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Laurie couldn't help feeling disturbed. Was it pbkesthat Tyler Gray was

following her-on her tour through China? Everywhshe went the handsome
Englishman showed up! You're being overly imagwetishe chided herself.
Ever since she'd been entrusted to take carealtiaie ring she'd been jumping
at shadows. Why, Tyler didn't even know she hadotieeless jewel. And that
could only mean one thing: it was Laurie herselilaated.



CHAPTER ONE

LAURIE FROST breezed through the main entrance of Craye
Company that Monday in January and thought sheddmeifforgiven
if her. mind wandered that day. Mustn't get tooitexi; she thought,
as she tripped lightly up the stairs to her fitsbf office. She had
three whole working days to get through yet befre and Kay took
that plane in the direction of the Far East eanlyfbursday morning.

Kay was looking forward to their holiday as muchshe was, she
thought happily, as she tried to keep down the lmubbanticipation
that wanted to rise to the surface again. It hahltke main topic of
conversation ever since Mei Lai had mooted the wlean between
them they had taken the Hong Kong Chinese girl rastouondon
those couple of weeks last year.

Laurie came out of her reverie to see she hadyneadsed seeing
Alastair Yardley, head bent, shoulders slightlyogted for all he
couldn't be much more than forty.

‘Good morning, Professor,' she called as she passedbut she
needn't have bothered, for as frequently was tlse ¢& was on
another planet and hadn't seen her, much less heard

A grin tugged, curved upwards her mouth that justsed being

perfectly shaped by having a slightly fuller bottti;m She guessed
Alastair, Craye & Co.'s tame research physicists w0 deep in
thought with the erosion problem he had been wgrkin for what

must be months now. A problem he had declared woiviel them a

lead over their many rivals all over the world—iflp he could crack
it.

'‘Morning, Maurice,' she called, going into her odfiand seeing her
boss Maurice Lancaster through the open door, &gk dlready
starting to look the pigsty it would by the endioé day.



'You needn't sound so cheerful,' he returnedngftis fair head and
looking at her through his black-framed glassesdidn't make him
look a year older than his thirty-two years. 'Maoigni Laurie,' he
thought to add.

'‘Ah—never mind," she said, shedding her coat amaggo to him.
'It's not all-bad news, is it?' knowing his remavlas because he
would shortly be without her fairly efficient seibr three weeks.
'‘Anona will be coming to fill in for me as she diast year, and | know
of the two of us whom you'd rather have aroundliayl.’

Maurice was too gallant to agree, but she sawrthike $hat came to
his features as she reminded him that his ex- sagrenow his wife,
would be occupying her chair from Thursday.

'Yes, well, let's make a start, shall we?'

Fully occupied as she was that morning, Lauriéfstind time to let
her mind wander. It hadn't done with thinking abloert holiday when
her thoughts flitted on to Anona Lancaster.

There had been no need for Anona to work at adinéefore she had
given up her job on marrying Maurice, for her besttvas head of the
prosperous firm and open- handed with his sisteoLi§h Laurie was
glad Anona had decided eighteen months ago that ewth the
live-in help she had, the large house she and Matad moved into,
combined with their busy social life, was still tamich to manage
and keep on with her job. For it had let her ird ahe had taken to the
job like a duck to water.

Not that it was everybody's cup of tea, she musexdfingers busy on
her typewriter, her mind momentarily coming awaynfrT. Harcourt
Craye's sister. But she loved it. Maurice was irargh of the
administration side of the research and developniempartment
specially set up some years ago. And for all md¢hework she did,



figures she typed that were so much Greek to healfeshe could
understand them, there was such an air of camaedoetween the
whole section, it more than made up for the occedipatches of
boredom that were common to most people's careers.

She checked what she had just typed and saw tbatvath only half
her concentration on her work it was accurate. T$teninserted a
fresh sheet of quarto in her machine and was @firagper mind this
time flitting to T. Harcourt Craye, the boss of tivbole shoot, but
whom because he had swanky offices the other $ittevm she had
never seen. She could have done on two occasibosgh—she
halted her flow. He had come to see the Profedsoutasomething
about a year ago. That had been the time she legctbe ill with 'flu
to drag herself to the office.

The other time had been the day six months ago sheimad had the
day off to take Mei Lai sightseeing. It had beee time when

Maurice, for all he thought the world of Anona, lgahe off the rails

and had a brief affair. Laurie had never been tblenderstand quite
what had got into him, loving his wife as he didt bhe thought that
maybe he had been flattered by the attention heived in a social

circle new to him after his marriage.

Being in such close contact with him daily, Launed known more
than anyone that Maurice was playing around. Hevksige knew it
too, for all she had tried to keep her feelingsder when she had
overheard him sending his girl-friend flowers ahd §ooey message
that went with them.

But it had frightened him when he had come to ésss and realised
he stood to lose Anona. And maybe because he nedidening ear,
knowing from the confidential work they did thaturae could keep
her mouth closed, he had told her not only abasiaffair, but that
Anona had found out about it and had told her lemothle had also



told her about the visit he had had from AnonadHar, T. Harcourt
Craye, and how he had come gunning for him.

'l thought he was going to murder me," Mauricd|, Istbking peaky
from the experience, had told her next day. 'He&vie years older
than Anona and has looked out for her since thaieqts died. He
wiped the floor with me, | don't mind telling yoletting me know
without pulling his punches that if it wasn't féret fact that Anona
still loved me I'd be joining the dole queue.’

Not knowing what she could say to that for, the Wégurice was
saying it, T. Harcourt Craye sounded a terrifyingmno upset, Laurie
had tried to look sympathetic, for all most of lsgmpathy was for
Anona.

'‘Maybe it was because he could see | was readgkeoanything he
dished out, but that it was killing me that I'degponsibly hurt my
dear wife so, that Harcourt didn't beat me to gphut settled for
giving me the worst dressing down of my life," Miaarhad gone on,
seeming to feel the need to talk it out of his ayst'l'll tell you this

much, though, Laurie—with or without his threatsadfat he'll do to
me if | dare to hurt her again, | just wouldn't.eTWwhole thing has
made me realise | love Anona more than | knew, make feel ill

inside that I've caused her a moment's distress.’

Laurie finished her typing and went out to lunchsmg that all was
set fair in the Lancaster camp now. For Anona loagiven him and
from what she had seen of them together on thesamt@Anona had
come to the office” two turtle doves wasn't ovenstgit.

But her belief that her boss and his wife were moyoying a better
relationship than they had ever done dipped dutiveg afternoon
when she went in to see Maurice for some figurewdmgted typing.
She was just about to rise after he had handethbgrapers he had



sorted from the conglomeration of paper work ondask when she
saw from his expression that he wanted to askdraething.

'If you want me to bring you back one of those dlatks from Hong
Kong, the answer's no," she told him, having begaled during the
waiting minutes of him searching among his paparthe ducks that
he had seen the last time he had been in Hong Kanging up on
market stalls, flattened, so he said, so that toeydn't be more than
an inch thick.

Maurice chuckled. 'Wouldn't dream of it," he saithough | do have a
favour to ask you.'

Laurie really couldn't spare the time to work latlke hadn't started
her packing yet. 'For you, Maurice—anything,' shiel svondering if
she would be packing her case a couple of housd#ie plane took
off.

But the favour he had to ask had nothing to do witertime, as he
revealed that everything between him and Anonaneasearly as
back to normal as she had thought.

'It's Anona's birthday four weeks tomorrow," he deg'And after
racking my brains for something extra special fer h hit on
something she'll be ecstatic over.’

Laurie smiled, seeing for herself that Maurice Wwaging enormous
pleasure from just anticipating Anona's delightha¥have you got
her?' she asked, not seeing how this could haviniagyto do with
the favour he was asking. 'Or do you want to kéeysecret?'

‘Secret from Anona,' he answered, going to tdhllabout a family
ring that had been handed down which Anona lovednbuonger

wore because one of the stones was missing. 'llowas the last time
she wore it and had gone when we got home,' he 'saidlve had a
new diamond set in for her birthday."'



'‘Oh, Maurice—how lovely!" Laurie exclaimed. 'Shed delighted.’

‘She will," he agreed, then, his face soberingg Thng is, though, |
can't take it home yet because | don't want heset it until her
birthday morning.'

'‘Can't you hide it somewhere?' Laurie queried, mbe¥ing
childhood Christmases when presents had been hiddére most
ingenious of places by her parents. Then she sawuestion had
made her boss look more than a shade uncomfortable.

'‘Er—since that—er—business six months ago,’ he, shid
embarrassment showing, 'since | shattered Anoreeting of
security—God, | must have been mad!—well, you caatly blame
her, but she's taken to—er—poking about in my thing

Startled by this revelation, Laurie's first thouglats, poor Anona, her
trust in Maurice must have taken a gigantic bloat tthe was still

checking for evidence of another woman. And poomuiz, she

thought, knowing just how hard he was trying to mak for what he
had done. Then the sadness of what he had reveasdusted,

surprise taking it as it dawned on her what thedahe wanted must
be.

'You want me to keep the ring for you?' she quastip unable to
keep the surprise from her voice.

‘Would you?' he asked eagerly.

'‘But—but I'm going away!" she exclaimed, wantingh®lp, sure
Anona would be thrilled with her present, but noanting the
responsibility of the ring. He had said he had adaliamond set in it.
And if the ring had belonged to the wealthy Cragmnity then it was
bound to be worth a bomb even without that stone.



‘That's all right,' he said, suddenly cheerful rbat his confidences
were out of the way.

‘But | can't leave a valuable item like that lysr@und,' she protested,
sure it must be worth a mint when Maurice didrsctiim that it was
valuable.

'‘Oh, come on, Laurie! How many times have you dmegled in the
last four years?'

‘Well, none," she admitted, having four years agdha age of
eighteen left her comfortable home in Warwick tp ler wings in
London. And following Maurice's train of thoughtesknew he was
thinking the area he lived was far more likely tavé night time
visitors than in her less well-to-do area.

‘There you are, then,' he proclaimed, as thougfalass he was
concerned the matter was settled.

'‘Can't you leave it at the jewellers until neahertime?’ she tried, still
wanting to help, but hoping he would see she ietresponsibility of
the article went beyond the call of duty.

‘They're moving into new premises at the weekdmal told her. 'l
don't want any last-minute foul-ups in the shape itobeing
temporarily mislaid in the change-over.’

To her way of thinking any arrangements the jewelleade would
be well thought out in view of their cargo. But sloelld see Maurice
was beginning to look anxious.

'‘Please, Laurie, do this for me. I've been savimdépu ages to afford
to do this out of my own money. Harcourt is morartlgenerous to
us, but | wanted to pay for Anona's present outngfown pocket.’



That got to her quicker than anything else he cbakk said. 'When
are you picking it up?' she asked, knowing the bHgsbjection had
just been knocked from under her.

'‘On Wednesday. You can take it home, put it somesvbat of the
way and forget about it until you come back fromuyoliday.'
Maurice was all smiles. 'All you have to do thebrnsg it with you to
work four weeks today ready for me to take hom&amday night.’

Laurie was plagued by conscience for the resteafternoon. While
still not liking to have the ring at her flat, sbeuldn't help but feel a
meanie at having objected in the first place whewoma would feel
so much joy at what Maurice had done for her. Aadvas right, of
course, she was fairly certain she could leavél&éteunlocked and no
one would so much as bother to try the door.

She was in Maurice's office sorting a mound of psim his desk
into their correct files to be put away neatl/ bhefshe went home,
when Alastair Yardley came in with yet more paperky

‘Made your break through yet, Alastair?' Mauridesashim, casually
handing Laurie the key to the safe so she coulkl flbe Professor's
work away for the night.

'‘Ask me in six months' time,' said Alastair douifjren, aware of the
lovely redhead he had missed seeing that mornmgahded her his
papers, saying, 'A few of us from the lab are gdorga jar—fancy
coming with us?'

'‘Not tonight, thanks, Alastair,” Laurie refusedying gone a few
times with the gang for an after-work half whileyhunwound and
cleared their heads of whatever scientific mattentwon up there. 'l
have masses to do,' and since she didn't thinkodwemember, she
trotted out, trying not to show off, 'I'm going tdong Kong on

Thursday.'



‘That's soon come round,' he replied, when shdbgad counting the
days for months now. He dug into his memory. 'Argou taking in
China as well?'

‘Starting the second week, but only for six daghg answered,
thinking to tone it down a bit in case it had soemhds though she was
showing off. 'And then only thanks to Mei Lal.’

Maurice filled in for her on seeing that Alastaiasvtrying to look as
though he knew what she was talking about wherrlglé® didn't
‘Mei Lai is that beautiful little Chinese girl whworks for a company
we deal with in Hong Kong. She popped in to sew/lisn she was
over here last July, and since she and Laurie gasoowell she's
insisted that Laurie stays with her.'

'So what has this Mei Lai to do with the China b#8ked the
Professor, who was nothing short of brilliant & fub, but whose
comprehension in other fields was a touch limited.

Sure she had already told him, Laurie joined inetell him, 'Had |
been going to stay in a hotel in Hong Kong | wouddrer been able to
have afforded the China tour.'

'‘Ah, | see,' said the Professor. 'Well, don't fotgebring me back a
stick of rock.’

Laurie's lips were still twitching at Alastair'smmark when she went
home. After her meal, judging that her friend Kaguhd have eaten
too, she picked up the phone to give her a ringceSKay didn't have
a phone of her own Laurie had a few minutes to white someone
went and fetched her to the communal phone in #fle éxcitement

threatening to overflow as she waited.

But her excitement changed to concern when Kayteaéy came to
the phone, for her friend was nowhere near as mgbVver with the



same excitement that had been in her voice thditastLaurie had
spoken with her.

'What's the matter?' she asked at once.

'‘Nothing | can put my finger on. | just feel—yulday answered,
already starting to sound brighter. 'Not to wothgugh, | shall be all
right by tomorrow. Probably the stodge of canterfgetting to me.
Have you packed yet?'

'Have | ever! Going to make a start in a minute.'

With Kay picking up the longer they chatted, Lalgrigoncern for her
friend faded. And anticipation was there in botaitivoices as they
reminisced on the time last year when they had totfe their best to
ensure that Mei Lai had an enjoyable time, and tbeghecked their
arrangements.

‘Neither Mei Lai nor her mother will be there thestf week, will
they?' Kay checked again, having like Laurie hadyrtaings to see
to, travel arrangements, money, visa, and purchiasaake specially
for the holiday, so she could be forgiven for grggtconfused.

‘That's right,' Laurie confirmed, being the one \khlao recently heard
from their Far East friend. 'Mei Lai's grandmotieguite poorly in
mainland China, so Mrs Wong has already left t@gd see her and
will stay as long as she's needed. But Mei Laitdeve more than a
week off work, so she'll be haring off to join mother on the Friday
we arrive. That means, unfortunately, that we weset Mei Lai until
we return from China ourselves.'

'‘Pity we can't meet up with her there,' opined Kaiiough with us
setting off for China a week the following Saturdae'll probably
pass her in transit if she has to be back at worthe Monday."'



After her call to Kay, Laurie got down to some eas packing, sadly
having to discard one or two items when a tesbruher case showed
that with the last-minute things she had to puit was never going to
close.

Tuesday was a hectic day at work, making her feelaed of her
holiday as prior to going to bed that night she lsaishing her
naturally wavy shoulder-length hair. But there gt that excited
shine to be seen in her large green eyes as shghthof arriving in
Hong Kong, of actually being there!

She had telephoned Kay earlier and heard her fsagthg she felt
fine again, Kay, like her, trying to keep the lidvwh on her
excitement.

Wednesday was less hectic, with Laurie taking toffeduring the
course of the morning to hope, when glancing thinotige jumble
Maurice had already made of his desk—for all heagbvsaid he
knew where everything was—that in her absence Araméhis
temporary secretary might be able to do what skdebkan unable to
achieve, and have him trained in better ways byithe she returned.

It was the middle of the afternoon, when havingelewerything she
could possibly think of doing to leave things redpble for her
successor, that she went in to see Maurice to clpa few loose
ends. He invited her to sit down, so she knew #iwate he had
worked hard too that he was ready for a break.

She wasn't surprised when he pulled the small squag box out of
his pocket and placed it on top of some papersi®ldsk. He had
said he was collecting Anona's ring today.

"There it is,' he announced. 'Thanks a million,ri&au

‘Can | have a look?' she asked—then she was gaapimg lifted
back the lid. 'Maurice, | can't possibly leave &myg as valuable as



this lying around in my flat!' she exclaimed withhdwesitation as the
unusually set emerald and diamond antique ring @drntkack at her.
'It'd look well if. . .'

'‘Oh, for goodness' sake!' Maurice countered, rariefiable,
endorsing by his irritability how much it meanthon that his wife
was totally surprised.

But Laurie was too panicky at the thought that semeemight break
into her flat while she was away to let his tonenyder too much.
The emerald alone would keep her in luxury for arye

'‘Leave it in the office safe, Maurice,' she urdidvill be far safer . .

'‘How can [, with Anona working here?' he slicedotigh her
argument. "You know as well as | do that in an abbeaanded moment
I'm just as likely to hand her the safe key whentleing wants
putting away. | do it with you all the time—leave with you

sometimes. Besides, | couldn't hurt her feelingglbging my door,
shutting her out, every time Alastair comes in veitimething for the
safe.’

Although she did not feel very happy about it, adt|Laurie was
persuaded against her better judgment to go anthputng in her
handbag. And returning, she saw that Maurice wasydal he could
to atone for his irritation with her as he endeaeduo lift her spirits
by beginning a conversation about the last timadebeen in Hong
Kong.

"You'll love it," he told her. 'The scenery is fadus, particularly in the
New Territories." Managing a smile, Laurie did feelself begin to
grow more cheerful as he explained that the artdgoevas made up
of Hong Kong Island, Kowloon Peninsular, the Newriteries and

about two hundred and thirty odd outlying islarid$. be warm there



too at this time of year,' he said. 'Lucky youggrape our English
climate in January.'

Work was forgotten as he told her about the NewrYetebrations
which started early in February, but which she womliss; of the
flower markets when the whole of Hong Kong turnatiad midnight,
or so it had seemed.

He snapped his fingers, something he had a halabioig when a
thought suddenly came to him. 'I've just remembethdre's a
fabulous restaurant in the Wanchai district. Youstngo there,
Laurie. Now what was it called . .

But before he could have time to think about it thwer door burst
open and the Professor was hurrying in, his faceeranimated than
Laurie had ever seen it, a smile splitting his féke a wedge of
melon.

There was no need for him to tell them that somethpretty

momentous had happened, it was there in his fageh&/ing got as
far as Maurice's desk, Alastair seemed lost ford&pand just stood
there waving the sheaf of papers in his hand.

‘You've cracked it?" Maurice guessed, his voiceetiyuihushed.
'You've solved that metal erosion problem.'

Alastair's smile grew wider than ever. 'By pure rad&’' he said
jubilantly, talking rapidly now that he had founds hvoice. 'For
months now I've been plodding away, checking, reckimng, then for
some unknown reason my mind wandered into a totalyevant
channel . . he paused as thought he still coubatigve it, .. . and—
there it was!

Maurice was out of his chair in a flash, warmly nging the
Professor's hand, Laurie too on her feet congratgladim. Talk then
became scientifically technical as Alastair expdairthe whys and



wherefores, which went right over her head. Froenglazed look in
Maurice's eyes, she guessed he too was havingculfiffi in
assimilating all that was being said, even thoughvhas nodding his
head as though he understood. But she couldn'ttlpe happy for
Alastair that his months of hard work had paid offguely
remembering something from school about how Sirxaheler
Fleming's discovery of penicillin had come abouwnir something
that had appeared quite irrelevant.

She picked up the conversation again when Alaktadrleft off his
technical explanations and was asking Maurice ihhd any idea
where he might be able to contact Harcourt. 'Kt to be here as
soon as he hears my news,' he said confidentlysgirsts never
higher.

Laurie knew from Maurice that T. Harcourt Craye samething of
a mathematician himself, and she didn't doubt keatvould have
more understanding of the breakthrough the Profdsmbmade than
she and Maurice. And she silently agreed, while j@iced for

Alastair, that the big boss would be over as s@oneaheard.

'He's flying in from Argentina today,' Maurice tditm. 'He could be
at his office or at home by now.'

"'l go and give him a ring.' Alastair's excitemdad- him half out of
the door before he came back and placed his papetbe desk.
'You'd better put these in the safe,' he said.yTaeitally important.
It wouldn't do for them to get into the wrong hargore Harcourt
gets here.’

Laurie's smile broadened as he went out as sheesedd their tame
professor thought some industrial spy was lurkinghe corridor
waiting for just this moment to mug him. Thinkifgetimportance of
the papers called for a new file all of their owhe went and found
one. Maurice's thoughts were on the same waveHagyhers as he



handed the papers over for her to slip inside leelfi@ gave her the
key and watched while she locked them in the safe.

Unable to get back to work straight away, becatseRrofessor's
elation had rubbed off on to both of them, theycdssed how
Alastair had deserved his success.

'Harcourt will get the champagne out over this, enak mistake,’
said Maurice. 'Notwithstanding the handsome finainaward that
will be going Alastair'® way,' adding by the wayhey've known
each other from their university days.'

Laurie pondered this piece of information. Maurlcad told her

Anona's brother was twelve years older than heat Tireant that
since Anona was twenty-four—twenty- five in a mdstime—then

he must be thirty-six or thirty-seven. Yet Maungas saying he and
the Professor were contemporaries.

'l thought the Professor was over forty?' she said.

'‘He worries a lot,' quipped Maurice, thinking tok@n, 'Don't let him
hear you say that!

Laurie grinned, then Maurice was asking what thesrendoing
before Alastair had burst in.

‘Tying up loose ends, | think,' she said, steeheg mind back to
work. 'Oh, and you were going to give me the addref that
restaurant in Hong Kong.'

He found a piece of paper from the mound on hig,désught for
about a minute, then in his large untidy print thaty near filled a
guarto sheet, quickly wrote down the address and gdo her.

She studied the address, which meant nothing to her



Then while she went to tuck it away in an unusedmartment of her
large wallet-type purse—making a mental note tasfer it to her
Hong Kong wallet-cum-purse later since this one laage enough
not to get her English and Chinese currency mixgdut would be
confusing if she had all three currencies in it—Me& went out.
Probably to see if- Alastair had contacted T. Harc&raye, she
thought.

Maurice was back at five when she put the cover bgetypewriter,

her mind already on her flight tomorrow morning.eSkouldn't be

seeing her typewriter for another three and a wakks; and she
wasn't bothered in the slightest about that.

‘Have a good holiday, Laurie," he said, comingulto ‘Lord knows
you've earned it, putting up with me all this time.

'‘Oh, you're not so bad," she teased him—then satvitlstead of
smiling at her sauce as he would normally have ddme was
suddenly very serious. Serious and a shade embtiona

'l can't thank you enough for keeping that ringedafr me,' he said.
‘Anona's going to be over the moon.’

'It's a pleasure,’ she said, purely because thasenathing else she
could have said.

‘Thank you, my dear," he said sincerely. And, Inm®@on being on
top of him at that moment, he added a kiss on heek to his thanks.

Thinking that perhaps he was more of a sensitive than she had
realised, Laurie could not find the 'Don't be ddftit needed to be
said. But oh, how she wished she had when she ntoyadk up her
bag and saw that, unheard by either of them, theraloor had
opened and Anona stood there, the wounded look enfdce
showing she had seen Maurice's peck on her cheeak
misinterpreted it.



‘Maurice was just—wishing me a happy holiday,’ sh&l lamely,
hating that she felt defensive.

'So | see,’ Anona remarked coolly, and turned $haipout, just as
Maurice was exclaiming: . 'Anona—darling!" and welnarging after
her.

Oh hell, Laurie thought, wondering if it would dayagood if she
hung about. Anona hadn't made off in the directibtine exit, so she
had probably headed for the ladies' cloakroom.

Deciding that at that precise moment she would sy be a red
rag to Anona if Maurice hadn't been able to pabd#y, for since he
wanted the ring kept darkly secret he wouldn'tlide #o tell his wife
what that peck on the cheek had been all aboutjd gathered up
her things, her mood of holiday happiness gondasade her way
to the stairs.

Her mind full of Maurice trying to placate his wifshe turned the
corner and went smack bang into the large man iogrtie same
bend.

'‘Look where you're going!" he ordered her chunisahd was going
up the stairs two at a time before she had so msajlimpsed his
face, black hair and a broad back all she couldbban.

Ignorant devil! she thought, as she swung throlghdoor, a large
opulent car drawn up at the entrance that was sgobto be kept
clear. She was in her car driving home when it ctoreer that since
the man she had dubbed 'ignorant devil' seemédiriio he had every
right to park wherever he wanted, apart from tlegttaat nobody who
worked in the building owned a car likeat, then the man who had
told her to look where she was going could be nather than T.

Harcourt Craye himself.



Thinking she had lost nothing by missing seeing thiettwo times he
had deigned to visit his other premises, Lauriedian. She had been
home an hour or two when she finally decided tlyatdowv Anona and
Maurice would have sorted themselves out, therpsbraptly forgot
about them and the ignorant T. Harcourt Craye, ghtai of her
journey tomorrow being far more exciting.

At eight o'clock she first telephoned her parethtsn with her father's
advice to 'be careful' realised he still thoughhef as his baby girl,
and thought to give Kay a ring to check that sha i@ last-minute
panics.

But to her consternation, the girl who answeredphene told her
Kay wasn't around, that she had last been seemtbiating being
taken away in an ambulance.

'Ambulance? What . . .

'‘Oh, nothing serious,’ came the airy informatidast appendicitis,
that's all.'

That the tenant in Kay's block seemed to-think apptis fell into
the same category as having a splinter removedmid-boggling
enough without anything else. But quickly gettingeo her shock,
Laurie asked which hospital Kay had been takenetrned it was
one miles away, and having nothing more to sayn¢operson who
seemed to have little time for illness, she thartk@dvery much and
hung up.

She had hunted up the telephone number of the thbgfore it

came to her that Kay was going to feel even moeastythan was
usual with appendicitis at the thought that herdayl had gone up in
smoke. The hospital were far more likely to let Bee her if she
presented herself on the doorstep than if she wangnd asked for
permission.



Without another thought, she grabbed up her caditoag, and was
tearing out of the house, her eyes barely regmidhe stranger to the
street in the shape of a Ford Cortina not far frencar.

It was maybe because Kay was in a tearful stadéing hour having
long since gone by the time Laurie, having takewesd wrong
turnings, got to the hospital, that she was allowed see her.

'‘Oh, Laurie, thank heavens you got my message@ught Susan had
forgotten to ring you when you didn't come at ugjttime,' said the
blonde-haired Kay, and, her pale face crumplirig, slo s-sorry.’

Laurie guessed that whoever Susan was, she hadniesart to tell
her of her friend's illness, but she didn't thibhkvould do Kay any
good to know her message hadn't been delivered.

‘You couldn't help it,' she tried to soothe herdAfrying to get a
smile from her, 'l don't suppose you went down \agipendicitis on
purpose!’

It had the desired effect, for all the smile Kafeoéd was a weak one.
"You'll still go, won't you?' she asked, when Launiad come to no
firm decision about it yet. 'Oh, do say you'll gshall feel worse than
ever if because of me your holiday is ruined too.'

‘Of course I'll go,’ Laurie told her swiftly. 'Itam't be the same, but . .

'You'll be all right, Laurie,’ Kay promised, knowjinbetter than
anyone outside her family that Laurie had an inbeénse of
misdirection, which had caused her nightmares wdten had first
moved to London. 'Mei Lai said you can't possilé¢ Igst in Hong
Kong, and if you do, all you have to do is folldwettram tracks. And
besides, you'll have Mei Lai for company on thedhweek—in the
evenings, anyhow.'



She was allowed to stay with Kay for fifteen mirsibeefore a nurse
came and politely told her Miss Richards should resv, though
looking pleased that her patient, still a trifle eb@gone, appeared
much less tearful now than she had done.

Getting into her car, Laurie thought she must bagiming things,
that the same Cortina she had glimpsed outsidédievas standing
parked not very far away from hers.

She forgot about it as she set her car in motind,a@ncentrated all
her navigational powers on getting home withoutimgadip in too
many blind alleys.

Knowing she was committed to going on her holiday, with some
of the joy gone since Kay wouldn't be accompanyieg, she let
herself into her flat intending to rearrange hetcsise a little to allow
for her toilet bag in the morning, have a quickhbatd go to bed.

But it was as she opened her suitcase and saththaiveater she had
placed on top was all out of alignment, and lyimgré not at all in the
neat way it was second nature to her to lay outtnags, that the
hairs on the back of her neck began to prickle.

Alarmed, she straightened up. Straightened up amed slowly
round the room—then froze. Someone had been inflakershe
knew it! Fear hit her as, not wanting to belieysite investigated the
kitchen and her bedroom.

Relief about to rush in that her imagination wasywlg tricks with
her, for everything looked normal, she glanced rowahe bed—and
alarm was with her again, intensified. She haderleft her bed with
the bottom sheet dangling like that! Nausea wagadad her alarm.
Nausea that some criminal had touched the bed ake¢arsleep in.

She conquered her fear and her nausea as she erachnd search
for a reason why anybody should break into her Waty disturb her



bed, lift up the mattress, by the look of it? Thmdyahing she had of
value was the gold chain her parents had givefoh&er twenty-first
birthday, and she was wearing that. Oh!

Oh no! Laurie thought, having forgotten all abd ting in her dash
to see Kay. It must be the ring! Maurice must haleé somebody she
was keeping it for him, that somebody could haud smmebody
else, anybody . . .!

She needed to sit down, her nerves were so shialeshe first of all
checked her handbag to see she still had theltisgarkled back at
her, was beautiful andaluable and she knew then there was onl
one thing she could do.

Her eyes flew io the clock. Half past eleven. Aldiié to ring Maurice
at home, but he'd have to come and collect it, rneett the airport
tomorrow or something—she just couldn't leave relfer any petty
criminal to get his hands on. Maurice must havenlm#ehis head to
suggest such a thing.

Quickly she dialled his number, heard a voice Weadn't his answer.
'‘Can | speak to Maurice—Mr Lancaster?' she askedrthle voice.
And because of the lateness of the hour and whaevas might
have to drag Maurice out of bed, too strung up aheuintruder to
remember that Anona had clearly thought somethiag going on
between her and Maurice, 'Would you tell him itaitie.'

There was a pause, so she thought the man hadaganeto get

Maurice to the phone. Then she found he hadn'tdnidgnd not only

that, but that his voice had changed, was rudettike man she had
bumped into coming out of Craye & Co. And addedhtat, it was

biting with aggression, as he snarled:

‘You've got one hell of a nerve—don't you see ehaafgyour lover
without having théloody cheeko ring him at my sister's home?'



Laurie could hardly believe it as the phone weashimg down in her
ear. She stared dumbfounded at the receiver imed—and still
couldn't believe it.



CHAPTER TWO

HoNG KONG Laurie found entirely fascinating. Being nervous c
finding her way around on her own at first, she bpdnt the first
week or so of her holiday exploring, gradually b®aay more and
more adventurous.

Yesterday, for instance, she mused as she satitrdin that was
taking her and her tour group from the mainlandn@hborder to
Canton, she had hopped on a tram, crossed to Kavdodhe ferry,
and had eventually caught a bus to spend a mosyadig day
exploring part of the New Territories.

And still there was that feeling of excitement ierhlt didn't seem
possible that she, Lauretta Frost, who was apide her way if she
didn't keep her wits about her, should actuallysiténg alone in a
train travelling in China!

She glanced down the centre aisle of the comfartdibst class
compartment, seats either side facing each otherywtwo. Well,

not that she could say she was alone, she memfadiified. This

compartment looked to be full, with about fiftylek travellers, she
thought, all Westerners by the look. So apart ftbmlist of nhames
and addresses she had been given of the peopkr touin, that must
mean there was more than one tour heading in the daection.

‘Hello." She turned her head to see that a prettysyt haired girl had
appeared from somewhere behind her and was spdhegame
badge that had been supplied to her to identifyasdseing with the
‘China Expedition' group. 'I'm Betsy Warren,' thieridly girl told

her, her Australian accent starting to come throigbu must be
Lauretta Frost. I've checked everybody else ounfibe list they
gave us.'



'Hello,' Laurie said, about to invite the other gar call her Laurie.
But Betsy was showing herself to be a talkativesperland was going
on:

Tm travelling with my sister Shirley. Isn't thisegt! We only
finished a Japan tour yesterday . . ..’

She broke off as the coach attendant came to vidaemge was sitting
carrying the largest kettle she had ever seenaskithg, by pointing
to the large china cup complete with lid sittingtba shelf-like table,
if she wanted tea.

'Please,' said Laurie, watching avidly as hot wat&s poured on top
of the jasmine tea leaves reposing in the bottom.

'I'd better get back,' said Betsy. 'See you laauretta.’

Cheered and feeling less alone for having Betsyecand talk to her,
Laurie looked up from her steaming tea. And it Wees1 she met full
on the staring look of a dark- haired man she haticed in the

compartment earlier. He hadn't been looking ableé&wsre, but he was
in no hurry to take his eyes from her now, she saw.

Laurie dropped her eyes to study her cup, not knguihy the intent
regard of the man should bother her. Or perhapslishahe thought
a moment later, trying to get to grips with herlifeg of being
suspicious of everybody who had looked at her arsgtonger than
necessary, when it had never bothered her beforevas that
wretched ring again. She had had to bring it wéh there had been
nothing else for it.

Certain as she had been that someone had beenfiathi had been
unthinkable to leave it behind. Maurice would gothe wall if she

had to tell him it had been stolen. But keeping iher possession
wherever she went was a bother she could do witiott that she

remembered she had it with her all the time.



But there had been moments when her imaginatiogbad wild and
she could have sworn she was being followed. Gihhsll been able
to laugh at her imaginings afterwards, but rememiggparticularly
that afternoon she had visited the Museum of Hystooused in one
room on the fourth floor -of a large building in Wwon, she had
been sure then the only other visitor looking atéikhibits had been
following her. It had made her wary of going oured when darkness
fell. But that wasn't so much of a chore, sincegave her the
opportunity to write long newsy letters home to parents, to her
brother James at university, and also to Kay.

Laurie forgot about the man who had been, if ndchiag her, then
at least making a special note of her existencéeasrain travelled
on. Her attention being taken with the scene vievirean the

window—flat, yellowish-brown fields, trees of sageeen, small
villages, shanty type buildings, some buildingsiqtiya attractive.

