affected he must have been that Cristo had beateath's door. How,



man-like, he did not want any stranger to see emaoi his face as he
remembered how ill Cristo had been.

'What you do not know,' he said, not so hard anigalimg as she had
thought him she saw as he kept his back to hethaits Cristoforo is still
extremely weak.'

'Oh,"' broke from her. 'I'm so sorry,’ she saidlisea that Cristo must have
really been through the mill if a month after thisis had broken he was still
in -a state of exhaustion.

'Extremely weak,' he repeated, just as though atiebt spoken, ‘and . . .' he
paused, and just as though it went against then gmaisay it, '. .. and
desperately in need to see ysignorina.'

'He wants to seme?'

Her exclamation had Baldazare Forturini swinginging. ‘Is that so
surprising?' he questioned.

From her point of view it was. Surely Oriana wobklthe person he would
more likely want to see. Though Laine had to adbnisto had lost that lost-
love look during the months they had known him.

'‘Are you sure it's me he needs to see?' she askedyuite able to accept
Cristo being 'desperately in need' to see her. Frenpoint of view, if he
wanted to see anyone of the Balfours while he wekrfg so low, she would
have thought it would be her mother who had trehtedas one of her own;
who had fussed him and had done more than anyeat tb help him with
his sadness of heart when he had been low before.

'l am not mistaken,' she was curtly told, her deuhat it was her firmly
knocked on the head as he went on, 'My brothedbsasribed you to me in
detail. Do you know any other Elaine who has blohde and eyes, navy
like a crisp starry night sky?' he questioned, Whiefinitely ruled out her
greying, dark-haired, brown-eyed mother, Laine gidpas he went on, 'Do
you know another Elaine with a special husky qualftvoice which makes
a man desperate to hear it again?'



Her brow puckered. Had Cristo really said thathBes in his delirium he
had said it, she thought, though she had to concédethe only blonde-
haired Elaine | know—though my friends always cadl Laine. Did Cristo
call me Laine?' she queried.

'My brother is not making the progress hoped fbe'announced, her
guestion going unanswered, as with more importaimgs on his mind;
against his better judgment, it seemed, he enligliteher, ‘It is his
physician's opinion that by not seeing you, hi®vety is being retarded.’

Still not completely able to see how this couldlzEne knew only then that
since this man set so much store by the truth, tietruth must be what he
was telling her. And, her heart going out to Criagain, all she could think
was that if it meant so much to him to see herraghen if at all possible,
see her he would.

'Is he able to travel?' she asked, eager to ddibéowards his recovery.
'Perhaps a convalescence in England might . . .’

Harshly, when she was getting sick and tired of way Zare Forturini
continually butted in, Laine found herself chopmddagain, as once more
all aggression, he snarled:

"You are suggesting he moves in with you? Have rnyauheard a word .1
have said?'

"You said he was weak," she replied, trying natide at his tone, thinking
that to hire a special ambulance flight would noedk the wealthy
Forturinis.

'Extremely weak, was what | said,' he remindedsharply, and revealing
what he had seen in her remark, but which certdiaty not been intended.
'‘Apart from the temperament of your English climdte told her, 'l do not
think the exertions entailed in the resumption eing your lover will be
efficacious to his return to full strength.'As desped anew, there was no
chance then of Laine holding down her temper. t€t&s never been, my
lover," she threw at him angrily. But she was te 8t he was no more



ready to believe her than he had been, as, undhbgtéhe furious sparks
flashing from her eyes, sneeringly he retorted:

‘Nor do you think enough of him to go to Italy ®eshim, do you?'

Surprise at his question sent her anger away. Siseuncertain whether he
was merely having a go at her because she hadusio¢d to Italy at his

telephoned command a month ago, or whether he ¢mukiiggesting that
she go to Italy now. Though, on recalling his 'Myose in coming to see
you was not out of the goodness of my heart' of ardhort while ago, Laine
was seeing that loath though Zare Forturini mightdask anything of her,
with Cristo not showing any improvement, asking teego to his brother

must be exactly what he was doing!

'Er—it—isn't that | wouldn't go to Italy if | couJdshe answered his question
at long last, feeling a little awkward as that saieece pride which her
parents possessed attacked to prevent her framgtélim outright that she
was as broke as made no difference. 'lt's justlthaan't, at the moment.’

'‘Can't or won't?' came hurtling grimly back at &syleaving her in no doubt
that his 'heartless bitch' opinion of her had moprioved at all, angrily

sarcastic, he asked, '"You have work of vital imgace to the nation which
you cannot leavat the moment?’

Knowing she was going to go further down the scales estimation—'idle
layabout' about to be tacked on to her charge sHeaihe's chin tilted as
she told him defiantly:

'l don't happen to have a job at present.’

That did not appear to surprise him. But she wdsetr that he had not yet
done with his sarcasm, as, 'You have another tamdrione who has not
found the time to move in yet?' he challenged.

Holding fast on to her temper—that or thump him—+deaiclenched her
hands at her sides. 'l do have a—friend," shehiohdas coolly as she could,
Austin again coming in useful when pride demandhed this man shouldn't
know that she hadn't had what she would call agrdate since she had



decided to rope Austin into her scheming. 'Bug’ alded, still hanging on
to that cool note, 'he's no one | couldn't leaverhidd a mind to.'

'So what's your objection?' he rapped, his glovgeerpression telling her
that he did not think very much of her intimatidrat she would drop her
men friends whenever it suited her. 'Are you waitior me to offer to pay
you to go and see Cristoforo?"

With difficulty, Laine held back on the urge to mimhis head. 'Don't be
disgusting,’ she told him disdainfully. Pride wédsela banner before her
then, as she went on to let him know that not aifpénny would she take
from him to go on an errand of mercy—but only fer ko come a cropper
on her high horse when hauteur had her unthinkitedlyng him, 'Had | any
money, | would be offering to payouto take you and your objectionable
self to the remotest part of the . . .

"You are without fundssignorina?’he came in to sharply slice off her word
‘universe'.

Inwardly groaning that she had no one to blamehieuself, Laine did the
best she could to recapture her disdain. 'Tempgyashe said loftily. And
hoping that she had conveyed that her bank had smméuled up her
account but that as soon as they had sorted ountigglle she would be
flush again, she felt better able to try and put hight in his belief th”t she
had no heart. 'Were that not the case, | wouldhesitate to go and see
Cristo as you suggest.' Purposefully then, she veetite sitting room door
and with an airy disdain about her, she pulledidew'Perhaps when next
you see your brothesignore,'she said, giving him a superior look from
beneath her long lashes, 'you will give him my love

For perhaps five seconds the autocratic Baldazartifini di Montonasco
did not move. Then Laine was to find that her disd@as a poor thing by
the side of his. Moving swiftly, he was suddenlyéoing over her as he
looked down at her, and he was wasting no more titee on the likes of
her, as he let her know that he was nobody's mgssen



'Give your love to him yourself,' he told her igilutting through her show
of pride as, all decisive, he gritted, 'Perhapsilitnot hurt youtoo much to
accept a flight ticket from me.’

You'll pay my air fare?' she questioned, knowihgttif she had been
bluffing in her haughty statement that she woultlhesitate to go to Cristo
if she had the wherewithal, then her bluff was geiwell and truly called.

'‘Be packed and ready to leave at ten tomorrow mgrhwas his concise
answer—he did not wait for her to see him out.

Five minutes after she had heard the front doon "hut, Laine was still
sitting in the chair she had slumped into. Hadrsladly agreed to go to Italy
tomorrow? she had to wonder. Had she indeed—stiler bathrobe—been
entertaining that autocratic, aggressive brutdlatTdough from what she
remembered of it, entertaining was precisely whaad not been.

She wasn't going, of course, she thought anothemfiinutes later. With all
that devil thought of her, nothing in the world vidiave her accepting so
much as a bus ticket from him, let alone an aiflicket.

Determined then that whoever the head of the Hartempire sent to take
her to the airport in.the morning, she was not g@nywhere, Laine had to
own to a flicker of something she could not namkeeatdecision.

Surely it wasn't disappointment? A moment latensas having to own that
however much she had hated everything that fierdl dead to her, it

certainly hadn't been dull while he was around., Batmembering how
earlier she had been thinking that at twenty- theodhould be more exciting
than it was, she was then of the opinion that eftito, she by far preferred
the little rut she looked like settling in untiligarents returned.

Thoughts of the early night she had been goingatee lwere pushed from
her mind when, knowing she'd be lucky if she skpll that night, Laine
went and made herself a warm drink.

Cristo came into her thoughts then, and she waklgahad safely made it
out of his crisis. But by the sound of it, he stifld a long haul in front of



him. Though now that his brother was no longerelterbreathe fire and
fury at her, it seemed odder than ever that shaldhme the one Cristo so
desperately wanted to see!

Aware that she had been pacing up and down onlywshe found herself
by the telephone when it shrilled, Austin, Laineught, was all she needed.
But because she knew full well that if she didn&wer it, Austin would be
round full pelt to see if she was all right, witlsigh she picked it up.Feeling
far from 'all right', she heard that it was Austms breath in his fist as he
told her that he had raced home from the motor-Bik@mble with the
thought to get cleaned up before he came roundeder.

‘Actually, Austin, I'd rather you didn't come royntlyou don't mind," she
heard herself find the courage to say.

You're going to have another early night?' he dsg&ing her self-respect
in her twenty-two years and her dull existence jasently something of a
hefty nudge that by the sound of it, even Austoutiht she must be a tired
old thing to want to see so much of her bed.

'‘No, I'm not, actually,’ she replied, not a lititetated with the picture of
herself he had presented her with. 'But | am rablisy at the moment.’

'‘Busy!" he repeated, sounding stunned that she¢agasusy to see him.
‘That's right,’ said Laine, her heart startingritna as the excitement that had
been lacking in her began to make up for lost titn@gave some packing to
do.’

'‘Packing?Where on earth are you going?'

'‘As a matter of fact,’ she replied, outwardly caltm going to Italy—but
only for a few days.’



CHAPTER THREE

STARING at the small suitcase reposing on her bed, Laias wtill
wondering, as she had ever since she had awakleaeohorning, was she
being a complete idiot?

Yet another glance at her watch showed that there still fifteen minutes
to go before she would find out if Zare Forturimidhmeant it when he had
commanded, 'Be ready at ten'.

Would eleven o'clock see her unpacking that snaaé@ Last night she had
thought her visit would be of a few days' duratiahthat. But in the clear
light of day, she was growing more and more of dpeion that she
wouldn't be going anywhere at all.

And about that, she did not know whether she wasl gr sorry. The
excitement that had stirred in her blood last nigtdt urging in her to live
dangerously, to come out from under that safe semantle of protection
which though for the most part going unnoticed hldays been provided
by her family, was far from her that morning.

Not that going to Italy to see a sick friend could termed 'living
dangerously', she thought, as she flicked anotleencg at her watch.
Perhaps it was just that crossing swords with Fimitgenior had made it
seem that way. She had to admit that standing Upmodefinitely stirred
something in the adrenalin. He certainly knew howraw her anger, at any
rate!

Again wondering if he had been serious, glad tlkadme would know what
a fool she had been to pack if he had not beemelLagain went over her
conversation with him—though to her mind, it haéenore of a one-sided
slanging match. She recalled the way he had soomgouight when she had
thanked him for coming to tell her how Cristo wAsd she had to own,
from what she knew of him, that he should come lguceorder her to Italy
made more sense than that he should call to give pegress report on his
brother.



Which had to mean he was truly concerned aboutdXikealth. For with
all the terrible things he thought her—money-grualgbaind with lovers by
the score, to hear him tell it—in normal circumsias he would be more
likely to fumigate the air around her before he lgdat her anywhere near
Cristo.

That thought alone told Laine that, no matter hawdhhe had been on
Cristo—and in her view transferring him from Italpd away from Oriana
had been terribly cruel—Zare Forturini loved histher.

Which thought made her unsure again. For, recalliagphone call a month
ago when he had made no bones about telling hehth&ole purpose in
recalling Cristo had been to get him away from ¢latches, she was left
wondering if that love would prove strong enoughtthgainst his better
judgment he should supply an airplane ticket far nth an exact opposite
purpose in mind—that purpose of sending teeCristo! A minute later,

Laine had her answer.

When, with still three minutes to go before thecklstruck ten, the sound of
the door bell shrilled through the silent house, jsimped like a scalded cat.

Her thoughts chaotic, not at all sure she wouldvedtome even dull Austin
being on the other side of the door, Laine desadnte stairs with a
hammering heart as she visualised Austin, somefighauor taxi driver
there, or even Zare Forturini himself come to peatly make sure that she
stepped on to that plane.

Though it wouldn't be Zare Forturini, she discodntas she reached the
front door. He was much too busy to see to sucmallghing as putting
Laine Balfour on a plane. It was obvious that he wmaEngland on business
only, but had taken time out to come and see Istriight. He certainly
wouldn't have any more time to spare for the likéder, she could be
positive on that.

But in that assumption, as she pulled back the,damne discovered that
she was very wrong. For it was none other than Earéurini who stood
there, lounge-suited and as sophisticated as asehng stared unspeaking
and waited to be invited in.



"You were serious, then?' The words had come htyftom her as, her heart
racing madly, she knew she would not be unpackiag) tase upstairs, at
least, not until she reached Italy she wouldn't.

'You are ready?' he asked shortly, superbly iggdnigr question, a fine look
of impatience about him as she stood back and dmpetl through the
doorway.

'My—c-case is upstairs,’ she stammered, nervesgdtt her at the last
minute as, realising that he had indeed been serghe began to get cold
feet.

"You wish me to collect your case for you?' he tjoesd, to her mind
impossibly arrogant as without waiting for her asswe went striding
towards the stairs.

'l can get it,’ she said, speeding after him, argjegady starting to
ignite—and he hadn't been in the house a minuta! duite capable of
carrying my own luggage,' she told him haughtily.

God, what a man! she was thinking, up in her roblsed to giving his
orders, he couldn't wait a minute, could he? Wwlneedn't think she was
going to jJump, every time he called 'jump’. Notttblae was likely to see him
again once he had dumped her at the airport.

But that thought, the thought that once she had gaodbye to him she
would then be on her own, made her realise thhempreoccupation with
would she or would she not be making the trip, Bhd given not one
thought to what she would do when she got to Italy!

It was quite possible, of course, that arrangemleadisbeen made for her to
be met at the airport, but what if those arrangeseuled up?—things like
that happened sometimes. What if she wasn't beetduat was expected to
find her way on her own? She had money for neittaén nor taxi! Not so
much as a single coin in Italian currency did sheshwith which to make a
phone call or try to catch a bus.



As she was taking her case from the bed, anothefyiog thought struck.
With Zare Forturini hating one Laine Balfour likeipon, was it likely he
would countenance her putting up for so much asnigite under his roof?
Naturally she would be going to his home to visits®. But, with that
tyrant downstairs thinking she was panting to spéme night sharing
Cristo's bed, she'd like to bet anything that reerhade arrangements for her
to stay in some hotel—and who was supposed toqrapét?

Laine picked up her case and left her room. ButtidreZare Forturini was
impatient to get rid of her or not, she saw vepadly then that before she so
much as set one foot outside the security of herdyavhether he thought
she was again on the make—and knowing him, thatexastly what he
would think— she was going to have to bring up tlheadful
subject—money!

Impatience was stamped on every part of him agihgalown the stairs,
she saw he was more or less in the same placesdhefhhim. "You have a
passport?' he thought to ask, his hand coming aeihaatically to relieve
her of her case as she reached him. 'We do nottoesihp to get you a
twelvemonth one?' he questioned, already on hista#ye door.

Her non-answer had him turning, to see that shabachoved from the foot
of the stairs. 'l have a new ten-year passporg'replied huskily, pride
forming a barrier between her and her need tohgetrtoney situation sorted
out before she went a step further. 'As yet," stlayegd, 'my passport is
unused.’

"You were thinking of going somewhere?' he questipras aware as she
was that people just didn't apply for passportdheut any intention of
leaving their own country.

'It was not my intention to go to Italy when | ajgpl for it,’ she said, trying
for sarcasm, but only to discover he would alwaggehan answer ready for
her.

"You could have gone far on the two thousand poumgbrother gave you,'
came bouncing back.



'Cristo never . . ." she started to storm, theradne pumping. She stopped,
seeing the opening her pride had been lookingTatking of money,' she
went on, wanting any other conversation but the sime was about to
embark upon, 'since | have neither lire nor trarsllcheques, would you
mind telling me how I'm supposed to pay my hotéPbi

"Your hotel bill?* he queried, to annoy her. Hewrfall well what she was
talking about, damn him!

'l haven't even the price of a—a cup of coffeeg stade herself go on,
sounding more and more to her ears as though skeaskdang him for
money. 'How— just how am | supposed to get wheneglbing when my
plane lands?' she asked, sticking grimly in thémd as another thought
struck, 'And that's another thing—wheam | going? That is," she thought
she had better let him know that as yet it wasalicgo cut and dried as he
obviously thought, 'if I'm going at all.’

'You are prepared to let Cristoforo waste awaythar sight of you?' he
rapped angrily, not liking, she saw, that she labkebe throwing a spanner
in the works.

But in having had to accept that Cristo for sonasom had a real need to see
her, the intimation that Zare Forturini thought skas the last word in
callousness had her back-pedalling a little.

It isn't that I—don't want to see him," she saidgd saw immediately from
the dark frown she received that that didn't pldaseeither. 'But—but you
must see how—how I'm placed. | don't know if I'mnigemet or—or if |
have to make my own way, and .. .'

Zare Forturini leaving her and going to open tlomfrdoor had her breaking
off and staring after him. But she was positivedgiging when, holding the
door wide with every expectation of her going tlgbut, he said:

'Do not concern your beautiful head about mosegnoring' and while she
was wondering if he was being sarcastic, 'Everghio do with your
accommodation has been settled. As for who will tnyee— there is no
need for you to worry about that either. | shalhieking the trip with you."'



It must be the sheer force of his personality, edhought some while later.
For she had no clear recollection of intention#gving the stand she had
taken at the bottom of the stairs. Yet here sheinvtee car beside him, with
all the signposts she had seen telling her that there headed in the
direction of Gatwick airport.

Or perhaps it was just the shock of knowing thaeZaorturini was to be her
travelling companion that, stunned, she had mdekiyhe house to take the
front passenger seat of the limousine parked aeitsid

Thank goodness the back door of the house wasdpske mused, as the
car sped on. Wouldn't the unsmiling, unspeaking almer side just love it
if she'd had to tell him to turn the car aroundske could go back and lock

up!

A hint of a smile started up inside her at thautta. And it was then that
she realised that the anger and frustration imbamst the bossy brute must
have mellowed. Even annoyance she should havefbelng that she had
to put up with him throughout the flight was a n&iarter, she found. For
how could she continue to be annoyed with him whisrtoncern for Cristo
must be so great that he was cutting short hisnkbasiand journeying to
Italy too?

He had probably worked far into the night the sodoeget back to the
brother he loved, she found herself thinking. W@&histo not making
progress he would not want to be away from homéofmtong. It must have
cut into his work too, to snatch an hour out ofthusy Sunday to call at her
home, she thought. Not that he had wanted tostedlwas under no illusions
about that. But Cristo had come first, even if Zaoeturini must be hating it
like hell that having sent Cristo away because & fallen in love with
someone he deemed unsuitable, he was having toagdrbear it as he
placed him in the clutches of a female who, hyrtglhim that she had not so
much as the price of a cup of coffee, must haveanga to be asking him
for a handout.

Not liking that thought, Laine had something elsgin her thoughts on in
that they had reached the airport. But in thinkimat it would take her an



hour to sort out which of the many check-in postieshould present hers
elf, she was soon seeing that her companion was anseebsaveller.

Her case weighed in, her boarding card in her haedgelbow was gripped
and she was being directed to yet another areze Her passport was
checked, her person checked electronically forpaoftibited article, as was
her shoulder-bag, and before she had filed awathedle new experiences,
that firm hand was at her elbow again and she weasgbmarched into a
waiting aircratft.

Trying to make it appear as though she too flewiadahe world whenever
matters arose which just could not be dealt witbrdte telephone, Laine
leaned back in her seat and closed her eyes gslahe took off. Some
people said flying was boring, others exciting, hmther frightening. But
Laine felt just numb. Because it was then thatreh#sed that it was too late
for her to change her mind about wanting to livagdaously. It was only
then that she saw that from now until she returntee@&ngland, she had
committed herself to the dictates of the brutismmsiiting next to her!

They had been in the air some time before she camna her numbed sense
of apprehension to remember that in all the maleypsmoments, when she
had meant to ask how Cristo was this morning, sttertot done so. It went
without saying that Zare Forturini would have platough a call to Italy
before he had come to collect her. Which meant@nisto could not have
made any improvement, otherwise she could be odtiat she wouldn't be
sitting in this aeroplane now.

She turned on a sudden impulse. 'Mr . . .' sherhegyad felt angry with
herself, with him, hating him and the arrogant eayturned his unsmiling
head.'Signore . . .5he started off again, but only to be interrupted:

'l should not like my brother to see the hostiljgu feel for me," he said

coolly, obviously not missing, but uncaring perdbnaf, the daggers he

saw in her eyes. 'His way from now on must be wittatress. Perhaps,' he
suggested, 'you will practise from now until weharat our destination, in

calling me Zare.'



Like hell she would! Though Baldazare, since she Waund to call him
something in Cristo's presence, was rather a malygife thought, thanking
him for nothing as it dawned on her that it was ertbian about time that she
knew exactly where she was going to rest her heatchight.

‘Talking of our destinationsign. . ." She didn't correct it, the name Zare
refusing to leave her lips. 'Would you mind tellinge exactly where I'm
going?'

His reply, '‘Bologna,’ had that old familiar urgesit about him starting up
again.

'l know that,' she told him tartly, not liking at all that he nhbg baiting her,
since she'd have to be dimmer than dim not to hesksed by now that
Bologna was where the plane was heading. Thougieoond thoughts, ‘Is
Bologna where Cristo is?' she asked, a shade gliaglshe tried to conjure
up a map of Italy. Surely Bologna was to the noftilorence. Cristo, she
was sure, lived to the south of that beautiful!city

"You cannot wait to get to him?'

The query had come sharply and Laine was angrynagiamade him no
more endearing to her to know that he thought shudda't wait to get to
Cristo to see what extra pickings there might bgdalong with the two
thousand pounds she was already supposed to hzereas.

With difficulty, she controlled her desire to suggéhat she wouldn't miss
him if he wanted to inspect the outside washrobmerely want to know
where I'm going,' she said, expanding in the samevoice. 'l have an idea
that Cristo lives somewhere between Siena and fideréut . ..'

"You are maintaining still that you have no ideaaly where?' Stubbornly
she refused to answer, and realised he was oeettlensome response from
her as he jibed, 'You let him—escape—without fiditaining his
forwarding address?’

God, was he asking for it! Laine fumed. In frontamf aircraft almost full to
capacity was he pushing his luck! 'Had | known wehgour brother lived,



signore,'she told him, her temper straining at the leash-edidd take a
running jump before she would call him Zare, 'l Webhave made every
effort to enquire as to his wellbeing after you péd saying how gravely ill
he was."'

"You have never heard of directory enquiries?'diked abruptly.

'l ..." she halted. 'Is that how you found my nentshe asked.

'Itis how | found your address. | rang every Eslglielephone number in my
brother's diary until an Elaine answered the numibeside the name
Balfour. It was a small matter to get the addréss fitted your telephone

number.’'

Accepting that to search in Cristo's diary wasghiekest way to find some
clue to the girl who in his delirium he had beewvimg for, Laine reasserted
herself.

'‘But | didn't so much as have Cristo's telephonalyer,’ she protested. But
she could see she could have spared her breagw&i she said, thinking

him the most frustrating, aggravating man on e&tu still haven't told me

where we're going.'

He gave her a look that told her he was not aligd up with her. Then,

perhaps judging from her stubborn look that he Wwadt no peace until he
had told her what she wanted to know, he said:

'We are going to my home—where else?"

'‘And your home is where Cristo is?' she persigtezlbit between her teeth.

'Si," he replied shortly, turning his head from her fa® iconvey that the
conversation was over.

'And that is—where?"

Arrogantly, he turned his proud head. 'Valgaro $aiel curtly.



'Which is somewhere in between Florence and Siena?"
'What a little terrier you are!" he commented.

But suddenly his mouth was showing a faint quigkthreough against his will
he found her amusing. Then, to her surprise, whethaot he thought she
already knew what he was about to tell her, heret@sting to reveal:

'In actual fact my home is much nearer to Siena ths to Florence. But,'
he paused, pride about him still and—was it lovehie home that had that
cold look leaving his eyes?—"although the travegiliwolved is not always
convenient, it is where | like to live.'

All her antagonism against him suddenly evaporaiéuds place Valgaro
must be some place, she guessed, since it appeaneds ready to put up
with any inconvenience to live there. But before shddcask how far it was
from Siena, he was telling her, 'We are descendary] as though he
thought her hands were paralysed, without more lelevas bending to
fasten up her seatbelt.

That Bologna airport was only tiny in comparisorihwGatwick was about

all Laine had time to note. For no sooner had thiaine come to a stop than
her tall sophisticated companion had whisked heih the control points

and outside to where a limousine similar to thelombad driven in England
awaited them.

But then, strangely, where other lItalian traffieised to be tearing around,
Zare Forturini appeared in no particular hurrygaah their final destination.

This was borne in on her when, after a couple afrb@f passing through
town and countryside, without bothering to aski svas hungry, which she
was not, he pulled the car into the forecourt sfreart-looking hotel, only

then thinking to tell her:

'We will dine here.'

