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The past would not let her love again

Anna Lindsay left Johannesburg for Durban, hopimgarget her
one-sided love affair. Never again would she makaohof herself
over a man.

Her disillusionment made her reject the advancdsmatisome Scott
Beresford, owner of the hotel where Anna workedt Be was
undaunted.

And to her surprise, Scott's lovemaking made hegefioeverything
except the magic of his embraces. Surely it was ghser sexual
attraction ... ?



CHAPTER ONE

THE lecturer's voice droned on monotonously in thgdaante-room
leading off the main lounge in the Caribbean Hddet,Anna Lindsay
was no longer listening. This was the third andalfiday of the
seminar on hotel accountancy which Morris Portet imgisted she
should attend, but the lecture was no longer istarg@ or

informative, and her thoughts began to wander, faaldng a

well-trodden path, to her arrival in Durban, and thany weeks of
painful soul-searching which had followed.

On the advice of her parents she had left Johanngsb take up this
position as receptionist-bookkeeper with MorristBowho, with the
help of his wife Sheila, managed the Caribbean e Durban
beach-front. Morris and Sheila had been friendsesf garents for
many years and, desperate as they were at thddifimed someone
suitable to fill the position, they had welcomed nanwith an
eagerness which had been deeply touching.

Anna, who had been content for some years to remdire employ
of a firm of accountants, grasped at the opponutdtcut herself
adrift from the monotony of her job, but that hamt been the only
reason why she now found herself working for Moam&l Sheila in
South Africa's well-known coastal city. At the agfetwenty-five it
had been a drastic change for Anna to leave hatyf&mme and all
the things she had cared about, but drastic meabkakbeen called
for at the time, and she did not regret these pestmonths at
theCaribbean. Work had kept her sane while she &okn-depth
look at herself, and the woman she had become.

She looked up with a guilty start when the lectsireoice halted
abruptly, but he had turned towards the blackbtmd#monstrate the
point he was trying to make and, discarding heugints, she made a
renewed effort to concentrate on what was beind. Séhe lecture
continued, but this time it was not her turbulembughts which



prevented her from listening attentively ; it whe turious sensation
that she was being observed. Keeping her eyesedvepon the
lecturer, she tried to ignore this growing awareneShe was
accustomed to being stared at by the oppositersxsace she was
the only woman among twenty-odd men in that rodnwas not
unnatural that they would glance at her from tiomerhe, but this was
something quite different.

A prickling sensation rose from her spine up toseaip and, unable
to prevent herself, she turned her head slightly found herself
staring directly into a pair of disconcerting blages that did not
waver for one second. Anna sustained the man'sglana coldly

detached manner, but there was no sign of embaresg®n his lean,
deeply tanned face at being caught staring, anéstshewho was

finally forced to look away.

This was not the first time she had come practidalte to face with
Scott Beresford in the Caribbean over the past mienths.

Considering that he owned the Caribbean, as wetleasral other
hotels along the Natal coast, his presence thesenatiunusual, but
why he should have looked in on the seminar shenloaidlea, and
when she glanced round again a few minutes latBatdegone.

It was at a congress of hoteliers which was hetienCaribbean that
she had first noticed Scott Beresford, but this Ihaddly been
surprising, for he had been taller than most ofrtlesm attending the
congress, and exceptionally good-looking with sléa# hair which
had been severely disciplined because of a stremgdetcy to curl.
He was perfectly proportioned, with broad shouldapering down
to slim hips, and she had judged him to be abdttytfour, but at
that point her casual observation had ended. No wauld ever
succeed in capturing her interest again in the Aagrew Tait had
done. Her life had revolved around Andrew for maewars; years
during which she had loved him in unfaltering sdenonly to
discover eventually that he preferred someone €hlsepain of it was



something which, after six months away from Johahuogy, she was
only just beginning to accept as something she avbale to live
with for the rest of her life.

During the lunch break Anna went to her usual tainlethe
dining-room and ordered something light. Inactiigver enhanced
her appetite, only her thought processes, andathstsomething she
wanted to avoid at all costs.

"May | join you?"

She looked up with a start to see Scott Beresfaorthaculate in a
lightweight summer suit, pull out a chair and deiatself opposite
her and, ignoring the fact that he had it withia power to fire her,
she glanced about the room and said coldly, "Thezether tables."

"The company of a beautiful woman always helps oogfto digest,”
he replied with a smile that infuriated her inskant

"An antacid could do the same for you."

"I don't believe in wasting money when | can obtaincheaper
remedy," he insisted blandly, and she almost chek#danger as he
placed his order with the waiter and turned to bece again,
allowing his appreciative glance to slide over hdmm Scott
Beresford," he introduced himself, "and you're Armadsay, not
so?"

She met his blue gaze with a steadiness that satpher. "You've
obviously been doing some investigating.'

"l always investigate people who interest me," htormed her
mockingly.



"There's nothing about me which could possibly regé someone
like yourself." she said tritely, loath to admiatishe found his deep
voice pleasing on the ear.

His sensuous mouth curved into a brief smile. "Ehahere you're
wrong. You're a very attractive woman, and you nigstvell aware
of the way men look at you."

"l am aware of it, yes, but | must admit that the¥ little more subtle
about it, and have never stared at me quite sebhgz she replied
coldly.

His disconcerting eyes mocked her. "Have | appelarazen, then?"

"You know very well you have," she accused shatpdy,antagonism
towards this man increasing with every passingrs&co

"Why should | hide the fact that | find you attriaet"

Anna was ready with a scathing reply, but theicluwas served and
she remained silent instead. Scott Beresford madeattempt at

further conversation either, but she was acutehscious of the fact
that she was being closely observed, and she cmtlthake up her
mind whether to feel flattered or irritated.

When their tea had been served he remarked castiddiy weren't
concentrating on the lecture this morning.'

"The lecture was elementary and mostly repetition."

"But interesting, nevertheless," he insisted, affgther a cigarette
from the gold case he had taken from his jackek@ipbdut she shook
her head and he lit one for himself.

"We were told nothing this morning that | didn'tdm already,” she
told him quite frankly.



"You speak as though you've had prior experience."

She shrugged carelessly. "l was employed by adfratcountants in
Johannesburg for a few years before | joined tladf sif the
Caribbean, and there was very little in this mogtsecture of which
| had no knowledge."

She raised her glance at that moment and met M@ori&r's over the
heads of the other diners and, smiling broadlynfagle his way
towards her amongst the tables.

"I had no idea you knew Anna, Mr. Beresford?" Memwemarked
with some surprise when he reached their table.

"l met Miss Lindsay this morning when | sat in dw tlecture for a
few minutes," Scott told him smoothly.

"If I'd known you would be staying to lunch, Mr. Esford-"

"I hadn't intended staying either, Morris," Scatterrupted, his
humorous glance meeting Anna's. "When Miss Lindsayed me so
charmingly to join her, | found myself accepting."

Anna was rendered speechless for the first timeemlife, but her
green eyes flashed angrily at him for twistingtilueh so deliberately
and outrageously.

Morris glanced a little curiously at her, but whsine offered no
explanation he asked, "How is the seminar progng8si

"It's been a little boring this morning, thank yddprris," she replied
almost accusingly.

"l was afraid it might be" he admitted ruefullyrning towards Scott
and gesturing dramatically. "You know, Mr. Beresfoyou have



Anna to thank for the Caribbean's books and acsduging in such
perfect order."

Anna was not averse to praise, but at that momembarrassed her
to have Scott Beresford's attention focussed orsbentently, and
she said a little haughtily, "Flattery won't pay agcounts, Morris."

Morris grimaced and tapped her playfully on the ethevith his
fingers. "Women are all the same - they show ttlaws at the most
unexpected moment! Excuse me," he added, grinrsngeabeat a
hasty retreat.

Anna watched Morris's tall, slightly stooped figummtil he
disappeared through the swing doors and, withautdadising it, her
lips curved into a smile which altered the usuadtemty of her
expression, but it lasted only a brief moment befdre turned cold,
heavily lashed green eyes on the man seated opasit

"You have no right to tell Morris I'd invited yoo thave lunch with
me. It was a downright lie, and you know it."

"Does it matter?" Scott queried impatiently, gasigiwith his hands
as if to brush aside her protest. "Will you havendir with me this
evening?"

Startled by his invitation, she was silent for anmemt before she said
offhandedly, "Considering that | live here in tharibbean as well as
work here, | dare say we shall see each othematdif you're still
about."

"You know very well that | was referring to havindinner
elsewhere." He gestured impatiently once again waittstrong,
well-shaped hand that was as tanned as his coroplelut Anna
preferred to remain distant.

"But I hardly know you, Mr. ... er ... Beresford."



"The name is Scott, and you know that already,'s&ie abruptly.
"And I'm asking you to dine with me, Miss Lindsat to go to bed
with me."

Anna gasped audibly. "Are you always so shockimglispoken?"

"If it helps the other person to know where theanst yes," he said
curtly, his eyes narrowing as they met hers. "Dwo lyave dinner with
me this evening or don't you?"

A refusal sprang to her lips, but she hesitateal@evilish little .voice
whispered inside her, 'Why not? Scott Beresfoattimctive and you
have nothing better to do. He most probably woathér with you
again after tonight, so why not spend an enterigigivening in his
company instead of brooding away the hours in yoam?'

"l would like to have dinner with you, thank yowstie heard herself
reply, much to her own disgust, and, when his ey@birose sharply,
she added, "You seem surprised."

"l didn't expect you to agree so readily."

"Have | disappointed you?" she mocked him, andaaerisive little
smile curve his lips.

"On the contrary, | like women who make up theinds quickly."
They left the dining-room and as the swing doorseatibbehind them
he said : "I'll be waiting for you here in the foys six-thirty."

Anna nodded coolly and they parted company, buhduhe lectures
that afternoon she wondered if she had not beewolad accept his
invitation so hurriedly. He was the most disconogriman she had
ever met, and she was more than a little distutbedscover that her
pulse rate quickened each time she thought of Ide.was a
complete stranger, except for the knowledge thatoweed the
Caribbean and that she had seen him on a few oosashen he had



called on Morris for business purposes, and sheeduner stupidity
several times during the afternoon while she manleeffort to
concentrate on the lecture.

When she left the lecture-room later that afterrgfmwas beginning
to regret that she had accepted Scott Beresfarditation, but to
change her mind would only evoke his mockery. Hisgtation had
been a challenge, and she had accepted it, so, whiatemay, she
would have dinner with him that evening, if onlygoove to herself
that she was capable of enjoying the company adratien besides
...l No! she decided, collecting her thoughts slya®he did not want
to think of Andrew and the many hours she had sjpemts company
before her young sister had returned home fronegelto bemuse
him so completely. It was over and done with, sbie terself,
jabbing the lift button fiercely and concentratingtead on what she
would wear that evening.

There was a tentative knock on her bedroom doaorafiisr six that
evening and Sheila Porter, her dark hair sprinkbetally with grey,
entered the room quietly and closed the door beand

"Dining out tonight, Anna?" she asked, her appte®aglance
sliding over the richly embroidered silk eveningagowhich clung
gently to the slender, supple figure seated in tfrom the
dressing-table.

"Yes, | am," Anna confirmed, running a coral pirgstick across her
lips and pausing to study the effect. Tm diningw@8tott Beresford "

"You know who Scott Beresford is, of course, butdst warn you
that he has a way with women, and | wouldn't wamt to be hurt
again."

Anna's glance met Sheila's in the mirror, and threcern in the older
woman's eyes warmed her heart considerably. "Thdaksthe



warning, Sheila," she said gently. "I'm not unawak Mr,
Beresford's attractions, or his suave manner,'bbunhbdt fooled by it
either. I'm having dinner with him merely to get éor a while, and
that's all."

“I'm glad."”
"Glad, Sheila?" she questioned confusedly.

"I'm not too happy about your choice of companibat I'm glad
you're going out for a change instead of closeyiogrself in your
room," Sheila smiled. "It's about time."

"Hm ... | suppose so," Anna replied absently wkhe inspected her
make-up in the mirror and pushed a stray curl itdce

Since her arrival in Durban she had had her reddyshd hair
trimmed to a more practical length which still eleabher to pin it
back during the day as well as leaving it to haagély in soft waves
about her face and shoulders on occasions suthisasMearing her
hair loose softened her features considerablytHautlear green eyes
remained cool and slightly aloof, hiding the hurtigh lay deep
within her, like a wound which refused to heal.

"Morris and | were beginning to think you would eewet over
Andrew," Sheila remarked pleasantly, but a looldismay flashed
across her gentle face when Anna rose swiftly tdfdwt and pinned
her down with a cold glance.

"I neverwill get over Andrew, and the fact that he's marriethyo
sister makes no difference to how | feel!" she sp#the words.

"I'm sorry."

"No, I'm sorry," Anna insisted contritely, gripping the a@rmof the
woman who had been like a second motherto her treestemonths.



"If there's one thing I've learnt since coming hereéhe Caribbean,
then it's humility. | had no right to take my frregton out on you."

"l understand, my dear, so don't let it trouble ,ydbheila smiled
warmly, her gentleness making Anna feel more thast g little
ashamed of herself.

"How do | look?" she asked the older woman afteawkward little
silence threatened.

"Beautiful," Sheila sighed, stepping back a litteeinspect her, and
envying Anna her flawless skin and surprisingly tydul curves.

"But then you always do look beautiful, my dear,mmatter what you
wear."

A spark of humour flashed in Anna's eyes as sheraeld the
motherly woman spontaneously. "I wasn't exactlyhifig for
compliments, but thank you all the same."

"Well, I'd better get downstairs or Morris mightrtk I've run out on
him," Sheila remarked in her usual brisk fashiart,dhe paused for a
moment before opening the door and smiled. "Enjoyrself, my
dear."

Anna frowned as the door closed softly behind Néhether she
would enjoy her evening with Scott Beresford, shi# kad to
discover, but it was at least a beginning towardking a new life for
herself. She could not sit about and mope for ewtawas not in her
nature - but the pain and the longing would alwag$here to haunt
her no matter what she dith. Scott Beresford was waiting in the
foyer when she stepped from the lift, and she leaddmit, albeit
reluctantly, that he looked striking in his perfgctailored black
evening suit and bow tie, with the frilly shirt frostartlingly white in
contrast. He smiled briefly, his blue gaze slidimyer her
appreciatively before he took her arm and led hgrimto the cool



night air where he helped her into the Mercedeslvinas parked
close to the entrance.

"I'd expected to be kept waiting this evening, Yo were absolutely
punctual,” he remarked casually as he steeredathmto the traffic.
"I've never yet known a woman to be on time foeppointment."

"I have quite a thing about being punctual, butpmose that comes
from working so many years for a firm where evesyadways
insisted on punctuality and keeping to a strictireu"

"l can quite believe you're a great asset to th@Gaan."

Anna glanced at him swiftly, not certain whethemras mocking her
or merely stating a fact, but his lean profile gaeandication of his
thoughts, and she said rather stiffly, "I wouldidtl myself an asset
exactly. | have a job to do, and | do it to thetlmésny ability."

Scott made no further comment and they drove thrdiag streets in
silence. He took the coastal road to a restaurhitiesout of the city,
and she was beginning to dread the evening withithiney were to
spend it with these heavy, lingering silences betwdem. In the
richly continental atmosphere of the restauranh&e selected, his
mood altered and he kept the conversation goingugirout the
superbly served meal.

They discussed the lectures given at the semingreat length, and
he listened attentively when she imparted somesofolwvn ideas on
certain topics. He ordered liqueurs with their eefand, after the two
glasses of wine she had consumed during dinnera Agihdecidedly

light-headed as she cupped her chin in her handaaed him across
the candlelit table.

"l seem to have talked quite a lot about my owragdand theories
this evening, so tell me about yourself for a cleahg



A smile flickered across his face. "What would yie to know?"

"Anything and everything you would care to tell inghe announced,
trying to concentrate on the pearl buttons on it §ont and not on
his penetrating blue eyes.

"My home is at Amazibu Bay further south along tdoast, and the
house is practically on the beach."

"Amazibu Bay," she repeated slowly. "That's an o@ddane for a
town."

"Amazibu is a Zulu word for waterlily," he explaimh&lerantly. "The

waterlilies grow on the banks of the river and somaally, when the

river is in flood, they're washed out on to thedieddence the name
Amazibu Bay."

"So it's really Waterlily Bay," she mused aloudaimt smile curving
her lips. "How quaint, and so very appropriate."”

"I've always thought so, yes," he said quietly.
"You're not married, | suppose?”

"Widowed." His mocking glance slid over her smootrgamy
shoulders, and his eyes suddenly became pinpdifite icking her
skin. "You're very beautiful, Anna."

"Thank you," she said coldly, straightening abmypis she tried to
ward off the onslaught of his magnetism. "Do yme lalone in your
house at Amazibu Bay?" she ~changed the subjettyhas

"My aunt lives with me and tolerates admirably #tmegular hours |
keep," he replied with a touch of mockery lurkirmpat his sensuous
mouth as he leaned towards her across the smigl t&d you know



that when the light catches your hair in a certamy it sets it
aflame?"

The warm caressing note in his voice sent a treatoorg her nerves,
but she remained distant. "We're discussing yourehb

"You're much more interesting," he insisted, a gied mockery still
lurking in his disturbing eyes. "How have you mae@do remain
single all this time? You must be ... twenty-one?"

"Twenty-five," she corrected abruptly with a proutdf her head.

His eyebrows rose slightly as if in surprise. "Tdenust have been
plenty of men who've wanted to marry you, or didi yoghten them
off with your distant attitude?"

"l wouldn't know," she said coldly, finding his fmog questions
distasteful.

"There must have been someone special," he coudtingeite
unperturbed by her manner, and Anna's temper flaféat's none of
your business!"

"l should have realised you'd have a temper to Imidw&t red hair," he
laughed softly just as the band started playinglysoénticing the
diners on to the floor and, taking her hand, hevdner to her feet.
"Let's dance."

Anna had never felt less like dancing, but there wa escaping the
firm grip of his lean fingers crushing her own a&sléd her on to the
dance floor and drew her into his arms. He held dufocatingly
close against the hardness of his body, and hee m#ds vibrated in
protest at the unexpected contact with such ovespogy
masculinity.



"If you don't mind," she managed at last, sparkarafer in her wide
green eyes, "l do like to breathe while I'm danting

His arm about her waist slackened a fraction, afigiver more
freedom, but his soft laughter activated her pulseshe most
aggravating way.

"You're very cool, Anna. Cool and aloof. But | tkihlike you that
way."

"What exactly is that supposed to mean?" she deedhradispicion
tautening her nerves and making her steps falter..

"I've always enjoyed a challenge,"” he enlightened with an
arrogance that sent a flicker of fear through Hand you're a
challenge I'm finding difficult to resist."

There was a resolute quality about the squaréngugw that was at
once painfully familiar. Andrew had looked like thihe last time she
had seen him, and then he had made it agonisifegy to her that he
intended to marry her sister.

"I realise that | haven't been quite fair to yompA," Andrew had said

forcefully, "but whether you like it, or not, Delgband | are going to
be married."

In the face of such determination there had beé&mmgpshe could do
or say to prevent her hopes and dreams from simatieto fragments
about her. Debbie, several years younger than Amahplossomed
into a vivacious young woman, and she had captdnettew's heart
in a way which she, Anna, had failed to do in fp&ars, and this had
been the most difficult part of it all to accept.

The dance ended and Scott kept his arm about tieedsd her back
to their table, but she was aware that he was glgrat her strangely.



"I have a feeling that you weren't with me justrtfiehe accused
lightly once they were seated, and Anna's 1-rps emurinto a
mocking smile.

"Do you find it deflating to know that someone abilile with you
physically, yet not mentally?"

"Not in the least,” he told her calmly, lighting agarette and
observing her through a screen of smoke. "You'tlesh to the
privacy of your thoughts, just as | have thoughtisclv | don't wish to
share with anyone."

His reply did not surprise her, for she supposed, thaving been
married, he would probably have moments, just &slsd, when
memories came flooding back to the surface of tidno inflict

pain, or bitter-sweet memories. She was suddernitg quexplicably
curious to know more about him, but she decidedetpect his
privacy just as she wished him to respect hers.

It was after midnight when they finally walked thgh the swing

doors of the Caribbean, and the sleepy porter drotleadly at Anna
and Scott as they walked past him into the foyeott3humbed the
lift button and they waited in silence for the lii descend to the
ground floor, but it was not an uneasy silence, Anda was too
pleasantly tired to be nervous of being alone With when the lift

eventually swept them up to the third floor.

'l shall be gone long before breakfast tomorrowmmgy, but | shall
see you again some time, Anna," he said as they siatside her
door in the dimly lit corridor, and Anna, quiteltaérself, found that
she had to look up some considerable way to meeglance.

"l don't think that's likely."



"Amazibu Bay isn't on the other side of the eayitn) know," he
laughed briefly, his teeth flashing white againise ttan of his
complexion. "It's a little more than an hour's drivtom Durban."

"Don't waste your petrol," she insisted, that gyabf aloofness
which hovered about her creating a tantalising ativehich she was
guite unaware.

"To see you again would be worth the money spent.”

She had agreed to have dinner with him that evebuigshe was not
prepared to encourage him further, and she madegthie clear in
the bluntest fashion. "It was very nice of you mweiie me to have
dinner with you this evening, Scott, and thank yout, please don't
bother to see me again unless it has to do withl lhoisiness." .

"It's no bother,” he mocked her derisively, and nthejuite
unexpectedly, she found herself in his arms andgokissed with a
breathtaking expertise that sent a shiver of emdticough her body
before he released her. "Goodnight, Anna," he saftly, with an
enigmatic smile playing about his lips, and a feanments later the
lift was taking him down to the foyer.

It was only as she closed her bedroom door behanduhd switched
on the light that she surfaced from her bemused &tdouch her lips
with exploratory fingers as if she expected therdaltered in some
way. Andrew had kissed her often, but he had nkigsed her in the
way Scott had just done. Oh, how she wished thaté&mhadkissed
her like that - just once! she thought with a hungggrning that was
like an insatiable ache inside her. Perhaps, ifcébeed her eyes and
relived those brief moments in Scott's arms, shedcpretend that it
was Andrew, but, to her annoyance, Andrew's featwere replaced
by Scott's, and it was the warm pressure of Scate&ord's lips and
arms "she felt again.



"Oh, what's the use!" she admonished herself sgvéren behaving
like a child, and tearing myself apart in the pascé

Settling back into her usual routine the followitgy was almost a
relief, and Anna gave no further thought to heroaim¢er with Scott
Beresford, but a bouquet of white lilies arrivedil@lshe was having
tea with Morris and Sheila that morning, and itugbt Scott sharply
into focus once again. Tearing open the small @epeslvith fingers
that trembled ridiculously, she extracted the card.

"l shall see you again soon," she read, and itsiased "Scott."

Anna lowered the card and stared at the liliesknotving whether to
be pleased or angry. It was the first time anyakdent her flowers,
and although the experience was thrilling, it mheée realise that
Scott Beresford was not going to be shaken oftlygh

"May we know the name of your admirer?" Morris migpted her
thoughts, and she made a visible effort to pulséktogether.

"Scott Beresford sent them."

"l see ..." Morris murmured, his dark head, greymg distinguished
fashion at the temples, tilted thoughtfully.

"l believe he's a widower," she remarked casually.
"He's been widowed for almost two years."

"What was his wife like?"

"l never met her," Morris said quietly. "Why?"

"l just wondered."



"It's so romantic to receive flowers," Sheila siglteeamily, casting
an accusing glance in her husband's direction. "dthyt you ever
send me flowers, Morris?"

"But, my darling, you receive flowers every dayg protested in
surprise.

"For the hotel, yes, but not for me - personallylieffa argued
determinedly, and Anna hid a smile as Morris leat®dards his
wife, gesturing helplessly.

"Sweetheart, we've been married twenty-six years -"

"Exactly!" Sheila interrupted firmly. "In twentyssiyears you've sent
me flowers only twice, and that was when our sahdaughter were
born."

"But you never told me you wanted flowers."

"You shouldn't have to be told," Sheila scolded.hifnyou had just a
scrap of romance in you, you'd have done so wittiwere having to
be a reason for it."

Floored by this remark, Morris groaned as he roshis$ feet and
headed towards the door. "I think I'm needed irkitehen."

"Men!" Sheila laughed once he had gone. "They thimkance is
something you practise before the marriage only...bibhe stared
down at her wedding ring which she twirled thougyfbetween her
fingers. "Morris was never one for sending floweven before we
were married, now that | come to think of it."

"What do | do with these?" Anna changed the subjedicating the
bouquet of lilies.



"Put them in a vase, of course " Sheila stateddely, but as the bell
on the reception desk tinkled loudly, she pickedh#@bouquet and
gestured expressively. "You go and attend to whotnat is, and I'll
see to the flowers for you."

Relieved at being able to dispense with the flowansl hoping that
Sheila would hide them somewhere out of sight, Anslairned
hastily to the reception desk. Her hopes wereeutiowever, for
Sheila returned a few minutes later with the liliasranged
decoratively in a flat vase.

"There," she said, placing them on the counter /Aema could not
fail to see the lilies every time she looked upré®t they beautiful?"

"Beautiful," Anna echoed dully, unable to conjur@ enough
enthusiasm to match Sheila's.

She did not want to be reminded of Scott Beresfxery time she
thought of him, she recalled the way he had kidsed and the
memory of it had haunted her for some time befbeelsd been able
to fall asleep the previous night. He was a totaifyriating man!



CHAPTER TWO

ANNA had almost succeeded in forgetting Scott Beresfdren an
enormous bouquet of yellow chrysanthemums was eleld/to her a
week later, with a card on which there was typdgke ‘teady at
six-thirty. Have made arrangements for us to dume $cott."

It was an order, not an invitation, and, infurigtelle ripped the card
to shreds and dropped the pieces into the wastepapd he flowers
would have followed it had Sheila not passed tloepgon desk at
that moment, stopping to admire the perfect blooms.

"Scott Beresford again?"

"Yes," Anna said tritely. "He's made arrangemewtsus to dine
somewhere tonight."

"Lucky girl," Sheila smiled, but Anna merely snattangrily.
"The man's an infernal nuisance!"

"Most men are, my dear," Sheila replied humorouslysing her
eyebrows in surprise as the flowers were dumpee@rentoniously
into her arms. "Shall | put them in a vase for you?

"Yes, please, Sheila,” Anna said agitatedly. "Buit ghem
somewhere | can't see them. In the ladies' loulog@stance, or the
kitchen. Better still, throw them in the dustbin."

"My dear! Such beautiful chrysanthemums!" Sheila ttered
reprovingly. "I'll put them in the ladies' lounge you suggested, but
definitely not in the kitchen, or the dustbin."

A frown creased Anna's brow as she stared afteita@heetreating
figure, and she began to feel a little ashamedeo$dif. If Scott
Beresford had taken the trouble to send her flowies least she



could do would be to accept them gracefully instead/anting to
throw them away, she admonished herself severélyak the
invitation to dinner which had upset her. No, sbeected herself, it
was theinstructionthat she was to have dinner with him which ha
angered her most of all. If he thought, she woaahbly too eager to
fall in with any and every suggestion he made, thercould think
again! She wasotgoing to be ready and waiting when he arrived
six-thirty that evening.

Sheila crossed the foyer a few minutes later vhth liright yellow
chrysanthemums beautifully arranged in a tall vase, Anna acted
upon a most irrational impulse.

"l think I've changed my mind," her voice haltece in her stride.
"Il have them on the counter after all."

If Sheila thought her behaviour strange, she gavedication as to
her feelings as she placed the flowers on the eowantd stood back
to admire them.

"l was hoping you'd change your mind," she statdhly, and Anna
expelled the air from her lungs as she watcheddisappear into
Morris's office.

Feeling more than a little foolish, Anna drew theokstowards her

and tried to concentrate on her work. It was a wadsnarerogative to
change her mind, she tried to pacify herself, dredsd done exactly
that.

By five o'clock that afternoon, when the night ttabk over, she still
had not made up her mind whether she would go it Scott or

not. But somehow, once she reached the privacyeofrdom, she
found herself mentally selecting a dress to weartlie occasion.
Annoyed with herself, she went through to her lmadhr and ran her
bath water, but she was even more annoyed witlelerken, half an



hour later, she found herself changing into a gaéen chiffon and
wondering whether she should wear her pearls, erdiamond
pendant her parents had given her on her twentybiithday.

"All right, admit it," she told herself when shd gdawn in front of the
mirror to do her make-up. "You're going to havendinwith him this
evening, but you're going to make quite sure tkrows this won't
happen again."”

Having confessed this to herself, she found itexasi accept her
peculiar behaviour while she took her time with meake-up and did
something with her hair. The time passed so quiakbyr that that she
was surprised when the telephone beside her bgashailly and she
was told that Scott was in the foyer waiting for.Heicking up her
wrap and her evening bag, she left her room, buthéart behaved in
the oddest manner as the lift took her down tagytbend floor. It was
nerves, she told herself sternly, and left it at.th

Scott was beside her the moment she. stepped herit; his eyes
moving with deliberate slowness down the lengthed, and giving
her the sensation that he was actually touching her

"You're even more beautiful than | remembered."

"You speak as though you haven't seen me for montasd flattery
will get you nowhere," she added coldly,but hersesireacted to the
physical magnetism she was becoming increasingareawof.

"This past week has felt like a year," he said, asd warm and
electrifying against her skin as he took her armh l&a her towards
the swing doors. A cynical little smile hovered abbis mouth as he
added caustically, "And you're still as sharp-torthas ever."

"What did you expect?" she demanded indignantlyou™éend me
flowers, issuing an instruction that | should dwiéh you regardless
of how | felt about it."



"You didn't have to accept," he reminded her moglyiras they
stepped outside and walked to where he had pahlkckliércedes.

"No, I didn't," she agreed bitterly, "but this eslie the last time, and |
mean that!"

"We shall see,” he smiled briefly, looking so in&fingly
self-assured as he helped her into the car thaigghiened her fingers
about her bag as the desire to slap his face thgedgh her.

The evening had started badly and seemed to centirthat vein. He
had booked a table at the same restaurant theygdrel to on the
previous occasion, and during the meal the conttersaemained
brief and abrupt. She would make him understandn efvit killed
her, that she had no interest in furthering thelatronship. After
what had happened between Andrew and herself siidwever
trust another man again, and least of all Scotefferd. He was
devilishly attractive, she had to admit, but she wat going to make
a fool of herself again over any man.

Anna became aware of Scott observing her closeth witense
interest, and she pushed her plate aside witlierore vigour than
was really necessary.

"More wine?" he offered with a faint smile curvihgg lips.

"No, thank you," she declined abruptly, making dforé to pull
herself together.

"It might cool your temper, and help you to relakg insisted,
refilling her glass regardless of the fact that didenot want more.

"I am not in a temper, and I'm perfectly relaxédyk you."

Scott refilled his own glass in silence and repdattee cork on the
bottle before meeting her angry glance in an uopeed manner.



"You're trying to give me the brush-off, as theyl da but | knew
from the moment | met you that I'd have to put Umht for what |
wanted."

Anna's nerves jarred uncomfortably, but she coatgprevent herself
from asking, "And what is it you want, may | ask?"

llYou .II

There was a soaring sensation in her ears as atesl st him with
wide, incredulous eyes. "You have a nerve, | magt's

"Then don't say it," he mocked, raising his glaBsink that wine. It
will help you recover from the shock and settlenyoerves."

"You're arrogant and insufferable!" she bit outwuaeds, suppressing
the desire to fling her glass of wine into his |éace.

"And you're the most beautiful creature I've eveers when your
temper is aroused," he replied calmly. "Drink up."

Shedid raise her glass to her lips then, swallowing dewnouthful
of wine and almost choking on the fiery liquid apassed along her
throat, but it seemed to reach her blood-streatoalfuickly and, to
her further annoyance, the effegisrelaxing.

"Shall we dance?" Scott asked eventually when tiored lresumed
their playing after a few minutes break.

"No, thank you."