She was unaware of anything in the compartmerti@fosked out as
telegraph poles whizzed by, seeing how immaculagelyout and
furrowed all the fields they passed seemed to I dmall neat
allotments of land, workers at their labours cargyivhat looked like
heavy loads across their shoulders, were of mueatgr interest to
her.

Her attention was pulled back to the compartmerthashavy blue

uniformed attendant began wet-mopping the aisteessped along.
Damn, her eyes had had to gohis direction again! She looked
away, having noted that he wasn't wearing a todgéaf any kind

on that expensive-looking sweater. So, unlike Inemust have every
confidence of finding his way about, even in Chida.had that look

about him, she thought, as though he would alwaysvkprecisely

where he was, exactly what he was doing.

She forgot about him again as the train beganawddwn. People
began to stir, get their belongings together. She last seen her
suitcase at the railway station, but had her tpm#ided coat ready to



put on the moment they reached Peking, as it wdss®e fourteen
degrees centigrade below freezing up there.

The train stopped, and clutching her handbag anteia her thick
coat over her arm, Laurie trooped out of the tggaa to see the guide
from China Expedition Tours was waiting for them.

And it was in the car park of Canton railway statibat the members
of the group she was to travel with sorted thenesebut—the man in
the train was not one of them.

‘We will tour the city,' the guide informed themtasy filled up the
seats in the small bus. 'Then dinner, then to itipe, then you will
fly to Peking.'

Laurie had a seat to herself to the right of the, e double seats on
the left being occupied by people who were trangltogether. But it
didn't upset her that she appeared to be the omdy without a
companion as she tried to find room for her longslen the small
space the seat in front allowed.

She was too busy as they set off in trying to fidte what the guide
was saying in his broken English—all his R's conongL's while at
the same time looking out of the window, seeingfist trolley-bus,

and trying to accustom her ears to the constamtdsofimotor-horns.

They had had a meal at the border where there legth Imo

condescension to Western ways, chopsticks beingirither of the

day. And it was the same at dinner, though sino&dafifties couple,

Mr and Mrs Dodd, she discovered, had the same Rperise as her,
she didn't feel so much of an idiot when a piecenefat she had
successfully held dropped from her chopstickshasbre she got it to
her mouth.



'‘We'll be experts when we leave,' the salt-and-peppaired Mrs
Dodd told her confidently as she witnessed thedemt. 'That, or as
thin as laths!'

The plane journey to Peking took over two hours] haurie was
more impressed by the smartness of Peking airpant $she had been
by the airport at Canton, having yet to learn #pttoons were not an
uncommon sight in China still.

The cold air hit them when they came from the airpmtheir bus. 'l
don't care what it looks like," exclaimed Mrs Dobdying a sense of
humour Laurie took to, 'but this hat is going on n@ad and staying
there until we get somewhere warm!" She then paexkéo put on a
large woolly hat, pulling it well down over her saand looked so
like Laurie's idea of a Tartar of old, she just bagrin.

'It looks great,' she told her, feeling snug in tn white woolly hat
her mother had knitted her but which she had n#éveught she
would wear, although it had a certain chic to it.

It was quite late when they arrived at their hobelf it was such a

thrill to actually be there, actually in Pekingathvhen she was issuec
with her key to a room on the second floor, Latnael to remember

that the guide had declared an early start tomqgrsovghe had better
get to bed as soon as possible.

Her room seemed vast after the smallness of thenawodation in
Mei Lai's flat. And she was surprised to see stetdd.V. in her
room, plus a hot water flask, a cup complete withdnd a canister of
tea. But with the early start scheduled for thet mearning in mind,
she investigated only to see that the central inggipes beneath the
window were hot, and that she had her own bathrabem a quick
wash and she went out like a light.



The next morning, knowing it was going to be pangtcold outside,
she donned a thick pair of knitted tights ' under jeans, and added
an extra sweater. Then remembering that the guadesaid they
could change travellers cheques in the lobby, Gleimeirrency being
unobtainable outside the country, she took her Hi&agg wallet
with her remaining ten Hong Kong dollars and snzalpply of
travellers cheques in it from the bottom of hetcase and left her
room, handing in her key to the man on duty atdiénk on her floor.

Breakfast was a satisfying meal, more so becawshadha knife and
fork. How otherwise she would have managed the mhara eggs
served, she shuddered to think. Not lingering withothers who had
arrived late having gone to get their currencyt fishe went out into
the foyer and up to the desk where money was leinganged.

And it was there that she sawm again—the man in the train. He
came and stood by her while she waited her turnwkie tall, she
noted, his eyes dark brown, she saw at close gsafes nose
straight, chin square with an iron determined laoK. His physique
was one many a man would have envied, she coudiptthinking,
seeing he looked to have muscle power without beiagcle- bound.

Having decided it was ridiculous to think everyasiee came into
contact with was after Anona's ring, Laurie stitludn't help the
feeling that there was something faintly sinisteowt him. He could
have looked away from her first in the train yedésr, but he hadn't,
she remembered, as studiously she tried to pretkachad missed
seeing his lofty height.

Then she had to be glad he was there. She fourtteouas as English
as she was when her lack of being a world travehewed itself in
the way she couldn't understand the Chinese gidrwéhe handed
back the travellers cheque she had given her.

'Sign it at the bottom,' he told her in even unoegi- accented tones.



'Oh yes,' she said, having forgotten the bank blbher she had to
do that when she had already signed her cheqties ttp in front of
the English bank clerk.

The thirty pounds she was exchanging seemed & zitn as she
waited for her money, in view of the hundred- poghdque he had
in his hand. But by the look of him, he had hacheed to watch his
spending the past six months like she had, ordgarabut his bank
account to afford the trip.

She saw him again in Tian'anmen Square, the seuraee Chairman
Mao had in 1949 proclaimed the founding of the ResfiRepublic of
China. She had been happily clicking away with imexpensive
camera at the Great Hall of the People, and wasigpaway trying
to get a long shot of the vast square that could half a million
people, when she saw him. He had seen her, toothshght,
although he had turned away when she had spottad He was
wearing a sheepskin coat, and like every other ar@und was
wearing a hat, his suiting him particularly in tigape of astrakhan
fur.

So hewason a tour, she mused, intending to take her ldmg s
whether he was about or not. He seemed to be vgtwp that had
been at a table near hers at breakfast time. &oktér concentrate on
the picture she wanted to take, knowing her cangustavasn't up to
the shot she wanted, but snapping what she coultheofsquare
anyway while wondering what it was about him thatudbed her so.
It wasn't as if she was afraid of men or anythikg that. Aside from
the various boy-friends she had had since she mtees, she got on
well and easily with Maurice and the men in the Mas it all on
account of that ring that she was wary? she hadtaler.

‘Mr Chan is signalling for us to go.' Betsy Wartameup to her, her
footsteps going in the direction of the bus. Ladeilé into step with
her. T got a terrific photo of the Monument to tReople's



Heroes—did you know it's one hundred and twenty feat high?'
Betsy chatted away, her voice carrying, in no waydsied that they
were nearing that sheepskin-clad figure. 'Hi,' @hen called to him.
'‘We're off to the Summer Palace—probably see yereth

‘Do you know him?' Laurie questioned when they wiareenough
away for Betsy's reply not to be overheard.

‘No, but I'd certainly like to. He's got the logdm't he?' Then seeing
an American young man in his early twenties who traaglling with
his father on their tour, "'Though that Mervyn idved, if my luck's
out." And, not waiting for Laurie's comment, '‘Potit Shirl reckoned
she was going down with frostbite. She went backht® bus ten
minutes ago.'

It was at the Summer Palace, which Laurie learneslalso known as
the Garden of Harmonious Unity, that she got het §ight of ancient
Chinese architecture. Everything was in red, ggédlow and green,
fluted, ridge-tiled buildings and white marble s$aiAnd it was here
that she started to get to know the other membddrerdour group as
they followed their guide through the many hallasging comment
with each other on the objects of jade, ivory aedrpdecorating
most of the halls they stayed to look at. All ofitthstopped when Mr
Chaé& had something to tell them, finding that vitle many Chinese
who had come to view their own inheritance, wheeytigrouped
round to listen to their guide, so too did the @s& crowd
round—though not to listen to Mr Chan, but to loekh gentle
curiosity at the Westerners.

They were just leaving the Hall of Happiness whigre far from
benevolent Empress Dowager Ci Xi had lived, wheuriesagain felt
the sensation that someone was watching her. Unalkpress the
Instinct, she swung round and found she was righitthe man Betsy
had called 'Hi' to, and told him where they weréengpwas there.



And it was as clear as day that he had no intardbe exhibits, for
his eyes were fastened on her, his look neithelirgmmor friendly.

Laurie didn't smile either as she turned smartlguakand hurried
after the others—ever present in her mind thatnshetn't lose sight
of them and get herself lost. There had been nbiis tour with him,
she thought, as she caught up with her party. Morthey passed
them. So that must mean he had come on in frohtsofjroup—or
that he had come without them. Now why would hetda? Was he
following her?

Don't be ridiculous, Laurie, she counselled hersathdering for the
umpteenth time why she had let Maurice talk hes inbking after

that ring. That man was an individualist, it stumkt a mile. The
others might be content to troop around with a,tshe was quite
happy to do so herself, but he looked to be a nfamwwould always
go his own way. And the fact that he had been luplat her didn't
mean a thing other than as the only other Westem#re Hall of

Happiness when he had got there, she must haveaititke a sore
thumb. It was natural that his-eyes would be dréwimer.

She was still wondering why, if he didn't intendstay with his tour,
he had joined a tour in the first place, when BM&rvyn's father,
came up to her complaining it would take a weelsde just this
palace alone, yet they were supposed to do i @ldouple of hours.

'‘Not very long, is it?' she agreed, her camerarftploeen busy as she
had tried to record as much of it as she couldl, ®$ better than not
coming at all, isn't it?'

Burt seemed to gravitate to her for the rest ohtloening. Whenever
they stopped he seemed to be close by. And asetthim no way

threatened by him, seeing that since Mervyn sedméé doing his
best to separate the two sisters, Betsy and Shatel/that rather left
Burt on his own, it was natural, since he appe&vatked someone,



that he should seek the company of the only otkesgm without a
companion.

She could have done with him or anyone that aftamnehen they
paid a visit to the Temple of Azure Clouds. For sbow or other she
had got herself separated from the others, and kinetwsensation of
being lost of old. The trouble was, in England sbeld ask just
anybody and they would put her right, but this Wé$na, where the
chance of her making herself understood if shecagkgone the way
back to the bus was remote.

As she tried not to panic, her feeling of beind leas added to as that
familiar feeling of being followed assailed herotigh this time she
would have welcomed it had her pursuer been the mathe
sheepskin coat. He at least did speak English.n&dgust climbed
some steps and was about to go through a red andiggoba when
she turned. There was no one there. Her feelibgiofy followed had
played her false. Yet it was still there when shentwvhere she
thought the rest of her group had gone, up andtigit of steps,
through another dagoba. She turned, about to Ibodugh the
archway, then caught a flash of red to her rigletsi was wearing a
red coat. Promptly, forgetting her feeling of befiofjowed, Laurie
chased after her, just in time to see her disappearto one of the
buildings. Laurie followed.

When she entered the building she at first thouigiatas nothing
more than a badly lit store room. And then as saeed about her,
and all thought of Betsy went from her mind, faation set in as she
saw that the store the room held was row upon rfastedues of gold-
painted disciples of Buddha. Her attention rivesta walked up and
down the several gangways, staring, lost to thddyat the various
expressions on what must be five hundred or mateies, some in
various stages of decay.



And then suddenly she had bumped into something. dgér head
shot up as two hands came out to steady her, lesr\eigening in
recognition.

‘You'll get yourself lost if you don't look wher@yre going,' said
that same voice that had told her where to sigrirhgellers cheque
that morning.

‘What are you doing here?' she challenged, unnatsdeing him
there.

‘The same as you, | imagine,' he retorted coolly.

Suddenly she was overwhelmingly conscious of higlaatill on her

arms. 'Well, I'm not likely to fall over if you lego of me,' she said
ungraciously, pointedly—and heard that he coulgizdty acid too

when he chose.

‘My intention was to stop you before you attempte@valk through
me, not to rape you,' he told her bluntly, lettgagher arms.

Knowing she owed him an apology for her rudendss,dsdn't like
that he in turn had been equally rude. She sp&&tdy out of the
corner of her eye. 'Well, bully for you,' she rétol; no apology
forthcoming as she sidestepped him and chargedredte

After that small experience of getting separatemmfrher party,
Laurie made up her mind to keep in close contatit tiiem as she
wrapped up warmly the next morning, already entsisgl about the
proposed half day trip to the Great Wall of China.

By now everyone in her group had sorted themselnesknew each
other by name. But it still came as something sfiigrise that Betsy
should know not only the names of everyone on tioeir, but also at
least one name on the tour that seemed to be doigawith theirs.

Perhaps it shouldn't have surprised her, Laurieght) for Betsy was



a gregarious creature. They were in the train mgatbr the best
preserved section of the Wall, at Badaling, whee §oung
Australian girl came and plonked herself down bediér, camera
round her neck, saying:

'If | go on taking photographs at this rate,' pagsas she snapped &
three horse drawn cart through the train windowhall have more
film than clothes to take back to Perth!" She ckdcker camera,
making sure it was ready for her next shot, themar&ed, 'Have you
noticed Tyler is the only one of all of us who idnting a camera?’

‘Tyler?' Laurie queried, not knowing a face in thparty who fitted
the name.

‘That dishy guy on the other trip—don't say you ‘td&now who |
mean? He's the only one of that crowd that anyngdld leave home
for.'

Laurie had no trouble in knowing whom Betsy wakiteg about. She
had been hoping he wouldn't be anywhere aroundytodaiew of

their short sharp exchange yesterday. She was latayp@nd could
do without any unpleasantness, and he just seemnbdng out the
worst in her.

'‘Er—you've had a few words with him, then?' sherigde unable to
qguell her curiosity although she was sure she wHsat' interested.

'‘Not yet,' said Betsy blithely. 'But the day is yeting,' explaining, 'l
overheard one of his group calling him Tyler.'

Betsy's remark about the day being yet young gaaerié the
ominous impression that he was around somewherdhatdBetsy
was hoping to get into conversation with him befibrey returned to
the hotel. Yet she hadn't seen him board the train.



'l haven't seen him today,' she said carefullyyltach Betsy gave her
a look that said how could she ever have misseidgéem, before
she recalled:

‘Our bus arrived at the station before his, bug hete all right. Sitting
at the back.'

'‘Well, good hunting," said Laurie while at the sainge wondering
why she should suddenly feel uptight. After herenekss yesterday
he was more likely to cut her than bother to coméouspeak to her.
She thought a change of conversation was needdabubht you
were getting on well with Mervyn, though?'

Her ploy worked, as instantly Betsy forgot the nshe fancied above
all others, and grimaced comically as she saiduld/gou believe it

wasn't me the rat was after, but our Shirl? Stilipakes her happy
and takes her mind off her frostbite." And as sutidas she had
come, Betsy was off again. 'I'll go and have a ¢bd&urt,' she said
over her shoulder.

Cold wasn't the word for it as under their guidesructions they all
piled out of the train and all tourist parties mixegether, getting on
any of the several buses that were to take themltbe distance to
the Wall.

Laurie had no trouble seeing the man she now kiseliyker, but she
studiously avoided seeing him. Avoided seeing lwonwhen at their
destination they disembarked and listened to thdeginstructing
them that they should return at twelve to take aliack to the train.
Then, turning to the awesome construction said @othe only
man-made structure visible to the naked eye fraamtlon, he told
them that they could take the east or the wesispatit that the east
part was easier.



'‘Let's go west!" exclaimed Mrs Dodd. And in view ledr and her
husband being the more senior of the group, raitiaer lose face and
take the easier route, all of them followed.

All of them, that was, but Laurie, and she hungkb&he was sure
she wasn't getting paranoic abbun, Tyler, but some basic instinct
she had never known she possessed was tellingphearoid him,
telling her when she saw his party move off follogvher group, that
since he was such a perfectly fit-looking specinmentoo would take
the west route.

She fought a silent inner battle as she rememberethoughts that
morning that she was going to stick like glue te tthers, and so
eliminate any chance of getting lost. She studaedaall for another
few seconds, saw it went straight up so therefarstroome straight
down, and decided on that instant that she coulusisibly get

lost—then she moved east.

She then forgot all about him. Awe, wonder wadrsginh. Again that

marvellous feeling of actually being there, actyglanding on part
of a construction it had taken three hundred thodisaen ten years to
join together the several walls built by indepertdangdoms. She
was actually standing there on the wall that streticfor nearly four

thousand miles.

It took some time to sink in as, busy with her ceamshe took snap
after snap, pausing to click into place anothetriciye of film as she
photographed the parapet, the towers, the ruggekl s and
ridges. There was not a blade of grass to be seavh&re, making it
seem impossible that in summer those black-brows Wwould be
covered in greenery. It was so cold one had to keeying, yet in
summer people would walk the wall in shirt sleeves.

Time and again she walked, getting steadily warrfaarthe wall
wound upwards, causing her to wonder how the Qtliers doing on



the west climb. Once she was stopped by Chinessaptsatrying to
get her to part with her yuan in exchange for alithg or a tiny silver
Buddha which were said to have been taken fronbdnial places of
the dead. The idea appalled her. ‘No, thank ybe,repeated many
times.

Yet she was loving every minute of the experiendee spirit of
adventure soared in her blood when, going throughrehway, she
saw some steps leading up to a tower. Her padded was
cumbersome, so she roped her camera around her msa#ling a
hand on either rail as she climbed the stone $tefpe lookout.

She soon felt quite warm, so the bitterly cold wihdt greeted her
was a shock, took her breath and had her goingedar wall for
shelter. But she was glad she had made the eHflogtwas careless of
the wind and grateful for her white woolly hat, k&2 had a better
view of the parapet walk, ahead on top of thethdl tower she was
aiming to make for.

The cold was getting through to her, so she turirednding to go
down again, and saw then that she was not the amywho had
decided to climb that particular tower.

'l thought you'd gone with the others!" left hefdse she could hold it
back.

'So you did notice me, for all you were pretendimg to," Tyler
remarked, his voice mocking so that her feelingshito at that
moment were fairly violent, especially since hewmrtdd out
exclamation had left her without a leg to stand on.

Tf you've gathered that much, you must also havieeged that it's
my wish to avoid seeing you,' she retorted at last, seeing any
reason to wrap up the fact that she didn't carehnfrchim.



'Why should you wish to avoid me?' he asked, beleljerately
obtuse, she thought. "You were rude to me yesterdarely without
cause when all | did was to hang on to you to sawefrom hurting
yourself.'

She didn't feel like apologising. Which again waslike her,
endorsing for her that this man brought out thesivar her. She
walked by him, heading for the steps to go down.

‘Are you afraid of me?’

His voice came silkily, close by, so he must batrlgehind her. 'Why
should | be afraid?' she turned to challenge hinertlound she was
looking into dark brown eyes, felt her heart migseat, and for some
unknown reason, wanted to run.

‘You tell me,' he challenged right back.

She couldn't tell him because she didn't know. |€4ve me alone!’
she snapped. Which was no answer at all, but washel could
manage before she turned and needed all her coatentto go
down the steps.

She couldn't hear him behind her as she carriediaking up the
incline towards the topmost tower she had seensBeitwas sure he
was there. And she began to dislike him even nf@eltecause of his
suspected presence, she couldn't turn round agastted to and take
in the view of the way she had come.

And she wasn't afraid of him anyway. She had resdtast night that
no one was after that wretched ring. The only reas® had thought
they might be, she had seen clearly then, was becahbe felt

weighted down with the responsibility of it.

But she blamed him that this visit to the Great Wbk highlight of
the tour, had been spoilt because he was traiknddotsteps. Yet if



she wasn't afraid of him—and she was sure she t#aand if he was
not after the ring, which again she was sure henlwashat was it
about him that had made her feel so antagonistiarids him from
that first moment she had caught him watching her?

She had been walking steadily towards the towerhste set her
sights on reaching, when she abandoned the ideaesdtigating it.

It was all his fault, she thought, halting her stehe didn't want
another encounter with him when she got there.t@imed, the idea
in her mind of ignoring him, of waiting past himdagoing to the cafe
she had seen signposted close to the Wall for atagpffee.

Since she was certain he was right behind hera#t a&vshock to see
that though there were several Westerners mixedtinthe Chinese
coming towards her-—a babble of French hit her earseveral
French people passed— the man Tyler wasn't amamg. th

She wasn't piqued that he wasn't following her,goodness' sake,
she thought, quashing the very idea that the emdhiat hit her might
be disappointment. But as she had turned aboulihddmot after her
climb, the idea of coffee that had been born sti#med a very good
idea.

Then she took a wrong turn and had to retrace teps 9efore she
found that the cafe, a large room with big rourdds plus a part of it
that sold souvenirs, was no more than she wastas&tere were not
many people there, so she had her pick of thegathleugh first she
took off her thick coat and draped it over a ch&ine had just sat
down, a hand to the hat on her head, when someomng in
through the door attracted her attention.

Her hand stayed in its action when Tyler came gitaio her
table—just -as though he knew she was there, thtoghthe wide
expanse of glass fronting the cafe, he could walehseen her from



the window, and as casually as you like he sat dawine chair next
to her.

She still hadn't found her voice at his colossgdudence, though she
had pulled her hat from her head and made somaattte fluff her
hair out when he remarked admiringly:

‘That' s right. It's a pity to keep such gloriousbjoured hair covered
up. Tell me, do you have the temper that usuallgsgwith the
beautiful red hair you possess?’

Impudence wasn't the word! she thought, her lipaifig. And yes,
there had been occasions in her formative years \Wwaetemper had
been positively volcanic. But that had been bestre had learned to
count ten before exploding.

'l usually manage to keep it under control,' ste tham tightly.
'‘Good,' he said, not a bit abashed. 'Have you eddget?’

'I've only just arrived,' she told him shortly, vamring why she had
the feeling he knew that already, before it camkdosince he had
probably seen her shedding her coat through thedominthe
conclusion was obvious.

She had to admire him even though her spirit ofpahdence had her
wanting to order her own coffee, to hear him sumnhenwaiter and
order coffee for both of them in Mandarin.

'Did you want anything to eat?' he thought to #sén dismissed the
waiter at Laurie's tight-lipped shake of her hd4elgave her cause to
admire him some more when he shed his sheepskenlreg a broad
width of shoulder that had nothing to do with thadg@ing of
numerous sweaters that almost everyone was clad in.



Alarmed at the direction her thoughts were takaggrting her eyes
from his firm mouth with the lower lip that suggestis kisses might
be quite something, Laurie was horrified that shghtbe a quick

second member of the fan club Betsy had instig&@edd grief, she
didn't even like the man!

'So tell me," Tyler enquired, settling himself dowwahat's a nice girl
like you doing in a place like this?'



CHAPTER THREE

THAT his remark had her lips wanting to twitch, Lautid not want

to allow. 'The same as you, | imagine,' she replisihg the same
expression he had used yesterday. 'Though on settanghts,

where's your camera? Or," as a sudden thought teelne, ‘have you
been here before?'

Their coffee was brought to them, but not the bithich since she
was determined to pay for her own she would likdhawe caught
sight of.

'Have you?' she asked when the waiter went awayTglet hadn't
answered.

'l have, actually,' he admitted, his eyes scrutigiier. 'But it's well
worth a second visit, wouldn't you agree?"

She had to, of course. She had barely seen enbiggtinte, and she
felt cross about that since it was unlikely she Maver come this
way again. But there was no time now to hurry duthe cafe and
make for that tower once more.

You speak Mandarin, | noticed,' she said, sineg tirere being fairly
amicable now, and she did not want to have andihttle of words.
She would be gone anyway as soon as she had finfsrecoffee,
and she really would stick close to the othersutare.

'Only a smattering," he disclaimed. Then he wasgskWhat made
you decide to come on holiday on your own?"

Laurie could easily have asked him the same queshbout to say,
'l enjoy my own company,' she bit down the barbwédeld know it
for the pointed remark it was anyway, since she avaa tour with a
dozen other people, though why she should worryighis feelings
she hadn't a clue.



'l wasn't going to come alone,’ she found hersayirgy honestly
instead. 'Only at the last moment my . . ."' sheedpthinking with his
air of sophistication he would be bored to teash# went into details
about Kay's appendicitis, '. . . my friend coulandke it.'

And then she was sorely tempted to forget all aloounting up to
ten, when his look hardened and he grunted, 'His put the block
on, did she?'

'‘Why, you . . .I'" she began, before self-controhwo

Still fuming, she tried to catch the eye of the teqiand felt more
angry than ever that all her signals were ignoBsinn him, let him
pay the bill! she thought furiously, knowing shedHaeen right to
dislike Tyler whatever-his-name-was on sight.

She stood up, had her coat on and was at the ddoe cafe pulling
on her white hat, before she had thought furthee Bad left him
sitting there and hoped they overcharged him.

But outside her temper rapidly cooled—though it hidle to do with
the below freezing temperature that hit her. It vaisvery well
storming out in high dudgeon that the man in thieoeight so lightly
of her morals that he thought it was not beyondthédrave an affair
with a married man. But having so hastily left hshe hadn't a clue
which way to go to catch the bus to the train. Avitht was worse,
there was not another Western-looking person, aabtitat precise
moment whom she could ask.

Well, she wasn't going back in to enquire, that Wassure, she
thought, moving away from the cafe window.

Of course it didn't help matters at all that she ta&kena path that led
nowhere near where she thought she should be. iNatr mhake her
feel any better that Tyler had come after her. tNat he appeared to
recognise that she was lost.



'l think you must have photographed everythingights' he said,
handing her the camera she had left behind inusér, tbut you might
need that if anything else takes your fancy.’

‘Thank you,' she muttered, taking it from him.

‘Seen enough?' he enquired.

Of you, she wanted to retort. 'Yes," she said buiet

‘Then if you have no strong objection I'll walktbee bus with you.'

How could she object? She needed him. Then shalf@she took
hold of her arm and turned her about, that he wasiting for any
objection she might have. 'We'll go this way, shvedl,’ he stated
rather than asked, letting go her arm as sherfilstep with him.

Feeling better that someone else was doing thegativg, like a
lamb Laurie trotted beside him, though nowhere t@éorgetting his
remark she considered totally uncalled for.

He didn't appear to have anything he wanted tacdner either, as
slowing down his long stride to match hers, sileh# walked along.

Hoping that when they did reach the bus she womld & seat to
herself, Laurie went with him down an incline. Sband they were
soon in the area where she had separated from Mn @hd the
others, but she still wasn't too sure of her beggariil they turned a
corner, still going downwards, where she saw a pmjnting to the
railway station.

Having come this far with Tyler she couldn't verglisnow leave
him, she considered. Especially since he was gointhe same
direction and she would either have to run ononffto part from him
or dawdle behind.



Her thoughts shut off abruptly as they turned amottorner and a
wind so fierce hit them it had her gasping for kinggrateful for the
hand that gripped her arm as her legs were thredten be swept
from under her. Bracing herself against the wihe, lseard Tyler say
a few short sharp words in Mandarin to the peasahtshad braved
the cold and wind to try and sell their macabredddrinkets. Then as
she spotted a couple of buses not far away, anbkagtrof wind blew
up, gathering a dust storm in the process, andwstseblinded by
what felt like an eye full of road.

Eyes tightly closed, she clutched at Tyler. 'My ,eghe said above
the wind. 'lI've got something in my eye,' then felief from the
windy blast as he came and stood firmly in fronhef.

'l can't do a thing about it if you don't open yeyes,' came his voice
calmly. 'Which one is it?'

‘The right one,' she told him, both eyes watervanity, for all her
distress, made her glad she had decided agairtstigutascara on
her already dark long lashes that morning.

Tyler's ungloved hand felt warm on her cheek, causi peculiar
feeling to start up inside her at the feel of thatm hand as he turned
her head in the direction he wanted it.

He had to instruct her again to open her eyes #saviarge white
handkerchief in his other hand he found and clearealy the alien
matter. Her right eye watering more than the otrexr when he had
finished, Laurie blinked rapidly several times-—#hestopped
blinking as gently he mopped up the tear that badlown her cheek,
wiped dry both eyes with that same gentlenesshab her vision
returned to normal at last. Laurie stood and statdaim, trying to
equate his gentle touch with the aggressive siddnad seen in him.



He was unmoving too, making no- attempt to turn gadn their

way as the wind buffeted him. He stood looking d@wher, his eyes
narrowed as though trying to read from her eyes wieait on inside
of her. Then suddenly his head was coming nearer.

‘This is because | offended you back at the daéesaid, bending his
head to lightly kiss her mouth, his apology, ifwas such, being
delivered with such charm she hadn't the wit tawdsack. '‘And this,’'
he said, as though he liked the feel of her mogghirest his and
kissing her lightly once more, 'is to kiss it bette

The odd sensations his light kisses aroused, mestioryng that she
had thought his kisses would be quite something aiaattle warring
inside Laurie that she was hopeful he knew nothingut.

‘Thank you for attending to my eye,’ she said printlying
frantically to remember she didn't even like hielling herself his
apology for his remark still didn't negate thatiagl said such a thing,
'‘but you can keep your kisses for those that waeint' And
regardless that the head wind would stop her floanging in front of
him, she brushed past him," keeping her head devaha made for
the transport and shelter.

She knew he was right beside her, but determinpditended she
didn't. She reached the first bus and was aboakthg a seat next to
an Indian-looking gentleman so that Tyler would wnghe had no
intention of sitting with him.

Gradually the bus filled up, Orientals and Westesrggetting inside
as quickly as they could away from the biting wiBdt none, Laurie
saw, from her tour or Tyler's.

When the time came and the bus set off for itstsiorto the station,
Laurie was still no nearer to understanding the fegdings he had
aroused in her when his hand had touched her cieskips had



touched hers. She'd been kissed before, for gosdsedse, but never
had she felt that same—awareness?

Oh, bother the man! she thought. She didn't like &nd that was all
there was to it. That her body chemistry was plggome little game
of its own had nothing to do with that basic fact.

Everyone disembarked at the terminus. And as Laai®ut too she
checked her watch and saw there was still sometbrge before she
met up with her group.

She pulled her woolly hat farther down as the galtito her, looking
around hoping to see someone she knew, exeeptBut everyone
seemed to be in pairs or groups huddled togethadtinh, no shelter
around that she could see apart from a brick builtding across the
road.

She crossed the road to the building. At leashé stood round the
side of that wall she would be out of the windwvéts a good vantage
point too to watch for the next bus to come dovat thll. Perhaps her
group would be on the next one.

As she settled herself against the wall, a voicaecthat she was
beginning to know all too well.

‘You'll freeze if you don't keep moving.'

She looked up and saw she had company, everyoaellsously
had found shelter elsewhere. And it seemed toheer that there was
only her and Tyler in that whole barren spot.

'‘Come on,' he coaxed, a hint of that same charhmmbdaused eatrlier.
'Stop looking mulish. Come and behave like a touris

‘Tourist?' she questioned, not seeing anything grion being a
tourist, not meaning to speak to him either—butl&te now.



‘You haven't run out of film, have you?"

Was he being sarcastic? She thought he was, and date much
that he appeared to be dissociating himself fromhamng as lowly as
a tourist, or the fact he had withessed she wag@happy.

A hot retort rose to her lips. She quelled it—jUste idea came to her
that since her sour tongue didn't seem to haveffieet of making
him leave her alone, she would try boring him dutis skull instead.

‘Actually | have plenty of film with me,' she sajdst as though she
was taking his remark at face value. T bought IGadsloads of it in
Hong Kong. Now what was the name of the place?—tnat it's
important. | know where it is if | need to buy mavben | get back.'
His face was impassive, but she hadn't done yebudh | shall have
to change some travellers cheques first, I'm d@anyt last ten Hong
Kong dollars. But that. . . ." she broke off. Alligf interest had come
to Tyler's eyes.

Was it interest, though? Or was it that her praltiée attempt to shake
him off had amused him? Whatever it was, it left teeling a fool
that she had ever bothered to try. Her tongue fabaeg with the rest
of her.

‘You're standing here waiting to meet someone@ulegied, ignoring
what she had just said by suggesting that sinceath&t moved from
the spot, there must be some good reason.

'I'm waiting for my tour group,' she replied sndppieady to fire up
if he made so much as half a crack intimating shatwasn't choosey
who she had an affair with, whether they be singlmarried.

‘They won't be here for another fifteen minute' told her,
arrogantly knowledgeable. And, his voice going @¢ing teasing,
'If you haven't worn out your camera clicking fingeehy not take a
photo of that camel?'



‘What camel?' she asked, forgetting to be madnat hi
'‘Down there.'

Laurie looked where he was indicating, and saw dioatn below a
patch of rough ground, fenced in by a double-bamezbden
structure, was a two-humped camel she hadn't spotte

It was the cold as much as anything that had hieggeith him, she
decided, as gingerly she stepped over frozen pstohéce, over
rough terrain, keeping her distance, not wantirsghielp in any way.
But it was well worth the constant threat of gobage over apex and
landing in a heap when she got there. And regadiésis teasing,
she focussed her camera, lowering it down fromla plaie sky and
getting the sun to her back. It was a good picstweethought, before
she brought the shutter down. There was even afiigeeen in the
background, the first greenery she had seen inpdss couple of
hours. Click, and she had it.

Tyler was being very indulgent, she thought, whershid, 'Give me
your camera, I'll take one of you with the camethe background.’

'‘My mother would like that,' she said, forgettimg gidn't like him as
she handed her camera over.

‘Smile," he instructed, and when feeling stupidditag there while he
aligned the picture she kept her face immobile.tBuas she might,
the smile wouldn't come. 'Say Caerphilly," he s&ide grinned, and
heard the click.

'Idiot,’' she said, taking her camera back. AnahKimig she was being
too friendly, 'I'm going back to see if the othbes/e arrived.'

If she'd taken it more slowly, if he hadn't smiladpffended that she
had called him an idiot, if that smile hadn't atézt her so that she
had felt the need to hurry away from him, thenwbeld have seen



she was going to come to grief as her legs werthraord south like
some newborn colt. But when she was sure she wag gw hit the

hard ground with a thump, two firm arms came haodiad her. And
it was instinct alone that had her forgetting hengy and hanging on
to him while she scrabbled to get her balance.

It took only a few seconds, but his arms were atilund, her when
she discovered the sky was still above, the graiiidoeneath her
feet, that her legs were holding her.

‘Thanks,' she tossed at him. She saw his headamaisg nearer, but
had already played that game. 'No need to kiss etterld she said,
pulling out of his arms. 'l didn't hurt myself.'

His arms dropped to his sides as he sighed exaggeral'll save it
for another time,' he promised.

