


THISONE NIGHT

Yvonne Whittal



She had ignored his warnings. . . .

Sherry had known there was no possibility of commaitt with Rollo

van Cleef. Yet she'd abandoned her principles ¢ndmne precious
night with this one man, who from the moment thaeyek, she felt
she'd known forever.

Even though her son was the image of his 'scieaxiglorer father,
she resolved that Rollo must never know about tttgid.

She was determined not to force Rollo into an uriegmarriage,
but she couldn't stop herself yearning for the islam regarded as a
soul mate... .



CHAPTER ONE

'WHAT do you mean you're not coming? You've just gotdme,
Sherry!" Brenda Lewis wailed over the telephors. nhy twenty-first
birthday, and it's going to be a swinging party.'

Sherry Jaeger sighed tiredly and she could notrglotfite tremor in
her hands when she unnecessarily straightened kinte of her
nursing uniform. She was well acquainted with Be@adwinging
parties, and she detested them. The mere thoudtdvirig to be a
part of all that rowdy hilarity made her cringe amaly. A patient in
her ward had died that morning; it was someone ek been
extremely fond of, and she would have preferregspend the evening
alone at home to weep the tears she had had tmtalhday, but she
also could not ignore the fact that it was Brendaenty-first
birthday.

'l come," Sherry agreed reluctantly, and shetilyagnded the
conversation when she looked up to see the matnterieg the
duty-room.

'‘Mr Peterson's family is at the reception officdqney've come to
collect his personal things," Matron Naude annodn¥ill you see
to it, Sister Jaeger?'

Sherry nodded, her face rigid with the effort tdhher unhappiness
at the task she had to perform, and her pace wsk Wwhen she
walked out of the duty-room. A man had died, shmugit with a
measure of disgust as she walked away, but evagytBimply
continued as if nothing had happened. His familghhipause to
mourn his passing, but the organised, highly efficroutine in Cape
Town's general hospital never faltered for a secafigr five years
of nursing she still found herself wondering ateetlike this whether
she had chosen the right profession.



Sherry deliberately arrived a half-hour late at rigi@s flat that

evening to avoid the initial crush. The din emeggirom behind the

closed door was enough to make her want to tutmeomeel and run.
Amazed that the neighbours never complained, slhwarsed her

shoulders instead, and went inside. Her ears wiijected to instant
torture. The recorded music was loud, the volumé¢hefbase had
been turned up until the floor seemed to vibrateshéh Sherry's feet,
and thirty or more voices seemed to be vying ag#estwanging of

electric guitars.

The noise was jarring, and she glanced about heously, her grey
glance scanning the sea of familiar faces, but his trowdy
environment she could do no more than raise hed vama casual
greeting, and she was extraordinarily relieved wBemmda appeared
beside her in a full-length emerald green eveniogyrg which
accentuated the alabaster smoothness of her sfitharpaleness of
her long silky hair.

'l was beginning to think you'd let me down!' Brarghouted to make
herself heard above the music when Sherry had klamelea gift and
had wished her a happy birthday. 'l have sometturtgll you.' She
literally dragged Sherry into the nearest bedroath@osed the door
to obliterate some of the noise. Excitement spdrkiner hazel eyes
and made her lovely features glow as if a light baen lit inside her.

Sherry stared at her friend, and a dreadful sumpicguddenly
spiralled through her. 'Don't tell me you're pragtda

'l am!' Brenda laughed into Sherry's shocked f&té.there's more to
tell you. Jonathan and | were married this morngagthis is actually
a triple celebration.'

Relief washed over Sherry and her tense body rélaXeaction. 'I'm
so glad.’



'l knew you would be,' Brenda laughed again, halki®eth flashing
white against her crimson lips. 'You never did littee idea of
Jonathan and me simply living together.’

'l know you think I'm a prude.’

'‘But you're a nice prude,' Brenda corrected sobkdyglance taking
in Sherry's perfectly oval face with the small gfh nose, and the
full, sensitive mouth. 'That's why you're the first hear our
wonderful news.'

Sherry felt strangely honoured, and tears stungyelids when she
embraced Brenda. 'I'm so happy for both you andtbam.'

‘Let's go out there and enjoy ourselves,' BrendghHad away her
own tears, and Sherry was once again plunged atonidst of the
rowdy party. 'The eats and drinks are on the tabigminst the
opposite wall,' Brenda enlightened her. 'Help yelfirwhenever you
feel like it.'

Sherry elbowed her way across the room, but Jonatliat, tall and
lean with laughing brown eyes, caught her arm andg her into the
disco beat before she could protest. She was ribeimood for this
wild dancing, but courtesy made her sway somewdiattantly in a
milder version of the cavorting dance.

Jonathan pulled her closer unexpectedly and putbisth close to
her ear to make himself heard. 'Has Brenda givan the good
news?'

'Yes,' she answered stiffly. '‘Congratulations.’

'‘Does it make you like me a little better?’



''ve never disliked you, Jonathan," Sherry preswith inherent
honesty. 'l simply never liked what you and Bremgae doing with
your lives.'

His hands released her, and she almost shoutedeligfiwhen the
music came to a crashing halt. She excused hdraslily, but she
had barely reached the other side of the room wherwanging of
guitars reverberated through the room once agam h8lped herself
to a glass of wine and shrank into the furthesheoof the lounge,
close to the balcony. There was no escape frormoiee, but the
balcony doors stood open, and she did at leastthay@easure of the
occasional breath of fresh air as it wafted inesmoke-filled room.

The evening stretched ahead of Sherry like an sadt@ment. She
sipped her wine and leaned against the cool watlhér slender body
would not relax. Too much had happened that day h&n heart and
her mind rejected this gaiety. It was a hot Janmagit, and Sherry
raised a hand to brush a heavy strand of goldewsbhair away from
her damp forehead. Her grey glance shifted ainjeastoss the
crowded room, then bounced back swiftly to the nhaaning
nonchalantly against the opposite wall beside Jamed metre-high
statue of Venus. He had not been there a momeatdyefhe could
almost swear to that, but he was theog/,and for some inexplicable
reason she could not look away again.

His hair was dark, darker than her own, and he wan@pped close
to his nicely shaped head. His forehead was broadiraelligent

above straight dark brows, and there was a hinazohess in the
heavy-lidded eyes. The nose was high-bridged aadkt above the
strongly chiselled mouth, and there was a suggesti@ dent in the
square, resolute jaw. It was a strong face witmtgl®f character
woven into its ruggedness and, when her glancefraid his wide

shoulders down the long length of him to his paishoes, she felt
an odd tightness at the pit of her stomach. Hesiims head as if he
had sensed that he was being observed, and Shkmay¥ave of heat



surging into her cheeks. Her embarrassment wasobvo him, she
could see it in the way the corners of his moutkdiin amusement,
and she hastily lowered her dark lashes to hidednéusion which
was pulsating through her when he raised his glass mocking

salute.

He made no attempt to approach her as the everong an, but she
became increasingly aware of the fact thevas now observinger
intently, and her glance collided several timeshwitat of the man
with the rugged but striking good looks. She wagpinhg herself to a
second glass of wine and a snack when Brenda jbieednd Sherry
took this opportunity to question her friend.

'‘Who's the man in the blue blazer and grey sladts®'asked with
careful casualness.

‘Do you mean the one who's been propping up thé meadt to
Jonathan's statue of the goddess of love?'

'Yes, that's him,"' Sherry confirmed.

'His name is Rollo something-or-other. He's anasduaintance of
Jonathan's, and Jonathan invited him along to &y pBrenda eyed
Sherry speculatively. 'Do you want an introduction?

Sherry shook her head hastily. 'l was asking outwfosity, not
because | was angling for an introduction.’

'‘Well, it looks as if he's decided to come over amicbduce himself,'
Brenda remarked drily, casting a swift glance axtbe room before
she faded away and left Sherry standing there avgfbunding heart
and legs that felt as if they were ready to caveeimeath her.

'It's quite a party,’ a deep, well-modulated valcawled behind her;
taking a steadying breath, she turned slowly te fam.



'Yes, it is,' she acknowledged his statement, mgisier glance no
higher than the tanned column of his strong thvaagre his white
shirt had been left unbuttoned.

The music went wild, and so did the writhing, baangdodies on the
floor. Someone backed sharply into the man standipgce away
from Sherry, and the only thing which prevented friom cannoning
into her was the swiftness with which he reachet tousteady
himself against the table. His action had, howebeought them
closer together, and she raised her startled glemdend herself
looking a long way up into two incredibly blue eyéstremor of
shock raced through her, and it was followed swifty a stab of
recognition. Recognition of what? she wonderedtitaity. She had
never seen this man before in her life, and yethsite the oddest
feeling that she knew him. His eyes, like two btighpnotic jewels,
held hers captive, and everything else arounddwmed to fade into
a mist of oblivion. Seconds—or was it hours?—|aste succeeded
in tearing her glance from his, but her heart weatibg against her
breastbone as if she had indulged in an unaccustemertion.

The glass of wine was removed from her tremblingérs, and the
touch of his hand beneath her elbow sent littleésdaf electricity
shooting down into her fingers and up into her $lhe@u She was
surprised when she found herself standing out an khlcony
overlooking the moonlit sea, and she was not exactie how she
had got there.

There was nothing lazy now about his heavy-liddgelsevhile he
studied her intently in the semi-darkness. 'Are feg®ling better?' he
asked.

She had no idea that she had been feeling illbéuig out in the cool
fresh air certainly made her feel a great deal ealm



'Did it appear to you as if | was going to faint,smsmething equally
drastic?' she counter-questioned mockingly, leaiirigtle weakly
against the glass door while she tried desperatelyegain her
composure.

'You certainly went incredibly pale.' His heavy kys were lowered
to shade the expression in his eyes. 'Did you sgwst, or did | do
something to frighten you?'

'Yes—no—1 don't know." She was stammering foolishlyd she
groaned inwardly with embarrassment as she-tumeg &om him.
'l think | should go home.'

A blue-clad arm barred her way. 'My name is Roln Cleef and, if
it's any recommendation, Jonathan Hunt and | hawegk each other
since our university days. A rowdy party isn't eumy idea of fun,
but | couldn't be impolite and turn down his intiba to this

particular celebration.' His arm dropped to hiesgiving her more
room to breathe freely. 'l couldn't help noticirftatt you haven't
enjoyed this party either.’

'‘No, | haven't,’ she confessed in a faintly breshlvoice, and she
wished fervently that he would not stand so claséér. She felt

threatened by his tallness and the incredible wadthis shoulders,

and the woody scent of his masculine cologne stiner senses until
she felt incapable of thinking clearly.

‘What's your name?' his deep voice questioned b@reathe noise
coming from the lounge of Brenda's and Jonathéat's f

‘Sherry Jaeger.'

‘Sherry.' He repeated her name slowly as if hesaasuring it, and
on his lips her name sounded like a caress. 'litlikEs warm, subtle,
and intoxicating, and I'm convinced that the sigs of it matches
the texture of your skin.'



There was a dangerous undercurrent of intimackahremark, and
her fingers fluttered nervously against the flaskuit of her blue silk
dress.

'l really must go, Mr van-'

'Rollo," he corrected hastily, that blue-clad amnrimng her way once
again when she turned from him. We've only thisuternintroduced
ourselves, and I'm afraid | can't let you go jusit'y

'‘But | must!' she protested frantically. 'It's akhanidnight.'

His mouth twitched, and his brilliant blue eyesttgled with
mockery. 'Tell me, Cinderella, will your coach tunto a pumpkin if
you don't leave the party before the stroke of mngialt?"'

‘Don't be silly !

‘Sherry . .." His hand slid from the door to raster shoulder, and it
felt as if every nerve in her body had suddenlyobee centred on that
spot where his warm fingers touched her bare skknmow a quiet
little coffee bar about a block away from here.'

Sherry was momentarily speechless and also paniskgething
warned her that she had to stay away fromthis ntamwas having
such an incredibly disturbing effect on her. 'Péeabmust go home,
and |-

‘They make excellent coffee, and they're openightri His fingers

moved in a deliberate, persuasive caress agamstlky smoothness
of her shoulder, and a trembling weakness invadediimbs. 'Are

you tempted to join me there for a cup of coffeéokee| take you

home?'

She wagemptedo refuse, but the cacophony of sound that emerc
from the flat was suddenly more than her tortureds ewould



continue to tolerate and, out of sheer desperai@scape the noise,
she heard herself saying, 'I'll come with you.'

His hand fell away from her shoulder and a faittiymphant smile
curved his sensuous mouth. 'Say your farewellsl'inrdeet you at
the door.'

Sherry turned from him on shaky legs and ploughexdaray through
the crowd to collect her wrap and evening bag. Wélea finally
managed to find Brenda she saw a flicker of disappent flash
across her friend's face.

'‘Don't tell me you're going already?' she demanded.

'It's late and I've had a trying day," Sherry ddéshherself, and she
was relieved when Brenda accepted her explanation.

'I'll get Jonathan to run you home.'

‘That won't be necessary,' Sherry assured her ngguol'm leaving
with Rollo van Cleef.'

'‘Oh!" Hazel eyes widened with curiosity, but Shesand a hasty good
night before Brenda could bombard her with question

Rollo van Cleef was waiting at the door as he hadngsed. His tall,
muscular frame stepped towards her to take her anch,suddenly
she had grave doubts about her decision to acconmpamnto the
coffee bar he had mentioned. His touch was awageieiglings she
had not known that she possessed, and every tiemeasked into his
eyes she had that disturbing sense of recognition.

He was a stranger to her. She had to continueddiierself that, but
she could not rid herself entirely of the feelifgit she knew him.
Was this perhaps the crazy aftermath of an exhaustay at the
hospital?



Sherry welcomed the cool sea breeze that blew amstgher when
they stepped out of the building, and the silentéhe Clifton beach
front was almost eerie after the noise in Brentfliat's

'If you're having doubts about your decision toéhawuffee with me,
then don't.' Rollo displayed an uncanny knack o@iggag her
thoughts. 'Molesting women is not one of my vices.'

Sherry glanced up at him quickly, and her cheeksvi@m when she
looked away again. 'l didn't think you were theey molest a
woman, but a girl can't be too careful these days.'

"Il grant you that," he laughed shortly, thenchanged the subject as
they walked along the quiet, almost deserted stiket you also in
the nursing profession?'

‘Yes, | am,' she confessed. 'Brenda and | studigether, although
she came a little after me, and we shared a flaa fome until we
decided to each get a place of our own.’

'Did sharing a flat put a strain on your friendship

‘Not at first." She had never before discusseddssons for choosing
not to share a flat with Brenda, but with Rollo v@reef the truth
simply spilled from her lips as if she did not have power to
prevent it. 'lt was only when Brenda wanted to hameathan living
in with us that the trouble started. | wouldn't egrto it, and we
decided it would be best if we each found our oscoaamodation.’

Her explanation met with silence. Their shadowsgtleened,
shortened, and lengthened again each time theggasstreet light.
Had she perhaps said something wrong? Somethioifetod him?

‘Do you object to a man and a woman living togethignout being
married?' Rollo questioned her at length, and $twecgd up at him
quickly to see an amused smile curving his mouth.



'l don't object to others doing so, if that's wiiety want, but 1 don't
want to be a part of it, and | don't envisage kivad of life for myself.’

Oh, lord! She supposed she sounded so disguspniglyand proper
that he must find it sickening, but for some obsa@ason she had to
be honest with him.

'It's old-fashioned to believe that sex comes aiflgr marriage.'

'l know." This was the second time within a spatchaurs that she
had stood accused of being old-fashioned. 'Breragachlled me a
prude often enough, but | can't help the way | &xlut things, and |
have no intention of discarding my principles meréd please
everyone else.’

The fingers beneath her elbow tightened when tleached the
entrance to the coffee bar. She raised her cugtarsce and was
somewhat surprised to find that Rollo van Cleekpression was
grave rather than mocking.

'Stick to your principles, Sherry," he said, hie®yholding hers
captive while the knuckles of his free hand brusliesifire against
her cool cheek. 'One day some lucky man is goiriguve you all the
more for it.'

His words triggered off an inexplicable sadnessdmser, and for
one horrible moment she had the strangest desbarsi into tears.
She swallowed down the lump in her throat, andushed open the
door to usher her into the coffee bar with its pladevalls and faintly
continental atmosphere.

It was after midnight, but a dozen or more peoptéhsinched over a
cup of steaming coffee while they conversed quistith their

companions. The lighting was soft, and the recomtedic relayed
through the coffee bar was soothing after the eahing Sherry had



received at Brenda's flat. Rollo chose a corneletalmd ordered
coffee.

‘Tell me about yourself,’ he prompted while theyited and
somehow Sherry found herself obeying him. Her fatmed died
when she was eight years old, her mother had ndaaggin three
years ago and had moved to Canada with her newahdsland she
ended with the information that her brother waseétar in Australia.
It was perhaps a little crazy, but once she hatestdalking she could
not stop, and she told him much more than she wes lse had
wanted to know.

'l don't really know why I've been talking so muaiout myself to
someone I've only just met,’ she laughed self-agoasty when their
coffee arrived.

it's often easier talking to a stranger about uwirtgnt things while
the true reason for our distress remains unspoken.'

His words struck a chord inside Sherry that filkegt with pain and
misery. It had been a long day; a day which hadibegth the death
of a friend and duties which had had to be performespite her
grief. She had wept all day behind the fixed srelle had presented
to the other patients, and Brenda's riotous paayy humbed her
feelings temporarily, but Rollo van Cleef had itizely placed a
gentle finger on the raw wound.

Sherry blinked back the rush of tears and triddugh. 'Don't tell me
you have psychic powers!

'l spent a long time watching you this evening, &kdew it wasn't
simply the rowdy party which was making you lookusthappy.' His
hand covered hers on the checkered tablecloth aodndorting

warmth flowed through her. 'Would you like to tele about it?' his
deep voice prompted.



Training as a nurse required a rigid control of &meotions, and it
took several seconds before she was able to legredrspill from
behind the barrier she had erected.

'‘One of my favourite patients . . . someone | hgdeat fondness and
respect for ... passed away this morning.' Shearnyesl haltingly, but
her voice grew stronger as she went on to telldrabout old Mr
Peterson who had spent so many months in hosgtdirfg bravely
against a disease which was spreading throughsutday. She had
become attached to the old man, and his wisdonuaddrstanding
had endeared him to her in a way that made itcdilffifor her to
accept that he was no longer there. 'l know | shoulet it affect me
in this way, but Eddie Peterson was . .. someorexial) she
concluded her sad tale.

Rollo van Cleef did not say anything, but simpghtiened his fingers
about hers briefly to indicate that he understoma Bhe felt, and that
strange comforting warmth flowed through her agtimad been a
relief to talk, and it was incredible that she cbblkve done so to
someone she knew absolutely nothing abouit.

'l think it's time you told me something about yourself,” Sherr
prompted, sliding her hand from beneath his. Thly timng she
knew about Rollo van Cleef was that he and Jonatiaahbeen at
university together, and that made it comparativesgy for her to
guess his age to be somewhere in the region tf-linree, but other
than that she knew very little about this man wité rugged good
looks. 'What do you do when you're not buying a4 goffee and
letting her ramble on about her woes?’

His eyelids descended a fraction to give his festwa lazy, rather
bored expression, but she had begun to suspecbd#mad those
heavy-lidded eyes there lurked a razor-sharp mind.

I'm a scientist.'



'‘How very interesting!

'It can be quite a dreary job,' he contradicted fa@d scientists are
often considered rather dull company.’

'I don't believe that.'

'‘Don't you?' Rollo smiled twistedly, and her chedlesned with
embarrassment when their glances met and held reattdess
seconds until the sound of someone's laughter hhekspell.

She dragged her eyes from his to drink her cofbeg, she was
intensely aware of the man seated opposite hershadvas even
more aware of the fatal magnetism he seemed toeeXuty talked
while they drank their coffee, their conversatight and impersonal,
and all too soon it was time to leave. It was aub@éd night, and
Sherry was strangely reluctant to let it end whnaytstepped out into
the street and stood for a moment beneath thedrigsieon sign.

'‘Are you on a visit to Cape Town, or do you liverd® she
inadvertently found herself asking him again when ¢uriosity got
the better of her.

'l live here,' came the abrupt reply as they walk&nvly in the
direction of her flat.

His answer was not very informative, and she waslenly nervous
and tense when she glanced up at him. 'I'm sormrysdems as if I'm
prying,' she apologised.

'It's a warm night, and the moon is full.' He chedhthe subject with a
gleam of mockery in his eyes as if he sensed Iggtstithdrawal. ‘A
perfect night for a stroll on the beach, woulde'tisay?'

'‘Perfect,’ she heard herself agreeing despite #maimgs flashing
through her mind, and his hand was beneath henelgoiding her



across the street before she could think up an sexawt to
accompany him,

The Clifton beach was not entirely deserted. A sgralup of people
had decided to take a midnight dip in the colddndDcean, but Rollo
drew Sherry in the opposite direction. She cousietdhe tangy sea
air on her lips, and she took off her silver sasdalfeel the cool, soft
sand beneath her stockinged feet. She had nevarebsblked on a
beach after sunset, let alone at one o'clock imtbming, but it felt
heavenly, and the peace and quiet was like bakn thfé long, hectic,
and disturbing day. She could see and hear theshaeaking on the
shore, but it was a pleasant rather than a jasognd.

Rollo was walking beside her, and his hand benkatlelbow was
relaxed, but firm. She felt his eyes on her, wglimer to look at him,
but she dared not. Her nerve ends started to quintgrthey had
tightened into a knot at the pit of her stomachl spmewhere deep
inside her there was something which was demaraimegease from
the chains which held it in bondage. She knew hdHe same; she
sensed it in his touch as if their thoughts andirfge had become
linked in some strange way, but those warning $ggstll flared
somewhere in the back of her mind. She was hoverinfpe brink of
a discovery, but a part of her continued to rentied of the danger
involved.

‘Do you live far from here?' Rollo questioned lres, voice deep and
soft as the night.

'l have a flat in that tall building across theestt' She gestured
vaguely with the hand that held her sandals.

"You must spend most of your free time on the beach

' Not really." She had an odd feeling that theindane conversation
was a cover for something more intense, and shet f&b strongly



that her heart thudded heavily against her ridserd's too much to
do when I'm off duty, but | do come down occasibnfdr a swim in
the summer.’

Did that breathless, husky voice belong to her? wslo@dered
frantically. Red lights were flashing madly in Heain. Run before
it's too late! She wanted to obey, but Rollo's hands were on |
shoulders. He turned her to face him in the moaldikness, and a
trembling warmth surged through her. Something Wagpening
between them, something she could not escape, @tel spuddenly
she knew that she did not want to escape from it.

‘Sherry . . ." His hands caressed her shouldessighrthe thin wrap,
and a thousand little nerves seemed to come ativlig touch.
‘There's a certain magic in the air tonight. | thnbw what it is, but |
feel as if | can almost reach out and touch it.'

It would be so easy to deny it, but her consciemaened against
subterfuge. 'l—I can feel it, too.'

His eyes roamed her face to linger eventually anguevering lips.
She felt herself teetering on the brink, every pestretched towards
something which was as yet unknown to her, andeendr of
expectancy raced through her body when she lookethto his
glittering eyes.

‘You're beautiful, Sherry." His voice caressed laad his fingers
gently brushed aside a strand of hair which thgfplébreeze had
blown across her mouth.

She caught a final glimpse of the starlit sky befbe lowered his
head and brushed her eyelids shut with his lipss Tiad to be a
dream. It was the only explanation she could fimdthis delightful,
floating sensation she was experiencing. His wdiim mouth
settled on hers at last, and the final particlehef orderly life



suddenly crumbled about her. His kisses were bgjiat explorative,
seeking rather than demanding, but she was becoawage of a
growing, sensual urgency which he kept severelghed. Sherry
admired him for the control he exercised when gt Her own
control slipping rapidly, and she was consciousaleén emotions
clamouring for an outlet when his hands slid down lback to draw
her closer to the hard length of his body.

A breath of sanity was beginning to invade thisztlag, crazy world

she had drifted into. Never in her twenty-threergdead she allowed
her mind to be swamped like this. Men had beerysdidappointed

in the past when they had expected a physical cefearan evening
out, yet here she was kissing Rollo van Cleef ajtdy a few brief

hours of having met him, and she was actuatlypyingit.

Her heart was beating so fast that she could dgdyemathe when she
dragged her lips from his and leaned back agaimststrong
supporting arms. 'Rollo, we—we hardly know eaclenth

Her protest sounded hollow and unconvincing whilergthing
within her demanded that he kiss her again. . .aaaih.

‘Time is irrelevant,’ Rollo insisted softly, hisagke holding hers as he
released her to slide her flimsy wrap off her stetd, and it fell to
the sand where she had dropped her sandals ansblbagminutes
earlier. "Tomorrow the world could go up in flamesd then we
might find ourselves regretting that we never sagduhese few
precious moments,' he argued.

‘How—nhow terribly fatalistic you sound!' Her lauglas shaky, and a
melting sensation was invading her body when higlbaircled her
slender waist.

‘Life is like that. We're here today and gone tommr, and there's so
much sadness in the world that when a little haggsrcomes our way



we ought to grasp it with both hands, even ifati$y for a few brief
moments.’

A flicker of fear darted through her. 'Eddie Peter®nce told me
something similar to that.'

‘And | bet you laughed at him," Rollo added gravely
'l did,' she confessed in a hushed voice. 'Buhibinaughing now.'

This was a golden moment; a moment she could hoivab slip
through her fingers. This wamw, and tomorrow would take care of
itself, she was thinking quite uncharacteristicailyd then she was
losing herself in Rollo's arms. Her lips parted dmth the sensual
pressure of his mouth, and he no longer attemotéade his desire
for her as he ground his hips into hers. Intenpelyitive emotions
seared through her as she clung to his wide shaulder trembling
legs gave way beneath her, and he followed her dowto the cool
white sand, his hands cradling her against hinmabghe lay with her
head resting in the crook of his arm.

Nothing existed beyond this moment, and the rodh®fsea seemed
to grow louder in her ears when Rollo trailed figrgses down along
the column of her throat and across one satiny §mslwoulder. She
felt elated, as if she was being lifted beyond élérand she could no
longer ignore that deep sense of belonging which beginning to
manifest itself in her.

Rollo's body tensed against hers. One hand strayadight caress
across the curve of her breast, then he releaseshbelrew her up on
to her feet with him.

'I'm afraid,' she whispered jerkily, trembling sach that she had to
cling to him to steady herself. 'It frightens matthcan feel this way
about someone | scarcely know.'



'‘Don't be afraid, Sherry,' he murmured, his hanaisiing her flushed
face. 'There's nothing to be afraid of.’

His lips brushed against hers in a painfully swestess, then he
picked up her bag and her sandals and shook tlleosgiof her wrap.
He draped it about her shoulders, and his arm wasgand firm

about her waist as they continued to walk acrossnthw deserted
beach. He steadied her when they reached the peslaeao that she
could put on her sandals, then they walked aclosstreet towards
the building where she lived.

Sherry felt light-headed, as if she had had toohtacdrink. This
could not be happening to her. She had to be drearBut that hard
male body against her side was very real, andipsrstill tingled
with the memory of his kisses. She would never Haaleeved that
anything like this could happen to her. One reasuiailh in books, and
laughed about it in cynical disbelief, but sudderdize was
experiencing it in reality. She had fallen madlyddmopelessly in
love, and the man she loved was not a strangeartarhere had been
that sense of recognition when she had first seandnd she knew
now that he was the one she had subconsciously waiting for.
Rollo did not have to say anything, she knew hetfet same, and
they entered the red brick building in silence elndbed the steps up
to her flat on the first floor.

'It's been a memorable evening, and | shall newayet it,' he said
when they stood outside her door.

'l shan't forget it either.'

He lowered his dark head and set his lips on meeslingering kiss
that once again activated those fiery tremors enbgl. She wanted to
press her body closer to his, she wanted the strefigpis arms about
her, but he ended the kiss abruptly, and brushedirngers lightly
against her cheek.



"Vaarwel, liewe meisiehe said softly when he had taken her ke
from her shaky fingers to unlock her door, andsieck of his words
was like a dash of sobering, icy water in the face.

'‘Why are you saying goodbye as if we'll never seshether again ?'
she demanded with a frantic urgency in her voicelvihe could not
disguise when he would have walked away from hret e turned to
look at her with his brilliant, but shuttered eyes.

it would be better for both of us if we never saeleother again,' he
said in a strangely clipped voice. 'Believe me,r8he

It felt as if the earth had suddenly been hackealydveneath her feet,
and she was left to plunge into a well of confusaagrshe stood there
watching Rollo van Cleef walk away from her. Shented to call
him back. She wanted to insist on an explanationt. fi® sound
passed her lips, and her limbs simply refused toycaut the
instructions being fired from her brain.

Her dream had become a nightmare. How dare heinllher life,
steal her heart, and then calmly walk away from dmggain! They
belonged together, she knew it and felt it in efdase of her being.
What was more, he had felt it as well. It had beeemagical night, and
he had said so himself. Now the magic of it layttad like fine
crystal at her feet.



CHAPTER TWO

THE smell of disinfectant hovered in the air in thespital corridor,
and Sherry was thrust back to reality after spemthe long hours of
the night on a confused and bewildered plane whetking made
sense.

'| feel dreadful!' groaned Brenda as they walkaskiby towards their
respective wards. 'l didn't get to bed until fdustmorning, and | had
to be up again at six. My head's throbbing, andmsides feel as if
I've had an abdominal op!

Sherry's grey eyes mirrored instant concern wheng&mced at her
friend. 'You'll have to take better care of youfsal future,’ she
warned. 'Wild parties and pregnancy don't go vaglether.’

'‘Perhaps you're right,' Brenda agreed solemnly wineynreached the
men's ward where Sherry was on duty, and only thérshe study
Sherry more closely. "You know, you don't look sod yourself.'

'l have a bit of a headache,' said Sherry, explgiaway the ravages
caused by her inability to sleep.

'Hey, I've just remembered!" Brenda exclaimed wsiypp 'What
happened between you and Rollo last night?'

Sherry winced inwardly as. if Brenda had stabbedraless finger
into an open wound. '‘Nothing happened.’

'‘Oh, come off it, Sherry!" Brenda laughed in digifelYou both took
one look at each other, fell like a ton of briclsd rushed off
together.'

Sherry wanted to say, 'l behaved like a romanta' fdut those
cynical words would not pass the lump in her thrédatall, straight
figure was approaching them from the far end ofabeidor, and



Sherry was almost relieved at the timely arrivaltiod stern-faced
woman who was their superior.

'‘Matron Naude is coming,' she warned in a whisper.

'Oh, cripes!" yelped Brenda softly, glancing swiftiver her shoulder.
'She's never liked me, and she's sure to have Bomgdbd say about
my bloodshot eyes!

Matron Naude was beside them before Brenda haoigjhertunity to
dart away, and her sharp glance swiftly rakedwuedirls from head
to toe before settling on Brenda with a distincdof disapproval on
her face. 'Have you been indulging in too many laghts, Nurse
Lewis?'

'‘As a matter of fact we did have a celebrationypast night,' Brenda
confessed with defiance in her eyes and a hirr@bsm in her voice.
'l got myself married and pregnant all in one day.'

For once Matron Naude was rendered momentarilycspess, and
Brenda took this opportunity to march off with lerad held high.

'Was she serious?' Matron Naude demanded wherashetovered
her composure.

‘Yes ... but it didn't happen quite in that ord8hérry felt compelled
to explain Brenda's provocative statement as sielsiside for her
superior to precede her into the small duty-rodhe’ got herself
pregnant first, and marriage followed as a matteoarse.’

‘Well, I'm glad the fellow did the decent thing anshrried her,’

Matron Naude remarked, but the disapproval waktkgre in her

eyes when she changed the subject abruptly. 'We &haew patient
coming in later today. Please see to it that thi gtepare the bed Mr
Peterson used to occupy.'



Sherry's resentment flared at the cold, unemoti@iatence to Eddie
Peterson, but she murmured respectfully, 'Yes, dnatr

Dark brown eyes met Sherry's with keen perceptamd* Matron
Naude's glance softened miraculously. 'Take my cajviSister
Jaeger—never get too involved with your patientisTmay sound
harsh to you, and | dare say you think of me aslgact devoid of
emotion, but | had my fair share of agony during fingt years of
nursing. You're a good nursing Sister, and youagdst have the
potential for even greater things, but you're gdmgave to learn to
erect a distancing barrier between yourself angé#tients, as | have
had to do.’

The sharp, brisk voice had been toned down to ammmurof
sympathetic understanding, and Sherry saw foriteetime behind
the rigid mask which had confronted her so ofternduthe past five
years. This woman was not the callous, unfeeliegtare Sherry had
Imagined. Beneath the surface there was a womanais that wept
and rejoiced with her patients, and Sherry begamespect and
admire this grey-haired woman for more than simgier
gualifications.

‘Thank you, Matron," Sherry smiled into those dar&s, but the mask
of authority had snapped back into position.

‘You'd better get your staff moving, Sister Jaegewe'll be running
late.'

‘Yes, Matron,' Sherry answered briskly, and Maiaude marched
out of the duty-room, leaving her with a lightemahtethan when she
had arrived at the hospital that morning.

Sherry felt strangely enriched and enlivened wiennsade her usual
round of the men's ward, and she could almost fdlgeagonising
hours of soul-searching she had endured duringigie.



‘You're looking rather glum this morning, Mr Agnéwshe
commented to one of the elderly male patients wthke nurses
straightened his sheets and plumped up his pillows.

‘The ward is just not the same without Eddie Petershe
complained, sighing heavily.

'Of course it's still the same,' Sherry protestegping a tight rein on
her own feelings while she returned his chart &ftiot of his bed. 'A
familiar face amongst us may be gone, but I'm kg&lle, Nurse van
Rensburg ishere, and so is Nurse Walters."

The old man looked thoughtful. 'l suppose thatls,tbut | miss old
Eddie in the bed here next to me, and | miss oy e@rning chats.’

Sherry and the young nurses exchanged glances, $henry
confronted the patient gravely. 'We all miss hint, Mynew, but |
guess he's happy where he is, and he wouldn't wgalatoking glum
about it.'

‘You're right," he nodded slowly after yet anotti@ughtful silence,
then he brightened perceptibly. '1 think I'll rebdt newspaper now,
Sister.’

She passed him the newspaper which had been tefiehred on his
bedside locker, and he was putting on his readiagsgs to study the
front page when Sherry moved on to some of ther gligents while

the nurses continued their ritual of straightershgets and plumping
up pillows.

The morning passed swiftly with doctors coming ayuing, and
Sherry barely had time to sit down to a cup ofitethe duty-room.
The new patient arrived: a thin, jaundiced-lookingn who ignored
Mr Agnew's attempts at making conversation, andnptty made
himself unpopular in the ward. When it was time &brerry's lunch
break she was actually relieved to escape for ariewites.



Brenda had secured a table for them in the hosp#ateen, and
Sherry joined her there with a limp tomato sandwncbne hand and
a cup of tea in the other. She sat down tiredltherupright chair, and
it was sheer heaven to take the weight off herdektst. They talked
shop for a few minutes, then Brenda asked the gumesthich Sherry
had subconsciously been dreading.

'‘What happened last night, Sherry?'

Sherry stared at the remainder of her soggy samdamnc lost her
appetite completely. There was no easy way to an&wenda's
guery. What feasible explanation could she give widrat had

happened to her last night? She had had a dreantd,arazy dream
in which she had met the one man who had beeresimgit solely for
her. Perhaps she had always known that she wotidmese him the
moment she saw him, but then she had always haddicelous

notion that he would feel the same way about her.dre ecstatic
moment on the beach last night she had believed rfeeting had
meant as much to him as it did to her, but therdread been cruelly
shattered.

She shook her head in an attempt to rid herseRado van Cleefs
image. 'l don't know what happened,' she answeareflisedly.

'‘What do you mean, you don't know?' demanded Breaathshe was
beginning to look as bewildered as Sherry felt.