'l ate on the plane,” she reminded him, just ineciésput him out of
countenance that she didn't have much of an appetit



'You enjoy airline meals?' he enquired, alreadyetisly her inside the
building.

From that she guessed he thought she was a coemoifsameals served on
the various airlines. She didn't think he wouldédes her if she told him that
that afternoon's meal was the first sample sheld ha

It was typical of his high-handed methods, she gihouthat he ordered for
her. Not that she would have understood the Itati@mu, but it wouldn't
have hurt him to consult her.

'Eat well," he instructed, when she had finisheel&cious soup and had her
main course before her. 'l told Anna-Maria not eohler with a meal for us
tonight. Though of course,' he added in the manhére perfect host, that
faint quirk of a smile almost making it again, 'skidl be able to find you
something to fill a hollow corner if you are hungvihen we arrive.'

Thinking that if she ate all that was before hez slould still be full this
time tomorrow, his mention of Anna-Maria broughtb#he memory of the
many conversations she had had with Cristo.

'‘Anna-Matria,’ she said, taking a sip of the winedszort had poured for her,
and not certain if she liked it, 'she's hour hoesgler, isn't she?'

'My brother has told you of her?' he enquired, éxpression for the first
time, she saw, not darkening when Cristo cameth@aonversation.

Laine nodded, taking another sip of her wine anadkithg how much the
flavour was improving the more her palate got useid 'From what | can
remember, | think Cristo has a soft spot for Ankaria.’

‘The same can be said of my housekeeper,' he usb#iciently to tell her,
his manners a vast improvement, she noted, novitiagitwere surrounded
by people who could witness his impatience with Heton't think it would
be an overstatement,’ he went on, 'to say that fhentime he was a baby,
Anna-Maria has doted on that young man.’



With Zare Forturini putting aside his dislike ofrhehile they were in
company, Laine ploughed through what she coulcofireal. She observed
that they looked- just like any other couple antithe antagonists that they
were as she learned that both Anna-Maria and B&rsingelina worked
for the Forturinis at Valgaro. Anna-Maria, she digered as her host stayed
on his best behaviour, was a widow. Though Ang&ihasband was alive
and well, and also was employed at the house.

Darkness had fallen when they came from the héiad, when they were
on their way again, Laine guessed that though stsesil clear-headed, the
wine must be responsible for the fact that shefegling a little sleepy.

The purr of the car was having a soporific effed, tshe thought, as a few
miles farther on she found it was an effort to keepeyes open.

Her last waking thought was that she still hadskieal how Cristo was, but
that she had no need to ask. Though oddly, sinoeuse still be very low or
she would not be on her way to him, Zare Fortuwiasn't exactly putting his
foot to the floorboards the sooner to see for hifrte@wv his brother fared,
was he?

A hand, a warm gentle hand stroking down the sifleher smooth
unblemished cheek, brought Laine awake, and shieedahat the car had
stopped. Her next realisation as she opened herwege that the feel of a
warm gentle hand caressing her face must have pagnof some safe
secure dream of which she had no recollectiontit@ne was nothing warm
or caressing in the cool voice that came to hetaae Forturini moved her
from where she had fallen against his shoulder,aambunced:

'We have arrivedsignorina?

Shaken to discover that she had been using him falow. Laine came
rapidly awake. 'I'm sorry,' she began to mumble,dyuthen he was out of
the car, her apology going unheard as he collettteid cases, his a small
one like hers, she had noted, then ushered heh&wena porch light was
beaming out a welcome.



Laine's head then became a confusion of impressisrtbey went into a
wide hall and, her eyes adjusting to the light, s two plump ladies very
similar in appearance come forward. Then as Zaleeaded the two women
in a fast flow of Italian, she saw that a man sdiftyeto sixty years old was

following in their wake.

Picking out Cristo's name in what Zare was saysige saw that in his
sudden urgency to know how his brother was, hecidhort any greeting
the trio would have made.

Not knowing any Italian, she was left to glean wsla¢ could of the latest
report on Cristo's health from their faces as, ligltning, Italian flew back

and forth. Then as Zare's enquiries were answeygohrently, Laine had
been able to glean very little save that one of wleenen had a gentle
expression on her face when she replied somethimguta'Signor

Cristoforo'.

Her assumption that this one must be Anna-Mariagaorrect when, his
good manners surfacing, her host introduced hit #ta she shook hands
with each one in turn, the question Laine wantedstoof, 'How is Cristo?'
was delayed. And by the time English and Italiaomtio you do's' had been
exchanged, she was still no nearer finding out hewas.

For with Anna-Maria, Angelina and Giuseppe stiliraling there, Zare
Forturini changed swiftly to English and was tadliher, his expression
showing none of how the news of Cristo had affedted:'Come with

me—I will take you to your room.’

Laine hared up the stairs behind his long-leggedest, purely because she
had too. Annoyance flicked her that, when he meastwhat she had been
about to ask, Zare Foriurim was back to being tighded again.

Not that she could take any exception to the roewas already standing in
when she panted in after him, for it was palatral aeautiful. No expense
had been spared on thick carpeting or in the righishings. Feminine

touches had been added here and there, evidenteel red that had been
turned down to expose the fine handmade lace tigggcethe bedlinen.



But, while she owned that the turned-back bed @t inviting, it was not,
Laine fumed, for her own comfort that she had deenight there.

'Signore. . ." was as far as she got before, back to chgpyer off again, he
cut in:

'‘Anna-Maria will arrive shortly with some refreshmiefor you. Then,
signorina,you may climb into your bed and finish off theegeyou began in

'l do not wish to climb into my bed." How satisfgiit was to chop him off
for a change! But he was in there again beforecsldd take more than a
moment's pleasure from her feeling of satisfaction.

"You do not like your room?' he questioned, wroiogting her so that she
was on the defensive, when on the defensive was/hete she wanted to
be.

'It's not that," she found herself saying. Themds delightful,’ she added,
knowing that having seen her rather threadbare hbmenust know that.
But pride that anyone might look down on her hoawen if there had been
nothing about him to suggest anything of the doaitj her anger flaring.
Abruptly she came off the defensive to declare eggvely, 'l want to see
Cristo.'

The darkening of his expression, even if it waglyahat Cristo should see
her with all haste that she had been brodighite,told Laine that not only

washe still hating the necessity of putting his brotimeher orbit again, but

that her manner of speaking to him had mlaideangry withher.

Though if she had made him angry, then what ZareiFoi replied sent the
heat in Laine rocketing to be boiling hot fury.

'Perhaps it is that you are missing something fyaor lover,' he snarled,
taking an aggressive pace forward, his chin jut@ssghe added without
apology, "You must be desperatgnorina,that before you have been in my
home five minutes, you cannot wait to know his ramhat you may climb
in between the sheets with him!



Staggered, Laine could not believe what she wasingeaBut he was
making her believe she had heard what she thobghtad, and succeeded
in sending her fury soaring when, only a pace aveiyl, no nearer to
looking apologetic, he reminded her savagely:

'Have you forgotten—I have already told you—my hsgtis not yet strong
enough for such—antics."

Crack! Her hand starting to sting told Laine shd hest served Baldazare
Forturini di Montonasco what he had been askingt@r since she had first
heard the sound of his voice. But, his fury onltdose at being served such
a vicious swipe, as fierce hands shot out to takealhms in an unbreakable
grip, Laine knew she was not going to be alloweddbaway with it.

'So | was right!" hissed through his clenched teeth

‘Thereis an excess of passion in you!" And with a fire lmgnin his dark
eyes she found frightening, he jerked-her closegaupim as he gritted,
'Permit mesignorina,to help you work off some of that passion!

And before she could attempt to stop him, the gas abruptly blotted out,
and in the next moment fierce angry lips had clairners.

With his arms like iron bands around her, Laingisggles to be free proved
useless. Kiss after punishing kiss he pressed ombeth, refusing to let her
move a fraction out of his crushing hold.

How long it went on, Laine had no idea. But sudgewhether he became
aware of her breasts crushed up against his chesinadoing so that he
might be causing her pain, while keeping her firndyhim, he released
sufficient pressure to let her breathe. Then it thias the tenor of his kisses
began to change.

And all at once Laine was forgetting to be angryisThew, gentler way of
his kissing her was having the strangest effechen His hold, almost
tender now, was making her body react in the mestilpar fashion, so that
she was no longer straining to get away from himdb@ining to get even
closer to him!



When suddenly Zare ceased that sensual movemérg ofouth over hers,
then abruptly put her from him, Laine was littleoghof incredulous to
discover that she had actually beespondingo him!

He knew it too! He did not have to say anythingstJihat look in his
experienced eyes as he stood back and withoutd, goietly looked at her,
was all she needed to know that he knew all abdoeitemotions he had
triggered off in her.

And that made her absolutely livid. Furious withrdedf, furious with him,
all the hate she was capable of was in her theumat Zare had been able to
do to her. Her colour scarlet, her only defenceimalgtting that anger spill
over.

‘Two of us can play at that game!" She went inttddyahoping for her pride's
sake that he would think her response had beeningotimore than
play-acting. 'So now we've got that charade oth@fvay—both of us being
punished for our actions—you can either do as edsknd take me, this
minute, to see Cristo— or,' she said, startingébd hetter, 'you can jolly well
take me straight back to the airport!

To have the arrogant devil rock loftily back on Imeels when she had
thought she had just gained the uipper hand wadmber way of thinking,
the way it was supposed to go at all. But, hadsitdeared another attempt
to exorcise her excess of passion if she took anaving at him, Laine
knew, as she felt a fresh impulse to thump hint, tinat was exactly what
she would have done. Though that feeling was t@degnd leave shock
only in its place, when coolly, not a dent in hime, drawled:

'You, Signorina Balfour, have just got to be jokifigou think | am going to
drive all the way back to the airport again.' Anlile it was fast sinking in
that when it came to upper hands, then it wasa'tdio was holding it, "You
are here in my home,' he added, 'and here, l@tlg, Iwithout lire to pay for
even a cup of coffee, is where you will stay—uhghy differently!

Made speechless by what he had just said, her ggasy wide as
recognition hit that instinct had been right to mdler feel threatened that



first time she had seen him, Laine still had notid her voice when, with an
insincere smile, Zare Forturini quietly walked éut.



CHAPTER FOUR

LAINE opened her eyes on Tuesday to a morning that peahto be sunny.
But the mood she had awakened in was far from sunny

Late and long had she mutinied against® the imptessiare Forturini
before sleep had claimed her. But, as she gotfdagintending to take the
quickest of showers, she was not at all surprisdmd that she still had not
done with laying her tongue to names for that paldir man.

Faint sounds from below told her that she was hoase of early risers.
Well, she was an early riser too, and since shawgsing to stay a moment
longer than she had to, to her mind the soonestreed making plans for
her return flight, the better.

Not that she was going to waste her time approgchane Forturini for her
return ticket to England. But wasteful though igiti be when, hating her
and all he thought she stood for, she could bairehe had not booked her
ticket for one way only, she was going to ask thabgant swine for
nothing. She wouldn't forget in a hurry that loakhis eyes after he had put
her away from him last night. That all-knowing lotblat said as clearly as if
he had spoken it, 'So—you turn on for anybody!'

Wishing she had hit him harder, Laine took a qubkwer, wishing at the
same time that she could as quickly put the way melde her want to get
yet closer to him as nothing more than a need intbelean against
something through being dead tired from her jouimgs/that day.

But, with an honesty in her which she could wellkdthout, she owned that
when the tenor of his kisses had changed—and hedweea knew what had
got into her—far from feeling travel-weary, she meder felt more alive in
her life.

Memory of that warm sensual mouth over hers madedreentrate hard on
Cristo, as, leaving her bathroom, she donned trewmd a light sweater.

For two pins she would have gone searching fort@ager that lofty deuvil,
with his insincere smile, had sauntered from henroOnly the thought that



Cristo might have been given a sleeping draughbé#teer for him to have a
restful night had stopped her.

But, she determined, flicking a final comb throdgdr shining blonde hair,
then leaving her room, she was going to see his itorning. Mutiny
accompanied her as she walked the long landing,ittaded down the wide
stairs, and she knew she was going to have togostgvhat, though it was
instinctive in her anyway, she had been taugh¢attother's knee—that the
quickest way to lose friends was to borrow moneynfthem. For, subject to
how she found Cristo, soon she would be askingthitoan her the air fare
home.

There was, she considered, as she reached thenbottthe stairs, great
satisfaction coming her way. For what greater fati®n could there be
when, with her air fare in her pocket, she thumbednose at the high and
mighty Zare Forturini?

Angelina suddenly appearing saved Laine from geanbpok for her. But
before she could try and get through to her thatvsbuld like to be taken to
see Signor Cristoforo, Angelina was smilingly irating that she should
follow her.

Guessing that it would not be to Cristo's room fragelina would be taking
her, Laine was all at once remembering the way Earturini, disliking her

as he did, had hidden his animosity, and had dottgng to make her look
small in the hotel they had dined in, or in frohthe servants.

Sighing at her weakness in giving him the benéfitey own good manners,
Laine followed the plump Angelina to where she wagning one of the
many doors in the hall.

It was here that Laine saw the man she had beeefllapf not having to

come into contact with again before she left. Baddymanners having got
her this far, and with Angelina hovering just behhrer, Laine did her best
to get over the memory of his mouth over hers whenrose from the

breakfast table and she saw that it was to her mthat his glance was
flicked, before, leaving her unsure whether he keag sarcastic or not, he
said:



'‘Good morningsignorina.You slept well, | trust?'

'Dreamlessly,” she answered with all the cool sbeldc muster. And
belatedly, 'Good morning,' grateful, as he indidateat she should take a
place at the breakfast table, that Angelina broke a spate of Italian.

Since it did not look as though he was going tameto his chair until she

was seated, there was nothing for it, Laine saAngelina was to remain in

ignorance of the hostility she felt for her masher to take her place by the
table setting.

Zare Forturini resumed his seat as soon as sheathalbwn, and it was then
that she heard what the spate of Italian had beeuata

'‘Angelina is anxious to know what you would like fur breakfast,” he
said, when Laine had far more important things enrhind.

But since she couldn't get out of it, she managetharmur, 'l—usually
have toast and coffee at home,’ and saw that garefiwas given the
once-over as if to say he thought she wouldn'vget fat on just that.

Suppressing a fresh spurt of mutiny, Laine foundge®d manners holding
up in that they allowed her to send a smile to Angeas, her wishes
translated into Italian, the maid bustled out.

'Perhaps you will not mind sharing my coffee ugtilr breakfast arrives,'
said her host, startling her that not only wasdwnding equable, but that if
her eyes were not playing her false, he was cordown from his lofty
perch to personally pour her a cup.

The edge taken off her antagonism by his actior, mambled a polite,
‘Thank you,' then saw that since he apparentlyneagoing to be the one to
start hostilities this morning, she might fare betsince she might as well
ask him where Cristo's room was, if that questi@s Wwrought out without
the aggression that he had always been sharp to mee

'Might | know, signore. . ." she began, her polite- sounding wordsglis
with her hand on the cup and saucer he was passgerghis eyes met hers.



'Signore?'he queried, that hint of a quirk about his modtér¢ again, a
sudden charm she had never before seen therestbe, @minded her that
he had invited her to call him 'Zare'.

'Er—Zare,' she managed, not understanding the @ateghleap in her heart
that by the look of it one night spent back in hame was all that was
required to have the sourness in him departingatWkvanted to ask,' she
went on, 'is—when may | see Cristo?'

For the most part Cristo's name had only ever lfegtive in bringing out
the very worst in the man opposite her, Laine tedabs with her question
outin the open, she waited for his charm to disappBut she was fast
learning that Zare Forturini was a man of conssamprises, for there was a
charm about him still as, unbending to call higlheo by the same shortened
version of his name that she used, his look ragjdit replied:

‘I am afraid it will not be possible for you to séasto for a little while.'

Fleetingly Laine thought that perhaps a nurse vi@na@ding to him at this
very moment—though she had seen no evidence ofrgen8ut some
unspoken nuance in Zare Forturini's reply, hadwwardering if ‘for a little
while' meant she could not see him for half an tayso, or if it was meant
to convey that she could not see his brother femthole of that morning!

Wanting to be on her way back to England with p#ed, only just did she
remember her thought that her dealings with thish maght be more
civilised if she hung back on the hostility he aed in her.

'Why, Sign . .. Zare?' she asked politely. 'Why must | waitde Kim?' she

pressed, her instinct wary the longer it took fion ko answer. ‘It is, after all,’

she pointed out when still no answer came her Viag,reason why I'm

here—to see Cristo." And, bridling in spite of ledfrsis she recalled those
foul remarks he had barked at her in her roomragtt, she added tartly, 'l

assure you | won't disturb him—in any way—if heéstmg. Just tell me

which room is his.'



Her astonishment was to be two-fold when, expedtingto jump down her
throat, not only did he not retaliate, but it sedrhe had been deliberating
whether to tell her or not, when he remained camadvise quietly:

'It would do you no good whatsoever to know whaserbom is. You see,
Cristo is—not here.’

‘Not here?'Stunned, it was a second or two before Laine b#etent wind

to add anything to her exclamation. Then, 'Whatlataing here if Cristo
isn't..." She broke off, instinct running ribgr senses a mixture of fear and
anger, until, his voice quiet still, Zare Fortunmas there to put some light in
her confusion.

'My brother was here," he explained, 'but yestesdtgrnoon, to my sorrow,
he suffered a relapse.’

‘A relapse?' she echoed, her anger disappeariag instant, as fear for
Cristo's life gripped her.

'I'm afraid so,’ said Zare, his eyes now fixedlmndoffee-pot—nhis way, she
saw, of keeping the emotion he must feel hiddesrttirately,' he went on
after a moment, 'Anna-Maria has watched him likeak in my absence.
She had a doctor here at the first sign that a# wat well. The doctor
straight away had him readmitted to hospital.’

'He's in hospital!’

‘They have all the up-to-date machinery there,'ekplained patiently,
letting her know that had it not been for that-B&ving machinery, no way
would he have let his brother be nursed back tdthheenywhere but at
home.

But as he let her see that, Laine was able tomeething else as well. Then
she was able to see that, having been somewher&ox@pe when Cristo's
condition had worsened, Zare had not known anywitil they had arrived
last night. To be greeted by such terrible newaniswer to his first question
of how was Cristo, was the reason for the way heldeen with her. For,
male-like, unable to break down as perhaps a wamnight on hearing such



news about a loved one, he had found release iresgjgn towards the
female who he thought was taking his brother fade.

'I'm so sorry," was all she could say for a secontivo. Then tears were
pricking the backs of her eyes as she said gesily,| do wish you could
have told me last night.’

That extra husky quality in her voice had him ragshis eyes before she
could hide the shine of tears in hers. And she greesvhen she saw him
frown, that he was wondering why a girl like heroshll ever look
moist-eyed when it was not to her advantage.-

'l1..."he began, then pushed his plate from kisnpoking away from her,
he confessed, 'l was shaken— he is my only brother.

Laine had been fighting hard to stop the tears ffalimg even before she
had witnessed that Zare Forturini had no belief sha was sensitive to not
only Cristo's suffering, but to his too. But as hi@ce faded, seeing his
suffering in that statement that Cristo was hig/dmmbther, she was putting
behind her that he had no opinion of her, and veasnly to swallow hard

before she could ask:

'You've seen Cristo—been in touch with the hospitbler question, she
saw, had been an unnecessary one. He must hawghtretoo, she saw
when he did not answer. 'How is he this morning®@' asked, refraining
from asking another unnecessary question of hael&éghoned since he had
got up—quite likely, being worried—he hadn't beerbéd.

‘There is no change,’ he said quietly. So poort€ssll had a battle on his
hands. 'May | see him?' she asked, the questi@iusah one, she thought,
when, not only wanting to help if she could, shewrthe circumstances of
her being there were only so that the sight of $leould aid Cristo's
recovery.

But her question had Zare Forturini tossing hiskiiagown on to the table
and getting to his feet. And he was already orwday to the door when,
bluntly, he told her:



'He is too ill to see anyone but family.'

A flicker of annoyance at being snubbed inserteelfiin between Laine and
her wanting to help if she could. "You're goingthe hospital now?' she
delayed him when, without another word, he wouldehgone through the
door. 'You're going to see Cristo?' she askeddge & her voice as pride
warred with the dislike of having been put veryriy in her place.

By the time she heard a car start up, Laine's sétiss had been pulled in
several directions. It was all very well to appageithat to put his mind to
work could be one way of Zare's taking his thougiftéis brother being so
ill again. But did he have to bark at her justremigh she had accused him of
being a playboy, 'l have business to attend tégrbéhe strode off?

As she ate the breakfast Angelina had broughtltane's thoughts were
divided between Cristo and the other Forturini vislad soon lost his charm
when aggressively he had let her know that notydesty was the loafer she
had given him the impression she was.

Regretting that she had for a minute been takday inis charm, or that she
had made excuses for his aggression with her lghkt,rn_aine found she
needed some sort of action which would stop hednfiom staying with
just how incredibleshehad been last night.

To be shooed from the kitchen, both Anna-Maria Amgelina looking
horrified at any suggestion that she help out waitrew chores, sent her
spirits lowerthan they had been when she had dinstkened. Having no
wish to return to her room, pleasant though it viasne decided to take a
look around outside.

As she left through a rear door, it was the sighGmseppe starting up a
Land Rover that first met her eyes. And it was on tihat she practised her
'‘Buon Giorno.'

An involuntary smile came to her as his toothy sngahme out and he
returned her good morning, withBuon giorno'of his own, tacking on the
word 'signorina,'before he set the vehicle in motion and went afsome
errand.



But her fed-up feeling of having nothing to do aidday to do it in was
soon fading. For as she walked away from the gaaagg, and as she was
something of a dendrologist, her attention was lbhagd held by a splendid
wood of tall stately trees.

Time ceased to exist then as she stood admiringesgps, poplar and
willow, but eventually she turned her glance towthée expanse of lawn to
the right of her, and her vision then was takenmith a delight of other
images.

And in no time she was forgetting every word lamval in childhood by her
father of, 'Don't walk across the lawn, walk aroutyjdand was going to
inspect a blaze of colour where cabbage white tilikte danced unhurried,
where bees were busy going from flower to gloricol®ured flower.

Drawn to investigate further, feeling a compulsiorbe part of the tranquil
scene, Laine moved across the grass, her feetwrittomscious instruction
from her brain, and she had still not looked hiémwinen she raised her eyes
to the view.

Her breath catching, she saw that while the hoaskebeen built on a hill,
way in the distance were other hills, lush greempe&s interspersed with
more beautiful trees stretching out before her. f&ntier mind then there
was only one way to describe the magical settingrevlZare Forturini had
his home, and that was—enchanting.

No wonder he did not mind the travelling or thedneenience involved, she
thought. In a fairytale spot such as this, she dwul mind what
inconvenience she was put to so long as she kregvghie could come home
to this idyllic setting.

The sun had clouded over when Laine found, thezengeg no end to the
verdant turf beneath her feet, that she had wadderhe front of the house.
It was there that, as she thought she would néecoftthe view, even were
she to live there permanently, she saw the Lanc&eRmaking its way back
up the hill. A glance at her watch told her thatis&ppe had been away for a
couple of hours and that she had never noticetrtteepassing!



Her mind still full of all she had seen, she weatkindoors only when a
light rain began to fall, though a shrub of forsgthad her pausing on her
way, to her mind its brilliant yellow doing excelkestand-in duty for the

sun.

But in her room thoughts that had been kept atdyathe wonderland she
had discovered started to encroach. Though sorheraforry about Cristo
was to ebb when Anna-Maria came to tell her chdgrfiMangiare,
signorina, per favore,signing with knife and fork actions that lunch was
ready. For surely, thought Laine, as she went Withto the dining room,
Anna-Maria would not be looking so cheerful if Goisrad not made some
improvement?

Disposing of a first course of a deliciously coolsgéghetti, sure that Zare
would be fitting in a visit to the hospital befone returned home, Laine
found herself wondering what he was doing aboutumsh.

Not that she was bothered whether he ate or stasresl thought, as a
smiling Anna-Maria came in to take her used distued place a second
course in front of her.

Convinced as she was that, doting on Cristo asdgheevery few hours
would have the housekeeper ringing the hospitalvas the cheerful
expression on Anna-Maria's face that prompted Lameset herself the
uphill task of finding out how he was.

But her question of, 'Signoi Cristoforo, is lmaprovd?' was met with a
puzzled stare as Anna-Maria did her best to sottwhat the English
signorinawas trying to say.

'Signor Cristoforo—er—molto—er . . ." Anna-Maria broke off to do some
improvised coughing, which left Laine little theser as to whether Cristo
was still coughing, or if he had now finished coungja

'Grazie Anna-Maria,' she thanked her, to terminate a esation that had
never got started.



Though later that afternoon, as she observed flwrsdla window that
Angelina was talking to Giuseppe at work in thedgar, the sound of
someone softly singing made Laine think, sinceitld only be Anna-Maria
who was singing so contentedly, that what the hcesger had meant to
convey was that Cristo had now lost his chest tidac

Her mind easier about him, Laine was back in henravhen the sound of a
car told her that Zare Forturini had returned. Agton the impulse to go
straight away to find out if she was right to feabkier about Cristo, she was
at her door when she halted. Too clearly did sheemsber then the short
shrift she had been served with before when quastiohim about his
brother. Understandably he was worried, but if slas wrong and Cristo
was still fighting for his life, she guessed thhte svould get short shrift
again.

Anyway, she thought, coming away from the door,\8bald most likely be
seeing him at dinner, so she could put her engbay when he would be
less likely to snarl at her than if she collarech hhe minute he came in.