‘You'll be lucky," she retorted, and turned awagyihg the good
fortune to see Betsy at that particular moment.

More careful now, unable to pretend her ridiculobemistry hadn't
started acting up again to have Tyler's arms arbend_aurie picked
her way over the uneven ground, only to. find whlee rounded the
wall of the brick-built building that Betsy had dfgpeared.

Nonplussed, because there was no one else inestght, she stood
wondering where everyone had gone. A hand graspeélhow to

guide her across the road to what looked like gelaemporary
workmen's building, and she knew she wasn't comlylalone.

Unspeaking, but allowing him to take her across ribeed purely
because he might have some idea of where everyase laurie
allowed herself to be escorted. But when they stdppt the
workmen's hut, she discovered just by lifting hgesto the sign
above the door, written in English so she couldeusténd it, that it
wasn't a workmen's hut at all.



'Foreign Visitors' Waiting Room,' the sign said.

Laurie shrugged off his hold and turned to himgéiting to count
ten. 'You knew damn well it was here all the tinsélé snapped.

'‘Would I have deprived you of taking your firstfpice of a camel?' he
replied, only admiration in evidence as he look#d her green eyes
and saw the sparks there, otherwise entirely unchbyeher flash of
temper.

Without another word Laurie spun round, needingebthrough that
door before she obeyed the need to hit him.

Her eyes searched and found Betsy, and she went kvaewing
Tyler had not followed when Betsy greeted only Méome and get
warm,' she said. 'Hang on, I'll get you a cup af fEhough by the
flush in your cheeks, you look more hot than cold.’

Luckily the Australian girl didn't seem to be expeg a reply. And as
the heat of anger left Laurie, so did the two smdtsolour in her
cheeks.

‘Where are the others?' she asked, when Betsy tiéwedder tea, not
wanting a discussion on her complexion.

'‘Lazy lot," Betsy said cheerfully, 'They're all wag for the bus. |
walked down.'

Laurie was glad of her own company on the traimney back. Tyler

was in the compartment somewhere, but thank gosdstescouldn't
see him. She had come near to hitting him backeths&re mused,
while she wondered what it was about him that leatbesened her
temper, years of learning to keep it under cortteal quickly been
forgotten. And who was he to look down on tourigist as though he
wasn't one himself? That sent her down the roadaofasy; of



wondering if he were a spy. He spoke Mandarin, 'tigg, for all he
modestly claimed it was only a smattering.

She brought herself up sharply. Spies were insaamt little men,
she was sure of it. And Tyler was neither smalinsignificant, he
would be noticed wherever he went, even without Hagyht, his
whole bearing spoke of a man no one would overlook.

But she just couldn't shake off the thought thatkaen't just a tourist,
that he had some other reason for being in Chiaa that of seeing
the same sights as the rest of them. He had adnaittgway, hadn't
he, that this wasn't his first visit? Perhaps tixas why he seemed to
look down on tourists—he had done it all before aagn't seeing it
through their new eyes. Perhaps he wasn't evemigalown on the
rest of them at all, she found herself thinkingthdes it just seemed
that way to her because she was desperately logiirtgings not to
like in him. Now why should she want to do that?

Some inner self stopped her going down that paktermwvonderings.
Blow him, she'd missed enough of the scenery, ies seeing yet
not seeing anything from the window, as her thosi¢laid gone on.

She concentrated on the view, and saw magnifiGadad ranges,
silent and indomitable. She saw tall trees onlk Iséirren landscape,
was aware of the train going slowly round tortum@untain bends.
Unbelieving, she saw sheep high on a hillside anddn't help but
wonder what they fed on.

Music came from a loudspeaker somewhere in tha.t@&omeone
singing pleasantly in Chinese began to relax hakjng her only just
then realise that just thinking of Tyler had maee tense.

That afternoon they toured the Forbidden City, ftirener Imperial
Palace. But on seeing Tyler's tour was right behiem, Laurie
didn't allow anything to attract her attention seam that she got left



by her group, ever conscious as she was that shid find herself

mingling with him and his group if she didn't watithAs it was she
had cut it fine when she'd just had to linger foiast look at the
fearsome pair of bronze cast lions that guardedsiue of Supreme
Harmony.

Mrs Dodd echoed the words Burt had said to her whethaving
encountered Tyler at all that afternoon thoughcghgght his eyes on
her one time, they returned to their hotel.

'l could do with sixty days, not six! | swear weidly just stepped into
the Hall of Supreme Harmony when Mr Chan was uslheus into

the Hall of Central Harmony, and before I'd got bmgath we were
off again to the Hall of Preserving Harmony. Qurenkly,"' said Mrs

Dodd, 'I'm not feeling very harmonious about iaktLauretta.'

Laurie laughed, and so did Mrs Dodd. But in bed thght she

couldn't say she objected to the speed with winei had viewed the
Forbidden City. It was the one time she hadn't e@md dawdle. The
one time she had, apart from seeing the liorisp hgethere with the
guide every time.

She was at breakfast the next morning when, hayohgto the same
habit as everyone else of taking outdoor thingsrdowbreakfast to
avoid the necessity of going back upstairs wherigit after
breakfast they went out, she suddenly rememberedati left her
camera in her room.

Leaving her coat with Shirley, she raced up togbeond landing,
saw no one on duty but, undaunted, reached herfoandrd to take
the key to her room from its cubbyhole. But theeswo key to room
226 there.

Thinking the attendant must be giving her room dhee-over, she
sprinted round the bend, then pulled up shortp@arirwrinkling her



otherwise smooth skin as she saw that not onlythv@sloor of her
room open, but that Tyler was just coming from it.

He had not seen her, but was now busy, engagexhirecsation with

the room attendant, who also stood by her door.nste=d forward

and saw Tyler look at her, then had to wonder ifédyes had played
her false, for without batting an eyelid, succegdim looking the

picture of innocence, he looked away from her asdreed on his
conversation with the small Chinese man.

‘Xie, xie'he was saying to the smiling Chinese, making hander,
since that was the only bit of Mandarin she knewawTyler was
thanking him for.

The floor attendant answered in a flood of Chin&sg.she was too
worked up to wait while they finished their disaoss 'Were you in
my room?' she demanded, not waiting for Tyler tp @aything in

reply to the man.

‘In your room?' He looked as though the very ideased him, 'What
would I be doing in your room— with your lovely Selt of it?'

'‘Cut out the comedy,' she snapped. 'Were you e fjlast now?'

She saw the amused look leave him as he realisadahserious. He
didn't take very kindly to her accusation, it wésac, as he bit back:

'For your information, | happened to be passing ymor just as the
floor boy here came out.' His voice took on a ssticadge she didn't
care for. 'l didn't realise | had to have your pssion before, in the
interest of East- West relations, | stopped to passime of day with

him.'

Biting her lip that she had just made an idiot efdelf, Laurie fled
through the door, slamming it soundly shut behiaed ®h God, that
man! What was happening to her?



It was obvious now that he had only been standiegettalking. He
had probably been standing in her doorway rathem tjo round to
the other side of the trolley the man had closéniny. If her brain
cogs had wakened up with her that morning, shedvoave instantly
remembered that Tyler could speak Mandarin. Andesithhe floor
attendant had been smiling, had been friendly taitth it was doubly
obvious that Tyler hadn't been in her room.

Why, only last night she had learned when the s@meaese had
returned her laundry how totally honest the man 8ag had gone to
tip him, but he had rejected her tip, horrified.d*she had felt then as
though she had committed some unpardonable sifféyng the tip
in the first place. He certainly wouldn't have beemling had Tyler
been in a room that hadn't been allocated to hira.vgas sure. He
would have had the manager up to their floor doghlek, of that she
was positive.

Her prayers were answered when she came out obber clutching
her camera. Neither the floor attendant nor Tylerenthere. Grateful
for the chance to be able to put the incident frmnbefore she saw
him again, Laurie joined the others as they wemuato go through
the revolving door to the outside January air, dheer of the day
another palace, another temple.

By the time they returned to the hotel, she hadiprtncident of that
morning out of her mind. Though she hadn't lost ¢esie feeling she
was being followed. She had shrugged the feelingyadetermined
not to get neurotic about it. Perhaps everybodyesg&pced that
self-same feeling when journeying in a foreign laideast the gods
had been kind to her, for not once had she clappesd on Tyler.

She was in her room that night, writing a postdardher brother,
when a knock came on her door. And it was wherogleaed it that
Laurie knew her luck in not seeing Tyler had just out.



He was wearing a dark sweater over dark trousems,hand high
against the door frame, leaning negligently andngeg happy not to
say a word as he surveyed her figure, slimmer rioat $he had
dispensed with her layers of warm clothes.

'‘Well?' she asked sharply, trying to deny how ativa she found
him.

A smile tugged at the corner of his mouth. 'Stagiqamding you don't
like me and come and have a drink with me.’

Cheeky devil! She ignored the first part of his agk) to deny she
was pretending would only stress that she feltlangtfor him at all.

‘Thank you—no,' she replied sweetly. And in casthbaght she had
come down with the last shower, 'l bought a battiMoutai too—to
take home to my father. A hundred and six protklleve the label
said.'

‘You think I'm inviting you to my room intending tget you popped
up with the local firewater?'

‘Aren't you?' she challenged, and saw his smiladen, in no way
flattened that she had seen straight through him.

‘It would rather defeat the object, wouldn't ie'$aid sardonically, 'if
In my endeavour to get you to lose what inhibitigoa might have, |
made you drunk and—er— incapable in the process?’

His not wrapping up what this conversation wasahtut had warm
colour coming to her cheeks. Damn him, whg he disturb her so?
About to close the door on him without another waite heard him
telling her she had got it all wrong.

'As a matter of fact,' he said before the doormaded more than a
few inches, 'even [, since your opinion of me setmnige gutter level,



have more subtlety than that. | was asking youateeta drink in the
bar downstairs.'

‘Bar?' she countered, not ready to believe hims'batel hasn't got a
bar.'

'‘Not a bar as we know one," he agreed. 'But thegliroom is used
for that purpose after the evening meal has besaredl away. There
were a dozen or more people in there imbibing wihead a look a
few minutes ago.’

'Oh,' said Laurie, feeling prickles of embarrassiriiat she had
brought this conversation on herself.

'So you see,’ he said loftily, making no allowandes her
embarrassment, made obvious by the fact that sheldfbis sweater
of interest and wouldn't meet his eyes, 'you hagnoands for your
mucky little thoughts.'

That brought her head up sharply. How dared hedgaler having
mucky thoughts? His footsteps had seemed to dagdwarywhere
she went. He had kissed her and said he wouldtgaveext kiss for
another time.

‘Are you trying to tell me the thought of tryinggeduce me has nevel
entered your head?' she challenged, angry enoudb oare that she
was being as open as him.

'You mean there's a chance?' he mocked.

‘No, there damn well isn't! she blazed, and rdgasdwvhether anyone
was having an early night or not, she slammed tw dhut in his
face.

The cheeky swine! she fumed, her fast sprung atageng much
longer to cool. Who the hell did he think he washsd\he so used to



women falling for him like ninepins that all he thght he had to do
was to crook his little finger and they would tuebhto bed with
him?

Half an hour later she went to bed, her anger gtireeknowledge
with her that yes, a man like that Tyler creatusald have women
falling all over themselves for him. Well, he ne&dhink she was
going to join that happy band! she thought, thumgpier pillow.
Though why it should bother her and keep sleep toming that he
probably had a veritable harem tucked away somesylstie didn't
know.



CHAPTER FOUR

As Laurie had her mind set on ignoring Tyler th&triane she saw
him, it was frustrating to see him in conversatiath several people
in the huge foyer the following morning, entirelgaware that she
was there. There went her opportunity of showing For further
reference that she was cutting him, she thoughtnwiot so much as
a glance did he flick her way before she had tlm¥oher party out to
the bus.

That morning they visited a commune. They weret@d/io take tea
and ask any questions they wished of the Diretiigre they were
taken first into one of the dwellings, small butmiaculate, where a
retired couple lived. Astonished, Laurie couldriéve her eyes
when, in the bedroom, she saw that the bed, onc&-built base

about eighteen inches high, had an aperture wheteves burned to
keep the bed warm. It seemed hazardous to saye#st, though
maybe with the temperature so raw outside, it waszard worth

taking.

Next they went to a kindergarten where delighthuée-year-olds got
up and danced for them, not a little pushing amisiy taking place
when, cameras clicking, all the dear little miteanted to have their
photos taken.

'‘Now | know,' said Betsy in her ear when they adivat the
greenhouses—beautifully hot after the cold outsiddrere
cucumbers were being grown.

'Know what?' Laurie asked.

‘Well, you know how every Chinese we've seen wealg thin top
clothing, yet they look like mini Incredible HulksNell, it's a
question I've wanted to ask Mr Chan but haverddiko—what do
they wear underneath?' She pointed to an overteldTihere you



have it,' she said, drawing Laurie's attentionht® thickest pair of
long johns she had ever seen. 'The heat in her¢ Imawe got too
much for him.’

Laurie found the hospital they visited disappoigti®&he would like
to have spoken with a doctor or a nurse, but thvaieno opportunity.
They were hurried through corridor after corridali, meaning very
little except for her to be glad, however muchigint be slated by the
media, for her own country's health service. Theyenshown the
pharmacy, which dealt with both Western and Chineselicine,

drawer upon drawer of herbs being on display.

They went to a restaurant for lunch, the meal waasyf and Laurie
was at last getting the hang of her chopsticksngdter fair share
from the many dishes brought to the table for thembhelp

themselves. Fizzy orange and beer that Mr Dodd heldwas very
weak, were available to all.

'Where to this afternoon?' Laurie heard someone ask

‘Yet another temple,' she heard someone groarplg, rend had to
smile. It was a bit like that.

‘The Temple of Heaven,' Mr Chan informed them, wbecause of a
few laggards they arrived late, ‘was built by tmep€ror Yong Le of
the Ming Dynasty so that the Emperors could worsWie will go
now to the Hall of Prayer.’

‘Yet another Hall!" she heard that same voice gr@snthey all
trooped after Mr Chan to a round pagoda-like stmectvith triple
deep blue tiled eaves, finished with a gold knobtop. It was
surrounded by three circular white carved marbladieades at three
levels and reached by three flights of steps. Tak Wwhas impressive
in that it was built entirely without steel, cememt beams, and
supported only on massive wooden pillars.



The”™ were too late, apparently, to see the Echd, \Wadl indeed the
light was already beginning to fade as Mr Chan tdokm to the
Circular Mound Altar. And it was here that even gegson who had
groaned, 'Yet another Hall!" took an interest, asan explained
how the three-tiered stone terrace was laid oua igeometrical
design.

Maths not being her strong point, Laurie listeneténtly as their
guide told them how in the old days the number mias considered
in China to be the most powerful number, so that dftar was
constructed in multiples of nine.

His explanation began to make sense when theyedahke top level,
the third tier, open to the skies, and she sawth®stone slabs were
laid so as to have nine at the -centre, the negthraving eighteen and
so on to the ninth and outer ring at the balustedipe, which had
eighty-one slabs in its construction, all singlgufies adding up to
nine.

One or two of them laughed when it became obvibasghe wasn't
the only dud where maths were concerned, and ekanysquestions
were put to Mr Chan, who was himself by this timewjng
confused. So they were all in good spirits by theethe told them
that if one stood in the centre and said somethnrg whisper, the
sound waves would reflect back from the balustraget®at not only
would people around hear it clearly, but that ittwdobounce back
more resonantly to the whisperer.

‘Let me try!" Betsy was in there first. ‘Mary haditdle lamb,' she
began without hesitation. 'Hey—it works!'

No sooner had she said it than everybody had ti. tBut before it
could come to Laurie's turn, Mr Chan was furthetrmcting that if
one person stood opposite another on the vari@alss,sthey could
whisper sounds to each other and both hear thectefl echo.



It was almost dusk by the time he was able to lygintto leave the
area, Shirley's cry of, 'I'm freezing!" having hsaying that they must
go to the bus now.

Finding she was last as the others began to troegn dhe steps,
Laurie thought a couple of seconds more wouldn'ttenaf she
nipped to the centre and tried the'Mary had aligimb' bit she had
missed out on.

'‘Hesperus! the day is gone,' she began recitipggtito be original.
'Soft falls the silent dew.'

‘A tear is now on many a flower,"' echoed back @eret a voice that
wasn't her own!—'And heaven lives with you.'

She spun round, that disturbed feeling Tyler ardubere as she
recognised his voice even before in the failingpighe recognised
him. He was by himself, no sign of the rest ofdnsup.

Though she knew she should go chasing after hertowm surprise
at seeing him had her rooted. Tyler didn't movéezit but stood
there, his expression unreadable in the dimness.

'Still mad at me, Lauretta Frost?' he asked sdfily voice reaching
her clearly.

Was she still angry with him? She didn't know. $&lé confused
suddenly. 'How do you know my name?' she countered.

‘You mean you don't know mine?' he mocked.

'l don't know your surname,' she replied. And wherdidn't seem to
see a need to supply it, she. didn't want him thimplshe had gone
around making enquiries about him, 'Betsy said y@me is Tyler.'

He would know who Betsy was, everybody did.



'‘Good for Betsy,' he said—then startled her by regyiAre you
anything at all like the young woman you're trytegmake out you
are?'

‘What do you mean?' she asked, strangely not abgryiot knowing
what he could mean.

'How much of you is the side of the female I'ven§e&he Lauretta
whose only reason for letting me take her pictwdeécause she
thinks it will please her mother? The Lauretta Wiathers to cart
home a bottle of Moutai for her father becausetbivks he might

like to sample the Chinese brew?'

Dumbfounded that from what he had gleaned of hehlbeld think it

out of keeping she should remember her parentsevamlholiday,

Laurie could only stare through the gathering dasisnat him. Then
she was startled again when he said:

‘Are you anything at all, Lauretta, like the youmgman who's trying
to give the impression that she's very careful aboasual
pick-ups—holiday romances?’

'Holiday romances!" she exclaimed, wondering whas$ Wwappening
to her that her temper was staying down.

Softly his voice reached her, and, her bewilderngeoiving, she saw
he had moved until he was standing close up to"War.could have
something going and you know it," he said.

'I—I don't think | like you,' she stammered, whastlinight she had
been sure she didn't.

‘You don't have to like me," came the silky refut you can't deny
the attraction is there—for both of us.’



'1...."She fought for words of denial, butythast wouldn't come.
'‘Wh-what did you mean just now—about me not beihgtw seem?’
she asked instead.

His head was much too close to hers when he widdp&fou don't
know?' And before she could answer that mouth st thought
would be quite something was on hers, and he veagkj her for real
this time.

There was that in her that wanted to resist, watieleat at his
shoulders and tell him to stop, but that mobile thaawer hers was
having the most disastrous effect on what she shioaldoing and
what she wanted to do.

His mouth glided to her throat, felt warm as heshed her polo
collar away. Her hand bunched on his shoulder readyush him
away, but unfolded. It gripped, when liis mouthureed to take hers,
and before she knew it she was kissing him backahas around
him. She was hot on a freezing cold night as hieleacame round
her, pressing her to him.

Again he kissed her, had her mindlessly respondisging in return,
moaning slightly that their clothes were a hindeteca much closer
contact—a wanton feeling attacking her of wantimdeiel his body.

It was the sound of a voice calling her name, naefTs voice, but a
female voice that had them breaking apart.

'Sounds as though you're being paged,’ mutteree@r Tiyl the
darkness.

‘Lauretta, is that you?' Betsy, peering at the shapes standing
close, had come to look for her.

‘Just coming,' Laurie replied, her voice husky; vehiger brains were
she didn't have any idea.



'‘Come on, then—the natives, hungry for their Peklinck supper, are
getting restless!

'‘G-goodbye,' Laurie managed, and left Tyler stagdirere as she
hurried over to Betsy.

'Was that Tyler with you?' Betsy asked, before leasibrain could
activate to think up excuses.

'Yes,' she replied quietly.

"You crafty thing,' said Betsy, the bus in sigigdner good humour
restoring itself. "'There goes another one fromisty |

They had their Peking duck supper at a restausadtts be famous
for it. And even while Laurie was telling herseffeswould have felt
hungry had the duck not been brought to the taduheptete with its
head on, that to eat duck without recognising itsash would
normally not bother her, but seeing it with its ¢th@am put her off the
idea of eating it, she knew she was fooling herself

That passionate encounter with Tyler had been mibran
instrumental in ruining her appetite, she had ¢te ia He had showed
no aversion to a more intimate relationship—evenlavhe was
suspicious that she wasn't what she appeared toebstjll fancied
her.

An<f what about her? The feelings he aroused irfrioen five or six
kisses had shattered her. But it would be the utfoblg to give in to
such feelings. He had said she didn't have toHike—which meant
of course that he needn't necessarily like heeritWhat sort of basis
was that for any sort of relationship? Besides twhishe was
returning to Hong Kong on Friday, the day after eoraw, and
would never see him again after that.



It was still early when they returned to their hot@urie shut herself
in her bedroom knowing that if Tyler knocked on deor tonight,
then, she just didn't dare trust herself to anstwer

Tyler did not knock on her door that night. And appetite that had
wakened with her faded when she went down to besalds she saw
him seated with one or two others from his party.

'‘Good morning,' she said in the general directidmotable. She met
his eyes briefly before she flicked her glance away wondered
tetchily why, since she hadn't blushed that shédo@mmember since
she was seventeen, hot colour should choose thaentdo crimson
her face.

She was conscious that his tour were in front of iadnen they paid a
visit to the Ming Tombs. It was a disappointing expnce as far as
she was concerned; the mock-up of the burial cefBo much

red-painted plywood, the red paint carelessly setan to the
beautiful length of white marble on which they stodhis time,

though, whether she got separated from her groumoaby she

contented herself with trailing behind rather tltame into contact
with Tyler.

But having been careful to avoid contact with hirayrie found that
evening, when her tour went with their guide toamaert at the
Workers' Stadium, that Tyler had no intention obiding her.

The stadium was crowded as Mr Chan ushered théneitoplaces in
the round auditorium that looked down into a ceatena. Since she
was first to go along their row, she was at the e#ttd only one
vacant seat available.

That seat would have been occupied by Kay, shegtitptioping her
friend was now out of hospital and making a goatbvery as her
eyes scanned the rows in front where other Westesat, until she



recognised someone from Tyler's group. So they vere! But
where was he?

‘Hello, Lauretta Frost,’ said Tyler, coming fromwitere to calmly
take the empty seat next to her.

Her insides started to act up, although she tred#etep her face
expressionless. 'Your party are down there," shd &alf of her

wanting him to go and find his right seat, the otlmalf of

her—wanting him to stay!

‘The view's better up here," he told her coollyjochthad the desired
effect of having her turn her head to look at him.

His eyes were on her, went to her mouth, a smikeirmg to his as
though he was remembering some pleasurable experiémurie
could no more stop her eyes from flicking to hisutiothan fly, and
her heart skipped a beat as that sensuous bopacurived.

'You arranged to sit here on purpose,’ she acctryet to get on top
of the emotions he charged in her.

'‘Does that make you angry?'

It didn't. Useless to try and fool herself and daat it did, that she
didn't like him, because that wasn't the way it a&all.

Mercifully she was saved a reply when the orchdségan to play.
She turned to the front, trying to look as thoubk kad forgotten he
was sitting there, glued her eyes on the two malgess who were
performing a duet.

Laurie did succeed in having her mind temporasligenjfrom him
when, without regard to the entertainers givingrtakdown there on
the floor, spectators came in and out the whole tinot unlike a
rugger crowd at a match she had once gone to withiother Jamie.



No one was hushing anyone else, she saw, when afgibthe need
for conversation, the Chinese eating their wayuglofruit, sweets
and chocolate and anything else they had thoudbring with them
the whole of the time.

Mr Chan sat in the middle of their group translgtimhen a pair of
comedians took the floor, but Laurie was not cleiseugh to pick up
what he was saying.

The lights in the auditorium were full on, and hreat dimmed at all
as the various performers went through their rastiBut they did go
down when a male ballet dancer came on to perf@angreen
spotlight picking out his grace and movement.

And that was the moment that she became more cussthan ever
of Tyler sitting next to her. Not that he moved lslne felt an
intimacy with him; his topcoat like hers was on laig, touching her
legs. She felt stifled, wanting to brush his coaay wanting those
lights on again.

Eventually the dancer finished his routine and ltgts came on.
With relief Laurie began to feel somewhere neamadragain. But
she couldn't any longer forget the man sitting nexter.

A male singer was next to perform, Mr Chan trams¢athe song for
those who could hear him.

'He's singing of a girl he has seen and wants tdaag&now,' said
Tyler, seeing, she thought, that Mr Chan's voicenitaeaching her.
'He's telling the story of a girl who pretends dbesn't want to know
him, but who he thinks does."

Tyler had a nice voice, Laurie thought, glad hisatering of
Mandarin extended this far so that she could ettjeysong.



'Her beautiful skin delights his eyes,' he went ‘bter figure puts
Venus to shame. The daintiness of her nose delighitsthe charm
and allure of her lips invite him.’

Laurie was on the way to forgetting the singemhasnusic of Tyler's
voice filled her ears. That was until he said:

'‘Never has he seen such wonderful green eyesthaishines red,
making him want to bury his face in its glory ..". .

Swiftly she turned, turned and saw his eyes werdéam 'Are you
flirting with me?' she asked, unable to believe @t@nese singer
could be singing of a green-eyed redheaded Chmjidse

‘The girl has brains as well as beauty," Tyler dedwand Laurie
turned away.

She guessed the concert was about to end whendleggiof the
performance still going on, hordes of Chinese endapposite side of
the auditorium got up and started to exit. And wttenact finished
and all the entertainers came out to bow, Mr Chaodsup and so did
the rest of her party.

Struggling to get into her coat, knowing it wasrgpito be bitter
outside, Laurie felt Tyler's hands come to assstwith it. She half
turned to thank him, then felt him turning her aoé him.

'‘Mustn't let you catch a chill," he said, and hiadtted to button up her
coat for her before she could turn away.

Her coat was new, the buttonholes stiff still, hetforced a button
through easily enough, his fingers brushing heasiras he did up the
one below her neck button. Her insides quiveratipagh she knew
his touch was unintentional.

I'll do the rest,' shot from her in a nerve-fulbbment.



It brought his eyes to stare down into hers, higression slightly
mocking. 'Don't be impatient, I'm going as fast aan,' he told her
coolly. And in view of that, aware she had beernrsivgh him in the
past, Laurie let her hands fall.

‘Thank you,' she muttered when he had finishednTie turned,
alarm spearing that she couldn't see any of hermpgaosound and that
she didn't have any idea where her bus was. "Tagyone!" she
exclaimed, her anxiety showing.

‘There's no need to panic.’

His voice was soothing. But he didn't understdrget lost in strange
places,’ she said quickly. T always have done.’

She was already speeding along the row ready tseciha the
direction she thought they had gone, but a handhemshoulder
stayed her.

'‘No need to break into a trot. They'll wait for you

‘But | don't know where they are!" she said, sediragstill didn't
understand.

"'l help you look," he said, talking calmly torhes out of the row he
walked by her side. 'lIf the worst comes to the wgosi can always
have a lift back with my lot." And, trying to ge¢ito smile, 'I'll even
let you sit on my lap, since there aren't any spagds.'

But Laurie couldn't see anything to smile at. 'Wifatour bus has
gone too?'

"Then we'll take a taxi.'

But she didn't want that either. Already Tyler hgat to her. She
wanted to be back with the others where she waedtl afe. Even



while she admitted she no longer disliked him, ehels still that
something about him that had her feeling threateBhd didn't want
it to be just him and her in a taxi and that lomigel back.

'l want to go by bus,' she said mulishly.

But she discovered as he took her from the stadoast, throngs of
milling people, that the person who must have dsam with her
share of sense of direction must be him, for ireey\few minutes
after that he was escorting her to the door ofblust

She turned to give him her heartfelt thanks, heathing easier now
she had reached sanctuary. 'Thank you so muchr, TShe began.

'‘Any time," he replied, and strode away.

'I'm definitely going to cross someone off my ligetsy remarked
across the aisle with a grin as they set off. Tiwemptly forgetting
everything as her head swivelled round, she said Enough for
everyone to hear, 'Hey, I've just noticed, withthéise thousands of
cyclists dodging the bus, none of the bikes haytdil'

'l noticed that before,' said Burt. 'Mr Chan sdyex¢ are three million
bicycles in Peking.'

'l wonder what the accident rate is,' said Mrs D@adl straightaway
called on their guide to tell them.

What his answer was Laurie never knew. Away froneifghe was at
last coming to terms with the truth that had tddmed. The truth of
why she had been overwhelmingly aware of him frdra very
beginning. The truth of why she had tried to dislikm from the
start. That something in her that had her feelimgdtened, that
something that had known there would be pain forfimen knowing
him. Quite simply—she was in love with him.



They were all up early the next morning to fly tar@n. A brief stop
there, then a twenty-five-minute flight to Hong Kprwith some of
the group still half asleep it was a quiet bus la@hdoeople who
travelled to the airport in Peking.

Laurie too should have been still tired, for she slept very little last
night. But the hope of seeing Tyler, the man shkvedowithout so
much as knowing his last name, kept her awake ntdeyed as she
sought to find him in the waiting area.

She saw one of his group and hope rose, saw hich]oarked the

other way her heart pounding. She moaned inwatdlyeatimes she
had fired up at him, moaning at the missed chasioe'sl had to get to
know him better.

Oh, what was the use of moaning? she thought, mgasperately
to take another look at him but afraid her face M@ive her away.
Tyler had been ready for a holiday romance, hedsagood as told
her so, but it wasn't just a holiday romance shet@ch She wanted it
to go on long past her holiday, wanted it to beeioer.

Either he didn't see her or he had decided thatedwrs holiday was
over there was no point in trying to further thestationship. That
meant, of course, she thought, hurt? that alltbdtbeen in his mind
was a physical relationship with her.

Disappointment in him hit her as she saw theniitidt all chance of
getting her into bed with him gone, Tyler must kitna waste of time
to bother with her any more.

Betsy had a seat by her on the llyushin 62 plasajiihg her sister to
sit with Mervyn. "Thought you'd be sitting with Eyl' she chirruped
in her cheerful way.

'He's not on our tour,' was the best Laurie couold d



‘That wouldn't have bothered me," said Betsy, giJier a serious
look. 'Had a fight?"

'‘No, nothing like that."

‘Do you want me to go and tell him there's a vacaat here?' she
offered. 'l don't mind moving.'

'No!" shot from Laurie as she cringed from the videa.

‘All right, all right, don't get knotted up,' theustralian girl laughed
good-humouredly. 'l was only trying to help. Thougbw you can

bear not to have another crack at snaffling thé-loe&ing bachelor

I've seen in all my nineteen years, | don't knowuYseemed to be
doing fine too from what | could see . . . .’

'‘Bachelor?' Laurie picked up, the ghastly thougiming to her that
Tyler could have been married for all she knew.

'‘He hasn't been kidding you he's got a wife, h&sAred when Laurie
shook her head, Betsy went on to say, '‘Good. lldhmate to think he
lied when | asked him why he hadn't brought hisvaifong.'

'‘What did he say?' She couldn't hold the questpmmiuch as she
wanted Betsy to think she wasn't interested in him.

'He gave me one of those smiles that make yoursomsdt,' Laurie
knew what she meant, 'and told me he wasn't marbedthat as
charming as he found me would | keep out of his bhacause he had
other things on his mind.'

'He said that?' Laurie could see him saying it, gruaight he must
have delivered it with some charm that the yourgjdis feelings
obviously weren't wounded,” because she appeardd bappy
about it.



'Hmm,' Betsy agreed. "You were the other 'thindh&e on his mind,
of course. But | didn't see that until | saw yod &m” together at the
echo place. | thought then that he must be ke@ause the rest of his
tour went somewhere else, so he must have madecabkfrip to
come after you.'

'l don't think so," Laurie began, thinking it colddve been in his
mind to go anywhere, it was coincidental he hadedndp at the
Circular Mound Altar. But Betsy had spotted somaghfrom the
window where Burt was sitting and was out of heatdmefore she
could say more.

Pride demanded she didn't 'see' Tyler when thegntbarked at
Canton. Her interest in what their guide had tbtte#m about the
visit, not on their itinerary, to a Memorial Parledicated to the
heroes of the 1927 uprising had never been motk avi

But her heart was heavy as she boarded the buzdisab take them
to fill in a few hours before their flight to Horiong took off. She
would never see Tyler again, went her thoughtsirehle to become
enchanted with Canton, she stared pensively ouhefwindow.
There was a possibility his group would visit thervbrial Park too,
might even be on the same flight to Hong Kong. iButer heart she
had said goodbye to him.

Promises to write and keep in touch had already besle within her
group. From what she could make out all of themevegending only
one night in Hong Kong before they took their flighhome. She
didn't even know where Tyler lived, what work hd.din fact, her
thoughts went on, she barely knew him at all, agid—ras much as
she didn't want it to be—she had fallen in lovehwitim. Sense
disappeared when the heart became involved, shighhounable to
see any sense in what had happened to her.



It was a relief to her when they arrived at thekpand their guide
advised them that the bus would be driven rountiécexit the other
side, and that they had a whole half an hour todeam the park as
they pleased.

'Free at last!' Betsy whooped when the guide wasfoearshot, for it
was seldom they had gone anywhere without a guitiear. 'See you
later,' she called, and was off.

As was everybody else, Laurie saw. Mr and Mrs Do@dt in the
direction of some buildings, Shirley with Mervyrdasm about her
making for some steps. Laurie wanted to be on ker wo, but
mindful of her erring feet, she headed in the dioecthe guide had
said the other exit would be.

It was peaceful in the park after the blare of barns outside.
Someone had said there was no private transpQtbiima, only taxis
and official cars, but if that were true then tlogytainly made their
presence known.

Music interspersed with something being said inn€se from time
to time came over a loudspeaker. But as she watdlereugh trees
and shrubs, and went over to see a lake that deewattention, as it
was not frozen like those in Peking, Laurie felmith the peace of
the scene.

Several times something attracted her away fronwiddkways, but
each time after going to see a particular shrubaodisplay of
chrysanthemums set out in pots in a paved areayshéd return
back to the path.

That was until she spotted a type of shrub sheneadr seen before,
near to a concrete flight of steps. Fascinated)®bleed, and looked
again, spending minutes turning the leaves this aval/that. Never



before had she seen a leaf that shone healthdgitgreen on the top
and bright red on the underside.

It was too much for her trigger finger to residteSundid her camera
case, snapped off shots from every angle, theredaae shrub to
touch once more that splendid leaf.