‘Well, | thought ... | imagined ... n@ammit,| was sure.' Sherry
pressed her clenched fists against her forehead ffort to think
clearly. 'Nothing like this has ever happened tobafre, and | was
so convinced that Rollo felt the same as | did kiwads stunned when
he said goodbye and told me it would be best ilneeer saw each
other again.’

Brenda eyed her speculatively. 'Did he make lowotg?'



'‘Most certainly not!" Sherry exclaimed indignantlpwering her
hands abruptly to the table, and glaring at Brefod&ven daring to
imagine she would allow any man those unmentionattimacies
without the respectability of marriage to back it.

'In that case the man must be crazy,' Brenda de:@idetly.

Or married," Sherry voiced the most prominent fghaich had kept
her awake all night.

'Did he mention a wife?' Brenda pounced on Shereytsark.

'‘No, he didn't, but it would explain why he suddegbt cold feet.'
Sherry shook her head and suppressed that sufgeliafy which was
like a fiery pain in her breast. "I've gone neanly of my mind trying
to find an acceptable motive for his behaviour, Bvel come to the
conclusion that my own feelings must have beentsmg that |
simply imagined something which wasn't there.'

Brenda's attractive features looked sceptical. ‘Yanit really believe
that, do you?'

‘Last night | could have sworn ... | mean, thedbihe said made me
believe that he felt the same, but-'

She halted abruptly to swallow down the lump in theoat, and she
spread out her hands in a gesture of mingled deapdi defeat. 'l
simply don't know what to think, or what to beliéve

The two girls stared at each other a little helgdiesT'hey had always
been able to speak quite frankly to each other tathmir personal
problems, and quite often the solution had emergyech those
discussions, but there appeared to be no soluborort simple
explanation for this very bewildering incident ihe3ry's life.



'‘How do you feel about Rollo in the cold light odyd and after a
hectic morning in the ward?' Brenda broke the Isileince between
them.

Sherry considered this for a moment before she areglv'l feel as if

he was part of a strange and very beautiful drednchwended in a
nightmare,' she said with unaccustomed cynicisma$ tired last

night, and I'd had an upsetting day. | was vulnleradind perhaps a
little emotionally unstable.’

'‘How strange,” murmured Brenda, her smooth, alabdstehead
creased in a frown. 'When | mentioned to Jonathanh Rollo had
taken you home he seemed to think you might bengdr of being
persuaded to hand out more than a good night kigsua door.'

'He made no attempt to seduce me, and it's fudileontinue this
discussion because we would simply argue in cineidsout coming
up with the right explanation,’ Sherry sighed aioity. ‘Last night is
perhaps best forgotten.'

‘The problem ig/ou'renot going to forget it that easily.'

Only Brenda could have put her finger so accuraialyhe very root
of the problem, and Sherry winced inwardly as sirghpd back her
chair and got wearily to her feet, 'l have to gatkoon duty.’

'So do |,' Brenda announced with a grimace, getimgnd following
Sherry from the canteen. 'See you later.’

Rollo van Cleef's name was not mentioned agaimduhe next few
days, and Sherry was beginning to think she was/eztng from the
experience when she arrived home late one aftertmé@ind a note
had been pushed under her door. She picked itngpuafolded the
small sheet of paper. The bold handwriting was maifar, but the
words leapt out at her, striking known chords, gadickening her
pulse while she read the message twice for cregtibil



Meet me in the coffee bar at seven-thirty this exgiiyou're free. R.

Her hand was shaking, and a million thoughts sedamddrt through
her mind simultaneously until she felt herself irgeimentally. Rollo
had saidgoodbyeand he had done so most emphatically. It had I
her bewildered after the precious hour or two thag spent together
and, when she dared to think about it, it stilt leér incapable of
finding a reasonable explanation for his strangeab®ur. Why,
after four days had elapsed, was he asking hee&t mm again?

A dreadful suspicion took shape in her mind, aredlstew she would
have no peace until she had had it confirmed, orede She crossed
the room and lifted the telephone receiver to pumdahthe required
number. She could hear it ringing at the other and,moments later
Brenda's voice answered.

'‘Have you, or Jonathan perhaps, spoken to RolloCraef since the
night of your party?' Sherry asked quickly befdne st her nerve.

'‘No, we haven't,' Brenda assured her, the surpriser voice giving

truth to her statement. 'Why do you ask?"l jusheered,’ Sherry
replied evasively, ashamed of herself for thinkBrgnda might have
intervened on her behalf. "'There was a note undedoor when |

arrived home a few minutes ago, and he wants meetg him in the
coffee bar down the street at seven-thirty.'

'‘Are you going?'

Brenda's query startled Sherry into giving the erat moment of
serious thought. Should she go, or should sheastay? It had taken
four days to overcome, to some extent, that freirhatic meeting
with Rollo. Could she risk being hurt and confusdldover again?
And how would she feel afterwards if she ignoresirequest?

'‘My common sense warns me to stay away,' she s&dgth.



'Has your common sense also warned you of the greatyou will
have regretting it if you don't go?' Brenda cruelhderlined Sherry's
own thoughts.

'Oh, lord, Brenda, do you think | don't know that?'
‘Well then, what are you going to do about it?'

Sherry had never been one to make snap decisidmsn &/ personal
crisis occurred and a decision was required, séeped to give the
matter a reasonable amount of thought. Once aideorgas made
she never went back on it, and she never bewdikeéact if she had
made a mistake.

'‘Whatare you going to do?' Brenda insisted impatiently, Sherry,
for the first time in her life, made a split- sedaecision.

'I'm going!" she said, but there was no joy intth@ught of meeting
Rollo again, only a terrible apprehension.

'‘Good luck,' Brenda laughed a little cynically, aéiaerry felt certain
that she was going to need all the luck she coeldtg tide her
through that evening as well as the future.

A strong breeze was blowing inland across the baa riight. It
whipped Sherry's hair about her face, and moul@edditon skirt to
her shapely legs. Three young men ceased theirecsation to cast
an admiring glance in her direction when she walsast them, but
Sherry was oblivious of the attention she was x&cgi Ahead of her
the neon sign flickered above the entrance todffee bar and, if she
was going to change her mind about seeing Rol&n this was the
time to do so. Her steps faltered briefly, but stpeared her shoulders
almost at the same time and walked on.

The coffee bar was crowded, and the pleasant anbnoasted coffee
beans permeated the air. Her nervous glance skgpeds the room



and settled finally on the man who had risen frasnchair at the far
end of the room. Their eyes met, and her thuddeeythmissed an
uncomfortable beat before it raced on madly. Shikedatowards
him, making her way slowly between the tables, amaware of the
people seated around them. For Sherry there wgsooel person in
that coffee bar, and his presence drew her tadedigke a moth being
drawn helplessly and hypnotically towards a flame.

Rollo was dressed completely in black, and there araelement of
danger about him which did not escape her notidee @im,
concealed lighting in the coffee bar altered ha&uees into a ruthless
mask she had not seen the first time they hadandthe pulled out a
chair for Sherry before he turned from her briefty gesture
imperiously to the approaching waiter that they t@drtwo coffees.

‘Thank you for coming, Sherry," he said when thatyfacing each
other across the small square table with the cliedkeoth draped
over it.

She sat there staring at him, and she tried dagheta control the
feelings pounding through her. She had wanted twobéand aloof,
she had wanted to be angry, but instead she foersglfi having to
cope with a longing which could only be assuagedisylips and
arms, and she had a dreadful feeling that it showed

'l thought you said that it would be best if we @esaw each other
again,' she said at length, reminding him of hisipg statement after
their first brief encounter, and her voice sountedibly shaky to
her own ears.

'l know what | said, and | still feel that way mastongly,' his deep,
abrupt voice struck fear into her heart, 'but | ttadee you again.’

Their eyes met and held, and she had a curiousitsemghat they
were drifting into a world where no one existedesthemselves, but



the moment ended with the waiter placing their @afin front of
them. He put the docket face down at Rollo's elbawd then they
were alone again.

‘Are you married, Rollo?' She asked the questiorchvhad been
troubling her most since their last meeting. 'latttwhy you didn't
want us to see each other again?’

'‘God knows, | wish it were that simple!" he laugiedshly, and the
sound jarred her nerves, then his expression saftshghtly. 'No,
I'm not married, and I'm not likely to be for a ¢ptime.’

Relief was a strange thing, it made her want tghaand cry at the
same time, but she did neither as her mind protvedrfderstanding.
‘Then why did you say that we shouldn't see edtératgain?'

'I'm going away, Sherry," he said, his hand reagfon hers, and she
responded by curling her fingers about his. 'In tmeeks time I'm
leading a group of scientists and marine biologistan expedition to
the Antarctic, and it wouldn't be fair of me to alwve you in a
relationship which has no immediate future in it.'

His touch sent unforgettable sensations spiraltimgugh her, but
there was a coldness clutching at her heart. 'Hmg Wwill you be
away?'

'l can't tell you that at the moment,' he answeredly. 'It could be a
year, or perhaps longer.'

Their glances met, and his deceptively lazy eye® waarded as he
withdrew his hand, leaving hers feeling oddly nakedile he
swallowed down a mouthful of his black, aromatiffee.

'l don't understand,' she murmured, helping heegedently to milk
and sugar, and stirring her coffee thoughtfullfyyu're convinced



that there's no future in a relationship betweenthusn why am |
here?'

'l wanted to make it clear that I'm not in a pasitio enter into a
relationship with you which involves a commitmehg'said harshly,
meeting her grave glance. 'lf you're prepared tepicthat, then we
could go on from there.’

Sherry did not comment on this. She drank her eafiesilence and
made an attempt to sort through the facts in hedpiut nothing
seemed to make sense. If he did not want a re&dtiprthat involved
a commitment, then what was the true purpose sfrtl@eting?

'What do you want of me, Rollo?' she asked at lenigteaking the
somewhat strained silence between them.

'l want to spend the time | have left here in Capen with you. |

want to see you whenever you're free, but when bgehat ship it's
over, and there will be no promises made betweeavhich we might
have to break.'

He was being selfish, her logical mind warned thate was a part of
her that sensed he had been driven to this, amalsithe latter which
determined her decision.

'I'd rather have these two weeks with you thanseetyou at all,' she
replied with complete honesty, and regardless off mauch her
feelings showed.

‘You're letting your heart speak for you now, anot your mind,' he
warned mockingly with an uncanny insight into theoil that raged
inside her, but she also realised he was well aofdtes unfairness of
his request, and that counted in his favour.



'‘My mind tells me to walk out of this coffee bardaout of your life,’
she laughed shakily, but her laughter was cut shioen tears began
to choke her.

'l shan't blame you if you choose to do that,' ®aBsured her quietly,
his hand seeking hers again, and her fingers uistely gripped his
as if she was afraid tHat might be the one to walk out of the coffee
bar.

‘Sometimes the heart is wiser than the mind,' sipeea with herself
more than with him. 'How can one be sure.’

‘The heart is the most fickle instrument in the hanbody,' he
warned cynically. 'If you think with your heartgiinyou're gambling
with your life, so | suggest you leave your heart of it when you
make this decision.’

A shiver of fear rippled through her which she conbt suppress. If
he was trying to erect a wall between them, thenveds not going to
allow it, and quite suddenly she could not beacdatinue sitting
there with the table between them.

‘Do we have to sit here in this crowded coffee =@ asked, and his
blue eyes glittered with mocking laughter.

‘We could go for a walk on the beach.’
'‘Or we could go to my flat,' she suggested, a wlammsing from her
throat into her face at the memory of what had kapgd that night
they had gone for a walk on the beach.

'l have a better idea,’ Rollo said abruptly, ralegaser hand and
getting up. 'Let's go for a drive.'

Sherry rose from her chair, and for a brief montkeay stood facing
each other. He was so close that she could snels¢bnt of his



masculine cologne, and her glance took in the waditis shoulders
beneath his black leather jacket before liftingheigto his face. Their
eyes met and held for a fraction of a second, towtas enough to
make her tremble as if he had actually touched her.

They walked out of the coffee bar and turned |éfivapaces towards
the white Rover Sports. Rollo unlocked the door belpped her into
the front seat with its brown sheepskin upholstefore he walked
round to his side of the car, and got in behinditheel. She snapped
the safety belt into position and wondered for anaot if she had
made the right decision, but she forgot about heertainty the next
instant when the powerful engine sprang alive,taedccar shot away
from the kerb.

Rollo drove fast, but within the speed limit, anthausand questions
suddenly crowded her mind which she knew couldoeotoiced. He

was driving past Bantry Bay towards Sea Point, hedroke the

silence only once to tell her that he was takingtbehis favourite

spot in Cape Town. She did not question him, butmwtiney drove

through Cape Town's city centre she began to stspatche was

taking her up on to Signal Hill.

She was right. The Rover sped along Kloof Nek Raad finally
turned off on to the road that led up to Signal.Hihere were no
other cars up there on that night to admire thetspalar view of the
city lights, and an almost therapeutic silencdesdtibout them when
Rollo parked the car and switched off the engine.

'l don't think I'll ever get tired of this view byght,' his deep, velvety
voice blended with the starlit darkness, and haduhts safety belt
before turning slightly in his seat to face heravl you been here
before?'

'Only twice,' she confessed, a smile plucking atrheuth when she
recalled those two occasions.



'‘Did you come with someone special?' Rollo probedkmgly, and
her smile deepened.

‘The first time was when | was a child, and we campehere with

some relations from the northern Cape. The secomel was three
years ago.' Her expression sobered in the darlofabe car as she
recalled the last time she had sat up there orhithatith a man. 'A

friend of my brother's arrived on a visit from Awgdia. My brother

had written and asked me to act as a guide/compaloiong his visit,

and | agreed rather reluctantly. He wanted to eeity lights from

this hill, but | soon discovered that my brothdrlend was more
anxious to indulge in a sexual romp.’

Rollo studied her intently. 'l gather you didn'tigb him.’

'l most certainly did not! | bit his lip, and boxads ears so hard they
must have been ringing for hours afterwards,' simdessed. 'l never
saw him again after that night, and neither hasmyher mentioned
him in any of his letters.' Sherry risked a glaat®&ollo and realised
that he was shaking with silent laughter. 'It washmg to laugh
about, | can assure you,' she rebuked him indigyhant

'l was thinking that I'd better behave myself ddn't want my ears
boxed,' he explained, sobering with difficulty.

‘You're different,’ she argued without thinking,daher cheeks
suddenly flamed when he leaned towards her.

'What makes you think I'm different?' he demandhesl ,expression
hidden from her in the darkness as his finger¢ettadown her hot
cheek and stopped beneath her chin to tilt herddcaction higher. 'l
have the natural appetite and instincts of anyrothan, and you
know as little about me as you knew about yourhsos friend.'

That was true. What did she know about Rollo vaee€bther than
that he was once a friend of Jonathan Hunt's?



'‘My instincts tell me you're not the type of manowtould choose the
uncomfortable interior of a car in which to sed@ceoman,' she
heard herself saying, and this time she felt heldeshing from the
roots of her hair to the tips of her toes. Whaearth had possessec
her to say something like that?

She expected him to mock her, but instead he tuamexy from her
and sat staring almost morosely through the wiredstrat the
brilliantly lit scene below them.

‘Sherry, | had no right to imagine | could take mlationship beyond
our first meeting, and | feel like a cad when hthrationally about
what | asked you this evening,' he said at lengptia, a chill of fear
shot through her.

'‘Are you going to walk out of my life again tonightd leave me with
no choice at all?' she asked unsteadily.

‘That's what | ought to do. That's wha&nlow! should do.'
'l won't let you!" she cried, her voice husky widiar.
‘Sherry . ..

if you want a relationship with no commitments other side, then
you've got it!" she interrupted him rashly. It didt occur to her to
guestion him on the nature of the relationship &ésiréd, but at that
moment she would recklessly have given him anythiagvanted in
order to spend a little more time with him.

‘You haven't given the matter sufficient thougRpllo accused her
exasperatedly, turning in his seat to face her.

He was giving her the opportunity to change herdnbut in this
instance her heart overruled the warnings thahdédsthrough her



mind, 'l told you in the coffee bar that I'd ratlsgend the next two
weeks with you than not see you at all, and | méant

His hand found hers, and she welcomed the cruglimgess of his
clasp.'Liewe meisiehe murmured throatily, releasing her fingers t
undo her safety belt. 'l hope you never regret ylmaision.’

' shan't.'

She was in his arms then, and that was where shéohged to be
from the moment their eyes had met in the coffee IlHa held her
tightly and she clung to him as she buried her fagainst his
shoulder to breathe in the clean male smell ofumti she felt quite
light-headed with his nearness. His lips brushedsscher cheek in
search of her mouth, and the lingering sensualitysokisses drew a
wild response from heKeep it coolshe warned herself, but her bod
strained towards his across the gear lever spaiwecbe the two
seats. Her hands were beneath his jacket wherealhé feel the
muscled warmth of his body through his shirt, anddenly Rollo
was kissing her with a passionate urgency thaegdrer lips for the
intimate exploration of his tongue.

Sherry tried to think clearly, but her brain fetHargic as if a potent
drug had been injected into her veins, and allwrzst left was a sense
of touch. His hands caressed her slowly, their wararousing
sensual fires, and exquisite sensations that dpgpieough her body.
His fingers undid the tiny buttons down the frofther blouse, but
she was beyond caring when his fingers brushee asidsilky bra to
stroke the swell of her breast, and his caress enetk feelings so
intense that she trembled with the force of them.

The intimacy of his touch was new to her, it wamsthing she had
never allowed before, but with Rollo it seemedigbtrthat she made
no attempt to stop him when his fingers teasedipgie into a hard,
aching button. She wanted him to touch her, andoiashe heels of



this discovery came the startling knowledge that whnted him to

touch her all over. His mouth left hers to seektbathardened peak
of her breast, and a little moan escaped her a&xgeisite sensations
surging through her to become centred in her Idttes.hands found

their way into his shirt to stroke his hair- rougkd chest and his
shoulders where his muscles knotted together, lamavas lost in the

whirlpool of her own emotions when she felt Rollmidder against

her and bury his face for a moment in the scentddwa between her

breasts, then he released her abruptly and tuheellely in the car's
ignition.

Sherry sat there feeling stunned while Rollo pub@diy with tyres

spinning on the gravel. Her fingers were shakinghaoh that she had
difficulty in fastening the buttons down the frafther blouse. What
was wrong? Why wasn't he talking to her? Did shesawoething to

anger him?

She was nervous and tense during the drive baCkfton, and it was
only when he had unlocked the door to her flat tsta¢ risked
guestioning his behaviour.

'Rollo, did I—did | do something wrong?'

'‘Liewe meisie,he laughed unexpectedly, tapping an admonishi
finger against her cheek. 'You're so innocentst jsn't true.'

There was a flash of anger in the grey eyes thatimee'lf you mean
inexperienced in matters concerning sex-'

'l meantinnocentin not knowing how easily a man can be arouse
he interrupted to correct her. 'You're a beautiwing woman, and |
warned you that I'm a very normal man. | want yamg | know you
want me, but I'm not going to force you into a tielaship that doesn't
appeal to you.'



He kissed her hard on the mouth and walked awalgdaee her
thoughtful and a little bewildered as she enteredflat and locked
the door behind her. He was not going to forcetera relationship
which did not appeal to her, he had said, and sightao have felt
relieved, but instead she felt vaguely hurt ancogiad.



CHAPTER THREE

BRENDA was curious to know the details of Sherry's meetiith
Rollo, but Sherry was reluctant to talk about ierHeelings were too
personal, her fears too real, and the uncertaimlycanfusion which
confronted her was something only she could deth.v8he had
embarked on something which was going to leave huet, and
possibly disillusioned. In broad daylight, and avieym Rollo, she
could see that she was heading towards disasteshbuelt as if she
had been caught midstream in a fast flowing rieer there was
nothing for her to clutch at for safety.

Rollo telephoned her at work the very next day, lasd/oice had the
same magical effect as his presence, 'l have tkets for the theatre
this evening,' he said briefly. "Would you likego?'

'I'd love to,' she accepted without hesitation, lailsanocking laughter
came softly over the line.

'You haven't even asked what play is on at the NMaan theatre.’

'It doesn't matter,' she answered with inexplicableviction. 'Where
the arts are concerned | know you have impeccabte.t

There was a brief silence before he asked, 'Howalo know so
much about me without being told?’

'l guessed.' She tried to brush off something whiehcould not even
explain to herself.

'I'll call for you at seven-thirty," he ended th@negersation abruptly,
and Sherry stood frowning down at the lifeless irerein her hand
for some seconds before she lowered it on to adler

'Is there something the matter, Sister Jaeger?'



Sherry looked up in surprise to see Matron Naudeeing her
intently, and she rose respectfully behind her dels&king her head
slowly. 'l was just wondering..."

‘Wondering what?' the woman prompted impatiently, gesturin
Sherry back into her chair and seating herselhabthey faced each
other across the desk.

'Is it possible to meet someone and to feel yokihevn that person
all your life?' Sherry questioned Matron Naude ghav

'It has happened before, | believe.'

‘To the extent that one is actually aware of certhings about this
person without being told?'

‘That's possible too.' Matron Naude's keen glahegpgened. 'Have
you met someone who makes you feel like that?'

'Yes.'

‘A man?' Matron Naude asked with extraordinary @gtion, and
Sherry felt herself blushing.

‘Yes,' she confessed with her usual honesty.

'If 1 cctuld give you some advice, then | would gagt you don't
allow yourself to be influenced by this,' Matronud@ warned with a
gravity that bordered on concern.

'l wouldn't want to see you hurt, which you migh¢lmbe, and you
can put that down to an extra-sensory perceptionyodwn.'

Matron abruptly altered the conversation to mattefsgreater
urgency, but for the rest of that day Sherry fekply disturbed, and
even more so since her own fears had been voicéthbyn Naude.



She knew she was going to be hurt, and yet sheal amtl halt her
progress along the path towards her eventual umheggp

She felt tense and unsure of herself that eveting,when Rollo's
hand found hers in the darkened theatre, she had tmterms with
the decision she had made.

'You were very quiet during the early part of teigening," Rollo
remarked when she had made them coffee in heaffiat returning
from the theatre. 'Are you having doubts aboutwisslom of your
decision to become involved with a man like myself?

Sherry was silent for a moment. He had discarde@Wening jacket
and he had loosened his tie, but it was not hisigémappearance that
captured and held her attention. She sensed thaidbkis mockery
there lurked an attitude of defeat and a certaiowarnof fear, but
most of all there was the feeling that he, too, Wwaading towards
something he could not avoid. Compassion came fiomwhere to
flood her heart, and she put down her cup to jomm &n her bright,
floral sofa.

Tm not going to deny that I've had doubts aboutdagision,' she
confessed with honesty, 'but | want you to knowtha@an't regret it
now. You have your job to do, you accepted thedestup of this
expedition to the Antarctic, and | accept the that we'll have only a
short time together.'

He stared at her for some time before he pulledrteris arms, and
there was something so desperate in the way hedckessd caressed
her that she had the strongest desire to cry,Hausemehow held her
tears in check.

'Did you know that Rollo is a professor in scieram®d that he's
leaving in two weeks' time for the Antarctic?' Bdenpounced on



Sherry the very next day when they were havinghunthe canteen.
'Did he tell you that he's going to be away foearyor more?'

So Rollo was grofessorwas he? This was something she had n
known, but to Brenda she said, 'Yes, he told me.'

‘Take my advice, Sherry, and stay away from himehBa pushed her
plate aside and poured their tea. 'The man's nioigge commit
himself in any way almost on the eve of his departand a year, and
heaven knows how many months, is a long time to f@asomething
that might never happen.’

That was true. Sherry could not deny that to h&raat neither had
Rollo attempted to hide from her the fact that laes wot in a position
to commit himself, but it angered her to have Beeadderlining her
own fears.

"Thanks for the advice,' she said coldly, 'butmkh'm old enough to
decide for myself what | want to do.’

‘Sherry, I'm sorry,” Brenda apologised at once, harel eyes
shadowed with concern. 'I'm so afraid you mighhbs.'

'| can take care of myself,’ Sherry assured hendtj but she could not
eliminate her own anxiety. Themasno future in this relationship
with Rollo, and yet she did not want to end it.tte depths of her
heart there was a flicker of hope that refusede@ielled, and she
clung to it rather desperately. She glanced atwwstch and hastily
swallowed down the last of her tea. 'Come on,'sshided at Brenda.
it's time we got back to work.'

Sherry stood by her decision, but during the dags followed she
found herself having to cope with the frustratitingt accompanied
their unsatisfactory relationship. She loved himg &very meeting
served to strengthen that knowledge. She lovedvtne his mouth
curved in that faintly mocking smile, and she lowb& way he



arranged little surprises for her, but most ofsakk loved him for his
gentleness and his restraint when passion droveitite each other's
arms. His touch lit a fire in her, and his kisseslkened an aching
need that made her realise at last how foolish sk been to
condemn Brenda. She knew now what it meant to smreeone so
desperately that all one could think of was therdde belong to that
person entirely, and it was sheer hell trying togho her beliefs
while her body craved fulfilment. She wanted himdahe could
have him. It was as simple as that, but a parteofskill shied away
from the thought.

They spent every moment of her free time togetiertook her up on
to Table Mountain on her afternoon off and told hew he had

climbed it during his student days. They had tgh@restaurant built
solely of stones, and he seemed reluctant to ivaea it was time to

take the cable car down to the cable station. Hekewher when she
insisted on buying the photograph taken of themnwtieey had

ascended the mountain, but she had a feeling ttipd¢ased him to
know that she wanted something to remember him by.

The two weeks passed much too soon, and it endédancrucial
encounter which affected Sherry's future drasgcaRollo had
arranged that they would take a drive around thengela on the
Sunday afternoon, but he did not arrive at theukdied time to fetch
her. She was annoyed at first, thinking he had gbdrhis mind
without letting her know, but as the afternoon pesged she became
convinced that something was wrong. She knew whete/ed, they
had driven past his gabled home on two occasiar,aagnawing
fear finally drove her out of her flat on that codbudy afternoon.

She sped towards Constantia in her Mini as if shmgtwas chasing
her, but when she reached the turn-off to his helmeestopped her car
and paused to consider the situation. What if kdendt want to see
her? And, worse still, what if he had left alreadthout bothering to
say goodbye?



She put her foot down on the accelerator and thar&tied up the
long drive to the house. A coloured man was looggnip the soil
among the shrubs in the vast garden with its wetitkawn, but
Sherry barely noticed her surroundings when shegboof the Mini

and climbed the few steps to the heavy oak doa.li8kd the brass
knocker and brought it down sharply twice. She &dither heart
suddenly beating in her mouth, and then the do@ ey®ened by a
coloured woman in a blue overall and white apron.

'Is Professor van Cleef at home?' Sherry askedcs.o

‘The professor is not well, and he won't see anyaaene the reply
that stunned Sherry momentarily. She had been aigét all.

'I'm a nurse, perhaps | can help him." She spoke avbriskness she
had often heard in Matron Naude's voice. 'Whicthesway to his
room?'

The coloured woman hesitated, uncertain about tehdd, then she
said reluctantly, 'Turn left when you get upstaaisd the professor's
room is at the end of the passage.'

Sherry crossed the carpeted hall and went quigilyhe stairs, her

hand at times gripping the intricately carved waobalustrade. Her
heart was beating in her mouth again when shettemgassage to the
left, but the professional side of her took commahen she entered
Rollo's bedroom to find him lying fully clothed dws disorderly bed.

His eyes were closed, but he must have sensedrésenee as she
approached the bed, and his thick, dark lashesllift reveal angry,

pain-filled eyes.

‘What the hell are you doing here?' he groanedhars

'l realised that something was wrong when you tidmnh up for our
appointment this afternoon,’ she explained, sediargelf gingerly



on the side of the bed when her legs suddenlyihetpable of
carrying her weight. 'l believe you're ill, anchbtught | could help.’

'It's migraine,' he said in a clipped voice. 'l getery rarely, and it's
nothing to worry about.'

'Have you taken something for it?' she asked, heical glance
taking in the deep grooves along the sides ofifind mmouth, and the
film of perspiration on his forehead.

‘Yes, | have," he grunted irritably, rolling overdeturning his back on
her. 'Stop fussing, Sherry.’

He needed help and, despite his protestationsyasgoing to give it
to him. She left his room quietly and went in sbaot the kitchen.
The coloured woman who had met Sherry at the dadree was
helpful. She emptied an ice tray into a basin dfl c@ater and
supplied her with a small towel out of her linemplbaard.

Armed with this primitive remedy, Sherry went uptagain. Rollo
had turned over on to his back again, and his liszled eyes
widened with a mixture of mockery and despair. "'Dpou ever do as
you're told?'

‘Mostly," she smiled at him, despite her concebonf this is an
exception.’

'Like hell it is!" he contradicted her harshly, Istie took no notice.

She sat on the bed beside him, and soaked the itotir iced water,
then she wrung it out, and placed it against hisfbrehead. He
closed his eyes, obviously finding her ministrasigheasing, and she
repeated this procedure several times within thxé maf hour before
she saw his facial muscles relax.



'Feeling better?' she asked eventually when shevednthe towel
and dropped it into the basin for the last time.

'‘Much better," he smiled faintly. 'I'll prove it you.'

He pulled her down into his arms, and she madetemat to avoid
his mouth. His kisses were demanding, his cares$tke wild, and

Sherry responded with a wildness of her own. Spged at his shirt
buttons and slid her hands across his bare clestglthe feel of his
damp, hair-roughened skin beneath her palms. Timee together
was limited, and God only knew what she was goingd when he
was gone.

They drew apart slowly, reluctantly, and Rollo'sgers traced the
soft curve of her cheek in a playful, almost adrebimg caress. She
raised her hand to cover his where it lay agaiestcheek; and she
closed her eyes to hold back the tears when sheduner lips into his
palm for long disturbing seconds.

'‘What are we going to do?' she asked, and her wasano more than
a husky murmur, 'l think we both know that we carst walk away
from each other as if the past two weeks never dragxah’

Rollo's rugged features hardened, his eyes narroareti she felt a
coldness sliding beneath her skin when he rolledyafkom her,

pulling the silky bedspread into further disarrayhe got up off the
bed and crossed the room to stand staring outeofvindow. ‘I'm

going away soon, Sherry. | can't take you with amel I'm not asking
you to wait for me.'

'‘Don't you want me to wait for you?"
‘Sherry!" he warned without turning.

'l know," she sighed despairingly, and with a toatanger, 'l know |
agreed to a relationship with no commitments dnegiside, but-'



‘Then let's leave it at that,’ he warned harshlyt, fer growing
resentment would not let her heed his warning.

'l can't leave it there!" she cried hoarsely, bhgkback her tears as
she got to her feet to join him at the window. IRoyou can't tell me
that these past two weeks haven't meant somethyat and | won't
believe that you can simply walk out of my life aut giving me
some sort of hope for the future.’

‘Dammit,Sherry!" he exploded with a savage harshnessithdé her
shrink away from him when he spun round to face Heit's a
commitment you want, then you're looking at the mgranan, and
you can't say | didn't warn you about that."'

Sherry felt as if she was hovering on the edge afamgerous

precipice. She could plummet down into the helblelor she could

be drawn to safety. Whichever the outcome, henfatein his hands.

Terror spilled ill- chosen words into her mouth @yadve a sharp edge
to her voice when she stared up at this man wérsttarling features
who had suddenly become a stranger to her.

‘You're making me wonder why | got myself involvedthis crazy
set-up in the first place, and why | should botieesee you again!'

'I'm beginning to wonder that myself!' he retalthtand the swift,
sharp sting of his words sent her over that edgetire hell she had
feared.

He did not mean that! She could not, and would lnelieve what he
had just said, but his features remained harshuagcelding. She
waited, hoping and praying that he would take hehnis arms and
laugh away this incident, but nothing like that paped. He turned
from her to stare out of the window as if she d&gd him, and it felt
as if he had slammed a door in her face. Oh, Gdwyrt! She had



never dreamed it would come to this, but she knew that it was
what she had feared from the start.

It was over.Those three words seemed to echo repeatedly thioerg
mind. Her eyes filled with stinging tears as shraéd and walked out
of his room and out of his house without lookinghadt was over.

Sherry never slept that night. Her mind was bugstivith those
dreadful, damning words they had said to each otwmu're making
me wonder why | got myself involved in this craayup, in the first
place, and why | should bother to see you aghar, own words
stabbed her to the core, and were followed swiftiyh Rollo's, I'm
beginning to wonder that myself.

Oh, why had she said something so idiotic? What on easaith I
possessed her to slam the door in her own face?

Work was the only antidote Sherry could think ofnielp her cope
with her misery and pain, and the following mornging flung herself
into her duties with a fierceness that had Matraudé raise her
eyebrows on several occasions. Two days later, ienvé/atron
Naude's eyes began to mirror concern, but Shersywvaware of this
when she was summoned into the Matron's privatetisam

Matron Naude closed the door to her office. This w@amething she
did only when she was about to reprimand one of dbaif,, and
Sherry's overworked mind leapt about franticalljnahad she done
wrong? Where had she defaulted?

Her hands fluttered in a smoothing action agaihst gkirt of her
white uniform, and she clenched them nervously rimkiner back
when she realised that her superior's sharp glaaddollowed that
unnecessary action.



'l want you to take the afternoon off,' Matron Nauahnounced,
seating herself behind her desk, and her expresgamshuttered
when Sherry's startled glance met hers.

'l don't need to have the afternoon off, Matroméi®y protested,
every part of her rejecting the idea of going haméer silent flat
where idleness would allow too much time for thaugh

'For some obscure reason you've been working aingodly pace
these past two days, and | have no desire to seegitapse in my
hospital." Matron Naude spoke with a sharpnesscdggh concern.
'I'm giving you the afternoon off, and | suggestiym home and sort
out whatever it is that's driving you to your owasttuction.’

That was exactly what Sherry did not want. Thers m@hing to sort
out. Everything was so absolutely final, and a# slad left was the
pain of knowing she had lost the only man she ceut love.

‘That was an order, Sister Jaeger,’ Matron Naudiessarnly when
Sherry was about to object, and the look on heesois face told
Sherry that it would be unwise to argue.

'Yes, Matron," Sherry sighed helplessly, and siheet and walked
quickly out of the Matron's office when desolatargefilled her eyes.

It was a grey, dismal day with intermittent showétrsvas not at all
the type of day she would have chosen to stayrathadone with her
thoughts. She got into her Mini and wondered if ghght to take a
drive somewhere to help pass the time, but sheddécagainst it
almost instantly, and turned the key in the Miigitation. She did not
particularly enjoy driving about on her own, andmer did she want
to visit Brenda. She knew that Brenda would wanegplanation,
and an explanation was the last thing Sherry waenmood for.
How could she explain that she had fallen in lovin\@ man whom
she knew virtually nothing about? How could shelaxghat she had



chosen to become involved with a man who had stipdlthat their
relationship had to be one without commitment dhegiside? And
how could she make Brenda understand why she haddtp such a
relationship whershedid not understand it fully herself?

Sherry drove through the hospital gates and tuhredcar in the
direction of her flat in Clifton. She had to sesstihrough on her own,
and she could not blame anyone but herself fontegs her life was
in.

She spent her time cleaning out her cupboards agokrously
polishing the furniture in her flat until she couldmost see her
reflection in the wood. She hated doing these chatethe best of
times, but she had to do something to keep hewsselipied during
that long, dreary afternoon. She cooked hersekéal nusing a recipe
that needed her undivided attention, but, whensahéown to eat it,
her food became lodged in her throat as if she dvaallowed a
boulder. She felt like crying, but instead she wleigh up an ice-cream
for herself, and ate it while she sat staring atdtack of dishes that
needed to be washed.

