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Very good friends...

Getting a fledgling wedding video business off gneund just when
people were buying their own camcorders was noy,ess Anne
Grey was pleased to stand in for a friend recordingnterview in
Cornwall with crime writer Francis Gardiner. It wasshock to
discover the writer was really Mark Rayne, the nshe had only
recently crossed swords with at a wedding!

As they continued to work together, Anne knew gfa was falling
in love, and meeting Mark's young son, Matthew, walight. But
Mark thought she was engaged to someone else, and #®und it
almost impossible to tell him the truth..



CHAPTER ONE

'ONE video camera, four cassettes, six batteries, orppodt
off-camera mike and stand, headphones, on- canghi..l Anne
counted each item aloud as she arranged them amoaitkéop in her
editing suite—or what she preferred to call thetpart had always
been the pantry, since she'd been a little gidimgi it for biscuits
when she'd got home from school.

She reached down into the cupboard for her hotohal| as usual, her
glasses slipped down her nose and fell onto thgl-tiled floor.
Cursing roundly, she picked them up, examined tf@ndamage
and, when reassured, stuck them back on her stigttghnose. Roll
on contact lenses! She'd promised herself if thedding job today
went well and the clients paid up promptly, to gdtof the hated
glasses for ever.

As she finished packing all her gear into the hibktze heard a faint
plop in the hall and walked swiftly through the -déghioned kitchen
to the front door, hoping that it was a reply to &dvertisement. But
it was only the local paper. Picking it up, sherieakit to the kitchen
table and spread it out at the small ads page.afiwys checked
carefully on her advertisement. There had once beaistake in the
phone number and she had worried about the jobsnsiiet have
lost. She looked down the columns. Yes, here it was

Anne Grey—videos. Weddings, parties, all socialastns
captured on video to show in your own home.

Top-class work guaranteed. Artistic presentation.
Moderate fees.

Her phone number—correct!'—followed.



Breakfast now. She made coffee and sat down toyenjeisurely
breakfast of toast and Marmite. The wedding wasdinfor one
o'clock and she planned to be at the church ahfulir before the
guests started to arrive. She had paid a prelimwiait to the church,
which was situated in a village about twenty miegay from her
home in a south Warwickshire spa town, to take sshudt the
architecture and get the vicar's permission togéter gear inside the
church. There were a lot of roadworks going on, iahdd taken her
nearly an hour to drive there yesterday, but th&s plenty of time
before she needed to start out today.

She picked up the paper and folded it back at pgewhere

announcements of forthcoming weddings and soceahtsvappeared.
This was Anne's happy hunting- ground. At first Bad had to nerve
herself to approach possible clients direct—it tedekn a good deal
of courage to ring a doorbell and announce heaselfpractise what
amounted to touting for business—but she found tha$t people
were polite, and some even interested in her spiet

She didn't realise that they were perhaps moreeistied in the neat
young woman herself, with her slender figure, heakt mane of pale
gold hair, more often than not scraped back inrecbhuat her neck,
and her brilliant, dark blue eyes smiling behinasgles which seemed
too large for her small face. In time she had cengd her natural
diffidence and had picked up several jobs by treshmod. If she was
going to make a success of running her own busstessvould have
to learn to be self-assured—she had soon founathat

There were no weddings announced for the weekrteecbut on the
next page she found something which interestedelren more.
Under the headin/EDDING OF THEWEEK appeared a piece about the
wedding she was booked to video today.

The wedding of Sir William Brent's daughter, Elizéin, to Mr
Andrew Foulkes of London will take place on Satyrdane



9th at St John's Church, Offleigh. The photograplihe left
shows the happy young couple at their engagemetyt laat
December. Also in the picture is Mr Mark Rayne, vidto be
the best man. Mr Rayne is a writer and has recdr@bome
engaged to Miss Trudi King, the well-known modehons
seen here with him,

There was more about the reception for two hundrezbts, which
would be held at Sir William's residence, and alibatbridesmaids
and the names of some of the important guests,Abue was
studying the photograph.

There would be no difficulty in capturing on tapkeetradiant

happiness of the good-looking young bridal coupgibey were

standing with their heads together, champagne egasssed to each
other in a toast and obviously sharing some prijake.

But the other couple held Anne's attention. Eveth& newspaper
photograph it was plain that they were both stuglyiattractive. The
girl was sitting on a sofa in an elegant postues, lobng dark hair
flowing round her lovely face, and the man was ieguover her,
smiling adoringly, one hand on her shoulder. He da% too, and
looked as if he would like to eat her up, Anne tid@uvith a chuckle.

She studied the picture for several minutes befbeeremembered
the time and looked at her watch. Goodness, shehmuy now, not
waste time gazing at a picture of a gorgeous man.

In her bedroom she got out the charcoal-grey suitdark turquoise
blouse she always wore for weddings. Her tutor @ltege had
advised her always to wear dark, inconspicuousietotvhen she was
working at a wedding, so that she could fade iheoldackground.

As she pulled off her jeans and top she looked datim a pang at
the ring on her left hand with its tiny clusterdshmonds and thought



fleetingly that it would be nice if it were she whas dressing in a
white bridal dress with a veil and bouquet. Butréhgvasn't any
chance of that.

When Keith had ended their engagement at Christmiasn she'd
had to back out of going to a party with him beesalsr father hadn't
been well enough to be left, she had tried to @ifilher ring but had
found it was stuck tight. She had caught her haradgar door a few
weeks previously and the swelling that remained btitl been
enough to make it impossible to remove the ring.

As she had pulled at it fruitlessly Keith had segdually, 'Oh, don't
bother with it. Keep the ring—it isn't worth muchAnd that had hurt
almost as much as his constant grumbling that gmvany fun for
him, being engaged to a girl who spent all her tnonening round
after a demanding invalid.

‘You're too soft-hearted,' Keith had told her. "Ya@n't say no, that's
your trouble. You need to toughen up, Anne. Petake advantage
of you.'

‘But Daddy's ill. He needs me,' she had said unihapp

‘Well, I'm afraid | don't.' He had probably decidédt it suited him
best to be brutal. 'I've had enough. I'm off toroeron a trip abroad.
You won't be hearing from me again.'

The wound was still raw, when she allowed hersethink of it. She
had loved Keith and had thought he loved her, &bdddy had not
been a darling she might have felt bitter about.men

But now Daddy had gone too, leaving her quite glamel she had
had to put grieving aside and concentrate on hawgds going to
manage. She simply must make a success of the biddoess. She'd
hate to have to go back to office work again. B seally must have



Keith's ring removed, she vowed as she pulled ackotights and
low-heeled sandals.

Anne finished dressing and, having reassured lietts@i nobody

would mistake her for one of the wedding guests veént back to the
editing suite for her holdall. Taking a last loadund the tidy little

room, her eyes softened. She always rememberedDzaldly had

fitted up this room for her and bought all the @moent. That had
been a short time before he had retired from htipa as music
master at the local primary school. She had alréakidn a course in
computing and word processing but had been keéryimg her luck

at video work, and Daddy had thought it was a gded.

‘You can't have too much training,' he had told hevant to be sure
that you can keep yourself in comfort when I'mamager here to look
after you.' His eyes had softened in a way shedcoeVer forget as
he'd added, "You shouldn't have chosen middle-ggednts, you
know.' And she'd known he had been thinking ofrhether, who had
died only a week or two after she was born.

‘But I've got Keith,' she had said. She and Ked#l pot engaged at
about that time.

Daddy had stuck to his opinion. "You never know twhay happen,’

he'd said, and how right he had been! It had oagnbwveeks later that
he'd had a stroke and she had given up her fiesttsial job to look

after him. He had died a month ago.

Suddenly the neatly stacked shelves in the edstimg blurred before
her eyes and she got out a handkerchief and blewdse hard. She
mustn't let herself dwell on the past. She hadagado. She locked
the front door and went to get her small car othefparking space at
the back of the house.



Offleigh was a very small village with a very largburch, which
looked its best on a sunny morning like this.

Anne turned into the lane beside the church andkdmhder car
carefully into the parking space allotted to hestgeday by the vicar
when she had explained to him that she neededve ienmediately
after the end of the service, so that she wouldtlibe reception in
time to catch the guests arriving and being grebtethe bride and
groom and their parents.

She had found the vicar delightfully helpful. Hedltaken her on a
tour of the church and told her a little of itstbiy. It dated from

Norman times, although it had been extensively ddddater. He

had helped her to decide where she could set uganegra to get the
best view during the service and had told her hoget to the vestry
where the signing of the register would take plade. had also

assured her that she would have no difficulty ifofeing the service,

that it was to be traditional even down to the argausic. Anne had
been truly grateful to him for being so interestargl so helpful, and
wished that all vicars could be as nice as this one

Getting out of her car now, she stood and gazell pieasure at the
old church. It looked very beautiful on this Junermng, the

sunlight, shining between the branches of a taktiut tree, making
dappled patches of silver on the ancient stones. shtape of the
square tower stood out bravely against the flaé ldky as it must
have done for centuries past, although Anne coedgdcaiite clearly
the places where the stone had been patched ayewvanagain—as
the vicar had pointed out to her yesterday. Smadlsb—swallows?

House- martins?—wheeled round the tower, divingatglace

beneath the eaves where they evidently had a &&s. stood

watching them, enjoying the quietness and peatigeaiorning.

Suddenly the peace was broken as a large gred¢unroad the corner
of the lane, swished round and backed into theipguspace next to



her own. The powerful engine throbbed for a monaemt then was
silent. A car door opened and slammed again. Amggdd her heavy
holdall out of the back seat of her car and pualoivn on the grass
verge while she felt inside the door to press tio&.|

A man's voice from just behind her said curtly, WHimng do you
propose to stay here?’

A church official, perhaps? But why did he have dpeak so
peremptorily? She turned to confront him. He wasialsly not a
church official. He must be a guest. He was weariognal

attire—morning suit of striped trousers and a lawat, slightly

shaped to the waist— and there was a pink carnatiomis

buttonhole. He was very tall and very dark, anevbes a hard, angry
expression.

She played for time while she thought how to de#h wim without
making any unpleasantness. 'Er—what did you say?'

He clicked his tongue impatiently. 'l asked howggou proposed to
stay here,' he repeated.

Then she realised suddenly who he was—he was #terizan. Mark
something. She recognised him from the photograplhich he had
been smiling down adoringly at the gorgeous mokde. face was
hard and unsmiling now. Anne reminded herself thatbest man
was responsible for getting the guests into thairs cafter the
ceremony, so perhaps that could excuse his abppbach. He
might even be feeling nervous about his role invtkedding.

She looked up at him and said mildly, 'l proposstay until the end
of the ceremony. Why do you ask?'

She saw the angry light in his dark eyes. 'Well gan't leave that
thing here,' he said, with a contemptuous gestwands her white



Metro which, although lovingly polished and reglyaserviced, was
beginning to show its age.

She began to feel very annoyed. 'l certainly hawantention of
moving it,' she said coldly.

He passed a glance over her, standing very strauger off-the-peg
grey suit, and took a deep breath. 'Now, look Weregirl,' he said,
and his tone was more insulting than impatieny,dif've come early
to get a good spot to gawp at a wedding it doesntern me, but you
must certainly remove your car to another place—mbwather
away.'

Anne locked the door of the Metro very slowly aradiloerately. She
turned back to him. 'And what will you do if | refe? Send for the
police with lifting gear? | doubt if you'll find gnin this village.' The
dark blue eyes that could so easily sparkle witlgleaer were as cold
as ice.

He made a furious noise in his throat. 'This iscubbus. | shall see
the vicar and have your car removed.'

‘You do that,' she said. 'Tell him Miss Anne Grag Iparked her car
In a place you don't approve of. I'm sure he'lbh@bu. He is most
courteous,' she added pointedly.

She picked up her holdall and stalked away from towmards the
church gates. She held her head high, but as shieechwp the
side-aisle she was annoyed to find that her knese whaking and
she glanced over her shoulder in case he was babmd

As she reached the place between the pillar othiaecel arch and
the back row of the choir stalls and put down hadall, she told
herself that she mustn't let that abominable marugder her skin.
She should be proud of herself. He had been exlyemge and she



had stood up to him... but there had been somethitigat hard dark
face which had sent a tremor of fear to the phafstomach.

She peeped round the pillar and saw that he had acamthe church

and was talking to the vicar beside the vestry dSbe could hear the
rumble of the deep voice and the vicar's soft-spoiaplies but

couldn't make out a word. After a time the best madded and

seemed to be thanking the vicar before he turnddnaked out of

the church.

Anne breathed more easily. That was that and sls¢ pot the rather
horrid little episode right out of her mind. Sheula need all her
concentration when the wedding began.

She spared a few moments to look round the chugamavith deep
pleasure, enjoying the scent of the flowers whilted every corner
and the way the sun cast coloured patches on it sbpews as it
shone through the big south window. A heavenlygfac a wedding,
she thought as she started on her work.

The next half-hour was spent in setting up theottipnd camera and
checking that she would get the best shots of tite land groom
from here as they took their vows. Yes, she decatddst, it would
be perfect. She needed particularly to focus orbtite's face when
she made her responses. Next there was the offraamke to be
installed where it would pick up the words of tleevice, as close as
possible to the spot where the vicar would startdwstihhout being
obtrusive. This was always a headache, but ait asis done and the
wires taped to the floor carefully.

The church bells had been chiming for some timd,sdre glanced at
her watch. The guests would be arriving soon. dhimg the camera
from its tripod, she carried it out-to the fronttbe church where a
crowd was already collecting on both sides of #h o the entrance.



Of course everyone in the neighbourhood would leeetho see the
squire's daughter arriving for her wedding.

There was also a TV team from the local statiore 8hew the
cameraman, Bob Riley, from her college days, amth&xged a few
words with him. He was decent enough to make sugehad a good
place beside him to film the guests arriving anel bhide with her
father.

'How's business, Anne?' enquired Bob. 'I'm goieglance shortly.
I'm tired of the local stuff—I want to branch oubi& Roger French is
coming in with me as producer-director, and wetlably pick up a
few more of the guys and gals.' He chuckled. 'Wish luck. Oh,

here's the first contingent. Off we go, Anne.'

He lifted his camera to his eye and Anne, afteronang her glasses
and sticking them into her pocket, followed suiieSouldn't cope
with the glasses while she had her eye glued todheera.

Twenty minutes later Anne's arms were aching, eitatrrival of the
elegant guests had duly been recorded. The bmadetker arrived
next, with an older woman, and a minute or tworléte six little

bridesmaids, pink- cheeked and cherubic in frilbiler dresses of
hyacinth- blue, were decanted from three cars dmgbleerded by
mothers and aunts into the porch, to a chorusAbf, Aren't they

sweet?' from the crowd.

One of the six was taller than the rest. She wasjaubt, the chief
bridesmaid. It would be the best man's job to lafv&r her, and Anne
hoped for the little girl's sake that he could enait well as scowl.

There was a lull in the proceedings now as theyeasdior the bride
and her father. Anne balanced her camera on heidgrcand shook
her tired arms one by one. Then, only about fivautgas late, a
beribboned Rolls- Royce glided up to the gate dredlride was



helped out carefully by her father. More murmuradmiration came
from the crowd, and a ripple of applause. Anne,ceofrating on

getting the best angles, could see only that EhitalBrent was a
dream in cream satin and lace as she walked slgpvlige path on her
father's arm.

With a hasty goodbye to Bob, who wouldn't be wogkinside the
church, Anne hurried round to the south door aruk ba her station
beside the pillar, avoiding the porch where thecgssion would be
forming.

Fixing the camera back on its tripod and checkhmgg the monitor
screen was properly connected to the camera, shablato draw a
deep breath and prepare herself for the next stbtlee service. The
bells had ceased and the organist was playing a Besude. The
bridegroom had taken his place at the chancel ,stepsbest man
standing beside him, and Anne focused on themeolcher position.

The profile of the best man came into view and ah@dn't resist
zooming in on it for a moment. In the zoom lens gmsfile looked
serious but no longer grim. She gave him full mddesthat. If he
hadn't made the effort to look cheerful to backhigfriend on this
nervy occasion he wouldn't have been human.

Suddenly, to her horror, he turned his head. Shehsan full-face
now, and it was as if they were staring into eattteits eyes from
only inches apart. She felt again that odd jolien stomach. It wasn't
really like that, of course; he couldn't see heefaeveral yards away
and hidden behind the camera. He had probably eaadind from
somewhere behind her and had moved his head tolsere it had
come from.

It was only a couple of seconds before she turheccamera away,
retracting the zoom lens, but in those secondshslteregistered
every single detail of the hard, handsome face-d#hmk hair, curling



slightly at the temples, the furrows in the widewr the long,
curving lashes over night-dark eyes, the smalkslireind the long,
sensitive mouth, even the pores of his skin wheréh&d shaved
earlier. She saw something else in that momenlkasi+-he was not
angry or bad-tempered. He was deeply unhappy.

The realisation was a shock. Anne's hands werebtiegnas they
gripped the handle of the tripod. Pull yourselfetbger, you idiot, she
told herself. You're supposed to be a professi@ral, professionals
don't allow their minds to wander.

The bride's mother came alone up the aisle andlygsigped into
the second pew, then the choir of boys and gidsl iin, followed by
the vicar, who, after a short pause before the,db@k his place
beneath the chancel arch. The bridegroom and best were
standing before him to one side. The organ musledaaway into
silence and a hush of expectation fell over thegoegation.

The solemnity of the moment got through to Annegj aer hands
were damp as they adjusted the camera. Then 8tenbtes of the
‘Bridal March' sounded and the bridal processigoeaped from the
porch and began the slow walk up the aisle, thdebon her father's
arm, followed by her bridesmaids. From then on #swotal
concentration for Anne. Not a moment of the sermeest be lost.

She worked with confidence, missing nothing, thiotlge singing of
the hymns, the prayers, the address by the vicarexchanging of
rings, and the move to the vestry to catch theirsggof the register.
She dashed back again to change the cassette lsbfom@made her
way down the church to be in place when the cooaiee down the
aisle together. Hastily she slipped the cassetteobthe camera,
dropping it into her holdall, and put a new one in.

She'd better be on the safe side and change ttegybtato, although
she didn't think that the old one was exhaustediak dark in her



corner of the church, and she had to fiddle witerting the new
battery. She was feeling quite unbearably hot.j&tecouldn't go out
into the sunshine again without removing her jacBae pulled it off
hastily and tossed it down just as the organ bé&gamphantly to fill
the church with the strains of the well-loved Meisdehn "Wedding
March'.

Gripping her camera, she hurried down the side-ash spot from
where she could record the progress of the bridke baitlegroom,
smiling happily, down the nave, with the bridesnsaifdllowing

behind.

Outside in the churchyard the photographer hadieatriand was
soon busily organising people into groups. Aftdirtg a few casual
shots, Anne left him to it and hurried back upglte-aisle to reclaim
her holdall.

She packed her camera and tripod away and theredgiak her
jacket—or rather she tried to pick it up. It seentethave got stuck
somehow in the end choir stall. Her glasses weittbenpocket and
without them it was difficult to see what had hapge. Anne pulled
at if and swished it from side to side, trying tdhook it. Finally, with

a tearing sound as the lining was released, theefjagas free. She
clicked her tongue as she saw a long rip up thedjrout that could
wait to be examined when she got home. She pushéeéroglasses,
zipped up her holdall and left the church by thetisaoor.

Her car was, of course, where she had parkednjuBba second she
wondered if the best man might have had it moveer &fll. That
would have been victory for the male sex. But ro$ time, she
thought with a wry grin as she unlocked it, thremthe holdall and
jacket and set out to drive to the Brent resideadew miles away,
where the reception was to be held.



She did not turn into the drive, but found a plaecdeave her car
further along the lane beside the high wall whichr@unded the
grounds, and walked back to where a large margaédéen put up
on the lawn of the impressive mansion of Sir Willi8rent.

It was hot inside, with an overpowering smell adwkrs and cut
grass. Two long trestle-tables indicated that tlealmvas to be a
buffet, and maids from a catering firm were bustiibout with plates
and glasses. The food would no doubt be brougim ftee house at
the last minute.

Anne enquired of an older woman who seemed to bhange of the
proceedings where the wedding cake would be plasedhat she
could position herself out of the way but at thstlangle to record the
cutting of the cake and the speeches. She foundnarcto place the
microphone and waited for the next stage of thegedings. She was
beginning to feel tired and very hot. She wouldHmnkful when it
was all over.

The parents were the first to arrive, followed bg bride and groom,
and a line was formed to welcome the guests. la#tAnne told
herself.

Soon the marquee was full of people, and the sofedixpensive
perfume mingled with that of flowers and the dedbt® goodies on
trays which the maids were carrying in and laying an the tables.
Champagne followed in buckets of ice, and lasttydake, a glorious
pyramid of dazzling whiteness. The sound of tald Eughter rose
and fell and finally rose in a crescendo as thaebpretended that she
had to be helped by her husband to cut tljp cake.

Anne was working mechanically when it came to fheeshes, and as
soon as they were over she parked her camera igod twwith her
holdall and jacket in a corner of the marquee anchd her way out
into the cool air. There was a garden seat undkmap of trees quite



close and she sank down onto it, closed her eykbftad her face to
the refreshing breeze.

She wasn't aware of a tall figure approaching acttos grass. 'Hello,
Miss Grey.'

Anne's eyes flew open to see the best man stabdioge her, a plate
in one hand and a glass of champagne in the dileeneld the glass
out to her. 'A peace offering,’' he said.

Her earlier resentment had faded, the memory efased by the
moment when his eyes had looked into hers so glossd
intimately, it had seemed—through the lens of laenera.

'‘Oh! Oh, thank you,' she murmured weakly. Shedletturdly shy and
lowered her face over the glass as she took a tvimk of the
blessedly cold champagne. 'That's lovely.'

He sat down beside her. 'l thought you looked gsufneeded it. I'd
no idea that recording a wedding involved such hemdk.' He still
wasn't smiling but his tone was friendly now. 'Andid my best to
make things more difficult for you,' he added wrylplease have
some cake as an indication of your forgiveness ptitehe plate on
the seat between them.

Anne tried to think of something concise and wittygay in reply, but
the words didn't come. Instead she smiled at hioutgh her large
glasses and took a bite of the delicious weddikg.ca

'‘Good,' he said. 'Now all debts are settled.' Haéd back in the
wooden seat. 'Have you finished your labours yet?'

This was easier. She chased a crumb of cake rberudte and said,
'Not quite. | still have to wait for the bridal qale to leave for their
honeymoon. Then | can pack up and go home. Bue thvl be at



least twelve more hours to spend on editing thedapll wait for
tomorrow to tackle that.'

He nodded. 'You'd better keep an eye on the gangaside. | don't
suppose Andrew and Liz will hang about long; theyet to drive to
Dorset. Andrew has a cottage and a boat there. plagyto spend
their honeymoon cruising round the Greek Islands latnink they
want to make a start today."'

Anne drank the last drops of her champagne anthpuglass down
on the empty plate between them. 'What a lovelg.ldghe stood up.
‘Thank you for the sustenance and the kind tholdht,’'

'Rayne,' he said. 'Mark Rayne.'

As he rose she smiled up at him. He was veryifadihly he would
smile he would be really handsome, she thought ke hecould
smile. The photograph in the newspaper had shown dmiling
beatifically at his lovely fiance. Perhaps it wachuse she wasn't
here with him that he looked so gloomy.

‘Well, thank you again, Mr Rayne,' she said, tugrimgo.
‘It was the least | could do,' he replied gravely.

There was a spring in Anne's step as she hurriet bdo the
marquee. She hated to be on bad terms with angoddylark Rayne
had apologised very handsomely even if he couldattage a smile.

The bridal couple were no longer in the marqueey thnust have
gone into the house to change before leaving. Asullected her
camera and tripod and made her way round to tim &fcSir William

Brent's impressive Neo- Gothic mansion. At the foiod long flight
of steps an open car, a Mercedes, was pulled uper@ixpensive-
looking cars lined the forecourt and the overflovaswparked



diagonally down the wide drive. She set up hepttim a spot beside
the long, shiny bonnet of the car and hoped foibtst.

Very soon the guests began to drift out of the maegand stand
around the car and up the steps, but they weteaflolite to push in
front of her. It seemed a long wait, but at lagt thatter died down
and bags of confetti were produced as the sma ram the house
came down the steps. Anne swivelled her cameradrama got a
marvellous view of the bride, dressed now in a lgec@oured suit

that matched her hair, which hung round her prettg like a golden
halo as it caught the sunlight. Her husband, iglaweight suit, was
beside her, and next to him the best man, Mark &awith the

parents and close relatives.

Anne felt rather absurdly conscious of him as lok tas place on the
bottom step, almost by her side. He looked dowmeatas she lifted
her head for a moment and nodded. She would hked to move
away, but of course that wasn't possible.

Confetti was falling like rain all over the car noeople were calling
out, kissing, laughing, but at last the bridegrdwtped his bride into
the passenger seat of the car and climbed in beéhendheel. Anne
kept her eyes glued to the camera. That was a lmeasitiful shot of
the bride. She looked so blissfully happy as shedliher face
towards her new husband. Already Anne was compdb@a@nd of
the video in her mind.

Then—suddenly—something hit her on the head, aadasiked up,

startled, and saw what had happened. The bridethragvn her

bouquet high in the air and it had landed on—ofpalbple—the
woman taking the video. Anne clutched it, her clseskarlet, as
everyone laughed. She caught a whiff of the litikthe valley as she
threw it back into the crowd.



She felt a touch on her arm and heard Mark Raymenomy close to
her ear, 'l noticed you were wearing a ring. Thaisd speed matters

up.'

She was disturbingly conscious of the feeling sftand on her bare
arm. He had beautiful hands, she noticed, the fhgtong and

sensitive. She gave him a tremulous little smiléotze she turned

back to her camera, and although he still wasnlirgmshe thought

she detected a wicked glint in his dark eyes.

The car drew away to cheers and calls of good wiahd showers of
confetti. Anne made her way hastily back to thequae and packed
her gear into the holdall. By the time the guesigan to filter back,
ready for more food and drink and socialising, sl on her way
down the drive, making quickly for her car—and home

She drove slowly along the country lanes. Aftesirge wedding like

this her head seemed full of moving pictures, andak her a while

to return to the real world. One picture kept cagnioack again and
again—the face of Mark Rayne, the enigmatic best.r8he would

never see him again, except on video, when sheckttie tapes, but it
wasn't a face she would easily forget.



CHAPTER TWO

IT wAs nearly nine o'clock and beginning to get dark wtrenblow
fell. After a leisurely supper Anne was unpackirgy holdall in the
editing suite when the horrible fact emerged—cassaimber two,
the most important one, the one which held herrdgiog of the heart
of the wedding, was missing. A feverish searchvefg corner of the
holdall confirmed the fact. She stared down atwthektop. Cassettes
four, three and one were in order, but there wga@mwhere two
should have been.

Don't panic, she told herself. Think. Think. Wheid gou take
cassette two out of the camera and what did yowithoit? She sank
onto the stool and pressed a shaking hand to helndad.

After the signing of the registry in the vestryathvas it. In a hurry to
get down to the front of the church and record lineal couple
walking back down the aisle together, she had gulie cassette out
of the camera and slipped the next one in. It lehlguite dark in her
corner and she must have dropped cassette twadloth instead of
putting it back in the holdall, and later, when'dh®een struggling to
get her jacket free, she must have swept the tadsstind the pillar
or under the choir stall. So—it must still be theard all she had to
do was drive back to the church and find it.

Another two hours' driving! But it would be worth—anything
would be worth it if she could only lay her handsprecious cassette
number two. Without it the video would be useless.

She had changed when she got home, into jeans@ottba top, and
now she hurried upstairs and pulled on a thick eoojumper,
swilled her face in cold water and went to getdaeout again.

The church clock was striking ten when Anne readb#tigh. The
single streetlamp was situated in the main stre#teovillage, some



distance from the church. When she had parkedanemd turned out
the lights she had to wait for a moment to accudtemeyes to the
darkness and then she found the front path and madeay to the
porch. 'Please let the church not be locked,'bsbathed.

She was fumbling with the heavy ring handle of mhassive door
when steps sounded behind her and the light ofca shone round
her feet. A gruff voice said, 'Sorry, I've just o®to lock up.' Not the
vicar's voice. It must be the church warden.

Anne turned and the light of the torch fell on Fee. 'Oh, please,
she said. 'Could you wait for a few minutes? | aihe wedding this
afternoon and I've lost something rather valuablkenow exactly
where | dropped it, and if | could just have a a®ato look round...'

He must have heard the desperation in her voicdeéleed nearer
and looked into her face, and after a short timecémsideration he
said, 'OK, come in. I'll switch on the lights.’

‘Thank you," Anne whispered fervently. She scurdpdhe side-aisle
to the place by the pillar where she had parkedykar. The church
warden followed more sedately. He helped her tockeahile she
explained the circumstances to him.

After ten minutes they had covered every squark ofcthe floor
where the cassette might have fallen, but had d@awlank. Anne
felt like bursting into tears. 'lt isn't here," @d in a wan voice.

The church warden agreed. 'But the vicar might aveiss. It might
have been handed in to him.'

Anne clutched at the straw. 'Where could | find hilWould you
direct me to the vicarage?'



He shook his head. 'He doesn't live in the villable. lives in
Lifton-on-the-Hill. He has to look after both pdres. And there
won't be any services here tomorrow.'

'l see," Anne said in a defeated voice. 'Well, khaou very much;
you've been very helpful." She got back into threasahe elderly man
switched off the church lights and ambled rounthtside-door.

Anne drove a short way out of the village and se&appo think.

Should she drive out to Lifton-on-the-Hill now?ntiust be over ten
miles away, on the Stow road. It would be neargveh o'clock by
the time she got there, and it would probably maarcking up the
vicar and getting him out of bed. Don't be ridiaigpshe told herself.
Putting the car into gear, she headed once moteoioe.

The journey back seemed to take hours as she staead at the road
and refused to let herself consider what it wouleam if she had
really lost the cassette. But once in the housesthptiness closed
round her and panic stirred, giving her a hollowlifeg inside. She
relied mainly on recommendations from satisfiedrdis, and had had
high hopes of doing a good job for the influentgent family.
Things soon got around—negative as well as positig | shouldn't
have any dealings with Anne Grey—she's most urnieliaShe could
almost hear the words already. She had to faceath¢hat she might
have lost the cassette for good. Perhaps one otldamers had
thrown it into a rubbish bag, or a choirboy hadkptt it up and
slipped it into his pocket. To a boy any video wasdeo and might
be investing. Anne shivered. The house felt velg.c8he made a pot
of strong tea—the panacea for all ills—and drankitting in the
kitchen.

She tried to cheer herself up. There was stilvibar. She could find
him tomorrow morning, and surely he would have ¢hssette? As
she drank the tea she glanced wearily at her w&tod might as well
go to bed; there was nothing else to do tonight.



She emptied the teapot and her glasses fell afftm sink. Picking
them out, she saw that one of the side pieces tva@ off. A hasty
search in the sink revealed the fact that the tayew had
vanished—probably down the plughole. Tears of faigin came
into her eyes at this final annoyance. This wamdely not her day.
Leaving the glasses on the kitchen table to bet datd tomorrow,
she switched off the lights and started to climé $hairs, her head
drooping.