Quite when she became conscious that someone wakingaher
she didn't know, but suddenly her head jerked upd-thare on the
steps stood Tyler! He was looking at her, but didmake any move
to come forward. And in that instant she knew het$&d goodbye to
her too.

She was walking away from him, hurrying in amortyst trees, not
pausing until it came to her some minutes latenhid Tyler having

written 'the end' to the attraction he had saiy thath felt for each
other, she had no need to worry that he would admasing after her.

She realised too then, as she clenched her teeihsagears her
saddened thoughts would have her shedding, thawvdfievay she
had so far kept in sight was now nowhere to be.seen

She tried not to panic; the bus wouldn't go withoert, as Tyler had
remarked last night. Forget Tyler—she brought hendnback.
Concentrate. She walked on for another five mintiesding, she
was sure, in the direction opposite from wheresthigance was.

And then, relief surging, she saw the exit. Noti@erentrance like the
one she had come in by, still it was the exit she lwoking for. It was
an iron-railed meshed gate, she saw when she niéaaed there was
a cluster of khaki-clad men standing by it, thesta in the middle of
their caps denoting that they were soldiers.

'‘Excuse me. Thank you,' she said, and smiled,@srttoved out of
the way to let her through. She knew they didndearstand a word,



but didn't see why she shouldn't do her best tthéurEast-West
relations the same as Tyler h ... Oh, damn Tyler!

Outside the gate she found herself in a wide sttemiking up the
road, she spotted the bus in the distance and etdak watch. Half
an hour exactly. Given there were a few laggardseingroup with
any luck she might be first back, she thought. Tisbe grew
concerned as she neared the stationary bus thanit look quite like
the bus that had brought them to the park.

It wasn't the same bus, she saw when she neaftkitwas beside it
when, still hopeful that it might be, she peeredarsearch the seat
that should have held her coat, dispensed witlestanton's climate
was more similar to the sixteen degrees centigedddong Kong
than the freezing temperature of Peking.

Her coat was not there, confirming that it was Imat bus. Looking

further up the road, she saw a bend in the roadingaome this far

she decided it would be silly not to carry on,@ach that -bend and
look to see if the bus holding her coat was tuckedy around the
corner.

Laurie grew hot and sticky as she hurried on. Aslsd a tee-shirt on
beneath the thick sweater she had needed to domtivaing, her

sweater was soon off and over her arm. But shestlafiot as she

came to the corner, going a little way down the iséeet, but hope
died when she saw there wasn't a bus in sight.

There was a stitch in her side and it seemed tthiaéshe had hurried
a couple of miles, but there was nothing for itg stould have to
hurry back the way she had come, go past the atead come out
from and investigate that way.

She checked her watch again as she passed th&atgly she was
half an hour adrift, she saw, getting more and margied. Memory



of their guide saying they would have lunch bef@®irning to the

airport picked at her as she rounded another caandrstill no bus in
sight. The thought of a bus load of people havingd without their

lunch because of her nagged at her when, admdefeat, she knew
there was no way she was going to find them, tieyt tould have to
come looking for her.

Memory stirred of her father saying to her, "Wheti get lost—not,
'If you get lost," they knew her of old— "always wyget back to the
place you started from, we'll start looking there."'

She had better get back inside the park, she thpaght started back
again, making for the gate she had exited from. sglvean opening
that might have taken her into the park, but ikkxb small and she
didn't dare risk it.

At last she reached the iron-railed gate. But wstentried to open it
she found it locked, and realised only then thatdtouldn't be where
she was anyway. She had never been meant to canoé thiat exit,
she saw. It had just been her ghastly luck thathsltereached that
gate just as the soldiers had unlocked it to cdmaugh. They had let
her go through presumably because they hadn'tasgereason why
she shouldn't, but had then seen to it that theegas properly locked
afterwards.

Laurie remembered the small opening she had paasddknew she
would have to risk it. She had to get back insiad park somehow.

It did lead into the park, she discovered somermveutes later, and a
small feeling of relief entered her fretting schat at least she had got
this far.

Very carefully she went through the tall trees,iatyxher companion.
She heard the Chinese music she had heard befbieephher eyes



about her as she went steadily on. The music sthgpe¢ she was
hardly aware of it.

Then she too stopped—stopped and stood rootedthEamessage
following the music wasn't being broadcast in Ch@e-it was being
broadcast in English. And given that the equipmiesing used
distorted the voice slightly, Laurie knew she wokiebw that voice
anywhere. It was Tyler's voice.



CHAPTER FIVE

UNABLE to move at first, so great was the shock of hganiot only
an English voice when she had been expecting toah€ainese one,
and that after all those worrying miles she mustehaalked that
voice was Tyler's, she listened intently to whatvaes saying.

‘Take it easy, Laurie," his voice was even, waslawgy her panic.
‘The bus won't go without you.'

It was so good to hear him she nearly burst iresténere and then.
But she couldn't give way, for he was going omiruct her:

‘There are probably few places you'll remembeoif'se as upset as |
think you are. But make for the big flight of stepkere | last saw
you.' He broke off, giving her time in case shenttidecall instantly.
‘You know the steps | mean—the steps by the redgaeein-leafed
shrub." A pause again, then so comfortingly. 'Danftry if you can't
find them. Just stay in the park—I'll find you."'

Laurie went perhaps five steps forward, then stdpfghe turned
slowly about, her eyes searching, knowing that evbite thinking
she was going the right way, she could well be wrémd then there
to the right of her she saw what had been hiddemwaards back. It
looked like concrete. She moved hurriedly in thed¢ation, her heart
lifting as more concrete in the shape of a steeapgu, two steps,
three. And there was her red and green-leafed shrub

Though she had thought she was too exhausted theufeet picked
up speed, only to slow again as the trees thinfadthere—and her
tears wanted to spurt once more—was Tyler advantimy the
opposite direction.

‘Tyler!" she tried to call his name. But her threats dry, a whisper
leaving her that no one would have heard, certaiolythe man she
loved who hadn't yet seen her.



Her legs felt weak as she came out of the treestaad on concrete,
Tyler with his back to her as he turned to scanathg he had come.

‘Tyler," she said again, and this time he heard.

He turned, saw her weary face that anxiety haddpdder breasts
rising and falling, the sweater over her arm. Amehtin a few strides
he was up close to her.

‘Poor little love,' he said, oh, so gently that thars sprang to her
eyes. 'Has it been a rotten time for you?'

'Oh, Tyler!" she cried j and felt this was the msato heaven she hac
ever been, when without another word he gathereddfely in his
arms.

How many minutes they stayed like that, her heaihaghis chest as
she fought with all she had not to cry all over hins strong arms
holding her close to his heart, she couldn't hare. But at last he
was putting her away from him. 'Feel better nove?abked, still in
that same gentle voice.

She nodded, afraid to speak in case the feelingao$ inside had her
voice carrying a sob in it. Whether Tyler saw tladtle against tears
she was having she didn't know, but his voice wasihg when next
he spoke.

'‘We'll have to get you fitted with some electroh@aming device,' he
told her, that bone-melting smile on his face.

‘Th-thank you for finding me," she tried, her voif@rly steady
although there was a husky note to it. Then, as ongmeturned,
‘You called me Laurie!" she exclaimed, liking thmher moment of
crisis his voice had added a friendliness to itwiiim dropping the
formal- sounding Lauretta.



'Did 1?' he said, his eyes hooded for a momenth&ovaished she
knew what he was thinking. ‘Do you mind?'

She smiled. 'l like it,' she said, 'Everybody ateccalls me Laurie.'

He looked away from her, and her smiled faded. t€mible thought
occurred—did he think she was presuming from tloé tfzat he had
bothered to come looking for her that he might wargee her when
they were both back in England?

‘We'd better get you back to your bus,' he sail géntleness gone.
But for all he was still sounding friendly, Lausgiride was dying a
thousand deaths that he might think she'was chasing

'Ready when you are,' she said, keeping her vaicsdly even, but
not daring to lead the way since she still didnow where the bus
was.

'‘Good girl," he said. And if that was supposedd@ltompliment that
he had seen how she had mastered her tears, fedl sht® step with
him Laurie was feeling too chilled to appreciate it

At the airport she felt too upset to be anythingdpuet. Her apology
for keeping them waiting had been met with smile$ @@mments of,
‘Don't worry about it." But she still felt the berdof guilt for the way
they had rushed their lunch.

'‘Cheer up.' Betsy came over to where they wergtatiding about as
though waiting for something to happen. 'If yostéd feeling down
because you were late, don't be. Haifa dozen gfotisost—I only
made it back to the bus thirty minutes before younayself.'

'‘Did you?' Laurie felt some of the weight of gdift. Then she
remembered the galloping feast lunch had been.



'‘And we needn't have bolted our meal anyway, 'Betayt on. ‘We've
been kicking about here for twenty minutes now wibthing
happening.' She broke off. 'Hello, there's sometlgaing on over
there!' She was off, to come back again, her egasching for her
sister as she told Laurie, 'We can go and changmoney,' and as an
afterthought, "You know we're not allowed to takar@se currency
out of the country?'

Laurie did know, but before she could say so, Betag off again,
having spotted Shirley.

Thinking some activity wouldn't come amiss, Laudecided to
change her remaining yuan into Hong Kong dollaes. Hong Kong
wallet was in her case, but she had sufficient &wgncurrency to
exchange for her taxi fare to Mei Lai's without lethering to go
scrabbling in her case to change another travalleegue before she
took her case through Customs. She had meantedhakwallet out
of her case this morning, but thoughts of the urtadiove that had
grown in her for Tyler had made her forget it.

She stood up abruptly, and tried to escape fromghts of him by
concentrating her thoughts on Mei Lai and how sleld see her
when she finished work. She hoped she would likesttk scarf she
had bought her.

Laurie reached the desk; an elderly man in fronhef was being
attended to, and she was just delving into herfbager purse when
she thought she was hearing things.

'l trust you're fully recovered from getting lokguretta.’

"You're going to Hong Kong on the same plane!' choma her as she
turned and saw Tyler. Since he had shot off ixaatier seeing her
to her bus she had for no reason thought he wgingtan.

'l have business there.'



'Oh," she said, dearly wanting to know what hisiress was.
Wanting to know anything about him that would gher an insight
into the man who held her heart. 'This has beear&ing holiday for
you, then?"

‘A bit of both,' he replied, which told her nothing

It was her turn to be served. She handed overuha,yen, and the
light silvery-coloured coins, and was satisfied hwitthe
hundred-dollar bill she received in change. Shelavstill have fifty
or sixty dollars left after she had paid her taki calculated. For Mei
Lai lived in the Western District of Hong Kong, atiere was the toll
fare to pay for crossing under the tunnel from Kamovli to Hong
Kong.

She came away from the desk, too much aware of bgiag near as
she mentally converted the fifty or sixty dollarga four or five
pounds sterling. She went and stood near her expecting any
moment now to be going through Customs. Then shieeubthings
were buzzing at another desk, and was gratefubd @iven her
something to say, for though she was usually at easmale
company, the most tongue-tied feeling of shynessecaver her
when Tyler, pushing notes inside his wallet, came stood by her.

‘What's going on over there?' she asked in a rush.

He turned to see where she was indicating. 'Payweg airport tax,
by the look of it.'

She had forgotten all about airport tax—if she dusgw. 'Does it
have to be paid in Chinese money?' she asked tmmkjrig he would
think her an utter fool if she. had to go backhte turrency desk and
change her money back again.

‘You've cashed in all your Chinese money?' he gugsssuggestion
of a smile lighting his face.



'| can easily change it back again,' she said, wong why when she
was efficient at most things she did, Tyler onlgeeseemed to see the
side of her that made her look stupid.

'‘No need, I've enough yuan for the two of us.'

She liked that, the way he said 'the two of udst,dhe was used to
paying her own way. '‘Can you change a hundred+dotite?' She
hoped the airport tax wasn't going to consumefdhiat. ‘'l haven't got
anything smaller on me.’

'I'll treat you,' he said, and smiled. 'It's onilefyuan, after all." *

To press the point would have made her look lephisticated than
she wanted him to think she was. "Thank you,' sitg and left it at
that as she went with him to settle the airport, taxfeeling of
happiness in her that she was having these fewsbommoutes with
him.

As soon as the airport tax was paid a general mexmemvas made
towards Customs. Laurie picked up her coat fromheff case, then
reached to pick up her case. Her fingers tinglethag connected
with Tyler's. 'I'll carry it for you," he said ogingly, unaware that just
the touch of his skin on hers did crazy thingsdoihsides.

He wasn't averse to conversation as they stoodngaiheir turn,
asking her if she was staying in Hong Kong just ¢ine night as
almost everyone else was doing, or would she lyengtdonger.

Hope she couldn't still was in her that since heé:mantioned that he
had business in Hong Kong he might be staying on ope that
perhaps he had it in mind to ask her out.

VI shall be there until next Thursday," she tolchhher heart racing
excitedly.



‘You're staying in a hotel in Hong Kong or Kowlobh@ queried.

Was he asking so she could tell him the name ofhiogéel? Her
heartbeats went into overdrive. 'I'm not staying hbtel. I'm staying
with a friend—in Hong Kong itself,’ she tacked on.

How did she give him Mei Lai's address without faisking for it? A
dreadful thought occurred to her when he didnloflit up.

‘A girl friend,' she said quickly, in case he hddaged other ideas
about the sex of the 'friend' she was to stay with.

'You have many friends in Hong Kong?' he askedopgkReyou've
arranged to see during your visit?'

Wanting badly to tell him that all her days wereeffrom now until
next Thursday, she realised he would soon see hgerehe was to
see him again if she did that. Besides which, sltkrio idea if Mel
Lai had arranged anything for this weekend.

'I've got nothing arranged at the moment,' she gaitg as far as she
could. 'My friend might have something plannedusthis weekend,’
and in a rush suddenly, 'But since Mei Lai is akiag girl, my days
will be fairly free, | imagine.’

Knowing what she had said had still come out aggifiim an open
Invitation to contact her, Laurie couldn't be soAnd then it was her
turn with the Customs officer. Her mind more ondénthan anything,
she hadn't any idea what the Customs man was askitigTyler, his
mind more on the Chinese than her, apparently ietdhe man was
asking for the declaration of jewellery they hadhald to complete
before entering the country.

'Oh yes,' she said, managing to feel inadequaie,agyae she would
not have felt so had Tyler not been standing rioyhher shoulder.



She delved in her bag and found the carbon copgidion they had
allowed her to keep and handed it to the offidiaeping her mind
concentrated on him as he made signs that he waotede her
jewellery.

She smiled at him as she showed him the gold ¢hatrencircled her
throat. The smile was still on her face when witbirgher dip into her

bag she extracted the ring box Maurice had givermhe opened it to
show the man she hadn't parted with any jewelldmjenshe had been
in his country.

Then abruptly her smile disappeared, and shockdhitat the pure
aggression she heard spilling from Tyler as hesew the ring with
its unusual setting.

‘Where thehell did you get that?' he barked.
'‘Where . ..!"

For a moment she was so shaken by the change fi®snhling
attitude to this snarling man that her own angédn'tisurface. But as
his voice sorted itself out in her brain as beimgusing, just as
though he thought she had stolen it, her ire stitself.

'l didn't steal it," she flashed back.
‘Nor did you get it fogood behavioythe bit rudely.

‘Why, you . . . ." she started to fire. Then thtouge heat of her
temper came a thought that had her checking. 'l-rbinengaged,'
she said, more quietly, pure wonder starting inthatr he might think
she was, and was angry because. ...

‘Nor likely to be, to . . .



‘Thank you very much,' she cut off his 'my waylohking' she was
certain he was about to add, glad of anger againd®her hurt.

She turned from him, choking back tears. Oh, whalish dreams!
There she was, all starry-eyed about him, andhieebad-tempered
brute, had just as good as told her that their @ot@anceship was
going nowhere—certainly that he for one would nes@msider the
idea of being engaged to her.

She smiled at the official, hoping he hadn't be#nhwith any lasting

impression that the English were a race who coludohge at the drop
of a coolie hat from smiling to looking ready tot @ach other's
throats, and went to stand in line at the passypatk.

She knew Tyler had come to stand behind her, buldmd look at
him as she went to the farthest emigration officelio took her
passport from her and enquired, 'Stamp?"'

‘Yes, please,' she answered, having heard that geame preferred
not to have the stamp of some countries endors#tkin passports
because it presented difficulties when going irtteeocountries who
weren't on friendly terms with that particular wati

She tried to pretend Tyler wasn't there as sheedvdatr her document
to be checked, then smiled again as the Chines&tigng his

English, handed back her passport and charminglgdras he said,
‘Thank you, Miss Flost.'

She was about to turn away when she heard Tylé#ingehe same
treatment. 'Thank you, Mr Glay," she heard, andtwethe departure
lounge having learned that if the R in Tyler's nahw been
mispronounced as hers had been, then his name rags G

Tyler Gray, she thought, still sore from his laatiarks to her as she
sat in the Trident on the short flight to Hong Koklgell, there wasn't



any doubt about it now, that once the plane hadddnshe had seen
the last of him.

With or without her address, it was over. Over befib had begun.
‘Nor likely to be," he had snarled when she had btain she wasn't
engaged, and that hurt. How could she have fatidavie with such
an ungracious swine? Even if he didn't fancy heugh to make it
permanent, there had been no need to yell it asdi¢hat anybody
could have heard it.

A line of a poem she had read somewhere, 'And togestill but
know not why,' came to her, and she couldn't hat@gree. For even
having seen that nasty side to him, she still Idved and she had no
idea why either.

Oh, to hell with him, she thought, as the needmaen all about that
ring to him crept in. Why should she? Who was hstémd in moral
judgement on how she had got the ring? It couldeh@een given to
her by a wealthy relative for all he knew—and thmaitt her pride too,
that to him she must look as though she didn't laawvealthy relative
to her name. She didn't—but he wasn't to know thatas beneath
her now to so much as bring up the subject of itinge after what he
had said. And anyway, why was she wasting her twite such

thoughts? She wasn't going to see him again, was-8tat was a
fact.

Because everyone was saying goodbye to everyoaemtien they

collected their luggage, her brief glance at Tyerhe hefted up his
case from the conveyor belt was the last Laurie glwm. For her

second glance at where he had been showed he &appdared.
Desperate for another look at him, she cranededs®, but he was
nowhere in sight.

'You've got my address,' said Betsy, suitcase mulas she walked
with her to where some of the party were going dtclc a taxi.



‘Though since I'll be home before you I'll moselikwrite first. But
we must keep in touch. Perhaps you'll be able teecover and stay
with us some time?'

'I'd like that,' Laurie told her, glad to have atfeod for her thoughts.
‘Though since it's going to take me ages to savgoufll probably
make it to England before | make it to Australia.'

‘And you can introduce me to your brother Jamesid ghe
incorrigible Betsy, having shared details of hemifg and heard
something of Laurie's over the last six days.

'You'll like each other, | feel sure,' Laurie sadh a smile. James
was a chatterbox too.

'l didn't see Tyler go, did you?' Betsy askedhay passed through a
crowd of people waiting to greet friends and rekdi

'He just took his case and disappeared,' said ¢atrgiing to speak
conversationally, as though his abrupt departuranteothing to
her.

'He'd got the hump on the plane,' Betsy offeredeit to have a chat
to him, but | could tell from the disgruntled look his face that he
wasn't up to being sociable. Have you two had &fow

'l shouldn't think anything | could say to him wduipset him,' Laurie
replied offhandedly.

'He's pretty self-sufficient, isn't he?' Betsy agle

The others doubled up in taxis to get to their Isot&nd it was as
Laurie got into the taxi that would take her thrbulge cross-harbour
tunnel and to Mei Lai's home that, with her skirckliing, she felt

sure she saw the man she had thought was folldwenghat day she
had visited the Hong Kong Museum. She twisted raariter seat as



her taxi pulled away, but the bald-headed man wasgiwhere to be
seen.

Don't start imagining you're being followed agashe thought,
having forgotten about that wretched ring for th&t few days—had
so forgotten her fears about it, she had been quitleinking of its

value when she had pulled it out to show that @ffi;mn Canton.

Bother the ring! Bother Tyler Gray, she thoughtapily. It was for
sure he wasn't fretting about her— why should séeabout him? If
he had such a low opinion of her that he couldvelagt he had about
her marriage prospects, then he could go to th&! dewd anyway,
no man was going to have her sitting in the back @i crying.

She wiped a stray tear from her eye as the taxe@rof the tunnel,
telling herself if she did happen to bump into Ty&ray during her
stay, then without doubt she was going to lookigittathrough him.

Hong Kong was as noisy and bustling as it had lbe¢ore. But that
sense of inner happiness she had felt just by bbiege was sadly
absent, as the nightmare traffic hit her anew, minder that she
would have to get used to crossing its teemingg@aain.

The streets were still so much a jumble to her. Bén the taxi
turned off and headed for the dockland area, Laatriast began tp
recognise sights that were familiar to her.

She paid the driver, saw her hundred-dollar bill kisvindled and

thought as she waited for him to get her case fr@boot that since
she didn't know what plans Mei Lai had made forékening, she
would pause only to drop her case in, extract halletvwith her

traveller's cheques, and nip along to the bankhsocsuld pay her
share of the expenses should they be going ounbitlait.

Laurie smiled at the concierge as she went in,ngamo need this
time to ask him for the keys—he having been preslypauthorised



by Mei Lai to hand them over— because she still thadkeys with
her.

She took the lift to Mei Lai's floor, inserted okey in the gate that
each flat had just in front of the door which emablenants to keep
their apartments secure when in the heat of sunimegrneeded to
have the main door open to allow the air to cinmula

She slid the gate back, inserting the other kethemain door, then
pushed it inward as she turned to pick up her castting her case
inside as she concentrated on getting the irongate Laurie had no
need to look into the room.

The gate closed and the wooden door secured, shietavéend to
pick up her case. Then her world went crazy.

She blinked, not believing what her eyes werenglher, and felt the
colour leave her that her eyes were still sendiagkbthat same
picture.

‘You!'she gasped, and still couldn't believe it.

For the tall man standing there, dressed in sgbitsand slacks, was
a man she had last seen at Kai Tak airport. Thegharhad thought
never to see again—none other than Tyler Gray!



CHAPTER SIX

‘You!" Laurie exclaimed again, her head spinnirgstsinned was she
to see him there, she had checked the keys indrat to see she
hadn't come to the wrong flat, before she realgezlwouldn't have
been able to get in if those keys did not fit, afram the fact that she
remembered this flat. ‘What are you doing here?’

The expression on Tyler's face must have beenatme slisgruntled
one Betsy had witnessed on the plane, she thoagliie retaliated
with:

'I might well ask you the same question.’

All Laurie's pride rose to the surface at what séw as a suggestion
that he thought she was following him.

‘This happens to be my friend's flat,' she flarfédis is where I'm
staying.'

‘Now isn't that just great,’ he drawled sarcadticadnd further
stunned her by adding, 'So am I.

"You can't be . . .!" she started to exclaim, BtiBhock at finding him
there. Her brain wasn't yet up to sorting out hiovall of Hong Kong,
Tyler Gray came to think he would be staying in tlegy same
private residence as she herself.

Then the sarcasm of his words hit her, to blotdithought save that
clearly he had gone off all idea of any relatiopshith her. That hurt,

stiffened her, that from at one time definitely m&ing averse, he
now considered her a cross he had to bear unhltsme as one or the
other of them left.

‘There's no room here for you," she said sharpbkihg away so he
shouldn't see her hurt. She stared round the taty Wwondering



where he thought he was going to sleep since tti®bm was about
the size of her parents* coalhouse back home amdlthia space in it
for more than the double bunk in there. And she MiedLai were
going to have those bunk beds, she thought, aggnessing.

Her eyes went to the small two-seater settee agidteeed that he
would never get his length in there. She turneddss back to him,
saw his eyes had followed her glance to the sedteksaw him shake
his head.

'‘No way,' he told her bluntly.

‘But there's only one bedroom,' she protested,Nagid_ai and | are
having that.' Then, the shock of everything thats virappening
clearing, 'You never said you knew Mei Lai when émntioned her
name in Canton.’

'l should imagine there's more than one Chinesaevgin that name,’
he told her sardonically, adding, 'although nonthefm are known to
me.'

'You don't know Mei Lai?' Her usually quick-thinkjiorain, that had
been shocked, was now making up for its temporaryndnt state.
‘Then why are you here? If Mei Lai hasn't given p@umission. . . .'
She stopped, fears about the safety of Anona'soal with her. Oh
God, she didn't want to believe Tyler was a crdmk, he had seen
that ring at the airport, and by his harsh exclaonalhad obviously
guessed its worth straight away. . . .

'l have every right to be here,’ he butted into theughts. Then,
looking fed up that he should have to bother toarpanything to
her, but that seeming to be the only way this aeninwas going to
be got quickly out of the way, 'There's obviousheb some foul-up.
I'm in Hong Kong partly on business. . . .'



'Y6u told me that,' she interrupted, her suspicionisyet ready to be
allayed.

'I'm a buyer,' he went on, ignoring her as if shdrfit spoken, 'here to
see some people who are anxious to do businessthattirm |
represent. So anxious are they to sell to us tima&nwvord filtered
through how intensely | dislike living in hotel$iet head of the firm
arranged this flat for me.’

'But this is Mei Lai's flat!'

'So you said,' he rapped shortly. '"Which leads aresk—what firm
does she work for?'

‘The Ting Yat Electronic Company,' Laurie said ppbiy
‘The same firm I'm here to see," Tyler told her.

It was starting to make sense—or was it? What lieda&d so far
sounded convincing, but surely Mei Lai, even fa slake of her firm
securing a large order, wouldn't have agreed toesher flat with

some unknown man! Though—doubt began to trickle hhe+Lai

must be used to overcrowding as most Hong Kong lpespre, so
perhaps she had thought one more wouldn't makdiféayence? But
surely, Laurie thought, sending doubt on its wayely she would
have seen her firm weren't likely to get an orflédre man they were
hoping to impress had to spend his nights crampeahuhat settee?

That settled it for her. 'I'm sure Mei Lai wouldnave agreed to such
a thing,' she told him tartly.

‘There's only one way to find out,' he said confitle 'Give her a
ring.'

'l don't know her number,' she said, feeling stigmdin.



Then she discovered that to Tyler's smattering ahdi&rin she could
add Cantonese, as giving her a look that said reedghe was stupid
and that he was fed up to the back teeth with teipicked up the
phone and rang directory enquiries.

'‘Perhaps you can make yourself useful and jot timeber down," he
suggested disagreeably while he waited.Fuming sugdéaurie
searched in her bag, and was ready, pencil poigeelh he relayed
the number before putting down the phone.

"Your turn,' he told her, pointing to the instrurhen

Wanting to hit him over the head with it, Laurieked up the phone
and dialled the number he had given her. Then slsermade madder
that the telephonist didn't seem to understandvhen she asked to
speak to Mei Lai, and offered her a flood of Caetmin return, that
told Laurie she was going to have to enlist Tylbekp.

She held out the phone, refusing to feel a fod she didn't speak
Cantonese. 'Will you tell them | want to speak teiMai Wong,
please,' she said, wishing her Chinese friend wesdnd not at work
so she could sort the whole muddle out.

Listening to Tyler speaking, Laurie saw he was phlbp skilled in
several languages, since from what he had saidni& be an
international buyer. But the longer he spoke, mgikio move to hand
the phone back to her so she could talk personalMei Lai, the
more concerned Laurie became.

She was right to be concerned, she discovered samges later.
For instead of handing the phone back to her asvsiseexpecting,
she heard him sayldy geen.which she knew from her guide book
meant goodbye, and saw him put the phone baclsagst.



'‘Apparently,’ he said, thrusting his hands in hsckets, and
managing to look casual although his face was stelei Lai \WWong
Is still in China.’

'‘China? She can't be!" Stupefied, Laurie starddnat 'She had only
one week due to her, and she had that my first wiee&' Her mind
boggling, Laurie wondered if between them she &eddhinese girl
had got the weeks mixed "up. But that couldn'tibéhat were the
case, then where had Mei Lai been that first week?

'I've just been told some rigmarole about her gmaottier's condition
deteriorating,' Tyler brought out, clearly uncom==t by anyone or
anything but that his own arrangements should aatgset.

Laurie's lips tightened at his attitude, and sltestary herself to hear
that her friend's grandmother was slipping awayd Aimen as her
brain raced, she thought she had a very good ideave this whole
mess had come about.

Mei Lai must have telephoned her employers froorm@fasking for
extra leave; granted in the compassionate circurosta of her
grandmother being at death's door. In return fa fdwour her
employers must have asked her if one of the buyens wanted to
keep in with from England could put up at her pledei Lai must
have been so concerned about her grandmother, atheeither
forgotten she should already have two English atisjtor she had
thought Laurie and Kay wouldn't mind sharing witiother of their
own countrymen. That must mean Mei Lai had a kdyetdflat at the
office and that a representative from her firm naet Tyler at the
airport and brought him on here. . ..

She left analysing the only explanation she coelel &s the terrible
thought struck that even with Mei Lai there, Tydgpresence in the
flat would be more than she could take—without there, it would
be impossible.



‘You'll have to go to a hotel,' she told him, navimg to think about it.
He would be on expenses, he could afford it béti@n she could.

‘Like hell Il go to a hotel,' he came back, clganot liking having his
decisions made for him. 'l hate hotels.’

‘You stayed in a hotel in Peking.'

'l didn't have any choice,' he said tersely. Aaglifg it on the line, 'If
anybody's moving out, Miss Frost, it's you.'

'If anybody . . .?" she flared, hating him suddeniyt bothering to
wonder where her love had gone. 'You know as veell do there's
only one bedroom.'

'I'm not sleeping on that miniature settee,' he har adamantly.

Furious that he looked unmovable on the subjeatrieasearched in
her bag for her case key. The swine! There was@tgentlemanly
instinct in him. To think she had been ready tardsle when in that
park he had said 'Poor little love'! God, they daie was blind. How
right they were!

'‘Unpacking?' came the sarcastic query as she bemdck her case.
‘You've decided to stay and make the best of it?'

Fury threatened to boil over at his sarcastic t@fee managed to
conquer it. "To use your expression,' she threwmat 'like hell!

Spitting mad, she flung back the lid of her casecdise of him,

because of his steadfast refusal to move out, sisegaing to have to
use what money she had left to pay a hotel bik'&have to change
all her traveller's cheques too to pay for her agnodation, when

she had been hoping to take maybe one of themHhzaunk to bolster

up her ailing bank account.



She moved everything from the right-hand cornerhef case,
knowing she would find her wallet at the bottomwHsn't there. It
must have slipped while being tossed from one Iggdaandler to
another, she thought, having been on two flightsesishe had last
seen it. But search as she might, she still couifiehal it.

Damn, she'd have to take everything out of her pasee by piece,
with him looking on too. 'Can't you go and find sgihing to do?' she
shapped, several pairs of lacy briefs in her hand.

'If your intention is to re-pack your case moreilyidyou're not
making much of a job of it," came the cool rephhBel her.

'I'm looking for something,' she said hotly, thesrgot him, as
although everything was now out of her case shiehstiin't come
across her wallet.

Still not ready to believe it wasn't there, sheadhevery article out as
everything on the floor beside her was folded andhack in, her
face paling when, the last item folded, she jusittogbelieve it.

'It's not there!" she whispered, stunned, her awgarTyler gone.

‘Not to worry," he said, entirely unmoved that slkemed to have
some crisis on her hands, 'With yassetsno doubt you can soon
buy another.'

'It's my wallet,' she said, groping for a chaig tpset to flare up at
the insolent way he was suggesting she used winiéuats she had.
'It's missing!

‘Missing?' Laurie didn't award him any marks thiatast she was
getting through. 'Are you sure?'

'Of course I'm sure. I've just had everything duhg case, haven't I7?



'‘Did you put it in your case? | seem to remember lyad a wallet in
your hand when we were changing our Chinese cuynenCanton,’
he pointed out reasonably.

'l have two wallets,' she explained, starting tb sg@ppy again, not
seeing anything he said as being reasonable, sheswvaipset. 'l
thought with all the different currency I'd be ugithoating about I'd

be bound to get mixed up.' And more to herselfhasveent through
what she had done, 'My handbag started to get wdigbwn with all

the various things I'd collected, so | put my Hatang wallet at the
bottom of my case, meaning to take it out this nmgn

'‘Only you forgot.'

There he went again, making her feel stupid! Tiveasn't time to
remember everything,' she said flatly.

‘When did you use it last?' he asked, causing sditiee chill she felt
towards him to leave now he was sounding as thdwgtvanted to
help her.

‘At the hotel in Peking, that first morning we wettgere,' she
remembered without any trouble. 'l needed to chandgeveller's
cheque . .'

‘Your traveller's cheques were in it!" he exclaimasl though it was
the daftest thing he had heard yet, that she hkepttthem separate.

Her lips firmed. 'Yes,' she muttered.

There followed a silence where she wouldn't lodkiigt "You're sure
you didn't drop it in the hotel?' he asked quietlp the silence.

'I've just told you," she said, trying not to geigey, 'l remember
putting it in my case. | did it the night I'd boughguide book and a
map | thought it might be useful to carry arounthwne.' She didn't



add in case she got lost, he would know that witheuhaving to say
SO0.

‘And your case has been through God knows how rhangs since
then," Tyler said slowly. Then, seriously lookimg Wvays to help her,
'Have you your cheque book and bank card with yoy@ur bank
has a branch here you can change a cheque for . ..

'l didn't bring it,' she said woodenly. Fat lotgwfod bringing it would
have done; her account was cleared out. Beforehaldelost her
traveller's cheques she had known she would haserape along
until her next salary cheque was paid in.

‘You changed your yuan for Hong Kong dollars, digou?' Tyler
asked, having witnessed that much at the airgeéow' much have
you got?"

‘Just over fifty dollars,' she said, wishing shériabeen so liberal
with her tip to the cabby. "That wouldn't pay fobed in a hotel for
one night, let alone the next five,' she added,deoing if he did have
a human streak after all and would under the cistantes offer to

go.

'‘What you need is a cup of tea,' he said, turronipé kitchen, either
not seeing her massive hint, or quite obviouslyrgmy it.

Laurie supposed it was kind of him to make her p olitea, she
thought, trying to be fair some ten minutes lateewhe joined her at
the table, two cups of tea adorning it.

In silence she stared at the brew in front of ferhis credit Tyler
was silent too, giving her this time to sort hefrsek as she wondered
where she went from here. Home was the only an®v#rshe didn't
want to go home. She had beggared herself to paphitotrip. She
wanted to get everything out of it she could. Bsitk and Kay had cut
out cinemas, theatres, cut down on every expersedbuld. Why



should she go home just because some light-fingeestito society
had stolen her money?