It was after eight o'clock that evening before Bhad cleared away
everything in the kitchen to leave it tidy. A sdaka hot, scented bath
was the next item on the busy agenda she had drgwioy herself,
but it also happened to be the last item. It wasetarly to go to bed,
so she took her time and washed her hair as wedl.shampoo got
into her eyes and made them burn, and they wdireraarting when
she eventually emerged from the bathroom in a wideved silk
robe with a towel tied like a turban about her hair

She sat down in front of the dressing table miarat stared at herself
absently. Red-rimmed eyes stared back at her vitbl@ss quality in
their depths, and her shiny, scrubbed face madeldodr like a
sixteen-year- old instead of a woman of twenty¢hi@amn! she
cursed silently as she unwrapped the towel abouthkad, and



rubbed her hair dry as much as possible beforelsigged in the hair
drier. She would look and feel better when she d@te something
with her hair, she told herself, and an applicatbface-cream might
succeed in taking that tight feeling out of heredte

Sherry studied herself in the mirror half an hatet. Her hair was
dry and she had brushed it until it shone, butfaeial muscles still
felt taut despite the thin film of cream she hagligl. 'Relax!" she
told herself. 'For God's sake relax and don't ajfowr thoughts to act
like the devil cracking a whip behind you.'

She breathed in deeply and expelled the air slbetween her parted
lips, but that tense, chased feeling persisted.tWiha she going to
do? It was too early to go to bed, and she dretdethought of lying
awake with nothing but her thoughts for company.

The ..doorbell chimed. It was not a particularlydosound, but it
made her jump as if a shot had been fired besideHer glance
darted towards the alarm clock beside her bed. -Mimg! Who
could be calling at this hour? The bell chimed agagitatedly, and
Sherry came alive with a start. There was onlymerson . . .!

She darted out of her bedroom and ran barefoosa¢he lounge to
glance through the peephole in the door.

Rollo stood there: tall, dark, and grim-faced. Heart went wild,
beating like a sledge-hammer against her ribsyasyoged through
her. He had not meant those dreadful words, jush@sad not meant
what she had said at their last meeting, and hgefs fumbled with
the latch in her haste to unlock the door. Shegflopen, his name
on her lips, and she might have leapt into his afisemething in his
manner had not warned her that this was not the ngpment for a
display of that nature.

'‘May | come in?' he asked, and she stood asidewigpeaking.



He stepped past her, and she locked the door $gbefere she led
the way into her small but spotless lounge, wighgaily-coloured
cushions and homely atmosphere.

'‘Could | make you some coffee?' she offered, sugidervous, and
he shook his head while he took off his black leafacket and flung
it on to a chair.

'‘Not just yet,' he said, his penetrating glanadirslj over her in a way
that convinced her he was fully aware of the faat she had nothing
on underneath her robe.

Il get some clothes on,' she murmured hastilyitig from him to go
to her room, but his fingers snaked about her woispin her round
until she faced him again.

‘That can wait too." His face had lost none ofgitsnness, and a
coldness began to invade her heart and her lirfs.come to say
goodbye.’

'‘No, Rollo! Not yet . . please!'she cried in alarm, clutching at his
arms when the room tilted dangerously about her.

‘Yes, Sherry," he contradicted, his hands circling heistvin a
steadying grip. 'l have no choice in the mattends all planned long
before | met you, and the ship leaves tomorrow mgrat seven.'

'Oh, God!" She broke free of him to bury her whateivering face in
her hands for a moment while the terrible truthlveasover her in its
entirety, and her future suddenly lay stretchedrofrbnt of her like a
desolate, barren wasteland. 'l wish you could tadee with you,
Rollo," she whispered when she had succeeded itrotlorg her
features sufficiently to lower her hands.

His eyes burned down into hers, probed behind lespair, and
looked deep into her stubborn, disbelieving héfrts could not be



happening, she was telling herself. How could tiéeso cruel? He
was standing no more than a pace away from heritap so alive,
and yet so far removed from her that it felt ag rhental chasm had
developed between them. She turned from him anendlgsook a
mutilated daisy out of the glass vase. It lookethaned and pathetic
as she twirled it between her fingers, and shedcoot help but
associate its appearance with the way she fdiiaathoment.

'l don't suppose you would write to me, would y@hf® heard herself
asking a futile, silly question.

'l've never been good at writing letters." Thatt lmhfinality in his
voice frightened her, and she knew him well enaginow that she
must not expect more of him. If their relationshgd to be severed,
then he would do it swiftly. He was going to walkt @f her life, and
she knew she might never see him again. An intérsgng tore
through her. She tried valiantly to suppress it,dhe could not fight
against it, and she knew then that never again dvebe dare to
ridicule, or condemn, Brenda.

The daisy fell from her fingers when she heard &Ratlove behind
her, and she was terrified that he would leavereesbe had had the
opportunity to say what was on her mind. ‘Do yoweh& leave
iImmediately, or can you stay a while?' she askedhlreathless rush.

'I'm free until the ship leaves at seven tomorrow.'

'Rollo, would you-' Her face was white and strainath the fierce
battle going on inside of her. It was not an easyten to go against
everything she had always believed in, but sheddwa desperately.
She wanted him to remember her, and she prayeti¢habuld come
back to her, but habit dies hard, and several ggglonds elapsed
before she found the courage to whisper, 'Will wbay with me
tonight?'



A terrifying little silence followed her requestichshe could not turn
to face him while her colour came and went with gm®rmity of
what she had suggested.

‘Do you know what you're saying?' he questionedahéength in a
voice that sounded oddly rasping, if | didn't kngou so well | would
think that you're asking me to stay and make lowwou.'

This was a heaven-sent opportunity to change hed she wished
to do so. She could laugh it off, and pretend #iet had meant it
innocently, but despair and longing would not let do so.

'If I'm never going to see you again . .." She kwad convulsively
and fought against the tears that threatened tkecher. if this has to
be goodbye for ever, then I'm asking you to givethmg one night
with you and ... Bmasking you to stay and make love to me.'

‘Sherry . . ." His hands bit into her shouldersnmg her through the
thin, silky material that covered her otherwise edlbody as he
turned her to face him, and his eyes were filleth\is own private
torment as they blazed down into hers. 'You'll eghis in the
morning,' he warned. 'Have you thought of that?'

'l don't want to think about tomorrow morning!" stxeed, and she
could no longer stem the flow of tears as she kkdat him blindly.
‘This is tonight, and I'm asking you to stay witk.m

Don't refuse meshe pleaded silently, her body trembling benessh |
hands Now that I've come this far, please don't refusé m

Rollo's hands slid beneath her hair to frame hee,fhis thumbs
brushing away the tears on her cheeks and cat¢henglrops that
rolled off her lashes. 'Don't think for one momtT#t | don't want to
stay with you. I've wanted this from the first iaust | set eyes on you,
but-'



'l love you," she interrupted him, the long withithebnfession coming
on a sob of despair, and she heard him draw h&tbne sharply.

‘Sherry liewe meisig¢ he groaned, pulling her roughly against him <
that her face was buried against his chest. 'lsfdifficult enough,
don't you think?'

She slid her hands up across his broad back, andip® swayed
invitingly against him. 'Are you going to refuse ?he

For one terrible moment nothing happened, therfedhthe taut heat
of his desire, and there was a fierce hunger irbthesing passion of
his mouth on hers. His hands moulded her to thecleddength of
his body, leaving her in no doubt that he wantedasemuch as she
wanted him, and she shut her mind finally to tleat faint little voice
that warned against what she was about to do.

Sherry slipped her arms about Rollo's neck whdrfted her high in
his arms and carried her into the bedroom. Her halakparted in the
process to expose one silky thigh, but she didcacté. His glance
lingered in a caress on her delicate features,ithemtured lower to
where the opening of her robe had shifted to retheascented valley
between her breasts. Their lips met in a lingersegsual kiss that lit
an unmistakable fire between them, and now thesenweé a single
doubt left in her mind.

Rollo lowered her feet to the floor, and there veasneasure of
restraint in his manner when he eased his mouth Frers. 'Sherry, |
feel like a cad. Are you sure this is what you Want

'I'm sure,' she murmured, and her eyes neverikfidishe proceeded
to convince him.

She raised her hands to the belt of her robe, nmiyslowly, and just
as slowly she slid the robe off her shoulders unitly on the floor at



her feet. A flame leapt in Rollo's eyes, and hdésgqguickened when
his fiery glance roamed the length of her nakedybod

'‘My God, you're beautiful!" he breathed hoarselg,dyes lingering
now on her firm young breasts and the curve ohifes and shapely
thighs, then he began to discard his own clothes quick, jerky

movements.

His body was tanned, the muscles rippling acrossvide chest and
along his arms. His lean hips were pale whereuhdad not touched
him, and his legs were long and muscular. If a owand be beautiful,
then Sherry found Rollo beautiful at that momeritee was not an
ounce of superfluous flesh on his body as he stbeck facing her
like a tall Apollo, and loving him as much as shd thade this

moment sacred. There was no shame in what they goang to do,

and no embarrassment.

She stepped up to him and slipped her arms absilgdm waist. The

abrasiveness of his chest hair against her breasi®d her, and her
body was soft and yielding against the hard wamhtis. She raised
her lips to his, and he parted them beneath his, dus tongue

exploring the sensitive sweetness within while fingers trailed a

seductive path down the hollow of her back to awa&ehousand

little nerves to the pleasure of his touch. Theraswonly one

agonising thought in her mind at that moment. Tme night might

well have to last her for the rest of her life, &h@ wanted to savour
every precious moment of this togetherness.

She was lifted in his arms and lowered gently ainédbed. He leaned
over her for a moment, his blue eyes aflame witkirdeas they
devoured her, then he lowered himself on to thel®=ide her and
aroused her with skilful, intimate little caresgbat acquainted her
with sensations so intensely pleasurable that am@dire spread
into the lower half of her body.



Nothing else mattered beyond this moment. A déiighimist
clouded her mind and left no room for thought. figers caressed
her inner thighs, tormenting her as they slowly keak their way up
towards the heated core of her womanhood,- and waetast,
hisfingers stroked her with a deep, gentle intimaglye was sent
spiralling to mad heights where she was only vagaelare of her
own ragged voice pleading with him to take her.

He parted her thighs, raising his body above hail, r@0 one could
have prepared Sherry for the reality of this mom@itere was a
slight stab of pain as he entered her, but it waftlg doused as his
thrusting body aroused sensations so piercinglestat she clung
to Rollo in wild abandon, begging him never to steje laughed
throatily, a triumphant, conquering laugh that seerto excite her
more, and she was driven to a peak where it feftse was going to
die with love for him if something did not happeoa. She had long
since lost control of her mind and her body aswhthed beneath
him. Her body was craving that something elusivécivishe, as yet,
had no knowledge of, and when at last she wasatelivfrom that
pleasurable, aching tautness which had held hsomer, she knew
the true meaning of fulfilment. The pleasure ofvdshed over her
repeatedly, and she went limp beneath the shudgeveight of

Rollo's body. He had made her a woman in everyesefhthe word,

and he had filled her soul with a radiance that lifeetl her beyond

the realms of this earth into another world.

Reality threatened her happiness when he liftedséliraway from
her, and it brought renewed despair at the knovdethgit these
moments could not last for ever. Rollo held hehimmarms, and she
turned her face into his shoulder. She did not wanthink of
tomorrow. It cast a shadow over this brief momdritappiness, and
she could not bear anything to mar these hours thitlhman she
loved so desperately.



CHAPTER FOUR

SHERRY had lulled her mind into a false state of euphfsaen which
she did not want to emerge, but Rollo's deep, wilvaice brought
her sharply back to reality.

'‘What thoughts, | wonder, are going through thisttyr head of
yours?' he said, his fingers gently brushing her &aay from her
flushed face, and Sherry swiftly sorted through theltitude of
thoughts she had harboured in her mind to giveahirathful answer.

'l was thinking | shall remember this night forlasg as I live,' she
sighed, raising herself on to one elbow to look dat him with a
dreamy expression still lingering in her grey ey®ghat were you
thinking?'

His smile became tainted with a hint of annoyahaas thinking we
were both crazy enough not to consider the pogsitfilat you might
become pregnant.’

It was a sobering thought, but it was not one wiiad not crossed
her mind. 'That's a chance | was willing to takeewlh asked you to
stay.'

'‘What will you do if you——

She silenced him with her fingers against his lip.cross that
bridge when | come to it if. | come to it.’

His lips moved against her fingers, then he toakHamd in his and
nibbled at the tip of each finger. Little shivefseootic pleasure raced
through her, and she snuggled down beside him anddher face
against his shoulder once again. This was somegongew to her,
this swift and trembling arousal of feelings shel imat known she
possessed, and she was completely overawed by it.



They both lapsed into a silence which lasted fanesdime. Sherry
was afraid to speak, afraid to put into words teughts and fears
that mingled into something that made her clingtery second in
the hope of stretching it into an eternity. Thightiwould end, they
both knew it, but neither of them wanted to tallkathit. There was,
after all, no need for words when they could toanld explore each
other as lovers all over the world must do, butrteoking hands
spoke a language that held no promise for thedutur

Rollo pulled her against him suddenly, his lips &adds demanding
and receiving an instant response and, as paskioed fbetween
them, they made love for the second time that nigtit an urgency
that shattered every last barrier between themy Tiedd nothing

back as mind, body and soul became fused in thagdagrrent of

emotion that swept over them, and it left them kthausted when
they finally drew apart.

Sherry's descent from that ecstatic sphere was sioav wholly
pleasant as she nestled against Rollo's broad. ¢hiesirms held her
loosely, but firmly, and it was a long time befdrer breathing was
sufficiently normal to allow her to speak.

'‘Was it very brazen of me to ask you to stay ankienhave to me?' she
asked, desperately needing his reassurance.

‘You couldn't be brazen even if you tried, anddlkhever forget that
you entrusted yourself to me tonight,' he murmubedshing his lips
In a tender caress against her temple, and hissnmnalight reality
rushing back with a force that gave her a tastéefcold, desolate
world she would have to face in the morning.

She turned her head so that she could see his dadeshe lazily
traced the contours of his ruggedly handsome featwith the tips of
her fingers. It was not enough to look at him, bad to touch him.
She was going to be brave, there were going toobears, but the



faintly mocking smile that curved Rollo's mouth wees undoing. It
was as if he had read her thoughts, and helplass fided her eyes.

'Oh, Rollo, how am | going to...’

He silenced her with a hard, satisfying kiss, aadMent on kissing
her until her tense body relaxed against his.

‘Let's not make it more difficult than it already' ihe warned gravely
and, stretching out his arm, he switched off thdskke light to
plunge the room into darkness. 'Go to sleep, Sheny dream of me
as | shall dream of you.'

Sherry did not answer him. It was better to let kmk that she had
agreed to his suggestion, but this was one nigbtwghe did not want
to sleep. She wanted to lie in his arms and saWsimearness
through the night, for the future would be lonehdaempty for her

without him. She stared into the darkness, the ladnth of his

body warming her outwardly, but it did not reachttholdness deep
inside her. The bedside clock ticked away eachiguecsecond with
a swiftness that made her want to scream abuseaatd it was not
long before Rollo's deep, even breathing told hat he was asleep.

How could he sleep at a time like this? Didn't heecthat tomorrow
would herald a parting which would bring her woddashing about
her ears?

She slid her hand in a gentle caress across hst emel felt the

roughness of hair against her fingers and her pBeneath her ear
she could hear the slow, steady beat of his hieatrtwice that night
she had felt it drumming at a fierce pace agaiestbneast. She did
not regret what she had done, she would nevertrégndile there

was still the irrepressible hope that Rollo migh¢ @ay come back to
her. A year, after all, was not too long to waiit,luntil then, this one



night would have to sustain her through the weeid months to
come.

Despite her determination to stay awake, Sherifyedrinto a deep
and dreamless sleep from which she did not awakéhthe alarm

rang loudly on the bedside cupboard. She stretclhech hand to
silence it and yawned sleepily behind her hand. f8hdazy, and

extremely unwilling to stir between the sheets, thatnext instant a
puzzled frown creased her brow. Why had she goreedowithout

wearing her nightgown?

The answer came in one sickening rush of agoniwisgry, and she
sat up with a jerk, her eyes darting wildly abcuwg toom. Rollo's
clothes were not on the chair where he had flugnthhe night
before. He had left while she was asleep, and ke e said
goodbye.

Why didn't he wake makr heart cried out in silent despair. She lifte
the pillow where his head had lain, and buriedfaee in it, but as she
did so her glance caught sight of a piece of pHpgering across the
bed. She flung the pillow aside and snatched umtte. A cry of
anguish passed her lips as Rollo's bold handwrlaagt out at her,
and it was several seconds before she could cortenself
sufficiently to read what he had written.

Sherry, sweet girl, you were sleeping like a bamg | didn't
have the heart to wake you. Saying goodbye is reassr, and
| would prefer to remember you with no tears inryeyes.

If I'm any good at guessing your thoughts, themdgine you
have some crazy idea about waiting for me. Forge&herry.
Many things can happen in a year, or possibly m&eople
change, feelings change, so if you meet someonecaid
make you happy, then you should marry him rathen thaste



your time waiting for a man who took so much froou y
without giving anything in return.

| shall never forget your loving generosity laggim. Rollo.

There was something in his letter that troubled bet she could not
define it at first, and she read the letter throtgite before she
discovered what it was. He did not want her to @ithim because
he had taken so much from her without giving amghn return.

It was this that led to the most humiliating disegvof all. She had
told him that she loved him; she had stripped hienséed body and
soul for him, and not once had he said that heddws. She had
believed that he cared, and his murmured endeasntesitnight had
convinced her, but she realised now thate had never been
mentioned other than by herself.

What did you expect? she asked herself, anguistag filling her
eyes. Didn't he make it quite clear from the staat it would have to
be a relationship with no commitments on eithee8ite never asked
you to love him, did he?

Sherry curled herself up into a ball of misery ba bed. Rollo was
gone, it was possible that she would never seedgain, and the
facts were beginning to shout the truth at her Wwisbe could not
ignore. She wept tears of anger and self-pity fbictv she despised
herself afterwards, but that was the last timealosved herself the
luxury of tears.

Sherry's work was her only form of survival, ane $lung herself
into it with a determination and perspicacity slad lnever displayed
before. She tried not to think about Rollo, bw#s not an easy task
to forget someone who had become so much a phdrdife in such
a short space of time. When Brenda questioned beutaRollo,



Sherry said simply, it's over", but Brenda's cutjosvas far from
being satisfied.

Six weeks later Brenda left the hospital when tleeving evidence of

her pregnancy finally forced her to resign, andr8heas actually

relieved that her friend was not there to pestemhin questions she
had no desire to answer, but two months after Rotleparture she
had cause to call on Brenda at her flat.

'l was wondering when I'd see you,' Brenda greé&dpleasantly
when she opened her door to find Sherry on herstiejor Her pale,
silky hair was tied back from her face in a simgi®t, and the wide
maternity dress did not hide the fact that sheiwaer fitth month of
pregnancy. 'Is this your afternoon off?' she askeghe stood aside
for Sherry to enter.

'Yes," Sherry confirmed, studying her friend clgs@lhen they
walked into the lounge and sat down. 'You're logkaell.'

‘Jonathan absolutely spoils and pampers me now Khata
stay-at-home,' laughed Brenda, then her expressbered. 'Have
you heard from Rollo?'

Sherry shook her head. "l told you two months dg it was over,
didn't I?'

‘You're looking, a bit pale and washed out, arftblght maybe you
had heard from him," Brenda said, explaining thasoa for her

query.

An awkward silence settled between them, and Shaéenched her
hands so tightly together in her lap that her frsggent numb. She
had a reason for coming to see Brenda, and whdtaihéo say was
not going to be easy.

‘Brenda, I'm leaving Cape Town in two weeks' time.'



'‘What?'Brenda sat bolt upright in her chair, her faceaskmof shock
and total disbelief, 'l don't believe it! You'venalys said you'd never
want to live anywhere else. What's made you chamge mind
now?'

'l need a change of environment," Sherry's quiétevaontinued,
confusing her friend. 'I'm going to visit my auot fa while, and I'm
not sure where I'll go from there.’

'l simply can't believe it!" Brenda sat there shgkiher head in
continued disbelief. 'Has that business betweetoRwid yourself
got something to do with this decision of yours?"

Sherry forced a careless laugh past her unwillipgy [For goodness'
sake, Brenda, why won't you believe that whattl flml Rollo was a
crazy infatuation that died a swift death afterdeparture?'

Brenda still looked doubtful as she studied Shargntly, then she
shrugged and smiled. 'Well, I'm glad it wasn'tladit serious after all.'

Sherry winced inwardly, but her features remainadwardly
controlled. She disliked having to lie to Brendat ib would be safer
that way . . muchsafer!

‘There's so much to do before | leave that | dduliitsee you again,’'
Sherry said later when Brenda had made tea anow#eydrinking it
in the lounge. 'But I'll write to you as soon as $ettled somewhere."

‘Are you sure this is what you want to do?' Breasleed gravely, and
Sherry nodded emphatically.

'Yes, I'm sure.' Her grey eyes clouded momentavihen she put
down her empty tea cup. 'There's something | wikedyou to do for
me."



'‘Name it, and it's done,"” answered Brenda with aragteristic
impulsiveness that almost brought a smile to Steelips.

'If Rollo should ever ask, | want you never to teth where to get in
touch with me.'

Brenda's eyes widened. 'Do you think there's ailpdgs he might
approach us for that information at some future®at

'‘He may, but then again he may not," Sherry anslyé&féde does, |
would like you to withhold my address from him. Bau promise?'

'l promise.' Brenda looked solemn, but confusede You going to
tell me why you don't want to see him again?'

Sherry shook her head. 'It's over, and | don'tiqaddrly want to see
him again.’

'Oh, well, | suppose it's never much good rakirrguigh dead ashes,
is it?' Brenda sighed.

Dead ashesODh, God, if only it were simply dead ashes! 1 liyahe
had had more sense not to insist on that one rigittly . . .!

Sherry did not prolong her visit. She was not $iow long she could
keep up the pretence, and Brenda knew her toonettb eventually
suspect the true reason for her departure from Capm. She made
her goodbye brief, and left, but it felt as if died severed a tie with
her past which she would never recapture agawadt however, for
the best. In a few months' time she would not e &bface Brenda
without a sense of shame, and she did not wanetpiteed.That

night, when she had bathed, she stood in frontheffull-length

mirror in her bedroom and loosened the bath sheehad wrapped
around her body. She let it drop to the floor wislee studied her
body intently. Her breasts were firm and full, ogrfectly in

proportion with the rest of her slender figure. Higrs were nicely



rounded and her legs were shapely. She was noppyhaith the
way she looked, but her grey eyes clouded wheratiener hand
against her flat stomach. In a few weeks' timedtid no longer be
flat; it would be showing visible signs of growthnd then her
shameful condition would no longer be a secret.

Sherry groaned as she turned away from the miogrut on her
nightgown. Margaret Jaeger was her only remairghative in South

Africa, and she was the only one Sherry could torfor help and

advice. Her father's sister had never married,nsttemade nursing
her career, and after her retirement she had dettl&romrivier, a

small town in the heart of the Karoo. Aunt Marganetuld know

what to do, Sherry was convinced of that, and Wes why she had
decided to make Kromrivier her first port of cafles leaving Cape
Town.

The next two weeks passed swiftly, and there wascamg lump in

her throat when she said goodbye to Matron Naudedaove away

from the hospital. Matron was still confused anevibeered by the

sudden resignation of one of her most promisingingrSisters, but
Sherry had remained silent, giving as her only sgdhe desire for a
change of environment.

The arid, semi-desert Karoo lay shimmering in teatlon that March
afternoon. Kromrivier was still thirty kilometresvay, and Sherry
was beginning to feel almost as parched as heswuiings. Fatigue
was beginning to make her ache in every limb, ardeiges felt gritty
behind the lenses of her dark glasses, but sheadlidase her foot off
the Mini's accelerator. She did not want to stapaftoreak, not now
when she was so close to her destination, andushed her window
down to let a little more air circulate through ttee. Ravens perched
on telephone poles, their beaks gaping in the bhadtsheep clustered



together beneath acacia trees while windmills stommtionless,
waiting for a non-existent breeze.

A church spire was becoming visible beyond theadishill, and the
Mini's engine seemed to groan in protest when $lsefoot went
down a little harder on the accelerator. She wa®sil there and,
knowing Aunt Margaret, an iced fruit drink would é@eaiting Sherry
on her arrival.

Time had stood still in Kromrivier, Sherry discogdrsome minutes
later. The roads were not tarred, the shops wer@nguand
old-fashioned, and hens wandered aimlessly achesdusty streets
to scatter with loud squawking and feathers flywigen the Mini
approached. Houses stood shuttered, indicatingtilestwere used
by farmers in the district as a weekend home whey tame to town
to do their weekly shopping on a Saturday and tendta church
service on Sunday, but the tree-lined street Sharned into left no
doubt in her mind that the houses were inhabitelbtgl residents.

Margaret Jaeger's house, with its small but neattega was like an
oasis in the desert when Sherry parked in the wayeShe eased her
stiff, tired body out of the car, feeling as hotlatusty as her Mini,
when an elderly woman emerged from the house toonst her with
open arms.

‘Sherry, it's so wonderful to see you again," Meggdaeger laughed
happily as they embraced, and Sherry clung fored lmoment to this
slender, grey-haired woman as if she were a rafugestorm. '‘Come
inside and have something cool to drink before we ® your
luggage,' her aunt suggested, and they enteradhit@vashed house
with arms still about each other.

They had so much family and professional news tchaap on that it
was long after dinner that evening before Sherd/tha opportunity
to speak to her aunt about her personal dilemma stnangely



enough, it was Margaret Jaeger who gave her theimgpehe had
been waiting for.

‘When | was your age, Sherry, | would never haveaghed of
spending my holiday with an old aunt who lived ig@dforsaken
place like Kromrivier." The grey eyes observing i®havere grave.
‘Tell me truthfully, why did you choose to come &&r

There was no sense in beating about the bush.udénas not a fool,
and she would soon begin to suspect the truthl®Wered her eyes
before her aunt's steady gaze, and said blurttypilegnant.’

If Margaret Jaeger was shocked, then a lifetimeun§ing had given
her the ability to show no sign of it. '‘Were yoped?'

'‘No, | wasn't raped,’ Sherry replied, her voiceas and controlled
as her aunt's. 'l was a very willing and eagemeart

Oh, how willing and eager she had been!

'Did you love this man?’

Sherry nodded and swallowed convulsively. 'Very muc
'‘But he didn't love you, is that it?' her aunt doded.

'l thought he did, but | was wrong.' Sherry fondheat mug of coffee
between her hands almost as if she was drawinggstrérom it. 'He
left for the Antarctic two and a half months agad de'll be away for
a year or more. If he loved me he would have wantedo wait for
him, but he was quite emphatic about our relatignshding with his
departure.'

'‘Are you going to let him know that you're expegthis child?’



'‘No!" Sherry shook her head tiredly. 'That's tis¢ faing | want to do.
| don't want him to know. Not ever!

'Far be it from me to tell you what to do," Mardgalaeger said after
due consideration, 'but this man has the righttmkthat he is going
to be a father. Or are you thinking of having tiaéyadopted?'

'Oh, no!" gasped Sherry, a measure of distastaifigsacross her
delicate features 'I'm going to keep my baby.nfilse,and it's all | . .
. will have.'

‘Do you think you're strong enough in mind and btagope with the
snide remarks that might come your way?'

Sherry looked up into those grey eyes observingsbentently, and
her chin rose with a touch of defiance. 'I'll wélkough the fires of
hell, if necessary.'

Margaret Jaeger's matronly features relaxed indmde. 'I'm very
glad to hear you say that, and you will, of coustay here with me.
There's plenty of room in this house for both of lUstake care of
you during your pregnancy, and we won't discusduhee until the
baby is born.’

'‘Oh, Aunt Margaret!" Sherry sighed, overwhelmedhiey kindness
and generosity. 'l came to ask you for help andcag\but | never
dreamed you would offer me so much more.'

'‘What's family for if we can't help each other wivem are in need?’
Margaret Jaeger laughed away Sherry's remark.

Sherry got up to embrace her aunt, and there wassaness and
warmth between them which had somehow never bega between
Sherry and her mother. It filled her now with agdant warmth, and,
for the first time since discovering that she wamg to have Rollo's
baby, she felt safe and comforted.



Margaret Jaeger was far wiser than Sherry mighe¢ imaagined. She
knew that work would be the antidote Sherry requim®st, and she
knew also that one of the local doctors would diadwt requiring the
services of a nurse/receptionist. She arrangeatarview with Dr
Gordon Shaw, and Sherry liked the man on sightvbiea tall, bulky
man, a bachelor in his late thirties, and his ynbubwn hair and kind
hazel eyes gave Sherry the feeling that he needsesl ihothered. The
latter was not true, of course. He was .a selfigefit man who knew
what he wanted, and Sherry's qualifications imgedsim to the
extent that he did not need time to consider hpliagion.

‘You start in two weeks' time,' he informed hehis gravelly voice,
but Sherry felt compelled to be honest with him.

‘There's one problem-' she began, but he raisadye,lcapable hand
to silence her.

'l know you're expecting a child,’ he said, leanagk in his chair
behind his desk and lighting a cigarette. 'I'llaage for a part-time
help when the time comes, but this job is youraflong as you may
want it.'

‘You're very kind, Dr Shaw,' Sherry smiled, andl@ud of smoke
emerged almost agitatedly from his nostrils.

'I'm desperate for experienced assistance, thitlseasaid, brushing
aside her remark rather fiercely, then he smiladl rasse behind his
desk to indicate that the interview was at an dpdn't forget, you
start two weeks from today.'

'l shan't forget,' Sherry promised faithfully, astee left his consulting
rooms to drive back to Aunt Margaret's house iruatmlighter frame
of mind.



Gordon Shaw became more than simply Sherry's emapthyring the

ensuing months. He was her doctor and her friemdl h@ was clever
and shrewd enough to delve beneath her sometinosésxderior. The

one thing she withheld from him was Rollo's nanme, @ordon Shaw
was tactful enough not to delve deeper than shevegmred to allow
him.

Sherry's son was born on a wet October mornindpatf $ame year.
The wind was a force behind that Karoo storm, bubhe bedroom of
her aunt's home the sun was shining especiall$ifi@rry when the
tiny, pink-faced bundle was placed in her armstif@r first time. It

made the hours of silent, sometimes lonely suffeworthwhile, and
her future, like her arms, was no longer empty.

The months that followed were not always easy. agnt's home in

Kromrivier had become a sanctuary, but the pastalaays there to

haunt her, and she could not look at her baby sthout seeing his

father. David was the image of Rollo, and the rddante was an

agony and a pleasure which Sherry nursed sec&#tyhad accepted
the fact that she would never see Rollo againthmifpain of it had

never left her entirely. What they had had togeties something she
would never forget, but it was over, and she hatyned herself to

the knowledge that memories were all that she é&fad |

It was three months after David's first birthdagtticordon Shaw
took her to dinner at the local hotel one evenirgs was not the first
time he had invited her out to dinner, but, whear8hsat facing him

across the table in the hotel's small restaur&iethad a feeling that
Gordon Shaw was going to confront her with sometivilmich she

had shied away from since their first meeting. $ias fond of him,

but fondness and friendship were all she had &r ¢ifiim, and he had
never pressed for more. She could see, howevdrtdhmht was

going to be different from all their other meetingway from the

surgery, and she felt tense for the first timeisn\dompany.



There were no awkward silences, but it was wheywee lingering
over their coffee that he steered the conversatidine direction she
had feared.

'How long have we known each other?" he asked lglunt

'‘Almost two years," Sherry answered him warilyd'gou've been a
good friend and employer.’

'l know what you've been through, Sherry, and lbeen patient with
you.'

‘I'm sorry.'

His hand found hers across the table, and she dooge&o find his
hazel eyes resting intently on her face.

'‘Dare | hope that my patience will be rewarded sdag’

Tm very fond of you, Gordon,' she said carefullyt wanting to hurt
him. 'And | shall always value your friendship.'

'When a woman says that, then a man ought to khatwhie doesn't
stand a chance, but | warn you that | don't givehgt easily," he
smiled at her with a wicked look invading the wammmt his eyes. 'l
shall wear you down with my patience, if nothingeel

'‘Oh, Gordon," she returned his smile sadly, 'yoo'tdieserve to be
treated this way.'

'‘Keep thinking that, Sherry, and it might eventyatbunt in my
favour,' he said, brushing aside her remark whiraour that hid his
disappointment. 'What you really need is a holidagd | have
selfishly delayed mentioning the subject.’



'l don't need a holiday,' she protested, dreadmegthought of all
those days with nothing to do but think about tkititat did not bear
thinking about.

‘You're going to take a holiday all the same," Gorthsisted. 'lI've
arranged for a replacement, and she'll be comingnmorrow, so
you'll have two days to show her the ropes beforego.'

‘You—you mean I'm to have leave as from Monday#®r&hstared
at him aghast, and he smiled with a twinkle of huma his eyes.

'I'm giving you three weeks,' he said. "That'sltdngest | can spare
you.'

Sherry was in a troubled mood when Gordon leftdteler aunt's
home later that evening. A holiday! What was henggyto do to her?
Thrust her into a nightmare of uneventful days?

‘You've had a tough time, and you deserve a brealy from work,'
Margaret Jaeger agreed when Sherry confrontedtlibe doreakfast
table the following morning with the news that Gamdchad insisted
she take a holiday.

'‘But what am | going to do with myself for three old weeks?'
protested Sherry indignantly.

'I'll tell you what you'renotgoing to do," her aunt informed her sternl
while she poured their coffee. "You're not takingyid with you, he's
too much of a handful at the moment to give youcanent's peace,
and you'renotgoing anywhere in that dilapidated Mini of yours.'

'l can't leave David-'

‘You'll do as you're told!" Margaret Jaeger intpted sharply, then
her features and her voice softened. 'Take tha,t&herry. Go to



Cape Town, visit your friends, Brenda and Jonataad,simply relax
as much as you can.’

'l don't want to go to Cape Town.'

'l know you don't want to go.' The older womanangke rested with
concern on Sherry's pale face. 'Take an old wonaalviee, my dear.
Go back and bury the past once and for all so ybat can start
thinking of the futureYourfuture andDavid's . . .and perhaps also
Gordon Shaw's.'

You—you know?' Sherry asked with a start of sisqari

'‘My dear child, I'm not blind," her aunt laughedsly. "'That man has
been in love with you almost since the first tineedet eyes on you,
but you've been too busy dwelling in the past ticced

‘There can never be more than friendship betweé8hmsrry rejected
this information.

‘That's what you say now, but you might feel quitéerently once
you've buried the past.' Margaret Jaeger reachedsathe table to
clasp Sherry's arm affectionately. it's worth a ity dear."”

Their glances met and held, and Sherry found Hetisieking that
her aunt might be right. It was time she buriedgast, and the only
place she could do that was in Cape Town.

"Very well, I'll go,' Sherry agreed at length, amgmile of satisfaction
flashed across her aunt's lined face.

'‘Good!" she said abruptly. 'I'm glad you're beiegssble about this.’



CHAPTER FIVE

THE train sped towards Cape Town, taking Sherry furdveay from
David and Aunt Margaret, and closer to the city $la&l never
intended to return to. She felt tense and nervang,not at all as if
she was on her way to a relaxing holiday. Her fifshpse of Cape
Town's majestic mountain was through the compartwamdow. It
was draped in its cloth of mist, a familiar siglesgite the clear blue
sky, and Sherry felt the first tiny stab of excimrhdarting through
her. Perhaps it was not going to be such a baddhfter all.

There had been no delay route and the train arrived in Cape Towr
at the specified time, which was very early in th@ning. An eager
young man in the compartment next to Sherry's ldel@s with her
suitcases on to the platform, but after that skested that she could
manage on her own. She took a taxi from the stéi@aquiet hotel in
Gardens, which was in the centre of the city, ahdmshe had signed
the register she was shown up to her room. Shewksed a few
minutes later that she had a clear view of the rr@arfrom her
window. She was glad about that, and she sagged dawo one of
the springy beds, bouncing on it lightly like ancked child and
testing it for comfort.