She was halfway up when the front doorbell rangllghHer heart

thudded. Who could it possibly be at this hour?dHa onto the
banister, she waited, hardly daring to breathe tiBeibell rang again,
and then again. Anne crept downstairs and acreskél, switching

on the light. Without removing the chain she opetieddoor a crack
and peered round it.

In the light from the hall she saw that there wésrge man standing
outside, but without her glasses she couldn't nmakehis face. She
felt a horrid qualm of fear. 'Who are you, and wihatyou want?'

A man's deep voice said irritably, '‘Open the doan't you? I'm not a
burglar:'

She knew that voice. Mark Rayne. Her first thougas, He's got the
cassette. That's why he's here. Hope shot up likeeamometer
plunged into hot water. She slipped off the chaud #arew open the
door. As the light from the hall fell on him shews¢hat he had
changed out of his morning suit and was wearinghgeand a
pullover.

He leaned closer and stared at her. 'I'm lookimgAfme Grey; I've
got something for her.' He patted his jumper axgecting to find
pockets there.

'I'm Anne Grey,' she said.



He peered closer, swaying slightly, and put a lmmthe doorframe
to steady himself. He shook his head. 'Are yousiYteu don't look
like her.'

'l assure you | am,' she said, and laughed. Slisgédhat he might
be a little drunk, but that didn't matter beside gtorious fact that he
probably had the cassette. 'Won't you come in? #hed you can
find- whatever it is you have for me." She musin&h matters; he
might get angry and go away.

He went on patting himself, feeling for non-exigtpackets. 'l know
it's here somewhere. | must have put it in my ¢&teturned round
and walked rather unsteadily to his car, which s@nding at the
kerb. Anne pattered after him; she wasn't goinigtdim get away
until he had found what must be the cassette.

He opened the back door of the car and heavedvy badcase along
the seat. Balancing it on the edge, he began tblimith its catch,
muttering to himself.

Anne pulled the case away from him. 'Let's takiastde,’ she said
firmly. "You can't see what you're doing out here.'

He seemed a little surprised but he let her cdmeyheavy case into
the house and dump it on a chair in the sittingmode followed her
inside and stood staring at her in puzzlemento'tdthink youare
Anne Grey,' he said, slowly and carefully. 'Shekkmblike a ghost—
and you look like..." He thought for a long timedathen finished
triumphantly, 'Like Goldilocks.' He reached out @aodched a lock of
golden hair, which was now hanging in a wavy magset shoulders.
‘Nice!" he said.

Anne moved away quickly. Had she been quite maavite the man
into the house at this time of night? She must fimel cassette and
then get rid of him.



'‘Won't you sit down,’ she said, ‘and let me opectse?

He stared at her as if he still wasn't sure whonsh®e 'Thank you,' he
said politely, and collapsed backwards onto thgdaofa. 'Yes, by all
means open it.'

She let him sit there while she managed to getcdse open. It
contained his morning suit, carelessly folded, dhrelean

handkerchiefs, and a crumpled white shirt rolledna a pair of

underpants. There was also shaving gear and arinstirland comb.
She felt all round the edges of the case withoutess. As a last
resort she examined the striped trousers. No lpog&ets in them!

Then she held up the coat and found that it hadsatle pocket which
seemed to contain something bulky. Hardly darindpe, she felt
inside it—and drew out the missing cassette.

Anne couldn't restrain a little whoop of pure joydaelief. 'Oh, thank
you, thank you,' she cried, looking at the man le dofa. He was
leaning back with his eyes closed. She shook s dwe found it,’

she burbled.

He opened his eyes with an effort, mumbled, 'Haug?yGood," and
then closed them again.

Anne regarded him doubtfully. He didn't really laskink, he looked
absolutely exhausted. His face was colourless ek twere deep
dark smudges below his eyes. She would make sauk bbffee and
then wake him up and somehow get him back in his-eéthough he
really didn't look as if he should be driving. Wedhe'd have to see
how things went.

While the kettle was boiling she took the casdettine editing suite
and placed it tenderly on the worktop. She'd ruthribugh on the
monitor to check up on it, even gloat a littlesasn as she'd got rid of
Mark Rayne.



In the kitchen the kettle had boiled. Anne spoooeffee liberally
into a mug, filled it and carried it back to thétiag room. In her
absence the man had made himself comfortable. Hestnatched out
on the sofa, his long legs curled up like a chiltfe was breathing
deeply and evenly, undoubtedly fast asleep. Thek thiack lashes
that she had seen through the zoom lens resteild ochdekbones. His
mouth, no longer held in a stern, tight line, walaxed as he breathec
deeply.

She put down the cup of coffee and went on statrigm. He really
was fabulously good-looking. Anne's mouth twitchetb a soft
smile—the smile of amused tenderness that she viagdtbw on any
sleeping creature, human or not.

‘Yes,' she said aloud. 'You're very appealing, oubtl But you can't
stay here.' She leaned forward and shouted, ‘Mn&ay

No reply.

‘Mr Rayne, I've made some coffee. Wake up, cani?y8he shook
his arm as hard as she could.

Silence, except for the faintest of grunts.

Anne frowned, perplexed. So—it was like that, w&sShe couldn't
get rid of him unless she removed him bodily—whialas
iImpossible—or rang for the police— which was unkiaible.

She sighed. He wasn't going to wake up for some,tand she did
owe him a debt of gratitude for returning the ctssenowever
tardily. He might as well stay here and have hesglout. She fetched
a blanket and draped it over him. He didn't stiewkhe pulled off his
shoes. The suitcase lay on the chair, its conkamrtging out. Well, he
could pack that for himself when he left. He wopldbably wake
some time in the night and let himself out.



She lit the table lamp and switched off the maghtli Was there
anything else? Oh, yes—his car. It had been leftdhg in the road,
unlocked. Anne rushed out, holding her breath. &lnad been a car
theft in this road only last week.

She breathed again when she saw that it washsi} with the keys
hanging from the ignition. She regarded it doulfuDught she to
move it into the parking space at the back of thkesk? She'd never
handled a powerful car like this in her life ané fassage between
the two houses was quite narrow. Better leave é@relit was. There
was probably some security gadget fitted. She lbake driver's
door and found that the other doors locked as well.

Taking the keys back to the house, she placed trethe low table
by the sofa. Mark Rayne was even more deeply asléepgooked
very peaceful. Anne went out and closed the doom Nat last, to
watch the result of all her work this afternoon.

Fetching her glasses from the kitchen, she manageerch them on
her nose. She could see the monitor screen weliginid she didn't
move her head. The recording proved to be superb-bdist thing
she'd ever done. Nothing of importance had beesadjghe angles
were just right and the lighting inside the chuted been much
better than Anne had expected. She ran it throngiiret end and shut
off the monitor with a sigh of satisfaction. Howlir terrible if she
had actually lost it through her own carelessngg#! felt a surge of
gratitude to Mark Rayne for bringing it back to her

Turning off the downstairs lights again, she lig@grfor a moment
outside the sitting-room door. There wasn't a sofroth inside.
Well, let him enjoy his sleep, she thought, her thaquirking into a
soft smile.

As she climbed the stairs to her bedroom she wadesily overcome
with tiredness. It had been a gruelling day, ong waanother. She



washed her face, cleaned her teeth and, standinghéybed,

wondered for a moment whether she should keep loéres on.

After all, there was a strange man sleeping irsttimg room. Anne

shrugged. She was almost sure he didn't presdmeatt But when
she had pulled off her jeans and top and put hgntdiess on she
went across the room and locked the door. She elihmito bed and
was fast asleep within five minutes.

Anne woke later than usual. The first thing she wak cross the
room, pull back the curtains and look down into tbad. Yes, the
green car was still there, steaming gently as thre dsspersed the
morning dew from its long, sleek bonnet. She wasoged to find

that her heart was beating faster than usual.

She didn't have to worry about what the neighbooight think if
they saw a strange man leaving her house withteasa early in the
morning. Most of the housesin the road had beerenmd flats, and
there was such a rapid turnover of occupants tlensver had time
to get to know anyone. That wasn't the problem. pieblem was
how she was going to deal with Mark Rayne.

It was such a very odd situation. If he had bearaa she knew, she
could have turned the Whole thing into an amuspigagle and they
would have laughed together and avoided any awkvessl But she
hadn't even seen him smile yet. She wonderedwded remember

saying that she looked like Goldilocks. Probably. iiohad seemed
out of character.

She wasn't at all sure why she chose to wear @&gaglellow top with

her jeans this morning. Probably because it wa$aveurite and she
needed something to boost her courage when shedaemt to deal

with her unconventional visitor.



When she opened the sitting-room door she wasveglito find that
he was awake. He had put on his shoes and thedblards folded
neatly on the sofa. He was in the process of tryinget his case
locked and looked round quickly when he heard loenecin. She
decided to play it lightly, even if he didn't resjolo She smiled at him.
‘Good morning, Mr Rayne. Sorry you didn't have aem@mmfortable
bed.'

He straightened his long body. 'l really am dedpérasorry. | feel
ashamed of myself for passing out on you like | innas/e done. A
couple of whiskies with friends at my hotel on tfgthe champagne
and having been driving for about thirty-six howsas the reason, if
not the excuse. | hope your family aren't thinkifidpanding me over
to the police. Perhaps | could see your motheragadibgise to her, as
well as to you.'

‘My parents are both dead. There's only me," Aaresmply.

He looked hard at her with a lift of his thick daskows. 'Do you
mean to say you live alone in the house? And ylowald me to stay
here all night?'

She laughed. 'l didn't have much choice. You wkrepsng the sleep
of the—what is it?—the just or the unjust? Anywawpu were

immovable. You were in no fit state to drive eithétso, | felt

eternally grateful to you for bringing the casset®, all things
considered, what would you have expected me to do?'

‘You could have rung the police,' he suggestedhigh,' he added
quite seriously, 'your sofa was much more comfoetétan a cell in
the police station, I'm sure.' He was looking hairdher, but still he
didn't smile. 'May | ask who you are?'

Anne gasped in surprise. 'I'm Anne Grey, of couBen't you
remember me from the wedding?'



He shook his head. "You look so very different. Butust believe it if
you tell me so.'

Nothing about Goldilocks this morning! Anne wantedyiggle.

He turned back to struggle with the lock of theecagain. Anne said,
'Let me help. I'm afraid | had to pull things oast night when | was
searching for the cassette.’

She took out the morning coat and refolded it ediyef She put it
back and her hand touched his as he held the ¢taggesteady while
she got the lid shut. She drew in a quick breathtasill of electricity
passed up her arm. She had often read about td#esusexual
attraction that could pass between two completng@rs, but had
never quite believed it could happen.

She forced down the lid of the case and held iterMe snapped the
locks.

‘Thank you,' he said, and she couldn't meet his.e&yet she could
feel that they were looking steadily at her. Shehed he would
laugh, or even smile—anything to break the stramgk&wardness
that had suddenly sprung up between them.

At last he said, 'Well, I'll relieve you of my coamy, and thanks
again for your kindness.' He carried the casetimdhall.

Suddenly Anne knew that she didn't want him to gb $he wanted
to find out more about him. 'Have you far to drive®e asked.

The long mouth drew into a rueful grimace. 'Abdutee hundred
miles.'

'Oh, dear, then you must let me make you a cupfbée before you
go,' she said quickly. 'If you'd like to wash, ttleakroom is just
down the passage. Come into the kitchen when yoeady." She



didn't give him time to refuse. She hurried inte tkitchen and
switched on the kettle. She made two mugs of caffekepopped two
pieces of bread into the toaster, laying butter madmalade on the
table with plates and knives.

A few minutes later Mark Rayne joined her. 'l fegre human now,’
he said. He had evidently put his head under thghiag black hair
was wet and gleaming. He ran a hand over his ghirould have had
a shave, in your honour, but | couldn't face thesleof getting the
case opened and closed again, so please forgivé Inmok like a
pirate.' He took the chair which Anne indicated.

She put a mug of coffee before him and said, '‘Dieb'that worry
you. | broke my glasses last night so | can't sae yroperly.' She
wished she could see his expression, but withauglasses his face
was blurred.

At last he said, 'That's what it is. You were wegriglasses
yesterday—and your hair was different, surely?'

She shook out her mop of gold curls. 'l always vitgized back when
I'm working, and | always wear dark clothes so tltain fade into the
background.’

'l see," he said. 'l was conscious of a small ghest flitting about the
church.' She could almost imagine he was smiling. s tone was
serious again as he said, 'It's really very kingaf to feed me like
this, especially when | put you to such trouble faght.' He spread
marmalade on a piece of toast. 'Will you give mglagies to your
fiance when you tell him? | wish | could see himsaly to explain.’

Anne looked down at the ring on her left hand, fonca moment she
wondered whether to tell this man that her engagérhad been
ended months ago, but she couldn't do that witteslimg him why



the ring was still on her finger. So she said ligHOh, Keith would
understand; he's abroad at present.’

Mark Rayne was looking hard at her with a sliglawn. 'l keep
wondering why you're living alone in this big housairely it's too
large for one small girl? Or is that a tactlessaek®d' he added hastily.

She felt herself flush very slightly. She suppasedght be taken for
granted, in this day and age, that she and hecdiahould be living
together. She didn't quite know why she shoulddeagier to dispel
that idea from his mind. 'lt's my family home.udiquite alone here.
My mother died soon after | was born and my fattied only last

month,' she said quietly. She had to turn her éaey quickly to hide
the tears that sprang into her eyes; she hadnijotebver Daddy's
death. 'Of course it's too big for me. | shall havéy my luck in the

house market soon, | suppose.'

He nodded. 'Yes, perhaps you should do that,' ilegsavely. He
finished his coffee and the last piece of toast siodd up. 'Well,
mind you don't let in any more wandering good-fothings to
disturb you.'

'l would let anyone in if they brought me back stmmeg valuable
that I'd lost," she said, quite seriously.

She walked to the front door with him. 'Thank yaw &verything,
Anne,' he said quietly. 'You're a lovely, kind gahd they don't come
like that very frequently these days. If ever | daryou a good turn to
repay you just ask me.' To her amazement he letorecrd and
kissed her cheek gently before he picked up his aad carried it out
to the car. He tossed the case on the back se¢at, lgehind the wheel
and lifted his hand. She waved as the car disapgearund the
corner of the road.



It was like waving to a friend whom she would sgaia soon. It

seemed strange that he was driving three hundied away and that
they wouldn't meet again. "'Ships that pass imigéat",' she quoted
aloud. She couldn't remember the rest of that rathe poem.

Her eyes were thoughtful as she went in and cldseddoor. She
wouldn't ever solve the enigma that was Mark Rayne.

Anne worked all day and into the night before slas watisfied with
the editing of the wedding tapes, and before sh# weebed she did
something unusual—she made a copy of the finishdebvto keep
for herself and put it away carefully in her bedrodrawer so that it
wouldn't get mixed up with any of the other casseth the editing
suite. She thought that some time she would wdtth see if she
could find any trace of a smile on Mark Rayne'sdsame face.

She knew that it was silly, but the man had catngitimagination
and she found herself wondering about him. Shehgututting from
the local paper with the tape, wondering what kihdooks he wrote.
She was a great reader but she'd never seen hesaraamy books in
the library. She'd enquire some time. But of cohesprobably used a
pen-name... Oh, stop brooding about the man, stenavself. He's
nothing to you.

On Monday morning Anne went into the town and tbhekglasses to
the opticians to be mended. While she was there rehde
arrangements to have a test for fitting contacsdsn keeping her
fingers crossed that she would be getting a chedpae she delivered
the video.

In the afternoon she drove to the Brent mansion daibered the
video to Lady Brent, who invited her into an elegdrawing room



and gave her tea as the video was played back em@mous TV
screen. Lady Brent was a handsome, grey-haired wofmandly
and with no nonsense about her, who seemed daligbtehat to
Anne.

‘You've made a wonderful job of it, my dear,’' shiel nthusiastically
at the end. 'I'm sure Elizabeth and Andrew willdedighted with it
when they come back from their honeymoon. It wdldne of their
treasured wedding mementoes—so much more exchiag just a
photograph. And Mark would like to have a copy tmosend to his
parents. They're retired now, and live in Malta.

‘Mark Rayne was Andrew's best man, you know. Therevat school
together. He's a very well-known writer— you maywé&deard of
him; he writes under a pen-name..." She looked dpeaceiling and
clicked her tongue. 'My memory for names is gettatgpcking. |

know it's something to do with gardens. He writesiteng mystery

stories. I'm sure they're very good, but not readlycup of tea.' She
laughed. 'I'm afraid | only read gardening books.'

Anne assured her that it would be possible to naaiceher copy and
promised to bring it the next day.

'‘Poor Mark.' Lady Brent sighed. 'He was so disapjgdi that Trudi
couldn't come to the wedding with him. She's rasdiee, you know,
quite a well-known model, and he seems complete$gssed by her.
She had to go abroad on an assignment. I'm afraid very
old-fashioned and out of touch, living in the cayntYou young
people dash about the world so casually these dldne to go far
from my beloved garden.’

Before she left, Anne had to be shown around tihdega whose full
beauty could be appreciated now that the marqueteden removed.
It was really lovely, and Anne received a pleas@ilesfrom Lady

Brent when she expressed her admiration.



But she was thinking more of what Lady Brent had skhout Mark
and Trudi, and felt she had found out the reasphiglow spirits. To
be without someone you love, even if only tempédyamade the
world seem empty and colourless, as she had founsh Weith left
her.

She hardly heard what the older woman was sayisp@shatted on
happily about the wedding and the house that Andiaavbought. 'In
the very next village, so they won't be far away-dfaw will
commute to his office in London.’

Anne hoped that Lady Brent would suggest recomnmgnlder work
to friends, but the fond mother was far too enggdss her family
affairs to think about anyone else.

That evening Anne made a second copy of the valgbpn Tuesday
morning she drove out to deliver it. Lady Brent \amsy from home,
the imposing butler informed her as she handetienpaickage, but
her ladyship had left a letter for Miss Grey.

Anne stopped in a lay-by on the way home and op#mednvelope.
Inside she found a note of appreciation and a ahéguthe agreed
fee plus a bonus for the extra copy. Well, she needbrry about

paying for the contact lenses, she thought witlefréBut as she drove
on she felt almost sad that the unusual episodteritife was over.

But, as it happened, it wasn't quite over. Latat thorning a florist's
van drew up outside the house.

‘Miss Grey?' the girl enquired, and handed Annargel wrapped
bunch of flowers. Who could be sending her floweisfne

wondered, carrying them into the kitchen. For a monshe thought
it might be Keith and that he wanted to be forgiesal taken back.
But when she had torn off the wrapping to disclaseige spray of



mimosa she found a tiny envelope, inside which svaard saying,
'‘With gratitude and every good wish, M.R." Mark RayHow very
nice of him—and how odd that the shop had selebied very
favourite flowers.

With a warm feeling of pleasure she filled a bropettery jug with
water, arranged the spray in it and carried it it® sitting room,
looking round for a good place to put it down. Toe table beside
the sofa where Mark Rayne had made himself confitatevas the
perfect place. Anne stood, holding the jug in duhds.The mimosa
smelled gorgeous and she leaned close to smdifagmnce of the
fluffy yellow balls.

What an unexpected man Mark Rayne was! She remenhbesidly
the strong, hard face she had seen so intimatesegh her camera
lens, and then the smoothing out of all the unhaggs as he'd slept.

She put the jug down on the table with an impatikat, reminding
herself that the man was nothing at all to her,slr@lshook her head
at her own foolish fancy as she found herself wiglagain that she
could have seen him smile—just once—before he'dguhsut of her
life for ever.



CHAPTER THREE

AFTER the activities of the Brent wedding, the couplenafeks that
followed were an anticlimax. There were no answersAnne's
advertisement and her doorstep calls were eitaty fiejected or met
with a smiling, 'Oh, we have our own camcorder nthank you.' It
was all rather depressing.

Then, to make things worse, the gas bill came meAstared at it
with horror. Surely she hadn't used all that gasne quarter? But it
had been a cold spring and it was a big house. Bigpas her
wedding-night guest had told her, for one smalltgidive in alone.

At five feet six and a half she had never consdiéerself small, but
perhaps if you were over six feet it would seem so.

She had a quick, confused picture in her mind ofkM@ayne. She
had seen him looking arrogant and disdainful arellsd seen him
looking charmingly apologetic, and, of course, blad seen him in
the photograph with an adoring smile on his lipepwNhat she had
seen the man she could imagine him looking deedipie. Her heart
seemed to miss a beat. Then she blinked and phullesIf together.
This was no time to indulge in fantasies about & istae scarcely
knew. She should be thinking about gas bills and twopay them.

After a whole day spent poring over bills and chslok and bank
statements, she had to face the fact that she &ad much too
optimistic to believe she could support herselihwier video work
and continue to live in this big house, which wih®addy had had to
leave her. She would have to sell the house addsbmewhere much
smaller, and if there wasn't enough money leftrdffte mortgage had
been paid off it would have to be a bedsitter. Afhe must find
another job.



The only bright spot on the horizon was that sheelhyanow acquired
her contact lenses and had gone through the neggssaod of

adjustment. They were a great success, althougivamgered now if
she should have spent all that money on them.H&aytitmproved not
only her looks but her confidence, and they woultkenher video
work much easier—if she ever got any more work.

Suddenly she felt frighteningly alone—Daddy goneijtK gone and
the future stretching ahead emptily. She put hadhdown on the
table and wept.

But this was no time for self-pity, she told hefseiping her eyes. It
was the time for action.

All weekend she worked on the house, cleaningnftop to bottom
until it looked cared for, if rather shabby. Tonawr, she promised
herself as she fell into bed late on Sunday nigie, would go and
visit an estate agent.

Anne slept very late on Monday morning, and bytithee she had
showered, breakfasted and got dressed to go imto towas after
eleven o'clock. Just as she reached the front th@ophone rang in
the kitchen, and she rushed to answer it. A newoous? Had she
despaired too soon?

She lifted the receiver. 'Anne Grey," she saideindnisp, businesslike
voice.

A man's voice said, 'Hello, Anne.' It was a deee&oand for one
mad moment she thought it was Mark Rayne and heattightened.
Then the voice went on, 'This is Bob Riley here.'

Bob Riley, the cameraman she had been to collefeamd whom
she had met at the Brent wedding, when he hadhaltie was setting
up his own company.



'‘Bob! How nice to hear from you. How are thingsngt'

‘Badly. I'm in the devil of a fix, Anne. The fat that I'm in the
middle of a job and I've been idiot enough to bregkwrist. | can't
handle my camera. | can't even pick it up.'

'Oh, Bob, how rotten for you,' she cried with reagiynpathy. '‘Can |
help at all?'

‘That's why I've called you,' he said. 'You're ragtlhope. Are you
madly busy?'

Madly busy! That was a joke. 'I'm free just at pras she said.

‘Well, could you possibly get yourself down here atand in for me
at a recording session tomorrow morning? It's afitetot to ask of
you at a moment's notice, but it's very importénight be make or
break for our new company.’

'‘Why not? But you haven't told me where "down hese"

Bob said sheepishly, 'l didn't want to frighten yofi at the start.
We're in Cornwall.’

'‘Cornwall!" Anne gasped. 'B-but that's three hudandes away.' She
looked at her watch, which said nearly midday. Theught of

driving three hundred miles on a strange routeendmall car was
rather horrifying. But Bob was a fellow pro andraemd and she
couldn't let him down.

Bob's voice came anxiously from the other end eflithe. 'Anne, are
you still there?'

'I'm here,' she said. 'I'll try to get to you, B&Mill you give me the
address and advise me on the best route?"



* k% %

After hours sitting behind the wheel of her car Arnmas aching all
over by nine o'clock that same evening, when gmalyi arrived at
the address Bob had given her—the Wheatsheaf Heeakyll. She
parked the car beside three or four others atrtve dbf the building
and stood, stretching and yawning, looking foreh&rance.

'Hotel' seemed rather too grand for this smaknfdiy-looking place,
she thought. It was old, as if two or three fishenfa cottages had
been knocked into one, and lights shone from allstimall, deep-set
windows on the ground floor. From the two windows the left,
which were wide open to the road, there issuedutimaistakable
sounds of a public bar. No jukebox, thank goodnassly the loud
talk and rough laughter of the local folk enjoyihgir evening pint.

The next door bore the word 'Residents’, and Amisé¢d it open and
blinked around. A steep flight of narrow stairsddder and on her
right was a door marked 'Residents' Lounge'. Thexe no sound
from within. She opened the door and found heiigedf small room

with red velvet banquettes round the wall and thaeeachairs

arranged round an ancient oak table. In one ofctiars sat Bob

Riley, a glass of whisky beside him, his head dmgn his chest.

His right arm was in plaster and supported byragsiHe looked the
picture of misery.

‘Hello, Bob," Anne said brightly.

His head jerked up, his pleasant fair face lightinth a wide smile.
‘Anne, angel—you made it. I'd begun to think yogaot stuck
somewhere. Am | pleased to see you! Come hereshimad give you
a hug with my one good arm."' She went across taniirhe gave her
a delighted hug with his left arm. 'Forgive me et getting up,’ he
said. 'Pull up a chair. Would you like somethingg&d or drink?’



She shook her head. 'I'm OK. | had some sandwiah@sservice
place on the motorway. Now, tell me what's going\wihere are the
others?'

‘They went down for a breath of sea air. The baadust at the
bottom of the hill. They'll be back soon.' He génes a worried look.
'l hope we haven't brought you all this way in yanne. I'm afraid
things are not all plain sailing yet. Roger werdgée this writer bloke-
he's the subject of our film, by the way—a couglbaurs ago, to tell
him we were expecting a replacement and to chextkib could still
start tomorrow morning, as arranged. Roger didst'ihguch joy.

'He said Gardiner was in a black mood—somethingisdcomputer
that had let him down—and he was making noisestaimuvasting
his time pulling pretty faces in front of a camaratil he'd got
someone out to fix the computer, which, Roger gathewas
problematical. We're a long way from any technolagytres. As
there are ladies present, I've edited his language.

Anne sat up. 'Gardiner? Is that his name?'

"That's the name he writes under—Francis Garditlieve his real
name is Rayne.'

Anne slumped back in her chair weakly. She suppaededmight
have guessed. Lady Brent had said his pen- namsdmaething to do
with gardens. And he himself had said he had thuselred miles to
drive when he'd left her that morning. 'l beliedanbw him,' she said
slowly. 'How about if | go along and try my handsatoothing him
down?'

Bob regarded her doubtfully. '‘Are you sure you d&rao tired to
beard the lion in his den?'

She smiled. 'l like lions. Nice cuddly things.'



Bob chuckled. 'The indomitable female! But won'tyeait until the
others come back and Roger can show you the weagyritky
driving.'

‘'l manage,' she said. 'I'll go right away, befar gets really dark.’
And, having found a cloakroom where she could feesbp and
comb her gold curls into something like order, sfss in her car
again, driving back the way she had come.

An acute turn to the left, Bob had said, up a stekkpShe found the
turning and changed into second gear as she sawathew lane
rising up almost vertically between high banks. iHggshe wouldn't
meet anything coming down the other way, she uthedVvetro up
and up, as if it were a horse racing for the fimgtpost.

She was beginning to wonder if she had come theagweay when at

last she saw the light from a cottage, half-smattewxith shrubs,

standing back from the lane. Anne drew in a bredttelief as she

saw that a wide space beside the cottage had bearea to

accommodate cars. One car stood alone there asteadrew in

beside it she gave a sigh of satisfaction. Thetla® she had seen
that car had been when it had stood in front ofdvar house.

She switched off her engine, got out and gave hie kcar an
encouraging pat on its white bonnet. 'Well dorfee' said. 'Now, you
cool down while | tackle the lion in his den.’

She pushed her way up the short path through &tahghrubs to the
front door, which was half hidden by a curtainrafltng wisteria. Mr
Mark Rayne—or Francis Gardiner—certainly didn't @mage
visitors. Perhaps the cottage had once been a sensdggde-away. It
seemed the perfect place to have one. She mukirask

She stood quite still, trying to control the thumgpiof her heart and
wishing now that she hadn't been so eager witlotfiier to approach



the formidable Mark Rayne. She had thought it wobtl less

embarrassing this way than if she suddenly appeaitbdthe team

tomorrow morning, and she had to go through witioitv. She drew
in a breath and knocked briskly at the door. Naghiappened. She
waited for some time and then knocked again, harder

After a lengthy pause she heard footsteps insidetedoor opened
a little way—reluctantly, it seemed. A tall figushe immediately
recognised as Mark Rayne appeared in the dim afhtlow-power

bulb. 'Yes?' he rapped out.

Anne had been wondering how to announce herselfnaw she had
a brainwave. Imitating his curt tone, she repeaiswn words on
the night of the wedding. 'Open the door, can'tAkm not a burglar.’

'‘What the blazes—?' he burst out. Then he opereddbr further
and the light fell on her.

He stepped out and came close to her. '‘Good Gedyitieo girl.
What are you doing here?’

‘That,' said Anne, 'is not a very civil greetingayl come in?'

She seemed to have rendered him speechless. Hieasioe and she
stepped into the hall. He came in after her andeddhe door with
his foot, staring at her.

'I'd like a word with you, Mr Rayne, if you're nimio busy.'

'Of course,' he said stiffly. He threw open a daed switched on the
light. Anne went in and glanced around with sugari/hatever the
cottage might look like from the outside it had eeween a
smugglers' hide-away. The room was large and cdaiilyr
furnished with sofas and easy chairs, and theree wsroks
everywhere—on the tables, in bookcases on the wallshe floor.
She sat down without being invited.



‘Do you want a drink?' Mark Rayne said ungraciously

‘A cyanide cocktail, perhaps?' She was still hopanget a smile out
of him.

He glared down at her. 'What are you talking about?

‘Just a joke," Anne said wearily, and gave it upe Tan evidently
had no sense of humour. 'Thank you; something lkang cool,
please. I've been driving most of the day.’

He went out to the kitchen and came back with g lglass of orange
juice.

‘Thank you,' she said again, taking a drink antmuthe glass down.
She met his eyes as he sat down in a chair oppbsiteas looking at
her in a way she didn't like at all. His expressi@s even more grim
than she had seen it at the wedding, when he ltksdlest her to move
her car. If the man was in such a black mood, lesse to do her a
good turn, if ever she needed one, was not goingraduce any
sweetness and light.

He said brusquely, 'l can't imagine how you fourg or what you
want, Miss—er—>but I'm very busy at the moment sapé come to
the point.’

She was beginning to get very angry herself. Evfeshe had

interrupted him in writing hismnagnum opusurely there was no
excuse for this gratuitous rudeness? But' she'd bavry her luck.

She drew in a quick breath. 'When we parted younmed you'd

repay one good turn with another, if | should evexd one. I've come
to hold you to that promise." She gave him what lshyged was a
winning smile.



His eyes narrowed. He got to his feet. 'l thinks tbonversation had
better end. I'm sorry if your long drive has provedbe in vain, but |
must ask you to leave now.'

She stared at him incredulously. Was the man reaith a churlish
oaf? She remained sitting where she was. 'But ymi ¢know yet
what | was going to ask you,' she said in a ciwdlice.

He sneered, 'Go on, tell me. As if | couldn't guess

Horrors! Did he think she'd come chasing after lpnesuming on a
slight acquaintance? She felt the heat rising siomtio her cheeks,
but somehow she managed to keep her poise.