Aggression against the thief rose in her. She'dldoamed if she
would let it ruin her holiday! Her eyes slid to thettee, measuring it
for her length, and she stifled a sigh. Being aoligr five foot six
she'd be a mass of creaks from just one night speitt Yet she still
didn't see why Tyler shouldn't try it.

She looked at him, about to suggest it again, shersaw he had read
her mind as slowly his head went from side to sdan unspoken
negative reply.

‘You can have the bottom bunk if you like,' he odf that alone
telling her he still had no intention of going thatel.

‘Thanks for nothing, Mr Gray,' she said shortlytimg his surprised
look that she knew his name. 'I'd die sooner tliamesa room with
you!'

‘You'll have to let me know what flowers you likéé retorted
pleasantly, just as though from his angle he cousde she had any
other choice.

Throwing him a look of loathing, Laurie stood upalgbed up her
handbag, grappled against the urge to clout hirn iyiand went out.

The cocky devil! He knew it all, didn't he? she fana picture of
Mei Lai's settee in her mind. She had found it amtable enough to
sit on, but its hard arms either end, and the feet or so in between,
were just not in any way calculated to ensure uestimber.

Laurie mooched around the various markets—fishsstath no fish

known -to her on display, open-fronted shops fronnciv exuded all
manner of smells. She sneezed a couple of timsisindhe maze of
different things for sale, and walked on, seeirg khife sharpener



she had seen before busy at work with his honiogeston the
pavement, a cobbler likewise in his shanty covelatguring away
at his last.

And unbelievably in the circumstances, after abant hour of
walking, of market stall and window shopping, tls#me inner
feeling of happiness that must be common only tagdkong, she
thought, was there again.

She didn't understand it. Everything that couldsgmg go wrong had
gone wrong, nor* least her arrangements with Mei tadling
apart—and Tyler Gray was king of the castle. Butas back again,
that inner feeling of joy.

And she was glad it was. Her despairing spirits lifeetl. It wasn't
just that she was away from Tyler and his sarcastigue, she felt
certain. It must be something peculiar to this nogldhat no matter
what trauma one suffered, it didn't get one dowridog.

Feeling hot, parched for a drink of some sort,fsli@d a small park
and sat resting, the small fountain playing tortiardner thirst. She
mustn't give in and go and buy a glass of squdsh,thought, her
very limited resources to the forefront of her mind

She sat in the park for an age, the traffic of HEogg still heard but
not seen. But at the end of that time, several losians had been
forced upon her. One, that for tonight at leastvgag going to have to
spend a very uncomfortable night on that settee, that tomorrow
she would have to get to the airport and see wieteuld do about
changing her flight. Too late now. The airport wakKowloon. There
would probably be airport tax to pay and she couldsk her
precious resources on a taxi. She would start aly &omorrow on
foot, cross on the ferry to Kowloon—that was orthyrty cents—
then by Shanks's pony again to the airport. It wdad hard going



carrying her case—her mind refused to consider whatwas going
to do if she couldn't get a flight out the next day

With everything sorted out in her mind, aware slas wtarving and
hopeful that Tyler Gray hadn't hogged the few tthsepplies Mei
Lai had in her tiny cupboard beneath her eventtifridge in the
kitchen, Laurie rose ready for the walk back.

It was then, as she passed the man who had bé&ag sibme seats
away reading a newspaper for some time, that shlesed in the
fading light that unless he had got X- ray visiba,could not possibly
see to read. She looked back—she had to; and &hhér by the
throat. It was the man she had thought was follgvier!

Trying not to panic, she hurried out of the parkdhing her handbag
under her arm, the fingers of her other hand toghits strap in case
she should be caught unawares and that man trggélbait from her.

He must be after that ring, he must be, she thoulgtibg in and out

of traffic, her eyes searching frantically for dipeman with the red
flash beneath his number that signified he couehkEnglish.

She didn't see any sign of a policeman. Not thatrgs sure what she
would have said to one anyway, she thought, asjgée on, getting
over her initial panic.

And by the time she did espy a navy-uniformed effiaf the law, she
had gone off the idea of appealing to him. Whatadtbe do? She was
sure the man following her would slip out of sighée minute she
approached the officer.

Still expecting to have her handbag wrenched fran drasp, or
worse, be mugged from behind, she was never matefgl, her
breath coming in painful gasps, to see the buildrhgre Mei Lai had
her apartment.



She couldn't wait for the lift, but went as fasshas could up the three
flights of stairs, some subconscious thought tglher she would be
safe only when she reached Tyler.

Not wanting to let go her tight hold on her baggrethough she could
not hear footsteps coming from behind, Laurie rémg bell, and

stood there panting and anxious in the secondsk for Tyler to

answer it.

'Forget your key?' he enquired as he slid back#te.

But she had no mind to heed his sarcasm. She s@®ilke a flash,
all but collapsing into a seat. For her race hoa leen all of two
miles. She heard the door close, felt a glassmesioing pushed into
her hand, that in itself indicating that Tyler hegkn her distressed
condition, before he asked quietly:

‘What is it?'
‘Someone—was—following me.’

There was a pause before he spoke. 'Take a sipaqf he urged.
Then taking the chair opposite as she gulped flengtass, finding it
was nothing more innocuous than water, 'You're sdreut this,
Laurie?'

She nodded. 'Positive,' she gasped.
'‘What did he look like? Was he Chinese?"

'‘No—European. Tall, bald head—moustache.' Tyler atake door
before she had any idea what he was about. 'Dos&vel me,' she
cried, and was in love with him all over again winengave her that
gentle smile.



'l won't be long," he promised. 'Check throughgjghole before you
open the door.'

He had gone before it dawned on her what he md&gitLars door,
like all flat doors in Hong Kong, she suspected hamarble-sized
piece of magnified glass set in it.

Her breathing was more normal by the time she hé&gler come
back. But she was still upset enough to need to fiweugh the
marble pebble before she let him in.

'He wasn't there, was he?' she asked anxiously.
'l had a good scout round,' he assured her.

'l didn't imagine he was following me, honestlyidimt. It isn't the
first time I've been followed either.’

'l don't suppose it is,' said Tyler easily, an peted compliment
there to her looks if she had been in a mind toapate it.

‘It isn't,’ she insisted. 'He was at the airpodiatpo And . . . and | saw
him watching me before | went to China.’

'‘But you didn't see him in China?' His very ton&tber he was
beginning to be sceptical that she had seen anyéioaly.

'‘No,' she had to admit, and was disappointed in hiemhad seemed
to believe her when she had first come' in, but m@vhad been
outside and not found her sleuth, he was treatiagvhole matter far
too lightly, in her view. 'You don't believe menow you don't. But
| wasbeing followed," she said stubbornly. 'And notdexe of what
you were implying just now either.’

'l haven't said | don't believe you, have |?' hieeds 'But accepting
that it wasn't some young blood who'd been bowleer doy your



beauty," he said it without making it sound a campht, as though
her beauty was a fact, but this time Laurie did éeenplimented by
his comment, 'what reason,’ he pressed, 'could pald- headed
friend have for following you?'

The glow from his unintended compliment faded. Hew, damn

him, he knew! He knew very well about that ringhier bag! She
remembered his barking, 'Where thell did you get that?'—his
remarks that had followed, and she knew just thenfright having

taken the stuffing out of her, that she wasn'taigdaling” with any
more of the same.

‘How should | know?' she said, playing the sameegamhim. And
getting up from her chair she went and sat on étes, presenting
him with her profile, letting him see that as farsne was concerned
the subject was now finished with.

Laurie started to feel better once she was away fhere she could
see his disbelieving face. She began to recoven frer fright. She
felt safe in Mei Lai's flat away from any fearsalrer imaginary, that
she might be mugged at any moment. Though shethadgined it,

she was sure she hadn't, she thought, growing ausithat Tyler,

clattering away in the kitchen, had considered dhieject finished
with too, since he had not commented after sheréadved herself
from the table to the settee.

Not another word had he said, she mused, half reablg angry with
him. The next thing she had heard was him in ttehkn.

Her stomach was letting her know she was raverangshe wished
he would hurry up with whatever he was doing iréh& she could
find something to eat. The kitchen was so smaliethjast wasn't
room enough for two in there.



Smells of something deliciously appetising wafted\way, making it

sheer torture to sit there contemplating the stmalbf baked beans
she would have to eat without bread—her one hopethat Tyler

hadn't helped himself to them.

'Feel like laying the table?"

She slewed round and saw him filling the kitcheworday. Lay it
yourself, she wanted to say, mutiny with her thatwas going to
have a feast, by the smell of it, while all she hed a plate of baked
beans. Then she was glad she managed to hold mgueoeven
though the way she glared at him wasn't missedyalsesure, when a
slow smile creased his face.

'l have the most succulent steak you've ever sbentaeady to
serve,' he tormented. And when, if she had anythamgy she was
sure she would have thrown it at his mocking fdwe added, '‘But
alas, | fear there's too much for one.' Her juigere already at work.
'‘Will you help me out?’

'‘Er—if you insist,' she said, trying to sound cool.

But she couldn't keep it up. She was happy sudd&tlg smiled, a
natural smile that wouldn't stay down, and saweliess on her mouth,
before abruptly he turned back into the kitchen.

He had been right about the steak being succigdkatthought some
fifteen minutes later, as she popped the last preoener mouth.

"You went shopping after | left?' she queried, wherpushed a plate
of cheese and biscuits her way.

‘Not all males are helpless when it come to that sbthing,' he
answered, sending the thought rushing through lead fthat in
normal circumstances she would like to bet he goghl-friends to
do his shopping.



'So you've proved,' she replied, forcing a smileabse she didn't
want him to know how sick she felt that he wouldereask her to
shop for him, never count her as a girl-friend.

His look became fixed on her smile, her lips, tabruptly he took his
eyes from her and stood up, his look going to itehkn. Laurie was
sure she felt tension in the air, but there wasertbere when Tyler
directed his look back on her.

‘There's a mountain of washing up in there," hé, sasignation in his
voice.

"'l do it,' she offered instantly, the least sloelld do since he had fed
her so well.

‘There's only room for one in there,' Tyler addkd,smirk on his face
telling her that while he didn't mind cooking, deglwith dirty pans
afterwards wasn't his idea of fun.

‘Clever devil," she said good-humouredly, seeingles rose and
began to collect up the dishes that that resigiéel in his voice had
been there deliberately to get her to volunteer.

He was sitting on the settee reading, his backeto Wwhen with a
feeling of general tiredness about her, Laurie cantef the kitchen.
He turned his head to glance her way when sheosat dt the table.

‘You looked whacked," he remarked. 'Why not goed™

He wants me out of his sight, she thought, lovehiar making her
overly sensitive where he was concerned. He wanitsad his book,
and my presence in the same room is irritating him.

Her, 'I'll go when you go,' came out more snapttign she intended.
But when she saw the way his dark eyebrows ro$erathoice of
words, she was glad she had snapped, and snapgiedaghe told



him heatedly, 'And you can forget any quaint idgas may have
from what I've just said. I'm sleeping out herd, indhere.' Her eyes
indicated the bedroom, as she accused, 'You'negsdh my bed!

She had drawn his anger, she could see that &sdviscame down.
His paperback was flung from him as he stood tdd@sand gave her
one killing look before striding to the bedroom.daconds he had
returned, his arms full of the duvet he had snatchpefrom one of the
bunks.

He threw it to the settee, his expression nonesthieeter as he
glowered at her. 'For your information, Miss Frogbu'll be as

undisturbed in this flat as if you were in a nuyn&hould the idea of
bedding you have crossed my mind at any time, to@mt on it, any

such notion disappeared way back at the airpd@ainton.’

She had just time enough to get in one furious tbbefore he
returned to the bedroom and the door thundered hd@imat's just as
well,' she stormed. 'You had as much chance thgowabave now!

Unmitigated swine! she fumed as she searched ircdss for her
night things. Should the idea of bedding her hawssed his mind? It
dammed well had! For ten minutes she crashed alwaghing,

cleaning her teeth in the minute bathroom nextéltedroom.

It was that perishing ring, of course, she fumesdhastossed this way
and that trying to find a position of comfort orethettee. He had lost
interest in her from the moment he had seen itrandgnised it for
the very expensive item it was, had dubbed heigsifraway as a girl
who gave nothing for nothing. Not that she caredhe—taustic,
ill-tempered oaf!

That was probably why he hadn't offered to lenddrgr money to
tide her over when he knew she was as good aditde, she
thought, adjusting her position once more. Not 8t& would have



taken it anyway. But she hadn't had the chanceftse. Believing he
could say goodbye to any money he lent her, he'bheden offered.

Two hours later she was still trying to sleep aating Tyler Gray
more than ever that he was probably snoring hid b#an there. Her
thoughts had been many and varied as she triduutosit the racket
that went on constantly through the night outsilee had forgotten
all about the din from goods being loaded and wddawnhile the
constant tapping of metal upon metal, a technicgezl un China, to
guide reversing lorries.

Lord, she was tired! Would she never get to sldép?might have
tossed a pillow out as well as the duvet, she thoagssly, the hard
arm was giving her neck-ache.

Had Mei Lai, if things had gone as planned, intehdee of them to
sleep on this insomniac-making settee? she couldiptwondering.
There would have been three of them if Kay's appehddn't

erupted and Mei Lai hadn't had to stay by her grastter's bedside.

Perhaps she had been going to borrow a camp bedsibanewhere,
Laurie thought, yawning, but nowhere nearer to gdmsleep. Oh
hell, this was impossible!

In the middle of thanking goodness she had alrpadghased all the
presents to take home, so no one need be disapgaintce she didn't
have the wherewithal to buy anything else, not @mayone was

expecting anything—her mother had said specifiaadtyto bring her

anything—Laurie turned over again, and fell off Hettee.

She perched back on the settee, clutching the dueend her bare
arms, and pondered.

Would Rip Van Winkle in there have snaffled thetbot bunk? This
was too ridiculous for words! She remembered homfoatable she
had been in bed that first week, how soon forgottere the outside



noises, how soon she had fallen asleep and sleldturbed by the
racket until morning.

If Tyler had taken the bottom bunk she didn't reckouch to her
chances of shinning up to the top without waking land so losing
face. But—but if he had taken the top bunk therelgushe could
sneak in for a few hours' sleep? She always awolkesEight before
she drifted off again.

The idea, born in desperation, wouldn't go awaye 8hs confident
of her early waking pattern, wasn't she? Even insubconscious
mindful of Tyler, when she woke at daybreak all Bad to do was to
sneak out again, and he would be none the wiser.

Tiptoeing over the polished wooden floor, the duveld securely,
Laurie felt for the door handle. The seconds iktber to open it
seemed like minutes, so slowly did she turn it. féered in the dim
light, trying to make out if there was a shapelmnliottom bunk.

She stretched down a hand, ready to stifle a screahe touched
some solid object—and it moved. There was notHieget

Afraid to close the door, not much point anywaycsirshe would
have to stealthily open it again when she madedaem exit, she
edged her body into the bunk.

She lay down, pulling the duvet over her, turneglard the bunk
creak and held her breath—but heard no sound oémemut from up
above but Tyler's even breathing.

She stretched out her long legs. Bliss, sheer Utedted bliss, she
thought, almost purring. Laurie closed her eyes.



CHAPTER SEVEN

A NoISE Something had disturbed her! Lying on her sidaurie
opened her eyes, then quickly closed them. A pdirfasvn
trouser-clad legs were close to her bumkvas broad daylight out
there!What had happened to her built-in alarm clock?r&werslept
straight through—never. Had she been so tired fr@mday, that
two-mile dash home— and it must have been gonebigfore she
had crept into bed—that she had gone out likehd, llger usual dawn
awaking slept through?

‘There's tea made,' said a cool sardonic voicdphgs telling her not
only that he knew she was awake, but also thatbdenkver believed
In her stout intention not to share a room with.him

Laurie waited for a sound that would tell her hd gane before she
opened her eyes a second time. The trousered kEgn'wthere, she
saw, and gathered he must have found whateverchedmae in for.

His offer of tea appealed. She threw back the dyether feet to the
floor and was standing in her flimsy cotton nighteving a lovely

stretch before she noticed he had left the bedrdoor wide and

wasn't above , appreciating her curves outlinedutin the thin

cotton, for all he had said he had gone off ang tde might have had
of bedding her.

A spurt of temper had her slamming the door shth wicrash. Then
she found herself in something of a dilemma. Atl¢tlethes were out
there! Oh, why hadn't she thought to bring in heysding gown?
Because you anticipated being out of here befomn\uke, came the
answer.

About to grab up the duvet to see her throughshii could get in
there to put on her robe, her movement was stayethd® door
opening.



'l thought in the circumstances your modesty wolddjive my
sorting through your case,' said Tyler, as mockiritgg handed her
her dressing gown.

She took it from him, her eyes daggers in his lzecke went. Then as
she hastily wrapped herself in the garment shehgawasn't all bad,
for he wasn't pouring himself two separate cupeaf was he?

He was sitting at the table when she went in, atfamell of

aftershave clinging to him. Laurie afforded him @ lift at the

corners of her mouth in what would do as a hallesias she went to
sit down, then wished she had kept her face unsgnivhen he
ordered:

'‘Put something on your feet.'

'| prefer to go around barefoot,’ she said, knowiadrought out the
worst in her, that she was just being difficult énese she didn't like
any man thinking he could boss her around.

'Suit yourself,' he answered laconically. 'But tloome screaming to
me if a cockroach comes nibbling at your prettystoe

Memory returned of seeing more than one cockroaute she had
been in Hong Kong, and the perversity in her dedlee got up and
rooted by the settee for her slippers.

She expected Tyler to look smug that she had givesthout a fight.
That he wasn't looking smug when she flicked a ggaat him,
though, didn't help at all when she was still fegivexed that he had
discovered her will power was puny when up againsettee that
overnight seemed to be stuffed with rocks and thafort of that
bunk bed.

‘And what do you plan to do today?' he enquireshassipped her tea.



Why should he think he owned the sole rights teasm? 'l thought
I'd go and book in at the Peninsula,’ she saityamentioning off the
top of her head the most expensive-looking hotelcsiuld remember
seeing. Then she found her sarcasm just wasiieisadme league as
he made her blood boil with his sharp retort:

'l don't doubt you'd soon find some poor sap ta toe bill.'

Red flashed before her eyes at his low opinioneof 8he was on her
feet, the cup in her hand flying, hot tea goingaitine for him. It
would have hit him too had he not moved quickly—gaeckly that he
was on his feet and had her by the wrists, hisfiateus as he hauled
her up against him.

Laurie's heart hammered beneath her thin clothimghia head,
showing aggression, came nearer, her temper vagisisi rapidly as
it had come. She wanted to tell him she was sormyttHat need was
only of a short duration. More than wanting to agide, the feel of
him close to her had her wanting to feel his lipshers, wanted them
to burn as they had done before, as his body wamsrguhers.

Her lips parted as his mouth neared. Then sudderign nothing
mattered but that he should kiss her, Tyler wagsting her away,
had released the grip he had on her, and wasgrttirough clenched
teeth:

'‘Go and get dressed—not all men desire to take'svbatoffer.'

Stunned, unable to come so quickly back down ttheéor several

seconds she just stood and stared at him, theslowting in her eyes.
Then fury returned to help her out. Only this tighe had to control
it. Moving swiftly, she grabbed the clothes shedsekfrom her case,
stepped over "the line of tea on the floor—let luilan it up, damn
him!—and was in the bathroom, the door slammedbeniied.



Under the shower she was nowhere near to coolihdfathe said

another word to him it would be to tell him to ¢mt, she boiled- The
shower too came in for some of her anger in thabiildn't behave
and kept moving loosely about. Her hair was gettimaked, but since
she was in no hurry to rejoin that—that barbarsue, found shampoo
in her toilet bag and washed it—to remember onlglesturned off
the shower and began to dry off that if she wasigao go to the
airport, it would have to be with a wet head.

The tea had been cleaned from the floor when shne @t of the
bathroom clad in a tee-shirt and jeans. A feelihguwlt she didn't
want smote her that she should have been the arleanit up—that
in itself told her her anger had cooled.

'You don't look as though you intend going anywHerea while.' It
surprised her to hear his voice sounding quite bimigfter the fury
that had been in the air not half an hour ago s thought he
wouldn't want to speak to her either. 'Unless afrse your friend has
a hairdryer tucked away somewhere,' he added, sgegmknow her
thick hair would take hours to dry without an afdsome sort.

'I'm not in the habit of raking through other pesplbelongings,' she
said primly, breaking her vow of silence where laswoncerned.

She saw him raise an eyebrow and counselled hexseib get angry
again that he hadn't credited her with any honesty.

‘Well, I'm off,' he said. And grudgingly, Laurieund herself liking
him again, for when had he not moved quickly shaildichave
scalded him with her tea, it appeared he had bestng for her to
come from the bathroom to see if she wanted anytiimle he was
out. 'l should be back before lunch—anything yoed®#

‘No, thank you,' she replied, too proud to acceptcharity, though
admitting his offer had mellowed her. He was atdber before the



feel of wet hair in her neck had her asking, 'Er-4%® not by any
chance going near the airport, are you?'

‘Airport?' he queried, then coming away from therddis eyes
narrowed. 'l might be—why?"

'l was going to see if | could change my tickett geflight home
today.'

'You're ready to go home?'

The surprise in his voice had her surprised inrretwWhy should it
surprise him that she should want to go home? Hewkher
circumstances as well as she did. She saw spexulathis eyes—it
was as though, she thought, trying to understandsitthough he
thought she was up to something. He confirmed it.

‘Just what sort of a game are you playing?' hedagke voice harsh.

'‘What the hell does that mean?' she asked hotiytelngper rearing
again. 'What game? You know damn well that I'm brek can't
even feed myself—where would | go -but home?’

‘All right, don't blow a fuse.' His own manner hgdckly changed as
he set about soothing her ruffled feathers. 'My Guauat a hothead
you are! Just cool down and give me your tickeis' ldok became
mocking. 'lt will be a pleasure to try and changei you.'

He seemed to delight in trying to get a rise ouheif, she thought
after he had gone. And where on earth had heraasither temper
gone? Did everybody go haywire like this when tiey in love?
Ready to take offence at the smallest slight? Nat his slights had
been small. Never had she been so insulted by a Yetr-yet still
she loved him.



Knowing such thoughts were going to get her nowhkeagirie set
about tidying up the small flat. She hadn't hadhkfast, neither had
Tyler. Perhaps like her he was never hungry imtbenings. Oh, stop
thinking about him!

Next she set about tidying her case. She didn't wéwoking like a

junk shop if Customs wanted to see inside at Gatwihe came
across a spare postcard in the process and ddoidedibble a few
lines to Kay. She'd probably see her before sheived it, she
thought, be back in England anyway. Still, if Kagisaconfined to her
flat during her convalescence, then it was alwage to have the
postman call.

She felt better after she had penned a cheery gessaer friend,
and in consequence was much brighter when she fighnds key in
the gate.

She looked at him eagerly when he came in, thenthdmwer her

eyes as just seeing him, those dark eyes, thtltkack hair, started a
riot going on inside her. Her eyes were drawn to higain when

without a word he went to move her case out ofNag from where

she had left it by the door.

Her eyes followed him, a mixture of emotions basgther that he
didn't want her luggage cluttering up the livingain any way. She
watched as he took her case to the bedroom, sawewn of the
limited space, the way he stacked it upright onablpis upright case
by the far wall.

Impatient to hear about her flight, ready to béhenway as soon as
he said what time, her eyes asked the questiomossas he returned.

'‘No go, I'm afraid," he said, trying not to lookragretful as she was
sure he felt. 'l tried all the airlines, but everye of them is booked
solid.’



She knew he was speaking the truth. The fact théida tried every
airline underlined how keen he was to get rid of Bait even so she
just couldn't take in that she was stranded herteialy penniless.

'‘But—but there were loads of empty seats on theegptaming out!
'l know,' he commiserated. ‘It was the same onligktftoo.’

Laurie sighed, wondering how long it was possilde the human
frame to go without food. Tyler heard her sigh &mak pity on her,
which was something she just did not want.

*Your hair looks about dry now. Come on, I'll tajau to lunch.’

‘No, thank you, I'm not hungry,' she lied, starvimpv where she
hadn't been before. Then she heard him say, hi® \aiiet, gentle
almost:

'Don't be stubborn, Laurie.'

Tears pricked her eyes at his tone. How easilyouddoget to her by
being kind, whereas when he was angry, he just dpavks. She
lowered her eyes, not wanting him to see she wadyr® flood the
place at any crumb of kindness from him.

'l don't want charity,' she mumbled.

'‘Don't look on it as charity,' he said in that sagéet way. 'You're
stuck here until next Thursday. It's only Saturdaw—you've got to
eat. We're the same nationality and you'd do thmesér me,

wouldn't you?' Laurie didn't answer. 'Or would yobe asked, a
teasing note there.

‘Yes, | suppose so,' she answered, and had to atrfiien when he
tilted her head up and she saw he was smiling.



‘There you are, then,' he said. '‘Now come on, thargood girl, my
stomach's sticking to my backbone.'

He'd scuppered her, charmed her, had her bareabtapf thinking.
So much so that it was he who saw the card shevh#dn lying on
the table and picked it up to take with them.

Her pride surfaced as they walked along the pavesngmide in
being with him. They were the only Westerners i district, but it
wasn't just that that made people look at him, thleeight, Tyler
would be noticed everywhere he went.

They were passing a post office she hadn't recedras such, when
Tyler said he'd nip in and post her card for hecah do it,' she
protested.

‘Stay here and wait for me," he instructed, andinside before she
could stop him.

About to follow him, pride decreeing she paid tlstage herself, she
checked. They hadn't fired up at each other oneedie had come
back. Was it worth having a free-for-all inside phest office, all on
account of a stamp? Besides which, Tyler had miegoo. Wouldn't
he be offended if in front of everyone in there sfaele it look as if he
was hard up for the postage too by insisting shd?pa

She looked about her and remembered the bald-headadfrom
yesterday, and was suddenly nervous. Oh, whereTwks? she
thought, agitatedly clutching on to her bag; shiesife with him.

He touched her arm and she jumped. 'Oh!" she exethi
‘You're pale. What's the matter?'

Nothing now he was back. 'l—I just thought abow than who
followed me yesterday. | . . .'



‘You thought he might be following you again todaghe didn't
answer. He hadn't believed there had been anyHhsEded man
anyway. 'I'm sure you won't see him again,' he bhad making her
feel better already that maybe he did believe 1Bert just in case,
you'd better stick close to me.’

He took her to the City Hall for lunch. And in tleeol brown and
white surroundings, sipping a refreshing glass afew brought to
each of them as they waited for their meal, Labegan to relax.

‘You're looking better,” Tyler commented as thaistfcourse was
brought. 'Feeling more like the Lauretta who hadmaper to match
her hair?'

'I'm sorry | nearly threw my tea over you," shedsquietly, the
apology long overdue.

He didn't say, you would have been had it readisadrget, but it was
there briefly in his eyes. Laurie looked away amgidn to tuck in,
glad he hadn't said what was clearly in his mirethBps he too was
being on his best behaviour, she mused. Maybedlead decided to
guard his tongue and not say anything that wowle fneer flaring in
retaliation. At any rate the meal progressed withaggravation
coming from either side, nothing but pleasantnessilcg from
Tyler, so that by the time they reached the dessage, Laurie was
feeling quite enchanted.

Music was coming from a tape somewhere, soft anthsay. When
she heard the strains 8franger In Paradis& was so exactly as she
felt. She raised her eyes and saw, her breathingidhat Tyler was
looking at her as though there was that same etroean in the air
for him too.

She smiled, simply because she could do no otinerr trought he
was going to smile back, then came down to eartih avbump.



'If you've finished your pudding,' he said shorllis eyes going from
her to her dessert plate, 'I'll take you up thekPea

Enchantment was shattered—was shattered by him. A
remembering some of the vile things he had satpshe was glad.
She had been in cloud cuckoo land there for a whitghing had
been said of when he was returning to Englandif i was staying
at Mei Lali's flat for the same length of time ag stas, those long
nights to be got through, then she had to keepaddrefront of her
mind that whatever brief impulses came to him ftone to time, she
would do well to remember that when it came dowhésics, he had
lost interest in her at that airport in Canton.

The cable car ride up to the Peak was so steepitier back glued to
her seat. But the view over Hong Kong and acrosshtdrbour to
Kowloon was magnificent. A fine mist hung in the, dut it was so
warm she was glad she hadn't brought a jacketc&heentrated on
the view, not having anything to say to Tyler wintce they had left
City Hall had been silent to the point of being os®.

It seemed farcical to be with him now his mannet blaanged. She
could just have easily walked back home, she mysetending the
view had her whole attention and that she wasréra@wf him by her
side. She would have suggested going back too ladat thought
that would have them involved in further verbati@sffs.

The thought came, and wouldn't depart, that perhapsould have
been glad if she had suggested they part compady@our came to
her face that he might be an unwilling escort. Slagted for her
colour to recede, then turned, intending to teth lshe was going
home.

'You forgot your camera,' he said, before she cgeldin first, his
tone teasing, unbelievably no longer the morose hehad been.
And more unbelievably still, 'This is one of thevféimes | wish |



carried a camera around with me.' And while Lawae still trying to

adjust to the sudden change in him, he was allnclza he said, 'lI'd
like to take a shot of you as you are now, thecaiching your newly
washed hair, the wind teasing it. What a delightfature that would
make!'

Staggered, for surely he must be complimenting bauyie forgot
what she had been going to say, if she had beag tmsay anything.

'I'l bet you say that to all the girls," was thesbshe could manage.
'‘Only on Fridays," he answered.

‘This is Saturday,' she reminded him.

‘Then, my dear Laurie,' he said softly, 'you muestihique.'

She looked away, intent on the view again, tregchework in her

heart against the good sense in her head. Herdleze that moment
to goad her into wanting to explain to Tyler abihat ring, to let him

know that whatever black thoughts he had about dredt, he must
have had some of those as they had finished theal,then those
black thoughts had no foundation.

Steady, ruled her head. Wasn't it better to puwvitip his change of
mood whenever something triggered off a remindethef sort of
person he thought she was? Wasn't it better teatiter side of him,
that side that had her wilting, should not be peremdly on display?

If she told him the innocent story of the ring ntigle not return to the
person who in China had made no bones about tlaet@in that was
there for them both? He had been ready for a hplidenance then.
Might he not attempt to kiss her again if she toich? Could she
resist his kisses? Would she have the strengthescstr him at
all—when all he wanted was a few nights of pleasarel then
goodbye, So long, Laurie, nice knowing you?



She kept the truth of the ring to herself, but mdse manner
carefully friendly as they turned and went the wagy had come. But
it was hard work for her to keep from telling hilnhad her searching
in her mind for some subject that had nothing tondkh either of
them in her endeavours to keep things impersortaldasn them”

'l noticed that tree with the beautiful pale pinkyauve flower
growing in several avenues in Canton,’ she saidhtipg to a
beautiful blossoming tree, and wishing she hadmttinded him of
Canton.

‘The Hong Kong Orchid Tree," he filled in for h#re mocking look
he gave her giving her an idea that he knew sha'wedtirely at ease
with him. She was sure of it when he gave her @ragqtd verse on
the tree. 'lIt has been adopted as Hong Kong'sl #ondlem. It was
discovered in the Pokfulam area of Hong Kong in8L.88d named
Bauhinia Blakeianafter Sir Henry Blake, a former governor.’

‘Are you airing your knowledge or just delightimgsending me up?’
she challenged him huffily.

'l thought you were interested in such things,' feplied
iInnocently—butter wouldn't melt. 'l thought you wdwnever see
enough of that red and green-leafed tree in Canton.

Shewas interested in such things. Any growing thing caulgar

attention. But having been at pains to keep evargthetween them
impersonal, Laurie found to her confusion that dlum't want that
either.

'Stop looking sulky and come and have a cup of beasaid, which
didn't help matters.

‘Damn you, Tyler Gray!" she suddenly flared. 'Gad &ave tea by
yourself—I'm fed up with your charity!



‘And I'm fed up with you,' he bit, as aggressivéhas and with the
same promptitude. 'You're never the same two msngigether.'

I'm never the same!'

'‘We did the charity bit back at the flat,’ he gdat&so damn well
forget it. It bores me.'

About to flare again, nobody had ever accused héemg boring
before, Laurie counted ten and swallowed a hugelcbiipride.

‘Thank you for your offer of tea,' she said wooggertbut I'm not
thirsty.'

'I've gone off the idea myself,' Tyler told heraigl Then, obviously
making the same effort she was making, 'If it's beheath your
dignity, you can come and guide me round a supdehar

It rankled that he had said she looked sulky, lirhéss had her
admitting, as they shopped half an hour later, pleabaps her bottom
lip had jutted, only slightly, though. He had tdidr to help herself
from the shelves to anything she fancied—whichwbeldn't—and
was doing his best tor help her, she reasoned,ysitinore fairness.
It wasn't his fault that he had her behaving aetirm a manner she
didn't recognise as the Laurie Frost she had allwags.

They were in a taxi heading back to the flat witéit plastic carriers,
when, sorely wanting to be friends again, she ttedet back to
being the girl she had been before she had met him.

‘Are you dining out tonight?' she asked.
‘Are you angling for an invitation to come with mdfe replied

coolly, just as though he didn't put it past heasts any man to take
her out.



Her pride pricked, her eyes stung. 'No, I'm ndie snapped, then
despaired of ever getting back to normal. She swaitl down tears.
‘I merely thought, since there's enough food herteéd an army,
that—that if you intended staying in for dinneremk—then | would

cook it for you.'

She looked out of the car window, her vision bldrte the scene
outside. Then she felt him take her hand in hiardhéis voice, kind,
like it had been before.

'It really hurts, doesn't it?' he said, and for ament she knew fear
that he had discovered her love for him. ‘It hutsl to take
something from me.'

Tears threatened to choke her, the kindness itohesdid nothing to
help, and it was some moments before she coulg.repl

‘You s-seem determined to see me as somethingotrmrshe choked
at last, nearer than ever to telling him about theaf.

‘And what are you?' he asked softly.

His hand on hers was warm and sensitive, causingohbave to
swallow again before she spoke. 'I'm just a sttéogivard secretary
trying to enjoy a straightforward three-week hojid®©nly—only

because I've lost my money, with no chance of gt flight home
before Thursday night, I'm forced to st-stay idad Wwith a man for
company who thinks I'm some—some . . .' Her voeteed out, not
sure any more what Tyler thought she was.

But her bringing up the subject of what he thoughther had
hardened something in him. That kindness in him gase anyway
when next she heard his voice.