Scott's eyes gleamed with instant mockery. "Buthaeced together
so beautifully last time."

"That was last time - this iow;" she retorted stubbornly.



"What are you afraid of?"

Her head shot up defiantly, and her fiery greemagaclashed with
his. "I'm not afraid of anything, but | refuse tante with you."

"Are you afraid your layer of ice might melt whehadld you in my
arms?" he smiled cynically.

"You over-estimate yourself, Scott Beresford,” shad thim
scathingly.

"Perhaps," he agreed smoothly, pushing back his ahd getting to
his feet. "Dance with me and prove me wrong," heeddholding out
his hand towards her.

She stared at it for a moment with indecision, thestepting his
challenge, she placed her hand in his and rosertteht to walk with
him on to the dance floor. At first his arm wastigbout her waist,
but as the dance progressed, he drew her reldgttésser, lowering
his head to hers until his lips touched her eanas$ not accidental,
she was certain, for his lips made little caressimyements against
her ear-lobe.

"Don't hold me so close," she protested, fightiggiast the odd
sensations quivering through her treacherous body.

"l like your perfume,” he murmured, the deep timbfehis voice
making her receptive nerves tingle. "lt's like adih of fresh
mountain air, and most tantalising."

"Scott, pleas¢' she begged, straining a little against him ar
despising the hint of breathlessness in her voice.

"You say that so beautifully," he persisted withalliging her.
"Relax, Anna, | don't enjoy dancing with a woodezaim, and it's
rather tiring on the arms." He raised his head thah the eyes that



met hers were once again challenging. "You wapté@e me wrong,
don't you?"

Against her will, she relented and, to her disnfaynd that she was
actually enjoying herself. Scott danced well, astsid discovered on
the previous occasion he had brought her to thssaueant and,
despite herself, she found herself liking the f&fethat strong arm
about her, and the touch of his lips against hempte when she
eventually succumbed to the temptation and lowberdhead on to
his shoulder.

How long they danced like that she did not knowt,dne was almost
childishly disappointed when he finally released d&red said: "Shall
we go?"

She nodded mutely, and they went back to theietédlcollect her
things in silence; a silence that lasted until S@atrked his car
beneath the shadows close to the entrance of thbb@an. Her
fingers fumbled for the door-handle, but Scott@psated her action
and, leaning across her, he gripped her wrist fiyraénding faint
tremors up the length of her arm and bringing heakbsharply to
reality.

"Don't go in yet," he said softly, his breath fammher forehead, and
Anna felt the latent antagonism rising within her.

"It's late, Scott."
"You're forgetting | shan't see you again for a fiays."

"You're wasting your time," she said coldly, att¢img to free herself
from his clasp and failing. He was far too closéh&w for her own
peace of mind, and the clean, warm scent of hiy ladi something
to her senses.



"Being with you could never be considered a wadtdime/' he
insisted, his arm about her shoulders drawing gainat him despite
her struggles.

"There must be other women she began, but hisfdpad hers

expertly in the darkness, stifling the rest of lamgry statement.
Realising that her strength was puny against Hg, mained

passive in his arms, forcing her lips to remainegsponsive beneath
his, but there seemed nothing she could do abeutthd increase of
her pulse rate. When she was at last allowed tw @rdreath she
demanded angrily, "Was it necessary to kiss methké&?"

"To kiss a woman is always the best way to sildmereeffectively,"
he replied without hesitation, his voice mocking redentlessly.

"I don't think T ever want to see you again,” shelamed,
struggling against him for release, but his armgetgetightened
about her.

"You're going to see me again, and very soon,"dseir@d her quite
bluntly, and a wave of helplessness swept ovemhakjng her cease
her efforts to escape.

"Can't you understand that | have no desire for yompany?"

Scott was silent for quite some time, and she Wwasest beginning to
think that she had succeeded in convincing him wieereleased her
abruptly, and said: "Come on, I'll walk with you tgpyour room, just
to make sure no one snatches you along the way."

She clenched her teeth so tightly that her jaw échet she allowed
him to have his way for the last time.

His hand gripped her elbow firmly as he accompahgdnside, and
he did not release her until they stood in the Jahgnly lit corridor
outside her door.



"Goodbye, Scott," she said firmly.

He stared for a moment at the slender hand shededdgowards him,
then his lips twisted derisively. "It's not goodbyena, and I'll leave
you this to remember me by."

Trapped as she was between the door and the hararfielis
muscular body, the force of his kiss drove her éipart, and she was
plunged into a world of alien sensations. Somewkleep inside of
her a flame was being kindled, encouraged by thehtof his hands
on her body until it spread like a fire through kems, awakening a
response in her that was clamouring for releasermkthe seemingly
fragile wall of her resistance.

An eternity seemed to pass before he finally reléd®er and wished
her an abrupt 'goodnight’, and some time lateshaday staring into
the darkness she realised to her shame that, ghhloer mind had
been relieved, her emotionally awakened body haddd for the
moment to continue.

What was happening to her? she wondered frantidaity the years
she had waited around for Andrew starve her to sincextent for a
man's kisses that she was prepared to fling hengelthe first pair of
willing arms? Anna shuddered at the mere thoughé &uld not
deny that she found Scott physically attractive, then he had the
kind of looks and bearing that would make any worhoak twice in
his direction, and she certainly did not feel atigrings of love for
him - not while her heart still yearned for Andrew.

Desire! The word sprang to the surface of her confusedipaind she
shrank from it mentally. Was that what she had agpeed when he
had kissed her and caressed her in a way no othrehad ever done
before?



She groaned and buried her face in her pillow,lliagahow she had
longed for Andrew's touch and his kisses, but tfreendship had
never gone beyond the occasional but casual emboboeed by a

brotherly peck which had left her totally unsatsfi Her love for

Andrew had been deep and intense, and somehowashallvays

thought that he had loved her too in his quietemesd way. But she
had been mistaken, and it had taken Debbie's rasgupee on the
scene to prove to her how wrong she had been.

There were times, such as this, that she wishedaid hurt Andrew
as much as he had hurt her, but it was a spitagil,v8he knew, and
she realised, too, that it would perhaps be bestdonot to see Scott
Beresford again unless it was absolutely necesBaing with him
merely awakened thoughts that were uncharitabld,thare was,
after all, nothing she could do to alter the situat

The warm climate along the Natal coast attractedigts from all
over the country during the July holidays in ortteescape from the
cold weather in the other provinces. The Caribbeas filled to
capacity and during the next three weeks Anna fabatishe barely
had a moment to spare for herself. During the exgsmyiwhen she was
free, she found herself wondering occasionally al®cott, and
whether he, too, was finding that he had veryelittime at his
disposal, but she usually ended "up being annoyiédd verself for
giving him so much as a thought.

Towards the end of July the tourist trade slackeomasiderably
when families from the Transvaal returned homeatanltime for the
re-opening of the schools after the winter holiddyg, for Anna it
still meant spending hours trying to balance theelHmooks, while at
the same time attending to guests who came toeteption desk
with their requests.



Morris queried an account one morning and, whiléhm throes of
sorting it out, the telephone rang on her desk,ingaker frown with
irritation as she lifted the receiver.

"Caribbean Hotel, good morning."

"That has to be you, Anna," a deep, mocking voad quite clearly
into her ear. "No one else | know of has a voi@ tekminds me of
pure silk."

"Scott!" she sighed impatiently, recognising hisiceo instantly
despite the fact that it was almost three weeksesshe had last seen
or heard from him. "What do you want?"

"Now, is that a nice way to talk to someone whota&en the trouble
to telephone you?" he demanded with a derisive indtés voice.

"l didn't ask you to telephone me," she told hirorpptly, hating
herself for the way her heart was behaving.

"Have you missed me?"
"No!"
"You did think of me, though."

"l never gave you a thought,” she lied, ignoring t@nscience as it
pointed out quite deliberately the occasions whesnsiience had
made her wonder about him.

"How can you say you never gave me a thought tfeeway | kissed
you the last time we -"

"I've got work to do," she interrupted him coldhgt wanting to be
reminded of the turmoil her emotions had beenterdife had left her
that night.



"So have [, so I'll get straight to the point," 8ceaid abruptly.
"You're free this weekend."

"l beg your pardon?"

He laughed softly at the other end and explainéde 'spoken to
Morris and you're free from five o'clock Friday exftioon until
Sunday evening."

"Really?" she asked coldly, amazed at his audacity.

"Yes, Anna, so pack a bag and be ready at fivetyttbecause that's
when I'll be there to fetch you."

She drew a careful breath, trying to control there@gof anger that
swept over her. "And where, may | ask, am | supgposde going?"

"You're coming here to Amazibu Bay for the weekéihe, informed
her arrogantly.

"If you think -"

"Anna, I'm not thinking at the moment, just actinge interrupted
forcefully. "Be ready at five-thirty on Friday ar else!"

"Are you threatening me?" she demanded, her finggingsening on
the receiver until her knuckles whitened.

"I would never dream of doing that, my love," hé&dsguite calmly,
but the hint of mockery was quite evident in higceo

“I'm not your ... love!" she argued hotly.

"You will be," he insisted annoyingly and, in a fit of angsre
slammed down the receiver.



Who the devil did he think he was that he couldaarge her life in
this way without even consulting her! she fumedrtlly, her cheeks
flushed with irritation and anger. She did not haavord from him
for three weeks, and then he telephoned and canmypunced that
he had made arrangements for her to have the &gtoff] and that
she would be spending the weekend at his home,, Weeltould just
forget about it!

The telephone rang again a few seconds later astiedifted the
receiver, Scott's voice came over the line befbest®d time to say a
word.

"l take it we were cut off, because you would neverungracious
enough to slam the receiver down in someone'sagaid you?" he
remarked caustically, and her anger gave way todsdness.

"Won't you ever take no for an answer?"
"I haven't asked you yet," he returned swiftly.

Irritated and confused, she said: "Asked me whatiat\are you
talking about?"

"I haven't asked you to marry me yet, so you csajt no,” he
explained with infuriating calmness, and she dresv hreath in
sharply.

"l think you must be quite mad!"

His soft laughter barely reached her ears. "Wotlitltve fun to be
mad together?"

Astonishment sparked off a flash of humour andlabhghed before
she could prevent herself from doing so.



"I wish | was there at this moment,"” she heard kay, and she
controlled herself instantly.

"Why?"

"That's the first time you've laughed, and | wistolld have been
there to see you."

A profound silence settled between them while Aacknowledged
silently that he had spoken the truth. It was th&t time she had
laughed in several months, but then there had be#nng to laugh
about until that moment.

"Scott, | really do have work to do," she sighedrmgually, glancing
at the stack of books and papers littering her desk

"All right," he agreed abruptly. "See you Fridayes?"
“I'll think about it."

"Yes!" he insisted, and Anna could not preventdimge that curved
her lips when she eventually replaced the receiver.

Scott Beresford was really the most impossible sehad ever met,
and so very difficult to resist, but she was maatainly going to
have a word with Morris for agreeing so readily 8rott's
suggestions.

Her opportunity arrived when Morris came to enquaeer that
morning how she was progressing with the accoutiaoeasked her
to check.

"I believe Scott Beresford telephoned you," sheabegvatching his
reaction closely.



"Yes, and | agreed that you could have this Sayuaff" Morris
replied smoothly. "You've worked very hard thesstpzeeks."

"You could have asked me first before agreeingve me time off,"
she rebuked him slightly.

"I thought you'd be glad to get away for a few daie exclaimed in
surprise.

"But not with Scott Beresford," she protested.

Morris's dark glance sharpened. "l couldn't veryl wvefuse the man
who pays my salary, and besides, | thought youl|hien?"

"l ..." Her denial died on her lips and, to hemd#g/, she realised that
she could not admit truthfully to disliking Scdtte was arrogant and
insufferable most times, but, so far, she hadmatd herself bored in
his company. Pulling herself together, she met Marievel gaze.

"You really had no right to say yes on my behalgrit."

"I never did that," he denied instantly. "I meratyreed that you could
have Saturday morning off, and the rest was upto"yHe sat down
on the corner of her desk and regarded her cldselg moment. "I
suppose you refused his invitation?"

Anna looked away uncomfortably. "As a matter oftfdadidn't. |
accepted.”

"Then what are you fussing about?" he demandedtumyes
exasperatedly.

"l was more or less forced into it," she explaiireitably.

"Hm ... he's a man after my own heart. Forceful datermined."
Morris grinned at her mischievously. "He's the kimidman most
women need, or they end up wearing the trousetsadf the man."



He chuckled to himself as he strode across the faye entered his
office, leaving Anna with the realisation that iasvtypical of him to
condone Scott's behaviour. Morris, when he wishedld be just as
forceful and determined once he had made up hisd naimout

something, and nothing would sway him from the siea he had
made.

Anna was still up in her room the Friday afternoSoott was
supposed to call for her when there was a sharpmaper door.
Thinking it would be Sheila, she called, "Come in."

"Count Dracula at your service," Scott announcedskif, bowing
slightly as she swung round to face him in surprise

"You're an idiot," she rebuked him, a hint of lateghin her voice as
she saw him straighten and walk towards her witlirgfathomable
expression in his eyes.

"You're quite right," he admitted. "I've becomeidiot over you."

His presence in her bedroom was disturbing, anmehisiess stirred
her senses until she was potently aware of his, longscular legs
clad in pale grey slacks, and the width of his $thens in the perfectly
tailored blue jacket. She had hoped that, aftesaeing him for three
weeks, she would find the effect he had had owloeild have worn
off, but it had instead increased alarmingly.

"I wish you wouldn't say things like that," shedaingrily, turning
away to pick up her jacket which she had placecadiness on the
bed.

"Does it embarrass you?" he mocked her, and sheduo face him
then with a look of pleading in her eyes.

"I'm being serious, Scott."



"So am |," he said quietly, his steady glance aapghers for several
seconds before he gestured towards the small seitathe foot of
her bed. "Is this what you're taking with you?"

"Yes," she nodded, draping her jacket across meraad picking up
her handbag.

"Let's go, then."

The silence was a little disturbing between thetthag went down in
the lift and crossed the panelled foyer with ittgubferns. It was not
until they had left the city behind them, taking tboastal road to
Amazibu Bay, that Anna ventured to speak for th& fime.

"Won't your aunt think it strange, my coming to Azitau Bay, |
mean?"

"Aunt Dorrie?" he questioned, glancing at her dwiftNot at all. She
knows all about you and is dying to meet you."

"Do you make a practice of inviting women to youmie for the
weekend?" she asked, wondering cynically whethsrdunt had
begun to take this sort of thing in her stride.

"Only if they have red hair and green eyes, yes,inocked her.
"Be serious!"

"Would you believe me if | told you you're the fi'goman I've ever
taken to my home to meet my aunt since - well, smgavife died?"

She stared at him for a moment, but as the darksettied about
them she was unable to see his expression in thelifght of the
dashboard, but his voice conveyed a sinceritywiaast unmistakable.



"l believe you," she said after a moment and, toskheprise, his hand
left the steering wheel and found hers in her Tdge pressure of his
fingers was brief before he returned his hand ¢owtheel, but Anna
became aware of that strange tingling sensatiordingnits way
through her body.

To her disappointment she saw very little of Amaziday, for they
arrived there after dark, but his home, situatethially on the beach
as he had once explained, was large and imposiitly,avrow of
marble pillars along the length of the terrace.tSgshered her into
the spacious hall, and she barely had time to glenipe heavy crystal
chandeliers hanging from the high ceiling before sioticed the
slender, grey-haired woman approaching them. Hervas short
and perfectly styled, and the eyes were a deeplitdeieScott's, but
there the likeness ended, for her face was fudied, the welcoming
smile held a warmth untainted by mockery.

"Aunt Dorrie, | would like you to meet Anna LindsayScott
introduced them, touching Anna's arm and propelheg forward
slightly. "Anna, this is my aunt, Dorothy MacPherso

A well-kept hand gripped Anna's. "My dear, I've tteso much about
you, but | can see now why Scott hasn't been alti@k of anything
else lately."

"Can you blame me, Aunt Dorrie?"

"Now that I've met her?" Dorothy MacPherson quesd in her
well-modulated voice as she released Anna's hadds@mod back a
little to appraise her. Then she shook her head, Nan't really
blame you, dear boy."

"Should | be blushing?" Anna demanded a little olteeling very
much like an animal on display.



"You must think us terribly rude, Anna. Here we &akking about
you as if you weren't here," the older woman smédpdlogetically,
linking her arm through Anna's. "Come, let me shaw to your
room before we have dinner."

Scott touched Anna's arm and pressed her suitcéseher hand.
"Don't stay away too long," he warned softly.

"Go through to the living-room and pour yourself sthing to drink.
It will keep you occupied until we join you," hisirgt told him firmly
as she led Anna up the carpeted stairs with thatelsn carved
balustrade.

Anna followed her along a short passage which Igdinbo yet
another before they entered a large bedroom whienlanked the
sea and a large section of the coastline, and lsimeeyl about her
appreciatively, taking in the deep blue and whitthe furnishings.

'l hope you'll find the room comfortable," DorothijacPherson
remarked beside her, indicating the door leadirfgtred bedroom.
"You'll find the bathroom through there."

Anna smiled, placing her suitcase at the foot eflibd. "This looks
cool and beautiful, and | hope my coming here hastonvenienced
you in any way."

"Of course not, my dear," Scott's aunt repliedngilag about the
room critically before she added, "Scott seldonites/people to stay
these days, and it's such a pity when one thinkbisflarge house
standing virtually empty."

Anna was tempted to question her about Scott'siaggr but she
decided against it and asked instead, "Don't yad ifilonely?"



"l did, at first, until | got used to Scott alwaysing away somewhere
on business," his aunt admitted. "But I'm hopingdhk will change
soon."

When Anna stared at her blankly she added haSig'd better go
downstairs and not keep Scott waiting much longer."

"Ah, at last!" Scott sighed as they entered thecispsly modern
living-room with its padded, cream- coloured chagepl green
curtains, and strategically placed Grecian marlifgusttes. "A
sherry, Anna? Aunt Dorrie?"

"Not at the moment, Scott," his aunt declined hasti still have a
few things to do before | can join you for dinner."

She excused herself and Anna was suddenly lefeahdth Scott
while he poured sherry into two delicately stemnggalsses and
joined her on the sofa. He touched the rim of hesgto hers, and
their glances locked for timeless seconds as thisgd their glasses
to their lips. The look in his eyes reminded hethaft first time she
had looked up during the seminar to find him obsgrher and, just
as she did then, she found it disconcerting, ame @gain it was she
who had to look away.

"I presume you were kept busy over these past Weédks asked
casually, and she sighed inwardly with relief asdlwkward moment
passed."l was kept busy, yes, but now that the mugver | find
myself saddled with piles of paper work." e

"Do you enjoy your work?" he continued to questien.

"If | didn't enjoy it | wouldn't have stayed on Iger than a month,"
she assured him coldly.

"“Then I'm glad you decided to stay on, or | migkver have met
you."



She glanced at him sharply. "It would perhaps Hasen better if
we'd never met at all.”

His heavy eyebrows rose a fraction, but he dramsdjlass calmly
and placed it on the small glass table beside haforb turning to
face her with the usual hint of mockery in his eyes

"Did you miss me at all these past weeks?"

"Should | have?" she asked guardedly, runningithefther finger
along the rim of her glass.

"Admit that you thought of me occasionally."”

His deep voice was very persuasive, and she taolagh mouthful of
her sherry to give her the courage she neededebedplying, "Very
occasionally, yes."

"Good, then we're getting somewhere at last,” gbesl, removing
the empty glass from her fingers and placing itrentable beside his
own.

"Are we supposed to be getting somewhere?" shedaakéttle
mockingly.

"Most definitely," he insisted firmly as he shiftetbser to her. "Tell
me, when you thought of me, did you remember mgdg8"

Her breath locked in her throat, but the angerftasharply within

her was directed at herself, and not at hin*. Blgremembered his
kisses whenever she had thought of him; she hadleddhem only
too vividly, as well as evejy abominable sensatinch had been
aroused by them.



"Scott, if you're trying to make me hate you, tlyen're going about
it in the right way," she said at last, her voisecald and distant as
she could make it.

"I would prefer your hatred to your indifferencey tove."

“I'm not She bit off the rest of her sentence, ified at herself for
almost admitting that she was not indifferent tes than seated
beside her with his muscular thigh almost touclinagown.

"Yes?" he prompted with a hint of mockery in higgws he allowed
his glance to linger on the agitated rise and dalher small, firm
breasts.

"Nothing!" she snapped irritably.

"You were either going to say that youratindifferent to me, or that
you'renotmy love." The sound of his soft laughter shivesahg her
receptive nerves. "The tantalising question isciwliine was it going
to be?"

Avoiding his probing glance, she said untruthfullywas going to
say that I'm not interested in your preferences."

"She speaks poniards, and every word stabs."

"Quoting Shakespeare won't help you either," stappad, flashing
him an angry glance, but he caught her chin roudpetyeveen his
fingers and forced her to meet his eyes.

"You're not only beautiful, but you're clever too."
"We did Much Ado About Nothinigp high school.”

His lips twisted sardonically. "Did you take thertpaf Beatrice, by
any chance?"



Realising that he thought her as sharp-tongued hadkeSpeare's
heroine, she said coldly, "No, | helped with thedurction of the

play."

"Pity," he drawled mockingly. "You would have bean excellent
Beatrice."

"I shall ignore that remark," she said abruptlyidhiing aside the
hand that gripped her chin and rising to her fest ps Dorothy
MacPherson entered the living- room.

"Dinner is served, children," she smiled at theng hoth Scott and
Anna managed to give the impression that nothirdydexurred to
upset the tranquil atmosphere which had existetth@n arrival.



CHAPTER THREE

ANNA's mood mellowed during dinner, and Dorothy MacPhe'sso
warmth and friendliness helped considerably to #asénexplicable

tension which had sprung up between Scott and lhefsea was

made to feel at ease and was drawn into the caai@nsquite

naturally as if she were an old acquaintance ofdhely.

It reminded Anna of the many occasions when Andnad dined at
her parents' home in Johannesburg. Her parentfkeadhim from

the moment they had met him, and Andrew had be@opaet of their
family circle as if he had always belonged.

"Have you ever walked on the beach in the moori#tigl8cott
interrupted her painful thoughts, and she shoog&ditiree of them to
glance at him across the table.

"eNo, | haven'."

"Then fetch something to throw over your shouldeasd [I'll
introduce you to a sight you've never seen befdne,'Instructed,
pushing back his chair and getting to his feet.

"Don't stay out too late,” his aunt warned when @&ncame
downstairs a few minutes later with a cardigan ddapcross her
shoulders. "It gets chilly in the evenings."

"Don't worry, Aunt Dorrie," Scott smiled humorousiglacing his
arm about Anna's waist with an easy familiarity afrdwing her
firmly against his side. "She'll have me to keepvarm."

"Scott!" his aunt exclaimed, her reproving glanamted with faint
humour as she transferred her gaze to Anna whal sigidly beside
her nephew. "Don't take any notice of him, Anna."



“I'm beginning to think | should decline your offeégcott," Anna
remarked with forced casualness, moving beyondcitode of his
arm as she glanced up at him.

"l promise to behave myself," he mocked her asripgpgd her hand
and drew her towards the door. "Come on."

They left the house and strolled down the avenugabths towards
the large gate through which they had enteredehaning. The air
was cool and scented with the tanginess of thesdhat cloudless
night with the stars adding a certain brilliancdhe sky. Scott took
Anna's arm as they crossed the road and climbed dbe steps
leading on to the beach and, although the sandima®eneath her
feet, she was glad that she had exchanged her $&hoaspair of
low-heeled sandals.

"It's been three weeks since | last saw you, ahddl to get you to
myself for a while," Scott broke the uncomfortabience between
them, and Anna sent a mocking glance in his dadis they walked
along the shore with the waves breaking closedwo thet."l thought

you wanted me to experience the thrill of walkimgtbe beach in the
moonlight."

"Take a look at that,” he said abruptly, grippirgy Bhoulders and
turning her to face the sea as it lay shimmerinipénsilvery glow of
the full moon. "Could anyone wish for a more ronasetting?"

She stiffened instantly. "I'm not looking for ronzan’

"Don't disappoint me, Anna," he mocked her as twytinued their
walk along the now deserted stretch of beach. "Ew&man yearns
for romance, and you're no different from the fest.

Warning signals flashed through her mind, and stvrfed. "Scott,
whatever it is you have in mind, | must warn yowaiaghat you're
wasting your time."



"You're not going to tell me there's someone el$®"accused
sharply, guiding her towards a wooden bench & Ilftirtther up the
beach.

"There was someone - once," she admitted reluctaatigre of his
warm hand beneath her elbow even as Andrew Taat'gldome
features were projected on the screen of her memory

"How long ago?" Scott persisted.
"Seven months, to be exact."
"What happened?”

"You wouldn't want me to bore you with the detdils)e evaded his
guestion as they sat down on the bench, facinget$téess sea.

'l wantto know the details," Scott insisted, lightingigacette and
stretching his long legs out before him.

Loath to discuss a subject which still caused heromsiderable
amount of pain, she searched fruitlessly for sovag to avoid it, but
Scott's penetrating glance in the moonlit darkriiesdly forced her
to plunge into an abrupt explanation.

"l was in love with - with someone, and for five ygave had a sort of
understanding which | imagined would one day leaharriage. He
was working his way through university, and | wasgared to wait."

"That was rather foolish, wasn't it? Wasting yoiga away like that?"
Scott questioned abruptly, drawing hard on hisreiga until the tip
glowed a bright red in the darkness.

"l suppose so, but | loved him and | was prepapeddit an eternity,
If necessary," she replied a little defiantly.



"You loved him that much?"

His voice sounded a little incredulous and Annangéal at him
sharply. "Yes, | loved him that much."

"What made you give up in the end?"

She looked away then, out across the sea to wher@dean lay
shimmering like a living, breathing thing in the omlight. "My
young sister Debbie grew up in the meantime, andldwded he
preferred her. They were married three months ago."

"So the years you waited around were all for n@fiime remarked
quietly, the aroma of tobacco mingling with thesfiaess of the air.

His statement of fact stabbed cruelly at her head, she whispered
reluctantly, "Yes, it was all for nothing."

Scott pushed the remainder of his cigarette inostéind at his feet
and turned to face her, his arm sliding along theklof the bench
behind her shoulders. "Are you planning to speeddst of your life

pining for someone you can't have?"

"Pining?" she echoed a little stupidly.

"Yes, pining," he repeated harshly. "Time doed@hd still, Anna,
not even for someone as lovely as you, and theretaer men who
could make you just as happy, if not happier thancbuld have
done."

"You, for instance?" she asked cynically.
"Why not?"

She tensed inwardly. "Is this a proposal, Scott?"



"You must admit that the setting is right," he laad softly, but there
was a dangerous quality in his voice that madehange the subject
quickly.

"You haven't told me much about yourself."

"That's because there isn't much to tell," he eepWith that hint of
harshness still in his voice. "I married Trudierfgaars ago. She died
two years later in a car accident."”

Regretting that she had mentioned the subject, mbemured
apologetically, "I'm sorry."

He fingered the silk of her hair where it lay asrdgr shoulder. "If |
wasn't free now | wouldn't have been able to asktganarry me."

"You're not serious, Scott," she rebuked him quietl
"I'm very serious."

"But you hardly know me," she protested, odd semsatshivering
along her nerves as his warm fingers caressedaibe of her neck.

"We've known each other for almost five weeks."

"During which we've seen each other exactly threses,” she
reminded him swiftly.

"You're not counting the other occasions when we each other in
passing at the Caribbean."

OScott, you're suggesting the impossible," sheeatgattempting to
move away from him, but his hand shifted to herudther and
prevented her from doing so.



"Tell me you'll at least think it over," he insidtehis breath warm
against her temple.

"It won't do any good," she assured him, firmly eioiced that no one
could ever take Andrew's place in her heart, butttSgas equally
determined as he tipped her face up to his.

"Anna, I'm not asking you to marry me immediatélyt you might as
well know what | have in mind. | intend to do evidaing within my
power to make you say yes."

"You'll be disappointed.”

"I don't think so." His voice was vibrantly low, @it washed over her
like a caress that quickened her pulse and awakenddingry
yearning deep inside of her. "You're going to ba@emiAnna. And
soon," he added.

The moon and stars were obscured from her visiohi@asnouth
descended on hers, and nothing else seemed tor rhattend the
strength of his arms about her and the pressutasolips as they
coaxed a response from hers. She knew she hadist, teut found
that she couldn't, and she finally yielded bened# storm of
emotions as it washed over her.

"Scott, this is madness," she pleaded eventually.

"Crazy, wonderful madness," he agreed, his lipdirgli along the
sensitive cord of her neck and lingering againstibllow at the base
of her throat.

She could feel her pulse throbbing wildly againstdurning lips and,
frightened by it, she gasped, "We should go batkdédouse."

"Not yet."



"Scott -"

"You talk too much," he interrupted hoarsely, hima tightening
about her as his lips found hers again.

His sensuous mouth and caressing hands awakendtbesnahich

sharpened on desire, and she trembled, pressisgr¢tohim without
actually realising what she was doing and slidieg lland over his
smooth dark head, allowing it to linger at the naphis strong neck
where the hair was short and springy to the to&te felt quite
light-headed with the force of her emotions wheaytfinally drew

apart, and she was suddenly frightened by thesitieof the feelings
she had not known she possessed until that moment.

"I always suspected that beneath that cool exté¢here lurked a

passionate soul, and now I'm convinced," ScottHadgsoftly, the

sound of his voice bringing her back to earth vaitepeed that was
sickening, and her anger flared at the realisdatiabhhe had found her
weakness amusing.

"Let me go!" she cried chokingly, escaping from laisns and
jumping to her feet.

Her action had caught him unawares, but he appegret
unperturbed as he followed her example and stowdring over her
on the quiet beach with only the sound of the sudisturb the peace.

"It's too late, my love, I've discovered your séfrbe murmured
softly, his eyes glinting strangely in the moontigh

"You're insufferable!" she gasped, her breath cgnaigitatedly over
her parted lips.

"And you're beautiful, standing there looking scejgively cold and
aloof in the moonlight,” he mocked her without kestson,
succeeding in fanning her anger further.



“I'm taking the first train back to Durban tomorrownorning," she
voiced her decision sharply.

"Just think of what you would be missing if you alibdecide to go,"
he taunted her relentlessly.

"I shan't miss anything of value," she snappedplek rigid and her
nerves taut.

"You'll miss my kisses."

Anna flinched as if he had struck her and clendmmdhands at her
sides. He was really an insensitive brute, andcsimged inwardly
with shame as she recalled the way she had respotaddis
lovemaking. "Your arrogance astounds me," she nethagentually
in a cold, shaky voice.

"The truth is often mistaken for arrogance," he thack without
hesitation, and she swung away from him angrilignding to walk
back the way they had come, but Scott's hand ldtohgo her arm,
jerking her roughly against him. "Where do you khyou're going?"

"Back to the house before | lose my temper comjyigtshe said
through clenched teeth while she tried to freednsr.

"You're not going anywhere ... yet," he said harshl

His hand tightened painfully on her arm as herggjles increased,
and tears of frustration and anger filled her eageshe finally gasped,
"You're hurting me!"

"Stop fighting me, Anna," he instructed calmly, isp slackening
but not releasing her. "Let's rather make use eftiime we have
together by getting to know each other insteagafring verbally in
this manner."



His fingers caressed her arm where moments agadhéruised her
soft flesh, and she tried to ignore the deliciouslgling sensation it
aroused as she stared up at him and tried to ieakpression in the
darkness.

"Are you suggesting that we call a truce?"

"I am." He released her then and extended his hghtl towards her.
"Do we shake on it?"

Her anger subsided as swiftly as it had risen, s sighed as she
placed her hand in his. "You're really the mostosgble man I've
ever met, but - yes, let's call a truce."

"Are you still going to rush back to Durban on ta&ly morning
train?" he asked softly, raising her hand to lps And surprising her
by kissing each finger in turn.