She still had time to go down to breakfast, butgbted instead for a
bath, and exchanged her creased linen suit foradafile slacks and
a clean blouse. She brushed-her hair and put aghatbuch of
make-up, but while she did so her glance straygdrimeher image in
the mirror towards the telephone on the bedsiddaa between
the beds. Should she give Brenda a call? Sherrgidemrd this for a
moment, but she finally decided against it. Shaladéhis day alone
to acclimatise herself to the knowledge that she l&ck in Cape
Town. She would give Brenda a call the followiny @ad arrange a
meeting, but she wanted to be alone on her fingti@his city with
its historical background.



She took a leisurely stroll down Government Averaue spent some
time in the museum and art gallery before she waadérough the

botanical gardens where she eventually had lundmeatpen-air

restaurant. This had been one of her favouritampastwhen she had
had a day off from the hospital with nothing bettedo, but on this

occasion it brought back memories of Rollo and ¢lefeeding the

pigeons and the squirrels? exactly as a couplenatieby table were
doing. Sherry waited with bated breath for thatif@mstab of pain,

but when it came it was no more than a dull acher. bfeathing

eased, and she felt herself begin to relax fofiteetime. It was over,

the wounds were healing, and coming to Cape Tows suadenly

not such a bad idea after all.

Sherry had corresponded with Brenda during the tpasiears, but
speaking to her on the telephone was a differeritemader letters
had been written after giving each one a great déahought to
conceal her feelings. She had simply refrained famiswering some
of Brenda's queries for fear that her answers nbgho revealing,
but confronting Brenda on the telephone, or factate, would be
something else altogether. She could not, howéy@ve Cape Town
without seeing her friend. In doing that she walgdeat the object of
this holiday, but her hand still hesitated on #lefghone receiver the
following morning before she lifted it to her eandaasked for a line.

She dialled the number she had found in the telepliaectory, and
several seconds later Brenda's familiar voice arexvat the other
end.

'‘Brenda, it's Sherry," she enlightened her frieadlw

‘Sherry!" There was an excited shriek at the ather 'Where are you
calling from?'

'I'm at a hotel in Cape Town, and | was wonderingu would be at
home this afternoon."



'Of course I'll be at home!" Brenda answered atohcehall expect
you after lunch, and I'm looking forward to seeyagl.'

"'l see you later, then.'

Sherry replaced the receiver a moment later, agr@ tivas a hint of a
smile plucking at the corners of her generous mduttouldbe good
to see Brenda again after all this time.

She knew that Brenda and Jonathan had moved otheof flat

shortly after the birth of their daughter, Mandgdaafter lunch that
day she took a taxi out to their home in Bloubesgsl. The view of
Table Mountain from Bloubergstrand was one of tastliknown. It
was used in travelogues, and painted often by maog and

overseas artists.

Sherry asked the taxi driver to leave her at theane to the curved
driveway leading up to Brenda's home, and arrangéd him to
collect her again at four- thirty. The taxi spedagwand Sherry
walked up the drive towards the entrance of thesaolihe garden
was spacious, the house architecturally modern, iandflected
perfectly the character of its owners. The fronbrdopened, and
Brenda stepped out to welcome her. Brenda waglstiltall, slender
young woman Sherry had known, but her pale hair eudshorter
than Sherry remembered.

‘Sherry!" she exclaimed, her lovely features bmegknto a delighted
smile, and Sherry was caught up in a rather wildrace. 'Oh, but it's
good to see you again!

it's good to see you, too," Sherry admitted wha&y s$tood back to
regard each other again, then Brenda led her otlteolhot sun into
the cool interior of the house. 'You have a lovebme," Sherry
remarked sincerely, her glance taking in the mofl@mshings.



'I'm glad you like it,) Brenda smiled, leading they into the
living-room. 'Come through here and sit down. Weehso much to
talk about, and there's so much | want to know ltdan't quite know
where to begin.’

'‘Where's little Mandy?' Sherry questioned her ot stieer
nervousness as she lowered herself into a paddadhair and
rearranged the brightly coloured scatter cushiongsdmfort.

'‘She's taking a nap at the moment, but you'll szdater,' promised
Brenda, seating herself opposite her. 'Did youlygephotographs of
Mandy which | sent you last month?'

‘Yes, thank you, they were lovely.'

They stared at each other in silence for some tael) assessing the
other in a friendly, but curious manner.

'You haven't changed at all, and yet there's sangdbout you that's
different, but | can't at the moment think whaisit Brenda was the
first to voice her opinion, and Sherry felt herides knotting with

tension. 'Are you happy living with your aunt indénrivier?' asked
Brenda.

‘Very happy.' That was true in a way. She couldsagtthat she was
unhappy, but at times there was that terrible emps in her heart
and soul which not even David could fill.

‘And Dr Shaw?' Brenda questioned her inquisitivélhat's he like?'

'He's kind and he's generous, and he's an exceltator,’ Sherry
sang his praises with honesty. 'lI've enjoyed waykar him.'

'‘Don't you ever miss the hospital routine?’



'l do sometimes,' Sherry admitted, 'but working @ordon is never
dull, and I'm always kept busy.’

'So it'sGordon,is it?' teased Brenda, and Sherry smiled evergtinot
her body stiffened with resentment.

'‘We've become friends, but nothing more.'Brendd&éog was
speculative, and Sherry could almost sense thegtitsuspinning
through her mind, but it nevertheless came as eksivben Brenda
asked, 'l don't suppose you've heard from Rolkdlat

This was the first time in almost two years thali&®® name had been
mentioned, and Sherry's expression matched héeabice. 'No, |
haven't, and | never imagined | would." .

‘You know,' Brenda continued, quite undeterreek tiever been able
to shake off the feeling that you loved Rollo, &imak it wasn't simply
a crazy infatuation that died an instant deatmtbenent he left Cape
Town for the Antarctic.'

‘You've been mistaken, Brenda,' Sherry tried tglaoiff her friend's
remark, but Brenda did not look as if she was coredl.

‘Can you honestly sit there and tell me that, ifi&Rbad to walk into
this room now, you wouldn't feel a thing?'

'‘Not a thing!" Sherry lied, and a little shivekdia premonition, raced
along her spine.

Brenda studied her speculatively, then she shruggddhanged the
subject. 'How long do you intend staying in Cap&ii®@'

‘Two weeks,' Sherry enlightened her. 'I'm planrim¢pave again at
the end of next week."



'‘We're having a party this coming Friday eveninmg] &d like you to
come,' said Brenda, but one look at the wary egpyashat flitted
across Sherry's face made her laugh out loudit®hpt one othose
parties, Sherry. Jonathan and | have become daittssnce Mandy's
birth, and Friday evening's party is no more thaget together of
friends, and we thought we'd havérmaai if the weather lasts." Her
smile faded and her expression became pleadiny.ydvi come?'

Sherry .was not in the mood for a party whetheeiwild or sedate,
and she tried to formulate an excuse, 'l don't kifdw.'

'Oh, please, Sherry!" begged Branda. it so happleais it's my
birthday, and you've just got to come.'

The scene was familiar; achingly familiar. It rechenl Sherry of that
time, two years ago, when Brenda had begged heortme to her
twenty-first birthday party, and she had agreedydodespite her
disinclination for frivolity. That was when she hart Rollo, and her
life had never been the same after that.

"'l come," Sherry heard herself saying just elyaas she had done
two years ago, and she tried to ignore those ineadplke little shivers
which were racing through her for some obscureareas

'Oh, good! sighed Brenda. 'Jonathan will pick ypuat your hotel,
and he'll take you back again later in the evehing.

‘That won't be necessary,’ Sherry said hastilgdt here on my own,
but | would appreciate a lift back later that eveni

‘That's settled, then,’ Brenda smiled, her hazek eslight with a
strange satisfaction.

They had tea and reminisced about 'old times',|ated Sherry had
the opportunity to meet Mandy who was a cuddlesonigchievous



bundle of almost two. The time passed swiftly, dri€elt as if Sherry
had barely arrived when the taxi was there to coler again.

'‘Don't forget Friday evening,’ Brenda reminded 8hevhen they
parted in the driveway. 'And come early so thatcare have a bit of
time together before the other guests arrive.'

Sherry had enough time for a bath and a changetbiing when she
arrived back at the hotel. She felt pleased witiséleat the way she
had handled that awkward topic of Rollo van Cldmft her next
meeting with Brenda still loomed ahead of her lkeshadowy
encounter she was not looking forward to. Those latd shivers

would race through her every time she thought aiboamd it did not

help to tell herself that she was being ridiculous.

The Friday evening was warm and there was scaraebyeeze
blowing when Sherry arrived at Brenda's and Jométhlome in
Bloubergstrand. It was a perfect night fobi@aai, and Sherry was
helping Brenda in her modernly equipped kitchen nvdenathan
walked in.

‘Well, well, well!" Jonathan smiled crookedly aftexr had greeted her,
and there was a hint of mockery in his glance whemobserved
Sherry from top to toe. 'The girl has become a wama

'You know, Jonathan's got something there,’ Bremtlarvened,
studying Sherry with renewed interest. "You do haveore mature
look about you.'

'l am two years older since the last time you sasy don't forget,’
Sherry tried to brush aside their observations.

'It has nothing to do with your age,' Brenda iregistYou're thinner
than you used to be, and yet fuller.’



'‘And the innocent look in your eyes has been repldoy a look that
says, "Don't touch! I've been hurt once, and | tdotend to be hurt
again",' Jonathan added his opinion.

They were nearing the truth so rapidly that Shefelg alarm
spiralling through her. If they delved too deepigy might discover
her well-guarded secret, and she was not yet rieahll them about
David.

'‘Good heavens!" Sherry laughed forcibly. "You'r«kimg me feel like
a specimen under a microscope in the Path. Lab!'

Their laughter lightened the atmosphere, but theg no guarantee
that the subject would not be mentioned againal at this point that
Jonathan remembered his good manners and deciaeab ibout
time he played host.

'‘What-will you have to drink, Sherry?'

*| think I'll have a glass of that wine you've beearming between
your hands for much too long," she told him driyd a faintly
embarrassed smile curved his mouth.

'Sure,' he said, opening the bottle and pourindaasgof wine for
Sherry as well as Brenda.

'l saw Matron Naude the other day,' Brenda toldri§hehile she
decorated the plates of snacks. 'She asked aboutgd she nearly
had apoplexy when | told her you were working fodactor in
private practice in some small Karoo town. She eratt, "What a
waste, what a waste", and she marched off as itshkln't bear to
hear more." .

'‘Poor Matron Naude,' Sherry sighed reminiscenBie' really was
quite a dear.’



'She was a dragon!" Brenda corrected, putting ateen face to
Imitate the Matron. 'Nurse Lewis! When will you evearn that a
nurse's uniform should be worn with dignity and oo’

Her mimicry was so faultless that Sherry burstlaughing, but the
sound of a car coming up the drive towards the éousde her sober
hastily.

'l think our first guests have arrived,” Jonathannaaunced
unnecessarily.

'Will you go out and welcome them, Jonathan?' asReehda,
gesturing towards the salads which still needeiiahing touch, 'l
have a few more things to see to here in the kitche you might as
well offer them a drink to get them in a party mood

Jonathan did as she asked without quibbling, ardr$shemained in
the kitchen to lend a hand. She was not yet readgnfront the new
arrivals, and she was happier for the moment hglpirenda in the
kitchen. Later, when Brenda was ready to go outra@et her guests,
Sherry would accompany her.

The fires were lit at dusk, and wood-smoke cunfed the air. Sherry
was not a stranger to some of Jonathan and Breguests, and she
was beginning to relax when a white Rover Sporesgwp the drive.
She was plagued by a vague uneasiness, but shetmhy much
attention to the late arrivals, and some minutésr |Brenda was
ushering two people into the circle of guests staméround the
fires. Sherry broke off her conversation with oh@&renda’s friends,
and turned, and everything inside her ground folkering halt when
she found herself confronted by the one man shett@aght she
would never see again. Rollo was leaner, his farddn, and there
was a coldness in those incredibly blue eyes that fher with a
sense of shock. Her face paled, and she panickedmfmment when
she thought she was going to faint, but the thugldmat of her heart



sent the blood rushing into her head again, and ssimehow
remained standing.

‘Sherry, you know Rollo, of course,' Brenda annednairily while
Sherry stood there as if she had been chiselledf@ibne. 'And this
is Delphine Ingram,' Brenda added.

Sherry forcibly dragged her attention away fromttle dark-haired
man whose ruggedly handsome features gave no ftiaicaf his
feelings at that moment.

'‘How do you do,' Delphine Ingram greeted primlgifaintly musical
voice to which Sherry added something appropridten the
attractive blonde turned from her to face her rsssté ovely place
you have here, Brenda. And it's simply a divinehbigr abraai.'

‘Yes, isn't it?' Brenda answered smoothly, her Ihayes observing
Sherry, but Sherry was studying the broad-shoutenan in the
light grey slacks and white, open-necked shirtfaheé was seeing
him for the first time in her life.

‘Another drink, Sherry?'

'‘What?' Her head snapped round, and it took a mbtoeiocus on
Jonathan who was gesturing with a bottle of wirveatals the empty
glass she clutched so tightly in her hand. He wakihg at her oddly,
and she hastily pulled herself together. 'Oh, ek you, Jonathan.’

She needed something stronger than wine to seitledrves, but her
heartbeats settled down to comparative normaliterwRollo and
Delphine Ingram walked away to mingle with the refsthe guests.
She gulped down a mouthful of wine, aware that lend was
shaking, and she wished with all her heart that lsh@& had the
foresight to turn down Brenda's invitation. It wa® late now for
regrets, and she knew she had to see the evemmgythto the bitter
end.



Sherry tried to ignore Rollo, but he was not soneesho could be
easily overlooked, and neither could she shut loeitsbund of that
deep, well-modulated voice. Everything about hinswao achingly
familiar for comfort, but he had another woman & $ide, and
Sherry knew that the past would have to remaireoluiorever.

The fires had burned down to glowing coals, andaksteand
boerewors were sizzling on the grids. The aroma was ve
mouth-watering, but Sherry had lost her appetite evening
seemed to go on endlessly while Sherry forced Hdosdo the usual
things such as eat and drink and laugh and talkstdet training as a
nurse was a sturdy crutch to fall back on, and ne, mot even
Brenda, seemed to suspect that anything was wrong.

Sherry had shifted into the shadows surroundingtbep around the
swiftly dying fires when she saw Rollo walking tawda her. The
desire to run was incredibly strong, but she qdellenstantly. She
had no reason to fear him, her secret was safefhatitdid not
disperse the chill of fear clutching at her hei&e bin icy hand.

'It's been a long time," he said, that familiandraugging her senses
alive.

'Yes, it has,' she admitted coldly, incapable aflreg his expression
in the shadowy darkness and wondering whethen/feis still looked
into hers with that icy coldness she had noticeltiezdhat evening.

‘Two years, to be exact,' he underlined his stat¢@m® if he thought
she was unaware of the time that had elapsed #ircdast meeting,
and that angered her.

"That's correct.’

‘Are you still in the nursing profession?’



'Yes,' she answered abruptly, but an uneasy sensa#s beginning
to spiral through her.

'‘But not in Cape Town.'

That was a statement, not a query, and she corfirnvath a blunt,
'‘No.'

'‘Why did you leave?'

Why all these questions? What did it matter to hihether she left,
or stayed? What they had had together was in tbg @ad that was
the way he had wanted it. Why this sudden intenelser decision to
leave Cape Town?

'l needed a change of environment.' She used the sacuse she had
used so many times two years ago, and it soundgeeguconvincing
now as it had done then.

'So you went. . . where?' probed Rollo, and alaglsIstarted ringing
in her mind, advocating caution.

*Oh, I've been all over the place,’ she replied serdy, her
near-frantic glance alighting on Brenda emergingmfrthe house
with an enormous tray of coffee, and she sighedrdiy with relief.
'If you'll excuse me,' she said, turning to Rollehink Brenda needs
a little help.’

Rollo made no attempt to prevent Sherry from legMout she felt his
eyes burning into her back when she walked brigklpss the lawn
towards Brenda.

'‘Why didn't you warn me that Rollo was going to lere?' she
accosted her friend, making use of this brief manadone with her.



'l didn't think it would make any difference,' Boansaid, reminding
her mockingly of the rash statement she had matjeaofew days
ago. 'Didn't you say you would feel nothing if hadhto walk in
unexpectedly?"

Sherry cringed inwardly at the blatant lie she twd to put Brenda
off the scent, but her anger sustained her. 'l kwbat | said, but you
could have warned me.'

'I'm sorry,"” Brenda murmured sincerely, while Sherrglance
scanned the tray in her hands.

‘Shall | get the sugar and the milk?'
'Yes, please,' nodded Brenda. it's on the talbidlearkitchen.'

Grateful for something to do to ease the tensi@deher, Sherry
hurried inside to fetch the sugar and the milk.tThd not, however,
keep her occupied for more than a minute, and st®enet looking
forward to the rest of the evening which she knewuld drag until
the last of Brenda and Jonathan's guests had left.

She helped herself to a cup of coffee. It was tilg thing that went
down with ease that night, and she had a secondbeuipt did not

alleviate that inexplicable hollow at the pit ofrl®omach. She tried
to avoid Rollo, but he came up behind her unexpiggtand once
again she had to force herself not to turn and run.

If this was a test, then she was failing it mis@ralRollo's magnetism
was as potent as ever, and her senses were legifahgin response
to his nearness.

‘You were about to tell me earlier where you motieedfter leaving
Cape Town,' he said, picking up the threads ofr tbenversation
while he removed her empty cup from her oddly dodohds and
placed it on a nearby table.



'l wasn't about to tell you anything,' she contrcgetl him stiffly, and
his eyes appeared to be studying her intentlyerddrkness.

"You don't particularly want to talk to me, do ybbh& mocked.

He had always had the uncanny ability to read hadnust as she
had known things about him without being told. didhamused and
pleased her two years ago, but now it actuallyhteged her.

'l don't think your lady friend particularly likabe idea either,' she
countered swiftly, her grey glance darting towatds tall, lithe
blonde winding her way towards them with a petukgression on
her lovely face.

'‘Perhaps you'll set aside an evening for me so weatcan talk
undisturbed," suggested Rollo, but there was omg weportant
reason why Sherry had no intention of letting hiet glose to her
again.

'l think not,' she said, her voice calm and alnuastual despite the
tension that held her in its vicelike grip. 'We &awothing to talk
about.’

Delphine reached his side at that moment, makinghdu
conversation impossible, and her speculative, gotdlculating
glance raked Sherry from head to foot.

'‘Darling,' she purred, sliding her arm possessitlaigugh Rollo's. 'It
isn't very nice of you to leave me alone amongtlatise strange
people.’

‘My apologies, Delphine,' Rollo drawled, then hsetan impersonal
glance in Sherry's direction, 'If you'll excuse'us?

Sherry inclined her head slightly in assent andched them walk
away from her with mixed feelings. Delphine Ingrasas obviously a



lady who was accustomed to having her own way jiatitis respect
she and Rollo suited each other perfectly.

Sherry joined the group around the dying fires, imgksure she
stayed far away from Rollo, but that did not prevser glance from
straying in his direction more often than she cdcecemember. He
was like a magnet, drawing her towards him actosstowded lawn,
and no matter how much she tried she could noeprtaver soul from
reaching out to himBury the pastAunt Margaret had advised, but
the past, it seemed, refused to be buried. It bateaushing back at
her with a stunning force, and she was not surest@wvas going to
cope with it. The only thing she knew for certairthte@at moment was
that she did not want to see Rollo again, and rdefinitely not
alone.

It was eleven-thirty when the first guests states/ing. Rollo and
Delphine were among the second batch that leftpgridelve-thirty

only Sherry was still there. Jonathan remainedideit® make sure
that the fires were out, and to clear away thershend tables while
Sherry had a quiet cup of coffee in the kitcherhvidtenda.

‘You know, | can't stand that Delphine Ingram woramd if there's
any truth in the rumour that Rollo is going to nyaner, then | feel
sorry for him,' Brenda exploded without warning.

'‘Has he known her long?'

'He's been seeing quite a lot of her since higsmétaom the Antarctic,'
Brenda explained. 'Delphine Ingram's father is Head of the
Scientific Research Institute, and the lady in tjoasdidn't hesitate
to latch on to Rollo, who happens to be the old 'm@ssistant.
There's talk that Rollo will step into Professogriam's position when
he retires at the end of this year, and theretsalst of speculation
about Rollo's and Delphine's relationship. As Idsaarlier, there
might be wedding bells in the offing.’



Sherry took this news with a calmness that didsooprise her. She
was beginning to feel numb inside, and there wada@ness filtering
through into her veins that made her shiver inwardl|

‘Are you feeling ill, Sherry?" Brenda probed anxlyu 'You're
terribly pale.'

Sherry knew that the moment of truth had arrived, somehow she
found the courage to say what she should haveadaiag time ago.

‘There's something | have to tell you,' she begarsing her mug of
coffee between her cold hands. "When | left hensoal two years
ago | was pregnant.’

'l don't believe it!" exclaimed Brenda, her hazag®widening with
shock and disbelief. 'Not you!"

Her reaction should have amused Sherry, but sherfl relief. She
was, at last, opening up that festering wound |attichg the hurt flow
out.

'Rollo made it clear from the start of our relasbip that there had to
be no commitment on either side, and | agreedl Baved him, you
see, and the night before he left for the Antarttic' She left her
sentence unfinished, but she could see that Brandarstood, and
she continued after a brief, awkward pause. 'ldigtlet him know
that | was expecting his child. | didn't want him feel under an
obligation to do something about it, and | was &sthamed to tell
you, so |—I decided to pack up and leave Cape Town.

'Oh, lord, Sherry!" Brenda groaned, her face sulgdeshen. 'If only
I'd known!'

Sherry was a little confused by Brenda's reactdmet news. 'There's
no reason for you to be so upset about it.'



'‘But don't you see, Sherry?' Brenda explained iargguished voice.
'l deliberately invited you here this evening knogvithat Rollo

would be coming as well. I've always been convintted you still

loved him, and | wanted to watch your reaction, ibutd known

about the baby | would never have done it.’

'You don't have to blame yourself," Sherry hastdoecassure her.
'It's my fault entirely for not telling you the thy but I'm relieved now
that my aunt insisted | go away on holiday withDalvid.'

‘You had a boy?'
‘Yes,' Sherry said quietly. 'And he's the imaghisffather.’

'‘Oh, God, Sherry, I'm sorry." Brenda's anxiousfuluglance met
Sherry's. 'What happens now?'

'l don't know," Sherry sighed, brushing a heavyarstr of
golden-brown hair away from her face with a sha&md 'l can only
hope that Rollo's relationship with Delphine issasous as everyone
seems to think, and that fie leaves me alone.’

Perhaps you'll set aside an evening for me so twatmay talk
undisturbed,Rollo's suggestion flared in her mind, and she/guia
silently that he had taken her seriously when < dreclined his
veiled invitation.

Shewy was in a silent, perturbed mood when Jonathare her back
to her hotel in the centre of the city. At that @iraf the night there
were not many cars on the road, and it seemedkeodaly a few
minutes from the time they had left Bloubergstramdil Jonathan
parked his car at the entrance to the hotel.

‘Sherry . . ." His hand gripped her arm when shealadvibave got out of
the car. 'I'd like to add my apologies to Brenda's.



'‘Don't feel bad, Jonathan,' she gently brushecedsglapology. 'I'm
the one who was largely at fault. If I'd been honesgh you and
Brenda then none of this would have happened #aisieg.’

Jonathan's lean face looked grave. 'You know, afss that you'll
be in for a rough time if Rollo finds out that ybad his child.’

'l know," she confessed, shivering inwardly at pvespect, and
hoping with all her heart that Rollo would nevesativer her secret.

‘Take care, will you?'

' will," Sherry promised as she got out of his.c&@ood night, and
thanks for the lift.'



CHAPTER SIX

THE warm, almost sultry, days and nights continuedughout the
weekend, and Sherry made a point of being away trerhotel as
much as possible. She had felt uneasy since haingeeith Rollo
on the Friday evening, and she was jumpy every thagelephone
rang in her hotel room. She told herself not tillg; that the cold,
impersonal look in Rollo's eyes had been sufficemntience that he
no longer caredf he had ever cared, and his probing questions t
merely been a form of politeness. There was nwretsbelieve that
he would make an effort to contact her again, agtdspe still felt
uneasy about it.

She had walked down to the castle on the Mondayimgy she had
trudged up stone steps to stand on one of theb@stions of the
castle, and she had ventured down to the cellsrdaadhe notorious
Black Hole where burghers of long ago had beenraecated for
plotting against the governor. The eeriness of Biack Hole
remained with her when she returned to her hoteltlshbefore
lunch, and her nerves coiled themselves into qungeknots when
she received a message at the reception deskhbatvas to call
Jonathan Hunt urgently. Her face whitened whentabie the slip of
paper from the girl at reception on which Jonathaaomber had been
written and, when she reached the privacy of hemioshe
immediately asked for an outside line and diallsdiumber.

'l thought I'd better warn you,"' Jonathan said wstengot through to
him. 'Rollo contacted me this morning to find outat hotel you're
staying at, and | couldn't withhold the informatiwam him without
making him suspicious.'

Sherry's face went a shade whiter, but her voiceneed remarkably
calm. 'Thank you, Jonathan.’



'‘Will you be OK?' he asked concernedly, awakenimggfirst stab of
real affection in Sherry.

"'l be fine," she reassured him. 'I'll let youokwmif anything happens.'

Her heart was thudding, and her hand was shakingnvehe put

down the receiver. It was all very well to reassiwaathan, but she
was not at all convinced that she would manageofme avith the

situation if Rollo should contact her. She did m@nt to see him
again, and she could only hope that he was noggdoibe annoyingly
persistent.

She washed and changed into a floral cotton fracksandals before
going down to lunch. The walk down to the Castld n@ade her
hungry, but Jonathan's information had put a darapdrer appetite,
and she found that she could not manage more thalad and a cup
of tea.

She went up to her room after lunch, and she vilasyahg to decide

what to do with her afternoon when the telephomgyréder nerves
leapt wildly, and her heart was beating somewheher throat when
she lifted the receiver with a shaky hand.

'‘Miss Jaeger?' The girl manning the hotel switcitbosought
confirmation of her identity and, when Sherry gawéo her, she
added, 'There's a Professor van Cleef on the dingdu. Shall | put
him through?'

Sherry drew a careful, steadying breath beforessia 'Yes, thank
you.'

The line clicked twice, and then Rollo's deep vaipgeke into her ear.
'Hello . . . Sherry?'

‘Yes,' she answered abruptly.



''d like you to have dinner with me this evenidgsounded like an
order rather than an invitation, and Sherry wasaimty annoyed.
‘There's something of importance | have to diseufis you,' Rollo
added.

''ve already made other arrangements for this iaggnshe lied
coolly in a desperate attempt to put him off, bul® was very
persistent.

'What about lunch tomorrow?"

‘No, I-' Her mind whirled in its search for a fdalsiexcuse. 'I'll be out
all day."

‘Tomorrow evening, then?'

She was running out of acceptable excuses, anpenssstence was
wearing her down, but she was determined not te givto him.
'Rollo, I really can't think of anything we have doscuss, and |
don't—-

‘Tomorrow evening?' he interrupted her with a aaling,
authoritative note in his voice, and Sherry fousdsklf agreeing.

‘Very well, if you insist.'

"'l call for you at seven,' he ended the convissaabruptly, and
Sherry was left with a lifeless receiver in her thamwhich she
slammed down on to its cradle in a fit of fruswatand temper which
she rarely displayed.

She had agreed to meet Rollo merely to get ridraf h

But she was already making plans for the followdag which would
put a safe and comfortable distance between thetslae hoped that
this time it would be for ever.



Sherry spent the rest of the afternoon in her hot@i, making and
receiving telephone calls until her plans had beemfirmed. Her
arrangements had been made when she gave Brendh that
evening, and she had left nothing to chance.

'‘Brenda, I'm cutting my holiday short,' she exptgirto her friend.
'I'm leaving tomorrow afternoon.’

'‘Why?' Brenda demanded disappointedly.

'Rollo insists on seeing me again,' Sherry enligideher. 'l tried to
put him off, but he's persistent and, quite franKip not prepared to
meet him on any terms. | can't afford to. Not now!'

'l see,' murmured Brenda understanding”.

'l can trust you to continue keeping my secret;td@hSherry asked
anxiously.

‘You can trust us, Sherry,' came the firm replyd &merry felt her
tense body relax to some extent.

‘Thanks,' she sighed. 'I'll write to you sometime.'

They talked a while longer before saying goodbyent Sherry
hauled out her suitcase and started packing. Slsegamg home,
home to Kromrivier, David and Aunt Margaret; and pray God . . .
Rollo would not find her.

The train pulled into the Kromrivier station at 4hirty the
Wednesday morning. The dew-wet earth sparkled & eharly
morning sunshine, and Sherry felt her heart bouwnite relief and
excitement when she left the dilapidated statidldlng to take a taxi
to her aunt's home. She had a ridiculous, butteighg feeling that



she stood on the threshold of losing David, andv&e impatient to
be with him.

The front door to her aunt's home stood open, dretr$ left her
suitcase in the small entrance hall. She could heaaunt moving
about in the kitchen, making breakfast, and shddcbear David's
gurgling baby- talk. Sherry suddenly felt intensedlieved, but she
could not imagine why.

Margaret Jaeger's eyes widened with surprise winemnrpwalked

into the kitchen, and David's baby features weliesjth a smile that
made his face glow. He kicked excitedly in his kaltair, and raised
his plump little arms as an indication that he \edrter to pick him
up. Sherry did not need a second invitation. Siedliher small son
out of his chair, showered him with kisses untildiggled noisily,

and hugged him tightly. His little fingers were gati in her

shoulder-length hair, tugging hard in his excitemént Sherry did
not mind.

Her eyes met Margaret Jaeger's and they smileachtaher. Sherry
knew her aunt well enough to know that behind tadmn, enigmatic
expression there lurked several pressing queng®)dvid was in the
mood to play, and the questions would have to writ later.

They had breakfast in the kitchen, and afterwaréwid played

happily on the carpeted floor of Sherry's bedroorhilev she

unpacked her suitcase. She did not want to letdutrof her sight,

and it was only when he showed visible signs of@leess that she
put him in his cot, and left her room to join hemafor tea in the

shady garden at the back of the house.

‘Now, | won't deny that | missed you, and so didiBabut you were
supposed to stay in Cape Town for two weeks,' bet pointed out
when she had poured their tea at the slatted tasleath the shady
oak.



'l couldn't risk staying longer," Sherry explainedd she knew that
there was no sense in hiding the truth from het.aumet Rollo van
Cleef again when | went to a party at Brenda amath@an's home last
Friday evening.'

A look of alarm flashed across Margaret Jaegaredliface. 'What
happened?’

'‘He was there with someone else, but he made tgestion that we
meet at some time to have an uninterrupted dismugsEherry
paused as an unexpected little shiver raced ugpiee, ‘I made it
quite clear that | didn't like the idea, and | hdpewould end there,
but it didn't. He got my address from Jonathantatephoned me at
the hotel Monday afternoon. He wanted me to hamaeati with him
that evening, and he said there was something Inéedido discuss
with me, but | put him off by saying | had a preargagement.’

'‘Which you didn't have, of course,’ her aunt irt@ed with
understanding.

'‘No," Sherry confirmed, lowering her gaze to disaothat she was
stirring her tea with unnecessary vigour, and strefally placed the
teaspoon in her saucer before she continued sgeaKnbllo was

persistent, and | finally agreed to have dinnehwiin last night, but
| did so simply to get rid of him.'

'So, instead of having dinner with him, you bookedrrself on the
first available train out of Cape Town, and whenl®keoan Cleef
arrived at the hotel last night the bird had flownf you'll forgive the
expression.'

'Yes,'" Sherry answered stiffly, trying to visualiset for the first
time, how Rollo had reacted to the news that slkddfathe hotel.

'Do you think that was a wise thing to do?"



Sherry felt the first cold stab of uneasinessidhd stop to consider
the wisdom of my decision. All | could think of wgstting away.'

'l doubt if the man's a fool, and if | were in lEsoes | would be
extremely curious to know why you were so anxious,to see me,'
Aunt Margaret voiced her opinion, it would make mender what
you had to hide, and | would most certainly makenyt business to
find out.’

Margaret Jaeger had spoken with a wisdom and utatheliag of
human nature which she had gathered over long ye#ng nursing
profession, and Sherry felt the coldness of feagisg through her
veins.

'Oh, God!" she groaned, her grey eyes wide anddtérged in her pale
face. 'l never thought of that!

'l have never approved of the fact that he was kemjnorance all

this time, but | do believe your secret would hbeen safer if you'd
met him instead of running away the way you didariyaret Jaeger
said, forcing Sherry to acknowledge the foolishregdeer decision to
avoid seeing Rollo, and her face went a shade white

‘Aunt Margaret, you're frightening me!'

‘That wasn't my intention, my dear,' her aunt sthiland if, as you
say, there's someone else in his life, then hetrjughshrug off your
disappearance and forget about the whole thing.’

Sherry's hand was unsteady when she raised heodwgr lips and
took a sip of tea. Her mind was spinning in nevedheg circles,
accepting and discarding facts to assuage her mesasbut her aunt
had brought to her attention one particular facicivtshe could not
ignore. Rollo was not a fool. He possessed a rslzarp, keen
intelligence, and her disappearance was not songethe would
simply shrug off and forget. She had panicked, simel had acted



irrationally. She had no one else to blame but dierand, if
necessary, she would have to bear the consequeiicesfolly.

The next few days were the worst Sherry had eveeranced. She
thought of going to Gordon Shaw and asking his @vbut she
decided against it in the end. This wes problem, and she would
have to sort it out on her own, if and when thedne®se.

She left the house for the first time on the Sayrohorning to do
some shopping. She was beginning to feel easgjlenpy, and she
had begun to convince herself that Delphine Ingveas of more
importance to Rollo than someone from his past. &tk after all,
made it clear to him that she had no desire to raetprivately
again, and there was also no way he could findvtre she lived.
Brenda and Jonathan would never divulge that inftion, so there
was no reason for her to be concerned. Why, sheleved, had she
not thought of that before?

Her tension eased away, taking with it the uneasinghich had
plagued her since her return to Kromrivier, and sfeled through
her shopping list in a much lighter frame of mihdn when she had
started.

She was in town much longer than she had antidpd®eople
stopped to talk, their friendliness and warmth siwng she had
always been grateful for; working for Gordon Shad lhelped her to
become acquainted very quickly with most of thealmbants in this
small town.

It was almost midday when Sherry turned her Mito ithe tree-lined
street where her aunt lived. She was looking fodwarer last week
at home with David and Aunt Margaret. After that/duld be back to
work, and then there would be only the weekendshvkhe could
spend with her son. She grimaced at the thougkhasapproached



the house, and then an icy coldness washed oveh&iemade her
foot falter on the Mini's accelerator.

A white Rover Sports was parked in the street datsier aunt's
house. It had a Cape Town registration number, <redknew the
name of its owner without being tol&ollo van Cleef.

Sherry's hands felt like ice on the steering windedn she parked her
Mini in the short driveway at the side of her asifitbuse. Her heart
was thudding with fear in her breast, and her legse actually
trembling beneath her when she carried her partelshe house.

She noticed that the lounge was empty when shestefte of her
packages in the hall and carried the rest intdkiticeen. Through the
window she could see Rollo and Aunt Margaret seatetie table
under the shady oak, and David was seated on Rdiioee,
commanding their attention with his gurgling bahikt

Oh, God! she groaned inwardly, fighting against that unfemi
blackness that threatened to engulf lies Rollo know? Does he
know that he's holding his own son in his arms?

Her palms were damp despite the coldness whichirhatied her
body. She had never felt so completely disoriedtatfore, and her
movements were stiff and jerky when she steppedafitite kitchen
and walked towards the three people who seemeduto t
simultaneously to focus their attention on her.

