


RUN FOR YOUR LOVE

Lilian Peake



He was the man of her dreams!

Fortunately Olivia was not deterred by her firstrdatic encounter
with the man at the lonely Yorkshire farmhouse. Bae returned to
nurse him--and stayed to, marry him.

She was amazed, later, to learn that her enigrhasband was the
man she had always idolized from afar--the famaargcert pianist,
Macaire Connal, whose career had been ruined lag@dent.

Was her love for him strong enough to help him apginess? Or
would she lose out to Macaire's ex-fiancee who wasrchined to
break up the marriage?



CHAPTER ONE

HESITANTLY, then decisively, the engine spluttered to a dtopustn't
panic, Olivia told herself firmly, gripping the steng wheel as if by
pretending that all was well the car would move.

The lowering sky held threats of rain, snow andvkaaknew what
else. It glowered down on the dip and rise of figdd fell.
Admittedly; it was only the beginning of March—aazy time of
year, people had told her, to go north to visit,tfee first time, the
dales and hills of England's green and pleasadt lan

Crazy it might have been, Olivia had thought, lautthe first time in
her life, why shouldn't she do something foolistitbde people had
not spent ten years of their lives—from mid-teens -
mid-twenties—acting as companion to, nurse to, @avotdd niece of
a somewhat demanding, although always loving aunt.

In vain she turned the ignition key. There was stilresponse. It had
begun to rain. It spattered over the windscreenrandlownwards to
the ground. Liquid ... the car won't run on aiShe put a hand to her
head. When had she last filled the tank? Hours pgpb,after her
midday meal in the town many miles back. Why hasim thought,
why hadn't she realised that there would be niagilstation in these
wild parts?

Olivia sighed and looked about her. Then she clds¥deyes and
visualised the tamed splendour of the South Dowvifh) their

criss-cross of well-trodden footpaths and signmbdtacks. She
opened her eyes. No signposts anywhere in sighttlos desolation
of the intimidating magnificence of the Ilimestonandscape
surrounding her. Out of nothing came a fear anat@bioding which
made her want to scramble out and run. But whenédcghe run to?
No matter in which direction she looked, the mostsetched
endlessly. The only other living creatures in sighte the swooping,



incurious birds and the totally indifferent sheapd even they were
barely visible, just scattered white specks onihsides.

Resigned to the fact that no matter how much s#eeft, the car was
staying right where it stood, Olivia climbed outhel rain had

stopped. She locked the doors and went round toathleoot. From it

she hauled a haversack containing a few toiletlast half a flask of
coffee and a small pack of Cream Crackers, which allashe had in
the way of food.

The car was in a reasonably safe position. It stwaitidits wheels off
the road on the grass verge where, with a certasepce of mind,
she had manoeuvred it on hearing the splutteringhefengine.
Apprehensively, Olivia looked about her. Althoudteshad passed
only two vehicles inside an hour, she encouragedeffewith the
thought that before long, some kind of transporsinsurely come by.

Gritting her teeth, she hung the haversack ovesheulder together
with her handbag and started to walk. Darkness @arlg, hastened
by the black cloud-mass looming above, and Oliaknawledged

that her trek had been undertaken more in hopeithaonfidence of
attaining her goal. Since the car had carried hige¢ opon mile

without sight of a filling station, how could shepect her two legs,
with their inbuilt human weaknesses, to achievéebeésults?

At the side of the road there was an ancient natestShe crouched
to read it but was able only to decipher the umaet of its message.
‘Three miles to-' The destination had been wornyaweathe passage
of time. She sat on the stone, balancing precdyiotgsdrink the last
of the coffee and to nibble the crackers. Therrdinebegan again.

The hood of her quilted jacket kept her head reasigndry. Her

slacks were made of strong fabric and resistedighéer raindrops.

Her shoes were flat-heeled and comfortable. Al tves missing was
an end to her journey.



At first she thought the light was an illusionséemed so far away.
The last glimmerings of rain-soaked daylight reedahat it was to

the left of the road and at a lower level. Thisigated that it was

shining from a building which stood in a hollow,eftered by the

moorland which rose steeply behind it.

While Olivia walked, the distant building took sleapAs her steps
carried her nearer, her apprehension grew. Thelrmagnature of the
structure and the ruggedness of its surroundingse@&sed that
apprehension still more.

When she came across the track which, she calduletest lead to
the source of the light, she slowed to a stop. & reached a
moment of decision. Should she continue, her htgubsg, along the
deserted and seemingly endless road? Or shoulMlakealong that
track, going wherever it led, finding—who could I?eta
sympathetic welcome, assistance from traditionalprm-hearted
country people and, most important of all, warmtid aemporary
shelter from the relentless rain?

The building beckoned and she could not resistalt It was a
decision which was to alter the whole course oflifer

As she picked her way along the rock-strewn trabke, mused about
the occupants of that rambling building. Maybe #swa thriving
farm—she had driven past quite a few. Maybe shddvoe greeted
by the noise and strong, but healthy, smell of fammals. There
would undoubtedly be the barking of a dog, sincergvarmer
appeared to possess one ...



Yes, there it was, faint at first, growing loudedamore insistent the
nearer she ventured. There was a gate to the fadmlyat it stood
open. There could only be one reason for that.ddmyard gate was
fixed in an open position unless there were no alsno escape.

It was plain that at this farm there were no angn&lo welcoming
family, either, because if there were, they wouwdtdhave allowed the
outbuildings to fall into near-ruin, the * main fanouse to remain
largely windowless, the roof to decay over themnaeeads.

She had to face facts. Except for a furiously baykdog, the place
seemed deserted. Then she frowned. No dog, howéaxesr, could

surely reach up and switch on a light, keep a geaethrobbing in a
nearby shed and light a fire from which smoke ckwhislowly out of

a chimney.

There just had to be someone there! Whoever it h@asever, was

deaf to her knock. Had it been too timid; and waesoccupants hard
of hearing? Surely they could not all be deaf, pktiee dog? The rain
fell so heavily it bounced off the ground, slid oJyeer hood and
trickled round her neck. A determination enteretb iher to gain

admittance to the unresponsive building, no mdttev heedless of
her plight the residents might be.

The knock was louder this time. She banged withfisés, shouted
and waited. It seemed she was carrying on a vem-sated

conversation with the dog, because no one elségkaher demand
for admittance. Soaked almost to the skin, Oliaekt matters into
her own hands. No matter how large, and whateveedthe dog
might be, she was storming the barricades of thddibg, even if it

meant climbing in through one of those broken wimslo

Quietly she turned the handle. The door was neitbeked nor
bolted. It opened-—and the dog s barking rose boadcurdling
howl. Breathing deeply, Olivia found it necessaryrake a lightning



decision. Should she step into that room and bags/to death by a
ferocious animal? Or should she turn and run, tsmtlie of drowning
or exposure on the moors, depending on whethentlessant rain or
the biting cold got her first?

A black nose above a furiously working jaw made tmand up for
her. The door was pushed aside and she facedlmgranine snout,
a long black furry body tensed to spring and a ¢girmwvhich made
her blood run colder than the weather outside.

From inside the farmhouse came a harsh shout.!'Baffsilent,
hound!'

The dog stayed as it was, poised for attack, egeying on the
verbal fight, daring the intruder to move a stepviard. Olivia, heart
pounding, held the dog's eyes.

She moistened her lips, whispered, 'Hallo, Raffi?'ai tentative

guestion. It was as if she had waved a wand. Thesttaightened, its
tail moved madly, its tongue hung out and it nudzhee hand that had
ventured downward to stroke it.

Olivia nearly fainted with relief. People said dogsew a friend.

Maybe they were right, because here was this amrmih, seconds
ago, seemed all set to tear her apart, now wragpimgelf round her
legs and leaping up to rest his paws on her shmildes she laughed
and stroked the head, she noticed attached tootlie dollar a gold-
coloured metal name tag.

It made her catch her breath. Not only did theceagy a name, it bore
a hallmark, which could only mean the tag was g@ldh the dog's

paws still on her shoulders, she struggled to teacdowner's name
and address which was engraved on the back oathe t

'‘Raff! Down, sit. Sit, boy, do you hear?'



The tag slipped unread from her fingers, the deggted himself to
the floor. Ears down, tail down, Raff obediently. 8&hat Olivia saw
when she lifted her eyes to look at the newcomghtiened her more
than the first impact of the snarling dog.

It was the deep brown eyes of the man which catlsasdfear, the
reckless abandonment in them, the furious disbé¢hat anyone
should have the audacity to invade his fastnesditterness in them
and finally, the fierce anger.

‘What the hell do you want?' It was as if the mamnenstill speaking to
his dog, but the brown eyes were on Olivia.

Her lips were stiff with fear, her throat had cldsg, her brain in the
early stages of petrifaction. His appearance waisdha hermit. His
jeans were torn at the knees. His sweater—a phidulier against the
cold—was holed at the elbows. His hand was inroisser pocket.
His feet were bare except for sandals.

His hair was long and black. His beard was blawmi, He was tall, his
shoulders broad. His frame was lean and seemetbrnmbdssess a
single layer of spare flesh. His voice was educdimatter how
hard he might try to conceal the fact, the noteehement lingered.
But the look in the eyes remained menacing, thelifag taut and

uncompromising.

'I'm—I'm sorry, truly sorry-' Olivia said. 'My cér.

She waved her arm vaguely, her sense of direcome.gWouldn't
go. Ran out of petrol.’

He looked her over, eyes insolent. ‘At least trgt Ba original.' She
had pushed back her hood, revealing wide, tired,elgedraggled
light brown hair, pale, weary oval- shaped face. steaked slacks
clung to her legs, her shoes squelched with abdortmesture.



'It's true,' she said faintly. 'It's a little wagpdk. I've been walking,
looking for a filling station. I'm not strong endudo push the car.’
She looked down at herself in an effort to reinéoner statement. He
was not slow in following the path her eyes hacetak

She looked up and caught his expression. Her &tarned and she
stepped back, nearer to the door. The dog's éi@d, Inis head rose a
fraction from the floor.

‘Yes,' the man said, eyes glinting, 'I'm a rap¥bu should be
frightened, madam. I'm a murderer. I'm an escapener." She
shook her head, but he could not hear the drundié&atr heart. 'Look
at me. I'm capable of killing, aren't I? Who wowddow, eh?' He
moved towards her, but Olivia stood her ground. lirderds went into
wet pockets, fists clenched. She swallowed. Shadaligdnove.

He stood still. 'Will you get out?'

Again she shook her head, this time in despam.sbaked, I'm tired,
I'm—I'm hungry. Please, Mr-' He wassilent. 'l dar@te if—if you
are a criminal, just let me get dry. You've goira somewhere—I
saw the smoke. Just give me some water, a dryibigawything ..."

'‘Look, girl, I've got the plague. I've got the esyle. I'm infectious. I'm
contagious. Everything I touch becomes infectedvMall you go?'

As if to underline his words, a cough racked higiypand he bent
double. Olivia thought, He's a good actor ... Thiea saw his face. It
was so white he looked near to death.

Dear heaven, she thought,ikdl. If he really was alone, with no one
to look after him, there was no doubting he woudd last much
longer.



As if he had guessed her thoughts, he rapped,g@ubut! What do |
have to say, what do | have to do to convince yimuwbngerous? Go,
while | let you ...'

Olivia bit a trembling lip, backing towards the doble did not really
frighten her, but she could not stay. It was pthgre was nothing she
could do to convincéim, either.

The dog was on his feet, tail working madly, eyeglhi. Olivia
looked at the creature sadly. He thinks he's géomga walk, she
thought, and closed the door on both of them. Aotig barking had
her standing irresolute. She had disappointeddlyelnlt pleased the
master. Forlornly she pulled her hood into placs, &émnacing herself,
stepped on to the churned-up yard, wincing undeirtipact of the
pelting rain.

In the few minutes in which she had had a roof tnegrhead, a mist
had risen, blanketing the grey wilderness and ngakim alien land
seem as desolate as the man who inhabited theidgdaymhouse.
A high-pitched howl reached her as she made herbaai to the
road. She sighed. At least the dog had liked hen &his owner had
hated her on sight.

Her end had been decided, not by herself, but by Bhewould

die—not at the hands of a savage dog, but from sxgoto the
merciless elements. If she walked on along thal,relke would get
lost in the mist. If she lay down with exhaustidre svould probably
contract pneumonia, become too weak to walk andlglfade away

A deep-throated barking had her listening intenliywas coming
nearer ... Through the mist a form took shape aakbthaggy thing
which hurled itself at her legs and jumped all urer feet. Only
when she turned to go back to the farmhouse waddgesatisfied,



then he raced ahead, turning every few momentsalcersure she
was following.

The door stood wide. Only a human hand could haened it. The
dog, it seemed, had had the last word. But his rfagh@ad gone.

The black labrador pushed his way in and waitedeetgmtly for
Olivia to follow. There was no welcoming party inetform of a
dark-eyed, angry man to greet her.

Quietly she closed the door and stood shiveririgerunheated room.
The ceiling was high and, like the walls, darkemeth patches of
damp. The carpet underfoot was in places worn thrae. The wide
hearth was empty. A solid wooden table stood inciyetre. There
was one threadbare armchair.

Once a family must have lived there. Once the rooost have
echoed with children's laughter, domestic pets nimaste draped
themselves over chairs and carpet—this carpet, apsrhOlivia
thought, looking down.

She was puzzled by the quietness. Where was th@ Waere had
the dog disappeared to? Her first requirement wak\t her clothes,
but in doing so, even if that fire which she knewstbe burning
somewhere was something that could be sharedwhi#t could she
cover herself while her own clothes dried?

Through the door there seemed to be a lobby. Semirgpwards, but
their uncovered treads held no invitation, warnifiggven worse to
come if she ventured to the next floor. A fit ofughing came, not
from upstairs, but from another downstairs roomwé#s a sound
which aroused her deepest compassion.



Whether the man was a hermit, a reprobate or eégehe had hinted,
a criminal, he needed medical attention. She swaangd. She was
being watched. In the doorway of a room,"*the d@&j sn his
haunches, noting every move she made. Relaxing weltef, she
whispered, 'Raff!’

He came to her at once, eyes bright, tail workiagliyn She crouched
down to stroke his coal-black fur and said closéaisoear, 'Tell me
where he is, Raff. He needs help, Raff, otherwesk die. And if he
dies, Raff—well, every human life is precious, esaky-' She
checked herself. What had she been going to sageckally this
man's'? What did he mean to her? He was a petfaoger and one,
moreover, who had spoken only harsh, dismissingdsvdo her.
So—~?

Hurriedly she went on, 'If he died,' she strokezldbg's head, 'you'd
be left alone, with no one to care for you.'

'‘Raff!' It was easy for Olivia to trace the roororfr which the gruff
voice had come. 'Here, dog. For God's sake, halot go over to
the enemy!

Olivia stood unsteadily, watching the dog dart itlie room at his
master's command. 'Enemy'? How could she be taen\{¢nwhen she
didn't even know the man?

The door stood open, but no more sound came fremotbm. Olivia
crept nervously to the doorway. A bout of shiveriagk hold of her,
and she called softly, 'Please, tell me where itieei$ so | can dry
myself.'

The silence was so long she wondered if the manhleadd. She
moved two steps inside. The first thing she sawavhed. Its sparse
covers were rumpled, and there was a disheveltpddisprawled



over it, supine and listless. She noticed thatrdwged jeans had
gone. Others, in a better state of repair, hadt#keir place.

The dark eyes which regarded her burned with ari@vesnergy.
‘You can stay the night,' he barked, 'no longen that.’

'It's all | want. And to get dry. And—and somethitageat. I'll pay
you. It looks like you need the money. You could lyourself-' her
glance around showed how many things were wrongnaay that
she was unable to mention any particular item.résds seemed to
be so great. 'Buy yourself—things,' she finishedkie

He half-raised himself on to his right elbow, loogi her over
insolently. 'You've got so much money, you donthwrwhat else to
do with it but give it away to the dregs of socikkg me?'

Caution made her pause before replying to the aygestion. She
did indeed have some money—the generous, amounnb#rer's
sister had left her in her will. Never in her tweisix years- had she
been used to a surfeit of money. The thought ofiegvsuch a sum
had disturbed her peace of mind so much that stheléaded to turn
her back on the problem for a few weeks. She wiaade behind the
large house her Aunt Molly had left her which, sinlce death of her
mother eleven years before, had been the only lstvadad known.

At first, the taste of the new-found freedom hadnbleeady. For the
first time in her life she had been free to pomatmap of the world
and say, 'I'll go there," and no questions askée. fact that it had
been the north-east of England her finger had pmpdihad been
mere chance. Anyway, since she had been no fantrér than the
city of Birmingham, even a journey to the north-desl excited her.

Despite the cold weather, and the difficultiesrégented, something
had beckoned her on—and on. Driving through pouramg with the
windscreen wipers working madly, splashing througlting snow



as she had driven through unfamiliar country laard climbed
challengingly steep hills had only added to heissent anticipation
and excitement.

Had she been destined, she wondered, to entern#ugtected
farmhouse and meet this hostile man? Had somegstfance with a
strength over which she had no control drawn hexreth

All the time she had been thinking, the man hacdchlstadying her
face, but his hard expression had not changed. d$ewaiting for an
answer to his question and it seemed he wouldaobhtent until he
received one.

'‘What makes you think," she parried, 'l have a sfodlne tucked
away?' She looked down at herself, teeth chattefiviguld I-'

“Turn up on my doorstep like a drowned rat?' Haxetl with a sigh
of indifference on to his back. 'Who knows? Who weaanything
any more?' His eyes closed.

Olivia panicked. Before he slept she must discoveere she could
dry her clothes. 'Mr-' Shieadto have a name by which to call him
'‘Mr—what?' she asked.

'‘What's in a name?"'
'I've got to call you something.’

'‘Why?' His eyes narrowed and as his gaze movedhareit seemed
as if he were stripping her bare, layer by layjgow long were you
planning to stay? There's only one bed, but | mmbve across and
make room for you. | warn you, I'm a little outprfctice-

She jerked her wet hood into place and startedal& wut. The dog
followed. A burst of coughing racked the man. Rsdf, head on one



side, a whining, barking noise coming from his #itrdt was as if he
were saying, 'Please stay, please stay.'

‘Back, hound!" the voice cracked from inside themo'Let her go.
She's worthless, like all women. We're best alone.'

Olivia felt the chill of her damp clothes strikettee very heart of her.
It was no use. She could not launch herself in&d ftrange, eerie
outside world until she was better equipped to do3he walked
boldly back into the room.

'‘Will you please tell me where there's a fire?"

His eyes were closed, his head turned away. Heetb@kghteningly
pale.

'In the grate,' he murmured, 'where else?’

So the only source of warmth was in his room? Asgstered round
the door, she saw the wisp of smoke curl upwatdsedded stirring
back to life. She removed her jacket, looked roforda chair on
which to spread it and found one piled with boaksshe draped the
jacket over those as well.

Underneath she wore a woollen jacket, buttoned togthe neck.
That, too, was wet. No use hesitating, it must tiedd Beneath that
was a high-necked sweater. This was damp enougkdd drying,
too. Her slacks still clung, making her legs cald alammy.

The problem which sprang to her mind seemed ingaldhe needed
to uncover herself almost to the skin. She requmeglacement
clothes while her own dried.

'Please, Mr-'

'‘Delaney,' he said tiredly, ‘Mac Delaney.’



'Please, Mr Delaney, | need clothes while mine'dry.

His eyes opened and his head turned slowly. 'Ganituse your
own?'

‘They're back in my car, in a suitcase.'

He motioned to a cupboard across the room. 'Entheyle to cover
your modesty. Leftovers from my dubious past befa@ok to my
life of crime.’

He turned on a smile so sinister she had to foeredif to remain
where she was.

‘What the hell are you doing in these parts in Westher, anyway?
Has some journal of the gutter press sent you ém @yp old sores?'

‘You're not implying I'm a newspaper reporter?' sis&ked with
astonishment.

‘All right, so you're on the level.’

‘Yes, | am! If you must know, I'm taking a few weelf.’
'Off what? Work? What's your work?"'

That was difficult. 'l haven't got a job," she arsgd slowly.

He lifted himself on to his right elbow again. $tga how his left arm
seemed to lie there as if reluctant to move.

‘Then why aren't you looking for one, instead ohdering about in
these wild places knocking on strange doors, wglkwto the home
of a man as rotten inside and out as the buildengnhabits?’

'l—just don't need to work. At present, that is.’



'‘Good grief,' he sneered, 'you don't mean thaefitertaining one of
your actual upper classes?'

She ran a finger round the damp neck of her swe&ange as it
may seem, considering the circumstances,' she madntbut |
would have placed you in that class myself.™*

'‘My God," he said disgustedly, sinking back, 'hbes tulture clings!

Olivia waited for him to continue, but he closed byes again. The
cupboard he had indicated revealed an odd selediiotiothes.
Almost hidden by other garments were the jackettamasers of a
black suit. A formal shirt hung limply. There weee couple of
zip-fronted jackets, the good quality of which coulat be doubted.
On a shelf were one or two sweaters thrown cailglassl here were
also two or three pairs of jeans, almost new.

'Stolen," he muttered, 'or the pickings from vasioummage sales.'

Should she believe him? In the absence of othéleece, she had to.
Her hand fastened on to the softness of a pure loelsweater. She
turned quickly to assure herself his eyes wereedpthen she jerked
her own sweater over her head, dropped it and eldeaffain. He was
watching her, the cynicism narrowing his eyes avidting the smile
on his full lips.

'‘By heaven,' he muttered, 'just right for ravishing

'‘Will you please close your eyes again, Mr Delahsli@ said, trying
to untangle the sweater. 'Will you steatchingme? What kind of
man are you-?'

'l told you, lady. A rapist, a lecherous swineyiane



'l don't believe you, Mr Delaney,' she said, bregflieeply to steady
the erratic beating of her heart.

‘Want some proof?' he sneered.

‘All right,' she said, feeling the fear increase,you have me at your
mercy.' The trembling began and she could not obittrit was a
combination of chill, exhaustion and fear. 'Buggse,’ her eyes filled
and she dashed the moisture away, 'will you leagewith some
dignity? | d-didn't ask my car to stop. | didn'kas get caught in this
terrible weather. | didn't want to wish my presenceyou w-when
you so obviously w-want to be left to your solitudé

He sank back, but his eyes did not leave her. Asda she could
manage, she struggled into the blue sweater. ti'tdndatter that it
reached to her thighs, that the sleeves were gptley covered her
hands, that the neckline was so high it almost lepeel her chin. It
covered her and made her warm and she huggedértdde must,
she thought, looking down at herself, have, brdasuklers to fill
this. He must possess sufficient height to acconateodhe high
neckline, arms long enough to occupy the sleeveasAshe thought,
still shivering, and turned to look at him. His syeere still on her,
but in them lurked the look of a man whom fortuiael it unfairly,
had dealt with a ruthless hand. Yes, that left lagon the bed while
the right arm was raised to support his head.

His brown eyes burned with a brittle bitternesg,thare was in their
depths a vulnerability which tore at her heart. Whle walked away
from that farmhouse tomorrow, he would be aloneragahat would
happen to him then?



CHAPTER TWO

IT was no use, she could not bring herself to stémbher soaking
slacks under the eyes of this man. She flippedraophis jeans from
the bar of a coat-hanger and hurried outside. eksing laughter
followed, then she heard, 'Raff, back, dog! Here' S

So Mac Delaney, as he had called himself, hadcseffi refinement
and courtesy to respect her desire for privacy emat occasions.
She returned to his room to find him standing ribarfire, staring
into it. At his hard, brooding expression, she &leelcher footsteps,
but he looked up.

His smile mocked as he saw the picture she presehtis jeans

flapped over her feet so that she walked on thesh&ime waistband
had slid precariously to rest on her hips whicheasm slim the jeans
threatened to slide lower.

'I'm sorry to trouble you," Olivia said, 'but isete something | could
use to fix them into place?’

'‘Why bother?' he said indolently, moving to sittba side of the bed.

‘Something,' she persisted firmly, 'to hold ther? iglon't suppose
you possess a belt, but a piece of string-?'

'String. In the kitchen drawer." As she turned ¢o lge added, 'You
might also find a revolver or two and a flick- kamibr two, but don't
hold them against me, will you? I'm only a commouraderer, after
all.’

Olivia pressed her lips together. 'You're as muamuaderer Mr
Delaney, as I—Oh!" Out of the corner of her eye sémw an insect
scurrying across the floor. It was pure reflex@ttio reach out with
her foot and kill it.



He laughed loudly and stood up. The colour, shacedt was

creeping back into his cheeks. "Which proves mytpdoesn't it?' he
commented. 'You're a killer, too. Automatic, likenonly | chase a
different sort of victim." He moved swiftly behirgkr and her neck
was hooked back by his arm—~his right arm. She lwachice but to

gaze backwards and upwards into his eyes.

Her mouth was dry, her heart hammering like a gn@idrumbeat,
warning" of the approach of warring hordes. Theas wo doubting
the desire to wound in the depths of his gazeolild/not take much,
she thought, panicking, to stir it to life. Thereasvcruelty and
harshness and a ruthless dismissal of conformisptoety's laws.

There was something else—penetration into the dte@eerns of
her being. A keen brilliance in his eyes which daulike a powerful
light beam, for undiscovered treasures in the atticher mind. He
was, in appearance, a mysterious, unkempt, hostile She was, at
that moment, in no position to delve beneath thebse appearance.
His hold on her neck tightened and she knew tlwamatter what his
intentions might be, there was nothing she couldodescape from
him.

‘Mr Delaney," she whispered, 'you're hurting me.'

At once he released her and the room spun. Infart ¢ avoid a
faint she crouched low, bending her head. Aftezva moments the
feeling passed and she felt herself being helpedsadhe room.
There was only the bed to sit on and its spring® ¢peeneath her.

She tried raising her head and he could not hagsedi her white
face. 'I'm sorry,' she murmured. 'lt's not a habrine to faint.' Then
the shock hit her in the form of nausea, and stedsideways on to
the bed, pulling up her legs, hugging herself gl perfectly still.



The man had returned to stand with his back téitdeWhen Olivia's

eyes fluttered open, she saw that he was watclengith dead eyes.
His right hand stroked the softness of his raggeatdh A spasm of
coughing shook him and his right hand moved to chieemouth. He

turned to face the dying fire.

Slowly Olivia uncurled and dropped her feet to tloer. It was he
who was ill, not herself. Her fright had passeds Hness would not
leave him so quickly.

‘Mr Delaney," she said, 'you should be here, in'l&te pushed back
her light-brown hair, but one or two curls obstetatsprang forward.

‘You really should be in hospital. Or at least hageneone to look

after you.'

He faced her. 'Don't tell me you're offering youfréer hire? If you
became my tame housekeeper,' he sneered, 'yolwedtdalo it for
nothing. I've hardly got a penny in the world. Atedl me, what
woman doesnythingfor nothing?'

A pattern was taking shape. It was becoming pdinftiear how
much he hated women. There must have been oneyswre some
time, who had caused this catastrophic changesipdrisonality and
his way of life. Instinctively Olivia knew that thman she saw now
had once been a very different person indeed.

She looked down at the dog who had come to sitont fof her. He
lifted his paw and she took it, laughing. 'Raffltessaid, 'oh, Raff!"
and she slid from the bed and hugged the dog.r& the only living

thing with any warmth in this place.' She hearddbg's owner draw
a sharp breath and was satisfied. Her words, likaissile, had

successfully nosed in on their target. 'I'm hunégff,’ she told the
animal, 'so hungry | could even eat one of your bisguits or gnaw
one of the bones you've hidden away in the grounsiae.'



There was no reaction from her reluctant host.

'‘Raff," Olivia went on, 'where's the food? Wheitgept?' She looked
expectantly up at her host.

'Since you've asked my dog,' he said, 'let him goethe answer.'

She straightened quickly. He said with a mockiftgli an eyebrow,
‘Stalemate, Miss—er-?"

'‘Barnes,' she supplied. 'Olivia. And thanks forddeice. Since | rate
the dog's intelligence and good sense higher tisamaster's, I'll go
where he leads me.’

‘You, Miss Barnes," was the response, 'will live regret that
statement.’

'I'm glad I'm going tdive, Mr Delaney.’

'l didn't say for how long, Miss Barnes,' he an®deblandly.She
clamped her teeth together, apparently in angtnnbieality to stop
them from chattering at the threat in his wordsaaffR she said,
'kitchen!" The dog's tail wagged but he did not mov

'‘Biscuits ... drink-?' She took a breath and plaped last card.
'‘Walk?'

The dog dived through the door, scampered alorgyrador, almost
fell down three steps and squatted expectantlyantfof a leather
leash. Her inspired guess had worked.

'You won't like what you see, Miss Barnes,' Macdbely scoffed,
calling after her. 'A nicely brought up girl likeoy will be
horror-struck by the state of my kitchen.'



Disappointed at the broken promise, the dog begdmatk. Olivia

patted his head, then, looking round, put a handetoown. Mac

Delaney was right—she did not like what she sawwablhed

crockery filled the deep, old- fashioned sink. Sgans and cutlery
covered the un- scrubbed wooden draining boardrelnas the
smell of food as though the windows—which, surpgy, were

intact—had not been opened for months.

It was a spacious kitchen, designed for the laagelfes of the time
in which the farmhouse was built. There was an antcelectric
cooker, an even older refrigerator and, to her regp a small
washing machine. All the electrical equipment, absumed, was fed
from the generator she had heard working in a ryestibd.

" In a corner stood a solid-fuel-burning enclosed fuhich, when
alight, no doubt heated the water. It was not alrghw. Across the
kitchen a piece of rope was strung, serving asidecattempt at an
indoor clothes line. A white shirt, of surprisinggpod quality, hung
from it. It had been joined by three pairs of socks

The jeans he had lent her began to slide downiber 8he hitched
them back into place and searched in two or thraeers before she
found the string to which her host had referreder€hwere no

scissors in sight so she doubled the string, stipg@rough the loops
spanning the waistband and tied it securely. Shkadeeling of

being watched and glanced up quickly. Mac Delanay standing on
the steps. He came down to kitchen level.

'Food, Miss Barnes, is what you're looking for ridwe, drawled from
the doorway. He stood, right arm resting against door frame,
smiling at her lost expression.

‘Where is it, please?'



'‘Ask my dog.' His twisted smile, the ragged beard antidy hair,
gave him a satanic look. 'His intelligence is geedhan mine, is it
not?'

Olivia walked across the room and flung a cupboaar wide. There
were tins and packets and boxes enough to withstapear-long
winter. She stared at them, then at her hostolfrg as poor as you
make out,' she challenged, 'how did they get there?

Hand in his pocket, he strolled towards her. 'lehawy methods.
Didn't I tell you—I'm a criminal in hiding, Miss Baes. | rob, | steal,
| plunder. I look after my own interests and tol wath the rest of
mankind—and especially womankind. | nourish my hddyurture
my bitterness, | feed my hatred, | indulge my ajppét

His arm caught her waist in a grip of iron, jerkingr against him.
Only her deep, erratic breathing gave away theengstvhich was
rising within her. She looked up into blazing eyssw, even in her
panic, the classical straightness of his nose, are his beard
allowed, the sensual fullness of his lips.

A longing arose in her to feel those lips on has,intimate and
demanding as was the pressure of his body agansnlow. It was a
feeling so strong it almost swamped the fear. Whemnight hand left
her waist and fastened round her throat, she closedyes.

‘Yes, Miss Barnes,' he said softly, 'you need tdrightened of me.
Even with one hand | could throttle the life outyolur body, and who
would there be to hear your screams and come toayd@'

Her eyes fluttered open and she gazed into théglgphis. A flicker
passed across them and she held her breath. Hisohdher throat
slackened, his hand moved to tilt her face upwane. brooding look
in his eyes did not lessen her fear.



‘Shall | wreak my vengeance on you for what lifs dane to me?
Fate brought you to my doorstep, put you here withy power.' His
hand encompassed her neck again, tighter thaneéeéihy don't
you run, little fool? Why don't you struggle? Whgesn't a look of
loathing come into your grey, unfrightened eyes?'

There was the patter of rain on the windows, tlss bf the wind as it
crept under ill-fitting doors and rattled brokertatees as if it were
another occupant of the house. The dog whineceatwhaying leash.

The hand around Olivia's neck fell away and herefelas so

enormous she collapsed against the man's bodypiedread resting
against his chest. For a few seconds she stayesl thiaiting for her

heart to steady, her pulses to slow to their noratal His arms hung
at his sides.

She lifted herself from him and turned towardsabpboard, raising
her arm and resting her head against the door wiath swung
closed. When she heard his footsteps taking himyavehe
remembered that, as her head had rested againshisireart had
also throbbed, with a persistent, primitive druntbea

After a while, Olivia felt composed enough to cont her search for
food. It occurred to her that she could not sthat wooden table in
the kitchen and eat alone.

As she walked towards the room he occupied shadleapasm of
coughing. Her footsteps quickened. He soundedsinedis. When she
reached the room he was sprawled exhausted orethénis head to
one side. His breathing seemed laboured and shedswiftly to his
side.

‘Mr Delaney," she said, '‘Mr Delaney.' He did ndpand. His face
was drained of colour. She pushed his hair fronfdus and felt the
moisture on his forehead. She pulled a paper tissaethe circular



table beside the bed. Its pressure absorbed tls béperspiration as
she used it in a striking motion.

The bedcover had been pushed aside and she gullstki arranging
it over him as he lay on the blankets. He was #lasbe thought he
must be sleeping, but as she stood looking dowmnat her eyes
filled with compassion, his opened. Even then tlregis cynicism in
them as they rested on her.

‘Why do you bother to try to save the scum of tlaethe from
extinction?'

She continued to look down at him.

'Is it just that it's your vocation? Are you a tradl nurse and therefore
simply doing your duty?'

'I'm not a trained nurse. | spent ten years lookiftgr an invalid aunt
until she died.’

‘And," with a faint, mocking smile, 'are you goitgylook after me
until | die?"

‘You're not going to die, Mr Delaney. Maybe if Idmt come, you
would have done, but-'

He was entirely alert now. "You leave this placadorow.' It was an
order.

‘Don't worry," she retorted, reproaching herselffi@suming that he
welcomed her help, 'neither wild horses nor an edgg will stop me
from going tomorrow.'

He pushed aside the cover and swung off the bed.

'‘Will you lie down again, Mr Delaney?'



"'l be bossed by no woman.'

He crouched to replenish the fire, stirring it urttflamed. He held
out his hand to the warmth.

'‘What would you like to eat?' Olivia asked.

He straightened to face her. 'Nothing. If | wangtAimg, | can get it
myself.'

'‘But-' Her eyes went to his left arm.

'‘Don't pity me,' he snapped, 'My car crashed imicall. Everything
that happened afterwards | brought on myself.’

'‘But,’ Olivia said, bewildered, 'all this ..." imdting the way he lived,
'l don't understand. Why, why?'

‘You don't have to understand. You're passing lmmdrrow you
walk out of my life. Now, get out of my room. | domeed you,
woman, do you hear?' At his raised voice, Raff caocanpering into
the room. 'l don't need any living creature. Exaaptdog.'

When the dog tried to follow Olivia from the roorhis master
grasped his collar; then slammed the door witHdos.

Olivia sat in the kitchen staring out of the una@eewindow. There
was a blackness beyond it which acted as a backdrtpe images
which followed each other across her mind likeuisien pictures,
never the same for more than a few seconds.

The hard, etched face of a man with eyes which tealirwhich
challenged and defied the world and had surely kntassment and
pain ... Which, her intuition told her, had knowsa somewhere in
his past, inspired joy, an ecstasy beyond her kedgd. Had it been
the love of a woman which had touched his facegiweh it, until he



lived out his days, an exultation neither she, thermajority of his
own kind, would ever experience? Or was there soimgelse, more
elusive, more sublime, beyond the reach of an argliperson's field
of vision?

Even as he had threatened her, as his hand haediner neck, there
had been about him a look of distinction which ea¢n his ragged
appearance could erase.

How the culture clingshe had muttered. So what was this man wh
at every opportunity, threatened her in word artdba Where had
he come from? Why was he here? Tomorrow she waellgbne. He
would have passed out of her life. She would nkmew the answers
to her questions. And she felt a sorrow at the ghouwhich
transcended all the sorrows she had ever felt.

With a sigh she looked around the large room. It fhmeeen

backbreaking work clearing the mess, cleaning, d@ng on her

hands and knees. There had been no further sigraofor dog. She
had wandered around in her search for the bathrdbey must have
heard her footsteps on the uncovered wooden dhair$is door had
remained shut.

the bathroom was large, the bath possessing fawlikke legs. Over

it was an electric water heater operated, no ddietthe electrical

equipment in the kitchen, by the generator .outdtde the first time

in that long day, hot water ran over her hands ahen she stripped,
wanned and cleansed her tired body.

There was only one towel which, she supposed, belbrio Mac

Delaney. Since there was nothing else, she usédping it would

dry before he needed it again. Her own clothes wsfeuéin his room,
so she had no alternative but to pull on his jeamsjng up the legs
into enormous hems, and wear his sweater, makieg deffs at her
wrists.



From her handbag she took a comb and ran it thrbeglinair. The
mirror showed her a face she did not fully knoww#s not really
herself who looked back but a stranger with a sé@iand troubled
look, who had been touched by fear and uncertaiatysd-something
else so elusive it was beyond definition.

Holding the rickety banisters, she descended sldwiyhe lobby.
Where should she sleep? She had found no otherThede was a
choice between the kitchen floor and the inhospetatiom by which
she had first entered the farmhouse.

At least that room possessed an armchair, whichbstier than the
floor. It was half an hour to midnight when at lake curled up in the
chair. Her head lowered to rest against the bae&.v88shed she had
something with which to cover herself and protestihody from the

cold.

She must have drifted in to an uneasy sleep besamsething woke
her. There was the sound of an outer door opeanisgurry of eager
feet. A few minutes later she heard a sharp caRaff, in now, boy!

The door closed, footsteps walked, paws clicketherwooden floor
then, with the footsteps, climbed the stairs, sjpwiowly ...

Olivia drifted into a light sleep. It was impos®lib guess how much
later it was when the door of the large room swwite. She opened
her eyes and thought at first that it was the farcthe wind which
still whined through cracks and broken windows—uslie saw a
tall, bearded figure moving towards her, his dobgisitheels.

The dog walked faster and curled beside the chiag.man advanced
towards her. It seemed that he was carrying somgetiWith his
every step her heartbeats quickened.

He stooped.