When, bathed and changed into a light wool dragbt e'clock came and
went, Laine still sat in her room, starting to fotine opinion that maybe no
one ate anything after midday in the. Forturini $ehold.

A firm knock at her door when her watch said it Vaosoon be eight-thirty
told her that dinner was served later in this hbotkthan in her own. Not
wanting to keep Anna-Maria waiting, Laine scooteceroto open the
door—but only to find that it was not Anna-Maria evitood there.

"You will join me for dinner,” Zare Forturini staterather than asked,
standing tall and straight and all male in his twggight suit as he surveyed
her, the blue of her dress giving an added brigtg#trie the colour of her
eyes.

‘Thank you," she replied, trying to read what ndhare was from the
hospital in his face.



But his expression was telling her little, savet thiace he was waiting to
escort her downstairs, he was doing his best tpdbiée to a personally
unwanted, however necessary, guest in his home.

Fairly tall herself, Laine felt dwarfed as she camaé on to the landing and
walked beside him, shaking her head in reply, waethesala door he
paused to ask her if she would like a drink of sinimg before dinner.
Taking her at her word, he then took her to whéeetgad eaten her lunch,
attentively pulling out her chair-and waiting foerito be seated before he
went round to his own chair.

And Laine was waiting no longer than it took Anmdaria to serve them
with soup from a tureen and to leave them, befbesvgas asking:

'How is Cristo?'

Zare finished breaking off the piece of bread mhmands, before he replied,
then, 'There is no change in his condition,' he kar levelly. And to let her
know that he had no wish for a discussion aboust€rio be a mealtime
conversation piece, he took up the carafe in fobmtim and asked, 'Wine?'

Impatiently she shook her head, her thoughts texlithat she must have
misread the signs in Anna-Maria that Cristo wasroumg.

'‘But Anna-Maria was singing,’ she blurted out inotpst at her
disappointment. And when he looked at her as thoogay what had that
got to do with the price of coal, she was forcedxplain, 'She wouldn't
have been singing unless your brother was getttigh'

'‘Anna-Matria is always singing,' came his replytaking no heed that she
had said she didn't want a drink, absently ZarduFor filled her wine
glass.

He's worried, truly worried about Cristo, Laine tight, as she watched his
action in filling her glass. And she was sure thatbrother's condition was
too painful for him to dwell on, when, as Anna-Magame in with the
serving dishes for the next course, adroitly hdcdveid the conversation.



‘Tell me, Laine,' she hid her surprise that he gadléng her by the name she
had told him her friends used, 'do you have anjhiers?'

'One,' she replied, deciding that since it painid $o much to dwell on
Cristo it wouldn't hurt her to go along with hiffiohy lives in Australia,’ she
followed on as he took up the serving implements laglped her to steak
and vegetables. 'That's enough, thank you," skle sapping him when he
had placed on her plate all she thought she coaltbige.

Waiting until he had served himself before shetsthon her own meal, she
answered his conversational question of did hethbrolike living in
Australia, then picked up her knife and fork, a8l sonversational, Zane
asked if she had any sisters.

'My sister Nanette lives in New Zealand,' she amsdjgquietly thinking that
this was one way to get through a meal, and quiegbly better than a
stony silence, and even finding she was relaxediginto give him a grin
when he remarked:

'Might | guess that your parents live in New Guitiea

'Wrong," she replied, her white even teeth in evigeas her lips parted. She
saw his eyes were arrested by her mouth, and edalien that if he was
very sparing with his smiles, she had not beentgxtiesh with hers either.
‘Though," she went on to concede, 'my parents arennEngland at the
moment.’

She was cutting into her steak, observing that &g doing the same with
his, when he tossed the conversational ball back:

"Your parents are overseas on holiday?'

Laine nodded while she emptied her mouth of a piéeeeat. 'Sort of," she
said when she could. 'They're visiting both Nanatte Tony for a while.'

She was about to cut into her steak again, butioements ceased when,
his voice changing from conversational to becomarghabruptly Zare
Forturini rapped:



"You live with your parents in normal times?'

Not liking his sudden change of tone, or that birdggression lurking in the
background, Laine felt her relaxed manner leave her

'Sorry to disappoint you,' she snapped. 'l know would by far prefer to
think of me as the type who doesn't hesitate taksbhp with any man | care
to— but yes, in normal times, | live in that hougau visited with my

parents.’

Had she expected an apology for what she knew tid¢hmaught? Then as
she saw the alert look that had come to him, Liinesv, as she suspected he
was dissecting what else he knew about her, tleatehld whistle before he
would say he was sorry.

But in having thought that polite table conversatias at an end, she was to
discover that, while certain that his brain coggandiad a moment in which
to collect rust, that whatever thoughts had goneutljh his head, his voice
had gone back to being politely urbane, as he said:

"Your passport is a new one, you said,' no aggreshkere at all. 'Were you
perhaps thinking of travelling to Australia and N&aland with your
parents?'

Realising his aggression had gone into hiding, éauas finding that her
own aggression was not standing up. And suddewlyliking the feeling
that she had to be forever on her guard with hime,wsas seeing that here
might be an opportunity to let this man see thatdtwas nothing in her of
the female he had thought her from the beginning.

So it was that she told him honestly, 'l was gdmgo with them, actually.
Well, to New Zealand anyway,' she amended. Statonigel relief at his
encouraging look, she saw that soon he would begéer as she really
was, and she was confiding, 'I'd even arrangecte lthree months' leave
from my job, but . . ." she broke off, hesitatirgythe words to tell him she
had given her money to her parents refused totbeedt



The expression that crossed Zare Forturini's faben still the words stuck
in her throat, told her that he thought she wastditesy only because she
was making it up as she went along. And Laine coulg be glad then that
she had not told him that very private reason wigy Isad had to stay at
home. She was even appalled that she had comesmtol telling him, for
as his face darkened and he glowered at her, siié see he would never
have believed her had she tried.

'l thought you told me you did not have a job,alkbeused harshly, obviously
considering he had given her more than enough timevent another lie,
she thought.

Woodenly, knowing he would never believe she wqad with a penny of
any money she could get her sticky paws on, Lagiefamiliar mutiny
rising up in her.

'l don't have a job," she said waspishly. 'Not tlee next two months,
anyway.' And, her voice still tart, she remindech hi've only just finished
telling you—I'm on three months' leave from my work

'‘And what did you tell your employers?' he wante#riow, suspiciously, so
that she was back to wanting to thump him. 'Thatweshed to travel with
your parents?'

'What else would I tell them?' she snapped, wondesihy she didn't start
lying her head off, since clearly he wasn't behemvhe truth."Your parents,’
he went on to question disagreeably, 'presumaldye wxpecting you to go
with them— what reason did you give them for bagkouit?'

'l told them--' she started to snap, but hesitaigain. She flushed as she
realised that, having been honest this far, if cdneied on in this truthful
vein, if she told him what she had told her paresitsshe would succeed in
doing would be to prove to him what a little lidrescould be—even if she
was still of the opinion that the end had very wigdily justified the means.
'‘As a matter of fact,’ she said, aware he had edtier flare of pink colour
and needed no better confirmation that she digmé evhom she strung
along, 'l told them that | wouldn't mind not leagigngland just then.'



Sternly he stared at her and, blade-sharp, didhegin to cover him. For as
his aggression started to peak, she was to learmtit one word of what she
had told him had he forgotten, and that the oninghhe looked like
believing was that last lie she had told her parent

"You cancelled your arrangements because you thauglore profitable to
stay behind with this new man you took up with befay brother's jet
plane had left its vapour trail,' he fired.

At that, her aggression rose to meet his head-didri't tell them about the
profit I was hoping to gain,’ she flared sparksanily from her eyes as,
furious, she confirmed, 'But they went away thigkmy heart was involved
with my new boy-friend.’

'Heart!" he exploded derisively, fury in him asdiarged, "You don't care a
damn who you lie to, do you?'

‘Not if it gets me what | want," she retorted, ghek colour in her cheeks
now that of anger.

‘That includes lying to the new boy-friend, doe#?the thundered before
she could draw another breath. 'What tale did wliuthtm? No doubt you
were in touch with him in between my visit to ytnome on Sunday and my
coming to collect you yesterday morning.'

‘Naturally.'

Too angry to stay seated, she saw a matchingriumym as he too threw his
chair to one side, and they stood glaring at edtoéroShe was careless then
that he had grown angrier because she had adrbiiad in touch with her
boy-friend in the short time between Sunday night den the next
morning—all on account of the two-timing he thoughe was carrying on
behind Cristo's back. For she had just about hadgmnof Zare Forturini,
and before she sailed out of the room in a blazeroper, she was hurling at
him.

'For your information, Baldazare Forturini di Mongsco, | told him that I'd
met the most perfect Italian gentleman.' Her haad already on the door



knob when over her shoulder she hissed, 'Believetmags the biggest lie
I've evertold!



CHAPTER FIVE

By the Friday of that same week Laine, to put it tgjlvas not a little sick
of hanging around waiting to see Cristo. She f&tilhd the place where she
was living enchanting, but what with neither Annafid nor Angelina
allowing her to do a hand's turn, and with all biers to help Giuseppe in
the garden being turned down, time was beginningeigh very heavily.

She was over her fury with Zare Forturini last Tdas though not another
scrap of information about herself had she given. Wlot that there was
much more to tell, but with him doubting there wagrain of truth in
anything she told him, she was in no mind to faeddmmunition which he
could fire back at her in that delightfully accugimanner he had.

On Wednesday Cristo had still been too ill to segoae but family. And
Laine had accepted that. But last night when Za@ ¢tome home, not
waiting until she saw him at dinner, she had hdrdewn the stairs to ask
once again how Cristo was.

Briefcase in hand, Zare had looked down at her fnogrlofty height, and
she had expected some stinging insult to come winiger way that she had
hardly waited for him to get indoors before she wwdrto know how her
ex-lover, ex-financial backer was faring. Mutinydrentered her soul then, a
determination coming that she was not going to @icoeeekly today that
Cristo was too poorly to see only family. Zare lsaén the mutiny in her, of
course, but it hadn't made his answer any morepéaioie.

'He is much the same,’ he had replied, not a glinwih smile about him, as,
astounding her that that was all he was goingltdhéx, he went to stride
away along the wide hall.

Only she wasn't having that. She had come to Vély the sole purpose of
seeing Cristo, certain at the time that within ay\few days she would be
back in England. Yet here she was having alreadgtdpur days waiting to
see Cristo—his need to see her desperately urgentshe had been
told—and she just wasn't of a mind to wait any kEmg



‘Just a momensignore,”she called to his departing back, not liking &t al
the arrogant way he looked at her as, turning g dtride, he paused

momentarily. 'l'd like to talk to you if you canae me a minute of your

time," she said, her determination to do just shatving as she ignored his
superior attitude.

'I'm afraid, signoring' he replied after a moment, his calling k&mnorina
telling her that he wasn't feeling very friendlyviards her either, 'that any
conversation between us will have to wait.'

That well known feeling of wanting to punch his deaturned with a

vengeance, as, purposely not seeing that she \pasga his lofty reply, he

turned, and had gone striding off in the directrdmch he had been going
before she had called after him.

The light of battle had been in her eyes when i$ wae to go down to
dinner, but only for her to be filled with impoteartger, for Zare had not put
in an appearance at dinner. It had been from Anaadvthat Laine had
gleaned the information that the master was in dhiglio, Anna-Maria
leaving her to guess thatif he was eating dinnell #hat night, then it would
be served to him while he worked in his study.

Laine had tried very hard to be reasonable. Shd ta cool her annoyance
by acknowledging that since he must be spendingshaiithe hospital each
day, then obviously his work was piling up. It wasderstandable that he
should shut himself away in his study the minutechene home, she
reasoned, his backlog of work had to be caughihugome time. And that he
had no time to spare for so much as a few minategich to hear what she
had to say had nothing to do with the feeling slas trying to squash that,
not liking her, Zare Forturini would not spare titodisten to her even if he
could.

Well, he wasn't at work in his study now, she thHdugot feeling as
generous with her reasoning that morning. Thougthing would get
sorted, she thought as she left her room, if shetweit bull-at- a-gate
fashion.



Not wanting another head-on collision of the aggjms experienced on
Tuesday when she had sailed out of the dining rbanng served her own

i backhanded version of an insult, Laine triedee calm as she entered the
breakfast room and saw the man she wanted to se®pna the newspaper
he was reading and courteously rise.

Mollified slightly that, even though he dislikedrhéis good manners still
prevailed, she took her seat and wished him a n@lopd morning, Zare.'

'‘Good morning to you, Laine," he replied smoothlgpeculative look in his
eyes to know what she was up to now as he resumesehat but not his
reading. Her mild manner, she guessed, hadn'tdduoha for a second.

'‘May 1?' she asked politely, her hand going todmfee-pot. Receiving his
nod, still keeping calm, she poured herself a ctizalfee, her voice
conversational as she enquired, 'You've telephotied hospital this
morning, of course?’

She knew he had got her. Knew that he had foundvbat lay behind her
mild manner, owning, as a touch of arctic cold camdis voice as he
replied, 'Of course,' that she had perhaps beemtah® subtle as a
sledgehammer.

Hanging grimly on to her cool, Laine put down tléfee-pot and placed the
cup she had just filled to the right of her. 'Amalhis Cristo this morning?"
she asked, wanting for Cristo's sake that he sHmeiloktter, but needing for
her own sake that he should be improved so that@hd return to England
with an easy conscience.

'He—has had a restless night," came her answew enbre degrees of frost
settling in, just as though, she thought, he thoutglvas her fault that his
brother had slept badly!

About to get angry that having damned her, she dvbale all the sins in
creation set at her door, Laine swallowed downireerto stick in there

grimly.



'Do | gather from that that Cristo is not beingoaled to see anyone but
family again today?"

Steady dark eyes met hers, an alertness in hisddaber suspecting he had
successfully read in her eyes what was in her mihdugh it was evenly
that he replied:

‘The hospital are being very strict about that.rule

'Which must mean,' said Laine, trying her own hahdn insincere smile,

'that your brother has not resumed calling for M&d not needing an

answer, for had that been the case, Zare would e to it, whether the
hospital agreed or not, that Cristo saw her, 'Wheelves me, Zare,' she said
with another insincere smile, 'having to ask youhémd over my return

ticket.'

'Return ticket, Laine?' he enquired, beating hé¢hatinsincere smile game,
as he pretended not to know what she was talkingtab

'l think you'll agree with me," she said, only jusanaging to grab back
temper as her cool front started to slip, 'thateifm not going to be allowed
to see him, | might as well go home.’

She was sure he must often have regretted hisalettsbring her with him
on Monday, and would speed her away with indecasten But having
wondered countless times herself whatever she wiag) dhere when each
idle day passed with no sign of her being allowedde Cristo passing with
it, Laine's eyes started to go wide when, as if gkeany had only just
dropped—when she knew he was so sharp it was aexdradidn't cut
himself—Zare murmured softly:

'‘Ah, | see." And while she was counting up to tesgretfully he added,
'Would that it were possible to hand over yourmeticket,signorina,but . .
. he paused to offer her another insincere apoli@gya smile, '
unfortunately, | purchased your ticket for—one vaany.'

That 'unfortunately' as, winded and trying nothow it she stared at him,
told her he was tired of having her under his r&uft when nothing further



came from him—no quick offer to rectify the situatiand purchase a
one-way ticket to England without further delayming either—a fierce

pride rose up and took charge of Laine. That the was a fiend of the first
water went without saying. But because he thoubbtdid not care from

whom she took money, nothing on God's earth woaldeter asking him

for her air fare home.

'Even though | don't like living in a foreign comtvithout money,' she told
him coldly, to let him know that not a twopenny geetowards her flight
would she take from him, ‘it would appear thatdlshave to.'

To have her words interpreted to mean somethinghsidenot meant, as
mockingly he questioned, 'You are still angling foe to pay you to stay?"
left Laine with no hope whatsoever of hanging ohdotemper.

'l wouldn't take so much as a half lira from yalié flew, hot colour pinking
her cheeks as she flared on, 'l haven't yet wodkgchow I'm going to get
back to England when | don't have so much as tice pf a stamp with me,
but ...

On the instant she was chopped off. 'You have ewito someone?' he
barked, leaving her to stare at the sudden chanbem from the mocking

man he had been to this man who, from his juttavg apart from anything

else, was now showing her that aggression whicldgheot need.

'No," she snapped, 'l haven't written to anyone.'

‘Not the boy-friend?' he charged hostilely.

'l said—no one," Laine fired back—but then had tnder at the abrupt
changes in the man. For his voice was much lessesgige when he
pressed, to have her faltering:

'‘Not even your parents?"

She looked away, remembering how she had been doingite to her

parents when she arrived back home. She had thdwayhihg seen Cristo by
then, that she could tell them that not only hael Iseen in Italy for a few



days, but also that Cristo had been very ill bat the was now out of the
wood. Her angertook a dive as, contrary to whatvwsag certain the man
sitting opposite was thinking—that she was a callawetch who couldn't
even be bothered to write to her parents—she éeéily in need of seeing
their kind unflappable faces right at this minute.

'My parents,’ she replied at last, the fight gayagof her in her need to feel
the security of being part of a family again, 'viaé in Australia by the time
any letter | write reaches New Zealand.' That sedndouble Dutch, she
thought, though flicking a glance across the tasie, saw Zare didn't look
too puzzled. But mutiny was replaced by a sadnessgyht on by feeling the
odd one out in more ways than one as she explalhédjn't bring my
brother's address with me, so | can't write caneladre he lives.'

'It makes you sad that you cannot correspond vatir parents?’

Amazed that here again was a change in the mahahéought she was
beginning to know, positive that she had heardraath of kindness, of
understanding of how she felt, in his voice, Ldimeked up to see that for
once there was no harshness in his expression.

.. ." she began, her voice coming through nhaiskily as she coped with a
sensation of feeling choked up inside. 'l—didnpesot to still be in Italy,’
she managed to finish.

‘Nor in a foreign land at all, without money,' readsquietly—but brought
her rapidly out of her amazed state when, whilkédp his eyes on her face,
his hand went to the inside of his jacket to extras wallet.

'l don't want your money!" Her pride up in armsg shw his wallet slip back
out of her view as the words shot from her.

'What a contradiction you are," he murmured thofwdjiit
'‘Because of your conviction that | couldn't waitget my hands on the

money your brother is supposed to have given nte'challenged with
some heat.



Knowing her challenge was about to be replied tobably with a reminder
of his equal conviction that Cristo would never tte him, she saw Zare
check what he had been about to hurl back at het.jést as suddenly, that
charm she had seen that first morning in his cquus coming out in full
force.

"It is too sunny a morning for your beautiful eye&now the cloud of being
upset,’ he said, making her gape. 'Angelina wilheee with your breakfast
in a moment', he added, as he left his seat ané canmd to her chair. She
felt his fingers trail down the side of her faceddad still not recovered at
the change in him, when he said, 'Eat well—andktkindly of me if you
can.'

"You're going—out,' she gulped, trying to get otle tingling his touch
gave her right down to her very toes. 'To Sien&® asked, feeling
something of a fool, for he went out at this tinvery morning.

‘To Siena,’ he agreed, but appeared in no hurgetahere, she thought
when, as was usual at the end of most of theire@ations, he did not stride
arrogantly away.

‘To see Cristo?' she questioned.

She saw his eyes shutter—to hide his emotions g lbeminded of Cristo
in his sickbed, she guessed. But suddenly she ediscovering that
sensitivity in her that did not want him to dweh painful thoughts. And
before he could tell her whether it was businesSrato which took him to
Siena, she was asking brightly:

‘Can | come with you?'

His charm, she remembered, had not lasted longothat time. And she

could forget any idea that he didn't like to seedyes cloud over when he
left her upset, she saw. For he didn't care a daen@ther he upset her or not,
she heard, as, thrusting the hand that had traitedh her face into his

pocket, aggression back in full measure, he bit:



'You are so eager to see hisignoring that you can so easily forget | have
told you he may see no one but family?"

Her temper instant, retaliation to his aggressimtant, it was touch and go
that she didn't answer him in kind and for one tireo of them to go

storming angrily off. But Laine's sensitivities lay been stirred by all that
Zare must be going through, the mental anguish &t tve suffering over

Cristo, somehow she managed to hold down the hadsvinat spurted to
her lips. Though it was a shade tightly that sthe tam:

‘Very well, signore I'll accept what you say, since | must.' But hegex was
still fighting with sensitivity and a certain amduaf heat was coming
through, as she told him bluntly, 'But if you thifin going to sit around
here all day twiddling my thumbs, then do you hamether think coming!

Not sure what she thought he would retaliate withzest likely call her
bluff and ask, since anywhere she went would haeton foot, where was
it she was thinking of going, she felt mutiny réaher again. But as she
stared at him, enmity in her eyes, she saw thaagigession was being
tempered by an aloof look as, managing to surpeseagain, he asked: 'You
have taken a dislike to my home?' 'Despite what §yonk of me," she
retorted, not taking too kindly to that knack he lehnever answering in the
way she expected, dm capable of appreciating beauty when | see it!" His
look of aloofness was beginning to fade, she ndtibait by then she was
uncaring what expression he wore. 'But while | fyzair home, its setting,
little short of idyllic," she went on, 'I'm jusibt used to prolonged idleness.
Anna-Maria," she complained, ‘won't even let mehmag so much as a
tea-cup.'

'l have heard of your many offers of assistaneerdplied, his eyes steady
on her mutinous face. 'Giuseppe,’ he continued,dourtighting his face
when Laine was thinking the situation far from fynthas told me he is
wondering if he should lock up his gardening impdens lest you purloin
his favourite hoe.'

'l do know a weed from a flower," she pointed out, awayenow that
Giuseppe had a love affair going with the grounas gardens he spent so
many hours in.



'Pleasesignorina,l beg you,' said Zare, his mouth astonishingl¥ipig up
at the corners, no sign of the sour brute he hawh ladout him, 'please
whisper that word "weed"." And, charming her whie didn't want to be
charmed, 'We don't want Giuseppe going into hedlire, do we?"

Despite herself, Laine had to smile, albeit shaddrher face so that he
should not see that the picture of Giuseppe clatchi his chest should a
weed dare to show its head had amused her.

But her smile was not long in evidence. For, ha¥segrawn back to him
when she saw the movement of his hands go insglgbtket, she was at
once ready with hot proud protests, when calmlwitedrew some notes
and pushed them at her.

'don't. . ."was as far as she got before, cimgpiper off in that manner she
had grown used to, Zare successfully startled mterstaring at him, when
he said:

'l expect you will want the price of a cup of cafevhile you take a look
around Siena.’

‘Siena!' The exclamation broke from her even assalethat the notes that
were somehow in her hand, though not enough foaldare, were more
than enough to treat herself to over a dozen clipsftee.

'l have business there which will keep me busyl umte—will you be all
right on your own?'

'‘Can a duck swim?' she answered, a smile breakitingsasurprise treat.

By the sound of it, even though she was not garggetallowed to go to the

hospital with him, Zare was offering her a lift onthat most beautiful of

cities! But, anticipating that he had no furthendi to waste, he had been
ready to depart five minutes ago, she recalled,sslweas those dark eyes
stayed with her mouth that for once was curving imatural smile, that he

seemed to have forgotten that he had any urgendy &mything.



'Is—something the matter?' she asked, the quefstioad from her when he
still had not moved.

His eyes pulled away from her mouth. ‘Nothing the¢d trouble you,' he
replied. 'l was thinking—that you had better cgitairs for a jacket.'

With the sun streaming through the windows, at@thgr time Laine might
have argued with him. But, excitement taking charfjleer, she was on her
feet and halfway through the door. 'lt's your clieyashe said over her
shoulder. If Zare thought his Italian sun was reitstrong enough for her to
go without a coat, so be it.

Reaching her room, she raced to the wardrobe, dbedsof a vehicle
starting up having her rocketing to the window. lganic died when she
saw Giuseppe at the wheel of the Land Rover, piglab another of his
two-hour excursions, drive round the side of thadeo

'You haven't yet had breakfast,' Zare was therertund her when, lest he
should take it into his head to go without herkgtdn hand, she fairly flew
down the stairs and very nearly cannoned into hitheabottom.

Firm hands came to steady her, making her awave frer rush she was
sure, how energetically her heart was pumping.

'Who cares about breakfast?' she replied, a greakimg so that the

serious-eyed man who was looking levelly back afjin had to know that

she could not wait to get to that city that cergtsirago had been built on
three hills.

Siena, Laine learned when Zare, not hanging apastsed Giuseppe and the
Land Rover on the way, was not all that far disfamin Valgaro. But on
stopping the car to let her off in that ancieny diter excitement was to dip a
little as she realised that by waiting for herhla€ let her cut into the time he
must want to spend with Cristo.

Though having stopped the car near the breathtakimtg and dark green
marble cathedral, Zare appeared in no hurry todme gFor, coming round
to the passenger side where she had already gsbaag not to delay him



further, he brought with him a street map whichnmest have collected
when she had gone upstairs for her jacket.

'‘Any good with a street map?' he asked, lookiniget@oing to open it up to
show her exactly where they were.

'‘Brilliant," lied Laine, taking it from him, consmis as she was that to stay
studying the map would cut further into his time.

She flicked him a glance from beneath her longdasiAnd suddenly she
was grinning again. Somehow she knew that he waseawf her lie. But she
had no power to stop that grin, for as her heagabdo pump energetically
again, Laine saw that Zare was grinning too! Themmwvho had a lion's
share of aggression, was actually grinning at heraggression or bad
temper to be seen that when he was such a stfokldre truth, she had lied
to him.

You can't get lost,' he murmured as he went badkd to the driver's side
of the car. 'I'll meet you back here at one.’