"No," she shook her head, swallowing down the pactightness in
her throat.

"Good girl!"

They strolled back to the house with his arm dragpelially about
.her shoulders, and she found herself wonderinghehéde had, in
fact, been serious when he had suggested marriageas too
ridiculous even to contemplate, and yet ... thesie something about
him that attracted her against her will, despitertiany times he had
succeeded in angering her.

"How long has your aunt been staying with you?"fetedly asked as
they walked through the gates, keeping to the shisadd the palm
trees.

"Ever since her husband died five years ago."



"Is she your father's sister?"
"My mother's."
"Are your parents -?"

"They died some years ago," he said abruptly. "Bthdr died of a
thrombosis, and my mother just lost the will tceliv/

“I'm sorry."

Scott did not comment, but his arm tightened slghbout her as
they walked up the steps and entered the housaudishad coffee
waiting for them and remained to chat for a few ut@s before she
tactfully retired, but Anna had no intention of igileft alone with

Scott.

"It's been a long day," she said, getting to het, fand Scott followed
suit to accompany her to her room, but when sheabast to enter it
his hands on her shoulders detained her.

"l meant every word when | asked you to considenyiiag me," he

said sternly as if he was aware of the fact thatredd not taken him
quite seriously, and she lowered her eyes bef@entiensity of his

gaze.

"I'm beginning to realise that, yes."
"And?"

She felt like a hunted animal being driven intocaner, and she
tensed inwardly. "You must give me time to thinkabit."

"How much time do you need?"



"Don't rush me, Scott," she pleaded, her mind $@agcfrantically
for escape from this situation which was becomingreasingly
difficult for her to handle.

"Two weeks?" he persisted relentlessly.

"Very well," she sighed, accepting this momentagrieve. "Two
weeks."

His lips twisted cynically as he observed her esgian of relief. "I'm
not going to stay away from you during those twaeks if that's
what you were hoping for."

"I never imagined you would,” she retorted, a re&at smile
plucking at the corners of her mouth.

There was no answering smile on his lips as heredvkis head and
kissed her long and hard on the mouth. It wasghtyi punishing
kiss, but it still had the power to make her feebWin the knees and,
when he released her, she stood swaying slighehhé&art drumming
heavily against her temples.

"Sleep well, my love," he murmured in a slightly cking tone of
voice, and the next moment she was alone with befused and
bewildered thoughts.

Scottwasserious about marrying her, and she would hawpvi® it

equally serious thought, but, with Andrew's imagk so painfully

vivid in her heart and mind, how was she going & dble to
contemplate marriage to someone else?"Oh, lordg" rsleaned,
burying her face in her hands once she was ineébkison of her
room. "Why couldn't Andrew have loved me the wdgJed him,

then none of this would have been necessary."



There was no answer to this gnawing problem andsbleéved it
eventually, sighing with irritation as she prepahedself for going to
bed.

From force of habit Anna awoke early the followinmprning and,
throwing open the windows, she stared out acrassghcious garden
with its palms, well-kept lawns, and sub-tropicaiubs. A flash of
white caught her eye and, dressing hastily, shet wewn to join
Dorothy MacPherson on her stroll through the garden

"This is the best time of the day," Mrs. MacPhersomled at Anna
from beneath her wide sun-hat. "Everything stélree so fresh in the
early morning sunlight.”

"I never realised you had such a beautiful gardémha said,
glancing about her appreciatively as she fell step beside the older
woman. "Do you do the gardening yourself, or do lgaue someone
to help you?"

"With a garden this size we can't do without a gast, but | enjoy
pottering about in the soil when | get the oppatiuh

This is paradise,’ Anna thought as she stared tipeawhitewashed

mansion with its marble pillars. With the soundlof sea in her ears
as they walked beneath the palm trees she couloisalpelieve that

this was an oasis in the desert. The high wallsuabdme grounds

offered seclusion and privacy from the neighboans] privacy was,

no doubt, something which Scott needed at times.

Scott! She had almost forgotten about him, andngrto the woman
walking beside her, she asked, "Is Scott stilleggsh

"Good heavens, no," his aunt laughed briefly. "SatWways comes
down very early in the mornings. He's most probabliis study at



this moment, wading through a pile of paper wond quite unaware
that you're such an early riser as well." She gidrat the large dial
on her wristwatch. "It's time we had breakfast. Wowou like to go
through to Scott's study and ask him to join us the
breakfast-room?"

Curious to see a little more of the house, andsoomuch Scott
himself, Anna agreed, and following the directibfis. MacPherson
had given her she hurried through the hall and dtherpassage on
the right, but her heart pounded uncomfortably whkke hesitated
outside the closed door of what she knew to bsthidy.

She knocked tentatively, and as his deep voiceedadn abrupt
"Come in", she took a deep breath and enteredriviatp sanctum.

Scott's eyebrows rose sharply and, pushing asgledik, he got to
his feet. "This is a pleasant surprise," he smidadfly, his warm,
appreciative glance sliding from her red-gold haowd to her
sandalled feet before meeting her unwavering geges. "l thought
you would still be asleep.”

“I've been walking in your lovely garden with yoaunt," she
informed him a little tritely because of her efforio control her
wayward pulses. "She suggested that | should asko/gin us for
breakfast."

"That was a very good suggestion," he agreed saftiying towards
her with a wicked gleam in his blue eyes. "Now hay good
morning to you without a curious audience."

Her breath locked in her throat as she backed &wayhim swiftly,

but Scott's long legs bridged the gap with easeshrdvas swept into
an embrace that crushed her soft slenderness agansard length
of him. His fiery kisses seared through her untgrg nerve in her
treacherous body was vibrantly alive to the shealeness of him,



and all thoughts of resistance fled when his hatidiscaressingly

down her back to linger possessively against hps.hEhe was

flushed and trembling when he finally raised hiacyeand she began
to struggle against him in a futile attempt to plaaome distance
between them.

"Don't you think it's a little early in the morninigr this sort of
thing?" she demanded, flashing him an angry glance.

"It's never too early," he contradicted smoothlg,dyes mocking her
and lingering on her throbbing lips. "You're so ltdal that | find
you hard to resist, my ice princess."

"I would appreciate it if you'd let me go so we ltbgo and have our
breakfast. Your aunt is waiting for us," she anroaah attempting to
keep her voice cool and despising herself forhtkaess.

His hold on her slackened and making use of theoppity she
twisted free of his arms. She was across the rowhhad opened the
door before he could prevent her, but she knevethais mockery in
his eyes as he walked silently beside her throhghnbuse.

She would feel much safer when they had joined auist, she
thought, quickening her pace as they approacheorédakfast -room.
Scott was dangerously attractive in his black exsked sweater and
tight-fitting hipsters, she decided, and her sengese too vitally
aware of him as a man at that moment; a man whagmetism she
was finding extraordinarily difficult to resist.

It was at the breakfast table that Scott annouhthtention to take
Anna out for the day, and although she experieadédker of panic
at the onset, she soon found herself relaxing amdymg his
company. He introduced her to Amazibu Bay with trese-lined
streets, its old-fashioned shops with gaily coldume/nings, and the
vast new shopping complex which had been openadreaéntly. A



modern theatre, cinemas, restaurants and nighs-d¢ladd also been
erected, as well as a large playground on the bfanh which
catered for young and old. They had lunch at am-@erestaurant,
and finally ended up strolling along the banksh# tiver to admire
the waterlilies which grew so abundantly in the evatlose to the
edge.

"Amazibu Bay relies a great deal on its touristiérd Scott explained.
"It's not a very large town, as you can see, dadséry quiet out of
season."

"According to Morris and Sheila, from December &bRuary are the
busiest months." Her glance was questioning agabked it to his.
"Do you find it so as well?"

"Undoubtedly," he nodded briefly, drawing her doleside him on
to the soft grass beneath a shady tree. "Amazihui8aundated
with tourists during the summer months. That's whelose up the
house and spend a few weeks at my beach cottdabe Dape. Aunt
Dorrie usually spends the Christmas season withdaeghter in
Cape Town, and then we return just after New Year."

Anna tugged at a blade of grass and twisted ilylabout her finger.
"Do you have a secretary to do your personal cporesence?"

"Not at the moment. | usually have a problem figdisomeone
suitable, and lately I've been borrowing a secyetdrone of the
hotels," he admitted, lying down on his back antking his hands
behind his head as he stared up at the cloudlgsshskugh the
branches of the tree.

"What would you require this person to do?"

"I need someone to help me with the paper work -bibeks, the
accounts, the typing, and so forth."



"l see," she murmured, trying to think of someorfe@m she could
recommend.

"If you marry me theryoucould help me instead of someone else
Scott told her teasingly, and the blade of grasppged between her
agitated fingers.

"You're just on the look-out for cheap labour, $&xresford," she
accused him sharply.

"You'll benefit, naturally, by having me as yourshand,” he
continued lazily with a hint of mockery in his gtan

"You think a lot of yourself, don't you?" she asldagdainfully, but
her pulse quickened as he sat up beside her ayetdid a curl behind
her ear.

"A husband could be a far more rewarding pay pattkat paper
notes and jingling coins in your purse,” he inglsthis shoulder
touching hers and sending a tremor of awarenesaghrher.

Her eyes flashed with anger, but she had the aeagye to laugh as
she said: "This is strictly your opinion, of cou?se

"Of course."

The devilish gleam in his eyes warned her thatsitigation was
becoming dangerous, but his hands gripped her daauhnd pushed
her firmly down on to the soft grass before she tiag to escape
him.

"Scott, please!" she begged, her hands againstrb@sl chest where
she could feel the heavy, rhythmic thudding oftresurt through the
thin silk sweater, but he paid no attention to pleas and she found
herself trapped beneath his weight with his sensumouth just
above her own. There was no mistaking his intestiand she



struggled against him in a fit of panic. "Someornightisee us," she
protested helplessly.

"l don't mind if they do," he laughed softly, hissath warm against
her mouth, and then the world exploded about hdrisadips took
possession of hers.

She knew only too well that it was futile to figddainst the emotions
he was so successfully arousing, and she relaxatsachim for a
time until a spark of sanity made her wrench heattmérom his.

"That's enough - please!" she pleaded, her voiakyshnd unfamiliar
to her own ears as she looked up at him with dyatsiere no longer
cold and distant, but misty and bemused as a reshis kisses.

Scott shook his head slightly, a cynical little Enplaying about his
lips as he released her and stood up, drawingohkett feet at the
same time. "It's not nearly enough but, for thesteing, | agree with
you."

His hands at her waist seemed to burn througttheraterial of her
dress and, for one frightening second, she hathttedesire to fling
herself back into his arms, but she pulled hetsgléther sharply as
they walked back to where he had parked his Mesede

At the local night-club that evening Scott drew barto the dance
floor and remarked wryly, "It's one way of holdiggu in my arms
without causing a stir."

Anna found it difficult to hide the smile that pked at her lips, and
she relaxed, giving up the effort to analyse theatthe had on her.
There was no earthly reason why she should noydngcompany,
and one very important reason why she should eageun less
antagonistic relationship with him. He had askedtbemarry him

and during the next two weeks she would have te givserious
consideration. She was no longer a child; she wasty-five, and



after wasting five years of her youth she could afédrd to waste
much more.

If Scott noticed the change in her attitude towdnmias, then he gave
no indication of it, but later that evening, whee kissed her
goodnight outside her bedroom door, he looked ainmbsriatingly
triumphant when she surrendered to his embraceoutithrotest. It
was the first time she had actually given him has Willingly, and
the effect on Scott was totally devastating. Heviaer into a fierce
embrace, subjecting her to a barrage of passikmsges which left
her weak and breathless for some time afterwarakshe fell asleep
that night with a smile on her lips which she comtd even begin to
explain to herself.

When Scott drove her back to Durban after dinner ftilowing
evening, she felt a twinge of regret that the wedkiead passed so
quickly. It had been a delightful change gettingagivfrom the city
and, on Dorothy MacPherson's insistence, they padtshe Sunday
lounging in the garden, or strolling on the beathere had been
times when they had been silent, but it had not la@euncomfortable
silence, and she had experienced a new tranquilitgn they had
relaxed in their chairs, watching the slow progreshe fleecy
clouds as they drifted across the deep blue sky.

Anna's thoughts were jerked back to the presenhv@oett finally
parked his car beneath the shadows of the tress tdothe entrance
of the Caribbean. Her hand fluttered towards thedlea but it was
instantly caught in his firm clasp.

"You will think very seriously about marrying mepwt you?"

His face was a dark, expressionless shadow aseked up at him
searchingly. "l promise to give it very seriousugbt, but | -"



"No buts," he interrupted harshly. "I want an answetwo weeks'
time, and the answer must be yes."

He moved then with unexpected swiftness, and shadfderself
caught against him with her head thrown back oieaim. His hard
mouth found hers without much difficulty in the sloavy darkness,
and she no longer had the desire to think as shieeg to the
passionate demand of his lips and hands.

It was some time before she managed to disengagelhand when

she stepped out of the car on to the tarred driyesla found that her
legs were trembling. Scott's soft laughter mockexddmd she avoided
his eyes angrily as he escorted her through thehdioyer and into

the lift. Neither of them spoke until they reachbd third floor, but

outside her bedroom door she turned to face himgXgression cool
and controlled.

"It's been a lovely weekend, Scott, and | must khyou and your
aunt for making it so."

He raised her hands to his lips, but his eyes netehers, and their
probing intensity unnerved her as they always ldivas impossible
to remain cool and aloof with Scott, for he pertetliaher defences
each time with uncanny ease. Their relationship pexfjressed
further than she had intended it to, but even ait thoment, as his
hands moved to her shoulders with a touch of pesssa®ess to draw
her closer, she found herself raising her lipfsikiss with a hungry
yearning which was becoming increasingly humiligtinThe

mocking little smile hovering about his mouth som&hno longer

troubled her, and she closed her eyes, her ligggdreneath his of
their own volition. His hands seemed to burn heough the thin
silkiness of her dress as they slid down her bandylding her body
against the muscular hardness of his, and her muskened as
intoxicating sensations leapt through her veins fike.



"Goodnight, my love," he said at length, his aralérfg away from

her, and she leaned back weakly against her dadreagatched him
walk towards the lift with those lithe strides slas beginning to
know so well.

Her glance lingered dreamily on the broad, formiddiack which
tapered down to slim hips, and she suppressed diffilculty the
crazy desire to call him back to her. As the Idbds closed behind
him, she came to her senses and, angered and edn&isher
irrational thoughts, she unlocked her door andi@arher suitcase
inside. The spell he had cast over her no longestexk and she
would not become a victim of it again.

That was what she decided, but an outrageous\ittz deep inside
her spoke words to the contrary, and the battteaking up her mind
about Scott Beresford began with a vengeance.



CHAPTER FOUR

DURING the next two weeks Anna was not allowed to fotgetfact
that Scott had asked her to marry him. He showeeedvith flowers
and expensive gifts until it became almost embaimgs and an
evening seldom passed without him putting in aneapgnce at the
Caribbean and taking her out somewhere. She wasnideg
accustomed to witnessing the knowing glances whassed
between Morris and Sheila, and she hated hersetbidoeing able to
confide in them.

Despite all her inner protestations, Anna begdadk forward to the
evenings when she would see Scott, and she feliessgd and
listless when he stayed away for some reason. &imptation to
telephone him on such occasions was very strortghbuhought of
his mockery prevented her from doing so. This ditl prevent her
from wondering what he was doing, however, and wbadered
whether he, too, was thinking of her. It was a nesuilay situation,
but she found she no longer had complete contr@l ber thoughts.

It was on one such an evening that she succumitéd tovitation to
have tea with Sheila in their private suite, and d&sociation with
Scott was inevitably discussed.

"You've been seeing Scott Beresford quite regularigheila
broached the subject tentatively. "I hope you hdveken him
seriously?"

Anna stared down at her hands which were foldetighdly in her
lap, and frowned. "Scott has asked me to marry"him.

A stunned silence followed her statement beforeil&rsaid: "It

seems as though I've been wrong about him, buvémienagined
he'd stop playing the field and settle down to mge again." She
paused briefly, her glance speculative, "Have ymepted?"



"l said | would think about it, and he expects asveer by the end of
this week."

"And what have you decided?"

Anna shrugged helplessly and rose to her feetnabine graceful
movement to pace the floor restlessly. "I haveatidied anything ...
yet."

"Do you love him?"

Anna glanced sharply at Sheila. "I loved Andrewd amere did that
lead me?"

"What are your feelings towards Scott Beresfordn® Sheila asked
quietly, and Anna turned away to stare out of thedaw down to

where the coloured lights were swaying in the leealong the

beach-front.

"I don't know what | really feel," she admitted efta thoughtful
silence. "l don't deny that | find him attractivenda enjoy his
company, but ..."

"You don't love him," Sheila filled in for her, a#hna's green eyes
darkened as unhappy memories returned to haunt her.

"I don't think | could love anyone again the wapntce loved Andrew.
What | have to offer now is second best, and I'msuwe whether
Scott would be satisfied with that."

"Does he know about Andrew?"
"YeS."

"And he still wants to marry you?"



"YeS."

"Then you don't really have to worry on that scale,you?" Sheila
observed calmly.

"I know, but ..." Anna sighed and returned to Heaic The problem
Is, what if | agree to marry him and the marriagesh't work out?"

"That's a chance we all take," Sheila assureddmdidently. "But I'm
afraid the decision rests with you entirely."

"I know," Anna replied despondently.

"One thing you should remember, though," Sheilaedd@irmly.
"You're not getting any younger, and at the agevehty-five it isn't
always easy to find the right man."

Sheila's remark remained with Anna during the rechai of that
week.The right manSheila had said, but was Scott the right man~

Anna was still not certain of this when Scott fetdhher at the
Caribbean the Saturday afternoon and drove hetocdnazibu Bay

to spend the weekend at his home. Some time dtinemgveekend

Scott would expect an answer from her, and the keaye that she
had still not made up her mind left her tense am@ésponsive in his
company. The subject was not mentioned between,thaimeach

time his glance met hers she knew it was just ashroua the surface
of his thoughts as it was on hers, and it filled \wgh an uneasiness
that made her wish that there was some way sha&l @adape the
entire situation.

After dinner that evening she knew somehow that itlevitable

could no longer be avoided, and she tensed inwardén Scott took
her through to his study and closed the door firodizind them. This
was the moment she had dreaded, and Scott's resotptession
spoke volumes as he walked across to his desk@erkd a drawer.



"I have something here for you," he said, comingaas her with a
small, velvet-covered box in his hand. He flickedpen and she felt
as though someone had driven their fist into h@math when she
found herself staring at the large solitaire diathamg nestling

against the satin cushion.

It sparkled as though it were alive, mocking heslas recalled how
she had dreamed of Andrew one day placing a ringeofinger, but
it was on Debbie's finger he had eventually pldusding.

"It's an engagement ring," she said stupidly, fightagainst the
waves of pain which threatened to engulf her.

"What else?" Scott demanded with a sardonic exjpgress his lean
face as he moved the small box from side to sidd, the stone
flashed brilliantly as it was caught in the lightloe desk lamp.

Anna wrenched her hypnotic glance from the ring glaciced up at
Scott with a suspicion of fear in her eyes. "l hawsaid I'd marry
you."

"But you're going to give me the answer I've beepitg for."

His presumptuous statement brought her sharplyetosénses and
whipped up her anger. "You seem very sure of that?"

III a'm-ll

"Marriage is a very serious undertaking," she relathhim coldly,
but as he came towards her a wave of helplessnegt sver her.

"I know all about marriage being a serious busiyidsstold her with
a derisive smile. "Give me your hand."



Childishly, she held her hands behind her backSoott dragged her
left hand free, and a few moments later the dianspaakled on her
finger.

"Scott, | wouldn't be the right kind of wife for yg' she whispered
hoarsely, her throat tightening with emotion.

He pressed his lips against the ring and smiledndaivher with a
certain amount of tolerance in his expression,tsrdheart behaved
in a decidedly odd fashion as he whispered, "Y tw&'|perfect.”

"You don't know me very well."
"We'll have the rest of our lives to get to knowleather better."

Anna had wanted to avoid his arms for a momentdgrgut when he
reached for her she melted against him weakly, lkisdhands
moulded her softness against the hard outline ®fbloidy. It was
virtually impossible to think rationally while higarm lips trailed a
destructive path along the sensitive cord of heknand a shiver of
delight rippled through her.

"Why shouldn't you marry Scott?" the indignant woiof her
conscience demanded. "You like him well enough, @mgically he
doesn't repulse you, so what is there to stop yam ficcepting what
he's offering?"

Nothingstopped her from accepting his offer of marriasies finally
admitted to herself reluctantly.

"Scott..." she began unsteadily, but her voiceefall with
nervousness.

"Yes, my love?" he prompted without raising hiskdaead.



She regained her wavering courage somehow and evkp"I'll
marry you."

"l told you you would, didn't I?" he laughed softlgainst her throat,
and his remark sparked off a flame of anger withaén which was
being doused swiftly by her sense of humour.

"You're an arrogant, insufferable beast!" she asdgusm, but her
voice lacked the angry disapproval she had felbenant ago.

"Yes, my love,” he murmured solemnly, tantalisingr hwith
feather-light kisses until she reached up and glackand on either
side of his face.

"l think | hate you," she said in a voice that sted unlike her own
because of the emotions he had aroused in herstieedragged his
lips down to hers and kissed him with a voluntapsgon that
seemed to surprise him into immobility for a fraatiof a second
before he crushed her against him with a fervoatrwas painful, yet
satisfying.

"How long are you going to make me wait befordéliable to call
you my own?" he demanded eventually, giving heofy@rtunity to
catch her breath and to subdue the pulsating desilhad aroused so
expertly.

"A month."

"As long as that?" he thundered, a hint of incrié¢gunt his eyes as she
stepped from the circle of his arms and walkedsxto. the window
to stare out at the stars glittering in the veluggck sky.

"l must give a month's notice at the Caribbean,.arzhd | would like
to be married here at Amazibu Bay, if that's pdssibshe said
without turning, shying away mentally from the idddeing married
in Johannesburg with Andrew and Debbie to witneesceremony.



"You want a big wedding?"

Anna shook her head and, with a peculiar tightieser throat, she
stared down at the ring sparkling on her fingewduld prefer a quiet
wedding, but | would like it to be in a church, awmdh my father

giving me away."

"That sounds reasonable enough,” he replied withprising
amiability as he came up behind her and turneddkrce him.

"It's a beautiful ring, Scott, and it fits perfegtishe said in nervous
haste, shutting her mind to everything except thesgnt as she
fought against the ridiculous tears which threadette choke her.
"How did you manage it?"

"An inspired guess," he told her, sliding a lazggir across her
cheek, but she deliberately avoided his fiery géganc

"Shouldn't we go and tell your aunt about our eegagnt?"

"Aunt Dorrie can wait a little longer,"” he remoragtgd firmly, and
several minutes passed before they eventuallynefstudy.

Anna's cheeks were flushed, her eyes almost féetisight as she
walked beside Scott, and when they finally facedrobvy
MacPherson in the living-room with their news, Anstll felt
strangely light-headed as a result of Scott's tdogemaking.

"l can't tell you how delighted | am," his aunt Emed happily,
hugging and kissing them both warmly. "The occasi@mands
champagne, Scott."

"I have a bottle waiting on ice," he smiled a dttinischievously
before he disappeared down the passage once mava)d the two
women alone for a few minutes.



"He must have been very sure you would agree toyntam," the

older woman smiled, her deep blue eyes twinklintdpwierriment as
she drew Anna down on to the sofa beside her. 'dtradmit | was
very much afraid he wouldn't marry again."

"Afraid?"

"He was very embittered when Trudie died," Mrs. Miaerson told
her confidentially, but the sound of approachingtéteps prevented
her from saying more.

"Where are the glasses, Aunt Dorrie?" Scott asiladjng the small
bucket on the glass table and removing the botid@ampagne from
its resting place amongst the ice.

His aunt rose instantly to produce three champagasses as if she,
too, had been prepared for this very occasion. €Hleey are, dear
boy."

Inevitably Anna found herself seated beside Saothe sofa with a
glass of champagne in her hand, and she wondegktkisly just
what she had let herself in for by agreeing to ynaim.

"To us, Anna," he said, touching the rim of hissgldo hers before
raising it to his lips, and she followed his exae@ware of his aunt
watching them with an ex-pression of undisguiseggpivess on her
face.

"When is the wedding to be?" his aunt asked evégiiand Anna
felt her nerves jar at the mention of the ceremgatyto come which
would be so absolutely binding.

"Anna intends making me wait a month," she heaatt3eply in .his
deep voice, and her pulse quickened as she fdiingisrs caress the
nape of her neck.



Dorothy MacPherson smiled knowingly. "A month isar't eternity,
you know."

"It feels like an eternity at the moment,"” Scoturmged, his eyes
faintly accusing as they met Anna's.

"Well, I've had my champagne, so I'm going to letneetwo of you
alone to discuss your plans further," his aunt anged tactfully,
placing her glass on the tray and rising to het. fee

"You don't have to go yet, Mrs. MacPherson," Anragsted hastily,
afraid suddenly to be alone with Scott, but theeodoman merely
smiled and shook her head firmly.

"That's kind of you, my dear, but | was young otm® and | know
how much the two of you want to be alone."

She could not have been more wrong, Anna thougintitally as
Dorothy MacPherson wished them goodnight, and sugdde was
alone with Scott, and shrinking inwardly as an unfatable silence
settled between them.

"More champagne?" Scott asked after a few nenaking seconds
as he retrieved the empty glass from between kerhling fingers
and placed it beside his own orf the tray.

Anna shook her head, his nearness affecting heptiee senses as
she murmured, "No, thank you."

He turned towards her, then, and placed his arngatee back of the
sofa behind her shoulders. He did not touch hdrhtsuglance slid
over her like a slow caress that made her skindiagd left her
feeling peculiarly weak.



"You're so very beautiful," he said at last, higceovibrantly low and
sensually arousing as he added: "I'm finding itesxely difficult to
keep my hands off you."

"Scott -" she began, intending to reprimand him, beat throat
tightened as her heartbeats quickened erraticalhgsponse to his
remark.

"l wouldn't be human if | didn't want you," he mackher, leaning
forward to place a hand on the armrest besideamer,imprisoning
her in her seat.

"Please ..." she managed chokingly, her desiredape increasing as
she felt the unaccustomed heat surging from hd¢ inéz her cheeks.

"I've never seen you blush before," he teased fessty, his eyes
glittering dangerously as they raked her face. fbembarrass you
to know that I'm anxious to possess your body?"

Anna felt as though her breath was being squeeretler lungs at
the thought of Scott possessing her physically, tredflush that
stained her cheeks seemed to spread systematilcedlyghout her
entire body.

"Scott, will you please stop it!" she ordered, buther dismay her
voice sounded shaky and tinged with panic.

His firm mouth curved sensually. "If | stop talkih@ist might resort
to kissing you, so which do you prefer?"

"You're not being fair," she gasped, the clean nsaell of him
overpowering her senses and making her yearn iivakty for the
kisses he had threatened her with.

"Am | behaving like a beast?"



"A brute," she corrected swiftly.

"An arrogant, insufferable brute of a beast," hegleed softly against
her lips, and her valiant efforts to resist himmobled as she found
herself melting helplessly into his embrace.

"You're impossible," she laughed shakily moment®iaehis lips
claimed hers in a shattering kiss that left hengshig limply and
breathlessly to him with her flushed face buriediast the hollow of
his broad shoulder.

"You won't change your mind about marrying me, witu?" he
demanded softly just above her ear.

"l have a feeling that if | should change my mirmaigl never give me
a moment's peace."

His arms tightened about her. "l would hound yoy aad night until
you agree to marry me out of sheer desperation.”

"l believe you would, but..." she hesitated, bitivey lip at the flicker
of guilt that stirred within her, "I hope you worégret it."

"l shall never regret wanting you for my wife," baid adamantly,
and her hair, flashing a reddish-gold in the lighthe table lamp, was
spread out across the dark sleeve of his jackasasouth found hers
with a mastery that set her nerve-ends tinglingliyiin response.

Anna was unable to think clearly as she lay in &catms, allowing
him to caress her until her emotions soared to lieuable heights,
but later, as she snuggled deeper beneath thesshdbée privacy of
her room and stared into the moonlit darkness, s@gously

considered what she had done. With the unfampiafitScott's ring

on her finger came the realisation that she hadeaigto marry him
while she still loved Andrew. She could not dengttBcott attracted
her physically like a moth to a flame, awakeningogons she was



becoming ashamed of, and making her increasingire@af her own
need for fulfilment, but would physical desire mmegh to last them
through a lifetime of togetherness?

Anna groaned softly into the darkness as she weddethat had
possessed her to agree to this marriage. She hldsnans about her
own feelings, and neither was she bluffing hersad thinking that
Scott harboured an undying love for her. It washion, as much as
for herself, a physical thing. He found her attrsestand possibly
considered she would be an asset to his busingisthdi was all.

Love did not enter into their relationship, and st&s somehow
grateful for that, for she could never love anyagain the way she
had loved Andrew. It had been a love which had atrdestroyed her
in the process, and she could not prevent hersath faying the
blame at Andrew's door. He had known how she feugahim, for
she had made no secret of the fact that she had lown, but as the
years slipped by he had made no effort to recipeobar love, and
fear of losing him had almost succeeded in chandjeg entire
personality. Deep inside her there was still thaatiable and
uncharitable desire to lash out at Andrew for thm ne had caused
her, and Scott, without realising it, had becomevirleapon against
the hurt.

Morris was not at all surprised when she told hfrher engagement.
He had, so he told Anna, been expecting it for sbme. Sheila was
naturally a little more reserved with her remarkssidering the
discussion they had had, but she was happy for 'Ansake
nevertheless. Only Anna's parents still had to did, tand she
tele-phoned them from the privacy of her room thaitday evening.
It was not an easy task explaining to her surpnsednts that she had
agreed to marry a man they had never met or hédrefare, but she
somehow managed to do so and to sound convindragpy.



The first hurdle had been traversed and the retfteoinonth passed,
with breathtaking swiftness for Anna as, with Shisilhelp, she
selected a wedding dress and a suitable troussedbef week she
and Scott were to spend at one of his hotels omadinia coast after
their wedding.

Her parents travelled down to Amazibu Bay by caeak before the
time, and Scott made arrangements for them toagtays home; an
arrangement which gave them the opportunity totgdinow their

future son-in- law. Scott's behaviour, as always iwgeccable, and
Charles and Elizabeth Lindsay were not hesitantaking it known

that they were pleased with Anna's choice. Andresd Bebbie's

names were tactfully not mentioned, but Anna cdeltthat they

were in her parents' thoughts as much as in her own

Two days before their wedding Anna also moved 8tott's home to
be with her parents, and on the afternoon of hevadrthere her
mother found her pacing the floor of her bedrooke la restless
animal. Elizabeth Lindsay was still slender for bge although her
reddish- gold hair was flecked with grey, and thees a look of
concern in her green eyes as she closed the dftlyrlsehind her to
observe Anna closely for a moment.

"Anna, my dear," she said at last, approachinglheghter who was
almost the image of herself when she was youngey'te not just
marrying Scott on the rebound, are you? You do lowe"

"I'm very fond of him," Anna evaded the questionf bher mother
was not satisfied.

"I want to know if you love him," she insisted, hesually soft mouth
tightening in a way Anna knew only too well.

"To love someone, Mother, is a painful experienbave no wish to
repeat," she said eventually, turning towards threlew to stare out



across the garden, while at the same time avoitheg intense
scrutiny of those eyes which often saw too mucim fond of Scott,
and | think we could make a success of our marriage

"Your father and | like him very much."

“I'm glad," Anna sighed, smiling faintly as shergtad back at her
mother with affected casualness. She sensed tlsorrefar her

mother's concern, and broached the subject hovennthe air

between them. "How are Andrew and Debbie?"

Her mother's expression clouded slightly. "Thewedl and happy, |
suppose.”