'‘Dear heaven,' she thought, 'is he really whataloklee was? Has he
come to finish what he started earlier? Is thisehme—where | ..

Slowly his right hand lifted the object he heldr,Har more slowly
his left arm began to bend. He moved nearer. Tened her mouth,
deprived her of the power to breathe. Her fingemsed to press
against her mouth, tension contracted every musdier body until
she nearly cried out with the pain.

A light was on somewhere, lighting the area beytharoom and
slanting in through the half-opened door. It reedahe nature of the
object which, slowly, laboriously, he lifted and weal towards her. It
was a quilted jacket. What did he intend to do wf?hin a moment,
would there be nothing ...? She was totally atnmescy. She could
not move to save her life.

The coat lowered, down, dowrard he was covering her with it to
keep out the coldh the semi-darkness their eyes met. She knew t
her terror had been so great it still lingered@n éyes. In his was a
hard, cynical gleam, as if her fear had amuseéyebyed him. Her
relief was so great, her gratitude at his thoudldfiion so sincere
that a smile curved her lips and illuminated hersey

‘Thank you, Mr Delaney,"' she whispered. 'You'reyuend.' He did
not reply.

He called to the dog who had curled beside Oliwaair, but the
animal did not move. He called again, with the saesalt. Traitor,’
he murmured, and the dog yawned and waved hisHal master
went from the room. The door closed, but did nwkcshut. It was no
doubt a hint to the dog that if he changed his nand sought his
master's room as usual, he knew where to find him.

As Olivia slipped into a deep and strangely happees she
remembered how Mac Delaney had moved his left amthie first



time since she had arrived—the first time for wimew how long?
He had bent it, and used it, despite the consiteepan he must have
felt in doing so. Instinctively she knew that theti@n had for him
been an achievement and the thought pleased heondbey
imagination.

When she woke it was morning, but only the handseofvatch gave
evidence to prove it. The mist, instead of clegringd thickened
overnight. In fact, the weather was worse than wstenhad arrived.
And this was the morning she had been told to leave

Uncurling her cramped limbs and stretching thermfodly, she
pushed her shoulder-length hair from her face.ddwgehad gone and
the door stood wide, indicating that he had nosepgen. Her face felt
stiff with the need for washing.

In the bathroom the water heater came to life argl goon she was
washing in hot water and looking for a towel. Bedilde blue one she
had used the night before hung a striped towelancland

fresh-smelling. Using it and delighting in the wdg roughness
brought her circulation to life, she could hardlglibve that Mac

Delaney had taken the trouble to provide her wittowsel of her

own—unless he had disliked the idea of her usisg hi

As she descended the stairs and entered the kititileewarmth from
the solid-fuel boiler told her that her host hadrbdesre before her.
He had cleared away the ashes and put a matcé tioehThe clothes
had gone from the line and on the table were ramks| cardigan,
sweater and jacket. On top of the pile was a note.

'Help yourself to food. Thank you for cleaning micken. Goodbye.
M.D.'



Olivia trudged along the road, smelling the mistl dasting it. Its
hovering dampness was making her almost as weeasin the day
before. Her haversack and shoulder bag swungyightier side. Her
heart was as heavy as her footsteps.

She was fighting a feeling of desolation as derssthna@ mist around
her. While she had breakfasted and collected sooektb sustain her
on her long walk, there had been no sign of het. kiady the dog had
scampered into the kitchen to greet her. Then deshtexpectantly
at the kitchen door waiting to be let out.

Olivia had lejt him in again and had received yattaer welcome,

after which he had sat compliantly while she dhedpaws on an old
towel which hung on the door. At least, she thougkftully, the dog

of the house accepts me as 'belonging’, even ifidlse of the house
doesn't!

Intermittent coughing had told her that Mac was lkeva he closed

door told her, just as clearly, that he did nothissee her. It had torn
at her heart to leave him when he was in such okatlention. After

all, she had rationalised hastily, he was anothe&man being.

Compassion, plus her ten years of nursing her ichvalnt, had

iImplanted in her the instinct to go to the aid of/@ne in distress,
whether stranger or friend.

When she had closed the farmhouse door behindshetting in a
whining dog, there had been no other reason, slie angued
vehemently, for the tug at her very heartstringdeating it all
behind. It was because her heart was heavy andigetae mist was
almost choking her that it took her so long to cdle distance to the
nearest village.



It was, she discovered later, less than three ribas the farmhouse.
She found a general store and post office, ananmwsagent and,
surprisingly, a hairdresser's shop. Having bougharion of milk,

and cheese to eat with the rolls which she haddhiofrom the

farmhouse, Olivia told the storekeeper about hansted car. He was
sympathetic. The only thing he could think of, h&lswas to ask one
of the local farmers to tow her car behind a tratés the nearest
filling station. That was a good seven miles altmgroad, he added.

'‘And you won't get a farmer out in this weatheissninot on a job like
that. Too busy with their own problems in this kmfdveather.’

“How long will this fog last, do you think?" Olivesked.

The storekeeper shrugged. 'Could be gone by tomwpmo could

hang about for days. You on holiday, miss?' he c&ask¢hen she
nodded, he said, 'Funny time o' year to have aaglin these parts,
isn't it?'

She said noncommittally, ‘It just happened that .w&yhile he
attended to another customer, Olivia wandered ro¥dden the
woman had gone, Olivia asked the man if there iasavhich came
to the village.

‘Three times a week," he told her. 'And today'samet of them.' He
smiled sympathetically. 'Just not your day, isnitss?"

She shook her head, hesitated, then said, 'As ¢ @omg, | noticed
a—a farmhouse along a track. From the road, it ddoKerelict,
but—er—there was a light. Do you know who livesrée

The storekeeper pulled a face. 'It's derelictighty miss. Atherley's
Farm. A family called Atherley lived there once.rBand bred in
these parts, they were, all of them. But one bytbeg either moved



away or died, and then there was only the old fdttiag there. He
just upped and went—to live with his brother, hiel s&ave most of
the furniture away, just left what nobody else veaint

'‘But the light | saw,' she persisted. 'There messiamebody there?'

‘That's true. A man came along, let's see, gettimépr a year, now.
He moved in. He must have made enquiries aboutivii@onged to,
found out it was just standing there rotting, bdugrand made it his
home. We don't see much of him. Keeps himself taskif. All he's
got, far as we can see, is his dog. He's rudeytoremwho tries to get
friendly, so we just keep away. | should keep ctédhat place, miss,
if | were you.'

Olivia nodded as if she understood and went taltdoe.

'‘When the weather clears,’ the storekeeper sflide®& what | can do
about your car. If you want putting up for a fewsld expect old Jim
Selby can offer you a room at the Jug and Bottler divere.’

‘Thanks,' said Olivia, 'but I'll have to go backmy car to get my
things.'

The storekeeper nodded and wished her luck. Thp bt rang
above her head and she went out into the wall ickéining fog.
There was a return of the curious feeling of apgnsion she had felt
the day before and she knew that she would needad deal of that
thing called luck in the weeks that stretched ahead

Olivia ate her rolls and cheese sitting in the sluslter opposite the
Jug and Bottle. No other person joined her becassine storekeeper
had said, it was not the day for the bus.



She was too dejected to make plans. Her thoughtsdevaed
aimlessly as if caught up in the heavy mist whioketoped every
object in sight. She digested it with her food, dhank it with her
milk. It crept into her eyes and filled her nostribhe liked neither its
taste nor its smell.

A sigh came involuntarily as she gazed at the JupBwottle. In the
summer, no doubt it looked delightful with the wawd boxes filled
with scarlet geraniums. At the moment, it lookedainvbh was—solid,
grey and with a durability as long-lasting as the-afyl stone with
which it had been constructed.

There was no harm, she decided, packing her hakersaseeing
what the place had to offer in the way of accomnioda The
proprietor opened the door, a once-white apron rduadwaist, a
harassed look on his face.

Olivia asked if he had a room to let. Bed and bizstkfor a few days,
that was all she wanted. He rubbed the back ohéal agitatedly.
'It's always been my proud boast,' he said, 'thmvier turn anyone
away. But for the first time ever—you see, migs, il such a state |
just couldn't take anyone, not even a stray d&gmy wife that does
that side of it and she's laid up with the 'flu:sSmy daughter, who
helps her. And, to be honest, | don't feel so gaogelf. But
someone's got to be behind the bar at openingadmdesince there's
no one else, that'll have to be me. So," he shsakdad, 'this time it's
got to be "no". Sorry, miss.'

Olivia said she quite understood and turned awaspidiiedly.
'‘Maybe one of the villagers would help out," thekeeper called.
‘Sometimes in the summer they do bed and breakfast.

She raised her hand and thanked him and returnthe fous shelter.
It was there, ten minutes later, that she decidedttirn to her car. At
least it would be somewhere to sit. She coulddistethe radio and



even get out her sleeping bag which she had hddrhsight to bring

with her in case she wanted at any time to garagedr and walk
across the moors to stay for a few nights at ahybastel. She looked
around her as she plodded wearily back along timeling country

road and knew that there would be no walking okremhoors in that
weather.

It seemed hours before she reached a farm gaté whe&recognised
as being near to the track which led to the farmrsboshe kept her
head averted, but even if she hadn't there wowd haen nothing to
see. The building was lost in the mist.

Her car was exactly where she had left it. At thatment it seemed a
haven. She slid into the driving seat and turnethercar radio, only
to discover that she had no patience to spar&éowbrld's problems
when she had so many of her own. Nor did she fettle mood for
the kind of music which came from the radio, thiem#essly lively
banter of the broadcasters, the loving dedicatitore one member
of a family to another, from a girl to her man, bam true love.

A face formed before her eyes—two intense, deepbywb eyes
topped by thick, dark eyebrows. The high- bonedafastructure, the
full lips, the rounded chin ... All possessing, eanthe hard cynicism
which time had grafted over the features, an edqysimdefinable
sensitivity ...

Tears rose in her throat, trembled on her lipsjaedleinto her eyes.
Why was she crying, she wondered, when she wouwldrreee him
again, knew nothing of the man's real identity, dat even know
whether he really was the criminal he had told repeatedly—and
tried forcefully to demonstrate—that he was?

Drying her tears, she stared at the fog which coeddhe car. She
did have a choice. She did not have to stay whieeevas. If she
could find the courage, she could ask his pernmsgiostay at the



farmhouse for a night or two longer. There waslgure harm in just
walking that way?

Locking the car, she retraced her steps. The nhistked every
object, silenced every sound. But it did not, érsed, hide her scent.
As she saw the track to the farmhouse openingoduit left, she also
saw something else —a bedraggled black shape gsitim its
haunches, waiting.

'Raff, oh Raff!" she cried, and ran towards him.

The dog did not venture beyond the track's ersedtmed he had beer
well trained. He barked, he howled, he barked adgdéenwagged not
only his tail but his whole body. He greeted heifashe had been
away for a year.

She caught at his collar and led him to the caetcher suitcase and
sleeping bag. He nosed in the boot while she deltkather items she
might need. The sight of Raff had brought her teeaision. She did
not care if his master refused her entry or, withdne strong arm,
physically threw her out. If she did not even ageno return, she
would never forgive herself for the whole of hée.l

Together they trailed down the track, two dampheh®lled objects,

making for a single door. Inside that door, for ohéhem a welcome

would be waiting. For the other ...? Olivia tried steady her

heartbeats, but they defied her control and beat éaster. Soon she
would know the answer to her question.

A man appeared at the door, catching the dog bydhar. Together
they formed a formidable barrier. Olivia put dowericase and
pushed back her hood. She pressed her lips togethate her fear.

''ve come back, Mr Delaney," she whispered.



Mac Delaney made no move to allow her to enter. ddge strained
forward, whining and yelping alternately. Despite g§reat strength,
his owner's strength seemed greater. He was notwevealanced by
the dog's efforts.

At last he spoke. 'If | refuse to let you in, mygdewould come after
you. And then I'd really be alone.’

Was she, for the second time that day, being tuiangdy from

shelter? She would keep her dignity and go of ker accord. Her
case seemed much heavier as she retrieved it frersdaking earth
and swung round, putting the house behind her.

Raff's yelping changed into a frantic barking. Hasmhave broken
free because he appeared in front of her, leaporg §ide to side in
an effort to cut off her retreat.

'‘Raff,’ she said, her voice wavering, 'lI've gog®o Your master says-'

'He says,' a voice said behind her, ‘come in, &livi



CHAPTER THREE

THE door creaked shut. Raff scampered away. The sigdjag and
haversack joined the suitcase on the floor, andi&@di jacket,
saturated by mist and damp, slipped from her sleosid

Her eyes lifted to meet those of her host andeir thepths she saw an
enigma that defied solution. He looked down atdtemngely, as if he
saw, yet did not see her standing before him. Wieate was that
held his thoughts in bondage communicated itseffetoalso. It was
as if she had joined him on another mental plameteoritory so
unfamiliar she felt she must reach out and touomfor security and
confidence.

As if it possessed a mind of its own, her right chamame out.
‘Th-thank you, Mr Delaney, for letting me stay.'

His right hand did not stir to meet hers. She it iher lower lip to
override the pain of being rejected—until she restihis left hand
moving slowly, slowly upwards. She saw him grit tegth to help
him bear the agony of bending his arm, and feltdftshand seek her
right hand, gripping it until she almost wincedsHhard, cold face
was lit by a fleeting smile, like a man who hadcksth his all on a
desperate gamble—and won.

He did not let her go. She felt herself impellevaods him and
because he used his left arm—so badly injuredenctr accident it
seemed to be of little use to him now--she couldbmnimg herself to
resist. He still looked ill, more so perhaps tharewshe had seen him
for the last time, as she had thought, the nightrbe His face had
grown more gaunt, his eyes more shadowed, aseip $lad not eased
his limbs and tortured mind for many nights.

When he had pulled her so close that their bodieshed, he
whispered, 'Warm me, girl out of the mist. Let yauasrmth creep



into me and bring me back to life. I've lost so pnHnngs—a woman,
a whole world, so much you couldn't even guess.’

Her heart which, at his words, had struggled tonaazcle, tumbled
and bumped to the foot of the mountainwdman, a whole world
lost, he'd said. His woman and his lover, perhaps, wheeing his
injuries, had left him for ever, and he had newegilzen her nor, even
against his will, forgotten his love for her.

Tears of compassion rose within her. Her handsdlifo his shoulders
to offer him comfort and assurance. She gazed agaimis eyes and
found that, despite his whispered words, the enigmahem
remained. Her lips parted to show small white téeitreven so, when
his lips descended and held hers fast, his right@atching her up
and jerking her even closer, she did not understamdéerocity of his
action.'

Nor could she understand the foolishness of her emvations—the
way they lifted her high to that same pinnacle amoee. Hadn't they
learnt their lesson? Hadn't they just picked thdweseup from a
devastating fall? Wasn't he merely using her, syrbpcause she was
there, to alleviate his grief at losing the womanhad apparently
adored?

Yet she not only allowed but returned the kissekmed to have no
end. It was as if he were slaking an unenduralnisttishe responded
and yielded and did not refuse when he came backdoe, nor when

his hand traced out the unexplored and entirelyrfera areas of her
body.

When he threw her from him so hard she staggerddaearly fell,
she was bewildered. 'My God,' he grated, 'l doattwyour pity!"



Pity? How could he have interpreted so incorrectly hengliance
and submission to his approaches? She shook herdasang 'But |-’
How should she continue—

'l want you to touch me, to kiss me,"” when untibsh past few
minutes she had not even known it herself? Someim@wmust prove
to him that she was not the easy game he thougho lbe.

‘Don't worry," she responded, trying to assuage dvenhurt by

hurting him in return, 'it wasn't pity that let ydiss me. It was
just—just a new experience. And," ignoring his sigg smile, 'it

wasn't pity that brought me back here, it was sheeessity. The inn
in the village couldn't take me. | couldn't sleepmy car, so | had no
choice but to return.'

With her outburst, her anger died. She remembeigadvhispered
words.Warm me, let your warmth creep into me and briedoack to
life .. . I've lost so many thingsAnd hadn't he used his injured arm
and hadn't he rejoiced at his achievement?

'I'm sorry,' she said.

He did not ask her why, nor did her apology do laimg to help. It

had seemed only to reinforce his theory that skdealoguiesced to his
kiss through pity. His eyes had turned hard agasmjaw had grown
rigid and formidable. He turned abruptly and wewag. Seconds
afterwards, his door closed.

Confused by events piling one on the other, Ollgked around,
feeling lost. Should she make, this room hers,as there a bedroom
upstairs in a reasonable enough state to be used@yds drew back
at the brilliant lick of flames in the grate. Someohad lit the fire.
Since it could not have been the dog, she thougght avsmile, it
could only have been his master.



She recalled how, when she had first arrived theves-it only
yesterday?—there had been only one fire burninglaaidwvas in his
room. Yet this morning the fire had been burninghie kitchen and
now, in here!

From the inner lobby, she could see that his das still shut. She
crept up the stairs and washed in the bathroomgusie towel she
had found waiting for her that morning. He hadafnhoved it. The
fire, the towel ... It was almost as if he had berpecting her back.

There seemed to be six bedrooms. One by one sheinterthem.

Five were bare to the floorboards. The sixth doaswocked. No
matter how she pushed and turned the handle, idwmi open. Fear
zigzagged through her. Her doubts returned, hittiagwith storm

force. Where was the key? Why was it locked? Wtz mwside? Was
he indeed a man to be feared?

There was a noise behind her and she almost scdedae Delaney
must have crept up the stairs—or had she beenafersz by her
ridiculous conjectures she had not heard him? Merted over her,
hand in pocket, hair pushed back to reveal a bgriarehead.

'What fantasies are you weaving, Miss Barnes?'skedajeeringly.
'‘What terrible happenings are you dreaming upttiag place behind
that locked door?'

There was a note in his voice that might have lm®ger —or a
simmering cruelty. He took a handful of her hauisted it and with it
impelled her against him. His eyes burned withveefish brilliance.
'l keep the tools of my trade in that room, Misgts,' he rasped.
'‘My weapons of destruction, the loot which | takeni my victims,
the disguises | assume when | go secretly abouewilybusiness.
What do you think | have in mind to do to you, mmgpling visitor?"

'‘But-' she choked as he jerked back her head.



'‘No, my dog wouldn't come to your aid. You seedkl him in the
kitchen.'-—

'D-don't be silly, | d-don't believe-'

'Oh, but you do, don't you? You don't know whatiak of me. | live
like a hermit in a broken-down building. | dressdilothes which
would disgrace a tramp. What did they tell you @boe down in the
village? That you shouldn't come near this placngtprice?’

Olivia tried to shake her head, but it was too faAintYou're—you're
hurting me, Mr Delaney.' She could not stop thesteahich sprang
involuntarily as he tightened his hold at her ccapl

‘What do | care if | hurt you? You're just anothvaman. They're all
the same—traitors, schemers, parasites. The margiye them, the
more they want. They take and give nothing backyTileed you dry
of everything you've got—emotions, feelings, posses. Then
they-'

'It's not t-' she began, but her words were cubgpfifiis mouth.

It was a brutal, consuming kiss, of a kind she hatler before
experienced. She forgot the pain his hand wastmfg, she was not
even conscious of the tears which ran down herksheghe gave
herself up entirely to the passion —cold and caled though it
was—with which his lips imprisoned hers, to therimg but entirely
controlled ardour.

Her arms crept up to his neck and clung. Her bedgaonded in a way
which was entirely alien to her, revealing to heles of her own
nature she had not even encountered until now. I§§lskae became
conscious of what was happening between them aadesiviled,
struggling free, hating herself for the encouragainsée realised she
was giving him.



'‘What do you think you're doing?' she demandedibgaway and
attempting to put the blame for the situation ohituo.

‘Taking whatever | can get whenever it's offerethy’ he sneered. 'l
live a lonely life, empty of all the pleasures difetflesh. My

withdrawal from society was voluntary and my saldu
self-imposed. But despite my injury," he indicateddrm, 'l remain a
fully-functional male animal. So when a woman wallesself into

my lair as you've done —twice—I seize every possitihance of
indulging my masculine needs. Can you blame me@dizlty as my

guestis so willing to please.’

With the back of her hand she dried the remairth®tears from her
cheeks, then rubbed her hair where his remorspldbsg of it still
throbbed.

'l certainly wasn'tager,'she flung back. 'How could | be when yol
were so—so barbaric in the way you kissed?'

'‘My God,"' was his comment, 'you really must be peienced!" She
felt as immature as a child.

'l thought men were tender when they wanted tosgl@avoman,' she
went on, unconsciously revealing how accurate ssii@ption had

been. 'But you didn't want to please me, did yoli'y&u wanted was

to satisfy your frustrated desires.'

"True,' he said with a callous smile.

'l know one thing,' she hit back. 'When—and if—keewnarry, the
man | choose won't treat me like a robot as yodwee. When we
make love, it will be with consideration and sergi and—and

tenderness. But you wouldn't know about them, wguld, because
you don't possess one single particle of thosdtsain your entire
personality.’



*You know nothing about me, woman,' he said curtly.

His breathing seemed laboured and she thoughtsittheanger her
words had aroused—until she saw the beads of nmmeistanding out
on his forehead. He pressed the back of his hardetm, found a
handkerchief and pressed it against his upper lip.

It seemed he had a fever, as. she had suspecedoligh—it racked
his body again—his weakness, his burning face, &dganevitably
to neglected illness. There was 'flu in the villageespite his
isolation, he must somehow have caught it, peridges he had been
shopping.

He should be in bed, she thought. He went pastohdre bathroom
and she ran down the stairs. Raff came to greatrbtogether they
went into the empty bedroom. With a swiftness bofrexperience
Olivia smoothed and tidied the bed.

Mac came into the room and looked at her coldly.didenot thank
her. 'l don't need a nurse.'

'I'd do the same for any human being in need tefioeted. 'You're ill.
You should be in this bed.’

"'l do what the hell I like. Now, will you get o2
*Your room or the house?'
'Please yourself.' Their eyes clashed. His werk ldeits defiant.

‘All right, 1 will." As she went from the room, Rabllowed and his
owner made no attempt to call him back.



It was dark and still the mist did not relent. Tigb cracks and
broken panes of glass, it seeped into the kitchkarevOlivia sat
huddled over the fire.

The dog lay beside her. He seemed to be the ontgoted one in the
house. She had eaten an evening mealwhich wasrtire in size
and nutritional value than her meagre lunch. Shmeplst wasn't
hungry.

Before she prepared it, she had made some attengmntact her
host, but all her attempts to get a reply had diaile worried her
because it meant he was taking no nourishment. Beap would
have been better than nothing.

For nearly three hours she waited for some sidifepfout there was
not even a cough to reassure her. Quietly theitangadio she had
brought with her played at her side, classical mutie kind she
preferred. But instead of listening, she found ékéstraining to catch
any sound of movement from Mac's bedroom.

At last she gave in and prepared for bed, washmghe cold
bathroom, changing into the pyjamas taken fromsugicase, then
pushing her feet into sheepskin-lined moccasins.

Downstairs she unrolled her sleeping bag, foldisgvaater to use as
a pillow. From the lobby she heard a whining ansharp bark. It
seemed that Raff had grown tired of waiting formisster's call and
was himself doing the calling. Fearful that Raffghti disturb him,
Olivia hurried out to stroke the dog, but he wontd be comforted.
He was determined to gain admittance to that bexdroo

Holding her breath, Olivia turned the handle. Therccreaked on its
rusty hinges. She grasped Raff's collar to prelentfrom rushing in
and together they moved into the room. Raff nosethd the worn
slippers at the side of the bed, rested his pawth@bedclothes and



licked the lifeless left hand. Then, as Olivia wed him, scarcely
breathing, he settled down in front of the fireglac

Concerned now, she went to the bedside. What shensale her

heart pound. Mac was perspiring so much the shitidd pulled on
but had not buttoned clung to his skin. His foreheas on fire.

Olivia had reason once again to feel thankful Fer knowledge she
had gained in nursing her ailing aunt.

She hurried to the kitchen and found a basin whioh filled with
water. There was no suitable cloth to be seenhswamn upstairs and
took her own face-cloth from the bathroom. She ibdrdown and
carried the water into the bedroom, placing it lom table beside the
bed. With a hammering heart she lifted the dampeiwt to Mac's
forehead, sponging the burning skin.

When his head turned sideways on the pillow, sl e breath. If
he woke now, he would tell her to leave him aldre.did not wake.
For a few seconds she gazed at his neck and éhmest.the point of
view of convention, they were out of bounds to Aer.a nurse, she
knew where her duty lay. Gently she ran the clotmd his neck!.
Wetting the cloth again, she ran it across the dmganse of his
chest.

A towel lay across a chair. She took it up and sdakp the moisture,
stroking the mass of hair until it was dry. Hisrsstill clung and she

knew it must be changed. He wore pyjama trousernsiHere was

nothing she could do about those. In the cupbdesdiad seen two or
three shirts carelessly folded. She chose one modwkred to her
astonishment that it bore the name of a famous make that the

material was silk.

She gazed at the restless figure and felt compassiowithin her.
With her eyes she traced the line of his eyebrdwgshard jaw and
tantalising lips. What would it be like to be spoke by those lips in



a kindly way, kissed by them with tenderness am&é?0She shook
away such thoughts and, seizing her courage bgoltar before it
made its getaway, she put her hands on his shoaderight arm.

Rolling him on to his side, she slipped off the gashirt, replacing it
with the clean one. She eased him back and ramdrinenbed to roll
him the other way, freeing the soiled shirt. Theses scar tissue on
the arm, telling of injury and operations but phaibringing only
partial healing.

She urged on the clean shirt, leaning across hiiassten the buttons.
She caught the male scent of him, and was trappadhbnagnetism,

which, even at the height of his fever, reachedamak ensnared her.
Her hand moved to stroke his hair away from hisekkeand he

moved restlessly beneath her touch. Fiercely dtteebiip, expecting

the dark eyes to open and dismiss her. They remh&iosed. He was
too tightly enmeshed by the fever to surface tbdoihsciousness.

If she could manage to lift him sufficiently fomhito drink, she could
dissolve some tablets designed to reduce the &ndecoax the liquid
into him without his even knowing. She ran from tbem and raked
in her suitcase, finding the tablets. In the kittlsle half-filled a
glass with water and watched the tablets dissolve.

It was more difficult lifting him than she had gsed. With all her
strength she eased him up sufficiently high to enévhe liquid from
running uselessly away. His eyes fluttered open &ltlhough they
settled on her, they did not appear to focus. Handwe did nothing
to hinder her efforts.

All his barriers were down, eroded to nothing byatueess. Wiping
his mouth with a tissue, she lowered him back agaire pillows and
sighed with relief. Surely he would begin to impeornow and the
fever start to ebb?



As she looked at his burning face and saw the smadtless
movements of his hands—as if he were flexing thesales of his
fingers, even those of his left hand, for actionhe-knew she would
not be able to sleep for worrying. Even if she hafih, she would find
herself returning constantly to reassure hersealtiahim.

There was a small space on his bed. If she couldipuhere, dressed
as she was in her robe, even if she slept she vibeuddvare at once of
his slightest need and be on Mnd to attend togaiA she considered
convention and again she dismissed it. There wasnedao see her
lying beside him, no one to condemn her for beirggscuous and
improper. Even Mac Delaney himself would probabéver know
she had spent the night beside him, since she viimulgh and about
before he woke.

Throughout the night Olivia hardly slept. Frequgrsthe was beside
him, bowl in hand, sponging his face and chest.

Once she stood there, having dried him, lookintpatreadth of his
shoulders, the sensitivity in his features whick &lad, apparently
guite wrongly, accused him of lacking. She replatedcovers over
him and his eyes came open. Although they starbdrashe had the
chilling feeling that he was still not seeing h&s. she watched, his
arm, his left arm, began to lift. His left hand @aslowly down to

cover hers, which still held the blankets.

'‘Don't leave me now,' his lips whispered. A longig@as his eyes
closed. 'You don't know me as | really am," he wemat last. "When
you walked away, part of me died ... Knew there tniave been

someone in the past... but not now, not to takefy@mm me when |

needed ..." His hand slipped from hers as he lapsedilence.

For a long time she looked down at him. To her dgshe found that
her lips were trembling. The woman he had loste. kdd never
forgotten her. Even now he loved her so much shented his



fevered dreams. So why was she upset? The man steenger, just
as she was a stranger to him. Any feelings shetrhig\e developed
for him must be denied with all her will power. Al he might be,
but his heart still belonged, probably always woh&long, to the
woman who had so brutally left him.

Later in the night she managed to persuade hirake tmore water
and tablets. As daylight crept across the room, \sbat to the
window, pushing the curtain aside. The sight theetged her made
her draw a sharp breath. Moorland stretched ireadtetance, green
on the valley floor and rising to a line of gresnéstone hills behind
the farmhouse. The trees were few in number. Donestwalls
separated pastures on the flatter land, whilegh rfose, ridged and
peaked and grooved, towards the skyline.

The mist had gone.

Olivia lay on her side facing the man beside hes. tAe light
increased, she saw how his fever had ebbed, ledarmgpale and
exhausted. He slept a natural sleep. He was gditétigr.

She pulled the covers over her, closed her eyesantendered to
her own exhaustion. When she woke she found shealgag, and
she sat up, alarmedlvhere had he gone? She listened intently al
heard water flowing. Whether it was advisable dr he was taking a
bath. A heavy object made the bed sag and sheneetuto
consciousness again with a start.

When paws trampled over her legs and a cold nosehé&u her
cheeks, she squealed and hid her face in the pildmghing at Raff's
antics.



'Off the bed, hound! "his master snapped, and rae ahe dog
obeyed. He crept away into the kitchen. Since haster seemed to
be in an unpleasant mood, Olivia could not blaneedibg for getting
out of his way. She rolled on to her back and |aoke uncertainly at
her host. Confused, embarrassed, tongue-tied #ad With self-
reproach, she wished she could have followed Raxésnple.

Mac Delaney held on to the chair as if to steadgseilf. His body
might be weak, but Olivia could see by his eyes tiamind did not
suffer from the same disadvantage. His gaze wagrsoal, his look
so insolent she stiffened with indignation.

He looked at the basin of water with the face ciotimersed in it. He
saw the bottle containing soluble tablets and thesy He looked at
the discarded shirt on the floor, then at the dierivas wearing. In
place of his pyjama trousers he had pulled on jeHis hair and
beard had been combed. Neater and more alertpkedaven more
of a stranger.

'So, my little Florence Nightingale, you nursed ypatient through
the night and brought him back to healthShe sat up, pushing away
her tousled hair and pulling her robe closer roued "You're still not
completely fit. You should be in bed.'

He gave her a long, considering look. 'Right. |esgrto that
suggestion—but only if you stay in bed with me.'

'‘Don't be silly. —you—I'm not-- Her confusion ireased. 'l was
only in here to keep an eye on you. After gettipgnd taking care of
you all night, I—well, | was so exhausted | wentdleep.’" She
avoided his eyes. 'How could | look after you, pleg in another
room?'

With his right hand he buttoned his shirt. "Tell smnething, Miss
Barnes. Exactly why did you look after me?'



She hugged her knees, resting her cheek on them.ddald she

answer him when she did not know the answer hérgdfcause-' For
a long moment she thought, then she shruggednithsiaybe. My

years of conditioning through nursing my aunt.' Stede a glance at
him. He still did not seem satisfied. 'Hating t@ sefellow human
being in distress. My—my womanly inclinations toah@and give

comfort.’

Her lips stopped speaking but her thoughts wenAarertain feeling
I've got deep down where you're concerned ... Thmdndous
attraction you have for me ... The magnet you @ssadich drew me
back here even though | might, with an effort, hdend other
accommodation ...

She didn't believe in love at first sight, but lfeshad, was that how
she might have explained this unaccountable semsashe
experienced every time their eyes met? The cryanf pnside her
when she had heard him talkipfgverishly about the woman he hac
lost? The worry which had kept her awake and alertight until the
dawn showed that his iliness was receding?

Again she glanced at him and found a tormentindesfhckering
round his mouth. It faded quickly as if the effoad been too much.

‘Maybe you're right," he said with an exasperaiggil dMaybe I'm not
as fit as | thought.' He dropped on to the bedlapdull length.

'‘Of course you're not. How could you be when yoensphree
guarters of the night burning with fever and togsamd turning and
muttering-' She stopped, wishing she had been oareful.

His head turned slowly. His eyes held no expressidiout
what—whom—did | "mutter"?’



She lifted her shoulders as if it had been trividbme woman. It
seems you didn't want her to leave you.'

He considered her reply then asked tersely, 'Dneémtion a name?"

'No name.' Her cheek found her knees again. 'lhd&ed as though
that woman meant an awful lot to you. | don't krfwaw you can still
have any feelings for her after what happened.’

'‘Oh? And what did happen?'

She grew uncertain at his strange tone of voicell;judging by
what you told me yesterday, the way she walkeadfleft you after
you had been badly hurt in a car accident.’

'l see.' His head sank back to the pillow.

He was silent for so long, Olivia sighed and swieg legs to the
floor. His right hand came out, pulling her backisat she was forced
to return her legs to the bed. 'Just a moment.hkil slipped to her
wrist and grasped it. If she had not clencheddwtht she would have
cried out at the tightness of his hold.

'‘Olivia Barnes,' he said, 'will you marry me?'

His body was still, except for the faint rise aadl bf his chest. Even
his eyes were locked with hers, ensnaring thenl shé responded
one way or the other.

Olivia could not answer. She could only look atliaad on her wrist.
'Please, Mac,' she said, 'you're hurting me.' Ai\dgc Delaney was
hurting her. He followed her eyes and immediatédyhold loosened.

Still she could not reply to his question.



'Is there," he asked, 'somewhere in your life, drimnd? One you're
serious about?' She shook her head. He closegidssas if he needed
to concentrate. 'Have you patents?’

‘My mother died some years ago. their marriagedir@ady started to
break up. My father remarried, and | hardly ever Isien. There was
only my aunt. She never married. She was ill onathtbr ten years,
so | left school at sixteen and looked after hertfat ten years.
Recently she died.’

‘Which left you free?' She nodded. 'Hence this trasawhich
brought you to my doorstep?' Again she noddedydadhave no ties.
Why don't you answer my question?'

'‘How can | marry you? There's-' she took a bre#tibré's no love
between us.' He made a contemptuous, dismissivelstAnd | only
met you yesterday. You're really a complete strahge

‘Hardly. You spent the night nursing me.'
'l only did what any woman would do.'

Momentarily his eyes hardened. 'Did you?' His vowas dull,
disbelieving. "You slept by my side. You woulde@Ve me. How can
you call me a stranger?'

'Oh, Mac, | know nothing about you. Except all teerible things
you've told me." She waited breathlessly for himdemy all his
previous statements about himself. She waitedim va

He indicated his left arm. 'Is it this that repgdsi? Does it make you
think I'll be useless as a husband? Let me shovittreywanderer just
how expertly | can make love with only one good .arm



He rolled on to his side and over again, pushingyaker robe and
putting his lips to her throat and across her gihergl trailing a
burning line to the base of the deep neckline ofgygama top. His
fingers felt for the buttons, but she clapped reerds over his hand,
pushing it away.

'‘Let me think," she said urgently, fighting thesalilongings he had
begun yet again to arouse. 'Just let me thinkolxkkhow—how you
Kiss-'

He rolled on to his back again. 'And I, my Olivijow how you
respond to my kisses. A new experience, you cdhledh. Is your
experience of love, | wonder, as extensive as youlavlike me to
believe?'

She was silent for some time, then she said dulixe had no

experience of "love" at all, not in the sense yoegam' He was as
silent as she had been. 'Does that put you off sie?asked acidly.
'‘Would you have preferred some experience in th@avoyou marry,

if only to add spice to the kind of intimate retatship which I'm sure
wouldn't be new to you?'

He smiled provocatively. '‘Maybe your "purity" witbelfbe the spice
| need. Maybe it will give new life to my palate wwh you seem to
think has been "dulled" by the doming and goinghef multitude of
women in my life.’

'S0 you would enjoy initiating me?' she retortextastically.
‘Maybe | would.' His smile was partly reflectivarfly to annoy.

She turned from him. 'l don't know. | just don'pkn’



He let her lie there for a few minutes. 'What dgalt know?' he said
at last, turning her on to her back. He manoeuwatself until he
was leaning over her. 'What's worrying you, my lgve

Sweet phrases, she thought, meant for true lowgrsnieaningless
between partners to a marriage of convenience.shedknew better
than to think he had any feelings for her exceparmsutlet for his
natural physical desire. How could it be otherwisken it was only
yesterday that they had met?

His fingers trailed her cheek to her chin and ddwrher throat,
sending shivers along her shoulders. 'I'd do ngttorgive you pain.
I'll never give you cause to regret you married"me.

She said nothing, just gazed into his deep, dagk.eifer hand lifted
and ran over his hair, then moved and playfullygedyat his beard.
The whole tempo of his body seemed to change.A tigme into his
eyes, the heartbeats drummed in his chest asssguleagainst her
breasts.

Here was the tenderness which she had so soudyiiwl he did not
possess. Under the brutality he had first showretias, after all,
gentleness and consideration. There was no othesh@wanted for
her husband. She thought fleetingly of Daniel Wigtlison of one of
her aunt's friends. As soon as her aunt's deattirbad her, he had
asked her to marry him, but she had refused. He waas
uncomplicated, pleasant and entirely unexciting ngpuman. He

would have given her a safe marriage, with secarity children—if

his mother, with whom he lived, had allowed him to!

Her eyes grew aware again and she gazed up atainéeianing over
her. This man, who was so different from Daniel,uldogive her
much, much more—wouldn't he? He was waiting, wagitior her
answer.



He said softly, 'Where did you go just now, Olivia?

The way he said her name made her shiver. Shedagkat him and
smiled. "No place where you could follow.'

It was as though there was a click in his brain ambor had swung
shut on her. 'Do you still doubt my integrity?’

She disregarded the sharpness and played witlotlae of his shirt,
straightening it so that it did not curl. 'Thatked room, Mac?'

His jaw hardened. 'It stays shut.’

Like the many compartments of his mind, she thougrhing her
head to one side. Like the many sides of his patggnLike all of
his life before they met. All shut, closed to heren if she became his
wife. But who could ever hope to know so much alzmytman—any
woman, for that matter—that there was not evenngleisecret
hidden away?

'l asked you to marry me, Olivia Barnes.' His faoftened into a
smile. 'Remember?"'

She pushed a finger through a buttonhole on hid anid knew
fleetingly that it was a gesture seeking reassw@aibis faithfulness,
that he would never walk away and leave her.