'l was merely going to ask you to keep to yourrageament to give the
interview tomorrow morning. | have driven from hgnet Bob
Riley's request, to stand in for him as cameraaiper| think you
know that Bob was injured this morning and isnleab handle his
camera. What did you think | was going to ask you?'

He stood before her, very tall and formidable, ahd watched his
expression slowly change. Then he sank into hisr @gain and
buried his head in his hands, raking his fingerpatiently through
his thick dark hair. She waited in silence. She ¢nadn up trying to
guess what this man was thinking. Finally he saang shook his
head ruefully. 'What is it about you, Miss Anne ¥aerou always
seem to catch me in a foul mood so that | makeoadyl fool of

myself. Do you do it on purpose?’

Anne drank the last of her orange juice. So he 'hddrgotten her
name. That had been a calculated put- down. Shgosad it was
because he'd wanted to get rid of her quickly. @s thhere something
he wanted to hide? She smiled to herself at hedesugbicture of
Mark Rayne as a smuggler—although at the momeng faded



cotton shirt and ancient jeans, with his hair tedsind his chin dark
with at least twenty-four hours' growth, he mighvé passed for one.

'‘What's the joke?' he enquired suspiciously.
‘You are, Mr Rayne,' Anne told him coolly.

He got up and, taking her empty glass, poured methar fruit drink,
this time laced with something stronger, and brouigback to her.
'‘Once again, a peace offering," he said. 'l mustnttbecome a habit.’
He went over and poured himself a large whisky nline came to his
chair and looked straight into her eyes. 'I'm geatirry, Anne. All |
can say in excuse is that I'm at the end of myetethnd anybody
would have been unwelcome at that moment.'

‘Roger, our director, said you were bothered algout computer.'

'‘Bothered!" He gave a hollow laugh. 'lf you'd hetlrel language I've
been hurling at the damn thing all day you mightehaome idea of
my state of mind.’

‘What's the trouble?' she asked. ‘Maybe | couldktlof something.
I've done a course in computing.'

'‘Can you bring the dead back to life? All the wbdkd yesterday has
gone—died—disappeared from sight. It's the most radoly
frustrating thing I've ever known. I've only hae thhachine two days.
A fellow came from the suppliers in London to idistsand show me
the way to turn it on and off, which was really blieeded. | went
through all the motions, exactly as he said butrwihgressed the
keys to bring back the work there was nothing. duslnk screen.'

Anne nodded. 'l know that feeling. May | look aetbomputer? |
won't promise anything, but there are one or twagth | could try.'



He led her along a short passage to a small oficbe back of the
cottage, explaining as he went. 'My trusty old Regton finally

expired, and | thought I'd try one of these wondenfiventions.

They're supposed to do everything short of writimg book for you.
They don't tell you that they can also lose yourrkwvonost

competently," he added bitterly.

Anne sat down and examined the personal computdh@mesk.
When she switched it on, it took only a few momeatsonfirm that
it was loaded with a word- processing system slesvkmell. She was
very conscious of Mark Rayne standing close behird She could
hear his breathing near to her ear as he leaned thowatch what she
was doing, and his breath was warm on her cheekh&t a sudden,
crazy idea that if she turned her head he woukslIkés. Concentrate,
you fool, she scolded herself, and turned her tttento the
computer.

‘What name did you give your document?' she asked.

'‘Name? Oh, yes, | called it "eleven" because htapter eleven. It's
the last chapter but one of the book, and | prodnfaghfully to let
the publishers have the finished manuscript byeticof the week. |
thought I'd got it well in hand. I'd finished chapeleven and only
had one more chapter to write. Oh, | could rewaitehe work I've
lost, | suppose. But what if it disappeared again?'

Anne said, 'l see your problem." She soon found tthea text had
indeed disappeared from the screen. 'So you'vethesivhole of
chapter eleven?' she asked.

He grimaced. 'l wrote the first half by hand whileas waiting for
the computer to be delivered, and that still exisis the other half of
the chapter, which | typed yesterday on this thinge-indicated the
computer with disgust '—has gone.'



She realised that he'd not had any proper traigind thought
impatiently that he had probably decided, in higlily masculine
way, that word processing was simple— you just togoress a few
keys and hey presto! the machine turned into anyiper. "‘What did
you do when you'd finished work yesterday?' sheadskm.

'‘Exactly what the fellow told me,' he said in g@btiy pained voice. 'l
was very careful to save it. | pushed in the litlisk thing.'

Anne's hopes rose. She felt an odd sense of exaitent he'd
actually saved it to the back-up disk all mightisl. She found the
floppy disk under a pile of papers on the desk predsed it into its
slot. She brought up the list of documents on #wekhup disk. Yes,
‘eleven’ was there. A minute later, as she retdeige the text
appeared on the screen. 'Is this it?' She scribietext through to the
end, where he had, presumably, finished for the day

Behind her, Mark let out a yell of triumph. 'It'sete! It's all
beautifully there—like magic. Anne, you're a magicilntelligent as
well as lovely. What can | say?'

He put his hands on her shoulders and swivelleddward to face
him. 'How can | thank you?' Before she knew whankended to do
he had bent his head and kissed her full on thelmélis lips were
cool and they lingered longer than was necessarya fthank-you
Kiss.

When he drew away they looked at each other fang moment.
Anne could feel the blood surging up into her-fa8ke turned her
chair back, managing somehow to keep her voiceonsddy steady
as she said, 'That was a trifle premature. I'vg ordnaged to find the
text on the floppy disk so far. | must copy it otite hard disk before
you begin to work with it again.’



He watched her hands with awe as the fingers daovedthe keys.
‘There you are—it's copied. Now," she said, fibw you how to exit
from the work in future. | think that may have beemere you went
wrong.’

She went through the procedure she knew so welt@ddim what
she was doing at every point and why. Then sheckedt off the
computer and turned to look up at him. 'l reallp'tithink you've had
enough training,' she said. 'Can't you get youpbers to lay on a
couple of sessions? It would be well worthwhile.'

He shook his head dolefully. 'l rang them up buwytltan't do
anything for at least a fortnight. Anyway, if | l@ato have training
before | can get on with the work I'm certainly going to meet the
deadline at the end of the week.' He pulled upadr @mnd sank onto it,
glaring at the machine, 'l wish to goodness I'dendought the damn
thing now.'

Anne tried to cheer him up. 'You'll love it whenuwyéeel really at
home with it, but it does take a little time. | nezall sorts of mistakes
when | first started.'

He shook his head. 'And time is what | haven't gbere's nobody
round here who can help me. | suppose...’

Suddenly he smiled—really smiled—and Anne felt guiazzled. It
was what she had been waiting for and it changsdivhiole face.
With the lines of frustration and annoyance smowtbat he was
devastatingly attractive. She felt a warm stirrsmmewhere inside
her. She said weakly, 'Yes?'

He said, 'Look, Anne, if | go through with thisentiew tomorrow as
meekly as a lamb, will you stay on for a few daysl dnelp me
through to the end of the book? Or am | suggessogething
impossible?'



The smile was still in place, pleading now, and fetiethe full force
of it. Danger loomed ahead. She found Mark Rayrexgmxveringly
disturbing, and she alsoknew that she could nevepete with the
glamorous Trudi. But she knew he was in a fix drad she could get
him out of it. It would be unkind to refuse and kkenscience would
nag at her.

She said slowly, 'As a matter of fact I'd beenkimg of staying on
for a few days and having a little holiday by tlea sif the hotel can
put me up. At least | should be in the neighboudhibgyou needed
me. Would that do?'

‘That would do beautifully." He was full of enthasim. 'Now, come
and have another drink before you change your mind.

Anne hung back. "You know," she said slowly, 'yeylst given me
an idea.'

‘Tell me about it.' He hurried her back into thi#irsy room, his hand
at her elbow, and propelled her to a corner ottifa while he poured
her a drink—this time in a small glass—and anotiérsky for
himself. Then he came back to sit beside her osdfee

'Let's drink to our partnership and to your newaidéou haven't told
me what it is.'

‘Well..." she began, and stopped. If she explaghedwould have to
tell Mark Rayne about her home circumstances, anavés still a
stranger. She gave him a sideways look over theofihrer glass. 'l
suppose we're friends now, aren't we?'

‘Of course we are,' he said quickly, but she hstdeage feeling that a
wary look had come over his face. 'And a very gbahd in need
you are too,' he added.



That defined their relationship perfectly, she o with
amusement. She mustn't read anything into that Wedl, she didn't
intend to, did she?

‘And the new idea?' he said. 'Go on, tell me—I wlide mysteries
unless I'm writing one.' He gave her an encouragmy

'Oh, it's nothing very thrilling, as I'm sure yobhooks are. | just
wondered if | could make a career out of trainieggue who are new
to word processing. I'm finding that my video wask't enough to
support me, and I'm not getting any commissiongrasent. | was
unlucky enough to start just before everyone boagfamcorder, and
now they all want to do it themselves.'

‘You're a career girl, are you?' He gave her a kgamce. 'And how
does the fiance view that?'

Oh, goodness, she'd forgotten that she was suppodszl engaged
still. She hadn't wanted to explain why she wadkwsgaring a ring
when he'd drawn attention to it on the day of trezleing, and for
some reason she didn't want to explain now. It @idad a kind of
protection against falling under a man's spell mge easily as she
had fallen for Keith.

'‘We have an understanding,' she said vaguely.

'l see. Well, if my opinion's of any value, | thighu'd make a great
success of it. You're such a good teacher. Youayaysand explain
clearly, and best of all you have a lovely voice—ahhs rare these
days.'

She felt herself flush at his compliment. 'Thanki yor those kind

words, sir. I'll give the matter my serious consati®n.' She put her
glass down and got to her feet. 'That was a délibkitink." She

picked up her bag and turned to the door. 'It'® tineft,’ she said,
‘while my head is still its normal size.'



Mark was beside her, opening the door. 'I'll dyre@ back,' he said.
'It's quite dark now and | want you all in one gi@eamorrow. There's
a farm higher up and you might meet a car or somgtfyou can
leave your car here and come up with your tearhemtorning.’

Anne didn't demur. The thought of meeting a traotothat hill was
horrifying” 'Thank you, I'd appreciate that,' sh&ls'And, as a matter
of interest, whatlo you do if you meet anything in the dark on the
terrifying hill?*

He smiled at her tone of apprehension. 'Oh, yoplsitmack up to the
top again,' he said, and she shuddered and sddi \whtk up next
time she visited him.

Laughing together like old friends, they went auhis car. Anne had
stored her video equipment in the boot of the Matrd Mark assured
her that it would be quite safe where it was. ‘Blyput it in the hall if
you'd rather," he offered. Anne agreed, and thahkagdand after he
had transferred her travelling bag to his own cal she had locked
up the Metro carefully Mark drove down the hill avatk to the hotel
without meeting anything on the way.

‘That was a cheat,' she grumbled as he helpedihef the car. 'l was
looking forward to a demonstration of your drivisigll.'

He took her bag from the car and said solemnllyatfange it better
next time.'

There was a light over the residents' entrancekpened the door
and deposited Anne's bag inside. She said, II'thte team that you'll
be ready for them at nine o'clock in the mornirglisl?’

'‘By all means. Tell them they have a golden-hamadjician among
their number. Goodnight, Anne.’



He took both her hands in his. Was he going to kessgoodnight?
She would never know, for she drew her hands away said
quickly, 'Goodnight, Mark. Thanks for the lift." Anstepping inside
the hall, she closed the door behind her.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE rest of the team had evidently come back, fordheas the sound
of talk from inside the lounge. Anne stood in tlekdpassage until
her breathing had quietened down to normal. Shedelly excited,
and she wasn't sure why. Nothing very extraordihag/happened in
Mark Rayne's cottage, and yet—and yet it seemefihes life had
taken a turn into unknown territory. But she musgtghat behind her
and get on with the job she had come down herake an.

She opened the door of the lounge and stood thsargling
triumphantly at the expectant faces that were tliioeher. 'Hello,
everyone. | am the bearer of good news,' she amwedun

Four voices began to talk at once. Over the baBbbeshouted, 'Shut
up, you disorderly lot. Now, Anne, come in and m#det team.
Team—this is Anne Grey. Now introduce yourselves.'

They all stood up—except Bob—and a very tall mathwed hair

and a thin, clever face held out his hand, sayiimy,Roger French. |
do the directing and interviewing, and this is Toimy assistant, who
also looks after the lighting." Toby looked abough¢een. He

muttered, 'Hello," and smiled shyly at her. Stevbp had greying
hair and looked older than the others, introduaedsélf as 'audio’,
and Phihppa, who was the only girl of the partyefully told Anne

that she was the one who kept the show on the road.

She wore green trousers and a cerise T-shirt. iétrsmall, darting
eyes and her pert little nose she looked capabboinfy just that,
Anne thought, liking her vitality and her keennd3kilippa gave up
the chair she had been sitting on and went toesit to Toby on the
banquette. He looked delighted.

Anne thanked her and sat down next to Bob as loe '8&w, tell us
all about the good news.’



'It's just that Mark Rayne is quite happy for usstart at nine
tomorrow morning, and will co-operate in any wayda@a.'

Roger gave her a look of amazement. '"How on eadtlgadi manage
that? When | tackled him he almost went up in simdke gave a dry
laugh and added, 'l won't go into details aboutdnguage.'

'You needn't tell me," Anne said ruefully. 'l kndve man. But | found
out that he was in a rage of frustration aboutless word processor
and | managed to help him out of the muddle. Attat it was plain

sailing.’

Roger glanced at Bob. 'You've got yourself a vatgrited young
lady here," he said with a grin. 'We ought to cedéedh’

Philippa spoke up. 'I've persuaded the good Mrs téemake us a
large pot of tea.' She looked round and added shkve¥ou men
have had enough beer for tonight.’

Steve groaned that she bullied them, but whendhdldrd's wife
brought in tea on a huge tray with biscuits onaethey all seemed
to enjoy it. As they drank the tea they talked slaop discussed
tomorrow's programme.

Anne said, 'Bob, | forgot to ask you—do you wanttmese my own
camera or will you trust me with yours?'

'I'd trust you with my life," Bob told her fulsonyelRoger fetched
Bob's camera and he went through the controls eth She found
that it wasn't very different from her own, smal@mera, and soon
felt that she could handle it.

'It's a super camera,' she told Bob admiringly.shs glanced up at
him she saw that he looked tired out. 'And now yémg's settled |
think you should go to bed and get some rest.’



Roger said, 'l've been trying to get him to goéd or the last hour,
Anne, but he would wait until you came back.' Hpbd Bob out of
his chair and upstairs.

Philippa said, "There are only three bedrooms ig Ylery modest
hostelry, so you and | will be sharing. Do you niindave you got
your bag? Come upstairs and I'll show you.'

The bedroom was simple and very clean, with twaglsirbeds, a
dressing table, a washbasin and a large, old-fastiawardrobe.
Philippa's clothes were tossed down on one ofdldls nd Anne took
possession of the other one.

‘The beds are very comfy—I sampled mine last nigttilippa said.
'‘We arrived here yesterday afternoon- Roger watatget the feel of
the place and find some good spots for backgroumadss This
morning we went down to the sea, and that's whdnHiot his wrist.
He was climbing over some rocks to get a good joosio take a shot
of the cliffs and the hills behind and he slipped &ll onto his arm. |
think he was trying to save his camera from fallihge camera was
OK but he'd twisted his wrist and it was very painf

" We got him to hospital and they X-rayed his and &ound that the
wrist was broken. By the time he was bandaged Ugheday had
gone. None of the rest of us can use a cameranyael it looked
as if we'd have to give up the whole thing. It'e @f a series we're
making on crime writers, you know, and Bob is baglon it to build
up our reputation.

‘We were all horribly disappointed but then Bobuglot he'd get in
touch with you. You know the rest and it's all wedk out
splendidly—especially as you know this writer mde.seems rather
a pain from what Roger said.’



'l think you'll find him quite easy tomorrow. Let®pe so.' Anne
smiled wearily. 'l think I'll turn in now; it's beea long day.’

'‘OK," Philippa said cheerily. 'I'll be as quietaamouse when | come
up. The bathroom's next door, by the way.'

When she had gone, Anne undressed, put on a gagbtgown and
went to find the bathroom. There was no shower teitwater was
pleasantly hot and she had a long soak in thetbatbn out the ache
in her muscles after all the driving.

She would be as good as new tomorrow, she tolceliers she got
into bed. She felt quite stupid with tiredness nbwt, as she drifted
off to sleep she pondered for a moment on the géramay things
happened. Last night she'd gone to bed with onigiato the estate
agent to look forward to, whereas tonight she Hatha excitement
of a quite unexpected professional job to thinkutbo

She wasn't thinking about the job, though, whenfstadly went off
to sleep. She was thinking, with a little thrilhat she would be with
Mark all day.

Anne woke to see Philippa standing beside the h#dtwo cups of
tea on a tray. 'l don't know about you, Anne,'s&id, 'but | can't get
started without mymorning tea. Mrs Yeo's a good;sshe lets me
use her kitchen to make it.'

Anne sat up, blinking herself awake, and took @ giiltea. 'Thanks,
Philippa, this is a lovely surprise. | can see wby keep the show on
the road.'

Philippa grinned. 'Nice that somebody appreciatgsfforts. Now,
I'd better go and see if the men are ready fordiasa We're timed to
leave at a quarter to nine.'



Anne put down her cup and slid out of bed. 'Hovab Biis morning?’

Philippa pulled a face. 'Like most men when theyijered. He says
he feels fine and wants to get up. We've persuhohedo rest in bed
and Roger is taking his breakfast up. Mrs Yeo hrassed to look
after him while we're out. Come down when you'radse’ She
hurried away.

Anne washed hastily and then pulled the clothehaldérought with
her out of her bag. She had come prepared for & Bbbday, if it
could be arranged, and had three light dressesdsag/jeans and
tops. She had also rolled up a large towel witliansuit and a bottle
of oil inside it and put it on the back seat wittmac and walking
shoes. Even if it turned out to be only a coupldayfs by the sea she
was determined to make the most of it.

She pulled on a pair of newly washed jeans andhanthite top, and

slipped her feet into sandals. She tied her hakBamly, as she

always did when she was working. That had beenvtheMark had

first seen her—hair scraped back and glasses gearhker nose. No
glasses now, thank goodness. She put in the coletas®s, going
carefully through the routine, and stood thoughtfldefore the

mirror. Then, with a quick gesture, she pulledtb# ribbon and let
her golden curls riot round her small face. Witle@ing of lightness
and zest, she ran down the stairs to find the dirmom.

Philippa was there already, arranging cups andesaulown the long
table which almost filled the small room. 'Come aitddown," she
said. 'Breakfast's on its way."'

Roger came in then, followed by the other two naeml everyone sat
down. Mrs Yeo appeared, bearing a huge pot of eaffeone hand
and a jug of milk in the other. She was a largethexdy woman with
an air of good sense about her. "Was the breakfagiht for the poor
gentleman?' she enquired of Roger.



He assured her that it had been fine and she 'Saitihim to please
himself what he does. | can give him a bit of luni¢ihe gets up he
can sit outside. There's a nice bit of lawn atthek and he can lie in
the sun. Now, I'll have your breakfast here in in@et' She bustled
out, to return about five minutes later with platésacon, egg and
mushroom and a plentiful supply of toast, yellownfaouse butter
and a jar of home-made marmalade.

The team tucked in with gusto, but Anne noticed tiha@re was
tension in the air. She felt it herself. They waleanxious that the
day should go well after such an inauspicious s&sterday.

Roger explained the programme to her. 'We'll fihd best place
inside the cottage for the first part of the intew;,' he said. "'Then we
can take some shots of the writer outside—somewthateseems
best. As you know, we've already taken some shiotheoscenic
bits— the beach and the cliffs and so on. Thatatwie were doing
when Bob had his fall. | think it will all go smddy, but ask me
anything you're not sure about.’'

Anne grimaced ruefully. 'l will indeed. It's mydirtime working with
a team. I've only done weddings and solo jobs keefaut I'll do my
best. | just hope | won't let you down.'

Roger shook his head, smiling. 'You won't,’ he psaah, and she
gave him a grin of thanks.

After breakfast she found Mrs Yeo and booked henrantil the
Weekend. There was a large party expected on Suadayall the
rooms would be wanted then. Anne thanked her, glgwwvith
pleasant anticipation. This meant that she wouldehler little
holiday by the sea, even if Mark didn't need haimgBut as she
went to join the others, who were checking theargand climbing
into two cars, she smiled secretly, feeling suat tiewouldneed her.



She sat beside Roger in his car. Steve was draiR@ange Rover,
with all the equipment inside and also Toby andiBa, who were
laughing happily together. The two powerful vehscteade nothing
of the hill which had filled Anne with apprehensitast night. 'I've
left my car at the cottage,' she confessed. 'ltaaghicken to drive
down the hill in the dark in case | met somethioghng up. Mark
offered to give me a lift back to the hotel.’

Roger chuckled, giving her a sideways glance. ‘Shatur story, is
it?' He was teasing, of course, but she felt heekb go warm.

‘That," she told him with dignity, 'is the trutiBut he went on
chuckling.

Mark must have heard them arriving, for he cametotie parking
place as they were unloading their gear. Rogeodnired him to
Philippa, Steve and Toby. 'And I think you know Analready,’ he
finished.

Mark gave Anne a look that she couldn't interptéh, yes, |

certainly do. We're great friends, aren't we, Afhldis lips twisted
wryly. For a moment she felt lost, then she redlig®t this was his
way of asking her to forget his past blunders acckpt him as a
friend.

She smiled happily at him. 'Yes, of course we atee'said, and saw
his nod of satisfaction. They were talking in las/eshorthand. Well,
they weren't lovers, but at least his words seetoedstablish a
private understanding between them. Understandivigy, she knew
nothing about the man—except that he had a behfiafucee and
that he was obsessed with her. Perhaps that ezglhia behaviour at
the cottage last night. If Trudi turned up and angirl there with
him it would cause trouble.



‘Anne, will you come with us, please?' Roger wasakmg to her,
and with a little start she dragged her thoughtk ba what she was
doing.

Leaving the others to unload the gear, Roger antkAvent into the
cottage with Mark to decide on the best place ¢onethe interview.
The office, Roger said immediately, was too snvélth six people in
it, on a hot day, it would be like an oven.

Mark took them outside to the back of the cottageg Anne gasped
with pleasure as they went through the door. Oviemahedge the
land sloped gently down across rolling green tarthte edge of the
cliff, after which there was nothing but endlesa sl around,
sparkling blue under a paler blue sky. A few guliseeled about
lazily, complaining about the scarcity of fish.

'It's lovely out here.' She looked up at RogerlI'Wis do if we bring
chairs out?"

But Roger shook his head and said that the interiteelf should be
conducted inside. 'But we could do some upper shathere this
afternoon. Perhaps we could get you walking aldvg dliff, Mr
Rayne. Would you agree to that?"Certainly," Marikl s'Just so long
as you don't show any landmarks that are immegiatebgnisable. |
wouldn't want the place pointed out as the peHettlay resort.'

Roger looked around at the green solitude of tiffs.clunderstood.'
He nodded. 'lI'd feel like that myself if the cottagere mine.'

Finally they agreed on the sitting room. 'Lots 0bks.' Roger looked
along the shelves with interest. "There don't seebe any of yours
here, Mr Rayne.’

‘These are the ones | read,’ Mark told him withia. g



'OK, but I've come to talk to you about your owroks," Roger told
him. 'May we have some on the table here?’

‘Seems like advertising,’ Mark grumbled, but he tweto the office
and returned with four or five volumes.

'‘Good! Bear with me another moment." Roger lookeslrzd the
room critically. 'We'll both sit on the sofa tokgalhe said. 'It's a bit of
a cliche, but the face-to- face interview on twaichis even worse.'

They all agreed, and Anne thought that they weténgeoff to a
good start. When the others came to set up th@egut everything
began to take shape. Mark retired to his studyingayat he would
be there when he was wanted.

Anne enjoyed working with a team. All the decisi@mmout the light
and sound were made by someone else, and all shioldo was
follow Roger's direction. When Mark returned ane tihterview

began she was able to watch his face through the ¢¢ the

camera—his stern, inscrutable face, where onhfithef the dark

brows, the twitch at the corners of the sensitivaitin gave any hint
of what he was thinking or feeling.

Roger's questions were all about his writing, legdon to his
methods of working. What time did he find the mastductive to do
his writing?

'‘All day and most of the night when things are gowell,"” Mark
smiled in reply.

And what was his favourite writing implement? Pen-
typewriter—word processor?

Anne saw Mark's eyes move almost imperceptiblyen direction.
'‘Well," he drawled, 'if it weren't for the time fac'd say quill pen on
parchment, but | have to admit that I've moved thoelectronic age



and recently bought a word processor. We didnit bit very well at
first, but fortunately I've found myself a wonddrfeacher.’

His expression hadn't changed but Anne caught Bogen as he
said, 'That's the most important thing,' and sleskile way his mind
was working.

It had been arranged that they would have a brea&dffee during
the morning session, and out of the coiner of h&r Anne saw
Philippa’s figure in the doorway, miming silenthat it was ready.

Roger had started on his last question. 'You havsplandid
hide-away here, Mr Rayne. Do you find it necesdarfrave some
place where you can get away to write? To escapdiiractions of a
family, perhaps?'

Mark's face hardened suddenly and his voice waasdye replied, 'l
have no wish to discuss my private life.'

'Cut,’ snapped Roger to Anne, and she obeyed.oBkéner eye from
the viewfinder. Oh, dear, was Mark going to stage of his nasty
tempers? But he evidently had himself under contoslhe simply
got to his feet and stalked out of the room.

There was a horrifiedilence. Then Roger madehalpless gesture
towards Anne. 'What did | say that was so terrible?

She shook her head. 'I'll take him some coffeetantb lower the
temperature,' she said, taking a mug from thettray Philippa was
holding.

She found Mark in the garden, striding up and ddwe a caged
animal. 'Coffee?' she said, handing him the mug.

For an awful moment she thought he might throwcthrents of the
mug over her, then he muttered, 'Thanks,' and dodsen a gulp of



hot coffee, which she was sure must have scaldechbuth. If it had
he made no sign. He burst out, 'l told my agentiqdarly that I'd

only do this interview on the understanding thatouldn't be turned
into a psychological investigation. | made a pahit.' He sounded
furious.

He drank the rest of the coffee and Anne took theg finom him.
‘These damned journalists are all the same. They wwasnoop into
your private life and serve all the details uptte public. Well, I'm
not standing for it, so that's that—' he kickedams viciously '—and
you can tell your director so.'

He strode away from her down the cliff towardsgka. Anne put the
mug down on the grass and followed him. If theyeverends then
this was the time to tell him the truth. She caughwith him as he
reached the edge of the cliff and they stood syesitle by side,
looking out at the empty vista of sea all around.

‘There was no need to fly into a rage,' she saietlgu"You only had
to tell Roger what you didn't want to talk aboutldre would have
respected your wishes. He doesn't work for ondeliurid tabloids,
you know. The question didn't seem unusual, | thnast people like
to be given the opportunity of talking about thaiivate lives.' She
added thoughtfully, 'l always wonder how they daur, perhaps I'm
an introvert.'

He turned to her. 'That makes two of us,' he said,she was thankful
to see a quirk of humour touch his lips. '"You'reealist, Anne. For
one SO young it's quite amazing that you can putggh into
perspective. Come on, let's go back.' He linkedams with hers and
they walked back to the sitting room.

Mark went straight up to Roger. 'Sorry about thenprdonna act,
chum. I'm ready for the next session when you are.'



'‘Good,' Roger said crisply. ‘Let's get on, then.'

The remainder of the interview went smoothly. Rogept to the

subject of books and the two men discovered vieve®mmon. They
chatted easily about bookstores and libraries araign translations,
and Mark even went as far as disclosing a hint effi@usubject of his
forthcoming book. Anne was fascinated to see, indbe lens of her
camera, the animated expression on his face as idweisded
something of real interest to him. How had she dkeught him

inscrutable?

‘And now, to conclude,' Roger said, 'lI've hearshit that you write
so well that it's a pity you concentrate on what alled "category"
novels. Has it ever occurred to you to write thedkof book that
brings critical acclaim?’

Mark grinned. '‘My fans supply me with all the aaciany ego will
stand. Also,' he added with a decided twinkle géyes, 'crime pays
so well.'

'‘Cut,’ Roger directed Anne, and, turning to Makds 'That was a
gem of a punchline, Mr Rayne. You've done my jabnfie. | needn't
add anything to it.'He looked round the room. 'Brdar lunch,
everyone,' he said. 'Philippa has found a sma#l cafar the beach.
We'd like it if you'd join us, Mr Rayne.’

Mark excused himself, saying that he had somedrits pieces of
work to finish.

Roger nodded. 'OK, then. We'll be back about twalke the outside
shots.'

The team all piled into Roger's car and drove dtvenhill towards

the beach. They stopped at the hotel on the weasgedob and give
him news of the morning's work. They found himhe back garden,
sitting at a table under a large red umbrella. Hesled away



enquiries about his wrist and wanted to know hoes gbssion had
gone.

Roger reassured him that everything had gone aptendidly and
that when they had finished taking the outside siios afternoon
they would be able to make a good half-hour featliRayne's an
interesting bloke; he gave me a lot of info abdwg world of the
bestseller.'

Bob asked Anne how she had got along and Rogereaadvior her.
‘She got along splendidly. She did everything leds&f her, and—'
he gave a sly glance towards her '—quite a lodh'tli In fact, we
couldn't have managed without her.'

Anne told Bob to ignore such fulsome flattery, bhée knew that he
was pleased and relieved. He must have been wgrrsire was sure,
about having to bring a comparative stranger itake his place on
the team. After setting Bob's mind at rest, thétyHem looking much
more cheerful and set out to find the cafe.

At the bottom of the hill the road ended, widenmg into a square,
and there was the beach and the sea before thencaféhwas on the
right, with one or two small shops, and on the\eds a post office.
Straight ahead was a very small car park enclogedrailing, beside
which steps led down to a sandy beach where ctiffslg on either
side, formed a sheltered harbour.

Roger eased the car into the only vacant spackeircar park and
Anne got out and looked around with delight. Thisswthe perfect
place to spend a holiday. She pictured herself swng in the
sparkling blue water, lying on the warm sand, nelgrand forgetting
all her worries for just a few days. Somewherehia picture Mark
Rayne's tall form and dark, disturbing eyes appbalait she
reminded herself that he was engaged to Trudi King,beautiful



model she had seen in the photograph. She redhkeadoration in
his face as he had looked down at his beloved.

Yes, Anne decided, it would be far safer if he didreed her help
again. She would be a fool to indulge in a schablgush on the
man. She didn't dare analyse her feelings, buksbe how easy it
would be to imagine herself in love with him—andihiatal. At this

moment she was ready only to enjoy her lunch, aeddlowed the
others into the cafe.

Anne shared a table with Roger and Steve whilagp@land Toby
giggled together at a separate table in a corh&ras a pretty little
cafe, and was run, as they found out, by two sisteseemed all of a
piece with the small, sandy cove and the sunslaine,the toddlers
who padded around, leaving a trail of sand on kberfShe could
well understand how Mark didn't want this placegtt too well

known. If it were to sprout blocks of flats and eauage hordes of
visitors it would completely lose its charm.