His hand left hers. 'And you're not?' he asked mbug



He had fired her anger, and the tears instantgddhat it didn't seem
they could go five minutes without fighting. 'Noml not,' she said
heatedly. It was that blessed ring, of course,shatd be hanged if
she'd tell him about it now.

'In that case,’ said Tyler, after a few seconds@ahis voice mild in
comparison with what it had been, 'you can showwiat sort of a
cook you are. But,' as he observed she had tumekevas looking at
him open-mouthed that he had so quickly changethatgmly on

condition you cook enough for two."'



CHAPTER EIGHT

LAURIE'S habit of waking at dawn before snuggling downitosh
her sleep out had returned by the time Wednesdag esound. But
that Wednesday morning she did not close her eyesgya back to
sleep again. Instead she lay there listening tcerBylrhythmic
breathing in the bunk above and reflecting on tesdhey had spent
together since she had cooked the evening meahmday.

How marvellous each day had been! Tyler's moods weronger so
instantly changeable. Almost from the moment thag ket foot in

the flat again he had adopted an easy manner, aantrat had made
it easier for her to go to bed that Saturday.

'I'm going to read for a while if you want to uke bathroom first,' he
had suggested.

So she had. She had washed and changed into eitmiggs, then
bidden him a hasty goodnight and gone into thedmadr And even
though she thought she wouldn't, she had beenpagleen he had
come in.

It was as though he had called a truce, she mésethough he had
seen she was genuinely upset at taking his chemiyhad put aside
his opinion of her in an endeavour to get her t&ertae best of it.

She lay there recalling how every morning he cawsty asked if
she had any plans for the day—taking a tough litie mer yesterday,
she remembered, the only sour note, when, bechadwasl got round
to thinking he must be getting tired of taking tadrout, she had
independently said she had decided to wander diyoberself that
day.

‘You've arranged to meet someone,' he had shokratstarply,
making her think for one heady moment that she dssh jealousy
there.



She turned away, hope vanishing. His attitude widr since

Saturday had been so completely unsexual, nothierg tto indicate
that he thought of her in any way other than asmapatriot who was
down on her luck. Not so much as a word out ofelaad he spoken.
And since when she turned her head to look at &id, saw not an
atom of jealousy in his face, only harshness tln& was again
spurning his charity as impatiently he waited fear lanswer, she
knew with a dull feeling that when he had said &é one off her in

Canton, he had meant it.

'‘Who would | meet?' she asked reasonably enougid shought.
‘You're the only person | know here, aren't you?'

Tyler had turned away, his expression hostile. gtifid Laurie knew
then that she could spend the day with the dewdlidhe cared. Then
suddenly he was facing her, facing her as ruefaltyl to her utmost
joy he had said:

'I've rather got used to having you around—you'o¢ going to
deprive me of your company today, are you?"

Who wouldn't have given in when witnessing the cogusmile that
had accompanied his words? 'Well, if you put ieltkhat." She had
been powerless to deny herself.

And although she knew he had long since shelvednatign of a
holiday romance, yesterday had proved for her ttobeblissful for
words. They had taken a ferry to Lantau Island, bad visited a
monastery there, Tyler's attitude remaining easybBcause she was
once again at peace with him, bustling Hong Korrgdtien in that
serene setting, she had been strangely at pealcehanself. It had
been a day to remember, she thought, drowsinesgthkr, her eyes
closing as she thought of that hairy drive up ®rnionastery.

'‘Are you getting up today?'



The sound of Tyler's voice on the other side of doer had her
hastily swinging her feet over the side of her humkting to lose a
minute of her limited time with him—she would begiflg home
tomorrow night.

She was still tying her robe as she shot out ofithar, then tried to
sound casual, not let him see that just the sightim had her
heartbeats quickening.

"You rang sir?' she enquired.
‘Slippers,' he reminded her, a grin coming her way.

Dutifully she complied. She had no intention ofiang with him in
the time left.

'If you've nothing planned,' he said, pausing brigd give her the
chance to say what her plans were, continuing vémenhad not a
word to say, 'I'll take you for a dim sum breakfast

Of all her experiences in Hong Kong, Laurie thoudimh sum just
had to be her favourite. Tyler took her to what trs the largest
restaurant she had ever been in, but even so pack®d to capacity.

She waited while he went in search of a table, gg@ith him when
he came back and said they were in luck. Dim sumexplained
when they were seated, meant 'To touch the heart'.

That he held hers he must never know, she thoaglhter eyes stared
in fascination at all that was going on around hée restaurant was
filled with Chinese, families most of them, smdiildren, some still
in pyjamas. Trolleys holding steaming bamboo baskie¢ing
wheeled by every table, and their contents calleq the trolley
pushers only stopping when the customer heard $amgetalled he
fancied.



Not knowing the names of any of the dishes, Lalaié to leave it to
Tyler to order for her. She was glad she had pat little chopstick
training in China as, sampling one dish after aegtbhe ate spring
rolls, which consisted of pork, spring onions arehib sprouts all
deep fried in paper-thin pastry, then somethingedabking ngau yuk
which turned out to be beef ball in lotus leaf, aainething called
prawn cheung fun, which was a slippery roll of sted rice batter
with a prawn filling which she was sure Tyler hadered to test her
chopstick ability. She grinned at him unconcernéenvthe slippery
object plopped back into her bowl, and grinned m@gan
gratitude—when he let go by a trolley containingiged chicken feet
and duck feet.

All the while she had been sampling the differeshds, there had
been a constant flow of two sorts of tea, jasmimelzo-li, the system
being that as soon as one teapot was empty thettkdpvas taken
and balanced on the pot and a keen-eyed waitemnihgtcame and
refilled it.

Another trolley was paraded by. 'I'm full,’ Laurgst in before
another bamboo basket could be placed on the table.

‘How about finishing with lin yung pau?' Tyler teteg. 'lt's a sweet
lotus paste inside a sweet steamed dumpling. theealled out over
there, it won't be here for some minutes.’

‘They work hard here, don't they?' Laurie said,ngjvin to the
temptation of lin yung pau, and pouring Tyler amotminiature cup
of bo-li.

‘Earn every cent, | would say,' he agreed.

That put her in mind to ask about his work. Sheakhe was a buyer
here partly on business, but apart from that firstning when he had
absented himself, he hadn't since done any work.



'Did you complete the business you came here tbgt@?queried,
interested in his work, but more hoping to learnewhhe was
returning to England. Wouldn't it be too wondeifuhe was on the
same flight home as her?

'‘Not yet,' was his brief answer, giving her theaideat he didn't want
to talk about his job.

'‘Who do you work for?' she followed up, ignoring hestincts that he
didn't want to discuss his work in her need to fondl more than the
little he had allowed her to know before they pauriEne look he gave
her told her her instincts were right, made herl fekghtly
uncomfortable, for all it was such an everyday ¢joas T just
thought | might know them,' she tacked on lamdlize' firm | work
for have some dealings in electronics too.'

She felt better when after giving her a severe |dgter relented and
told her the name of his employers. 'l work fooanpany in—Milton

Keynes,' he told her, calling over the lady witke in yung pau
trolley. '‘Bridge Electrics.'

''ve never heard of them," said Laurie, helpingseé from the
bamboo basket.

‘Do you know many firms in Milton Keynes?' he askedpertly
using his chopsticks on the latest dish.

'‘Well, no," she replied with a smile, following wpth, 'Have you
worked for Bridge Electrics long?'

‘More years than | can remember,’ he teased her,han smile
broadened as she looked at him and wondered agaild he was.
'‘And in answer to your next question—I'm thirty-eey

‘Thought-reader," Laurie replied happily.



‘And you are—twenty-two?"
'He guesses accurately as well,' she laughed.

'‘And how long have you worked for your present fitrit was his
turn to ask questions.

But whereas he had seemed disinclined to revedhiagyabout his
work, Laurie had no such inhibitions. She wanted to be interested
in her, in what she did.

‘Eighteen months,' she said, busy again with thpde
'You like your work?'

'Love it.'

‘That tells me you get on well with your boss.'

'He's a sweetie," said Laurie openly, and wondeseg he frowned.
Perhaps it was a trick of the light, she thoughthie wasn't frowning
when next he spoke. But it was her turn to frownshe didn't care at
all for the implication behind what he said.

'l expect he chases you around the desk from tonénte,’ he
remarked casually.

A chill she could do nothing about came over hed. iz think there
was nothing she wouldn't do for promotion?

'‘Nothing like that goes on,' she said frigidly.
'You mean he carries a white stick?'

‘He happens to be married.'



Tyler was definitely frowning, she saw, as he gdit'That makes a
difference?’

The enjoyment she had found in her surroundingssiied, the
marvellous atmosphere in the restaurant disapmearstantly. "You
never have believed I'm anything other than soméhearted female
with her eye to the main chance, have you?' shesadg growing too
upset to want to stay there any more. She benpiakdd up her bag
from the floor. She was about to get to her fee¢nwhis hand came
swiftly across the table to grip her wrist.

‘You didn't earn that ring in your bag by being sieeet little darling
you'd have me believe these last few days you laeesaid, his jaw
showing an aggressive thrust. 'And don't tell meai$ sentimental
value, that you never go anywhere without it, beeau. .'

'It does have sentimental value,' she hissed at him

'I'll bet it does,' he gritted, 'So much sentimen#due you never wear
it. The only sentiment about that ring as far ag'rgoconcerned is
how much you'll get for it.'

'Get for it?'

‘The only reason you brought it with you,' he stajest as though he
knew it for a fact, 'was that you thought this \aasafe place in which
to sell it.'

Safe place! Sell it! A feeling of nausea invadedthat he could think
so of her. 'Would you kindly let go my wrist,' sisaid coldly.

‘Contrary to your delightful opinion of me, I'm piaular who paws
me about.' His cynical disbelieving look was ths Etraw, and burnt
off the rein she was keeping on her temper. 'Lehgavrist,' she said,
raising her voice, then hissing again when sherbhecavare of the
stares as the crockery on the table bounced wleetrist to get free.
'‘For your information, Mr Know-it-all Gray, | haveo intention of



selling that ring. And for your further informatiptne only reason |
brought it with me is that my flat was broken iptst before | left
England, and | thought it too valuable to leavedyaround.’

He didn't comment on the ring's value even thoumghveas expecting
some acid remark on how she, a working girl hadigdhstead an
alert look came to his eyes. Then suddenly, thenasicoming out
for her again. For without warning, he smiled, easis grip on her
wrist, his thumb starting to caress it as thouglkmmew he had hurt
her.

'Forgive me, Laurie,' he said out of the blue. Avidle her temper
began to evaporate at the change in him, he saidn't mean to let
you get to me, but for all my efforts to keep evenyy platonic
between us, I'm afraid—you have.’

Her heart pounding in her breast, Laurie had nentidn of leaving
now, as, stuck fast to her seat, she stared ahdtared.

'‘What—what do you mean?' she managed, then heasbtimd of his
anger, and for once, was thrilled by it.

'‘Good God,' he said tautly, 'surely you know? Suyelu have some
idea of the torment I've endured? Coming into tfamhned bedroom
night after night; seeing you there asleep. Dantt lpave any idea of
the war that has raged in me not to get into tlodtioln bunk with
you?'

Pink surged in her cheeks, happiness bubbling.aBhest spkt out
there and then how the ring came to be in her gegse That was
until she realised it was only his male chemigtigt had him wanting
to join her in that bed. She had heard that some wie through
their work were forced to spend nights in hotels-ofyler's case,
have other accommodation arranged for him—had ata&pn for
the way they assuaged their loneliness, their lwonedshen away



from home. Not that she could ever imagine Tylendgéonely, but

relief from boredom she didn't want to be, any ntben she wanted
to be put down as just a holiday fling. Now morartlever, with him

coming out into the open about his desire for Beg had to keep
quiet about that ring, she realised. It was thg timhg that had him
climbing into that top bunk. Once she had told tinare would be
nothing in his opinion of her to have him thinkibetter of it. For she
knew herself too weak to resist him should he nmake attempt to
join her in her bunk.

She clutched hold of her bag, knowing she had taigeand leave.
Knowing their days together had to end here—andrbetight fell.

But as he saw her intention, his grip on her wigfitened again.
'You are meeting someone?' he suggested quietkinmber despair
that despite all that had been revealed he thalghhad arranged to
meet someone for the purpose of selling the rihgt @lespair had her
not wanting to fight with him any more.

‘No—No, I'm not,' she denied, and, honesty to tre,f'But—but in
view of what you've admitted, I—I think the less se= of each other
the better.’

‘That means you want me as much as | want you—aght?' His
honesty was crucifying hers, made her weak, posetiestand. 'But
even while wanting me too, there's something in g§eat has you
resisting while the donor of that ring has priaiai?’

She wished he'd shut up about the ring, it seemdxbther him as
much as carrying it around bothered her. 'It woulte right,' she
said, and didn't care what interpretation he putha, though from
the look ofhim he didn't think too much to her arsw

How could it be right, she thought, to cheapenldve she felt for
him by making herself available to him for nothingpre than a



one-night stand as far as he was concerned? Hold sba let him
make love to her tonight knowing that once her @laad taken off
tomorrow he would already have writténis to the whole episode?

Tyler looked at her steadily for long moments. Th®m grimness in
him was letting up, and suddenly he was bringingaotompromise.

'If | abide by the rules, keep my emotions to miysed way I've done
all this week, then will you spend the day with ihi&g?e wanted to say
yes straight away, and was fighting an inner battleay no, until he
added, 'Will you help me make today as enjoyablthadast three
days have been?'

Sunk without trace, Laurie tried not to sound tagex. 'If you think
we should," she said carefully.

'l do," he said at once, taking his hand from hestywonly to bring it
back to rub the red mark he had left behind. 'Mben that, | think
today should be your choice." He smiled a frienslyile. 'Where
would you like to go?'

Happiness bursting inside, she knew where she @aatgo, knew
she would love it, that he would hate it. She lealdite her lip to stop
from laughing. 'Could we go a ride on a sampan@' [8hghed out
loud at his groan, but all he said was:

‘Do you want to go home for your camera?'
No point, she'd run out of film. ‘No, thanks,' Sa&d.

By taxi they went to the typhoon shelter in Abertdegyler looking
as though he was enjoying himself as they satlsydside in cane
chairs aboard a sampan, although Laurie suspeetegbn't. It was
an eye-opener to her as they toured past watet b@hes,
skyscrapers and green hills forming a backclotre jimped, and



laughed with Tyler when as they passed one of ik £ome kind of
miniature terrier suddenly appeared and began pgmdithem.

‘Look there!" she couldn't help exclaiming whendtisbelieving eyes
saw on the same craft the small wooden box thabkad appended
to the side, holding baby chicks that couldn't gig$e more than a
week old.

From Aberdeen they went to a market in Stanley, laauakie saw
many china ornaments that would have tempted heérsha been
more affluent. She chose not to let her eyes lingeanything for too
long. With Tyler thinking the way he did about h&ne'd just die if he
saw she wanted something and bought for her.

‘Seen anything you fancy?' he thought to ask wlaany been all
round the market they were ready to leave.

‘Not a thing,' she lied.
‘What about that silk scarf | saw you admiring?'

'It was nice, wasn't it?' she said offhandedlyoilight one in China
that was very similar." That she had bought itNt=i Lai he would
never know.

‘Sure you wouldn't like another?'

'‘Look, Tyler," she said seriously, stopping andkiog up at him,
'you're doing enough for me now without putting fuher in your
debt.' She saw him frown that she was again refgto his charity.
‘And—to be blunt,’ she went on stubbornly, 'l skidekel any gift you
made me was given because you thought I'd angtat'fo

'‘Which only goes to prove how little you know mie¢ retorted.
Which was true, she owned, because he seemedamuot talk
about himself. The few facts she knew about him ta&dn days to



find out. 'Had you known me better,' he went ort,kmowing it was
her dearest wish, 'you would know | only give wheweant to give.'

‘Well, we don't have to fight about it, do we?' sisked, a glow
starting to kindle that it looked as though he hamtedto give her a
present.

Looking as though he hadn't finished fighting yBtler looked into
her earnest green eyes and saw she was afraidiffyeivas going to
be ruined.

'‘No, we don't," he agreed. 'Let's go and have lunch

Happy again, Laurie sat at a table with him in an€be restaurant,
wiping her hands on the hot towels that had beeuadit to the table.
She smiled at him as she took her chopsticks outhefsealed
envelope they arrived in, then began tucking itheohors d'oeuvres
of sweet cucumber and nuts.

‘Steady on,' Tyler cautioned when after having gdiegeveral prawns
and some sort of egg concoction on to the thinaepaincakes she
helped herself to slivers of onion, all to be pHeckup and eaten.
‘That onion is fairly hot.’

She took his advice, and limited her first pangaiecel to only two

slivers of onion. It was delicious—more onion andvould have

burnt her mouth. Jasmine tea was served througheueal, but she
knew she was in for something different when agdler pot was

brought to the table.

'‘Wine?' Tyler asked, and at her nod, he pourec luass.

'It's hot,' she said, her fingers taking the walasg



'‘Gong bouy he toasted her, the equivalent of '‘Cheers'sshpected,
and knew from the schoolboy grin on his face thatwasn't going to
like it.

‘You don't have to finish it," he said, when aflefew sips she put
down her glass. 'l just thought the experience diaplpeal to you.'

It just showed, she mused as she sampled the lasigydooking
object placed before her, finding it was filled hvitninced pork,
taking him at his word and leaving the wine, thgeT had learnt far
more about her than she had learned about him.

So full she couldn't eat another morsel, she wasdmplete
agreement when he suggested they walk their mgal of

Today, for all its shaky start, was turning outt® just as good as
those other days she had spent in his companythghght, as
without hurrying they walked, talked about nothingparticular, and
walked some more.

They were near the sea, at Repulse Bay, when lyesiagl they take
a walk on the sands. The sun was hot, a beautfglid more ways
than one. And so sublimely happy was she just twik®e him, she

would have fallen in with anything he said.

There were not many people about, and Tyler ledwhg to a
deserted patch of sand. 'l think we've earned & tes said. And
when he sat down, so did she, full of him, thoulgé sied to let it
seem it was the sandy crescent, the green hilg, iteld all her
attention. Then she felt his eyes on her, feltdenkere she hadn't
been tense before, and just had to say sometmgthiag.

‘Maurice, my boss, said something about this baygogamed after a
British man-o'-war,' came from her hurriedly. Thesmembering too
late that the day had nearly come to grief whenhstiespoken of her
boss before, she darted a quick look at him.



He was giving her a hard-eyed stare, frowning asdh he objected
to anything to do with her boss. Laurie frowned.tdgler wasn't

jealous of Maurice, she knew that; she would haenlthrilled had

he been. But clearly he didn't want to be reminafeaim either. Not

wanting to take issue with him and so spoil the, dde searched
around for some other subject, realising that wihiéy were walking,

talk had come easily. But sitting down with himdikhis, she felt
suddenly constrained.

'‘Mei Lai must have been meaning to borrow a canty' lske drew
out of thin air, and wanted to groan that that ¥esbest she could
come up with. But having got started she had taicoa when Tyler

made the effort to look as though he was if notagizs by her

comment, then at least doing his best to soundesited.

'‘Oh? he queried.

‘There were to be three of us if things had gonareanged,’ she
ploughed on. 'So she would have been one bed'short.

His expression changed, hardened. 'lt would hawen be mite
overcrowded if your friend hadn't decided to staythwher
grandmother," he agreed, adding coldly, 'Perhepmigt as well your
other friend couldn't make it either.’

What was the matter with him? Two minutes ago thagl been
sitting here quite pleasantly, she had thoughtingryot to get cross,
Laurie went back over what she had said, tryingsée what, if

anything, she had said to make him so broody. Him'héked her

bringing Maurice's name up, but he had got over, irahad seemed
to. Then like a clap of thunder she recalled tlzat she had sat with
him in that cafe at the Great Wall. She had told khen that her
friend couldn't make it, and he—he had made some ssmark

about her friend being a married man!



‘The—the friend | was going to come on holiday withs a—a girl,'
she said, her heart pounding, that ridiculous @baing to her—was
he jealous? Or had she again made a fool of hdygeadfressing the
sex of her friend?

His look didn't lighten, so that she knew she Hagt.you down at the
last minute, did she?' he remarked, his look distielg.

‘It wasn't her fault,' she answered, growing ca@sshlf, that or start to
be angry. 'Kay was taken into hospital the daydigfwe were due to
come away. | told you my flat was broken into—ippaned while |
was out visiting her.'

Would she never keep up with him? Laurie wonderféor as
suddenly as he had turned into a man who had gletirig to keep
calm, he was back again to being a charming coropanim a
grouch sometimes, aren't I?' he asked, that chlattting her.

'It probably stems from something that happenegiur childhood,’
she trotted out, knowing the way he so quickly geghmood was
infectious, for suddenly she no longer felt colddods him. She was
happy again now his black patch had disappeared.

'‘Going to forgive me?"
'If you don't let it happen again,’ she said, langinside.

"'l be a model of good behaviour from now on,gnemised, the sun
for her in his smile. 'I'll take you for a cup eftin a minute, and since
it's your day let you decide where you'd like tofgodinner tonight.’

'l don't know anywhere,' she answered, since tietones she had
dined out had been places he had chosen. "Waitaanithough. . . .'
Suddenly she was diving into her bag searchindnéorwallet. 'I've
just remembered, Maurice--' damn, his name hagediput again!
She kept her face towards her bag, not wantinggaf$is expression



had changed. 'He—er—wrote down the name of a nestalne
insisted | should try.’

She had her hands on her wallet now, but wasrail aure Tyler
would want to take her anywhere near the place Hduss had
suggested.

'‘Are you going to tell me where it is?' Tyler ask&deping to his
word that he was going to be a model of good behatyi

Oh hell, what was she afraid of? Laurie wondereshasresisted the
iImpulse to say she had lost the piece of paperwaimted Tyler to

stay nice to her, but if she went on like this, weshe in danger of
losing her own identity?

She extracted the many times folded quarto shedtath forgotten to
transfer to her Hong Kong wallet as she had inténded opened it
out to see Maurice's familiar scrawl covering it.

'It's somewhere in the Wanchai district,' she sé&idt I've no idea
where.'

'Let's have a look,' said Tyler, taking the papemfher. 'l know it," he
said, casting his eyes over the address and hattérgaper back to
her. 'It's a very. . . .' He broke off, frown lin@spearing as his brows
drew together.

The paper had been in her hand when, without agploglely, he
snatched it from her and turned it over.

‘What this?' he asked sharply, scanning what lodkeder like so
many hieroglyphics on the back.

'What's what?' she asked in return, peering oveishoulder. 'Oh,
that. It looks like the Professor's writing. It dame important—only
jottings—otherwise it would have been put in thiesa



Tyler too had seen it was nothing more than théelBsor's scribble,
she thought. He had gone off the idea of tea ak se¢ mused, for
folding the paper over, without more ado he laykiaatthe sands and
closed his eyes.

She wished he hadn't mentioned tea. For wheredsfar hadn't felt
thirsty, Laurie was starting to think she coulchéra gallon. Though
since Tyler would be paying, she didn't like to neenhim of his
offer.

‘All the important papers are kept in the safe, taey?' he asked,
when she had thought he would soon be asleeph¢hiaad forgotten
all about her work. What reason he had for snatchiat piece of
scrap out of her hand she didn't know, but it wasigh that his voice
was remaining easy as he spoke about her placembgment'.

'Oh yes,' she said, deciding it was better not émtiron Maurice's
name after all. 'Alastair is most particular abthat—Alastair's the
Professor, though of course we're all very secuaatyscious.'

'‘Does Alastair, this Professor, often come intoryaftice?' he asked,
his eyes closed still.

Laurie allowed herself a few moments to wonderceishe had
discounted that he was jealous of Maurice, if tldgossibly be that
he didn't like the idea of Alastair coming in teedeer frequently.

'He's in every day," she said, knowing if Tyler Idogee him,
spectacles perched on top of his head, his line€ kaoking older
than his years, he would know he had no cause fedieus.

Her heart was drumming away, she just had to futdfeshe was on
the right tack. And she babbled on for some minabesit their tame
professor, since Tyler hadn't once opened his legeisng freedom to
search for any change in his expression.



But with his eyes hidden, there was no change, thargh she went
on about the Professor being about the same alge ass, being a
love, and how well she got on with him.

‘He came into the office on my last day,' she endeohting him to
think he had come in specially to see her.

‘To wish you a happy holiday?' He called her bléfhd she just
couldn't lie.

'‘Er—well, no, actually." Then, recalling the exament of that
afternoon, she told him how Alastair, after monttigpainstaking
work, had stumbled across a certain momentous thmealgh just
that day, and of the congratulations afterwards.

She then discovered that Tyler wasn't jealouslatal had merely
been showing a polite interest, and that if theasmmal grunt that
came her way was anything to go by, she was bbimgo tears with
her talk of work.

Feeling not only disappointed, but also that she inade a fool of
herself again, she felt her spirits lighten wheterashe told him the
Professor's findings had been safely locked uphe dafe, Tyler
roused himself to tease:

'Did he put these very important papers in the dadéore or
after—er—Maurice gave you the address of his fat@ur
restaurant?'Laurie looked away, sure his lips wbeltwitching. She
had rather gone on a bit, hadn't she, seeingitic ke hadn't felt the
atmosphere of Craye & Co, he couldn't be expedegpreciate the
major step forward the discovery had been.

'‘He didn't put them in the safe, | did,' she shet,own lips starting to
twitch. She could play this teasing game as longims 'Alastair is
about as tidy as Maurice, and his desk always ltikksan unmade
bed. Alastair went to phone the big chief, | founélle and put his



papers away, then Maurice found a sheet of scrapitie that address
down.’

She looked at Tyler then, and saw he was smilingdily, and loved
him the more that he felt friends enough with hertdase her so
outrageously.

Though she wasn't so very sure of his teasing wregrin faded and
he asked, 'These findings of the Professor's—wkeat whey about?'

She knew it was to do with a preventative formolald with metal
erosion, but that was about as much as she did .kBotwshe found
then that as much as she loved Tyler, she cowdgah tell him that
much. He was ribbing her, sending her up as helbad before. And
she knew it was solely because she had given l@nmtpression that
she thought the work her firm did was far more inm@at than the
work anyone else's firm did. But even so. . . .

'I—I'm sorry, Tyler," she said quietly, 'l can'fltgou. I—I'm not
employed by Craye & Company because I'm a—a blaldath.’

The reaction her prim remark aroused in him starier so much it
had her heart pounding in her ears. Abruptly haipahis face split
from ear to ear.

‘Laurie Frost, | love you,' he said. And while lheart thundered, he
stood up, his hand stretched down to her.



CHAPTER NINE

THEY didn't dine at the restaurant Maurice had reconud®en
although Tyler had pocketed the address, probablyetresh his
memory, Laurie had thought. Nor did he follow up &iatement that
he loved her.

As she thought her heart would burst he had phiédo her feet and
folded her in his arms. Incapable of speech, sliejust stood and
stared at him, then felt him push her away. 'lé to remember
you're only out with me today because of my prontsdkeep it

platonic,’ he had said ruefully, when she wantetlichim to forget

all about the promise. Then casually, so she krewddn't meant it
when he had said he loved her, 'Let's go and fatidup of tea.’

His mood had been light after that, carefree almédst though he
must never know of her deep disappointment, Lgoireed in with
his mood, seeing his comment for what it had b&&e. had tickled
his sense of humour with what he saw as her glejalty to the firm
she worked for. Her prim refusal to tell him whhae tprofessor's
discovery had been about, just as though she sesji@imn of being a
foreign agent at least—well, her firm did work ofeav government
projects—must have had him highly amused. It tidkier, now she
came to think of it.

They dined at the Peak, Hong Kong and Kowloon fitwith a
million lights, craft ferrying to and fro way dowthere below them,
And even if Tyler didn't love her, Laurie was happyr their meal
together that night was different. She couldn'teput her finger on
why. It could have been that it all stemmed fronteFg light mood.
She had enjoyed meals with him before, but tontighte seemed to
be added some intangible new dimension. She stdepeding at it,
and gave herself up to enjoying her last night \ith, enjoying the
way he was making it appear he was more than hiapipgve her for
a dinner partner.



‘Shall we take a taxi home?' he consulted her dlfftey left the
restaurant.

Knowing that if they went home now she would havga straight to
bed, the evening at an end, Laurie tried to thipkauvay to spend
more time in his company.

'Or would you rather walk some of your dinner oifst?' he
unknowingly helped her out.

'‘Perhaps it would be a good idea,’ she said, ahldtHe sorest
disappointment when he hailed a taxi just the same.

That was until the taxi stopped and she didn'tgese at all where
they were.

‘Thought you might like to take a look round an mpair night
market,' said Tyler, helping her to alight. 'Weia far from home,
we can walk the rest of the way.'

In a dream world, having his hand holding on to &en so they
shouldn't get separated in the crush, Laurie stiaibund the market
with him. Sights, sounds, various smells all regisg while she was
above all overwhelmingly aware of Tyler.

They stopped at a stall where a refreshment vemdsistewing away
some white dumpling sort of things in unmentionadpley-looking
water.

‘Want to try some?' Tyler asked, and Laurie justvkrihere was a
dare in his question.

'‘We could try a bowl between us,' she answeredwiing down a
gauntlet of her own.



Her laugh just missed being a giggle when withaaitibbg an eye
Tyler negotiated with the cook. Then he was hantiegone of the
two china spoons he had in his hand and invitingd@artake from
the bowl where about eight of the small dumplirapged.

'Ladies first," he said with a grin, and there wathing for it but to
take one.

'‘Delicious,' she said, having meant to say thah évihey were foul.
Then as the sweet taste of caramel livened her basts, 'They really
are!" and loved him the more when lightly his fingame to tap her
nose.

Leaving the market, they turned into darker stremtsl Laurie was
startled when they came across a settee tuckemgof the side
streets, its down-and-out occupant sound asleep.

'‘Fresh air fiend," said Tyler, and it seemed thetmatural thing in
the world then for him to place an arm about heusters. He kept
his arm about her until they reached Mei Lai'sding.

‘Thank you for a wonderful day,' Laurie said sqfthen they went
into the apartment.

'l enjoyed it too," he said quietly, his eyes skiag hers.

I'I—I'll use the bathroom first,’ she choked, ¢&m heavy in her.
Then she knew Tyler was remembering his promisekdep
everything platonic, when he looked away to wherédéd placed his
paperback.

‘Might finish the last chapter tonight if I'm luckyne murmured, and
left her to go and get her things from the bedroom.

She showered and cleaned her teeth, her happihdélss evening
dimming fast. There had been a sort of finalityryler when he had



said he would finish the last chapter tonight. disvas though he was
saying that after tonight it would all be ended.

Laurie belted her robe, picked up her sponge I, trying to keep
her face from showing how down she was suddenliinfgeshe
stepped from the bathroom.

‘Goodnight,’ she said lightly, the bedroom only steps away.

‘Goodnight, Laurie,’ Tyler replied evenly, alreat®ep in his reading,
but looking up briefly to see her shining newlyusared face.

Her feet wanted to go forward towards him, but ghiekly turned
them, and in a second was quietly closing the lwadrdoor.

Tomorrow she had to say goodbye to him. Oh, howskasgoing to
do that without breaking down? But she mustn't ltht. tWhatever
happened she mustn't let him see how her hearaghasg inside.

She snagged her nail when going to put her todgtdut of the way
down by their cases, and sat on the edge of hérwhie she found

a nail file in her bag, then smoothed off the raeigdd part. And it

was as she was returning the file to her bag treasaw again the ring
box Maurice had left in her safe keeping.

She took it out, opened the box and stared pensatethe ring,
remembering because of that sparkling object 5/@pinion of her
was lower than low. He had successfully hidden wigathought of
her morals today, she thought, and couldn't hetpnfiad drifting
back to that time at Repulse Bay that afternooe. 8halled without
effort the way he had said, 'Laurie Frost, | lowayand suddenly her
pulses were leaping. Even having rationalised thdtad meant
precisely nothing, she was choking as she wondevad,Tyler the
sort of man who went around telling a girl he loyed when he didn't
mean it?



Her heart began to hammer whether she was fookngelf or not.
He had told her very little about himself, but $tagin't lived under
the same roof with him, gone everywhere with hira tast few days
without learning that fie rarely said anything hénd mean. He just
wasn'tthe sort of man who carelessly, willy-nilly, dropgpeut those
three little words that meant so much.

The beat of her heart was threatening to chokehaet her gasping
for a short breath as realisation came that he dvoaler say more
than that while that ring was between them. Thatafdid love
her—oh, God, please not let her be fooling hersdien she had
done nothing, said nothing, to let him know she hader taken
anything from a man in return for favours given.

She had to tell him, tell him the truth about thaty, she thought,
trying to swallow down the excitement that riotachier. She had to
tell him, and since it wouldn't wait until the marg, she had to tell
him—now.

Laurie closed the lid on the ring and dropped itkoeto her bag,
fastening it with a snap as she tried to go agdnmestirge that was in
her to go into the other room and explain. She d/bel calmer in the
morning, she reasoned, more able to take it if afte had told Tyler
everything he merely said, 'Sorry | jumped to threrwg conclusion,’
and left it at that.

She made herself sit down on her bunk again. Buag only for a
few seconds. Héad said | love you. She just couldn't wait unti
tomorrow to find out if it had been the throwawamark she had
thought it to be.

Quietly, her heart going like galloping hooves, tiawpened the
bedroom door. Tyler was sat on the settee witlbbak open before
him, but he wasn't reading. He was deep in thowi® thought. She
took a step forward and his head jerked round—mstilitg there, she



saw, searching to find a smile for him when comaithow, but her
throat had dried up. That was until Tyler found Wce first and
helped her out.

T—uwas just thinking about you,' he said softly, éyes flicking from
her face over her robe and back again.

‘N-nice th-thoughts, | hope,’ she said, her nemess showing.

For answer he stretched his hand over the badkeo$ettee to her.
Laurie went forward, her heart jumping, electricstyooting up her
arm as she placed her hand in his.

'‘Come and sit here beside me," he said, holding dver hand and
bringing her round to sit beside him on the smatfle. »

Unable to look at his lest he see from her eyesadne things were
with her, Laurie sat looking down at her knees, emg where she
should start.

'‘Er—you—you said you were thinking about me," saiel fiuskily,
the words she wanted to tell him about the ring pEsenting
themselves.

‘About you,' Tyler said close to her ear, 'and—alsu
‘Us?'

Joy, hope broke, her head spun round. She founid¢eswas just a
fraction away, looked dumbly into his dark browresyand saw the
light in them turn to fire that she was this close.