"What do you mean ... you suppose?” Anna insisedasty little
suspicion taking shape in her mind.

"Well, | don't see them all that often now thatyhe setting up a
home of their own, so | can only presume that teeWappy,"
Elizabeth Lindsay replied defensively. "They sehdirt love, and
wish you all the happiness you desire."

"I'm sure they do," Anna replied cynically, pullitige pins from her
hair and brushing the life back into it.

"This isn't like you, Anna," her mother rebuked gently, and Anna
lowered her brush instantly to meet her mothegadst regard in the
mirror.

"I'm sorry," she murmured apologetically. "Sometatiee hurt is still
there, but I've learnt to live with it lately."

"It will be different once you're married to Scottou'll see,"” her
mother replied confidently, but Anna was not sceghiat she would
ever be free of the pain and the longing she dfteéhexperienced.



She was going to marry Scott, but Andrew would gbvhe there
between them to haunt her.

"Where is everyone?" she asked eventually, draggangelf free of
her painful thoughts and changing the subject.

"They're all down on the terrace waiting for us aihd know your
father, he's most probably boring poor Scott torsteaith his
adventures that time he was at sea," her mothgh&x) and then, as
they left the room and made their way down to jhia others, she
said: "This really is a beautiful house, Anna. Wiolu be making this
your home?"

"| suppose so, yes," Anna replied, making an eftorthide her
listlessness. "It's so enormous that I'm convirlcgall lose myself
in it some day."

"You'll be thankful for the space when you've gdra family, my
dear," her mother assured her, and Anna stiffeesdb her as they
stepped out on to the terrace.

Having children had never entered into her plamgte future, but
she supposed it was inevitable that she and Saattdweventually
have a family. Her colour rose sharply at the pecsjpf having his
children, but she brushed aside this disturbingdghbdwhen she saw
Scott, imposing and immaculate, and reclining cotafdy m a chair
while he listened intently to something her fatvass saying.

At their approach Scott rose politely to his featl gpoured them
something to drink, indicating with a gesture ofe ostrong,
beautifully shaped hand that Anna should take trerdieside his
own. She was indescribably tense as she listendaetomother
chatting to Dorothy MacPherson as if they werefakehds, but her
own powers of conversation failed her for somearaScott and her
father were discussing the possibility of an adksbn the beaches as



a result of two oil tankers colliding some distaéethe coast, but
Anna thought only of the way her own life had add with Scott's.

His hand reached casually and unobtrusively fos,heend she turned
her hand palm upwards into his. It was an involgnéetion, but the
pressure of his fingers made her aware of his gtireand she found
his touch oddly comforting at that moment.

Scott's lawyer, Joshua Gray, put in an appearaftee dinner that
evening, and in the privacy of the study, with $ewtd the lawyer
observing her closely, Anna read through the mgerigontract
which had been drawn up according to Scott's ioBoms. The
contents dismayed her considerably, for Scott ohedngiving her a
twenty-five per cent share in his business. It @asiagnanimous
gesture, but one which she could not accept.

"Could | see you alone for a moment, please, Stott?

Scott shot a silent request in the lawyer's dioectand Mr. Gray
smiled understandingly as he rose and left the rdsereetly.

"Is there something in that contract that isn'tytur satisfaction,
Anna?" Scott wanted to know the moment the domezddehind the
gaunt-looking man in the dark suit.

"You're being outrageously generous, Scott," shpa@xed without
hesitation, "and | can't accept it."

"Why not?"
"You make me feel as though I'm marrying you fourymoney."

"Don't be ridiculous!"His tight-lipped expressioarnveyed a hidden
anger, but she persisted relentlessly. "I meafcdbtt. | can't accept
such generosity from you."



"l can afford to be generous."
"I don't doubt that you can afford it, but -"

"You're a business woman at heart, my love, anisthdy I've done
this," he insisted abruptly, turning towards thedwith infuriating
self-assurance. "I'll let Joshua in so we can getithsiness settled.”

"No!" She flung the contract on to the desk and rogatagiy to her
feet. "l can'taccept your generosity, Scott. | appreciate it,| bu

"Anna!" he interrupted sharply, spanning her wavgh his hands

and drawing her against him. "Marriage is a fififyyfbusiness, isn't
it?"

"l agree, but -"

"By giving you shares in my business, I'm givingiyan interest, and
a certain amount of independence. Is that so te®lb

She could understand his reasoning, but she faidably guilty at

the thought of accepting so much from him, andngjvso little in

return. Although she was certain that his reasonsiarrying her
were just as selfish as her own, she found italiffito accept more
than she felt was her due.

"Scott..."

His lips sealed hers in a lingering kiss that sefamiliar weakness
surging into her limbs, and her firmly compressed buivered and
parted in response beneath the demanding predshise o

"I want it this way," he said at length against nswsuth, and her
hands unconsciously caressed his arms where shd fami the
hardness of his muscles beneath the soft matdras dight-weight
jacket.



"It seems to me you'll always have your way witemgthing," she
murmured in a slightly censorious voice.

"Not everything, my love," he corrected, the intgnsf his deep blue
eyes disturbing her pulse rate anew. "Just the fitapbthings, such
as making you my legal marriage and business pdrtne

Despite her efforts, she could not brush asiddd®ting of guilt, and
she moved away from the circle of his arms antidmtlip nervously.
"I hope you won't regret your decision."

"I'm certain | shan't,” he replied adamantly, opgrthe door to admit
the lawyer once more.

The contract was signed and witnessed without éarpiotest from
Anna, and little else remained to be done befoeeatttual marriage
ceremony was to take place in the local church.

Contrary to what Anna had expected, she was cathtamposed on
the day she was to be married. Dorothy MacPhersmhAmna's
mother were the ones who appeared to be jitterutabe occasion,
and Charles, too, seemed to be fiddling unnecd&gsdath his tie. It
had taken quite a lot of manipulation on their pateep Scott away
from her the previous evening. It was supposediyiaky for the
groom to see the bride on the eve of the weddimg) adthough Anna
secretly laughed at their attempts, she was gidtefthe opportunity
to be alone with her thoughts. She had to comertog with herself,
and with the future, but with Scott around it wouildve been
impossible to think of anything except his distagbnearness. Even
now, as she sat beside her father in the car tioaedhem to the
church, she could feel her pulse quicken at thepg@at of standing
beside Scott at the altar. She might not ever howethe way she had
loved Andrew, but he had certainly awakened hegnmtions she
had never suspected she possessed. Perhaps, imémeuld also
satisfy the insatiable longing that filled her hear



Anna looked serenely beautiful in her white weddilngss and velil
when she entered the church and walked slowly dbevaisle on her
father's arm. Scott, who had risen at her entrastoed awaiting her
with an inscrutable expression on his lean facé,aboerve pulsed
visibly on the side of his square jaw to indicatatthe was not
unmoved, and his tall, immaculate presence sucdeedeanishing
that little flicker of doubt which had reared itsad for a fraction of a
second.

With only her parents, Scott's aunt, and a fewhefrtclose friends
present, the ceremony was not a lengthy affair,lafdre long they
emerged from the old stone building with its talire as husband and
wife. It had all been accomplished with a minimuihfuss, and there
was an unreality about it all that lingered untiey were driving
northwards on their honeymoon. It was at that pthat the reality
shook Anna to her senses. She was Scott's wifdppsssess, and
the plain gold band which had joined the diamonittase on her
finger was there to prove it.

Fear shivered through her momentarily until Scadtjf sensing her
uneasiness, took her hand in his and held it feweseconds. It was a
comforting gesture she had known before, and shiegmelaxing
slightly in the cushioned interior of the car ftwetfirst time since
their departure from Amazibu Bay.



CHAPTER FIVE

FROM Scott's private suite in the hotel Anna could look across the
quiet holiday resort which was situated severarkgtres north of
Durban, and the peaceful tranquillity of the woodeaastline
appealed to her after the hectic few days befoge thedding. She
was, however, unusually tense that evening througdmner, and
Scott tactfully took a turn around the gardenshef hotel later that
evening, giving Anna the opportunity to have thiéesto herself for a
time.

She bathed and changed into the frothy lace nigitigbheila had
helped her to select for her honeymoon, and she wadain she was
in bed when Scott eventually entered the room. étaoved his
jacket and tie and, flinging them into a chair,umelid the buttons of
his shirt, revealing the wide expanse of his tannagscular chest as
he came towards her.

"You looked exceptionally beautiful today, Mrs. Bsford," he

remarked with an enigmatic expression in his ddap byes as he
stood gazing down at her. "I'm a very fortunate rhave such a
lovely wife, and a very desirable one, too, | migdd."

For some reason she could not explain, his remratited her. "
wish you wouldn't say things like that."

"It's the truth,” he insisted. "You're beautifuldadesirable ... and
you'remine."

A faintly mocking smile curved his sensual mouth has strode
towards the bathroom and closed the door firmlyidsthim. It was
too late now to change her mind, she realised avitbllow feeling in
her chest, andher tension increased rapidly whenhsard him
whistling softly to himself while he showered. Cdal marriage such



as theirs work? Could she spend the rest of hemlith Scott while
still loving someone else?

Anna closed her eyes for a moment, shutting out chdsious
thoughts. She had made her decision, and therenwasense in
allowing her mind to be filled with doubts at tm®oment. Andrew
belonged to the past, and she would have to make that he
remained there.

"Are you tired?"

Her nerves reacted violently to the sound of Scutiice and her eyes
flew open to find him standing beside the bedlwmawvn silk dressing
gown, with his hair dark and glistening with damgsidrom the
shower.

"A little tired, yes," she admitted, a frantic desfor escape gripping
her as she glimpsed the unmistakable gleam inyieis that told her
of his desire.

"It's been a long day, and | don't recall having tiee opportunity to
kiss the bride properly.”

"How remiss of you," she replied, adopting a shghthocking
attitude to hide her nervousness, but her heartteaed wildly as he
lowered himself on to the bed and imprisoned heplaging a hand
on either side of her body.

"It's a slight error which | intend to rectify ahce," he told her
smoothly, and lowering his head he proceeded jostdhat.

After a few frightening seconds she began to redgonis kisses,
but, when his conquering lips strayed along thermaol of her throat
and across her shoulder to brush aside the flinisap sof her
nightgown, she knew again a moment of panic.



"Scott..."
His mouth sought the enchanting curve of her breast
"Yes, my love?"

"It ... doesn't matter," she whispered unsteadllygxicated now by
the fiery touch of his lips and hands on her trenghlresponsive
body.

As if sensing an inherent shyness in her, he flongan arm and
switched off the light. There was a faint rustleresremoved his
dressing gown, and the next moment he had thrige #se sheets
and was lying beside her, the warmth of his hardybagainst her
own awakening her to a multitude of sensationshsldenever known.
She felt him tremble against her, but, curbing impatience, he
continued to arouse her in an unhurried manner dear and

thoughts of withdrawal no longer existed beyondstiveet ecstasy of
her need as it rose sharply to match his.

She went to sleep in Scott's arms that night, Wwe&h head resting
comfortably on his shoulder. There had been no fheeter to be
afraid, she realised moments before she fell askeeptt had proved
to be a very gentle and considerate lover, andaghad always be
eternally grateful to him for that.

The honeymoon which she had secretly dreaded tuwoetb be a
time she would always remember with a certain temeks and joy.
They spent the week going for long walks, soakipghe sun on the
sandy beach, or driving out into the surroundingntoyside to linger
In the picturesque valleys of the sugar cane cgutitiwas a time,
too, of getting to know each other, and Anna disced that her
husband's mocking, sometimes cynical attitude lsdrsitive nature
that made him infinitely more human and approaahadahd it was



with something close to regret that she eventupligked their
suitcases for their return journey to Amazibu Bay.

Dorothy MacPherson was there to welcome them baic#, Scott

carried their suitcases up to the master bedroomshwhad been
redecorated in colours ranging from white to deleg.|Anna would

have felt decidedly uncomfortable in that room lsad not learnt a
few weeks before their marriage that Scott's fn$e had preferred
the suite on the west side of the house. The mbhstinoom had not
been occupied since the death of Scott's paremisAana had been
strangely relieved to discover this.

"Are you sorry the honeymoon is over?" Scott asleming up
behind her while she unpacked their suitcases@ading his hands
possessively over the flat of her stomach, he egdlohe sensitive
cord of her neck with his lips.

"Yes and no," she sighed, leaning back againsh#rdness of his
body and savouring the delight of his touch. "lIswanderful while
it lasted, but we had to get back to reality some '

"It seems as though I've acquired a very sensiliie,"Whe teased,
turning her to face him and drawing her wholly ihie arms.

She relaxed in his embrace, thrilling to the cacés$ss lips and hands
until she was forced to hold him off with her palspgead out against
his chest.

“I'm not being very sensible at the moment,” sheispédred
tremulously, her heart quickening at the storm a$son in his
glance. "The suitcases must be unpacked, and ymtiisaexpecting
us to join her for tea," she added weakly, wardifidnis lips.

"The suitcases and the tea can wait," he mutténetly, lifting her
effortlessly and carrying her towards the large, b&ldere Cupid,
carved into the ornamental headboard, smiled bgnegwn at them.



When Anna was finally able to continue with thektag unpacking,
there was an unmistakable glow about her of whiah \sas quite
oblivious. Scott, after a quick shower and a chaofjelothing,

hesitated in the bedroom door before going dowaitohis aunt, and
his teasing glance lingered briefly on her slerdaves which were
unsuccessfully hidden beneath the loose folds efsitk dressing
gown she had wrapped about her.

"It's just as well no one can see you now."

"Why not?" she asked innocently, unaware of thedeensmile
curving her full, sensitive mouth as she allowed dlance to slide
down the length of his lean, immaculate frame.

"A discerning eye will notice the signs of a wonvaimo's been made
love to recently.”

His remark stained her cheeks a delicate pinksheatheld his glance
unwaveringly as she approached him. "Would it mafté¢m that
obvious?"

"Not to me, it wouldn't," he mocked her, sliding lmands across the
rounded curve of her hips and drawing her hardnasg@aim. "A cool,
untouched appearance draws more attention andlapentthan the
glowing look on the face of a woman who's been mdronly a
week."

"You're trying to embarrass me," she accused hith wireproving
glance.

"Only because it's still such a novelty to see ywush like a
schoolgirl,” he explained in his usual unperturlmeginner, kissing
her quickly before he released her and strode thenmoom.

The honeymoon was over in more ways than one, amdh Aound
herself acting as Scott's part-time secretary, dsawéaking over the



household responsibilities from his aunt, who waly too grateful to
relinquish some of her duties."My legs just caaket it any more,"
she complained one morning, sinking into a chaitherterrace while
Anna poured their tea. "l can't tell you what aefel is to be able to
depend on your help, Anna. Trudie never once hé Besitated,
casting a guilty glance over her shoulder as Arlaagd her tea on
the small table beside her chair. "l suppose | Elmiube telling you
this, but you might as well know that Trudie's omyerest was in
spending money as fast as she could lay her hamds and that's
where the trouble started.”

"What trouble?" Anna asked curiously, the desirekmow more
about Scott's first wife like an irritating thornhwh had to be
removed.

Making sure that they were alone, Dorothy MacPBen drew her
chair closer to Anna's. "The marriage was a mistek® the start.
Scott realised this very soon after their marridigesure, but he isn't
the kind of man to shirk his responsibilities, d@dwvas determined to
make the best of it. Trudie thrived on a wild sbtfa, but Amazibu
Bay hadn't much to offer in that respect, and stos ©ecame bored
and dissatisfied. Scott tried to encourage heake fan interest in
other things, but Trudie scorned his suggestioddlaere were plenty
of arguments. She finally ran off with George Warra man she had
met at the home of friends, and soon afterwardg thed in a car
crash not far from here." Aunt Dorrie sipped at teer before adding
firmly, "She would have ruined Scott eventually, ntadly and
financially, if she'd had the opportunity.”

Anna felt a flicker of compassion for Scott, bué Saw something of
her sister in the bored, dissatisfied Trudie whdil-'not exactly
please her, and she mentally brushed aside treesthfil subject.

Less than a week later Anna and Scott receivecharpected visit
from Dennis and Joan Mulder. Dennis managed or&eoft's hotels



in Johannesburg, and from Scott's shuttered expreske gathered
that he was not at all thrilled at the thought ofeetaining their
guests, but, despite this, he seemed to get aloragfairly friendly

basis with Dennis Mulder.

Anna liked Dennis instantly. Fair, and slightly e stout side, with
grey eyes that were lively and warm, he made hel & ease
instantly. But his wife, Joan, sat rigidly in hdrair, maintaining a
stony silence despite Anna's efforts to engagenhesnversation.

Auburn-haired, dark-eyed, and sophisticated, Joamekow
managed to convey her disapproval, but it was sbme before
Anna gathered that her disapproval was being @ideat Scott. This
surprised and puzzled Anna, but it was not unélttho men excused
themselves to look up certain information in Seadtudy that Joan
Mulder came alive for the first time, and Anna beg¢adiscover the
reason for this woman's strange behaviour.

"Trudie, Scott's first wife, and | were very closgends,” she
announced in her husky voice, her dark eyes appgaidnna
thoughtfully.

"Really?"

The dark eyes hardened, and the thin lips tightetiedvas Scott's
fault, of course, that their marriage didn't succée

"Was it?"

"His jealousy and possessiveness drove her intartime of another
man."

Anna felt herself go stiff with resentment. "It'stna crime to be
possessive, and jealousy is something which camvo&ed."



"That may be so, but both ingredients can destrmagaiage," Joan
insisted, her hand clenching the glass so tightly Anna expected it
to splinter into fragments at any moment. "Scaftisy concern was
for his business, and he never cared one jot fodi€ls happiness."

"There are two sides to every story, Mrs. ... @nJbAnna corrected
herself hastily, staring down into the amber liguncher own glass.
"Perhaps they were just incompatible."”

"There was much more to it than that," Joan pedistarshly, her
cynical glance sweeping Anna's elegant figure enlibige-coloured
silk creation which Scott had bought for her whiey were on
honeymoon. "l bet Scott hasn't wasted time in n@akire you take
an interest in the hotel business."

Joan was being deliberately offensive, and Anndaak the angry
words that sprang to her lips, but her voice sodrdigped with the
effort. "Scott hasn't actually insisted on my doiagything in

particular. If | have become involved in his busimaffairs, then I've
done so quite freely, and mainly because | enjdy it

"Take care that you don't bite off more than yoo chew, as they
say," Joan snapped sarcastically.

Anna observed her for a moment in silence, contatimg) the desire
to put this woman in her place, but deciding againsnainly for

Scott's sake. "Surely you occasionally help yousblamd in some
way?" Anna's eyebrows rose fractionally, and &#roof distaste was
mirrored in her eyes as she said: "You must fifid éxtremely
boring."

"Not at all,” the rigid-faced woman remarked, swailog down the
remainder of her drink and placing the delicataly glass on the
table beside her chair. "Dennis and | go out asnofis we can. He
plays bowls, and | play tennis, and we're both Yengl of making up



a foursome for an evening of bridge." She glangeztulatively at
Anna. "Do you play bridge?"

"I'm afraid | don't."

For the first time that evening Anna saw Joan's lipis twist into a
semblance of a smile. "Trudie was an excellentgeriplayer, and so
was George."

"How nice," Anna said coldly, realising intuitivetitat Joan Mulder
must have had a hand in encouraging the friendstiyween Scott's
wife and her boy-friend.

"l could never imagine what Trudie saw in Scott!d-+rogant and
overbearing, and really rather dull despite hisaativeness."

Anna stared at Joan for a moment, wondering whethehad heard
correctly, but then she found herself fighting b&o& laughter that
bubbled up in her throat. It was obvious that stwnet else lurked
behind Joan Mulder's unexpected statement. Scotild chbe
overbearing, forceful, and arrogant at times, hli?’dNever!

"l can't say I've found him dull at any time," shanaged eventually,
thinking of Scott's vitality, and his masculine iy which had
stirred her senses from the moment they had métsinethad finally
been overpowered by it.

The suggestion of a sneer touched Joan's thin"lijpe trouble with
you is, you're still too much in love with him totice his faults.”

Too much in love with hinfthe words swirled through Anna's mind
and she could not help wondering what Joan Muldrrdvsay if she
should disclose the fact that she had married Sdate still loving
someone else. The thought brought a smile to h&illing lips, and
she said quietly:



"Perhaps you're right."

Their conversation ended as the men returned twitigeroom, and

Anna looked at Dennis a little more closely. Dragvcomparisons
was unfair and unkind, but, beside Scott, Dennis ratgher plain and
ordinary, and although she liked Dennis very mwite could not
prevent herself from wondering whether there hacdoeen a certain
amount of envy attached to Joan's remarks withrdetgaScott.

"What did the Mulders want last night?" Scott'stananted to know
when Anna joined her for tea on the terrace theviehg morning.

"l think they came mainly out of curiosity," Annaid tritely as she
helped herself to a biscuit, then she smiled meahusly at the older
woman. "l noticed you made yourself scarce the nmintbey
arrived."

Dorothy MacPherson made a disparaging gesture whiash quite
unlike her. "I never could stand that woman, atidrik the feeling is
mutual."

Anna's expression sobered. "l don't think she likesvery much,
either, for marrying the man who was once her ttiehusband."”

"Don't let that worry you, my dear, but keep awapni that woman,"
Aunt Dorrie warned. "She's poison."

Anna allowed her glance to wander over the sundieshgarden as
she recalled her conversation with Joan Muldeptlegious evening,
and a frown creased her usually smooth brow.

"Teli me, Aunt Dorrie," she began thoughtfully, "athexactly has
Joan Mulder got against Scott?"



"What do you mean?"

"Well, her animosity towards him was so evident ihaas almost
tangible," Anna explained. "Is it because of Tr@d@r is there
perhaps another reason?"

Dorothy MacPherson looked away. "I wouldn't know."

"You might as well tell me, Aunt Dorrie," Anna is$ed, sensing a
certain wariness in the older woman to discusssthgect. "I'll find
out sooner or later, but | would rather hear itrfrgou.”

Aunt Dorrie hesitated, poured herself a secondoupa, and stirred
it with unnecessary vigour. "I know | shouldn't tafling you this,

and Scott will never forgive me, but ..." She gkahguiltily over her
shoulder, but with Scott away on business for g dnd with the
servants out of sight, she continued in a loweader "Joan Mulder
was silly enough to make a pass at Scott oncerdobwas married.
He was interested, but he gave her the brush-offhivaeemet Trudie.
| don't think she'll ever forgive him entirely ftrat."

"Oh," Anna breathed faintly, making an effort toadhaw down her

laughter, but it proved to be too much for her @andas several

seconds before she managed to control herseltmuffly to speak.

"Oh, dear, | shouldn't be laughing about somethsiog serious,

because it's really quite pathetic, but ..." Shabed at her eyes with
an ineffectual lace handkerchief and met the old@man’'s amused
glance. "I know there had to be something, butvenemagined it

would be because Scott had rebuffed her attentions.

"Men usually prefer to do the chasing, but if yak ane, Joan Mulder
IS quite capable of having her little affairs withidher husband's
knowledge, and she's just as capable of spread@mgypof venom,"
Aunt Dorrie remarked seriously. "I know for a fatltat she
encouraged Trudie's relationship with that Georgardnh."



"Tell me about Trudie. What was she like?"

"She was jealous and possessive in the extremeeb&@eorge
Warren arrived on the scene,” Aunt Dorrie decladestastefully

contradicting Joan Mulder's statement completebuaBcott having
been a jealous, possessive husband. "Scott dateelvan look at
another woman, or they'd end up having the mostlarefvs," his

aunt continued. "Scott is the kind of man who atsavomen, and |
don't deny that he has a certain charm which evied irresistible at
times, but he was never unfaithful to Trudie wineewas married to
her."

A question hovered on Anna's lips, and it all aceorbecame
imperative that she should know the answer. "Waeret many
women in his life during the past two years aftardie's death?"

"There were several, but Scott was determined nevexarry again,

and apparently decided that there was safety irbeusnso to speak,”
his aunt smiled with a hint of mischief in her dd#pe eyes. "He

changed his mind very quickly, though, after megtiau, Anna, and

you've made him happy during the few short weeks'wsobeen

married. Youmustknow that."

"Scott is a very difficult person to get to knowAhna replied
thoughtfully. "I don't think anyone will ever gdibse enough to him
to know exactly what he's thinking, or what he Isetdels.”

Aunt Dorrie did not contradict this as she glanseéculatively at
Anna. "Has he spoken much of his previous marriag®u?"

"He mentioned it once, and then only briefly."

"And you haven't questioned him about it," Aunt Berstated
knowingly.



"No." Anna gestured dismissively with her handst's"Ireally
something that's over and done with as far asdmeerned, but some
of the things Joan Mulder said last night made o&as to know
more."

"What did she say?"

"Oh, nothing of importance," Anna smiled reassusingShe was
mostly bent on tearing Scott apart, and impressiegwith the fact
that she and Trudie were such close friends."

During the ensuing silence a mynah bird screeclumsily in the
flamboyant tree, causing a stir amongst the smdlieds, and
succeeding in making them seek refuge elsewhemetfie scorching
sun.

"Whatever Joan Mulder may have told you, Anna, td@ke it too

seriously," Aunt Dorrie interrupted the silencevbetn them. "Scott
has worked hard and played hard in the past. Haikdaults, just as
we all do, but he has certain ideals and princjp@sl he sticks to
them rigidly."

Anna assured her that she had no intention of allpdoan Mulder's
remarks to disturb her in any way.

Scott's business activities took him away from hauige often, but
Anna did not object. There was plenty to do andenvehe was not
pottering about in the garden alongside his aunhduner free time,
she enjoyed being alone with her thoughts.

The past was no longer so painful, she discoveréet surprise. She
could think of Andrew without flinching, and couldmost forgive
her sister for taking from her the man she haddove

The man she had loved!



Anna drew a startled breath. Was that what marrtag8cott has
done for her? Had it enabled her to shift her lmvéAndrew Tait into
the past? Would it always remain there, thoughvabredered with a
touch of cynicism, and how would she feel whenshs forced to
meet Andrew again at some future date? Would shdatable to
keep her love for him in the past where it belor®ged

Anna shook herself mentally and went for a leistgtedll along the
beach. Scott was not expected home until lateeeting, and with
dinner still an hour away there was no reason éoitt stay at home,
she decided as she removed the scarf from heahdifelt the cool
breeze lifting it playfully off her shoulders.

Without intending to, she walked as far as the bewitere Scott had
first discussed marriage with her.

"You're going to be mine, Anna. And soon," shedliirecalled him
saying as she sat and stared out across the sesties

She had initially rejected the idea of marriag&eoott, but under the
impact of the emotional influence he had over hbke $ad
succumbed, and so far their marriage had not béstuee, although
Anna could not help knowing that something vitabwaissing. Scott
had never once said that he loved her, and afeeli? ... she had no
love to offer him! She was strongly attracted tomhyes, and she
hated him at times when he mocked her so ruthlesisbut the
passionate response he was able to arouse inutdove ... ? No!
She had loved once, and would never love again!

She sighed irritably and rose to her feet, integdm walk further
along the beach, but something caught her eye,shadurned to
glance over her shoulder. Scott was walking adtessand towards
her with a towel flung carelessly across one brshadulder, and
wearing a pair of blue bathing trunks that huggedshm hips and
accentuated the muscular strength of his long legs.



Anna's knees seemed to weaken beneath her agtit@tthat deeply
tanned, virile body, and her pulse rate quickemed how familiar
way when he dropped his towel on to the sand asmtisbbserving
her with his hands resting characteristically ors tmips. His
disconcerting blue eyes took in the smoothnesseofshn- kissed
shoulders beneath the flimsy straps of her sumroekfand lingered
for a breathtaking moment where the bodice dippétleadaringly to

reveal the shadowy cleft between her breasts.

"You become more beautiful each time | look at {ydwe said, his
cool hands against her warm shoulders moving airdly caressing
way.

She trembled inwardly at his familiar touch, bug $brced herself to
remain outwardly cool as she stared up at him.ttéha has never
impressed me."

"Perhapghis will," he said abruptly, and she was powerlessetist
as he swept her up against him in an embrace tbae dhe breath
from her body. The passionate warmth of his moggirest her own
made her realise, not for the first time, howdittbntrol she had over
her emotions when he was intent upon arousing her.

"Scott, please ..." she begged breathlessly, dinggdor release.
"Not here on the beach where everyone can see us."

His arms fell away from her, but his eyes held ¢egptive. "These
past two days away from you have felt like two gear

"We were only expecting you later this evening,'e sfaid half
accusingly as she made an effort to recover hétesbd composure.

"I managed to get away a little sooner." Cynicisanved his lips.
"Are you disappointed?"

"l just didn't expect you, that's all," she preeated.



"Did you miss me?"

She stared up at him coldly. "@oursel missed you. Life was
definitely more peaceful without you hanging abbuit.

The danger signals flashing in his eyes should keamed her, but
she was quite unprepared for what happened nexh dvie swift,
flowing movement, he stooped, clamped an arm ateuknees, and
lifted her unceremoniously across his shouldef aka were a sack
of potatoes.

"So it was peaceful without me, was it?" he demdntarshly,
striding out towards the sea.

Anna was too shocked and bewildered to react a¢,obgt as a
gnawing suspicion took shape in her mind, she tladrips broad
back in helpless frustration.

"Scott!" she screamed hoarsely. "What do you thmkre doing?"
"I'm going to dump you in the sea."

"No! No, don't!" she pleaded frantically, but hesadeaf to her pleas
as he waded into the shallow water and strode gefptly deeper
Into the sea to where the waves broke about tham avdeafening
roar. "You'll ruin my dress. Scott! Please!"

The cold sea water struck her body with a chilforge that made her
gasp for breath a mere fraction of a second bestee became
submerged in the swirling mass of salty water. &catm was now
clamped firmly about her waist, and she was jugirbeng to think

he would never surface when she was suddenly |éieave the

water.



She clung to him weakly as she dragged the airfydfinnto her
lungs and, not knowing whether to laugh or cry, gs®rted instead
to anger. "You idiot! You imbecile! Look what yoedone!"

"Perhaps another dash of the same medicine will offoyour
temper," he laughed, and she was plunged into @terva second
time before she was lifted free and kissed -Unhfilt as though her
very soul was being drawn through her parted lipseling better,
you little firebrand?"

Ignoring his remark, she struggled free of his aamd pushed her
hair out of her eyes. Laughter fought with angeslas faced him.
"You've made me look a mess!"

"You look beautiful even with your hair all stringynd wet, and your
dress ... hm ..." His mouth curved sensuously asmarm glance
lingered on the silky material which clung to hexd, revealing
every curve for his keen perusal. "You might ad staly in the water
now instead of rushing back to change."

Anna's cheeks were flushed as she glanced dowerselhruefully
and, to her amazement, she heard herself agreeimg suggestion.
The situation was all at once hilarious, and itlowger mattered
whether the beach was deserted or not. If peoplegtht her mad to
be swimming about fully clothed, then they weref@etty free to do
SO.

"What on earth happened to you, Anna?" Dorothy Nhacfon
demanded, taking in Anna's bedraggled appearanee glte arrived
at the house with Scott a half hour later.

"I sort of ... fell into the sea," she explaineth&ly, flashing an angry
glance at Scott who was shaking with inward laughte



"Hm ..." Aunt Dorrie grunted, taking in the situatiat a glance and
making a shrewd guess. "It's more likely you warshed in, | would
say."

"Delay dinner another half hour. Aunt Dorrie, ifyyoan," Scott said
laughingly as he drew Anna towards the stairs.shiouldn't take
longer than that for Anna to make herself looktteliless like a
drowned rat."

"It's your fault if | look like a drowned rat," Anna accuseith when
they reached the privacy of their room. "If you h&dthrown me into
the sea -"She was silenced effectively by his hgsije at the same
time she was made intensely aware of the hardniebss dhighs
against her own, and the broadness of his chestsideer breasts as
his hands curved her body into his. His mouth maweeéntly against
hers, sapping her strength as she struggled adgmmsand subduing
her into trembling acquiescence. She offered nesteage as he
divested her of her damp clothing, and her emototenmioured for an
outlet when she felt the heat of his body agaiestdwn. One hand
slid from her hip to cup the rounded softness aflireast, and she
moaned softly against his mouth as intoxicatingéa of desire leapt
through her veins.