'l marry you, Mac Delaney,' she whispered, aim&l rhouth came
down on hers.



CHAPTER FOUR

ALTHOUGH the mist had largely dispersed, traces remained ihe
higher hills.A fine rain fell and every time Raff went outsideda
came back, his fur was damp.

As Olivia rubbed him dry and wiped his muddy paMsc looked
on, amused. The dog let her do what she liked hith Now and
then he would roll on to his back and she wouldleufis fur and
laugh as though fifteen years and more had droppey.

‘You're nothing but a kid at heart," her fiancelsai

She looked up at him as she knelt beside the tog.just at heart,
Mac.' Their eyes met as the message passed bettvaren’

'‘Don't be afraid," was his murmured response, \N&n the time
comes I'll forget the fact.'

She coloured and watched as the dog rolled onstéebt. 'l suppose
you could say,' she said, half to herself, 'thratdsed out on ten years
of my youth. | loved my aunt—she looked so muche likny
mother—but she was very demanding.’

‘And you gave your all, as they say, to panderetodvery whim?'
As if in excuse, Olivia answered, 'She was a senalid.'

'‘Maybe,' he said—had she imagined that edge tediee?—'it was
that sympathy and kindness in your nature whichaldvertently
played on when | asked you to marry me and whicldangou
accept?’

She frowned, stroking Raff's head. 'Maybe.' Batidet him think it
was the truth than to let him know that the finstd she had seen him



she had experienced the curious sensation of h&viagin him all
her life. So loving him had been a mere step away.

.. They were in the kitchen, having finished thmidday meal. Mac
had eaten with deliberation, as if determined gane his strength as
quickly as possible.

'I'm going back to bed,' he said, rising. 'Wake farethe evening
meal.’

She nodded, feeling faintly disappointed that dytime day he had

hardly come near her. But surely, she reproachesklieshe did not

need a constant display of affection, false asai$,wo reassure her
that in agreeing to marry such an enigma of a sla@was doing the
right thing?

At least, she thought, sighing and washing theadishe had offered
her marriage and not just half of his bed.

That night she decided to use her sleeping bagdrnarge family
room. Mac had rekindled the fires and she undress&ont of the
crackling logs, knowing instinctively that Mac wdutot come in.

She took a quick bath, shivering in the cold baihrppulled on her
nightclothes and robe and went down the stairsthatfoot Mac
waited. She stood on the bottom step so that slsdleval with his
face.

'You're looking better,’ she said breathlessly,thatkiss she had so
foolishly expected did not come.

He gave an extremely formal, very accomplished bbly.thanks to
my own private nurse. Not to mention Mother Natukis look
became more personal as he looked at her robestinge you're
sharing my bed? You would be welcome.'" He smileckimyly.



'‘Purely as a sleeping partner, of course. | shedpkmy hands-' he
corrected himself with a flash of irritation, 'hatedmyself.'

She looked away. 'I'll use my sleeping bag tonilytac.'

'You don't trust me?' His tone was disconcertingllyious. "That
locked door?"

Her eyes met his gravely. 'So many locked doors;.Ma
As she made to pass him, his hand came out. 'Nmdeéboughts?’

'No second thoughts,' she answered, and went ondyer

Next morning Mac entered the kitchen holding a $m:
velvet-covered box. Olivia's heart began to pound.

She looked up at him expectantly and he flickechdpe box. It was
a wedding ring. 'Mac?' she said, her throat dry.

‘This isn't for you,' he answered shortly. 'It vilmgight to fit another
woman's finger. Would you try it for size?'

‘You're getting a ring? Today?'

'I'm catching the bus into town. It's one of theethdays a week on
which it runs.’

He held out the box and Olivia took the ring frots velvet-lined
groove. It was a patterned, wide gold band. He édriter the ring
and she pushed it on to her wedding finger. 'ltst &00 large,’ she
told him, easing it off.

He took the ring. 'Do you like the pattern?'



‘To be honest, I'd prefer it plain and simple.'

He smiled slightly as if a private thought had aedisim. He did not

explain. It was another locked door in his mindaiPand simple it

will be, partner.' Another swift smile, this timerfher, and her heart
flipped like a tossed coin.

All the time he was away, the hours dragged. Eveaiff, Rvho

followed her about, did so dejectedly. Olivia woretkif it was the
first time his master had ever left him. She woedenow Mac had
acquired the dog and when. She wondered aboutoé tloings.

The house was so cold, with the winter air comimg¢ghrough every

broken window pane, it was essential to keep tres fgoing. She
wandered round the outbuildings looking for thelcstare. The

buildings were in a worse state than the houseshadlid not like to

go farther than a few footsteps into each. The w@al heaped into a
corner of a small stone-built shed. Olivia filled baicket, then

returned with another. That, she thought, shoulepkes going for

some hours.

With the dog stretched out beside her in the kit¢clsbe began to fret,
wishing she had asked when the bus came by aruitisgy back. The
transistor radio stood on the kitchen table. Tirmfgthe endless
talking, of which she had not heard a word, sheadadwe indicator
from one station to another, seeking the soundh@kind of music
she liked.

The notes of a piano concerto checked her fingedsgaipped her
mind. She knew the touch of that pianist by hddet.was her idol,
and not only hers. He was tamed throughout thecalsiorld for his
playing—and his devastating good looks.

She was so enraptured by the music that she ditigantthe main
entrance door open and close. It was not untikitelhen door was



opened and Raff made a dive for Mac's feet thati®healised her
long vigil had ended.

'‘Mac!" She went towards him, her hands claspedlyigh case they
crept around his neck. She saw that his hair hah lmait in a
fashionable style and that his beard had been &ihriYou've been
so long | began to worry.' He did not seem pleasesde her. "Why?'
Disconcerted by his curtness, she frowned and Veastat she had
suppressed any outward show of emotion. "You halseah well, for
one thing. And," her eyes moved down, 'your armmus$t make things
difficult-'

"To hell with my arm. Turn that thing off!"

'‘But Mac, I'm listening to it. It's beautiful. Daryou like classical
music? If you don't, it's a pity because | loveatmuch. When my
aunt used to settle for the night, | played my rdsé

He pushed her aside, examined the radio and fawendrt-off switch.
Then there was silence.

'He's my favourite pianist, Mac. He's playing withe Vienna
Philharmonic Orchestra. Why shouldn't | listen8 itly radio!" Her
hand went towards it. His came out to grasp harswing it from
him.

'He's my one and only pin-up,' she persisted.nidime’'s Connal. On
my wall at home-' she corrected herself quickly,n'g aunt's old
home, there's a large poster of him—what's the amathe tried
another smile, 'are you going to be a jealous mgh®on't you like
my having a pin-up? But Mac," as he pushed pastiteonly fun. If
you had a pin-up girl, | wouldn't mind ...

His door closed with a slam.



Olivia dropped into the chair. Raff flopped beskts, and she bent
and fondled his ear. 'And I've waited all day fanio come back,
Raff,' she whispered, her-voice full of tears. Teha shook her head,
her heart too full for talk-mg. The man she loved dot share her
liking for classical music. In how many other walid they differ?
Why ha3 she agreed to this crazy marriage, anyway?

She had given herself the answer to her questiba.l&ed Mac
Delaney and she had to face the fact that, jedloasgh he might
appear of her admiration for another man, he didowe her.

When she called him for the evening meal, she didhear an
answer. He might, she thought, be asleep; he hadyetofully
recovered from his illness. When he did emerge flasnroom, he
sank wearily—as much dispirited it seemed, as datg—into a
chair.

The meal was eaten in silence.-Mac seemed preazttpithe point
of being almost unaware of his surroundings. Rafizted up to him,
putting up his paw as if he, too, knew that all wasas it should be.
Mac patted the paw, then put it from him. Wheng&eond paw came
up, Mac spoke sharply to Raff who slunk into a eorn

Watching, Olivia thought with a secret smile, Wént to him and put
my arm across his shoulder, would he shout at desand me into a
corner, too?

As Mac rose, Olivia noticed that he wore the sweaith the worn
elbows. 'You've got better sweaters than that, Mée said gently.
'l've seen them. If you'll put another on, I'll dethose sleeves.'

Irritation greeted her offer. "You're not my wifetyso there's no need
to play the perfect homemaker until my ring is aur/finger.'

Her irritation stirred to counter his. 'I'm sortyonly offered out of-'



'Pity?' he sneered.

She sprang to face him. 'No, you great—greaduntain of
ingratitude! Out of the goodness of my heart, shathat! And
because I've been conditioned over the years taimgrand more
mending. My aunt wasn't exactly poor, but she did to get her
money's worth from everything, including clothegc® her hands
were too crippled by arthritis to sew, | did it.&bo now you know.'

She busied herself with clearing away, her movem@rky with
suppressed anger. He watched her, foot on a cigdut elbow on the
upraised knee. He said casually, 'By the way, wealarying
tomorrow.'

She stopped all action and stared. 'How can wajct short notice?'

'Civil licence. | bought it while | was in the towhdidn't see any
point in delaying the ceremony. It will take plaaemidday at the
register office. | hope you had no hankerings atenore elaborate
affair? We haven't got around yet to discussingpausonal attitudes
to religious beliefs. You don't object to a simpé&remony?"

'‘No,' Olivia answered quietly, 'l don't object.'

Mac seemed relieved. 'lI've booked a car to comeaus$oat eleven
o'clock. It's quite a long drive but I've allowenh@gle time. It may
mean a short wait at the other end.' He smiled hui@ssly. "That
should give us a little extra time to get to knaacte other.’

He took a small, square box from his right-handkebcYou can give
me this tomorrow. | hope the ring | bought you &tsd that you like
it. Plain and gold. That's what you said, wasf't it

'Of course, but-' she took the box he held odtiHed must have cost
an awful lot of money. The licence, the rings. HBWhere-?'



‘Don't worry, | didn't beg or borrow, nor did | atel bought them
with legal tender. | sold that wedding ring | shaw®u, and another
ring | had in my possession—an engagement ring.'

‘Originally intended for—the same woman as the wegldng?'

‘The same woman. So for the moment, my future bezimae're well
off.'

His choice of the word 'bedmate’ made her confasedrritated. He
must have intended it as a joke. She couldn't bdédedly ... The
box opened to reveal a signet ring. She frownaahdrin vain to
unravel the intermingling initials.

Uncertainly she looked up at him. 'Left hand, M#é@n't it—hurt?'

'‘Probably. Let's have a rehearsal, shall we?' Tlwasemockery in his
gaze, but the reason for it was beyond her.

With extreme gentleness, she put her fingers rduadeft wrist,
easing his arm upwards. She glanced at him. Thasep&rspiration
on his forehead and under his eyes. His breathig stallow, his
jaw gritted.

‘Shall | stop?' she asked anxiously. He gave #&ated shake of the
head. 'A little more, Mac, just a little more bemgli.. Now I'll put the
ring on.' She had to work it over the knuckle whitslelf had grown
stiff with disuse. 'There,' she smiled delightedls on. You've got
long, slim hands, Mac,' she bent and put her ctedhe ring.

He did not move, just stared unseeingly at therflSbe was aware of
the pain he must be experiencing, but hoped tleaexiercise would
ease the way to improvement the next time—andithe after that.



'‘When your physiotherapy-with-kisses session hashad,’ he said
tightly, 'I'll have my arm back.'

She did not take offence. Slowly she returned theta his side and
removed the ring. She pushed it back into the bk leanded it to
him.

'What about withnesses?' she asked.

He turned on his way out. ‘We'll find someone. Beebound to be
some other wedding guests waiting around.’

‘No family, Mac?'

'‘My mother. She lives in Ireland but is away in &eba at the
moment visiting relatives. My father died. He wasH. You have no
one, you said?'

'No one close. Distant cousins and so on. | haws®h them for
years.'

'‘We seem to be two of a kind.' His smile was tvdsté couple of
poor, jobless drifters, with no prospects of anitdydife ahead.'

Olivia frowned. There was so much he did not kndvowt her,

almost as much as she did not know about him. h&tenot told him
of the large sum of money her aunt had left her, amout the

substantially-built house near the south coast. liguthad barely
guestioned her about her past, nor her presenhadenot seemed
interested.

Now he was talking about her future as if her ptweratched his.

Then she remembered the silk shirt and the sweateesof them of
cashmere, in the wardrobe. Stolen, he had tolddnesalvaged from
jumble sales. It was surely rare indeed, whenistgak buying from



a pile of clothes, to find garments which fittedesalf as exactly, as
far as she was able to judge, as those clothesfinbsh.

He whistled to Raff who came alive at once. "Wallgc said, and the
dog scampered to the door. Mac turned. 'What wall ywear
tomorrow? Have you something suitable?'

'l think so. | was on holiday, wasn't I, which meahad packed one
or two special outfits.'

‘Just in case,' he mocked, 'you stayed at any-giegdotels.’
If only he knew how near to the truth he was!

'‘And you, Mac?' she ventured. 'Have you somethingalsle?
Not—not that I'd mind if you wore jeans and jacket...

'You're a bad liar. You'd mind like hell if | wetd our wedding

dressed like that.' He returned to the kitchentao# the dog's lead
from the hook. 'Don't worry," he said as he werif dwon't let you

down.'

Olivia saw Mac only once again that evening. Ascdme out of the
bathroom and made for the stairs, he was halfwaySie waited
until he had reached the top and found him besmle He had
unbuttoned his shirt and it hung loose over thepalats he wore.

The hair on his chest, she thought abstractedly asalark as the hair
on his head. His eyes ensnared hers. She swayeddegmat out his
hand to support her. Again she experienced tha@ximary feeling
of having known this man for an unaccountable lergfttime. Had
she seen him in her dreams, both waking and slg@pin



But she had never, even as a young teenager, wéavadies about
a tall, broad-shouldered, black-haired, bearded, méh eyes which
could at times blaze with a passion that arosdroat the emotion
called love, but something else, some elusive faogyond most
people's imaginings.

‘What's wrong?' he queried softly. "Thinking of murg away?'

‘Are we-' she swallowed painfully, ‘are we doing ftight thing,
Mac?'

'In getting married?' His eyes dropped and his hankéd aside her
robe. He allowed the toilet bag to fall from unterleft arm. Then he
lifted that arm slowly, painfully, to rest aroundriwaist, pulling her
the length of him. His right hand moved to unfagtentop button of
her pyjama jacket. His lips lowered to kiss hepéty moving down
to nestle in the hollow between her breasts.

For along time he stayed thus, breathing in tkatsgnd sweetness of
her. When he let her go, she was shivering. '‘Néae,'whispered, her
mouth dry, 'Mac ...'

His right hand cupped her breast. 'Yes," he sasfilyi ‘'we're doing
the right thing.' He bent to retrieve the toileglzand went on his way.

Olivia had a meagre breakfast. Mac did not haveaaraj.

He had gone early to the bathroom, while Olividl &y in her
sleeping-bag, emerging from the last dream of iletnAs she rolled
the bag and putitin a corner, she heard Mac aona and close the
door of his room. Olivia took a quick bath and wesher hair,
drying it with a towel.



It hung soft and shoulder-length, framing her ofade. There's
nothing, she thought, remarkable about me. I'veagairdinary face.
Mouth? Nicely curved, she supposed. Eyes? Maybecpuld be
kind and call them almond- shaped. What was it abeu that had
made him propose? Not dike had he praised herdoitdoks, her
figure or anything about her. Did it matter? shdeds herself,
gathering her belongings and hurrying down thestai

The dress was lavender-coloured and long-sleeveld aitdeep
neckline edged with a paler lavender collar. Arotimel waist was a
long tie belt in the paler shade. The skirt opeteea gentle flare
possessing a pleat lined also in the paler coldar.shoes were in
light brown leather, expensive and well-cut. Herdizay and gloves
matched the shoes. Round her throat she fasterreduhés gold
necklace.

The door opened and Mac looked her over, leanoheysys against
the door. 'My, my," he murmured. 'Did | say a thst hotel?

Correct that to four-star. Maybe my poor little Wiom out of the

mist isn't so poor after all.'

'l told you,' she said hurriedly, 'I'd come away &choliday. | had to
have at least one good outfit. This cost a lot ohay-'

'l bet it did!"

'‘Why shouldn't | be allowed to have one good-' §bpped. Was she
protesting too much? Now she looked him over, ardheart took a
tumble over a trip wire. This was a man she ha#en before. The
suit he wore had not come from his wardrobe.

He seemed to know her thoughts. 'Part of the speisgathered
from my life of crime,' he taunted. 'Stowed awayhat locked room."



'‘But the cut, the cloth, the design. You're lyiMgc. You've only to
look at the perfect fit to know that.’

‘All right, so I'm lying. Which is a very pleasamtcusation to throw
at your husband-to-be on our wedding day.'

Husband-to-be?At was then that the situation hit her like a tre
crashing on her in a gale. She put shaking hanldsrtoheeks, feeling
them go cold. He had told her frightening talesudiomself, laid so
many trails which might or might not be false oghtilead to bitter
truths. And she was on the point of joining hez tih his!

"Mac, I-' She hid her face.

‘Can't go through with it?' His icy tone lashed.i€éake me or leave
me. Your car has been supplied with sufficientqleétr get you to the
nearest filling station. Did | forget to tell you®alled in at a garage in
the town yesterday and paid a mechanic to bringadatge can of
fuel. He had to pass this way as he went homeo8weyfree, Olivia,
to pack your belongings and go. Out of my life,aatked, unviolated
and unburdened by a husband who's only half a man.'

His eyes were as brittle as his voice as they veakcher
unwaveringly. She could not speak, could scarcegnehink. Did
she really mean so little to this man that he coeldher run
away—and on the day of their intended marriage—ntvsee her
again?

There were a few steps between them, but they naightell have
been on different planets. Wearily he turned topgidijng at his tie as
if to free himself of its suffocating tightness.

'‘No, no! I'm staying, Mac, I'm staying. Don't, ddr&he put herself in
front of him and reached up, tightening the knatiag



There was the crunch of wheels outside. Olivia gaclp the warm
camel coat she had brought with her from homewitrgy from her
shoulders, protecting her from the chill March dRaff came
swerving into the room.

'‘Back, boy,' Mac ordered, going into the inner kpbEome on. We'll
see you later. There's food and water to keep powgcand the back
door's open if you need to go out.' He roughedeplbg's fur. As the
door closed, Raff sat on his haunches and barlssahdiignation.

On his way to the car, Mac pulled on a sheepskikgi Olivia tried
to hide her astonishment. Yet another expensive declothing she
had never seen before. Had that also come fronothed room?

The reception area at the register office was busgan who seemed
to be friend to everyone, regardless of which wegdparty he
attached himself to, came over to Olivia and Mac.

'"You a happy couple, too?' he asked. Mac noddedyoriThe young
man looked around. 'No relatives, no guests?

Olivia smiled tautly. 'No hangers-on, no.’
The man laughed. He eyed them curiously. '‘Come frmse parts?’
'‘Well-' Olivia began, but Mac broke in, '"Yes and'no.

The young man laughed again. 'Now that's what |l eadding the
guestion.'

‘Mac,' Olivia said quietly, 'what about witnesses?"'

Mac sighed irritably, then looked at the man. drdi catch your
name?'



'Ivens, Pete Ivens. I'm here to attend the weddfraglocal Farmers'
Club beauty queen. You need a withess? Can | bergice? | could
get another witness for you.' He indicated sombaektely dressed
people across the room. 'They're waiting for thaube queen, too.
Relatives of hers.'

‘That's very kind of you,' Olivia said quickly, apating Mac's curt
refusal.

‘Glad to be of service on such a special day,'ts&goung man, and
left them.

Mac looked uneasily after him and Olivia wonderdd/wHe did not
explain. The man called Ivens returned, tellingriitbat an aunt of
the beauty queen would be delighted to act aseébensl witness to
their wedding. It seemed that the young woman floonw they were
all waiting was due to be married half an hourraftedday.

Olivia slipped off her coat and helped Mac with.Heter Ivens
watched closely as she eased the sleeve from N&dt'arm. He
looked puzzled but did not comment.

'‘Don't take your coats in,' he advised. 'Someome Wwdl look after
them. Everyone's happy and willing to oblige whieeytcome to a
wedding.'

Somebody did take the coats and exactly on timejeOpreceded
Mac into the large room in which the marriage cereynwas to take
place. It was filled with flowers, their coloursdascents delighting
already heightened emotions. The lady who had dgreact as the
second witness came forward and followed, Peterdentering last
and closing the door.

The ceremony was solemn but brief. It was Mac wbaoke first,
repeating the words after the registrar had sptikem. In a daze, and



only half aware of where she was, or why she waretht all, Olivia
heard Mac say,

'l, Macaire Connal Delaney, do take thee, OlivieaBaBarnes, to be
my lawful wedded wife ...'

Olivia swayed, her muddled brain trying crazily work out the
bewildering problem which had been thrust befare it

She heard herself repeat, after the registrad]i¥ja . Sarah Barnes,
do take thee, Macaire Connal Delaney, to be myJhwfedded
husband ..." When at last she had finished spea&ireggazed up at
him, trying to mouth his name. No sound carkacaire Connal
Delaney, Macaire Connal ...

He was reaching for her hand, pushing on to itvleelding ring,
holding out to her the ring to be placed on higdin His left arm was
a blur as she lifted it, with infinite gentlenesastil it was possible for
her to slip the signet ring on to his marriage énglt registered
somewhere in her mind that his arm had bent jlisteamore easily
than before.

At the registrar's request, they signed their naifiles two witnesses
followed with theirs. They shook the newly- marrigmlple's hands
and discreetly disappeared. The registrar gentlysamcerely wished
them every possible happiness and Mac thanked Iitimaeyparently

equally sincere gratitude.

Olivia wondered if her legs would carry her to theor. It seemed
such a long way ... Mac's arm went round her whistappeared to
sense her bewilderment and seemed to realisebiidt,physically
and mentally, she had received a deep shock.

Peter Ivens came up to them, handing them theitscasuppose
there's no reception for you two? Just a quiet weri Mac nodded,



his eyes guarded, but Peter Ivens' face showedngotiut good

nature and a desire to please. 'No photograpiheerei He did not
wait for an answer. 'Look, there's a special weglgimotographer out
there, says he's waiting for the beauty queen.r€@arly, she's late,
so he's got a bit of time to spare. Says he'sngilio take four or five
for you, usual rates, nothing outrageous. What taiv®u

'‘Olivia?" She looked up. Her eyes did not seem dofdrusing
properly.

‘It would be nice, Mac,' she whispered, 'to havees&ind of record, a
picture or two ..." Just to show me, in later yeatfsen our ways have
parted, as part they must because of what | nowvlalmut you, that
it wasn't all a dream, that once | was your wife .

'Fair enough. Mr Ivens, my wife is willing, and laese she wishes it,
soaml.

His wife, Olivia thought, Macaire Connal's wife! &pianist who,
she had told Mac, was her favourite, a picturelodnv she had put on
her wall at home ... They posed at the top of tepss with the
rounded archway of the register office door acasg frame. They
smiled—at least Olivia knew that she smiled. Whethac had
managed to do so, she would not know until shetsayshotographs.

While Peter lvens took their coats again, the pip@toher gave
Instructions. 'Look into each other's eyes. Putryaun round her
waist, sir. Not your left arm? Change places tlam make it your
right arm. That's it. Smile now—fine.'

'When-?' Olivia asked.

‘Just give me your name and address,’ the photogragaid,
producing a notebook, ‘and I'll send them. No @tian to buy.'



‘The name is Delaney. We'll collect," Mac said phyar
'‘No need, sir-'

'‘Send them to the post office,’ Mac nhamed thegallaear which they
lived. 'I'll inform the postmaster that they're aogy and he'll hold
them for me.’

He turned to Peter Ivens, who still lingered. Maokt their coats,
slipping Olivia's round her shoulders and carryimg own. "Thank
you for your help, Mr Ivens. My wife and | have appated it.
Goodbye.' Mac took Olivia's arm and began to progeelaway.

But Peter lvens was proving more difficult to reradfian it seemed
Mac had anticipated. 'Sudden, this marriage, #r®'man asked,
following them. 'Was it love at first sight, sif¥o response. '‘Mrs
Delaney?' It took a few seconds for the name tsteg

'‘Er—yes—yes, it was, wasn't it, Mac? We fell indev

‘The moment you set eyes on each other, en? And was that, Mrs
Delaney? Just a rough estimate?'

'‘Look, Mr Ivens,"' Mac intervened, 'we're newlywed&'d like some
time alone. We want to gaze into each other's elfgs.smile was
strained. 'You do understand? So will you pleaserase the
discretion | know you possess and allow us to ethj®yrather special
day?'

Olivia wondered at the underlying criticism in Maevords, at the
edge to his voice.

Peter Ivens' eyes grew wary, but his reply wassalegenough. 'Of
course | understand, Mr Delaney. I'm the soul steition. And



anyway, here comes the bride I've been waitingdweery happiness,
you two." He lifted his hand and walked away.

In the car which had been waiting for them, Mad s&on't talk, just
don't say a word. Driver, take us to. the PlanetteH

'But, Mac-'
'I've reserved a table for two.'

'‘But it's so expensive there, Mac. | looked it upmy way north,
when | was planning where to stay, but it was beymy means.'

'It's not beyond mine, Olivia. There's no neednfar to pretend any
more. As you must have guessed by now, I'm a rih.nThere was a
kind of suppressed savagery in his voice. He loo#tedn at his
injured arm. 'It's all I've got left—my recordingad the money they
bring.’

'‘Mac,' Olivia whispered hoarsely, 'you've got me.'

He looked at her, his dark eyes unreadable. Hensdidng. They had
arrived at the hotel. 'We'll send in the bill, 'sine driver said.

Mac reached into his inner pocket. 'I'd rather pay.'

'‘As you wish, sir. I'll have to contact them bysthHe indicated the
radio-telephone in the cab. 'Find out how much.'

'‘We'll be waiting in the entrance lobby,' said Masthe driver helped
them from the car. Mac walked by Olivia's side itite hotel. 'Go to
the cloakroom,' he told her. 'Leave your coat there



By the time she had returned, Mac was seated ofeaasd holding
the large menu. There were two drinks on a taldedeenim. The cab
driver was making for the swing doors, a satisfedle on his face.
There was no doubt that his tip had been a large on

As soon as Olivia appeared a waiter approachedavelher a menu.
The choice was so great she was confused. 'Yousehddac,' she
said, smiling. 'I'm not used to such exotic surghngs.'

'‘Poor little poor girl, eh?' He smiled suddenly &lidvia's heart began
to dance. 'No matter. My career came to an entlla diver a year
ago. One day our money will run out, then you cavert to the
simple, struggling life you're accustomed to.'

The waiter returned and Mac gave their order. Wineemvas offered
the wine list, he went straight to the champagadesse, and asked to
be shown to their table. They were led over datk garpet to an
alcove which contained a table with two place sgti

Olivia gazed across the table at the man she hadkethéess than one
hour before. He was a stranger again, but of an&thd. He was not
the poor, injured man defying convention and théoitune which
had turned him into a near-hermit. Nor was he thissgn who had
met her so belligerently at the door of his crumdplitime-battered
farmhouse.

This man possessed a cynical knowledge of the veortbits ways, a
self-confidence bordering on the imperious, an it take charge,
give orders and receive in return nothing less than exact
requirements.

He frightened her now as he had frightened herrbefaut in a very
different way. The so-called ‘crimes' he had claintezl had
committed were as nothing when compared with tdddm fires and



passions she sensed dwelt beneath the decisiheritative manner
he had displayed since they had seen each other ¢éaat morning.

His public life prior to his accident she knew lBalt, but his private
way of life before he adopted his present manndivofg was as
complete a mystery to her as thecontents of tltkield room at the
farmhouse. But jhe could hazard a guess, and #hewshe conjured
up of his former life-style made her go cold.

During lunch they talked little, but when they digeak it was of
general matters. It was as though Mac did not \Wwishto question
him on any subject approaching the personal. Onbepwhen they
drank the champagne, did his thoughts seem torétoim a distant
place and acknowledge that this was a special metas

“To our future together, my girl out of the miStiey touched glasses
and drank, smiling at each other over the rims. diile made her

reach out her hand and it was captured at oncesblif looked at the

wedding ring he had so recently put there and said,

‘That looks lonely. | have something to give ydde felt in his
right-hand pocket and pulled out a box. With hisitbthe eased open
the lid to reveal a solitaire diamond set in wiatel yellow gold. 'l
hope its design is "simple" enough for your tastds quick smile
was crooked. He took her left hand again and pushediamond
ring into place.

Olivia shook her head, breathless and laughingst'fsie get married,
then we get engaged! How crazy can you get, Mac?'

He looked at her through narrowed eyes. 'l can tu better than
this, my lovely. Our married life hasn't even sdryet.'

Colour warmed her cheeks and she said, 'Reallimdayou needn't
have bothered.'



He caught her wrist and said with mock-menace y@orefuse to
become engaged to me?'

Laughter bubbled over and she answered, 'If yastiisnd sir.' His
thumb moved caressingly over the inner part ofvinést. Her eyes
sought his and wandered over his face and beavd.dD know, Mac,
when | first saw you, | had an odd feeling thahéw you, that I'd met
you somewhere. Strange, now that | know, how |awtiplace you.'

He released her wrist and she went on, 'The timesghzed at that
giant-sized poster of you on my bedroom wall! Whesalv you, |
think it was the beard that fooled me. Plus, ofrseuthe ragged
jeans, the long hair, not to mention the illnesg thade you so pale
and weak. And bad-tempered.’

He laughed shortly. 'If you think that was bad, twaatil you've been
married to me for a few more weeks! You'll wonddratis knocked
you flying. Metaphorically, of course.' His eyesgrwarm and he
reached out for her hand again, turning the palmh @ging to read
the future there. 'Will you be my left hand, my éby?"

Her heart was in her eyes as she nodded. A few misnteter, she
shook her head. He frowned.

‘Your left hand will regain its use, darling," simsisted. 'l know it
will, I just know!'

He released her hand and withdrew into himself.

'‘Mac,' she pleaded, 'you can't go on for ever samipeople of the
pleasure of listening to your wonderful performastce

"You regard my playing of the piano in public dglaty"?'

'Of course not. You're deliberately misunderstagainy meaning.'



'l don't think so. You're telling me I'm under abligation to put

myself through hell in trying to regain my concfetm, not because
of my wish to express the music | carry inside imat, simply to

please others. I'm sorry to disappoint you,' Oliwes dismayed by
his chilling tone, 'but my days of piano playing awver.'

There the subject ended. She could not plead vithwithin the
hearing of the hotel's many patrons. Instead sée, successfully, to
change the direction of the conversation.

'It seems strange now,' she reflected with a sftol¢hink about those
terrible things you said about yourself when |\&d on your
doorstep the other day, the threats you made-'

‘Why didn't they drive you away?'

She frowned. 'l don't really understand that mydeithust have been
that "odd" feeling | had about you. Re-, member lyow said, "How
the culture clings"?' He pushed around his emptieeacup but did
not answer. 'Mac, am | really your wife?"

His left hand came slowly out of his pocket. Oliviandered if it was
her imagination or whether it was moving just tiditnore easily. He
shot back his cuff to consult a gold watch shermader seen before.

‘Nearly three hours ago,' he said, 'we went thraugkremony.' He
indicated his own ring, then hers. 'Which proves'seomy wife.' He
smiled and there was a gleam in his eyes. 'At ptegename only,
but not for long. Madam, | have it in mind to makem for you

tonight in my bed. So, take warning before the.slayer-'

‘Mac, people will hear!

'What does it matter? You're mine and no one, ngtlgan take you
away.'



'‘No one," she echoed, 'nothing, will take me away."

Across the restaurant a shout of laughter rose &cnowd of people.
Involuntarily, Olivia shivered. The sound had sedn@ mock the
solemnity of the promise she had just made.

It was, for Olivia, a strange homecoming. 'I'veetivhere for less than
a week,' she commented, dropping her coat on tam, cyet | look
on it already as home.'

Mac, crouched down and playing roughly with Raff ovhad
bounded to greet them, looked up at her. He snfaiedly. 'I've lost
count of how many times you've walked away fronYdt each time
you came back. Why?'

Rail growled in play.

Olivia smiled impishly. 'There must be somethingubthe place.
You, for instance.'

Mac rose, using his right hand to brush himsekt fvédog's hairs. 'l
don't kid myself. Nor do | believe you love me, =adter five or so
days.'

It was like a fist in her face. It sent her, melytattaggering. 'Then
why did | marry you?' she asked, bewildered.

He went to her, forcing up her chin. 'Suppose wtiune.'
'l thought you knew. | love you.'

‘You're a good liar, my precious." He threw hernclaway. 'l
could—almost—bring myself to believe you, providettied hard
enough.’



Here was the man she had first known, the man velgoréluctantly
allowed her into his living-place for just one niglHe hadn't
disappeared, that man with revenge in his heaxt, vad tried to shut
out the world because of the lost love of a woman.

Mac went from the room and Olivia bent to stroke dog, taking the
paw he solemnly offered. To Raff, she thought, e/tiley had been
away there had simply been the loneliness and ssadlaiting. To
him, the two people for whom he had waited hadrrett to the
house exactly as they had left it. He could notvknloat for one of
them at least there had been a cataclysmic atiarstiher whole way
of life.

Her car was parked outside. Mac had asked therdheg had hired
for the return journey to drop them near the sinlake car. They had
transferred into it and Olivia had driven it dowe track and into the
muddy farmyard. There was more than enough petrdhe tank,

Mac had told her, to take her a good many miles.

Braking outside the tumbledown building, Olivia hediled. 'Is that
a hint?'

‘Just try to get away from me now,' Mac had anstédeist try.'

There had been no humour in his tone, no tenderoeds a cold,
harsh sound which she was certain was there asikh 0& past events.
The girl he had once loved had 'got away’, leating with only the
two expensive rings and the smouldering emberbetdve he had
felt for her.

'I'll put those embers out,' Olivia had vowed! dttmp on them until
not even the ashes of that love are left." And Wit satisfying
thought, she had followed him into the house.



CHAPTERFIVE

OLIviA cooked the evening meal. Mac offered to help abtitst she
would not let him.

'l insist,’ he told her. 'l might be a bit slow tlsince there's no great
hurry, it doesn't matter.'

‘But your arm-'

'l want to exercise it.' Hope leapt into her eyd#y, Mac?' 'All the
better to make love to you, my dear,' he said,atimgy the voice of
the disguised wolf in Red Riding Hood.

She laughed, bending to kiss the ring she had glaedis finger. He
was as slow in working as he had warned. He wdaster drying the
dishes, either, but in her heart, Olivia was deéghto see him
making the attempt, even though it was plain tvaie movement
gave him pain. If she could be the incentive torétarn to the world
of music, then she would do all in her power toeuingm on.

Afterwards, they shared the threadbare armchainaerroom Olivia
had used for sleeping. The fire burned in the geatd as the evening
grew darker, shadows danced across the ceilingatiratound the
walls. Olivia rested her head against Mac's clhaste her arms held
him loosely round the waist.

His right arm pulled her closely against him, asdhi left arm came
slowly, slowly towards her, she held her breathy ¢o release it in
an upsurge of delight as his left hand cupped headt. For some
time they sat, Mac deep in his thoughts whichhaditelight played

over his strong features, seemed as though theg watirely

pleasing.



Olivia, filled with a rising, anticipatory joy, hddng ago suspended
all thought, immersing herself instead in the towfhhim, his
masculine scent, the sound of his strong heartimatath her ear.

'‘Mac,' she said at last, 'wouldn't treatment helgestore the strength
to your arm?"

He smiled. "Treatment would take quite a long timed I'm not
willing to wait that long before | make love to ybu

‘That's not what | mean, Mac. | mean-' she look®ayning, into his
face, 'your music, your career.'

His body stiffened. 'No treatment, thanks.' Hisuglbdismissal of her
suggestion puzzled her.

'l can't understand your attitude,' she arguedeOpeople with an
injury like yours would have moved heaven and earth

'I'm not "other people”. Nor do | believe in heavelell maybe, but-'
‘Do you know what | think?'

'l don't particularly want to know, as the wholdget grates, but
you're determined to tell me.’

‘Yes, | am." She sat up, deaf to the warnings venisg from the
corners of her mind. 'l think you've done nothibguat it because you
want pity-'

The flames of the fire seemed to have transfetmedhselves to his
eyes. He grasped a handful of her hair, pullincklbes head. 'Is that
why you married me? You were sorry for me, hatedde a fellow
human being, especially one with a bit of youth ardlity left in
him, mouldering away in self-imposed exile—'



She tried to shake her head, but his hold on hentaa too firm. 'Oh,
Mac, you've got it all wrong." Now she was countthg cost of
having ignored those warnings. She had trodden hethvy feet
where angels would have been scared to go on tipteeevening's
tranquillity had gone beyond recall.

He released her hair, pushed her from his lap tmwaisip. His hands
found his pockets, the right hand easily, the peinfully. "You said

you had a feeling of having known me before. Thaneef believe that
subconsciously you did recognise me. The reasonnyauied me

was through hero-worship, not love," she was shakieg head
violently, 'with the intention eventually of turrgrme back into that
“idol" you carry in your mind.'

‘Mac, Mac,' tears were blurring her vision, 'yosoewrong ...'

He disregarded her words. 'Even now you don't seasra real man.
To you, I'm still a famous pianist. This past wegku've been
flattered by my attentions—not as a man, but bexadsll that |
represent. Now, having "caught" me, you're goingstart your
campaign. You're going to do everything in your poto get me to
return to being that musician-superstar who wasifiatie enough to
be born with looks that dazzled and whom womenrsatiincluded,
worshipped from afar.’

'How can you say such things,' she whispered, @by hours after
| joined my life to yours?' She was appalled thatheeir wedding day
they had quarrelled with such bitterness. She vigtsedsed by his
lack of trust in her— frightened, too, becaused¢heas some truth in
his assertions. Hadn't she, only half an hour swd herself that she
would do everything in her power to get him to retto his music?

'‘But it would be for your sake,' she defended Hergsot mine. Not
anyone else's but your own. You were a brilliamnmst, Mac, and
you will be again.'



‘Do you realise,' he said, holding his temper diglat rein, 'exactly
what it would mean if | were to start on that lorlgnb back to the
top? It would mean a period of physiotherapy onamy, months of
practice, of complete dedication, totally shuttingut the
world—including you," he added with a gleam of dtye'Would

you,' he asked maliciously, 'be able to live withme for so long,
without the fulfilment | shall give you, and whiaintime you'll come
to expect as your right?'