They ate a delicious lobster salad, with freshiydobrolls and butter,
followed by lemon ice-cream and helped down witiotle of white
wine. Afterwards, feeling happily replete, they ked across the
sand to the edge of the tide and Philippa tookheff sandals and
paddled. It was all so friendly and jolly, workiag part of a team,
and Anne was getting to know them all. She hatedttiought of
saying goodbye to them tomorrow and being lefalahe again. But
she wouldn't dwell on that now.

Back at the cottage, the afternoon session wenboiyo Anne
mastered the trick of walking backwards in front d&rk as he
strolled along the springy green turf of the cliffith Steve on his
other side, holding the microphone. Mark was atrhast amiable
and Roger was careful to avoid any personal questio



When, finally, he declared himself satisfied, hantked Mark for his
co-operation, the equipment was packed up in tg&&over and,
with promises to keep in touch and to let Mark haveopy of the
video of the uncut material, the cars started offid the hill.

Anne was the last to leave, in her Metro. 'Do yaueto leave now?'
Mark asked her as she climbed into the car. 'Bratiought we might
have supper together.'

‘Thank you, but | must go with the others,' shd.s@here'll be things
to be discussed. But I've fixed up to stay unel Weekend, so if you
need more help with the computer you'll probalstgfime sunbathing
on the beach.’

That, she thought, would dispel any hint that she unduly eager for
his company, and emphasise the fact that theitioakhip was

purely professional. 'I'll be leaving on Saturdayé added, 'and I'll
call in and say goodbye if | don't see you befds@e didn't look at
him -as she spoke. If she'd seen the expressitiisdace she might
have been surprised.

She turned the key and the Metro responded.

'Au revoir,then,' Mark said as, with a cheerful smile, sfiedia hand
in salute and followed the two cars down the hill.

Back at the hotel the others were talking over lanthe residents'
lounge, having found that Bob was resting on hi be

Roger said, 'lt's only just after four. If you'rlk @greeable | suggest
that we start off now and break the journey at #Blidt should be
easy to find rooms for the night there. It won'tsetiring for Bob as
taking the whole drive tomorrow without a stop. Wta you think?'

‘Good idea,' said Steve, and Philippa and Toby agtked.



Roger looked at Anne. 'What about you, Anne? Ydwdl going
home, | suppose, so our ways will part. We're basédndon, by the
way.'

'I've decided to stay on here for a few days, 'ssti@ brightly. 'I'm due
for some holiday and the weather's so lovely an&he stopped.
Why was she going on explaining?

'‘Good idea,' said Roger, giving her a knowing ladkich, to her
confusion, brought the pink colour into her cheeks.

Everything went according to plan, and Anne sawrtlogf half an
hour later. She was overwhelmed by their thanksh&ping them
out. 'You've been super,’ Bob told her, kissinghesrtily. ‘We'll let
you know when we start on the editing and perhapsdylike to
come to our studio and take part. Next week, prigbalve'll be
posting you a cheque, and of course your hotelibilettled until
tomorrow.’

Roger helped him into the car and saw that he wa¥artable and
then, with a chorus of goodbyes and much wavingawfds out of
windows, the cars set off up the hill out of thiage.

Anne waved until the cars were out of sight. Thiea went slowly
back into the hotel and up to her room. She satndow the bed.
Suddenly everything seemed flat now that the teadhl&ft. She was
alone again and she wished, with a curious emjribat she had
accepted Mark's invitation to have supper with e had to admit
that she wanted to see him again with an urgeratywhs unusual.

Stop it, she ordered herself. He's not for you. &fesed to moon
about building a dream that wouldn't come true.oddybrisk walk

was what she needed. Then she would come back,amasbhange
and go down to the little cafe for a light meale$8hgo to bed early



and be up early tomorrow. That way she would sqeieazery
moment out of her unexpected holiday.

She would definitely think no more about Mark Raymdess—or
until—he came to ask for her help.



CHAPTER FIVE

ANNE curled her toes in the warm sand and, putting gaia of

enormous sunglasses, lay back on the large topeading out her
hair to dry in the hot afternoon sun. There wergy few people
around; the schools had not yet broken up and ofaste children
were toddlers. It was very quiet—only the lazy splaf the waves,
the thin cry of sea birds and the chatter of thilcn.

Perfect, Anne thought, and her swim had been gexdec The water
had been bracingly cold, but once she had swuna®dar as she'd
dared—she was out of practice—she had begun to wgnand

lying back and letting the rise and fall of the &ratock her in a
sensuous rhythm before she'd swum back again leadidbssful.

She was really enjoying this afternoon, she tolasélé with

satisfaction. She had completely spoiled the marrior herself,
because she hadn't been able to help looking arewedy two

minutes, hoping to see Mark Rayne's tall figure iogntowards her
across the sand. He hadn't come, and by the tigid ghne up to the
cafe for lunch she'd been feeling disappointed amaoyed with
herself.

As she'd eaten lobster salad she had argued thernoatt with

herself. Mark had said that she was a realist, 'hhdf2 And a realist
didn't live on dreams but on facts, and the facs weat Mark was
engaged to marry a gorgeous model and she heraslfsameone
who had been useful to him; that was all. Makinfyra resolve to

keep that in mind, she had found a historical dagek novel in the
post office, where you could buy most things, froicture postcards
to water-wings, and had sat in the shade of a togk and settled
down to read.

Fortunately the book was interesting, and she hadd' to exert too
much self-control to stop herself from searching tieach, even



once, for Mark. After a couple of hours the sun bhame round the
rock and had been shining full on her, so she'dmgiyp the book and
decided to have a swim. And now here she was, datato dry, so

to speak, and feeling quite pleased with life anith Wwerself for not

letting silly romantic dreams spoil her afternoon.

The sun was really hot now. She must be carefuktmdét herself
burn. Ten minutes, that was all, then she'd copeiShe sat up and
oiled her legs and arms thoroughly, strugglingetach down as far as
the low- cut back of her one-piece swimsuit, buste of all the
twisting and turning she had to decide that it nageless. She'd just
have to be careful not to expose her back to the su

‘Need any help?' Mark's amused voice said fromnaeher.

Anne's head jerked round. 'Oh, you—you startled measn't
expecting...'

'So it seems.' Mark took the bottle of oil from n@ised hand, where
it was tilting dangerously and had already depdsitgool of oil on
her shoulder. She fumbled in her bag for a tissue.

‘Keep still," he ordered, screwing the top onto libéle. "You were
trying to anoint your back, | suppose?

Allow me.' He began to spread out the little puddith his fingers.

Anne groped for something witty and amusing to say,her mouth
had gone dry and her heart was behaving rathey.odd|

‘Turn over on your front," he said. 'l can't getyati while you're
sitting up."'

Obediently she wriggled round and lay on her stdmatile his
warm hands stroked the oil into her back, movinghmmically up
and down her spine. 'l don't think much of this ngant for



sunbathing,' he remarked. 'lt covers up far toormou'll have a
line right across your back.'

Anne twisted away from him and sat up. She coutdk& any more
of this. Even though he was being very matter-of-&bout it, his
touch was stirring sensations that were new to dred a little
alarming. 'That's fine," she said. "Thank you. Ashatter of fact |
wasn't going to do any more sunbathing. | was gamtp have a cup
of tea in the cafe. And nobody's going to seeitteedcross my back.'

'‘No? Pity!" His tone was teasing. 'OK, I'll tre@tuyto tea, and then |
can explain why I'm here.’

She slipped her sundress over the swimsuit, whahalmost dry by
now. She rolled up the towel, pulled on her sandatstogether they
strolled across the sand towards the cafe.

‘You want my help with your book, | suppose?"

His dark brows lifted as he glanced quickly at héou did offer,' he
reminded her.

She bit her lip. She'd been so determined notuodtoo eager to be
with him that she'd ended up sounding ungraciobe @ust be

careful about that. She laughed lightly. 'Of codrded, and | meant

it. It's just that I'm not really dressed for arstarial job. I'll go up to

the hotel to tidy myself when I've had a revivingp of tea.'

'l have a better idea than that." Mark linked am aith hers and
guided her towards his Jaguar, which was, she pamked a short
way up the road. 'We'll call at the hotel and yan pick up the things
you need, then I'll drive you up to the cottageemhyou can have a
shower while | put the kettle on. I've got a lafgatcake which |
certainly can't eat all by myself.’



Again the touch of his fingers on her bare arm se&asling messages
to her nerve-endings. This man is dangerously magnée
messages said. She'd never before met a man whibsmeasily stir
her senses without anything more than a friendéfige. He was one
of those men who exuded sexuality quite effortiesleaven help
any girl if he really made her a target, she thougtying to see
something amusing in the idea.

Before switching on the engine, Mark said, 'I'vé gaonfession to
make. When you offered to help me you must haveghbthat it
would be merely to push a few keys and put thingjstras you did
yesterday. But I'm afraid that won't be enough.rétted a hand on
the wheel and turned to look at her as he went typed the last half
of chapter eleven onto the screen last night beforgent to
bed—around two o'clock. This morning | plannediotpwhat | had
done, then do all the necessary revisions andaéittes and transfer
them to the screen.

'‘But when | came to work on the screen today ligtat a frightful
muddle. | spent two hours this morning trying feam up just one
page, and even now I'm afraid it's far from perfédtm going to get
the book finished by Friday night the only way asask for your
help—far more hours than you expected to give nrealise that |
shall be encroaching on your holiday, and I'll ig something for
you later, but—will you do it, Annie? Work with nfer the time it
takes? It's up to you.'

The magnetic dark eyes were fixed hopefully, pleglyi on her.
They would have melted any resistance she felt.sBatdidn't want
to resist. All she felt was pleasure and a kinegexditement at the
thought of helping him. She said, 'Certainly Itl @hat | can. It will
be good experience for me—a new kind of job—andfitid it
fascinating.'

‘Splendid! You're my good angel, Annie.’



She shook her head. She mustn't forget that hediiedl her a realist.
'‘No angel, I'm afraid. It's just plain common sen8ad I'm not
terribly addicted to lying on the beach. I'd ratheawe something to
do.' She had, she congratulated herself, dealtth@lsituation rather
well.

When they arrived at the cottage, Mark took Annstaips, leading
the way along a short passage to the bathroone airtt of it. On the
way she glanced in at the two rooms, one large,somadler, which
were obviously the only bedrooms in the cottagerkMarew open
the bathroom door and glanced inside to checkitieae were plenty
of towels. He explained the somewhat complicatexven, then left
her.

The bathroom was modern and luxurious, tiled ire pda-green,
with a large bath as well as the shower and a yaaltle furnished
with expensive toiletries in pots and bottles—maofihich were

undoubtedly designed for female use. Trudi, thoudgirie, and was
shocked by a quick stab of jealousy. Of courseginewould stay

here with Mark; the only blessing was that she 'tiskem to be here
at present.

Anne had a refreshing shower and washed the s&tr wat of her

hair. There would probably be a dryer in one ofitbdrooms, but she
wasn't going to explore them so she towelled iigsas she could
and let it fall in a heavy, curling golden masstees shoulders.

She zipped open the bag she had brought from ttet dwod put on
clean underclothes and a silky blue sundress. &ble ler contact
lenses from their tiny case, where she had put theflore her swim,
and slipped them into place. After a moment's thoge pulled on
the light matching jacket, which covered her up estly. She wasn't
going to give Mark any excuse for teasing her, hawvéarmless.



There was a resolute twist to her mouth, as shé dam to join him
in the sitting room.

He had set a tray with tea and a huge cake omthéable beside the
sofa, and was lounging back where he had sat éintkrview.

'Here | am, all ready for work," Anne announceynty to strike the
right note from the beginning- friendly but profiesgl. She looked
round for a chair but there wasn't one near thie tab she had to sit
next to Mark on the sofa. She sat down as far afn@y him as
possible.

Mark grinned at her and she had an idea that he khe"was putting
on something of an act. He said, 'Will you pour?olim as clumsy
with a teapot as | am with a computer.'

The tray was immediately in front of him, so thiathe wanted to
reach the pot she would either have to pull théetadowvards her or
move very close to him. She shot a glance at hidnsaw the wicked
gleam in his eye. This was a deliberate challemgeshe decided to
ignore it.

She slid along the sofa until she was within reafdhe teatray. This,
inevitably, brought her very close to Mark. Wheewe $faned forward
to pour out the tea her knee was touching his ttabga could feel the
heat of his body through the linen of his trous&tse pushed a cup
towards him and, picking up her own, went to moaekbalong the
sofa.

‘Thanks,' he said. He was laughing at her now. 'tluntoo far away
again.'

She glared at him. 'You arranged that on purpask,tdyou?' Her
cup was balancing unsteadily on its saucer angbshie down.



‘Certainly,’ he admitted shamelessly. 'l detectt#drafilm of ice and

thought it better to thaw it from the very begimniof our work

together. Please don't think of yourself as a gbauper-secretary,
Annie, all starch and efficiency. | want us to wa friends and
partners. So | wanted to get a little closer to from the start.'

Anne couldn't help laughing now. 'OK," she agre@&iit—how
close?'

His hand measured the distance between them. it ?"

Anne's eyes were dancing. She hadn't thought tagk Rayne could
actually be fun. She was going to enjoy workingwhitm. She picked
up her cup of tea again, but she didn't move artirdu away.

‘Seriously," Mark added, 'you're alone here withand | wanted to
make it clear that you don't need to put up a earripromise I'm not
going to make a pass at you. | won't forget that lyave a fiance.'

'Or that you have?"Quite.' He cut two large pieaesake and laid
them carefully on two plates. He handed her oneerd,' he said. 'l
didn't drop a crumb.'

Anne took the plate, wondering why he had chanbedstibject so
abruptly. What if she admitted that the ring on fieger meant
nothing? She remembered only too well the conteaystliook he'd
given her when she had arrived at the cottage amdstpnight and he
had mistaken her intention. Oh, no, she must keegheifiction of a
fiance, whatever happened. She would die with hatiah if he
thought she was developing a crush on him.

When they went through to the office, Anne admitieat the work
was in rather a muddle. But there was nothingtbatdn't be sorted
out. In half an hour she'd devised a working metidach Mark

called the 'Gardiner-Grey assembly line'. Anne tpdneverything
that he had already typed onto the screen, thémokethe script page



by page, altering and revising, and passed eaah padne finished it,
to Anne, who made the necessary alterations ortsdteen.

The method worked perfectly. Anne had never imatjitieat she
could enjoy what was really routine work so mualt,$he found that
she was loving every minute of it. Working with Mawvas a joy.
There was no sign of the irritable temper that khew he could
display when things were not going right.

Sometimes, when she was waiting for the next pstgeewas able to
sit back and watch him as he concentrated on thd,wWas pen
hovering over the printed page, slashing here, rpotating
something there. He hesitated now and again, deémught, two
deep creases between his dark eyebrows, someiaeisd back to
fix his gaze on the ceiling or chewing the end i3f pen. Once or
twice he gave her a quick smile as he handed opaga. She smiled
back, feeling a warm pleasure in the knowledge ghatwas helping
him and he was valuing her.

At eight o'clock Mark called a halt. 'I'll tell yomhat we're going to
do,' he announced. 'We're going to find a snackoafie sort in the
fridge, then I'm going to drive you back to youtdland come back
and get busy on typing as much as | can keep ata#te for us to
work on tomorrow. May | introduce you to my kitclen

The kitchen was rather like her kitchen at homeutjin smaller.
There was certainly no gleaming modern equipmeietseen. No
dishwasher, no mixer, no microwave. There was arfaghioned
sink with a wooden draining board, and a tableeiadtof the usual
Formica- topped work surfaces.

'l expect | look a little primitive," Mark said, eping the door of an
enormous, rather ancient fridge. 'As you've propaathered, I'm
not very well up on the latest technology. | scaMerything down



once a week, keep the fridge filled up, shake tlgs and that suits
me fine.

‘The kitchen in my London flat positively bristlesvith
gadgets—provided by the firm which built the blodk, entice
buyers. | can use the toaster but that's abolgalvhen | come down
here to work | enjoy getting away from technologéhy | let myself
be persuaded to buy a word processor, | still doroiv.' He turned
his attention to the fridge.

It was certainly well stocked, and together thegpared ham
sandwiches with lettuce and cherry tomatoes, falbwy bowls of
strawberries. Mark made coffee while Anne carrleglfood into the
sitting room and they sat down side by side congably on the
sofa, discussing the evening's work as they atpesuand making
plans for the next day. It was arranged that heldvoall for her in the
morning. 'If you're not at the hotel I'll look fgou on the beach, OK?'

As soon as they had finished supper he lost no itingkeiving Anne
back to the hotel. 'Sorry to leave you so earlyhm evening, but |
must get on with the writing.' He was alight withitleusiasm. 'To find
that I'll be able to meet the deadline when I'cegiup hope- it's been
like a shot in the arm.’

Anne said, 'l can't wait to see how the book efligs. only got a
vague idea of the story, but it certainly has tba't-put-it-down
quality.'

'‘Bless you for those kind words.' Mark smiled at inethe shadows
outside the residents' entrance. 'In fact, bless fgo everything.
When | say | couldn't have managed without yougbmit literally.

At the risk of becoming a bore, | can only say thgou once again.'
He put his hands on her shoulders. '‘Goodnighg bjtl. Sleep well.’
He bent his head and kissed her gently on the'Mmar fiance can
spare me that, I'm sure.'



She tried to say goodnight when he released her,tHau word
wouldn't come and he had got back into his car @émeen away
before she could even open the door and let herstdfthe hotel.

Sleep well! Did he really expect her to? Or dichlaee no idea of the
effect his kiss had had on her? Anne asked hdtsde questions as
she went up to her room, pulled on a warm jumpdnaalked down
the hill to the sea. Mark had said to her, 'l dik& mysteries', but he
was a complete mystery himself—at least to her.Halgeheard it said
that work always came first with a writer- was thest important
thing in his life. And perhaps that explained sdmreg about Mark.
She wondered whether the same could be said of wamters, but
doubted if women could ever feel as free as men. many things
pulled at them, emotional as well as practical.

There were no cars in the small car park and Aeaerdd on the rall
and gazed out over the sea. The tide was high bacasuld see
waves breaking below as she looked down. As thelgdhithe lights
on the square fringed them with silver, but beydhd,wide expanse
of water was smooth and inky black.

For a long time she stood there, not analysing,timoking much
about anything except that she had two days lefthif strange
episode in her life. Thursday and Friday, and tbarGaturday, Mark
was setting out very early to drive to London tketdhe finished
manuscript to the publishers. She herself woulstedhome—and
that would be the end.

She wouldn't let herself be sad, though. She wduldiste a moment
of those two days in bemoaning the fact that Maals weally going

out of her life for good this time. She would engsery minute of the
time she had left with him. There was a smile @drfirmly on her

soft lips as she walked slowly back to the hotel, lrer eyes were
brimming with tears.



Next morning Mark was at the hotel soon after Ahaé finished

breakfast. He seemed to be in the best of humdune'd been up
working half the night he showed no sign of it. wes freshly shaved
and wearing a clean white shirt. His hair was d&mm his shower
and carefully brushed. Anne thought that he lodiédlous, and her
heart seemed to squeeze up as he helped herentarth

'You seem very pleased with yourself today," she lgghtly as they
drove up the hill to the cottage.

He grinned. 'Oh, | am. Life is good today. | ha@ @ those sessions
last night that you might call inspirational, whichme very rarely.

When everything falls into place. When all questi@me answered
and everything begins to tie up. When the readskddack at all the
missed clues and says, "Of course—I might havesguethat's how
it was."

‘You've finished the book?' Anne felt a twinge adaghpointment.
That would mean that he wouldn't need her muchdong

'‘Oh, no, not quite. But I'm more than halfway thgbuthe final
chapter, and it should be easy going after thatsdon as they were
out of the car he hurried her through to the offltet's get the old
assembly line going.'

This was a new side of Mark, Anne thought as slitededown to
work. His book was going well and that was the ghiimat mattered
most of all to him. She wondered briefly how Trdelt about that.
But Trudi had her own exciting career, so perhdps didn't mind
very much.

The assembly line worked as smoothly as silk, anenaMark called
a halt at half-past twelve they were more thanwelfthrough the
revision of the work he had typed the previous tigh



‘Time for some refreshment,' he said. 'l suggesgwelown to the
cafe and see what they can produce for lunch.’

‘They do a nice lobster salad,’ Anne told him.t'dgsét for a hot day,
don't you think?"

At the cafe there were few customers for lunch, gredones who
were there all seemed to be eating salad or sahdwid he taller of
the two middle-aged sisters who ran the cafe se@ieaded to see
Mark and Anne. 'We've made a lovely beefsteak addely pie,
m'dears,’ she suggested hopefully. 'Could you fatiegt? With
raspberries and cream to follow?'

Mark glanced at Anne. She'd been thinking of acsalat she was
sure the sisters would be disappointed if nobodiei@d their pie.
‘That sounds lovely,' she said, and was rewardetddogleased smile
of their hostess. Mark agreed and ordered a cafat wine.

He looked at Anne quizzically when the woman hadegoDid you
really want a hot lunch?' he asked. 'Or would yawnehpreferred
something cold?'

She pulled a face. 'Oh, dear, did it show so much?'

'Only to me. I'm beginning to know you, my childotY couldn't bear
to disappoint the good woman, who was so obviousbping
someone would order her pie.'

Anne pulled a face. 'It's such a small cafe; ittesdifficult for them
to provide a luncheon menu. I couldn't bear toktuhthem cooking
a pie that nobody wanted. Go on, tell me I'm stymodft-hearted. It
wouldn't be the first time I've been accused of.tlter wide blue
eyes met his with impish challenge.



He wasn't smiling. He said quietly, 'l wouldn't itke that.' He was
looking at her strangely and she stared back at tirable to look
away and aware that hot colour was stealing intaheeks.

She drew in an uneven breath when their lunch edrivSee how
right | was,' she said. 'lt looks delicious.’

Mark handed her a glass of wine. 'Er—yes. Yeso#sd he said
vaguely. 'Delicious.’

Anne stared at him. 'What's wrong? I'm sure thdyithg you
something else if you don't like it.'

He seemed to come back from far away. 'Oh—no, stmysure it's
excellent. | was just thinking.'

She grinned at him teasingly. 'An idea for yourtrimook?'

'l've got to get this one finished first.' He srdilgack—his enigmatic
smile.

Anne thought she'd never tasted a better pie,itgitich dark gravy,
mushrooms and kidney, accompanied by baby potandsfresh
green peas. The raspberries that followed were hndevelvety and
she helped herself to lashings of cream. She pthaights of diet
recklessly away from her. This was all part oflogely few days and
she Was going to make the most of every moment.

After lunch they walked along the beach at the enfghe tide, not
talking much. A new kind of companionship seemedhtve

developed between them, but Anne told herself alyghat she was
probably imagining it. It was more likely that Mamkas busy
developing the idea that had struck him in the .céésterday he had
linked his arm with hers, but today he didn't todnghr. Almost he
seemed not to notice that she was there, untdsathe sighed, 'Oh,



well, | suppose we'd better get back to work,' dueg made their way
to the car.

The work went as well as ever, but when the fireghad been
revised Anne sensed an impatience about Mark, ae khat he was
anxious to get back to the computer and finishngpo the end of the
book.

‘Why don't you take me back to the hotel straightag' she
suggested. 'l really don't want supper after tbhgeHunch, and | have
some letters to write.'

'Of course,' Mark got to his feet immediately. Misce was suddenly
cool. 'I'm a selfish devil. You mustn't let me inggoon your private
life.'

Anne suppressed a laugh. He was thinking of lottertg of course,
but all she had to do was to make out a chequiaéogas bill, which
was in her handbag. They drove in silence to thelh®ark leaned
over and opened the car door for her, and saidrggbtbriefly. ‘Last
session tomorrow,' he told her.

He imagined she'd be glad, Anne thought with ategisittle smile as
she watched the Jaguar's tail-lights disappearmgha hill. What
would he say if he knew that the words had sounddter like the
tolling of a funeral bell?

Friday started badly. Mark called at the hotel esariier than he had
done the previous day. But today he wasn't filleth wuphoria. He
seemed tense and irritable.

'l thought the finish would be easy,' he told reetreey drove up to the
cottage, 'but it's proved to be a brute. I've gdahe end but it's going
to need a lot of revision and patching up. | cgettany further by



myself.' He threw her a quick glance. 'You see hayeh | need you,
Annie.'

She stored the words away in her mind to remenibermatter if
they'd been said in the wrong context, they sblliraled deeply
satisfying.

It was a day of concentrated effort for both ofnthelhe pile of

discarded sheets of paper mounted higher in théehasket as the
coffee in the kitchen jar sank lower. It seemed Mark was never
satisfied. He deleted words and paragraphs, sutestitothers, and
then, when Anne had made the changes on the saneeorinted out
the page, decided he liked the first way better.

She kept her eye on the wall clock. One o'clock—évetock... Mark
was sitting with his head in his hands, starinthatlast page she had
passed to him for revision. She said, 'lI'll makensomore
coffee—and shouldn't you have something to eat?/Didhave any
breakfast?'

He looked up impatiently. 'I'm OK,' he growled.rk&od's sake don't
start nannying me, Annie.'

She ignored that. She went to the kitchen, madeeaind cut a plate
of cheese and tomato sandwiches. She wasn't vergyrninerself;
she'd had an excellent breakfast at the hotel.v&im back to the
office and put the mug of coffee and the plate dbeside Mark. He
glared at it, and then up at her, and graduallyfdie broke into a
reluctant smile.

'l expect you're right,’ he said. '"You usually dt's.very deflating to
the male ego.' Suddenly he pulled the sheet of taxards him,
crossed out a paragraph and scribbled an alteenatithe margin.
Then he handed the sheet over to her.

'Let's try that,' he said, starting on the sandesch



Anne read what he had written and smiled approyiagiross the
desk at him. 'I'm so glad,' she said. 'YOu're gamgive Rafe and
Barbara a happy ending.’

He shrugged. 'They bullied me into it. They refusele parted at the
end. Characters do that sometimes. It'll mean soore alterations,
I'm afraid.’

'It's worth it," Anne said stoutly, 'if it meansathtwo nice young
people are happy ever after.’

Mark pulled a face. 'l really don't know how mydeas” will take it.
They expect the cynical touch at the end from me."'

‘They'll love it,' she said. She felt warm and hapgpwas wonderful
that Mark was able to discuss his work with herafTlwas another
small prize to store away in her memory.

All through the hot afternoon the clock on the walked away the

minutes. It seemed to Anne as if they would newrtg the end of
the book. But at last they did. It was all heretlba desk in a neat
pile—revised, printed, margins adjusted, pages raneth everything

In order. Mark packed it into a Jiffy bag betweevo tpieces of

cardboard and sealed down the flap. He addressddhbl and then
patted the parcel lovingly.

'It's a great moment when you've finished a boo&.nivst celebrate.’

He carried the parcel into the sitting room andipan the low table.
Anne followed him.

He disappeared into the kitchen and came back nwpldi plastic
bucket in which a bottle of Dom Perignon reposedmgnice cubes.
He put it on the table and fetched two glasses fthen drinks
cupboard.



'‘Prepared in advance.' He grinned. 'Especiallihtveswith you as a
small way of saying thank you.'

‘Champagne—what an honour!" she said gaily. 'I't'snce | deserve
it." She felt like bursting into tears, but she maisall costs hide her
feelings from Mark, who was, of course, merely simgwhis
gratitude for her help.

There was a faint plop as Mark opened the botgeek/. He filled
two glasses and handed her one. 'Let's drink trdesales and lots of
lovely lolly," he said, smiling.

Anne sat down on the sofa, laying her hand on thegh and
repeated the toast solemnly. Mark sat down bestdeahd covered
her hand with his free hand, holding up his glaghe other one. She
felt the touch as if it were a high-voltage currpassing up her arm.
‘And the most important toast of all," Mark went, tis hand still
closed warmly over hers. "To you, Annie.' He drdihe glass.

She hadn't expected anything like this, and wasn& how she would
manage to keep up the light exchange. After akk &hd herself
desperately, it wasn't so very different from theeyva grateful boss
might thank a secretary who had helped him to largpectacular
deal.

'I'd hoped we'd finish early enough to suggest Wmatwent out to
dinner somewhere," he said, looking ruefully atwwetch, 'but I'm
afraid we'd not get a meal at this hour—even supgase could find
a decent restaurant. This isn't London, you knowallSve raid the
fridge again?'

Anne agreed eagerly.

'‘We'll make a special occasion of it,' Mark said]lipg out the
drawers in a secretaire. 'l know I've got a taloiichere somewhere.
You go and put some food together and I'll fix thiele.'



Anne discovered smoked salmon in the fridge andbomvn bread
and butter with slices of lemon and crisp lettieavkes. There was no
fruit left, but she put cheese and biscuits andhfautter on the tray,
and when she carried it into the sitting room shafl that Mark had
placed a small table in a window alcove with twaich side by side.
He had covered the table with a red and white aeatoth. The
window was open and a truss of honeysuckle hagestriam from the
front garden, its fragrance scenting the warm enggair.

Anne arranged the food and cutlery and Mark brougtthe

champagne in its ice bucket. They sat down and Axaeped her
hands with pleasure. 'lIt looks quite festive,' sha&l, and indeed it
looked almost intimate, but she wouldn't use thatdw 'We can

pretend we're in Paris, sitting at one of thoséetabn the Champs-
Elysees.’

I wish we were," he said. 'Shall we steal off doweekend now the
book is finished?"

She fluttered her lashes at him. 'l don't havelangtto wear.'
He gave her a wicked grin. "You won't need much.’

Anne clicked her tongue. 'Mr Rayne! | really cahihk what you
mean.' This was foolery, of course, but the veputht of being in
Paris with Mark was heady stuff—as heady as thenplagne with
which he kept refilling her glass.

When they had finished the meal Mark stood up. Ware coffee?’
he enquired.

Anne shook her head. 'I've drunk too much coffeayalready. Bad
for the nervous system.' She sighed, getting tofdéwt: 'l enjoyed
that,' she said, and then, trying hard to soundemat-fact added,
‘Well, | suppose this concludes our short partnprsti's been



something quite new, working with a real authahall look out for
your book when it's published. When will that be?'

‘Not for at least a year,' he told her. 'The last & only just on the
bookstalls. I've got several spare copies- wouldlcare to have one?’

'‘Oh, yes, please—and will you autograph it for me?'

He went into the office and came back carryingwa hardback book
in its dustcover. Getting out his pen, he turnedgages and wrote on
the title page: 'To my friend, Annie. With love difcis Gardiner.'

Anne thanked him. It was all turning out rathemfiat at the end.
There seemed to be a great lump in her chest.

She said in a tiny voice, 'l'd better go. Packing so on.’

Mark didn't speak. He was standing quite still. The said huskily, 'l
don't think | want to let you go.'

She looked up at his face in surprise, and thekedaway again
from what she saw in his eyes. There was a tuneltnotion stirring
in her and she must ignore it. And yet...

‘Annie.' He held out a hand to her, his voice dm®gvibrant. He was
leaving the next moment to her.

Her knees didn't seem to belong to her. She tostke@mforward and
put her hand in his. He drew her slowly towards hina then his
arms closed round her. She looked up into his égdke shady light
they were narrowed under thick black lashes.

She waited, trembling, until his mouth came dowéeos. Just this
once, she thought. And her arms went up rounddtk and she gave
him back kiss for kiss. She could feel his headting strongly, feel

the quick rise and fall of his chest with his bleadnd she knew



instinctively that he was exerting the utmost colntder own control
had gone with the last glass of champagne. Shesguekerself
against him, her fingers digging into his hair wangrgrew thickly at
his neck. 'Mark,"' she whispered. 'Oh, Mark.'