Margaret Jaeger looked calm and composed excem fogrvous
flicker in the glance that darted from Sherry te thild which Rollo
still held in his arms when he rose to his feetld®expression was
shuttered, rigidly controlled, and it was this thaightened Sherry's
fear. In the past she had been able to gaugedliads, to sense the
undercurrent of whatever emotion filtered througpm,hout now it
felt as if a steel wall had been erected betweemtiShe had known



this man almost as well as she knew herself, butdte suddenly
become a stranger to her.

'Hello, Sherry," he drawled, looking down at henfrhis great height,
and, when David leaned towards Sherry with his avatistretched,
she took him from Rollo and held him against heif ake wanted to
shield him from this man who was his father.

‘What are you doing here?' she demanded icily, laadsensuous
mouth curved in a cynical smile.

'‘When you skipped out on our dinner engagemeraught I'd come
and find out why.'

Sherry's glance met Margaret Jaeger's. Her aurtidd right, Rollo
was not a fool, and he had done exactly what het lzad suggested
he might do.

"'l take David inside and leave the two of yout#dk,' Margaret
Jaeger announced, stepping round the slattedttatalke David from
Sherry, and she did not wait for them to reply befshe walked off
into the house with the child in her arms.

'‘Who gave you my address?' Sherry demanded the mdhss were
alone, but she was afraid that she might alreadywkhe answer.'The
girl at the hotel reception desk very kindly allavae to look it up in
the register.’

Oh, damn She had suspected Jonathan and Brenda of Iétéing
down, and she was sufficiently ashamed of hersaetfshe had never
once given a thought to the fact that she hadewitromrivier in the
column requiring her address. That was all that wagded.
Everyone in town knew her, and Rollo would have hadlifficulty
at all in discovering exactly where she lived.



She was angry, and she was afraid, but her faceawagd mask
behind which she hid her feelings as she repeaeduery, 'What do
you want?'

'Sit down and I'll tell you,' Rollo answered witltalm self-assurance
she envied at that moment, but she had no inteafiprolonging this
meeting.

'l would prefer it if you stated your business defl,’ she retorted
stiffly, her body so tense that her muscles ached.

'Sit down!" The words were quietly spoken, but gaswa command
nevertheless, and something in his ruggedly hands&eatures
warned her not to disobey him. She lowered hensglfthe chair her
aunt had vacated, and perched nervously on thedddigehile Rollo
pulled up his chair and seated himself close to Tieere was no
warmth in the blue eyes that met hers, they wele aed piercingly
bright as they held her wary glance captive. relabout David," he
said in that frighteningly quiet voice.

'‘David?' she repeated, her voice a husky croakaag pose like a
fountain inside her.

'Yes, Sherry." A tight smile twisted his mouth imtouthless line that
awakened a sense of foreboding. "Tell me aboutany s

It was a warm day, but Sherry felt like a blockicé as she leapt
frantically to her feet. 'You're crazy!

'‘Not as crazy as you were to think | wouldn't fimgt," he accused,
rising to his feet to tower over her in a way thatde fear clamour
through her. 'l can understand now the reason foury
animosity—and don't insult my intelligence by tiyito tell me that
he isn't my son,' he added harshly.



Trying to lie her way out of this situation woule Eutile. Rollo still
had that uncanny ability to read her like a book] she sagged back
into her chair, resigning herself to the inevitable

'Please go away, Rollo,' she pleaded with him &sstaresort. 'Go
away and leave me in peace to live my life as Ifsee

‘At this precise moment | don't particularly ca@ahyou live your
life,’ he answered her in that cold, harsh voiceiciwhwas so
unfamiliar to her. 'What concerns me now is my sduture.'

‘That needn't concern you at all.'

'Oh, but it does, Sherry,’ he insisted, seatingshlifnagain and
pinning her to her chair with a blazing glance. '®gd, why didn't
you let me know when you discovered you were pretiia

'You said no commitments, and | agreed. Rememlsr®' said,

forcing herself to rake back into the past. 'WhasKed you to to stay
with me that night | was aware of the possibillgit| might become
pregnant, and when it happened, | saw no reasowatve you.'

Sherry once again had the feeling that she waglm@infronted by a
stranger. The face was familiar, the wide-shouldetean-hipped
body was the same, but the man inside was not toe she had
known.

'‘What kind of cad did you take me for?' he demarwidid a fury that
made her face go a shade paler. 'Did you neweethink that | might
want to make arrangements for you to be takenafaretil my return
from the Antarctic?'

‘And what would you have done then, Rollo?' she atedad,
resorting to sarcasm as a form of defence. 'Woaldhave married
me to make an honest woman of me? No, thank ydidn't want a
marriage with you, or anyone else, on that basis.'



'l couldn't care less about what you want, but ghélt,' he flung an
arm. in the direction of the house, 'is my respaihsi as much as
he's yours. I'm his father, he's entitled to my eaamd I'm going to
make sure that he gets it!"

Fear placed its icy hand over her heart. 'Whayavetalking about?’

'‘We're going to be married, whether you like inot!" he bit out the
words, and the remnants of her composure snappefragments.

‘You must be out of your mind!" she stormed at Hemaping to her
feet once again only to find that Rollo had rislmodo dominate her
with his sheer height and breadth.

'l don't want that child to go through life thingirhe had a father
somewhere who never cared whether he lived or 'diedllo
informed her with a controlled fury that made Heudder inwardly at
the thought of what he might do if he unleashedmpletely. 'David
Is mine,'he added almost savagely, 'l took your virginityd an the
process | helped to make higndhe's going to know it. Do | make
myself clear?’

'‘What about Delphine Ingram?' Sherry sought esdapm this
situation which was fast becoming a nightmarehdught you had
plans to marry her?

Rollo's mouth tightened ominously. "That will justve to wait now,
won't it?'

‘Do you think she'll be happy with this cancellatiof your plans?’
Sherry pressed on desperately.

'‘My personal needs are irrelevant at the momeatyiiZcthe biting
reply, ‘and Delphine will have to understand anceatthat.'



| wonder,thought Sherry somewhat cynically. Delphine Ingraas
not a woman who would take kindly to someone thwaiter plans,
and most especially not where* Rollo was concerned.

'I'm not going to marry you!" she shouted, resgrtim fury when all
else failed to convince Rollo. 'I'm not going tormyayou, and you
can't make me because there's no legal argumertogdd use to lay
claim on David.'

'l wouldn't be so hasty in declining my proposafarriage, if | were
you,' he warned calmly. 'When David is old enoughgk questions
he'll want to know why you deprived him of the oppaity to get to
know his father, and when he seeks me out I'llWwitsthold the truth
from him. I'll tell him that it's his mother's fadle had to be ridiculed
by other children during his young life, and yoloe him, Sherry.
Think it over," he suggested, 'and I'll be back #vening to hear what
you've decided.’

He turned on his heel and strode away, leavingahaost gaping
incredulously as she stared after him. Her mindiadsfrantic
instructions, insisting that she follow him inteethouse and have it
out with him now, but her limbs felt as if they hladen filled with
lead and they refused to obey.

Sherry had no idea how long she stood out thertnendappled
sunlight with her face as white as her cotton @owd her heart
pounding out a rhythm of fear against her ribs. Tyears ago she
would have leapt at the chance to marry Rollo,nmitnow, and not
because he felt under an obligation to do so. Taeerthought of it
was abhorrent to her, but his warning had struapd®avid was
hers.He washerresponsibility, and Rollo had no right at all tefsin
and interfere. But what if Rollo's prediction catnge?



Rollo had left by the time Sherry entered the hpasel she was
never sure afterwards how she got through the mmxt until David
was asleep in his cot.

‘How did Rollo find out that David was his childPie asked without
raising her glance from the sleeping child whenawett walked into
her room.

‘Do you really need me to answer that?" Margaretgda
counter-questioned, joining Sherry beside the ondtlaoking down
at David who had curled his fingers up beneathrosg cheek.Sherry
studied her child anew, but she knew the answérowrttbeing told.
The dark hair, the long lashes hiding those veug ldyes, and those
childish features with the suggestion of a dimpléie chin spoke for
themselves. David was Rollo's child, and Rollo widuhve had to be
blind not to realise it.

''ve made a pot of tea,’ her aunt interruptedtheughts. 'Let's go
into the kitchen, then we can talk without wakingvial.'

Sherry nodded without speaking and followed Auntddéaet out of
the room and down the short passage into the kitchieey seated
themselves at the table, and her aunt poured shimtie the delicate
China teacups she loved so much. Sherry drankliack on this
occasion, and added an extra spoon of sugar. Steedesomething
to settle her nerves. Or was it perhaps shockhtaateft that shaky
feeling at the pit of her stomach?

'| gather he wants to marry you,' Margaret Jaegekeothe silence
between them, and Sherry forced down a mouthfhlobtea before
she answered.

'Yes, he does.'

‘And you don't want to marry him.’



'‘No, | don't,’ Sherry stated firmly, 'and he camike me.’

‘You're thinking about yourself, and you're notingk David into
consideration,' her aunt accused.

'‘On whose side are you, Aunt Margaret?"

'I'm on your side and David's,' her aunt assured'ffeu want only
the best for David, don't you?'

'Yes, but-'

‘A 'boy needs his father, Sherry," her aunt poioigtdvisely. 'There's
also the question of his education. You earn a gadary, but you
could never give him the opportunities his fathauld give him. Are
you going to deprive your son of these opportusitsy refusing
Rollo's proposal?’

Sherry squirmed inwardly. 'That's not a fair quasti

it may not seem fair to you at the moment, butggast you consider
it seriously before Rollo returns this evening.'

Sherry did consider it. She spent the rest of #fi@rnoon tearing
herself apart inside with the knowledge that bottidRand her aunt
had put up a strong argument. She wanted thedrd3akid. She also
did not want to lose him. If she married Rollo,riHee would make
sure that his son had the best, and there wouls lmause for her to
be accused of deprivation, but what a price shetady to achieve
this. Oh, God, what a price!

Rollo arrived at seven that evening. Margaret Jalgeénim in, and
then discreetly disappeared to leave Sherry aloitie kvm in the
small lounge with its old-fashioned furniture andlbworn carpet.
Sherry was standing beside an old copper urn wherhaunt had
salvaged at one of the hospitals where she hadeapdad her face



was pale though composed when she faced Rollosattresoom. He
was dressed almost exactly the same as when sheebachim the
very first time. The blazer was blue, but his stagkere a lighter
shade of blue instead of grey, and she felt adeintightness at the
pit of her stomach.

'‘Well?' Rollo demanded, and he was not referringeofeelings at
that moment. He wanted an answer, and he knewweithere was
only one answer she could give him.

'l marry you,' she said stiffly, 'but | want toake it very clear that
I'm marrying you solely for David's sake.'

'l never imagined you would agree for any othesoeg he mocked
her. "The only matter left to discuss is how sodhywu marry me?'

'l can't answer that until I've spoken to Dr Shahe said, lowering
her gaze to the strong column of his throat whesenhite shirt had
been left unbuttoned. 'It would depend on how dm®oould arrange
for a replacement.’

She did not relish the thought of confronting Gerdath the news
that she was going to leave him to marry Rollo,shé would think
about that later.

‘Then I trust you will let me know as soon as y@caver when you'll
be free so that | may make the necessary arrangs?&wollo asked,
interrupting her perturbed thoughts. 'I'm stayibg@ur local hotel,
and the length of my stay will depend entirely @muy He eyed her
somewhat threateningly. 'And don't try to escapeagan!’

She had witnessed his fury that morning beforeduand she had no
desire to witness it again. She nodded, incapabkpeech at that
moment, and Rollo left the house moments later.



CHAPTER SEVEN

SHERRY had the opportunity to see Dr Gordon Shaw at |
consulting-rooms on the Monday morning at a timemthere was a
break in the flow of patients. She had not beekitapforward to this
confrontation, but it could not be delayed.

'l heard through the grapevine that you were baa#tiee than
expected,’ Gordon smiled at her warmly when theyfagang each
other across the wide expanse of his desk. 'l wbala called in to
see you, but I've been rushed off my feet with #t@mach virus
which seems to be plaguing everyone."

'You don't have to apologise,’ Sherry reassured kimawing only
too well how hectic a doctor's life could be atésn

'I've also heard that you have a visitor from Capen staying at the
local hotel,' he added, startling her with his klenige.

He had inadvertently given her the opening shesoaght, and she
saw no reason to delay the reason for her visitsbe was suddenly
as nervous as a student nurse on her first dayanth duty.

‘There's something you have to know," she begarerlog her eyes
as she scraped her flagging courage togethervetisimportant to
me that | should be the one to tell you this, anat tyou don't
eventually hear it from someone else.'

'‘Whatever it is, Sherry, you know you can alwayk ren my
support.”

She felt tears stinging her eyelids, and she biinkem away hastily.
Gordon was being kind, as always, and she was goimgpay his
kindness with something she knew would hurt him, @bw she
hated herself at that moment!



There was no sense in the use of delaying tadtiogght work with

some, but not with Gordon Shaw, and Sherry camectyr to the
point. 'My visitor happens to be David's fathemfEssor Rollo van
Cleef.

She could not look at Gordon, but she heard thgoshgake of his
breath while she sat there staring unhappily asitie panels in the
solid mahogany desk.

'l think I've heard of him," he said, recoveringifsiy. 'Wasn't he the
leader of a group of scientists and marine biolsgiho went to the
Antarctic two years ago?"

'Yes.' Sherry looked up at his shuttered eyeswhigts me to marry
him as soon as possible.’

Gordon nodded abruptly. 'l can understand his haatel applaud it,
but your presence will be missed here in my comgy#tooms.

Sherry did not say anything. Whatuldshe say?
'‘Does David look like his father?'

His query was unexpected, almost as if he was méted to hurt
himself, and she nodded slightly.

'‘How do you feel about this man? Do you still Idnen?' She raised
her startled glance and saw a look of rare impeéidlash across
Gordon's face. 'l think | have the right to knowe8y.'

'l --I don't know how | feel,’ she stammered hedplg. 'l always

believed that that I still loved him, but now thiae seen him again |
find him so changed that he's almost like a strahgene. It—it's

quite frightening.'



Gordon got up behind his desk and came at oncertodide to take
her hands in his. "You don't have to be afraichdw you once loved
him very much, and you might find you still feeetbame about him
now, but | want you to remember that | shall alwhgshere if you
should need me.'

‘Do you have to be so kind to me when I've dondingtbut hurt
you?' she demanded, a wave of irritation sweegirgugh her when
she looked up at him, and his smile deepened.

'I'm being kind for a very good reason,' he told e his calm,
gravelly voice. 'If Rollo van Cleef doesn't makeuyleappy, then |
shall soon know about it, and I'll put up a figlet fyou. Sherry,
because | consider you're worth fighting for, so'tisay | didn't warn
you.'

Sherry could not decide what her feelings werdait moment. Any
other woman would have been delighted at the knibyde¢hat a man
like Gordon Shaw wanted her so badly he was predparéght for
her, but Sherry could only conjure up a feelinglisinay.

'How soon do you think you could release me fromdugies?' she
forced the conversation back on to a business.level

'Immediately,’ came the abrupt reply, and Shemynait linger to ask
how he would manage. It had been awkward enougmdyde tell
him about her marriage plans, and the only thirsg temained was
for her to let Rollo know that she was free to mdnim whenever he
wished.

The latter was something she dreaded, and theconkoling thought
she hacj to cling to was that she was doing thi®fovid's sake.

Sherry preferred to confront Rollo on neutral gwather than in
her aunt's home, and she drove directly to thd.Hgeewas sitting on
the veranda, his long, muscular limbs encasedua téénims, and the



sleeves of his white shirt rolled up to his elbows. empty whisky
glass stood on the small table beside him, andreace in his
narrowed eyes made her falter momentarily as shkediaup the
steps towards him.

‘This is an unexpected pleasure,' he smiled twhstesing to his
feet, and Sherry wondered whether coming to seahthe hotel had
been such a good idea when she felt her heartlmpatken
alarmingly.

'Is there somewhere we could talk privately?'

Rollo cast a wry, critical glance along the crowsdedanda. "The only
privacy we'll have in this godforsaken place isny room.’

Hard fingers gripped her arm before she could apprad she was
marched quickly into the hotel, and up the creaiaysto a small
room overlooking the dusty street where the gendedller was
sandwiched in between the bakery and the mill.

'‘Panoramic view, isn't it?' Rollo remarked derigivé&ut you didn't
come here to admire the view, did you?'

Sherry had wanted to meet him on neutral grountisha had not
iImagined she would be thrust into such intimateaurdings as his
hotel bedroom, and her throat tightened with nesmess. Rollo was
so vitally male, and she resented the way her sessemed to
respond to that magnetism he exuded.

'‘Well?' he prompted laconically, hooking his thumbt the belt
hugging his denims to his lean hips, and Sherryeduherself
together with an effort.

'I'm free to marry you whenever you wish.' The vgocdame out in a
rush before she gave herself time to change het.min



*| haven't much time to waste," he told her curtill make the
necessary arrangements for this coming Saturdaywail have to
leave for Cape Town immediately afterwards.'

Sherry felt her throat tighten once again. 'Doésite to be so soon?"

‘The sooner the better.' His mouth twisted in kttigngry smile as if
he had probed her thoughts. "You won't find itfadit difficult being
married to me.'

Fingers of steel bit into her shoulders, jerking ing@ against his hard
body and, caught unawares, she was totally defesselhen his
hard, sensuous mouth settled on hers with a ftuattedrove her lips
apart for the intimate invasion of his tongue. Ieitshivers of
unwanted pleasure cascaded through her, awakemogoss which
had lain dormant for so long, and her body wenplagainst his even
while her mind rejected it.

She stood swaying when he released her, her bmgathst, and,
humiliatingly, she had to clutch at him for suppdtie bulging
muscles in his arms rippling beneath her fingers.

'See what | mean ?' Rollo taunted her mockinglg, aswift tide of
anger gave her the necessary strength to stepfaovayim.

'l hate you, Rollo!" she seethed, her cheeks fldishigh fury and
embarrassment, 'l hate you for what you're doinged

'Rest assured. Sherry,' he returned harshly,egleng is mutual.’

Sherry and Rollo were married on the Saturday endimall stone
chapel nestling amongst the cypress trees. It wasob those hot
days in the Karoo when hardly a breeze blew, aretr§ltould feel
the perspiration breaking out all over her bodyda¢h her beige



linen suit where she stood in front of the pulpithaRollo. She was
clutching the posy of pink carnations which Aunt riyeret had
insisted upon, and her heart was drumming so loadlginst her
temples that she could barely hear the ministersevporompting her
in her responses.

Rollo stood beside her, tall and austere in a daqensively tailored

suit. His face was expressionless, his eyes hoeahelhis deep voice
was clipped whenever he was required to speak. &tete man she
had loved so desperately two years ago; he wasahbelieved, her
soulmate, but now there was no communication ohihlrel and the

spirit. There had been no need once to reach aulate contact, it
had been there between them, an instant recoghhiginshe was
beginning to think her beautiful memories had beething but a

dream.

A plain gold band, cold and hard, was slipped otihéoring finger of
her left hand. Rollo's touch had been impersondlahn electrifying
sensation had surged through her, sweeping her insxkhe past
until she was standing on the balcony of Brendatswith Rollo's
touch trapping her, and drawing her into that wodfl alien
sensations from which she had wanted never to escap

Rollo turned to face her when the ceremony had cgnolgt Sherry
could not look at him. She was afraid of what hghhsee in her eyes
while she fought to control herself. She had hadentban enough
proof, that day in his hotel room, that she couildl ®spond to him
physically, but she was not going to give him tla@is$action of
seeing just how deeply she was affected by him.ialkdesntered into
this marriage for the sake of their child, thereswia guarantee that
there would not be a second parting, and she hesiiember that.

Sherry accepted Aunt Margaret's congratulation \@tcynicism
which had manifested itself in her during the pastyears. She was,
after all, marrying Rollo only for the sake of thkild which had



resulted from that one foolish night they had sgegéther, and not
for the usual reasons marriages were perpetrated.

The minister's wife added her signature to thestegias a second
witness to their marriage, and then they were walkout of the

chapel into the stinging, midday heat. There waecing quality to

the shrill sound of the cicadas, and deep insiderrgrsomething

screamed out in response.'We shall have to leaseasas possible,'
Rollo announced when they were returning to Auntddeet's house,
it's a long drive back to Cape Town, and I'd likeget there this
evening.'

Sherry cast an anxious glance over her shouldegradunt seated in
the back of the Rover Sports, and Margaret Jaeg@ed back
reassuringly.

'l shall miss you,' her aunt said some time lateenvshe was saying
goodbye to Sherry and David, and tears mingled gthsmile.

'‘We shall miss you, too," Sherry assured her, lgadifficulty in
hiding her own tears when she hugged her auritall sever be able
to thank you enough for everything you did for raed for David,’
she whispered as she emerged from their embrace.

‘Neither shall | be able to thank you enough f&img care of Sherry
when she needed you,' added Rollo.

Sherry glanced up at the man beside her who washeowusband,
and she found it rather odd that he should hawk sanething like
that. Had he really meant it, or had he merely gaiol impress her
aunt? There was a time when it would not have beerssary for her
to wonder. She would have known. But now there thias unseen
barrier between them, and it was impenetrable.

She had not said goodbye to Gordon Shaw, Sherrgmdrared as
they drove away from Kromrivier, but perhaps it veaster this way.



As much as Gordon might want to help her, there m@hking he
could do to alter the fact that she was now Raddlpb Cleefs wife, and
the only one who could determine her future wagsigteerself.

It was her immediate future that troubled her naasthat moment.
How would his friends and colleagues receive her@,Anore to the
point, how was Delphine Ingram going to react te gresence of
another woman in Rollo's life?

Her arms were beginning to ache with David's weikjletwas asleep,
his dark head nestling against her breast, andnshkesed him
lightly on the forehead before she asked Rollaap $he car so that
she could put David on the back seat.

'Stay where you are,' Rollo instructed when he puaited off the
road, and got out to walk round to her side.

David did not stir when Rollo lifted him out of Sings arms and
made him comfortable on the back seat of the Romed, a few
moments later they were once again speeding tovzagds Town.

Rollo made no attempt to ease the tedium of thg Joarney with
polite conversation. There had, Sherry realise®gnbeery little
communication between them since the Monday when Isd
stormed out of his hotel bedroom. He had made theessary
arrangements on his own, consulting her only lyiefh the legal
details, - and she had spent less than half anwittuhim in the local
jeweller's shop to select a wedding ring.

It was, therefore, a long and virtually silent ttgpCape Town with
only a few stops in between. The scenery was degutnce they
had left the Karoo behind them, and it was pardidulbeautiful at
sunset when they drove through high mountain passgsiown into
valleys of vineyards, but Sherry was intenselyeredd when she
glimpsed Cape Town's lights flickering in the dmsta. She was tired



and tense, and David had become so restless thhbshto take him
on to her lap in an attempt to keep him quiet.

Rollo drove out to Constantia, and the name 'FiasgOwas carved
into the concrete pillars at the entrance to thng ldrive up to the
gabled house she still remembered. She could motrgeh in the
darkness, but there would be plenty of time for iatensive

exploration of her new environment, and she haddimit that she
was more than curious to see more of Rollo's home.

The heavy oak door with its brass knocker was opdrafore they
reached it, and a coloured woman in a blue ovarall white apron
admitted them. She was not a stranger to Shelisybtixom woman
with the greying hair, and her dark gaze darteohfRwollo to rest with
recognition on Sherry.

'‘Good evening, Connie,' Rollo addressed the cotbwa@man whom
Sherry had met briefly two years ago, then he gedtwowards
Sherry, who was trying to control the very tired amitable little boy
in her arms. 'I'd like you to meet my wife, and son, David, who
isn't in the best of moods at the moment.’

The pride in his voice when he spoke about David wanistakable,
and Sherry felt a little of the ice melt around heatrt.

'I'm pleased to meet you again, madam,' the codbwaman smiled
politely at Sherry, and there was an almost mogh&drmth in her
eyes when they settled for a moment on the chilsherry's arms.

'‘Were the rooms prepared as | instructed?' Rolestioned Connie
while Sherry cast a quick glance about the spacicaigpeted hall
with the old-fashioned chandeliers hanging from tigh ceiling.

Everything was still as she remembered it.

‘Yes, Professor,' the woman assured him. 'If ybkedto go upstairs,
I'll get George to bring in your suitcases.'



Rollo nodded abruptly, and gestured Sherry towtrelstairs leading
to the upper floor. Her hand gripped the intricatedrved wooden
balustrade for support as she walked up the catgéaes with Rollo.

On the landing between the two floors she glimpsedll Japanese
Imari vase on a table against the wall. The flowsttern on the vase
was exquisitely painted in blue, red, black anddgeind Sherry,

despite her limited knowledge, knew that it hadb® old and

priceless. She would have to keep an eye on Ddwadl imes, she

told herself. She would never forgive herself if steould break

anything so beautiful; a vase like that would Ipeptaceable.

Sherry was directed towards the left when theyhedahe upper
floor, and Rollo pushed open the first door on rthigght as they
walked down the passage.

‘This will be David's room," he informed her in thabrupt voice
which was so unfamiliar to her.

She found the light switch against the wall andestan silence at the
room which had been decorated with all the modgtnpenent for a
nursery. Rollo had obviously gone to a great déalomble to have
this room prepared for their arrival, and she conlt let this

discovery pass without making him aware of her agigtion. ‘'This is

a lovely room, and I'm sure David is going to bepeappy here.'

His eyes flickered strangely. 'And you, Sherry? |\WWdu be happy
here at Five Oaks?'

'‘My happiness is of no consequence,’ she answéféyg, putting
David down on the carpeted floor and letting hiravdraround to
investigate on his own. 'I'm here because of Daand, if he's happy,
then that's all that matters."

'‘How self-sacrificing of you,' Rollo mocked her warely, making
her anger rise sharply, but David demanded hentaite at that



moment, and everything else was set aside as skedphim up in
her arms and tried to pacify him.

Connie walked into the nursery at that moment aid but her arms
to the tearful little boy. His crying stopped atceras he looked into
her smiling face, and Sherry was amazed when beadl himself to

be taken from her arms.

'l love children, madam,' Connie explained as & sknsed Sherry's
amazement. 'l have six children of my own, anda'grandmother of
four.'

‘Then David is obviously in good hands," Sherryledat her with
some relief.

Connie grinned broadly and nodded. 'Your suitcasesn the master
bedroom, madam. If you'll show me which on&leinbaasDavid's,
then I'll see that he is fed and put to bed whide gnd the Professor
prepare yourselves for dinner at eight-thirty.'

The master bedroontherry felt a terrible anxiety clutching at he
insides, but Rollo was already taking her arm aadling her down
the passage and into that room which was so aghfiagiiliar to her.

She wanted to speak, but no sound passed herdipsiees, like
ghosts from the past, echoed through her mifal're making me
wonder why | got myself involved in this crazy getin the first
place, and why | should bother to see you agsie heard her own
anguished voice crying out, and it was followedfgwiby Rollo's
stinging reply|'m beginning to wonder that myself!

She tried to pull herself together, pointing outvid& suitcase to a
waiting Connie, and she glanced about her nervauste she was
alone again with Rollo.



'l have a few telephone calls to make," Rollo'soamecement intruded
on those ghostly voices from the past. 'I'll memt ggain downstairs
for dinner.’

He turned on his heel, striding out of the roonobefshe could say
anything, and she stared about her in thoughtmee, her mind in a
turmoil.

The room had been redecorated since the last heéad seen it. A
magnificent four-poster bed dominated the room, amelmon satin
quilt had replaced the blue Silk bedspread. Theyheartains at the
windows were a floral mixture of green and gold] &éme carpet, with
its thick pile, was a soothing olive-green. The remmus teak
wardrobe had a full-length mirror down the one paared it matched
the dressing-table. Both pieces definitely datezklzahundred years
or so, but her glance was irrevocably drawn on@nafpwards the
four-poster bed in the centre of the room. Onedgetl lost in a bed

that size, she thought, a nervous giggle burstasg Iper lips. Unless .
.

She shut her mind to the obvious and concentratedher
surroundings. Rollo was obviously fond of collegtiald furniture
and ornaments. That was something she had not kabeut him,
but she supposed she would discover many morestabgut this
man she had married.

Married. It sounded odd to think of herself as being mdrrihe did
not feel married. The arrangements and the wedtsel had been
carried out in such an impersonal way that, if érev not for the
unfamiliar weight of that ring on her finger, sheutd almost have
made herself believe she had dreamt it all.

It had been a traumatic day, one way and anothsrthiere was no
time to pause for thought. Within less than an rster would have to



be downstairs for dinner, and she needed a bathaacttange of
clothing.

She emerged from the white-tiled bathroom twentyutas later, but
the brief soak in a hot bath had done nothing $e &r tension at the
thought of dining alone with Rollo. Think of this an adventure, she
told herself in an attempt to boost her confideswag her morale, but
somehow there was nothing adventurous about linthe same
house with a man whom she had married simply bechesvas the
father of her child.

Sherry slipped into a floral silk dress which waeolc and
comfortable, and left her hair pinned up until slagl applied a little
make-up to her pale face. She could not go dowsdtaoking like a
ghost, she told herself as she added an extra wiuclisher to her
prominent cheekbones.

'‘Oh, God!" she groaned, pulling the combs fromHaerto let it fall in
a silken mass to her shoulders. 'What have | gasethinto now?'

She brushed her hair vigorously and added a totitlerofavourite

perfume behind her ears. She was ready outwardtyhér insides
were suddenly quivering with nerves as she leftinlaster bedroom
and walked down the passage towards the nursery.

David had been bathed, and he was sitting in a agair,
spoon-feeding himself quite contentedly while Cenlient a helping
hand.

'‘Mama!' he said excitedly when he saw Sherry, &iedstepped up to
him quickly to drop a kiss on his dark curls.

'‘Be a good boy for Mummy.'

‘Good boy," he echoed proudly.



'You go down and have your dinner, madam,' Conmggiested. 'I'll
stay withkleinbaasDavid until he is asleep.’

Sherry nodded and left the nursery. She was nat urry to go
downstairs, but when she glanced at her watch esflesed that she
could not delay it much longer.

She found her way down to the living-room with cargiive ease,
but her heart leapt uncomfortably in her breastrwdiee entered the
spacious room to see Rollo taking a bottle of chegne out of the
refrigerator section of a tall oak cabinet.

He turned at that moment, and his blue gaze met &emss the
length of the room. His white shirt was open at tt@at, and his
brown slacks were moulded to his lean hips and olasthighs as he
put down the bottle and walked towards her. He $tamvered and
changed, possibly in one of the guest-rooms, andhéart thudded
heavily, almost choking off her breath as her diahb mind
conjured up memories she would have given anythatdo recall at
that moment; memories of that magnificent body agfaher own,
and the smoothness of his skin stretching acrpgfing muscles.

‘You're not about to faint, are you?' demanded dRadl hint of
mockery mingling with the concern in his deep voice

Sherry gripped the back of a padded armchair wtterabling hand
and leaned against it slightly in an attempt tanedper much needed
composure. This was not the time to go to piedesysarned herself,
and her years of rigid training in the wards caméer rescue. Her
heartbeat slowed down, and her breathing became magular, but a
thin film of perspiration stood out on her forehedth the effort she
had put into it. She had to think of her marriagdRblio as simply
another job, and she was not going to let her paifeelings become
involved in it.



'l must be tired,' she murmured, trying to expkavay her behaviour.
‘And afraid.'

‘Afraid?' she echoed, her startled glance risinghé®t his, and her
pulse rate quickening with something close to fear.

'‘My dear, this is our wedding night,' he remindest mockingly.
'‘Don't tell me you've forgotten?’

'It's not something I'm likely to forget,' she arsed coldly, getting a
firmer grip on herself.

'You needn't be afraid, though,' Rollo assuredviaén that biting
mockery that stung like the lash of a whip, 'l medryou to get my
son, and that's all that interests me at this momen

His son!She knew he had married her solely because shiedublais
child, and she had agreed. But why did it haveutd $0 much?

'l imagine thatis all that interests you at the moment,' she ansivel
him with a calmness she had dredged from somewlzam@, he
studied her raised face with a burning intensitigigblue eyes before
he turned from her to open the bottle of champdmgnlead taken out
of the oak cabinet's refrigerator.

Sherry took this moment to glance about her. Tleamrcoloured
curtains drawn across the tall windows were ofavii@voven fabric.
The thick pile of the carpet was of the same cgland the padded
chairs and sofa were a pale, dusky blue in contfasthild could
create havoc in such elaborately furnished surrmgsd she thought
for the second time since her arrival at Five O8&ke would have to
keep a constant eye on David if she did not wawgt arfortunate
mishaps occurring.



The champagne cork shot out of the neck of thddjatiaking her
flinch visibly. Her legs were beginning to feel dijelly, and she
lowered herself into a chair beside a round, maidgdped table when
Rollo turned and walked towards her with a glassh@mpagne in
each hand.

That constant accusation in his eyes wheneverdietbat her was
beginning to bite deeper and deeper into her satillan overriding
guilt took possession of her. He handed her a giasisampagne and
lowered his long, muscular length into the chairfg hers.

‘Shall we drink a toast to our future as a famit® he suggested,
raising his glass, but Sherry shook her head.

'‘Perhaps it would be more appropriate to drinkagtt¢o the sacrifices
we both had to make to form this family unit.’

A cynical smile twisted his mouth. 'What did yow&&ao sacrifice,
Sherry?'

‘Just as you had to sacrifice your marriage to Riapingram, | had

to sacrifice the possibility of finding happinesghna man | respected
and admired very much.' There was a grain of fruthat, she tried to

console herself.

'‘Respect and admiration!" snarled Rollo with a gauaockery. 'Was
that all you felt for Gordon Shaw?"

'‘What 1 felt for him is none of your business!" shreick back at him.

'‘Perhaps so, but let me tell you this, my dear i§hdre countered
swiftly with a ruthless twist to his mouth that gitened her.
‘Admiration and respect mean absolutely nothirgynmarriage unless
there is also a fire lit between the man and thenarm We had that
fire once, and we might find it again, but untieth. ..' He paused
significantly and raised his glass. 'Shall we ditimkhe future?™



Sherry remained silent, her cheeks burning as &f fire he had
mentioned had been lit in her face, and she rdisedlass to her lips
to take a sip of the sparkling liquid, hoping it wid steady those
butterflies at the pit of her stomach.

'‘Dinner is ready to be served, Professor," a yaioigured woman
spoke from the doorway, and Rollo rose at oncadddet.

‘Thank you, Bettina,’ he smiled briefly, picking tipe bottle of
champagne he had placed on the table beside hrsactiagesturing
towards the door. 'This way, Sherry, and bring yglass with you.'

The dining-room was across the hall from the livingom, and
Sherry could not help but admire the long stinkwdalale with the
matching antique dresser. There was a certain lilgrabout being
in Rollo's house, and she knew it would take Eeltime to adjust to
the knowledge that this was ndwerhome as well.

Rollo was seated at the head of the table withr@luer his left. The
silverware glittered on the lace tablecloth, areldbent of the roses in
the shallow vase was almost sickeningly sweet wiliéy sipped
their champagne and waited for their first coucsked served. Sherry
had never known such luxury in a home, and it cetefy overawed
her.

‘You're not eating, Sherry," he accused when theyevhalfway
through their meal. 'Has the dinner not been pegbdo your
satisfaction?'

She stared at the succulent lamb and garden-feegtables on her
plate, and said apologetically, 'Everything has nbesiperbly
prepared, but I'm not very hungry.’

‘The servants are aware of my preferences,' henceak with that
hint of mockery in his voice that made her hacklss, 'but, as my



wife, you will naturally have the authority to makéatever changes
you wish where the menus and the household dutesomcerned.'

‘Thank you,” she responded stiffly, losing her Ifrappetite
completely, 'but | have no intention of rushingand altering a
routine which is obviously running smoothlyand to your
satisfaction.’