Standing to watch him drive off, Laine had to owthether it be excitement,
or what it was, even with Cristo still very ill, ddenly she was happy.

Her initial thought was to go inside the cathedidiave a look round. Then
she thought that since it was near to the cathdéuatkshe was to meet Zare,
then perhaps it would be better to leave that lastl when if she had cut it
a bit fine, she would be in the actual vicinitywliere they were to meet.
Turning her back on the cathedral, she set ofkfaze.

That morning turned out to be the most fascinatiignorning in her whole
twenty-two years. Through cobbled pavementlesststrand alleys she
went, and knowing nothing whatsoever about archite¢she was to. stand
transfixed staring at the Gothic buildings of thediaeval city.

Once or twice as she went she had felt calledvesitigate a square she had
seen through passageways. The next time that csmpupulled, she
obeyed it.



And it was there in the Piazza del Campo that,dneath taken, she just
stood and looked and looked.

She was totally unaware of people, of pigeonspafenir sellers, her eyes
drawn again and again to the tall stately rosekbdcMangia Tower that
stood guard at the Palazzo Pubblico. Her breatghtaget again as in the
same magnificent shell-shaped piazza, the cerdrat where the three hills
met, by just turning her head she could see thatibglacurving Palazzo

Sansedoni.

Laine could have stayed and spent the rest oirtiedt her disposal in just
feasting her eyes on the magnificent Piazza delg@aBut on checking the

one-handed clock on the Mangia Tower against h&shwahe saw that time

was going on, and that if she was to explore befbeemet Zare at one, then
she hadn't a minute to waste.

Back in the charming streets and alleyways, Lair@s wontent just to
breathe in the atmosphere as she strolled pass simajppaused occasionally
to glance in shop windows. But it was when a salthsh of yellow in the
window of a shop selling glass and porcelain cabgheye that she stopped
to do more than glance.

The splash of yellow that had attracted her atenturned out to be the
most delicate small white china plate upon whidham@und the edge, were
sprigs of individually moulded yellow forsythia.

Lost in admiration, Laine gazed and gazed at tlogiiske piece of porcelain
and knew only she wanted, quite desperately, toth@wner. But, as

minutes ticked by with nothing else in the windoawimg any attraction for

her, suddenly it was borne in on her exactly whg/whnted that plate—the
forsythia reminded her of that house at ValgaraeZahouse!

With no idea of why she should want to take a mgrmsbe could touch with
her back to England, a small sigh left her thatrghéng in that window
shrieked 'expensive' and Laine at last turned away.

Still trying to put the piece of porcelain from hemd, she checked her map
only when she found herself in the Piazza Matteattiepartment store, its



sunblinds advertising it as 'Upim', beckoned, kuing with the one
disappointment of her day that she could not affbed piece of porcelain,
Laine decided against going inside for a quick lomknd. It wasn't that she
needed to buy anything, but still mourning thatreweshe had more than her
coffee money with her, that porcelain plate wotilllsave been beyond her
means, she thought she would prefer not to sediagyelse she could not
afford.

Memory of her coffee money reminded her that she tviasty. What better
place to sit with a cup of coffee, she thoughtpales beginning, than the
Piazza del Campo! There had been tables and delose set outside the
various restaurants there, she recalled, banistiseppointment that she
would never own that particular piece of porceksrshe retraced her steps,
eager now to return to that one particular square.

Of course, only human, she could not resist andtiodrat the small plate as
she passed the window. But telling herself thai@af coffee in the Piazza
del Campo was one very big compensation, she weahd was soon, once
more, lost to time as her ears picked up the safimdulti-national voices,
with yet no particular language able to penetraterapture.

Quite when she realised how sublimely content dfiejdist to sit there
amongst the strange echoing quality of sound ti@iecback from the walls,
Laine did not know. Nor did she know for how longeshad sat there.
Spellbound, she was unaware that her coffee cupohgdsince been empty,
and she had room only for happiness.

Her enthralled trance was only broken when a shdétivacross her, and
she became aware that the sun had become temypdnaidien; But when

she looked up and saw that it was Zare Forturino,wgtanding looking

down at her, was responsible for the shadow siNlitched, she felt neither
surprise nor discomfort that he had had to comkitapfor her.

The scene fixed in her mind, Zare seemed all pattparcel of the whole
wonderful feel of it all. Her eyes shining, the mbgautiful smile broke
from her to reveal her enchantment, as, any fogredting passing her by,
she sighed:



‘Isn'tit all so ... so absolutely marvellous!

But to find that Zare was looking at her a shaddyydhat he wasn't saying
anything at all, had it suddenly penetrating tlaatever polite with her in
company, he was probably furious that he had hadnte and find her, yet
with the area abounding with tourists, he was waito let fly at her until
they were alone.

'Er—is it one o'clock already?' she asked, a hirgpology in her voice as
she waited for some tight- lipped reply.

He did speak then, and all at once all was weh Wwér world again, and her
heart lifted when he smiled, and asked:

"You have enjoyed yourself so much that you foajbsense of time?’

'It's been the most wonderful morning of my lighe told him honestly, her
smile there again as her eyes, leaving his, justtndo another circuit of the
piazza. 'Was there ever such a place?' she askbd so

To feel his hand on hers, cool, yet oddly warm @ptilled her to her feet
and placed a note on top of the bill for her caoffesd a tingling shooting up
her arm, and for a moment Laine felt quite giddyotigh later she was able
to realise that that was no more than should beagd when taking into

account that she had had no breakfast, had watkeda@ for hours, and that
her senses had been assaulted by beauty aftegybeaut

Feeling an apology was due to him, she was stileinenraptured world, yet
another smile of happiness breaking from her whenhand still holding
hers, Zare sounded as if he was apologising twvhen he looked deep into
her eyes and said softly:

'‘Loath though | am to be the one to break the sp&ampohas on you,
Anna-Maria will be waiting to serve you lunch.'



CHAPTER SIX

CAPTIVATED, as she had been since she had first set foo¢maSLaine was
to find, as she got ready to go down to dinner thght, that she still felt
bewitched, not only by Siena, but by everythinyalgaro too.

That Zare Forturini must have something to do With inner contentment,

when all the odds were against her experiencingpament's contentment,

was, she had to own, strangely true. For had lered to being the uncivil

brute she had thought he might be once they weasy &nom other people,

then her joy with anything his country held woudtie knew, be shattered.
Back then would come the nagging worries of beiagniess in a land that
was not her own, of having to live in a house wtaaggression between her
and her host was never very far from the surfacel Back would come her
anxiety about the poor progress Cristo was making.

With a start, she realised that, as completelydiedforgotten all about the
bad temper that had flared between her and Zémeakfast time, so too had
she forgotten to ask him how Cristo had been wieehdd visited him that
morning!

Wondering how she could have forgotten such a tHiagne recalled that
she had had plenty of opportunity to ask Zare hawbinother was. For,
expecting when he had brought her back that hed\gtaly no longer than to
drop her off, she had been surprised that foriteetfime while she had been
there, he had eaten lunch at home.

. A trace of a smile curving her mouth, Laine met thining eyes in the
mirror as she completed her light make-up. Somede#énce mechanism
made her ask, why shouldn't her eyes shine? Zatebban at his most
charming at lunchtime, not a glimmer of his miglaygression coming
through as, having almost to drag her away filoGampo,he had seen that
she was still glowing from all that her eyes haginse

His teasing comment when seated opposite her ahlaf)y 'Have you yet
come down to earth?' had seen the gates openiagnuttitude of questions
that had tumbled to her lips.



That he indulged her by answering every one ofduestions, bringing to
life in answer to her question about the many gavlpured banners she had
seen on sale everywhere, that they were the flajgecseventeen Sienese
districts, and were much in evidence when twiceearyonce in July and
once in August, a horse race called fedio was run inil Campo.His
description of how the crowd went wild when, witinly ten districts
allowed to compete, the ten horses with their sgdsé riders raced three
times round the Campo, was so vivid that it wastadl could do to hold back
from saying, 'Oh, how | wish | could be here to gke

Leaving her seat at the dressing table, her mitidut of all that Zare had
told her, Laine brought herself up short as thésagon suddenly came of
just how much 8pace Zare Forturini too had occumdukr thoughts since
that amicable lunch.

But she was to stand rooted in the middle of herdmmm floor, when with

something akin to shock, she realised, when atioreeshe had thought him
the most hateful man she had ever met, that sheadidate him at all! So
much did she not hate him—she had even forgottensel thought when
she had heard his car return, of 'Oh God—he's back’

Deciding some minutes later that perhaps it wag oatural her hate would
not stand up now that she had been treated to andfidiis warmer side,
Laine left her room with the shine in her eyes dednas she guessed that,
since Zare's charm only came in short bursts, sheédimost likely be back
to hating him by the time dinner was over. Forhat first opportunity she
intended to rectify her omission in not asking h@sisto was and, if
memory served, only seconds after Cristo was broughko any
conversation, firing pins were put into positiortiwboth of them ready to
let fly.

But when Zare came into treala where, a few minutes early, she was
sitting, and she discovered that he had retainadctmarm she had decided
appeared only in short bursts, as he remarkekotight | heard you," and,
although he was unsmiling, looked as though heplessed to see her, all
thought of her enquiry about Cristo went from her.



And she was busy with thoughts, as he escortedthherdinner, of, had he
really looked pleased to see her sitting thereRddrshe imagined it? And
why should it bother her anyway? It was not untilam later that thoughts of
Cristo entered her head.

'You were not—too bored, this afternoon?' he emguias the meal
progressed, remembering, she thought, that sheotédim she was not
used to idleness.

‘Not bored at all,’ she told him politely as sheinto some pork cooked in a
superb wine sauce. 'How could | be?' she questiamedturn. And her
mouth curved warmly as she remembered and did abtfer his answer. 'l
spent hours in the garden, just thinking and timigKi

"Your thoughts obviously gave you pleasure,’ hiedtanis eyes going to the
curve of her mouth, then up to her eyes.

She guessed, one's thoughts being private, thavsathe nearest he would
go to ask her what she had been thinking aboutttdithe was interested at
all in any of what she had been thinking made kel éddly pleased with
life.

'‘Can't you remember the first time you saw Siesla@'asked.

'‘Ah," he said, and she knew that her question &éaehated to him where her
thoughts had been that afternoon. 'So you havéongatten this place that
brings stars to your eyes," he said softly.

' never shall," she murmured, remembering aga&Pthzza del Campo, that
echoing sound she had heard in her ears again wresiee thought about
the place where she had sat, regardless of tirkmgidy, and sipped her
coffee. 'And that reminds me," she said, havingxlain the thoughts that
were going through her head as she laid down hér &nd fork and rooted
in her bag. 'l was just thinking of the Campo whiehad coffee. | forgot to
return the money you gave me.’



His eyes flicked to the notes she was trying talitam, and then back to her
face, his look steady as he remarked, "You do pje¢ar to have spent very
much.’

'l didn't spend any of it,' she replied, trying tmget uptight as it came to her
that with the opinion he had of her, he no doubtught it peculiar that she

was offering him his money back at all, much ldss she hadn't made a
hole in it. 'If you remember,’ she added with actoaf heat, ‘it was you who

settled the bill for my coffee.’

'So | did," he replied. And as if he could seeshs going to blow up if he
didn't take the money she was pushing at him, dleitdrom her, that steady
look being relieved by a hint of a smile, as h& sdour memory is much
better than mine, Laine.’

'‘Now who's telling fibs?' she asked, and thouglet lsad said the wrong
thing again when, at being accused of being a liigr face fell back into
stern lines. 'l was only joking," she said quickig)f of her wondering why
she was bothering to try to placate him, whiledtteer half of her was glad
that it had worked, for that half smile was bacdkréhagain. But she did not
press what she knew to be the truth—that Zare Rortuever forgot a thing,
because, his good humour restored, he was asking:

'Did you see nothing that you wanted to buy?’

Instantly her mind went to the porcelain plate lshe seen, and the memory
of it caused her to hesitate before, knowing tla¢eplvas lost to her for ever,
she told him:

' didn't go into any shops. | saw Upim, of couraseg a shop that sold some
delicious-looking cake—panforte, | think it was called.’

‘The cake of Siena," Zare told her, going on thiégtknow they were talking
about the same one by saying it was, with variationade from flour,

candied peel, melon and citrus, almonds and stAyama-Maria will make

some for you," he ended. And before she could grobat she didn't want
Anna- Maria to be put to any trouble, he was gaing'Are you going to tell
me what it was you saw, wanted, but did not buy?’



Surprise had her jaw dropping. 'How did you kn' His grin, her thoughts
scattering as her heart doing a quick flip as diserved it, made her break
off.

At that moment Anna-Maria came in to see if theg fimished, and looking
down, Laine saw that she had placed her knife aridrfeatly side by side
on her empty plate without knowing it.

Too full for more than a piece of fruit to end witline realised that they had
almost completed another meal without either ofrtlgwing for the other's
throat. Perhaps Zare has been trying to hold batllei same way | have, she
thought, and found that that thought pleased het.n@ndful that it only
took a little spark to set one or other of them a# Anna- Maria finished
tidying the dining room table, then went out, Latheught she would stay
just long enough to finish the apple Zare had mefle her, then she would
return to her room.

"You did not answer my question.’

Zare's statement took her attention from the st pieces of apple. She
knew what his question had been, but still not wanthat spark to arc, she
could not, since he valued honesty so much, pretetdshe didn't.

Though it was still a mystery to her why she shawdaht a tangible memory
with her when she returned to England, Laine bdgaell him about the
porcelain plate. But, too concerned with hopingvieuld not see the
connection with his home, she was unaware thaemdescription of the
forsythia-decorated object, she had revealed hetamly she had fallen in
love with it. That was, until he said:

"You wanted that plate very badly, did you not,redt | should have given
you more mon . . .'

'‘No!" she interrupted him sharply—but had to adtemw he looked at her
with slightly raised brows, 'Even if you had, | wduever have spent your
money on a present for myself.'



She knew her colour was high. Knew that with Zaegiisg at her it was
never likely to recede. Just as she knew thatdhsan for her warm colour
was because he was thinking that the price of eepa# porcelain was
neither here nor there when he had written proatf $he had accepted more
than the outlay for a piece of porcelain from igtber.

Unable to bear his scrutiny any more, Laine pudtercchair back from the
table. 'If you'll excuse me,' she said, 'l thirkkbetter go to my room.’

To find him at the door before she could get wwas unexpected. And just
as unexpected was the fact that when she thoughoblel open the door for
her to go through, Zare did no such thing.

"You do not sound—too sure—that you want to go éwiryroom,' he
suggested, when she looked at him questioningly..

Sighing, Laine saw that a lengthy and probablyyfemgument might ensue
if she didn't come clean. 'I've had a lovely dagreZ she told him honestly.
‘But quite frankly, | can sense both my temper—smuar temper—wearing
thin. And . . '

'‘And," he took up, 'you would prefer that your ddly stay lovely until, with
your head on your pillow, you close your eyes?"

'l—couldn't have . . ." Suddenly, at the warm Idbkt came to his eyes,
seeing it mattered not to him, she was sure, hawdag ended, Laine felt
choked up inside. '. . . couldn't have put it bettgself,'” she managed to

finish, finding she was glad her voice was natyrhalisky.

‘Then with the hope that | shall not be the ongpiil your lovely day, may

| say goodnight as a— friend and, for once, notryamemy," he said softly,
that warm look for her still in his eyes, as givingr all the time she needed
to pull away if she had any objection, gently Z&oaturini took her in his
arms.

Too confused suddenly to know if this was the wawhich friends parted,
Laine had no objection to make whatsoever wheralteHis mouth over
hers. In fact, so little objection did she havenake that when, his kiss still



gentle, his mouth stayed over hers, she foundhtiahands were going up
to his shoulders.

Her heart drumming inside her, she felt warmthigkiss; felt the warmth
of him as he held her close in the circle of hrasr

Then, just when she had ceased thinking abouttharyat all in particular,
she felt Zare, unhurried still, gently push henirbim.

His smile had gone, and her colour had pinkenétle Wwhen with his eyes
still holding hers, Zare opened the door and mdwaxda little way to it.

'l think the idea of you going to your room is aodoone," he said slowly,
while all she was capable of doing was to lookiat. FBut | think you had
better not— delay any longer.’

As a help to reduce her pink colour, his remark whgo help. Was he
saying that he—desired her? That if she did notaye, that he would not be
able to let her go at all?

'‘G-goodnight,’ she stammered, owning the oddestpatsion to stay just
where she was to find out exactly what it was lterdean.

'‘Goodnight, Laine," floated after her.

And Laine was doing some floating herself as, sctapg his eyes were
following her since she had not heard the dinirgnwaloor close, she went
without a backward glance up the stairs.

Only when she had made it to her room did her ltenide to behave itself.
Though it threatened to go erratic as she thouhbtw that kiss, as lovely
as her day, had been. But it was not until she egpéer eyes to another new
day that it came to her that not once last night $tze asked Zare how his
brother was!

He must be showing signs of improvement by now,tebaght—not that
she knew a lot about illness. But it was almostegkvsince he had been
taken back to hospital. And surely if his conditiwas going the other way,



then given, as Zare had said, that Anna- Mariaakagys singing, that news
would have seen her singing something other thasriatches of the merry
tunes she frequently broke into.

Thinking that perhaps today would be the day sheldvbe allowed to see
the man who, after all, was the sole reason fobkerg there, Laine felt an
unexpected shyness attack her when she left hen toogo down to
breakfast.

Yesterday had been little short of wonderful, dh@ught, as, wondering if
Zare worked on Saturdays, that shyness made hestéps slower than
usual as she went down the stairs.

Memory of that kiss she had shared with him laghtwas with her as she
crossed the hall floor. Excitement and shyness Imihgogether as she
guessed that the antagonism between her and Zm@ifelher being unable
to disprove any of what he had first thought of, heould never again
surface. For her part, with that beautiful warnsketween them, she would
find it impossible to get cross with him about dngg.

Or so she thought before she opened the door tbrédakfast room. Shyly
she smiled at the man who, on hearing the door,dpek his eyes from his
paper, and the good manners inherent in him madestand up until she
had taken her place at the table, her husky, '@Gumting, Zare,' leaving her
as suddenly needing some action, she immediatekg@iup her serviette.

But her serviette was to go promptly down on to $ide plate when, not
replying to her greeting, his tone curt, telling keat it had not taken him
long to regret having said ‘goodnight’ as a fridrelremarked shortly:

"You went to bed with your appetite not satisfi&gnorina?'And smoothly,
while she sat stunned, 'lt is no wonder that yonnoa wait to begin
breakfast this morning!

Dumbfounded at the change in him, at the differandgm from what she
had been expecting, Laine heard him summoning Ammeb bring her
breakfast, while her thoughts went whirling at wieg had just said.
Ignoring the fact that she thought she had reattedeshis eyes last night,



and brushing aside that although she knew he dwud read a similar look

in her eyes; last night they had exchanged a wasstkat had banished, or
so in her innocence she had thought, all the aniynibsit had been between
them. Last night she had been foolish enough titthat that kiss had set a
seal on a new beginning. A new beginning, if maybeexactly as friends,

then certainly not as enemies.

Still trying to come to terms with the fact thastaight she had been Laine,
but that since Zare had gone to bed and obviobslyght over all he knew
of her—none of it good, she could be positive @itthhe had decided the
distance of calling hesignorinamore fitting, Laine was never more glad of
the fierce pride which had been handed down tobyeboth her proud
parents. It was all she had to save her from shpwigak tears at the slap in
the face she had just received.

Angelina bustling in with her coffee and toast gheea minute or two to do
what she could to get herself together. But as Angevent out, Laine had
caught her second wind, and attacked without thiiingth when it came to a
battle of words, Zare was not backward when it careitting her down to
size.

'Forgive mesignore,'she said coolly, 'but I think | really should tedlu that
when | went to bed last night, it was without wagta single thing more you
could supply to ensure my satisfaction. Thoughg' atided, ignoring the
narrowing of his eyes as off came the gloves andhfsomewhere she
dredged up an insincere smile, ‘from the grumpy vayre behaving this
pleasant morning, | should say, of the two of lnat you're the one suffering
from—er— night starvation, not 1.’

She knew her cheeks were warm as she brought aulast bit. Guessed
that Zare knew she was nowhere near as cool asahenaking out to be,
but pride riding her, she would not back down, & head- tilted as
arrogantly as his ever had done and she watchegtiasfaced, he studied
her.

'Perhaps you in turn will forgive mejgnorina,'he said, his voice silky
when, his inspection of her over, he at last spokehat | must correct the
erroneous impression you have that | am starvin@ifything." His smile



beat hers into a cocked hat when it came to ingigcénd it was then, his
voice hardened, his eyes going like chips of iseha told her cuttingly,
loathing her and all she stood for, she knew iy, ideds are amply provided
for without my having to— degrade myself by—withotdo much
effort—gaining access to your bed.'

Her colour flared crimson, hurt she could not hidber eyes as she tried to
remain proud. But she felt whipped by what he Fad,sand it was a toss-up
then, as her jaw wavered as she pulled in a gaspadhurt, whether she

would have taken to her heels and run from the rdgumhas pride battled in

her to stay put, to make believe he had not cutdére quick, so, as if he
could not bear to look at her any longer, she h#éaedscrape of his chair,

then saw him go striding from the room.

It was pride that he had had a good go at breakimiggot Laine through the
rest of the day. That he did not come home to lumak a bonus she was
grateful for. For no way would she sit at his tabléth him and eat so much
as one morsel.

Insolent swine! she fumed on more than one occabiack to hating him
with all she had that even the enchantment sheahaays found in the
garden was gone.

Oh, if only she had the money to get back to Emlashe thought
impotently, her hate against Cristo's brother atitrlg up when the excuse
tried to creep in that perhaps Cristo was worsertiorning. Nothing would
excuse the way Zare had spoken to her. Nothingdvextuse what he had
said, even if she had fired his wrath by gettingrst to look down her nose
at him for a change. And anyway, Anna-Maria hadnbs@ging like a
woundup canary the last time she had been anywieanethe kitchen, so at
the very least, Cristo had to be holding his own.

Still mutinous, Laine was in her room when she d&are's car return. But
by then, pride and mutiny combined were giving $eszond thoughts about
not eating another morsel with him as a mealtinmagamnion. He'd just love

that, wouldn't he? she thought. He'd just lovéhiok he'd made short work
of her, with his talk of not degrading himself. gi@ist love it if he thought

she was skulking in her room licking the woundshhd inflicted.



Damn him, stormed her pride, she wouldn't buckldeuiis insults, she'd be
hanged if she would!

Pride, Laine was to discover, was all very well, ibwas no help to stop her
hands from shaking as she zipped up her blue dress.

Accepting that she felt nervous, though whetheZare having something
equally delightful to snarl at her as the remarkhlael cut her with that
morning, or from his astonishment that she was ngniack for more, it
was that stubborn pride that had her leaving hemrat just gone half past
eight.

Her head held high, she decided to go straiglitdalining room. For pride's
sake she had made it this far, but nerves werebgrgtat her, and she just
did not trust herself not to ruin her dignified ritoby throwing at him
anything good manners decreed he offered her ijeshed him in thesala,
and he wept off on the same tack he had been om tine very first that
morning.

But on opening the dining room door, Laine was ita fshe had been
mistaken to think that Zare was in thala. For he was standing with his
back to her over by the fireplace, tension, shédchave sworn, about those
broad shoulders the moment before he spun roundamdher there.

Not intending to give him any sort of greeting,c&iihe had seen fit to ignore
her greeting of that morning, she moved to go awdner usual seat, and
found that he had moved too, and was pulling outhair for her.

Sure it was only from habit of upbringing that reallperformed this service
for her, Laine declined to thank him lest, sincéame word had so far been
exchanged, his mood was as brutish as it had been.

But, when she had thought that as far as she wasenwed not one word
would she utter, the better to keep her dignifiediawas as Zare went
round to take his seat that, as her eyes went dskenpbserved the small
parcel in an expensive-looking wrapping that wathright of her place
setting.



'‘What's this?' The words had left her involuntartlyo late now to bring
them back, or to ignore the parcel as though sbenkaer seen it.

'Why not unwrap it and find out?'

Aggression was absent from his voice, she notedfHau didn't mean it
would not come roaring to the surface at the sighpretext.

'You'll forgive me—I'd rather not," she replied digl and wished that
Anna-Maria, Angelina, or anybody would hurry in,chese she was
nervous of Zare Forturini who, ever a one with ssgs, had changed tack
yet again, and with her soup in front of her, ituldbgive her some action to
perform.

'It is yourforgiveness I'm after, Laine," said Zare, whenfimgrers refused to
carry out his suggestion to open the package. 'Biglg/to you this morning
were unforgivable, | know, but . . .’

That the great Zare Forturini seemed, if her eam®ewot playing her false,
to be apologising, made Laine raise her head to &dim, that choked-up
feeling visiting her again when she could see nshress for her in his
expression.

"You think that forgiveness for your foul remarkndae bought by a mere
trinket?' she questioned, knowing she was neediing but unable to sit
there and meekly accept his gift.

'l hurt you,' he replied, to surprise her yet agaimen she thought that
something short and sharp was going to come her \ay in truth,’ he
went on, 'l can't honestly say if that was my ititemor not. But what | can
honestly say is that seeing that hurt in your dy@snot made this day any
easier to bear.’

Cristo! she thought, but could not then ask abaout I$he sensed that the
news about Cristo that morning was not good, aecskl been the one Zare
had chosen to take his aggression out on at thetenpy of being able to do
no more than to get the best doctors he couldtém@tCristo. But, having



seen how his remarks had cut, he had had thatgonith throughout that
day as well as his fears about his brother.