Her eyes were large and full of appeal as theylstoug. 'l'd sacrifice
anything, Mac, if it meant your returning to--'

He swung away and strode out and she heard a eulittarse as the
dog tried to follow him into the bedroom. The dateammed. Raff

whimpered, then joined Olivia, who sank back itte armchair. The
fire was dying down, the room growing cool. Alreadlge was

missing the warm, enveloping arms of her husband.

As the time passed, Olivia grew increasingly weatryvaiting for
Mac to return to her. She took her robe which heenbfolded and
placed on top of the rolled-up sleeping bag, andtwestairs.

The bath refreshed her and while she was rubbimgeliedry she
heard Mac calling the dog into the house. A doosetl, then another.
It seemed that Mac had shut himself into his rogaira Despondent
now, Olivia went down the stairs and curled up he armchair,
staring at the dying fire. How much longer was beng to pretend
she did not exist?

When he finally went upstairs, she crept into bmn, hoping to find
there some clue as to his intentions. It took angments to find it.
Spread out over the bed was the sheerest flamereslamightgown
she had ever seen. It was ankle-length and drapedtfre shoulders



to a plunging neckline and a tie belt. He couldhente told her more
clearly that their wedding night was to be no sham.

With loving hands she lifted the garment and helégainst her
cheek. He could not have given her a more beawtiédding gift.

Moments later it was over her head and cascadiag exciting swirl

to touch her feet. She pulled on her robe and metuto the other
room to collect her personal belongings, takingrtir@o Mac's—and
now her—room.

He had, she discovered, even emptied a drawereioclbthes. She
put her cosmetics on the small dressing-table andrcomb through
her hair. She opened her robe just before remowiagd looked

down at herself. Immediately her impulse was tocecdwerself again.
Idiot, she thought, I'm twenty-six, I'm old enoughknow better. I'm

a bride and this is the first night of my marriagard I'm as nervous
and scared as a-

'‘Olivia." His voice came from the doorway and stmenéd. He was

stripped to the waist. Freed now from the weightejlected iliness,

his shoulders were broadened to reveal a toughviash, as she had
tended him at the height of his fever, she had babn able to guess
at.

His body was lean, his arms strong with a strengtich had no
doubt been developed during the course of hisidortll musical
career. His height was commanding now that histhéald returned.
The restrained power within his relaxed body hadskases stirring,
her eyes bright with admiration and' also with wendhat this
handsome stranger was her husband.

His eyes were mocking and hooded as he watcheadtehing him.
His lips curved in a smile full of a knowledge ohieh she was
ignorant. His chin bore a dent of determination abduracy.His

chin!



‘Mac,' she whispered, 'you've shaved off your deard
‘Clever girl," was his sardonic comment. 'Go totthpgeof the class.'
‘Mac—why?"

'I'll tell you why, my lovely. To fulfil your femime fantasies, to give
you the consummate pleasure of being made lovg tlidoman—the
flesh and blood version— who apparently adornswh# of your
bedroom in your own home. Seduced not in your dse&oney, but
for real.’

His sarcasm grazed her sensibilities. This washwt she had

Imagined their first night together. But had shelighly imagined a

running into each other's arms, a mutual deligheicoming as one at
last? She was the wife of a disappointed man—it mex®ssary to
repeat that to herself many times, so that it wbeldbsorbed into her
very system—not an eager youth in love for thd firme. This man

was not in love with her, never would be.

'‘Why are you angry with me, Mac? Do you still hildgainst me for
telling you how much | long to hear you play again

He did not reply. His left arm lifted slowly. 'Cor@ me, my lovely.’

'‘My lovely,' he kept saying, a beautiful endearmatthough coming
from him, quite meaningless, but he was makingsiexr for her. He
straightened and walked a pace or two into the rdeaving her to
close the gap between them.

He opened her robe, drew it from her shouldersdrodped it to the
floor. His eyes wandered over her, bright with gsss/eness,
absorbing, as if she were a painting, every defaithe shapeliness
and enticements beneath the transparent gown.



‘You're beautiful,’ he murmured, his hand liftigrest against her
throat, his thumb stroking beneath her ear andinigelor the
throbbing pulse in her neck. He tipped up her fadktle. 'Did you
like my present?'

'It's wonderful,' she whispered.

'‘Good, because now you're going to give me a ptese
sweetheart—yourself.'

His right arm encircled her waist, pulling her agsithe hard
masculinity of his body. His lips descended, parirers and taking
his fill of the sweetness her mouth contained. Neéwéner life had
she been kissed in so intimate a fashion. As the Wient on, her
shyness receded and her arms locked round his neck.

She felt herself being propelled towards the badeé down and still
the kiss went on. He was beside her, caressingntercomplete
submission. When he slipped the gown from her stevaland his
lips released hers, only to seek the fullness pbheasts, her barriers
were gone.

She wanted only to give and to receive, to abarndoself totally to
every one of his demands, to the feel of him uigeatdently above
her, his hips, his thighs against her, penetraorige very essence of
her being. She was drunk with love, with desire anidh
passion—her own and his. Through a haze she héardvhisper,
'It's been so long, my love, so long ...'

Then, with a gentleness of which she had not tholigh capable, he
possessed her utterly and her joy was complete.

*



Next morning it was Sunday, but in the heart ofYloekshire moors,
the silence was no deeper than it usually wadpitids sang no more
rapturously than was their habit..

It was, Olivia decided, awakening from the deeplkestp she had ever
slept, just that the contentment of her body anddmand the
happiness that pulsated through her veins madeotin@ryside seem
more peaceful and gave the birdsong a greaterypurit

Mac's arms were round her, holding her the lengthira. His eyes
were closed. The tips of her fingers rubbed thedrahis chest, lifted
to outline the unfamiliar shape of his chin, preglayfully against
the cleft. Her forefinger ran around the sensualeof his lips. They
opened swiftly and his teeth fastened on her fin§ke squealed and
he let it go, laughing down at her.

She remembered how, in the darkness of the nighitad reached out
for her and their desire had rekindled. The raptofe the
intermingling of their bodies for the second timadhbeen, if
possible, even greater than before.

She sighed and curled into him, resting her chggalinat his chest.
'‘Mac, oh, Mac, I love you.' He stroked her haimgsshe noticed, his
left hand. It felt as if he were concentrating eery movement his
arm made, willing it to continue, despite the pawas giving him.

At last the stroking stopped and she closed hes.eye you love me,
Mac?'

Her body tensed against his. Why was the answiengon coming?
He said at lastNever seek to tell thy love, Love that never t¢ald be

She waited for him to continue, but he said no m8he took him up.
'l told my love, | told my love, | told him all myalne... Ah! he did



depart! She looked up at him. 'l've changed the sex, bdonlt think
William Blake would have minded.’

'l finish it as he wrote it.Soon after she was gone from me.
traveller came by, Silently, invisibly, He took heith a sigh.'He
pulled her closer, running his hand caressingly bee body. 'So you
see, my lovely, why | gave you no answer.'

'‘But Mac, I'll never leave you, never!'

In reply, his mouth sought hers hungrily, almosgirdy, and they
were lost to the world.

The day melted away. It was as if they could nairlve be parted for
more than a few minutes. When Mac took Raff forakwOlivia
joined them, holding Mac's hand and with her othiez,dog's leash
whenever they met a road.

The name tag, Olivia noticed, had been replacedRatf's collar.
When she bent down to read the words engravedeoretitangle of
hallmarked gold, she was not surprised that hisesywvishing to
keep his own identity a secret, had removed itemahnrival.

Raff, it said on one side. On the other—owner, Nrac&onnal
Delaney. Please return this animal to the poliegist ... There
followed the name of a town in the county of Surrglac waited
patiently until she had ended her inspection, 8ad, a little edgily,
‘Come on.'

She put her fingers lightly in those of his lefndaand asked, 'Is that
where your real home is?' She named the town.

'It's in Surrey, yes, but some distance from thatt"



After their evening meal, they shared a firesidaircn the kitchen.
Olivia lay against Mac. His arms were around heat she thought
and dreamed and thought again ... about Mac'défere he came
there, about the woman he had 'lost', about thestshe had been to
the concerts he had given, or watched him on t&lavi It was then
that her marriage to him seemed like something ireeam, un-
arguably real while sleep was in charge of the mimgt when
consciousness crept back, reality became elusiglesaadowy and
even turned into pure fantasy.

'How is it," Mac said, breaking the silence, 'thatother man has
discovered you before?"

So he had been thinking about her, maybe wondatogt her life
before they met as she had been wondering aboutiel,' she
pulled at the polo collar of his sweater, tuggingtraight, 'there
Is—was—a man, the son of a friend of my aunt's. F
lives—lived—just round thecorner. He's in his micetvies.’

‘Now we're hearing about the secret life of OlB&nes, are we?' her
husband said teasingly.

'‘Delaney,' she said, 'Olivia Delaney.' She pla@tédss on his chin.
'‘Not really, no. It was all very innocent. When auynt could spare
me, he took me out. Once he asked me to marry him.’

'Plainly you didn't. But why not?'

'l didn't love him," she said simply. She met Mag/es unflinchingly
as they gave her a quizzical look.

'So you were determined to marry for love?"

'Of course.'



‘But you married me, hardly knowing me.'

‘Yes.'

He laughed, his eyes bright. 'End of discussion?'
A pause, then, 'Yes.'

He laughed again. She lifted his hand and studtliedbing fingers and
wondered that they could once have produced suahdsothat the
listeners' hearts, their very beings, felt inddsadsly uplifted. For a
few moments he allowed her to play with his hander he said,
‘Don't say it.'

‘That | want to hear you play again? No, no, ofrsewnot.’'
His head lifted from the chair back. "You have sgitlaven't you?'

She flinched at his change of tone. 'Only becaude-yes, | suppose
| have. Mac,' she persisted in spite of the cautbich was urging

her to stop, 'where does the music you produce doon& Not just

from your fingershut-'

'From my brain, my body, my emotions, my experieoidde. Not to
mention,' he added dryly, 'the technique I've leand absorbed into
my playing. Now will you be quiet?'

'But Mac-'

He stirred. 'There's only one way for a man tansiéehis woman,' he
pushed her from his lap and stood up. 'One dayall farry
you—that's a promise. Until then ...’

With his right arm about her waist, he urged hewas the
bedroom.



Olivia smiled up at him radiantly. She did not stsi

Next morning being Monday, Olivia decided it waséi to clean
their living area.

Mac announced that the electricity generator needtshtion and
that if she wanted his help she would find him ¢h&aff divided his
time between the two of them, sometimes racingonsland walking
on the scrubbed floors. Olivia scolded him affeaditely and wiped
away his pawmarks.

She made her way to the bathroom, cleaning it thgitty. As she
returned to the top of the stairs, she passed dbketl room.
Lowering the pail of water to the floor, she stastdhe key. It had
never been in place in the lock before, so why ivdsere now? To
test her trustworthiness? To tempt her? Or tohetlthat, now she
was Mac's wife, he had no secrets from her?

Deciding after long deliberation that the third gibdity must be the
correct one, she moved her hand towards the keyadhev back.
She had remembered the blood- chilling claims Mat tnade about
its contents. However, now that she knew the taltbut him, the
room could surely hold no terrors for her, anddisenissed her fears.

At first sight the contents made little impressi®he room appeared
once to have been an office. There was a largghtbfi battered
roll-top desk. The lid was raised revealing shaltirawers and slots.
There was an ancient swivel chair whose leatheet@al/ seat was
torn in places. The windows were uncovered, giangew across the
moorland which was magnificent in the morning sumsh

There was a wide fireplace above which was a gghiigh mirror.
Olivia's glance roved and she saw in one of thewldoves a display



of modern hi-fi equipment. It must have been bougfn, calculated,
at considerable cost. Nearby there were racksoofrds. One or two
had been extracted and left on a table. On onkeofdcord sleeves
was a portrait of Macaire Connal in the act of pigythe piano.Olivia

picked up the record sleeve and studied the erdapi®tograph

wistfully, her eyes lingering with something neaweneration on the
handsome profile. With deep compassion she look#thaleft hand.

Once he had had complete control over its movemeéentsshe had

seen it resting uselessly at his side or beingdifand used with
undoubted pain. The hand, ringless in the photdgrapw carried

the signet ring which she had placed on his firggetheir wedding'

day.

Putting down the record, she moved to the deskh@dentended to
dust it, but something caught her eye. Pushediméoof the slots was
a collection of press cuttings. Anxious to readthimg which was
even remotely connected with her husband's past\srhents, she
pulled them out and separated them so that thefjdagn the desk.

It was not long before she realised that the ogdtinad little to do
with Macaire Connal's skill as a concert pianisteile were
photographs of Macaire, but he was not alone. Hangn to his arm
and gazing adoringly up at him was a woman alsavknio Olivia,
and who herself was a famous figure in the musucald.

The paragraph ran, 'The beautiful and celebratedaogtar, Annetta
Brambella, stakes her claim to Macaire Connal, rtfem soon to
become her husband. He, like his wife-to-be, issathroughout the
world for his musical skill—as a concert pianistsoperb talent and
sensitivity. The handsome couple should make atBaen, both as
life partners and musical collaborators.

‘Miss Brambella and Mr Connal have known each otfoersome
time. "We are very excellent friends," Miss Branthébld me in her
very excellent English. The news of their comingrmage was



leaked to the press by an unknown source. Mr Coarpfessed
irritation at the leak, but his fiancee did notrege be too upset ...’

Unclenching her hand and dropping the yellow dy€via studied
the picture of Macaire's ex-fiancee. Annetta Bramabelas
black-haired—like himself—with dark, passionate €gad a figure
which would never pass unnoticed in a crowd.

Another cutting caught Olivia's eyes. The headiag, rFamous
pianist hurt in car accident.' In smaller printrd€hed his ear after
flancee left him to go to another man.' The repofiteed in the
details. 'Macaire Connal, world- renowned virtuagothe piano,
skidded into a brick wall and was badly injuredtgeday.’

The newspaper cutting was about eighteen monthsTdld report

continued, 'Mr Connal's legs were broken, his fibstured and his
left arm badly damagedde'll play again his manager said, but
Macaire Connal himself was less optimistic. "Newagain," he

asserted.

‘It may never be known what caused the crashtdpert went on.

‘Mr Connal refused to comment, but those closebtrtosaid he was
so deeply hurt by his fiancee's desertion onlydlttays before their
wedding, he might never get over it. Questionethen; Mr Connal

said he would say only one more thing—that he waowdder trust a
woman again.

'His embittered attitude,' the writer elaboratedaght give those to
whom his performances have meant so much a clicevasy his car,

without any apparent reason, suddenly went oubafrol, causing

an accident which inflicted on him extensive ingsi Let Macaire

Connal have the last wordll never marry,he declared. Well,' the
report finished, 'we shall see. My only commerthé it would take a
clever woman indeed to storm Macaire Connal's &aagain!'



Olivia leaned back in the chair. She remembered Wae had said
when she had entered the farmhouse for the seppadafter he had
sent her away.

Warm mehe'd saidlet your warmth bring me back to life. I've lost s
many things—a woman, a whole world . ..

She remembered, too, the way he had pulled hee closl they had
touched. She could not check the tears which sprafigympathy
and understanding . . . 'l thought I'd find youeher

Olivia rubbed her palms over her eyes and swungdotlhe swivel
chair creaked. 'The key was in the lock," she dafénsively.

'So it was. And, being a woman, you couldn't regshvitation. You
had to turn it and, in doing so, unlocked Pandda’s.' He strolled
in. 'Now you know so much more about me than yal lkfore
becoming my wife, does it make you any happier?’

She regarded him with dismay. The man she had eahad gone.
The cool-eyed, cold-hearted stranger had returndidthat was

missing was the beard, the long hair and the ragdetthes. He
tugged his sweater over his head and threw it arpaght chair. His
hair was in disarray from the sweater passing a\ard she wanted
to run to him and smooth it down.

His jeans were tight as though he had increaseajlittle in weight

since last wearing them. The brown belt aroundwhest rested on
lean hips, his shirt was partly unbuttoned, showirgdark hair she
had rubbed dry during his fever.

'‘No,' she answered at last, ‘it makes me no hafpierow how much
you loved the woman who let you down, or how younitte pieces
when she left you for another man.’



'l did not go to pieces.' His tone was curt, hiselke ice.
"You crashed the car after she left you.'
‘Correction, if you please. After a performance.’

'So you gave a performance after she left youakes no difference.
You probably drank too much to drown your sorrowd-a

" In two strides he was facing her and—miraculouslpoth his
hands came up. They seized her arms and shooknheercifully.
"You'll retract that statement, my girl"' He wasitghwith anger and
she stammered an apology. He dropped his left achslae knew that
he was pale with pain, also, by the way his righhd went
protectively to hold his left arm.

‘All right," she said, 'be angry if you like, bubly can't deny you
married me on the rebound.’

His lips twisted. 'After eighteen months? Hardisehound.'

‘Well then, why did you marry me? You told thatedpr you'd never
marry.’

His eyes wandered over her, noting the dust-smeaesdshirt, the
attractive shape beneath it, the trim waistline slimd hips. With an
indolent smile he reached out and stroked a brikagds a possessive
action designed in the circumstances to annoy.

'‘Propinquity—nearness—is a potent activator offllidieelings. |

wanted a female. Remember I'd lived a celibatefdifea long, long
time. You were there, a lovely attractive young vaom wanted you.
| knew that the only way | could get you was to mawou. True?'



His caresses were arousing her to such a pitchx@teenent she
could not stand it. With both of her hands sheeskilzis wrist and
threw it from her.

'l hate you, Macaire Delaney, | hate you! | wishriever come here. |
wish I'd never found you. That photograph on mylwdls a lie, a
great big lie. | w-wish I'd never married you. lathver have the dream
than the man!'

She ran sobbing from the room.

Half an hour later, Olivia emerged from the bedrober face pale
and tear-stained, her hair untidy. Mac was makimglanch. When
she entered the kitchen he turned and put dowrkrtife he was
holding.

‘Salad and cold meat,' he said. 'l hope that gaiis taste?"
For a moment she was silent, then, 'I'm not huhgry.

Their eyes did battle, then he laughed and walkest to her. 'You
hate me, do you, my little sleeping partner? Show much you hate
me. Go on, hit me, scratch me, bite me. Get itaduytour system.
Then I'll show you how much | hate you.'

She looked up uncertainly, saw a smile twitchind har anger fled.
'‘Oh, Mac,' she flung her arms round his neck, vien&now how I'm
going to find you. One minute you're my lover, text you're the
hard, embittered man who met me on the doorstepwhigrst
arrived, | don't know” how to cope with you.'

His arm went round her waist. 'lIf you'd wanteddaidt solid, placid
man as a husband-'



'Like Daniel Watling." At Mac's puzzled frown shep&ained, 'the
man who asked me to marry him.'

‘Too bad he lost out to me,’ was the sarcasticoresp 'If,” Mac
continued, 'you'd wanted a life partner like that shouldn't have
chosen me. I'm as mercurial in my moods as theofeay kind. Like
them, | possess an artistic temperament which ddse treckoned
with. It won't go away. You're stuck with it, swheart, for as long as
you're my wife.'

For as long as you're my wife .The words both puzzled and
frightened her. Did he foresee an end to their iagef?

'‘Mac, kiss me, Mac," she whispered.

‘You're a shameless hussy,’” he murmured, pulling urgently
towards him. He kissed her and it was not untdragltime later that
their meal was eaten.

It was Raff's wild barking that had Olivia dryingethhands from
washing the dishes and following Mac to the entadoor. A
middle-aged woman was propping her bicycle agdhestwall and
picking her way over the puddles. She was greyedaand thin and
smiling. On her shoulder swung a bag.

'I'm Mrs Appleby, wife of the village postmastedastorekeeper. I've
brought you some photographs. You are Mr Connah'ayou, sir,
Mr Macaire Connal?' She did not wait for an answ&nd Mrs
Connal. D'you know, Mr Connal, I've never been sgssed in my
life, nor has my husband, to know we had such aofemrperson
living in our village. Well, near it, anyway.'

'‘My name is Delaney,' Mac said curtly.



‘Yes, well,' said Mrs Appleby, 'you're living heatAtherley's Farm,
so it couldn't be anyone else, could it? You askkdWorth, the
photographer, to send these care of the villagé gfise and that's
us, so | thought I'd do you a favour and bring them

‘That's very kind of you, Mrs Appleby,’ Olivia sdaintly. "Won't you
come in?'

‘Thanks, love, but | won't stay. | must congratikabu both on your
marriage, though. Lovely pictures they are.'

'‘How do you know?' Mac again, speaking abruptiynwyway, they
should be addressed to Delaney, not Connal.’

‘Well, they are, sir, but it's in the local eveniogper, you see. I've
brought you a couple of copies of the paper, onedch of you. No
charge. Well, it was such an important occasiorsnitat, you getting
married, sir? And just think, no one would havewnaf Mr Ivens
hadn't been there to interview that beauty queeis &lreporter, you
see, for theMoorland Evening Heraldso he got an exclusive story,
he said. He acted as a witness at your marriade't thie? Lucky man,
if | may say so, Mr—and Mrs—Connal—I mean, Delankways in
the article Mr lvens wrote that you've been misdmmga long time,
Mr Connal. Nobody knew where you were, even younagar. You
disappeared, it says, after you left hospital tovetesce and-'

'It's kind of you, Mrs Appleby,’ Mac cut in. "Thagku for bringing
the papers and the photographs.”

She drew another copy of the paper from her bagu 'douldn't, |
suppose, just autograph this lovely picture of lgoth, could you, Mr
Connal? Just write your name—you know, Macaire @bamacross
it?' She handed him a pen. 'Oh, thank you, Mr Cerera—Delaney.
That's made my two-mile cycle ride worthwhile.'



As she walked her bicycle through the puddles, whged and
wished them every happiness.

Mac closed the door. He looked at his wife. Theas wo light in his
eyes now. 'lt's out,' he said. 'My sanctuary's génem now on, |
might as well be living in a goldfish bowl.'

His look seemed so accusing, Olivia cried ous Hot my fault! You
didn't have to marry me. You told me why you did-edngse you
wanted a woman. You implied that every woman hadphiee and
that mine was marriage, so you married me. So reowl be blamed
for your hideout being discovered? Z didn't ask annwho was a
reporter to act as one of our witnesses.'

'Have you finished?' he said quietly. She was silegr eyes carrying
on the somewhat one-sided argument. 'I'm goingafavalk.'! He
shrugged on his sheepskin-lined jacket and pusiss@dt into boots,
pushing the legs of his jeans into them.

Raff, hearing familiar noises, scampered into thenr, sat on his
haunches and looked expectantly up at his malitarybu,’ Mac said
to the dog.

'‘Why not?' Olivia asked. 'He'd love to go for akval

‘Then take him yourself. I'm leaving him with yowaimly because |
want to be alone—and | mean alone—in order to thiHIl act as
your watchdog. | may be out a long time."

She began to panic. 'How long, Mac? Where are pimgg'

'‘Across the moors. | don't know how long. For Gasbge, don't
pester mel'



'‘But suppose a mist comes down, like the one theraday? You
might get lost.’

He gave her an unfathomable look and slammed tbelsihind him.
Raff whined and barked until long after the heawyt$teps had died
away.

Olivia did take Raff for a walk. She wandered aldhg winding

road, edged each side by drystone walls that bidtto the limits of
the fertile moorland. Above that line the fells epsgrey and

forbidding, as remote in their awesome heightshasntan she had
married. He, too, had risen to awesome heightsasfdawide fame

and he carried with him, all the time, a remotenggks which she

could not even hope to make contact.

She had told him in her anger that she would rdthee the picture of
him than himself in reality. She had been wrongvds the man she
wanted, to be hers and hers alone. The dream kedognillions.

Mac had not returned by nightfall. Olivia, misemf@nxious, cooked
a meal for two, but it was eaten by one. In the, shé gave Mac's
portion to Raff.

It was pointless waiting up for him. It was equaigintless, she
discovered when lying in bed, to try to sleep. Biexiety burned her
like a fever. Would he stay out all night?

When a door opened, closed and was locked, wheraiied dog ran
and scuffled, barking and barking, she knew afreligich left her
limp. Footsteps mounted the stairs, water ran itite bath.
Eventually, the footsteps came down and the bedmoon opened
and closed. Mac had come back to her.



She lay stiffly until the bed sagged under his \wgighen she turned
on to her side away from him. He lap his back, arm on the pillow
under his head. By the uneven tempo of his bregitine knew that,
like herself, he was awake. Would his thinking gaat) night? Hadn't
he thought enough? Olivia stirred restlessly, purghher pillow,
pulling at the bedclothes, moving her hair from éges.

With a hard hand he pulled her round.

'If my fidgeting annoys you,' she mumbled, 'l c&®lp it. | want to
fidget and I'm going to keep on fidgeting.'

It sounded childish, but she could not stay siéenyt longer.

'‘Who's arguing?' was his laconic reply. Almost edigyuas if he were
motivated by marital rights rather than emotioresptoved until their
bodies touched lightly.

He pulled at her pyjama jacket collar. 'So our dritie miss is back?
I'll make short work of that." And he did, unfastenthe buttons in
spite of her hands which tried to stop him, pushimegjacket from her
shoulders and arms and caressing her lingeringty bar body
moved of its own volition to press against his.

He gave a low, exultant laugh and soon her entidy vas bereft of
covering. He covered her with kisses, his caredsamgl gentle now,
then savagely demanding, as if anger was, as usatdiar away. As
their limbs entwined and their mouths sought eablerts hungrily,
Olivia gave of herself more completely than evefole She
submitted, she demanded, she provoked, she acgdjeshe
laughed, arching herself towards him and almosngrwith joy as
her body surrendered at last to his hard male damem and
conquest.



Afterwards they lay, still locked in embrace, white ecstasy died to
a contented throb, and never had they been s&lgrdis one.

'Oh, Mac," she said at last, stroking his hathought you'd left me. |
thought I'd never see you again.'

'You married a complex man, my darling," he murrdul®irying his
face in her neck. 'l wanted solitude in those hotisssomething I've
needed constantly in the past, and will need mamgstin the future.’
She could find no answer. 'l made a phone calladuzd.

She wanted to ask, who was it you phoned? The wondamn left
you? Someone from your past life? But she could rasthing.
Contentment and exhaustion had claimed him. He assep.
Anyway, she thought, surrendering slowly to sleegsélf, he would
never have told me, even if | had asked.

There was a hammering on the door. Raff almostdehtkmself
hoarse. Mac surfaced first, cursing and searchongdme kind of
clothing.

'Who is it, Mac?' Olivia asked drowsily.

'l don't know, but whoever it is can get the hell of here. Stay where
you are, I'll be back.' He dressed, zipping thatfiaf his jeans and
tugging a polo-necked sweater over his shirt.

There were voices in the large room, and it was gileat Mac knew
the caller. They were arguing. Mac was angry, fusip so. Whoever
could stand up to Mac in svjch a mood, Olivia thioigmiling, must
have a skin like an elephant's hide. Less senseaha&lephant, too,
because such an intelligent animal would have tham&l run at such
a spate of expletives and curses.



The caller was recognisably male. And still he dtdas ground.
Olivia heard the raised voice ask,

‘Well, where is this damned female you've beenycesmwugh to get
yourself hitched to? Couldn't you have been cortetive with the
girl?'

Olivia thrust aside the bedclothes, pulled on uwear, jeans and
shirt and ran a comb through her hair. As she agbred the room,
she heard the visitor say, '‘Annetta’s in circuratigain. She's getting
a divorce. Now there's a woman for you! From whed says, she's
willing to continue your relationship from wherdatt off. She's been
asking about you.'

'How kind of her,' was Mac's sarcastic reply.

'‘Good morning.' At the sound of Olivia's voice i men swung
round. She offered her hand to the stranger.H&idamned female"
Mac's been crazy enough to marry. | hope I'm benoge polite to
our visitor than you are being to your hostess.'

The visitor had the grace to turn red. He took phaffered hand,
shaking it briefly. He was tall and grey- hairedsice was narrow
with prominent cheekbones, his eyes darting, hdy/tibin.

'I'm Mac's wife," Olivia continued. She turned wideestioning eyes
to Mac's. "Who-?'

He answered curtly, 'Fulton, Fulton Hallinger. Myamager, public
relations man and promoter of my public image. ¢fultmy wife,
Olivia.'

The man's eyes skimmed with distaste over Olivgdilm figure.
'‘Pardon me, Mrs Delaney.' The man spoke withowtesity. 'l didn't
realise-'



‘That | was within earshot? For a public relatiomen, Mr Hallinger,
that was a bad mistake. Surely you know how ithemtwo people in
love are on their honeymoon? They can hardly beaetapart.' She
took Mac's left hand in hers and saw Fulton's eyden in alarm.

'‘Be careful,' he said anxiously. 'That's his darddge

Deliberately she put her other hand on Mac's lefh.aFulton
Hallinger winced. 'Mr Hallinger seems to have adbjobs, darling,’
she said, looking artlessly up at her husband. Etieem appears to
be to get us divorced almost before the ink hasddwsn our marriage
certificate.' Her voice wavered, then steadiede®dnly two days of
ecstatically happy marriage, that's asking rathet af us, isn't it, Mr
Hallinger? But if having a wife is going to ruin la public image,
I'll get into my car out there and drive out of hiis. Just say the word
and I'll-'

'‘Shut up, you little, fool. Fulton, would you géethell out of here?'
' want an answer, Macaire.'
Olivia touched Macaire's shoulder. ‘Mac?"

‘Can't you guess?' was the bitter reply. 'He'sspirgsng me to return
to civilisation, have treatment on my arm and tagemy career from
where it literally came to a crash stop. The answv&mo", Fulton.

Sorry. You didn't have to come all this way—I tgtal on the phone.'

So now she knew to whom he had made that phoneSiadl also
knew why, but questions remained. 'When you wertfou your
walk, Mac,' Olivia probed, 'you knew the report abour marriage
was in the local paper, which meant that only tkeepte in the
surrounding districts would read about you. So whyou didn't
want to go back to your old life, did you contaat Nallinger?'



Macaire sighed shortly. 'It was in the nationalidaj too. | saw them
on sale in the general store when | walked thranghvillage. That
damned reporter lvens got his money's worth fronreappearance.
He must have called all the national papers hedcthuhk of and got
paid by all of them for the story.’

'It made the headlines in some of the papers,ofuaid. 'If you
hadn't called me, Macaire, | was going to move baaand earth to
find you.'

'‘Which is whyl calledyou—to save you the trouble.’

Fulton Hallinger shook his head. 'Waste of moneyu Midn't really
think I'd let you slip through my fingers a secdimle, did you?'

'‘But Mac,' Olivia said, pleading with her eyegdh't understand why
you're refusing. It would be wonderful to hear yaay again. I've
already told you how-'

'‘How much you long to hear me," her husband cigancastically.

'You see, Fulton, whether you like it or not, myfe\s on your side.
So regard her as a friend instead of an enemys @hi&n of mine.

That's something the reporter missed. Think ohemedline that never
was—She Married the Man of Her Dreams."

Fulton Hallinger's eyes gleamed unpleasantly. '‘QOkayi've got an
ally in the highest places, so to speak. | thiwam now get the hell
out of here, as you so politely put it. I'm sureiyiovelywife," with a

falsely courteous bow, 'will use her persuasive grewand do my
work for me much better than | could myself. By thay, dear,' to
Olivia, 'drop the "Mac", will you? It's bad for hismage. Call him
Macaire, like everyone else.’

‘She'll call me what the hell she likes. You havamded your fish
yet, Hallinger. | could twist and turn on the eriggour line and make



my escape—' Mac turned blazing eyes on to his blened wife,
‘from both of you.'



CHAPTER SIX

'WHAT was that supposed to mean?' Olivia confrontechbisband,
her face pale. They were alone again after Fultallirnder's
departure.

‘The words,' Mac replied coldly, ‘were surely sekplanatory.'

Olivia responded, her voice rising, 'l could "makg escape", too. |
could, as | said, get in my car and drive out afirylife. You know
about me only what I've chosen to tell you. You ldat find me. A
divorce could be arranged, then you could have Almsetta who
seems to be willing to return to you. She couldmngou and take
away all your bitterness against life—and womerthigt what you
want?' she persisted. 'For me to go?'

It became plain that he was not going to reply.

‘You're looking at me as if | were a traitor!" streed. 'What do you
expect of me? To lie and say | don't care if youenglay another
note, that | don't ever want to hear you perforithatpiano again?'

Their eyes met, his dark and fathomless, hers idmill with
suppressed tears. He said, as if the subject wiehme, 'Let's get
some breakfast.’

Fulton Hallinger's visit had had a disastrous effat Mac's mood.
Gone was the closeness which their love- makingcheated. He had
turned back into the aloof stranger, withdrawn mteorld which she
could never hope to glimpse, let alone be welcomexd

After breakfast, Olivia watched Mac push his fegd iboots and tuck
his jeans into the tops. 'Where are you going?asiked tonelessly.
'‘For another of your intermitiable walks?'



‘What's wrong with that?'

She glanced out of the window, seeing the widdingpimoorland
painted pale yellow with the early spring sunshiNething, except
that | would like to go for a walk, too.'

'‘What's stopping you?'

‘You can't really mean that you would go one waylevih went
another?' Even as she asked the question, shelka@answer.

You'll have to learn, as my wife, that | need mjitade as much as
others need people around them."

‘That's an extremely selfish attitude."'
‘Selfish or not, that's my way. Take it or leave it

She watched him to the door. 'You can't honestlgmeu'd go and
leave me alone again for hours as you did the athg?'

He turned towards her. "You don't like solitude'Y® one of the
other kind? You don't like your own company?'

'‘Would | have taken myself off on vacation alonkedidn't?' His face
remained hard. 'We can be alone together, Mac. Trakavith you,
and I'll prove it.'

'l require no proof. Your presence would distraet itd be conscious
of you all the time. With you by my side, it wout@ impossible for
me to think deeply.'

Her heart sank and she turned hopelessly awakndiv better next
time than to try to force my company on you.'



He made no loving, encouraging comment in returstelad he said,
'‘When you found me here, | was alone, except fdf.'Ra

'‘And you don't have to converse with him.'

‘Thank God, no. Look, Olivia," she faced him and Ineart hit the
bottom at his serious tone, 'you must have knowenmiou agreed to
become my wife that a marriage certificate couldy agive you
certain legal rights, that you couldn't buy me withyou knew from
the moment we met that | was a hermit at headchuse, a loner.'

'‘But,’ she said, bewildered, 'when we make love,b&eomeone

Mac, one person, intellectually and physically. Wige—fuse into
each other. | become part of you. I'm trying—natyweell—to tell

you that | understand your needs because I'm niadevay myself.
If only you would



let me into your world-'

‘Stay out of my world, woman. There's none whosiaare it, neither
man nor woman.'

She swung from him again, compressing her lipsawtrol their
trembling. He was turning her away just as surshha turned her
away from the farmhouse the day she arrived, amddly after that.

At the door he said, 'Either accept the fact, @livr leave. Now,
before any emotional complications arise. I'm fiogh in that respect
but, since you're a woman, you are not. So, asgalearlier, there's
your car. Repack your cases and go. It's your etioic

'‘Mac!" she cried after him as he closed the ddoe.\#&enched it open
again. 'Mac!" she shrieked as she watched himmudkis way across
the muddy farmyard. 'l didn't mean it. I'll neveaVve you, | promise

Only the dog answered, barking frenziedly.

Olivia raced up the stairs, turned the key whicls sidl in the lock of
Mac's private room and flung herself inside.

Since her aunt had owned a hi-fi system, it did tage long for
Olivia to work out how to operate Mac's. Withoutn@oment's
hesitation, she pulled from the rack a record whidplayed on its
cover a profile of her husband's face.

For a long moment she gazed at it. Once she waud Bmiled and
playfully pressed the picture close, then heldtiaalistance and
admired the image of the man. She would have sighedthe fine
features which pulled at her heartstrings, at #mesiive lips, the



unfathomable eyes, worshipping him from afar ...okmg and
accepting that the dreams her fantasies wove aroumdould never
come true.

Now she was intimately acquainted with the man hdythe image,
having learned about him all he would allow hetearn—and the
useless tears tore at her throat. Inside, he- wadhasd and
roughly-hewn as a newly-mined diamond. All his tenéss,
delicacy and sensitivity were reserved totallyH@ music.

If her love did not move him, then what good woitldio to cry?
What use would tears be in persuading him to ahewto share his
own private world?

There was an armchair placed centrally betweerspleakers. The
sound of his playing, perfection itself, the "musibich had come
from the mind of the composer passing through tiamigt's and
being interpreted by him, gave her a pleasure & ingossible to
describe.

After the record had finished, she found anothet another, all

recordings made in the past by Macaire Connahdfcould not have
his companionship or his love, at least she coaleehis music. She
would get drunk with it, drown herself in it... Sdel not care any
more whether or not he objected. He could not demy

The door swung open and a man with blazing eyesisigidly in the
doorway. 'Who gave you permission,' he raspedus® my hi-Ji
system? Who told you you could play my records? \84id you had
right of access to this room whenever you chose?'

Questions, hurled at her but which demanded no emsviney were
an expression of anger so fierce she flounderedabndst sank. His
arrival and attack, catching her at one of her masdherable
moments, when physical feeling had been suspenugemotions



had taken over, had made his onslaught all the o@vrastating. She
could find no words with which to answer him. Nahen he strode
in with Raff at his heels, could she move to stop &s he switched
off the hi-fi equipment, snatched the record frdra turntable and
hurled it to the other side of the room.

'‘Mac!" she shrieked, her face white, her eyesmgiahivhat have you
done? It was you-yeou playing at your utmost best.' She raced acro
and pulled the record from behind the roll-top degiere it had
fallen.

It was damaged beyond use, but she held it to teash coveting it,
protecting it. But the ferocity of his anger seentedhave been
allayed by his violent action.

There was, however, no remorse in him for what & ¢hone. He
smiled cynically. "You're putting on an excellent.8ut then it's all
in a "good" cause, isn't it? It's your way of cdmiting to the "bring
back Macaire Connal" campaign. You want me to retiar the
limelight,' ]ie accused, 'for the same reason asmagager—for the
money to be got out of my reinstatement as ond@fworld's top
concert pianists.’

Olivia tried shaking her head, but she might haased herself the
bother.

‘It won't be long now,' he continued bitterly, 'tvef representatives of
my recording company arrive on the doorstep. Hgdmwill tell
them where | am. Then the publicity machine wilhgrinto action,
and I'll be minced into little pieces as | was lvefdVhen | found this
haven, broken down though it was, | had begun tonyself together
again—almost succeeded, in fact. Then you camefailie mist to
torment me and now I'm right back where | was.'