Then, somehow, they were on the sofa togetherhandas kissing
her mouth, her cheeks, sliding his lips down to/libemselves in the
hollow of her neck. It was really happening—somaghshe had
never dared to expect. A warm glow of happinesgstineough her.

Then, very slowly, she realised that something wemng. He had
moved away from her and was releasing her handas fig neck.
Then she was conscious of a noise somewhere otit@deom. The
telephone was ringing in the office.

She sat back weakly on the sofa as Mark hurrie@btite room. He
was back in a moment or two.

'It's for you,' he said, and his face was expredsss. 'Hurry up, he's
waiting for you.'

He? She dragged herself to her feet and stumbled tisnthie door,
her hand reaching out to steady herself on thattum like a blind
person. She felt dreadful.

'‘Wh-who is it?' she muttered, turning back to Mavkp was engaged
in clattering the plates together noisily.

‘You should know," he said, and she hated the veay &aid it. 'l
suppose you gave him this number.’

‘But-'

'‘Go on, don't keep him waiting." There was a nastyytemptuous
edge to his voice, and he turned his back on hetcarried the plates
to the kitchen.



CHAPTER SIX

ANNE stumbled into the office and sank into the chasitle the desk.
She picked up the receiver. 'Yes, who is it?' shspered. Her hand
was moist and the receiver kept slipping round.

'Is that Anne Grey?' a man's voice asked.
She swallowed hard. 'Yes.'
‘This is Roger French,' the voice announced.

She pressed a hand to her forehead. Who was Rogech? she
thought stupidly. She must get a grip on herselfenl she
remembered. Of course—Roger French, the directibledeam she'd
worked with.

'‘Have | got you at a bad moment?' Roger was sa\ghgll | try again
later? Mr Rayne seemed annoyed.’

She could imagine how Mark had sounded. 'Didn't tgdithim who
you were?"'

'He didn't wait to hear. Anyway, I've found you nodwne. I've tried
all over the place—your home number and the hotelstayed at.
Then | thought it was just possible you might $i@él at the cottage.'

'Yes,' she said, and her voice sounded almost naoroma 'l've been
working for Mr Rayne. I've finished today and He off home
tomorrow.'

‘Well, let me explain,' Roger said. 'lt won't td&ag. Bob and | have
been talking things over and we've decided thataudd very well do

with another camera operator. We thought of yoanae. You fitted

in so well with the team and we'd love to have yoth us. Would

you consider it?"



Anne rested both elbows on the desk and hung betceceiver. 'It's
such a surprise. | don't...'

‘No hurry," Roger assured her. 'We're going upctatl&nd tomorrow
to do some prospecting. Will you give it some thauand ring us in
London when we get back? If you're interested wedccmeet up and
discuss terms and so on.’

' will, certainly," Anne said. 'And thank you fthinking of me. It all
sounds very exciting. | did enjoy my time with tteam.' She asked
about Bob, and Roger told her that he was makirafd gowogress.
They said goodbye and she replaced the receiversandtaring
blankly at it.

Already she had put Roger's words out of her mikldshe could

think of was how she was going to face Mark. Hetrhase thought
that she had given this number to her ‘fiance’,thatlit was he who
had rung her up. It would be a kind of relief, noww, explain

everything to him—including the ring that was sbifl her finger. But
what was the point? They would be parting almosh&diately, and
anyway he wouldn't be interested in her privataiesf

The door opened and he came into the office, gitmwn in his own
chair opposite hers, just as they had sat for soyrhaurs, working
amicably together.

'Finished your call?" he enquired. He spoke ndiyrqlist as if
nothing of any importance had happened. And it gibbphadn't—to
him. Just a kiss as he might give to any reasoratbigctive girl if the
time and place were right.

She nodded and replied in the same tone, 'Yeskshan

'‘Good,' he said, and then neither of them seemkddw what to say
next. The silence went on and on. Mark was the fosspeak. He
said, with a wry smile,



'‘Look, Annie, may we draw a line under the lasirter of an hour? |
know | promised to behave like a little gentlemlant, talking about
Paris put ideas into my head. You're very loveg/)'an sure you're
aware, and at that moment | found you quite irtgses’

He sat back in his chair, still with that half-sendn his lips. He might
have been talking about two other people.

Then he said, 'If you were my girl | wouldn't gd abroad and leave
you on your own, and | very nearly told your bogfrd so just now.'

So hehadthought it was Keith. Perhaps he'd been expedctingll

from Trudi and that was why he'd been so peevistnwie'd found it
wasn't his beloved. That was like Mark, Anne thdugkanting to
find fault with him. She said lightly, 'lI've forgeh it already. Too
much champagne, I'm afraid.'

‘The demon drink!" he chuckled. It wasn't very fynbut they both
laughed.

Anne stood up. 'l really must go now and get packedAnd by the
way, may | drive my car up here tomorrow morning &dy up the
computer and the disks? My video equipment isistilhe hall and |
can collect that too. I'll come up after you'vd,leb as to make sure |
won't get in your way—I'll probably have a finaliswfirst.'

Mark nodded. 'I'll leave the key under the matt pogp it through the
letterbox when you leave.' He frowned. 'And, tadkiof swims, |
haven't forgotten that I've spoilt most of yourginmliday. A writer's
selfishness. The book comes first.' He pulled ouakllet. Anne's eyes
widened in horror. Was he going to be so inseresitis to offer her
money?

He extracted a card from the wallet. 'That's mydamaddress if you
should want to get in touch for any reason. Anégdegive me your
own address and phone number." Another card waacted and he



wrote the information on the back and tucked it yawathe wallet.
Then he got to his feet. 'And now, I'm afraid, moghremains but to
deliver you safely back to your hotel. Shall we'go?

Sitting beside Mark in his car, Anne stared straggiead, watching
the powerful headlights whiten the high banks dhegiside of the
lane. This was the last time she'd drive downhHisvith Mark. Fate

or chance, or whatever, had brought him into HertWice already.
She couldn't expect it to happen a third time. ®baldn't see him
again.

She'd never be able to tease him out of a bad nmevey see the rare
smile that would flash out suddenly, lighting u Isierious face,
never hear his deep voice. She didn't know how&segoing to bear
it. In the light of the dashboard she watcheddmng)| sensitive fingers
gripping the driving wheel lightly and rememberexhithey had felt
when they'd rested on her cheeks. Tears washetentyes and she
bit her lip hard to force them back.

They were at the hotel much too soon. Mark drewctrein beside
Anne's Metro. He left the engine running and gdtsoiftly to open

the car door for her. She was careful to avoid g him as she
stepped out.

They stood beside the residents' entrance. Markuyduhis hand and
she put hers into it briefly. 'l hate protracteadbyes,' he said. 'And
I'm sure we'll meet again some time or other. Bsdy au revoir,
Annie, and | hope you'll be very happy and succssf

He didn't wait for her to reply. He leapt into tter and slammed the
door. Then he backed round with a swish and shedhba engine

gather speed up the hill. She didn't watch it dieap. All she needed
to do was to crawl into bed hide her head undeb#uzlothes and
weep like a child.



Anne passed a wretched night. She had known thénhgdrom

Mark was going to hurt. She had tried to arm héragainst the
moment when it arrived, but in the end he had sgpddll that when
he'd taken her in his arms. To him it had been ipam® impulse, to
be dismissed and forgotten. But to Anne it had begiimpse of
heaven and she couldn't forget.

She lay awake, tossing and turning, thumping tmepdaillow. Some
time in the early morning she realised that she wlaisering.

Switching on the bedside light, she got out of bed walked about
the room. She swilled her hands and face with eadér then she
took one of the folded blankets from the bed thhailifpa had

occupied, wrapped herself in it, put out the lightl got back into
bed. Soon after that she stopped shivering andrfel an uneasy
sleep. She was thankful when morning came.

After a quick wash she dressed in jeans and aThishirt. That
would be comfortable to drive in. She did her bestepair the
ravages of the night. Staring with disgust at hedlection in the
mirror over the dressing table, she rememberedMtaak had told
her she was very lovely. Well, she didn't look lgugow; she looked
terrible. Her hair was limp, her eyelids were senland her cheeks
were blotchy. Ah, well, there would be nobody hé good Mrs Yeo
to see her, and she would be much too busy toeotic

After the team had left she had told Mrs Yeo tln preferred toast
and coffee to the hearty breakfasts the men hasuocoad, and this
morning, after she had managed to eat one slitmast, helped down
by coffee, she went back upstairs, packed her $tagghtened the
bed and rolled up the bathing towel and swimsihe fssed it all
Into the car. She would not swim this morning. dul remind her
too much of the touch of Mark's fingers as he hdubed the oil into
her back on that first morning.



She went to look for Mrs Yeo to tell her she was/leg and to pay
her bill.

'‘Oh, it's all settled, m'dear. The gentleman ted@gld me for the
amount and | had a cheque this morning.'

Anne frowned, puzzled. 'Mr French?"
'Oh, no, m'dear. The writer gentleman from theagtup the hill.’

A nice gesture from Mark! But she wished he hadhte it. In her
present mood it seemed to her that he'd been antaaee the last of
her.

Anne thanked Mrs Yeo, saying how comfortable she leen, and
took her leave.

In the car she consulted her watch. It was muclesoty to drive up

to the cottage; Mark might not have left yet, althb he had planned
to leave by six o'clock. She longed to get awanfeverything that

reminded her of him but she couldn't risk meetimg lagain and

saying another polite goodbye.

She drove down to the car park in the square, eddown the steps
to the beach and marched backwards and forwards dre side of
the cove to the other, consulting her watch impdie Finally she
climbed over the flat rocks, found a dry spot arat down,
watchingthe cotton-wool clouds drift across thepdelele of the sky,
listening to the splash of the waves as they metntlargin of the
rocks below her and the thin cry of the gulls. ‘Boa beat down on
her head and the heat made her feel drowsy; hfd Heapped
forward.

Pictures of Mark surged back. His face appearedhbdier closed
eyelids, as she had seen it in her camera lerfseaivédding. She
remembered the sharp stab of awareness that haallreatieart leap



in her breast. Yes, she had fallen in love with mrthat moment; she
knew that now. Everything else that had happendtetdhad been
like the unfolding of a plot in one of his bookseVitable. And just as
inevitable was the end.

The mystery about him, about his personal life, likesthe mystery
in his books too. If the clues had been there sldenfissed them. She
knew nothing about him except that he was a wnitigh a flat in
London and a cottage in Cornwall, and that didslthier anything.
She knew there was Trudi, of course, but he nguakesof her. The
only clue to Trudi's existence was the row of exptits and bottles in
the bathroom.

She raised her head with a jerk, opening her éyds.wouldn't do.
She had a long drive before her this afternoonriAkdin the cafe
would put in another half hour or so, she decided, made her way
back up the beach. After lingering as long as éaaon could bear
over a coffee, she decided that she must chanSbetdrove slowly
up the steep hill to the cottage. The car cougimee or twice on the
way up, but she didn't suppose it mattered. It @ddsand didn't like
the one- in-three hill, that was all. Mark's cad lggone, and she drew
a breath of relief. The key was under the mat akgremised. Anne
let herself in and went straight to the office.

Coming back here was even worse than she'd expdevedything
reminded her of Mark. She even turned the word gssar on and
read the final part of the last chapter of his bdgike tidied the desk
and put away in the drawers everything that mightvented— even
scraps of paper on which he'd scribbled notes.

The top drawer was crammed full of paper when stished and
wouldn't close. She stuck her hand in to push dinercontents at the
back, and found that it was catching on a snap&iahcing at it with
interest, because it might be of Mark, she sawaqgmnaph of a tall,
beautiful girl with long black hair, wearing a msuule



flesh-coloured bikini which made her look as if sts not wearing
anything at all. She had one arm round the shosilofea boy of about
Six or seven.

Trudi had a son, then. He was too like her to dothx

relationship—very dark, with liquid brown eyes andiculously

long lashes. He was wearing swimming trunks ang there both
tanned to a biscuit-brown. On the back of the dmaipsas written, in
Mark's careless handwriting, 'Trudi and Matthew—tage, June'. It
must have been taken just before he'd come upéowedding.

She dropped the snapshot back into the drawer lasddcit with a
quick thrust of her arm, angry that a picture ofidirshould be her
last memory of Mark.

She stood up, needing to get away as quickly asilies The desk
was tidy, the files in order. Mark wouldn't need bhay more. She
walked blindly down the hall. Her video equipmenaswstacked
behind the front door. She'd turn the car and cbawk for it, she
decided.

She wasn't surprised when the engine didn't ssagha turned the
key. The car was old, and once or twice latelyad been reluctant to
start. Anne got out and put her hand on the bortnegs very hot, so
no choke would be needed. She got in the drivireg again and
turned the key. There was a chatter from the setfes, and then
silence.

Anne clicked her tongue and tried again, with thmea result. Then
she tried with her foot hard down on the acceleras she'd been
told to do when the engine was very hot. Still@sult. In desperation
she pulled out the choke and turned the key agdEe engine

remained obstinately silent-and now she'd floodatething. She

wasn't sure what it was, but she remembered tleaivsinld have to

wait before she tried again.



Oh, why hadn't she taken that course in car maamtes, as she'd
always meant to do but never got around to? Halh@umr later it

became plain that she must get help if she weneggim get home
today.

Anne muttered all the swear words she knew. This thva very last
thing she would have chosen to happen. She'd avst to stay where
she was and hope that Mark wouldn't return unel sfas safely on
her way.

Feeling utterly dispirited, she went back to thicefto look up the
numbers for any garages in the district. She hadaoth hope of
getting anything done at a weekend, but she could t

Then she heard the sound of a car driving up theShie stood still,
holding her breath. It would be too cruel if Mar&dhreturned for
some reason.

The car was turning into the parking space. Thénengas switched
off. Anne couldn't move as she waited for the doapen. She hadn't
locked it when she'd come in and* now it swung ogeth a boy came
rushing in eagerly. He stopped in front of Annegameing her

suspiciously. 'Who are you?' he demanded.

Before she could say a word a woman's voice caoma the front

door. 'Don't be rude, Matthew," it said automalycebhe advanced
towards Anne, who was still trying to take in timsw arrival. The

boy was undoubtedly the boy in the photograph theitwvoman- no,
whoever she was, sasn'tTrudi. She looked abotrty and wore

an expensively tailored suit of light tweed and @iark hair was cut
fashionably short.

'I'm looking for Mr Mark Rayne; is he here?' shemdaded
brusquely.



Anne didn't reply. Matthew had gone straight ifite office and now
he rushed out again, demanding, 'Where's Dadidelsere.'

The woman gave a gusty sigh. 'You go upstairs, NMatll find that
book you were telling me about.' The boy poundethepuncarpeted
stairs in trainers that looked too large for his fegs and the woman
sighed and walked into the sitting room. She sarik & chair
wearily. 'I'm Frances North, Mr Rayne's sisterg simnounced. 'Do
you know where he is?"

Anne stared at her. She was trying to come to tenthsthe fact that
Matthew was Mark's son, not Trudi's.

‘Well, do you know or don't you?' the woman saidrply.

Anne had no intention of being patronised by thasnan, even if she
was Mark's sister. She sat down in one of the atharrs. 'Mark left
for London very early this morning.'

Frances North nodded, staring at Anne as Iif it wenefault. "Then
that's why | couldn't get a reply. I've nearly worrt my phone trying
to contact him.' She looked Anne up and down an@&dAnd what,
exactly, are you doing here?' Her expression l@ihedin no doubt
that she had made up her own mind.

Anne raised her eyebrows. 'I'm sure Mark will expthat when you
see him," she replied coolly.

Frances North drew in an exasperated breath. 'lMds...'
'‘Grey," Anne said. 'Anne Grey.'

The other woman nodded. 'Well, Miss Grey, sorrysbund hasty.
I'min a bad fix. Matthew has been staying withimBrighton while
my brother finishes his novel and this morning bifgethat my
husband's mother has had a heart attack. She dieeg and my



husband is abroad. I've got to get to Bath as ssohcan. When |

couldn't contact Mark the only thing was to brihg boy back here
and hope his father had returned. | suppose | cialie him on to

Bath, but a hospital is no place for a child tarsfor hours.' She ran a
hand distractedly through her thick dark hair, ingesture that

reminded Anne of Mark.

'He should have reached London by now,' she &&wlld you like a
drink while I try and phone?'

Frances North didn't even show surprise that Anas acting as
hostess. She accepted the long, cool drink offeveder and sank
back in her chair, sipping it and murmuring thanihe was
obviously at the end of her tether.

Anne picked up her bag and went into the officee flund the card
that Mark had given her. There was no reply fromrihmber of his
London flat. She thought for a ilioment or two ahén opened the
book of phone numbers on his desk. A little detectvork on one of
his books gave her the name of the publisher, &ed @ short talk
with somebody at their office she thanked her ardtvback to Mrs
North.

‘There's no reply from Mark's flat,' she saidafig his publisher and a
woman there told me that he had an interview vithdirector and
left the office about one o'clock. She thoughtritended to go on to a
book fair in Bristol.'

Frances North was looking at her in a different vsayv. "You've
been very bright. | wouldn't have thought of th&ltie frowned
worriedly. 'How on earth am | going to get in toweith the wretched
man? I've rung every number | can think of—evennimmber of his
mobile phone. | gave him a mobile phone as a ptesen he's
probably run down the battery and forgotten to aegh it. Oh, he's
hopeless.' She lapsed into a disgruntled silence.



When she didn't seem to be going to speak agaire Aiemtured,
‘What are you going to do now?'

Frances North looked at her helplessly. 'l camtktlany more,' she
said. 'l suppose I'll just have to take Matthewhwite to Bath. What
else can | do?'

Anne thought wryly, Here we go again! Fate hast'tnhe off the
hook yet. There was only one possible answer.

She said, 'If Matthew would agree to staying heité wie until his
father gets home, I'd be quite happy to keep amryem. | intended
to drive home to Warwickshire this afternoon, bt car's broken
down and I don't know when I'll be able to havegaired. I'm afraid
| can't give you any references but I've been hglpilark with his
new computer; that's why I'm here.'

Frances North's dark eyes opened wide. 'l canjimeaMark, of all
people, being a computer wizard.'

'He isn't." Anne grinned and added drily, 'Thats/Wm here.’

'‘Ah! Yes, | see now. All becomes clear.' Mrs Nasthiled back. 'I'll
get Matt down and see if he agrees. He's not \esy pist now. He's
had a bad dose of flu and has been away from schost of this
term. But I'm sure he'll want to stay now we'resheather than go on
sitting in the car. He got very bored and grumié walked to the
bottom of the stairs. 'Matt,' she called. 'Come ndwsrewill you?'

Matthew came downstairs much more slowly than e dane up.
He went to his aunt, not looking at Anne. She putiem round his
waist as he stood close to her chair. 'Matt, de@aye to go to Bath,
to see Dorothy, who is ill. | don't suppose you tiwancome with me
and sit in the hospital, do you?'

He shook his head without speaking.



‘How would you like just to stay here until Dad cesrhome?'

Anne saw a look of fear pass over the boy's fa&e myself?' He
looked up at his aunt, his dark eyes wide.

'No, of course not, Matt. Anne will be here—shefgend of Dad's.
She'll look after you.'

He turned his head and gave Anne a long, consgldook. She
didn't speak—just waited for him to make up his onind.

He stuck out his chin. 'Are you going to marry mather?' he
demanded.

Anne laughed. 'What gave you that idea, Matthew? IN@ame to
help him with his computer, that's all.’

‘Dad's got a computer? Truly?' His eyes brightened.
'Yes, truly,' she told him firmly.
‘And can | use it?'

'l don't see why not," Anne said. 'You'd probaldybetter at it than
your dad is.'

He gave a little chuckle. 'Oh, goody. He won't likat.

Anne's eyes met Frances North's over the boy's aeddhe latter
gave a relieved little nod. 'You'll stay and leabout the computer,
then, Matt? That's a wonderful idea.'

But Matthew wasn't quite sure yet. He moved awagnfhis aunt and
came and stood before Anne, the big dark eyeslsagrber face
doubtfully. "You'll stay all the time?'



‘Until your dad comes home. Yes, | will.'

‘And you won't go away an' leave me at night?sktary here in the
dark.'

What had happened to put that frightened look enbiby's face? 'l
won't go away. Promise. Cross my heart.’

Mrs North was preparing to leave, gathering upbdegr and patting
her hair. 'Goodbye, then, Matt." She kissed himhi® obvious
disgust. 'Be a good boy. Now, run along and firat tomputer.’

He needed no second telling. He raced away towhedsffice.

Anne went to the door with Mark's sister, who lodkastly relieved.
‘Well, that's a load off my mind. Thanks a lot, A&nHim sure he won't
be any trouble if he's got a computer to amusediimsth. I'll be off
now. You'll try to get in touch with Mark, won't y& Matthew is due
to return to school next week, to finish off thenteso Mark is sure to
come back here soon. I've left a message on myamgyymachine
so he'll know where we are when he phones me, 'kiioe lin touch
with you to see what's going on. No, | won't hawngthing to eat,
thanks. I'll pick up a snack on the motorway. liyabme out to the
car I'll give you Matthew's bag, with his clothesgldelongings.'

Anne followed her out to a racy little car and Fres pulled a couple
of cases out of the boot. 'Afraid there's some wgstvants doing,’
she said.

Anne took the bags. 'That's OK; I'll cope,’' sh&l sdihope you find
your mother-in-law better.’

‘Thanks." Frances unlocked the car and then, tee/Arammazement,
leaned forward and kissed her cheek. 'You're a niesy girl, Anne,’

she said. 'lIf Mark weren't so stupid about thatdimuench... Oh,

well...'



She got into the car and the engine roared. Witlaee of her hand
she drove away down the lane.

Anne walked slowly back up the front path. She toackarrange her
thoughts. She'd been sure that the boy in the boapgs Trudi's
son, but she saw now that the likeness might pstedl be to Mark.
He had the same dark hair, the same long, cureb@saover velvety
near-black eyes. Matthew was the first clue tontystery of Mark's
personal life. But why the mystery?

You'd have thought that any man would have begr@ad of a son
like Matthew that he'd want to show him off to twerld, not hide
him away with his aunt. She shrugged and dismisgestulation
from her mind. There were more practical mattetsettackled—Iike
unpacking Matthew's clothes and finding somethagat for lunch.
And, most important, making friends with Matthew.

The latter was far easier than she'd expected. (&un't any
experience with children so she simply treated asma grown-up,
which proved to be the best thing she could have d8he found out
iImmediately that he was an intelligent boy, anddbeaputer formed
a bond between them.

He said he had just started on a computer classhatl when he'd
‘got a virus', as he told her rather proudly, sbdxtlost several weeks
and was keen to catch up with David, his best driede fired
questions at Anne and she remembered the begimfihgr own
training days and was able to answer them. She iriedhe
word-processing program and suggested that hedhwaiik a letter
to his Dad while she made the lunch.

'‘What would you like for lunch?' she asked him, hadifted his head
from the screen long enough to say briefly, 'Eggdj @mps, please.'



'l think we could manage that," she said, and waswrded by a wide
grin before she went out to the kitchen.

She opened the fridge, feeling relieved. She dilimk Matthew was
going to be a problem.

The afternoon passed happily enough. Anne vetosmsta&nt staring
at the computer screen as being bad for Matthevireydspent most
of the time in the garden- Matthew's room was wsé&dicked with

games and books as well as a small cricket baa amdgiety of rubber
balls. After tea there was another session withctimaputer until it

was almost time for Matthew to go to bed.

He drank a cup of Ovaltine and ate several bistigfsre he agreed
to let Anne close down the computer and take histairs. He told
her that he didn't need help and she left him, toat even telling him
to wash behind his ears—except as a joke, whicly gfreared
hilariously. It was only when Matthew came downstain his
pyjamas to ask her to read to him that she notggin the look of
fear that she had seen on his face before.

He took her up to his bedroom and snuggled dowmbed, having
first selected a book from his bookshelf. Anne badected him to
choose a story about aliens from outer space oe suher exciting
adventure. She was surprised when instead he eglectrather
delightful book about a small dragon who kept gettinto trouble
because he breathed fire and had to keep a buicketer tied to his
tail to put out any accidental damage by lashing thil around.
Matthew giggled over the scrapes the little beastigfo and Anne
joined in.

At last Matthew began to get sleepy. Anne leaneddand gave the
thin little form a warm hug. He hugged her back ahthg for a
moment, saying, 'You won't go away? You'll be justt door?'



‘That's your dad's room, isn't it? I'll be quitenfp downstairs on the
sofa.’

‘No,' he pleaded, clinging harder. 'l want you raoar so you'll hear
me if ... I..." He trailed off lamely.

'OK," Anne agreed. 'l promise I'll be in the neoddm." If Mark wasn't
here to look after his son, he'd just have to puivith her doing the
best she could, even if it meant occupying his bewlr. She certainly
wasn't going to sleep in the bed. Just the thooghhat made her
nervous system go into a spin. It would probabhelsrof Trudi's
perfume, and that wouldn't be conducive to sleep.

Matthew seemed satisfied. The dark lashes droopedlos heavy
eyes, and even before Anne went out of the roomadseasleep.

She stood looking down at him, her eyes soft. Hédd very like
Mark, with his long lashes curving onto his ched#sw wonderful
to be Mark's wife, and mother to this endearing.bdshat had
happened? Had she died or had it been a divorcd? sh'e would
probably learn something about Mark's personallifiast.

She went out and unloaded the Metro, piling evemgtiip in the hall.
Her travel-bag she carried upstairs and left oatsige door of the
bathroom. It was stupid, she told herself, but khew she was
putting off the moment when she had to go into Nsabedroom.

Downstairs again, Anne took care not to go out afskeot of
Matthew's room for the rest of the evening. She m@&@nt to go
through his clothes and do any washing that nedded, but that
could wait until the morning. The supper dishesl@¢@lso wait until
morning.

She went into the office to phone Mark's flat foe third time since
Frances had left. There was no reply. There wasgong vaguely
frightening in the thought of the telephone ringingn empty room,



and she began to have visions of a car smash, whatte her
stomach turn over. She pushed the thought awaklguimade a pot
of tea and carried it up to Mark's bedroom, with ook he had given
her.

The room was large and plainly furnished with appi&d pine
wardrobe and chest. A man's room, she thoughthge® evidence
of Trudi's presence here. The bed was large aneredwvith a folksy
material in a pattern of green and white to makehdurtains. Anne
closed the curtains but looked away from the badkéu

There was a wide cane chair, plumply cushioned,stuedpulled up
the bedside table, set her teatray down on it aademherself
comfortable. She could sleep in this chair, shedgekc In fact, she'd
have to. Not for anything would she get into Mabesl. She poured
out a cup of tea and opened the book.

It had been a tiring day and Anne hadn't slept mashnight. She
hadn't realised how tired she was. Half an howrlaer head sank
back and the book fell to her lap. She wakened goneelater to find

that she was shivering and aching all over. Ther ¢fain't been as
comfortable as she'd supposed.

She had a short fight with herself before she addithat sitting all
night in this chair was not a good idea.

Gingerly she made herself pull back the covemethe bed. She got
a pleasant surprise. She'd expected to find a mimbkheets and
blankets underneath, but instead she saw that ¢dehlad been
stripped and made up again with clean sheets alfmvpases,
smelling not of Trudi's perfume but very faintlylaender, as if they
had been stored away in a linen drawer. Anne mpdheeumind. This
was too inviting to be refused.



She went along to the bathroom and had a quicknvgdwower and
took a clean nightdress out of her bag. Then shehled her hair,
cleaned her teeth and peeped into Matthew's ro@was still fast
asleep.

She left the passage light on and opened both dddes Then, with
a contented sigh, she slid in between the smo@tyrdnt sheets. She
allowed herself to dwell briefly on the thrillingdught that, after all
her tears last night, tonight she could tell hérgelt she would see
Mark again very soon. Within three minutes Anne ve&ss$ asleep.



CHAPTER SEVEN

SHE was having a nightmare. A dark form filled the om®orway,

vague and menacing. She opened her mouth to strgtano sound
came. She lay rigid, her eyes distended, fixecheropen door. Then
a light clicked on and slowly the form turned iltark Rayne. He
took two strides towards the bed and glared dowmeat 'What the
hell are you doing here?' he demanded roughly.

Anne hadn't recovered from the paralysing momenteabr that
always accompanied a nightmare. She couldn't s@3ekcouldn't sit

up.

He leaned over her, grasped her shoulders and dierokone too
gently. '‘Come on, what's the game, Annie?' he gdotDon't tell me
you weren't expecting me.'

She remembered everything now in a sudden flaskthsla, asleep
In the next room. She sat up, wriggling away frosifands. 'Shh!*
she hissed. 'Keep your voice down. And don't dateuch me again.'

He must have heard the furious indignation in leecey, for he drew
away and stood, waiting. 'Well?' he said more duidt/hat's this all
about?’

‘Your son is fast asleep in the next room. If yavdn't already
wakened him with all the noise you were making.'

For a moment he stood stock-still, transfixed. tkeatv—here!" He
hurried softly out of the room and she heard hinvenoautiously
along the passage. She supposed he was goingssureahimself
that Matthew was really here.

Mark Rayne was an unmannerly boor and she hatedAnme told
herself as she got out of bed and put on her cattessing gown,
pulling the belt tightly round her. However surpdshe might have



been to find her in his bed he nee4 not have atthblkr so roughly.
There was no doubt about what he thought this timethought she
was trying to seduce him. What a nasty mind the haah and she'd
tell him so in no uncertain terms.

She groped for slippers and fumbled to get herifgetthem. Then
she crept out into the passage and saw Mark cotovards her. He
joined her and whispered, 'He's still fast asl€xpne downstairs and
we'll sort this out.' He walked quietly along thespage and down the
stairs.

Before she followed him she looked into Matthewsm herself. In
the light from the passage she saw that he wabksfully asleep,
one arm thrown back over his head. He was a darimgch too nice
to deserve a father like the brute downstairs.

She waited at he head of the stairs until she teggped shaking and
then, setting her lips together, she marched dowlnrao the sitting
room.

Mark was slumped in a corner of the sofa, a glédsshisky in his
hand. He looked up when she came in and said we'@K, don't tell
me. I've made an idiot of myself once again. Do ywant me to
grovel?'

Anne opened her mouth to say the crushing thingsdsheen
rehearsing on the way downstairs. Then she lookdusaace and
saw there the lines of deep un- happiness shediséer lens on the
day of the wedding, the expression that had chahgedhind about
him, that had caught at her heart.

She sat down, pulling her dressing gown round heek. 'It's cold
down here,’ she said calmly. 'If you fix me a srbadindy I'll explain
what happened.’



He got up immediately and brought her a glass waitlmeasure of
brandy in it. 'Thank you,' she said, and sippedatttiously. She
wasn't used to brandy but she needed somethirigadysher nerves.
The tremblyfeeling had not yet gone from her stomach.

‘That's better." She saw that he was hovering lo@erwatching her
anxiously, and tried a small smile. "You woke menira horrid
nightmare,' she said. 'In fact, yauerethe nightmare.'

He took one of her hands when she put down thesglédeu're icy
cold still," he said. 'Wait a bit, there's an dledire here somewhere.’
He poked about behind chairs and tables and fowsrdadl one-bar
fire. Very soon there was a red glow from the fiaep.