"You had no need to—to buy me a present,’ shehsekily. Having vowed
never to forgive him, she realised that vow wasating when she saw
how it had been.

'l did not buy it because | had to, Laine," he toéd quietly, 'but because
|—wanted to.' He smiled at her then, the warm radtsmile she had seen
yesterday.

It was the same smile, yet as her heart startbdrigp painfully inside her as
his eyes stayed with her, as she looked into tihx@sen dark eyes, Laine's
senses were revealing to her what had been thsterglay and probably the
day before, only she had not seen it then.

Astonishment hit her like a body blow, and she waly barely aware that
Anna-Maria had come in with a soup tureen, thatveh®being served with
soup'Grazie, Anna-Maria," she murmured, her voice barely aeddd she
tried to surface from shock. Tried to surface beeashe knew that she had
to.

'Which are you going to do first?' Zare asked themant the door had
closed behind Anna-Maria. '‘Open your parcel orldyiour soup?’

Unable to answer him, or even look at him, Laineched for the packet.
Her fingers all thumbs, she pulled aside the gafsetand undid first the
outer wrapper and then the swathe of tissue benElag¢m tears were jerking
to her eyes.

'Oh—Zare!" she breathed. 'Oh Zare,' she chok&dteautiful!’

For there in her hands was the porcelain she hadsired yesterday. The
porcelain plate she had wanted because her hehinoavn what she had
only just discovered; that she had to have a reamniafithis enchanted place.
That, because she was in love with him, she h&dve a reminder of Zare.
And yet it could not be hers—it was far too expeesi



'It's beautiful,’ she said again. 'But | can't'. .

"You're not going to cry, are you?' she heard hifmrcas tears shimmered in
her eyes.

'As if | would," she replied, and hoped he woulkhkht was just the beauty
of the object in her hands that was making her lswahard lest her tears
should fall.

Managing to check her tears, she looked at himvékeunsmiling, she saw,
until she found a smile that told him she was rmhg to flood the place.

Then, his mouth curving slightly, it was sinceredige thought, that he said,
'It seems | have found the right piece—please ddtédmine.’

She guessed from that that on top of all his wertiat day, he had had to
search until he had found the piece she had destctidbhim. And that made
it even more valuable to her—that Zare had gonebhis way to get it for
her.

"Thank you," she heard herself murmur, and just@&et him know that she
understood. 'lt's no wonder you were a little tgutthis morning,’ she said,
smiling as she spoke, 'the way things are . . .'

'What the hell do you mean by that!" hit her befele could blink.

Oh God, Laine thought, wondering what she had dmve to set him off.
She wanted to beg him not to spoil this wonderfainment for her. This
moment of his giving, of her taking because shesdotim. Giving and
taking, she thought, and remembered her mothengdlyat there had to be
give and take if people were going to get on.

'What would | mean, Zare?' she asked quietly, nahtiug his frown,
wanting his smile back. ‘I know how worried you at®ut Cristo. The sort
of strain you've been under about him is enoughdke anyone touchy.'

'l am—a little on edge,’ he owned, but miraculoukig frown had
disappeared, as he added, '"Your soup is gettimt' col



Despite the terrifying moment when Laine had thdulgat at the very least
she would be throwing her beautiful plate backiat, ho her great joy, his
aggression did not show itself throughout the rewhexi of that meal.

Indeed, it seemed that Zare was trying hard to naakends for the way he
had been with her that morning. For he had herldmgcseveral times with
his wit and humour. And Laine, already sunk, knéw kad no chance of
being sensible and going straight to her room assklould when, the meal
at an end, the china plate he had given her ibh&grwhen charmed by him
as she had been, he suggested that they adjotiradala.

It was in thesalawhen, shyness again attacking, her source of csatien
dried up, that all she could think to say as Zaeswdup a chair very near to
hers was:

'How was Cristo when you saw him today?"

She waited for his aggression to appear, bitingttregue at her question,
although it was a natural one. Then discoveredftradnce his aggression
was staying down when Cristo's name cropped up.giweh that he took
his time before replying, memory of his sick bratbausing him to get up
and pour himself a Scotch, his back was to heeagplied evenly:

'He was a little better when | saw him this aftenmo

He came back with his Scotch, and a sherry for Awed. Laine, glad in her

heart that there was at last some improvementigtd;a crisis having taken
place in the early hours of that morning, she gegkssaw that this was the
reason for Zare's improved humour.

'Is he allowed to see anyone but family yet?' sfteeimboldened enough to
ask.

'You are anxious to see him?'

Was there a strain of aggression there? she wahd#gesperately trying to
remember the 'give’ side of this give-and-take ress.



'l thought," she compromised at last, not wantinfight, sorely needing

when she went to bed that night to have the conufboen aggressionless
parting between them to help her through what steevkwas going to be a
wakeful night, 'l thought it was Cristo who was &us to see me.'

'He is—in love with you?'

Oh lord, that frown was there again. 'No, I'm shesisn't,’ she replied,
finding it harder to give than she would have thdugt his doubting look.

But pride was insisting on being heard when foreosle would rather it
stayed quiet. 'If you're thinking that it's odddm®uld give me two thousand
pounds when he's not in love with me, then | cdy mpeat—he never gave
me any money.'

That Zare had gone from her and was thinking his twughts told Laine
that bed was the best place for her.

The sherry he had given her, she set down on a bsside her. But when
she got to her feet, Zare stood too, that frowlhweiih him as he asked:

'Where are you going?'

‘To my room,' she replied, a woodenness in herevti@at wouldn't be
denied, no matter how much she did not want iteher

'‘But you haven't finished your drink yet.'

'l don't want a drink,' she told him, her voiceejulAnd neither do | want a
row with you. But with you unable to believe a warshy since Cristo has
never, so you said, liedtoyou . . .

'It is out of his character to lie to me," he thkt stiffly. 'Many times in the
past | have given him a cheque when he has needmd hever, even when
he has known in advance that | will not like th@jpct he required the
money for, has he ever lied to me.’

To her mind, then, there seemed little more tod §G00dnight, Zare,' she
said, and would, she thought, have brushed pastdithe door.



But, 'No, Laine,' broke from him, his hand cominder arm to stay her, his
action causing her to look at him. And she saw thahif a battle had been
goingon inside him about whom he should believe wie he had known

for less than a week, or the brother who had nig@to him, then since she
was there and Cristo was not, with no way to gé¢hatruth, Zare had, for
the moment, grown weary of the subject. '‘Don't gotyet," he said, when,
her arm tingling from his touch, Laine found shetjdid not want to pull

away.

It was her movement, she was sure afterwards, wherwas teetering on
the brink of knowing she would be wrong to stayjt@t a moment longer,
when pride tugged her one way and instinct anotheras she who made
that small movement towards him.

That movement was all that it needed. All thaegded for Zare to know the
proud look of her was giving in to him, to the widie had stated not to want
to row with him.

And it was within a split second of her moving thatmoved too. Moved to
take her into his arms, to enfold her, to say m&t word, but just to hold her
quiet like that.

In his arms was where Laine wanted to be. To hea# heaven just to lean
against him. Even not knowing what he wanted of &lee could not deny
her need to be at peace with him.

For how long they stood like that in quiet harmastye never knew, as in the
circle of his arms she stayed and just wallowetthig chance to be close to
him.

When she felt his hand at her hair, that hand sdemiee caressing, and she
just had to look at him to see if the gentlenessfsht emanating from him
was real, or if it was only her imagination.

It was real, she saw, when she tilted her head dadlgazed into dark eyes
that looked back, then travelled her face fromdhear brow, down past her
eyes, her nose, her mouth, to her chin and bati ln@r mouth again. And it
was then, when his eyes returned to her invitipg, lthat some word of



Italian escaped him, escaped him as though he dademory of saying
anything. Then, 'Laine,’ he said, and the next nmirh&s mouth was over
hers.

And Laine gloried in the feel of his mouth on hegoried to feel, as his
hand left her hair, how he gathered her to himdt ther yet closer as,
having no mind to do any other, her arms creptratdum.

How long they stayed like that, holding each otlneturning each kiss with
a growing fire, Zare's mouth seeking her throat,dees, as closer still he
held her, Laine neither knew nor cared. She waisiobk to anything save
that in Zare's arms was where she wanted to bemidigh over hers, his
body pressing hers, was what she wanted.

When he guided her to the couch, their movemenigyling as one, the
heady pleasure of what he was doing to her madeylesrclose. She felt his
hands at the fastenings of her clothes, and hishtetas too much to bear
without calling out his name.

'Zare,' she moaned at the feel of his hands ondiexd breasts. She clutched
on to him when with a sensual touch his fingerstaa/their pink tips into
throbbing peaks, then in turn, he kissed both ceown

Without conscious thought she knew that this nighitild see her his. It was
what she wanted. And maybe because of all the chdalrat had been
between them, she wanted him to know that therensasnger hatred in
her heart, that when she gave herself to him, uldvde willingly. There
was no thought in her of holding back—why should sfant to, she loved
him!

'Zare!' she cried his name again when his hand®aspine pressed her
against him, his need for her waiting, that sananyieg in him, she knew it.

'You want me, Laine?' he asked, his question noessary as her arms
about him she pressed nearer. Her, legs entanglthdhis, she felt a thrill
of wanting as he moved and lay with his weight dwar. Her breath caught,
a touch of unsuspected panic taking her as a dgedtamm and she knew she
had stirred this vibrant male.



'Oh yes,' she breathed. 'Yes, Zare, | want youaritwou,' she sighed, her
breath fading as his mouth cut off more words.

She knew then that be it here, or up in her roohgrever he chose to make
her his would be right. And she knew it would bevntor Zare was helping
her to sit up, his face flushed as she knew hess avéurnace burning in his
eyes as he gazed ardently at her uncovered brBgdtss action in bringing
her to sit up, she knew it would be to an upsteosm that he would be
taking her, but whether it was his room or herstenatl little to her.

And then, when his head came forward, and it seeimegdhe would just
have to kiss her again before he took her anywrserddenly there was a
sound outside. A sound, a car's engine warnedjhgnas it warned her, that
they were about to have company.

Wanting to cry out, not wanting any interruptionthis moment of all
moments, she saw that already Zare was straigigtdm@n clothes. Wildly
she wanted to tell him to lock the doors, not taleyone in, for the way she
was, still clinging to the slopes of the heightglesire he had taken her to,
she thought it would be an age before she woulthpable of going through
the courtesies if whoever had arrived was to b®dhiced to her.

Her eyes searching his, she saw that furnace ofingadim, saw that his
face had fallen into stern lines. And she was uigecthen as, her own
clothes straightened, Zare set about buttoningisihirt, whether he had
recognised who had arrived from the sound of this @ngine and had no
wish to see his visitor, or if he, like her, wasralang the fact that anyone
else knew where he lived.

Masculine footsteps coming along the hall had Zsaeading in front of her
to shield her as she strove to come back to notynahe guessed.

Her colour still high, she heard the door to sh&open, and knew then that
she had only seconds to get herself somewheretbaakmal. Though she
could not help but feel a thrill at Zare's tone, ifowvas stern and not very
welcoming to whoever it was who had called, forreas he reverted to his
native Italian, she could hear that in his voice.



Italian was the language that answered him. Itahad not at all put out at
the aggressive greeting that he had got for higteo But it was not that that
had Laine's eyes shooting wide! For even thoughaneord of that quick
flow of foreign language was she able to understeutiéit her ears did pick
up was some inflection in that answering voice withich she was very
familiar. Somewhere she had heard that voice before

Curiosity was to mingle with that feeling that paipls it was about time she
let the other man know there was someone elsesinothm.

Getting to her feet, Laine moved round to the sile@here Zare had been
shielding her. But as her eyes looked at the fddaeoman who had just
come in, his face starting to register the samenagiment that was
rocketing through Laine as he saw her, her eyes wding her that indeed
she did know him! And not only that, but that heswlaoking much
betterthan the last time she had seen him. Inlf@ctause there was nothing
wrong with her eyesight, she would swear that theng man she had been
led to believe had lain at death's door all thiekvead never looked fitter!
And as shock filled her, all she was able to uitas the one word—his
name.

'Cristo!" she gasped.



CHAPTER SEVEN

STILL not over the shock of what her vision was tellieg, Laine shot a look
to Zare. His face, she saw, was showing not a gémai welcome for
Cristo, nor, as he flicked a tight-lipped glanchat, was there a trace of the
lover he had been only a short while ago in higloo

But Cristo was getting over his astonishment, aa@kclamation of ‘Laine!
was bringing her attention back to him, as he bedrfdrward, and without
more ado gave both her cheeks a resounding kiem Hauled her
delightedly into his arms to give her a huge hug.

With Cristo's bent head somewhere beside her owimelwas afforded a
full view of Zare. She saw, his look violent, thayshe checked a move that
seemed as though he would tear the two of thent.apat the spurt of
adrenalin that flooded her heart at the ridiculand sudden notion that he
was jealous flickered and died into nothing. Foilevtvith all her heart she
would like to believe that his look of violence st@ed from nothing more
than jealousy that she had so soon transferred filerarms to the arms of
his brother, she knew that jealousy had nothingdptavith it.

But there was no time then to decipher what thaigfgre going through
Zare's head; her own powers of thought had beere matnsense before
Cristo appearing out of the blue looking a supgrécsnen of health had
brought her fresh confusion; for Cristo was lookinip her face.

'What. . .!" His unbelieving exclamation did not §rished, as, with an arm
still about her, he turned so thatjihey were baitirfig Zare.

But suddenly, comprehension dawned on Cristo, @drin was wide that
he seemed to think he had the answer to everythamg-that included the
reason why his brother was favouring him with sadtostile look.

"You wanted to surprise me, didn't you, Zare?'dhé, 10t a bit abashed that
his brother's expression had not lightened at\&re you going to bring
Laine to see me or,' his grin was there again,ydidcalculate that | would
find a month away from home too long?' And, tooitdby arriving home
and finding Laine there to wait for an answer, dnis looking as though it



would never depart, he turned to tell her, 'And thbeautiful surprise you
are. Like me, you must have just arrived too, aeZeould have been on the
phone to tell me not to make any arrangementsdorotrow, when he

intended bringing you to see me.’

None of it made any sense to Laine's utterly caduboughts. Even though
her e”es were telling her that Cristo was in tapifcshe somehow needed to
establish the basic fact that her eyes were naideg her about the way,
by the look of it, she had been deceived ever ssheehad got there.

"You—Yyou are—well, Cristo?' she found her huskycedio ask.

‘Never better," he said cheerfully. Though his dailed as he owned, lest
she should think she had made the flight to Italpacessarily, 'But | was

feeling very depressed after my illness.' And,ilvepressible grin of good

humour refusing to be defeated, it was there aggine added, 'But I'm not
depressed any longer.’

"Your—illness—Iasted a long time," Laine murmursiil] endeavouring to
pin some basic facts down.

'My body is normally healthy, he replied. 'It ditiake me long to shake off
the physical effects of being laid low." He looksdZare to include him in

the conversation. Zare, she noted, had not saithanword after that spurt
of Italian that had left him when Cristo had walked|'m still ready to start

work any time you say, Zare,' he said, and lookiack to Laine, cheerfully

he told her, 'l wanted to start work again last by, only late on Sunday
night | got a call from my brother—from Englandieé remembered, ‘telling
me that he could not agree with my doctors thaas as well as they said,
and that | was to take myself off to the Alps fananth.’

And to the Alps, whichever Alps they were, wentrigds mind as she tried
to fight her way through the fog, was where Cristought, had he not
arrived home unexpectedly, Zare would be takingiteorrow.

She looked at Zare again and saw he didn't lookhapypier that Cristo still
had his arm around her. She knew then that theseonlg one place she was
going, and that was back to England—with all spéewul . . .



'‘But what am | thinking of.' Cristo broke into tboughts. "You shouldn't be
here.' He wasn't telling her anything she didndwn'You should be in New
Zealand with your parents!'

Surfacing from her thoughts, Laine saw that whatéwsas she was going
to be able to sort out from the muddle up thereenhead, one thing stood
out very clearly—Cristo had nothing at all to ddiwthis web of deceit that
surrounded her.

'‘By now they should be in Australia,” she repliegening up to him when
there was so much in her that had to be kept sddestvens, she couldn't
escape the thought, Zare Forturini would never sayghing if he had

gleaned from her response to him that she was/gwath him!

‘Australia!" Cristo exclaimed. And, light breakinypu mean they're going
to Tony's wedding after all!’

She murmured a quiet, 'Yes," not missing the faat Zare was looking
daggers at being excluded from this private tetete-

'Oh, cara,'said Cristo softly, and when she hadn't a cluet\nisasoft gentle
endearment was supposed to mean, he did no margtiicher close into
his arms again. 'You were looking forward to gomith them so much, yet
you forfeited your savings so that your deaadreand padre could see
Tony mar. ..

Zare cutting in, his voice like a thunderclap asnglish, to let her know he
was as mad with her as with his brother, was-abruptiering, "Take your
arms from thesignorina!'Startled, Cristo dropped his arms from her as ,Zare
his expression as thunderous as his voice, rafipathw me to my study, |
wish to talk privately to you.'

'‘Mamma mia!broke from a startled Cristo as Zare strode out.H&s good
humour was never suppressed for long. 'You wilusecme, Laine, | think
my brother is a little—er—cross that | have goneiasf his wishes and
ruined your surprise visit to me tomorrow—he newas one to endure
having his plans thwarted." Though before he foldwas Zare had
commanded, he stayed long enough to instruct, Wibwvait here for me?"



'It's late," Laine managed to smile, her need tdvgeconfused thoughts into
some sort of order growing desperate. 'Shall weel@auntil the morning?”

Her thoughts had been charging one after the bigfere she had got to her
room. But once there, they fairly galloped alonbey¥ chased her as she
sluiced her face and prepared for bed, positiviely fas she took the plate
Zare had given her from her bag and propped itrughe dressing table. But
by the time she had been in bed for ten minutes,th@ights were an
absolute torrent. And another ten minutes latevag touch and go that she
did not storm from her bed and break that plateleixed so much into a
hundred and one pieces. She didn't of course—8Hhewtd Zare Forturini.

My God!, she was thinking another half hour lagserything now sorted in
her mind. 'Unlike you,' she could vividly recallnihisaying, 'l have never
been ashamed of the truth." The wretched, desgicabine, she fumed,
loving him having nothing to do with her fund ollamames for him, he with
his abhorrence of lies! Had he had a field day!

He knew better than anyone that Cristo had fulbpvered, that Cristo had
been looking forward to going back to work on tBamnday that seemed
light years away when he had called to tell het @wsto's recovery was
being retarded because he was pining for a sign¢iofHe had been lying in
his teeth ever since then!

Oh, she now knew what it was all about, of coufséab hand when it came
to mixing in with his brother's love life, she nanber needed to recall his
thunderous 'Take your arms from signorina!'to know that there was no
place for her in his plans for Cristo.

Oriana hadn't been good enough for him either.vidwgn there had been
nothing like that between her and Cristo, Zare Wort had decided to
investigate the girl he thought, from the moneystihad told him he
wanted for her, was the new girl in his young beoth life. And, since
Cristo's fortune was at stake, there was only amgteydiscover what sort of
a girl Cristo had got himself entangled with thmnd.

The only reason she had been lied to, conned@atarig England, was not
that Cristo was ill, but that, believing that soBristo would say that he



wanted to marry her, and with her, unlike Oriana Inong in Italy, Zare
Forturini, a busy man, had wanted her not in Erdjldrut under his nose
where, as from Oriana’s visits to the house, hédgadge if Laine Balfour
would make a suitable wife for Cristo.

Well, she had failed the test miserably, she thgumid was back to hating
Zare again when she thought of how passionately liael kissed. Zare's
kisses, those kisses that had so thrilled hergthisses that had had her So
mindless they had even had her telling him thatvstieted him—oh God,
she groaned as tears came to her eyes, all theseskiad been to him were
just a final test to see, when her passion wassadyyust how faithful she
could be to the man he thought she had her sightsnsmarrying.

Wiping away useless tears, Laine lay down and tieefind rest, a dozen
memories of how gullible she had been coming to limeh her. Memories
of how from the very first she had been so takethat she had thought
Zare's question to Anna-Maria about Cristo that Nannight they had
arrived had been to ask how Cristo was. More likehe realised, recalling
the way Zare had not rushed to get them thereabldoben asking if Cristo
had gone yet!

Laine finally drifted off to sleep adding a few wmsplimentary names for
herself, for the idiot she had been. Of course Axlasia was always
singing— why wouldn't she? Her prayers had beerwearesl for the

recovery of the young man she doted on—there wisngpat all the matter
with him.

The first thing that met Laine's eyes when she &bk next morning was
the dear little porcelain plate she had poppedmujmear dressing table the
night before. She got out of bed, turning her baker sunshine plate as
tears threatened. She was not going to cry, skeerdigted, at least, not until
she was safely back in England.

And England, she thought, was where she would ferdoshe was very
much older. She was determined that neither Zareifiw nor his brother

should know what an effort it cost to be down fordkfast at the usual time,
but she left her room feeling broken up inside.



To find Zare alone in the breakfast room, no sig&€osto when she had
been hoping that his presence would make thingsrdas her, was a blow
she could do nothing other than take on the chin.

'‘Good morning,' she greeted Zare politely, thougdt politeness was far
more than he deserved even if he had retainedathe sufficient supply of
manners to get to his feet as she entered. 'Grdtop yet?' she enquired,
not giving way to the sudden urge to throw someftsinarp and pointed at
his sardonic front.

‘Unfortunately,’ he replied smoothly, 'you will lEato wait to see my
brother. | found it necessary to send him on aanetr| fear it may take most
of the day.’

The temper which up in her room she had sworn ootose, frayed

drastically at his letting her know that to keejps@r out of her clutches, the
lordly swine had invented an errand for him. Bue skas saved from
breaking her oath, in that just then Angelina cameith a fresh pot of

coffee, and her usual toast.

Counting a further ten as she availed herself @ctiffee-pot, Laine saw no
reason to look at the man she hated with all herghbend loved with the
whole of her heart.

'It's a pity about that,' she remarked, slowlyrisigy her coffee. 'l should like
to have seen him again before | leave.’

'Do | take it from that that you are not stayingpend some time with him?"*

'Do you think he's now fit enough—for such— anticsRe asked, her
temper looking for an outlet despite any talkingttwas getting from her.

'From what | saw of the pair of you last nighthbtight a bucket of water
would be needed to separate you,' came the snartsger, his temper, she
gathered, more than ready to meet her halfway.

At least, from Zare's remark she was able to gilkarromfort that whatever
he had seen last night, he had not seen that sheave with him. Though



if he thought a bucket of water was needed foramer Cristo, she had no
idea what he thought would have been needed whehath been beneath
him on that couch!

Warm colour threatening to invade her cheeks, Ldwsied herself
spreading butter on her toast. Then, when she thalg had control again,
her voice cool again, she was able to comment:

'If Cristo wishes to see me, he knows he will bécavme at my home. That
is," she just couldn't resist, if he's well enotiglscome to England.’

'l see little point in my brother travelling to Hagd to see you,' was shot
back at her before she could take another brestire in him fading, as he
added smoothly, 'No point at all—since you will hetthere.’'

Had he wanted to shock her into looking at himnthe had succeeded.
Having been sure, his investigation into her silitgbcompleted, that
before this breakfast time was over he would bangathat her flight
arrangements had been made and would be tellingheyour way' Laine
jerked her head back to see he was leaning balis iohair, the mocking
light in his eyes telling her that now he had deled that little gem, the floor
was all hers.

Grappling with fresh shock, she searched into eeerper of her mind to
discover just what he was up to now. But, unablenth so much as a clue,
she decided that she just wasn't up to any moreal/éencing; her barb
about Cristo's health had bounced right off Zargnay.

'‘Correct me if | am wrongsignore,'she brought out stiffly, 'but are you
telling me that it'srot your intention that | fly home today?'

‘Not today, tomorrow, or any other day," he told, la@d even had the nerve
to look her in the eye as he added, 'until | andyearhough a slight
softening had come to his hard attitude, she thpadtmough he turned the
knife as he tacked on, 'And if my hearing is asdyas | believe it is, you
parted with any money you could have cabled forrw§r@u gave your last
copper to your parents.’



Wary of him now, and right to be wary, she knewineacancelled the idea
that there had been any softening in him. 'But wki@ asked. 'You can't
possibly want me here,’ she said angrily. Andth®aght struck, 'Not unless

'Unless what?' was barked at her before she caild gll of a piece in her
mind.

'Unless,’ she said, puzzling it out as she wentle'ts you think . . ." her
eyes-shot to his, no belief in what .she was sag\reg as she said it, ‘Unless
you think | would make a suitable wife for Cristio. &'

‘That is thelast thing | think!" came slamming at her, mighty aggien
storming on the rampage. With some difficulty, lzenessed it. But it was
after several moments of silence that he very peshk her as he tossed
over the table, "You think | would allow you to mamy brother after the
way you behaved with me last night?’

Wilting that he should not shrink from bringing tha when, from her
memory of it, he had been as much involved aslstiee came out with the
only defence she could find—false as it was.

'l must be better at it than | thought, Zare,' & him loftily, the best she
could do in a pitying smile breaking from her. thotght with

your—expertise— you would have guessed that | was $tringing you
along when | told you | wanted you.'

It was that pitying look that did it, she guessédre getting to his feet and
moving to her side of the table told her she wdlde been far better off not
challenging him—on this issue of all issues.

'Stringing me along, were you?' he asked, angrg gyéng down to her
mouth as he rasped, 'We'll prove that, shall we?'

At once Laine was ready to back off. But it was late for that. Firm hands
were on her arms as he lifted her out of her chau, before she knew it she
was in his arms with his mouth coming down to akédaers. And struggle
though she might, he would not let her go.