Raff had flopped down, nose on paws, but his eyae watchful. It
was as if he knew things were wrong, that his fitwas being
decided as much as those of his two human companion

The tears which had been locked in Olivia's thfoaght their way
into her eyes. 'l listened to your records,' she theckly, 'for my own
pleasure. For escape, if you like, from the impasgposition you've
forced me into. You've labelled me an accompliog, Bm under no
illusion— nothing | say will shift your opinion afiy motives.'

He peeled off his jacket and flung it down. His tsobad made
mud-stains on the thin bronze-patterned carpet.

'I'm not after your money,' she whispered. 'l dap&d your money.'
As his eyebrows lifted, she said hastily, 'l doe'®d money. | can live
quite happily without it, if need be. But Mac, donyou
understand—if you continue to ignore that wondegittl you have,
all that music inside you will turn sour. It wilbkie to make its way
out some time. Better that the realisation showlche now, while
you're young, than when you're old and full of ezgr|f you make no
attempt at a comeback now, you'll never forgivergeli for the rest
of your life.'

His arms were folded across his chest. He had Heardut with a
smile, a sardonic one. 'Where has a young, untrggdan learnt such
wisdom, such worldly knowledge? If you really hapent ten years
tied to an ailing aunt, experience could hardly ehdeen your
teacher.'

‘Don't doubt my honesty,' she snapped. 'What Iytoldabout my life
was the truth. My aunt was my teacher. She spokeetoften of her
own life, her regrets about her undeveloped talehés missed
opportunities. | didn't shumny ears to her stories as some youn
people might have done. | listened and absorbed stmed the
information away in my mind.'



"You enthrall me with your tales,' he commentedit ‘Biey haven't
fooled me, my sweet. | still believe you're aftdravyou can get out
of me, like all the others.'

Infuriated by his intractability, she sent the essl disc spinning
through the air towards him. He stood his grountk d@isc hit him
just below the eye and she gasped at what shedmed d

'‘Mac,' she -choked, 'oh, God, | didn't mean-!" Shhet@ehim, saw the
blood running from the graze, flung her arms robhisdneck and put
her lips to the wound.

He tore her away and threw her from him. Oliviaiced, distressed
though she was, that he had used hi£ left arm.

'‘Pack your things,' he commanded. 'We're leavidg.turned and
went along the landing.

'‘Where are we going?' she called after him fraliyic&Vhat about all
the food, the broken windows, the furniture? Anypaduld get in
and vandalise the lot.’

At the head of the stairs he turned. 'Why the $t@tiuld | care? Even
less, you. | found this sanctuary and nurturedhiturn it nurtured
me.Youwere the unwanted invader.'

‘Mac,’ she cried after his retreating form, 'I'nuywife ...'
Raff went scurrying after him.

There was not much for Olivia to pack. Some instimcist have
prevented her from emptying her suitcases after weelding
ceremony.

It seemed that Mac had little more to pack thasélér



Most of it he seemed intent on leaving behind, el@nexpensive
hi-fi system. 'lI've got better equipment in my h¢mie said
carelessly when she questioned him.

'Is that where we're going?'

He nodded and asked her if she was capable ofndrisouth to
Surrey.

‘Easily,' she answered, 'especially as | came fasther south than
that. From Sussex,' she added, and waited fordudgbestions. None
came, and she wondered why. She felt it was timeltdim of her
own circumstances, but still something restrained Was it that this
marriage to Macaire Connal still possessed thetanbs of a dream
and that her unconscious mind refused to accagtneality?

The drive was long and tiring. It had been laterafbon before they
left. Raff lay curled on the back seat, sleepingpie Olivia envied
the dog his ability to switch off from life's prarhs. She longed to
have that ability, to turn off her physical tiredseand the strange
creeping despair which was taking over from heithaboptimism,
and sleep and sleep ... waking to find herself peappbout by Mac's
arms.

Those arms were at that moment folded across lEst@s he sat,
with the impatience of a man used to taking chanmg irritated by
being forced to be a passive passenger. Oliviegavondered at
the apparently increasing mobility of his damaged and pleasure
leapt inside her at the thought.

They stopped now and then for Raff, for food, feoping and for
petrol. It was past midnight when they arrived lre tcounty of



Surrey. Mac directed her to turn right into a dnivieich, he said, led
to his house. It was a narrow drive but widened psogressed.

The house took Olivia's breath away. It was a somlhtry mansion
and it gleamed white in the moonlit darkness.

'You must be exhausted,' said Mac. '‘Come on, womanof there.
We both of us need sleep. You, too, hound.' Raifftl@cross to the
front seat and out of the car. Olivia looked arotoda garage, then
locked the doors. 'It will be safe here until magy Mac told her.

He took her cases from the car and handed therartapologising

for being unable to carry them. He extracted his oase and led the
way. Raff, tail wagging madly, knew that he too lcadhe home. He
searched out old haunts, raced madly from busteétd ornamental
pond and back to base.

Mac unlocked the front door, stood aside and metioto Olivia to
enter. She looked at him, trying in the darknesganege his mood.
You should,' she said, smiling, 'carry me overttiveshold.’

There was a brittle silence, then she covered loaitmrealising her
blunder.

'It would be my greatest pleasure,’ Mac answeligdify, 'to do just
that. One day, however, | promise that | shall@o s

‘I'm sorry, Mac.'

'Forget it. Please go in.' He whistled to his delgo pushed past them
and was first inside.

If the outside of the building had startled Olivilae interior made her
gasp. It revealed beyond any doubt the extenteohvialth which her
husband's fame had brought him.



'‘Aren't you glad you married me?' he taunted, watrter face.

‘Aren't you pleased, now, that you gambled witle &atd joined your
life to that of the tattered, bearded, long-hametluse you stumbled
upon accidentally, and whom you nursed so galldmdigk to health
in that decaying farmhouse on the Yorkshire moors?’

'I'm glad | married him," she responded quietlyefe though his
personality is as embittered and disagreeable new diressed in
conventional clothes as he was when dressed i rags

‘Thanks,' he said sarcastically. 'My home awaits yoy darling wife.
Look on it as belonging to both of us from this nesrhon and until
death us do part.'

She stumbled over the step and his right hand shbto steady
her.'Are you drunk with delight at what you see®5hid. 'Are you so
eager to get a possessive foot inside the doorythate falling oyer
yourself to take up residence?’

Olivia jerked irritably from the hand that still kdeher arm. She gave
him a furious look. 'l think | liked you better that old farmhouse
after all.’

He smiled but his eyes stayed cold. 'l doubt if yoean that.' He
closed the door and led her into a large, highrgeld room. The
furniture, the decor, the ornaments, the paintinga her exhausted
state she held them mentally from her, refusingckonowledge their
existence. She sank into the nearest chair.

'‘Can't you take it, my love?' Macaire asked modkiris the contrast
between your cramped bed-sit in the attic of sonwovian house
and this,' his right arm lifted in a sweeping mofittoo much for you
to take in all at once?’

'‘Bed-sit?' she asked, emerging momentarily frondlaged state.



'Since you must live somewhere, | assumed thatrlalike you,
without employment, would be forced to live somewmheelatively
cheap. Was | wrong?'

Her head sank with fatigue. 'l have a house to iliveHe did not
respond, so she assumed he wanted some explarigtyaaunt left it
to me.' At all costs, she told herself she mugita& away too much of
her secret. 'A small house, nothing special, redllyas very kind of
her.'

'‘Didn't she have any other close relatives, graitdiem or-'

'l was her closest relative. She was my mothestersil told you. My
aunt was not married.' He seemed deep in thoughhad made no
move to show her to a bedroom.

'Please, Macaire, I'm very tired. Can | go to bed?"
He frowned, appeared to hesitate, then said, Wate.'

In the entrance hall, he picked up one of her asds while she
gripped the other. His left arm, she noticed, difsdowly—and not
without pain—to rest in his pocket. 'Will the bede made?' she
asked, a stair or two behind him. 'The house fealsn, too.'

'l have a housekeeper. She lives at the lodge ssedaat the start of
the drive. You were driving, so you may not haveiceal it. Her
husband is there, too, of course, and he worksh®m other ways.'

'So she's looked after the house in your absence?’

They had reached the landing and Olivia glancedeaagight and left,
wondering which way he would go.

'She had instructions to do so.’



‘How did she know when you'd be back?"

‘She didn't, any more than | did. When you meetitnéne morning,
my sudden acquisition of a wife will probably maker faint dead
away."'

She turned from his sardonic smile. 'I'm sorry Isuch an
embarrassment to you.'

He turned right and she followed him again. 'Emdssment?’ he
murmured when she had caught him up. ‘My darliog,we become
an absolute necessity to me." They stopped outsiddoor.
'‘Physiologically speaking, of course.'

Her flaring eyes amused him. He opened the doomastd into the
room. There were twin beds. A bathroom door stopeno A tiny
vase of spring flowers, newly-picked, adorned the albm
dressing-table. Between the beds was a small dalan&hich stood
a table lamp and an ashtray. On a shelf below wagazines.

'l apologise for welcoming home my bride by accordatong her in
a guest room," he said, 'but | very much doubt yf awn suite of
rooms has been made ready for two.'

'l don't mind," said Olivia, looking round and ming very much
indeed. 'lt's a lovely room. I'll be fine here.'

'‘Good.' He put down her case and went out.

Not even goodnight, she thought, trying to swallb lump in her
throat. Some homecoming! She gazed out at the dsskrseeing
nothing.



'| forgot to ask." He had come back. She turnegirigphe would not
see the tears. 'Would you like a hot drink? Fo8#@' shook her head.
He studied her closely for a few moments and sitersariedly.

‘A quick shower and I'll be hitting the pillow. Tihles all the same.'

Fifteen minutes later she was in bed, the one setre window. As
she turned to switch off the table lamp, Macairmean. 'Raff kept
me," he said. 'A couple of times round the house ned enough for
him."' He closed the door. 'Mrs Faber's husbandllysa&es him, but
| can't get them up at this late hour.'

He started to strip and Olivia's face turned piAkthe farmhouse
their shared intimacies had seemed so natural, khengore civilised
surroundings, with every possible convenience sldowish for, it
was more like the first night of marriage to a syrer.

He tugged at the catch of the belt around the bamst of his slacks
and she said quickly, 'You're sleeping in here?'

He frowned. 'Why not? Do you object?'

'‘No, no, but-' Her eyes roamed lovingly over histo remembering
the way he had crushed her to that hard cheseipaist week, how
his arm had held her fast, how her finger had ttabat handsome
profile, how ...

'‘But what?' He had moved to her bedside and stwed loer, eyes
glinting. He bent down, supporting himself on hght hand, and she
caught the aroma of his maleness, saw the mustles ishoulder
line, the tough leanness of his waist above thedoed belt.

He pulled down the bedclothes from her chin and, sath a glance
of disgust, that she wore pyjamas, buttoned tabek. 'Virginal and
coy tonight, are we?"'



She snatched the bedclothes high again and tumgxher side. 'I'm
tired,’ she snapped, and closed her eyes tightly.,

‘Me, too, my precious,' he said with an ironic nlso you're safe
from my carnal desires tonight.’

There was the running of water from the bathrodme, ¢link of
objects on a glass shelf. When he returned hiswaseother his arm
and he was wearing nothing. She could not explarshock it gave
her to see him naked, nor could she quell the quisk of desire
which fountained within her own body at the sight.

At last the light was switched off but, tired thdughe was, Olivia
could not relax. Even after only a week of marriagjee had grown
used to the feel of him beside her, of hearinghbnesathing on the
pillow next to hers. Now he was not there, shedslthough a piece
of her had been lost and she wanted it back.

'‘Will you come here?' The order came roughly thiotige darkness.
'I'm missing your body as much as you're missingemHe waited a
moment, then said huskily, '‘Come to me, my lovely.'was
exhaustion making him so tender, she told herb&fdriving male
need of a female beside him.

Nevertheless she had crossed the dividing spabeaa seconds and
was manoeuvring herself into the narrow bed besiae He pulled
her against him as if absorbing the very essendeeofinto him.
‘That's better,' he sighed. Already he was driftmg sleep. '"How can
| tell you how much | need you?' The words werersig one into the
other.

To whom was he speaking, she agonised, herseffabmtoman he
had called to in his fever when she had nursedimiough the night?
Oh, what did it matter? she sighed. I'm the onenberied. |, Olivia
Delaney, am his wife. I'm his, every small partnodé, whether he



wants me or not. Then she too was deeply asledéwjred in his
arms.

When she awoke, the body-clock inside her toldithelas late. She
needed to wash, she needed to dress and she Viaadddast. Most
of all. she wanted to find her husband.

Soon she was ready, dressed in beige slacks ahdeashirt-blouse.
After the dampness and chill of the farmhouse, Hbese seemed
almost tropically warm.

Outside the bedroom she felt lost. The landinghwg many doors
opening off, stretched right and left and turnednecs. Since one
man could not possibly occupy all this space, @leoncluded that
her husband must have been in the habit of entertairequently.

With his professed love of solitude, however, thesai of his liking his

fellowhuman beings well enough to invite them fond weekends
was difficult to accept.

On her way down the long, curving flight of stairghly carpeted
and leading to the extensive entrance hall, shedldacaire's voice
raised and irritable.

‘Can't | be allowed to have a few days' peace avary own home?
Who told you | was here, anyway? You guessed, framat the
newspapers said? How the hell did the press knoautatmy
movements?' A short silence, then, 'A reporteredalPeter Ivens
found the farmhouse empty and drew conclusionsiw@ppened to
be correct? And as a result, no doubt, he agaireraadinor fortune
by informing the national dailies. Look. Fultonywant a day or two's
peace. Just leave me alone, will you? Yes, I'maisiag my arm at
last, as the doctor told me to do a year agocdt'sing on—slowly.'



Olivia heard the heavy sigh as she opened Macde's 'Here's my
wife, Fulton. | must go.' A pause. 'Gé& of her? What the-? Get her
out of my life? Man, you must be crazy!" He slamnteel receiver
down and swung round in the office-type chair. ldd heen seated at
a desk.

He stared at her and it was the stranger on thestigmagain. Where
was the tenderness he had shown her in the nightév@n as he had
murmured the endearments, hadn't she known in &t that he

wasn't talking to her? Now he was looking at heif & had never

seen her in his life before.

'‘Peter Ivens?' she queried faintly. 'l heard wioat yaid.'
‘That damned witness at our wedding, no less.’

'‘But, Macaire, why are you fighting against whall Wwe, wliat must
be? You know in your heart that one day you'll pdaggin. Not just
because the public wants to hear you, but becdssarething inside
yourself driving you-'

'My God," he rose, 'with a nagging conscience-peodike you
around, | certainly don't need Fulton Hallinger.hé knew how
persistently you were doing his work for him, heuhdn't have told
me to-' He stopped, looking at her.

'l heard," she said bitterly. 'Get me out of yote.! To hide her
trembling lips she swung from him. 'Where's theli@n?'

His hand came out, fastening on to her upper armjrtg her back.
'‘Mrs Faber's in there. She's cooking us breakfast.’

'I'm not hungry. | was, but my appetite's gone."



'‘What's biting you, woman? Didn't you hear the asrsWw gave
Hallinger?'

'l did, but by then you knew | was in the room."

He threw her arm from him and went to the windowere was a
long silence. To break it, Olivia asked, 'WheredfR

Macaire shrugged. 'Out somewhere in the groundsy'fié quite
extensive, like the house. | must show you roumdestme.'

She asked tonelessly, 'Why did you buy such a big&? There are
so many rooms | can't believe it. Do you reallyegtatin on the lavish
scale the number of bedrooms suggest?’

He gave another exasperated sigh and continueaz® aj the view.
‘The house was not entirely my choice. My formandiee, Annetta,
decided it would make a suitable background forboth. Two
famous people, she said. We couldn't live in aitdiich. We just
had to have visitors, it would be expected of ust ds long as she left
me alone to my music, | let her get on with it. Mgrwas no object,
since we both had a surplus of the stuff. With yidang for music,
maybe you've heard of her—Annetta Brambella?'

'l read about her in those press cuttings you'd. Kepould have
thought,' she said dully, 'you'd have made an ideaple.’

'So did the world of music. So did Fulton Halling&o did the

world's press. Everyone except Annetta. As you haaxe discovered
from those cuttings, she ran off with someone #isee days before
our wedding.'

'Which means this house still belongs to both af3/o



'l haven't really thought about it. Too many dramditappenings
piled one on the other at the time and put the e/Babject out of my
mind. She married someone else.' _

'‘Now she's divorcing him. So-?' What about#he

house, she meant. The knowledge that half of thisdnbe called his
own might still belong to his ex-fiancee was dibtng. It made her
feel a stranger in her husband's home. 'The haubeautiful,’ she
said.

‘You like it?' The tone revealed his own indiffecen'No doubt to
you, with your modest upbringing and poverty- hadnt
environment, it's a palace.’

She smiled secretly at his assumptions about legibaund.

The telephone rang. Macaire made no move to angway Olivia
said, 'Shall I?' and lifted the receiver. 'Mac&@nnal's residence.’

'Mrs Faber?' It was the voice of someone she hattdo dislike
intensely.

'‘No. This is Mr Connal's wife. Who is that, pledse?
'Fulton Hallinger. Where's Macaire?"

Olivia took offence at the tone. 'He's ..." Shegeauand asked warily,
'Why do you want to speak to him, Mr Hallinger?'

'Listen, Mrs Delaney, I'm his manager. What | hveay to him is
his business and mine. Now, for Pete's sake, ¢uhmuinterrogation
and put me on to him."'



Olivia pressed a hand over the mouthpiece. 'Did lyear?' Macaire
nodded. 'Do you want to speak to him?' He moutheNoa 'Mr
Hallinger? My husband is busy at the moment. I'raidf'

'‘Look, darling, | know damned well he's in the sap@m as you. I'm
not one of your media men you can brush off I$éeagof dirt. So
put him on to me, will you?'

Olivia said, with the mouthpiece a hand's span fr@nlips, '‘Mac,
tell your manager from me that he could do withigfohg up his
telephone manner. In my opinion, as a public refstiman he's about
as effective as a hippopotamus in a rabbit hutch!

Macaire gave one shout of laughter and took theivec. 'That's put
you in your place, my friend.'

Olivia heard a string of invective, followed by tieords, clearly
spoken, 'Tell her from me she's a high-handed, rsilip@s,
highfalutin' little bitch.’

'‘No need to tell her. She's heard and she's fightiad. | told you
before, Fulton, she's really on your side.' Heshstd. "You'd rather
have the three witches fromacbethon your side?' He looked at his
wife. 'Got that, darling? My manager doesn't likeuy Olivia
murmured some words and Macaire bent to hear ti&a.says she
hates your guts, too. So it's friends all round.’

Macaire turned his back on her. 'Annetta’s in ¢atton? You told
me. So what? I'm a married man. | wear a ring orfinger, another
woman's ring. My wife's.’

Olivia swung out of the room and Macaire did ndt kar back. She

found her way into one room after another. As sitechthe elegance
and beauty all around her, she wondered whoseladtprevailed in

the choice of furniture and decorations—Macaire's s



ex-fiancee's? Since men usually left the buyinguohghings to their
wife-to- be, it was almost certainly Annetta who halosen
everything that had contrived to make the hous@avpiece. To
Olivia's eyes, it could not be called a home. Itswa beautiful
stage-setting for two famous people.

In the kitchen, Olivia found Mrs Faber. She introdd herself and
the housekeeper seemed delighted to make her atajuee, a fact
which puzzled Olivia. 'We never thought Mr Delarveguld marry,

my Jack and me," Mrs Faber said. 'After what hetwmough with

someone who shall be nameless, and then that atcid&rs Faber
eyed her wonderingly. 'Fancy you finding him whesidh' shut
himself away. No one knew where he'd vanished to.'

Olivia felt Mrs Faber should know the truth. "Whiefound him he
was very ill,' she said. 'l nursed him back to tikea¥You see, he'd
neglected himself terribly." Mrs Faber tutted, simty concerned,
'‘when he asked me to marry him, Mrs Faber, hetdielhme who he
was. And although I've even got a poster of hintt@wall of my
room-' she coloured slightly and explained, 'I'm ohdis fans,' the
housekeeper nodded her greying head as if it wpegfactly natural
thing to be a fan of Macaire Connal, 'l didn't rgeise him
because—well, he had a beard and long hair ang rolas clothes.
It wasn't until the marriage ceremony that | knesvthue identity.'

‘Then | bet you nearly fainted,' said Mrs Faber, dyes bright and
laughing. 'It all sounds so romantic.' Olivia thaugf the conditions
in which Macaire had been living and smiled at lloeisekeeper's
description. 'So,' Mrs Faber went on, 'it was lavérst sight.’

‘Yes, oh yes, it was. For—for both of us." She dotilspoil Mrs
Faber's romantic illusions by treading on her dieaMrs Faber
sighed contentedly and Macaire's voice said bettandh,

‘She's telling the most fantastic lies, Mrs Faber.'



Olivia saw the housekeeper's puzzlement and swaungdy trying to
warn Macaire. 'lt was, it was,' she protested.n@npart, anyway. |
know that with you it was different.’

To her sorrow, he did not deny the statement. tBbeght | was a
murderer in hiding, Mrs Faber," Macaire said, lmg#g hissing with a
false menace.

‘The villagers thought there was something straatgmit you, too,’
she said defensively.

'‘She thought,' he went on, ignoring her words 'thaas going to
rape her, then do away with her. | let her thinkteen | turned her
out into the mist, but she came back. Next morhingned her out
again, and she came back again.’

Olivia's face flamed. 'Because there was nowhese & go, that's
why! He had no heart, Mrs Faber. Would you turnrbayt into a
terrible cold mist despite the fact that she migéit lost among the
moors and hills?' Mrs Faber shook her head. "Weltid!" Mrs Faber
tutted, as though she couldn't believe it.

In three strides Macaire confronted his wife. Hght arm encircled
her waist and pulled her close. His mouth claimexd n a long kiss.
When his head lifted, his eyes promised more toecarnen their
audience was not present. 'So why did you marry hee@sked.

Conscious of the housekeeper's intense interestiaQiould only
shake her head.

'It's what she told me, Mr Delaney,' said Mrs Falleve at first
sight.'

'‘Ah, but of course!' Macaire's eyes (glittered sarchlly, yet it
seemed he had decided to play along with the heepek's belief in



their instant attraction for each other. He turrtedner. 'l never

thought such a girl as this existed, Mrs Faber. Tement she
walked into my life, | was so afraid of losing regain,’ only Olivia

could perceive the mockery in his smile, 'l hadhtake her mine,
truly and legally mine, as soon as | possibly co&llde came to me
out of the mist, and | was afraid she would disapgEack into the
mist and out of my life.'

Mrs Faber sighed, satisfied at last to have heaedtrtuth, as she
regarded it, from her employer's own lips. 'You t@eebirds make
me feel young again,' she said. 'Wait till | telf dack. Pretended to
be a criminal indeed!" She laughed heartily and dmaple body
shook. 'Now off with you and I'll bring your brealst.'

Macaire said with a sly smile, 'My wife told me skasn't hungry.'

Olivia jerked from his hold. 'Oh, but | am, I'm steng hungry, Mrs
Faber!

At which the housekeeper laughed again and saidstonly natural
to be hungry at their stage of marriage. 'After,’ adhe added
meaningfully, ‘we don't know what Mother Natured®ln store for
us, do we?'

Olivia coloured to the roots of her hair and Maeaiooked
astonished. In the breakfast room he asked, agdb&ytheir seats at
the table, 'What have you been telling my housekeéeplis manner
had changed to that of the more familiar detachechger.

'If you're referring to her last remark, that caemdirely from her
imagination.'

There was a moment's silence, then he said,dit'ething we must
consider, nevertheless.’



'You can rest assured,’ she said, her voice Iowat 'in the

circumstances that prevail at this particular pamtime, I'll take

good care that no child results from our— our irtienactivities.'

‘Lovemaking’, she had almost said, but it wouldehaade a mockery
of the expression.

After a long silence, during which Macaire conseatkerthe
slowly-flexing fingers of his left hand, he commahté&Sood.' Thus
abruptly, the subject of the creation or non- corabf the future
generation of Delaneys was dismissed.

Olivia felt near to tears. He had not once askedwieether she
wanted children, nor had he told her his own wistreshe subject.
All of her remembered life she had accepted thatday she would
have a family of her own. She had also decided toamhe what may,
her own marriage would not break up as her ownmsirbad.

After breakfast, Macaire said, '‘Can you amuse \giifsr a while? |
have some telephoning to do.' Olivia nodded, tliewrfied, hoping
he would tell her who it was he was calling. He tieom the room,
having made no explanation.

Olivia returned to the kitchen to collect Raff. iésd himself from
his basket and came happily to greet her. His gafde-tag rattled as
he snuffled at her feet. 'I'm going for a walk arduhe estate,' Olivia
told Mrs Faber. 'Should | take a lead for Raff?'

The housekeeper shook her head. 'There's nowhemulteget out. |
expect you'll find my'Jack busy out there.'

She did indeed find Mrs Faber's husband busy igitbends. He was
digging the earth when Raff bounded up to him,Haubent down to
ruffle the dog's fur. 'Good to see you back, bbg,'said. Then he
straightened. 'Mrs Delaney? Very happy to meet yoaam.' He
held out his hand and Olivia placed hers in hiddhgip. He was



narrow-faced and weather-worn and had contented kyeas plain
that he loved his work.

‘Just loosening the earth in the vegetable patohs@mne carrot seeds
to sow and some peas. Mr Delaney does like his kgnmen
vegetables. But," he laughed, 'you being his wde/nl expect you
know that.'

Olivia did not know that. In fact, she was begimnto discover just
how little she did know about her new husband.t8lked for a while
to Mr Faber, about the surrounding countryside,ualboe famous
Box Hill not far away which was so named becausesancient box
trees. It was, Mr Faber told her, a popular pigriece even in the
reign of Charles Il in the seventeenth century. Bhest, he said,
persuade her husband to take her there some Yime.can see for
miles up there," he finished, 'even across to thelSbowns if there's
no mist.’

Olivia moved on, followed by a preoccupied RaffeSjazed at the
wooded slopes of the Surrey countryside and remesdlddr Faber's
reference to the South Downs. It was her own handdcape and
was largely dominated by rolling hills and as thm slescended,
shadowed valleys. She was swept by a feeling ofelsarkness, a
longing for familiar sights and faces which welcahineer with smiles
and trust.

Raff's impatient nose came prodding at her motsmliteet. She
turned and strolled towards the beautiful Georgesnence that was
her husband's home. It was still impossible fortbeegard it as hers,
too.

Olivia wandered all over the house looking for Maealn the end,
she asked Mrs Faber who told her that he had guma Wwalk. The
situation was so familiar, Olivia smiled to hersd\fot round the
estate, the housekeeper said. Probably to Boxwiilich was where



he took all his problems. Although, she said, langhwhat problems
a young man could have with a lovely young brideaeing for him

Macaire's out, Olivia thought. There's a telephamethe guest
bedroom where we slept last night... It did noetldng for her to be
connected to Daniel Watling's home.

‘Hallo, dear,' said Mrs Watling. 'How nice to h&am you. Enjoying
your holiday? How far have you got? Oh, here's Blamow.'

'‘Olivia?' The voice was restrained yet eager, whial typical of the
speaker's personality. Olivia visualised Daniadsnd face, with its
honest eyes and sandy eyebrows echoing the colotrsohair.
'How's the weather where you are—cold, like we weryou? How's
the car going?'

Olivia laughed. 'What a lot of questions, DanielltBt's so nice to
hear familiar voices.'

'Is there something wrong?' Daniel asked. 'Are @muy you went?'

'‘Oh, Daniel, so much has happened since | left hbosn hardly
begin to tell you." There was a scuffle at the damd Raff,
surprisingly, flung himself at Olivia's legs. Sinbtacaire had told
her that the dog was not usually allowed upstaing, assumed he
must be following Mrs Faber around. 'First, thougbw's the house?
You're keeping an eye on it? It's very kind of ydayway, how are
you?'

‘All the happier for hearing your voice.'

Olivia absently fondled Raff's ears as he sat ptjiebeside her.
'‘Daniel, there's something | must tell you. It ighme as a shock.
I'm—I'm married." There was a long silence. 'Dahi@livia said



anxiously, 'are you there?' There was a faint téphy sorry, Daniel,
but it—well, just happened. | can't explain on gif®ne. It's very
complicated, and you'll hardly believe it whenll y@u. I—I know

you—well, you liked me and hoped one day I'd changenind and-'

'It's all right, Olivia,' Daniel answered resigngdl know you turned
me down, but | didn't quite give up hope.

But,' he sighed, 'l do understand. When are yourogpm

Sorry, | suppose this isn't really your home naswvit? Where does
your-' Olivia heard a large swallow, 'husband live?"

'In Surrey, not far from Dorking. It's a beautihduse. Daniel, | wish
you could see it...'

'‘Are you happy?' Something in her tone must haaehed him.

She had to speak carefully. 'As happy as the cistamees allow.’
Raff flopped down, nose on paws. 'I'm surpriseddidn't read about
it in the papers.'

'‘Oh?' Daniel sounded puzzled. 'I've been so buesiast week or two.
| haven't read more than the headlines, and my enatéver reads
any newspaper if she can help it, as you know.'

'l must go. I'll contact you again soon. 'Bye, [Ehhi

Olivia rang off and stared through the window & éxtensive estate
which surrounded the house. Then she sighed deeply
half-turned—to see her husband leaning indolenthairsst the
doorway.

'So that was the man who didn't get the girl?' &tres were folded
and Olivia noticed with a skip of the heart how theercises must
have greatly improved his injured arm. His waisswsganned by a



leather belt. His pants were worn thin at the kreaes his shirt was
open at the neck. His eyes were cool, his expnessard. The
implacable man at the farmhouse door was back agaere you
hankering after him so much,' he continued, 'tloat gouldn't wait to
hear the sound of his voice?'

Raff had risen and gone to lie at his master's féetv Olivia knew
how the dog had come to the guest room—at his mmstde. Which
meant that Macaire must have listened to most oEbteversation.

'If I'd known you were in the habit of eavesdrogpinshe
counter-attacked, 'l'd have closed the door.’

'‘And | would have opened it. | came to find youtédl you I've
instructed Mrs Faber to move our belongings to oijesof rooms.
Having found you, | waited patiently until your ptecall ended. So
"eavesdropping" was hardly the right word, sinaejtlies that what
you were saying was secret and was something yiot dvant me to
hear. Is that true?’

Olivia tried desperately to remember what she lzad ®© Daniel. 'l
had nothing secret to say to him. You must havedee tell him |
was married.’

‘And falling over yourself to apologise for the faldot - to mention
implying that, if you could, you'd tear yourselfhalf and give part to
me and part to your boy-friend.’

'‘Boy-friend? He's not that, Macaire.'

He said to the dog, 'Out, hound. Kitchen," andedase door on the
reluctant animal. He turned the key and Olivia peig the seat of the
chair she occupied. "We're being strictly formaivadays, are we?'
he commented. 'At the farmhouse | was Mac. WhyMet now?"



He strolled towards her, eyeing the revealinglttigcarlet tee-shirt
which she wore with white slacks. His right handigiat heir wrist
and tugged her upright to face him. Her head tigmezk, her blood
flowed faster. 'So you're not happy?'

She started to protest, but he cut in, 'What's g/?7cdfnnoyed that all |
did last night was hold you in my arms? Would ycavédn been
happier if I'd made love to you? Like this-' He peg her down on to
his bed and went with her. 'And this.' His handidthe bare midriff
and pushed upwards under the shirt, seeking thenthaand
shapeliness of her femininity.

'Please, Mac,' she pleaded, 'not now. Someone g in-'
'I've locked the door.’
‘Someone might call you. Your manager-'

'Right now he can go to hell." He became irritabgdthe barriers
separating them, pulled her to her feet and tughedee-shirt over
her head. Soon he was satisfied and pushed her dgain, their
bodies touching and clinging and bringing a seadiegjre to life.

His head lifted and his hand clamped round her, ¢toiding her face
so tightly she could not look away. His eyes wen#idnt as they

delved into hers, probing into the very essencéesf It was, she
thought, bemusedly, as though she were a piecaisicrand he were
analysing each note of her, the better to interanet play her, thus
increasing the pleasure she gained in joining aswath him.

Then his hands—both of them, she noticed abstrgctettailed her
body, lightly stroking, skimming her thighs, hep&j her waist, and
finally, bringing radiance to her flushed cheekd dazzled eyes by
claiming indisputable possession of her swellinggists.



His lips roamed, upwards to her throat, her chid &nally her
mouth, teasing every part of her lips until thegp@nded with
abandon.

There was a knock on the door, but they were togdae into their
private world to care. Eventually the caller wemtagt and Olivia's
arms wound more tightly around her husband's nleckding him
even closer. In her desire to yield herself to titthout restraint, she
urged herself against him until, supremely, ecstidlli, she was
possessed by him. And then the joy intensified.

It was some time later that they roused themselRadf's bark
outside the window, Mr Faber reprimanding him, $ppeing song of
the birds calling one to the other, all combinedemind them that
another world than theirs existed and exerteddteahds.

Macaire moved away and put an arm across his fateh@/ell,' he
said at length, ‘are you still only as happy "aswnstances will
allow"? Or have | shown you a glimpse of heaven? iate higher in
my lovemaking than your boy-friend would, if youdhallowed him
the intimacies you've allowed me?'

His harsh tone was like a heavy boulder crashing tihe pool of
contentment in which she floated. After the ecstagsy had shared,
the hurt his words inflicted was almost unbearableeally don't
know,' she lashed out with the intention of givpen for pain. 'The
next time | see Daniel I'll have to ask him to mékes to me so that |
can make a comparison and report back to you.'

He turned on his side, grasping her throat. 'Wiy, httle-!"

The knock came again. 'Mr Delaney, sir, Mr Delah&jts Faber
called. Macaire released Olivia and shouted in yrefiThere's
someone to see you. It's Miss Brambella and sheesta/won't leave



this house until she's spoken to you. And Mr Dejanehink she
really means it.'



CHAPTER SEVEN
'Y OU'RE coming with me."
‘Mac, | can't.'

They faced each other across the bed. They haédoolh their
clothes, but Macaire's shirt was only partiallytboed. Olivia had
run a comb through her hair. Macaire had run a loaed his.

'l insist. You're going to meet Annetta. More imjaoit, she's going to
meet you—and realise she's lost the game.’

He went round the bed and put his arm round heuldbcs,

propelling her towards the door. They walked altmglanding and
down the stairs. With his foot, Macaire pushed offenheavy oak
door of the main reception room.

Macaire halted Olivia in the doorway. They were,ato onlooker,
deeply in love. To an eye as discerning as th#tefvoman visitor,
they had very recently consummated that love. Madaoked down
at his wife, then he turned her so that her mouwdk uplifted to his.
Their lips met, lingered and parted.

Why, Olivia thought in anguish, is he doing this@ provoke his
former fiancee to jealousy? Which could only mearstill cared for
her ...-. »

Macaire put his wife from him and, remaining whaeewas, smiled
at his guest. 'Forgive me, Annetta. | couldn'tstesesponding to the
love in my wife's eyes.' His own ejres hardenedgcimisly. 'Do you
approve of my choice? She's all | could wish fdre'S as unlike you
as a wild rose from a plastic flower.'



'You fool." The words came from someone who stoadlyphidden
by the opened door. "You blind, crazy fool!

Macaire pulled Olivia into the room. 'Well, well, ynpublicity

manager. lll-met, my friend. | should have knownttiadnerever
Annetta Brambella the great opera singer goesofirutallinger
couldn't be far behind. She is, after all, pamngfpublicity schedule,
and | part of hers. Alas for you, Fulton, you're late. I've got myself
a partner. And, moreover, till death us do part.’

'You think so?' Annetta spoke in delicately accdrEmglish. "You
think wrong, Macaire.'

Olivia's eyes widened as she studied the famous stanetta

Brambella was slender, black-haired and magnifigebéautiful.

Her hair was drawn back to reveal the perfect ovdler face. Her
eyes were compelling and dark. Her dress of br@aea fose high to
encircle her long neck. Gold earrings dangled, matr the gold
pendant rising and falling on her breast.

As she looked at her host and hostess, her fudlfljpmed a bitter
curve. Her eyes fastened on to Macaire's and sleldysmiled. He
did not respond. She murmured his name, but hedtilent. A hand
lifted towards him in an appealing, theatrical gest but he was
unmoved. All of her tricks had failed. She lookadoily at Fulton

who, with a nod, encouraged her to continue.

Viciously Annetta turned her attention to the gitiIMacaire's side.
By her expression of distaste with which she rega@livia's slim,

carelessly clothed form, it seemed that the oparaheld nothing but
contempt for her former fiance's bride.

She said spitefully, '"You've married this—this ¢oe@, when you
could have had me back? | could hardly believedfulthen he told
me what you'd done. If you had wanted a woman thoamt



purpose—and," with a triumphant glance at Olivipetsonally know
your intimate needs, don't I, darling?—heaven knasugh women
are easy enough to come by these days, withoutngake liaison
legal. A man with your sophisticated tastes marteed—to a-' she
choked back a more insulting word, 'her!" she hatk

Sophisticated tastes? Olivia stirred restlesslyrsfjdacaire's side,
but his arm, which was round her, pulled her clobtaw little she
knew of this man she had married so impetuousiyil€she ever
hope to live up to him, either in his intimate Jifa his very public
one?

Annetta, who had been watching the play of doult @livia's face,
smiled maliciously. She looked at Macaire. 'l wislspeak with you.'
She glanced coldly at Olivia. ‘Alone.’

Macaire made no move to release his wife but lookstead at
Fulton. "You heard what the lady said.’

Fulton smirked and covered his ears. 'l've suddemhed deaf.'-
Annetta looked pointedly at Olivia.

Macaire said, releasing Olivia, 'What you want &y £0 me can be
said within my wife's hearing.'

Annetta glanced at the publicity manager as ifgoidance. Again
Fulton nodded, this time with greater emphasis.

Annetta's eyes flashed at Macaire. 'As you wish ybu will regret
it." Macaire lifted his shoulders. Annetta tookeavipaces towards
him. It was almost as if she were on stage. 'l ig»e, darling,’ she
said softly. 'l have never ceased to regret thelday from you.'
Macaire slipped his right hand into his pockehale never stopped
loving you, not all the time | endured my marriage.



‘You're breaking my heart.’

Olivia watched unbelieving as Annetta's lips tigtete to reveal her
small white teeth. She had seen Raff bare his teethger, but never
before had she seen a woman do so.