'Oh, lovely,"” Anne breathed, and dropped to hereknieefore it,
holding out her hands to the heat.

Mark was beside her on the hearthrug, one armngulier close to
the warmth of his body. 'Poor little Annie,' hedsgently. 'Now tell
me what a brute | am.’

It was so lovely, here in the warm with his armduod) her. 'By this
time | should be used to you jumping to wrong cosidns. You do
make a habit of it, don't you?"

He rubbed his cheek against her tumbled hairetinst®, where you're
concerned," he said. 'l think it's because | mad@&y mind about you
on that first night after the wedding, when you evkind to me. And
when something happens that seems to disturb tiegd | react
badly. Does any of this make sense to you?'

'l think so,' she told him slowly. '‘But first im@&ons are sometimes
wrong.'

'l don't think mine were," he said, almost to hethsAre you feeling
warmer now? | suggest a drink of tea might helpu ¥tay here and



I'l make some.' He didn't wait for an answer bot @ his feet and
hurried out to the kitchen. »

Anne didn't move until he returned with a tray ed.tHe put it down
on the low table beside the sofa and came oveariw ber to her feet.
'‘Now, come and sit beside me and tell me all aldh&t happened,’
he said.

She allowed herself to be settled on the sofa.as$ Vvovely to be
fussed over. It was usually she who did the fussing

‘Leave the door open,’ she said. 'Matthew mightocadl'

Obediently he went across and opened the door. hbeame back
and sat close beside her on the sofa. He put afchpt tea in her
hand, poured one for himself and then cosily placisdfree arm
round her. 'Warming up a bit?' he enquired solustp.

She nodded. 'I'm fine now, thanks." A slow warm#éswreeping up
her body, but it had nothing to do with the firetloe tea, or even the
brandy. It was a different warmth—the sensuous warimat came
from the feel of his arm around her slim waist, $heell of his thick
woollen pullover, the sound of his deep, caresswmige. She longed
to move closer, to put her head on his shouldarsha reminded
herself that he was merely being kind and thougjbuause he felt a
trifle guilty.

'OK, then, talk," he ordered with a grin.

Anne pulled her thoughts together and told him #yxaehat had
happened since she'd driven up to the cottagenihiring, including
the fact that her car had broken down.

'So you see, as | couldn't get home anyway,' shelwded, 'l offered
to stay with Matthew while your sister drove to B&t look after her
mother-in-law. And that's about all. | think Matitie been quite



happy with me, but he seemed nervous about beiingidme at night
and insisted on my staying near him in your roomt Bl be quite
comfortable here on the sofa if you can find mewpte of blankets.'

‘Don't talk rubbish," Mark told her flatly, takinger empty cup and
putting it on the table. 'It's two o'clock in theoming and you're
going straight back into bed— my bed."

She wasn't sure about the sound of that, and begangue. For
answer he lifted her in his arms and planted hehatfoot of the
stairs, coming up behind her to push her upwards$ iato the
bedroom, where he lifted her again and lowereddmo the bed.
'You should have been a sheepdog,' panted Anrte, quti of breath.

‘Wait until morning to think up any more names ticg,' he told her,
drawing the sheet and blankets up to her chin.nffdce out of you
tonight, though.’

Anne peeped up at him over the coverlet. 'But whese/ou going to
sleep?'

‘Somewhere close to Matthew, in case he wakesaide opening a
drawer and taking out more blankets, which he dfapethe basket
chair. 'lI've slept in a chair before now. Go toeplemy child, and
forget about me.'

Anne didn't suppose she'd ever sleep again, andestanly would

never forget him, but she found herself slippintg ia warm haze of
happiness; she didn't quite know why. And beforekMaame back
from the bathroom she was fast asleep again.

* * %

Anne wakened to see sunshine pouring into the rtboough the
small window and Mark standing beside the bed withug of tea in
his hand. Matthew was standing beside him.



‘Good morning, Annie,' Mark said.

Matthew echoed him gravely. ‘Morning, Annie.' Tloy'ls face broke
into a wide grin as Anne sat up. 'Can | go anddwatn the computer,
please?’

"You must ask your father now," she told him, smgilback. He really
was a super little boy, she thought. Mark mustlgure proud of him.
She wondered again what had happened to his m&heely she
would find out something of Mark's personal lifermno

Matthew spun round. 'Can |, Dad?'
Mark grimaced. 'Don't tell me you're a computeakié

Matthew thought this was very funny and he gigglBdeak. That's
what | am.'

'Run along, then,"' Mark said. "You can teach metwba know later
on.'

And Matthew was away in a flash, thudding down skers in his
trainers, carolling, 'Freak—freak—freak,' as he twen

Anne turned to take the mug from Mark, and as sthealshe noticed
that the other side of the bed, which had beereptyfsmooth last
night, was rumpled, and that the pillow bore thdeimtation of what
must be Mark's head.

'Oh,' she gasped. 'l didn't—I wasn't..."

He smiled down at her, putting the mug into herchaxiou didn't
wake up?'

She shook her head, biting her lip, making hersekét his eyes.



'You were so beautifully asleep,’ he said. 'l hatli@ heart to wake
you to ask your permission. | put up with that t#dschair as long as
| could. After the first hour it seemed like a fgiefficient instrument

of torture, so it was a choice between lying onfkber or sharing the

bed. | chose the most inviting. Martyrdom doespfieal to me. Are

you very angry with me?'

If he'd touched her in the night, if he'd even laifinger on her, her
body would have responded, Anne knew. She couldtiegension
in the atmosphere and tried to think of some ligimhark to break
through it. 'It's your bed,' she said, and dranktéa, not looking at
him. 'l was the one who wasn't invited.'

She could feel his dark eyes on her, imagine thesament lurking
round his mouth. But when she looked up he wasooking amused
at all. She was suddenly aware that she was wearnegy revealing
satin nightdress, and as she saw his scrutiny finoweher face down
to linger on her breast she caught her breathcdloaur flooding her
cheeks. What a stupid flippant remark she had meul® there was
nothing she could do about it.

Before he could make any reply, she said brighitljpustn't waste
this lovely morning. Have you had breakfast, yod &fatthew? |
should have been down to get it for you. I've sighpp on the job, but
I'll be very quick and then you can tell me whettiere's anywhere |
could get my car put right today.' She was jablgenarvously and
hoped it didn't show.

Mark said, 'l suppose you're in a hurry to get h®nide dark eyes
were searching her face and again she was overogsigyness and
looked away.

'Oh, well, I've been away nearly a week, and trst pall have piled
up and be waiting for me.’



‘Only the post?'

She knew what he was asking. The other night harhsthken that
phone call, and now he was wondering if her ‘fiarmeeuld be

waiting for her to come home. This was getting atbsshe must put
him right soon, but not this minute.

‘Yes, only the post,' she said innocently.

He smiled in a satisfied way. 'l enquired becatmseptetty sure you
won't find a garage open on Sunday and becausgadtva plan for
the next two days,' he said.

'‘For me?' Her brilliant blue eyes sparkled. 'Thatrgls interesting.'

'l hope you'll think so. I thought it would be acgbidea to make up a
little for the holiday | selfishly robbed you ofh& weather looks
settled and we could have fun, the three of uavkho get back to
London on Tuesday, but that leaves us two whole.dshatthew is
all for the idea, | may say. You seem to have nwdte a hit there.
Well, what do you think?'

Anne didn't need to think. 'It sounds lovely. Yis like that.'

'‘Good.' He smiled in satisfaction. 'Matthew will¢leuffed. I'll go and
tell him. When you've had breakfast we'll makeaatst

As Anne hurried along to the shower, she hopedithaasn't only
Matthew who would be chuffed.

Half an hour later they all climbed into Mark's esd drove down to
the beach. Mark had taken a look at the Metro anfessed himself
no mechanic. He couldn't spot anything wrong, baitkhew the
manager of a local garage and would ring him upotoaw morning.



The day passed in a golden haze for Anne. It waBaagh she and
Mark and Matthew were a family—one of the manydityroups
dotted about the beach.

They made up games with the big rubber ball thattivav had
brought with him and Matthew and Anne ran races—eitie't have
to pretend to let him win. After that she devise@gsing games while
Mark went to look for ice-cream and returned withee enormous
cornets. Then they climbed over the flat rocksfaehd tiny crabs in
the pools left by the tide and they swam, shrielahthe coldness of
the water. Matthew swam well but Mark was carefitlto allow him
to stay in long.

Matthew submitted obediently.' 'Cos of my virug' éxplained to
Anne.

She was touched by Mark's care for his son. Shévirl took it in

turns to stay with Matthew while they themselvesiswn short, hard
bursts of energy, to keep warm. When it was tinreMatthew to

come out Anne went with him and left Mark to swinot dowards the
horizon. Anne, rubbing Matthew's thin little baak/dhad to remind
herself that she was really only a stand-in fordi;rwvho one day
would be his real stepmother. When he was dry shelsm off to

run about and warm up thoroughly while she driec¢ié

By now she was shivering slightly; the sea realgswold, even in
July, she was thinking as she rubbed her arms amdisthard to bring
back the circulation. Suddenly something droppet ¢ime rug, and
she looked down to see the ring from her engageffimeyer. The
intense cold must have shrunk the final swellingbthe bone. She
picked it up and held it in her hand, looking doatnt with an odd
feeling of shock.

If Mark noticed its absence she would have to erpldy she had
allowed him to believe that she was still engadpd.she want to do



that? No, not now, she thought. It would alter tisgure of their
friendship and spoil these last lovely days witim hi

As Matthew came dashing up and threw himself oméortig beside
her, she slipped the ring into her handbag and tadorget all about
it.

Anne applied oil to her legs and arms and stretclean the rug. 'l
only allow myself ten minutes in the sun,' she tdldtthew. 'I'm so
fair that | look like a boiled lobster if | burn.ovi don't need to bother
about it, do you? You're beautifully brown already.

‘That's 'cos of when | was here before," he tofd'Dad said the open
air and sunshine would be good for my virus. | #tigo to the beach
much, though. Dad was working, you see, and thast—tftoman
wouldn't bring me.’

He pulled a face, plainly indicating his opinion‘tbfat woman', who
was presumably Trudi. Anne felt a quick rush c
satisfaction—quickly suppressed as she realisedinthappiness an
unsympathetic stepmother could bring to a sensitray like
Matthew. She watched him wander off again and kitlew she was
going to miss him horribly when she left to go hor8be loved his
grave Little smile and the way his dark eyes litwigh excitement
and enthusiasm.

Mark emerged from the water and ran across thesared, breathing
hard. "That was good. I'm horribly out of condititmough.’

Anne sat up. She felt at a disadvantage, lyingetheith Mark
towering over her.

He grabbed a towel and rubbed his hair, makingaitds up in little
peaks. Then he stretched out on the rug besidéisdnands behind
his head.



Anne allowed her gaze to rest on him. Stripped déavhis short
swimming trunks, he looked superb, she thought—raliscular
power, with the dark hair plastered wetly to hisstrand his arms and
legs. She had an impulse to reach down and lalgdret on his thigh.
Heavens! What was she thinking of? She saw himhiragcher from
under the fabulous curved lashes which Matthewihlerited, and
said, a little awkwardly, 'l must say you don'tkamut of condition.’

He grinned up at her. He'd heard the tremor irvbare, the wretch.
She said quickly, 'Isn't it time to be thinkinglohch? Matthew and |
are starving.' She pulled on the white cotton reldach served as a
beach wrap as well as a dressing-gown. They talked where they
would have lunch and decided to go up to the catesee whether
beefsteak and kidney pie featured on the menweélhave a good
lunch we won't have to cook this evening,' Annegaested.

Mark smiled whimsically. ‘Good little housewife gatt you, Annie?’
She flushed. 'What's wrong with that?'

‘Nothing. It's very right," he said lazily, reacinp to pat her hand.
'It's one of your many desirable qualities, my swee

He was stroking her hand absently now—and it wadédfe hand.
Anne caught her breath. Would he notice the absefite ring?

He sat up abruptly. 'What's happened to your rivgf? didn't lose it
in the sea, did you?'

She felt the hot colour rising in her cheeks dweifl accused her of
some misdeed. 'N-no,' she stammered, and thendreshd've got it
here.' She gestured towards her bag. 'l wouldktswimming in it.'

He nodded. 'That's OK, then," he said, but shegihtdoe was looking
rather oddly at her.



She was saved from further embarrassment when &fattame
rushing up with a stone he'd found. 'Is it a fodShd?' he asked
excitedly. 'Miss Weldon was teaching us about fedast term.’

Mark examined the stone, but his glance kept motongrds Anne's
face questioningly.

'‘Maybe, Matt. You keep it and show it to her whem ygo back to
school on Wednesday. And get your shirt on nowyavgbing to
have lunch at the cafe.'

There was indeed beefsteak and kidney pie on theujrend the
subject of the ring was not referred to again.

After lunch they drove slowly back to the cottagmel aossed up for
who should have the shower first. Anne won andysgavashing the
salt away. Except for the episode of the ring i lheen a perfect
morning. And there was another whole day afteryo&he just had
to be careful not to let herself think of the thodghem as a family.
That was even more dangerous than the dream th&tddald love
her.

She got into her dressing gown, knotted a towehdolier hair and
went out to the top of the stairs. 'Next on the-lishe called down
cheerfully.

Mark came bounding up the stairs. 'Did you heaptiene? That was
Frances, ringing from the hospital in Bath. It seethat her
mother-in-law is holding her own but the*next fevays will be
critical. | offered to go over to her but she stidre was nothing |
could do and that I'd only be in the way. Brothedgard!

'l think she's rather cross with me for letting dewn. She said if you
hadn't come to the rescue she doesn't know whatvehéd have
done.' He looked crestfallen. Then he brightenedeasaid, 'Frances



thinks you're wonderful, Annie. It seems that mynilg are all in
your debt. Myself most of all, of course.'

The liquid black eyes were fixed on her face aadiged very softly,
‘And at your feet.'

He took her ringless hand and raised it to his lipsn turned it over
and planted a kiss in the palm. 'l think you shqaud that ring back
on again,' he said, and went along to the bathroom.

Later in the afternoon, when they had all sperzy Ihour in the
garden, Mark drove along the coast road, findinglkets and cover
and they had a Cornish tea of scones, jam ancdloteam at a little
cafe where the veranda looked out over the sea.

‘Matt's enjoying himself," Mark said fondly, hisesyresting on the
boy, who was rolling about on the grass, playinthaiginger Kitten.
'‘He's much better, thank goodness,' he saidbdés a bad time.'

'‘Was it flu?' Anne enquired, and Mark told her tlhatd indeed been
flu, but with various complications afterwards.

‘But he really seems to have recovered now. | Hageen him look
so happy and relaxed for a long time.' He was ilea eyes looking
out across the expanse of sea below as if he vemembering
something.

'‘Annie, Annie." Matthew came running up, holding titten in his
arms. He plonked the squirming bundle on Anne'salagh she held
the little thing firmly with one hand and strokeninhunder his chin
with the other, talking softly to him. After a felrief struggles the
kitten settled down and was soon purring contegted|

'‘Why wouldn't it do that for me?' Matthew wantedktmw.



'You have to be very gentle and show him that yaue Ihim and
wouldn't do him any harm.'

'l see." Matthew held out his arms and Anne vergfodly put the

kitten back in them. By now the kitten had got pieeand after a few
moments fell fast asleep, to Matthew's delight.KHews | love him,’
he whispered with a wide grin.

Mark stood up abruptly. 'End of lesson," he saickipg up the bill.
‘Are we all ready to move on?' He spoke quite alyibbt Matthew
recognised that this was a command and put thenkitown gently
on the warm grass. It gave a plaintive little menwd aurled up again.

By the time they got back to the cottage Matthesyslids were
drooping.

'‘Bed for you, old fellow,' his father told him, ahd made no protest.
‘Do you want a drink?"

‘Annie knows what | like," Matthew said sleepikn’ she'll read the
little dragon.’

Mark glanced at Anne. 'This seems to be your depart,’ he said
with a faint grin, and hoisted Matthew onto hisglders to carry him
upstairs. Matthew gurgled with delight and Anne terthe kitchen
to make Ovaltine and fetch Matthew's favourite bitsc She was
putting them on a tray when Mark came in.

'I've said goodnight to him," he said, 'but it'siye wants.'

Oh, dear, he wasn't jealous, was he? She saidyligHe's crazy
about a book I've been reading to him—the advestofea small
dragon. He's devoted to animals.' She smiled iyaak, willing him

to smile back. 'Kittens and dragons—what next?'



He didn't smile back, and there was a bitter nothi$ voice as he
said, 'lI've been watching him today— he's a diffelmy. It's new to
him to have the care you give him.'

She stood for a moment's taut silence. Then seskawly, ‘Perhaps
I'd better remove myself as soon as possible, tBefore he gets
used to me.'

He caught one of her hands in his. 'Not beforehaxe to, please,' he
pleaded. 'lt makes such a difference, having yoa.he

Anne waited for a moment, but when he didn't say mmore she
picked up the tray and went upstairs to Matthew.

She was smiling when she came downstairs half anlater. Mark
was not in the kitchen but there was a wonderfidlsaf coffee. She
found him in the sitting room, where he'd put toffee-tray on the
low table and switched on the electric fire. He w&anding at the
window, hands stuck in the pockets of his jackamtking out at the
dark bank of thick shrubs in the front garden.

'‘Matthew's almost asleep.' She chuckled as shedaddeve that
little dragon story. It takes me back to childhowdhen my father
used to read me a story every night.'

She looked over at Mark as he sat down beside rnéne sofa but
there was no answering smile. She saw the samgpylexpression
In his dark eyes that she had seen in her camesaalethe wedding,
the same hard set to his mouth.

He said, 'l think you told me that your mother digden you were
very young.'

She nodded. 'l never knew her. | had nannies,thwas Daddy who
really cared for me. | suppose it seems strangauseche was well
past middle age when | was born, but he was wouadanid we did



everything together. He used to call me his Ipide.' She turned her
head away as the tears stung behind her eyesssihmn t-terribly.’
The tears brimmed over and she opened her handiddgrabled for
a handkerchief.

She mopped her eyes and blew her nose hard. \B-sgie sniffed.
'It's just that | haven't quite got used to beilupa yet.'

Mark leaned down and picked something off the daryeu're not
quite alone, though, are you?' he said quietly, hald out her
engagement ring to her.

'‘Oh—it must have fallen out of my bag.' She toaktimg from him,
feeling utterly confused, and made a futile attetoppush it back
onto her finger. 'lt came off in the cold watehesnumbled.

'‘Let me." Mark took the ring from her and lifted inand.

'‘No!" She stared at him, wide-eyed, then grabbeditiy and dropped
it back in her handbag. 'I'm sorry," she whispefeeljng all kinds of
a fool. 'lt's just that— that— Oh, well, becausatt where it
belongs.' She indicated the handbag.

Mark was regarding her with quizzical interest, motthe least
perturbed by her emotional outburst. 'Are you sgivat the fiance is
a myth?'

She had control of herself now. 'Certainly not. ilsik months ago
he was very real.'

‘Then why go on wearing the ring?'

'It wouldn't come off when we—we parted. I'd trappey fingers in a
car door and the swelling never quite went dowrddyawas very ill
and | had no time to bother about it just thenelnt to have it filed
off some time.’



'‘But you let me make a fool of myself over that paeall that came
through for you. | naturally thought it was youarice.'

'It was Roger French,' she said. 'He offered noba |

There was a long silence. Then Mark said, "Well, yoght have told
me there wasn't any fiance. | thought we were éisen

Anne sipped her coffee and put down the cup, laiieighead back.
Nothing less than the truth was demanded of her, aad she had to
collect her thoughts to find out what the truth was

'Yes, | could have told you,' she said slowly at.ld'm not quite sure
why | didn't. At first, that night after the weddinl saw no reason to
enter into explanations—we were hardly likely toethagain. And

then, when we did meet again—by coincidence—yotlewgerready

to think the worst of me that it seemed that tidldenly disclosed the
fact | wasn't engaged you would probably look aasian invitation.'

The big blue eyes met his frankly. 'l think th#ét's clearest way | can
explain.'

He looked away. 'l see,’ he said heavily. "You dotiltrust me.’

‘No more than you trusted me,' she pointed out withry smile. 'l
never guessed that you had a son until he...'

'‘Was wished upon you.' Mark sighed deeply. 'My gwss, Annie, |
have taken advantage of your kind heart.’

She shook her head. 'lt doesn't look like that o e enjoyed my
time here, and Matthew's a grand boy. It's a joyeavith him.’

'Yes,' he said, and she was moved by the pridetamikrness he
infused into that one little word.



She waited, hoping that he would say something merhaps tell

her about Matthew's mother. But when he didn'tgtteto her feet

and said, 'I'm going to make some sandwiches fppesuand soon
after I'm off to bed. Are yoy sure you won't let sleep down here?
The sofa's very cosy.’

He roused himself. '‘Quite sure. I've put up a céex in Matthew's
room.’

'Yes,' she said, 'l noticed it.’
‘Well, that solves all problems.’

After that they both avoided anything personal, dadng supper
they talked of the afternoon's car trip and thiag#s and coves they
had discovered until Anne declared that all thetrair had made her
sleepy and said goodnight.

Mark followed her upstairs. 'May | come in? | justed a few
blankets,' he said, hesitating at the door.

'Of course.' Anne waved a hand. 'Help yourself.'

He came into the room, gathered the blankets fhentane chair and
took another from a drawer in the chest next towaedrobe. He

draped them across one arm and walked to the tloar,turned to

give her a long, enigmatic look. 'Goodnight, Annhies said. 'Please
note that I'm carefully resisting suggesting whatlike to suggest.

I've already wrecked your opinion of me.".

He went out and closed the door gently.

She heard him take the blankets to Matthew's roothaaminute or
two later go down to the sitting room.



Anne sat on the bed, staring at the closed do@ sBbuld have been
feeling relieved that she had explained to Mark réeson for her

mild deception about the ring. But relief wasn'te tiemotion
uppermost in her mind.

As she stared at the closed door all she felt wssgpdointment.



CHAPTER EIGHT

ANNE was downstairs first next morning, and was makoagt when
Mark joined her, closely followed by his son, whane guessed,
had already been having fun with the computer enatfice.

She smiled brightly at them both and wished theodgoorning. She
had decided, in the wakeful hours of the night} thés last day
should be a good one for Matthew. And, whateverdrdark chose
to be in, she wouldn't let him provoke her.

Mark, however, was not in the least provoking. Heswhoughtful
and rather silent, and left the chatter to Mattlaea Anne. The boy
had thought of a lot of questions he wanted to ek about the
computer, and as soon as he had finished his lagtakke asked
permission to leave the table. When Mark grunt®ff, you go,' he
was away to the office.

Mark got up. 'I'm going to phone about your car nblvcome back
and tell you what I've arranged.’

Anne thanked him, her smile firmly in place. He wasmiling this

morning; he seemed to be making an effort to camaenon what he
was doing and once or twice she caught a far-aa@ly in his dark

eyes. Mark was still a mystery, she thought wisighh—a mystery
which she was no nearer solving. He'd had an oppityt last night,

to tell her a little about himself, but he had igega it, so there was
nothing she could do but keep on smiling.

He came back to the kitchen as she was pilingigted into the sink.
'I've had a word with Tim Bruce,' he said. 'He'shgdo send one of
the lads up to collect your car and he'll give tharough going-over
in the repair shop. Tim's an excellent mechanic—+tdke his word
about cars—and | told him | must feel easy abouir ydetro before
you set out on a long drive tomorrow.



'I've arranged to call in later on this afternoompick the car up—he's
making a special effort to have it all finished aeddy for the road by
then. His place is just outside Mevagissey, so getltidied up here
and leave in about half an hour. We can spenddge@tiMevagissey
and call for your car on the way home. That suit3/0

'Yes, of course, and thank you," Anne said poljtetatching her
businesslike tone to his. 'I'll go and get packpdAnd what about
Matthew's things? Your sister said there was sorashmg to be
done for him.'

Mark frowned slightly, as if trying to marshal hihoughts.
'‘Washing? Oh, yes, | can take it all back to Londdy housekeeper
will look after it. I'll go up and collect it; therare various sheets anc
things to go.'

He departed upstairs while Anne tackled the washipgThey were
having a domestic morning, she thought. It mightehbeen fun if
Mark hadn't been so glum.

The dishes were soon washed and set to drain and ¥ent to the
office to find out what Matthew was doing.

'I've finished my letter to Dad," he announcedntphantly. 'Can |
print it out?'

Anne showed him how to feed paper into the priatet switch it on.
'‘Now you tell the computer you want to print itheSdemonstrated the
keys to press and watched the boy's delighted dacthe sheet of
paper emerged from the printer.

"Il give it to Dad," he said, folding it carefull

'‘And you can tell him that you've learned as muglna has," Anne
suggested mischievously.



As Matthew went running off to find his father slead the letter on
the screen.

Dear Dad

| hope you are well. | am better from my VIRUS.nh going
back to school on Wednesday. | have had a nicddohlnd |
like Annie very much. Love from Matthew.

She was smiling softly as Mark came downstairsyaagra large
black bag, followed by his son with another bagriviaas holding
the letter. 'l hear my son is leaving me behinthencomputer stakes?’

He looked towards Anne, but before she could réfdythew broke
in. 'Annie showed me how to do it,' he said. 'She'ter than Mr
Dodd at school.'

Mark's dark eyes softened. 'Well said, Matt.' Héed the boy's hair.
*You're more generous than your father.'

'‘What's genrus?' Matthew demanded.

‘A quality that | seem to lack, my boy.' He slidbak toward Anne.
‘Now, let's go out and dump these bags in the mamatch for the
breakdown truck, shall we?'

Left alone, Anne printed a second copy of Matthdetter and put it
away in her handbag. It would be part of this skprsode of playing
at being a stepmother, she thought with a suddap Ia her throat.
Hastily she closed the computer down and wentamjdih the other
two at the front, just in time to see the truck aagmoisily up the hill.

She opened the car to make sure she hadn't letiiagyimportant
inside, and then took out her keys and put thertherdashboard. It
took only minutes for the cheerful boy in overatishitch the Metro
up to the truck. Then, with a word to Mark, he wésagain.



Anne watched her little car being towed away wishniose stuck up
In the air in an undignified fashion, and blinkedlag a tear. It had
been such a gallant little car and had broughtbam here without a
murmur. But she had bought it second-hand and st geiting very
old now, so she must expect to have some trouble i And
anyway, she told herself, she shouldn't be sentahabout cars.

The remainder of the day passed like a dream, dim@yshours
following each other much too quickly. Mevagissegsva charming
small fishing town. They walked round the harbowlsy watching
the fishermen loading up their lobster pots, thleaytfound an
aguarium, where the dim coolness inside, withatgsrof illuminated
glass tanks, was a welcome respite from the heat.

Matthew was intrigued. 'Look, he's coming to matkenids,' he said
gleefully as the largest fish glided up to the glaad seemed to be
peering through at him.

Anne loved the patient way that Mark read out ladl information
about the different kinds of seawater fish prirdedabels underneath
the tanks. He never seemed tired or bored by theess questions
Matthew threw at him. Watching them, loving themthhoAnne
thought what a wonderful father Mark was.

When Matthew was finally persuaded to leave theeisthere was a
walk along the narrow streets, looking into shomdews. Mark
bought a box of coloured pencils for Matthew ando#&epad with
views of Mevagissey on each page for Anne. Theyhotolls and
sandwiches and cans of lemonade and picnickedxmoden seat on
the harbour wall. Later Mark managed to hire a kdyngvith an
outboard motor, and they chugged out of the smisathour and into
the open sea.

Matthew was enchanted by the sight of the blackdéieaf the
cormorants bobbing on top of the waves before thegd below, to



emerge again some distance away. The idea of thatsactually
dived was new and fascinating. Anne had never seemorants
before and she was just as fascinated.

Mark opened up the engine and took them racingsadize waves,
then he took off his jacket and rolled it up to makcushion for her
head and she lay back, watching him as he sas &asie, one strong
arm laid across the tiller.

Matthew climbed about, happily studying the rocloast as they
drew in towards it, and questioning Mark about sgheig and the
dark caves where the tide washed in and out. Hehamaigg the time
of his life, and so was Anne. There was no pasfutwe, just this
glorious sun-drenched present.

When Mark shut off the engine and dropped the anitieosmall boat
rocked gently. Anne tried to store it all away & imemory as she
gazed through her sunglasses-at everything—the bdliuthe sea
where it met the sky in a faint haze, the blackst@gous rocks, the
coloured sails of distant yachts, the smell of sea, the gentle
lapping of the waves against the boat, the chillhef wafer as she
trailed her hand in it. Most of all the way Markvgaher a lazy smile
now and again, without speaking. She thought tleattbo, was
enjoying himself, and had put away whatever haa bezrying him
earlier on.

At last they returned to the harbour and climbed afuthe boat,
drugged by sun and air. They had tea at a cafieg@robthe grey stone
buildings overlooking the harbour and then it wasetto start for
home, picking up Anne's car on the way, as Markdraanged with
his friend the mechanic.

The garage was large and prosperous-looking, vidtesyg new cars
on show behind a wide plate-glass window. Mark pdrutside and



said, 'You and Mark stay here and I'll go and flmeh and see what
the damage is.' He disappeared round the sidesdhibwroom.

Matthew got out and studied the new cars in thelainwhile Anne
waited anxiously. If the Metro couldn't be repaiteday how was
she going to get home tomorrow?

Mark seemed to be a long time, but at last he dzank and slid into
the back seat beside her. Anne looked at him eaptyt

'I'm afraid it's bad news,' he said. 'How long hgwee had the car,
Annie, and where did you buy it?'

She told him she'd bought the car from a second-li@aler about
two years ago. '‘But it's always gone very wellg aldded.

His lips were compressed. 'I'm afraid there wasia bomb built in,'
he said. 'Did they tell you that the car had beemlved in a bad
crash? No? Well, they should have done. It's bed¢chpd up very
skilfully but Tim spotted it.' Mark's face was dawith anger. 'I'd like
to get my hands on the man who sold you that cad Khows what
might have happened—without warning.'

Anne felt cold. She turned to Mark, white-facedhd&/am | going to
do?'

‘There's one thing you'raot going to do,' he told her grimly. 'l
wouldn't dream of allowing you to drive that caaay'

‘And who are you to lay down the law?' Her feebierapt at
self-defence sounded pathetic, even to her.

Mark put an arm round her shoulders. 'I'm sorryeetiveart, it's a
blow for you but we must do the best we can. It dne more than
Tim's job is worth to try to put your car on thedoagain. It needs a
new engine for a start. The best he can do is affeundred pounds



for scrap. He can probably use one or two things llave escaped
damage. What do you think? Shall | fix it with him?

Anne was very close to tears. 'l s-suppose sosrsiffed.

'‘Would you like to talk to Tim yourself?' Mark askeout she shook
her head.

'‘No, you arrange it for me, please.’

He squeezed her shoulder. 'I'm glad you trust @uefdn,’ he said with
an odd little smile, and got out of the car.

She watched him stride across to the garage. Ska'twinking
about the loss of her car, or even trying to wouk whether she
would be able to afford to buy another. All shelddahink about was
that little smile Mark had given her. There had roes®mething
almost tender in it. And he had called her sweethea

He was back beside her very soon, slipping a chedaeher hand.
She folded it without looking at it and put it Ewiayher handbag.