And soon, as she had been afraid would happeradhbédr treacherous body
reacting to him. For even as she sought to hatestimwas finding her love
was the stronger of those two strongest of all enst

Unable to best the mammoth pull he had for herskases swam, entirely
unaware, as their bodies pressed closer, yet deseraogether, when it
was that the hands and arms that had pushed avéiensuddenly around
him, or that she was clinging on to him as if hfer depended upon it.

And then all at once she was free, and having tmecdoack to the
bewilderment of reality. For Zare had pushed hemygwangry with her and
with himself, for he, she knew from that close e@atbtwith him, had not
been unaffected either.

Though he was the one to surface first. He thetomemember the reason
for him taking her in his arms in the first plaBait as he slammed from the
room, the crash of the door behind him told hewhse too furious to bother
who heard, then his cutting parting remark of, {8tmang that, were you!
made Laine absolutely livid.

Fuming at how easily he had got to her, she wasadir storming up to her
room when she heard his car roar down the drivethBysound of it, for he
never drove his car like that, Zare too was ssiliread as hell.

Eventually her impotent fury waned, and it was ttieat Laine put her mind
to seek the answer to the two questions that squrighrity. The first, how
on earth was she to get back to England? The sewdndin the name of
creation was Zare so determined that she shoulttaot?

By the time evening arrived, having had all dawhich to puzzle it out, for
neither Zare nor Cristo had returned for lunch, tloeight that perhaps she
had the answer to the second and, she hopedyshe fi

The only possible answer to why Zare was makingstaar ‘until | am ready'
just had to be that, having all the. evidence hedad that she wouldot
make a suitable wife for his brother, Zare, behevihat Cristo was in love
with her, was making her stay so that Cristo shewukehtually see her in her
true colours.



Sure that must be the answer, Laine was still gyfill in the large hole
that appeared in her reasoning. Why, when she woaNg thought Zare
would be throwing them together the sooner to lhgescales fall from his
brother's eyes, had he, at the crack of dawn biottieof it, sent Cristo off
on an errand that meant they had seen nothind at ahch other for the
whole of the day?

But it was just then that she heard the sound odra And, anxious that
should it be Cristo returning that she had the angw the question which
had now become urgent, that question—how was shgetoback to
England—she waited only to hear that the mascubnésteps that passed
her door were different from the sound of Zarea firead, then as a door
along the landing opened and then closed, sheeslippm her room.

Nerves attacked her at the risk she was takingsiferwas in no hurry after
this morning to see Zare again. Laine listeneceaémsal of the doors until
she thought she heard a sound coming from withenadrihe rooms.

Hoping with all her heart that it would not be Zareo answered her knock,
quickly, while she still had some courage, sheedifther hand to the
woodwork, knocked, and waited.

'Laine!" exclaimed Cristo, and she was relievese®, since half the buttons
on his shirt were undone, that it was him. 'Comiira minute,' he invited,
obviously pleased to see her. 'l was just goingke a shower, but that can
wait a while.'

What she wanted to ask him was private. Laine reeadesecond bidding as
she took him up on his invitation. She did not wanivait until after dinner

when, depending what was in his head, Zare mightight not leave them

alone together.

‘You've been out on an errand, | hear,' she said, @accurred to her that
since he was going to think it odd anyway that sfented to leave
straightaway when as far as he knew she had ostygot there, then it
might be better if she led up to ask what she bask him.



"‘Wouldn't you know it," he said with a smile, inmg her to take a bedroom
chair while he lounged against the end of his bhate heard late last night
that there were some papers which an uncle of iauforence wanted to
look through before a business meeting tomorrow.’

"You've been to Florence?' she asked, thinking whathad to ask could be
said better standing up as she declined the chdiw#gshed he had taken her
to Florence with him, given her the money she wasgto ask for the loan
of, and left her there.

Cristo nodded. 'And once there, neither my auntumme would hear of
anything but that | stayed to lunch." His grin itzere again as he said, 'They
would have had me staying to dinner too if theguld, only | wanted to get
back to you. | thought you and | might go out foe evening—there is so
much of my country | should like to show you.’

‘That would be lovely," Laine agreed, delaying mavshe wanted to ask him
as it came to her to wonder, with Cristo wantingglcee a shower, if perhaps
later, while they were out, might not be a betir@etto bring up the subject
of her wanting him to loan her her air fare.

But before she could come to any conclusion, heaskmg if she had heard
from her parents since they had been away. And wherreplied that she
had, he was asking how they were liking New Zegland before she could
answer:

'‘But of course,' he was remembering, 'they musither in, or on their way

to Australia by now," a gentle look coming her wayarming her because
she hadn't had to tell him why she was not witrthiee had guessed, from
what he knew of her, the reason she had stayeddbéehis this Saturday that
Tony gets married, if | remember the date corréectly

‘That's right," Laine agreed, the memory of hemplydamily stirring a need
in her to be with them, to be there to see Tonyriedherself. Unbeknown
to her, her eyes had clouded over, and broughh fore sympathetic
comment:



'It's a pity you cannot be there too, isn't it?efihastonished her as he
remarked, 'l should hate it if | had to forgo sgemy brother's wedding.'

'Zare's not getting married, is he!" The exclanmatiad left her before she
could hold it back. Even as she knew that she steddhe smallest chance
of marrying Zare herself, she just could not beathink of him marrying
anyone else.

"You. sound as surprised as | would be if that vieeecase,’ said Cristo with
his familiar grin. "Though there have been onevarwho thought they were
in there with a chance.' He paused, then saidlgui@riana, for one.'

‘Oriana? But | thought-—thought she was your getid?'

'She latched on to me when she saw she was gatiimlgere with Zare,' he
revealed, causing her to look at him in some ssepBspecially at his words
'latched on'.

'‘But you were—in love with her," she protested piteshe evidence that he
could be no longer in love, by the way he was sjpgasf Oriana.

'| was infatuated with her," he corrected with alsmAlthough,’ he owned,
'it did not feel like mere infatuation at the tim&er was | able to see then
that Zare only ever does things for my own good.’

"You were very down when you first came to Englah@jine inserted
quickly, not wanting to be reminded that it was @nisto's own good that
she was being made to stay.

'l was lovesick for Oriana, and not seeing at &lata terrific brother | have
in Zare," he replied, and positively beamed atdsene added, 'Look at Zare
getting you here, for a start,’ before he retutoethie subject of Oriana. 'He
saw before | did that she was only after my fammilyioney—six months
after he had sent me away, she married a man whbtth& to recommend
him but his wallet. Zare came personally to Engleméreak the news to
me, but | was already cured of my infatuation.’

'So the news he brought you—didn't hurt?’



'‘Not a scrap. By then | had been taken wholehdgrtasl a substitute
member of your family, and,’ he said cheerfullywas enjoying every
moment of being fussed over by your mother, takemis pub by your
father, and being treated like a brother by you.'

It did Laine's heart good to hear Cristo talk of fanily that way. By the
sound of it, he had lapped up every minute spetit them.

'‘But it wasn't to last much longer, was it?' shd,saeharsh memory breaking
of the way, when he had been so poorly, Zare hsidted he return to Italy.
'Was it for your own good too that he recalled you?

'He only ordered me home because . .." Lookingmatas he broke off, she
saw the dull flush of colour that came up undestorts skin. 'Because . . .' he
tried again. But again he could not finish.

And Laine, knowing he had told Zare one very bay §aw then that Cristo
was not at all happy with lies, in that he was lstiaccsay something which
was not the truth.

"Your brother recalled you,' she filled in for hing longer able to smile at
him, 'because you wrote and asked for an advaneceooky so that you
could give it to me."'

'He told you about it"" Cristo broke out, lookingtanished. But he
succeeded in astonishing her, when, putting his astoundment to one
side, he exclaimed, 'The money wasn't for you! dsvior your mother! |
wanted to give her. ..

'My mothet' Shock at what he was saying had her speechdesscouple of
seconds. Then Laine, as proud as either of hentgneas rushing in hotly
to repudiate what he had said. 'My mother wouldengake money from
you—she wouldn't take money from any . . .'

'l know thatnow,"he came in quickly to cool her heat. 'But at theetl was
hopeful that she would.' He paused, his look apilog'Forgive me, Laine,’
he continued, 'but | could see how things were—arfaially—with your
family. Just as | could see that it was breakingryfather's heart that with



Australia only next door to New Zealand, he coulst jnot afford to see his
beloved son married. To be so near and yet sodaraterrible blow to him,
| could see that when he read Tony's letter. Itthas,' he expanded, 'when
| could have got sufficient money to pay for theobkentrip for the three of
you, that seeing how proud you all were, | decitthed two thousand pounds
would perhaps be large enough without being seelasggto cause offence."

"You offered money to mfather?'Laine exclaimed, not at all surprised in
the circumstances that she was getting it all wrevitgen Cristo shook his
head.

'l knew your father was not the one to approach,plit her right, having
seen for himself, she saw, that her father woulet ead a fit if he had. 'But
| was hopeful that your mother would accept my aiftl perhaps find a right
moment to tell your father about it—it was suchmaal sum, after all," he
ended, causing her to blink.

But in coming to terms with the fact that two thand pounds was neither
here nor there to the Forturinis, Laine did not inarleave it there.

'So you wrote to your brother and told him you veahnthe money for me?'
she questioned—and saw that Cristo was still lapkia shade
uncomfortable when, after a moment or two, he said:

'l didn't write that | wanted the money for Laindsut Elaine, and he paused
again, then was saying, 'Perhaps I'd better explameaking off again
before, as though searching for the most tactfyl efaxplaining anything,
he went on, 'My brother can be very—tough—whenoiines to looking
after my interests. | had good reason to know\hen . ..'

'When he sent you to England to break your frienslith Oriana?' Laine
prompted to help him out.

'Exactly,’ he said, confessing, 'l think | must édoeen in a very sensitive
state at that particular time, for when, not caningwere king or pauper,
you and your family made me so welcome and warmgthnmised heart, |
was afraid that if | so much as mentioned any af tgoZare he would be on
the next plane to England to—to . .



‘To see if we too, like Oriana, were after your ey

'Ridiculous, wasn't 1?' said Cristo. 'Had Zare cawer and met you all, he
would have seen at once that he need not troulvséti in his safeguarding
of my interests. He has seen that now, of coungefserted, 'or he would
not have brought you here. But, as | have sai@dd i a sensitive state at the
time, so | said not one word to him about my neaenfis. And later," he went
on, still struggling to find the right tactful wasdshe guessed, as with many
pauses, he told her, 'when | wanted the advar@ecdme conscious of the
odd scrape here and there | have in the past geg¢lingto, which Zare has
had to extract me from—conscious of the worry ldhbegen to him. Perhaps
being away from Italy has made me more respon#ilaleit was about time

| ceased giving him cause to worry about me—anyweeyploughed on, 'l
had cause to know when he saw, where | had ndtGhana had greedy
fingers, that he thought I still had a lot to leabout women.'

'‘But why," inserted Laine, not able to see the s@fst at all, ‘write and tell
him that you wanted the money for me? | know attitine you still thought
| was going to travel with my parents, but. . '

'l wasn't thinking of you when | wrote Elaine, lyaur mother," he corrected
her.

'‘My . . ." Laine broke off, getting more confuséug tmore tactful he was
trying to be. 'But,’ she was then pointing out,ifevh grant you that my
mother's name is Elaine too, | only ever heardgadliher Ella!

Perhaps Cristo saw her confusion, for it was withlbok apologetic still
that, after taking a deep breath, he plunged tedete light in.

'With my never having breathed a word about anyaf, it came to me,

since Zare was going to want to know why | wante@dvance, and since |
could not possibly lie to him, that if | wrote asdid | wanted the money to
give as a present to my friend Mrs Balfour, theaightaway he would think

| had got myself involved with a married lady.’

'‘But why not say Ella?' Laine questioned, the msiigtting to clear.



'It is a pet name, | think," said Cristo, obviousBver having come across
any other English female bearing that name aslaHistian name. 'With
Zare thinking | knew little about women, my thougtere that equally he
would think | was very involved with the lady, thatan call her by a pet
name.'

To Laine's way of thinking, Zare could be forgiviam thinking that his
brother must be deeply involved with any woman wiuld take two
thousand pounds from him.

'So you see,’ said Cristo, looking ready to breathigh of relief that all that
was out of the way, 'why it was that | wrote to tand said | wished to make
a gift to my friend Elaine.’'

Laine thought that she did see—just as she sawMitiaZare thinking that
the money had been promised, he had advancedaérrdtan have Cristo
break his word. It was by way of putting a full gt all that had been said
then that she told Cristo:

'‘But you could have saved yourself all that troulde mother didn't take
your gift.". "Your mother is a very gracious ladgdid Cristo, his grin
surfacing after being in hiding for so long. 'l veesafraid, when she pushed
the money back at me as though burned, that | Héehded her
unforgivably. But a moment later she laughed, theey v8he does,' he
remembered affectionately, 'and made me feel imatelgi better, although

| was running a fever at the time, by saying, assif | was Tony, "l just don't
know what I'm going to do with you, young man!

A smile broke from Laine, the scene so vivid in hend she could almost
hear her mother saying it. But Cristo's voice wasking in, his voice warm
with the affection he had for them all, as he spicktly:

'l have never known such a proud family.'
To her way of thinking, remembering Zare and hi®enatic arrogance, the

Forturini family were right up there with them. Biie Balfour pride in her
was to dip when, without thinking about it, the @eifell from her:



'Cristo, as a friend of my proud family, would ythunk me very dreadful
if—without pride—I asked you to lend me my air féra&ck to England?’

His surprise covered any awkwardness she might fedivat her question.
"You want to return to England!" he exclaimed. ‘Bbut you've only just
got here!’

Searching desperately hard to find an excuse thatldy keep him in
ignorance of not only all that had gone on betweenand Zare, but more
importantly, something that would keep him from ‘g that, idiotically,
she had fallen head over heels in love with higHag pink coloured her
cheeks at the thought that, when he had been somatieher, she was going
to have to lie to Cristo.

She half turned from him, knowing that he wouldléss likely to believe
her lies if he saw her pink colour.

But he had seen her colour, and had taken it forthe colour of
embarrassment that she had had to sink her phideyas to hear. For he had
swiftly left his position by the bed end, and hadne over to her.

'Forgive me, Laine," he apologised, at once. 'Dobeoembarrassed, little
English sister, that you have had to ask,' he sajiehg to help her over that
embarrassment. 'Of course | will pay your air tickee told her stoutly.

She suddenly wanted to weep at his kindness. $theafé that when what
she had wanted was promised, she just did not t@ago, but wanted to
stay—with Zare. When Cristo's arm came about hdrhemlooked into her
eyes, she was unable to prevent that sadness frowirgy.

"You are unhappy?' he asked, his face serious asged, '‘Can you not tell
me the reason why you want to leave us? Some—Hmnggis, perhaps?'

Dumbly Laine shook her head lest the words cameibtufrom her that it
was not that shevantedto leave, but that shiead to leave. And she was
grateful that Cristo, as sensitive as he had shamself to be, questioned
her no further, but said:



'‘By the look of your sad eyes, you wish to be awéh all haste," and his
other arm coming around her, he said quietly, 'eeavo me,cara. | will
arrange it.'

And gently then, when, still mute, she offered hima best she could in the
way of a smile, he bent his head to seal his pretoivielp, with what would
have been a light kiss to her mouth.

Only before their lips could meet, a hair's breas#parating their two
mouths, such a bellow of outrage was heard fromdthe that, like two
people caught in some clandestine meeting, thengpapart, Cristo's arms
shooting from around her, as guiltily they bothKed to see an enraged Zare
standing by the door.

Never had Laine, who had seen him angry before;, ssen him look as
furious as he was then. The blaze from his eye=atbned murder as his
fierce glare went to where Cristo, his shirt unboétd, had been delayed
taking his shower in his pleasure at finding Laandis door.

Cristo's fingers going to button up his shirt agéaised how things must
look had not helped to cool the volcanic fury thats burning up in Zare,
Laine saw. And she knew then, as he pushed the wiola, that at any
moment now there were going to be ructions thatdtecome home to find
Laine Balfour being entertained in his brother'drbem!



CHAPTER EIGHT

RooOTED by the barely concealed violence she saw in Zanéain from the
way his hands were clenched at his sides that amgent now would see
him setting about the pair of them, Laine saw tlantgeffort he made to
control the need she saw in him to physically éiatthe pair of them.

Like her, Cristo had been struck dumb by the tomgerage his brother was
in, and the silence that had followed that roayuifage at the compromising
situation he had come across was broken by Zametdfiie taut with the

restraint he was exercising, it was to her thaadwressed his first remarks:

"You will be good enougtsignorina, he clipped, his voice arctic, 'to leave
my brother's bedroom.' Not expecting any refusalstood away from the
door, not finished yet as Laine, her head tilteougty, angry that he was
daring to think what he was thinking, moved forwaxtbu will oblige me,’
he carried on as she drew level with him, 'by reitpenng that while you are
a guest in my house, as far as you are concelmseptrticular room is out
of bounds.’

Wanting to do some physical setting about herselthat remark, the
appalled gasp ofZare!' that came from Cristo as the ice cold insolence in
his brother's remark brought him from his strickdance gave Laine some
of the control she had seen Zare use. Though hewgshlled the almost
unsurmountable urge to let fly with her hand aspaaking, she passed
through the doorway, she did not know.

A volley of Italian had broken out behind her bef@he had reached her
room, Zare's voice, still ice-cold, axeing throwgtything heated that came
from Cristo. But by then her own fury had peakelde Tiumiliating memory
of being ordered from Cristo's room, just as thoslga were some—some
tart'— made her bitterly regret that she had nkétaa swipe at Zare as all
her senses had demanded.

Her pride was still sorely aggrieved when, not manryutes later, she heard
a door along the landing crash to like the sounthwhder, followed by the

sound of footsteps drawing near as the thundeeddway. If she wasn't
mistaken, Cristo had been sorted out—now it waguret



But she did not need to see the dark expressiadaogis face to know that
he was still being ridden hard by fury. The factthe had barged his way
into her room without the politeness of knockingldtber that he was too
angry to let his inborn good manners surface. Ttrathat he was of the
opinion that her behaviour had forfeited her tlghtito even the smallest
courtesy.

That thought alone did nothing to cool the proudignation with which
Laine was awash with. 'To what do | owe the horadyrour visit?' she let
fly first, the narrowing of his eyes telling hemathher sarcastic tongue was
doing her no favours.

'It occurred to me," he replied curtly, 'that oriei® should inform you that
your affair with my brother is at an end.’

'My . . ."was as far as she got.

'So too," he chopped her off, when she had jusitagprown sick and tired of
his high-handed way of not wanting to hear her ‘aug¢, any hopes you had
of marrying him!'

High-handed just wasn't the word for the way he lb&iag with her, Laine
thought. In her view she had suffered enough hatrol at his hands for
one day. She wasn't interested in marrying Crigta,it wasn't up to his
brother to decide that issue for her.

'Forgive mesignore,'she said tightly, 'but | was not aware that | ttadave
your permission before | decided whom | shouldrenusd not marry.'

His jaw clenched, but she had pride as her allynwheakness would have
invaded that he was growing more incensed, notusecahe was not
denying that she had her sights set on marryingroither, but that she was
daring to stand up to him.

But he still had that iron-hard control about hghe saw, when, turning for
the door as though as far as he was concernedyghtld her bluntly what
he had come to tell her, the interview was ovelghéall:



'l agree,signorina, you do not need my permission. But, if Cristoforo
marries before he is thirty-five, then to do sohwiit my consent will lose
him his inheritance.’

He would have left her room then without anotherdv@ut resentment was
riding high in Laine that not only had he not ba#teto look at her while
delivering his parting shot, but that he shoulcedarwear that arrogant look
that said he thought her beneath him.

'‘And you don't think I'm good enough to be youtesign-law, is that it?' she
fired indignantly before he could have the doormpeer feet taking her
right up to him, her chin thrust at an aggressivgl@as she waited for him
to reply to her outraged challenge.

For long seconds he studied her. Then, ignoring garks that were
shooting from her anger-darkened eyes, he tolddfidy: 'We both know

you possess a surfeit of passisignorina.You think | should accept you
for a sister when | have knowledge of how that j@aishas you forgetting
every other man when | arouse it?' And if beingnsmlently reminded of
how much she had wanted him, wasn't enough to imake/ant to hit him,

when he reached for the doorknob and said, 'Casidé leaving for Milan

very shortly, but should that excess of passiomivectoo much for you to
cope with," pausing to look mockingly at her befbeecontinued, 'then if
you come to. me, | will see what | can do for yhajnhe's temper went wild.

But her hand didn't have time to start stingingrfrthe cutting blow it had
flown through the air to serve him before, in astamt, his cool manner
gone, Zare had gripped hold of her upper armsarutal hold.

Unrepentant, even if fear did strike her at thelitr uncontrolled wrath in
those dark eyes that scorched into hers, Lainest weas stampeding,
because it looked very much as though she wags gjtieg to feel her own
face stinging—or be brutally kissed.

But, when ageless seconds passed while he fougbomdrol, suddenly she
was free. Suddenly Zare had thrust her away. Amdply it was that he
pulled open the door, his voice grim, as he proredn



'l will see you at dinner."

'Not tonight you won't," she shouted after hinal thther starve than eat at
your table!" she yelled the moment before she thitewvdoor shut behind
him. Two seconds later, she broke down in a flobars.

Half an hour after that, with no clear memory ofawthoughts had gone
through her mind save that she still loved theljoedrogant swine, Laine
went to rinse her face.

But it was as she came from her bathroom, detehmioéto cry any more,
that the sound of a car starting up had her garget bedroom window to
watch and to see that it was Cristo at the wheeal e swung round from
the rear of the house.

'Oh no!" The words broke from her even as the @deeg up velocity and
went speeding down the hill.

The tyrant, the viper! she becalled Zare as catpls# struck. She had been
too upset to recall him saying, 'Cristoforo is lieavfor Milan very shortly,’
too upset to wonder until now what Cristo goingvitan would do to her
plans. But that monster had sent him away and—a\lv, Was she going to
get back to England now!

She was no further forward with finding an answiew, either taking her at
her word that she would not be joining him for dinror having had enough
of her that day too, a light tap on her door showmsst Zare had sent
Angelina to bring her dinner to her room.

Though Laine had partaken of some of the coffeeltad accompanied her
meal, tears threatening all the time, she had teenpset to eat. But when
she opened her eyes the following morning, remeimdpevith clarity all
that had happened since Zare had returned homeviasing; when her eyes
went to the table where she was expecting to sem#al tray just where she
had left it, a small cry of surprise left her.

But her surprise was not on seeing that the trasyadonger there, but from
seeing that whoever had tiptoed in to remove itlevehe had been asleep



had left in its place what appeared to be a bulgimgelope. Curiosity astir,
she threw back the covers and went to investigate.

A short while later, a heap of money on the tabl&aont of her, Laine had
the knowledge that Cristo had kept his word. Thaex@yohe had enclosed
with his letter was for her train fare and any exges she might incur—for
her flight, he had written, was booked to Englaiitithat she had to do was
to get from Valgaro to the airport in Bologna byesday afternoon.

Pushing aside what she saw looked to be ample torgkt her to the airport
by tomorrow afternoon, Laine again took up theeledind read through once
more all that Cristo had written. She noted from éxtensive list of train
times that he had even included quite a few otb#img-on and getting-off
railway stations in case, with her lack of Italishg found herself on a train
which she should not be on. He seemed to know sh#dwot be asking
Zare to give her a lift anywhere.

Dear sweet Cristo! she thought, getting misty-eagain. Even if he did not
understand what was going on, he had not let hend8he guessed then
that he must have given the envelope to Anna-Marpass to her when she
had an opportunity. For had the envelope been @stiuto Angelina, she
would have received it last night when Angelina baought her her meal.

Turning her back on that part of her that was &foBnough never to want to
leave, Laine re-read all that Cristo had written.

'Dear Laine," he had begun, "You will have gathdrgdow that when my
brother gets angry-he gets angryThough never have | before known him
in the kind of rage he was in tonight—such a rdge it was impossible to
talk to him. However, by the time you receive tlaer | am sure he will
have recovered his temper, and will have apologisegu for the wrong
thoughts that made him so angry when he saw yoonyinarms in my
bedroom.’

Put like that, it did sound bad, Laine had to adit she read on:

'With Zare refusing to let me get a word in to teth that | look upon you as
the very dear sister | never had, the outcomesofiuny is that, since | appear



to have energy to spare, there is work to be dooaé of our Milan offices.
So, Laine, | am banished. But we will see eachratigain, be assured of
that. For | have no intention of losing touch witty English family, and
none at all of not seeing again my English sisteovin my delirium when |
was ill, I believed was the only one who—like yad defore—could fetch
for me some soothing cough syrup.'

Moist-eyed, Laine read the details that followedawbher flight and the
many train times and what to do if she went wraomgewhere. Then Cristo
was signing off, 'l wish you a good flight—maybeeatiay you will be able
to tell your Italian brother why it is that you musturn to England in such a
hurry.’

Laine popped the letter together with the moneyn&e given her into her
bag, and went to get showered and dressed witmhet only half on the
packing she had to do, as she tried to deny hdfselieed to see Zare just
once more before she left.

That once he had left for his work would see havileg soon afterwards,
made her give in to the compulsion to go downstaid join him for
breakfast. For if she was to get to Bologna byndoow, as she saw it, she
had better leave Valgaro today.

That compulsion to see Zare made her put asidehemughts on how she
was going to feel if he was still in the same ftarhper he had been in last
night. She just had to see him once more befordeshe

To find when she had the courage to walk into tteakfast room, that Zare
was where he was at this time every morning, himméos good manners
returned as he rose and waited for her to be séatede again taking his
seat, sent her heart pounding away agonisinglyinviter. She didn't know
then how she could go, but knew that go she had to.