'l want you to come back to me, Macaire. | want y@divorce your
wife and marry me.'

'‘My God," Macaire drawled, 'Fulton has rehearsed well." To
Fulton, 'l congratulate you. She's a puppet on y&tungs. She
performs the routine admirably. Annetta, you're tigsyour time. |
married the woman of my choice and | have no imentf letting
that woman go.'

‘You said at the time of the accident,’ Annettaratm, ‘that you
would never marry. Fulton was there. He heard you.'

'You also said," Fulton Hallinger broke in, 'youwl never trust a
woman for the rest of your life.’

'So | changed my mind," Macaire drawled. 'l alsd-saand you were
there to hear me—that | would never play again."

Fulton looked disconcerted. Macaire smiled and nueah, 'That hit
you where it hurt.'

Annetta continued, coaxing now, 'l want you to a®ryour mind
about that, too, darling. | want you to resume yocareer after
treatment to your arm.'

Macaire taunted, 'How much is Fulton paying youdaying this?'

‘You're playing a losing game, my friend,' saidtéul His eyes, full
of malice, went to Olivia. 'There's more to come.’



Annetta clenched her -fists, but the actress in swenmoned a
glittering smile. 'l have it in my power, Macaite, ruin you. | could
degrade you in public. | could halt the sales afry@cordings.’

‘You intrigue me. How would you go about this teleideed?'
Olivia felt her palms grow moist, her throat becarng.

Annetta smiled over-sweetly. 'Before you appearadrtairs just
now, we talked to your housekeeper. She was @ lititliscreet,
although she regarded it as a joke. She told esvavéry interesting
things.'

'l can't stand the suspense,’ Macaire responded.
Olivia felt her heart begin to pound.

Annetta continued, 'She told us that when you virerieiding, you
went about in rags. You grew a beard. You wereaggeisable. You
posed as a murderer. You pretended to be a r&mdtwho knows,'
with a contemptuous smile at Olivia, 'perhaps yanerone.'

'Hence the precipitate marriage?' Macaire saidligold
‘Maybe.'

Macaire laughed harshly. 'Which makes me one ofuraat
gentlemen! Come, Annetta, you of all people know ba#er than
that.'

Olivia's breathing became deeper and faster. Hsrdorled, her nails
bit into her palms.

Fulton broke in, "Your housekeeper also told us ybaturned away
the girl—that girl—who asked you for shelter fromet terrible



weather. You turned her away not just once butéwdnd even then
she still came crawling back to you.'

He withdrew a cigar from his pocket and put a keghb it. 'Think

well, my friend, before you decide to stay faithtal the young
stranger you married. All the ammunition with whigjour

housekeeper unwittingly supplied us would, if pthaethe hands of
some unscrupulous journalist, be devastatingly d@mgato your

Image.'

‘You really think | care? In any case, it wouldfbegotten in a couple
of weeks.'

'‘Not if we keep fanning the flames,' said Fultdviud such as that,
once thrown, tends to stick. Your public, espegidhe women,

would remember it every time your name was mentipoe your

picture was printed in the papers. No matter haikdt your piano

playing, it would be just that little bit tarnishegt the memory of the
demoralising things that happened to you when yexewo longer in
the public eye.'

'‘And how would all this benefit you?' Macaire askegdainly
unmoved. 'You'd be Kkilling the goose that laid tgelden
egg—myself.’

‘Ah,' Fulton replied, glancing again at Olivia, tihaon't think | shall
need to use such a weapon. You see, | think ygrellsense and not
give me cause to apply such tactics to get youetarm to the
fold—unencumbered by a woman, however legal yaisdn with
her may be.’

‘What is it they say?' drawled Annetta, with anl&at smile. 'Sow a
little seed of doubt... It would be enough to daenggur image,
Macaire. It would make people think and wonder—dmasitate



before going to your concerts, pause before buymg records and
cassettes.'

'‘What you're saying is the height of absurdity,'clsiee interrupted.
‘You're also resorting to moral blackmail.'

"It does not worry me," Annetta declared passielyatl want you
back. | repeat that | would damythingto get you back, my darling.’
Her eyes blazed into his. 'Anything, Macaire Tlfen they blazed, in
a different way, into Olivia's eyes. 'You understaiirs Delaney,
that both Fulton and | share a determination tmiekate you from
Macaire's life? And that we will win?'

Get rid of herFulton Hallinger had urged Macaire on the phae,
her out of your lifeOlivia looked from one to the other.

‘All right,’ she shrieked, 'you've won the fighHtMacaire wants you,'
to Annetta, 'he can have you. Although how he codolke a
scheming, unscrupulous, unprincipled she-devil ke, | simply
cannot see.' There was no anger on the other wesrfaee, only
Insolence and triumph.

'Who said | loved her?'

Macaire's unemotional voice brought Olivia to faga. 'Who else is
it you love,' she cried, 'if not your ex-fianceéydu'd loved me, you
would have told me so when | asked you. All you d@s quote a
poem at me:Love that never told can be .Of course it couldn't
because it wasn't there! So you can have AnnetanBella, she's
yours. Didn't you hear her tell you? Forget me.rigathat marriage
certificate. Divorce me, when the time comes."

Tears threatened, but with iron determination sygt khem at bay.
'I'm getting myself out of your life. Which is exbcwhat they want



and no doubt, deep down, what you want. I'll g®@&miel Watling.
He's solid and dependable dndes meHe'll not turn me away!'

How she reached the door Olivia never knew. Shedrap the stairs,
grabbed a coat from the wardrobe, her handbag thenfloor and
picked up a suitcase which had not yet been unpadke rest would
have to remain.

Before she could change her mind, she hurried dinerstairs—to
find Macaire in the hall. He reached out and grgpper arm, but
playing for the first time on the fact that his etrarm was by no
means fully functional, she twisted from him.

‘You've got the woman you want," she stormed.Heetfulfil all your
sensual desires. She's familiar—and | mean famiaith your
manly needs. She left no one in any doubt about tisthe door she
put down her case and fumbled with the catch, tefasg it.
'‘Goodbye, Macaire.'

To her horror her voice wavered as she added, 'Gmo#dvith'—she
took a breath—'your career. And t-take heart, tlyesgs' separation
will free you from our m-marriage vows.'

Her car was still parked in front of the house. Sh&cked it and
threw her belongings on to the back seat. She diastealong the
drive and braked sharply when she met the main. rivathe few
moments in which she had to wait for a break intthffic, she took
deep breaths to calm herself. She knew that ifigheot, she would
never reach her destination.

Driving through the traffic, Olivia had no time tlwell on what she
had done. But once she found herself in open cputite tension
inside her cried out to be released. She sougta frarking bay and
found one which was empty. She drove into it andemthe engine



was silent, she clutched at the steering whedindeher head fall
forward to rest on her hands.

It was late afternoon when Olivia arrived at hemieo She had eaten
her second meal of the day at a restaurant, bdiotak although well
cooked, had slid almost untasted down her throat.

It was strange to be home. She had been away felyliao weeks,
but if someone had told her she was mistaken aatditthhad really
been two years, she would have believed them rathen the
calendar.

The short straight driveway led to an old red bhckise. Her Aunt
Molly had not lacked for money. The good state e building
informed a visitor of this, even before they sawe tf
solidly-constructed wooden furniture and good duatiarpets and
curtains.

When Aunt Molly had died and the lawyer had toldvial that the
house and its contents now belonged to her, shebbad dazed.
When he had added that her aunt's money also leaddifeto the girl
who had cared for her so painstakingly for ten ge@iivia had stared
In disbelief.

As she let herself into the house, she thoughagain, All this can't

be mine! She climbed the stairs to her room, cagyier case. The
first thing that greeted her as she opened hembetdoor was the
larger-than-life poster portrait of Macaire Connklshowed him

seated at a piano, one hand in contact with the,kbg other poised
above them. The lighting had been so cleverly deliby the

photographer that it shed a golden glow on to thi@est of the

picture, giving him an intriguing mysticism whiclantalised and
played havoc with feminine emotions.



As she studied the total absorption of Macairete fahe had to
concede that, intimate though she had been withamchalthough
she wore his rings, her knowledge of him only skednthe surface
of his personality. In the tempestuous ten dayoaf their marriage,
she had learned that that mysticism in his charasctach the
photographer had caught did in fact exist. It waally no clever
creation on his part. Macaire Conneasenigmatic, inscrutable and,
In essence, unknowable.

Olivia found her hand reaching out to trace thektilack eyebrows,
touch the dark hair, the straight nose, the felssial lips. Her finger
moved around his jawline and over the provokinghcldhe gazed
into the intense, unfathomable eyes and wanted/tout because he
did not respond.

It was as though he was with her, alive and vitad @owerfully
masculine. Her hand groped again, craving to makéact, only to
find the empty air and a heartbreaking nothingness.

It was like a terrible dream. Why didn't he lookat, smile, take her
in his arms ... She checked her thoughts abrupdhyering her eyes.
This was bordering on hysteria. She must accepfatiethat they

might never meet again. Those threats which AnmettaFulton had
made were real and she had no doubt that, if neggesbey would

act upon them.

She had run from her lovr her love. It had been for his sake an
his alone.

Mrs Watling opened the door to Olivia. 'Delightedseeyou, dear,'
she said. 'Although | must admit I'm surprisedthi@ circumstances,
we hadn't expected you back for weeks.'



Olivia supposed she was referring to her marrisys.Watling was.
tall, well-dressed, well-built and dominating. Sénghe was a widow
and had had only one child, her son was all shddfatb dominate,
and dominate him she did!

Daniel had not, Olivia had observed with amusemaate much of
an effort to escape from his mother's subtle &altde clutches.

'l thought," Mrs Watling went on, 'that you'd bgoging a blissful
honeymoon.'

Daniel came in, held Olivia's hand a little londkan his mother
approved of and smiled a little dispiritedly. 'Yt me down,' his
look said. He had not dared to say the words aldlechad probably
never told his mother that once he had asked Ciliviaarry him.

'‘What are you doing here?' he asked. 'ls your—mdath you?'
Clearly the word was distasteful.

'‘No. |—I had to come home to attend to—well, thihgs

He frowned. 'On your honeymoon? Who was it you redr
anyway? | wasn't aware that you knew anyone, amy, meall enough
to-'

'It was all very sudden. |-' she looked at Mrs \ivigtl Why should she
feel so guilty, when she had done nothing wronganrying the man
with whom she had so swiftly and apparently sodrsasly fallen in

love? 'It's difficult to explain,' she went on lagel knew him—yet

didn't know him. It sounds silly but—it's someormuymighty have
heard of. You know Macaire Connal?'

Daniel and his mother looked at each other. 'ND#piiel said, eyes
wide with shock, 'the concert pianist? You can'amé&im?' Olivia
nodded. 'But wasn't he involved in some kind ohsled:'



'‘An accident," his mother broke in with a touclylafating, 'as a result
of drunkenness after his fiancee ran away befaie th-'

'l know all about that,’ said Olivia, hoping heptdignity would hide
the turmoil inside her. 'And it wasn't drunkenndésst caused the
accident, whatever the newspapers said at the' time.

‘Well," Daniel commented, 'he injured his arm amotiger things,
which meant he could never play-'

'‘Oh, but he will play again.' She remembered whatdite had told
her at the farm. 'He's—he's going away for a wiailbave treatment
on his arm, and then put in an intense period affre to get back
into top form. That's why I've come back. I'll k@ysng for—well,
some time."

‘Surely," Mrs Watling persisted, 'he has a hon@of own? Couldn't
you have lived there?'

Olivia feigned a shrug. 'l thought it a good oppaity to tidy up my
own affairs.'

To her relief, they accepted the explanation. Meglivg said with a
smile, 'l don't know how you can bear to be parfesh your
bridegroom at this stage of your marriage.'

Olivia smiled and said to Daniel, 'l hope you'veme@sing your own
particular room in my aunt's—in my— house whilellyeen away?’

‘The one he uses as a dark room?' Mrs Watling aes\er her son.
'I've hardly seen the boy, he's spent so much timtbere! Never
mind, it keeps him occupied.' And, she was no dthubking, away
from the opposite sex.



When Olivia returned home, Daniel went with her. Itéel, he said,
been very disappointed to hear of her marriagetdtie was so much
that of a sulky boy that Olivia answered shar@yt, Daniel, I've

never encouraged you to think of me in any othey wan as a
friend.’

He walked with his head forward, staring at thejpath. 'l know you
turned me down, but | didn't give up hope. You'ot the sort to be
happy in the sophisticated kind of world a man Macaire Connal
must live in.'

As they entered the house, Daniel asked, 'Was#s®n you gave for
coming back here true? That your husband was gawgy for

treatment and work? Or did you discover your mggiavasn't
working?'

Olivia hesitated for some time. 'Yes,' she saldstt 'itwas true. But,'
she sighed, 'there were other reasons. Pleasa't keep questioning
me, Daniel. There are things-' her voice wavereglst can't tell
anyone. Not even you.'

Daniel lifted a shoulder. 'If that's how you want.i' He turned the
handle of a door which opened off the entrance K&lvia's aunt,

hoping as it happened in vain for a future marriagg@veen her niece
and her best friend's son, had for some years atldaniel to use the
room for his photographic work. "You don't mindl ifee to some
negatives?'

'Of course not. Just carry on as if | weren't heleg said.

He needed no second invitation.



Some days passed, all of the same pattern. Itheasver, disrupted
one morning by a telephone call from London.

Hope had Olivia's heart thudding, but when theecalhnounced his
identity, that hope died away like the final nodés symphony.

'Harvey here,' the man said, 'Dick Harvey of Inational Press. Am |
speaking to Mrs Macaire Connal?'

'"You're speaking,' said Olivia, 'to Mrs Olivia De&y.'

'‘Ah." The journalist was not discouraged by herl geaeption. In
fact, he seemed pleased. 'Just the lady I'm lodking

‘Do you mind telling me," Olivia asked sharply,hgou came to be
In possession of my telephone number?’

'‘Does a lady by the name of Faber mean anythiggu@'
‘Yes, but-'

'‘Good. Now we're on the same wavelength. Er—Mrsliabey, is
there any truth in the rumour that your whirlwindmage to Macaire
Connal is breaking up?'

'‘None at all,' Olivia replied firmly, glad that sheas, « when
necessary, able to put on a convincing performaia=an't think
where you got the idea.’

'‘From a certain—er—Ilady who shall be nameless?'

A short silence, then Olivia answered, 'If yougterring j to a certain
opera singer who is a colleague of my husband's-'

'His ex-fiancee, Mrs Delaney ..." The journalist&ce was silky.



'Remember the "ex", Mr—er—Harvey.' Had her tonenbgeelling
enough?

It seemed that nothing would lessen this man's nessl
‘This—er—Iady has told me unequivocally over thieghone that
when the necessary time has elapsed, Mr Connalbeilktarting
divorce proceedings against you for desertion.'

Olivia wanted to shout, 'Then tell that—er—Iladyttifashe doesn't
stop trying to tear my husband and myself apartsteld she
remained silent.

‘Mrs Delaney, are you there? Do you wish to makecamment on
the lady's statement?’

'‘None, thank you.'
'‘Can you at least tell me where your husband is?"

So even the press didn't know where Macaire hacgQdm the
country. For treatment, recuperation and hard work.

'‘Which is what Mrs Faber told us." Which meantv@aliconcluded,
that not even Macaire's housekeeper knew his whewts. 'In other
words,' the man persisted, 'it's a close secret?’

‘A very close secret,” Olivia echoed. 'Thank you ¢alling, Mr
Harvey.' She rang off.

Olivia wandered to the living-room and sank into amchair. It
seemed that the leakage of poison, rumour and mdwubad begun.
Annetta Brambella was keeping her word. If Olivizl&ney and
Macaire Connal did not dance to her tune, it wawdtbe long before
hints of a scandal—the 'sowing of the seeds of tlewlbch Annetta



had hinted at—began to appear, tucked away in dhsec of some
newspaper. The trouble was that seeds had a Hajybwing ...

Days passed, then merged into weeks during whiakiaOhad

received neither letter nor phone call from Macdir&rs Faber had
been able to give her address to a newspapermesly dacaire

must have been the one to discover it. He had pipldaund her

other suitcase, opened it and discovered the asidwad telephone
number on a label inside.

If he had been able to cut her out of his life vatith ease, then his
assertion that he had married her only becausaevabethere must
have been true. Macaire, however, was never ola¢iomind. When
she went to bed, his absence was a torment, tpe simal form of him
an elusive glimpse of paradise out of reach.

March had long since become April and then it way M he garden,
which was large, claimed most of Olivia's attentiDaniel came and
went in the house, using his key to let himselamd disappearing
most times into his dark room. Now and then he doobw the lawn
for Olivia, or spray the apple trees or repair adww catch.

One afternoon, weary of gardening and damp witssation from
the sun's warmth, Olivia took a bath. Her aunt daterminedly
refused to have a shower installed, a fact whichi®how regretted.
‘A quite unnecessary addition to a perfectly adegjbathroom,' her
aunt had always said whenever Olivia had tentatise@ntioned the
idea. 'We have a perfectly good, functional b#thd there the matter
had always ended.

For some time Olivia lay soaking. The washing of Imoist,

pore-clogged skin was finished. Now there was timaeiax, to
forget for a while the unhappiness that haunted steouding even
moments of near-content with sadness.



At every opportunity she played Macaire's recordjiigtening to his
every note, appreciating the delicacy of his intetgtion and
perceiving every mood change. No wonder, she diftenght, Fulton
Hallinger did not want to let him go. No wonder timan wanted to
ensure that such talent was retrieved and retunved, all its old
brilliance, to the world of music.

She Swished the water over her. But, she thougdidrdly, in the
achievement of that aim, why should | be cast omhfMacaire's life
like a piece of worn-out clothing? She would fightth every
weapon—but how? With whom? With the only thing blad left of
the man she had married—memories? She could nog thi the
shadow of a phantom, which was what he had becorhertin the
past weeks, haunting her night and day.

There were two rings at the door, one short, omdopged. It was
probably Mrs Watling come to call Daniel from tharkkoom. There
were voices, and both were male. There was an aegehaf words,
and it did not sound friendly. The front door cldse

Footsteps mounted the stairs and Olivia grew fagat. The door
was too far away to lock now. She never turned ke against
Daniel because she knew he would never, under iatyntstances
whatsoever, enter any room in her house withouttation or

permission.

He must, she reasoned, be coming to ask her sargethlk through
the door ... It opened and she shrieked, 'No, Dayoel can't-' Her
heart almost stopped beating.

The rest of the sentence came out in a dazed whispeome in.’

‘Thanks, sweetheart, for the invitation. But beywur husband, |
hardly needed it.'



'Macaire,' she choked, 'l didn't know-'

'‘Obviously," was the clipped reply. ‘It was Daryiell were expecting,
wasn't it? He let me in. Now he's gone out. Were waiting for him
to join you? Was the water cooling too rapidly you both to enjoy
yourselves?'

Olivia grabbed a face-cloth and spread it over iigng her hands to
cover other parts. 'Will you get out?' she snafpetdieen her teeth.

‘Now, now, my love, is that the way to greet a fambyou haven't
seen for nearly two months? You ran out on me, nelpee?' He sat
cornerwise on the side of the bath. 'And you diew&n say goodbye.'

He twitched the flannel from her breasts, reachedndand fondled
each one. She fought off his hands—then realisadhis arm was
now back to normal. With his wrists in her handkicl were passing
their dampness on to the dark hairs they crushedsaid, 'Macaire,
your arm— it's better?' He nodded. 'Oh, Macairelr§ rushed into,
her eyes.

For a long moment he gazed into them. As the niestred she saw
his face, the face which filled the poster on hedroom wall and at
which she had gazed every day of their separatiavas here now,
near enough to touch. The mouth was smiling but eitard, cynical
contempt.

"You kept your word.' Olivia frowned at the staterneéAbout going

to your boy-friend. "He loves me," you said. Now Yyetsharing his
house, no doubt the same bed. Strange,' he retri@gehands and
rubbed his cheek, pretending to be puzzled, 'howlgb me break
you in. Maybe the boy-friend was so inhibited he miasapable until

another man-'



She rolled the face-cloth into a ball and flungtihim hard. It caught
him on his neck and fell to the ground. He bentrdnex, gripped her
under the armpits and hauled her to her feet. Watefrom her in
rivulets. 'No, no!" she shrieked.

'Yes, yes,' he mocked, and scooped her bodily thenath, holding
her against him.

"'l make your jacket wet,' she spluttered.

'It's waterproof. Now be still, my beauty, or ybb'dve my arm back
to what it was."'

Fearful of inflicting further injury, with great hectance she obeyed.
She tugged a handful of his hair, crying, 'Put @' Her plea had

no effect, so she said plaintively, 'I'm cold, MiaeaPlease give me
the towel.'

He smiled. 'I'm feasting my eyes, my love. Two nmsnaway from
such beauty has sharpened my appetite.’

'You've had Annetta.'

'‘Have 1?' The mocking amusement had left him. Toldress had
returned. He lowered her to the floor and she divethe bath towel,
wrapping it round her, sarong- style.

‘That's why | left you,' she said, her eyes blaamg his. 'To give you
back the woman you really loved.’

‘You're an incredible liar, my own.' His arms fadd&cross his chest.
He towered above her, making her feel insignificafdu left me to
come here, to join the mamureally loved.' He looked around. 'He
might have had the bathroom modernised.'



‘Macaire," she whispered, 'you're wrong. Thismg house, not
Daniel's.’

He frowned. 'You're lying again.'
She shook her head furious. 'lt's mine, left toapeny aunt.’

The change in his face frightened her. Here wasntha in the
farmhouse again, ruthless, frightening, capabkngthing ...

'So what's he doing here? Sharing your house ui3tea

'‘No! He's keen on photography. There's a room dtaassvhich my.
aunt allowed him to use as a darkroom. He stilsutse

'‘As good an explanation fcrr-a-man's presence inuaeéhas any Il've
heard.'

'You don't believe me?"

'l told you, you're a liar. You've lied in other yga About having no
boy-friend when | questioned you before we marrfgtd about this
house.'

'l didn't lie about the house, Mac.' A flicker padsicross his eyes at
her use of the abbreviation of his name. 'l justindi tell
you—everything about myself.'

‘You let me think you were poor.’
'You never asked about my financial status.’

‘After we were married, there were plenty of oppoities for you to
tell me.'



This was so true, Olivia coloured. She recalleddemision to keep
him in ignorance of her inheritance in case theildadge of it might
change the situation between them. She wrappedothel more
tightly around her and sought his eyes. 'Wouldavén made you
decide against marrying me if I'd told you?'

His eyes skimmed over her smooth shoulders. 'Miudé# towards
you might have been—different." He reached out r@mioved her
bath cap, watching her hair fall to cover her stletd. 'No wonder,’
he remarked, his eyes narrow> 'you stayed so tdigtdt your aunt's
side all those years. Knowing that all this woulkel coming your
way-'

'l did notknow. | assumed my aunt was leaving everythirghaoity.'
His expression was sceptical. 'It's true, | telhyo

His fists went to his hips and he looked her ov&arry on, dry
yourself.'

'I'm dry, thanks. Anyway, why did you come here?'

He lounged against the bathroom wall. 'l intenaeask you to come
back with me.' Her heart leapt, her eyes brightetBad not now,' he
said brutally. With a sadistic smile, he watched #agerness die
away. 'Not after being mistaken for "Daniel" whosaald to "come
In" to your bathroom and join you in the bath. Adwh't tell me you
said, "No, Daniel, you can't," because that was plimcoy
provocation on your part. Anyway, the bathroom deasn't locked.'

'Oh, |-' Explanations would be useless. 'You dokHimghly of me!'
she stormed, adding the lie, 'l wouldn't come haith you now even
If you asked me. Anyway,' she counter-attackedj"\y@got Annetta.
You don't want me with you—except for the look loé¢ thing.'



‘The "look" of anything doesn't matter to me, mydoThe little wife
by a famous man's side is not regarded as goodcyiydby my

manager. A little notoriety, even if invented, wiimother woman
offstage—especially one who's famous in her owhtrgadds spice
to a man's reputation. Makes the women think itccbe them.'

‘You're contemptible." He gave a deep, mocking f®ke went on,
'So you don't want me around? As Fulton Hallingseyrss it would
spoil your image?'

‘Even if | didn't want you around, why should yoarwy? You've got
your own man in your life, which is why you left ntée "loves you",
remember? Your words, darling.'

In her agitation her hold on the towel loosened et of it fdl to one

side. She groped for it—too late. He was grippihg towel and

unwinding it, leaving her defenceless and vulnexrdiath to his eyes
and his hands.’

'‘By heaven,' he muttered, 'it's time | reminded wwse woman you
really are." He threw the towel aside, scoopedititerhis arms and
carried her out of the bathroom. She kicked andggted and he
ordered, 'Stay still. You'll hurt my arm,' and ate she obeyed.

She continued the fight with her words. 'You caryou
mustn't—Why don't you go away? Leave me alone, Mac&o to
Annetta for love as you used to do. She's moreto taste than | am.
She said so .. .

'‘Quiet, woman! Which room?' He caught sight of fhester of
himself on the wall and swung her into her bedrod, I've seen it
at last, that picture of me in front of which yoow down and
worship every night. Your idol, who in a few momghtis gaze
raked her body indolently from head to toe, 'is)\gdb ravish you and



make you his so completely that every single thoygln have of
your boy-friend will go out of your beautiful head.'

He dropped her on to the bedclothes. 'How convéhies drawled,
pulling free of his jacket, 'that you sleep in aidie bed.’

'‘Macaire," she made one last plea, feeling forlibd cover and
wrapping it round her, ‘please don't.'

He tugged at his tie, unbuttoned his shirt andvihte@ff. "You didn't
say that, sweetheart, on our wedding night.' The® no tenderness
in his tone. He stood before her at last tall, nfr@en head to foot, his
shoulders even broader with the exercises he hddriaken, his
waist and stomach lean and tight-muscled.

He threw himself beside her, pushed aside the bedrand let his
eyes devour every single enticing curve of her. dt®ked, he
caressed, slowly, slowly arousing her desires.lipgstouched down
and skimmed where his hands had been, until eatyop her body
was tingling with delight and anticipation.

He pulled her against him and his arms, handsipadh&rdened with
his own demands and needs. Now she knew that kisecequalled
hers and she rejoiced, crying out with joy when rhsuth moved
from her throat to her breasts, urging closer to &nd calling out his
name.

Moments later ecstasy enveloped her and she belomgee more
totally and unreservedly to the man she loved.

They must have slept, but not for long. When Oligtared to
wakefulness she found the bed cover over her.

Macaire still lay beside her. He was awake, buahis was raised to
rest across his eyes. Olivia moved and in theirlpelgcovered



intimacy, was bold enough to wriggle across to side and curl
across him. He did not move. She walked her fingemigh the dark
hair on'his chest, followed the line of his jawdasiayfully outlined
his lips.

Taking courage from the fact that he did not réyae| she moved his
arm higher to rest on his forehead, only to findtthis eyes were
closed.

‘Macaire?"

'Yes?'

‘You look pale.

''ve been working hard.’

'‘And," she tugged at his chest hair, 'playing hard?

He lifted his head and gave her a quelling loole Similed impishly
up at him. He did not smile back. 'An- netta's juttkhave you all the
time, Mac." She rubbed her cheek against his arenshifted it
irritably.

'‘What's the matter, Mac?' Her heart beat dully."\/gust shared
something precious-'

He pushed her aside and swung his legs to the, fhmginning to
dress.

‘You're not only a liar, my sweet. You're a hypteri

She cried out as if he had hit her, 'What do yoanfié



He buttoned his shirt and fastened the waistbandisfpants.
'Precious,you called it, when there's a man in your life \ghailling
to come at your call, even if it's in the aftern@on

She sat up. 'Are you still referring to the batimoavhen you walked
in and | thought-'

'It was "Daniel"." He played mockingly with the namAnd were
disappointed to discover it was only your husbawds, | am
referring to that.' He eyed her. 'And if you dahidthe yourself soon,
I'll come again at your call, right now.'

Olivia looked down at herself, saw what he wasrggand pulled the
cover to her chin. She watched in disbelief as hdenfor the door.
‘You're going, Mac?'

‘Why," he drawled, 'do you want me to stay? Havgal had
enough?’

‘Mac,' as he turned the door handle, 'you're wramgng, about me.
There's no one else | love but you, no one.’

‘You expect me to believe that,' he answered, 'wberkept from me
the fact that you owned a house—and of considerzhlige, too.
How much else are you keeping from me?"'

She remembered the large sum of money in the baaiceuld not
keep the fear from her eyes.

‘Yes,' he said, 'l suspected there might be othitygecrets you're
harbouring.’

She shook her head. 'There's nothing "guilty" altoemn.' Realising
he had no intention of relenting, of showing amnoéncy at all, she
made a final plea, whispering, "You're my life, Mac



‘Tell that to the poster on the wall,' he repliedtally. He'll be as deaf
to your lies as | am.' He began to close the dmoened it again and
said, 'Better still, tell it to your boy-friend timext time he comes to
your house—and your bed.'

Seconds later she was alone. A car started updeut3ihe tyres
spurted on the gravel and the engine roared idaligtance, leaving
behind a crushing silence.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT was when Olivia opened her morning newspaper. iveeks later
that she saw a photograph of Macaire. Beside him liaked in his,
stood a smiling Annetta.

To the uninitiated, it looked as if a chance phatapder had caught
the couple strolling in a London park. To Olivighavknew better, it

was a cleverly-posed publicity photo- ' graph. Fulkéallinger was

beginning his campaign.

The caption ran, 'Whispers of romance? Macaire @loaamd Annetta
Brambella out walking ... Divorce hinted at for el@lated pianist ...
Annetta Brambella almost free of former marriagetrne ... Miss
Brambella said, "I'll never leave Macaire again...'

A few moments later, she had called Daniel on thenp. 'Yes,' he
confirmed, 'our paper has a picture, too. He'sdatgnwith her near
the entrance to the Royal Festival Hall. It saysvdrs reunited. "I
was foolish to leave him", said Miss Brambella. "&dlour divorces
are through, we intend to marry".'

'‘Don't go on, Daniel,' said Olivia, hoping that harice sounded
normal.

'l don't understand,’ Daniel said. 'If he's divogcyou, what was he
doing here the day | let him in?'

Olivia was glad Daniel could not see her face. "Wee-talked things
over.'

'I'm sorry your marriage didn't work out,' said RdEn'But that means
you'll be free again, doesn't it?’

'‘Does it?' she said thickly, and rang off.



On impulse and before reason could tell her shebsawy a fool, she
decided to go to London. The time had come to rermw
acquaintance with Fulton Hallinger, the only persdm was in a
position to tell her where her husband was. Shea#&aniel to tell
him of her intention, but he tried to dissuade hée. won't tell you.
What's more, it will give him a weapon to use agayou.

He'll play cat and mouse with you, just to tantalis
Olivia ignored Daniel's warning.

Fulton's office was up a flight of dark stairs islgghtly dowdy street
not far from Oxford Circus. The rooms which his agye occupied
were, however, better than the visitor had beenbledas outward
appearance to expect. The premises had been thstefyeted and
decorated. The office furniture had been desigmethé modern
idiom in man-made materials with chairs that cureed moulded
themselves to the occupant and desks which gavingression of
stepping into the next century.

Olivia had no difficulty in obtaining an interviewith Fulton. It was
not until she saw his blandly smiling face that s¥adised why he had
agreed so readily to see hide'll play cat and mouse with yddaniel
had said. It seemed that for once Daniel's wisdaddutstripped her
own.

Fulton stood, but with a slowness that insulted. raigtioned his
visitor to a low modern chair but she chose theveational upright
secretary's seat near the desk.

‘And why,' he said, sinking down, 'have | been hwad with a visit
from the sweet, luscious, but alas, expendableDdtaney?'

'‘Not for the pleasure it gives me to see you agdimiHallinger.' He
threw back his head and laughed. It was an unptéasand. 'l want



to know where my husband is, and since you're tihemerson | can
think of who is in possession of such informatitwve been forced to
call on you.'

He picked up a letter opener and ran his fingerangh down the
blade. 'No can tell, Mrs Delaney," he respondetl witaunting smile.
So far, Daniel had been right all the way ...

'l want to contact him urgently, Mr Hallinger.'

He dropped the letter opener, and stared. 'My G, aren't
pregnant?'

If only she could say 'yes'—would that have protete the magic
word which would give her access to her husbandisdgplace? She
was tempted to nod, to play with him as he wasiptawith her. But
she heard Macaire's voice in her milau're lying again ..And
this time he would be right.

'I'm not pregnant, Mr Hallinger.'

The desk, lightly constructed as it was, almostatidd with his sigh
of relief.

‘Then,' he said slowly, leaning back in his chaigan think of no
other reason why you should want to contact yosbhuod."'

'If | say | want to see him," Olivia said angrilyhat, to me, is
sufficient.’

He smiled at her anger and she reproached hewelielr sign of
weakness.

'He's a long way from here, my dear. Much, much favofor an
iInnocent and unprotected young woman like you tdwe.'



Olivia frowned. "You mean he's abroad?"

'‘Look," he was growing impatient, 'I'm saying nathil just don't
want him upset. His arm's almost one hundred perreeovered. His
playing is damned near as perfect as it was bé#iajured himself.
In no time at all, he'll be appearing in public iagand only the
severest critic will be able to hear the imperfaasi. Given just a bit
longer, even those will have gone and he'll be lzdke top where
he was before and where he belongs. Now do yourstaahel why |

don't want you to see him?'

There was a short pause. 'No," Olivia answeredskebar

He thumped the desk. 'I'll tell you this—I'm goitagdo everything in
my power to break up your marriage, use every wedégo or foul to
achieve my aim. And I'll tell you something elseelbooked him
concerts all over the country. Concerts abroad, Ewarope, the
States, Australia —you name it, he's going theis.first since his
accident is coming along soon in London. I've atised it in the
papers, and on the Underground. | don't want anggicg,

adoring"*little wife clutching his arm and cluttag up his life. | want
him free, like he was before. Understand?"

‘Then,' Olivia returned acidly, 'you'd better prise netta Brambella
from his life, hadn't you? She's famous, too. Sfreahds attention. If
you don't detach her from him, she'll steal theelight every time,

pushing herself in on his publicity act.'

'‘Don't teach me my job, you anonymous little ugstardoor closed
nearby, there were descending footsteps. A womwaite rang with
laugher. Fulton listened and a spiteful smile cegposs his thin lips.
'‘Now I'll teachyou something.' He motioned with his head towarc
the window. 'Come over here.' She followed. 'Lookvd there.’



Two figures emerged into the street. One was AanBtambella,
groomed, slender and as elegantly dressed astbeasther was the
even taller figure of Macaire Connal. Olivia gasped stared down
at the dark head. He lifted his hand to hail a.tAsi they waited, a
flash bulb went into action. A photographer in wa#ad taken a
picture.

'You—you miserable liar!" Olivia turned on Fultorallinger. "You
despicable cheat. He was here all the time!"

‘Thanks for showering me with compliments, dears,Ye was. But
he gave explicit instructions when | called himtba internal phone
and said you'd arrived that under no circumstancesd he see you.'

'l don't believe you,' she cried. "You're makingpt'

He glanced down. 'They're still waiting. I've halimind to get him
back to corroborate my story.'

Olivia rushed to the door, hearing Fulton lift 8ssh window and call
out. He was warning Macaire! She raced down thiessséamd flung
herself outside, only to see her husband drive akapetta beside
him, in the taxi he had called.

Disappointment and misery drained her face of aoldaars welled
up—and the flash bulb worked again. The photograghee a deep,
smiling bow and made a thumbs-up sign to Fultonp wtill gazed
out of the window.

So it had not been Macaire he had spoken to, it eeh the
photographer to whom he had given instructionsetoagpicture of
Macaire Connal's wife watching her husband drivayawith another
woman. Daniel had been right. Fulton Hallinger inawh.



An advertisement on the Underground had informesi&®bn her
way home that the London concert at which Macawar@l was to
be the soloist was fixed for three weeks ahead.

Olivia told Daniel about it and he offered to tdker. She accepted
gladly. For some reason she felt the need for nsuport, although
she doubted if Daniel, with his self-effacing manmesuld be able to
give her much of that.

It was with a beating heart that Olivia, with Ddrbeside her, found
herself in the entrance lobby of the famous Londoncert hall.
Under no circumstances did she want to be seembgt#a or Fulton
Hallinger, so she pulled Daniel by the hand, climgbthe steps to
their seats so quickly they were both out of breath

Even if tension had not already tied her emotiaoris knots, there
would have been a feeling of eager excitement aetegyed by the
impressive surroundings and the subdued anticipatd the
audience. Daniel had brought with him a box of dhates which his
mother had given them. It seemed that she considlei®a necessary
part of all concert and theatre-going.

Daniel opened the box with a crackle of paper,irggtOlivia's
nerve-endings, already agitated, jangling unbegr&iie could not
accept a chocolate when he pushed the box acrbes.t8he gave it
back, telling him to eat as many as he liked. Tieiproceeded to do,
presumably not wishing to upset his mother. Olivgd not eaten
since, lunch, having been unable to face the thoughtad flet alone
consume any.

They had each bought a programme and she flickedgh her copy,
seeing nothing—until she started again at the Ioéggnand found
herself gazing into her husband's handsome, sefiages His deeply
intelligent eyes seemed to be reproaching hersétef his mouth
unforgiving.



Yet there was a profound sensitivity about his lipk and the curve
of his chin which made her wonder if his ( calldtsatment of her
during their earliest encounters, his terrifyingetpnce of being a
criminal in hiding, had been on her part a fabiaatof her
imagination.

Daniel nudged her and she jumped. The presergutineundings, the
chatter around her faded in like a new sequeneetelevision film

and she remembered the reason for their presendéeinvast
auditorium.

‘Anything wrong?' Daniel asked.
'‘N-no. Just dreaming.’

He looked at her but did not comment. For once,vgae glad that
Daniel's sensibilities, sometimes blunted, were #vening sharper
than usual. She pretended to study the programmes nmoexcessive
detail and Daniel followed her example.

The first item was an overture by Mendelssohn. Wihenapplause
died down, and the piano was moved into positiberg was an
unbearable pause. Olivia found herself holding besath and
clasping her hands together so tightly they musgeé ieeen giving her
pain—but she did not feel a thing.