‘Tim was sorry he hasn't a suitable replacemermffer just now,’
Mark said. 'He has a Metro coming in next week Wwiie can highly
recommend—one careful lady owner and all that—Ubhad to tell
him we were leaving tomorrow. We'll have to workt ehat's the
best way to get you home.'

‘That's my problem." Anne had to cling onto her asmnmg
self-respect.

'It's our problem,"” Mark told her quietly. 'But don't lettkink
unpleasant thoughts today. We're still on holiddlyprise Matthew
away from those cars and we'll make for home."



The end-of-holiday feeling seemed to affect atham for the rest of
the evening, and Anne found it difficult to keep Benile in place.
Somehow she managed it, insisting on cooking mushromelettes
for them all, although Mark said he hadn't much et Even
Matthew wasn't his usual bright self, and Anne wared if his return
to school was the reason.

It was past his usual bedtime when he was finalken upstairs by
Mark, who stayed with his son longer than usuabtefAnne was
summoned to read to him.

'I'm afraid he's a bit mopey," Mark told her. 'Batrhaps you'll cheer
him up.'

That night she finished the little dragon book, asdhe put it away
she saw that Matthew was struggling with tears. ssltelown on the
side of the bed. 'What's wrong, Matt?' she enquieatly. 'Is it the

thought of school?'

He shook his head. 'No," he sniffed. 'l like schittd just—just—oh,
everything's been so nice and—and sort of happ\yl vant it to stay
the same. But you're going away, aren't you, Anre?brightened.
'P'raps now your car is broken you can stay with e suggested
hopefully.

'I've got my own home to go back to, you know,' shi&l, and then
she had an inspiration. '‘Perhaps your dad willgoyiou up to see me
sometimes. That would be lovely.'

He agreed that it would and cheered up a littlestsss gave him a
goodnight hug, but it was some time before he dedpgff to sleep.
Anne moved away and busied herself setting outlban clothes for
the next day's journey. Her chest was tight andhstoedifficulty in
fighting back her own tears.



Downstairs again, she began to tidy up the kitclsdre heard Mark
speaking on the phone in the office. She waited hathad finished
and then switched on the kettle and put her haaatrthe door. 'l feel
like a final cup of tea—how does that appeal toA/ou

They drank tea in the sitting room, side by sidé¢lensofa—for the
last time, Anne thought dismally. Everything was fioe last time.
She feed the smile back firmly. '‘About tomorrowg $egan. 'Do you
know about the trains from the nearest statiohpridbably have to
make a few changes, but...'

He laid a hand over hers. 'Shut up, sweetheartan@enot talking
about trains. You're driving back to London with aisd staying
overnight. We can think about your next move then.’

Anne felt her heart perform a somersault. He hallectaher
sweetheart again.

‘But' | can't...' she began feebly.

‘Yes, you can. Now, | don't want to hear any mdreud it. I've just
phoned my housekeeper and told her to expect usriom
afternoon and to prepare the spare room for you.

‘You're being very masterful,’" Anne complained unaocingly.
‘That's right," he agreed with a grin.

There was a sudden silence and she tried despetat¢hink of
something to say. She heard Mark draw in a raggestho. 'l think,'
he said at last, 'that you had better drink up yearand then take
yourself off to bed before the urge to be too méstevercomes me.'

She put down her cup and he stood and pulled hkertdeet. The
touch of his hands sent shivers all over her b&he had only to
move a little closer, to smile up into his darkyulid eyes, and she



would be in his arms. The temptation was almoststoang for her.
But she knew that he didn't really want that—thatould be sorry
and guilty afterwards.

She moved away from him and his hands dropped yinaptis sides.
'‘Goodnight, then, Mark. I'll be up early in the mimg. And—and
thank you for arranging everything for me.'

He said huskily, 'If only that were all | had taarge. Goodnight,
little girl.' He turned away and she went quicklyt of the room and
up the stairs.

She was glad—qglad, she told herself fiercely—tinat Isadn't given
way to that overwhelming need to fall into Marktsna. She would
not let him guess that she loved him and wanted himentban

anything else in the world. Twice he had shown Heatvas ready to
think the worst of her, even though he had fount hosi mistake

afterwards. She wouldn't give him any chance ohihg that

contemptuous look on her again. They were frietidg,was all, and
that was how it would remain until the end.

The drive to London next day was a sober affaifoBxthey'd left the
cottage Anne had asked Mark whether he intendeetton very

soon. 'Because there's a lot of food in the frithge won't keep more
than a few days,' she'd said, hoping that he wd&uhdke any more
cracks about her being a good little housewife.

He'd told her that he had phoned the woman in ilfeeye who came

up now and again to clean the cottage and hadaoltb help herself
to any food that remained. 'l don't know wherctiime back,' he said,
adding darkly, ‘Maybe never.'



Anne knew him well enough by now to abstain frokig any more
guestions, and the luggage had been stacked irbdbe in an
atmosphere of finality.

Once on the motorway the Jaguar ate up the milds &ffortless

ease. Anne had made sure that she sat in the Wwadk, Matthew

took the passenger seat next to his father. Theersation—what
there was of it was confined to the two of them.tthkaw had

obviously been trained not to chatter to the draved, beyond one or
two questions, he was silent as he sat lookingbtlte window.

After they had stopped at a service station to hawmack lunch,
Mark suggested that Matthew should sit in the bseat, next to
Anne. The boy curled up happily, with Anne's armand him, and
she drew him out to talk about school and his &tseand the games
he played. In the driving mirror Anne's eyes metik&aand he was
smiling. It was the first time she had seen himlenmat day.

Once on the outskirts of London the traffic got\ieaand the going
slower, but at last Mark pulled up the car in thie€ourt of a block of
modern flats, informing Anne, when she enquiredt they were in
South Kensington. When he tossed the keys to aumégd porter,
with instructions to put the car away and haveltiggage sent up,
Anne realised that Mark had returned to a luxuryiremment very
different from that of the cottage in Cornwall.

The flat, when the lift had taken them up to thedtAoor, gave more
proof of lavishness and sophistication. They weret oy the
housekeeper, Mrs Taylor, a tall, middle-aged womih a pleasant
manner, who took Anne to her room. It was a pictfrextravagant
elegance, with its deep white carpet and its patinsdrapery. Mrs
Taylor showed her the shower room and left her,rgphat she
would be comfortable.



Anne was standing in the middle of the room, fegtisther lost amid
all the grandeur, when Mark tapped at the doorcamae in.

He stood looking at her with a wry expression. Welw do you like
my silver cage?' he enquired enigmatically.

Anne hesitated. 'lIt's very grand,’ she said. 'Bumehow it doesn't
seem like you.'

It isn't," he said. 'lIt was Trudi's choice. Thétage was mine.'

It was the first time he had spoken his fianceta@& Anne, and she
felt a stab of shock. It was like having known teamething terrible
was going to happen but being unprepared for itrwheid. For a
moment she thought she was going to faint. Thedokeemed to
drain out of her head and she put out a hand toneerest
object—which was a satin-covered chair—to steadgdikeuntil the
room stopped revolving round her.

She felt Mark's hands holding her, guiding her thichair. He said,
‘You're tired out, Annie. It's been a long drivé. dulietly there for a
moment." He brought her a glass of water, which ghkped
thankfully, and by the time Matthew came running ithe room she
felt almost normal.

Matthew planted himself in front of his father. WWyou get a
computer for here, Dad? You'll miss it, won't you?'

Mark ruffled the boy's dark hair. "You're much toafty for your
years, my lad. Now, run along and tell Mrs Tayla'liwhave tea in
the study.'

The boy ran off and Mark put a hand on Anne's sheul'Better
now?' he asked gently.



The touch of his fingers burned through her. 'inef she said. 'I'll
tidy up and join you. Tea is all | need.' If onhat were true!

In the pink-tiled shower room she swilled her facd pulled a comb
through her tumble of gold curls. She looked hdyritale and did
what she could with the contents of the make-up taker handbag.

She found Matthew hovering in the passage whenopeeed the
bedroom door. 'I've come to show you the way,' tmeoanced, and
took her hand to lead her to the study.

It was twice the size of the study at the cottagé) a huge desk,
several comfortable chairs and a wonderful view ¢hre trees in the
park. Mark stood up when they came in. 'l use #asmy sitting
room," he said. 'The drawing room intimidates me.'

There was a tray of tea on' a table facing the awndvith plates of
home-made scones and a sandwich cake with creajam@naozing
from the edges and a sprinkling of icing sugaram which Matthew
eyed hungrily. He hadn't eaten much at the motowveds.

Mark automatically said, 'Scone first, cake aftedgd His gaze was
fixed on the contents of a letter which he had pusited up from the
pile of correspondence on the desk.

Anne saw his face change as he read it. She hachsadook angry
before, but that was nothing to compare with thg flne saw in the
narrowed dark eyes now. His mouth was set in & tigh and his
hands were clenched into fists as he threw therldtdwn on the desk.

Matthew had noticed nothing. He was happily munglscones and
turning over the pages of a comic. Without sayinggad, Anne
poured tea from the silver pot and added three sushgugar. She put
the cup and saucer into Mark's hand.



He scowled at it and she thought he might throacrbss the room,
but after a moment or two he drank a little oHe made a sound of
disgust. 'Ugh! What filthy muck.' He glared accgtynat Anne. 'You
know | don't take sugar.'

Unperturbed, she said calmly, 'Drink it up; youk@s if you need it.’

His eyes were locked on hers and his expressioruni@adable, but
he finished drinking the sweet tea to the dregs.stéed up, still

looking at Anne. 'You don't miss much, do you?'da&d with a

twisted smile, folding the letter and putting ithis pocket. 'I'm going
out for a while. | need some air.' He went quiakly of the room, and
a moment later she heard the front door close.

Matthew looked up from his paper. 'Where's Dad §bne

'‘He had to go out; he won't be long." Anne hopedlwas true. She'd
been alarmed by the look on Mark's face. What cpoksibly have
happened to make him as angry as that?

The time crawled by. Matthew showed her the funitsyib his comic
and she did her best to laugh with him, but heugs were with
Mark, turning over and over the possible reasonifosudden fury.
It must be a personal matter, shf decided. He woillbe so upset by a
business disappointment or any loss on the stoothamge.
Something to do with Trudi, perhaps? That seemest hi@ly.

She gave it up when Mrs Taylor came in to cleartéitde and ask
whether Mr Rayne had said what time he would likegpeer. She had
a casserole in the oven, she told Anne, and if I@issy would come
with her she would show her where things were.dfhthis evening.

I'll be leaving about six,' she explained.

Anne followed her to a sumptuously equipped kitchen



Mrs Taylor had laid a table for two in an alcowdr Rayne likes to
eat out here when he's alone in the evening,'@teher. "Will that
suit you, Miss Grey?'

'‘Oh, yes, certainly," Anne said. 'It'll be funisitf here looking round
at all the impressive state-of-the-art gadgets. ldowou remember
which buttons to press for what?'

They laughed together. Mrs Taylor's intelligentseliad given Anne
one or two thoughtful looks as they'd moved abbatkitchen and
Anne had expressed fascinated interest, but theekeeper was far
too well trained to ask any questions, except yorather diffidently,
‘Will you be staying long, Miss Grey?'

Anne thought Mrs Taylor looked quite disappointeaew she said,
'‘Oh, no, I'm off home tomorrow.’

She went back to Matthew and stayed with him imgibedfime. He
showed her his room, with all the books and gantasked on

shelves, and she had to choke back the tears dba@ight that in a
very few years there would be football boots ancket bats but she
wouldn't be here to watch him grow up.

Two hours later, when Matthew was in bed and asiepk came in.

Anne jumped to her feet when she heard his kehenldck. She'd

been sitting in the study, watching the sunsetvamalying about him

for what had seemed hours, and now her heart vasgdast as she
wondered what to expect.

But as soon as he came into the room she sawdhlabugh he
looked deadly tired, the anger had gone out of fime. deep furrows
on his brow had disappeared and there was a negrresssg about
him. She said, 'You must be tired and hungry. Magldr has gone
home but she left some supper for us. Would ycaitikeat now?"



He shook his head as he walked across the stuagrioks cupboard
and poured out a stiff whisky. 'Later," he saidstog down the drink.
'l want to talk to you first.'

She sat down again, waiting for him to speak. Haecand took the
chair beside her. Without any preliminaries, hed dag¢avily, 'It's
Matthew. | may be going to lose him.’

Her hand flew to her mouth as she recoiled fronstiecking thought
that had come into her head. 'He's not—not ill?'

‘No, thank God, it's nothing like that.' He turnedards her. 'You're
one of us now, Annie. I'd like you to know the ation. It isn't a very
pretty story but I'll try to make it as brief assgble.’

He was silent, as if gathering his thoughts, thensaid, 'I've had
custody of Matthew since my ex-wife walked out fiyears ago,
when Matthew was just two years old. Lorna foune& stasn't
enjoying being the wife of a struggling author.' fieked Anne a
rueful look. 'l was struggling then, you know.

'‘When the baby came along she found it even |lgsyarie. We did

our best to keep going for a while and then theitably happened.
Lorna's very beautiful and she met someone eleehéard that there
have been several "someone elses" over the yadraply it seems
that she's found a millionaire—which is what shentgd all along.

He married her a short time ago.’

Anne kept absolutely silent, her hands claspedlyighher lap, as he
went on.

'‘Because he's twice her age, and is unable todialzgeen of his own,
he thinks he'd like to have a son to prop him upigold age.' The
bitterness in Mark's voice made Anne shiver. 'l gbthis from my

lawyer, who's a personal friend and keeps an eyleooma's doings,'
he continued. 'He's had a suspicion that they nlighg a suit asking



for custody now they are married. Also, because righ married

myself, I'll have great difficulty in contesting ithe mother always
has the advantage in these cases.' He ran higlisrattedly through
his dark hair as he added, '‘My God, what a motleend made!

Anne spoke at last. '‘But | don't understand..." Sfached his face.
'‘Aren't you going to be married yourself soon? L&hent was
saying—'

'‘She doesn't know," he cut in. 'None of my frieka®ws. My
engagement came to an end the day before Andreviclerabeth's
wedding. Nice timing, wasn'tit?' He gave a bilitde laugh. 'So, you
see, I've nothing to fight the case with—no fanfigme to give
Matthew to match the one Lorna and her new husbandgrovide.'

Anne's heart was racing. Mark was free; he wasnmhgyto be

married. Her thoughts didn't take her any furttemtthat, but she
wanted to shout it from the rooftops. She triedbiog her attention
back to what he was saying.

'... letter informing me that there will be a cutchearing at the
beginning of August—about a fortnight from now.’

Anne tried to be helpful. 'l suppose Matthew wik lconsulted
himself?'

Mark shook his head. 'Possibly—I don't know. | wislould be sure
of something, but it all seems such a ghastly neutd|

Anne's blue eyes were bright with tears of sympatlg, Mark, I'm
terribly sorry.'

Dark eyes met the blue ones. 'You're very sweetjénhe said. He
got up and strode restlessly to the drinks cupbd@ud I'm afraid,’ he
went on as he poured another whisky for himselfasderry for her,
'that this is one problem that even your kind heam't solve.



Unless—' he spoke without turning '—as you're rmhg to marry
your boyfriend, you would consider marrying me.'



CHAPTER NINE

'MARRY you? You're joking, of course.' Anne felt a qust&b of pain
that he could make a joke of something she hadwirdaf lovingly
night after night.

Mark turned and came back to her, a glass in eant.lrhe last of
the setting sun's rays, pouring in through the wimdell on his face,
softening the lines of strain, giving it a lookyafuthful eagerness. He
handed her the sherry, then took a long drink sfwhisky and put
the glass on the floor beside him as he sat doaingdner. He leaned
forward.

‘Joking? No, I'm not joking, Annie. | may have eegged myself
clumsily, but I've never been more serious. It'slifi@yine. My only
hope of keeping my son with me. You and | get alsagvell, and
Matt thinks the world of you already. Oh, Annienttojou see? It's
the perfect solution. What about it?'

Anne took a gulp of sherry and put down the glass.the full
meaning of Mark's words dawned on her she wantedytout with
resentment and hurt pride. That was how he thoaflter—as a
'solution’. No word of love or even affection; shas just to be fitted
neatly into his plan. For some reason Keith's woadee back to her:
‘You're too soft-hearted... People take advantagewn’

Mark's dark eyes were on her own, hopefully. He aasiting an
answer, confident of what it would be.

Anne drew a long, steadying breath. 'Yes, | seeahafe might turn
the custody suit in your favour and that | am tbeious candidate.
Anne, the ultimate do-gooder, the girl who can éleed on to help
out in a crisis.' Her pain didn't sound in her egianly her anger.

Mark fell back in his chair, staring at her ashkshad dealt him a
blow. 'Oh, Lord, | see I've made a horrible mesthis.' He groaned.



'l got so steamed up with the idea and | had td klout to you. All |
could think of was how wonderful it would be if weere married, if
we were a family. These last days have been songethie never
known before. We've all been so happy togetherl Butear to you,
Annie—' he reached forward and gripped both hedbdao hard that
they hurt '—that | never once thought of taking yougranted.'

Releasing her hands from his, she got up and ssdtcm the light.
The sunset provided a romantic backdrop to a pedpmisnarriage.
But this wasn't romantic, it was severely practicthe sat down
again and in the sudden brilliant light her eyasliled very deep blue.

‘Are you still in love with Trudi King?'

His head jerked up. His jaw tightened. 'What théehees she got to do
with it? We're finished—washed up. | told you.'

‘There isn't any chance of making up your quarrel?'
The anger was back in his face again. '‘No, therg'iee shouted.

Anne felt a heavy weight in her breast. She wagidgyher own
grave. She wanted to grab at Mark's proposal, yp es, yes, of
course I'll marry you. All her natural instinctgged her to help him,
to make the look of misery disappear from his féaa¢hrow her arms
round him and know that he was hers. But he woulenhers. She
knew now, for sure, that he didn't love her. Thaswuite clear. He
saw her in a cosy picture of a happy family. Bustikéloved another
woman. The bitter anger he had just shown provatl tven the
sound of Trudi King's name touched him on a rawmebu

Moments passed in silence. Anne felt an almost analtsde tension
between them. At last Mark said heavily, 'l shdwdae thought we'd
both had enough of what is called love. If I'd sewlg told you | was
in love with you, would you have believed me? Nouywvouldn't.
You'd have thought | was using emotional blacknhdiike you. I like



everything about you. And liking is often more iagtthan so-called
love.'

She shivered. 'l couldn't,’ she whispered. 'lt sisuso cold, so
matter-of-fact. Love may not mean anything to ybut | couldn't
marry without it.’

'‘And what is love? You tell me. | know that youaebeautiful,
appealing girl, Annie, and—as you may have noticétkave great
difficulty in keeping my hands off you. | thoughbly were another
man's girl. If I'd known sooner that you werertiings might have
been very different. No, my sweet Annie, | don'ti@pate any
problems there." A mischievous smile touched pis. [ilDo you?'

His eyes held hers in a long look that made hesgsubeat heavily
and sent the blood rushing to her cheeks. He hiailed to notice her
response when he had kissed her.

‘But that's only part of love,' she said rathempeestely. ' What you'd
feel for any pretty girl." But she knew that if teok her in his arms
now and told her he loved her she would believe, lnetause she
wanted to. She felt as if she was being torn in tiwel can't...' she
began:'

He put a finger over her lips. 'Shh, sweetheave fFushed you
abominably. We won't talk about it any more for pinesent. Did you
say Mrs T had left us some supper? | think we'td bangry. Come
along, let's go and eat.'

He pulled her up out of her chair and linked his anth hers. 'l know
I've said this before, but | must say it agairhihk you're quite the
nicest girl I've ever known, Annie,' he said, sqileg her arm as he
led her across the room.



It wasn't right, her heart told her. He was doimng hest to win her
over but it was all too controlled, too calculat&tiey might as well
have been arranging a business deal.

The phone buzzed as they reached the door. Marklveek to take
the call, and when it was plain that it had notHlimgo with her Anne
went on to the kitchen and took the casserole déuthe oven.
Everything was ready when Mark joined her.

‘That was my sister,’ he said, helping them botlthto casserole,
which smelled delicious. 'Her husband has arrivedl aer

mother-in-law is recovering. Frances sounded muohencheerful.

She asked if you were still with me and said, "stould hold onto
that girl, Mark; she's right for you." | told youwasn't sure you'd
agree.' He glanced across the table at Anne,diftiis eyebrows,
making the statement into a question.

Anne could think of nothing to reply so she remdisgent and after
waiting for a few moments he gave a slight shrud ament on,
'‘Frances is going home to Sussex tomorrow, to peegpeoom for her
mother-in- law. John's staying with his mother avil drive her
home when she's fit to travel. Frances wanted tcersare that | was
taking Matt back to school tomorrow and that I'd Bavid and take
some messages from her. David is her son, by tlye-tiee same age
as Matt and they're great pals. | plan to have theth at the cottage
for part of the summer holidays.'

Anne saw the sudden shadow pass over his facestiradsharp pang
of fear—the same fear that Mark must be feelinguldldVatthew
still be with him by the end of the summer holidays

But he wasn't going to appeal to her pity. He wamtto talk quite
naturally about the school, which was in Susseay te his sister's
home, and described the nineteenth-century mamgiach had been
cleverly developed into a preparatory school, &edliowns and the



countryside around. Anne was grateful to him foepkag the
conversation away from anything personal. Shesi@le she would
not be able to take any more tonight.

When they'd finished coffee, she said, 'l thinkhidve an early night
and get everything packed and ready to start tawotr

'Yes, we must plan for tomorrow," Mark said in aibesslike tone.
'‘Can you be ready to make an early start? | mearielt you
before—I've booked a car for you for eight o'clothkat should avoid
at least some of the rush-hour traffic. I'll hawdeave soon after, to
get Matt to school.’

She said, 'Of course. | can leave as early as s&gesHave you
found out about trains—shall | go from PaddingtoMarylebone?'

‘Neither," he told her firmly. "You are not goirmgwrestle with all that
luggage on a train, Annie, dear. I've booked aa#ake you straight
home. It's a reliable service and there'll be a woulriver.'

Anne demurred, but quickly found that it was quiseless. And,
truth to tell, it would be a real blessing to bkeia from door to door
with her video equipment, which was quite heavyyel as her hand

luggage.
Mark said tentatively, "You're sure you have tdhgoe?'

'‘Quite sure.' Anne couldn't wait to be alone, intv@n home, where
she could think and think, and clear the confusnomer mind.

Mark nodded. 'l thought you'd say that."

They both stood up, and when Anne made a movestr eway the
dishes Mark stopped her. He put both hands on laulders and
turned her to face him.



'‘We haven't much time to spare,' he said. 'ltsfbeme to let you go
but | know you must have time to make up your miHk voice was
very deep as he went on slowly, "You know what hiwAnnie, what
| need. If you can give it to me, you'll come b&chkne very soon?’

She looked back at him, her eyes steady, candwll,IMark," she
said. 'l promise.'

Anne slept very little that night. She had deteedimot to try to
think, or to make a decision until she reached hdmeher emotions
were stirred up far too chaotically to allow herrédax into sound
sleep. She dozed now and again and wakened wittarg Bot

knowing where she was until the light shining rotimel curtains from
the street showed her faintly the outline of thelrbem with its

ornate fittings and hangings.

If she accepted Mark's proposal would he expectdikere here, in a
flat which would remind her at every moment of Tirghg? She
couldn't, she thought wildly, thumping the pillow, and ftretfirst
time she burst into tears of doubt and longingjualibled together.

Anne slept for a couple of hours before daylighd amkened to the
faint tinkle of her travelling alarm at six-thirtyith an empty feeling
of nerves in the pit of her stomach. A warm shodidrnothing to

remove it and she knew she'd have to endure it siii was well

away from London.

She dressed carefully in the one dress that hadeh worn yet.
Fortunately it was the prettiest one—a white glazettion with tiny

sprigs of forget-me-nots scattered here and ttgne. combed her
golden curls into some sort of order, wishing shd twashed them
last night. It was too late now, though, and tde ta remove entirely
the evidence of her broken night.



When she had put in her contact lenses and doneeiteshe could
with her make-up she decided that she didn't lamk bad and
consoled herself with the thought that the othevslld/be too busy
preparing for their journey to Sussex to notice &ygpearance. She
was longing for a cup of tea, and made her wayh® Kitchen,
expecting to be the first there.

She was quite wrong. Matthew was sitting at théetabthe alcove,
eating toast and marmalade and showing no signgresschool
nerves. He looked very neat in his white shirt mr@doon blazer, with
the school badge on the pocket. Mark looked unuso@) in a dark
suit. He was standing beside the table with a mfugoiee in his
hand and he looked up and gave Anne a flashingesatilch made
her heart miss a beat and then thump away like mad.

Matthew replied, 'Good morning, Annie," very cothem answer to
her greeting and she warmed towards them both. ddufd be the
scene at many more breakfasts—if she said yes.

For a moment she was tempted, then Mrs Taylor damsding in
with a question about the number of cricket shultstthew would
need, and the temptation passed.

The time dragged. Anne drank tea but her stomaéised to
consider food. Nobody seemed to have much to saythew went
off to his room to collect some books he wantethke with him and
Mark escaped down to the garage with the expresgedtion of
checking up on petrol, but Anne felt sure thatasvibecause he didn't
want to be with her. There was nothing left to say.

She went back to the hated bedroom, where all @engings had
been deposited yesterday. Her various bits andepid@ad been
pushed hastily into the boot of the Jaguar and tieey made an
untidy heap on the white carpet. She sat on thebddtared at them
gloomily. They looked tatty and pathetic in thisuglorous room.



She went out to the kitchen and procured a largstigl carrier bag
from Mrs Taylor into which she packed the oddmentse-mac and
bathing towel and walking shoes. It was only days—anot much
more than a week—that she had stowed them awathéoholiday
she'd promised herself, and that holiday had turowidso very
differently from the one she'd planned. It seemke &nother life,
before she'd met Mark again and found out abouthdat

Her throat choked up, but she mustn't give waynéodesire to weep
again so she busied herself making a neat pilesefy¢hing in the
hall. After that she went back, tidied the bed att relief closed the
door on the bedroom. Then she went out to say geodb Mrs
Taylor and thank her for her attention.

Mark came looking for her. 'Is that all your lugg&d'll take it down,
then. The car should be here very soon.'

Anne shook hands with Mrs Taylor and followed hiat to the hall
and into the lift, which just held the two of thg@hs her luggage. The
silence between them as they were whisked downwards
agonising. Anne tried to think of something casoaday.

'It was a good idea of yours about the car," sitelggntly at last. 'l
would have found that lot somewhat difficult to eowith on the
train.'

The lift came to a halt. As Mark stepped out haédrto smile at her
over his shoulder—an odd, enigmatic smile. 'l hgpe'll come to
agree that all my ideas are good ones,' he sédigll #hink | can hear
your car now. She's rather early.’

'Oh, | haven't said goodbye to Matthew." Anne stejppack into the
lift, but at that moment Matthew came galloping datlve stairs and
ran up to her, holding out a sheet of paper.fdt'syou, Annie,’ he
announced proudly. 'l did it with those pencilslveeight in Meva...'



‘Gissey,' Anne and Mark said at once, and thelaghed.

Matthew had drawn a picture of her holding a kit surrounded
by very green grass with a very blue sky. 'It's dexful, Matt; thank

you very much,' Anne said and pressed her lipghegeo force back
the threatening tears. 'l shall have it framed lzanay it in my room."'
She leaned down and hugged him. This was the warstent of all.

She clung desperately to what little poise remained

The car was here and Mark was taking her luggag®ou Matthew
picked up her travel-bag and staggered after himeryghing was
stacked in the boot of the large black Rover pullpdutside. Mark
gave instructions to the young woman driver. Thespager door
stood open. The moment had arrived and it woulad $@oover.

Leaning down to Matthew, Anne said, 'Do | get asRidHe grinned
and planted a smacking kiss on her cheek.

As she straightened up she felt Mark's hand omumer'l refuse to be
left out,' he said, and, putting his arms round hetheld her tightly to
him for a long moment and kissed her hard on heutimoThen,
somehow, she had got herself into the car and wabling blindly
with her seat belt. He reached in and slipped dthenlock. 'Don't
forget,' he whispered as he closed the door.

'‘OK?' the driver said, putting the car into gear.

Anne nodded. Her throat was tight and she coukpebk. As the
Rover glided away she knew that Mark and Mattheweweatching
it go. Perhaps Matthew was waving, she thoughtpaidd down the
window to wave back. Her. one thought, as the laigjcined the
traffic for the north, was, Why am | doing this? yam | leaving
them?

She found that she didn't know the answer.



Less than two hours later Anne was putting herikeke lock of her
own front door and the black Rover was on its wagkixto London.

She remembered very little about the journey. Tae lad been
comfortable, the young woman driver pleasant butamatty, and
once on the M40 she had put some light, tunefulicnus the stereo
and Anne had rested her head back and closed kst feling
painfully conscious that every mile they coveredswaking her
further away from where she wanted to be—with Makd
Matthew—and that the ache inside her was gettingsevall the
time.Now, as she carried her luggage inside arskdithe front door
behind her, she wondered how she could have n¢edesne home,
to be alone and think everything out and deciderdfwas no logical
process involved. All she knew was that she lovedidvand that she
must be with him. If he wanted her and neededlrerwas enough.
She would go back to him.

The resolve sent such a wave of euphoria floodungugh her that
she almost turned round and caught the next tietk to London. If
she couldn't do that she must speak to Mark nomddately—hear
his voice, tell him she was coming back. Running ithhe kitchen,
she grabbed the receiver from the telephone onwilé Then,

slowly, she replaced it.

Idiot! she told herself. Mark would be somewher&ussex by now,
and anyway she didn't know his phone number. SHehecard he
had given her—that would have his phone numbet.dBhie'd ring
him this evening and tomorrow she would see himmaga

Hugging that thought to her, she brought her miackkto practical
matters. In the hall she gathered up the letterttesed on the mat and
took them, with her travel-bag, to the kitchen. Téteers were mostly
advertisements, certainly nothing of any importareeept a letter



of thanks and appreciation from Roger French endos nice
cheque for her work in Cornwall. She must remenbemg Roger
about the job he had offered her. How surprised lbe'to hear about
the outcome of their Cornish recording session!

She folded the cheque inside the letter and tuitkedher handbag to
take to the bank. Then she rescued Matthew's dgawfiherself and
the kitten from her travel-bag and tipped the ofghe contents out.
She stuffed all the clothes she'd worn into thehivegsmachine. They
would dry in the sun this afternoon and be reagyaitk and take with
her tomorrow.

The house was gloomy and felt unlived-in, evenrafteh a short
time. Refusing to let herself be depressed by ineé\ propped
Matthew's drawing up on the mantelpiece, wherebtinght colours

made a cheerful note against the once-white whé.r8ade a mug of
coffee and drank it while she looked at the pictdieis time next

week Matthew would be her very own family. The thbumade her
forget the shabby old house and look ahead toutueef and all the
love and care she could give both father and son.

Later on she came back to making a decision alb@uhouse. She
might as well put it on the market now; she wodulde' living in it
herself after tonight. She would be married as sa®iMark could
arrange it- there was no time to be lost if theyenveo present
themselves as a married couple at the custodyrgeari

A married couple! How wonderful that sounded! Sresilled with
a warm swell of love for Mark. She would make hiaphy, just by
loving him enough, and in time, perhaps, he woolde to love her.