'Oh, hell," he groaned, his arm coming about New've got to let me
break my promise, Laurie. | shall go mad if | ddmss you soon!'



She moved that fraction closer, the way her arms we and around
him as his lips met hers all the evidence he neéukdshe wanted
him to break that promise to keep things platosicnach as he did.

It was heaven to be in his arms, to have his moaonkring her face in
tiny kisses, to have his lips finding hers agamawing from her her
very soul.

‘Laurie darling,' he breathed, to her utter enamant, and his arms
pulled her closer, pressing her to him. He groaasethough his lips
had been too long away from hers, kissing her agaith again,
drawing a fire she had never thought she was cajdbl

'Oh, Tyler!" she whispered when he broke his kisis, mouth
searching in the hollows of her throat, his hanelsdsig her into
mindless ecstasy as he caressed and had her yponmm.

Again he kissed her, bringing a moan from her wdidast his hands
found her breasts, his fingers circling the hardeie

'Do you need to wear this thing?' he mutteredyhbise thick in his
throat as he undid the tie of her robe, discardingpushing her
nightdress down over her shoulders.

The feel of his lips on her naked skin had her hieath desire, had
her unbuttoning his shirt, her hands tormentinthearoughened hair
of his chest.

His mouth captured hers again, his hands on hergrgssing her to
him. Then his mouth was at her breast, one arm lsomeut of her
nightdress allowing him to pull the material dovzuolour surged in
her face when she saw his look go from her to then f
crimson-tipped mound of her breast.

‘You're beautiful. Oh, God, you're so beautifug' $aid, his voice
husky. And as if unable to look and not savournhigith was at her



breast, his tongue sending- frantic flames of @esimooting through

her as it roved the peak made more prominent bgdnsitive touch.

His hand captured her naked swelling breast asssed her again,
his other arm tight about her as he tried to phes$arder to his need
for her, moving her on the short settee, his faigtn showing as he
tried to lie with her and was hampered.

‘This must be the most uncomfortable settee orrdgdee said softly.

Laurie's passion was finding new heights and it waly shyness
with him that had her holding back the suggestiat they would be
more comfortable in the other room. And then Tykexs looking
deep into her eyes, his face flushed as she knesudbe.

'l want you, darling,' he breathed. 'Will you benaf?'

'‘Oh, Tyler," she choked, knowing he must see tisevanthere in her
eyes, in her love-flushed face. 'Yes,—yes,' sheexgwillingly.

He kissed her once more, then stood holding hiisiarms, looking

down at her as though she was something more {hesias. Then

bending his head, he kissed her creamy breasyjimgrner into the

bedroom to where not only had she left the lightan as he bent to
lower her on her bunk, she saw her solid handb#ggeinvay.

‘We won't be needing that,' he said softly, andh\is eyes fixed to
hers he picked up her bag and aimed it to lancdoprof their cases
against the wall.

The terrific clatter that followed, as the balamée¢he suitcases was
disturbed and the cases came skidding along tloe, flrought a

smile to Laurie's mouth. Her case caught Tyledshat he ignored it,

his eyes on her as he shrugged off any pain enemtht

Her smile changed to one of shyness as she sawhimze move to
where somehow in their move from the settee bottbheasts were



now exposed to his look. Her face glowing, she émb&way from the
naked, passion she saw in him, for a moment tooale with her

own heady need to take in what her eyes were saethg shape of
Tyler's suitcase; open from its fall, the contespsead about.

The mattress safely under her, Tyler kissed hérhér only briefly
while he went to switch out the light.

Laurie's voice, the puzzlement in it, the strangsnesached him as
he returned to gather her to him, his intentionbehg fulfilled as he
complied with her hesitating request:

‘Would—would you put the light on again?’

Light flooded the room, a question in his eyes tatl he hadn't
missed the curious oddness of her tone. But Lalida't see that
question. Her eyes were elsewhere. Open-mouthedstahed at her
wallet—the wallet she had last seen in China buickvihad now
slipped out from the folds of one of his shirts.

Trying desperately hard with what brain power he ledt her with,
Laurie looked from the wallet to Tyler as she sdudor
comprehension. His jaw was clenched she saw a®déddn't
missed seeing what had caused her to ask him tehpuight on
again.

‘Th-that's my wallet!" she gasped. 'The one—that stalen!" came
whispering from her.

It is," he confirmed. 'Darling. . .

‘But—but what's it doing in your case?' she askex,overheated
blood cooling as she fought through the mists otclafusion. Then,
aghast, 'You—you didn't—steal it!'" Wondering if shas going
crazy, Laurie stared transfixed at her wallet. Naghwas making
sense.



Even with the evidence there in front of her, hall@t appearing
from nowhere other than Tyler's case, she coulklleve it. Her
emotions, her need, were so aroused by him, she'wage even
with that evidence that she wouldn't have belidviedhad he denied
taking it.

But Tyler did not deny it. ‘Laurie. My dear," hedsal can explain. . .

‘Explain?' Oh no! Oh, dear God, no! 'lt svgou! she whispered

hoarsely, shock hitting her, hitting her hard a=arhe to bring her out
of her lost to the world state. ‘It was you,' siea&ed, cowering as he
tried to come near her, her need for him dead, @ag, sad

disappointment in its place.

And it was then, as Tyler pulled back as thoughthaught her
cowering meant she feared him, never so shattarbdrilife, that a
different passion began to take possession ofdterwas on her feet,
righting her nightdress on her shoulders, her egtsting to
smoulder, as, her voice rising, she cried:

'You! You stole it!'

Whether he thought she was on the way to becomysgehcal
Laurie neither knew nor cared, but in contrastdoshhis voice was
calm as he said quietly:

‘There is an explanation. . . .’

"'l bet there is,' she said bitterly, and witke tthought, My God,
another few minutes and she would have . . . aedwsds yelling,
‘You liar! You cheat!" seeing his eyes glint that didn't like her
becalling him, but she was so enraged it matteogaimy to her that
he didn't like the truth. She had found him outdahief and it made a
nonsense of her reasoning that he had meant agyahall when he
had said he loved her. That thought brought patnetgd her



threatening hysteria, quieted her voice that hashlmn the point of
shrieking. 'How could you?' she asked huskily, ieeding hurt
wounding.

'If you will listen I'll....."

'I'm not interested in your lies!" she cut him offke had to. knew
herself all too vulnerable to anything he said.

'l don't intend to lie,' he said shortly, just Gsugh, she thought, it
was she in the wrong, not him! Wasn't that whasbis did, gave you
a story so plausible you ended up apologising\er baving doubted
them?

She looked down at his spilled out case, saw tlispatable
evidence there before her eyes. 'My God," she ldanhot wanting
to believe it, 'you're nothing but a con-man!'

Searing disillusionment had her in its grip as sh& just how
gullible she had been, saw how green Tyler muse hlagught her.
He must have been laughing up his sleeve that no¢ tnad she
thought to question him. Even when she had found virglet
missing—in this very flat, Tyler there for her taestion—not once
had she thought to refer to that time she had Bemerroming out of
her room in China.

‘You stole it in Peking,' she accused flatly. 'Thairning you said

you were doing your bit for East-West relationfe @lidn't need him
to confirm it, she saw bitterly how easily she hmen duped, saw
just how practised he must be. "You must be thgdsgsmoothie of
all time!" she reviled him, uncaring that her bittess was showing.
‘The floor boy wouldn't so much as let me tip honrhy laundry, yet

you managed to bribe him to let you into my room.’

'l didn't bribe him," he told her, his voice sourgliough. 'l told him
you were my fiancee, that we'd had a row and tharited to leave a



present for you.' Smooth wasn't the word, Lauraugit as he went
on, an angry edge coming to her, surmounting tlaatféeling that
had hold of her. 'He'd already done your room, heni likely to go
looking to see what I'd left.'

Pain was rocking her that he was so unconcernexid even tell
her how he had been able to do it. 'But you diga¥e anything, did
you? You took instead.’

'I've said | can explain.’'

‘Explain!" Laurie jumped in, no explanation in lr@ok excusing that
he was nothing more than a common crook. 'You cap kyour
explanations, I'm not interested,' she flared, do@re that she was
more vulnerable than that floor boy to his quickiteg tongue,. And,
glad to feel her temper biting again, she woul@bhtim get a word in
as hot words flew. Til bet you thought you'd hi¢ lackpot when |
walked through the door of this flat!

‘Jackpot?’

She didn't believe the expression on his faceghialt he had no idea
what she was talking about. "You fancied havirf§ng with me in
China, didn't you? You knew damn well when | walltebugh that
door that | was broke—knew if you played your cangt there
might be a big seduction scene at the end of it.'

'‘Seduction scene?' he echoed, then added insuifuly. '‘Don't talk
rot!"Rot!

Her temper getting out of hand as her dormantligézice roared into
life, Laurie saw that everything he said and did tabe questioned.
Things she had seen no need to question befomesdlnow suspect.

‘And it's rot too, is it, that you couldn't changg plane ticket?"



T didn't try. | didn't go near the airport that d&ydidn't think you
seriously intended that | should," he had the gfadirto tell her.

'So it was the big seduction scene you were a$tez,accused. And as
his, T didn't think you seriously intended thahbasld,' sorted itself
out in her brain, 'Why, you conceited . . .! Youte nerve to think
| was already half way ready to get into bed witluy~that by the
time it came for me to go home I'd be panting tabjohe way with
you!'

She saw he was getting angry too, but she didmt fehe so much as
hinted that it had looked that way to him, she Wasme she wouldn't
be hurling herself at him ready to scratch his eyds

'l didn't plan the bedroom scene,' he told herpke&ghis anger in
check. 'lt—just happened that way."'

But she was too furious to care what he said anmgn&he wouldn't
now believe him whatever he said. She felt naudebteit all,
devastated that her trust in him had been abused.

Wanting to be alone to lick her wounds, she beimigccase, tossing
the spilled contents in anyhow, then sent it skigdipeedily across
the floor and into the other room.

'If you possess so much as an atom of decencyundark soul,’ she
flung at him, picking up a shirt and an odd shoe #mowing them
out after his case, 'then you'll do me the courtdsflowing me to be
the sole occupant of this room."

Tyler didn't like the way she was maltreating hedomgings, she
could see, either that or he objected to beingefibto spend the night
sleeping on that crippling settee. For the chechisranger broke.

'‘Decency!" he snarled, surprising her, with hiordcthat the word
had obviously stung. 'Who the hell are you to @ildecency?' He



was at the door, having shocked her into silenneesshe didn't
understand his meaning, and had only one thingayob&fore he
strode to the other side of the door, closing @ Eaving her with the
cold comfort of solitude. 'At least | don't go anolirying to break up
marriages!

By what right did he assume she was trying to brgak marriage?
Laurie thought, trying to sustain her anger. Bwéts no good, she
felt more like breaking her heart now he wasn'tiacbfor her to fire

up at. In his book, obviously, especially since bhad told him she
wasn't engaged, he had assumed the donor of tm@atnmust be

married, otherwise she would be able to wear inbpe

What did she care what he thought anyway? she weddas she lay
wide awake on her bunk. Talk about nursing a vipérer bosom—a
viper wasn't in it! She had been right to think &lad made a fool of
herself over him, she must be the biggest foollainae. To think she

had been so in love with him she hadn't even censtd the

possibility that it could be he who had stolen memey, when that
possibility had been staring her in the face ahgl

Well, all she hoped was that he was finding th#tiesetwice—no,
three times as uncomfortable as she had foundthet tlsought, and
tears started to her eyes.

It proved a long night for Laurie, the longest riighe had ever spent.
Long-drawn-out minutes ticked slowly by with heraior too
over-active to find sleep. Thank God she had foautdabout him
before . . . before rather than after, her thoughtd on, unable to
deny that that cheap crook's lovemaking had finatlsomething new
in her.

It was nearly dawn when her spinning head founekfréfom the
torment of her thoughts in sleep. But she was ndallasurprised
When she woke a few hours later with a splittingche



Lying there wouldn't make it any better, she thdugitting up. And
then found temporary relief from her headache & ghrprise that
met her eyes in the shape of her dressing gowhah&ast seen when
Tyler had so expertly taken it from her shoulders.

Hot colour surged through her face at the memoriia? she had
been putty in his hands. Well, she wouldn't beyputthis hands this
morning, she determined, shrugging into her rotidirey cat burglar
to his list of crimes, for she hadn't heard hirmdrit in.

She tightened her belt, took from her case thegthale was going to
travel home in, then opened the bedroom door readym if he said
just one single solitary word to her.

But when she stepped into the living room, she douer intention to
treat him just as though he didn't exist wasn'tliedeFor Tyler was
not there.

She looked round for the case she had so furiajslted from the
bedroom, but that wasn't there either. The bathrdoar stood open
and there was no one in the kitchen.

And there on the table she saw her wallet. She axatand picked it
up, checked the contents. It was all there, evasljag every
traveller's cheque.

So he had found a grain of decency in his blackthehe thought,

her intention to wash and get dressed diminisisihg. sat at the table,
tears she had no use for spilling down her faceheSlead gone. And
she was glad. Oh, hell, why then was she crying!



CHAPTER TEN

OTHER people had been able to sleep on that fifteen-tigat home,
Laurie thought as she entered her flat, so why hatie? She had
been tired enough, goodness knew. She felt nowftbla¢ slept for a
week it still wouldn't be long enough.

She went to where she kept her aspirin and toakiple. She'd had a
perpetual headache since she had woken up yesteralayng, but
wished she could anaesthetise the ache in herswassily.

She still loved him, of course. That fact had cdmeene to her as
Tyler, Tyler, Tyler, had spun round in her braire rust have been
staggered, she had reasoned, when he had seemlkenwhrough
Mei Lai's door. He had lifted her wallet and thotigh had seen the
last of her. Not that his face had shown any readtnat she could
remember. But then con men were prepared for acly sventuality,
no doubt. And as for him saying he was staying at Mai's flat
because he hated hotel life, it was probably neteitruth, since
pilfering in hotels was his side line, that thedistin Hong Kong
were most likely getting wise to him and that heedanot show his
face in any of them.

Listlessly, her headache clearing, Laurie got atfn Wwer unpacking,
coming across the presents she had brought baekv&uld have to
phone her parents soon to let them know she'deargafely, and Kay
too, she thought. But where she was going to dreggeome sort of
happy enthusiasm she had no idea.

Again her thoughts went back to Tyler, finding nelief or

satisfaction that since money must be his god doebleen the one to
end up out of pocket. For not only had he fed het taken her
around, he had purposely left her wallet and itst&ats behind.
Perhaps that meant he liked her a little, she thbddat was before



anger came, making her furious with herself thatabuld be such a
weakling as to want his liking.

She rang her parents' home, and because she kadmnd cheerful,
began to feel better.

‘You're still coming home next weekend, aren't ydu& mother
asked.

'‘Looking forward to it," said Laurie. 'Will Jamie thome?'

'He's going to try, but don't dare let him hear gall him Jamie—he
thinks now he's at university he's grown out of it!

The smile that being part of a loving family arodisaded a minute
after Laurie had put down the phone. Her motheraracerything
sound so fundamentally normal—yet love had madeféer she
could never be part of that normality again. Thater again would
she breeze into her old home and tell her fathevdr&ed too hard, to
shed his slippers and she would take him Out finirek.

Slippers, she thought, and was back in Hong Konth Wiyler
remarking that her pretty toes might feel the rip cockroach.

Despairing of two minutes passing together witlsmumhe memory of
him popping into her head, she picked up the plamgedialled Kay's
number, finding Kay was home and well able to canthe phone.
And also that Cupid's dart had been busy elsewaerngay barely
waited for her to finish saying the trip had be#érslae hoped before
she was telling her about this divine doctor she heet, and had
fallen for.

Til come over, shall I?' Kay suggested. 'lI've syriphds to tell you.'

'Er—I was thinking of going to bed,' Laurie put luéf, thinking she
just wasn't up to hearing Kay, who because of thegat friendship



would give her a blow-by- blow account of what lgein love was
like.

'l expect you're jet-lagged to the eyeballs,' 3&y, not offended.
'It'll have to be Monday, then. Drew has wangleddaow off with a
promise of Sunday, so | want to keep myself frest iju case.'

Laurie was pleased for Kay, and came away fronphome sincerely
hoping her friend would never know the heartachelamfing
unwisely.

Feeling dead on her feet, Laurie went to bed, figdo her surprise
when she awoke that she had slept a full eightshour

Saturday passed slowly. A visit to get in food digsy when she
wasn't hungry, took far less time than she'd hopaasing through
the laundry she had brought back, sprucing up lagrdtill left her
with too much time to think.

But it was on Sunday, late in the afternoon asvgag getting her
things ready for work the next day, that Laurieereed the greatest
shock, that made any other shock she had so faiveztpale into
insignificance.

The suit she intended to wear was pressed and bariger, likewise
the shirt. Her shoes polished, she went to sorheuthandbag. She
had been so tied up with her thoughts of TyleBadhery, Anona's
ring hadn't so much as whispered through her niBat she saw the
ring box again as she emptied everything from lagy. I5he had no
idea why she went to open it, for that ring had eldrer no
favours—though maybe it had! Had it not been fat thng Tyler
would never have put her down as a 'nothing fohingt girl, and
would have followed up his 'holiday romance' ineBrmuch sooner
than he had. He had called her darling, she retalle



Quite suddenly, in the middle of thinking, oh, daiiyer, a feeling
of alarm began to prickle along her spine. Oh ralirie knew fear.
She was suddenly afraid then to lift the lid of timg box. Suspicion
for the first time entered her being. He wouldnhe-
couldn't—couldn't have, could he? *

Knowing she had to pull back that lid, she rememtdmding her
dressing gown on the bottom of the bed on Thursaayning—Tyler
had visited the room while she slept!

And it was with that remembrance that she was ddigea terrible
shaking which made it impossible for several sesdadher to open
the box. Her hands moist, her throat dry, she tfied calm,

swallowed on fear, and at last was able to prisk bae lid. Only to
find her worst suspicions were confirmed—the bos wapty!!

Ashen-faced, she stared, not wanting to believ@hen she was
hurriedly tipping everything out of her bag, seamghon the floor
while knowing all the time she wasn't going to fifjdor the hinge on
that box was firm, and there was not the smalleshce for that ring
to have left its velvet bed without the aid of anfan hand.

Half an hour later, her face without colour stilgurie had realised
that even after it had been revealed that Tylemiwadove nipping
into her hotel room and stealing from her, thers W&t in her that
still insisted in trusting him.

Had that not been the case she would have slepttetring under
her pillow, or on her hand, but she hadn't. Shetrsiif have been
trusting him when the very first thing she shoulavé done on
finding him gone was to check to see he had nandke ring with
him.



Yet the pain of this latest development had to beayer, Laurie
knew. She had to stop thinking of his treacftergt dacide what she
was going to do.

Everything in her upbringing, her own honesty, aaned at her to
contact the police and let them sort it out. Buthend just would not
go near to the telephone to ring them. Even wiellking herself he
deserved everything he got, she just could notrtdpm.

A further half hour passed, and it was at the einthat time that
Laurie knew just what she was going to do. Sheguasy to find the
address of Tyler's firm in Milton Keynes. He migdtill be in Hong
Kong, of course, but she was going to see BridgetEts first thing
in the morning, and make them, whatever story stoeth invent, tell
her Tyler's home address.

Her insides churned up as she realised Maurice tnsigit to get
anxious about the ring if she wasn't at work in therning. He
wanted that ring to take home on Monday night, ‘dithe? She
couldn't remember then, as sweat stuck her cldthéeer, exactly
when he had said Anona's birthday was. She wouwld twatelephone
him, keep him calm anyway until she had somethiglt him. He'd
have a blue fit if he thought Anona's birthday sisgwas not only
ruined, but non-existent.

Knowing his number off by heart, having many timédsen he was
too involved to dial it himself dialled it for himshe was so
overwrought she couldn't remember the dialling sege and had to
first check it.

'‘Mr and Mrs Lancaster are away for the weekend;, W't be back
until very late tonight,” Maurice's housekeeped tber when she
knew who was calling. 'Can | take a message, Migst#



'‘N-no. No, thank you,' Laurie replied, not at alteswhere she was. "It
was nothing important.’

She'd have to ring him from a callbox in Milton Keg tomorrow,
she thought, as next she rang directory enquirésnaited for them
to answer. She intended getting up early and haiijlton Keynes
before nine. She could ring Maurice from thereetbhim she would
be late in.

Directory enquiries answered and Laurie askedHerfull address
and phone number of Bridge Electrics. She didredriheir phone
number, but the operator wasn't t to know that.

'Is it a new subscriber?' the operator came bablkey're not listed in
the directory.’

‘They must be!" Laurie exclaimed, and rememberiyigrTtelling her
he had worked for them for years, had the opeftaiating in every
reference book she could think of before she caaw& to say:

'I'm sorry. If they exist at all, they certainlyeanot on the phone.'

What sort of firm was it, Laurie wondered, stunnetip sent their
buyers as far as Hong Kong to do business, yehdligpossess one
single telephone? It was impossible for any comparexist without
at least one telephone in this day and age, shgthoAnd then she
had to accept that that said it all—Bridge Elestid@s just one more
instance of Tyler Gray being a con merchant. Brifligetrics just did
not exist!

Trauma was an understatement for what she wenighrm the next
few hours. The clock showed midnight, but it wasgless going to
bed only to have nightmares of Maurice tearinghlais out when she
told him what she had to tell him when she werd wbrk tomorrow.



Oh God, she groaned, aspirin not the least bibotign this situation.

She had thought living in London had taken awaydgtreen edges
accumulated in her growing years in the Midlandgt tBen never in

her four years of living in London had she ever eamross a shark
such as Tyler Gray.

It was going on for one in the morning when she twemr ground
she had been over countless times. How, if BridigetEcs did not
exist, did the Ting Yat Electronic Company knowitlmepresentative
so well they had offered him the use of Mei Ldgés Wwhile he was in
Hong Kong.

Her heart lifted as she half remembered an aduegtsampaign for
new industry in Milton Keynes. Perhaps Tyler's finad taken over
new premises, had started a subsidiary companyr undig#ferent

name. A different name, but because he had workedhem for

'more years then | care to remember' he automigtigave the name
of the firm he had initially worked for.

Laurie glanced, at the clock, hope growing as sive there was a
very easy way to find out the name and address/leir's firm: Mei
Lai could tell her. Quickly she calculated thatiwiHong Kong being
eight hours in front of Greenwich Mean Time, Mei khould have
started her first day back at work some ten minaggs

Careless of the expense in ringing Hong Kong, shalled seeing the
slip of paper with the Ting Yat company's phone hanon it when

she had tipped her bag out. Tyler had dictatedl ltetr that day. . . .
She pushed thoughts of him away as she found {her pad checked
to find she could dial Hong Kong direct. Then hagérs got busy,

her stubbornness to the fore as she tussled vat@imese girl at the
other end until she eventually got through to et she wanted to
speak with Mei Lai Wong.



‘Laurie!" Mei Lai exclaimed excitedly on hearing h¢ have already
written you to thank you so much for the silk soaoti left for me.'

And before Laurie could get a word in, she was @gising profusely
that she had missed seeing her. 'I'm so sorry,wsre on, 'but |

was—how do you say—pulled a couple of ways. Outefsky the

day | am leaving for China my boss is telling nmsjsting so | cannot
believe it, that | am to have an extra two weekbtlay—making me

feel guilty that | am always thinking he is of skint.'

Mei Lai's English was quite good, but they seenodthive their wires
crossed somewhere, Laurie thought, recalling hewraption when
Tyler had relayed the news that her grandmothersliton had
deteriorated she had thought Mei Lai must have ptidirough from
China to ask for extra leave.

'You didn't ask for an extension to your holidayantyou discovered
how ill your grandmother was?’

'‘No, no," said Mei Lai. 'l did not know before | meaway the way of
her illness," and chirruping on, back to her bagsrg 'But with Mr
Leung—having guilt feelings about his own grandmeotwho died
recently, | think—making it a condition of the twatra weeks that |
stay with my grandmother the whole of my holidayneant | should
have to miss seeing you and Kay.'

This whole business was getting smellier and serellLaurie
thought, trying to keep on top of this fresh bewerldent. 'But youwlid

arrange with Mr—er—Leung to let one of the buyemnf England
use your flat while you were away?"

‘This is a bad line," said Mei Lali, clearly not emstanding her. 'l
thought you said | had arranged through Mr Leunggtany flat to
someone else.' She laughed gaily at what she thowagha mistake,
‘The flat in relation to your flats in England mall, as you must see.
It is only big enough for my mother and me. Thavigt decided me



that I must miss seeing you this time—because teghyou and Kay
not to feel crowded. The concierge told you thisuigh, did he not? |
was not sure in my mind before | went away, buratinking about
it | telephoned him especially to tell him this whe reason | wouljd
be staying with my grandmother for two more weeks] for him to
explain this to my two English visitors.'

What Mei Lai was saying about the message the eayeishould
have given her and Kay went over Laurie's headshaspressed the
point more important to her.

‘You didnotarrange for anyone else to stay in the flat while! she
began to press, speaking slowly just in case Mei had
misinterpreted her the first time.

'Of course not,' Mei Lai burst in, then her laugliéeled. 'Something
Is wrong, Laurie?"

‘Nothing to worry about," said Laurie promptly, garg grimly on,
one last question buzzing around in her brain sheted the answer
to. 'Mei Lai,' she said, trying to keep her voigght, ‘would you do
me a favour?'

‘Anything at all, Laurie, my pleasure.’

Laurie had to pause to clear her throat. 'Would gowand ask your
boss if he has ever heard of a man called--' anth¢pdo swallow
before she said his name, ‘a man called Tyler Gray.

‘Tyler Gray,' Mei Lai repeated, a smile in her wms though she
suspected a romance had begun in Hong Kong fdrikad.

As a minute ticked by, and then two while Mei Lasvaway, Laurie
began to suspect the worst. But even so she cailégtop from
hoping with everything in her that when the Chingskereturned she



would be happily singing that her boss did knowefybray, and not,
as she was becoming convinced, that he did- not.

'‘Hello, Laurie," said Mei Lai, and letting Lauri@dw that when it
came to being the biggest greenhorn she was stabed of all
others, 'Mr Leung has never heard of anybody cdligdr Gray.'

Laurie drove to work that first Monday after hetitlay feeling dead
inside. Her job, the work, the people she enjogdldyere at an end,
she knew that. If Maurice didn't immediately sadak kvhen she
confessed she had lost the ring, then she wouidmeShe just
couldn't continue to work for him with the guilt tifat lie inside her.

His reaction when the ring he had entrusted tavasin't forthcoming
she preferred not to think about. But she coulefi'thim the truth,
much though Tyler Gray deserved to be found antitegison for a
couple of years for what he had done.

Oh, he was a real smoothie all right, she thougting him with part
of her, while the other part just could not be nastental in having
him shut away from society. Mei Lai confirming thasr boss had
never heard of him cemented that dreadful suspithiah had been
spiralling in her while she had been waiting for ttecome back with
her answer.

The nerve of him! she had thought when the fuleekif the con
merchant he was had sunk in. The utter nerve! Tihheugsn't nerve
all part of a conman's trade?

It was as clear as crystal to her now why, aftaniftastolen her
wallet for pocket money, he hadn't minded usingdws money to
squire her about. Why should he mind? His outlay p@anuts when
up against what he could get for that item of jéevgl



She recalled the way he had said, '"Wherehtledid you get that?'
when he had first seen it. Obvious now was thetfaadthe had seen
straightaway how valuable it was. He had pretendéase interest in
her, he had wanted her huffy so she wouldn't inrhis thoughts
while his devious brain ticked over.

Betsy had said he hadn't been in a sociable motitegriane to Hong

Kong. No wonder! He had wanted peace and quienhduhat short

flight while he went over his plan looking for flawit was the easiest
thing in the world for him to read and memorise oty the care-of

address on the luggage label, but also Mei Larsena

He spoke Cantonese too, Laurie reasoned, onlyrmts in her heart
for him. With his outsize nerve he had beaten loeMei Lai's

home—that was the reason she hadn't seen moreatglampse of

him at Kai Tak airport—he must have introduced Hihso the

concierge at Mei Lai's place, discovered Mei Lauldo't be back
and that she was expecting two visitors from Engjlaaurie groaned
at the way she had innocently told him her friendldn't make it.

Tyler must have seized his opportunity and tolddirecierge that he
was the second English visitor and must have wargipare key out
of him.

He'd taken an awfully big risk by letting her toydpeak to Mei Lai on
the telephone that day, she thought. He knew flarcbncierge, of
course, that Mei Lai wasn't at work, but he watnknow that the
telephone receptionist couldn't speak English.tidit pretence too
when he had taken the phone from her. Everythidiggioaie his way.
He had spoken to the girl in her own language, cdwdve been
discussing the weather for all she knew, but it wartainty they
weren't discussing Mei Lai's grandmother's heditie only reason
he had been able to dream up that story of thedgnather's failing
health was because the concierge must have saietlsiog to him
about it.



Wanting to crawl into a corner and hide, Lauriekedrher car and
walked towards the entrance of Craye & Co. Sheahtmiv seconds'
relief from the certain feeling she was in for adting from Maurice
when she spotted what looked- to be the same dpceéerpulled up
outside that had been there the very last timehaldecome through
those doors.

Wondering humourlessly if it had been there the letione, her
spirits dropped even lower as memory returned sldetinought that
car had belong to the big chief himself. Oh, gré#fe thought, as she
began mounting the stairs, hoping against hopetddaly of ajl days
wasn't going to be the day she met the boss afltlode outfit for the
first time.

Panic hit her at the thought; Harcourt Craye wasma's brother!
That ring had been in his family for years! Herides like jelly,
Laurie reached her landing, and stood there foomemt wanting to
run away. Oh God, Harcourt Craye was said to lmeigh customer.
If he got to hear about the loss of the ring wchadoe likely to shrug
his shoulders and say the ring was Anona's nowtamas up to her
what she did about it?

Her face pale, she forced herself to go forwardinfawhat she did
not want to face. That even without her brotheterference Anona,
if not Maurice, would call the police in, and skbe who had never
fallen foul of the law in her life, would have tie through her teeth if
Tyler was to be protected.

She made it to her office, her hands shaking a®gbeed the door.
The door to Maurice's office was closed, she sawl, she had to

work hard again not to turn and go running. Shetbagb in to see

Maurice. Go now, she thought, digging her nails m¢r palms as she
steeled herself against that cowardly streak thdtHer wanting to

flee.



Grabbing at a moment of courage, Laurie went tosdfidurice's
door, swallowing hard as she raised her shakingl bartap lightly
upon it. And then, afraid her courage would desert before he
called come in, she turned the handle, had takeouple of steps
inside before she realised Maurice was not alone.

'l. .. ." The first word of her apology for intriagg on him and the tall
dark-suited man with his back to her was out befmeheart began
hammering that she knew him! Knew him even befaeturned

round. And the gasp that left her when she sawetdask eyes fix on
her was one of astonished incredulity. For the masTyler Gray!

In seconds her colour changed from ashen to scami@tback to
ashen again. All she could think of was that Tylerst get out of
here. Desperately she searched for some way to hmakgo before
Maurice connected that they knew each other. St@tdinow what
he thought he was doing here, but Maurice was pnbdnd might
well connect him some way, somehow, with the Iddhat ring.

But her throat had dried. Not one word could she¢amkeave it as she
stared, her eyes riveted on the black- haired miam was looking

steadily back at her, those eyes serious now bidhwghe had once
seen burning with passion. And as Maurice made\zement to the

side of her and she looked to him, she saw he waing, and was
staggered to learn that her shocks of the lastdays weren't over
yet.

'‘Here she is,' said Maurice cheerfully, just asugig she thought,
having no intention of making it look as though &hew Tyler, the
two of them had been waiting for her. Then whenliger's sake she
was going to deny that she knew him, 'There's real he introduce
you, is there, Laurie—you've already met the hdaithe@ company,
haven't you?"

'‘H-head. . . ." was all her strangled vocal cordsld permit.



What was he talking about? Tyler was nothing mbeata common
crook. Maurice must be going. . . . But Maurice wathere quickly
before she could finish the thought, either nernydosself or thinking
she was feeling uncomfortable since she had sdidngpin greeting
to the man he had referred to as the head of Gayempany.

'Harcourt has just been telling me,’ Maurice samiing in and doing
his best to make her feel more at ease in loftypaom, while what
she was actually doing was gasping that he wasrirggeto Tyler as
Harcourt, 'how you took Anona's ring away with yadter you found
your flat had been broken into. Bad do that,’ lserted. 'But all's well
that ends well. Harcourt has given me the ring'dmsl face beaming
again, 'l just can't wait to see Anona's face toowmorning when |
give it to her!"Maurice had the ring! Dumbstruck—attelse he had
said spinning in her brain—Laurie returned herestarthe man she
had known as Tyler Gray. The man who hadn't cogckber the few
times she had called him Mr Gray to his face. Trrmwho was
staring back at her, showing no remorse that on @nyhose
occasions he could easily have said, 'The nameageCnot Gray.'

She took her eyes from him to hear that Mauricestili$alking, was
still doing his best to make her feel at ease autlléft the subject of
the ring. He was chattering on like a magpie, neing Tyler a
chance to say anything, though by the look of ielTgeemed happy
for Maurice to talk his nervousness out of his eyst

Laurie picked up Maurice's hurried speech to hear baying
something that didn't make the least bit of seaseet.

'.... Of course | told Harcourt you wouldn't hawade off with that

very important piece of paper.. But with the onhger prints on that
file besides Alastair's and mine being yours, eténg pointed to

you.' It was Maurice's turn to come in for her wess stare. 'l hope
you understand, Laurie, that under the circumstrbere was
nothing else for it but to have you followed.’



'Followed!" Shock had her finding her voice as sloadered if the
trauma she had been through these past hours treati ther brain.
What paper was Maurice going on about? And whatitvhs was
saying about fingerprints?

Maurice smiled at her encouragingly, and wentldarcourt tells me

you spotted your tail in Hong Kong.' He smiled agdiyler said not

one single word, but just stood there never takirsgeyes off her.
'‘But all that has reached a satisfactory outconasnh it?' said

Maurice. 'So we can forget all about it." He waarhimg again as he
said, 'Now tell me, Laurie, did you enjoy your loaly? You're

looking a little pale.’

Pale or not, it was precisely at that moment thattemendous shock
she had received, first on seeing Tyler there latamd then on
learning that he was not Tyler Gray, but T. Hart@raye, loosened
its grip. And it was then the terrible anguish 8ad known began to
find an outlet in the wild, furious anger that starto rise up, an anger
so fierce there was no way she was going to comitaihmade her
deaf to anything else Maurice was saying, had ¢rgretting what he
had said about a file, fingerprints, that she heehlifollowed. All she
could remember was Maurice, the ring now in hispesion, happily
saying, 'So we can forget all about it.'