The moment was shattered, however, when Scotdraisehead and
said with infuriating calmness, "l shall be awayiagfor a few days
as from tomorrow."

Surfacing from the depths of her emotions was afply slow
process, and confused and bewildered by his aldityeep such a
rigid control over his emotions, she murmured uweditg, "Not
again, surely?"

"So you missed me after all," he mocked her crualhd she broke
free of his arms, pulling on a towelling robe as plait some distance
between them.



"Where are you going this time?" she asked, un@bleok at him
while she struggled to regain her composure.

"South. Down to Port Shepstone."

"Dg you realise you've been away more often than gob&en at
home lately?"

"I'm sorry, Anna," he said with a hint of an apofag his deep voice
as he came up behind her and turned her relentlestlce him. "It's
just one of the liabilities of my job."

He looked strangely boyish with his dark hair fadliacross his broad
forehead and, to her dismay, she heard herseligskiake me with
you, Scott."

"I would prefer you to remain here with Aunt Dotfie

"Why?" she demanded, swallowing down her disappwent. “Why
can't | go with you?"

"Business and pleasure don't mix, my love. And rgow very
distracting commaodity," he mocked her, twistingraisd of her hair
about his fingers as he added : "Even when younsiaanging about
your face like rat's tails you still have that drkting quality about
you."

"You're a beast!" she accused him, jerking her lessedand making a
dash for the bathroom.

She had no idea what had possessed her to wamtithghim on this
trip, but she certainly would not thrust her unveshpresence on him
if he did not want her, she decided a little clainly.

Scott left after breakfast the following morningdawo days later a
telegram arrived from her mother. Her father wafiaspital after



suffering a slight thrombosis,, the telegram statatd would she
please come to Johannesburg at once. With Scotxpeaicted back
for a day or so, and not knowing where exactlydotact him, Anna
made the necessary arrangements for a flight taniwsburg, and
bundled a few things into a suitcase.

“I'm sorry about leaving you alone like this, Auborrie," Anna
apologised when she said goodbye to Scott's audine airport.

"l understand, my dear," the older woman repliegdsikg Anna's
cheek. "Your family need you at this moment, and yaust go. I'll
explain to Scott when he returns."

Anna nodded silently and a few minutes later she walking
through the gates towards the Boeing waiting outhentarmac. It
was too late now to have any qualms about heridedis go home to
her mother, but there was little else she could uhder the
circumstances. To have had Scott's support would heeant a lot,
but she would androuldmanage without him, she told herself firmly



CHAPTER SIX

The flight to Johannesburg took a little more tlaanhour, but that
was long enough for Anna to realise that her fadhsrdden iliness
had precipitated a meeting with Andrew and DebArma dreaded
the thought, but the inevitable could not be avéjdend she hoped
fervently that she would have the strength to aeible the situation.

She collected her suitcase once the plane haddaaiddan Smuts,
and took a taxi out to Sandton. The long drive gaes the
opportunity to steady her quaking nerves, but ltengpts to shake
off her wariness had been unsuccessful, she dismdwehen she
finally stepped out of the taxi in front of her pats' home and paid
off the driver.

Nothing had changed, she realised with somethirggsifock as she
stood at the gate and stared up at the Tudor-styleeh Everything
still looked the same. The ivy creeper against tloeise still
threatened to obscure the living-room window, dredgergola on the
west side of the building was still drooping behaae weight of the
wild-ranking wisteria.

A faint smile quivered on Anna's lips as she hesitgust inside the
gate, but it disappeared swiftly as her wary glawept the length of
the empty driveway, then, picking up her suitcasiee walked
quickly up the flagstoned path.

Her mother was pale but seemingly composed whearshweered the
door, but there was something in the manner in kvBiee embraced
Anna that hinted at the anxiety she was suffering.

"Anna, my dear! I'm so glad you could come," shie smsteadily,
drawing Anna inside and glancing beyond her. "Baére's Scott?"

Anna closed the door and, leaving her suitcasearhall, she led her
mother into the living-room as she explained, "Sa@sn't at home



this morning when your telegram arrived, so | bab&dlight on the
first available plane and came on ahead without Biat tell me first
..." she changed the subject to more importantarsa#ts she drew her
mother down on to the sofa beside her, "How is paudd

"As well as can be expected," Elizabeth Lindsayngoed as she
spoke, her hands moving agitatedly in her lap. t'Shthe only
information I'm able to get out of them at the htadpbut the doctor
seemed a little more optimistic this afternoon rafteceiving the
results of the electro-cardiograph.”

"Is Daddy conscious?"

"Yes, thank goodness, but he seems to have beerced up to a
hundred and one machines that look absolutelytighg." Her eyes
grew moist as she gripped Anna's hand tightlys good to have you
here with me, dear. You may have inherited my lodkg you're
sensible like your father when there's a crisithenfamily."

"You haven't been alone all day, have you?" Annee@sarefully,
ignoring her mother's remark.

"Debbie spent the morning with me, but Andrewfetther again
just after lunch," her mother told her. "Anna .haware we going to
do?"

"We're going to have dinner first," Anna repliecbate, deliberately
misunderstanding her mother. "I haven't had angttoreat since this
morning, and I'm famished!"

"Heavens, yes," her mother rose instantly. "Dirirees been ready for
ages, but I've been expecting Debbie and Andred,.dnThe sound
of a car coming up the drive made her pause, antbAalt her

stomach nerves grow taut. "That must be them ndwr" mother

added, her questioning glance resting on Anna whd hsen

nervously to her feet. "Will you let them in, myateor shall 1?"



There was no sense in delaying the inevitable, Ate@aded as she
took a firm grip on herself, but she felt decideslaky inside as she
nodded, and said: "I'll let them in, Mother."

Steeling herself for this meeting with the man wilad caused her so
much unhappiness once, she walked into the halfland open the
door just as the doorbell chimed. Debbie stoodethfair and lovely
with her elfin-shaped face registering shocked ssgpr

"Anna!" she exclaimed, her smile a little hesitast she stepped
inside. "When did you arrive?"

"Just a few minutes ago," Anna replied, and thealising that
Debbie must be as nervous and tense as she watstilaisameeting,
she banished the remnants of her antagonism towsdsoung
sister, and kissed her lightly on the cheek. "Ye®uboking well,
Debbie."

"So are you. Anna," her sister smiled, and there wegognisable
relief in her grey eyes as she faced Anna. "Whéfether?"

“In the living-room," Anna told her and, as Debbigned away,

Anna saw Andrew coming up the steps towards her. hémart

thudded uncomfortably in her breast when his eyes mars, and
then, for some unaccountable reason, nothing edppdmned. She
steeled herself automatically against the painrgteknown for so
many months, but made instead the startling disgabat she could
look at his tall, lean frame with nothing more tlzafticker of interest.
Confused and bewildered by her reaction to the stenhad once
loved so desperately, she forced herself to remalm until she

would have time to analyse the situation level-hdpgdeand her

voice sounded remarkably casual as she said: "Aeltvew."

"Anna ..." His warm glance took in her slender alete in the pale
green summer suit and matching silk blouse whighlskd selected



for the journey, but his smile, when it came, nogler had the same
devastating effect on her. "It's good to see yairay

He remained standing on the doorstep, looking atirnéhe most
peculiar way, until she said abruptly, "Are you @ognin, or do you
intend to spend the evening on the doorstep?"

Andrew stepped inside then, but he lingered bdsties she closed
the door. "You're even more beautiful than | remerald, Anna."

She stared at him for a moment, taking in the sandlpured hair
which still insisted in lying untidily across hisrehead, and the warm
brown eyes which had once had the power to makadeat behave
in the most peculiar way, but at that moment she deangely
detached as she said: "Thank you" a little coaly] brushed past
him on her way to the living-room where her mothed Debbie
awaited them.

The conversation did not exactly flow at the dintadale that evening
with everyone's thoughts centred on Charles Lindsaithere was
also an unaccountable tension in the atmosphechvplizzled Anna
as she became aware of Andrew observing her urspgty from
time to time, and she was faintly irritated by behaviour.

‘What's happened to me?' she asked herself silevilign she
eventually sat beside her mother in the back ofréwts car on the
way to the hospital. 'Has reaction set in, in sgweuliar way, to
deaden my feelings? Or is there some other inegkcreason for
this lack of interest?

There was no time to ponder over it, however, tieythad arrived at
the hospital, and a few minutes later they fileléndly into her
father's private ward. The nursing sister frownddtleem and
muttered something about her father not being a&tbwo many



visitors all at once, but Anna assured her that theuld not remain
long enough to tire him.

It was a shock for Anna to see her father, alwaysadive and
healthy, lying there looking so pale and tired aghthe pillows, but
he smiled his pleasure at seeing them all togetred, with
Elizabeth's hand clasping his, he told them théfgirag news that
the doctor was certain he would recover swiftly wggto to return
home within two weeks.

The Sister put in an appearance again a few minates"and
practically ordered them out, but Charles caughd bbAnna's hand
and gestured that she should remain a moment longer

"We'll wait outside in the passage for you, my delaer irfother said
when Anna glanced at her questioningly and, kissiaghusband
lightly on the forehead, she followed Debbie anddfew from the
room.

"Anna..."

"Don't tire yourself, Daddy," she said hastily unttee disapproving
glance of the uniformed Sister.

"See that your mother doesn't worry too much," bgged softly.
"Can | depend on you?"

"You know you can," she smiled, stroking his grexad lightly.

"Your mother gets into a state of panic over tlastdittle thing," he

said urgently, gesturing the Sister to silence wlesm was about to
voice her protests again. "I'm going to be all rjglo don't let her
brood too much."

"I'll see to it that she doesn't."



Charles smiled briefly. "You're a good, sensibkd'gi

"You must rest now," Anna said hastily, catching Sister's eye.
"We'll come again tomorrow."

He nodded and Anna leaned forward to kiss him erctieek before
she left the ward hurriedly. She found her mothan&in the passage
and when she noticed Elizabth's worried expresssbe, silently
cursed Debbie and Andrew for thoughtlessly leaviagalone.

"What did your father want to talk to you abouteslemanded the
instant Anna reached her side.

"Daddy was a little anxious about you, Mother, buhanaged to
assure him that you were perfectly all right.”

"Oh." The green eyes filled with tears of relief.thought for a

moment that he might have told you something ha'thidant me to
know."

"Don't be silly, Mother," Anna said gently, butrfity as she linked
her arm through Elizabeth's and guided her towtreldift. “There's
nothing to worry about. Really there isn't."

"Yes," her mother whispered, pulling herself togetand managing
a shaky smile. "Yes, of course. He's going to bagiit. The doctor
said so, didn't he?"

Under Anna's steadying influence Elizabeth seemeshake off her
fears by the time they met up with Debbie and Andrethe parking

area, and she spoke tentatively of her plans te Gharles on a
lengthy holiday once he was fit to travel again.

Debbie and Andrew had tea with them at the hougad®eeturning
to their flat in the city. Debbie seemed to be inaatic hurry to get



away, Anna noticed absently, and Andrew finallydggoodnight and
followed her from the house with obvious reluctance

"I'm worried about those two," Elizabeth confessdun they heard
Andrew's car speeding down the drive.

"Why should you be worried about them?" Anna astadiously as
she helped herself to a second cup of tea.

"l don't know," her mother gestured helplesslyhalve this terrible
feeling that all is not well with their marriage&know Debbie too well
not to have noticed the signs. She's become quikelrawn lately,
and something is definitely worrying her." Her glarsharpened as it
met Anna's. "You must have noticed the change idréw as well?"

Anna could have mentioned that he appeared to lre subdued
since his marriage to Debbie, but she was not atmypiace any
significance on her casual observations. "Don'tovall your
imagination to run away with you, Mother. They'resnprobably
going through a sticky patch as all marriages dscame time or
another."

"l hope you're right, Anna," her mother sighed higav

"I "know | am,"” Anna reassured her, keeping her adaubts to
herself.

"Anna ... | didn't want to mention this, but .. &rimother hesitated,
and Anna felt herself stiffen as she guessed whattw/follow. "You
havegot over Andrew, haven't you?"

For a moment Anna struggled with her inability tsatiss her
problems and feelings with anyone, but the ne¢dlkdo someone at
that moment was overpowering. She needed to thoaghher

confusing thoughts in order to understand whathsgpened to her,



and meeting her mother's curious but faintly symmgtidt glance, she
capitulated.

"l loved him very much, Mother," she admitted sejtaside her cup
and rising to her feet to pace about as if walkiefped her to think

clearly. "I spent months trying to get him out of system, | married

Scott while still of the absolute conviction thawéould always love

Andrew, and then | came face to face with him #vsning, and ..."

She broke off abruptly and gestured despairinglth viner hands.

"After the initial shock of seeing him again hacdsged ... there was
nothing! It was like an anti-climax!"

Elizabeth Lindsay leaned forward in her chair ar$esved her
daughter closely. "You mean you don't love him amye?"

"Mother, I'm beginning to wonder whetheeverloved him," Anna
sighed exasperatedly, and clutching the mantelsingify until her
fingers ached, she stared down into the empty gilatest as if she
were watching a playback of that evening's evehtaund myself
looking at Andrew this evening and* wondering jagactly what it
was about him that had attracted me so muchiki¢svatching an old
movie and finding that the interesting bits are nw so interesting
after all. It's confusing, and quite frightening,discover that a love
as strong as the love | thought | had for Andrewldojust
disintegrate into nothing."

"Have you ever thought of the possibility that yaight never have
loved him at all? That you were merely in love witive, as they
say?" her mother suggested gently.

Anna frowned down at the woman seated so calmihénpadded
armchair close to her. "Do you mean to say thatsted all those
years of my life loving a man because | was meirelpve with the
idea of love?"



"It's a possibility you can't overlook."

"It's a possibility | don't even want to think albduAnna replied
tritely, discarding the idea almost angrily, bulinigered hauntingly
in her subconscious.

"And Scott?" her mother broke the turbulent silence
"What about Scott?"

"How has the discovery that you no longer love Aswdraffected
your feelings for Scott?" Elizabeth elaborated wrgmarkable
patience.

Anna stared at her mother without really seeingase&cott's lean,
deeply tanned features swam before her eyes, amdmsittered
confusedly, "I ... don't know."

The ringing of the telephone in the hall finallyne¢rated the ensuing
silence, and Anna pulled herself together instaattie terrified look
that flashed across her mother's face when she said

"I wonder who that can be at this time of night?"

"I'l' take it, Mother,” Anna said hastily, thankfub be doing
something else instead of delving into her mudthedghts to find a
solution to the unexpected situation which hadearis her life.

Controlling her own fears, she lifted the receimrt as Scott's deep
voice came clearly over the line, she asked himwad a moment
while she reassured her mother.

"l apologise if telephoning at this hour has giyeur mother cause
for alarm, but | arrived home only a short whil@adscott explained
when she returned to the telephone. "How is yotnef&"



"He's tired and weak, but the doctor thinks he rinighwell enough
to return home within two weeks,” she replied, taisig

momentarily before she added, "Scott - if you damitd - | would

like to stay on here until he leaves the hospital."

"Yes, of course," Scott agreed readily. "I'll coopeto Johannesburg
as soon as | can."

She thought of how often he had been away from hiatety, and
asked scathingly, "Are you sure you'll have theeth

There was an electrifying pause before he sadetédct something in
that remark of yours which isn't very pleasant.”

"I'm sorry," she apologised, filled with instantirerse. "Perhaps I'm
just a little tired."

"I won't keep you, then," he said abruptly. "Givg mgards to your
mother ... and to your father when you see himragai

"Scott..." she began hastily, reluctant to sevisruhsatisfactory link
with him for some inexplicable reason, but to hisndhy she would
find nothing to say.

"Yes?" he prompted.

"Nothing," she sighed helplessly. "Take care ofrgelf, and ... thank
you for telephoning."

Take care of yourseltVhat on earth had possessed her to say th
she wondered confusedly as she heard Scott ladti &othe other
end.

"Goodnight, my love, and dream of me tonight," helsn that deep,
caressing voice of his, and the line went deadrbedbe could reply.



Anna replaced the receiver and was surprised todes that she was
shaking in every limb. With Scott's voice stillging in her ears, and
his tall, strong image conjured up in her mind, skalised the
incredible and shattering truth.

"Anna?"

"Scott sends his regards," she said as she logkemifund her mother
standing beside her, but she was only vaguely aofamhat she was
saying as she added, "He'll come as soon as he can.

Elizabeth Lindsay stared at her daughter curioasiy muttered
something about locking up. Anna reacted automiitida her
mother's instructions as they locked the doorsaert upstairs, but it
was only in the privacy of her bedroom that she agad to put into
words the feelings which seemed to cascade thrbagh

She loved Scott in a way she had never loved Andtemas difficult
now to assess exactly what she had felt for Andrethe time, but it
certainly came nowhere near her feelings for Scott.

'Love is the master-key that opens every ward othdeat of man,'
she recalled reading somewhere once, and suddeailynade such
wonderful sense. Andrew had merely succeeded thtog the outer
wails of her heart, but Scott had somehow obtathedkey to take
complete possession without her even realising it.

Oh, what dool she had been! she accused herself angrily. Sh#dshc
have known from the start that there was more toféings for
Scott than just a mere physical attraction, butrslteblindly believed
that she could never love anyone else again.

Shehadto tell Scott. She had to let him know in some \Wway she

felt. But how? She raised her hand tiredly and ledsher hair out of
her eyes as she lowered herself on to the bed. \Sbett had asked
her to marry him, he had not asked her to lovedsmwell, and during



the weeks following their marriage he had nevereandicated that
he cared for her to that extent. Had the failurdisffirst marriage
made him wary of loving someone again, or wasnipdy that he had
no love to give? she wondered suddenly.

Anna struggled with her thoughts for quite someetiafter she had
bathed and gone to bed, but she merely became coofesed and
unsure of herself as the minutes sped by.

"Oh, Scott, come soon," she whispered despairinglp the
darkness. "Come soon so | can have some idea ofyboweally
feel."

To everyone's relief, Charles Lindsay's conditimprioved rapidly
during the next few days. Anna drove her mothéhéchospital twice
a day in her father's car, and as a result ofsiessaw very little of
Andrew, which was a blessing in itself. Debbie caméhe house a
few times, but Anna found that they had very litiblesay to each
other, and subsequently they avoided each oth@uahk as possible.

Scott had telephoned almost every day . to ask héefather, but
their conversations had been brief and most urigetsy as far as
Anna was concerned. He made no mention of coming
Johannesburg again, and somehow she had founfficuldito ask

what his plans were.

Anna's mother was in her room when the telephong jast after
five on the Friday afternoon, and, leaving Debhithe kitchen to see
to the dinner, Anna hurried into the hall to ansier

It was not Scott telephoning, as she had hopedAditew, and Anna
swallowed down her disappointment with difficulty.

"Anna, is Debbie there?"



"Yes, I'll..."

"No, wait!" Andrew stopped her urgently. "I toldri&l be working
late," he went on to explain, and then he seeméegtate before he
added, "Anna, | must see you alone." .

"Are you crazy?" she demanded, lowering her vouderaatically.
"It's important,” Andrew insisted. 'thustsee you this evening."
"Where are you now?" she asked hesitantly.

"At the office," he told her. "Do you think you dduslip away and
have dinner with me somewhere?"

Anna's curiosity was dampened by a little voicet tinarned
repeatedly against such a meeting, and she saikllguil don't think
it would be wise."

"Please, Anna," he begged urgently. "It's vitathportant."

If what Andrew wanted to discuss was of such witgdortance, then
it had to be something which would affect Debbiewas|, Anna

concluded, and, against her better judgement, aide '8/ery well,

then. Where shall | meet you?"

Andrew mentioned a restaurant they had often fregaeover the
years, and it was agreed that Anna should meethmne within an
hour. Replacing the receiver, she telephoned ftaxg and then,
steeling herself, she returned to the kitchen ¢e feer sister.

"Do you think you could drive Mother to the hospitaDaddy's car
this evening?"

"Yes, of course," Debbie replied, looking faintlyspicious. "Are you
going out?"



"I have to meet a friend of mine, and | might gatktoo late to take
Mother to the hospital myself," Anna explained,lifege more than
just a little guilty as she met her sister's cusiglance. "You don't
mind, do you?"

"Not at all," Debbie assured her absently. "Shallk&ep your dinner
in the oven for you?"

"No, I'll have something to eat while I'm out." Amhesitated in the
doorway. "If | don't see Mother, will you explaihet situation to
her?"

Debbie nodded, and Anna fled upstairs to change something
more suitable than the slacks and sweater she wasng, and she
did so hurriedly before she changed her mind aghout meeting
Andrew.

Anna doubted the sensibility of her decision "wlistwe entered the
restaurant an hour later and saw Andrew coming ridsvher, but it
was too late now to do anything about it, she sedliagitatedly.

"Anna!" he smiled, taking her arm and guiding lewards the table
in the far corner where they had so often dineettogy during those
years before Debbie had taken her place. Whetlsechmice had
been intentional, or quite the opposite, no longattered to her as
she faced him across the table with its checkelat.c'lI'm so glad

you could make it," he said warmly as he stretahedh hand to clasp
hers.

Anna stared at that thin, bony hand for a momefurbesliding her
hand from beneath it with a slight feeling of ditea

"I'm not very happy about this meeting, Andrew,g $bld him a little
sharply.



"Neither am I, but | couldn't think of any othery#a see you alone,"
he explained, his dark eyes searching hers witimtaof anxiety in
their depths. "You didn't tell your mother aboustidid you?"

"l never saw my mother before leaving the hous@g replied tritely.
"The only one | spoke to was Debbie, and it wasdramligh having
to lie to her."

Their conversation was interrupted by the waitemtivg to take their
order, and for almost an hour afterwards, whildrtidenner was
served to them, Andrew thwarted her attempts tagbrthe
conversation back to the reason for her presemee thith him.

"All right, Andrew," she said eventually when theoffee had been
served. "We've eaten a superb dinner, and we'véorexb every

avenue of small talk while doing so. Don't you kit's time you told

me what was so important that | simply had to nyeethere?"

Andrew's eyes swept over her with a warmth thatHef cold and
untouched, but she was considerably shaken whesaitde "Seeing
you again has made me realise what a terrible kastamade. |
should have marriegou, Anna."

"I don't consider that a compliment,” she said sftdly when she
had recovered sufficiently. "You made your choiemd there's
nothing | can, or want, to do about it now."

Andrew lowered his glance quiltily. "I treated ybadly, and | don't
blame you if you find it hard to forgive me."

Anna stared hard at him for endless seconds wilhée teed to
discover what it was about him that had made-haktithat she had
loved him. She had to admit that he was attractive, lean sort of
way, but his chin was too weak, and his apparetiiiity to stick to
the - decision he had made did not count in hisdaetther. He had
always been rather an undecided person, now she twathink of it,



and she could not help comparing him with Scott wbald be so
forceful and determined when it came to the thimgsvanted. There
was never any dilly-dallying with Scott. Once he hmdde up his
mind, he sprang into action, and once he had maddeision he stuck
to it.

"What happened between us is in the past, as fmasoncerned,”
she said eventually. "You're married to Debbie, Bmdmarried to
Scott. You'll just have to make the best of theatibn, but whatever
you do don't let Debbie down."

"About us, Anna -" he began, but she interrupted lnimiedly.

"Forget about us for the moment, Andrew, and teliwny you think
that you made a mistake when you married Debbie."

"It's a little complicated," he prevaricated.

"I'm here now, and I'm willing to listen, so yought as well tell me,"
she insisted. "You were both very much in love wieun decided to
get married, weren't you?"

"Yes, we were," he admitted reluctantly. "But Debbhanged."
"Debbie changed?"

Andrew shifted uncomfortably in his chair. "Oh, \ydl suppose |
changed as well."

"Do you think you could be a little more explicit8tie asked, on the
verge of losing her patience with him.

"Debbie changed from the loving, vivacious littleeature she was,
into a sullen, frigid woman," he explained at lagilouring a little

when he met Anna's steady regard. "I've triedlkottaher, but it's no
use. She can't give me an explanation for her betigvbut she's



certainly made me realise what a mistake | madavée up trying to
understand her weeks ago, and the situation hiagqus from bad to
worse."

A problem of such a personal nature was best tefthe people
concerned, Anna decided wisely and, as Andrew wagouosly
waiting for her to offer some sort of advice, slagsquietly, "I'm
afraid | can't help you, Andrew, but | do suggésit the two of you
have a long talk in order to sort out your probldrafore it's too late
to do anything about it."

"l feel so terribly guilty about the way | treatgou," he stated
unexpectedly.

"Guilty?" She stared at him in surprise. "Why omtleahould you
feel guilty?"

"l knew that you loved me, and it hit you hard wHettecided to
marry Debbie."

"l thoughtl loved you, Andrew," she corrected him quietlygeting
his incredulous gaze.

"What do you mean?" he demanded, flushing slightly.

"Just exactly that," she said a little abruptlytibught | loved you,
and at the time | was shattered to learn that yerewgoing to marry
Debbie, but | realise now that it would have beelsaster if you and
| had married each other."

Andrew looked momentarily stunned as he pushecdateady hand
through his sandy hair. "Your feelings for me halianged, then?"

A cynical little smile played about her mouth. "Werou hoping |
would still feel the same way about you?"



"No, but -" He gestured vaguely through the aithtiught you might
still care a little, at least."

"What purpose would that have served?"

"I don't know," he admitted thoughtfully, then lgtance flickered
over her, taking in the reddish-gold hair that felsoft waves on to
her shoulders, the creamy smoothness of her shkithtlae hint of
mockery about her faintly sensuous mouth. "Youkey\beautiful,
Anna."

Anna stiffened involuntarily. "So my husband tetis.
"l should have married you."

"You had several years to make up your mind abloat, tout you

chose to marry my sister instead,” she reminded sharply. "Be

sensible, Andrew, and stop dithering. Don't imagireg you care for
me in any way, because you don't. Give Debbie tintd my father

Is home and on the mend, then discuss the problgémhsr. The

solution lies between the two of you, and | wouldiream of

interfering." He was behaving like an obstinatiédiboy, she decided
as she glanced at her watch and noticed the tifeu'd better take
me home now before Mother and Debbie return fraerhibspital and
find you dropping me off at the house."

Andrew rose immediately and ushered her out to &herthad parked
his car, and neither of them made any attempt éakbothe silence
during the drive out to Sandton. Anna's longing $aptt increased
suddenly, and she longed, too, for the haven diims about her, but
as they approached the house her thoughts rettorted discussion
she had had with Andrew.

"Be honest with me, Andrew," she insisted when &eé parked his
car in the shadows close to the gate. "You stitkl®ebbie, don't
you?"



"Yes, | do, but at the moment -"

"Never mind how you feel at the moment,” she siehdim
impatiently. "Have you no idea at all what coulddd@ome between
you?"

"If 1 knew that, | wouldn't be sitting here discugs my personal
problems with you, would 1?" he replied without hason, then he
turned to face her, but his expression was hiddehe darkness. "I
said some pretty ridiculous things this evening] amapologise for
them, but do you think you could talk some sense rebbie?"

Anna shrank instantly from the idea. "Debbie améve never been
very close, Andrew, and | doubt if she would takedky to any
interference from me."

"It was just a suggestion," he muttered, and assarched his face in
the darkness of the car, sensing his attitudetef despair, she found
herself relenting.

"If the opportunity arises, then I'll try, Andrewut | can't promise
anything," she added hastily when he gripped hedsi@agerly.

"I would be very grateful to you, Anna."

"I'd better go in,” she said quickly, disengagingr thands and
opening the door beside her. "Thank you for thenelinand think
very carefully before you do anything silly."

"l must thank you for coming when | needed you, Afime replied
warmly as she left his car.

"Goodnight, Andrew," she said hurriedly, and, asdar sped down
the street, she turned towards the gate, her hambling impatiently
with the catch before it swung open on its oiletbles.



Anna paused momentarily when she noticed that ithiegiroom
lights had been left on, but when something movethe shadows
beside her she went rigid with fear. A paralysingnbness choked
off the scream that rose in her throat, and it sskas though an
eternity passed before she recognised the man teppes] out on to
the path directly in front of her.

"Scott!" his name spilled joyously from her lips sise clutched at
him blindly, but his arms remained rigid and unmsgve at his
sides. It was then that she noticed his tight-lippepression in the
dull glow of the street light, and her heart gawgckening jolt when
she realised that he must have been standing ithehe shadows
observing her while she had sat talking to Andrawhis car. The
implications struck her forcibly like the blow ofskedge-hammer,
and for some time she was too stunned to speak.



CHAPTER SEVEN

IT DID not require much ingenuity for Anna to realise theott could
not have stood more than two metres away from hervghe had left
Andrew's car, and if he had been in any doubt #satadentity of her
companion, then she herself had enlightened himmientioning
Andrew's name when she had bade him goodnight. cioéd
Imagine Scott's thoughts at that moment, and sbengd inwardly as
she stared up into his chiselled, expressionless fahile her mind
searched frantically for something to say which ldobreak the
uncomfortable and incredibly tense silence betvtkem.

"Why didn't you let me know you'd be arriving tl@gening?" she
said the first thing that came to mind, but shd@bave bitten off her
tongue when she saw his lips twist into a harshicey line.

"So you could have had time to arrange yaifairs a little
differently?" he suggested icily.

"Don't be silly, Scott." '

"l understood from Debbie that her husband was ingrlate at the

office, and that you were meeting a friend," he wen in that

unnaturally cold voice that sent shivers of feahapspine. "It seems
as though she was misinformed."

"Scott... | can explain " she began desperately.

“I'm quite sure you can," he interrupted her hatstBut I'm not so
sure that | would care to hear it."

“Itisn't -"

"l always credited you with honesty and integrayna, but I've just
been proved wrong, and I'm not finding the discgwanry pleasant,”



he announced coldly, and it was like the thrust sfvord through her
heart that made her flinch with pain.

"Scott, will you listen to me!"

"1 suppose you're going to tell me that Andrewfirely discovered
his mistake, and don't leave out the interesting @aout how you
were only too willing to console him."

Scott was so close to the truth - the slightlyadisd truth - that she
stared at him speechlessly for a moment beforengayuietly, "It
wasn't quite like that, Scott."

His heavy eyebrows rose sardonically. "You meatlie other way
round?"

"No!" she cried desperately, then, realising that theyldc not
continue this conversation in the garden, she gedttowards the
house. "Let's go inside."

Scott followed her into the house in silence, amrvshe turned to
face him in the living-room her heart quickenedpéxe despite the
coldness of those deep blue eyes which had so cdressed her with
a glance. She had never desired his arms aboaseuch as she did
M that moment. She wanted to cling to him and ariyleer love for
him against that broad, solid chest, but his udyngj attitude offered
her no encouragement.

"Scott ..." she began in a choked voice, wantirgpdeately to make
her feelings known to him. "Andrew means nothing®any more."

"Really?" he mocked her cynically. "Are you goirggtell me now
that you think you're in love with me?"

Anna flinched and the blood receded from her chesksScott,
without realising it, guessed at the truth, andsthallowed her defeat



with difficulty. To confess her love for him aftehat scathing
comment would only lay her wide open to his ridewdnd she could
not bear that; not while her love for him was sdimething new and
precious.

"Scott ..." she whispered his name, holding outtagrds to him in an
unconsciously pleading gesture, but she let thdrodak lifelessly to
her sides when he turned away from her and ligarette.

"Don't try to make a fool of me, Anna," he saiddidy with his broad
back turned towards her. "When | met you, you veerfering from
the after-effects of your unrequited love for Angr€ait, and | was
well aware of the fact that you still loved him wiyou married me.
Don't make the situation worse now by trying to eoup the truth
with more lies."