His mouth tightened. 'This is now your home. Sheand | trust you
will make it as comfortable for yourself as it & ine.'

Home, to Sherry, was. still Margaret Jaeger's smallise in
Kromrivier, and it would take quite some time beféiive Oaks felt
that way to her.

She changed the subiject, putting down her knifefarkdand making
no further attempt to eat. 'l haven't seen muchoof home, Rollo,
but what | have seen so far has really impressed me

Rollo shrugged slightly, indicating to Bettina thheir plates could
be removed. 'Some of the furniture | have here migha trifle
old-fashioned-'

‘Antique and beautifully preserved,” Sherry intpted him, ‘but
never old-fashioned.’

Bettina had cleared the table quietly and they wadome in the
dining-room as a look of surprise flashed acrosf#oRoruggedly
handsome face. 'You like antiques?'

'In the right setting,' she admitted, '‘and you heaperfect setting for it
here at Five Oaks.'

'It appears there's much | still have to discovwouh the wife I've
acquired in such a hurry," he remarked with th&tflad ever-present



mockery curving his sensuous mouth as he reachedthi®
champagne bottle. ‘More champagne?"

'‘No, thank you.'

'‘But | insist." He replenished her glass as weliaown, then put the
bottle on the ice and raised his glass in saliddike to drink a toast
to you, Sherry.’

‘To me?' she asked warily.

‘You're a very beautiful woman," he explained srlypt 'and
collecting beautiful things has always held a eerfascination for
me.'

Sherry felt the blood drain slowly from her cheeldsm | being
classified among youwbjets d'art?'

‘Do you mind?' he smiled, his blue gaze trailingoas her bare
shoulders, and lingering insolently where her bisesgained against
the silk bodice of her dress.

'I'm not an ornament, nor an antique,' she pradester body taut
with resentment.

‘Would you rather be used than admired?’

She felt the blood flood back into her cheeks withulsating force.
To be used by Rollo, in the sense he meant, waaikthdo final insult.
Her anger rose sharply, but she forced herselfit@m@amper on it.

If you're trying to trap me into saying somethingight regret, then
I'm not taking the bait,' she answered him witlalnmess that belied
the raging fury inside her.



'Clever girl," he laughed softly, pushing back tisir and rising to
his feet. 'Shall we return to the living- room?’

Sherry left her glass of champagne untouched orditnag-room
table as she accompanied Rollo across the halkletdiving-room
where a tray of coffee had been placed on a love tabtween the
chairs where they had sat before dinner.

'‘Will you pour?' Rollo asked when they were seatsntj Sherry
nodded, perching rigidly on the edge of her chairlevshe poured
their coffee from the silver coffee pot.

'‘Black with no sugar,’ she said as she passed Rdlaup. 'Am |
correct?"

‘You have a good memory,' he smiled faintly, hzylayes' hooded as
his glance flicked over her, 'but then so have I."

She felt him stripping her, divesting her mentaifyevery scrap of
clothing, and once again she had to suppressuhge ©f anger that
rose inside her.

'How long were you in the Antarctic?' she tried steer the
conversation in a safer direction.

'We stayed for fifteen months.' He studied hemtiyeover the rim of
his cup while he swallowed down a mouthful of ceff®id you ever
think of me?'

'‘Not very often,' she lied, not daring to raise gkmnce while she
sipped at her own coffee.

'l thought of you," he surprised her with his sta¢at. 'During idle
moments in below zero temperatures a man tendsrtk of warm
arms and tender lips, and, God knows, those congitallowed for
plenty of time to think and take stock of oneself.’



There had been a disturbing mixture of mockery guadity in the
way he had spoken, but she did not linger on tisisostery. 'Did you
find the trip fruitful in a scientific way?'

'l did,’ he confessed, 'but | was also anxious & pack to
civilisation.'

' | can imagine,' she murmured, trying to think helve might have
felt if she had been in his position.

They drank their coffee, but as the silence lengtkdebetween them
Sherry became aware of the nervous tension thatghpded her
body since early that morning. She had nothingear,fshe told
herself. Rollo had made it quite clear before dirthat evening that
his only interest in this marriage was David, twt sould not shake
off her uneasiness.

'‘Does anyone in your family, other than your auatow about
David?'

Her nerves jarred violently as he shattered tlenséd between them
with his query, and she shook her head. 'No.’

His eyebrows rose in mild surprise. 'You never wianhd told them?'
'‘No.' Her composure was slipping, but she clungeesdely to the

little that was left. 'The fact that | was unmadriand pregnant was
not something | was very proud of.'

His expression hardened. "You will write to themvna presume.’

'l might." She shrugged slightly, and his heavybege/s rose once
again to meet above his high-bridged nose in arfrow

‘Don't you want them to know that you're married that you have a
child?'



'‘My mother is too wrapped up in her own marriagerdally be
interested, and | can almost say the same for mothér where his
career as a doctor is concerned,' she answeredllgaglacing her
empty cup on the tray, but not relaxing her rigehse on the edge of
her chair.

'You have an odd family," Rollo remarked terselgdiag swiftly,
‘with the exception of your aunt in Kromrivier.'

‘What aboutyour family?' she questioned him, realising that st
actually knew very little about him.

'l don't have any,' came the abrupt reply. 'My reottied when | was
twelve, and my father lived only long enough to see through
university.'

A compassionate warmth flooded her heart. 'I'mysorr

‘There's no need for your condolences,” he statdhly. 'My
relationship with my father was a healthy, norma gust as | intend
my relationship to be with David.'

The coldness in his voice sent a chill throughlaaty that lingered
there discomfitingly. She was not in a fit stateat@alyse Rollo, let
alone herself. Tiredness was beginning to gnaweatchmposure,
and she had to stifle a yawn behind her fingers.

'‘Come on!" Rollo said abruptly, rising to his féks time you were in
bed.’

Sherry did not argue with him. Shastired, too tired to actually feel
afraid at that moment, and that in itself was damge

Rollo did not attempt to touch her as they walkpdhe stairs, but
Sherry shrank as close to the balustrade as she fooifear that he
might.



"'l come in with you,' he said when she pauset$ide the nursery
door with the intention of bidding him good nighhd she knew she
could not refuse him a glimpse of his son befoey ttetired for the

night.

David was asleep, lying on his back with his fagenéd towards
them, and his cheeks were rosy in the soft glowhefnight lamp.
Rollo stared at him in silence for endless secoihis,emotions
hidden behind a rigid mask, then he leaned overdhiags of the
cot, and his strong, sun-browned hand lightly bedsbavid's dark
curls.

'If | hadn't tracked you down to Kromrivier | wouldever have
known, would I.'

It was said as a statement, not a query, and itsafily but harshly
spoken not to wake the sleeping child.

'‘No, you would never have known," Sherry admitteghting down
that stab of guilt which had grown fiercer thesstaw days.

'‘My God!" Rollo grated savagely through his teédtbould almost Kill
you for that alone!'

One large hand had been raised as if he had wantkbttle her, but
his hand dropped to his side again as he turndikdmeel, and strode
out of the nursery, going in the opposite directtonthe master
bedroom.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SHERRY spent her wedding night in a restless torment loat t
four-poster bed in the master bedroom. When thre bgegan to fade
as a prelude to dawn, it was relief that drovefte@n the room and
into the nursery, but Connie had already takengshaf David, and
Sherry could not decide whether she ought to bespld, or resent it.
She was tired, she admitted to herself, retreating backrddhe
passage to her own room, and if Connie was lookiteg David, then
there was time for a refreshing shower before skatwlown to
breakfast.

She stayed in the shower longer than she had ieterzut it was
heavenly to feel the warm water jetting against bedy, and
pummelling the tiredness out of her muscles. Helydelt relaxed
when she turned off the taps and stepped out afubele to towel
herself dry.

The wall beside the shower cubicle was a mirramfoeiling to floor,
and she paused a moment to study herself critically

Her grey eyes were larger than usual this mornint a hint of a
shadow circling them. Had she changed much in Hysipal sense
these past two years? she wondered suddenly. ldekisbnes stood
out a little more prominently, but the skin thatiesthed over them
was flawless. The wide, full mouth was firmer, le@s¢nerable, and
hard work and exercise had tightened up her bagy Bfavid's birth.
Her breasts were still small and firm, but her wese slightly fuller.

This marriage would not continue as it had star8rry knew that
with a frightening certainty. At some future datellR would insist
upon his rights as her husband, and she would toastgbmit to him.
Would he still find her attractive?



She groaned inwardly and turned away from the miwagoull the
shower cap from her hair. What did it matter wha ®oked like?
Rollo had not married her because he cared; hentaded her
because she had had his child, and she would daavedmember
that. He was claiming a part of David for himsé&fvid. A tender
warmth softened her eyes and relaxed her tight Imoid a smile.
David was her reason for living; from the momenhisfbirth he had
been the axis around which her world had spunjfasiek could have
her life over again she would make the same chamdeefore.

She went down to breakfast wearing white cottonksland a shirt,
with a yellow sash tied about her slender waise &t cool and
relaxed after her shower, but her body tensed traent she entered
the dining- room. Rollo was seated at the tabld,l@rose when she
approached him. His narrowed glance flicked over, et his
expression remained inscrutable.

'l hope you slept well?' he asked with no real ®§mterest as he
pulled out a chair for her.

‘Yes, thank you,' she answered with frigid polis)but her shoulder
was caught in a crushing grip before she could®in, and strong
fingers cupped her chin and jerked her face upsto h

'‘Don't lie to me!" A derisive smile twisted his ntbuluring his close
scrutiny of her raised face. 'Not when the outwaghs are there to
contradict you.'

The latter had been added almost savagely asdesesl her, and she
subsided weakly into her chair. His touch had uvegher more than
she cared to admit to herself at that moment, leitigas also angry.

‘All right, so | had a bad night!" she snappedeasdsumed his seat at
the head of the table.

'That's better.'



'You sound as if it pleases you to know that | didreep well last
night,’ she accused, her grey eyes stormy with ahger that
simmered inside her.

'It doesplease me,' he admitted with that hint of savagek in his
deep voice. 'l spent the entire night thinkinghed months | spent in
total ignorance in the Antarctic while you carri@g child and gave
birth to him. If I'd known about him | would havest no more than
six months of his infancy, but instead you deprived of fifteen
months. Did you think othatlast night when you were lying awake?

Yes, she had thought about that, and she had thalglut many
other things too, but the blame was not entirelghé/as it?

'Did you give me any reason to believe you wouldehked us to

have a future together?' she counter-questiongerligit"You knew

how | felt about you at the time, .I'd made it distingly obvious, and
you knew | would have waited for you, but in yoattér you were
insistent that | find someone else. You didmidnt me, Rollo. Our

relationship was simply a two-week fling before ygmt on that ship
for the Antarctic, and that was where you insistethould end.' Her
throat tightened and she swallowed convulsivelyas the besotted
fool who'd asked you to stay with me that nightg danat's why |

accepted sole responsibility for what followed. Gau blame me
entirely for not involving you in something you médgone out of
your way to encourage?’

‘Dammit Sherry!" His fist slammed down on to the tablgkmg

everything rattle and bounce precariously, andwing@ed nervously.
'I'd always made it a policy never to get involweith a virgin, but
you-'

'l know!" she interrupted him, her voice sharp aabed with
bitterness, and her face paleséduced/ou!



The telephone rang in the hall during the ensuilegae while they
glared at each other, and moments later Bettinaremt the
dining-room.

‘Telephone for you, Professor,' she announce®nogessor Ingram,
and he's calling from the SRI.’

Rollo excused himself from the table and strode afuthe room,
leaving Sherry alone at the table to fight down thier rage
sweeping through her. Why was Delphine's fathdincgRollo from
the Scientific Research Institute on the Sundaynmgr after their
wedding? she wondered when she had calmed hetgBtiently.
What was so important that it could not wait urtkie Monday
morning?

She lifted the lid of the silver salver on the traty. Bacon and eggs.
Her stomach tightened with rejection, and sheesktibr a slice of
toast and coffee instead. She could imagine that dautiful
Delphine was not very happy about Rollo marryingheone else.
How, Sherry wondered, did Delphine's father feebwht in his
position as director of the SRI?

'I'm afraid | have to go out,’ Rollo announced whermreturned to the
dining-room. He poured himself a cup of coffee dnahk it without
sitting down. 'What | have to do may take all daydon't expect me
home before this evening.'

Sherry sat there at the table long after Rollo daak. She had taken
no more than two bites out of her toast, and tise o€it remained
untouched on her plate while she poured hersalipaot coffee and
sipped it slowly. She could not decide how she &dbut Rollo
leaving her alone at Five Oaks. Was she relievedidoshe resent the
fact that he had been called out to the InstittBe® had a nasty
suspicion that it was the latter, but she was ootgyto admit it. Not
even to herself.



Connie brought David to her, and Sherry took hirhayuto the lawn
in the spacious garden where he played with his toyil it was time
for his morning nap. Connie was going to be a traioes help,
Sherry could sense this, and she was gratefut.for i

Bettina served tea that morning under the crimsoumgainvillaea
which ranked profusely along the pergola over tagestoepon the
east side of the house. Below tlkeoep a lizard sunned itself
contentedly on the low, stone wall surrounding @lskv fishpond. It
was a sizzling day, and all the signs were thesettie weather was
building up to a storm at some future date. Shieiey to relax in the
shade of the bougainvillaea and, above all, skd tiot to think, but
the latter was impossible in the tranquil silendetlat Sunday
morning.

I'd always made it a policy never to get involvethwa virgin! Rollo's
angry words echoed painfully in her mind. He hadagls made it a
policy never to get involved with a virgin, but thehe ...! Oh, God!
Shewas the one who had begged him to stay with rerrtight and
make love to her. Rollo had gallantly tried to mdilex change her
mind, but she had been adamant. She had wanted shienhad
wanted to take the memory of that one night in&ftiiure with her to
sustain her, and no man could have resisted thpté¢ion she had
offered. The note he had left her would foreversbared into her
memory. He had said that he had taken so much fremwithout
giving anything in return, but he had been wrong.had given her
David, and she could never have wished for a nargible memory
to ease the ache in her heart, nor to fill thatlwoiher soul.

Sherry thrust these thoughts aside and pourediharsecond cup of
tea which she drank quickly. With Rollo out of thay she had time
to explore the house, and when she placed her esuptgn the tray,
she went inside and started her exploration ompiper floor.



She discovered that Rollo had slept in a smallemrovith an
adjoining bathroom which was across the passage tine nursery,
and the furniture, although basically plain and@enconsisted once
again of well- preserved antiques.

To the right of the stairs there were two furnisiestirooms, a
linen-room, and two bathrooms. There was also atgwem with a
bathroomen suite.There was sufficient accommodation for sever
house guests, and she wondered how often this Ihaaskeen filled
to capacity.

Rollo's study was on the ground floor, but Sherdyrebt venture into
it. She went instead into the kitchen, and foundpacious and
modern with all the electrical equipment a womauldalesire. The
staff accepted her presence with politeness anceratahdable
reserve. It would take time for them to acceptdsemistress of Five
Oaks, just as it was going to take time for hesdtile down in her
new home.

‘What shall | prepare for lunch, madam?' Bettinafimmted Sherry
before she left the kitchen.

'‘Something light ... a sandwich, | think," Shemnggested hesitantly.
'We can leave the main meal for this evening wherProfessor will
be home.'

Bettina smiled, obviously approving of the arrangeais, and Sherry
did not linger to make the kitchen staff more untmmable than she
sensed they already were.

Sherry was pleasantly surprised when she sat cowmth that day.
Bettina had prepared a plate of tuna sandwichemasvould for a
banquet, and, added to that, there was a bowl xédniruit on the
table with a jug of cold orange juice. Hunger sudgelawed at
Sherry's stomach, making her realise that she heslybeaten since



leaving Kromrivier, and she devoured every singledsvich before
helping herself to the fruit.

Rollo returned home late that afternoon when Shesag bathing
David, but she did not see him until she joined before dinner for a
glass of wine in the living- room. He was not ipleasant mood; she
could sense his aggression and his anger, anddeé rmer wonder.
Had something happened at the Institute to putihitinis foul frame
of mind?

'‘We have one of Germany's leading scientists mgpitus at the
moment," Rollo announced after dinner when theyewaninking

coffee in the living-room. 'Professor Ingram isaaging an elaborate
banquet at his home this coming Tuesday evenind, & his

assistant | shall have to attend.’

'l don't have to go, do I?' she asked hopefullyheudashed her hopes
at once.

'‘As my wife you will be expected to accompany me.'

Sherry digested this in silence, and with a certamount of
apprehension. 'l presume Delphine will be there?'

'l have no doubt she will be. Besides being Proiessgram's
daughter, she's also assistant to the head oéslearch laboratory.’

Sherry tried to gauge his feelings, but his faceensomask that was
impenetrable, and she was forced to voice her yndasughts.
'‘Won't it be placing you in a difficult and awkwapdsition, having
your wife and the woman you love under the same roof for tt
evening?'

Rollo appeared to consider this for a moment, théantly sardonic
smile curved his sensuous mouth. 'I'll survive tindeal," he said.
‘The problem is, will you?'



He had flung the ball neatly back into her counl ahe answered
hastily, 'Yes, of course | shall.'

How silly of her to have been concerned for him wie was so
arrogantly self-assured. What had appeared to fpeldem to her,
was a minor detail to him, and she could almogikaifiim for taking

it all so calmly while she was beginning to view lremediate future
with trepidation, and something else which shergitihave time to
analyse.

'I'm told it's going to be an elaborate affair, lwiigh- ranking
officials listed amongst the guests. Certain mesbéthe press will
also be in attendance to cover every facet of BsofeReinhardt's
visit to South Africa,' Rollo explained, heightegiher apprehension
to a plateau of alarm. 'lI've opened an accoungdarat the bank, and
I've deposited an amount in it which will be repded
automatically every month. The only thing theylsgiquire is your
signature, so | suggest you do that first thinghe morning, and
spend some time buying yourself an appropriatetolitfe a small
Nissan truck you may use until I've bought you atoaeplace the
Mini your aunt is selling for you.'

‘Thank you,"” Sherry murmured stiffly, wishing hdfsback in
Kromrivier. 'You're very kind.'

Rollo's mouth tightened with displeasure. 'Was tm&ant to be
sarcastic?'

'‘No,' she assured him gravely. 'I'm simply findihgather difficult
accepting the fact that, in future, | shall be def@nt on you for what
| wear and eat.'

‘You'll get used to it.'

'l imagine | shall,’ she agreed coldly, sensingck lof sensitivity
which she could not have credited him with two geago, and



somehow it hurt, but she hid her feelings behindoal, aloof
expression. 'lf you don't mind, Rollo,' she saiektigg to her feet, 'l
think I'd like to go to bed.’

‘Certainly," he smiled twistedly, rising from hisair to dominate her
with his height, and a gleam of mockery leapt ini® heavy-lidded
eyes. 'Sleep well.'

Sherry did not answer him. She could not. Her sehael somehow
come alive to the familiar scent of his woody madseucologne, and
her pulse was quickening in response to his materiesias unfair
that he still had the power to disturb her emotilgnavhile he felt
nothing at all, and she turned from him ratherdijirto go up to her
room before she foolishly allowed him a glimps@iher treacherous
heart.

Sherry was nervous. Her hands were shaking whesesheed the
pearl studs in her pierced earlobes, and her isdaleas if they had
coiled themselves into a permanent, aching knoe fastened a
single string of pearls about her throat beforesthpped back from
the mirror to study the effect, and she had to atbrhierself that her
wine-red evening gown added a much-needed warmtretqale

complexion that evening. What she needed despgrateals

confidence in herself and in her ability to copethwwhatever
situation might arise that evening, but outwardig gave no sign of
her painful uncertainty as she picked up her laold gvrap and

evening bag. Rollo would be waiting for her in tiveng- room, and

she did not want to arouse his anger by delayiay teparture.

She hurried downstairs, her footsteps muted omdngeted floor as
she crossed the hall and went into the living-ro&ullo turned, a
glass of whisky in his hand, and her heart was esnlgdeating in her
throat. He was devastatingly handsome in a darkiegesuit, and her



trembling limbs refused to carry her forward whilss blue gaze
travelled with suffocating slowness from her gloeayr down to the
gold, high-heeled sandals on her small feet.

‘Do | look presentable?' she questioned him witncealed
nervousness when the silence became unbeatable.

He put down his glass abruptly and walked towarels into the
prisms of light from the chandelier above her. Otilgn did she
notice the tension in his facial muscle”® the sliflating of his
nostrils, and the smouldering fire in his eyes aschntinued to
subject her to his intense appraisal.

''d forgotten how beautiful you really are. Sherhe said throatily,
his fingers burning her skin and touching sensitreeeptive little
nerves as he trailed them across her cheek and alawg her throat
to that pulsating hollow at its base.

Sherry trembled inwardly, and parted her lips tawdra careful,
steadying breath. There was a dangerous eleméin¢ iair between
them, and the need for self- preservation madanpect a hint of
mockery into her voice when she said, 'How vendloh you to say
So.'

He stiffened visibly, that stern, inscrutable makkting over his face
as he withdrew his hand, and the stinging chilvefter was in his
eyes when they met hers.

'‘Let's go, shall we?' he said abruptly, and strodé¢ of the
living-room, leaving her to follow him at a neanning pace as they
stepped out into the night and got into his Rover.

It was a warm night, but Sherry's skin felt cold alightly damp
when she sat stiffly and silently beside Rollo is tar. He was so
close to her that she simply had to move her h&ghtly to touch
him, but there was a mental chasm between themhwias so wide



that she doubted it could ever be breached. Detpnigram also had
to be taken into consideration, and Sherry had mention of

forgetting about that. Taking everything into calesation, she was
almost convinced that their marriage was doomedrbeit had

actually started. Knowing that Rollo loved Delphwias not going to
make it easy for Sherry to accept a physical advarficany nature
from Rollo, and making her feelings obvious in thespect would
simply drive him farther away from her.

She sighed inwardly as they approached the elitarbuof Bishops
Court. Life had suddenly become an arena where \tfegg rushing
around in circles without accomplishing anythingroportance.

The Ingram mansion was ablaze with lights, and afaevery

expensive make and description were sandwichedenbehind the
other along the wide, sweeping drive. The soundmaBic and

laughter emerged from the doors and windows whpmed out on
to the patio, and Sherry felt her nervousnessmeike a clawed hand
clutching at her stomach when she got out of tlieand walked in
abject silence beside Rollo up the shallow stepsatds the front,
door.

Professor Ingram and his attractive wife were stapdn the
magnificent entrance hall of their modern home &lcame their
guests, and their manner towards Rollo was warnfraemtly.

'I'd like you to meet my wife," Rollo introducede3ty, his hand in the
hollow of her back propelling her forward. 'Shertlyis is Professor
and Mrs Ingram.’

'‘Charmed, my dear,’ the grey-haired Professor mgsamiled
somewhat absently, gripping her hand briefly bef@e¢urned away.
'Rollo, there's something | want to discuss with.yo



He linked his arm through Rollo's and drew him todgathe
living-room where the guests gathered and spillgda to the patio,
and Rollo accompanied him without so much as awaakglance at
Sherry.

'How ungallant of the men to leave us so abruptits Ingram
announced reprovingly, her diamond necklace spayhkdi her throat
beneath the overhead lights, then she smiled tyeétl Sherry.
"You'll find, my dear, that scientists have littime for pleasantries
when their heads are filled with a scientific pobje

'l imagine you're speaking from experience, Mrsraing' Sherry
smiled, her nervousness evaporating rapidly bentehfriendly
warmth this woman exuded.

'l most certainly am," Mrs Ingram confirmed with naixture of
amusement at)d annoyance. ‘Do make yourself at Shegry, and |
hope you enjoy yourself.'

‘Thank you,"” murmured Sherry, making her own waio ithe
living-room as Mrs Ingram turned to welcome a paiftypeople who
had just arrived.

Delphine might have her mother's looks, Sherry dbti but she
lacked her mother's obvious warmth and charm, hatwas such a

pity.

The music, bordering on the classical and pleasarthe ear, was
supplied by a four-piece band at the far end of ¢éin@rmous
living-room, and people were milling about, stamdimlmost

shoulder to shoulder as they sampled the snacks hafoked

themselves to drinks at the bar. To Sherry it seea®if she had
stepped into a fashion house of expensive jewedard elaborately
designed evening gowns.



She cast an interested but wary glance about hemw@&s surrounded
by people, some of whom she had seen photographa tie
newspapers, but she had never felt more lonely.c8bght sight of
Rollo across the crowded room. He was standingp ialeove beside
a potted palm, and he was talking to Professoraimgand a lean,
slightly stooped man with wild grey hair and bugirgy eyebrows
and moustache. Sherry was tempted to join Rollb,she did not
want her action to be misconstrued and, abovslad did not want to
intrude on what appeared to be a grave scientindrontation.

She stood about idly, not quite knowing what toadih herself, and
feeling conspicuous. 'Follow the stream,' she exadlyt told herself
and, picking up a plate, she helped herself tcctité buffet supper
which had been laid out on the tables close to$tee.had never felt
more awkward, but she suspected that this was hollo FRad
intended her to feel, and it angered her.

Sherry ate very little. The food seemed to lodghenthroat, and it
felt as if a million eyes were focused on her whiee approached the
bar and asked for a glass of wine with which tcedhat tightness in
her throat. She was attended to swiftly, and shiaatk into the
crowd milling about.

Where was Delphine?

The thought had barely crossed her mind when stmeduto see
Delphine making her way towards her in a black,mshering
evening-gown which appeared to be moulded to hegredig body.

‘Well, hello there," Delphine greeted her with ailsmbut her
grey-green eyes were cold and critical as she bbke up and down,
'l must say | notice a vast improvement since déisetime we met, but
then you didn't have Rollo's bank account to bamk yp.'



‘All the more reason for me to enjoy it now, woutdou say?' Sherry
retaliated swiftly to the deliberate insult, buesiimost regretted it
the next instant when Delphine's lovely featuresabee faintly
distorted with hatred and fury.

‘Your clever little scheme may have worked to tipllo into
marrying you, but don't revel too much in your ssgst' Delphine
hissed. 'Rollo isn't a fool, and | doubt if it withke him long to
discover that he isn't the father of your child.’

'If that's what you're hoping for, then you're gpia be disappointed,
Sherry parried this vicious attack with a calmnglss was far from
experiencing.

'‘We shall see,’ Delphine smiled twistedly, recawvgiter composure
with a visible effort. 'Enjoy the rest of your eveq, darling.'

Sherry was shaking inwardly when Delphine spun afsam her.
She had never before met a woman who could beadihé and yet
so obnoxious, and it amazed her that she coulbdddughter of the
pleasant couple who had welcomed Rollo and heedethe door
earlier that evening.

'l wouldn't be surprised if that young lady pouenem over her
breakfast cereal every morning," a laconic malecesaiemarked
behind Sherry when she was swallowing down the irshea of her
wine in an attempt to steady herself, and she dletosked on the
fiery liquid as she spun round to find herself fewéace with a stocky
young man whose brown eyes were on a level with. her

'You heard?" she asked warily, wondering franticddbw many
other people had heard Delphine's hateful and hatmig) remarks.

'l couldn't avoid hearing,’ he smiled almost apetamlly. 'l was
standing directly behind you when the young ladyntZhed her



attack, and she has a voice that carries a lig&y@id the person she's
addressing.'

it was her deliberate intention to embarrass mbegri§y voiced her
opinion, glancing about her surreptitiously, andcdvering to her
relief that no one was looking her way.

‘You're not going to let her succeed, are you?'

‘Not if 1 can help it!" she answered determinedbncentrating once
again on the young man with the faintly sallow ctewn.

'‘Good girl!" he grinned, his glance appreciativét fiscked over her.
‘The name's Samuel Hutton, by the way, and my ddecall me
Sam."

‘Sherry Jae—van Cleef,’ she corrected herself yasts she
introduced herself.

'‘Van Cleef,' he repeated thoughtfully, then hisregpion cleared.
‘Ah, then that must be your husband standing tlubating to
Professors Reinhardt and Ingram, and . . . Oh,, dearvenomous
lady isn't wasting time, is she?' Sherry followkd tirection of his
gaze to see Delphine joining the three men in tbeva across the
room, and there was something distinctly possessitiee way she
linked her arm through Rollo's. 'She's making alipuiad for your
husband, and she doesn't care who knows it," Satotdadded with
a measure of distaste in his voice.

Sherry was engulfed by a searing stab of jealod$ere was
absolutely no sense in denying it, but she reftsed¢knowledge the
reason for it.

'‘Are you also a scientist?' She hastily changedsthgect, focusing
her attention on the man beside her who was stiwriing in the
direction of the alcove across the room.



‘Do | look like a scientist?" he counter-questionbd eyebrows
raised in amusement.

'l haven't associated with scientists long enougihdtice whether
they all bear a specific trademark relating to rtipgdfession.' She
forced her "stiff lips into a smile while she stedi Sam Hutton
intently. 'If you're not a scientist, then what go1?'

'I'm a journalist,' he confessed with a slightlysied smile. 'Professor
Reinhardt is news, and that's what my paper wants.’

She regarded him with renewed interest, 'l alwagagined that
journalists never went without a camera slung abimeit necks, and
a notebook and pencil in their hands.'

'‘One notebook and pencil," he announced with g groducing them

from the jacket pocket of his evening suit, 'bldsano camera. The
photographic side of this assignment is being tatae of by that

clever young lad who, at this moment, is taking tpgoaphs of

Professor Reinhardt and company, and the venonaoysd making

very sure you won't be the one to appear in theamgmapers with

your husband.’

Sherry had not needed to be informed of that fdet. glance had
strayed in that direction a second earlier to ske young

photographer aiming his camera at the group iratbeve, and she
had felt again fhat searing stab of jealousy whes saw Delphine
arrange her shapely body in a provocative posenag&ollo's tall

frame a fraction of a second before the flash of ttamera
immortalised the moment.

Her features were controlled when she turned ogaaado face Sam
Hutton. 'l hope you're not going to add this peada@nama into your
account of the proceedings this evening?'



'I'm your friend, lady, not your enemy,' he told ath an injured
look on his face. 'And | have a strong arm for youlean on if you
should need it.'

Sam Hutton's sincerity could not be denied. He wadeniably a
professional man with integrity, not a news-hungorter clutching
at anything and everything that came his way, dreh$ relaxed.

‘Thank you,' she smiled, the tension easing obtott last, 'l should
have known that you were not that kind of jourrtdlis

'‘Let me get you a drink," he suggested, his gifectious, and she did
not object when he took her arm and guided herrdsvine bar.

She no longer felt like an awkward outcast with Sdntton at her
side. He was someone to talk to, someone to &livbid of Rollo's
neglect, and she would be eternally grateful te than for his moral
support.

Sherry did not have an opportunity to speak to Mgsam again, but

she did catch a glimpse of her several times duhegcourse of the
evening as she mingled amongst her fifty or morestgs She was a
graceful, charming hostess, but her daughter wasetong else

altogether.

It was almost two hours after their arrival at thgram home that
evening that Rollo put in an appearance at Shesigs, and her
anger rose by several degrees when her sensitise detected
Delphine's perfume clinging to his evening suit.

'It's time we went home," he said blandly, makirg attempt to
apologise for his neglect, and she felt her bloogsgure rising by
several degrees.

'I'm ready whenever you are,' she said coolly they were detained
before they had taken a pace towards the door.



Delphine appeared at his side and, ignoring Shelagped Rollo's
arm with both her manicured hands. 'Darling, do €eomth me.
Daddy would like you to meet a man who's very ieséed to discuss
your findings on the Antarctic.’

The Antarctic! Damnthe Antarctic! Sherry hated the very name
Rollo's trip to that frozen part of the world hdahig her into a life of
misery which had been lightened only by the bifttheir son, but the
misery, she knew, was bound to linger on.

Rollo seemed to hesitate for a fraction of a secdnsl mouth
tightening almost as if he had sensed the thoughissing through
Sherry's mind, but the next instant he had exchsedelf, and was
allowing Delphine to lead him away across the room.

‘Alone again?' a now familiar voice demanded someutes later,
and Sherry turned with a faintly cynical smile ar hps to face Sam
Hutton.

'So it seems,' she observed wryly, accepting a glawine from him
which she had not wanted, but which she felt shede@ at that
moment. 'I'm beginning to think | should have sthgehome."

‘That would have been a disaster," he smiled, gdzbftly, ‘for me.’'

Sherry returned his smile over the rim of her glsshe took a sip of
wine, then her expression sobered. 'You've beegy kigrd this
evening, and | can't thank you enough.'

'It was no chore keeping company with a lovely |bkly yourself,' he
brushed aside her remark, 'and, if it will be ahgoslight consolation
to you, I've asked the photographer to scrap thatqgraph with the
venomous blonde in it.’

She was speechless for a moment. Kindness wa®matising one
ought to expect from a member of the press. Thaast, was what



she had always been led to believe, but Sam Hutésobviously an
exception to the rule. He had a heart, and a keeception which
must have told him how much she had dreaded thegttioof
encountering that photograph in the daily newspaper

‘You're a remarkable man,' she said gravely, deteplghed by his
kindness.

'I'm a sucker for a pretty face,' he contradicted but she knd\v this
was not the truth.

She let it pass, however, when she saw Rollo appnog her with a
look of barely concealed disapproval on his ruggédindsome face.
Sam Hutton had seen him as well, and he raisegldss to Sherry in
a final salute.

'‘Perhaps we'll meet again some time,' he said, ltleemelted away
among a group of men crowding around the bar.

Rollo's expression was enigmatic when he joinedlhdrthere was a
piercing quality in the narrowed eyes that met hitegt's get out of
here.'

Sherry did not like his tone of voice, but this wast the time to
protest, and she hastily disposed of her glassdompany him out of
the house. It was a calm, star-studded night, bathed an uneasy
feeling that a storm was brewing which had nothmglo with the
weather.



CHAPTER NINE

THE silence in the car during that drive from the Bogrmansion to
Five Oaks had been anything but companionable, Siretry was
relieved when Rollo allowed her to enter the houbk#e he garaged
the Rover. Connie met her in the hall to assurghegrDavid had not
awakened once, and Sherry thanked her before ghiechwup the
stairs to her room.

She switched on the bedside light, undressing ¢u&hkd slipping
into her nightgown and her old, wide- sleeved sibe before
brushing her teeth, and creaming off her make-tp.t8ed to shake
off that uneasy feeling that a storm was aboutéalkloose over her
head, but it persisted while she brushed her hgarously.

Her glance fell on a slim volume of poetry in heesking-table
drawer when she dropped her brush into it. It wersfdwvourite book
of poetry, and when she took it out it fell operagtage marked with
a photograph

taken two years ago of Rollo and herself in thdecahr ascending
Table Mountain. She was smiling in the photogrdgappy simply to
be with him, and his arm was draped lightly abartdhoulders while
he smiled ' down at her. She had looked at thatognaph so many
times during the past two years, and her feelireg tanged from
pain to numb acceptance of what she had consiseredore than a
dream. Now the pain was back again, and her glahifed to the
short, anonymous poem she had underlined onceavptncil.

Stay, O sweet, and do not rise!

The light that shines comes from thine eyes!
The day breaks not: it is my heart,

Because that you and | must part.

Stay! or else my joys will die

And perish in their infancy.



Those words had summed up her thoughts and handselery
accurately during those last few hours they hadeshdogether
before he had left for the Antarctic. Did she dekl that way?

The sound of footsteps in the passage made hé&ratdrshe hastily
returned the volume of poems to the drawer befoegwisted round
on the dressing-table stool to see Rollo entereargdom and closing
the door behind him. Why the sight of him shoultad her she could
not imagine. Since her arrival at Five Oaks herhade a practice of
visiting the nursery each evening before retiriagd he usually
looked in on her briefly before going to his owromg, but he had
always been fully dressed before, whereas now lsengaring a blue
towelling robe with the deep vee down the frontastpg far too

much of his powerful, sun-browned chest for comfort

Sherry rose to her feet, that uneasy feeling dpicainside her as his
stormy gaze drew hers across the room. He thragtdnds into the
pockets of his robe, and there was something dangen the set of
his wide shoulders.