She clung to that hope as she went up to her bedtosearch out
her birth certificate, which would be required, Supposed, when
applying for a marriage licence. Having found itladt, she tidied
herself up, resolving to wash her hair as soorhagyst in from the



town. She planned that when she'd been to thedlaai#t call in at the
best-known estate agent and have a talk to sonsdamé the sale of
the house. Later she'd treat herself to a slapdgnphl and then,
perhaps, look for a new dress to wear tomorrow—simg that
would be right for London. Oh, how exciting eveiythwas!

Anne closed the front door of the dark old houtep®ed out into the
sunshine and set off for the town centre, walkingo.



CHAPTER TEN

THE taxi from Marylebone nosed its way slowly throuphk crush of
the London traffic towards South Kensington at etew'clock the
following morning. Anne sat bolt upright at the kastaring through
the window unseeingly, lacing her fingers in hgy &nd trying to
ignore the butterflies swooping around her stomach.

If only she'd been able to speak to Mark on thenpHast night! But
all her attempts had been greeted by Mrs Taylasisevon the
answering machine informing her that Mr Rayne waable to take
her call but if she cared to leave a message etcetieetera. She had
lost count of the number of times she had rungnbimber without
success.

At one o'clock, in desperation, she had recorddulief message:
‘Mark, this is Annie. I'm coming to London tomorroRlease ring me
back. It doesn't matter how late.' She had endeagiviyg her phone
number, in case he'd lost it.

She hadn't been to bed at all. The phone was igittireg room and
there was no extension in her bedroom. She'd dattbevn on the
sofa in the sitting room, wrapping herself in a etuand deriving
some comfort from the knowledge that her head wasng on the
cushion where Mark's dark head had lain on that filght, when it
had all started.

She'd slept very little, starting up at every dligbund, inside the
house or out: the squeal of a car's brakes in stante, a plane
passing overhead, the creak of old floorboard$ierptotesting rattle
of plumbing that should have been renewed years ago

Lying awake, listening for the phone that didnigi Anne had
wished oyer and over again that she hadn't chasearhe home. It



had been a ghastly mistake. The night had draggediserably, and
there had been no phone call from Mark.

In the morning, as she'd dressed and drunk cufeapthe'd tried to
regain the euphoria she'd felt yesterday, telliagsélf that after all

nothing had really changed. There might have beeprts of reasons
why Mark hadn't got her message.

But she hadn't been able to help feeling vaguebaay, and now, as
the taxi bore her nearer and nearer to him, ddudgsn to crowd in

on her. What if he wasn't at the flat when shetlgete? What if the
legal situation had changed and Mark found thatithe't need a wife

after all? He wouldn't expect her to come rushiagkbto him the

very next day. He might have phoned this morniriiger ashe'd left

for the station, to tell her not to come.

She wasn't happy about the suit she had boughargest either. In
the shop she had fallen in love with its sleekdiaed its colour—a
little lighter than navy blue, with narrow whitgymg on the neck and
short sleeves. Now she doubted if it was sophisttct@nough for
London.

Rain had been threatening all the way down in tam tand now it
had started in earnest, streaming down the taxdevin Her new sulit
was going to suffer; she'd brought no protectioairagj the weather.
No mac, not even an umbrella. All she had with Wwas a small
overnight case; she'd lacked the confidence to doaok to Mark
laden with cases and bags.

Anyway, if she was to be married next week she doeled to go on
a shopping expedition in London.

That 'if had somehow grown out of all proportiontba train journey
and now, as the taxi drew up outside Mark's flag, lsegan to wonder
why she was here at all.



She picked up her overnight case and her handbabthe driver and
stepped out, running for shelter up the stepséoctmopy over the
front entrance to the flats. She took several deepths to steady
herself but her throat was tight and her hands wkmramy as she
pressed the button beside the card marked 'Rayne'.

Mrs Taylor's voice came through the intercom. Wh&nne

announced herself there seemed to be a sligh@atiesitoefore the
housekeeper said, 'Miss Grey—oh, yes, please camdlue solid
front door clicked open.

When Anne stepped out of the lift she found thesle&eeper waiting
for her in the corridor. 'Hello, Miss Grey, nicedee you again.' She
smiled, but she seemed a trifle embarrassed. 'Mn&as out at
present. Does he expect you?'

Anne swallowed hard. This was what she'd beendabfi'Well, not
exactly,' she said. '‘But I'll come in and wait fom.'

'Of course,' Mrs Taylor said. 'What a shocking nmogr—I hope you
haven't got wet." She made small talk about thetveeas she opened
the door of the flat and led Anne down the longidor to the door at
the end of it.

As they passed the other doors Anne noticed a siaick
expensive-looking luggage outside one of them. gdlodness! Had
Mark got visitors? That would be too awful. Welhedd just have to
wait and see what happened.

Mrs Taylor ushered her into the drawing room anshécould see
why Mark found it intimidating. It was a huge roorfurnished
showily in white and scarlet. Anne didn't look datly round; she
just hated the room on sight. She sat down ondbe ef a deep chair
covered in scarlet satin and put her case besiderthe floor.



'I'll bring you some coffee,' Mrs Taylor said, wahsmile that looked
almost pitying, and went out of the room.

Anne watched the rain pouring down the long windamugained
with scarlet velvet and gold swags, and thoughindll/ that the
morning was turning into a nightmare. If only Mavkuld come and
take her off to his cosy study, where they coulkl ta

The door opened and a very tall woman came in.dStiaiously
been washing her hair and it lay in black strargtsrest her perfect
face. She wore a long wrap of white satin, belte@®und a tiny waist
and hanging a little open as she moved, to reti@bkhe was wearing
nothing beneath. She was possibly the most behgtifithat Anne
had ever seen. She was also, undeniably, Miss KiadLi

She stopped when she saw Anne and gave her a stating from
head to foot. '‘Ah," she said, in a slightly huskyce, 'you must be the
au pair girl from the agency. Mark said he'd as&nthto send
someone along.' She came closer.

‘Swedish, are you?' She touched one of Anne's galdds. 'Well,
Mr Rayne won't be in just yet but perhaps you acain fix things up
between us. I'm Miss King, Mr Rayne's fiancee. \\éeta be married
next week, so | shall be taking over the domestangements here.'

Anne was slowly, very slowly, moving into an enouadlack hole
which would finally swallow her up. She couldn't vep couldn't
speak.

Trudi King went over to a secretaire and took onbtepad and gold
pencil. 'Now, then,' she said as she came backsankl gracefully
into a chair beside Anne, 'let's go into some tetiliave you brought
a form from the agency? May | have it, please?lltgive me some
iIdea of whether you're suitable or not. If not ¢heuill be no need to
bother Mr Rayne with the matter.’



With an enormous effort Anne got to her feet arckeid up her case
and handbag. Moving like a clockwork doll, she ngg@thto reach the
door, where she turned.

‘No,' she said, in a voice that she didn't recagass her own, 'there
will be no need at all to bother Mr Rayne. Good miag, Miss King.'
She closed the door carefully behind her and dgbet the look of
amused triumph on Trudi King's beautiful face.

Anne's one thought was that she must get right dweay this place
quickly, into the middle of a crowd, where she vebloé anonymous.
When she reached the forecourt of the flats she aawus

approaching and ran out to join the small crowdwoimen who

seemed to be waiting for it.

As she climbed in after them she had no idea wtierdus would
take her but she didn't care very much. Sittingesimg, nervous and
damp, she rubbed a patch of window clear of midt@aered out to
see if there were any places she could recognisirdStreet she
knew, from shopping expeditions over the years,raovdshe had her
first bit of luck that day. The bus tookher to Seifes, and in the
crowded interior of the great store she felt safe.

She followed signs which led her to a coffee-sHapyght a large
beaker of black coffee and carried it to a tabla corner™ where she
sipped the hot, slightly bitter drink and trieddecide what to do
next.

The sensible thing would be to go home, forgedladiut this unhappy
episode and take up her life where she had Idféfgre she'd had that
fateful summons to Cornwall.

But she couldn't risk going home yet. There wouddtire constant
danger of Mark phoning her, trying to explain, et@apologise, and



If she heard his voice before she'd got over tloelsshe thought she
would die.

The worst thing of all was that she had nobodyheuself to blame. If
only she hadn't been so stupidly oversensitive vgbeld be with
Mark now, and that ghastly Trudi King wouldn't Imepossession of
the flat— and Mark. Oh, what a fool she'd been.

No, she couldn't go home yet. Then—what? Find anrooa small
hotel? She wouldn't have the least idea wheratblsbking. A huge
wave of loneliness and depression broke over heesha fumbled in
her handbag for a handkerchief.

Then she had her second bit of luck.

Roger's letter, which had enclosed the cheque, stifisthere. It
seemed like a lifeline as she remembered thatdfgded her a job.
Praying that they might have come back from Scdtlahe found a
phone and dialled the number on the letter-heading.

When she heard Philippa's voice her knees wemllipo jit's Anne,’
she whispered.

‘Annel!' Philippa screamed. 'How terrific! We weust] talking about
you. Are you coming to see us? Where are you? Ddpow where
we are? I'll tell you the best way to come.'

Perhaps, Anne thought as she put the receiver deha,would
manage to crawl out of the black hole after all.

On her way out of the store she bought an umbréhan, following
Philippa's instructions, she found her way to theis, which was in
Tottenham Court Road over a secondhand bookshop.

Philippa was waiting for her at the top of a fligiftrickety wooden
stairs. In canary-yellow trousers and an emeragggtop she made a



bright splash of colour in the gloom of the oldlting. She threw her
arms round Anne and kissed her enthusiastically.

'‘Come and see the boys; they're all in the stuBifee'tucked her arm
through Anne's and opened a door on her right. &dtept

Toby—he's away on a course." She pulled a face Amde

remembered how she and Roger's young assistanblinadusly

fancied each other.

Anne hesitated in the open doorway, looking inhat studio, which
seemed a little like her editing suite at homey@idout ten times as
large. The team were all there, busily at work—Bwetih his wrist
still in plaster, Steve, scribbling notes on a pat) Roger, his thin,
clever face under its thatch of red hair frownintpia row of monitor
screens. A warm liking for them all touched Anresart. It was so
good to be with friends again.

'‘Here she is," Philippa announced, and they akddoup and then
crowded round her, pleased and welcoming. Philippad a wooden
chair for her and then produced coffee for everyone

News was exchanged and it was a relief to Annmtbthat they were
much more interested in their own news than in,heard when she
had answered their queries very vaguely Roger biegat her about
the new series he was planning.

'It's going to be a follow-on from the mystery arane writers. Still
writers, only this time science-fiction writers.i$icseems popular
just now. We were just getting started, and Toly d¢pat a number of
interviews arranged with the writers—the ones whee |in
London—but now he's had to go off and it's leftimeather a spot. |
don't know what you're doing at present, Anne,itoyibu could help
me out by doing some interviewing, I'd be gratefidlothing
complicated—I'll explain it to you later on, if yoe interested.'



Interested! To have a job that would take her nafidhe black hole
looming before her, to be needed and useful'ik&ltb try,’ she said.

Roger didn't waste time. Ten minutes later Anne evasof the team
again. She had even found somewhere to stay, fiipph was
looking out for a third girl for her flat and Anneas the very person.
‘Tessa's on holiday just now, so we'll have thegta ourselves for a
time.'

After a sandwich lunch, Roger gave Anne a list ames and
addresses and telephone numbers.

‘They've already expressed interest in taking pathe series and
now | want to get it on a firmer footing- confirmats, reassure them
that their houses are not going to be turned upee, answer their
guestions—that sort of thing. You'll find all tharpculars of them*
here—' he patted a thick folder '—and you can stathe interviews
on Monday. Toby made the appointments before hé lef

He gave her his encouraging grin which she remeadbso well
from that other time they had worked together—betdidn't want to
remember that.

Anne installed herself with a pad, a pencil andftieéer in a small
office down the landing from the studio and begasttidy the notes
Roger had given her.

It was the worst afternoon of her life. All she weohto do was to
crawl into the black hole and sob out her misey seif-pity. But she
had taken on a job and she forced herself to cératen

Once or twice the typed words blurred before hesend the ache in
her chest seemed more than she could bear. Buthsontbe hours

passed, and when Philippa came in to say thatgttivee to go home
she'd memorised most of what was in the folder.



'l think you should lay off now,' Philippa said.diY look rotten. Has
this been too much for you?' She flicked at theldal Then she
moved closer, her shrewd little eyes on Anne's.f&xreis something
else wrong?'

'I'm fine," Anne said. 'Let's go, then. | can finthis lot at home.' She
picked up the folder and followed Philippa into theg studio, where
the three men were still sitting in front of thewrof monitors.

‘They'll be there till all hours,' Philippa whispdrover her shoulder.
‘They're working to a deadline, editing the lastese’ At the door she
stopped and sang out, ‘Goodnight, chaps, we'reDoff.t work too
late.'

Anne echoed, 'Goodnight," and turned to follow iBpd.

Then it happened. Suddenly a man's deep voice sduffrdm a
loudspeaker, saying words Anne couldn't take inr kead shot
round to the large screen at the end of the rosn@ll monitors and
she was seeing Mark's face, looking into his denkg-lashed eyes
just as she had looked into them in her zoom dé¢nise wedding.

She let out a gasp as the floor rocked beneatartteshe thought she
was going to faint. Then Philippa's arm was aroo@dand she was
out on the cool landing and the studio door wasezidoehind them.

Anne hung onto the top of the stair-rail until #ie@king had stopped.
'I'm OK,' she said then. 'lt was just...’

'l know," Philippa said quietly. She had seen ficeupe on the screen
too. 'Come on, let's get home and get somethirgatoYou'll feel
better with something inside you, as my old gransgd to say.'

Philippa’s flat was on the top floor of an old heus Bloomsbury,
within easy walking distance of the studio. In e, comfortable
sitting room she pushed Anne into a chair and droulginks for



them both. She sat down in a chair opposite arkkebard at Anne's
white face. 'lt's Mark Rayne, isn't it?' she sdditd something happen
this morning?'

Anne spluttered over her drink. 'H-how did you krfdoWwhere was no
point in denying it.

'‘Well, you didn't have to be one of Mark Rayne'®dives to see that
something was going on when we were in Cornwalgd@nd | both
noticed the way he looked at you.-'

'‘But he didn't—" Anne began, but Philippa went on.

‘You came in this morning looking as if you'd bé&ea car crash, and
| saw the way you reacted to that clip in the siudst now." She
leaned forward. 'You've been as tense as a bdaftexhoon, Anne.
Want to talk about it, lovie? It always helps.'

The practical kindness was too much for Anne. Tegathered
thickly in her eyes and it all came rushing ougnir the very
beginning.

Philippa listened in silence, and at the end st 8&ell, if it had

been me I'd have grabbed him when he asked md, ireicould go
back to that other girl so soon | don't think hetsth breaking your
heart over.' She sighed. 'l don't see that yowdocaanything now but
keep yourself busy and know that we're your frierdad that there
are a lot more charmers like Mark Rayne around.’

Anne slept soundly in the small bedroom that nagid, on waking,
guessed that Philippa had slipped a sleepingmpdlher milky drink.
The rain had cleared away and the sun was shirgam.aPerhaps
that was a good omen, she thought. Her life regeseitmed to have
been ruled by pure chance, so why not?



She washed in the shared bathroom and put on tieeshit, which
she had washed the night before and had dried igirri-eeling
more ready to face the world than she had done wheld gone to
bed, she followed the wonderful smell of coffedite kitchen, where
Philippa was making toast.

Anne had, she thought, memorised all the detaikh@fwriters she
was going to visit next week, so she spent the atathe studio
helping Philippa in the office with small tasks Bues cleaning out
cupboards and trekking to Hackney with her to pigka box of
cassettes. She was thankful that she wasn't askbdlp with the
editing. If she saw Mark's face on the screen agaedidn't know
whether her new resolve to be cheerful would serviv

At four o'clock she made tea, and afterwards Rogsre to look for
her in the tiny kitchenette where she was washiegctps.

'I've got an extra job for you tomorrow, Anne. Téeras a phone call
when you were out from a chap | want to get fordbiefi series. His
name's Richard Quinton and he's a first-rate wrHelike his work
very much. He's leaving London soon and tomorrownmng is the
last time he has available. He lives in a delightfitage down by the
river—just right for "atmosphere".

'I'm afraid | haven't had time to get out a dos$ierhim, but you
could play it by ear, couldn't you? Anyway, go @@t ten tomorrow
and see what you can do. He's a very nice chapli geti on with

him." He handed Anne a slip of paper and a road ofagentral

London before he went back to his monitor screen.

Philippa was disappointed when Anne told her aloatinterview
arranged for the following morning. 'l thought wéght go and do
some shopping as it's Saturday,' she said.



'‘Couldn't we go in the afternoon?' Anne suggestedant to buy a
new dress. | can't go on wearing this blue thingmlonger.’

Philippa went a little pink and admitted that Tolgs taking her out
to lunch.

‘That's fine," Anne said. 'Bring him back with ydid.love to see him
again.'

When she went to bed that night Anne felt thatreight be over the
worst. At least she'd managed not to dissolve ietars when
someone spoke to her.

But she'd complimented herself too soon. Withosieaping pill she
was awake most of the night, stuffing her face mtpillow so that
she wouldn't disturb Philippa in the next room.

Next morning was dark and raining again, and aseAstepped off
the bus in Chelsea she felt as wretched as théhnere&he paused at
the gate of a small house with a green front diging to summon
up a cheerful smile as she put her umbrella down.

A pretty young woman with glossy brown hair and ela@ming
smile opened the door to her knock. 'Miss Grey? Vdhanorning!
Are you wet? Let me take your umbrella." She wakkivwg towards
the foot of the stairs as she spoke. 'Mr Quintowaging for you.
He's in the library—the first room on the left aettop of the stairs.'

Anne put on her interviewer's smile and thanked 8be held onto
the banister as she climbed the stairs and hesibatside the door on
the landing. She'd done interviews before, but wibén she was
feeling like a wet rag and with a huge, heavy lumper chest.

She drew in a breath, tapped and walked in.



The room was shadowy—the window was half obscungdhle
branch of a tall flowering cherry tree. There wdmakcase covering
the whole of the wall on the right and a tall maasvgtanding before
it, his back to her.

‘Good morning, Mr Quinton.' Heavens, how squeakysiunded!
The man turned towards her very slowly. 'Hello, &nrhe said.

Mark! She hung onto the first thing she could reade back of a
leather chair. 'Wh-what are you doing here?' shispened.

He came towards her. "Waiting for you,' he saide ‘Néve a lot to
discuss—weddings, for instance.'

'l don't..." she began, but his arms were roundihdrhe was holding
her close, his cheek pressed against the damp ¢uaibher gold
curls.

'Oh, darling, never run out on me again. | thoughtost you. The
last two days have been hell. I'm free to tell ymw that | love
you—I've wanted you for quite a long time and naw deduced to a
nervous wreck because | haven't been able todelbgfore.' His lips
were very close to hers. 'Tell me how | can makeIgge me.'

Her arms went up round his neck. 'l do love ydwe'said. 'l think I've
always loved you. That's how it seems.'

He made a small sound, like a moan, and then h&mssiag her—so
fiercely that she could hardly breathe.

After a long time, without knowing how she'd goettl, Anne found
that they were together on a cushiony leather anththat she was
cradled in Mark's arms.



'What a lot of time we've wasted,' he said, strgkner curls back
behind her ears and planting a kiss on each lob&m 'And what a
muddle it's been. | stayed overnight with Frandesr & left Matt at
school and | got back on Thursday morning to findudl in
occupation. She'd just come back as if nothinghzapened.’

'She was at the flat when | got there,” Anne s&de told me you
were going to be married." She sat up suddenly'fémot going to
marry her, are you?'

His arms tightened round her. 'God, no. What tlveas between
Trudi and me was all over, finally, the night beforthe
wedding—where you and | first met. She'd promisedtay at the
cottage with Matthew, but when her agent turnetbuggfer her some
modelling job or other abroad she just walked otiith \wim and left
Matt on his own.’

Anne's eyes widened. 'She did that? Then that vagdwatthew was
so nervous that first night. Was he really alonaight?’

Mark shook his head. 'Not for very long. When Trpdoned me in
London to tell me she was going | exceeded thedspeat all the
way down to the cottage, picked up a very frightehi#le boy and
drove back to Brighton to leave him with Francdsei | had a quick
shower at the flat in London, got into my glad ragsl managed to
get myself up to Warwickshire in time for the waagliNo, Trudi and
| were really finished. Why she came back so biitalil never
know.'

Anne looked up at him from under her eyelashesurYatal charm,
perhaps?’

He kissed her long and hard as a punishment fordhd then went
on, 'After she'd gone | heard your message onrth&ering machine
and put it all together—with Mrs Taylor's help. Pawoman, she



didn't know what was going on. | think | went densshafter that. To
know that you'd been back to the flat and thadtly missed you by
half an hour or so—God, it was maddening. | thoyght must have
gone back home.'

'l couldn't,” Anne said. 'l was terrified that iy rang up when | was
there to tell me you were marrying Trudi after alid that you

wouldn't have to trouble me | should die." He pitkg one of her
curls and rubbed it against his cheek. If it halded&n Mark she might
have thought he was crying. 'So what did you do®'asked.

'l wore the phone out ringing your number,"” he went 'By six
o'clock in the morning | thought that you didn'trwé#o talk to me, so
| got in the car and arrived outside your housénme to see a man
from an estate agent putting up a "For Sale" F\the agent's office
they told me they hadn't got any other addresgdar

'‘By then | wasn't thinking logically at all, butddenly | remembered
that you'd said you'd been offered a job by Rogenéh. It was a
long shot but | hit the target at last. | had R&sggeumber in my wallet
and we had a talk on the phone. | think he'd guessamething had
been bothering you. | told him | must somehow get glone to talk.
He was very understanding and we cooked up thisnsetbetween
us.' He waved a hand round the room. 'This is Red¢euse and it
was his wife who let you in.’

Anne was feeling drunk with happiness. She lauglagthg her head
in the hollow of his neck, feeling the warmth o$ lskin against her
cheek. 'So there isn't a famous sci-fi writer @hlRichard Quinton
after all. I'm quite disappointed.’

'My middle name's Quinton,' he told her. 'And | kcbalways try my
hand at science fiction if you're really keen.’



She denied it laughingly and then looked up int® face, and the
laughter died away as she saw the flame of lovaibgrnn his dark
eyes.

'‘Did you really fall in love with me when we firstet?' he wanted to
know.

She cuddled closer to him. 'Before that. | saw yghotograph in the
local paper. That was enough.'

‘A good story!" he scoffed.
‘What's your story, then?' she retorted.

'| probably fell in love with you when | watchedwanarch up the
path and into the church, after I'd been abominaldie to you and
you'd squashed me flat. But | finally realised sweoked when you
took pity on me and let me sleep on your sofa iiit.

"You may think it was on the rebound, when I'd josiken up with
Trudi, but | knew that at last I'd found the gisvanted to spend the
rest of my life with. A girl who was beautiful arkdnd and would
never let me down. A girl who wasn't putting onadcalated act to
get what she wanted.’

He kissed both her eyelids, very gently. 'l cartieat picture of you
away with me the next morning and it's been withewer since. That
was why | bawled you out once or twice when younss to be
falling short of the picture.’'

'l don't think | like being on a pedestal,’ shelsaith a grin. ‘And you
were perfectly horrid to me.’

He nodded. 'l know,' he said. 'lI've got a hell edmper. Will you be
able to put up with me? | was frustrated, you se&anted to tell you
how I felt but there were two hurdles to be gotroée first one was



that you were engaged already, and I've never titaugch of chaps
who pinch other chaps' girls when the other chapsaway—if you
know what | mean.’

Anne giggled. 'But | told you in the end."

'Yes,' he said darkly, 'but it had all happenedasbthat | wanted to
be very careful not to scare you off completelydAhen the custody
thing came up and a sudden declaration of undyassgipn would
have looked very phoney to you if I'd then askedl tgomarry me and
you'd realised how useful being married would bm&’

She sighed. 'Yes, | suppose so. But | wish youtblddme that you
loved me.'

He lifted dark brows. "Would you have believed me?"

'Oh, yes, | would," she said. 'You see, | needeedxuse to say
yes.'He groaned. 'I'll never understand women. thlisime you'll
marry me—that's the most important thing at the i

There was a little silence, then Anne said, 'Ok, g& course, there's
still the custody suit.'

He laughed triumphantly. 'That's my second hurdiaaved. There
Isn't going to be any custody suit. | heard thigmmg that Lorna has
been educating her new husband in British cultefere they leave
for America. The poor fellow fell down the stepdiod Tate Gallery a
couple of days ago and broke a leg and bent a ifesv IHe's very
sorry for himself and has completely lost interesidopting anyone.
| doubt if Lorna has ever been keen on the ideaimiide end they
decided to call off the whole thing.'

'‘Oh, Mark, I'm so glad.' Anne's deep blue eyes whieing. 'Yes, of
course we'll be married—as soon as you like. Wetwas for the



school holidays, though. Oh, and I've promisedatsaime interviews
for Roger. | can't let him down.'

'OK, I'll allow you to keep your promise, my corsaiious one. So
long as the interviews aren't like this one.' Hendestrated exactly
what he meant.

After some time he said, 'And | want to take yoiMalta and show
you off to my parents. My father will adore you amg mother will

be happy at last. | don't think she ever approviethy choice of
women.'

'Oh, | do hope she likes me.' For a moment shelfelbld twinge of
doubt as she said, 'And Matthew- will he be glaxydu think?'

'‘He'll be thrilled. He made me promise, beforeft lem, that you'd
come back.'

‘And were you so sure | would?' she asked demurely.

He pulled her closer and kissed her hungrily. Then said, 'l
convinced myself that | could persuade you.' H& @tiny box from
his pocket and slipped a ring onto her finger. "\Maght?"

Anne gasped, 'Oh, Mark, darling, it's the most b&duing I've ever

seen. Thank you, thank you.' She held her hand agmire the ring
and her eyes sparkled as blue as the single pedpgphire on her
finger. She melted into his arms and there was heas well as
adoration in the smile she gave him. 'You were equight,’ she
murmured happily, and held up her face for anokiss.



EPILOGUE

THE Jaguar skimmed up the steep hill like a bird, geeobround into
the parking space beside the cottage and stoppadk dwitched off
the engine with a smile of satisfaction, remarkiognobody in
particular that the old Jag had lots of life in fet.

'‘Everyone happy?' He looked round at his littleifanidis wife was

leaning back in the corner of the passenger seatgblden head
resting on a cushion, her eyes closed, a soft smilker lips. She'd
been half-asleep since they'd left their new home

Chelsea—probably because she'd been up very lekengeor them

all for a month's stay.

In the back of the car Matthew was jiggling the dh@mdle, waiting
for the lock to be released. Beside him, in hissgat, his young
brother Luke, aged ten months, was fast asleegredvby a light
blanket.

Anne opened her eyes. 'Oh, we're here—that's g&ad.never got
tired of their holidays at the cottage.

Matthew leaned forward and touched her shouldetinguhis finger
to his lips. 'Shh, Luke's gone off to sleep,' hesplred. Matthew had
established himself as playmate and nursemaid ke.Lde'd been
fascinated by the baby from the very beginning aodsidered
himself very much the big brother. Each school dali he taught
Luke something new. At present he was encouragingta pull
himself up, hanging onto the bar of his cot.

Anne climbed out of the car. '"Will you bring Luke,warling?' she
asked Mark. 'I'll go in and see if Mrs Marr has édrer stuff.’

She looked up affectionately at the cottage. It haidchanged very
much since the first time she'd seen it, more tlvem years ago,
though the jungle of shrubs in the front garden lbeeh trimmed and



the path weeded, and a two-room extension had deéeed on one
side. Matthew had taken over the top room and thvasean extra bed
there for David, when he came to stay.

The room below was the visitors' room, and was [apuith their
friends in the summer months. Andrew and Elizalbetth been here
last summer, and Frances, with her husband andiDaeis expected
tomorrow. Mark had writing friends too, who sometsndescended
on them.

Anne often hugged herself happily when she thoaght lucky she
was to have such a wonderful circle of friends @il aws the best
family in the world. She often called at the stushid_.ondon to hear
the team's news and take Philippa out for coffed,the house Mark
had bought in Chelsea was not far from Roger'sagettAnne and
Roger's wife, Clare, were fast friends and the Esipisited each
others' houses when babysitters were available.

She let herself in with her key and Matthew cananping after her
and ran upstairs. Anne followed more slowly, ughte small room
which had once been Matthew's. This was now Luk&m, next to
hers and Mark's. It all fitted in splendidly.

The windows were open and the August sun floodedlns Marr,
from the village, had aired all the beds, bless lheke's mattress was
spread over the side of his cot and she put a tiaitgdto make sure it
hadbeen thoroughly aired, and then called dowrutfirxadhe window
to Mark.

'Still asleep?' He lifted both thumbs. 'Bring him then—and mind
you don't wake him.’

A minute or two |Eter Mark appeared in the doorwath his bundle
and deposited it carefully in the cot, grinninglwtride. ‘Not a peep
out of him," he whispered.



It was very warm in the room. Anne loosened thalkda round the
sleeping child and they both stood looking dowhiat. Mark said in
a low voice, 'He looks too much like a cherub, witht golden hair
and blue eyes. | bet he'll turn out to be a teaydwa

'‘No, he won't,’” Anne objected. 'He'll be just petfdike Matthew.'
She rested her head against Mark's shoulder aratrhisvent round
her as they tiptoed into their own room.

Again the mattress and the duvet had obviously [@ed by the
good Mrs Marr. Anne straightened the bed while Markmaged in
the top drawer of the dressing chest. 'Have | giéan shirt?'

‘Not until you bring the bags up,’ Anne said adgeher eyes fixed
on the drawing which had been stuck onto the wadva their bed.
As he turned to go she lifted an arm. 'Mark, comelaok at this.' He
took her hand and joined her, slipping an arm roo@dwaist, and
together they stared at Matthew's drawing.

It was an illustrated text, beautifully colouredjttwthe words,
scripted neatly, surrounded by flowers and tinyatitrees—rabbits,
squirrels, seagulls. Matthew, at nine, was proud®skill as an artist
and was determined to try his hand at graphics ark¥lcomputer in
the study.

Anne's eyes widened as she read the text.
Matthew, Mark, Luke, and John, The Bed be bledtltha on.

She gurgled with laughter. 'Oh, Mark, do you thit'd&ka broad hint?
It couldn't be, could it?'

Mark grinned. 'The young devil. | wouldn't put &gt him. They're
incredibly knowing at his age these days.'

Suddenly they both fell silent.



Then Anne looked up into her husband's face, bles @lancing,
cheeks a little pink. 'Do you think we should take hint? How do
you feel about it?'

Mark's voice was not very steady as he said, I'foit, if you are.’

She nodded several times. 'The only question,'salt slowly, 'is
whether it should be John—or Joanna.’

Mark laid his cheek on the top of her bright heldd. appeared to
consider. Then he said, 'l believe there are timmsy family. Would
that be a solution?'

Anne reached up and drew his head lower, untilnhiaith was
touching hers. 'The very best,' she whispered dhgam