"I had no intention of lying to you, | -" She broké abruptly as her
anger flared, and, unable to face his formidablekba moment
longer, she gripped his arm and turned him towdrels "Scott
Beresford, you're the most obstinate, pigheaded limarever met!"
she fumed up at him. "And | don't know why | -"

She stopped in mid-sentence at the sound of a oangaup the drive
and, realising that she still clutched Scott's ashe released him and
drew a deep breath to steady herself.

"Please, Scott," she begged quietly. "For evergoseke ... don't say
anything?"

"If you're asking me to remain silent about youaffair," he stressed
the word sneeringly, "then you can rely on me motrention the
distasteful subject."Anna flashed him an angry géarmut there was
just enough time to compose herself before her enadhd Debbie
entered the living-room.



Scott behaved in his usual impeccable manner, kmough no one
appeared to notice it, he very cleverly excludedh@rirom the

conversation,-and she finally gave up the effodgpear natural and
went through to the kitchen to make the tea. Sad to shut her mind
to what went on in the living-room, but, when tharmur of Scott's

voice and Debbie's unconsciously provocative laeightended so
perfectly, she experienced an emotion she had alvasgpised.
Jealousy, like a white-hot fire, raced through heins and blinded
her momentarily. She was being ridiculous, she teldelf, but right

at that moment she could not tolerate it that Ssietiuld behave so
naturally with her sister and her mother, wisleehad to be satisfied
with his cold, distrusting cynicism.

"You must have been surprised to find Scott waifimgyou when
you got back, Anna," her mother remarked unsuspggtiwhen
there was a lull in the conversation after Anna Imaight in the tea.

"Yes, it ... was a surprise," Anna replied haltingjlancing swiftly at
Scott, but he appeared to be intent upon lightiogyarette. "How is
Daddy this evening?" she changed the subject hastil

"He's looking well, and impatient to come home, but doctor
Insists that he should stay in hospital for anotheek."

Debbie rose with obvious reluctance at the souradadr coming up
the drive, "That will be Andrew, and I'd better keep him waiting."

Scott was on his feet at once, towering over Debbide took her
hand in his. "It's been delightful meeting youeast] Debbie."

“I'm so glad to have met you, too, Scott," Debbaled sweetly,

melting with obvious delight beneath Scott's bliezey then she
turned and kissed her mother lightly on the ché&oodnight,

Mom."



She nodded briefly in Anna's direction and left tbem with Scott,

who insisted on walking her to the door. Anna furmedardly, but as

she became aware of her mother's curious glantegem her, she
busied herself with collecting the cups and cagytime tray through
to the kitchen. Scott entered the house a few rasl#ter and she
could hear him talking quietly to her mother in thveng-room, but

she deliberately lingered over the washing up efdinps in an effort
to control her temper. She had to sort this probtemwith Scott

before they went to bed, she decided firmly. To/ded any longer

would only create an unnecessary barrier betweem,tland that
would be intolerable now that she knew how muchlshed him.

Her opportunity came when Scott emerged from thewvsh and
walked across to the bed. She sat up instantlyagtae pillows, her
heart pounding wildly at the sight of him in hiotm, silk dressing
gown, and her thoughts returned inevitably to finst night of their

marriage. He had come to her then wearing that slessing gown,
and she had been excited and afraid, simultaneousty his

masculinity.

"Scott..." she began hesitantly as he sat dowrmermretge of the bed
with his back turned firmly towards her. "Could va¢k quietly and
sensibly for a few minutes?"

"I don't think there's anything that needs discugsiAnna," he
contradicted harshly. "I'm trying my best to und@nsl what you
must be going through after seeing Andrew agaihldd's not dissect
the incident further."

It was clear to her that Scott was convinced that &ill cared for
Andrew and, in her urgency to make him realisetinh, she leaned
forward and felt the muscles grow taut in his arhew she touched
him.

"l wish you'd let me explain."



He brushed off her hand distastefully. "The subiediosed, Anna,
and | don't want it mentioned again."

Her eyes clouded with pain as she watched himasltpof his robe
and climb into bed. He made no attempt to lie clésdner when he
had switched off his bedside light and, switchirffgher own, she
remained on her side of the bed, staring into thkreess with a
heaviness in her breast which was born of despair.

She had longed for Scott to come to her and, naivié was there,
everything had gone wrong. If she could have tutreszk the clock a
few hours to the time Andrew had telephoned hem tthe would
have heeded the warnings of that wise little voa®] everything
would have been so different.

What a futile thought! she realised angrily, andtfee first time in
many months she felt the hot tears filling her eseg spilling over
on to her cheeks.

Anna slept fitfully that night as the agony of hayiScott so close,
and yet so far, gnawed away at her. It hurt thatenen in his sleep
had he attempted to touch her, and her heariKelallead weight in
her chest when she awoke the following morningimal fhe had
already dressed and gone down to have breakfdbhg=an a pair of
slacks and a blouse, she hurried down to join hpjng to find him
in a more receptive mood, but he informed her guttat he had
business to attend to in the city, and left thesecaifew minutes later
without so much as glancing at her.

Anna had not questioned the validity of his statetmleut she spent
the rest of the morning brooding over his unreleptattitude, and

when he finally returned to the house just befareh, she had made
up her mind to return home with him that Saturdiégraoon.



"What the devil do you think you're doing?" he dewched when he
found her up in the bedroom packing her suitcase.

"I've decided to return home with you," she replopdte clearly
without looking up from her task. "I don't think have any difficulty
getting a seat on the same flight."

"You're doing nothing of the sort!" he snapped, badvas beside her
in one stride, tilting the contents of her suitcasé on to the bed.
"You're staying here as planned, until your fatbemes out of

hospital."

"But, Scott-"
"You're staying!"

His voice had the effect of a whiplash, and it Htgned her into
submission as he towered over her menacingly.

"If that's what you really want, then | supposééals have to stay,"”
she said unsteadily, shrinking inwardly at the pgmfury in his eyes.

"That's what | want," he stated decisively, and rapots later she was
alone and feeling peculiarly like a child who hadtjbeen severely
punished.

The situation between them became almost intolerad the
afternoon progressed, and Anna marvelled at her alhty to
withstand the strain and tension of having to appeemal before the
rest of the family.

Her nerves were severely tested, however, whendheyed at the
hospital that afternoon. Scott, his face an insdriet mask, came face
to face with Andrew for the first time, and Annarsghow made the
introductions without faltering. It was a devilisituation, andone
which she would have given anything to avoid att theecise



moment, but this meeting between them was inewtadhd there
was nothing she could do to alter the circumstances

Anna skilfully avoided Andrew's curiously questingiglances by
giving her father her undivided attention as thewpd around his bed,
but her relief was intense when the visiting hoas\iinally over and
they could take their leave.

Her hands were clammy when they stepped out ofctimecal
building and into the sunshine, but her legs feli®ugh they wanted
to cave in beneath her when her mother asked Debbiéndrew to
join them for tea at the house. Anna steadied Heagminst the
bonnet of her father's car as she summoned up tteagth to
continue with the charade, but Andrew declined itivitation and
hastily marched Debbie off to where he had parkeddr.

Anna closed her eyes and could have wept withfrddig she pulled
herself together and climbed into the car beforenm@ther or Scott
noticed the faint shimmering of unwanted tearsandyes.

Scott had arranged to return to Durban on the eargning flight,
and Anna followed him diffidently when he eventyabBxcused
himself and went upstairs to collect his things.

"Il drive you out to the airport,” she offeredraeusly as she stood
aside and watched him applying pressure to theflidis case and
fastening the catches.

"Il get a taxi," he replied without looking upoim his task.

"Don't be so infuriatingly self-sufficient, ScottShe sighed in
exasperation. "You won't let me go home with yout, you can at
least accept my offer and allow me to drive yothtairport.”



Scott straightened then with a cynical expressioarrimg his
attractive features and, despite her own tallnesseemed to tower
over her. "Is this some sort of olive branch yooffering me?"

Anna considered she had done remarkably well ipikgeher temper
in check, but her control snapped for some reammh she reacted in
a way she had never done before. Her hand flews sprike him, but

his fingers latched on to her wrist while it wadl #t midair, and he

gave her arm a painful twist that made her cryioaigony.

"Don't ever try that again,” he warned in a volt&t tvas dangerously
calm as he released her. "I may surprise you lgliaghg in a
similar, but more painful fashion."

She had no idea what had possessed her to behdessoably, but,
as she turned away to hide her tears of despanestlised that she
had deserved his cruelty.

“I'm sorry,” she murmured unsteadily as she foughtegain the
control she had lost so completely, and there wasse, frightening
little silence before &he heard him speak.

"If you're going to drive me out to Jan Smuts, tiaes'd better go."

His statement was such an anti-climax that she bathake back a
wave of hysteria before she could trust her vaicgound normal.

"I'll get the car keys," she managed eventuallg, escaped before he
could change his mind.

Anna waited in the car while Scott bade her motaeawell, but from

the moment he slid into the seat beside her shanteeaware of the
ever-widening gulf between them. His hostility tod& her was
something she could not bear, and during the dnitdo the airport
she became frustrated by her helpless inabiliya@nything about
it.



"Let me know when to expect you so | can arramgge plans
accordingly," he remarked scathingly as they waiiteithe departure
lounge for his flight to be called.

"Don't, Scott," she pleaded, wincing inwardly aswords found their
mark like a well-aimed arrow. "Don't create someghiout of
nothing."

"Do you expect me to overlook the fact that you ledecret
assignation with your sister's husband becauseegysiill in love with
him?" he demanded tersely, his eyes raking heftingly from head
to foot until her cheeks were flushed with humibtat

"I don't expect you to overlook anything," she aduguietly, her
hands gripping the edge of her seat. "All | askifothe chance to
explain what happened. | didn't -"

A melodious female voice over the intercom systernacross her
intended explanation and brought Scott to his feet.

"That's my flight number."

Anna stood up jerkily, her heart beating painf@@yainst her ribs as
they stood facing each other. The flight announcerhad defeated
her attempt to vindicate herself, and had hisualtitnot been so
forbidding, she would have done almost anythinthat moment to
keep him there with her.

"Aren't you going to kiss me before you go?" shkedsa little
audaciously, determined not to be intimidated k. hi

He raised one cynical eyebrow and said impatieritfgs, if you
really want me to."

His kiss was cold and impersonal but, as he waatabanove away
from her, she clutched at him in frantic desperatio



"Scott, please ..." she begged, her mouth quiveumgpntrollably
and her eyes brimming with unashamed tears, buteh@ined
curiously unmoved as he brushed aside her handstepded back.

"Goodbye, Anna."

She stared after him, her tears distorting hisitapposing figure as he
strode towards the departure gate without lookiackbShe wanted
to run after him, to beg him to stay, or to takewih him. Anything
would be preferable to having to part from him, deeided, but she
seemed incapable of moving as she recalled himgawvbrds.

Goodbye, AnnaRecalling it now made it sound so dreadfully fine
that she shook uncontrollably as she made her \aak to the car.
Had Scott perhaps tried to convey something towiech she was
too frightened and confused to grasp, or was shielynallowing her
imagination to get the better of her?

Goodbye, Annal’he words reverberated through her tortured msnd
she drove back to Sandton, and it was somethirggdim a miracle
that she arrived safely at her destination, for Bad very little
recollection afterwards of where and how she hawktted.

The week following Scott's departure seemed to péksagonising
slowness, and if Anna had not promised her fathat $he would
remain with her mother for the duration of his stayhospital, she
would have returned to Amazibu Bay soon after Setsttelephoned
regularly for news of Charles, but his hostile amstant attitude did
nothing to restore Anna's confidence, and she ftvanslelf becoming
increasingly impatient to return home. It had beeonwitally
important to her that sheshould erase the barrléchwhad been
erected between them, and slaelto make him understand somehov
that Andrew no longer meant anything to her.



Charles Lindsay was allowed home the following 8y, and
although he complained about the room they hadgpeelfor him on
the ground floor, he finally admitted that it woulde some time
before he would be strong enough to negotiate tdiess Elizabeth
settled him into a comfortable chair in the livimgpm, and fussed
over him like a hen with one chick, and despitefaérer's protests,
Anna suspected that he secretly relished all tkent@dn he was
receiving.

Anna shelved her own problems momentarily as shiegtbthe signs
of strain on Debbie's face when she and Andrewepbithem for
lunch on the Sunday. They seemed to be in no hamgturn to their
flat afterwards, and when Anna finally went througlthe kitchen to
make tea that afternoon, she was surprised toesesdter get up and
follow her from the room. Anna was instantly on baard, for it was
the first time Debbie had deliberately sought cert company, and
that in itself was unusual.

She observed her sister unobtrusively, noticing Boa/fidgeted with
the sugar bowl and the cups as if she couldn'equoéke up her mind
about something, and several nerve-racking secpadsed before
she seemed to pluck up the courage to speak.

"About ..." she began self-consciously, digging #p@on into the
sugar like someone digging for treasure. "About god Scott ..."

Wariness made Anna stiffen, "What about us?"

Debbie's grey glance was troubled and questioriNgu are happy,
aren't you?"

"Shouldn't we be?" Anna demanded guardedly.

"Don't be so evasive, Anna ... pleasaitustknow," Debbie insisted,
her voice low and urgent. "Don't you realise thablldn't be prying
into your personal life like this if it wasn't imgant?"



Anna would have had to be totally obtuse not tgeasthat this
might have something to do with the conversatiom Istad had with
Andrew, and she sounded a little more encouragsghe said
carefully, "If you could explain why it's so impartt for you to know
whether Scott and | are happy, then | might begimrtderstand."

Debbie relinquished her treasure-digging activiiethe sugar bowl
to clutch at the back of a kitchen chair until keuckles showed
white, then she whispered urgently, "Anna, | cding with this
terrible feeling of guilt much longer. | may haviegn the impression
that I'm totally insensitive, but I'm being destdyby guilt!"

"Guilt, Debbie?"

"Yes," Debbie nodded, her facial muscles twitcmegvously. "We -
Andrew and | - we hurt you very much, didn't we?"

"At that time | was hurt very deeply, yes, but #iemo need for you
to feel guilty about it," Anna assured her as stiecked off the kettle
and gave her sister her undivided attention. "DebbiAndrew and |
would never have |>een happy together, becausew krow that |
never really cared for him."

"You do love Scott, then?"

Anna found it difficult voicing the answer to such personal
guestion, but knowing that Debbie's happiness digmkbon it, she
said: "Yes ... very much."

"Oh, Anna," Debbie sighed, her lips trembling as &fught against
the tears. "You don't know what a relief it is tah you say that!"

"This guilt you spoke of, Debbie," Anna began, iieglcloser to her
sister at that moment than they had ever beendeétdas it affected
your relationship with Andrew in any way?"



"Yes, it has, I'm afraid," Debbie admitted, bitingr lip nervously. "l
love him, Anna, | really do. I've tried my besta® the kind of wife he
wanted, but every time he touches me, | -"

"You are overcome with unnecessary guilt?" Anniedilin for her
when she hesitated.

"Yes." Debbie brushed a strand of silky fair hait of her eyes and
turned to stare out of the window. "It's reachesl stage now where
I'm beginning to think I've killed every scrap oWk he had for me."

"l don't think that's possible," Anna assured hantly.

"What am | going to do, Anna?" her sister wantekitow with a note
of despair in her voice. "Mother has always sadt §ou're such a
sensible person, and | desperately need advice."

Anna was not so sure that she was as sensibleysnhgined her to
be when she thought of the problems that awaitecahé&mazibu

Bay, but keeping in mind her conversation with Aewlron that

fateful evening, and her promise to help in some,vehe said :

"There's no need for you to feel guilty about amghn future, and if

it means that you have to make the first move tdwagstoring your
marriage, then make that move, and make it sooe Sndrew some
indication that you've shaken off this phobia otisg and the rest
will come naturally."”

"Do you really think so?" Debbie asked dubiously.
"I'm positive it will work."

Footsteps echoed down the passage towards therkjtahd Debbie
turned away hastily to remove the evidence of beemt tears, barely
succeeding in regaining her composure before Andvealked
through the door.



"What are you two nattering about?” he demanded/fydlg.
"Where's that tea we were promised?"

"The tea will be ready in a few minutes," Anna piead hastily, her
eyes issuing a silent instruction at Debbie whieh $ister reacted
upon after a moment of uncertainty.

"Andrew," she began, taking his hands and drawingtbwards the
door leading into the back garden. "Will you comghwne for a
moment, please?"

Andrew shot a curious glance at Anna, but folloviedbbie into the
garden without protesting, and Anna watched thermoutih the
window until they disappeared into the old summaude.

Anna delayed the tea for several minutes beforecahged the tray
through to the living-room, and there was a lumpeén throat when
Debbie and Andrew eventually joined them there yiere holding

hands like young lovers, while their expressiongggested that they
had succeeded in reaching a new understandingAand hoped

fervently that she would have as much success Satitt when she
returned home.

Anna discussed her plans with her parents thatieyeand made
arrangements the following morning for her fligbt Durban that
same afternoon. All that remained was for Scabetinformed of her
time of arrival, but when she telephoned Amazibly Bhe found
only his aunt at home.

"Scott said he would be home for lunch," Aunt Derkplained. "I'll
give him your message as soon as he arrives."skieel after Charles
Lindsay's health, andthen added, "I'm so glad gazoming home at
last, Anna."

Dorothy MacPherson's voice had sounded odd, Anmagtit
frowningly as she replaced the receiver. Coulckithmt something,



had happened of which she was as yet unaware? lBoméd do
with Scott, perhaps?

"It's my imagination again," Anna told herself fiyavhen she was
unable to find an answer, and she hurried up taodwn to fling the
last few things into her suitcase.

She could no longer curb her impatience to be #ibtt, and when
the plane finally landed at the Durban airport thiérnoon she felt
decidedly faint with excitement. Scott was therenet her, and her
enthusiasm would have sent her rushing headlongistarms if the
austerity of his expression had not forbidden iabsolutely. Surely
he was not still bearing a grudge because she et $hose few
hours alone with Andrew? she thought irritably ascbllected her
suitcase in silence and hurried her out to the car.

Their conversation was polite and strained whiletSwegotiated the
Mercedes from the airport grounds, but, as he tbekoad south to
Amazibu Bay, Anna threw all caution to the winds.

"Scott, you're not still angry with me, are youRé slemanded evenly
as she glanced at his stern profile and saw notthege which
offered encouragement.

"l was never angry with you, Anna."

"No, you were furious," she amended with a fairtijused smile.
"You were furious because you saw me with Andrew,-H

"That's enough!" he interrupted harshly, his hanotiching the
steering wheel as if he wanted to snap it in twtnld you the subject
was closed."

"I never considered you to be an unreasonable 8@ott," she said at
length, staring blindly ahead of her and seeindningt of the lush,



subtropical greenery along the coastal drive. édded you with a
little more intelligence and understanding."

"I've a lot of important matters on my mind at thement, Anna," he
said coldly, "and | really can't be bothered witivialities such as
this."

"Trivialities!" she gasped incredulously, turningher seat to stare at
him. "Do you know what you're saying?"

"Yes," he smiled cynically. "I like to get my pribes in the correct
order, and at the moment business comes befoeésall’

“I'm beginning to think the only thing that will ew be of any
Importance to you is your business!" she hit badkra in her state of
frenzied unhappiness.

"You're quite right," he agreed bluntly.

Anna drew a careful, steadying breath. "And whew@cty do | fit
into this programme?"

He glanced at her briefly, but his expression gagthing away.
"You're my wife, of course, and as such you playega large role in
my business affairs."

"l do?" she asked with a hint of mockery in herceoi

"You're forgetting that you're a twenty-five per tehareholder in
the business."

"I never asked you to make me a shareholder," esmended him as
she flinched inwardly and tried again. "Oh, Scalis is all so
unnecessary. We're saying things we don't meantearthg each
other apart in the process."



"l think we both know now exactly where we stankg' remarked
coldly without taking his eyes off the road, andnarfelt a shiver of
apprehension rippling through her.

"What's that supposed to mean?" she asked quietly.

"Just whatever you want to make of it," he statechtty, and Anna
lapsed into a disturbed silence as she grappleld et turbulent
thoughts.

Scott was so far removed from her at that momeattttiey could just
as well have been sitting at the opposite enda@tarth instead of
beside each other in the Mercedes, she thoughtatlisnand it
seemed there was very little she could do abousithation, except
wait, and hope that time would eliminate the footbetween them.

Aunt Dorrie had a long, cool drink awaiting themtbe terrace when
they arrived, but Scott declined the invitationjdon them, and left
almost at once.

"l don't know what's got into that nephew of miraely,” Aunt
Dorrie remarked as Anna handed her suitcase ovenéoof the
servants to take up to her room. "He's been gunpossible this last
week," she added as she waved Anna into a chaiplacdd a glass
of chilled orange juice on the table beside her.

"Did anything of interest happen while | was away?iha asked,
steering the conversation in a different direction.

"Something happened, all right,” Aunt Dorrie reglimstantly, her
lips tightening ominously. "Joan Mulder is back."

At any other time this news would not have troubdecha, but with
the existing relationship between Scott and heraslit was, she
could not prevent the flicker of anxiety that ra¢lebugh her.



Making an effort to hide her fears, she asked disud/hen did she
arrive?"

"She arrived a few days after you'd left for Joleshurg, and she's
out to make mischief, if you ask me," Scott's aiated firmly.

Was it possible, Anna wondered silently, that Joaeturn had
something to do with Scott's unrelenting attitutlé&s his anger at
seeing her with Andrew merely an excuse to coverhigpown

preoccupation with Joan? It was a possibility ske bt want to

dwell on, but it was one she could not overlooke stecided
unhappily.

"Have you seen her?" Anna continued to questiort'S@unt.

"No, | haven't, but news gets around very quicklg ismall town like
this," Aunt Dorrie replied with a slight grimace.

"Is her husband with her?"

"No," Aunt Dorrie shook her grey head and frown&and that's
something else that troubles me. I've heard a rurti@i they're in
the process of divorcing each other."

"Has Scott seen her, do you think?" Anna askedaasly, trying to
ignore her rapidly increasing pangs of anxiety.

"l wouldn't know," the older woman replied thoughly. "He hasn't
said a word, and he hasn't been in the right damamd for me to
guestion him about it."

"I wonder ..." Anna murmured, sipping at her oramgee as she
stared out across the sunlit garden.

"What do you wonder, my dear?"



Anna hesitated momentarily before voicing her ttedlihoughts. "I
wonder if she's hoping to win Scott from me somelow

"Don't be silly, Anna," Aunt Dorrie scolded heraatce. "Besides, it's
rather too late for that, don't you agree?"

"Yes," Anna replied distractedly. But was it totefad Would she be
able to stand in his way if he made it clear tleapreferred Joan after
all?"Do you think her return may have somethingldowith Scott's
peculiar behaviour lately?" Aunt Dorrie interruptéide flow of
Anna's frantic thoughts.

"I don't know," she replied evasively. "I'm certathough, that he
must know that she's here. Joan Mulder wouldn'tevasich time in
making sure that Scott was informed in some wagnather."

"Oh, dear!" the older woman sighed heavily as shieected their
empty glasses and placed them on the tray. "l g lshe has the
sense not to upset everything again."

They were most probably making something out ohimgt, Anna
decided in a valiant effort to be sensible, butéheas no harm in
being prepared for whatever might eventuate irfuhee.



CHAPTER EIGHT

ScoTT returned home in time for dinner that evening, ihatead of
joining Anna on the terrace as he had always dotie past, he went
upstairs directly to shower and change, and alth@wgry part of her
cried out for her to go after him, she decided gfat. At the dinner
table Aunt Dorrie did most of the talking, seemingblivious of the
strained atmosphere which existed between Scothand.

"The annual Mayor's Ball is being held at the Tdmm this coming
Friday evening," Scott addressed Anna directlythar first time as
they were about to leave the table, and his cadag flickered over
her briefly as he added, "It's expected that wellshattend."

He strode from the dining-room without giving hiee opportunity to
speak, and Anna stared after him thoughtfully usiié heard the
study door close behind him.

"What did Scott mean by saying it's expected treashould attend?"
she asked Aunt Dorrie as she followed her intditheg-room.

"The Mayor's Ball is always held at the Tom-Tom,lr Dorrie
explained, seating herself in her favourite armchad picking up
her embroidery. "As he's the owner of the hotehd#turally expected
that Scott will attend."

Anna was not too sure whether she wanted to acaoyrfpeott to the

Bali while their relationship left so much to besaled, but as his aunt
continued to elaborate on this annual function, éAnealised that it

would look * decidedly odd if Scott arrived at #all on his own.

Aunt Dorrie retired to bed early, as was her custamd Anna
followed her upstairs soon afterwards. It was a homid night, and
she took a cool shower before going to bed, butfehed she was
unable to sleep. She tossed and turned restlaslglue heard Scott
enter the dressing-room through the passage estrand her heart



thumped heavily against her ribs as she waitediforto join her, but
the minutes passed and, to her dismay, she hearsptings of the
bed in the dressing- room creaking beneath his weigh

Her first instinct was to go to him, to show him,the only way she
knew of, that she cared, but fear of being rejetéder lying rigid

in the enormous bed with tears of frustration amhgpointment
gathering in her eyes. She tried to be sensiblataball, but the tears
continued to pave their way down her cheeks, aadtily thought
that kept recurring was that she had ruined hey ehlance of
happiness by being concerned for someone she gerleared about.

Anna moved about restlessly beneath the sheetshawveted despite
the fact that she was perspiring freely. She kriensymptoms only
too well and, going through to the bathroom, sher@deed for the
bottle of sleeping capsules she had hidden awagwbere in the
back of the small cupboard. For the first time iontis she needed to
take something in order to escape for a few houns the painful
reality of life. It was the coward's way out, skealled Sheila telling
her once when Sheila had come into her bedroompawgedly to
find her swallowing down the small capsule. Shereéidquished the
habit after that, but, just for this one night, skas going to be a
coward once more, she decided as she swallowed teeveapsule
and returned to bed.

Her futile thoughts rotated madly through her mibefore the
harmless capsule took effect, but one clear thoreghained to taunt
her. If Scott had given her the opportunity to explabout Andrew,
she would have found it virtually impossible to do without
confessing her feelings for him in the processttStad offered her
marriage, notove and if she had been foolish enough to fall ireloy
with him, then she had only herself to blame. Sedtive was
something she could not hope to possess, and raiviaéhno longer
shared the same room with her, she could not hmesgdect much



from their marriage either, unless she managedtwince him in
some way of her fidelity.

She whispered his name involuntarily and yawned,s&atonds later
she slipped into a dreamless sleep from which gheat awake until
long after breakfast the following morning.

Two days after her return from Johannesburg, Anrawvared the
front door to find a familiar face standing befbwer. Her auburn hair
was styled in a sleek silk cap about her head,h@ndlark, heavily
mascaraed eyes surveyed Anna contemptuously.

"You're still here, then."

Acting on a great deal of supposition and a lfievhat Aunt Dorrie
had told her, Anna schooled her voice and said aqtnal politeness,
"Yes, thank you."

"How clever of you," the other woman smiled, b thnt of sarcasm
In her melodious voice placed Anna instantly on dnesird. "May |
come in?"

"Please do," Anna murmured, and the curvaciousdigtlad in pale
gold chiffon, swept past her, leaving Anna to follon the wake of
her expensive perfume.

Joan lowered herself elegantly into the padded laamdeside the
potted fern and glanced about her with a faintlgicgl expression
hovering about her full red mouth. "You've been mglkchanges. |
must admit | liked it better the way it was befbre.

Anna chose to ignore that remark as she sat dowreichair facing
Joan and, deciding that the preliminaries had beéealt with
sufficiently, she asked, "May | know the purposgair visit?"



"I was hoping to see Scott," Joan replied withoasitation, her
glance challenging Anna. "Is he at home?"

"I'm afraid Scott isn't in at the moment."
"When do you expect him back?"

"Not before this evening." Anna hesitated momehtaangered by
Joan's audacity, yet curious to know the reasomdordesire to see
Scott. "Was there something | could do for youhpes?"

"l shouldn't think so," Joan smiled sweetly. "Whdiave to discuss
with Scott is of a personal nature."

Anna bit back the angry words that sprang to has, land asked
instead, "Does Scott know of your return to Amaziay?"

"Yes, of course." A smile of satisfaction hoverbauat her lips as she
crossed one shapely leg over the other. "Didntelhgou?"

Anna controlled her features with difficulty as steplained. "I've
been in Johannesburg these past two weeks, andwea'hreally had
much time to discuss anything since my return "

Joan offered Anna a cigarette but, when Anna ded)ishe selected
one and placed it in a gold holder. She took Imee tabout lighting it,
and Anna made use of the opportunity to observarioge closely.
Her skin was flawless, but slightly sallow, Annaticed, and
although there was remarkable beauty in the higrekibones and
perfectly shaped jaw, there was a calculating hessinin those
heavily lashed eyes that did not appeal to Anna.

"l suppose that, considering the way news getsrarou this place,
you must have heard that I'm divorcing my husband@an
demanded, observing Anna through a screen of smoke.



"Yes, I've heard," Anna admitted warily.

Joan drew hard on her cigarette and her eyes nedrelightly as she
expelled another cloud of smoke into the air. "Mgrrmage to Dennis
was a mistake and you might as well know the trutintend to have
Scott back."

Her bald statement jolted Anna physically and migntdut she
somehow managed to convey a cool, unruffled appeardThat's
rather presumptuous of you, isn't it?"

"I don't think so," Joan smiled with infuriating eetness. "l've
always believed in making my intentions quite cleareveryone.
That way there can be no misunderstandings, don'tgree?"

The melodious voice which Anna had initially fousd attractive
now began to jar as she replied with equal fran&kn@&ghink you're
forgetting that Scott is now married to me, Joaml bdon't intend to
hand him over to you as meekly as you may think."

"Scott loved me once and he'll love me again. Thenald be nothing
you could do to prevent him from gaining his freedid he desires
it," Joan informed her chillingly. "He only droppede when he
married Trudie. Now I've ditched Dennis, | can asswu it won't be
at all difficult to get him back."

Joan's statement had a ring of truth to it thathkaghe painful thrust
of a knife. Pride, however, made Anna conceal loeibts from this
woman who had now become her adversary, and, tign&f the
relationship which had existed between Scott amdetfebefore that
unfortunate incident in Johannesburg, she somehowndf the
courage to say calmly, "I wouldn't be too confidabhout your plans
succeeding, if | were you, Joan."

The other woman extinguished her cigarette agiataad dropped
the holder into her bag. "Don't think that beca8sett made you a



twenty-five per cent shareholder in his business lyave some sort
of hold over him, because you don't."

"l don't know how you found out about the interesaive in Scott's
business, and | don't really care,” Anna said goldarely able to
conceal her surprise and distaste. "The hold | haxwer Scott is
something much more personal, and totally beyondir yc
understanding."

How could Anna explain to someone like Joan thesjog and Scott
had found in each other's company? Physically atetlectually they
had complemented and stimulated each other in aenavhich Joan
would never understand. Trudie's lack of interasbcott's business
affairs alone had created a void between them wiachresulted in
her leaving him for another man. Joan was the sdaime only thing
she evewouldbe interested in was herself, Anna decided firmly.

"You're not expecting a child, are you?" Joan'sc&otut across
Anna's thoughts, and Anna stared at her blanklyaféew startled
seconds before she realised that Joan had migietedp her
statement completely.

"Would that be so surprising?" Anna asked calmhasging at the
weapon which Joan had inadvertently placed in lhedb. "Weare
married, you know."

Joan was obviously shaken, Anna noticed with akelic of
satisfaction, but she rallied swiftly. "Scott wonldet something like
that stand in his way when it comes to his feeliiogsne."

"Can you be sure of that?" Anna challenged her gtk

Joan paled visibly and jumped to her feet, herevoiow shrill with
agitation and dislike as she accused Anna. "Yonktlyou're very
clever, don't you!"



Anna stood up as well and found that she had tiiarddge of a few
centimetres over the other woman as she begardge lber attack
with a calmness that surprised even herself.