"You are—well, this morning?' he asked formallys hianner stiff, though
the fury that had been in him the evening befonmgego

'‘Quite well, thank you,' she replied. Angelina cogiin with her breakfast
gave her a moment in which to see that, thoughhahdly thought that Zare



was regretting his rage of last night, this morrtiegvas bent on playing the
perfect host. Very well, she thought, and takirgylead, she prepared to be
the perfect guest.

Though only five minutes later she was beginnindet a little niggled.
Never had Zare bedhis polite to her! It was all very well knowing théuet
last thing she wanted was a row with him, now bfiades. But, answering a
well-brought-up, 'Yes, thank you,' to his—was hegaifast satisfactory, a
prim, 'No, thank you,' to his—is there anythingegy®u require? she felt as
though she was breakfasting with a perfect strarfgeat she did not like it.

Irritation warred with sadness in her. Tears wel@se that this was
goodbye, but crossness that she had come dowead&fhst at all kept those
tears at bay— this man opposite was a strangeitheafare Forturini she
knew.

Ready to return to her room, she made a small memein get to her feet.
But that movement was halted when suddenly, agafnst his will, his
voice stiff, formal still, Zare said:

'It has occurred to me that—time might not lie sawly with you, if |
arranged an outing for you.'

A spurt of anger nullified her weakness of wantiogry. By the look of it,
for all he had bluntly told her that she had nondeaof marrying Cristo, he
was still intent on keeping her there.

'An outing, signoreé?* she replied, trying to hold down on her angat the
perfect host was seeing it as his duty that shaldhwt be bored. 'Might |
ask where you have in mind?—The hospital, perhagig®tossed at him
sarcastically.

Oh, my word! she thought, as she saw the flickemattching ire that
crossed his features at her sarcasm. But, notfslre was glad or sorry, she
saw too the way he controlled it, his voice evenha replied:



‘There is a town not too far away which is presém®a national monument.
| thought, since you so appreciated the beautyi@is that a visit to San
Gimignano might be of interest to you.'

Oh, Zare, she thought, wanting nothing better ttarsee this national
monument, her anger a small thing, she was discaueBut as weak tears
again threatened, she needed that anger backt Bas iher attempt to find
an ally in sarcasm that had her tongue unwaryhaseswered snappily:

‘The only outing I'm interested in is one back tgE&nd!

Damning her tongue, more than aware how easilyoh&lgut two and two
together, for one heart- stopping moment she watdiéishe had given too
much away.

‘Tough on you,' came back the sharp answer, hes\tery different from the
way it had been. And,xelieved that he could notehssen that her plans to
return to England were already laid, instead ofgimg full pelt into the fray
as in the past she had not hesitated to do, shegukl not hold back a small
smile.

Zare's eyes on her mouth, that narrowing of hisgyad her panicky again
for a few seconds as her smile departed. He neissenha thing, did Zare—
was it suspicion she read in that narrow-eyed look?

Relief came again when, thinking she had betterentedcks for her room
before she made any more slips of the tongue t® lgim something to be
really suspicious over, she stood up. Zare rosghis@xpression bland, not
so much as a glimmer of suspicion about him thatcstuld see.

He walked with her to the door. And dearly did Leaimant one last look at
him, for soon she would hear his car going downciiine.

Holding hard on the impulse to look at him, as emtwith her into the hall,
Laine did her best to behave as if this was jusharyday parting. But she
had gone towards the stairs, leaving him to go Wwinay he would, when
having thought he had accepted that she did not tedme dropped off at



San Gimignano when he went out, her knees alma&iduaito hear him call
after her:

'If you do change your mind about wanting an ouytsignorina,l shall be in
my study.'

Gripping hard on to the banister rail, Laine turnsidwly. 'You're
not—going to work today!" she exclaimed, hopinghvatl she had that he
would think that her surprise stemmed from nothmgre than that she
thought it unusual when every other day had seenléaving the house at
the same time.

For long moments he studied her waiting face.

Then there it was, that insincere smile she hadbelef in. 'Even |,
signoring' he said softly, 'have the occasional day off.'

Why choose today of all days to have a day offlefese blow dealt to her
plans, Laine paced the floor of her room, tryinghiok that since she had no
idea how frequently Zare had a day off, it couldlwe quite normal for him
not to go to work on Mondays.

But he's always busy, came a counter-argumenthesesnembered Cristo
telling her ages ago that Zare's work was food dnmik to him. Though
since he had stated he would be in his study, tfestnt he would still be
working—perhaps he had some business plan he veorkoon and wanted
to do it in the peace and quiet of his own homeytwer thoughts, as she
tried to oust the frightening thought that he hadpgcted she was up to
something.

Why should it bother him if she was up to anythasyway? she thought
crossly a few minutes later. Though rememberingTluagh on you,' when

she had said that the only outing she was intetestavas one back to

England, she had to discount that if she went $oshidy and today asked
him for her air fare, his reply would be any di#fat from the sort of reply he
had given her before.



Again she wondered why it was that Zare Forturiasvinsisting that she
stay just where she was. But, when several time$iall been able to come
up with an answer—once that she was there to vt @Qristo was better;
another because she thought Zare wanted to deewas a suitable wife for
Cristo; and yet another, that Zare wanted her tthbee so that the scales
should fall from Cristo's eyes—this time she cotene up with nothing.
And in the end, she gave up trying. More importaas that she thought of
some way to get Anna-Maria to ring for a taxi far hwvithout Zare being
aware of it, and for—somehow— that taxi to arrased depart, with her
safely ensconced inside, without Zare Forturiniimg anything about it.

She was in the middle of wondering if by signs gedtures she could get
Anna-Maria to understand that she wanted the taxvait for her at the
bottom of the long drive, wondering if she coul@ak out with her suitcase
to meet it, when suddenly she heard the soundrehile start up.

All her senses alert, in less than no time, hes égrnow able to tell the
difference between the Land Rover engine and thegbZare's car, she had
grabbed up her bag and was making for her bedramn #ier eyes caught
sight of her dear porcelain plate, and while she i@ compunction about
leaving her clothes behind and there was no timpaitk, her hand had
snatched up the plate, and it was in her bag witheueven having to think
about it.

On noiseless feet she sped down the stairs, luzkynt the front door
open—either Anna-Maria or Angelina gone to theHhetc for a broom or
something with which to sweep the step, she guessed

Haring outside, Laine knew yet more relief as thad. Rover trundled into
view, and halted when Giuseppe saw her racing tsvéar

His face was a picture of astonishment when, ndting any time, she
opened the passenger door and got in beside hitihBuvas one occasion
when she was glad of their language barrier, bechsaved her a whole lot
of false explanation as, 'Siena,’ she told him, esen he still looked

startled, more firmly she repeated, 'Siena, Giusgpgr favore.'



Relief was hers again when the Land Rover stadeoblt forward once

more, Giuseppe obviously understanding that sheeslaa lift with him to

Siena. Though she was still on edge until the Jehi@s clear of the drive
and Giuseppe put his foot down.

She wondered if he always went as fast as the leeWiould allow on his
trips to Siena, and what his business there wasnkariably he was always
away a good two hours. About to try and get throwaghim that she wanted
to be put down at thstazionelaine changed her mind. It was possible he
might mention when he got back in a couple of hdiume that he had given
her a lift—she did not want Zare to have too muich due to where she had
gone.

Not that Zare would care all that much she thousgudness touching her at
the truth of that. In all probability he would gie Latin shrug of his
shoulders, mutter the Italian equivalent of 'foiteghin' and tack on, 'Thank
God..

Giuseppe had made good time, she saw from her wdteh, interpreting
her signs correctly that he could let her off angvehithat was convenient to
him, he set her down.

‘Grazie Giuseppe,' she said. '‘Goodbye," she whispered the departing
Land Rover.

She tried to shake off her sadness at having sgVexelast link with that
house at Valgaro, by taking out Cristo's letter araking a mental note of
the train she would catch.

But on finding herself in the streets and alleywalya Siena that was never
more beautiful now that she was leaving, Laine shat she had no
particular need to hurry. She had made it away fxaigaro, away from
Zare, and it could be another couple of hours leshoryone back there knew
that she had left. And anyway, with Zare at workhia study, there was
agood chance that no one would interrupt him to tkay the Signorina
Laine had decided to go into town.



Why should any of it bother her anyway—she was frew, for goodness'
sake! Laine found no pleasure in the thought.

It was no consolation that she had hoodwinked XZdre didn't have the
smallest notion that her flight had already beermkied, or that her
shoulder-bag housed the wherewithal to get her hahe walked on,
knowing an overwhelming desire to be back in henrpback where Zare
still thought her to be.

Perhaps | shall feel better when I'm back in Engjlashe mused, and
wondered just who she thought she was kidding. s tsied to rouse
herself from her feeling of depression, her spitre to be lifted when,
through an arched passageway, she caught sighe éfihzza del Campo.

Oh, how the Campo beckoned! A quick look at herctvabld her that she

still had ample time. Just one last tiny look, sawbice that just refused to
be quietened; and Laine's footsteps were takinghreugh the archway.

And she was spellbound again by that scene thab&and photographed in
her mind, her ears picking up again that same aghemwund she had heard
before.

How could she have missed seeing the Gaia Founghe?wondered,
remembering Zare telling her of the rectangularctre when he had been
enthralling her with his description of the Palio.

Unconscious of time, at last Laine turned her backhe Gaia Fountain and
her fascination with the smart way the pigeons gbed their thirst from the
water jets. But when she knew that she should ismgen, she was caught
in the spell of all around her.

So much was she caught that when the idea lingkling for perhaps ten
minutes longer, to sit where she had sat before avitup of coffee, she was
thinking mutinously, why shouldn't she? Zare wontid come looking for
her, and even if he did, since good manners hacgk€eédn the past that he
didn't make a show of her in public, the last thivegwould do would be to
try and drag her back to his home. Besides—sadhiésker a heavy
blow—she would never see Siena again.



The matter settled, soon she was sitting befor@range cloth-covered
table, a cup of coffee before her as she staréueatlangia Tower facing
her. Her mood of rebellion gone, from nowhere céneestartling thought,
was she, in some Freudian fashion, hanging abotherhope that Zare
would come after her?

That thought alone was sufficient to make her gédidr feet and settle her
bill. She knew it had not been what she had be@mgoHow could it be?
She loved Zare—he did not evigke her.

But, on her feet, Laine saw she had better mak&gsrfor the station. As yet
she had no idea where she would lay her head iiatt. liBut once clear of
Siena, should it be the halfway mark of Florence-esghaccording to
Cristo's timetable it was only an hour and a hajbwney by train to

Bologna—or be it a hotel in Bologna that she stayed night, Cristo had
given her more than enough to settle any hotel bill

About to put on a burst of speed, the sooner tdogitte station and take the
first train she could, she found she could notstestianding for one more
moment to let her eyes complete the semi-circleéhef scene that had
gripped her since first she had come across it.

The memory etched in her mind for ever, slowly legiarned from her study
to the other tall, less noted..buildings that hadrbbehind her.

And suddenly something was compelling her to lopk Something was
forcing her to raise her eyes to the balconies altwr. Unable to disobey
that force outside herself, Laine looked alongithe-railed balconies, her
eyes only stopping—as she thought her heart wdafg-swhen they came
into contact with the tall, dark-haired man stagdim a balcony to the left
of her.

Conscious of nothing but shock, her heart racedatoh up the stunned
seconds of her seeing the man whose eyes had baemrsgy the area, but
who now had his eyes on no one but her.

He seemed as frozen as she in that split secoingiofeyes meeting. But as
Zare, the first to recover, called out, 'Lainelinas limbs found the freedom



to move. 'Wait!" she thought she heard him call—¢h& was waiting for
nothing.

Panicking wildly, she had no idea where she wasguihen her feet took
off. And there was no recollection at all in hertloé thoughts she had had
that even if Zare did follow her, he could not vergll drag her back to that
house at Valgaro. Indeed, she was in such a pasti¢hjen that all that she
was thinking was that he had come for her—butghatcouldn't allow that.

Darting madly through streets her feet had saudtgrearlier, Laine was

too worked up to be bothered by any' language dranhen she saw a taxi
with its cargo disembarking. And before the lasttomer could close the
door after him, she was into the back seat, akardeone else might beat
her to it, and telling the taxi driver, who lookédl be the sort to take
anything in his stride:

‘Stazione, per favore.’

Though before they had gone more than a few hungmeds Laine, still
panicking, was changing her mind about going to rdilvay station in
Siena, and was conjuring up the name of one oétidtgons between Siena
and Florence, the better to put Zare off the scent.

'Empoli stazione,"she leaned forward to tell the taxi driver, andtiato
near heart failure again when he took his eyetheffoad to turn round and
show her that he wasn't so able to take everythimgs stride after all.
'Empoli?’ he repeated.

'Si,' she said as firmly as she could. 'Emgtdizione.’

To Laine that taxi ride seemed to go on for evart By the time they
reached Empoli and she had paid off the driver vehe feeling far calmer

than she had been.

Though during what seemed another age-long waitre¢he Florence train
came in, her nerves were to attack again and agaich time she heard a



fresh fgotfall, her eyes would dart to their owirefear that Zare, somehow
a mind-reader, had followed her.

Ridiculous was not the word for it, she thought wia¢ last she sat aboard
the Florence-bound train. She must be crazy irfiteeplace to think that
Zare would be interested in following her anywhéyeart from the fact that
he had no idea that she now had sufficient in besgssion to afford her the
use of the Italian railways—and if he had knownuigonot know that she
had selected Empoli station in preference to thgost in Siena—he would
not be bothering to chase her.

By the time the train pulled into Florence, Lainevgaeing clearly that Zare
had not called out 'Wait!" at all when he had dsarfrom that balcony in the
Campo. His shout of 'Laine!" she saw then, had oonlye from his utter
surprise at seeing her there at all. Quite cleashg realised, he had
discovered a need to make a trip to Siena in cdiomewith the work he had
been busy with, and still thinking her up in heomg he had been amazed to
see her there. His shout of her name simply bor¢hatiamazement.

On the unhappy returning thought that he woulddy@ng 'Thank God!" to

have got her out of his hair, Laine left her cortdbte compartment and
concentrated her attention on the huge step dowhetplatform below, the
whisper of thought crossing her mind to wonder liogvelderly and infirm

managed to cope with the distance from train ttfquia.

A firm hand coming to her arm to assist her gavetie answer that there
was always someone there to help. Though when abasafely making it to
the platform and she went to offeiGrazie to the railway official; so as that
hand on her arm still held firm and she turnedneatame the nearest ever
to passing out cold from sheer and utter shock.

‘Zare!" she choked, and was never more in neegdirin supportive hand
on her arm.



CHAPTER NINE

STILL not sure that she was not going to faint, Laines wamass of
half-finished sentences. How had he known thaHow had he got. . . What
was . . . And still not believing it, the only sente she managed to bring out
was: 'What are you doing here?'

'Phrased slightly differently, that was my questid@are replied, toughness
in his voice, toughness in the look of him, an invadale light in his eyes as
he refused to let go the hold he still had on her.a

Her brain in a whirl, it was that toughness in hthmgt immovable look of
him, that dispelled some of her shock. Comprehensiarted to dawn that
either he had been on the same train, or that deltieen like the wind to
get there to meet the Florence train. Though hoknlegv she would be on a
train at all was beyond her.

"You—have business in Florence?' she questiondigisnt wit returning
for her to try and bluff it out— just in case timgeeting was coincidental.

'l have—business—for want of a better word, witli,yte called her bluff.

'Oh,' she said, stumped for a moment, her heatingea stacatto beat every
other second. 'Well," she went on, searching dasggrfor a touch of his
arrogance, 'I'm afraid your business will have éoput in writing," And,
trying her hand at surprising him for a changdave a flight booked to
England.’

'We have time to discuss our—business, | think,répied, not looking
surprised at all that she had somehow got a ftigkét which he had not had
to pay for, doing a little surprising himself, as &dded coldly: "Your plane
doesn't take off until tomorrow afternoon.’

"You know!'she gasped. 'How . . ." Words failed her.

'‘Because | phoned several airlines when | knewdydn't intend to return to
my home.' Words trembled on her tongue to ask hinmen? How had he



found out? But, that stiff look still about him, sas saying impatiently,
'We can't talk here. My caris just. ..

'I'm not going anywhere with you," shot from hempinic before he could
finish, it registering as he favoured her with setitening 'Don't start' look,
that since he had his car with him, he must haieddike a demon to get
there to meet her train!

Stiffly then, all autocrat, Zare Forturini lookedwn at her. 'lt is not my
intention to abduct yowsignorina—merely to talk, to tell you . . ." He broke
off, his mouth firming into a straight line at hemyielding look. 'The matter
| have to—discuss with you,' he resumed after ve&t guessed was an
Italian count of ten, 'is one | consider to be mum$tate. However, if it is
your wish that right here in this railway stationtdll you of—certain
matters—then . . .

You'll let me out of the car when—when you've $imed telling me
of—about these certain matters?' Laine butted iayvwof him still. He
would lie his head off if it suited him, she knevat, yet Zare was as proud
as she was. And anyway, she excused her weakhesdidsnot want all and
sundry overhearing, if what he had to tell her eéhdp in them having a
blazing row. "You won't," she said quickly, 'onaaiye got me in your car,
put your foot down and not stop again until we'aekoin Valgaro?

For a moment, as he stared at her, he was allarceg Then suddenly that
arrogance left him. 'l think perhaps by the mamyes | have—misled—
you, | have given you cause to distrust me,’ et gailetly. ‘But you have my
word that once our— discussion is over—if it is yaush,' he added, 'l will
personally drive you to Bologna.'

If it was her wish! About to tell him that she wagite capable of taking a
train, that while he seemed to think there mightsbme doubt about her
leaving, to her mind, there was no doubt at adlt fham hand had turned her
and she could not deny a feeling of pride when imglkeside him, his hand
still holding her arm, as they went down the platfo

But he was to panic her when, after he had sdtedh his car, she expected
him to begin to tell her some of his reasons fangdrom Valgaro to Siena



and from there chasing all the way from Siena todfice after her, he did
no more than insert the key in the ignition andtsthup the car.

‘Stop . ..
"Try to trust me,' he overrode her. 'l am parked mestricted zone.'

Laine did her best to try and trust him, but hexseyere alert for road signs
that pointed to Siena, until Zare drove into thepaxk of a hotel.

But she was wary of him still when, coming roundhtelp her out, he
informed her that they would talk inside. And shaswnore wary of him
than ever when, known at the hotel, apparentldilected a key from the
desk and guided her towards the lift.

Her feet cemented to the ground as they waitedhierift to arrive, any
panic she felt that Zare thought he was takingipeio some hotel bedroom
which he obviously kept permanently booked was dfeed by afeeling of
disappointment in him. But she was to discover Heatdisappointment in
him was not neces”ry, for as the lift doors opeared she refused to budge,
he quietly took hold of her arm, but did not propel forward until he had
said:

'l thought we would be more private if | took yauthe suite of rooms we
reserve for any visiting Italian or overseas bussnessociates.'

Oh, Zare, Laine thought, getting into the lift withm, ashamed of the
thoughts she'd had about him, even as she triefintb some of the
aggression instinct had been telling her she nbghteeding ever since he
had put the suggestion 'if it is your wish' in tela to her wanting to go to
Bologna and the airport.

He had been telling the truth about it being aesaitrooms, she saw the
moment he unlocked a door that led into a comftytélrnished sitting
room, a small bar standing in the corner for treeafsany business man who
felt in the need of a reviver after a full day's\farence.



'You would care to be seated, Laine?' he askedepolnce the door had
been closed.

‘Thank you," she murmured, going over to one ofviledi padded chairs,
expecting that he would most likely take the oretrfg her so that whatever
it was he had to discuss with her, which she hamwo had her imagination
stymied, could begin.

But Zare did not take the chair opposite, nor @dblgin to tell her anything.
And as her nerves stretched because she had thuaagdrtto see him again,
but could not deny she was glad to see him, tartiled he never looked like
telling her anything.

'Would you like a drink?' was what he did say wherdid open his mouth.

He was halfway to the bar before her, 'No, thanl,'yeeached him. He's
nervous about something, flipped into Laine's head|, she knew that she
was being an idiot to think such a thing of thest;, always-on-top man
who came to stand in front of her to enquire:

‘Some other form of refreshment perhaps—coffee?’

She shook her head, knowing that it was not him was nervous, but her.

'No, thank you,' she said again, her voice grovauskier. "You said you had
something you wanted to say—to discuss with me,'reminded him, her

nerves starting to get so shot that she wanteohi avith so that she could
get out of there and try to get herself back togretygain, the way she had
done on the train.

‘That is true,’ he agreed. But again he did nat tak chair facing her, but
presented her with his back when he took a stepy &wtore, as if he had
suddenly made up his mind, he turned abruptly, jast as abruptly he
rapped:

'l need to know—uwhat is it you feel for my brothéWhat does he feel for
you?'



So that was it! Cristo again! Heat rising at hisgphaving been able to see
none of his reason for wanting this discussionnéasaw she must have
been blind not to see that, loving his brother edhl, all that Zare was
concerned about was his brother's happiness aridreel

'Surely you're not saying that you've chased aifterto tell me at this late
stage that you intend to consent to my marryingstGriafter all?' she
returned smartly.

‘That is precisely what | amotsaying,' he said sharply, the best he could do,
she saw, in keeping a lid on his own aggression.

. 'Then why the interest in what Cristo and | féml each other?' she
guestioned, adding mockingly before, he could ans\Barely, Zare, you're

not going to try to buy me off?' And, her tone gnogvheated again that that
could be what all this was about, 'Don't ydare offer me money not to

contact himag .. .'

'Dio!" he exploded, anger he could not hide blastingeaedrums. ‘Do you
think | don'tknowby now that you aren't interested in money?"

'What about the two thousand pounds | took fronstG#' she slammed
straight back, her aggression, as ever, refusibhgt¢t down when assaulted
by his. 'Don't tell me you've forgottehat]'

That Zare's aggression appeared to vanish at laflecbe told Laine that
another bluff had not come off.

'If you're referring to the money he requestedHiaine, then | must tell you
that | knew on Saturday evening that it was mearat gift initially for your
mother," he told her, his tones softening.

Not wanting his aggression, but not wanting that abhsence of it should
weaken hers, Laine had to force herself to go loatible. "Well, you didn't
know until Cristo told you," she said tartly, remmaring the way he had
barked at Cristo to take his arms from her, thatvhated to speak to him
privately. 'You wouldn't have believed it," sheassd, knowing it for the
truth, 'unless you'd heard it from Cristo's" owwsli



A muscle in his jaw jerked as she threw that at.H8ut she was to be
surprised when, while she was expecting to be th&hyehis aggression
again, Zare came forward and took the seat opplositealthough he did not
look to be any more relaxed sitting than he hadlsanding, when, as if
searching for the right words, he said:

‘Try to understand, Laine—never has Cristo liedre. | have had the
keeping of him since he was ten years old. Andhat time, through all his
stages of development, never—and there were mampades where a lie
would have served to get him out of trouble—haselier lied to me.
Always,' Zare went on, 'he has been truthful, cssifgg fully his part in
pranks that but for fate smiling on him in adolesmecould have landed him
in the courts.’

Her aggression had been lost as she listened tohehaas telling her. She
was even on the way to thinking what a wonderfardian Zare must have
been that, however dreadful the misdemeanour—ante sif them must

have been pretty terrifying if he had just missenhg to court by the skin of
his teeth—Cristo had been able to confess hontstlys brother; until she

came to remember why he was telling her all this-sts® should see how
completely he could trust Cristo's word.

'So you see," he went on quietly, ‘when at first tgdd me you had not taken
any money from him, | just knew you had to be lyb@agause, of a certainty,
one thing | could be sure of—my brother would nettd me.’

'It—it must have been a-a blow to you when he yaid . . '

'It was not so much that he told me," Zare brokedah surprising her that he
had cut in—she had grown used to that, but whaswligrise her was that he
ended, 'but that | asked him to tell me again ftwom he wanted that
money.’

"You—askedhim?' she questioned, her eyes going wide. 'Biidldealready
told you it was for me—Elaine. You—had no reasoddabt his word in the
past!



'In the past .. .' he said, and halted briefly,.'l had not had such as you
living under my roof.’

'S-such as me?' stammered Laine, warmth touchingheeks as her heart
started to pound. 'You mean that, even though ykyew me for a liar—my
lying to my parents when | cancelled my trip to Néea . . .'

"You only lied to them to. get them to accept agjfiimoney from you which

would ensure them their hearts' desire. A gift @iney," he added, 'which,
had Cristo thought about it a little deeper, he Mcwave seen that your
parents nor you would never take from him.'

'He told you all about . . .I'

'l insisted on knowing everything there was to kmmegarding that money,’
he replied. 'As | have said, Laine, having you undg roof, | was soon
seeing an honesty in you when you lose your tengéerce pride in you
that resented me offering you money. | was seemggturning the fewre

| did manage to give you, as though it was seca@tdra to you not to be in
anyone's debt. And notwithstanding my own obseowati | was hearing
daily from my household staff about what a caringsy you were, making
not the smallest demand on them. None of it," hetwa, 'tying up with the
you | believed you to be. So, for the first timeegvl found myself
guestioning, and," he admitted, 'not liking thatas questioning, a truth my
brother had told me.