Just like that she was supposed to forget she usidendured the
worst hours of her life! Just like that she waspmged to forget what
a living nightmare it had been! Her livid gaze flewTyler, the white
about her mouth . denoting her fine fury. Just likat she was
supposed to forget the trauma! Forget she had bemy to lie
herself blue in the face for him, risk jail hersf him. Like hell
she'd forget it!

Rage like none she had ever experienced propedletbhward until
she was standing right in front of the man she kaswyler. And
then as he calmly looked back, his stance so réJageen the



audacity of a smile looking ready to break as laeest down at her,
Laurie's rage spilled over. And there didn't see¢rthat moment a
word bad enough for him, for all he had put heotigh.

‘You—bastard!' she hissed, and let go with her right hand, stgki
his face a terrible blow that cracked round thenmrpthe force of
which threatened to break her wrist.

And while both men looked at her, stupefied bydwtion, that action
was just not enough to relieve the violent rage¢ bloded inside her.

‘That was to make me feel better,' she threw at himd her other
hand came cracking up to meet the other side dahes serving him
a matching red mark. 'And that,’ she scorned,drshlaving me
absolutely demented since | discovered that ring mising!'

Tyler made a swift grab for her, but he was a seéd¢oa late coming
out of shock of his own, and Laurie wasn't waitiagpund for
anything.

She was at the door, racing through it before emhéhem had fully
recovered, Maurice looking as though he would negeover. Her
eyes spitting fire, Laurie charged to the car pa&s in her car, too
mad to remember how she had got there.

Someone was banging on the car window, wrenchirigeatocked
door handle. She turned her head, saw it was Tyleard him
shouting at her to open the door.

‘Get lost!" she shouted back, her anger not letipmg

She turned the ignition, saw a grim-looking Tyladlgone to stand in
front of her car to stop her from going, anywharg] it did nothing at
all to sweeten her temper. She had seen him magklygbefore and

was mad enough as her feet touched the pedaloraare if the

weight of all he had on his conscience had slowedup at all.



Laurie accelerated forward and saw he had lost nbhes speed as
Tyler, just in time, jumped out of her way.



CHAPTER ELEVEN

LAURIE made it to her flat in record time, and was $tithing when
she pulled up. She was so wildly angry that in febtd passed her
notice that the sleek car she had seen outsidenthence of Craye &
Co was right there behind her.

She stepped on to the pavement about to shootnsdbavas then a
hand on her arm stopped her. Stopped her and mdddkeng up to

see Tyler hadn't taken many seconds to get to drisand come
chasing after her.

‘You!" she said scornfully, pulling to get her afnee.

‘Yes, me,' said Tyler, his voice, like his expreasuncompromising,
the red marks on either side of his face faded.

''ve got nothing | want to say to you,' she spgahien. 'Let go my
arm!'

‘Not until you've heard what | have to say.' Thewes nothing she
wanted to hear from him either. Hadn't she heaoligh from him?

She struggled furiously to get her arm free. 'Fod'&sake,' she could
see he was becoming exasperated, but didn't pasegive me a

hearing!'

‘Like hell I'll give you a hearing!" she gruntedad\seeing she could
struggle all day and he wasn't going to let gohtblel he had on her,
she brought back her foot and caught his shin bitiee most
satisfying thwack, and heard him grow! as instwedir he loosened
his hold.

Laurie wasn't waiting around to inspect the dam@ue jerk and she
was free, was racing indoors and up the stairsetoflat. She was
nearly at the top when she heard footsteps pounditey her,



sprinting footsteps that told her she had nowhes# arippled him as
he deserved.

She had her flat door open in no time and wasviyfthrough it, but

before she could turn to slam it, the tall broadedtiered figure of

Tyler was right there with her, was forcing hepitite room, gaining

entrance with her. Then he was no longer hurnjtaying gained his

objective, Tyler Harcourt Craye turned and clogexidoor. His eyes
showing a forcefulness, a very deliberate attithégurned and faced
her, the alertness in his eyes at variance witlcélsaal way he leaned
against the door.

'‘Get out of here!" ordered Laurie, her breathingda

‘When I'm ready.’

‘Get. ...

‘Shut up,' he countermanded rudely.

'‘Go to hell!" she blazed.

'‘Not before you've listened to what | have to say.'

‘What you have to say! My God, haven't | heamdughly. . . .
'‘No, you damn well haven't. For a start you havesetrd why. . . '

'I'm not interested,' Laurie told him hotly. And poove it she went
swiftly to her bedroom with the intention of shagiherself in until
he left.

But she had reckoned without his foot being inilag as she went to
slam the door on him, had reckoned without seelmaf grim
determined look on his face that said he was asdeis mind to
make her listen as she was determined not to hear.



‘Go—away!" she fumed as furiously she tried totigetdoor shut.

Then she saw any patience in him was at an end witlela muttered
imprecation he did no more than kick the door o, in the same
movement had her under his arm, was carrying lmagging like
fury and with a definite movement had dropped hetaothe bed.

He held on to her while she endeavoured to sitHgre or in there
makes no difference,’ he snarled. 'You're goinghéar me out,
Lauretta Frost, if | have to tie you to the bed!

'l will not!" she shouted, beating at him with her fists agredeto get
away.

"You damn well will," he told her harshly, grabbimgid of her flailing
hands.

'‘Let—go—of—me," she panted, hating him afresh thtther
struggles were succeeding in doing were makingheathless.

"Il let you go if you promise to behave yoursdie ground out, and
at her furious impotent glare, 'You hit me once en@hen | let go of
you and | swear by all | hold holy I shall hit yback!'

He meant it too, the woman-battering swine, shddceae that. 'A
gentleman to the last,’ she sneered—then was disgguo find the
heat of the volcanic temper that had been in hey bvaning itself
out.

Tyler had noted the lessening of her furious atg®rShe knew that
as his eyes fixed on hers he relaxed his gripatbe look in those
dark eyes telling her he was ready to intensifyhlolsl, set about her
most likely, if she so much as moved a muscle.

‘All right now?' he asked, his cool enquiry sendimgr mercury
soaring again. ‘Are you ready to sit quiet an@h8t



Mutinously she glared at him. He could go to hslle thought, ready
to tell him so. Then she had cause to hate thabsityr in her that
chose just that moment to stir itself and havevwandering what it
was he had to say that he thought might in any &y viable
explanation for the way he had led her on.

Mulishly she remained silent, but was the firsidok away when
Tyler, keeping his eyes on her, moved from bendwey her to come
and sit on the bed beside her, and didn't lookeaybing to say
another word until he was sure she was going tgusgt and listen.

Til sit—because | have no choice,' she muttereat ddn't think I'm
going to believe a word of anything you have to-sagthing is
going to whitewash what you've put me through.'

He let go her Wrists, his mouth firm. 'Don't judge until you've
heard everything first,' he said quietly, when Bhd already judged
him and found him the most despicable charactatl ¢ime. 'l didn't
mean to make you suffer, but it wasn't until thisorming
that—certain matters became very clear to me.'

"This morning?' she questioned, her curiosity ggtthe better of her
when she had not meant to contribute one singi&spivord more.

‘This morning,' he confirmed. 'But to start at bieginning--' He took
a long breath, eyed her steadily,

then as though impatient to get on, "You know nloat it was | who
searched through your case in. . . .

‘And took my wallet-—pity for you | had the ring my bag all the
time. That's what you were after, wasn't it?' stsefited as her brain
grew active, and anger began to grow again thanAmust have
discovered her ring missirapdwho had got it, and asked her brothe
to retrieve it for her.



'l wasn't looking for the damned ring," he saidrdiipnot pleased
with her interruption. 'l didn't know you had thiasted thing at that
time.'

Laurie threw him a sceptical look that said 'andeotfairy tales'
which earned her a look from eyes that were stattrglint, warning
her to watch it. She ignored his look, mentallyldenog she wasn't
afraid of him.

'l knew you weren't fully comprehending what Maeriwas telling
you back at the office,' he resumed, when fortal wasn't afraid of
him, Laurie had no comment to make.

'l didn't have to hear anything other than that wewen't Tyler Gray,
but T. Harcourt Craye, to know. . . .'

‘Maurice was saying,' he cut her off, strangling i&od give me
strength’ look at birth, 'that the final sheet afper, all Alastair's
conclusions on the answer to the metal erosion|@mokhe had
worked so solidly on these past months, went ngssin

'‘Missing? Alastair's pap. . . .' Her face paling, her esascer-wide,
Laurie looked at him aghast. Anger vanished, ingligdforcing it
out as what he was saying sank in. 'No!" she chiading to accept it.
She knew just how vital it was that none of Alassdindings should
get into the wrong hands, and her enmity with Tigérher. '‘Oh no,’
she said, her voice hushed.

Then while Tyler was observing her, seeing for lglnsow shocked
she was, she groped, trying to recall what it wasiNte had said. He
had said something about fingerprints, she remesdbe&omething
about—about her being—followed! And Laurie was th&rash with
fresh shock.

‘You thought—you thougHhthad it!" she gasped, her senses reelir
"You actuallythoughtl had it!"



Whether Tyler thought she was going to start swigg@gain as he
witnessed how the fact she must be the prime stibpdshaken her,
she had no idea. But he took hold of her hands,tifme in a gentle
hold, not knowing she was too amazed to think tiing anyone.

'I'm sorry, believe me,' he said quietly, his I@ikcere as he watched
the colour return to her face. 'But on the evideweehad then, it
could only be you.'

'W-why? How?' she choked.

'You were the only one left alone in the officesaff\lastair's papers
had been put in the safe.’

She couldn't remember being left alone, it wasléog ago, though
she conceded that she probably had been. 'But' td@ve a key to
the safe,' she protested—and felt a flutter of aridkat twitch at the
corner of his mouth indicated that he had just segged a smile.

'‘Maurice confessed he has left the key with youyntisnes when he's
had to leave the office but has been expectingtéilaso want
something from the safe,' he said, adding, 'It ¥otikake long for an
industrial spy to take an impression of any key.'

‘Industrial spy?' she exclaimed, flabbergastedpiggsanew. 'You
think I'm anindustrial spy?'

'‘We're getting away from the point,' said Tyler,iethwas most
unsatisfactory from where she was sitting. 'As koow, | think,

Alastair contacted me in great excitement oncdimengs had been
safely handed in. Since | had studied physics &part from the
benefit to the firm, | was almost as excited asMas. Naturally |

came straight over.' He broke off, saw he was hgldier interest,
then said, 'l passed you on my way in.'



‘oIt wasyou | bumped into!" She had no trouble in remermigehis
rudeness. Oh, if only she had seen his face—shé&viawye known
him straight away in China whatever name he chosall himself,
she was sure of it.

"You had such a lot on your mind you weren't dewhere you were
going. | remembered that after I'd congratulateastdir and we went
to the safe for him to show me his proved theory.’

‘But that final vital paper wasn't there,' Laur@ids hoarsely, her
thinking power rapid now. 'So you thought, sine@peared to have a
lot on my mind, that I. . . ." She couldn't finishywas too terrible. It
forced her to have to remember back nearly fourke/@go to what
had been on her mind at the time. It wasn't justhioéiday she had
been thinking of, she recalled. Anona had seen Mawiving her
that peck on the cheek, and it had worried her.

'I—I wasn't thinking about anything to do with thefessor's work,'
she said quietly.

'l know,' said Tyler, which lifted her for a momefihat was until she
realised she was still the first suspect.

‘Yet straight away you thought it was me?"

‘Not straight away,' he denied. 'You wouldn't hdeen allowed
anywhere near the paper work if there'd been anptdaabout you.'
And as though he regretted having to say it, 'Biet &very item had
been taken from that safe, checked and doubledkedegou just had
to be the number one suspect.’

Swallowing hard that he could believe anything s&dbdlical about

her, but a streak of fairness in her had admitt¥ag never having met
her, not knowing the first thing about her thenyb®ahe had a right.
But what were the others doing while all this washg on? Hadn't



Alastair or Maurice, more chums than scientist &ods she had
always thought, hadn't they had a good word tdcalyer?

‘Alastair and Maurice believed it too, did theyte sasked dully.

'‘No," said Tyler sharply. 'Alastair said he couldw@lieve it was you,
though you'll appreciate, I'm sure, that becausbehours of labour
he'd put in, who had the paper was of lesser cantcehim. More

especially he wanted that paper back.’

‘And Maurice?"
‘Never have | heard a more vehement defence,’ Tolegther.

But somehow, in the way he said it, Laurie gairmeddistinct feeling
that Maurice's defence of her had worked agairtserahan for her,
She soon saw why when Tyler went on.

‘Maurice was still protesting your innocence wheseht him with
Alastair to test the file for fingerprints.' He tead, and while her mind
caught up that if there were only three sets oftpron that file and its
contents, the other two sets belonging to MaunnckeAdastair, it was
going to look blacker than ever for her, she saveiTyas looking at
her oddly just before he brought out, ‘It was wiiiey were away
that Anona appeared, having missed all that hacdh bgaEng
on—she'd locked herself in the rest room, from vt said.'

'Oh," said Laurie, knowing now what was coming.

'l could see she'd been weeping,' he said, whidh'tdiessen her
suspicions as she realised he would never believeadainst the
sister he was devoted to. 'She told me,' he sawd\gl 'that she'd seen
Maurice kissing you.'

'It was only a peck,' Laurie said sharply, her-sgdffence mechanism
being activated that there seemed no end to theesrbeing laid at



her door. 'He'd never done such a thing beforewHdeldn't have
done so then, only he got a bit emotional—all émd of Anona,' she
inserted quickly, ‘and how thrilled she was goiogbe with her
birthday present. He'd had a new stone put in mg—and I'd
promised to keep the wretched thing safe for hitil today.'

Tyler smiled. 'l know that now," he said, then meded to send a
whole gamut of different feelings rioting withinth&hen he said, 'He
told me everything a short while ago when | tolohfiie could forget

his affair with you because—you were no longerrggéed in him.'

About to protest that she had never been havingfair with
Maurice, she suddenly thought that Tyler had sodnfie too
confident that she was no longer interested inmthe who up until
the time Maurice had explained everything, he heghbcertain she
had been having an affair with. That realisatimzé any protest she
had to make. Oh God, did his confidence stem frioenfact that he
knew she was no longer interested in any man ®1iDid he know
she loved him? She just didn't dare risk finding &he stayed quiet.

Tyler waited for her protest, but when it didn'te® he continued.
‘To go back to that vital paper,' he said, whencshédn't remember
quite when they had left it, not sure now which wvilas greatest
secret, the paper or her love. 'With Anona beligwiou were having
an affair with her husband, breaking her heart hiesdd gone back on
his solemn vow, it made all his protestations ofirysnnocence
worthless

‘You believed her?' The hurt in her had the quesigked before she
realised she was taking him off the subject ofpgaper again.

‘You knew he'd had an affair before?' Tyler cowsder

'Yes,' she had to own, condemning herself, she sath, that
confirmation. Wasn't it natural, with his sisternrge so upset, with



him knowing Maurice had been weak once before, Tigbdr should
give credence to what Anona told him?

‘How then should | not believe her?' It was a ratquestion, but he
didn't wait for her to answer. 'With Anona beingugset | knew I'd
get nothing sorted about the other business. éddaurice to take
her home, telling him | wanted a word with him latRemembering
Maurice had been afraid of murder the one and timky he had gone
off the rails, Laurie couldn't help but feel fomir—but Tyler was
going on. 'lt took only seconds after they'd googyét on to the
security staff and send one of them round to ytaurtd keep watch,
to follow you if you went out.’

Having had to return to that time some weeks agaoyie's memory
was fast in waking up. So she hadn't imaginedghate car outside
her flat as being the same one she had seen lab$péal’

‘You thought | would be passing that piece of paperto my
accomplice,' she said stonily. 'A pity your segunitan found nothing
more sinister in my movements than a visit to & Biend in hospital,
wasn't it?' And, her brain alive, "You remembeteat,tof course, that
day we went to Repulse Bay—that time you changemn fr
being—being a grouch, I think you said.’

'l did," he agreed. 'The security guard, in pldimhes of course,
telephoned me from the hospital. He observed yeuthole time
you were with your friend. He was - able to tell stee spent part of
the visit weeping, and that she didn't look atradiny sort of shape to
take part in any of the skulduggery that was gang

'‘Well, isn't that nice,' Laurie retorted, and fourat acid ignored as,
when she was certain nothing else could shockheewent on:

'He also gave me the tip-off that even if you icketh to go straight
from the hospital home, it would take you a whdeget there.'



There was a question there she had to ask, sh&saas she saw the
question, and the answer, so her temper startestrtmgle for
freedom. She managed to keep control.

‘Which gave you ample time to get into my flat a®érch through
my belongings. Have you any idea how nauseatett tHat some
strange hand had been poking about in my things?'

"Your feelings at that time were not then my fpgbrity.'

If he was aiming to suggest that somehow his refgarber feelings
had changed just a little, then, much as she wideddhothing better,
she just didn't believe it.

‘How disappointing for you that you found nothing!'
'It would have saved me a trip to China if | had.'

'S0 you joined that tour deliberately to spy on hs@ questioned,
seeing now that his seeming to turn up everywhbeevgent had
nothing at all to do with the 'holiday romance'Hse appeared not
averse to. 'What a bore you must have found iti¢&an wasn't of
much help, he didn't even fancy her enough forlaly flirtation,
that much was clear. 'It's a wonder to me you ttdnto join the tour

| was on,' she said shortly, still trying now td naly check the anger
that was rising but to keep him from seeing then paiher too. 'It
would have saved you chasing around to see whaasl up to,
wouldn't it? Or better still, why didn't you senolly security guard to
do your dirty work for you?'

'l was cursing that | couldn't send someone digegpenly admitted.
'‘But since I'd been to China on business recenitiiought my

chances of cutting through red tape, of gettingsa quickly, were

better. As for joining the tour you were on, yowtinas well as | do
that a list of the names and addresses of fellondts is handed out
at the start.'



'‘And that wouldn't have done, would it?" she put tnying to
overcome the bitterness in her. 'Maurice wouldsrhember if he'd
let fall where you live, you couldn't risk that light know your
address. But you did know | might begin to wondsow any T. H.
Craye being on the same tour.'

He didn't reply to that. He never would waste imgeton the obvious,
she thought, as he went on to tell her:

'l didn't know you were touring in China at all iihtwent from your
flat to Anona's home and discovered your holidagrayements.'

‘Anona told you she was filling in for me while b& away?'

‘She was in bed when | arrived. Maurice went umsdterwards. But
not before I'd accused him of having an affair with.'

‘Thanks very much!'

He ignore” the edge in her comment, though shedrtbte jut of his
jaw as he pressed on, not making excuses for hismpany of it.

'l told him I'd seen a suitcase ready packed i latiand demanded
to know what was going on.’

You thought--' she broke off as the phone callrshe tried to make
to Maurice that night shot into her head. 'lIt was ¥ spoke with on
the phone that night,’ she said, and as she renmethhés rudeness,
her voice became accusing. 'You thought Maurice was
lover,that—that we were going away together!'

‘The thought that he was going off with you didssrany mind,' he
told her bluntly, not backing away from giving han answer.
‘Though that would have meant he was involved somvehith that
missing paper, but for all his weakness in otheasarl've always
known his honesty in business to be above reproach.



Which was more than he was saying for hers, Labhoaght sourly.

'He denied we were having an affair, of course,talttlyou | was off

to Hong Kong and China for three weeks?' she questi, keeping a
tight rein on her feelings as her mind switchedkbiacthe missing

paper. 'You straightaway thought then that | wasgyto the Far East
to meet my accomplice?"

Her answer was a brief nod. 'Maurice told me yotevgming to stay
with a girl who works for one of the companies wealdwith out
there.'

The woodenness of her front collapsed. 'You tholdéi Lai was
implicated,' she gasped, 'her firm?’

'‘No, | didn't. Ting Yat Electronics aren't in treairt of league. But |
had to know who your contacts were. We're in a hocgmpetitive
business, | had to know which other firm was emiplgyou, which
of our competitors would stoop to such dirty waefar

She could see that, but it didn't make her feel bafter. She
wrenched her hands out of his hold. 'So straiglgyayou booked a
flight and followed me.'’

‘Not straight away,' he denied. 'Though | did heemeone take the
same flight—you were followed.’

'The bald-headed man!'

'I'm sorry he scared you. I. . ..

‘Scared me? | was petrified! | thought he was &teyna's ring.' And
as memory of that sprint back to Mei Lai's returri&ou pretended
you didn't believe | was being followed,' she aeclis

'l could hardly confirm it," he pointed out reasblya



But she didn't feel in a mood to be reasonableughdhat wasn't the
reason a frown puckered her brow. In all the tis#ogi he had
expounded, there seemed to her to be somethinggve@mewhere.
She stared at her small bedroom chair without geginfeeling
within a millimetre of grasping what was wrong.

'‘What is it?' Tyler asked, seeming, if she didnbw him better by
now, to be wanting to help her with whatever it was

‘Something's wrong somewhere with your theory khasome Mata
Hari,' she said. 'l can't put my finger on it, but.." And suddenly it
was there. 'l've got it!" she said, and careleasithwas his turn to
look mystified, 'lI've got it,' she repeated, heoviorclearing as she
turned to him. 'My arrangements to go to Hong Kbad been made
for months.' Relief started to flow. That provece shasn't some
double agent or whatever they were called. 'Dant see,’ she said,
wondering why with his brain he hadn't seen it,a%hir only
stumbled on to his solution for that erosion prableghat
afternoon—he could have taken another couple ofthhsaio crack it
as far as | or anyone else knew.' Her face gremaieid. 'Don't you
see. ...

'l see,' said Tyler softly, his eyes resting witsuaprisingly gentle

look on her, 'just how totally innocent you are. &t/fiou've just said

proves it.' She had thought it would. And yet, @liph he had agreed
she was innocent of the crime, there was sometherg that had her
doubting. "You have no idea of the many formulas #afe holds,

have you?'

‘You're saying—I could have raided the safe, thatoae of our
competitors would have paid good money to get theainds on
anything | filched?'

So much for him saying he thought she was totaltycent, Laurie
thought, wishing, if he really believed that, theg would go. Her



temper had cooled, making her too much aware ofltimg so close
to her. She should have insisted on hearing arytfénhad to say in
the other room, she thought, only her temper haah Is® shot, she
hadn't been thinking at all.

'I'm saying I've learned a great deal about yosdHast couple of
weeks, Laurie,’ he said, still speaking softly, etihivouldn't do at all
if she was going to find something in her to shawm hhe door

presently with any sign that he meant nothing to Heverything

you've said and done has all gone to prove yourtiagedishonest
bone in your body. | had further proof this mornimgen | went to
see Maurice, that to cheat and deceive just isiyou.'

Oh God, she wished he wouldn't go on like this! Blackbone was
like water. She couldn't, wouldn't, dared not l@kim. He would
soon see she was becoming putty in his hands. t&hee hard for
some stiffening, and found it in a part that hada&n explained.

'l still don't see why you had to steal my walleté said, glad to find
her voice was firmer than her liquid spine. Th@&M yes, | do. You
wanted me broke so | couldn't go anywhere.'

He shook his head. 'Time was going on. You'd beeauch with no

one that first week. | wanted you broke so you wdog forced to
meet your*contact.' His expression was wry whenatlded, 'You

puzzled me when you asked me to change your fiigthtout that

contact being made. Either you were throwing a meding my

way—which meant, you'd rumbled me—or you had sotherglan

in mind. In either event | hadn't gone all that waygged your heels
for a week, just to have my efforts come to nothirfdy made too

many arrangements to come back empty-handed.’

‘Arrangements? Oh, you mean the tour, your visa.



'Plus the phone call | made to the head of TingEfattronics before
you'd so much as set foot out of England.' Her Eatomprehension
was so obvious, Tyler allowed himself a smile thas almost a grin.
'l needed to make provision to have your friend Mai out of the
way should | find it necessary to move in with you.

‘Mei Lai was in on this too?'
'‘No, she hasn't a clue what's been going on.’

Laurie saw then just why Mei Lai's boss had insistiee stay the two
extra weeks with her grandmother in China. 'Mr Lgge@agreed to
what you wanted—just like that?'

'He's a business man, he was happy to oblige. Edigegith the hint
of more business coming his way.'

And of course Mr Leung had never heard of Tylerydracause the
head of the company he did business with was cdlledarcourt
Craye. Bridge Electrics was just some name Tyldrdraamed up on
the spur of the moment.

She saw then that there was no more to be saidr bglieved in her
iInnocence. Maurice had got the ring back. What maae there to
say except goodbye? She moved, intending to gbetdeet, then
found she couldn't because Tyler seemed to be an¥dner every
movement and had suddenly placed an arm arourghbalders. The
weakness just the feel of him aroused had herifighitard to remain
cool.

'l think we've done that bit, haven't we?' she sadcoldly as she
could manage. And, hating that her voice betraysdrhthat it had

gone husky, 'You've explained everything to me lartive listened.

But now, Ty—Mr Craye, | think you should go. Youmew said all

you came to say.'



'l have not said all | came to say by any meamsydice came back
firmly as he refused to take his arm from around he

Fighting like crazy against her need to wilt agaimsn, Laurie strove
to find what else it was he had to say, andwasmfirsed she had
missed the most important piece of all in this masswith her being
so much aware of him beside her the whole time.

'Of course,' she said, still trying to shrug of§ l@rm. 'You haven't
found that paper yet, have you?' And the stiffershg wanted came
to her and, and with it a coldness of heart agshlksed although he
had said he believed in her innocence, it wasguasther lie. "‘What
are you trying now, Tyler—another seduction sceefgjer came

and she was glad of it. 'Another seduction scerexewou think once
you've got me as soft in your hands as—as | wa®thar time | shall

tell you where that paper is?'

She had strength to look at him then. She sawalis iad hardened,
but he still refused to take his arm away. 'Anyusidn scene, as you
call it, will from here on have nothing to do withat blasted paper,’
he said shortly.

But she didn't believe him—she had learned the kaayg. Then
suddenly, as she glared at him, she saw the hadmésm vanish,
saw that weakening smile appear, as softly he said:

‘The paper had already been found the last timeld fiou in my
arms.'

'Found?' Her anger promptly disappeared. 'But—hhibught you
said you'd had everything out of that safe. That. .

‘The safe was spring cleaned like it had never lsgemgcleaned
before.' He smiled the smile that was her unddlhgasn't found in
England.' His smile deepened. 'It was found in—HKDgg.'



'In Hong Kong!But—where? Who—who had it?'

She couldn't see why he was enjoying this momentwsth as for the
second time she saw his ear-to-ear grin. 'My deaurie,' he said
softly, setting her heart jumping about like a @athot bricks, 'you
did.'

'l did!!

‘Not only did you have it, but oh, so innocentlyuygave it to me that
day we were sitting on the sand at Repulse Bay.'

Weakly her voice came this time, as again she Said]?’

His arm still holding her, gently Tyler touched Hace. 'Alastair's
conclusions were written on the reverse side dfprece of "scrap”
Maurice had given you.'

Stunned, Laurie's jaw dropped open. Then as hed maught up,
gasping, she slowly exclaimed, 'The paper withrés¢aurant address
on!" And suddenly it was all too much. She giggléh, my sainted
aunt!' she breathed. And with that afternoon ciedrer mind, that
afternoon when he had said 'l love you' without mnag it, 'That's
why you were so pleased with yourself. And thers Wiinking you
were ribbing me because I'd been a bit prim. Thdt{gyou said you
loved me because at last you could. . . .' herevbegan to peter out
as the realisation came home that as a person ah@fwery little
interest to him, '. . . . so you could leave andd-&orget | ever
existed.'

She wanted him to go. She didn't want him to se¢dags, tears that
were welling up from the very heart of her thathwitis business
satisfactorily completed, he had left. He hadntigharound once he
had got that paper, had he?



'‘Never could | forget your existence,’ he salved phede, but
shattered her altogether as he went on, 'Whed itk | loved you, |
meant exactly that.'

Her eyes flew to his in disbelief. "You were jokjrghe said hoarsely,
scarlet flags in her cheeks.

' meant it to sound that way," he admitted gefitijhad only just then
struck me how much you'd come to mean to me. Thelsvaere
there, and had to be released. | just couldn't th@ch in. | knew then
| loved everything about you—not least your proagalty to the
company you worked for—my company.’

Striving for breath, her heart racing overtime, tiaustared and
stared, and just couldn't believe it.

‘Th-there was nothing to stop you from releasirigstie said—and
straightaway wished she hadn't. Tyler was too goakto see from
those words that since she wasn't putting up abjegto him being
in love with her, then he must see it as a vergraledication of what
her feelings for him were.

It did nothing to restore her equilibrium to have feel of his hand
once more on her skin as he turned her face toNandid it help her

to hear him say, 'My lovely girl"" to feel his ligggainst hers in a
feather-light kiss, before he went on, 'There wdktee matter of

Anona's ring in the way.'

'You—er—thought Maurice had given it to me?' sheeds
trembling, a feeling of wanting to believe he lovesl at odds with
the impossibility of it ever being true.

'l got the shock of my life when | saw a ring iruygossession | well
remembered my mother wearing. The last time I'd #egas when |
handed it over to Anona. It confirmed for me thait1 ynust be having
an affair with her husband. Why else would he gfive you?' He set



her heart thundering again by once more cares&ngjds with his.
‘Though | knew from the way you'd returned my kss$eat you
couldn't be in love with him.'

'|—er--' she began, not at all sure what she wattesay. Then,

although she knew she was being more foolish tharad ever been
in her whole life, she just had to meet him halywast in case—in

case he wasn't leading her on with his talk ofrigviner. 'l—I came

out of the bedroom—that last night—to tell you athout that ring.'

She coughed, her nerves all screwed up. 'l— er—etdaydu to know

| wasn't having an affair with anyone—before |—eeftithe next

day.’

‘And that was when | saw you looking, so cleanulsibed and
adorable, | felt compelled to tell you some of theughts that were
going through my head.'

'‘But—you—didn't.' Hope reached a peak as she swiadl he
smiled back.

‘Our lips met and that was it,' he said softlyl YAbught went from
my head but that | had to hold you in my arms,Voise faded, 'like
this," he breathed.

There was nothing feather-light about the kisses #ssaulted her
lips then. As though he had been starved of tHefdeer lips beneath
his, Tyler took more and yet more, holding her elas he felt her
response, moving with her, their arms encirclingheather until they

were lying on top of her bed, the narrowness bhiting nothing to

do with the way they stayed close.

'‘My dear love,' he whispered then their lips brakart and they lay
just staring into each other's eyes.

'Is it true?' Laurie said huskily, knowing fate t@nit be so cruel as to
plummet her to the depths if it wasn't.



‘That | love you, my dear heart?' he asked sd¥ts* my darling, it's

true. It was growing in me that day you were ltstias the only time
I lost track of you. | knew you hadn't arrangedteet up with anyone
when Betsy eventually turned up and told me it aasinscheduled
stop. | began to grow concerned for you when theutes ticked by
and no Lauretta Frost. But | had no idea then wdtyoluld be worried
that you must be lost.’

'It was the first time you called me Laurie,’ shaspered.

'l forgot in my concern that | wasn't supposed now you by the
name Maurice and Alastair called you by, said myles fingers
gently tracing the outline of her mouth. Then, kigsthose lips he
couldn't resist, 'l love you with everything thatisne, my dear love.
Love you so much it tore the heart out of me tavdegou in Hong
Kong.'

'‘Why did you?' she asked, her eyes shining as Islo&ed at him.
‘You could have told me about the missing papeplagxed that it
was because of that that you stole my wallet.’

‘As | remember it,' he said, his voice gently tegslyou were in no
mood to listen to explanations.' Laurie remembéhedvay she had
sent his case skidding out of the bedroom, butittéeltime to regret
her action, for Tyler was saying seriously, "That mothing to do
with the reason | left, left without declaring nove.' And as her face
too grew serious, he told her, 'l needed to haaerthg returned to its
rightful owner. Needed to see my brother-in-lavieibhim that if he
so much as looked sideways at you again. . . brdke off, his eyes
adoring on her face. 'l needed to get all thatreldap before | asked
you to marry me.'

‘Marry you!" Laurie just hadn't got that far in hkmking.



‘You are going to marry me, aren't you?' Unablbdleve what her
eyes were telling her, she saw in the stirringaggression in him,
that he must be in some doubt that she wouldrfttwusay yes. 'You
do love me, don't you? You must," he urged. 'Sayybu do.’

'l—er—think | must do," she said demurely, wantingdo nothing
but kiss that mouth that was so near to her owmad ready to cover
for you this morning, lie my head off to the poli&ed everyone else
when | told them I'd lost that ring.’

"You would have done that for me?' he asked indoedly.
'l love you,' she said simply.

'‘Oh, my love!" And it seemed then that he had #mesneed to feel
her lips against his. He kissed her long and limgdy. But at last he
pulled back. 'Oh, my dear, dear love,' he said dedar Then, 'And
you will marry me?' he asked.

'Oh yes!" said Laurie, and eagerly met his lipsiragénen he once
more claimed her mouth.

Delighting in her, Tyler told her he had no idea skould be as
frantic as she had been when she discovered teeofabe ring. 'l

didn't know you were only keeping it so Anona shlntilsee it before
her birthday," he said, a tenderness in him shebaer dreamed of. 'l
thought if anything you'd be as mad as hell tlthpihched it— that
was if you'd discovered I'd taken it before | metiyat Gatwick.'

'‘Gatwick?'

'l fully intended to meet you off your plane,’ loddther. 'l had a few
hours, | thought, to sort Maurice out before youdied. But the best
laid plans, etcetera. Anona and Maurice had chtissdrtiime to have
an extra long weekend away without leaving wordwvbiere they

were going.'



'l know, | tried to phone Maurice to stop him fromnorrying on
Monday when | didn't turn up.'

‘You weren't going to go in today?'

'l was going to go to Milton Keynes looking for ybuaurie said,
explaining the whole of the nightmare she had hiesyugh.

‘My God," Tyler muttered when she had finished,thtimk 1, who
would never harm a hair on your head, put you ttincall that!"

'It doesn't matter,’ she said, shrugging off wred been an awful
time for her, and trying to take the terrible lomkremorse from off
his face. 'Not harm a hair on my head,' she teadémlld you really
have hit me if I'd hit you again?'

His smile broke delighting her. 'Kissing you wasrenwhat | had in
mind," he breathed softly—and held her close toHaart as he
proceeded to do so.