‘What did that reporter chap want?' he demandeshhyarand her
body stiffened with annoyance.

'He's not a reporter, he's a journalist.’
'‘What did he want?' Rollo repeated his query, igmgpher remark.

'‘Nothing,' she snapped, turning from him to tightea lid of her
bottle of cleansing lotion unnecessarily.

‘Nothing?' he laughed harshly, appearing in theanibehind her,
and there was something frighteningly sinister ablois rugged
features in the dimly lit room. 'He spent the et of the evening
with you, and you say he wanted nothing?"



Alarm bells rang in her mind, warning her to exseccare, and she
forced herself to say calmly, 'I'm tired, Rollodathis discussion isn't
important.’

That was the wrong thing to say, she knew it thenerat the words
left her lips. His eyes narrowed, and his moutihteged with an
anger she was beginning to feel as if it were mer.o

'It's important to me when | know that people wapeculating about
my wife spending almost the entire evening in tleengany of

another man,' he announced gratingly, and Shersym@mentarily

taken aback, but she rallied swiftly.

'If they were speculating about me, then they nalsbt have been
speculating about you.'

'‘What do you mean by that?' he snarled, a whitesettisng about his
nose and mouth that gave him a terrifying appea&amagt she was
suddenly too angry to solicit caution.

'Oh, for God's sake!' Her anger had been simmeingvening, but
now it erupted, and she was shaking as she spuml touface him,
her eyes blazing up into his. 'You dumped me theutei we arrived
at the Ingram house this evening, and the resheftime you had
Delphine hanging all over you!'The silence thalowked her outburst
was almost deafening, and there was a stillnesstd®ollo which

once again gave her that odd feeling that thistagsalm before the
storm.

'‘Delphine joined us without an invitation from meg' said at length,
‘and you could have done the same.’

Was there a rebuke in his voice, or did she imagiéwas under the
impression that you were having a private, scientiiscussion with
Professor Reinhardt, and | didn't want to intrude.'



'‘We did have a brief discussion of that naturec¢drdirmed, 'but you
could have joined us later.’

Oh, he was very clever, Sherry had to acknowledge He had spun
the situation around very neatly to lay the blaméier, and perhaps
shewaspartly to blame, but not without reason.

'I'm new to this world you live in, Rollo, and I'not quite sure what's
expected of me as your ... wife." She felt her wotmming and going
as she faced him, but she pressed on. 'If | wastérgoin you, then

you could have indicated the fact to me in some weyead of

leaving me to think that I'd be in the way.'

'l don't think you particularly wanted to join uls¢ accused bitingly.
'l think you were enjoying that reporter chap's pamy too much to
be bothered with anyone else.’

'‘As a matter of fact | did enjoy his company,’ stetaliated
sarcastically. 'Just as much, I'm sure, as yowedj®elphine's.'

'l suggest we leave Delphine out of this.’

Sherry paled as if he had struck her, and she bdysast him to open
the bedroom door. 'Good night, Rollo.'

Her heart was thudding as he walked towards the & would not
rest until he had gone, but she discovered, talisenay, that he had
no intention of leaving. The door wais removed froer clasp, and
closed firmly once again. Her heartbeat quickemed suffocating
pace, and fear sent its first icy darts through Ibedy when she
noticed the resolute set of his square jaw with suggestion of a
dimple she remembered so well.

'You mentioned the fact that you were my wife,sh&l, an ominous
ring to his voice, 'and | think it's about time ystarted behaving like
my wife.'



Her face went a shade paler as she stared up aBharknew what he
was referring to, but there was a part of her tbtsed to accept it.
'‘What—what are you talking about?'

'I'm talking about the fact that we're married,sheled twistedly. 'It's
time our marriage settled down to normality.'

‘You're not thinking of—of-' She faltered, uncentaill at once, and
she backed away from him. 'Rollo, you wouldn't!

'‘Why shouldn't | take what | have a legal right'tb demanded, his
rugged features ruthless in the dim light of thddige light.

'‘Because it isn'neyou want, it'sDelphine,and | won't be used as &
substitute!" she argued desperately.

'‘Oh, | wouldn't say you'd be a substitute,' he edhihockingly, his

glance sliding down the length of her in a way tnatle her feel as if
he was mentally stripping her down to her skin, bedbody became
heated with embarrassment. 'You're beautiful;, bieduegnough to

have made that reporter chap run circles aroundi@vening, but |

happen to have the advantage of being your huskam, also

happen to know that we can be pretty damn goodhege bed.’

'‘No!" she almost screamed at him, shrinking awagnfhis touch for
fear that he might defile the memory of somethirfgclv had once
been beautiful between them. 'Stay away from me!'

His hands shot out, gripping her shoulders in anfphivice that
forced her to bite down hard on her lower lip teyant herself from
crying out, and she was pulled up against him wislavage force that
almost drove the breath from her body.

'You didn't behave like an outraged virgin two yeago,' he mocked
her ruthlessly. 'Why behave like one now?'



‘Two years ago you weren't in love with Delphirehe defended
herself, fighting against the mental and physicaumds he was
inflicting, and fighting also against the fear that treacherous body
might betray her.

'l said we'd leave Delphine out of this!" he warnk@imes of anger
leaping in his eyes.

'‘We can't!" she cried, desperate to escape frotoaisn which was
too humiliating to contemplate. 'Do you think tHer@ woman on this
earth who would enjoy being made love to by a manexknowing
that he was thinking of someone else at the time?’

'l think you've misunderstood me.' Her shouldersafieeed from the
painful grip of his hands, but her attempt to escajas foiled. His
arm was like a steel band about her waist whildrees hand grasped
a handful of golden-brown hair, and her head wakeg back,
forcing her pale face out into the open. 'l shia@'thinking of anyone
else while I'm making love to you, Sherry. You'sahbtiful enough to
make me forget,’ he explained mockingly, his rudggd@dndsome
face so close to hers that she could feel his waeath against her
mouth.

'Oh, God!" she groaned, closing her eyes, andrfgricack the tears
that threatened to spill from her lashes.

Of all the times her heart could have revealedrtité to her, this was

the worst.She loved RolloShe had never stopped loving him, an
she would go on loving him no matter how oftenhow deeply, he

chose to hurt her.

Her hands were tightly clenched against his clinestbody taut with
resistance, but pleasure mingled with alarm whenfsh his warm
mouth against her exposed throat, seeking and nfindhose
incredibly sensitive areas to send tiny darts afaplire stabbing



through her. She tried to push him away from heowing that if she
allowed him to continue she would be lost, butdiezngth was puny
against his, and there was no escape from thaisessnouth when
it finally took possession of hers. She tried destigdy not to respond,
but he coaxed her lips apart, and a surging tidearimth flowed
through her body, releasing it from its self- coefil prison.

Sherry's resistance crumbled like a house of c&fds.one frantic

moment she thought of Delphine, then everything elas forgotten
except the fire he was kindling inside her. Hergérs uncurled
against his chest, and her treacherous body magjachst his rock-
hard frame. She was trembling, craving his touatidsuly like an

addict in desperate need of a shot in the armshnrs of pleasure
coursed through her when his hand slid down fromhlag into the

opening of her robe to stroke her breast.

'l want you, Sherry," he murmured huskily against mouth, his
fingers teasing the hardened peak of her breasdtiuached with
desire. 'God knows, I've never stopped wanting'you.

Her mind screamed out in protest. He wanted héhéualid not love
her. If only she had the strength to resist hint,tbat aching longing
pulsating through her body robbed her of her prashel she did not
resist when Rollo's impatient hands tugged at #iedb her robe and
slid it off her shoulders. Her nightgown followestiding down along
her slender body to join her robe on the floor, drah she was lifted
in his arms and carried towards the enormous fostgr bed. He
lowered her on to it, his fiery gaze devouring Wéirle he discarded
his towelling robe, and she closed her eyes, pgaginthat breath of
sanity which might save her from certain humiliatibut it continued
to evade her.

She felt the bed sag beneath Rollo's weight, artvkhwas too late.
Their bodies touched, her feminine softness yigl@digainst his hard,
masculine frame, and then his lips and hands coroeaertheir



devastating exploration, igniting fires she had adtnforgotten
during the past two years. The urgency of his iatencaresses
aroused a searing hunger deep down inside heh@ndesire rose
swiftly to match his. A little gasp of surrendeccaped her, and she
arched her body towards his, urging him with herdsaon his lean,
hard hips to fill that aching void inside her.

Their union was silent, but stormy and passiorete, there was no
room for anything or anyone else. There was ordyiang need for

the physical satisfaction of the flesh, and wheweis over, Sherry lay
spent in his arms, but she was not content. Sheraat® love with

her body, but her mind and her soul had remaing&abghed. Perhaps
the fear of being hurt had made her subconscioushhold that part

of her that mattered, and it left her feeling sitéide. Two years ago
she had held nothing back when they had made lov&ad been a
beautiful, almost sacred experience, but what sk done now

shocked her rational mind and made her feel a$ Had been

something sordid.

Tears filled her eyes and ran slowly down her chegken Rollo

switched off the bedside light and sighed deepbideher. He was
asleep almost at once, but Sherry was awake foe some yet, trying

desperately to halt the silent tears. Her pillonsvazenched with
those hot, stinging tears that scalded her chegksshe felt drained
when at last they stopped.

Sherry had been awake most of the night. She weeaviare of Rollo
in the bed beside her, and of his arm and his keghing her down
inescapably when he flung them across her in bispsIExhaustion
finally claimed her in the early hours of the magpi but she was
awake again at five, and relieved to find hersielhe.



She knew she would not sleep again, she was ttarlgesl even to
try, and she got up, pulling on her robe which &atlust have picked
up off the floor and thrown across the foot of beal before he left.
She went into the bathroom to run her bath water. bbdy was
aching as if she had taken physical punishmentshedonged for a
relaxing soak in the hot scented water.

Half an hour had elapsed before she finally gotafuhe bath. She
wrapped a bath sheet around her, and when shetaglghof herself
in the wall mirror she realised that the crumpleeets and pillows on
the bed were not the only signs that Rollo had s night with

her. The skin on her shoulders had discoloured evhesrfingers had
bitten so painfully into her flesh, and it felt thar to the touch.

Damn Rollo! Damn him for what he had done to her, and to tr
memory she had cherished for so long! She couldynotre her own
part in it, and shame sent the blood surging ietgale cheeks as she
cringed inwardly at the memory of her willing surder the night
before.

She went down to breakfast two hours later withidnarses carefully
concealed beneath the short sleeves of her greywaitd striped

cotton frock. She had steeled herself to confraitoRbut there was
no one in the dining-room when she entered it aadesl herself at
the table. Scrambled eggs and bacon were beingnuegpt on the hot
tray, but the thought of food made Sherry feelalhd she helped
herself to a cup of coffee instead in the hopete&dying those
guivering nerves at the pit of her stomach.

She had the time to compose herself to some extenthat did not
prevent her heart from leaping wildly in her breasgtien Rollo
walked into the dining-room a few minutes later. Ibieked so vital,
and so totally relaxed and refreshed in his begigweight suit that
she could almost hate him for the dreadful wayfshe



'‘Good morning," he said, his voice cool and polaed Sherry
responded in an equally cool, polite manner aselaged himself at
the head of the table and helped himself to scradnddigs and bacon.

She was not quite sure what she had expectedhbutal not been
prepared for his chilly remoteness. At the verglehe had expected
to be mocked and ridiculed, but nothing like tregpjpened. He ate his
breakfast in silence as he had done every mormnog sheir arrival
at Five Oaks, and it was as if nothing had happémeaight before.
If she had not had the bruises to show for it, lemight have been
able to convince herself that she had had a nigletrbat the memory
of that beautifully proportioned male body movirggaast her own in
that primitive rhythm of desire was still too fretshdiscard so lightly.

What was she to make of this? she wondered, pourergelf a
second cup of coffee with a hand that shook shgisthe ought to feel
relieved, or perhaps annoyed, but she felt neitldre merely
experienced a deep- seated anguish at the knowtedfjeshe had
been used once again. She meant no more to hinthikdmeautiful

objets d'artscattered throughout his home. The only differemas

that he had not hesitated to use her, and he waeddher again
without compunction.

'I'd like you to arrange a dinner party for a weekFriday.' Rollo at
last broke the silence between them, pushing hasephside and
helping himself to a cup of coffee. 'You may invitenathan and
Brenda, and I'd like to invite a young colleague nohe, Peter
Grundlingh, and his wife. I'd also like to invitedRessor and Mrs
Ingram.’

‘Will your invitation to the Ingrams include Delpig?' she asked,
holding her breath mentally.

‘Naturally." His impersonal glance flicked over .h&fou wouldn't
want me to exclude Delphine, would you?'



'‘No, of course not,' she answered stiffly, clamplog/n on that fierce
stab of pain that shot through her. 'Would sevenrtytbn the Friday
evening be a suitable time, do you think?'

‘That would be perfect.' He drained his cup aneé fosm the table.
'‘Don't wait dinner for me this evening, | shalllate.’

He strode out of the dining-room, leaving Sherrihwine feeling that
a lead weight had settled in her breast. She Heardirive away in
his Rover, and she wanted to cry when some ofaigidn eased out
of her, but this time she resisted that self-pgydesire.

So Rollo wanted her to arrange a dinner party tichvhe was going
to invite Delphine. Well, if he could invite thaeromous creature,
then she could also invite whom she pleased, aitiolflnat thought in

mind, she left the table and walked into the Halle looked up the
telephone number of the newspaper where Sam Hwiboked, and

punched out the number on the telephone with aatagifinger.

It took a minute or two before she was put throtmlsam Hutton,
and he recognised her voice immediately. 'Ladys thmust be
telepathy,’ he said, his voice pleasant and warmas actually
thinking about you when the telephone rang.’

'‘Were you?' she asked a little doubtfully, wondgrinshe actually
had the courage to go through with what she hawlimal.

'l was wondering if | would see you again, and when

'‘What about dinner here at Five Oaks a week oralf#dShe issued
the invitation before she could change her mind, Sam whistled
softly at the other end.

'l don't think your husband will like that very mut



'‘My husband is going to invite Delphine Ingram, &ddn't happen to
like that very much,' she confessed. 'l was hoping you woalde

along and give me the moral support | know I'm gdim need. Will

you come?"

'I'm a regular Sir Galahad, so count me in," hglhad. 'lI've never
been able to resist a lady in distress, and | lzdgpen to want to see
you again.'

‘Thank you, Sam,' she sighed, feeling a littletgwbout the fact that
she was using him in this way.

'‘By the way," Sam Hutton interrupted her disturbthgughts, 'we
worked almost through the night to get that artiole Professor
Reinhardt into this morning's edition of our newsga so | suggest
you go out and get a copy. There's a lovely phajogyrof you and
your husband arriving at the Ingram mansion laghtiand it ought
to make a certain young lady green with envy!'

Sherry could not prevent the laughter that spiftedn her lips, but
she wondered some time afterwards whether she tmughate found
it so amusing. Delphine Ingram might be a 'venoniadg', as Sam
Hutton had dubbed her, but she was still humashéf loved Rollo,
then that photograph could hurt her as much asitldavhave hurt
Sherry to see the photograph of Rollo and Delphingint.

Her hand was still resting on the telephone recetdee had a second
call to make, and she was hesitant about it. SHevtaried Rollo in
such confusion and haste that she had neglectedntact Brenda,
and Brenda would have every right to be hurt antbged at the
knowledge that she had been left in ignorance. dheas, however,
no sense in delaying the inevitable, and she liftexl receiver to
punch out Brenda's number.



The telephone rang for a considerable length of teamd Sherry was
about to replace the receiver when a familiar, i@tker breathless,
voice sounded in her ear.

'‘Brenda Hunt speaking.’

'‘Brenda, it's Sherry, and | know you're going t@bgry with me,’ she
began apologetically.

‘You're damned right, I'm angry! Brenda explod&dopen the

newspaper this morning, and what do | see? PrafesgbMrs van

Cleef arriving at a posh banquet arranged for GeyraaProfessor
Reinhardt. My God, why didn't you let me know?'

‘There wasn't time," Sherry explained lamely, 'aqdte frankly, |
was in such a mental turmoil about my marriageatdd®hat | could
hardly think straight.’

'‘When am | going to see you?"'

‘Today, | hope,' Sherry replied. 'Do you think yamuld meet me for
lunch at the open-air restaurant in the Gardens?'

'‘What time?' Brenda queried abruptly.
‘What about twelve-thirty?"

'I'll see you then,' said Brenda, ‘and you hacebétl me everything
in the minutest detail, or | shall never forgiveuyo

'I'll tell you everything," Sherry promised. 'l kmd owe it to you.'

She replaced the receiver a moment later withracdigelief. It hadn't
been so bad after all, and she was looking fori@ardaving lunch
with Brenda. She had to get out of the house, tlaiswwere
beginning to close in on her, but she would notheantemplated it



if she had not known that David would be quite happout being
left in Connie's care.

Sherry arrived early for her luncheon appointmeitih \Brenda, and
she chose a table beneath a large tree, with aronmynceable
botanical name, which cast dappled shade on tochezkered
tablecloth. She had bought the newspaper, and aledthrough it
while she waited. The photograph of Rollo and Hevgas indeed a
good one. She could not recall the photographendak but he had
certainly caught them in a pose which would hal@isdd no one to
guess at the stress and tension in their marr&tgewas still reading
Sam Hutton's interesting article which accompairiedselection of
photographs, when a shadow fell across the newspapd she
looked up to see Brenda glowering down at her.

'‘Well? And what have you got to say for yoursédfgnda demanded
looking down her nose at Sherry.

'Sit down, Brenda,' Sherry instructed, suppresiieglesire to smile.
You look and sound exactly like Matron Naude a&ttfoment.’

'‘God forbid!" snorted Brenda, pulling out a chaid dowering herself
into it, but her expression remained indignant angdry. ‘Well, are
you going to give me all the disgusting detailsamn't you?"

‘After we've ordered lunch," Sherry insisted, iadiiag to the waitress
that they were ready to order.

'‘How typical!" Brenda. snorted again somewhat drgddy. 'You
always did enjoy evading the issue and leavingmsispense.'

'l never had breakfast this morning, and | do happebe starving,’
Sherry defended herself.



"Very well, let's order,’ Brenda sighed resignedb the waitress
paused beside their table with her pencil poisext ber order pad. 'l
dare say | shall succeed in restraining my cugagittil after we've
eaten.'

Brenda's aggression was short-lived. It was nohen nature to
remain angry with anyone for longer than five mewif she could
help it, and this, coupled with her patience, wduwdre made of her
an excellent nurse if she had not loved her watke-hight parties
more.

They ate their salad lunch in comparative sileao, Sherry poured
their tea before she explained briefly what haduo®a since the last
time they had met, ending with Sam Hutton's kindrtesher during

the function at the Ingram residence the previmeniag.

Brenda lapsed into a thoughtful silence, her hazels intent on
Sherry's face which bore the unmistakable sigm&otleepless night
and what had occurred to induce it.

‘Do you still love him?' she asked eventually, #mel suddenness of
her query stripped Sherry of the ability to be exas

‘Yes,' she answered simply.
'‘And Rollo?"

Sherry gestured helplessly with her hands. 'He/emgenied that he's
in love with Delphine, and that he would have nedther if he hadn't
known about David.'

'He's never denied it when you have confrontedwith it, but he's
never actually said so, has he?'

'‘No.' Sherry stared at Brenda. It was quite trdne 8as the one who
had been the first to mention the touchy subjectisflove for



Delphine, and he had not denied it. Neither haddaeied her
allegations that he had wanted to marry Delphinas\i¥ possible
that...?No! She shook herself free of that thought. '‘Don't enale
hope, Brenda,” she said reproachfully, ‘becausenlt chonestly
believe | have anything to hope for.'

'l know there were rumours that he was planningaory Delphine,'
Brenda continued undaunted, 'but I've always haddkling that it
was one-sided.’

‘You mean Delphine wanted to mainym, and not the other way
around?’

'‘Exactly!" Brenda nodded. 'Delphine latched onito the moment he
stepped ashore ten months ago, and Rollo has abegysa man who
knew what he wanted and made sure that he gotaitharry. Don't

you think he would have married her long ago it'thavhat he had
really wanted?'

Sherry did not know what to think. What Brenda waging made
beautiful sense, and she wanted very much to leeliglbut she dared
not.

‘This is all pure conjecture, and it will lead usewmere," Sherry
brushed aside the matter, and hastily changeduihec. 'Are you
and Jonathan free a week on Friday in the evening?'

'l believe we are. Why?'

'I'm inviting you to dinner at Five Oaks, and | legjpat seven-thirty
will suit both you and Jonathan.' Sherry grippedhands together in
her lap until her fingers went numb. 'Professordng and his wife
will be there, and one other couple, Peter Grugdliand his wife.
Rollo is also going to invite Delphine.’



'‘Oh?' Brenda's eyebrows rose a fraction in surgftigmagine you're
not exactly ecstatic about that.’

'‘No," Sherry admitted, a faintly cynical smile cagy her soft,
generous mouth, 'but I've retaliated by invitingrSalutton, the
journalist | told you about.’

Amusement danced in Brenda's hazel eyes, but igamas the next
instant to leave her features grave. 'Somethingunge to warn you
that you're playing a dangerous game."Maybe | d&ahmérry

acknowledged defiantly, 'but I'm not going to h&edphine crawling

all over Rollo while I sit back meekly and suffeethumiliation.'

'‘And what about Sam Hutton?" Brenda touched a semgirea that
once again aroused a feeling of guilt. 'The man odlagously
discovered he has a soft spot for you, and | worideu've stopped
to consider that you might hurt him as well as gelfr in the
process."

Sherry had given this a great deal of thought siskke " had
telephoned Sam Hutton so rashly that morning, atubled her,
but she was desperate.

'‘What would you have done under the circumstances?' s
challenged, seeking from Brenda an alternativéiw® iopeless and
near desperate situation in which she had becomaaged.

Brenda considered this for a moment, then she dighd raised her
hands helplessly in the air. 'l guess | would hdeeae exactly the
same as you're doing now.'

Sherry smiled wryly, and gestured to the waitressrter a fresh pot
of tea. Sharing her problems with Brenda might inate solved
anything, but it had lightened the load, and it heffi her with

something to think about. Was it possible thatwhe wrong about
Rollo being in love with Delphine? Even if this wiase, her logical



mind warned, it did not alter the fact that Rolladhasked her to
marry him because she had had his child, and ghadr@ed mainly
because of her fear of losing David.



CHAPTER TEN

SHERRY had dinner alone that evening, but she felt resttand

agitated. A dreadful suspicion had taken shapesmnfind to quell
that faint flicker of hope Brenda's remarks hadhliher heart earlier
that day.

Was Rollo working late at the SRI, or was he witlghine?

She tried to curb her thoughts, but her mind casgtthon its relentless
path of destruction and torment, and she went upetoroom after
dinner with a mixture of desolation and rage swegphrough her.
She was beginning to think she had been a foolwyniRollo, but it
was too late now to bewail the fact. She had walked this
agonising trap with her eyes open. She knew notitthad not been
her fear of losing David that had made her agrerdoy Rollo. She
had agreed because, deep down, she had knowrhthatik loved
him, and the agony she was suffering at the momastthe price she
had to pay for loving so unwisely. If she had seotlo away she
might eventually have settled down to a contentiedpt entirely
happy, marriage with Gordon Shaw.

God, what was she thinking about? She could nezee married
Gordon loving Rollo the way she did. She would mehave
succeeded in making Gordon happy and, no matterrhoeh she
might have tried, Gordon would always have knowat the was
second best. He deserved better than that fromdh®n he married,
and she hoped fervently that Weuldmarry someone nice, someon:e
who would love him as he deserved to be loved.

Sherry sighed deeply. She had made her choiceslandould have
to live with it for the rest of her life. There widbe no divorce. This
was a stipulation Rollo had made on the eve of thedding, and she
had agreed, but she had never imagined the defhk afental agony



she would suffer at the knowledge that she wasiathto a man who
did not love her.

She was in bed late in the evening when she heaild' car
crunching up the gravel drive, and her hand mad@eoluntary
movement towards the bedside light to switch if béft she realised
In time that it would be futile to pretend that shas asleep. Rollo
would have noticed that her bedroom light was etilland he would
merely mock her attempts at trying to avoid him.

Her hands tightened on the book she had been ttgirgad, and she
stared at it fiercely, but the words danced befuee eyes without
making any sense. She could hear Rollo's heavynhted footsteps
in the passage, and her heart was beating so hdifdst in her throat
that it almost cut off her breath. He went into thesery, she could
hear his step on that uncarpeted section of thor flothe passage,
and her body was suddenly so tense that she wauiel $napped if
she had been a twig.

Her bedroom door opened a few minutes later, ahafoine corner
of her eye she saw Rollo entering and closing twe duietly behind
him. He took off his jacket and his tie, and fluthggem across the
armchair. He was unbuttoning his shirt almost te tmaist as he
walked towards her, and she shifted the positioheoflegs slightly
when he sat down on the bed beside her. Only tltksh@ raise her
glance from the book in her hands to find hersalking up into tired
blue eyes, and her tension and anger was forgfattehe moment.

There was nothing about him to suggest that hespedt the past few
hours in another woman's arms. He had, insteadptkeof a man
who was pushing himself so hard in his professtat his health
could be endangered, and her tender, caring heeltednwith

concern.



'l must say it's quite a novel experience arriiogne and finding my
wife waiting up for me,' he announced, that hatgfeém of mockery
entering his tired eyes.

'‘Don't flatter yourself, Rollo!" she snapped, hempassion fleeing to
make room for anger and disappointment. 'I'm avfakéhe simple
reason that I've been reading.’

He glanced at the historical novel she was cluggcmrher hands, and
his mockery deepened. 'lt can't be a very intergdtook if you've
been reading all evening and you're still on pageet'

She snapped the book shut and glared at himhdgether things on
my mind.'

'‘Such as?' he prompted with a twisted smile.

'l had lunch in town with Brenda today,' she talehHShe's accepted
our invitation to dinner.’

'‘And so has everyone else | suggested this motning.
'Including Delphine?' she asked warily.

'Yes, including Delphine," he dashed her fragilpd®) his expression
shuttered as he rose to his feet. 'I'm going t@ lsashower.'

He was pulling off his shirt as he walked, his baukscles rippling
beneath his tanned skin, and her eyes widenee alirdction he had
taken. 'That'snybathroom!"' she protested agitatedly.

'‘From now on it'our bathroom,' he corrected, turning his dark hec
to glance at her over his shoulder, and even mtante his sensuous

appraisal made the blood flow a little faster tlylother veins, 'l
shan't be long.'



His knowing smile made her cringe with embarrassmda knew
exactly what he was doing to her, and he was emgoyi Damn him!

‘You can take all night for all | care!" she stodre him, her grey
eyes blazing, but the only answer she receivednigadeep-throated
laughter when he entered the white-tiled bathroom elosed the
door behind him.

Sherry sat there fuming while she listened to himmstling off-key in
the shower, but she was beginning to direct heeaag herself. If
only she could hate him instead of loving him amghting him so
much! And if only she wasn't so transparent aboettay she felt!

There was no sense in attempting to escape théahkv It would

only make her look as ridiculous as she was fedinifpat moment,
and a renewed burst of his derisive mockery wasesiang she could
do without. She opened her book, pretending to seatltrying to

appear relaxed when she heard the shower taps toemegl off, but
her body was tense, and her taut nerves jarreceay éttle sound.

The bathroom door opened seconds later, and afjdeat intentions
to appear cool and relaxed were shattered. Shedoog from her
book, the first fatal mistake, and she found hérselring almost
hypnotically at that magnificent male body with tteevel draped
carelessly about his lean hips.

Rollo's dark hair lay in damp disarray across hisad forehead,
giving him a slightly boyish appearance that appeé&b her senses.
Their eyes met, the second fatal mistake, and stve@ndeep inside
her a quivering warmth erupted and swelled untdvitamped her
completely.

The bed sagged beneath his weight when he sat Beside her,
drops of moisture still glistening on his wide sliwrs when he
removed the book from her hands and flung it asithe. clean male



smell of him was more potent than a drug, and kartlwas racing so
fast that her breathing was impaired. A flame hagidit in his eyes,

and it was slowly devouring her, lingering on tineen of her hair,

her delicate, flushed features, and the clamoysulge at the base of
her throat.

The tips of his fingers brushed lightly against threises on her
shoulders, and his touch sent a thousand littlasples darts shooting
through her, but it was nothing compared to theatons he aroused
when he lowered his head to trail his warm, sensuaith across the
bruises he had inflicted the night before.

'‘Don't, Rollo!" she pleaded huskily, her mind stilear enough to
reject what her treacherous body was respondirgp tdeliriously,

and Rollo raised his dark head to consume heravyids in which the
flame of desire was now burning fiercely.

"l want you, Sherry," he murmured, his deep, vibrerice tearing at
her swiftly crumbling resistance. 'l had a pileaadrk waiting for me
this morning, and I've had an agonising day trymgade through it
when all | could think of was the way you felt iryrarms.'

How effortlessly you transfer your desire from om@man to
another, she wanted to say, but the words wetedstin her parted
lips when the lacy straps of her nightgown were sff her shoulders
to expose her breasts to the sensually erotic exqpa of his heated
mouth.

Her eyelids felt heavy, and she lowered them un&til lashes veiled
eyes that had become dark and languorous with bantimg desire.

She lifted her arms, shrugging herself out of tloelike of her

nightgown at the same time, and it was Rollo's bahdt pulled the
flimsy material down to her waist while she slid hands across his
smooth shoulders until her fingers became lockeuisrdark, damp

hair.



It no longer mattered that he did not love her;lsheenough love for
both of them and, God help her, she wanted him gohnthat she
simply did not care. If this was all she could ha¥énim, then she
would have to resign herself to it, and pray thdtme he might learn
to care a little.

Rollo lifted her from her reclining position agairke pillows, and
draped her over his arms while his fiery mouthleédhiyet another
destructive path along the sensitive areas oftiveat to her eager,
parted lips. He kissed her with a sensual hungsrhaightened her
arousal, and the abrasiveness of his chest hainsdgaer breasts
added to her mounting excitement.

'‘God, Sherry, it's good to feel you against me tiks,' he groaned
against her mouth, 'but | want to feel every payoar beautiful body
against mine.'

What am | doing? she asked herself, the last ftiokeanity invading
her drugged mind when her slender softness wabedusgainst the
hard length of Rollo's body. Do | have no shamesedi-respect left?
How can I let him do this to me when | know that his heart, it's
Delphine he wants?

Her body stiffened with resistance, but the intigna€ his stroking
fingers ignited an aching fire inside her. The strgtof her conscious
mind slammed shut, and her body arched towardswitis an
invitation he did not ignore.

Rollo's breathing was ragged during their tempasuovemaking,

and those little whimpering cries could only havene from her own

lips, Sherry realised, when they lay entwined inheather's arms,
shuddering in the aftermath of their passion. B was consumed
with shame after that euphoric feeling had dwindled



'What's the matter?' asked Rollo when she freegseifdrom his arms
and turned her back on him.

‘Nothing!" she snapped, choking back her tearssanaiyging off his
hand. 'Just leave me alone!'

"'l leave you alone, if that's what you want,' sighed angrily,
switching off the light. 'God knows, I've had adpday, and I'm too
tired right now to deal with a temperamental worhan.

TemperamentalHow dare he accuse her of being temperament
Her shame was forgotten in the wave of anger thepsthrough her.
He was an insensitive, arrogant...! Oh, God, shegeang to cry, and
she turned her face into the pillow to stifle thersd.

Sherry began to dread the nights, knowing that inewitable

surrender would leave her fighting a silent batdigainst that
overwhelming sense of shame, and as the weekendaagbhed she
began to show visible signs of those sleeplesssheach night when
her mind would give her no peace.

They had not planned anything for the weekend, @hdrry had
wondered how she was going to survive during thhagedays, but
she was surprised at how calmly and pleasantlytithe passed.
Rollo was courteous and attentive, and she couidstimake herself
believe he enjoyed spending time with David and&ér*

The weather was unusually hot on the Sunday, aseeined to sap
her energy to the extent that, when she put Dawemndfor his
afternoon nap, she decided to rest for an houreds $he had not
intended to sleep, but she did, and she awokeav#tfart two hours
later.



David was not in his cot when she entered the myréeit she was
not alarmed until she went downstairs and met Goentering the
house from the sidstoep .. without David!

'I've laid out a tray of tea on th&oep madam,' she enlightenec
Sherry. 'It's cooler there than inside the houskeatmoment.'

‘Thank you," Sherry murmured absently. 'Where igida
‘The Professor took him into the garden.’

Sherry's eyes widened. She could not decide whetierought to
feel relieved or anxious as she walked quicklyafuhe house. She
did not have to search far. Rollo had taken David & shady nook in
the spacious, well-kept garden. He had spread dlar&ket on the
green lawn, and he was seated on it with Davig/s surrounding
them.

She paused beneath an archway along which smaikon roses
ranked profusely, and she watched with bated bredin David
raised himself unsteadily to his feet and toddlachis chubby legs
towards Rollo to collapse with a gurgling laughhis father's arms.
Rollo's deep-throated laugh made Sherry expel ithslawly from

her lungs, but the look on Rollo's face, when hggded his son
against his breast, brought a lump to her throaichvishe had
difficulty in swallowing down.

Love and guilt did not blend well together, antbdk some moments
for her to compose herself before she made heepcesknown. 'It's
time to have tea,' she said interrupting their geshgctantly.

Rollo looked up, the warmth in his eyes intendedtlie little boy
who stood on wavery legs clutching at his fathshst, but, for a
brief second, some of that warmth spilled on tor6hbefore his
cool, polite mask shifted back into place.She ¥edtak and shaky
when she walked beside Rollo who was carrying Dawvidhis arm,



and when they reached tlstoepher desire to weep was almos
stronger than her desire to pour their tea aneépdethat nothing was
wrong, but she dared not let Rollo see how stromshly had been
affected by what she had seen.

The agonies of her personal relationship with hesbland were not
the only things that afforded her sleepless nighkte had begun to
realise that she had behaved much too rashly wieehad issued that
spur- of-the-moment invitation to Sam Hutton. Jaalo had
prompted her uncharacteristic action, but knowing ¢id not salve
her stricken conscience and, worst of all, shendicknow what to do
about it.

After a moderately calm weekend, the Monday stadech more

relaxed note, and Sherry was lulled into believihgt, whatever
Rollo's feelings for Delphine, their marriage didvke a chance to
succeed. This foolish assumption was shatteredvéhgtsame day.
They were having coffee in the living-room aftemmier that evening
when the telephone rang, and Sherry gestured tm Rmlremain

seated while she went into the hall to answer it.

'I'd like to speak to Rollo, if it isn't too muctotible for you to call
him.'

Delphine Ingram's musical voice had the sting efper in it, and
Sherry had difficulty in controlling the wave of gar that swept
through her.

'It's no trouble at all,' she assured Delphine \aittalmness she had
dredged from somewhere and, placing the receivethercircular
rosewood table, she returned to the living-roomrasdmed her seat,
it's Delphine," she answered in response to thiewsiglance Rollo
directed at her, 'and she wants to speak to you.'



Rollo raised a quizzical eyebrow, but he rose aecmnd went into
the hall. 'Hello, Delphine," Sherry heard his vomgite clearly.
'‘Now?' he questioned after a brief pause, and tha® a second
lengthy silence before he added an abrupt, 'Veltly'we

Sherry was sitting rigidly in her chair when Roleturned to the
living-room. She knew what he was going to say, ane did not
want him to say it, but there was no way that shddcstop him.

'l have to go out.'

'So I've gathered,' she retorted icily, 'but if youst have an affair
with Delphine on the sideline, then you could asldbe more discreet
about it.'

The only reaction she received from Rollo was tlghsclenching of
his hands at his sides and a narrowing of his éykdear that in
mind.’