"l don't consider myself clever, Joan, but | dodaw practical and
sensible moments, and | don't take kindly to hawimg personal
happiness threatened by someone as irresolute naedsitive as
yourself."

"How dare you speak to me like that!" Joan snapped.

"How dareyouthink you can intimidate me into handing Scottraee
you as if he were a misplaced parcel!" Anna cowateswiftly, no
longer making an effort to control her anger. "Y@ad him once, but
he left you in favour of someone else. Scott isrreditomenow, and
| can promise you | won't be shaken off as easlya may think."

"We shall see about that!" Joan shouted, and lkekrd&icontrol was
unpleasant to witness, for her beautiful face wawrded with fury.
"Be warned, Anna. I'm now more determined than ewerdo
everything in my power to get him back, and | measucceed!"

The front door slammed behind her a few seconds,lahd Anna
observed her departure from the window as heraifiad figure
walked stiffly and erectly down the avenue of patowsards the large
iron gates. She intended to make trouble, that nwa$ obvious,
Anna realised with a feeling of uneasiness, butld/she succeed as
she had so confidently claimed that she would?

"l must say you handled that very nicely, Anna."

Anna swung round in surprise to see Dorothy Macsdreentering
the living-room through the glass doors which opeoegton to the
terrace. "You heard?"



"I was on my way inside when | realised that yod bampany, and |
couldn't help listening in on the conversation."nADorrie smiled a
little self-consciously as she sniffed at the eatdynmer roses she
held in her hands. "Shameless of me, wasn't it."

"Not really," Anna assured her, her lips curvingpian answering
smile as the tension inside of her eased a little.

"It seemed to me that Joan was of the opinionghatcould walk all
over you much the same as she's always done vetiy@w else, and
she was considerably shaken when she discoveredhgduno
intention of letting her have her way." Aunt Dorlaighed merrily,
her eyes crinkling up at the corners as she pughedroses
unceremoniously into a vase containing a few witgisies. "She was
silent for such a long time, after discovering tyati were expecting
a child, that | thought for a moment she had fairite

"If you remember correctly, Aunt Dorrie, | neverdadher | was
pregnant,” Anna hastened to correct her with arfgedf guilt. "She
jumped to the wrong conclusion, and I'm ashameditoit | decided
not to contradict her."

Aunt Dorrie's expression sobered instantly. “Youamehat you're
not going to have a baby?"

"No, I'm not," Anna admitted, colouring slightlyddan declared war,
and in this kind of battle one uses whatever weapoe can lay one's
hands on, but my only regret is that my weapon Wwasithentic."

"I must admit I'm a little disappointed. It's abdume this enormous
house was filled with the laughter of children daolgoalong the
passages. But you're right, of course,” Aunt Doaieounced,
drawing Anna down on to the sofa beside her. "Sheldn't hesitate
to make . use of every foul method available tq Bed you have to
defend yourself in some way." Mischief gleamedhe Y depth of



those blue eyes that were so very like Scott'tidtoughly enjoyed
it, though, when you 'did the attacking, and Jaam#l herself on the
defensive. It was most probably the first time er hfe she'd ever
found herself in that position, and it served hgint:"

Anna shook her head sadly. "I'm ashamed of myself."

"Don't be silly,” the older woman argued. "What ytold her was the
truth, and if Scott were here -"

"He would most probably have handled the situatiguite
differently. In fact," Anne hesitated, glancing dowat her hands
clenched so tightly in her lap, "the conversati@mw®zen Joan and
myself wouldn't have taken place at all if Scotl baen here, and I'm
beginning to wish h@adbeen here to speak to her."

"Nonsense!" Aunt Dorrie's voice was almost a rebtik®on't you
realise that you now have the advantage of knowexactly what
she's up to?"

"I wonder," Anna murmured, not sure whether anymoeld ever
know exactly what someone like Joan Mulder wouldada with the
situation between Scott and herself as precarisitsveas, there was
no knowing how well Joan would succeed in her cagmp#o win
Scott back.

"Scott would never tolerate her interference inrymarriage," Aunt
Dorrie remarked almost as if she had read Annaisghts.

Anna's smile was tinged with uncertainty. "I hopai'ye right, Aunt
Dorrie."

Her meeting with Joan that morning, and their sgbeat
conversation, plagued Anna throughout the rest@fdiay. She tried
to work off the uncertainty of her thoughts in theeden, but the heat
finally drove her into the air-conditioned interioir the house.



She tried to rest after lunch, but instead sheddwrself pacing the
floor of her bedroom as the silence in the housaine oppressive.
She wrestled endlessly with her thoughts untielt &s though her
head would burst and, pulling the curtains aside,s¢ared out of the
window. The almost deserted stretch of sandy bbachkoned to her
invitingly and, making up her mind swiftly, sheippred and put on
her bikini. With her towelling robe tied firmly abbher waist, she
pushed her feet into a pair of old sandals and dewnstairs to leave
a message for Aunt Dorrie on the hall table befaneying from the
house.Anna reached the beach within a few minutessipping out
of her robe, she dropped it on to the sand be®dsdndals. The sea
looked deliciously cool, and she ran towards ispyag a little as her
heated body struck the water. Against Scott's tepeaarnings, she
swam out some distance before turning over on toblaek and
closing her eyes against the sun.

She drifted on the leisurely swell of the ocealgxiag for the first
time that day, and quite oblivious of how much titveed elapsed
before she eventually became aware of a differanttee motion of
the sea beneath her. Her eyes flew open, and sigatdaer breath in
alarm when she realised that the current had darher a
considerable distance from the shore.

Telling herself not to panic, she struck out tovgatide beach, but
although she was a reasonably strong swimmer,edmaesd to make
no progress at all. The current was too strontpéoy and her strength
was ebbing swiftly. She dared not relax her efftstsone moment,
Anna realised helplessly, but to continue swimmagginst such
odds would finally result in her drowning from she&haustion. The
salt in her tears mingled with the salt of the @agahe cursed herself
for her foolishness and, choking back a sob, sheemaenewed and
desperate effort to reach the shore.

Exhaustion finally claimed her, and she went doewvesal times as
though her body had been filled with lead. Eacletshe struggled



weakly to the surface to drag the life-giving aairgully into her
lungs, but there was an unfamiliar roaring in resseand a darkness
that threatened to envelope her.

Something touched her thigh at this point, andnalglicked through
her like a blade of a knif&hark!she thought and, panic-stricken, sh
lashed out blindly at the dark object beside hke felt herself being
lifted until her head was above the water and, drgwreat gulps of
air into her lungs, she continued her frenziedtffgh survival.

"Stop that at once!" a familiar voice snapped, tnath she thankfully
knew nothing more until the sea seemed to spit tbaton to the
sandy beach.

"What a damn idiotic thing to do!" Scott accusedshly the moment
he regained his breath. "Were you trying to drowargelf?"

"No," Anna coughed and spluttered, struggling we&kher knees in
the shallow water in order to brush her hair outhef eyes. "l
underestimated the sea currents, that's all."

Scott's hands clamped about her upper arms likes\aod she was
lifted to her feet unceremoniously to be shakeil she hung limply
like a rag doll in his grip, her teeth biting iriter lower lip in an effort
not to cry out against the pain.

"You've been warned repeatedly about not goingpanfar, and do
you realise that if Aunt Dorrie hadn't become socasned about you
I might not have arrived in time to save you?" leendnded harshly
as he shook her again with renewed vigour untélttas though her
neck would snap.

"Yes - and I'm sorry - but don't shout at me, amahd | wish you'd
1-let me go!" she gasped when his punishment firradljed. "I'm not
the suicidal type, and well you know it, but if ydon't stop hurting
me | might begin to wish hadkilled myself!"



Scott's face was a white mask of fury that frigkteiher even more
than the punishment he had dished out as he drdggeabainst his
hard chest and, for one heart-stopping momentflsheght he was
going to kiss her, but he thrust her from him undlg and practically

dragged her to where she had left her robe ancatgande helped her
into her robe with hands that seemed to havehesitt of gentleness,
and waited for her to slip her feet into her sasdafore he gripped
her arm and marched her up to the house as if gne an erring

child. Anna's legs were shaking like jelly whenytisbmbed the steps
up on to the terrace, but his hand on her arm wasveet yet

agonising support she was secretly thankful for.

"l suggest you don't mention this incident to Audorrie," he
instructed her coldly when he released her at titeece. "And |
would exercise a little more care in future, iféng you."

Anna's glance flickered over him nervously, takinghe broadness
of his tanned shoulders, and the slim hips cladlue swimming
trunks. She was reminded, with inevitable nostalgfizhat afternoon
he had come walking across the sand towards hght-hearted
bantering had eventually led to her being throva the sea with her
clothes on, and as the memory of those happy mamitaghed
through her mind, she choked back a sob and bruphst him
through the door. She did not stop until she hathred her room,
and only then did she release the tears she hadl fem difficult to
keep in check from the moment he had scooped hesfdie ocean.

It had been a dreadful experience coming so closdetth, she
recalled as she showered and washed the sand loeit loéir, and her
legs threatened to cave in beneath her when sh@glthof what
might have happened if Scott h8d not arrived dtphecise moment.

At dinner that evening she had the strangest sengatat Scott was
observing her, but she found him concentratingisridod whenever
she looked up. It was only when he excused hiniemif the table



that he actually met her glance and, for one Ioni@fent, a flicker of
emotion flashed across his harsh face before héhkefdining-room
to closet himself in his study for the evening.

Aunt Dorrie retired to her room almost immediatafter dinner, but
Anna found herself pacing the living- room floorstlessly. The
frightening incident in the sea that afternoon haxhde her
temporarily forget her encounter with Joan Mulderlier that day,
and Anna wondered nervously just how and when Joaund act
upon the-threats she had made.

Strangely enough, she did not have long to waarder to find out,
for the telephone rang in the hall just as Annaedst and, lifting the
receiver, she found herself recognising Joan's dmels voice
immediately.

"I would like to speak to Scott, please," Joan datea without
preamble.

Anna was still contemplating an acceptable excubenwScott's
voice came calmly and clearly over the line. "Thaoki, Anna, I'll
take the call on the extension here in the study."”

"Scott!" Joan breathed the words with a husky salitgun her voice.
"How wonderful to have found you in!"

plain the reason for Joan's call? But then, wioukhhe! What she
and Scott had to say to each other was really obiner business,
unless, of course, it affected her directly, Annacided
uncomfortably, and it most certainlyould affect her if Joan carried
out the threats she had made that morning.

The telephone in the hall clicked, indicating ttie call had ended,
and Anna froze where she stood beside the windoanvghe heard
the study door open. Scott was going to explaineoafter all, her



heart rejoiced wildly, but when he stood framedha living-room
door she knew, without doubt, that an explanatias e last thing
he had in mind at that moment.

"I'm going out for a while, Anna, and | have noadehat time | shall
be back," he announced, searching his jacket patissntly to make
sure that he had his keys, and Anna stood thereshge had been
turned to stone.

Scott was going out to meet Joan - the realisdlammed across her
tortured mind as if it had been written there iarglg neon lights, and
there was a sick feeling at the pit of her stomaskhe watched him
leave the house. His instant reaction to Joan'snchtated only one

thing to Anna at that moment. He still cared forl he

She heard the Mercedes being driven down the dayevand

jealousy stabbed at her like heated knives. Wpsssible that Scott
had felt like this when he had waited in the gardémer parents'
home that night only to find that she had beenabsith Andrew?

she wondered crazily. Could his reaction have bmempted by
jealousy?

It was a tantalising thought, but she discardedintost at once.
Jealousy was the sometimes destructive emotion hwhgually
accompanied love, and Scott did not love her, ®h&d never once
said so. If Scott loved her, he would surely halvehsed his pride
long ago, and would have been eager to give heoppertunity to
explain away the unpleasant suspicions which hadraas a result of
that unfortunate incident?

Anna's temples began to throb painfully, and slteirfdescribably
weary as she went up to her room. It would be gselaiting around
in the living-room in the hope that Scott would eiplwhen he
returned home, and his mood lately was not the #iatilencouraged
guestioning.



She took a couple of tablets to ease her headacheent to bed, but
sleep eluded her. Was Scott allowing Joan to eadman a second
time? Were they planning, perhaps, how to extritegenselves from
the ties which bound them in order to be togetgai#

'Oh, God, don't let this happen,' she thought, myrma inwardly.
‘What am | going to do if he asks for his freedom?’

During the next two days, prior to the Mayor's B&ltott made no
attempt to offer an explanation for Joan's callgd ahe tension
between them increased to a point where Anna bégdeel as
though everything within her had become suspendediting and
hoping for somethinganythingwhich would bring relief from this
unbearable situation.

On the day of the Ball Anna walked along the beaxitf and the
brightly coloured umbrellas of the bathers, agathstbackdrop of
the blue sky and shimmering blue sea, lent an ireatge air of
festivity to a day which as usual had started dse&or her. The
summer holidays would soon begin, she realised ndlyseand
Amazibu Bay would become crowded with tourists fralinparts of
the country, just like every other holiday resdoing the Natal coast.
Whether the rush of tourists would affect Scotilatshe had no idea,
but if it meant that he would be away from home enoften than
usual, she could only hope that they would havelred some sort of
understanding by then to compensate for the penwgsn they
would be separated.

The heat was stifling and Anna's body felt clamrandath the cool
cotton frock when she joined Scott's aunt on tlelgltierrace for a
cool and refreshing lemon drink after her walk gltime beach-front.



"Scott telephoned while you were out,” Aunt Dontadd her. "He
won't be home until this evening."

"Did he say where he was going?" Anna asked a htixiously.

"l think he said he had some business to attema Burban," Aunt
Dorrie replied thoughtfully, taking a sip of heirde before she added
smilingly, "He said we weren't to worry. He expecte be home
early enough to be at the Ball this evening."

A nasty suspicion reared its ugly head in AnnasdniWas Scott's
sudden trip to Durban really connected with busiie&nna tried to
shake off these distasteful thoughts, but theyeliad in her
subconscious like a nagging headache for whichetheas no
remedy.



CHAPTER NINE

ANNA quivered with nervous anticipation while she deelsfor the
Ball that evening, and she took more care than lusith her
appearance. The amber-coloured gown had been styéeghose the
creamy smoothness of her shoulders, while it clgwarcentuated
the gentle curve of her breasts and the rounddakefd of her hips.
Her hair had been pinned up on to her head, anehtieeald necklace,
which had been a gift from Scott before their nzaye, matched the
colour of her eyes to perfection.

Her hands trembled a little as she smoothed awapaginary crease
in the full-length skirt, and she paused a momemjéo in front of the
mirror to inspect herself critically. It was impant that she looked
her best that night if her plans were to succeedllatShe was
determined to penetrate the barrier Scott had glaeéween them,
and if she succeeded in re-awakening just a sgankesest, then her
efforts would not have been futile.

Glancing at the time on the bedside clock, shesesdlshe could not
keep Scott waiting very much longer and, pickinghap silk wrap
and evening purse, she went down to join him. Shesed
momentarily in the hall, however, suddenly not seeghat she was
capable of carrying out this little game which skeat faintly of
seduction, but she rebuked herself for her faintedaess and pulled
herself together seconds before she entered thg-meom.

Her heart behaved like a wild thing in her breasemshe saw Scott
standing with his back to her at the open windomd her hungry

glance lingered on his tall, immaculate figureha perfectly tailored

evening suit. The breadth of his shoulders seemde taccentuated
by the black jacket, and his dark hair glistenethanlight as if it was

still damp from his shower.



He turned then, as if sensing her presence, aceies met and held
for a few heart-stopping seconds. Anna hardly déodareathe for
fear of breaking the spell which seemed to havertakem back in
time, and which had somehow replaced the firesisndbvastating
blue glance as it swept over her with the intimanog warmth of a
caress.

The glass in his hand seemed to shake a little,nshieed with
satisfaction, and he swallowed down its contentstilyabefore
approaching her.

"You're looking exceedingly beautiful this eveningnna,” he
remarked with a casualness that did not matchotbleih his eyes.

Anna smiled, rising to the occasion. "A complimé&om you, Scott,
has become something quite rare lately, but.. kiiyan."

"There was a time when you would have accused niiattéry,” he
reminded her with a wry, faintly cynical smile.

"Perhaps I'm in need of a little confidence thieraug"

"Confidence?" he echoed a little incredulouslyé'lalways thought
you possessed plenty of confidence and self-reliance

He would not have said that had he been aware wfHar insides
were quivering at that moment, she thought witbueh of humour.
"l think there comes a time in everyone's life wteetittle added
confidence could make all the difference in theldi6r

"And you're in need of that extra bit of confidertbes evening?" he
guestioned curiously, his glance sliding over hapath shoulders
and lingering deliberately where the bodice of gewn plunged a
fraction to reveal the enticing cleavage betwearbheasts.



"Yes, | am," she admitted a little breathlesslysag avoided the
disturbing intensity of his eyes.

"Why?"

"I wish | knew the reason myself," she replied Ilyadtter a reflective
pause as to why she should be nervous of the nealogbd. He was
suddenly so close to her that she was able to @tehiff of the
familiar odour of his after-shave lotion, and shenged anxiously at
the bronze, ornately carved clock above the mdm#ls"Isn't it
about time we left?"

"Yes, it is," he agreed quietly, and his hand bénbar elbow sent a
current of exciting awareness along her recepterges.

The large hall at the Tom-Tom, used exclusivelydotertainment
purposes, was decorated with festive lights fas #mnual occasion.
The doors leading out on to the terrace were fluiag, and the band
had begun to entice the specially invited guest®dhe floor when
Scott parked the car in the space allotted to him.

Anna found, to her dismay, that they were to jbid Mayor and his
wife at the main table with some others. There wa@agjuick
reshuffling at their approach, and Anna was seated Mayor
Collins on her left, while Scott sat further to Heft beside the
grey-haired, elegantly dressed Mrs. Collins.

Anna'’s initial nervousness soon evaporated wheuliskevered that
the Mayor was actually a very nice old gentlemarhb@ an amusing
habit of wriggling his large, greying moustached afnna had to

forcibly suppress a giggle on several occasions. why glance,

however, continually searched for some sign of Malder, and she
hoped, rather ungenerously, that something woybpéato keep the
other woman away.



Scott was obliged to dance the first dance with.Ndgllins, while
Anna was jogged about in a jolly fashion by Mayailli@s, then they
changed partners, and Anna found herself in S@ottis at last. As if
by request, the band played a melody with a sloythmic throb,
and Scott's arm tightened about Anna's waist uhir bodies
touched.

The moment Anna had waited for all day had arriaed, she relaxed
against him, every nerve in her body respondirfggmearness in the
most exciting way. It seemed to her as though #&ucgmad passed
since the last time he had held her in his armsdbapite this she
matched her steps faultlessly to his. His warm thréanned her
forehead, and her pulse quickened when, a momiant Ehe heard
him groan softly and lower his head until his lipached her ear.

"You're so beautiful, Anna," he said, the deep tenbf his voice
sending a shiver of half-forgotten delight througdr.h'You're so
beautiful you'd go to any man's head."

"Do | go to yours, Scott?" she whispered in a dgyirprovocative
voice.

"Do | need to answer that?" he groaned again, detnaimg) only too
clearly, in the way he held her against him, tihat Isad succeeded in
awakening a flame of desire in him.

"No, .you don't need to answer that," she murmuneceply and,
lowering her head on to his shoulder, gave hetgetb the magic of
the moment.

His reaction to her nearness had given her hopihédiuture, and for
a few blissful minutes no one else existed excepttSnd herself,
The music ended all too soon, however, and Sabthée back to the
table, but not before she had felt his lips brusttmly against the
side of her mouth. Had his slight kiss been acdaleor deliberate?



she wondered dreamily, deciding on the latter gfgrence to the
other.

Her tentative hopes for the evening were rudelytsred before they
could reach their table, for Joan Mulder steppéad their path and
severed the newly established link by her mere emies Her
shimmering black gown clung to her curvaceous boelyealing far

more than it concealed, and Anna felt her own chggéw hot with

embarrassment for Joan's sake.

"Darling, I'm so sorry I'm late. | had one of thakeadful migraines
again," she purred up at Scott as if he had iskeedavith a personal
invitation to attend the Ball. "Do you remember hgowu used to sit
beside my bed and bathe my forehead with iced wattrthe pain
eased?"

Her deliberate reference to the past was as objetile as it was
infuriating, but Scott seemed to take the remarkisnstride.

"I remember doing so once, yes," he said calmlyh vt faintly
censorious smile hovering about his mouth.

"I could have done with your ministrations todayrlahg," she
continued, smiling up at Scott enticingly as shsa@ her hand and
stroked his cheek with a possessive familiarity thade Anna choke
back her rising fury. Then, ignoring Anna's rigicepence beside
Scott, she asked : "Shall we dance?"

Anna expected Scott to make some sort of excudging by his now
Impassive features, but he inclined his head $ligirid, without so
much as a glance in Anna's direction, he escodad dn to the floor.

The evening became a nightmare when Joan pulledcbair and sat
down quite brazenly beside Scott. She monopolisedatmost the
entire evening, and although he danced with othemen
occasionally™ Anna could not help noticing thatskenehow danced



mostly with Joan. Anna never lacked partners eitluey whether by
accident or design, she did not dance with Scatinag

Jealousy and pain were her constant companiorisdavening, and
an incredible anger simmered just below the surdi¢®r conscious
mind when she saw how closely, and intimately Saott Joan were
dancing together. Howare he do this to me! she kept thinking, ant
when she recalled how close she had been to himglthat first
dance, she could have wept with despair.

She was humiliatingly aware of the way people vggamcing at her
and whispering behind her back. She could not bldoam, for they
certainly had reason, but she had never imaginedewven in her
wildest dreams, that Scott would ever treat he¢hisiway. Could he
not see what was happening? Did he not realisethigatvay he
smiled and flirted with Joan was attracting theribn of everyone
at the Ball, and subjecting her to the worst kihdwmiliation she had
ever had to endure?

Anna slowly unclenched her hands as she starecbétt Snd she was
surprised to find that her palms were wet with piagion. The
evening which she had planned with such care hateduinto a
flasco. She had been filled with hope at the proispkgoing to the
Ball, but now her plans were almost laughable Wvere not so
painful. Her husband had spent almost the entieniag dancing
with his ex-girl-friend, holding her as if he coutdt bear to let her
go, and allowing her to come very close to makiogglto him in
public. It was disgusting, degrading ... and sailiy, terribly
humiliating!

Mayor Collins and his wife returned to the tabl&l akmna blinked
back the suggestion of tears in her eyes. It wookddo to be seen
weeping in public, she told herself firmly as sloecéd her stiff,
unwilling lips into the smile she had been forcedvear all evening.



It was virtually impossible to converse normallgdanaturally, with
these two elderly people beside her, who must henteeed that
something was dreadfully wrong, but tactfully réfied from
remarking upon it. They were a nice, friendly cayfiut Anna found
her attention suddenly elsewhere instead of wittatwthey were
saying.

The music had not ended, but Joan appeared attdidrto collect
her things and, without so much as a polite worthéoMayor and his
wife, she marched out of the hall by way of theesdhtrance. It was
not quite midnight, Anna noticed absently, and tleenvave of
cynicism swept through her. Was Joan leaving th# Batrue
Cinderella fashion after her overwhelming succeis &cott?

"Shall we dance?" a deep voice asked beside heraarghe looked
up to find Scott smiling down at her, she felt ledfrbegin to shake
with an anger so violent that it almost blinded teenporarily.

How darehe think that she would be only too willing tol fahck into
his waiting arms now that Joan was no longer tfe@arbim to amuse
himself with! Howdarehe humiliate her all evening, and then behay
as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened!

Stifling her anger forcibly, she said in a voicattisounded quite
unlike her own, "I think | would prefer to go homew, if you don't
mind."

Scott's smile faded as her stormy glance met liswaithout a word,
he waited for her to collect her wrap and pursesyT$aid goodnight
to Mayor Collins and his wife and then, as seveals of eyes
observed them unashamedly, Anna raised her headdlgr@and

walked stiffly and erectly from the hall with Scatther side.

The atmosphere in the car was deadly, and neifitbeo made any
attempt to speak. Anna fumed silently, giving freen to her



thoughts. And Scott ... ? What did it matter toWwbat Scott thought!
He must be fully aware of what he had done, ahitonscience - if
he had a conscience at all - was keeping him sileah she hoped he
squirmed inwardly with remorse.

They parted company in stony silence outside herdwen door, and
Anna wasted no time in changing out of her expensixening gown,
the violence of her movements reflecting her enmstisvhen she
eventually tightened the belt of her dressing g@about her waist,
creamed off her make-up, and removed the pins framhair to let it
fall in a soft, red-gold disarray about her shotdde

Never in her life had she been so furious befarepdiumiliated. 'Or
SO jealous,' a little voice added for her. She ledeher brush and
stared directly into her angry eyes reflected artfirror.

'Yes, lamjealous,' she admitted to herself. 'I'm jealousarheone
else receiving what | crave so desperately, and bawe. | want his
love, and without that | might as well have nothing

A light tap on her door made her tense instanthg ber back went
rigid with antagonism when Scott entered the room elosed the
door softly behind him. He had showered and changeda soft
white towelling robe that accentuated his tannedascular fithess to
perfection, she noticed absently, but at that mdrslee was blind to
his physical appeal; blind to the sensuality of thauth which could
create such havoc with her emotions; and blind e s$trange
hesitancy in his manner as he approached her.

The only thing she could see at that moment was#yehe had held
Joan when he had danced with her, and the waydhsr#ed when
he had looked down into her eyes. Joan's body et larched
sensually towards his at one stage, and he had noadsible effort
to discourage her blatant advances.



"Anna ..." Scott began, reaching for her, but slas wn her feet and
moving a pace away from him almost in the samairist

"Don't touch me!" she said through clenched teethslze fought
against the pain inflicted upon her by the visiflashing across her
mind.

"What is this?" he demanded, recovering swiftly nirohis
astonishment. "You didn't appear to find my toudheoctionable
when we danced together this evening, and | coala lsworn you
welcomed it. What's changed your mind?"

That he should have the audacity to ask her thas, beyond any
stretch of her imagination, and her fury eruptethwai violence that
shook through her like a tornado.

"That's just it!" she spat out the words. "You dathevith me once,
and for a moment during that dance | thought itsgae for us to
bridge the widening gap between us, but then Joared, and for
the rest of the evening | had to watch you daneing flirting with

her in the most outrageous manner!"

Scott's face darkened. "l object to that remark."

"And | object to the way you treated me this evglishe countered
swiftly. "You humiliated me in every possible way blinging to
Joan as though you couldn't let her go, and deltbsrignoring my
existence the rest of the time."

"l didn't notice that you exactly lacked partnersg' hit back at her
relentlessly.

"What did you expect me to do?" she demanded daralhys "Sit at
the table like a good little girl, and refusing gvenan who came my
way in the hope that my husband might eventualhdescend to ask
me for a dance?"



"Don't be ridiculous, Anna!"

"So now I'm being ridiculous, am I?" she almostidbd, her eyes
unusually beautiful at that moment as they flastpebn sparks of
anger at him. "After the way Joan pitched up unawihere at the
house, baldly stating that she intended to breaunpmarriage, you
surely didn't expect me to take the entire inciastinly, did you?"

A brief smile curved his lips, but it was gone afhbefore it had
appeared. "l believe you handled the situation ealofy."

Anna sucked her breath in sharply. Only his auatctcbave told him
of that encounter with Joan, and knowing now tlegh&d been aware
of it only served to increase her anger.

"What do you suppose people were thinking when fasy you and
Joan together this evening?" she demanded scathigid what an

exciting bit of scandal you created by ignoring wiele you danced
with your old girl-friend more often than was nexay, and held her
far too close to dispel the speculations of evetgrested party."

"I don't want to argue, with you, Anna," he sarediy. "I'm flying to
Lesotho tomorrow on business, and | won't be badk Gunday
evening at the earliest."

"How nice!" she exclaimed in a voice that was heaityh sarcasm.
"Are you taking Joan along for the ride?"

"Be sensible, Anna," he instructed her with infting calmness. "I'm
in the throes of buying that hotel in Lesotho 8ttityou about once,
and I'll hardly have time for the kind of frivolityou have in mind."

"How do | know what you'll have time for?" she stgid, clamping
down firmly on her rising hysteria as she thoughthaw differently

she had planned the ending to that evening. "Yae weldom home
this past week, you hardly spoke to me unless Ysolately had to,



and I've been forced to spend my nights in solisgggndour in that
enormous bed," she ended her tirade in a voicestiwatk noticeably.

"Anna, don't be this way," he pleaded suddenlydingl out his arms
towards her invitingly, but she stepped back jgrés if she had been
stung by a viper.

"Leave me alone!" she cried hoarsely, horrifyinglgse to tears. "l
couldn't bear you to touch me!"

"You don't mean that," he rasped, white about tbatm

"I domean it!" she insisted adamantly, her body shagmghuch that
she had to clutch at the wardrobe to steady het$eiftired of being
made a fool of, and | won't be humiliated by yoaiagso leave me
alone!"

Scott's features were taut with some kind of irgr@otion she was
too distraught to analyse as he said thickly, 'Vemeintended to
humiliate you, or to make a fool of you, Anna."

"Whatever your intentions were, they don't interes¢ at the
moment," she replied, and her voice was cold amactied with the
effort to control herself. "All | want at the momda to be left alone
In peace."

The silence in the room was charged with conflggtemotions as
they stood facing each other, and between thera Eyasm so wide
that nothing short of a miracle would ever helpnhzidge it.

"Well, if that's the way you want it, then | suppdbere's nothing |
can do about it," he said quietly, his expresslurttered.

"That's the way | want it," she insisted in a vditat sounded flat and
lifeless to her own ears. Her statement seemedrig buspended in
the air between them like the blade of the guitietiand it fell with a



painful precision as the door closed behind Sestakening her to
the finality of her actions.

"What have | done!" she groaned, burying her adlaer in her
trembling hands. "What have | done!"

It all seemed so worthless now. Her jealousy, hayeg and her
humiliation all seemed so negligible now in theefat her suffering
if Scott should leave her, and God knows she hstdjjone out of her
way to encourage him to do what she feared most.

She sat down heavily on the edge of the bed asebergave way
beneath her, and she felt curiously tired now thatstorm of fury
inside her had spent itself. She toyed frantioalty the idea of going
to Scott, but what could she say? How could shéaex)

She tried to find an explanation for his outragebekaviour at the
Ball, and failed. How could he have led her to deti that there was
reason to hope for a reconciliation, only to ignbee the rest of the
evening by dancing attendance on Joan?

Anna climbed into bed wearily and switched off thght, but she
tossed about restlessly as the evening's eversiseflathrough her
tortured mind. She could almost feel Scott's arbmutiher as they
had been at the start of the evening, and heardie as he said:
"You're so beautiful, Anna, you would go to any rsdmead." Was
that perhaps the crux of it all? She had goneddbad, but she had
never really succeeded in reaching his heart?

She turned over once again and plumped up hemgill€ould it be
true?Could it?Did Scott love Joan?

"Oh, no, no, it can't be true?rustn'tbe true!" Anna moaned softly
and urgently into the darkness, turning her fatetime pillows as if it
would help to shut out the thought, but it persistelentlessly until



she was forced to admit that it was the only ldgeglanation she
could find for Scott's behaviour.

He had not intended to humiliate her, he had sand,if this was so,
then what had he meant to convey to her by hior&? Had that
perhaps been his way of making it clear to her ieatvanted out of
their marriage?

An incredibly heavy weight seemed to lodge itselAnna's chest all
at once, and her breathing became inexplicablyuedab If Scott
loved Joan, then there was nothing Anna could dwtd him, and it
would be just as Joan had predicted.

"Goodbye, Anna."

Startled, she sat up in bed, her breath raspirweinthroat. Scott's
voice had come to her so clearly that she couldsirhave sworn
that he had said those words himself, instead exhtimerely being
reproduced in her mind.