As the conductor of the orchestra led on the sblitemendous
burst of applause reverberated around the audmoriinis man, she
told herself, maltreating her lower lip, was not hesband. He was a
stranger, a smiling, composed, devastatingly dtt@astranger. She
had not really lain in his arms, wrapped about wthie golden
aftermath of lovemaking. He had not talked with, healked with
her, carried her triumphantly into her bedroom oalyew weeks
before and coaxed and caressed her into completnsder.



Her eyes were brimming and she could scarcely saebbwing in
acknowledgement of his rapturous welcome. There way a
blurred sight of him taking his seat at the piand asitting,
momentarily, head bowed, seeking serenity and caraten before
the performance began.

In the few seconds before the music filled the, l@livia told herself,
Everything that took place between myself and the seated at that
piano was a fantastic and wonderful dream and never, must | try
to persuade myself _ otherwise.

The music being performed was Mozart's Piano Coeodeumber

Twenty-one. Macaire's playing had plainly returnedits highest

standards, as near to perfection as pianist, @itct audience could
ever hope for. Olivia watched and worshipped, eyany of her the
ardent devotee of the world-famous performer whd hée listeners
spellbound.

When the famous second movement of the concertanbiegweave
its spell, and the melodious phrases flowed frogrfingers, reaching
the heart of every one of the people present, taaranheeded down
Olivia's cheeks. Try as she might, she could nepkbe memories of
their short but tempestuous marriage at bay. Hee lfor him
enveloped her like the mist that had first cau$edr (paths to meet
and she groped her way about in it, hopelessly lost

The applause at the end was tumultuous. Time again'#éhe soloist
was called on to return. Macaire bowed deeply,ismilifting a hand
in acknowledgment, bowing again. Olivia leaned favin her seat,
but she was so far away, his features remainedeoluAll she could
discern was that the smile which illuminated hisefavas one of
rejoicing in his achievement, of relief at havingaaed his old
playing form and gratification at having given s@amy people so
much pleasure. Then he was gone.



It was the interval and Daniel looked uncertainiyns companion.
‘Do you want to go outside? Find the bar ...?'dked.

'‘Daniel," her hand rested on his arm, 'I'm sormyt b must see
Macaire.'

'‘How do you intend to do that? They won't let y@anhim.'
"'l do something. Use my name ...’
‘They may have had orders-'

‘To keep me out, you mean?' She compressed heiSlgshad not
thought of that. She would not put any trick padtdn Hallinger. 'I'll
have to lake a risk.' Daniel eased his way alomgrdw of seats,
Olivia followed and in a few moments they foundrtiselves in the
entrance lobby.

Bewildered by the crush of people, Olivia lookeauard like a

trapped animal. Everyone, everything, was contgvia keep her
from going to Macaire. She saw a commissionaira peaked cap
near the swing doors and made for him, Danielitigiibehind with

her coat over his arm.

Olivia produced her sweetest smile. 'Please,’ deadpd, her
grey-blue eyes large and luminous with emotion Wwistll had not
died away, 'could you direct me to the stage door?'

He began to shake his heddlease,'she persisted. 'I| must see m
husband. There's—there's an urgent message | bayiget him. It
was telephoned through after he left home-'

‘A member of the orchestra, madam?' She had at ¢aaght the
man's attention.

‘The soloist,' she replied, half-apologetically.



The man's eyes widened. 'Oh, Mr Connal, you meaih@o0rse,
madam, I'll certainly tell you.' He did so, poirgioutside, and giving
precise directions. 'It says "Private" on the ddut, take no notice.
That's to stop members of the public ..." But @likad gone, calling
out her grateful thanks, with Daniel only a fewpst®&ehind.

If it occurred to the doorman afterwards that isverange how the
wife of a man as well-known in musical circles aaddire Connal

did not know the way to the stage door of a conualitas famous as
the one in which he was that evening performing—aad done so
many times in the past—then it was too late for tondo anything

about it.

'‘Please come with me, Daniel," Olivia begged, amshpd her way
outside, gathering the skirt of her long dress ldtidg it free of the
ground.

Daniel followed close, going with her round theesaf the building
and pausing in front of the door marked 'Priv&&Via took a breath
and turned the handle. They entered, closing te loehind them. It
was dark in the passage and a man emerged fromalbdffite.

'Sorry, madam,' he said, 'sir,’ to Daniel, 'publ¢ allowed in here.’

'I'm—I'm not public,' said Olivia, summoning a sento cover her
nervousness. 'I'm Macaire Connal's wife. | havargent message. It
was telephoned through after—atfter he left the Bous

The man looked doubtful. He frowned at Daniel dsyihg to puzzle
out who her escort might be, if her husband realg the- man she
had named. 'Please,' she said, her voice risingadipgly, 'it's urgent.
Just a few words-'



After another moment's hesitation, the man liftexigmoulders as if
the action exonerated him from any responsibiliyl right, this
way. Mrs Connal,' he added.

Olivia could hardly believe her good luck. It see@bat Fulton
Hallinger had not given orders for her to be kept, decause it
probably had not occurred to him that she wouldcehtae audacity to
attempt to see Macaire on such an occasion.

'‘Only you, though.' To Daniel, 'Sorry, sir. You waere.' Daniel, glad
to comply, nodded eagerly.

It seemed a long walk through corridors illuminateth subdued
lighting. Some doors were open, revealing smallfteted rooms,
others were closed. The door on which the man keabekas closed,
too. It bore a large figure one.

He opened the door and said, 'Sorry to trouble ruConnal. Are
you alone?'

Olivia's heart was throbbing. The answer to thesoe must have
been 'yes', because the man went on, 'Visitordar ady says she's
got an urgent message. Says she's your wife. | eolat her word
and brought her here. Hope that's okay?' He opt#reedoor wider,
revealing Macaire's visitor. 'All right, sir?'

'Yes, Sandy, it's my wife. Thanks for bringing her.

The man called Sandy motioned her in with a pdlaad, and went
away. Olivia was face to face with the star ofékiening. He was her
husband and she could not think of a word to say.

Macaire leant back against the make-up table, henpisckets. The
mirror behind him reflected the daunting breadthh back, the



perfection of the cut of his formal black suit, ttheckness of his
night-dark hair skimming the collar of his jacket.

His long legs were crossed at the ankles, the rasigclhis thighs and
the hardness of his hips revealed by the tautnEskeomaterial

covering them. He was so over- poweringly mascuBoearrogantly
good-looking, Olivia felt her senses jerk to totalaaeness with the
restlessness of a patient thrashing about in tpeofja fever.

'So what's the urgent message?' There was no lirnessl in his
voice.

'‘Macaire, you gave a wonderful performance." Why she have to
sound so breathless? 'If anything, you're evereb#tan you were
before you—stopped.’

He inclined his head slowly and with a touch of kery. 'My first

visitor since the performance ended—it's well-knothat | like

solitude after performing in order to unwind—ane $trns out to be
not only my most devoted fan, but also my most domgntary

critic.' A hard glint lit his eyes. 'l repeat, whatas the urgent
message?'

'There wasn't one.'
'Another lie.'

'‘No."' She shook her head violently. '‘Not a lie]lye&just had to see
you. | used it to break through all the barriers.’

He strolled towards her, standing so near shedalt her head right
back in order to see his face. Their bodies touchdslver let it be
said that there's an insurmountable barrier betwagnwife and
myself.’



His hands stayed in his pockets. Hers lifted td oashis arms. 'The
day you came to my house, you said you were gairagk me to go
back with you. | want to, Mac.'

He looked down at her swelling breasts pressedtsuoately against
him. His eyes probed the deep neckline of her dmes®aling the
inviting cleft. His hands came to life and grippgest hips, urging that
part of her anatomy against him, too. Olivia prddser teeth into her
lower lip, trying to control the uprush of desine manoeuvres were
causing, the contact of his thighs against heesfebl of his fingers
pressing painfully into the layer of flesh whichreoed her hip bones.

Suddenly she was in his arms, being kissed so efvalgat his
mouth was pressing her farther and farther backig&seeth ground
against hers, she clung to his shoulders for supplatched at the
back of his head and felt her bones melting abbedy yielded to the
cruel passion which seemed to have him in its grip.

Then she was jerked upright and thrust away. "Tawbfbr you, my
sweet, that | don't need you any more.'

He might have rolled her down a mountainside antcheal her
disappear into a ravine.

There were voices in the corridor. Laughter echoewdisteps
sounded Macaire asked, 'Have you come alone?'

If she answered the question with the truth, it Wammediately
drive yet another wedge between them. She decaledrhpromise
with a half-truth. 'I'm here alone.’

From the look in his eyes he seemed to have aatefhte
statement—until a feminine voice from the door saghe lies,
Macaire. A man is waiting for her. He's red- hajradMr Watling. |
have just been talking to him. There is no douat bie accompanied



her to the concert.' It seemed that Annetta hachegehe door
noiselessly, but Macaire could not have missedathieal. Had he
tried to trick her into being indiscreet in frorftaowitness?

The look which Macaire turned on his wife madesteke, Will you
leave my dressing-room?' he said with icy politeness

‘Mac, won't you listen?'

He said through his teeth, his eyes burning, 'G#t éle moved
towards her.

‘Mac,' her voice rose hysterically, 'it's you | éovhere's no one else.
Don't judge me by your standards.' Her words madeskien angrier.
He gripped her shoulders, urging her backwardbaven't got a
secret lover, Mac.' She tripped, twisting her anklying out. He
stopped while she lifted it and rubbed it, grittimgr teeth and letting
the tears brim over.

'She's pretending, Macaire,’ came Annetta's spitadice, 'to get
your sympathy. Do not be fooled by her tactics.’

You," Olivia snapped at the other woman, 'keepbthis!" Carefully
she lowered her foot to the floor. 'Mac, Daniel'stja friend ...’

The mere mention of Daniel's name brought a retfithe anger. 'If
you refuse to leave,' he said, eyeing her withemipt, 'I'll contact the
management and have you thrown out."'

Olivia limped to the door, then swung round. "Thatuld do your
image good, my darling husband. The star perforinaer his wife
ejected from the concert hall, then proceeds toeriake to his
mistress in his dressing- room.’



Macaire snapped, his jaw rigid, 'Why, you littleisHhand lifted and
Olivia limped towards him. 'Go on, hit me. | chalige you to hit me.'
His hand stayed where it was. 'lithakeyou hit me, then | can
broadcast it to the press.' She took a deep bréatiteyou, Macaire
Delaney, with all the life in my bod{Wowhit me!" Her glittering eyes
challenged.

His hand lowered slowly. He turned away. It wasdigét of his rigid
back, telling her of his implacability, that madéwa admit that her
gamble had not paid off. She moved into the corriloned and said,

'l leave you to the mercies of your woman, the yme really want.
With her at your side, you have a future in frohyau which will be
devoid of warmth, of laughter, of deep, unselfigivel, of—of
children," her voice sank to a whisper, 'of me.’

Daniel had waited uncomplainingly. The doorman ssno have
given him a chair.

Daniel rose and smiled, then saw her distressii&gllhe held out his
hand, and because he was at that moment like anm@cktormy sea,
her hand reached out to grip his —and a camerandths A
photographer had appeared from the doorman's pffiesing
apparently been instructed— no doubt by Fultonikigdir—to await
the precise moment at which to take the picturerdhvas no doubt
that, from his point of view, that ‘'moment’ coulat have told a more
incriminating story.

Next morning, when she opened her morning newspé&peia saw

how Fulton Hallinger had had his revenge. On page there were
two photographs. One was of Macaire and Annettéhen street
outside Fulton Hallinger's London office. Their armere linked and
they were laughing at each other. It was the péctaken of them the



day she had visited Fulton's office, only to bedtbly him that
Macaire was away.

Joined to that picture was the photograph of hkrsdden moments
later, when she had watched them drive away. leagga, from the
clever way the picture editor had arranged theqgaraphs, that she
had been only a few steps distant from where theng\wtanding, her
arm outstretched towards them. There was not artaxght.

The caption said, 'Macaire Connal gives all higrdton to his
rediscovered and famous girl-friend and ignoreswife's plea to
take her back. Better luck next time, Mrs Connal?'

The second picture was of Daniel and herself regcbut for each
other at the concert hall. The caption ran, 'Mac@ionnal's cast-off
wife seeks solace from the love of her friend Mn2aWatling.'

Olivia's first instinct was to tear the newspapesshreds. This she
resisted, realising how futile an act it would Qdéde story—and

pictures—were no doubt carried by almost everyonaii daily. Her

second instinct was to telephone Fulton Hallingeéhis, too, she

resisted. Whatever she might say to him, he wowdceiy laugh. Her

tactics had to be more subtle than that.

However, she felt she owed an apology to Daniel diatled his
number. To her relief, he answered. 'Have you ségrshe began.

'Yes, it's in our paper, too. It was a dirty tri€klivia." He sounded
sulky. 'l know it wasn't really your fault-'

'l assure you, Daniel, if | could have prevented would. I'm sorry
for involving you in my problems. | hope you anduyanother will
believe me-'

‘Mother's already complained. She rang the edittnepaper.’



"You don't mean she actually got through to théoed

'‘Well, no, but someone fairly high up spoke to hée.said he was
very sorry, but it was too good a story to misséWbkhe said it wasn't
a "story", it was a lie from beginning to end, bessmher son—me, of
course—wasn't involved in any way, except on anffig basis, with
Macaire Connal's wife, the man said he understeogabint of view,
but that gentlemanliness wasn't one of a jourreNgttues—he'd be
no good at his job if it was—and he couldn't I&tlaé. other nationals
carry the story without using it himself, too. Atigit was that.'

Olivia apologised again and rang off, hoping desigdy that the
editor did not decide to print a story to the eftbat the 'cast-off' Mrs
Connal's 'friend' was suffering from a mother-cosmpdue to having
a dominating maternal parent who treated her gerdlichild and did
his complaining for him.

She trod the living-room carpet, trying desperatelyformulate a
plan. Somehow she must have her revenge agairtsnFallinger's
evil machinations.

When the phone rang, her heart leapt. Her firstugho
was—Macaire. Her second was that it might be thesrit was
neither. It was Annetta Brambella and it was plasmshe spoke, that
having her revenge was foremosthir mind and heart, too.

Having announced herself in silvery tones, Annegat on, 'Do you
remember, Mrs Connal—although it is really Delanay, it
not?—that day | met you when | came with FultonMacaire's
beautiful house which, as | need not remind yopaigly mine?'

Olivia murmured a reply, becoming conscious of lywher throat
had grown.



'You might also remember that little—shall we saywarning we
gave if Macaire refused to dance to our tune and—tok is so
difficult to say—unencumber himself from the tigsyour marriage.
Also | said that | would do anything-'

‘Even,' Olivia broke in furiously, 'resorting tcalskmail?"

There was a short pause. 'Yes, on consideratiomé#a continued,
‘even resorting to blackmail, | would do anythirayget Macaire
back, to take him away from you. Well, Mrs Delahégr voice took
on the quality of purest silk, 'the time has comeeimind you of that
warning. You see, | did not like, one little bipyr seeing Macaire
after the concert last night.’

‘That's too bad!" Olivia retorted. 'l have everghti to see my
husband-'

'Did you," Annetta cut in smoothly, 'see the newsps today? Did
you enjoy the spectacle of .yourself, there, imfraf many hundreds
of thousands of readers, pleading with your huskhandemember
your existence? Well, Mrs Delaney, there will berses—much

worse—to come if you ever try to see your husbagaim Don't

think that | won't know, because Fulton and [—we&ehaur spies,
and our photographers—everywhere. Especially wieeréacaire
may be. So your visit to him, no matter where hewsl not go

unnoticed.’

‘You frighten me out of my skin,' Olivia said wighsarcasm she was
far from feeling.

Annetta's suave approach seemed to have desertedHee

pronunciation became more accented as her dispéegsew. 'l will

tell to the press that story of your first meetimgth Macaire,' she
raged, 'how he threatened you, and raped you, eadynmurdered
you. | will tell them how he forced you to marrymn



Olivia felt herself growing warm as one threat gilen the other.
Exactly how much power did this woman possess eckMacaire's
career? 'If you tell the press those things,' @lréisponded, speaking
with an emphasis which-was entirely false, 'ydodltelling them a
load of lies.'

'Lies, lies?’Annetta shrieked. 'l, the great Brambella, doaaoe. The
press will believe whatever | tell them, do you tffeBo you want
Macaire's name dragged through the mud? Do you hianfuture
ruined just when he has fought his way back tddp@ If you do not
want all this, then keep away from him. Nevayersee him again.’

Olivia was glad Annetta could not see the anxiather face. She
said, feigning a hint of amusement, 'You'd do d&att Miss
Brambella, when you profess to love Macaire?"

'l, love Macaire?' she cried, her silvery tones wvahree octaves
higher than normal. 'Have | ever said that | lovash? No, Mrs
Delaney, it is that Wanthim—and there is a great difference. So wh
should I care about his career when | have a cavbah will be
more than sufficient to provide for us both? Jgdbag as | have him
... As long as | can take him from you!'

She rang off on a theatrically triumphant note.

Olivia put a shaking hand over her face. She waw&td that such a
callous, self-seeking woman could have found her wwaMacaire's
heart, and there was surely no doubting that sbedbae so. If she
had not, how was it that when, three days befoes#r thnarriage
Annetta had run away with another man, Macaire bade to
pieces—no matter how he had denied the accusati@m \she had
made it at the farmhouse—sufficiently to have teashis car?

With her fingertips pressed against her temples,tgbd to reason
out her own future. Some sixth sense told hertti@parting of the



ways had come. Her life, changed radically by heetimg with and
marriage to Macaire, must from that day onwardsighagain.

The idea hit her as though it had spun out of that of her
subconscious mind like a meteorite hitting the reaBhe would
return to the farmhouse!

From that moment of realisation sprang a seriestdns over which
she seemed to have little control. They were bdiagted to her like
railway station announcements echoing phantom-likeer o
passengers' heads.

The farmhouse must be made fully habitable. At th&ance it
would be difficult to contact a building contractand an interior
decorator. But by getting in touch with the repgrteeter Ivens ...
That was the answer!

It was through directory enquiries that she discestehe telephone
number of theMoorland Evening HeraldWhen the call was
connected she was relieved to hear that Peter Wwassat his desk
and would speak to her at once.

'Hi, Mrs Delaney,' he said, 'nice to hear from wagain. How are you
keeping?'

No mention, Olivia thought, of her famous husbaltitobaigh, being a
newspaper-man, he must, in the course of his waeak morning,
have looked through the national dailies. Havingelso, he could
not have failed to see the photographs.

Silently, she thanked Peter for his discretion.uloshe said, 'I'm
going to ask a favour of you, Mr Ivens-'

'‘Pete's the name to my friends.'



‘Well, Pete, then,' she said, laughing. 'lI'd liker¢pay you for the
favour I'm going to ask, but | don't ..." Her votcailed away. 'Just a
moment,’ she commented thoughtfully. 'Yes, | db¥ Svould play

Fulton Hallinger and Annetta Brambella at their ogame!

'Do what?' Pete asked.

'‘Know how to repay you for the favour. But that caait. There's
something I'd like to ask you to do for me.'

'‘Ask away, Mrs Macaire Connal Delaney.' She wiratthe name, at
the pain that came with it, the memories both swaedtbitter.

'Pete,’ she said as lightly as she could mandge,decided to get
away from it all. I've made up my mind to go backddive in the

farmhouse.' He did not answer. It was as thoughdsewaiting, as if
his reporter's nose scented a story. '‘But Petas@lethis is, all off
the record. Promise?"

A shott sigh, then, 'l promise. | take it you'll te¢urning—alone?"'

'So you've seen the morning papers. | thought yighitmYes, alone.
But as you probably know, the building's in a bdesof repair.’

‘That's putting it mildly.'

‘Yes, well, it's that that I'm asking your help abd’ou see, it needs a
lot of work done on it to make it really habitablen living so far
away, | don't know whom to contact in the area ‘and-

'You'd like me to do that side of it for you? Thkatkay. I'll be
delighted to help, considering your wedding gaveanséory that put
me on the journalistic map, as it were, not to neenincreasing my
bank balance by quite a bit. Yes," he said, afpause, 'l think | know
the right building contractor for that kind of workde might not be



cheap, but he'd be fast, which I imagine is what'd/dike in the
—er—circumstances?"

‘Yes, yes,' Olivia answered eagerly. 'And pleasetdworry about the
cost. | have money, Pete. Not—not my husbandssiy very own.
You see, my aunt died-'

'‘And remembered you in her will," he said, amudeget it. Okay, so
I'll-'

'‘And a decorator, Pete, it badly needs-'

'Redecorating? That's where my father would com&au see, he's
an interior decorator. He'd be delighted to obhge at a moment's
notice. He's semi-retired and getting restless. duld/ keep him

occupied.’

'‘But that's wonderful, Pete! | want to move in dily¢c you do
understand?'

'Of course | do. Domestic pressures, demands gfubkc on a great
artist ...'

'If only that were all, Pete. Mac's publicity maeadpas vowed to
break up our marriage.' 'He has? The louse!

‘Not only that. Annetta Brambella's threatened nts—hlackmail
really. Unfortunately, she heard about how | caonméet and marry
Mac and she says that if | don't stop seeing h&]lgive the pi;ess a
twisted version of the circumstances of our meetngl sudden
marriage and how he pretended to be a criminabarah. She might
even hint that hes one and that he's hiding some terrible crime.’

'l know. A smear campaign which isn't based orhtfittut innuendo.
Could be just as damaging to his reputation a@swere really true.'



‘That's exactly right! She's determined to get away from me by
any means, fair or foul.'

'‘Nice woman! If there's anything | can do-'

‘There is," Olivia assured him. 'This evening, wheimg you about
the farmhouse, would you be prepared to take arfet®s? I've a
story to tell. You'll be the one to hear it fir$hen you can do what
you want with it.'

‘You're handing me a hell of a lot of pocket moray a plate,
madam,' Pete said lightly. ‘Are you aware of that?'

'If so, I'm glad. But all | want is for my husbasdéputation to remain
untarnished.’

‘Well, the story will sell all over the world, bahe thing worries me.
Shouldn't the man concerned have a say in its gatidn?'

'It's for his sake | want it published. This wié khe truth, exactly as it
happened. If you don't write the correct story, Mamanager,
assisted by that leech of a woman called AnnetamBella, will
write another kind of story —a pack of lies calt¢athto bring Mac's
career to an end.’

'‘Okay, you know best. You can rely on me. And—dtat'that heel
of a publicity manager get under your skin!'

After making herself a cup of coffee, Olivia mads third call of the
morning. It was taking a risk, she was aware of, thiat it had to be
done. She dialled Macaire's house—and caught heathor The
ringing had stopped, the receiver had been lifted'Delaney
speaking.' The voice was curt and irritable.



Why couldn't it have been Mrs Faber? Olivia's braeztme quickly,
her lips grew stiff. She forced herself to saghbuld like to speak to
your housekeeper.'

There was a biting silence. 'Would you now? Whatsng With
speaking to me instead?'

Her heart began to hammer, as it did every timesslaehim, talked
to him, touched him. 'A great deal,’ she hit bdtHd. get a more
sympathetic hearing from Mrs Faber, for a start.'

'‘Ah, would you, then?' He spoke as if addressinlgstaessed child.
Then the brusqueness returned and he mocked, hidasoy-friend
deserted you after today'shocking, undignifiedand libellous

exposure of your love for each other?' It seemeéfFadton Hallinger

had told Macaire of Daniel's mother's protestshwdress. 'Well, if
it's sympathy for that that you're after, ohgrling wife, don't come to
me!'

'I'm not coming to you,' she shouted, certain beatvas in the point
of ramming down the receiver. 'I'm coming to cdlleryy belongings.
I'm moving out of your house, Macaire. I'm-' He webulever know
the effort it cost her to continue. 'I'm making separation official.'

'So Mr Daniel Watling is asserting his "right" ast, is he? Defying
Mother? | didn't think he had it in him! He wantswto himself and
has told you, leave your husband or else...'

'No!" she shrieked, using anger to cover her tdéssyour girl-friend
who's assertindper right. She's waving those threats over my hee
Either | never see you again, or-' Her voice wadenecontrollably.

'So, instead of putting up a fight, you're leaving, as instructed. |
thought a woman in love with a man fought and stred and clawed



to keep him. Obviously your saying you loved me watanother
lie.'

'‘What's the good,' she choked, 'of loving you wiemn love another
woman? Anyway, | said | wanted to speak to Mrs Fabe

'You shall indeed speak to Mrs Faber, my darlinge Sooner you
remove your belongings and everything connecteld yati from my
house the better. When you come, | won't be hara.few minutes
I'm going to London. Tomorrow | leave for a concel
tour—Amsterdam, Paris, Munich ...’

She could not stop herself, she had to ask, ewvargthshe knew it
would be telling him indirectly of the pain she idbe experiencing
at his distance from her, 'How— how long will yoa &away, Mac?'

A short pause, then, 'Long enough. Goodbye.' Hedadaockingly,
‘Thanks for the memories. They were beautiful wtinky lasted.' His
hand must have covered the mouthpiece becauseahgdmuffled,
‘Mrs Faber, my wife wants a word ...'

'‘Good morning, Mrs Delaney.'

Good heavens, Olivia thought, is it still morning?was as if a
lifetime had passed since she had opened her @yes taylight.

Olivia explained her intention of driving to Surrengt after lunch and
collecting the items she had left behind aftergrecipitate dash from
the house. The housekeeper assured her that shé bethere to
welcome her, and when Olivia arrived two or threers later, she
was.

So, also, was a boisterous black dog who, unlilsedwner, was
overjoyed to discover that she had not disappdavedhis life never
to return. He ignored completely Mrs Faber's dalleeel and flung



himself with abandon at the newcomer. He yelped laagt and
barked. When Olivia crouched down and hugged hestimg her
cheek momentarily against his clean, soft fur,digatiently, panting
deeply, until she released him, then started welogrher all over
again.

They went into the house and he quietened, follgwiar into the
kitchen as she chatted to the housekeeper; upding when she went
into the guest bedroom where her clothes still hdimgn sprawling
on the carpet while she filled her suitcase. Thess not, after all,
much to pack, since she had originally taken ouffigent for a two-
or three-week vacation.

Having completed her packing, she wandered folatsteime around
the house. There were a few rooms she had not seene was the
hi-fi system Macaire had told her about. It washa$ad claimed, of
the highest quality. Olivia longed to play one &f tecordings, sitting
back and listening objectively as she used to dmyeng the music
for its own sake, and not because of the memomesemotions
evoked by her intimate knowledge of the player.

In another part of the house she found the musimravhich she
knew must exist somewhere in the building. Tharmgivas high and
white and possessed ornate and intricate carvifigs.room was
large, yet contained a minimum of furniture. Thagal was obviously
regarded by Macaire as a workroom. Even the daoostthe
armchair and the unit suite which ran along ond waie of a neutral
colour which would not distract the dedicated amehoentrating
mind.

Most important of all was the shining grand piastanding centrally.
On a table and on the floor were music scores otexdos and
sonatas, piled one on the other. Against a wall aveksor-to-ceiling
bookcase, the books arranged drunkenly.



With reverence, Olivia backed to the door. It wasfdhe essence of
the genius which inspired the piano playing of than called
Macaire Connal was everywhere in that room. Theylzod mind of
the woman who loved him and for so short a timelb&wbme part of
him was still haunted by the feeling of hero-worsfuipthe man she
had once regarded as her idol. Had he, she th@sgéite closed the
door, fallen from his pedestal? No, she thoughtlysade was
ironically more out of reach than ever.

When she went into the kitchen to say goodbye te Faber. there
were tears in the housekeeper's eyes as well aswrer'ls there
nothing you can do, Mrs Delaney? You would havenlsmegood for
him. When | saw the young lady he brought home iaswiife |
thought, She's the one for him. But now, here y@ going off and
away ...

For a moment Olivia could not speak, then she presthe
housekeeper's hand, swallowing the tears. "Whieedfs Mrs Faber?
| thought I'd say goodbye to him, too.’

The housekeeper glanced round, shaking her headt have gone
off to some corner of his own.'

Olivia sighed. 'Never mind. Maybe it's just as welle wouldn't
understand when | drove away and left him, would he

Mrs Faber saw her into the car. 'l've packed ybungs in the back,'
she said. 'There wasn't much.’

Olivia thanked her and waved as she began to dmxae/—then, to
her astonishment, heard a muted whine behind Hee. [8aked
sharply, turned, reached down and moved a rug .adigimg
full-length beneath it, and looking very sorry fomself, was Raff.



'Oh, no!" Olivia exclaimed. 'Not you. How did youM¥s Faber," she
wound down the window as the housekeeper cameihgrajong,
'‘Raff's in here. However did he—?"

Mrs Faber's forefinger went over her mouth. 'Shishlas me, Mrs
Delaney, but whatever you do, don't let on to Miabey. Only, you
see, Raff misses him so when he goes away. | thonkt it's fair on
the poor animal. | didn't think you'd mind, my de#ou don't, do
you?'

'Of course not,' Olivia answered. 'l love the dBgt so does my
husband, Mrs Faber.'

Raff was sitting up now, yawning enormously. He jpead up to the
window and looked out as if eager to be movinge fBut his basket in
the boot,' the housekeeper said, 'and his blaridetis over him down
there on the floor. There's his dish in the baakt@s dog biscuits and
tins by the dozen of his favourite food. Therelso#le of water for

the journey, in case he gets thirsty. I've thougfreéverything, Mrs

Delaney.’

Still Olivia hesitated. She knew that if she ganeMacaire's wrath
would descend on her own head. Then she shruggedh8t if he
was angry with her? There was hardly a time whewdmsn't.

'I'll take Raff, Mrs Faber. It'll be a burden ofbyr shoulders. That's
what I'll say. And anyway, I'm going awgs if my husband comes
storming down to my home he won't find me therdgherdog, and he
won't know where we've gone. So-' Her shouldetsdibnce more.

She turned to stroke the dog, who lay full-lengghia. 'Raff, here we
go, boy!"



Strangely happier now, she waved again to Mrs Falter stood
watching the car, her hands in her apron pockeid,aasad—yet
glad—expression in her eyes.



CHAPTER NINE

THE journey was behind her. For the second time inlifeeOlivia
had travelled north to the Yorkshire moors from heme in the
south. The first time she had arrived in rain anlgiek, chilling mist.
Now it was June. Even so, the sun was obscure@dyiclouds, but
the temperature, at least, was higher.

As the car bumped along the track, Raff thrusthieiad and lolling
tongue out of the lowered window and barked. Theeee scents
which he recognised, and almost- forgotten tastéiseofountryside,
hedgerows and ditches.

Workmen were busy on the roof, repairing windowsplaicing
broken glass. As she got out of the car, Raff léaghe front and
pushed past her. Olivia walked forward to greetaaolder than the
others, who emerged from the farmhouse.

‘Name's Bishop,' the man said. 'Building contradi@orking as per
Instructions received from you through Pete Ivéhse to meet you,
miss.' He turned to survey the building. 'Hope &@/prking to your
satisfaction.’

'I'm sure you are,' Olivia said quickly. 'lt's beiging to look more like
home already.' She laughed and Mr Bishop laughéu hver.

'‘East, west, home's best," Mr Bishop quoted sniylinghis going to
be your home? Not much furniture inside.'

"'l buy that when everything's finished.’

‘Well, that'll be a week or so yet,’ said the beildl take pride in
doing a good job, unlike a lot of people these d&8g when it's
finished, you can be sure it'll be fit for a queenlive in!" They



laughed again. 'Well, must be getting on. PetedViather's indoors,
painting and papering.' He raised a hand and redutm his work.

There was an excited yelping from the house. Olfeiand Raff
barking at a pot of white paint. A tall, well-builthan came
laboriously down a ladder. 'Must be the smell ansthing,’' the man
said. 'Whatever it is, your dog's objecting, Mrddbey.' He looked at
his hand which was covered with paint and saidp.fessy to shake
it, but I'm Pete Ivens senior.'

'It's very good of you,' said Olivia, looking routite living-room,
which was in the process of being transformed tipdj paper and a
coating of paint. 'lt's already improved it beydredief.’

Mr lvens nodded. 'Can't do the rooms the buildexsv@rking on, not
yet, anyway. Have to do the work as the rooms becamilable.' He
looked at her anxiously. 'All this will cost yowgaod bit, you know.'

'‘Don't worry," Olivia assured him. 'An aunt diedldeft me-'

'So my son told me. That's all right, then. Justight I'd mention it.'
A whining came from the kitchen.

‘That will be Raff looking for his old basket," @k said. 'I'll have to
get his proper one from the car.'

'I've finished the kitchen," Mr Ivens told her. péoyou like it,’ he
added with pride in his voice.

The kitchen was greatly improved and as Mr lvemaec#o stand at
Olivia's side, he said, 'l've taken the libertyhigre of papering over
the cracks—literally,' he added, with a laugh.dpbé you like the
paper I've used. It's tough and washable.’



The pattern was appealing, with its vegetable amit imotifs
scattered among the white and tangerine squaresettainly
brightens up the place,’ Olivia answered. 'l deflgiapprove.’ She
turned a bright smile on Mr Ivens. 'Did you choa8é

'‘Well, actually, it was my wife's suggestion.' Whalivia asked him
to thank his wife, he said, 'Ted Bishop and | dtsuk the liberty of
going over the generator and getting it in goodkivay order. We
needed the electricity, you see, him especiallyh Wwis drills and so
on. There are lights in every room now.'

Olivia said she did not know how to thank them &tirthey were
doing.

Mr lvens said, 'It's nice to know someone wantsatee the place. Old
Atherley let 'it go to rack and ruin after his wdesd and his family
went away. Basically it's sound. It's just that liiten neglected.’

A car drew up and Olivia, curious to know the idignof the visitor,
went to the door. 'Hi,' said Pete lvens junior. uYarrived safely,
then.' He bent down to stroke the welcoming dof@bing his ear.
‘With canine companion.'

'‘Come on in,’' Olivia invited. Pete greeted hiséathvho had climbed
the ladder again. 'Have you got a message for fabler, or-?"

'‘No, just wanted to see you. I've brought the rodigtit of the story
you told me last night on the phone. It can beradtéf you want.’

'The kitchen's clear,' said Mr Ivens.

In the kitchen, Pete drew two or three pieces gfeparom a
briefcase. He spread them on the table and tog#thgmread them,
Pete holding a pencil. 'l hope I've made somethaéaglable from the



notes you gave me over the phone last night. tethee mistakes, it's
because | was worried about the cost of your lastgdce call.'

‘There was no need to worry, Pete. | told you,d.ha

'Rich aunt. Okay. I've called it what you said oter phone—A Kind
of Love Story. | didn't add,' he smiled, ' "withdbe love", which is
what you also said. And I've given it not the urfhyaending, like you

said, but an open ending. After all," another sniile not over yet, is
it?'

She frowned, staring at her fingers which clickied ballpoint pen
she held. 'In just under three years it will be.’

‘Hey, come on. You think I'm going to sit by andevethe marriage |
helped to take place just fade out, like a scema fn old film? Now,
Madam Delaney, read on.’

'Please call me Olivia,' she said absently, pultimg pages towards
her.

'‘Delighted to oblige,' said Pete.

She read out, ' "It all began the day | was logh@mist in the heart of
the Yorkshire dales." ' She smiled at him.

'Did | say that?' He nodded. 'M'm,' she musedngsupromising.’
Then she read on, silently, living again the momehén she had
seen the light glimmering in the distant farmhousearing a dog
barking and barking.

She read about the man who opened the door to dpated
knocking and how frightened of him she had beerer@lwere the
lies he had told her about his being a crimina ttireats he had made
to harm her if she did not go away.



He seemed, she was quoted as saying, to needlitusls®so much

that he had given the impression of being williogdke desperate
measures to safeguard it, even so far as to difeiosy human being

out into weather conditions in which she might sutvive.

The story told of her fear of him but how, in spfesverything, some
instinct had told her to trust him—and how righéattiinstinct had
proved.

'l fell in love," she read, 'from the moment helspto me. | knew
there was something special about him, | felt agnetism, | saw the
deep intelligence reflected by his dark eyes. Ftheaxmoment we
met, even though he frightened me, my heart wasaged by the
essential fineness of the man | knew in my bonéstexk under the
rags, the beard and the ill-temper which greeted/hen | begged for
shelter that March evening.’

Olivia read on to the end. 'He was ill,' the repmhtinued, 'and |
nursed him back to health, staying up all night ggmahging away his
fever. When he asked me to marry him, | couldnielse he loved
me, too, but he must have done!

'‘My wedding day,' she read in the final paragraphs the happiest
day | had ever known. | loved him so much | did tienk | could
love him more, but that night | discovered how wgdmvas. My love
for him grew even greater. And | love him still.'

'Well?' Pete demanded.

'l like it, Pete. It isn't—well, quite as | toldtd you. Somehow, it's got
more—more colour, more feeling-'

'l know. More drama, more appeal. That was delteeran my part.
The women readers will identify. They'll think itteppening to



them." He squeezed her hand which rested on the thldo know
what I'm doing.*

She laughed. 'l don't question that. You're a hedegournalist,
tough as they come, treading in heavy boots whsseptoverbial
angels are afraid to hover.’

He lifted his first and made a playful lunge at tlein. 'That's enough,
Mrs Macaire Connal.' She coloured a little at thene. 'I'm helping

you stay that way," Pete added. She told him hateful she was. 'At
least,' he said, 'it should stop your enemies deé#ukir tracks. They
were blackmailing you and that's a crime, but thpsjnting to the

article, 'is better than taking them to court. ritd only blunting their

weapon. It's knocking it out of their grubby litth@nds."

Pete's father called to ask if there was any cajfeaag, and Olivia,
remembering her duty as hostess, answered thavahd make it.
While she did so, Pete played with Raff who growjadyfully,

hurled himself at Pete's legs and then rolled dmngdack.

Olivia called Pete's father and Mr Bishop, askibgud the other men
working in the house. 'They've brought their owhg was told. So
the four of them sat round the kitchen table, dismwg colour
schemes and plumbing and tile replacement and aysipdesigns.

Mr Bishop left and Mr Ivens was about to follow whiee asked his
son, 'Told Mrs Delaney about this evening?'

'‘Not yet, but | hadn't forgotten. Olivia—you tolcerto call you that-'
Olivia nodded, 'there's a television programmeamght, we—that
Is, my parents—I-'

Olivia wondered at his uncharacteristic awkwardné&ksught you
might like to see it. It's being transmitted liverh a concert hall in
Amsterdam. The soloist is-'



‘Macaire?' she whispered.
Pete nodded. 'Like to see him?"
Tears filled her eyes. 'Oh, Pete, please ...'