Her face whitened when he strode out of the honddedt her with
the feeling that she had received a crushing bltereit hurt most.

She drew a ragged, tortured breath as she heaa®ivie away and,
almost blinded by a near physical pain, she wertbuger room and
closed the door behind her to lean against it Wagheyes closed. It
was incredible that she could love a man who hadgualms
whatsoever about hurting her like this. Delphima@y had to call,
and he dropped everything to go to her.

'Oh, God!" she groaned, choking back the tearstineatened. 'How
am | going to bear it?'

She pushed herself away from the door and wenttiv@doathroom.
Her mind was her worst enemy at that moment. It @zaguring up
cruel visions of Delphine in Rollo's arms, kissinggking love and . .
. God help her, she could not stand it!



She bathed and got into bed. She tried to readshmitound herself
staring blankly at the pages. Her mind was fillethwhoughts of
Rollo and Delphine, and they tormented her to #terd that beads of
perspiration broke out on her pale forehead.

It was long after ten o'clock that evening whenr8hbeard Rollo
entering their darkened bedroom. Her body tengetihar heartbeats
escalated to a thundering pace which she prayeatlyihe would not
hear while he moved about in the darkened room watessed
himself. If he touched her tonight she would be gitslly ill, she
thought, while she lay there pretending to be g@sleet she need not
have feared this. Rollo got into bed beside hehavit touching her,
and it seemed as if mere seconds had elapsed Iséfrealised that
he was asleep.

Her fury at that moment very nearly overshadoweadpaa. Did he

have no conscience at all? How could he go to sie&p such

apparent ease while his actions had ripped atthttike the claws of
a savage lion? | could kill him at this moment éming this to me!
she thought with equal savagery, but as the niginewn she found
relief only in the silent tears she eventually simtd her pillow.

Sherry was on her way down from the nursery onWheslinesday
morning when the doorbell chimed. She was expe&negda to call

on her that afternoon, but no one else had made@mintment to see
her that day, and her smooth brow creased in atdligwn as she
crossed the hall to open the door.

Sam Hutton stood there, a faintly apologetic sraudeving his thin
mouth? '‘May | come in?"

‘Yes, please do,' she said hastily, recovering fr@msurprise and
opening the door wider for him to step inside. "Yeuarrived in time



for tea,' she added as she led the way into thmghroom, and she
silently blessed Bettina for her habit of prepariteg for three or
more, even though Sherry was usually the only baeetto drink it.

‘Very nice," Sam Hutton remarked, glancing about With genuine
appreciation. 'Very nice indeed.’

Sherry was feeling extraordinarily tense when sstuged him into a
chair and seated herself on the sofa behind tlyeofreea which had
been placed on the low, marble-topped table.

‘Do you take milk?"

'Yes, please,' he nodded, watching her pour teainith a hand that
was not quite steady. 'l hope you don't mind mypgdnog in
unexpectedly like this, but I'm afraid I'm goinghave to disappoint
you.'

'In what way?' she asked, holding her breath migraial she passed
him his cup of tea.

'I'm being sent on an assignment to Port Elizabetik, | shan't be
here on Friday evening to give you my moral support

Relief washed over her at his disclosure, butdtribt eliminate that
feeling of guilt which had dogged her this past kyesnd she knew
she would not be able to live with herself untiediad cleared her
conscience completely.

'l understand,’ she assured him gravely. 'Actu&am, | owe you an
apology. | was going to use you shamelessly, areddeen feeling
extremely guilty about it. I've also spent thistpasek trying to think
of a way to rectify the situation without hurtingu"

'You don't have to apologise,' he laughed awaydtssomfort. 'l did
offer my services, remember?’



'l know," she nodded, 'but that isn't sufficient@se for my rash
behaviour.'

'Forget it,' he instructed, drinking his tea thiysivhile Sherry sipped
at hers. 'Has the problem been sorted out?'

'‘No,' she answered quietly and with grim honesty.

'l see." He leaned back in his chair and studiediritently for a
moment. 'Will you consider taking advice from meaagurnalist
who has witnessed and lived through more traumas thcare to
remember?'

'‘Quite honestly, Sam, I'm at a stage now whereulavtake advice
from the garbage remover if he cared to offesite laughed shakily.

'‘Well, my advice to you is this," he said, leanfiogvard as if to stress
the importance of the advice he was about to gere 'Bon't be so
hesitant and retiring. If you want your man, thenogit and get him.
Fight forhim, if you have to, and use the advantagehave of being
his wife.'

Sherry considered his advice gravely, but she ghramardly at the
thought of what it would entail. What would Rollbirtk if she
suddenly took a possessive stand where he wasroeniée

'l know what you mean,' she smiled wanly, 'but h'‘td&now if I'm
capable of following your advice.'

'Of course you are!" Sam contradicted firmly, bithva glimmer of
amusement lurking in his brown eyes. 'And | wigtoulld be a fly on
the wall Friday evening to observe and applaud'you.

Sherry was not convinced that she would be capablgiving a
performance worth applauding, but she knew thataligice was
worth considering.



'More tea, Sam?' she offered.

'‘No, thanks, | must be off,' he said, getting ®fieet. 'I'll give you a
call some time when | get back.’

‘Do that,' she smiled, accompanying him to the déerd thank you
... for everything.'

‘You can thank me if you have followed my advice &nt worked,’
he grinned at her, raising his hand in salute amdggquickly down
the shallow steps to his blue Mazda parked bersesitlady tree in the
drive.

She went inside when he had driven away, and pohegself a

second cup of tea which she drank without actua¢iyng aware of

what she was doing. Did she have the courage &hiskadvice? She
had never lacked courage before, but this was sowdtiferent, and

Rollo might not find it amusing to have his wifditag a stand against
the woman he loved. Could she risk it? Dared, she?



CHAPTER ELEVEN

THE dinner party on the Friday evening started ofhaiit any major
hitches. Peter Grundlingh and his wife, Joyce, vegoeeasant couple
with whom Sherry had no difficulty in communicatingrs Ingram
was her charming, gracious self, while her husbandyrilliant
scientist according to Rollo, appeared to be ragiientminded at
times, but Delphine's haughty manner gave Sherthalindication
she needed that the evening would not pass withdetv sparks
flying between them. And then, of course, there Basnda and
Jonathan Hunt without whom, Sherry was forced tmigdhe party
would have been a rather dull affair.

Delphine was wearing emerald green that eveningoice again it
was a clinging creation that left nothing to theagmation.Vulgar
exhibitionism would have been Aunt Margaret's old-fashione
opinion, and Sherry would have been inclined teagvith her. The
men, however, found her physically appealing aodaftime, Rollo
appeared to be incapable of taking his eyes off her

Sherry, however, had no need to feel inferior. Hdl- length
evening dress was the colour of rich cream, anctivas a touch of
gold in the lacy sash about her slender waist,enhié soft folds of
the long skirt swayed about her legs when she géd go and check
on the dinner preparations.

Brenda rose and followed her swiftly from the ligtroom, and they
had barely entered the hall when Brenda demandad angry hiss,
'‘What does that bitch think she's doing?'

Sherry did not need to be told that Brenda wagniafgto Delphine
Ingram, but 'bitch' was not quite the word Sherguld have used to
describe that woman. 'Vampire' suited her bestr$gheecided,
recalling the way Delphine had clung to Rollo's ammle smiling
coyly up into his face, and since her arrival saé dropped the word



‘darling’ all over the place as if she had beeai@it might go out of
fashion.

'Rollo invited her," Sherry said in answer to Brasdquery as they
approached the kitchen, 'and he obviously approftesr behaviour.'

‘The man must be out of his mind!" Brenda explodhed lovely face
almost distorted with fury.

'‘Or genuinely besotted with the woman,' Sherryoadpd, thrusting
that savage sword deeper into her wounded soukvehié hid her
own anger behind a practised mask of calmness.

Brenda snorted disparagingly when they entereditbleen, but they
had to cease their conversation in front of thé.sta

Sherry sat facing Rollo across the long lengthhef dinner table
during the evening. Their guests had been arraogezither side of
the table, but somehow Delphine had managed tcargge the
seating to place herself at Rollo's left. Thismsi&éed Sherry's anger,
but she remained silent, and with her smile intact.

The kitchen staff had excelled themselves, and yewer was

complimentary .. . except Delphine. To no one iripalar, she said,
'l imagine the staff must find it rather unpleadaanting to take orders
from a strange woman when they've had a free i@ &t Five Oaks
for such a long time.'

If you want your man, then go out and get 8am Hutton's voice
leapt into Sherry's mind to prompt h&ight for him, if you have to,
and use the advantage you have of being his wife.

'l can't say I've noticed any displeasure amorgsnt' Sherry's soft,
controlled voice carried into the brief, uncomfatasilence which
had developed around the table. "'They have, orcdh&ary, been
very kind and considerate in helping me to sethmhere.’



'‘Perhaps that's because Rollo has always paidgsbewell.' Delphine
smiled beguilingly at Rollo, her slender, maniculead stroking his
black-clad arm.

‘And perhaps it's because | haven't thrust my auyhon them in a
way that could offend," retaliated Sherry, sucoegdat last in
capturing Rollo's blue gaze across the length eftable. 'Wouldn't
you say that's the case .darling?' She added the latter in a syrup
tone for good measure.

Amusement mingled with the mockery glittering is byes. 'l would
say you're probably right, my dear.'

Delphine did not like the endearment Rollo had &bgn to his
reply, and her grey-green eyes flashed fiery dashkSherry.

‘You must be very proud of your son, Rollo.' Brertdached on a
subject which was sure to infuriate Delphine. iineato tea the day
before yesterday, and | couldn't help noticing tBatvid is the

absolute image of you.'

Rollo smiled, and accepted Brenda's remark witlgatsinclination
of his dark head, but, before he could say anytHd@phine leapt in
with, "You must find it extraordinarily tedious Wwita child in the
house crying and keeping you awake at night.'

Heads were beginning to turn from left to rightelikpectators at a
tennis match when Sherry responded to Delphingianie

'‘David has actually been an angel, and he hasilirded us once
during the night." Sherry was surprised to discoet she was
actually beginning to enjoy herself, and she smieal/ocatively at
Rollo. 'Isn't that so, darling?’



He raised a heavy eyebrow in sardonic amusemehieodid not let
her down. 'l can't say I've heard him in the niginid I'm a very light
sleeper.’

Grey-green eyes were shooting daggers at Sherry again, and
heads were swinging from left to right as if toedatine from which
side the next round would be fired, but it was Delp's mother who
graciously entered the arena in a somewhat beédtethpt to save
the inflammable situation.

'l believe you're a qualified nurse, Sherry.'

‘A qualified nursingSister,Mrs Ingram,' corrected Brenda, chipping
in before Sherry could formulate a reply. 'And sleedamned good
one too.'

‘Thanks for the compliment, Brenda," Sherry saiging to brush
aside her friend's remark, 'but my qualificatione @significant
when you stop to consider that we have no fewar thiee scientists
and an engineer seated around this table.'

'Did you rule the lives of the young nurses likaysant?' Peter
Grundlingh questioned Sherry humorously, his fagadh tilted
slightly in her direction while he waited for herreply.

'‘No, | didn't,’ she said at once. 'At least, | ddmhk | did,' she added
after a momentary pause for thought.

‘You don't seem very sure,' Peter teased.

'l always found the nurses under my supervisionoederly and
disciplined group of girls,’ she explained. "Wegalt along very well.'

''ve always had difficulty in picturing you as & disciplinarian,
Sherry," drawled Rollo, drawing her glance acrbssiength of the
table and holding it compellingly.



"I had to be stern sometimes, it was part of oy ghe smiled at him,
aware that everyone's eyes were suddenly focuséegonYou're a
scientist, Rollo, and I'm sure that, in your pasiti there've been
occasions when you've had to take stern discipgliaations.'

'If that's a query, then you'll have to directtitPeter," he mockingly
flung the ball into someone else's court, and $tonagged her gaze
from Rollo's to direct it at the fair-haired man loer left.

'Is my husband a stern disciplinarian at times2'grestioned him.
'He is,' Peter admitted readily, 'but he's alsaiadne.’

'Yes,' Sherry smiled, a hint of cynicism curving generous mouth
when she met Rollo's compelling gaze at the othdrad the table
once again. 'You've always been fair, haven't gadjng?"

This was a two-way communication which was crack@s if with
static electricity. She had made a veiled accusatiuich had nothing
to do with his disciplinary abilities as assistdirector of the SR,
and the slight narrowing of his eyes told her thetvas not unaware
of this.

'l doubt if I've always been fair,’ he smiled twdly. '‘People make
mistakes, and I'm not infallible.'

Was that a confession? An apology, perhaps? Héimgalance left
her none the wiser, and she sighed inwardly apkoed her table
napkin on the table beside her empty dessert plate.

‘Shall we have our coffee in the living-room?' stsked, pushing
back her chair to rise gracefully to her feet, @veryone agreed.
Professor Ingram also emerged abruptly from hignievo grunt his
approval.



'‘May | use your downstairs cloakroom?' DelphinesasBherry when
they stepped into the hall.

‘Certainly," Sherry answered, her voice cool buitgdDo you know
the way?'

Delphine adopted a 'little-girl-lost' look. 'Wdll, . .'

if you'll come this way, then [I'll show you," Sheroffered, 'l
practically have to pass it on my way to the kitthe

‘Thank you,' Delphine smiled with a sweetness fhated Sherry
instantly on her guard.

What's she up to? Sherry wondered as Delphinéntelistep beside
her. The flags of battle were still flying high Delphine's eyes
despite the smile on her crimson lips, and Sheayg not fooled for
one instant. Her guard was up, and it would stayeth

You'll find the cloakroom at the end of this shpassage." Sherry
indicated the direction Delphine had to take, h& knew somehow
that this was not going to happen.

'‘Don't be an idiot!" Delphine sneered, her greyegreyes glittering
with fury. "You know damn well that | pretended tmknow the way
so | could speak to you alone.’

'So, here we are, and we're alone.' Sherry's vaasaecalm despite the
turmoil raging inside her. 'What is it you wanted d§peak to me
about?'

'‘Don't think I'm not aware of the silly game youbeen playing all
evening, but you might as well know that it worét gou anywhere.'
Delphine was so self-assured, so confident, thaattitally frightened
Sherry. 'Rollo lovesne\He may be married to you, but itieehe'll



return to again and again, because we belong,@ralibe no one can
appreciate his scientific mind the way | do.’

It was only Sherry's years of training as a nuhsg helped her to
keep a firm grip on her control at that moment, b@dvoice was cool
and outwardly unaffected when she asked, 'What sngée so sure
that Rollo loves you?"

'Isn't the fact that I'm here this evening proobwgh for you,
darling?' Delphine demanded with that smug selfhasse Sherry
was beginning to hate.

'I'm afraid not," Sherry persisted, continuing éioe she had started a
the dinner table, and which she knew she would t@earry through
to the bitter end that evening.

‘Very well," Delphine smiled venomously. 'l shathply have to see
to it that you receive further, more consequemrabf, and perhaps
then you will drop this act of "domestic bliss", isih may have
fooled the others, but it hasn't fooled me, antheeidoes Rollo find
it .particularly amusing.'

'l don't know if you're aware of this, but Rollo deaa stipulation
before our marriage that there would be no divoiskerry played
the only card she had in her possession. 'Wouldlease explain to
me what satisfaction you'll derive out of a relasbip with a man
who is married to someone else, and who intendsn@in so?'

'l think | know Rollo better than you do,' Delphila@ighed derisively.
'He married you because he felt obliged to do sh ao matter what
stipulation he might have made, the yoke he putraddis own neck
IS going to become far too heavy a burden for laind, he'll leave you
... forme.’



'‘Don't be too sure of yourself," warned Sherry,iemdhis distasteful
confrontation by walking away from Delphine and ezimg the
kitchen.

She was shaking when she closed the door behindhérshe felt
like ice despite the warmth in the kitchen. Delg@snremarks had
struck home with a certain amount of truth, ar@hérry had won the
battle at the dinner table, then this round wasy véefinitely
Delphine's.

Sherry suddenly became aware of Connie and Beaibsarving her
curiously, and she pulled herself together quidkhysmile at them.
‘The dinner was superb,' she complimented them,iare ready to
have coffee in the living-room."

'‘Are you not feeling well, madam?' asked Connie, derk eyes
mirroring concern. 'You were very pale when you eamto the
kitchen.'

it's a slight attack of indigestion," Sherry liebate too much at
dinner, and now I'm suffering for it.'

The evening wore on endlessly, but somehow Shercgegded in
projecting that image of calm hospitality despitelfhine's cloying,
sickeningly sweet behaviour, and the fact thatdoitl not appear to
object.

Sherry was, however, intensely relieved when eveyeft, and she
sagged physically and mentally when she reachebtddnoom. She
had been married for a brief two weeks, but itdslif she had lived a
lifetime in which she had aged considerably.

She had undressed herself, and she was sittitegsbt on her side of
the bed when Rollo entered the room and starteshgaéff his
clothes. Tired as she was, she was aware of higghawnasculine
attraction, and her heart began to beat a litdeefa She did not want



to look at him, but he sat down beside her, stdpdewn to his
underpants, and his strong fingers turned her faeards his and
tilted it up for his inspection.

‘Well. .. darling,' he mocked her, making her cringe inwardly wit
shame. "Your performance as the doting wife wag eenvincing
this evening, so let's see how convincing you camdw that we're
alone.’

Sherry did not have the strength to resist him winemmouth settled
on hers with a somewhat brutal passion that sdagedo the very
core of her being. She went limp against his haaterbody as he
shifted her higher up on to the bed, bearing hamdon to it with his
weight, and she hated herself for her helplessorespto the fiery
delight aroused by the intimacy of his strokingyéns.

She surrendered without resistance, following wherked, but a part
of her remained detached as if it could not bedetassociated with
what she was allowing.

‘Not bad,' Rollo remarked caustically when his iefir her had been
sated, 'but this performance of yours could haveedeith a little
more warmth.'

If Rollo had struck her physically it would havesndess painful, and
she smothered her anguished gasp in the pillowhateobviously
wanted to hurt her, and he had succeeded by malandgel like a
cheap slut who had received payment for somethimghhad given
displeasure. She had, perhaps, deserved some f@umishment for
her behaviour that evening, but not this . . .thi!

It was like rubbing salt into a raw wound when Rajlot up out of
bed, took his clothes with him, and spent the oé$he night in the
room opposite the nursery.



Sherry cried herself to sleep that night. She velpking tears that
racked her body and left her feeling oddly drainadd totally
exhausted.

Rollo did not come to her room again during theuart days and,
although he was always polite and courteous, hisnelawas so
distant that the chasm between them had widenadpt@int where
she was convinced it would never be breached. Taelynot been
married quite three weeks, and they had reachedia stage. Like a
patient caught in the grip of a destructive fevleis was the turning
point, and no one, least of all Sherry, could pretiie outcome.

The telephone rang at five-thirty on the Thursdféigraoon of the
following week. It was Rollo, and Sherry felt hegahnt leap into her
throat at the sound of his voice.

'I'm going to be home late this evening, so doait @winner for me,’
he told her in that cool, distant manner that @urttb the quick.

‘Shall | ask Bettina to keep something in the oiagryou?’
He seemed to hesitate a moment before answeringfhau wish.'

‘Very well . . . and, Rollo,' she added hastilyaaf that he might ring
off and break this fragile contact which she neesledlesperately,
'thanks for letting me know.'

The line was silent for several heart-stopping sdspthen he said
abruptly, 'Give David a good night kiss for me.’

Sherry put down the receiver with the feeling tiat crisis had not
yet veered one way or the other, and she wasestlihg that way half
an hour later when the telephone rang once again.



'‘Hello, Sherry,' Delphine's melodious voice canm@sgthe line. 'Did
Rollo let you know that he would be working latestevening?'

‘Yes, he did,' Sherry confirmed, a coldness invgdiier body which
she could not understand.

'‘Well, he lied to you," Delphine announced triumpha i'm
expecting him here to my flat any minute now, angu want proof
of this, then you're welcome to drop in, but | sbme doubt that
you're the type of wife who would want to embarrassself as well
as her husband by storming in on him when he's \aiibther
woman.' This was the turning point in the crisisg éhe direction it
took could not have left Sherry feeling more shattehad Rollo's
gabled home caved in on top of her.

‘Thank you for the information, Delphine,' she liglaerself say with
a voice so icily calm that she could not beliewwats her own. 'Was
there anything else?"

'l should imagine that what I've told you is quatgough,' Delphine
laughed derisively. 'Enjoy your evening alone, idgl

Enjoy your evening alonélfhose words screamed through Sherry
mind, tearing at her sanity until she wanted tomtrato a hole
somewhere and howl like a wounded animal.

Delphine was smarter than Sherry had imagined.haldepromised
consequential proof, and she had delivered it. tIMa® anything left
to salvage between Rollo and herself?

Sherry felt a numbness setting in that blankedlipain which was
crucifying her. She would feel again tomorrow p@dydbut not now.
Not now!

The nightmare had not yet ended for Sherry. Shecvwessing the hall
at six-thirty that evening to sit down to her st meal in the



dining-room when the front door opened and Rolldkee in. She
stared at him as if she was seeing a ghost, anaittered mind was
suddenly flung into a mad confusion. If he was sigagl to be with
Delphine, then what was he doing here? She wondésdte was
hallucinating, but hallucinations did not speake skalised, when
Rollo's deep voice penetrated the loud soaringemelars.

'‘We hit a snag on one of our projects, but the lpralwas sorted out
much quicker than I'd anticipated.' He loweredhead suddenly to
peer intently into her white face. 'Are you feelil@'

She shook her head, partly in answer, and parttyear it, then she
turned away from his prying eyes. 'You're justime for dinner."'

'‘Good!" he said abruptly, following her into thaidig- room.

Sherry could not eat. Her mind was racing in madenending

circles, and the food lodged nauseatingly in heyah What are they
trying to do to me? she wondered frantically whes pain returned
to gnaw away at her. Delphine was waiting for hinher flat. Why

had he not gone to her? What had made him chasgaihd? Why

had he come home?

She was confused to the extent that her headif#y,dand she did
not linger in the living-room that evening afteediad had her coffee.

'I'd like to have an early night,' she excuseddiérand she escaped
without waiting for Rollo to reply.

She went up the stairs, her hand clutching at theden balustrade
for support, and her heart thudding heavily in eyast. Her mind
was still grasping and discarding everything theatt bccurred during
the past two hours, and she was beginning to fdelested with the
effort to try to understand. Nothing made sensd,slre was not in a
fit state to question Rollo without making her oweelings
humiliatingly obvious.



She went into the bathroom to run her bath watet stripped off her
clothes without actually being aware of what shes waing. She

pushed her hair into her shower cap and soakedl|hfnsalmost half

an hour in the warm, scented water before she doapeself. She
was beginning to feel slightly better, less fragi#gamd when she
stepped out of the bath a few minutes later sheddherself

vigorously with the towel until her skin tingledh& took off her

shower cap, letting her hair fall free toher shewd and she was
reaching for her nightgown when the bathroom dopened

unexpectedly. Startled almost out of her wits, gltadbbed the towel
since it was closest to her, and held it up aganest body for

protection, but not before Rollo's razor-sharp géahad caught a
glimpse of nicely rounded hips and firm, pointeddsts.

She had never thought to lock the door against birhshe wished
now that she had. After his leaving her to sleegmalfor almost a
week in that enormous bed she considered thigyeaftainvasion of
her privacy, but her heart was beating with sometrother than
anger in her throat as she stood there staringnattiirough the
steamy haze between them.

Barefoot and without a shirt, he was exuding a pawaura of raw
masculinity, and the assault on her senses wasntidflis blue briefs
hugged his lean hips, exposing his long muscutgs, land her breath
locked in her throat when she finally raised hemngk to his. She
knew why he was there, she could read him almiostdibook at that
moment while his eyes burned their sensuous wayndbevlength of
her, and her body was suddenly trembling in respons

'‘No!" she croaked desperately, shaking her heaa Waeapproached
her slowly in the steam-filled bathroom. 'No, Roll@on't ... No!

He paused less than a pace away from her, angdssbéazed down
into hers until it felt as if he wanted to probe kBeul. The air was
pregnant with almost pagan emotions, and past ess®pt suddenly



came together with a force that held her immolbiis.hands circled
her waist- behind the towel she clutched in frohher, his strong
fingers spread out, cool against her warm, dammp, siad his touch
set a thousand little nerves quivering with sonmghclose to
expectancy. Sherry despised herself, but she haélsmw lost the
will to resist, and she made no attempt to stopwiren he lowered
his head to touch his lips to the sensitive skiairagf her smooth
shoulder.

‘You smell nice," he murmured throatily, his motthiling a light,
fiery path towards her throat, and shivers of deligppled through
her to leave her weak and receptive.

Her mind was still whirling in utter confusion, buaer lips were
parting to welcome the sensual exploration of heuttm. She was
alive, she was his woman, and she had never wantedhore than at
that moment. Only Rollo could make her feel thisywanly Rollo
could make her come alive to her needs as a woamahshe yielded
physically and mentally to the sensations he wassang.

Sensing her surrender, he lifted her in his arm$ st®e was a child,
and carried her into the bedroom. He lowered hiexfally on to her
feet beside the bed, and only then did he takenbisth from hers.

'You don't need this,' he said thickly, removing towel she had
clutched against her, and then she was lifted dheded.

His mouth ravaged hers, and his hands roamed ldgribdantalising
caresses to ensure her complete surrender. Omiyditidne leave her
side to divest himself of his blue briefs.

'l want you,' he groaned, feasting his eyes onsharder, shapely
body as he lowered himself on to the bed beside'lrer two long
years | have wanted you, and | shall go on wantomg'



What was he saying? What was he talking abdig? mind was
ready to spin into ever-increasing circles of cerda, but Rollo's
hungry mouth sought hers with a white-hot passiat wiped out
everything that had gone before. He made love tdhe time with
an almost agonising slowness, his fingers strokergntimately and
arousing her to a fever pitch where she beggeddiake her.

'We have all nightjewe meisig¢ he laughed softly and triumphantly,
touching her soul with that half-forgotten endeantmand she could
almost hate him for the ease with which he seemedrttrol his own
desire.

Their lovemaking was prolonged, erotic and excitimgt in the end
her pleasure was so intense that she cried outatforce of it, and
clung to Rollo's shuddering body as wave after wafvéhe most
exquisite sensations surged through her.

Lie we meisieRollo groaned that familiar endearment into hkysi
hair spread out across the pillow. 'You might a8l aecept the fact
that I'm never going to let you go out of my lifgaan.'

Sherry did not say anything. She was emotionatysjgent to speak,
and physically too beautifully sated to want tsnkhabout anything
other than what they had shared. Later, perhamswsuld think
rationally again, but not yet.

‘Will you stay with me, Sherry?' he asked evenyuathen they lay
quietly and relaxed in each other's arms.

She did not want to face the reality, but he wasifg it upon her,
and she sighed as she got up out of bed and pbeormbe. That
ghawing pain was tearing at her insides again vshertightened the
belt about her waist and walked towards the window.

'‘What about Delphine?' she asked, pulling asidectimégains and
staring down into the moonlit garden.



‘To hell with Delphine!" he exclaimed harshly. 'ltadking about us.
You and me!'

'‘We can't talk abouus until we've talked aboubDelphing' she

Insisted, drawing the curtains across the windoamagnd turning to
find Rollo sitting up in bed with the sheet baretering the lower
half of his magnificent body. Her love for him waéving, throbbing

thing inside her, but she dared not let him know itnot yet . . . and
perhaps never! 'You love Delphine, and you weragto marry her,'
she reminded him, thrusting that painful sword @eegtill into her

own heart.

'l think it's time | set the record straight,' laédsgrimly. 'l havenever
been in love with Delphine, and | hameverhad the slightest desire
to marry her. God only knows where you picked wgi tinazy notion,
but | was angry enough with you at the time tg&at go on believing
it.'

Sherry stared at him, incredulous disbelief mirdareher grey eyes.
‘You're not in love with her?'

'l never have been, and never will be," he insitedy.

'‘When you went to her flat the other night. . éplaused, shaking her
head in bewilderment.

'‘She said she had something urgent to discusswdgtlfand she didn't
want to talk about it on the telephone,' he exgdiwith a hint of

anger in his deep voice. 'When | arrived at her $lae was in a
slightly hysterical state, and she was going oruabome idiotic idea
that she and | belonged together. | told her thahé continued to
behave like a silly child it would ruin what hademea good

friendship between us, and she calmed down evéntustayed for a

cup of coffee, and then | left.'

'‘But you didn't get home until very late.’



'l needed time to think, so | drove around for alevhHis sensuous
mouth twisted in a somewhat savage smile. 'l was frious with

you, if you remember, because of that remark yodenabout being
discreet about my affair with Delphine, and | decdido make you
suffer a little.'

Understanding was beginning to filter through harfasion, but she
was still plagued with uncertainty. 'l suppose yeally were going to
work late this evening, and that you had no intentf spending it
with Delphine.’

His dark brows drew together in a frown as he dtaeher taut,
slender body with the green and gold curtains tEher. 'What the
devil are you talking about?’

'‘Delphine telephoned about half an hour after ydetdme know
you'd be working late, and she said you'd lied¢ €xplained,
prodding at a wound which had not yethealed. 'Shé she was
expecting you any minute, and that you were gomggdend the
evening together. She said if | didn't believe haras welcome to
come along to her flat, but that she didn't thimkak the type of wife
who would want to embarrass myself as well as wowdiking in on
you when you were with another woman. And she wgtg about
that, at least.’

'‘My God, that girl's been doing nothing but try dause trouble!'
Rollo exploded convincingly. 'l admit that | useer Ia little to make
you jealous, but she had no right to call you afidypu | was going
to spend the evening with her, because there'dwablgono truth in
it!"

'l know that now," Sherry admitted, drawing a calréfreath, ‘but |
believed it earlier this evening and, believingadt | did, | was so
confused when you walked into the house that Idi@tieven begin
to think straight.'



'‘Come here. Sherry.' His face was grave as hedptiieebed beside
him, and Sherry obeyed him, seating herself cloderh so that she
faced him. 'l have a lot of explaining to do, ahdre's no better time
than the present,’ he said, taking her hand inaht pressing a
thrilling little kiss into her palm. 'When | lefof the Antarctic two
years ago | knew | loved you, but | couldn't ac¢bpt something like
that had happened to me. I'd never believed inlb@fere, but it took
me two months away from you to finally make meissahow much
you actually meant to me, and | wrote to you imragaly, telling you
how | felt. | asked you to ignore what I'd saiddref and to wait for
me.'

Her pulses leapt wildly. Could she believe himyas this merely a
prelude to more agony?

'l never received that letter.'

'l know you didn't,” he confirmed grimly, staringwin at her hand
which had become lost in his. 'It was returned éosome weeks later
marked "address unknown".'

'Oh, God!" she croaked. If only she had knownhlfyeshe had waited
instead of leaving Cape Town in such a hurry!

‘The only thing | could do after that was to sit ooy time in the
Antarctic,’ he continued in that grim voice that tomed his
expression. 'When | returned to Cape Town | spaemerthan three
agonising months searching for you, but you'drieftrace. Not even
Brenda and Jonathan knew where | could get in teutthyou.'

'‘Brenda knew,' she confessed with difficulty, 'dlat made her
promise not to tell you if you asked.’

'‘Why?' he demanded, the expression on his rugdeaigsome face
darkening into something close to anger, and iteviagr bow her
head with guilt and remorse.



'You'd given me no reason to believe that youredein me was of a
lasting nature, and | didn't want you to know théthad your child

because | knew you would feel obliged to marry rsleg explained,
and her mouth curved in a cynical smile. "Whickxactly what you

have done.'

‘You don't really believe that, do you?' he demarsidtly, his hands
framing her face and forcing her to meet his prglblue gaze. '‘Not
after everything I've just told you?"

She looked into his eyes and saw things there wdtiehwas still too
afraid to accept. She tried to smile, but her §fasted to quiver, and
hot tears filled her eyes. 'l don't know what ttidwe any more!'

'‘My God, don't cry!" he groaned, gathering her tdygnto his arms
and crushing her so fiercely against his wide chiest she could
scarcely breathe.

'I'm sorry, I—I can't help it,’ she sniffed in a fibed voice, then his
mouth found hers and he kissed her with a genssipa until the
tears stopped flowing.

His eyes burned into hers in a way that held hetiankess in his
arms and mentally suspended over a chasm, and lghepoke his
voice was harsh, and yet vibrant with emotions wWexe fathomless.

'‘Haven't you realised yet that | love you, thatdiazy about you, and
that when 1 saw you again at Jonathan's housaitjtdtl could think
of nothing else but taking time off from the bushedule | was
involved in to see you again, to talk to you, tth yeu how much |
cared, and to beg you, if necessary, to give meofiportunity to
make you love me again?

Those long awaited words released a flood of hagsiiso immense
that she trembled with the force of it, and shadlher arms about his



strong neck to bury her damp face against his sleoulOh, Rollo... if
only | hadn't run like a coward back to Kromrivier!

‘You'll never know how | felt when | arrived at thetel and found
you'd gone,' he groaned against her hair whildhareds moved in a
groping caress across her back. 'l was in a fugnaitfollowed you
to Kromrivier, but it was nothing compared to whéelt when |
discovered that you'd had my child. I think | warlittle crazy then. |
decided | was going to make you pay for all therggikd suffered,
and it was as if you'd put a weapon in my handg witich to hurt
you when you dredged up that ridiculous story theds in love with
Delphine and had wanted to marry her.'

'It did hurt. It hurt more than you'll ever know.'

'l wonder why?' he demanded mockingly, and sheguikim a little
away from her to look up into his face.

'‘Because | still love you,' she said crossly. 'Atwh't tell me you
didn't know that!'

'l guessed, but | wasn't sure." His eyes crinkletha corners in a
faintly mocking smile. 'You've become very goodhading your

feelings, my darling, and | don't mind admittingathyou had me
scared at times.’

'l love you, Rollo," Sherry murmured huskily, stk the nape of his
neck tenderly and sliding her hands across his shdeilders. 'l love
you very much,' she added, her grey eyes smoky thvélextent of
her happiness.

'‘What about Gordon Shaw?' Rollo demanded jealously.

She shook her head, 'l could never have married Himnever
stopped loving you ... not once, and marrying sareeelse was
simply out of the question.’



She leaned forward, letting her mouth and her tengxplore his

warm throat, his shoulder, and his hair- rougherteskt. She tasted
the salt of his skin, loving it, and a new hungemp¢ed deep down
inside her as she trailed her seeking mouth dowsatess his male
nipple with the tip of her tongue.

'‘My God, Sherry, where did you learn to do thag?gloaned thickly,
his hands tightening on her shoulders.

'You know damn well you taught me everything | knbwhe
answered jerkily, undoing the belt of her robe ailidwing his
impatient hands to do the rest.

He pulled her down beside him; his mouth seeking vgh a hunger
that matched her own. His thighs were hard agaesbwn, and his
hips moved against hers in an erotic arousal tifetmed her. She
slid her hands down his back to his hips, delighim the play of
muscles beneath his smooth skin, and she felt haw ¢aut with a
heated desire when she pressed closer to him \pitim#tive longing

which she could not suppress.

'l love you, Sherry," he groaned against her maudthe his fingers
expertly stroked the hardened peaks until the pleasf his touch
was almost a pain. 'l've never wanted any womamwh as | want
you, and I'm never going to let you go out of nig Rgain.'

'l like the sound of that very much,' she murmuagdinst his mouth,
her voice slurred and husky with emotion. 'I'veeravanted to share
my life with anyone else but you.'

They made love with a consuming passion as if there were not
enough hours left in the night to express their love in sufficient
ways, and later, when she curled up contentedly against hishard,
male body with her head on his shoulder, she felt a strange new



tranquillity wash over her that soothed away the two years of
anguish asif it had never been.

They wer e soulmates again. They had both recognised it from the
start, and they would never forget it in the future. They were as
one, in mind, soul and body. . . until death and beyond.