Was it going to be 'Goodbye, Anna,' again?

First it had been Andrew, and now it was Scotthdt taken her
several soul-searching months to recover from ltbsion that she
had loved and lost Andrew. Howwas she going tovecfrom this
very real love she had for Scott?

The sound of the surf came wafting into her rooarried by the

breeze through her open window, and she wishedesiglthat Scott

had left her to drown when she had found hersel§ltin the current
and relentlessly dragged out to sea. Death wowld bhaen preferable
compared to living a life without Scott.

Anna choked on a sob and tried to check the hot teat flowed so
freely down her cheeks, but she gave up the ungtveggle and wept



until she lay exhausted against the tear-dampetied/gto drift into
a fitful sleep.



CHAPTER TEN

The shadows beneath Anna's eyes were there asnewidd her
restless night and, with nothing but hours of ingiiyt ahead of her,
she found herself incapable of doing justice topla¢e of bacon and
eggs which had been placed before her.

"You're not eating your breakfast, child," Aunt Der finally
remarked, her glance concerned when she noticedAtin@a was
merely rearranging the contents of her plate.

Putting down her knife and fork, Anna pushed hatehside with a
grimace and settled for a cup of strong black effém not very
hungry."

Aunt Dorrie refrained from comment, but her shregthnce
observed the faint tremor in the hands that raiseccup to Anna's
lips. "l saw Scott leaving the house early this miag."

"He's flying to Lesotho for the weekend on busirfeggina said
quietly.

"Oh, dear!" Aunt Dorrie's fork paused on its wayhgr mouth. "That
means you'll be left alone here for the weekerdvisit my friends
down at Port Shepstone as planned."

"That doesn't matter."

"You could come with me, of course," she offeredtinga "The
Fergusons would love to have you, and there's ypl#oom in their
cottage."

Anna lowered her cup and shook her head firmlywéuld rather
stay, if you don't mind. I'm sure there's plentglég and | won't mind
being on my own at all.”



"Are you sure, Anna?" the older woman asked witiceon. "l could
very easily give the Fergusons a ring and arraogeé them some
other time."

"No!" Anna said hastily. She had to come to som# abdecision
about the future, and she preferred the idea oigoaione. "Don't do
that, Aunt Dorrie. Please don't alter your arranget® for my sake."

There was a lengthy silence while Dorothy MacPhefsoshed her
breakfast and poured herself a cup of coffee, #ensat back and
regarded Anna closely. "What's the matter, my d&a@ look as
though you - didn't get much sleep last night. Ava y?"

"No - no, I'm not ill at all," Anna stammered fodlig, looking away.
"Is it something to do with Scott?"
"No, itisn't," Anna lied hastily.

Aunt Dorrie's lips tightened as she leaned tow&isa. "If you're
not ill, and it's nothing to do with Scott, thenwid you mind telling
me why you're crying?"

Startled, Anna raised her hands to her cheeks anddf to her
dismay, that they were damp.

"I'm just being silly, I. suppose," she laughedtttel shakily, but the
laugh ended on a choked sob and, getting to hérhfestily, she
walked across to the window to stare out at thg,gtismal-looking
sky.

It was going to rain, she thought, trying to keew mind fixed on

something as mundane as the weather while shetérigek a grip on
herself, but Aunt Dorrie was apparently not goindeiave the matter
there.



"I'm not a fool, my dear," Anna heard her say cglifirhings haven't
been as they should be between you and Scott &isisweek. The
atmosphere has been so thick at times | could lkavet with a

knife." She pushed her chair back and came to Arside. "Don't
think me an interfering old woman, my dear, bwgatnetimes helps
to talk to someone about the things that trouble'yo

Anna hesitated. It had never been easy for heofide in anyone,
but she could not deny that she had a need tottalkomeone;
someone who could perhaps make some sense out aéntiire
situation. She turned to meet the warm, sympathgtince of the
woman she had come to care for, but still she desit "I shouldn't
really burden you with my problems, Aunt Dorrie."

"Nonsense, child," Aunt Dorrie smiled encouragingly she led
Anna back to the table and poured them each a tnaeslof coffee.
"Now tell me all about it."

Anna swallowed down a mouthful of coffee to boasttourage, and
finally relented. "It began when Scott came to s®e in
Johannesburg while my father was so ill."

"l thought so," Aunt Dorrie remarked suddenly. "Blie¢ived home
looking like a thundercloud about to erupt at arpnment, but go on."

Anna explained briefly about the relationship whingd once existed
between Andrew and herself, about her meeting wdtidrew
because of the problems which had arisen betwedybi®eand
himself, and of how Scott had witnessed her arrataher parents'
house in the company of Andrew.

"I can quite imagine what Scott must have thougAsiha said
unsteadily, "but he's refused to listen to any axation, and because
of this everything has somehow gone from bad tose/0r

"Is that all?" Aunt Dorrie prompted gently when Anfell silent.



"No," she shook her head and sighed unhappily. "d\erheard the
conversation | had with Joan, but | don't think yowow that she
telephoned Scott that same evening. They spoksoime time, and
then he left the house directly afterwards, presqynto pay her a
visit."

"Did he actually say he was going to see her?"

"No, but where else would he have gone immediatélr speaking
to her on the phone, and then ..." She hesitatedsimg her fingers
against her aching eyes. "... and then there weafdbkco at the Ball
last night."

"l gather Joan was there?" Aunt Dorrie guessednatiye

"Yes." Anna took another mouthful of coffee where dlelt her
insides begin to shake. "I've never been so hutedian all my life."

"Did she try to cause trouble?"

"l have no doubt that she was aiming at that, toaras the way Scott
behaved that hurt most,” Anna admitted in a chalade, cringing
inwardly as every painful detail flashed across hand. "He
encouraged her quite openly until people begaalkoatbout the way
he ignored me to dance mostly with her, and I'midf&cott and | had
a flaming row when we arrived home last night."

"Is it the fact that you had a row that is upsettyou so much?" the
older woman asked gently.

"Not entirely, no." Anna bit down hard on a tremigiilip. "I have
given the matter a great deal of thought, Aunt [@oand | think Joan
was right. Scottloescare for her."



"That's impossible!" Aunt Dorrie said sharply, simakher head and
frowning. "It was all over a long time ago. Shedriher best to get
him after Trudie died, and failed."

Anna smiled a little wanly. "Love isn't somethingeocan switch on
and off at will, Aunt Dorrie, and it isn't alwaysrssible either. When
you love someone, you love them despite all theritt§, and he ...
Scott did feel something for Joan once."

"She imagined that he did," Aunt Dorrie insistedb&tornly. "He
never loved her the way he loves you."

Anna looked away hastily and blinked back the tesnsch had
gathered in her eyes. "Scott has never once sdal/as me."

"But hedoeslove you."

"You wouldn't say that if you saw him with Joantlagyht,"” Anna
replied disconsolately, staring out of the windowd aoticing the fine
spray of rain against the panes.

"You don't think that he was perhaps trying to mgke jealous?"
Aunt Dorrie suggested at length.

"No," Anna sighed, pushing her empty cup asideiatetlacing her
fingers so tightly that they ached. "One dance \Wwih would have
succeeded in making me jealous, and it did, bugrs¢dances went a
little beyond such a desire, | think."

"Did Scott offer you any explanation for his belgu?"

"I'm afraid that | didn't really give him much ah @pportunity to do
s0," Anna confessed ruefully. "I was so furioust thiashed out at
him blindly, and said many things which | regretwio



Aunt Dorrie's expression was thoughtful and trodlale she stared at
Anna. "l really don't know what to say to you, epcéhat I'm sure
you're wrong about him and Joan."

"l hope so too, but -" Her throat tightened, chgkinack the words as
she rose to her feet and walked restlessly acoogetwindow once

more to stare out into the garden. Her vision eldirsuddenly, and
whether it was as a result of the raindrops agdnmstvindow-pane,

or the tears in her eyes, she could not say ahtbatent as she voiced
her decision. "l think | should go away for a whiRerhaps for just a
few days. It would give Scott the opportunity tocide about the

future without my presence to complicate matters."

"You mean you would give him to Joan without pugtup a fight?"
Aunt Dorrie asked incredulously.

"If that's what he really wants, and if it would keshim happy, then |
shan't stand in his way."

"You love him that much?" Aunt Dorrie asked sof#lfter a brief,
enlightening pause.

Anna's lips trembled, but she managed to contrakdile and
whispered, "Yes."

"You're a remarkable young woman, Anna," Aunt Dorsiaid at
length, coming to Anna's side and touching her hgimly. "Not
many women would sit back and allow their husbaadbe taken
from them because they think they might be happh womeone
else."

"What would be the use of holding on to Scott iif,his heart, he
wants Joan?" Anna demanded chokingly, her desferlg visible
in the dark green depths of her beautiful eyeshastsrned to the
woman beside her. "I don't think | could bear t@ lwith him while
knowing that he loves someone else."



"Anna, don't leave just yet," Aunt Dorrie pleadedr hand tightening
on Anna's arm. "Think very carefully before you stimething you
may regret for the rest of your life."

"But it's all so hopeless, Aunt Dorrie,” Anna cridourying her
guivering face in her hands in an effort to figatk the tears.

"It may seem hopeless to you now, but some thireggirtime to
resolve themselves," the older woman advised, mdgai motherly
arm about Anna's shoulders. "Don't give up, my diar sure that
somewhere there must be a reasonable explanatioallfahat's
happened.”

"Oh, | don't know what to think any more. I'm sontissed."”

"Promise me you'll at least stay until Scott resuinom this business
trip," Aunt Dorrie insisted persuasively.

"I promise," Anna whispered after a moment, lowgHtrer hands to
continue staring dully through the window.

"You don't want to change your mind and come wig®n

"No," Anna shook her head and took a deep breatbritrol herself
before she was able to face the slender, grey-haicedan beside
her. "You go and have a lovely weekend, Aunt Doarel thank you
for listening to me.

Aunt Dorrie's blue eyes clouded. "I only wish | weapable of
helping you in some way."

"It has helped tremendously just being able to &kut it," Anna
assured her hastily, kissing her spontaneously emshbft cheek.
"Don't let me keep you any longer."



"Take care of yourself, my dear," Aunt Dorrie srdilbriefly and
encouragingly before she went upstairs to collectdvernight bag.

When Dorothy MacPherson's small Austin disappea®dn the
drive a few minutes later, Anna turned away froevhndow with a
guivering sigh. It was going to be a long weekendher own with
nothing but her thoughts for company, but her nwas in such a
turmoil that she would have been a very undesirablapanion in
her present state, she decided as she left th&faseaoom and
allowed the servants to clear the table.

Anna sifted listlessly through the post when it Wabvered later that
morning, but a worried frown creased her brow wélesm came across
an envelope addressed to her in a familiar hanithgritt was from
Andrew, she realised instantly and, leaving theaethe post on the
hall table, she went into the living-room and sianadecidedly at the
envelope for a few seconds before she sat dowoaaaed it.

"Dear Anna,” it began in that irregular, sometimidggible
handwriting, "I never had the opportunity to spéakyou privately
before you left, but | would like to say thank yfmu giving Debbie
and me your shoulder to cry on.

"We had a lengthy discussion, Debbie and |, angltlif was only
right that | should tell her of our meeting thaidiay evening, and the
reason for it. | wouldn't want it to come out dtater date to cast an
unnecessary shadow on our marriage. Debbie unddsstand,
knowing that you have found the happiness you ddlyrideserve
with your husband has made all the difference td\es both realise
now that we had foolishly allowed our guilt to dghings for us. We
should have discussed it, instead of hiding it femoh other, but you,
dear sensible Anna, made it possible for us to acmree our
problems, and to learn from our mistakes.



"I don't know how we shall ever be able to thanki ymough, but
Debbie and | wish you everything you could possibligh for
yourself in the future. Regards, Andrew."

Anna lowered the letter and stared dismally at shaggy-haired
carpet beneath her sandalled feet. Debbie and mndesl at last
managed to sort out their difficulties, but thatswaore than she
could say for Scott and herself. "Dear sensibleahAndrew had
written, but she was not so certain that she waggheery sensible in
the handling of her own affairs. Was she not baifgpl to remain as
Aunt Dorrie had made her promise to do? What pwpesuld it

serve to prolong the inevitable, and to cling t@tSevhen he no
longer wanted her?

She folded Andrew's letter and pushed it into thekpt of her skirt,

forcing herself not to dwell on her unhappy thosghthe rainy

weather kept her indoors all morning and, afteingyto eat a light

lunch, she switched on the radio and picked up gaziae. The

music soothed her considerably while she paged tlilgugh the

magazine, but the programme was interrupted a fewites later for

the hourly news bulletin. Rising irritably, she gted across the
carpeted floor, but her fingers never touched thkah the radio as
the smooth voice of the news reader suddenly cagbtiver horrified

attention with an item of news that succeeded wmning every

vestige of colour from her face.

"The light aircraft chartered by Mr. Scott Bereslorwealthy
hotelier, has been reported missing on a flightLésotho. It is said
that radio contact was lost shortly after the aafir struck bad
weather conditions on approaching the Drakensbamy airport
officials have been alerted in that area. Two otheen are
accompanying Mr. Beresford on this flight, his lawyMr. Joshua
Gray, and his accountant, Mr...



Anna switched off the radio with a jerky movemett she was
hardly aware of what she was doing. Fear such ashald never
known before clutched at her heart and chilledblbed in her veins,
and she sank into the nearest chair as her legsl¢gabeneath her.
Everything within her seemed to have ceased funicitp except for

the loud drumming in her ears, and the wild, hgimd thoughts

which had become manifested in her chaotic min@ttScaircraft

had been reported missing, and God only knows venét@ was still

alive!

She groaned in anguish, burying her ashen facesintrembling
hands as she tried to shut out the frighteningipiisgthat she might
never see him again. If anything happened to Ssioét,would never
forgive herself for the things she had said, amdwhy she had sent
him away from her the night before, she thoughdhyil

"Pull yourself together, Anna!" she told herse#frGely at last as she
fought against the desire to weep hysterically.ttiNmg was said in
the news bulletin about Scott and the other passsrgging killed,
and until there's news of that nature, there'soretshope that they're
still alive and possibly grounded somewhere foeg/\good reason."

Her hysteria subsided gradually, but no amounteatoning could
diminish her fears and, realising that she wouldngal if she did not
do something, she got shakily to her feet and wantthe hall. A
telephone call to the airport authorities in Durlkaffered her no
comfort at all. There was no further informatiorgaeding the
disappearance of the aircraft chartered by Scottshe at least had
the satisfaction of knowing that they would telepbder the moment
there was anything to report.

Anna could not sit down again after that, and regithas she allowed
to. The telephone rang incessantly, and she waslatad with calls
from people they knew, and others she had nevedrafabefore.
Sheila and Morris telephoned from Durban, and ADatrie from



Port Shepstone. Anna replied to their frantic cegeto the best of her
ability, forcing herself to sound reassuring, there seemed to be
absolutely no way of reassuring herself as her ifeeneased with
every passing second.

She paced the floor relentlessly when the telephmaiks finally
leased, and the silence in the house enfoldedikesral blanket of
oppression. Her anxiety became a living thing tbetured her with
visions of Scott's strong, virile body lying bagdrand crushed in the
wreckage of the aircraft, and she wrapped her abuost herself as if
to ward off her thoughts physically, and the agmgispain that
accompanied them.

It seemed to her as if several hours had passed sime had first
heard the dreadful news of Scott's aircraft bepated missing, but
the clock on the mantelshelf indicated that it Wess than an hour
ago. Anna hovered beside the telephone, contemglathether she
should telephone the authorities again, but sheldéagainst it and
resumed her restless pacing of the living-roomrfldtey had said
they would let her know the moment they receivegraews, but this
period of waiting was becoming increasingly diffictio endure.

If only it would stop raining, she thought as sheght her knuckles
between her teeth and bit down hard while she papeahd down.
She was being ridiculous, she supposed, but isahdown now she
would burst into tears, and tears would solve mgtlat the moment.

"Oh, Scott, Scott!" she prayed in her heart. "Whergou are, come
back to mePleasecome back to me!"

"Goodbye, Anna," Scott's voice taunted her, and dhew a
shuddering breath as she buried her face in hdr sbaking hands.



"Oh, God," she thought frantically, fear circulatithrough her body
like a paralysing numbness that made her subsidklywmto a chair.
"Don't let it be goodbye. Not like this!"

Anna stared blindly into space, seeing nothing la@aring nothing
until she was brought to her senses by the souhaotdteps on the
carpeted floor of the hall. She was on her feehae, wondering who
it could be, but when her visitor stepped intorih@m she felt certain
that she was suffering from hallucinations. Thenizroom tilted
crazily about her, and she clutched at the chaideeher for support,
her eyes wide and dark in her pale, ravaged fdue p8ssed a shaky
hand over her eyes, half afraid her hallucination disappear, but
it remained standing in the doorway. She wondeogdafmoment
whether she was going mad, but when that faintlgkimy smile
touched his lips, she could no longer restraindiers

"Scott!" His name was wrenched hoarsely from hes ks her feet
carried her across the room towards him and, motgahat he must
think of her, she clung to him a little hysterigalher tears spilling
over on to her cheeks and dampening his spotleds sifrt as she
muttered incoherently and repeatedly, "You're &liyeu're alive!
Oh, thank God you're alive!"

"Take it easy, Anna." His hands were warm and fagainst her
shoulders as he held her away from him and starea @t her with a
bewildered look in those usually perceptive eyelsi®f"I'm alive, as
you keep repeating, but I'd like to know why yowagmed | wouldn't
be."

"But... the plane ... | spoke to the airport auities not an hour ago,
and - and they said -" She faltered to a confusepl, stondering

vaguely why he was staring at her so strangelycbnscious only of
the immense relief that he was safe. "Oh, Scattanything had

happened to you, | -"



"Nothing has happened to me," he interrupted hér wnnecessary
harshness. "Now sit down a minute, and tell me wdikathis is
about."

It was a command she could not ignore and, aséw der down on

to the sofa beside him, she began her halting eaptn. "It was on

the news - they lost radio contact with your plafigere was a storm
and - it was reported missing."

"My God!" he exclaimed raspingly, his taut featusemngely white.
"Anna, | wasn't on that flight. | was held up uneggedly in Durban,
so | told Joshua and Bill to go on without me. Thegh know the
business as well as | do, and there was no reahaygfor me to be
there as well."

"Oh, Scott," she sighed unsteadily, her hands grgppis tightly as
she fought against the tears. "I've been nearhobaoty mind at the
thought -"

"We'll talk later," he said abruptly as he disergghimself and got to
his feet. "I have to telephone the airport authesifirst.”

Left alone in the living-room, Anna made an effatpull herself
together, but she found herself squirming inwasmiyher complete
lack of control when Scott appeared so unexpectedipre her.
What he must have thought of her, she had no atehshe felt the
blood surge painfully into her pale cheeks when i&adised how
embarrassingly clear she had made her feelings wsiemad clung
to him so desperately in her frenzied state oéfeli

Shame brought her to her feet just as Scott regldneereceiver in the
hall and, gathering the shattered remnants ofdraposure about her
forcibly, she prepared herself to face him as héered the
living-room.



"Do they have any further news?" she asked in eevthiat was not
guite as controlled as she would have liked itdo b

"Nothing so far," he said, removing his jacket dmej and undoing
the top buttons of his shirt as he spoke. "Thestitehoping that the
pilot may have succeeded in landing the plane sdraezy but with
the radio not functioning, and several telephonedidown in that
area, it may take time for them to get a messageig."

Her relief at finding Scott safe did not diminisérlconcern for the
others in the missing aircraft. "You don't thinktthey may have had
an - an accident?"

"The pilot is very experienced, and not the kindaike unnecessary
chances. There's always the possibility that somgtbnforeseen

may have happened, but I'd rather not considentit we've had

more news," he said abruptly, not looking at h&khére's Aunt

Dorrie?"

"She's staying with the Fergusons at Port Shepstoriee weekend.
That reminds me," she added quickly, "you'd be#phone and let
her know you're safe.The number is on the notepegidb the
telephone, and you might give Morris and Sheilm@ as well. They
were just as worried."

While Scott made the necessary calls, Anna stoodtatestlessly,
and wondered just how this day would end. The disveather
conditions seemed to continue as if in sympathy vagr state of
mind, and her hands shook when she smoothed dowrskig

unnecessarily at the sound of Scott's footstepsaphing the living-
room a few minutes later.

"Could | make you something to drink?" she askedamesly when
he stood observing her with a disconcerting expoass his eyes.
"Tea or coffee, perhaps?"



"Later," he gestured abruptly as he came towardsamel the room
was suddenly not large enough to accommodate tloéimvizhen he
added: "While we're waiting for news we might adlvepend the
time getting a few things sorted out between ouesgll think."

Anna felt herself go numb with cold, and a frigladnittle pulse
guivered in her throat. Fear and anxiety had sappedtrength, and
to hear him ask for his freedom would be more stacould bear at
the moment, she thought as she shied away mefrtaitythe subject.

"I don't think | want to discuss -"
"l love you, Anna."

There was a loud soaring in her ears while sheedtat him

speechlessly. A large part of her clamoured desggrdo believe

him, but she dared not - not yet, she thought asssfalowed

nervously. "You're - you're just saying that becausscause you feel
obliged to after the way I - | -"

"You're wrong, my darling," he said quietly as $héered helplessly.
"It's something | should have told you right frohetstart, but |
decided it could wait until you'd managed to ridugself of the
feelings you still had for Andrew Tait."

"But | don't love Andrew," she blurted out the trutThe moment |
saw him again | realised | didn't love him; thatever really loved
him at all."

"Because you love me?" Scott suggested, his pdimetrayes
probing hers relentlessly.

She turned away, unable to bear his intense sgrasishe said flatly,
"I think I've already made that perfectly obviobayen't 1?"



"Anna, Anna," he murmured her name in a voice e vibrantly
low as he drew her back against the hardness obduy. "The
moment | heard of Joan's arrival in Amazibu Bagdlised | couldn't
delay telling you how | felt about you. You had know exactly
where you stood in case her appearance causea yfave doubts,
and | flew to Johannesburg with that purpose indxiin

Happiness began to flow through her veins like adlgenine as he
turned her into his arms, and she buried her fgegat him as she
confessed breathlessly, "I waited impatiently fauyto come to
Johannesburg after discovering that Andrew no longeant

anything to me. | knew then just how much | - lddwou, and | had
to make you understand that somehow, but -"

"l saw you arriving back at the house with Andrawd my flaming
jealousy spoiled everything for both of us," Sdid in for her as
he held her closer, and raised her face to hisiybah she avoided his
lips, he asked : "What is it, my love?"

"If you love me as you say you do, then why did homiliate me so
much last night at the Ball?" she wanted to knowd the hours of
pain and suffering were clearly visible in her eYle®Id you, Anna,
it wasn't my intention to humiliate you," he salds expression
darkening as he released her and turned awayfitiginss hands into
his pockets. "When Joan decided to latch on tomyefirst reaction
was to repulse her, but | happened to notice ympression, and |
decided to pay you back in kind."

"You wanted to make me jealous?" she demandeddulresly.

"Yes." His glance was mocking when he turned toefher. "I
succeeded, didn't I?"

Anna drew a shuddering breath, and clenched herdsha
convulsively. "I could have killed you, | was saifws!"



"My scheme backfired a little, | must admit,” heilgah ruefully. "I
couldn't get rid of Joan afterwards, and every timanted to dance
with you, you happened to be dancing with someolse. €
eventually couldn't take much more of Joan's behayiand she
didn't Care very much for the things | had to saier."

"So that's why she went off in a huff," Anna muredras
understanding dawned.

"Anna..."

The appeal in his voice did not go unnoticed, betwas driven by an
urgency now to clear the air completely. "You wensee Joan the
other evening after she'd telephoned, didn't you?"

"Yes," he admitted, lighting a cigarette and drayiner dow.n on to
the sofa beside him, but Anna managed to keep siistance
between them as he explained. "She wrote to me swr&s ago
telling me her marriage was in trouble and askiog Help, but |
ignored her letter, and her repeated attemptsrtacbme since her
arrival. When she telephoned the other eveningyewk| couldn't
avoid her much longer, so | took that call, but stfesed to explain
anything and insisted that she had to see me amsdksmp me
personally. | refused, at first, but | finally dded it would perhaps be
the most logical thing to see her, and to find exsctly what the
problem was. If she was really as unhappy as sh@egdame to
believe, then | would have considered helping bet "

"It wasn't a case of being unhappy, was it?" siggested tentatively
when he hesitated.

"No, it wasn't," he acknowledged, drawing hard @xdgarette. "Oh,
she gave me some garbled account of how her hudiashdeen
unfaithful to her, that he refused to stay with, laed that she realised
now what a mistake she'd made when she marriecahtmot me,



but I'm afraid | wasn't a very sympathetic listeaed, after her veiled
hints at a possible reunion, | made it quite ctbat | had no further
interest in her."

"Was her husband being unfaithful to her?"

"It was nothing like that at all," Scott said gnml'l made a few
enquiries and Dennis Mulder, God help him, stilde Joan and
wants her back, but her irrational spending finddyced him to
announce legally and publicly that he was no lonmgsponsible for
any debts incurred by his wife. There wasn't aglaclohannesburg
who'd give her anything on credit after that, se packed her bags
and came here, hoping | would swallow her story."

"Poor Joan," Anna sighed, unable to prevent hefsath feeling a
twinge of pity for the woman who had been so insguatal in
widening the gap between Scott and herself.

"Forget about her," Scott ordered, taking her heamdiraising it to his
lips. "Joan is most probably on her way back totusband by now,
and I'd much rather talk about us."

"After last night | was convinced you loved her,ida commented,
wincing as she recalled the pain and anguish ohthes she had
spent tossing and turning on her bed.

"I never loved her, Anna. She chased me a littier frudie died,"” he
said bluntly, meeting her startled glance.

"You never loved her?"

"I was attracted to her before | met Trudie, andrafrudie died she
was - available," he explained with a look of dittamn his face.

The telephone rang shrilly and Anna felt a chiltedr sweep through
her as Scott went to answer it. 'Please, pleasthdeothers be safe,’



she prayed silently while she waited, and her ariglance was
raised to Scott's when he returned to her side.

"They were trapped by the storm and the mist dfising radio
contact, and the pilot had to make a forced landim@ farm in the
Ladysmith district,” he explained, the grimness wbbis mouth
diminishing. "The telephone lines were down, sy thad to wait for
a lift to Ladysmith before they could get a messgeugh.”

"They're all safe?"
"Yes, my love," he smiled with relief. "They're alife."

"Thank God!" she sighed, going into his arms and/ibg her face
against him. "How will they get back?"

"The radio has been repaired, and there's no datodhe aircraft, so
as soon as the weather clears they'll refuel andngm Lesotho as
planned.”

Her throat tightened as she thought of those yamgfmoments when
she had imagined Scott was in danger, and she ketughpser to
him, wrapping her arms about him tightly. "Darlimgljed a thousand
deaths thinking you might be injured, or -"

"Hush," he whispered urgently, sliding his handn@to the nape of
her neck and pressing her head deeper into theoctngf hollow of
his shoulder. "Can you imagine now how | felt wheaw you being
dragged out to sea? "

"l at least didn't half kill you when | found thgbu were safe," she
laughed shakily, remembering the thorough shakiegsd received
once they had reached the safety of the beach.

"It was either that, or kiss you until you begged rinercy," he told
her dryly, rubbing his cheek against her temple.



"I would have preferred the kiss, | think," sheoimhed him in a
muffled voice against his neck where she could tteelthrobbing of
his heart against her lips.

"Now she tells me!" he exclaimed mockingly.

"It's never too late to remedy the situation," siéspered, raising her
lips to his.

He kissed her lingeringly with increasing passibat as his arms
tightened about her, her own words returned to hhenlt's never

too late!If Scott had been on that plane, and if sometkargpus had
happened to him, Wwouldhave been too late!

She shivered against him involuntarily and strudgégainst the
warm pressure of his arms.

"What now, my love?" he demanded impatiently agdies lips.

"l love you, and | shall always love you," she spatith a note of
urgency in her voice. "Don't let us ever part agéon any length of
time, with a misunderstanding of any kind betwesri u

"Anna," he groaned her name, his lips seeking lmaisensitive cord
along her neck while he inhaled the subtle frageasfcher perfume.

, "Do I have your word on that?" she demandedireacherous body
responding to the sensations created by his exglonouth.

"You have my word, my darling, my adorable wifeg murmured
huskily, claiming her lips this time with an urggrtat shook her to
her very soul.

There was so much she still wanted to say, butfermoment it
would have to wait, she decided as her lips mowsskath his with a
matching hunger, and she surrendered herself t@rniaions that



swept through her like a hurricane wreaking havder desire
mounted swiftly, and she drew away from him aditithile she still
had the strength to do so.

"Scott ..." she began breathlessly, avoiding lpis &nd holding him
off with her hands against his broad chest wheescsluld feel the
quick, heavy beat of his heart. "Don't you wankbow why | was
with Andrew that evening when you arrived in Joresburg?"

He frowned impatiently. "Does it matter now why yagre with
him?"

"If we're going to clear away all the misundersiagd, then we
should do it properly," she insisted, disengagieséalf from his arms
and taking Andrew's letter from the pocket of Herts"Read this. It
would, perhaps, explain it better than | could."

Scott unfolded the letter with a certain reluctaand read through it
quickly, but he gave no indication of what he thioiugntil he threw
the letter aside and said : "So it was help andcadwe'd wanted."”

"Yes," she replied, avoiding the intensity of hesaching glance as
she recalled some of the other things Andrew hadtiomeed to her.

"Was it only help and advice that he wanted?" Sdettnanded
quietly, placing his hand beneath her chin andifigrboer to meet his
eyes, and it felt as though the heavy beat of dartlwould choke her
when she realised that the time had come to coafess

Her eyes pleaded with him as she removed his handlfeneath her
chin and placed her trembling lips against it lyiefin Andrew's

unhappy state of mind he imagined he'd made a kaistéand that he
should have married me. He said he felt guilty, lmuadmitted, too,
that he still loved Debbie, and when she later oert that same
feeling of guilt to me, | realised | could help thafter all by letting



them know how much | cared for you. And ..." shealkowed
nervously, "it worked!"

Scott's blue gaze probed hers relentlessly formmteable seconds,
but she did not look away as she allowed him,Herfirst time, to see
right into her heatrt.

"I'd like to believe what your eyes are telling mée began
eventually, "but are you sure your feelings for fawd -"

"Don't!" she interrupted quickly, placing her firgeagainst his lips.
"Don't torture yourself with unnecessary doubtgas in love with an
illusion, but this is reality - you and I."

"For always?"

"For always," she insisted fervently, throwing hens about him and
burying her face against his solid, dependabletchié#en you said
'‘Goodbye, Anna' in that peculiar way at Jan Smhas day when |

went to see you off, | imagined it was your way méking me

understand that it was all over between us, andtigouldn't accept
that. Not from you!"

His arms tightened about her and his kisses raomelder eyes, her
cheeks and her quivering lips as he said: "My ldweas consumed
with jealousy, and the fear of losing you. | wasdhaaware of what |

was saying at the time."

Anna drew his head down to hers and they exchaagetg and
satisfying kiss that sent the blood pulsating maligugh her veins.

"We've been such idiots, you and I," she whispehedmily some
time later.



"Such mad, crazy idiots," he admitted, his fingenbuttoning her
blouse while his lips explored the smoothness okheulder before
purposely venturing lower to the swelling curvehef breast.

"l suppose we shall still have our arguments,"sshd unsteadily, her
senses responding deliriously to his sensual cegess

"Undoubtedly."”
"But no more doubts, please?"

"No more doubts," Scott echoed, raising his hedddk down at her
with such a wealth of tenderness in his eyes thatfalt weak with
the intensity of her happiness. "l love you, Anna."

"And | love you," she whispered as his lips metshand despite the
fact that it was raining outside, the sun was sigriior her. The
keeper of her heart had given her his heart immetu