He stood. 'Come around seven-thirty. The prograntaréssat eight.
Okay?' Olivia nodded eagerly. 'I'll knock this stanto shape, then
go into action. Be prepared for the shock wavesach you in about
two days' time.'

'‘But, Pete, no one knows where | am, except you.'

‘And | won't tell. But those journalists,’ he shdo& head, then smiled
at the joke against himself, 'they'll do anythiry dttain their
objective, even so far as-'

‘Bribing?'

‘Well, not exactly, but they could telephone thealgpost office, for

instance, or even my newspaper. I'll time thingthst the story will

appear in theMoorland Evening Heraldirst, then next day in the
national dailies. Okay?' He lifted his hand. 'See this evening.' On
his way out, he exchanged a few words with hiseiaimd drove
away.

Olivia was seated in the Ivens' living-room and #swas though
Macaire was with them.

Her arm wanted to make the futile gesture of reaglout and
touching him. She longed for physical contact wit man behind
the glamorous, magnificent, unbelievably handsomage which
was creating sounds of such beauty they held mmdl f@ody
spellbound.



The Ivens family had welcomed her as if she haedliv the village
all her life. She was grateful for the complimamith them she did
not feel a stranger, and she appreciated deeplyuha@erstanding of
her situation. They did not watch her, but theychatl with her,
saying nothing, listening to Macaire's playing vthle same pleasure,
If not the same intensity of feeling, as herselfe¥ listened, too, with
a kind of indirect pride—they had adopted him, aésoa villager.

When it was over, the soloist bowed and smiled—psicaight at the
camera—then, his hand lifted by the conductor efdichestra, he
bowed again. He returned twice more in responsegdremendous
applause before the picture faded and the televis& was turned
off. Olivia sat, hands over her eyes, trying to teointhe welling
misery which choked her throat. With the same ustdeding, Pete
and his parents made no demands on her. They destummong
themselves the excellence of the concert, the ajgti@n of the
audience and the exceptional skill of the stahefd@vening.

At last Olivia lifted her head and they drew hdpithe conversation.
'‘He was good, Mrs Delaney,' said Mrs Ivens, leabisck in her chair
and resting her head, with its near-white hair, aoshion. 'He really
Is a wonderful player.'

'‘Didn't he hurt his arm?' Mr Ivens asked. 'Whetivesl at the farm, |
seem to remember the post lady saying-'

'Yes, in an accident, a car accident,’ Olivia saidgd hoped they
would not pursue the subject.

Pete, probably sensing her reluctance to talk didactire's past life,
suggested food and drink. Mrs Ivens went to gestaiying she didn't
need help, and Olivia relaxed in the armchair, dvally hearing father
and son discussing other matters.



Later, Pete took her home. The house was in daskaed he went
with her to open the door, waiting until she hachéd on a light.
‘Sure you'll be all right?' he asked.

Raff came sleepily to greet them, wagging hisitawelcome. 'With
Raff to guard me, I'll be fine," she said, bendiogyn to ruffle his fur.
'He's really quite fierce when he's aroused. Wiglparks a lot,’ she
gualified with a smile, remembering her own arrigathe farm three
months before.

Pete laughed and went on his way. For a long titeeveards Olivia
sat in a chair, eyes closed, seeing all over atfp@rconcert she had
watched on television. In her imagination she cauéhk through the
barriers imposed by reality and touch the man slved. In her
thoughts the glass melted under her fingers angvalable to stroke
the face she had once idolised and now loved wignyepart of her.

The room they had used as a bedroom had not yetdes®rated. It
was as if she and Macaire had just left it aftekingapassionate love.
Even the bed had not been made. She did this, citatite sheets.
After washing in the bathroom, she undressed ahdhgobed.

The night seemed unending. She felt lonely anddidteven though
she slept, it was not a relaxed sleep. Now an@s she heard Raff
moving about, as restless as she was. Apart framttiere was only
the deep moorland silence. And her dreams of Macair

All day the farmhouse reverberated with noise. \iek hammered
and plastered, climbed ladders and mixed cementviéfrs started
decorating the bathroom.

It was during the afternoon that Pete lvens walkedcalling for
Olivia. She replied that she was baking in thehgttand invited him



to come through. He flung on the table a copy @f day's early
edition of theMoorland Evening Herald.

'‘Open it he said. 'Centre page spread. Compldtte wedding
picture by the local photographer of radiant braded handsome,
smiling bridegroom.' He sat down. 'Which, judging subsequent
events, might well one day become a collectonta.ite

Hand shaking, Olivia turned the pages, to flindittie at the picture
which seemed to jump from the page and dance m &bher eyes.
Herself and Macaire, Macaire still bearded, heefamiling up at
him, eyes adoring. His looking into hers, warm, sexaand just a
little mocking? She had been so happy, she hagkrt  at the time.

'‘Pete,' she said breathlessly, indicating the tagep, 'it seems so
much, all about us, spanning such a short peridine.'

'‘Make no mistake,' said Pete, 'Macaire's a musiafanternational
repute. He's been praised and admired and celdbnditerever he's
gone.'

Olivia read every word of the text, then turnediang, doubtful eyes
to Pete. 'lt's good, every word is true, but-'

'It'll call your enemies' bluff. That's what you mtad, isn't it?'
Olivif£ nodded. 'But could it—just possibly—hurt Hzm

‘Macaire? If it's the truth, and you assured meas," she nodded
vigorously, 'how could it harm him?'

'Is this what's going out to the national papers?’

'It's gone this afternoon, complete with picturembrrow morning
you'll open your daily newspaper and wham—it'll there. Of



course, what they choose to use or leave out is tbacern. My
guess is they won't leave out much.’

Olivia did not tell Pete she hadn't ordered a dpdper and had' no
intention of doing so. She did not have the coutagell him that,
now she had taken the enormous step of publicgieh an intimate
part of Macaire's private life she was afraid @-ttonsequences.

Would the press seek her out, not only the natjomad also the

world's press? How would they discover where shev&he had not
given her address to anyone, not to Mrs FabertanbBraniel and his
mother. Only Pete and his family knew where—and-wkbe was.

And Pete, at her request, had sworn them to secrecy

Pete got up to go, having refused the coffee Obffiered. 'I'm on my
way to an interview. | just called in to show ydwe tfeature we wrote
together.' He closed the newspaper and left ihendble. "You know,
you've earned me quite a lot of money. | feel Ildug share it with
you.'

She shook her head. 'It's kind of you, Pete, but I-

'‘Don't need it." He went through the living-roomlliog a greeting
upstairs to his father. 'Well, the best of luck,sMflacaire Connal. |
hope things work out for you. | hope I've helped aot hindered a
reconciliation.'

‘There won't be a reconciliation,’ she said. '‘Macand | have parted,
officially. Eventually he'll be able to marry theoman he really
wants to decorate his life, both public and private

'He wants? Are you sure you're not mistaken?' Quite,sshe told
him. 'Then why did he marry you?'



'‘Because,’ her brow pleated—it hurt to have to &adthe
truth—'because |-

'‘Because you were there?' He threw back his hehthaghed. 'Have
you ever looked at yourself in the mirror? Reatlgked? If you had,
you'd have seen what a beautiful specimen of fentynyou are. If
you'll pardon the expression. Why else was thahbigrambella so
jealous of you? | speak as a hardened journafisgurse—but with a
very soft centre!' He lifted his hand and sprintietiis car.

It was next morning that the world's press beatath go the
farmhouse door. As car after car drew up, Oliviapwas upstairs,
having talked to Mr Ivens about colours for thehibabm, gazed out
and watched them unbelievingly.

'Mr Ivens,' she rushed back to the bathroom, 'wshatl | do? How
did they find out?"

He came down the steps, having finished the ceilmgl wiped his
hands on a paint rag. 'lt was in tBeening Herald.remember,"' he
said. 'lIt wouldn't take much intelligence on thpart to find the
paper's address, ask where Atherley's Farm wasaked straight for
it. After all, you were missing from everywhereeels

Dismayed, Olivia took deep breaths to steady hartbeats. 'I've
never dealt with the press, Mr lvens. That is, tfpam Pete, and he's
different.’

Pete's father laughed, unfastened his paint-staimestall and
removed it. 'I'd better be off. No place for meeharnth this mob.
Who knows, they might even begin to get suspicalusut me being
here! After all,’ he laughed, 'we're alone in tbese ...' He saw to his
paints and brushes.



Raff, downstairs, was barking with his usual fuffe knocking on
the door had turned into hammering.

‘Alf Bishop's not come yet. I'll give him a ringchiwarn him tqkeep
away today. Sorry, Mrs Delaney, to leave you aleitk that pack of
wolf-hounds down there. If Pete hadn't gone omgrview, I'd have
contacted him and got him to come and protect you.'

Raff was yelping now, he was so angry with the \aehg invaders:*
Mr Ivens escaped unobserved through the back dabOdivia was
left alone to face the press.

She had no time to comb her hair or change fronighéy-buttoned
check shirt and faded blue summer-weight pants.|&bleed what
she was—an uncomplicated, gentle, attractive youoghan who
had, by accident, found herself married to ondnefrhost celebrated
concert pianists of the time.

As she eased open the entrance door, with Rafiriganlysterically at
her side, three faces pushed towards hers. 'Isdtasafe?’ one of
them asked. The door was pushed open a little more.

'Is he accustomed to strangers?' asked anothdr,amironounced
foreign accent.

'‘Will he rip me to pieces?' enquired a third, pgthis foot firmly
against the door.

'He'll—he'll bite you all,' said Olivia, her fean®wing in her enlarged
eyes. 'He hates people he doesn't know. He'lytmato little bits, all
of you. So will you all please go away?"

'Hey, dog,' said another who had pushed betweermttiers, 'like
chocolate?' Raff loved chocolate and chewed thdimgekquare,
squatting on his haunches and waiting for more.



‘Traitor!" Olivia muttered, and tried to close theor against the
shouts of laughter. Then the room was invadedddoe pushed shut
and Olivia was in the centre of a circle. SomeaseaVered the only
chair and with deep courtesy lifted it across toi@land urged her
down. Raff flopped at her side. For the first rimder life she found
herself the subject of a press conference.

She felt sick with fear. Pete had told her of thetits of journalists,
how they framed their questions to get the anstrengwanted; how
they tricked people into telling them what they ahee to know; how
they caught people off guard and, that way, wel@ what would
otherwise have been carefully-guarded secrets.

‘That story you told the press, Mrs Connal-'

'It wasn't a story. It was the truth." She reacstdfly down to twirl
Raff's ear.

‘There's a tale going about that you're alreadyedafrom your
husband. Is that the truth, too?"

'N-no comment." Oh, no! she thought. They'll takattas an
admission that it's right. 'Except that it's wrong.

'‘Miss Brambella—is it true she's going to marry hafter your
divorce is through?'

Her head turned sharply. 'Who said anything abaliv@rce?’

‘Your husband's alleged to be on a concert toiuobpe. May | ask
why you're not with him?'

She answered sharply, 'That's my business. Anghesadded a little
belatedly. A quick glance round showed her penspamtils flying



across notebooks, pocket cassette recorders sditmheShe had
hardly said a word, so what could they be writing?

'‘Annetta Brambella was there,' someone tossed atlsaally. It was
like a bullet passing through her heart. That mdrheif of her died.
Somehow her composure remained stable and she r@usexenly.
‘She's a musician colleague of my husband's,ska?'

'Is she?'was the reply.'You tell me.’

Olivia rounded on the reporter, then cursed hefselfevealing her
anxiety. 'I'm telling you nothing.'

The man shrugged. 'Okay, lady. Just relax.'

‘This place,' another said. 'lt's being redecorat&dt it? Are you
going to live here permanently?’

'‘Alone?' asked someone else.

'I'm not alone,' she side-stepped. 'I've got RAffthe mention of his
name, the dog's head came up. There was genegatédau

'No one else?' another voice probed. The door lmosh and Raff
made a howling dive at the late arrival. The dognsed to go mad
with joy. 'Not even that boy-friend of yours,' theegtioner persisted,
'to keep you warm in your husband's absence?’

Olivia snapped, 'That's an impertinent questionamamlation of my
privacy.'

Someene came pushing into the room, a tall maningisshed,
dark-eyed, broad-shouldered and furious. He madevaisto the
stupefied girl at the centre of the circle. 'Whia¢ thell,’ said the
newcomer, 'do you miserable lot think you're ddiege?'



Lights flashed, cameras clicked. The great man élinhsd arrived.

‘Macaire?' Olivia whispered, standing unsteadiéy, flace drained of
colour. The shock of events was coming through ntakher
completely by surprise. She started to shake aadtiod helplessly
logking up at her husband. His arms came roundahdrshe found
her cheek pressed against his chest. Flashligings hitely in the
dim room. Her arms went round his solid, reassubady and she
relaxed against him, totally at peace.

‘The Happy Ending,' said a brittle voice, 'with thand the H and the
E in caps.’

'‘Get out,' said Macaire over Olivia's shouldereTdt of you, out.' It
sounded to Olivia as though he was addressingdys d

‘You might regret turning us away, Mr Connal,' saim of the men.

One arm dropped from Olivia. The other held het, f&egret?'
Macaire rasped. 'My only regret is that | didntiva sooner.’

'We were invited in,' the man persisted.

‘You weren't.' Olivia's head came up. 'You pushedryway in
uninvited.'

'Which means you're trespassing on my propertycaita retorted.
‘There's the door, gentlemen of the press. Pleseséd.u

'‘We could hurt you, Mr Connal. We could blow thisrg up-'

'l gave you no "story"," Olivia cried. "Whatevemyprinted you would
be inventing.'

‘Say what the blazes you like," said Macaire. Hon frightened of
you. I'm fireproof. If you take away my reputationvkich you



can't—I don't give a damn. I've got my wife."' Hiéeld her chin. The
cameras flashed. 'She's all | need.' He kissedybetly. Her arms
crept round his neck. The cameras went mad.

When Macaire lifted his head, he seemed to havegdthhis tactics.
'‘Exercise a little discretion, gentlemen.Use aobitact. I've just got
home from Holland and | haven't seen my wife fonedime. Get it?'

There was general laughter. The good humour optees seemed
miraculously to have been restored. One by oneftleglout, one or
two glancing back at the couple still locked inleather's arms.



CHAPTER TEN

WHEN the door closed and the cars had gone, Macaire's a
loosened and fell away. He turned from Olivia anehtvfrom the
room, leaving her standing alone. Raff had followexmaster.

Olivia put shaking hands to her cheeks, findingrtheirning.

Bewildered by the change in Macaire's attitude, gicked up the
chair and automatically replaced it where it bekxuhg

There was the chink of mugs from the kitchen. Shumd him there,
making coffee. He asked if she wanted some, busisbek her head.
'‘Mac?' she said softly, but he did not respondthé&e something
wrong?'

He stirred his coffee, drank a little and staretafithe window. He
had taken off his jacket and the silk shirt cluadpis skin as if he had
hurried and his body was still moist. His shoulolades tautened the
material. The muscles of his arms had strengthenidthe exercise
he must have taken in order to return to top payomm.

'‘Why don't you speak to me?' she said sharplysaplacable back.
'‘What was that loving husband act for back in tAéfe please your
fans via the press, to allow the papers to prictupes of you as the
great lover—or, more probably, to make your girkifid jealous?' '
He turned on her, swilling some drops of coffeerdhe rim of the

cup. His eyes were ice chips, his mouth a hard livieu can talk

about act! When | arrived, you were revelling ie tittention of the
world's press, playing the loving little wife rads if you were born to
it. You were parrying those journalists' leadingesfions like a

hardened celebrity, and enjoying every minute.’

He ignored her shaking head.



"You know what they'll do to you? They mince yotoilittle pieces in

their machine like they do to everyone they carti@yr muck-raking

hands on. As they did to me when my marriage toettarBrambella

was called off, when | had my accident and, thaoksou, they'll do

it again, now—as a result of that crazy, damfo@sprrelease you
handed out about our first meeting and our marriage

'You don't know why | gave Pete Ivens that storgr No you know
why | let him give it to the national papers.’

'‘Don't 1?' He threw some coffee down his throat patithe mug on
the table. 'Let me make an inspired guess. You Veaeus of my
fame and wanted a share of it yourself, so youghbup a way of
getting that share which simply couldn't fail—byealing the secret
life of Macaire Connal and the girl he was mad gfoto marry.'

He looked her over, noting the casual shirt, thi-wern slacks. His
eyes rose again, lingering on her hard- boned thpsrim waist, the
full curve of her breasts straining against thet$hbric.

He moved slowly towards her, loosening his tie.WAg@ach of his
footsteps her muscles tightened. He put out a helipghed it under
her waistband and tugged her towards him. His oflaed closed
round her throat and his lips lowered to hers,mgvher a hard,
careless kiss. She jerked back her head, but Hénbketightly. 'l want
another," he said.

Her arms, whi.ch had hung stiffly at her sides, edm life. They
pushed at his chest, pressed into his shouldeeg)adoved to his
wrists and pulled at them vainly. Then she dugfimgrernails into
them and he released her, hurling her from him. Slaggered
backwards, regaining her balance only just in tiMis. hands, his
wrists were precious to him. They were probablyiied for a large
amount of money.



‘You bitch," he muttered, through his teeth. 'lketa woman—qget at
a man through his most vulnerable point.' He ruldbsdvrists one at
a time, then he snarled, 'Did it do your ego gomdetl the world
about your close relationship with an internatibrhown
musician? Did you think that by flaunting in prippur so-called
"love" for him, he'd forgive you for all the lie®y've told him in the
past? Not to mention the touching love affair oa fide with that
"solid, dependable" man who wouldn't "turn you a\fay

He looked around the kitchen. '"Who paid for alEtre- decoration?
Who paid for the repairs | could see when | car?dAfho's providing
the money to re-furnish the place? Thaolid, dependable
boy-friend?'

'It will probably disappoint you to know,' she Hoack, 'that I'm
paying for it myself.'

'Another lie?'

'‘No," she shrieked, maddened and crazy with unhappi and
disappointment, 'witimy own money.'

His eyebrows lifted coolly. 'Have you sold your ke@'
'‘No. I'm using the money my aunt left me.'
'‘My God, she's rolling in it! I married an heiregsicky me.'

'Stop being sarcastic,' she cried. 'I'm not anelssirl never told you
my aunt was poor.'

‘Nor did you tell me she was rich. Another lie—wasion.'

‘You never asked about my circumstances, you weverrinterested
enough. You didn't marry me for love— you told niatt You
married me because you wanted a woman, and | vas,thnd



because | wasn't the sort to sleep around you daxake it legal.
With your ring on. my finger, | came to you likdaanb. | must have
been crazy, crazy ...' She slumped into a chairhidad rested on her
arms on the table and she sobbed quietly.

He made no move to go to her. It seemed he haddreered of all
compassion because he went on tauntingly, 'Welt, phess release
might have put a pile of money into your journafig¢nd's pocket,
but where the person it was aimed at is concerihedisfired with
deadly accuracy.'

Her head came up, revealing streaming cheeks. toyou know?'
'l should know my own thoughts.’

*You? You think it was aimed at you?' She shookhead. What use
was it telling him Annetta had been the target? Wauld make him
even angrier. After all, he loved the woman, ditie? She turned her
head to hide her face. She did not want him tchee@pprehension.
'‘What do you intend to do about it?' she askedoize me?'

'l thought that was the eventual object of our ssjpan."'

Olivia felt herself go cold. 'But you let the prdske pictures of us
kissing. You gave them the impression that you we@nme to
yourself. Which could be taken to mean that we haweet really
separated.’

He shrugged. 'Do | take it that you want me to éeaw that our
official separation can begin all over again? Wkl bad, lady. |
intend to stay the night at least.' He eyed henimute detail. 'l want
you once more. Then, when I've finished with yoouycan go
staggering to your "boyfriend"—and see if he cameaup tomy
standards in satisfying your sexual appetites.'



He unbuttoned his shirt, walking towards the bedro®livia

followed. He threw his shirt on the bed and shablier eyes riveted
by the breadth of his shoulders, the leanness &fwaist, the
magnetism of his hard, male body which drew heif &he were
mesmerised.

His eyes narrowed. 'What's the matter? Can't yatPwa

If she hit him she knew what his lightning reactiwould be. She
could only defend herself with words. 'If you toedmme now, I'd feel
defiled.'

He drew in his lips. 'Why, you-'

'You took Annetta Brambella with you on your contdeur—one of
those reporters told me. You think I'm so simptedildn't guess that
you took her to bed? Surely you don't really bediéxcan't wait for
you to make love toneafter you've slept with her?"

He waft about to speak, but she went on bluntlyy Willing to
release you to marry the woman who slipped throymir fingers
nearly two years ago.’

'‘How kind," he said sarcastically. 'But also hopi¢gl of a woman to
twist the truth so as to shift the blame on tortta's shoulders.’

'‘Blame? I'm not blaming you for anything. If yowefer her to me, |
understand.' She had to pause to control her vimewilling to go
through with the divorce for your sake.'

'For mysake? So unselfish,' he drawled. 'So touching'lafty tone
disappeared and he rasped, 'There wouldn't be & rhonest
reason—to rid yourself of a husband you took orhauit giving
enough thought to what you were doing, and aftedsamarry
mother's boy Watling?'



'No, there wouldn't!"

He went to the door, having pulled a towel fronila jm a cupboard.
'‘Go tell that to the dog,' he derided. 'He mighidve you.' At the
door he turned. 'Shall | tell you why you marriedhBecause deep in
your subconscious mind you recognised who | was-#the on the
poster on your bedroom wall, literally the man ofiydreams, except
that, unhappily, for you, the dream turned intaghtmare.'

It was, for Olivia, a day of mounting tension. Shed to think of a
way in which she could avoid sleeping beside Maciduat night. His
cold, calculated statement, 'l want you once moaeg in her head,
following her everywhere, like Raff.

Macaire wandered round the farmhouse, inspectirg répairs,
looking at the redecoration, examining floorboarcigpboards and
even the loft for woodworm. It seemed that Mr Bisliad thought of
these things, too, because much of the wood inbthieling had
already been treated for such pests. '

Macaire told Olivia of this during an otherwiseesit midday meal.
Over coffee she said, 'l saw you the other nighttedavision. |
thought-' she moistened her lips with a drink dfe®, 'your playing
was—the best I've ever heard.’

It took him a few seconds to answer. 'Thanks,' alldse said.
'It was in Amsterdam?' He nodded. 'How did youlzpatk so soon?'

He smiled faintly. 'It's not the other end of therld. | flew back after
the performance.’

'‘But you told me you were going on a tour of Eurbpe



He smiled again, but with a difference. 'Most of toncerts have
been pre-recorded.’

'So you said it to fool me into thinking you'd beagy a long time?"

'‘Why are you so annoyed? Has it spoiled your pPaigere you
expecting mother's boy to come and keep you conipamg with
only one bed in the house. Tut tut." He shook kiadhslowly and
jeeringly.

Olivia pushed back her chair. 'Oh, go to—to blazes!

He stood, too. 'So ladylike. Why don't you let ysrlf go and say the
much stronger, more effective words in your nopsioe mind?'

He strolled towards her and she lost control, hgrherself at him
and hitting him wherever she could reach. He dudeexpertly and
she missed so often, tears of frustration blind=d'hhate you, | hate
you!' she screamed.

He reached for her wrists and held them togethevalher head.
'Yes?' he said conversationally. 'Well, since ylvaaaly detest me, |
might as well give you yet another reason for agdathat hate.'

He released her wrists and swept her into his astndjng with her
to the bedroom. He dropped her on to the bed, ¢ghudie her
shirt-blouse so that the buttons flew open, andgkdghe garment
from her writhing body. Then he gave the same tneat to the rest
of her clothing.

Before she could twist off the bed and run from Hehad discarded
his own clothes and was beside her, caressing Hudjng her
thrashing limbs still, and making her mouth his oWhen he lifted
his head, she cried out, 'No, no, Mac. | havereéhldaking—I'm not-'
A deep, sobbing breath. 'l might have a baby!"



His head came up, his eyes alight with a curiouas kif anger. ‘Do
you think | care?'

Her eyes held his, and in their depths she caughelasive,
tormenting glimpse of the child they might havethwhis fine,
sensitive features, his high-boned facial strugtunes dark,
unfathomable eyes, his touch of genius. A babywatld be part of
him to cherish and love- when he had gone from ider. s

A baby, she thought, closing her eyes, a baby witth a father, a
man she loved beyond even herself... Slowly hercteasslackened,
her limbs loosened, her desire uncurled, her badided to his
lovemaking, responding to the feel of his limbs iagahers, the
coaxing caress of his hands, the devouring possgess of his lips
all over her and finally, triumphantly fastening tenher mouth.

At the height of her joy, she cried out his name.itdagined it was in
protest, an expression of fear of the possible equsnces. He
moved away, saying disgustedly, 'Is the thoughmtihacy with me

so horrifying to you you have to close your eyessr&\Wou making it
more tolerable for yourself by summoning up théudess of another
man?'

Bewildered, she lay still, forcing back the te&ke wanted to shout,
| wantyour baby, no one else's in the whole world buirgpyours ...
That's why | closed my eyes—because the thouglhtaweing your
child was so wonderful it was almost too much tarbe

He swung off the bed, dressed in old jeans and-awexked sweater
and went from the room. Summoning her energy, ®ldressed
quickly, going into the kitchen. Macaire was reachifor Raff's

leash. He wore a short jacket, zipped from the twhiis jeans were
pushed into boots.

'‘Where are you going?' she asked tonelessly.



'‘Where do you think? A walk. And | don't want compa

Frustration, misery and the anguish of yet anotlgction snapped
her control. 'I'm aware of that,' she shouted. dtlesson you taught
me just after we were married. | had to learn ffwat needed your
solitude as much as others needed people. You aveezluse, a
loner, a hermit, you said. | was told to stay otyaur world. All
right,' she watched powerlessly as he went to tioe, Raff snapping
In his excitement at the prospect of freedom, oybur walk. Go
alone. Enjoy your solitude and,' she screamednatlsi he closed the
door and she wrenched it open again, 'l don'ti€éy@u never come
back!'

Raff leapt and barked at her joyfully as he trotietlis master's side.

At midnight, Macaire still had not returned, andav@ was almost ill

with anxiety. Had he taken her at her word anddkztinot to return?
Hadn't he recognised the desperation in the wdhis taunt, the
desire to hurt him as he was hurting her?

It was no use, she could not stay in that farmhotesgged with
worry, while the clock moved inexorably into theahhours. It was
madness, she was crazy, but she would go outyatwlfind him. She
dressed in warm slacks and a quilted jacket ovéigh-necked
sweater. In her car was a flashlight and she dlifgpe car keys into
her pocket, closing the farmhouse door behind her.

With the light flashing in front of her, she walkedbng the track
towards the road, then remembered that the trackheaother way,
too, past the farmhouse and up on to the moors.r&n&ced her
steps, having convinced herself that that wouldehagen the way
Macaire had chosen to go.



Soon the track began to climb, and it was not wiig¢ had been
walking for over half an hour that she realised Hotite her efforts
were. In her hurry she had forgotten to put onngirehoes and the
sandals she wore did nothing to protect the sdlégiofeet from the
stones and small boulders. There were stars owtidreh an almost
full moon, and in its light she saw how much groshd had covered.
She was in a hollow and the farmhouse had beemfosight for a
long time.

She began to call, first ‘Mac', then 'Raff'. Heiceoechoed uselessly
back. The fear crept into her mind that somethiad gone wrong,
that Mac had hurt himself, that his arm had beg@mraad again. This
fear was so intense it drew her on and on, up andHar calls grew
louder, her footsteps quickening. Then she foundetieon a ridge.
She had reached the summit of the moors whiclchedtdauntingly
skywards behind the farm.

She lurched drunkenly on along the ridge, exhanstiolling her
reason, fatigue like a leaden weight on her linkbs. feet came up
against a piece of rock, knocking her off balartter sandals were
too flimsy to grip and she fell forward, the flagit slipping to the
ground, her head striking one of the great bouldtish were strewn
abundantly across the barren moors. Involuntariig sried out
'‘Mac!" and the name echoed mockingly all around her. |
consciousness slipped away, she thought she hebud krew she
had imagined—an answering shout.

It could only have been a few minutes afterwards-ektéd her later
it was more than twenty-five—that a series of yajparks brought
Olivia back to life.



She tried to sit up, but Raff sprawled panting desier, preventing
her from doing so. She reached up sobbingly andjdualidnis neck.
'Raff, oh Raff,' she said. His gold name-tag gtintethe moonlight.

Then Macaire was crouching beside her, feeling foerbroken
bones. 'I'm all right,' she murmured. 'It's just h@ad. | hit it when |
fell.’

'‘Bad enough to knock you out,' he commented. Hmsae cool, she
thought. He really doesn't care ...

He lifted her carefully and the long walk back beg heard you
call,’ he said. 'l answered.' So it hadn't beergination! 'lt was Raff
who tracked you down.' Her arms clung to his nbek head drooped
against his shoulder. 'Why in God's name did yoogd' he asked
roughly.

‘To find you.' There was silence for some time. Alsbe went on,
‘You were away so long | couldn't stand it. | thibugou'd been hurt.'
She lifted her head and gazed at his profile, udingn and
unreadable. '"Why were you out for such a long time?

He did not answer at once. Olivia felt the downwiaedd of his feet
and knew they were descending. It surely couldoeotnuch farther
to the farmhouse. 'l had a decision to make. Ikto@ hours.' Her
guestion hung unasked between them. He answer&tlhiether or
not to get up and go, to walk out of your life agldenly and
determinedly as you walked into mine." She longedsk him what
his decision had been.

He did not speak again, except to call to Raffil tineéy reached the
house. He opened the door and carried her ovehtashold.

‘A promise fulfilled," he said, and closed the dbehind them.



They lay together on the bed, Olivia on her sidacBre on his back,
hands behind his head, staring up at the moon-eudaséiling. They
wore their night clothes, except that Macaire wa®lto the waist.

Olivia's body was exhausted, but her mind would lebther rest.

Why was Macaire just lying there? she fretted. bagiers seemed
higher than ever. She would rather, she thoughprising herself,

that he made brutal, meaningless love to her thetepd she didn't
exist. At least they would be in contact. Her ammld be holding

him, acting as a link through which she could comivate the depth
of her love. How long would this sterile separatgmon? All night,

until he left in the morning?

'I-—I came after you, Mac. Doesn't that prove Idoxou?' Silence
greeted the question. 'l nearly went mad with wevhen you didn't
come back.' She paused and her hand wandered buihg on her
head.

For few seconds his head turned to watch her, ¢k & signs of
pain. There were none, and he seemed to loseshtere

'| paid for the decorations and the repairs withamyn money,' she
went on, 'no one else's.' She waited, then cordiiUdat photograph
of myself and Daniel at the concert hall in Londeas set up by
Fulton Hallinger.' She turned her head and sawh#drdness of his
profile. 'Didn't you guess? You'd just sent me awayad to have
sympathy from someone. Daniel just happened théeet That's all
it was.'

He still did not respond, seeming content to letthé as if it were
the easiest way to deal with the situation.



Her voice was growing more tired. 'That day | wenfEulton's office
to find out where you were, so that | could takel yg on your
invitation to join you—did you really know | wasdfre?'

'Yes.'

He spoke so detachedly that anger began to ovdreidiatigue. 'So it
was true you refused to see me? Why?'

It took him a few moments to answer. 'Revenge. Bsed thought
your boy-friend was living with you.'

‘That darkroom business? It was my aunt who finsbaraged him to
use it. But Daniel wouldn't have dared forsakerhaher, or defy
her. She's so possessive towards him, she'll Hevérm go. He'll
grow into a crusty old bachelor.’

'Is that why you decided to marry me—as secondtbeéke man you
couldn't have? Is that why you're seeking consmatrith me now?’

She raised herself on her elbow, her body tengeljggeetrembling
with anger. 'Why did you take Annetta to Amsterdam?

He was unmoved by her challenge. 'Let's get ittygjtall we? | didn't
take her. She came.’

She flopped back helplessly. '"What's the differ@ieu still allowed
her to go with you.'

Now he challenged her, 'Why did you tell our sttaryPete Ivens?’

'You really want to know? You won't like it. It shhe up your
girl-friend in a bad light.'

'‘Carry on,' he responded evenly.



‘All right. Annetta told me that if | didn't stogsing you, she'd put
her threats into practice and tell the press atis¢hlies she'd
concocted from the story she got from Mrs Fabee ®buld ruin
your career, she said. So," Olivia's voice rosé witemembrance of
pleasure, 'l called her bluff. 1 told the storgti-the true one.'

He stirred at last, rolling on to his side. "Thustpcting my career?'
'‘And your reputation.’

'‘Which means so much to you?'

‘Shouldn't it? | am your wife.'

‘You're saying that so often, I'm beginning to &edi it.'

His remark puzzled her. With dismay she watched talnoff the

bed and go to the window. He stood, tall, poweraldy outlined
against the moonlit panes. She wanted to run a@odsrest her
cheek against his back, pressing herself againséhid running her
hands over the broad toughness of his shouldev ¢ rest softly
against his narrow waist.

He spoke at last. 'Annetta's taken everything frogn house that
belonged to her, which included a large part of fimaiture and
carpets.' A pause, then, 'l was glad to see thermrgaver did like her
taste.’

'‘But you were going to marry her.’

‘True, but looking back, and'—with an incomprehblesiglance at
the still figure on the bed—'in the light of whashhappened to me
since, | now know it would have been a marriagéeut love.'



'‘But Mac,' she sounded as puzzled as she felt, lypwed her, you
must have done. When she went off with that othem,ngou had that
crash.’

His voice was strained as he answered, 'That aucidad little
connection with Annetta, except in one respect. fight of the
accident I'd given a poor performance. As | droemé, | was trying
to work out why. In the end | concluded, as evegyelse did, that it
was my loss of the woman who was to be my wife West the cause.
It was only at the moment of impact—as a resultyf straying
attention—that the truth hit me. But my subsequer@onsciousness
blotted it out. For a long time | was too ill eveentry to recall it.'

There was a long silence and Olivia waited, heatbhrehallow with
impatience.

He continued at last, 'When | thought my arm wabasdly injured |

would never play again, my resentment against Aane¢gan to
build up. By the time they told me that there wasphysical reason
why one day | shouldn't play the piano as well@&vVer done, | had
lost my desire to do so.

'l found this place by accident. | bought it be@aiigave me the only
thing | really wanted—or so | thought— solitudewlas during my
months of solitary living here that | rememberedatvhhad realised
at the moment of the crash—that my relationshif wibnetta, and
her attraction for me had been on the physicaleplamy and that
emotionally she had left me cold.’

Olivia sat on the bed, hugging her knees. 'Butthsh,' she persisted.

' told you,' he answered irritably. 'l was immetse my thoughts. I'd
recognised the reason for the lowered standardyopenformance.
I'd let Annetta, with all her nonsense, plus thiessguent publicity,
get under the skin of my musical concentrationwdis during my



convalescence that my bitterness against Annettatasigvomen in
general—grew to such proportions that | vowed teeh@othing to do
with them in a personal way for the rest of my.life

‘Then,' she whispered, 'l had to come along and sperything for
you?'

‘You had to come along.’
'I'm sorry." It was a simple yet sincere apologg.ighored it.

There was such a long silence, Olivia scramblethftbe bed and
tiptoed to the window. '‘Mac?' She stroked his dfh. 'I'm so very
glad your arm has been cured.' He said nothingetWou were ill
with that fever and | nursed you, you called owt Bm sure it was to
a woman. You said, "Don't leave me now", and "Wieun walked
away part of me died ..." | didn't catch the namassumed it
belonged to the woman you'd lost, but if what yay about not
loving Annetta is true, it couldn't have been lserwho-?"

"You want to know?' He folded his arms and learthwis shoulder
against the wall adjoining the window. 'lt was ybwold you to go

because | knew the moment | set eyes on you thed Y@ a threat to
my peace of mind. The morning you went away, | gidwyou'd gone
out of my life for ever.'

'If only I'd known,' she murmured.

He went on, 'l knew you'd make first for the vikatp find someone
to tow your car. | also knew you'd have to comekhaast the track to
this house to get at your car. So | forced myselface that mist,
although | was almost too weak to walk. | took Raffl left him at
the junction of the track and the road. | let hiet gour scent from the
towel you had used, then gave him strict instrungito sit, after
which | returned here and waited for you.'



She whispered incredulously, 'You knew I'd comekBac

He said simply, 'Let's say | believe there's atydeal to be said for
telepathy.’

After a short silence he continued. 'In my feverals talking to you,
calling to you, persuading you to return. You, gimél knew | wanted
to have by my side for the rest of my life.'

Olivia was too choked to speak.

He half-turned towards her and his eyes softendé@ @mzed into her
upturned face. 'Shall | tell you something? Youamriched my

playing. Last night in Amsterdam, | played for yduelt you'd be

watching. At the end, | knew I'd never played kattamy life.’

‘Mac, oh Mac,' the tears scalded her eyes. 'l yold that I'd never
leave you.'

'l didn't believe you. | wouldn't let myself, evarhen you told me
you loved me. | asked you to marry me because teddo tie you to
me. Then | discovered that the "boyfriend" to whyon'd referred so
casually appeared to be living with you. | nearlgnivcrazy with
jealousy—and a determination to have my revenge amcl for all
on womankind.'

‘Mac,' her hand lifted to his shoulders, 'you daidne when | came
here, "Warm me, let your warmth bring me back f@'liI'm saying
that to you now, Mac ...’

It was as though she had touched a button and &b sprung
open, revealing unimagined treasures. He swungdrama opened
his arms. Olivia swayed into them and was scoojpeahal carried to
the bed. He threw himself beside her, pulling herlength of him,



pressing her closer until she was left in no doabt to his
overwhelming need for her.

He kissed her with a possessiveness which tookreath away. His
lips, his caresses told her that every singleqfdrer belonged to him
and let her question it if she dared.

‘Mac, Mac,' she whispered, burying her face iriéow of his neck,
'l do so want your baby, no one else's in the wivaldd but yours ...'

‘My love, my wife, my very life," he said thickl{ou are the woman
| love with a love that can be, will be, shoutednfrthe housetops.
You shall indeed have my baby, not just one bumasy as you like.
And I'll tell you something else. Never, ever, wihu run from me
again.'

'‘But Mac, whenever | did, it was for your sake, floe love of you,
that | ran away. | thought it was what you wanted.'

‘This is what | want," he murmured, urging her egl@ser, until their

limbs entangled. 'Both of us belonging to each mtag one in mind

and body, until time draws its last breath.' Hxs Ifound her ear and
he whispered, 'Which means for ever.’