'He didn't lie, exactly," she defended, too quitiCristo's defence, she saw,
as his brow came down to stir pride in her thanevew, if she had got it
right, having re-thought his opinion of her, he v&ifl objecting that he
might have to have her for a sister- in-law. 'Isvgartly your fault anyway
that he avoided telling you that he wanted the mdoea married lady. He

'He has explained all that,' she was choppedWffiat he has not told me is
.. ." Since he had come in swiftly to cut her effe was surprised that Zare
hesitated and seemed to need a moment to gaincmtrel before he went
on,'...is what his feelings are for you, andatyou feel for him.'



At once her thoughts went to the scene that hddweld Zare coming to

Cristo's bedroom, anger spurting in her at his gggtaassumptions on
finding her there. 'Probably he never told you lbseayou never gave him
the chance,’ she flared—and was sure, when hist@dexched on the arms
of his chair, that Zare too was remembering thatesacene.

'Perhaps you're right," he allowed stiffly. But \was not letting go of the
subject matter he had brought up, she heard. '&o'noasking you—just
what goes on between you and my brother?’

That he was back more or less to the first questeohad started with, told
Laine that his need to know was the reason whyadechased after her. But
knowing now that somewhere along the line, althaslghhad never noticed
it, his opinion of her had changed, she still m#riow that his opinion of

her had not gone up so much that he would countenaer marrying his

brother, had marriage been in either of their minds

'Since you are not going to give your consent tomayrying Cristo,' she
said at last, getting to her feet, the interviewfaasas she was concerned
over, 'l don't see that it need worry you what e for each other.’

Zare coming to block her way to the door had heseyoing to his face and
taking in the stern look there that said while shight think that the
interview was over, Zare Forturini thought thereswgéll more to be said.

'‘But it does worry me,' he said, when woodenly tivgifor him to get out of
her way, she just stared at him.

‘Tough on you!" she batted his own phrase at hii véished that she could
feel as hard as she sounded. But just being with his dark eyes steady on
her, was making her weak.

She went to move round him, but got no further twamsteps to the side of
him, when a strong hand came to grip her arm ankesénheart hammering.

Forced to stand still, wanting to be out of therd an her way, Laine would
not look at him again. If he had anything moredg ® her, then he could
say it to the side of her face.



It is tough, Laine,' he said at last, his voicekhn his throat, that hand
tightening on her arm whether he knew it or nof,sasne emotion taking
him, he said, 'All his life | have protected Cristor he has a soft heart
which makes him most vulnerable. But if it is tho@e this time that he
feels—then again | must step in and say that haatdmve the woman he
loves.'

Listening to him, Laine could not doubt that it thidare to know that he was
going to see to it that the brother he so lovedndithave his heart's desire.
And for a moment it was a toss-up that she didtinete and then tell him

that he had no need to be concerned for his brethappiness, because
Cristo was not in love with her. But that was befpride took that moment

to take a jab at her, and she was denying thatessstof her own heart then,
and making her voice hard again, as she replietilélgs

'‘Because, despite your changed opinion of me,tlimst good enough for
him, | suppose.’

The rough shake to her arm, even before the exatsgDio!" was rapped
in her ear, told her that her reply had not pledsed But as he swung her to
face him, she saw aggression breaking in thoseefieyes as angrily, not
choosing his words, he nearly floored her by slangrat her, 'The only
reason | say that neither he nor anyone elselsévedl you is that | want you
for myself!" -

Thunderstruck to hear what had been torn from hitemper, Laine stared,
too stupefied for long moments to find her voics&y anything. And when
she did find her voice, it was no more than a hmareak as she questioned:
You—want me!'

"You did not know?'

Dumbly, she shook her head. But it was as if byksigaher head she had

allowed some intelligence to break through whatsisatteringly, she had
just heard.



Oh, what an idiot she was! she thought, lookingyafmam him. Wanting
and loving were two entirely different entities.réanight want her as she
wanted him, but by no stretch of the imaginatiahttiat mean that he loved
her as she loved him!

Aware suddenly that his hand was no longer on tmey lBaine moved a pace
or two away, trying to get her thoughts togetherstiiving for a coolness
she was very far from feeling, she said into hisegal direction:

'l see your dilemma, Zare. You can hardly—have med-then allow me to
become Cristo's wife, can you?"

Pain hit her then, and bit deep. She heard himmioweshrugged off his
hold when his hands came to her shoulders to tarmm viperishly in her
hurt that his. only worry in taking her to his hedsatiate his desire for her
was for Cristo.

'Well, don't lose any more sleep over it,' sheddgaA'll obviate the problem
for you—you just aren't going to have me!'

'You've got it wrong,' he charged, not a smile adom. 'l didn't mean to
have you and then let Cristo . ..’

'l know that!" Laine shrieked, her hurt so painful that she wani®
physically lash out at him. 'I'm good enough foe ¢forturini to bed, aren't
|—but not good enough for the other Forturini torrgi

Suddenly, as though the visible hurt in her wasentban he could stand,
Zare had moved quickly, and despite her flailingi\deaas she saw his
intention, he had gathered her into his arm?.

'Stop it Laine, stop it!" he commanded sternly,drisis securing her to him
so she could neither hit him nor get away from him.

Dignity came belatedly. But if to stand quietly kit the circle of his arms
meant she could then say another word that wouldbeofilled with
accusation, that would show him her further hulie Sould not.



But Zare, by the look of it, was not expecting tesay anything. And to

have her quiet in the circle of his arms seemdxttevhat he wanted anyway.
For it was after a few seconds of seeing that sidenlothing more to shriek
at him, that, quietly, he repeated, 'You havel lnabng, mia car a.'

Zare calling her his dear made Laine want to hieleflice in his shoulder,
tears pricking the back of her eyes that so mudhste want to be dear to
him, but that was not what he wanted.

"You're saying now that you don't want me?' shendouoice enough to
guestion.

"You know | want you," he replied softly. 'Justl &mow that you want me."’

That quiet statement brought out an urgent nedetirio be free. But Zare
was not letting her go; though he did give her gowwom to pull back her
head to look at him, if she was so minded.

'Do not try to deny it, Laine,' he said to the wipher head. 'Something
happens inside you when | kiss you which you caraip, which I, he
confessed, 'cannot help happening to me too.’

'So--' she said chokily—useless, she saw, to degtheng, 'we're talking
about—about desire—and . . . and it—upsetting yai Cristo might be
hurt . . ."' the edge of temper was coming to haimagnd she was glad of it,
for wrapped in Zare's arms like this she had béaidsshe would give in to
anything he asked of her, '. . . that he standshaace of making me Signora
Forturini.'

'l cannot stand by and see my brother give yomaise,' he replied, to have
her struggle to be free as pride spurted againudihehe stayed motionless
in his arms, when he added, pride in him too, pndee way he said it, 'Just
as | cannot stand at all the thought of not hawiogr permission to give
you—myname.'

The shock of that amazing statement was to fillneawith so much
electrified energy that it would have taken morantiZare's by then not so
tight hold on her, to keep her in his arms.



Shaken rigid, she reacted violently. In a flash wls out of his arms, and
going round to the other side of a chair, not wanto be again weakened by
his hold.

'Would you mind—very much—repeating that— th—thsetlgart?' she
asked jerkily.

He had no objection, it seemed, for his eyes wetelhing her closely, as he
complied quietly, 'l asked you if you would consembe my wife.’

'l—thought—you did," said Laine slowly while sheited for her brain to
catch up, not trusting him an inch whatever tackvas on.

'Is there any chance,' said Zare, his eyes noingdners as he tried to read
what was going on in her head, 'that | might haweryanswer?' And doing
nothing for the riot that was going on inside Hex,smiled that smile that
threatened to finish her, as he said, 'l confeasytbur agreement to marry
me would give me a—qgreat deal of pleasure.’

'l bet it would!" Feeling safe behind the chaio, intention in her of coming
out from behind it, she saw his smile leave and sicawl she was more
familiar with replace it.

'What the devil do you mean by that?' he rapped.

"You must think | came down with the last showsne snapped, feeling sick
inside that, even if she had even been able toimeagare proposing
marriage to her, she would never have seen itthike "You think that if |
say yes to you, then you'll know that Cristo hgsrdposed to me. From that
you'll know that he doesn't love me—and from tHesiee raced on to tell
him the poor best her brain could come up withyryamnscience clear about
him, you think you'll get me into bed with you—thevhen the—the lust in
you is satisfied, you'll tell me you never meantntarry me in the first
place!

The Italian epithet that left him, was not at @iwplimentary to her and she
was sure that her intelligence had seen right tiindum. But having for the
moment run out of steam, Laine saw his face dainkesh before he



remembered to speak English, when, bluntly, angatr&er charge, he told
her:

'l could get you into bed any time | want withoububle, but it is
not—ust—which | am talking of. I . . .’

'‘Not much you aren't!" Laine jumped in, having l@achoment in which to
build up another full head of steam. 'You have t@che from the first—you
think I'm going to start believing yawow,when Iknowwhat a liar you are?"

That stopped him in his tracks, she saw, but notding, as he owned, 'l
have—lied to you. But . . .’

'‘Big of you to admit it!" Laine snapped, not suspd she felt out of gear, had
she any belief in his proposal she would have &ippver her tongue to say
yes. As it was, she was feeling let down agaimgapsinted in him again
even as she had to own that her disappointmenininbefore had been
unwarranted.

'‘But,’ he went on, risking more of her scorn, 'thtiss to you became harder
and harder the more | knew of you.'

‘They would,' she said sarcastically, ‘when evesykmows how much you
value the truth." And, remembering, '"You didn'elik when you found out
about the fibs I told, did you?'

‘The lies you told were necessary,' he replied.iNgker blink her disbelief
when he added, 'Just as | found my lies to you weoessary.'

'I'm growing more and more intrigued by the minus@e said waspishly,
and saw that he was not liking her attitude ongltih Though, surprisingly,
instead of that aggression she knew so well cotaingke a flying tackle at
hers, stern-faced though he was,Zare remained daknyoice having
nothing of the roar she wouldn't have been surgrieéhear about it, as he
said:



'If you will be good enough to hear me out with@umy more of your
sarcastic interruptions, | will do my best to explto you why | found it
necessary to lie to you at all.'

‘This,' said Laine, 'l can't wait to hear.'
"You would care to be seated?' he enquired befgohstarted.

'We've been through that bit," she countered tastlyying just where she
was.

'Very well," said Zare, a glint appearing in hisesythat gave her the
suspicion he would rather throttle her than tell &eything. Which again
caused her some surprise that he intended exgieamything, as he said, 'l
will be as brief as possible . . .'

'Don't leave anything out on my account,' she thiewcidly, something
else she saw might have him throwing the towehere and then. But no,
doggedly he began.

'It begins with that evening | telephoned you fridra hospital when Cristo
was out of his head calling for you.'

Her brow wrinkling, Laine put her aggression to aide to ask, puzzled,
'But that wasn't a lie—was it?' remembering Crsstetter referring to her
being the only one, in his fever-racked mind, wioald bring his easing
cough syrup.

'No—at that time, apart from occasions when no hardone to prevaricate
rather than hurt someone's feelings, | had noarserttruths.’

'So—what changed you ?' she asked, unable to lagkli dn sarcasm as he
had asked of her.

"You did," he replied bluntly. And seeing that feply had taken the wind of
sarcasm from her sails for a shaken moment of h&ayent on quickly, 'l

had spoken with you on the telephone. Thrown ddvat telephone with
murder in my heart that you were so uncaring ofamother's life when you



could not be bothered to hop on a plane when hed t@ have you by his
bedside was so urgent.’

'I couldn't come—I was broke,' Laine admitted irugh of self-defence, all
sarcasm suddenly gone.

'l know that now,' he said, his severe mannemigttip a little. 'But at the

time | thought you recently in receipt of his twmusand pounds. However,
having put down the phone on you, | was to findthasugh the long hours
of that night | sat by Cristo's bed, that | coutd get your voice out from my

ears.'

'l—suppose that was understandable in the circuroet® Laine found
herself letting up a little too, when she hadn'antgo budge an inch.

‘That is what | told myself. But, as my brothentgd to improve, each day
seeing a lessening of a need for anxiety, stillrwaice haunted me. Time
and again that huskiness would break uninvited mwtmatever | was

concentrating on, until in the end it became atp@splague. It was then
that | knew | would have to see you, confident as$ then that once | had
seen the heartless female | then thought you, Iddben get on with some
work.'

Surprise at what he had just said left her fomtlmenent, not thinking at all.
'You—er—decided to come to see me while you weer av England on
business?’

He shook his head. 'l came only to see you," hevenesl. 'Only to exorcise
you from my mind.’'

Again ready to believe him, Laine started to un@ers. 'That's why you
told me Cristo was not making any progress in biovery was it?' she
asked, her disbelief evident, causing Zare's dgsm as she added, 'Having
exorcised me from your mind, you decided it migbkt father—fun—to

string me along for a while?"'

It looked for a moment as though Zare was goimgetaangry, for clearly he
was not liking her attitude. But, again Laine wassee as he swallowed



down his ire, that by the look of it, he was goiadake all she threw until he
did have her believing him. Ditle, she thought mutinously, have a long
wait!

‘That is the whole point," he said, his look leaehers. 'l did not exorcise
you from my mind. My purpose in coming to see yaswwo-fold—to get

your voice from my head, and, so | told myselfgiee you a piece of my
mind by telling you exactly what | thought of ydBut," he went on before
she could break in, ‘against my will," he admitted,sight, | found you had
a lure for me.’

That, in Laine's view as she recalled that he lwdeen at all pleasant to
her on the visit, was the best lie to date. 'ltved,’ she said sourly.

'It was in order that you should not see that etitva | felt that | began on
the downward path of—invention,' he told her firmly

'l knew I'd get the blame for it all," muttered hai But her sarcasm was
dying. Even though she faced squarely that shebsasy led further and
further up the garden path, she wanted to hear.mbteen exactly did the
lies start?' she found herself asking— and notritaio wait for a reply.

'It was just after | had told you that Cristo was of hospital,' he answered
promptly. "You smiled a beautiful smile that had foethe first time in my
life feeling jealous of my brother.'

‘Jealous!" Her eyes shot wide. But they were twigier when, simply, Zare
told her:

‘That jealousy was mild compared with the jealotisst raged through me
when | found you in his bedroom on Sunday. | wartteHill you both—I
believe | might have attempted it had you not odegrd left his room when
you did.'

As she remembered the storming rage Zare had beber heart suddenly
started a chaotic beating. There had been no antmuhat rage. His fury
had been very real—she could still feel it.



'Y-you were—saying,' she prompted, unable just teetope with what he
could or could not be meaning, 'about," she lickeddenly dry lips, ‘about
you starting down the road of invention th-thatimion England.’

For a second or two, seeing her shock at what Hgus revealed, Zare
looked as though he might come over to her anditdkam there. Then, as
if seeing that he owed her more than one explamakie stayed where he
was.

"You smiled," he resumed, 'and | knew then thatesirhad heavy business
commitments and did not know when | would get thence to come back
to England again, | could not leave you behind.’

Ready to drop at his statement, be it the trutthatr he was feeding her a
fresh load of lies, Laine swallowed. '‘Go on,' shiels

'l was not liking very much this—attraction—I fdtir you,' he confessed.
'‘And liking even less that | found myself saying bngther was not making
a good recovery when he was progressing beyondcceatmns. But, having

gone in at the deep end, Iwas then saying thatidedascribed you to me
when he had not, and becoming more and more drawou the longer |

stayed in your home.’

Not knowing what to believe any longer, she stamedpeaking at him.
Everything he was now saying seemed to fit. But Ishé believed him
before!

'‘Believe me, Laine," he urged. 'Believe that withuyin my home, that
attraction | felt for you increasing instead of ddiing as | was sure it
would, each lie became more and more difficulietb't

'Why?' she asked, her sarcasm beaten byvhatingto believe. 'Because
you're basically an honest man?'

‘That," he agreed, 'but more because you, abopealle, | was finding | did
not wish to lie to.'

'‘Obligatory, was it?' she asked a shade churlishly.



‘At the time | thought so,' he replied without hason. 'l was not liking at all
your eagerness to go and visit Cristo in hospd@hlousy pure and simple
about that made me angry with you on more tharocnasion. Jealousy was
there to gnaw at me after the morning you had sjpeBtena. | had kissed
you that night, was sure you felt receptive to then had to endure one hell
of a night in being torn in two wondering if you keaeceptive like that with
all men— with my brother."’

Laine remembered that night. They had kissed &nds, but the next
morning he had been in a cold unfeeling mood. Csulel believe that his
cold mood had been because of the jealous, wak&fbt he had spent?
Suddenly, her heart beats were going erratic, bartkchoking her throat.
But, no words coming from her, as Zare continuedné& was to be knocked
sideways, when he said:

‘There was jealous murder in my heart when, omitie | could have sworn
you felt some of the love for me which | have fauy Cristo arrived and
looked like taking you away from me. We had beerkinta love,' he
reminded her, 'yet within minutes | was having el you look as happy
to be in his arms as you had been in mine.'

Pink touching her cheeks as she remembered Zarembking, be she
foolish or not, nothing then could make Laine hib&tk on the, 'You have
a—a little—1- love—for me?' that left her tremuldigs.

It was her breath-held look that brought the sutige®f a smile to touch
his mouth. 'Do you think | would have kept patietéell you all | have if |

had not?' he asked softly—and had her legs thregterot to hold her
when, looking into her eyes, he added, 'Do youkthiwould have chased
after you like one demented when | knew you wertecoming back to my
home, had | not loved you with my whole heart?'

'Oh, Zare!' moaned Laine, her turn to be torn ion,ttvecause she did not
know what to believe any more.

But Zare had missed nothing of the expressionshadtcrossed her face,
and in the next instant he had come round to the @l the chair where she



was standing. Gently then his two hands came tdeupace, his dark eyes
making her look at him, as he said tenderly:

‘Believe that if nothing elseamore mia. love you with every part of my
being.'

Her eyes just could not doubt the sincerity indyss, for steadfastly they
refused to look away. But, while warmth and joygad up in her, Laine had
no words to answer him; to say that 'yes', thatghieved him.

'l will make you believe it, my Laine," he promised urgently he went on.
'If you love me just a little, then marry me, anglill spend the rest of my life
making you see how it has been with me since tatl tbok you into'Siena
when you smiled at me with that look of fairy taechantment on your
face.'

At those words, a deep huskiness in her voiceasdtllaine found vocal
release. 'l ... | feel—more than a little enchantedht at this moment,’ she
said shyly, but had to tell him, "It seems unbellde that you love me. Oh,
Zare,' she begged, 'tell me again, so | can beitéve

"You love me—just a little?' he asked, his eyeagileg with her to tell him
that she did.

She gave him a shy smile, and found courage thegllthim, 'Why else do
you think | ran away?'

With an exultant cry, Zare had her in his arms. Aathe had her heart's
desire, telling her how desperately he loved hereZvas making her
believe it. Gathering her in his arms, he kissedrbeerently, those arms
tightening possessively as he kissed every pdréoface.

'How can you love me when | have been such a disadpte, lying brute to
you?' he murmured. And he was raining kisses onfdm¥ again as he
threatened, 'But don't you dare love anyone elseet'e



In a world which she had never thought to be heasne had not the
slightest objection to make when Zare picked hanups arms and took her
to sit with him in one of the armchairs.

It was there, in close harmony, his words of |[dwvdlting her as again he told
her of his love, that in between kisses Zare caaf@that she had already
begun to ensnare him on that drive from the airpmi¥algaro. She was
delighted to hear how, always before in a hurrygé home, that while
telling himself it was just her hostility he foustimulating, that later he had
had to admit that it was from pure enjoyment ofing\her so close to him
that he had not put his foot down on that drive.

Again they kissed, until Zare broke the kiss, $tillous as he asked about
the boy-friend she had left behind in England. Bat confession about

Austin brought her not a hard-eyed look for the whg had used him, but a
relieved look and a lengthening kiss that left vexathless.

Zare's caresses were to send her as mindless yshdde before. But
suddenly he was taking his hand from the smodkly skin inside her dress,
a groan leaving him as he tidied her clothing.

'Oh, how | wish you had not accused me of askingtgamarry me only so
that | could get you to agree to go to bed with 'mieid while, totally
enraptured, Laine would have had no objection tkeni@ any suggestion he
made, he told her ruefully, a proof of his loverthé she needed it, ‘Now |
shall just have to wait for you until vade married.’

Transported, Laine didn't think she wanted to waity long. Though her
guestion was tentative as she asked, 'Could w&hat is—could | suggest,
that we—er—um—don't have a very long engagement?’

Zare raising one eyebrow teasingly aloft had hevaesly wondering if she
had been too forward. But in no time he was makieigchuckle.

‘You, my heart, have taken the words right out gfmouth,’ he told her.
'‘But first we have a lot to accomplish.’



'We have?' she questioned. And watching him, sivehsahumour depart,
his face all at once serious. The first thing | trds is to visit Milan to tell
Cristo personally that much as I love him and wagpdre .him pain if |
could, my love for you outweighs all others.’

'l don't think he'll be very upset,’ Laine told heuickly.
'He is in love with yougara.'

In a rush, she said, 'He may love me as a sistehdis not in love with me.'
The next moment she was off Zare's lap going imcbeaf her handbag,
explaining as she went. 'lt wasn't Cristo vowing loive for me when you
came in and saw me in his bedroom yesterday, whemere was about to
kiss me—if that's what you thought.' She wasnpssed that what she was
telling him came out sounding rather muddled, thoidgre, she thought,
had got the gist of what she was trying to sayhas,shoulder-bag run to
earth, she returned to her happy haven on his lap.

‘It wasn't?'

Laine shook her head, passing him Cristo's lefeur brother became part
of my family, Zare—I think you'll see from what ketritten that a sister is
how he regards me.' Giving him a moment to read,sstw relief start to
flood his face. 'Cristo was getting ready to showken | went to his room,’'
she went on explaining. 'But | only went to hismoto ask him to lend me
my air fare. He was only going to kiss me becawskriew how unhappy |
was.'

Cristo's letter read, a smile that was wonderfuhfer to see left Zare. 'l shall
see to it that you have few unhappy moments irfuhee,’ he vowed then,
and pulled her back against him to bestow a was® ta her mouth. But as
if remembering his vow not to touch her until thegre man and wife, he
was pulling back to tell her, 'l knew Cristo hagbglied your air fare when
Anna-Maria confessed to me about the bulky envestygehad left in your
room.'

'‘Anna-Maria confessed?' Laine repeated, guesserg tias more than that
to it. But she heard that she hadn't known the dfailf when Zare told her



how, having suspected she was up to somethingadhedrided not to go to
work that day, and how he had been in his studyw#rgelina had come to
tell him that Giuseppe had just returned from amaret that should have
taken him five minutes, and how he had excuseddiisg late in bringing
back the article she had been waiting for, byrigllher that when signorina
Laine had jumped up beside him and told him to tedeo Siena, he had not
liked to refuse.

'He wasn't going to Siena!’

Zare's grin was freely there at her astonishmembug@h that grin faded as
he told her, 'Angelina’'s one worry was how you wlogegt back home—my
one worry was that you did not intend to come hatnell. | chased up to
your room, saw that while you were gone, your astivere there, and for
the briefest moment | was ready to breathe eaganaThat was before my
eyes went to where only the day before | had skerplate you love so
much. The dressing table was bare—I knew thenybatdid not intend
coming back.'

'l couldn't leave it behind—it reminds me of yowante.'

‘The forsythia?"

You knew all the time?’

'l was hoping it meant what | thought it meant. kgpthat if you did not
hate my home then you wanted a reminder of it, tieatbe you did not hate
me as much as | deserve your hate.’

'Oh, Zare," Laine said softly. 'l tried to hate ybut | couldn't.’

Unajple to stop himself, Zare kissed her again tect@ told her, "Your look
of enchantment witih Campowill stay with me for ever. It was the memory
of that look that made me certain you would notabge to resist one last

look when Giuseppe told me he had dropped youedf there.'

'Was that where you went first?"



Zare nodded, and held her tightly as though tosk@ymust never run away
and give him a fright like that ever again.

'l should have asked you to marry me yesterdayiaehded," he said. 'It
would have . . .

"You were going to propose yesterday!'

"That was part of the reason | was as mad as hethw came home and
found you with Cristo,’ he owned. 'lI'd spent they davay from you
purposely to try and get things into perspective.'

'Having sent Cristo to Florence," she inserted, raeeived his wonderful
unashamed grin again.

'‘And returned home,' he resumed, 'with the thotggit my brother would
just have to be hurt, that | could not stand selingwith his arms around
you again. But the first thing | saw when | camekoaas his car, to tell me,
when | was positive my aunt and uncle would insesstayed to dinner, that
he had returned before me. | was still hoping teeha favourable hearing
when | went to your room. Your door stood open, diett black jealousy so
that, even not believing it could be so, | wentngldo Cristo’'s room—I
could have murdered the pair of you!'

"You did—er—look a shade angry,’ Laine commentegphg—and was
kissed very thoroughly for her sauce. Until, deteedly, Zare suddenly set
her to her feet.

'We have a lot to do," he growled, delighting heslae heard that thick note
in his voice. 'l think, for my sanity, we had bettet started.’

'We're going to Milan to tell Cristo?' she guessed.

Zare shook his head. 'l can tell him what | haveuer the phone now," he
smiled. 'More urgently, | have to check round te sewe can take in

Australia as part of our honeymoon, or if we havenake Australia a short
visit, and marry when we get back.’



'We're going tcAustralid' Laine squeaked.

'Don't you want to see your brother married?"' tke@senderly, his eyes full
of the love he had for her.

'Oh, Zare Forturini," said Laine, tears in her eyiest any wonder that | love
you.'

'In a word," he said softly, his arms coming ouhtdd her, 'yes. But,' he
added, 'never, never stop.'



